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For the first time in publishing history, Delphi Classics is proud to present the complete works of these writers, with beautiful illustrations and the usual bonus material.
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A seventeenth century drawing of London  Dekkers birthplace. Very little information survives concerning the playwrights life.


The Shoemakers Holiday (1599)
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The Shoemakers Holiday is Dekkers most famous and frequently performed play. It was first performed in 1599 by the Admirals Men, a leading company troupe of actors during the Elizabethan and Jacobean eras. One of the most high profile and well-regarded troupes of the period, it was perhaps only second in reputation to the Kings Men, best known for staging Shakespeares plays. The Admirals Men was formed in 1576 and originally called Lord Howards Men after their patron, Charles Howard, 1st Earl of Nottingham. When Howard was appointed Lord High Admiral in 1585, the troupes name was altered to reflect their patrons new position. In the 1580s, the troupe established a long-term and highly fruitful relationship with theatre producer and impresario, Philip Henslowe. After the reopening of the theatres in 1594 following an outbreak of the bubonic plague, the Admirals Men entered a particularly successful period in their history and performed as many as thirty-eight different plays during the 1594-95 season.

The Shoemakers Holiday is often considered an example of an early city comedy  a genre that achieved popularity and prominence in the early seventeenth century. Dekker had begun writing for the Admirals Men in c. 1598 and would eventually produce as many as forty plays for the troupe, many of which are now lost. The playwright struggled to make enough money and around the time this play was first staged he was in a debtors prison.

The plot concerns the love affair of Rose Oatley, the daughter of Sir Roger Oatley, lord mayor of London, and Rowland Lacy, the nephew of Sir Hugh Lacy, the earl of Lincoln. Acutely aware of class differences between the two young people, Sir Hugh vows to stop the wedding. To prevent the courtship, he arranges for his nephew to be given a command in the army of King Henry V, who is preparing to invade France. However, Rowland has other ideas. Losing himself among the craftsmen of London, he takes the guise of a Dutch shoemaker at the shop of Simon Eyre, a London cobbler, who makes shoes for the king and other notable families. Meanwhile, Rose is confined to her fathers house in London and is left pining for her love.

The play was first published in 1600 by the printer Valentine Simmes after it had been performed for Queen Elizabeth on New Years Day. In the epilogue, Dekker states that nothing is proposed, but mirth by his tale of inter-class romance and intrigue. 
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A 1610 printing of the play
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Philip Henslowe by Edward Alleyn


TO ALL GOOD FELLOWS, PROFESSORS OF THE GENTLE CRAFT, OF WHAT DEGREE SOEVER.
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KIND GENTLEMEN AND honest boon companions, I present you here with a merry-conceited Comedy, called The Shoemakers Holiday, acted by my Lord Admirals Players this present Christmas before the Queens most excellent Majesty, for the mirth and pleasant matter by her Highness graciously accepted, being indeed no way offensive. The argument of the play I will set down in this Epistle: Sir Hugh Lacy, Earl of Lincoln, had a young gentleman of his own name, his near kinsman, that loved the Lord Mayors daughter of London; to prevent and cross which love, the Earl caused his kinsman to be sent Colonel of a company into France: who resigned his place to another gentleman his friend, and came disguised like a Dutch shoemaker to the house of Simon Eyre in Tower Street, who served the Mayor and his household with shoes: the merriments that passed in Eyres house, his coming to be Mayor of London, Lacys getting his love, and other accidents, with two merry Three-mens-songs. Take all in good worth that is well intended, for nothing is purposed but mirth; mirth lengtheneth long life, which, with all other blessings, I heartily wish you. Farewell!




PROLOGUE
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AS IT WAS pronounced before the Queens Majesty.

As wretches in a storm (expecting day),
With trembling hands and eyes cast up to heaven,
Make prayers the anchor of their conquered hopes,
So we, dear goddess, wonder of all eyes,
Your meanest vassals, through mistrust and fear
To sink into the bottom of disgrace
By our imperfect pastimes, prostrate thus
On bended knees, our sails of hope do strike,
Dreading the bitter storms of your dislike.
Since then, unhappy men, our hap is such,
That to ourselves ourselves no help can bring,
But needs must perish, if your saint-like ears
(Locking the temple where all mercy sits)
Refuse the tribute of our begging tongues:
Oh grant, bright mirror of true chastity,
From those life-breathing stars, your sun-like eyes,
One gracious smile: for your celestial breath
Must send us life, or sentence us to death.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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The King.
The Earl of Cornwall.
Sir Hugh Lacy, Earl of Lincoln.

His Nephews:
Rowland Lacy, otherwise Hans,
Askew

Sir Roger Oateley, Lord Mayor of London.

Citizens of London:

Master Hammon

Master Warner

Master Scott

Simon Eyre, the Shoemaker.

Eyres Journeymen:

Roger, commonly called Hodge

Firk

Ralph

Lovell, a Courtier.
Dodger, Servant to the Earl of Lincoln.
A Dutch Skipper.
A Boy.

Courtiers, Attendants, Officers, Soldiers, Hunters, Shoemakers, Apprentices, Servants.

Rose, Daughter of Sir Roger.
Sybil, her Maid.
Margery, Wife of Simon Eyre.
Jane, Wife of Ralph.

SCENE  London and Old Ford.


ACT THE FIRST.


SCENE I.  A Street in London.
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ENTER THE LORD Mayor and the Earl of Lincoln.

Lincoln. My lord mayor, you have sundry times
Feasted myself and many courtiers more:
Seldom or never can we be so kind
To make requital of your courtesy.
But leaving this, I hear my cousin Lacy
Is much affected to your daughter Rose.

L. Mayor. True, my good lord, and she loves him so well
That I mislike her boldness in the chase.

Lincoln. Why, my lord mayor, think you it then a shame,
To join a Lacy with an Oateleys name?

L. Mayor. Too mean is my poor girl for his high birth;
Poor citizens must not with courtiers wed,
Who will in silks and gay apparel spend
More in one year than I am worth, by far:
Therefore your honour need not doubt my girl.

Lincoln. Take heed, my lord, advise you what you do!
A verier unthrift lives not in the world,
Than is my cousin; for Ill tell you what:
Tis now almost a year since he requested
To travel countries for experience;
I furnished him with coin, bills of exchange,
Letters of credit, men to wait on him,
Solicited my friends in Italy
Well to respect him. But to see the end:
Scant had he journeyed through half Germany,
But all his coin was spent, his men cast off,
His bills embezzled, and my jolly coz,
Ashamed to show his bankrupt presence here,
Became a shoemaker in Wittenberg,
A goodly science for a gentleman
Of such descent! Now judge the rest by this:
Suppose your daughter have a thousand pound,
He did consume me more in one half year;
And make him heir to all the wealth you have,
One twelvemonths rioting will waste it all.
Then seek, my lord, some honest citizen
To wed your daughter to.

L. Mayor. I thank your lordship.
(Aside) Well, fox, I understand your subtilty.
As for your nephew, let your lordships eye
But watch his actions, and you need not fear,
For I have sent my daughter far enough.
And yet your cousin Rowland might do well,
Now he hath learned an occupation;
And yet I scorn to call him son-in-law.

Lincoln. Ay, but I have a better trade for him:
I thank his grace, he hath appointed him
Chief colonel of all those companies
Mustered in London and the shires about,
To serve his highness in those wars of France.
See where he comes!  

Enter Lovell, Lacy, and Askew.

Lovell, what news with you?

Lovell. My Lord of Lincoln, tis his highness will,
That presently your cousin ship for France
With all his powers; he would not for a million,
But they should land at Dieppe within four days.

Lincoln. Go certify his grace, it shall be done. [Exit Lovell.
Now, cousin Lacy, in what forwardness
Are all your companies?

Lacy. All well prepared.
The men of Hertfordshire lie at Mile-end,
Suffolk and Essex train in Tothill-fields,
The Londoners and those of Middlesex,
All gallantly prepared in Finsbury,
With frolic spirits long for their parting hour.

L. Mayor. They have their imprest, coats, and furniture;
And, if it please your cousin Lacy come
To the Guildhall, he shall receive his pay;
And twenty pounds besides my brethren
Will freely give him, to approve our loves
We bear unto my lord, your uncle here.

Lacy. I thank your honour.

Lincoln. Thanks, my good lord mayor.

L. Mayor. At the Guildhall we will expect your coming. [Exit.

Lincoln. To approve your loves to me? No subtilty!
Nephew, that twenty pound he doth bestow
For joy to rid you from his daughter Rose.
But, cousins both, now here are none but friends,
I would not have you cast an amorous eye
Upon so mean a project as the love
Of a gay, wanton, painted citizen.
I know, this churl even in the height of scorn
Doth hate the mixture of his blood with thine.
I pray thee, do thou so! Remember, coz,
What honourable fortunes wait on thee:
Increase the kings love, which so brightly shines,
And gilds thy hopes. I have no heir but thee,  
And yet not thee, if with a wayward spirit
Thou start from the true bias of my love.

Lacy. My lord, I will for honour, not desire
Of land or livings, or to be your heir,
So guide my actions in pursuit of France,
As shall add glory to the Lacys name.

Lincoln. Coz, for those words heres thirty Portuguese
And, nephew Askew, theres a few for you.
Fair Honour, in her loftiest eminence,
Stays in France for you, till you fetch her thence.
Then, nephews, clap swift wings on your designs:
Begone, begone, make haste to the Guildhall;
There presently Ill meet you. Do not stay:
Where honour beckons, shame attends delay. [Exit.

Askew. How gladly would your uncle have you gone!

Lacy. True, coz, but Ill oerreach his policies.
I have some serious business for three days,
Which nothing but my presence can dispatch.
You, therefore, cousin, with the companies,
Shall haste to Dover; there Ill meet with you:
Or, if I stay past my prefixèd time,
Away for France; well meet in Normandy.
The twenty pounds my lord mayor gives to me
You shall receive, and these ten Portuguese,
Part of mine uncles thirty. Gentle coz,
Have care to our great charge; I know, your wisdom
Hath tried itself in higher consequence.

Askew. Coz, all myself am yours: yet have this care,
To lodge in London with all secrecy;
Our uncle Lincoln hath, besides his own,
Many a jealous eye, that in your face
Stares only to watch means for your disgrace.

Lacy. Stay, cousin, who be these?

Enter Simon Eyre, Margery his wife, Hodge, Firk, Jane, and Ralph with a pair of shoes.

Eyre. Leave whining, leave whining! Away with this whimpering, this puling, these blubbering tears, and these wet eyes! Ill get thy husband discharged, I warrant thee, sweet Jane; go to!

Hodge. Master, here be the captains.

Eyre. Peace, Hodge; hush, ye knave, hush!

Firk. Here be the cavaliers and the colonels, master.

Eyre. Peace, Firk; peace, my fine Firk! Stand by with your pishery-pashery, away! I am a man of the best presence; Ill speak to them, an they were Popes.  Gentlemen, captains, colonels, commanders! Brave men, brave leaders, may it please you to give me audience. I am Simon Eyre, the mad shoemaker of Tower Street; this wench with the mealy mouth that will never tire, is my wife, I can tell you; heres Hodge, my man and my foreman; heres Firk, my fine firking journeyman, and this is blubbered Jane. All we come to be suitors for this honest Ralph. Keep him at home, and as I am a true shoemaker and a gentleman of the gentle craft, buy spurs yourselves, and Ill find ye boots these seven years.

Marg. Seven years, husband?

Eyre. Peace, midriff, peace! I know what I do. Peace!

Firk. Truly, master cormorant, you shall do God good service to let Ralph and his wife stay together. Shes a young new-married woman; if you take her husband away from her a night, you undo her; she may beg in the day-time; for hes as good a workman at a prick and an awl, as any is in our trade.

Jane. O let him stay, else I shall be undone.

Firk. Ay, truly, she shall be laid at one side like a pair of old shoes else, and be occupied for no use.

Lacy. Truly, my friends, it lies not in my power:
The Londoners are pressed, paid, and set forth
By the lord mayor; I cannot change a man.

Hodge. Why, then you were as good be a corporal as a colonel, if you cannot discharge one good fellow; and I tell you true, I think you do more than you can answer, to press a man within a year and a day of his marriage.

Eyre. Well said, melancholy Hodge; gramercy, my fine foreman.

Marg. Truly, gentlemen, it were ill done for such as you, to stand so stiffly against a poor young wife, considering her case, she is new-married, but let that pass: I pray, deal not roughly with her; her husband is a young man, and but newly entered, but let that pass.

Eyre. Away with your pishery-pashery, your pols and your edipols! Peace, midriff; silence, Cicely Bumtrinket! Let your head speak.

Firk. Yea, and the horns too, master.

Eyre. Too soon, my fine Firk, too soon! Peace, scoundrels! See you this man? Captains, you will not release him? Well, let him go; hes a proper shot; let him vanish! Peace, Jane, dry up thy tears, theyll make his powder dankish. Take him, brave men; Hector of Troy was an hackney to him, Hercules and Termagant scoundrels, Prince Arthurs Round-table  by the Lord of Ludgate  neer fed such a tall, such a dapper swordsman; by the life of Pharaoh, a brave, resolute swordsman! Peace, Jane! I say no more, mad knaves.

Firk. See, see, Hodge, how my master raves in commendation of Ralph!

Hodge. Ralph, thart a gull, by this hand, an thou goest not.

Askew. I am glad, good Master Eyre, it is my hap
To meet so resolute a soldier.
Trust me, for your report and love to him,
A common slight regard shall not respect him.

Lacy. Is thy name Ralph?

Ralph. Yes, sir.

Lacy. Give me thy hand;
Thou shalt not want, as I am a gentleman.
Woman, be patient; God, no doubt, will send
Thy husband safe again; but he must go,
His countrys quarrel says it shall be so.

Hodge. Thart a gull, by my stirrup, if thou dost not go. I will not have thee strike thy gimlet into these weak vessels; prick thine enemies, Ralph.

Enter Dodger.

Dodger. My lord, your uncle on the Tower-hill
Stays with the lord mayor and the aldermen,
And doth request you with all speed you may,
To hasten thither.

Askew. Cousin, lets go.

Lacy. Dodger, run you before, tell them we come.  
This Dodger is mine uncles parasite, [Exit Dodger.
The arrantst varlet that eer breathed on earth;
He sets more discord in a noble house
By one days broaching of his pickthank tales,
Than can be salved again in twenty years,
And he, I fear, shall go with us to France,
To pry into our actions.

Askew. Therefore, coz,
It shall behove you to be circumspect.

Lacy. Fear not, good cousin.  Ralph, hie to your colours.

Ralph. I must, because theres no remedy;
But, gentle master and my loving dame,
As you have always been a friend to me,
So in mine absence think upon my wife.

Jane. Alas, my Ralph.

Marg. She cannot speak for weeping.

Eyre. Peace, you cracked groats, you mustard tokens, disquiet not the brave soldier. Go thy ways, Ralph!

Jane. Ay, ay, you bid him go; what shall I do
When he is gone?

Firk. Why, be doing with me or my fellow Hodge; be not idle.

Eyre. Let me see thy hand, Jane. This fine hand, this white hand, these pretty fingers must spin, must card, must work; work, you bombast-cotton-candle-quean; work for your living, with a pox to you.  Hold thee, Ralph, heres five sixpences for thee; fight for the honour of the gentle craft, for the gentlemen shoemakers, the courageous cordwainers, the flower of St. Martins, the mad knaves of Bedlam, Fleet Street, Tower Street and Whitechapel; crack me the crowns of the French knaves; a pox on them, crack them; fight, by the Lord of Ludgate; fight, my fine boy!

Firk. Here, Ralph, heres three twopences: two carry into France, the third shall wash our souls at parting, for sorrow is dry. For my sake, firk the Basa mon cues.

Hodge. Ralph, I am heavy at parting; but heres a shilling for thee. God send thee to cram thy slops with French crowns, and thy enemies bellies with bullets.

Ralph. I thank you, master, and I thank you all.
Now, gentle wife, my loving lovely Jane,
Rich men, at parting, give their wives rich gifts,
Jewels and rings, to grace their lily hands.
Thou knowst our trade makes rings for womens heels:
Here take this pair of shoes, cut out by Hodge,
Stitched by my fellow Firk, seamed by myself,
Made up and pinked with letters for thy name.
Wear them, my dear Jane, for thy husbands sake;
And every morning, when thou pullst them on,
Remember me, and pray for my return.
Make much of them; for I have made them so,
That I can know them from a thousand mo.

Drum sounds. Enter the Lord Mayor, the Earl of Lincoln, Lacy, Askew, Dodger, and Soldiers. They pass over the stage; Ralph falls in amongst them; Firk and the rest cry Farewell, etc., and so exeunt.






ACT THE SECOND.


SCENE I.  A Garden at Old Ford.
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ENTER ROSE, ALONE, making a garland.



Rose. Here sit thou down upon this flowry bank,
And make a garland for thy Lacys head.
These pinks, these roses, and these violets,
These blushing gilliflowers, these marigolds,
The fair embroidery of his coronet,
Carry not half such beauty in their cheeks,
As the sweet countenance of my Lacy doth.
O my most unkind father! O my stars,
Why lowered you so at my nativity,
To make me love, yet live robbed of my love?
Here as a thief am I imprisonëd
For my dear Lacys sake within those walls,
Which by my fathers cost were builded up
For better purposes; here must I languish
For him that doth as much lament, I know,
Mine absence, as for him I pine in woe.

Enter Sybil.

Sybil. Good morrow, young mistress. I am sure you make that garland for me; against I shall be Lady of the Harvest.

Rose. Sybil, what news at London?

Sybil. None but good; my lord mayor, your father, and master Philpot, your uncle, and Master Scot, your cousin, and Mistress Frigbottom by Doctors Commons, do all, by my troth, send you most hearty commendations.

Rose. Did Lacy send kind greetings to his love?

Sybil. O yes, out of cry, by my troth. I scant knew him; here a wore a scarf; and here a scarf, here a bunch of feathers, and here precious stones and jewels, and a pair of garters,  O, monstrous! like one of our yellow silk curtains at home here in Old Ford house, here in Master Belly-mounts chamber. I stood at our door in Cornhill, looked at him, he at me indeed, spake to him, but he not to me, not a word; marry go-up, thought I, with a wanion! He passed by me as proud  Marry foh! are you grown humorous, thought I; and so shut the door, and in I came.

Rose. O Sybil, how dost thou my Lacy wrong!
My Rowland is as gentle as a lamb,
No dove was ever half so mild as he.

Sybil. Mild? yea, as a bushel of stamped crabs. He looked upon me as sour as verjuice. Go thy ways, thought I; thou mayst be much in my gaskins, but nothing in my nether-stocks. This is your fault, mistress, to love him that loves not you; he thinks scorn to do as hes done to; but if I were as you, Id cry: Go by, Jeronimo, go by!

Id set mine old debts against my new driblets,
And the hares foot against the goose giblets,
For if ever I sigh, when sleep I should take,
Pray God I may lose my maidenhead when I wake.

Rose. Will my love leave me then, and go to France?

Sybil. I know not that, but I am sure I see him stalk before the soldiers. By my troth, he is a proper man; but he is proper that proper doth. Let him go snick-up, young mistress.

Rose. Get thee to London, and learn perfectly,
Whether my Lacy go to France, or no.
Do this, and I will give thee for thy pains
My cambric apron and my Romish gloves,
My purple stockings and a stomacher.
Say, wilt thou do this, Sybil, for my sake?

Sybil. Will I, quoth a? At whose suit? By my troth, yes Ill go. A cambric apron, gloves, a pair of purple stockings, and a stomacher! Ill sweat in purple, mistress, for you; Ill take anything that comes a Gods name. O rich! a cambric apron! Faith, then have at up tails all. Ill go jiggy-joggy to London, and be here in a trice, young mistress. [Exit.

Rose. Do so, good Sybil. Meantime wretched I
Will sit and sigh for his lost company. [Exit.


SCENE II.  A Street in London.
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ENTER LACY, DISGUISED as a Dutch Shoemaker.

Lacy. How many shapes have gods and kings devised,
Thereby to compass their desired loves!
It is no shame for Rowland Lacy, then,
To clothe his cunning with the gentle craft,
That, thus disguised, I may unknown possess
The only happy presence of my Rose.
For her have I forsook my charge in France,
Incurred the kings displeasure, and stirred up
Rough hatred in mine uncle Lincolns breast.
O love, how powerful art thou, that canst change
High birth to baseness, and a noble mind
To the mean semblance of a shoemaker!
But thus it must be. For her cruel father,
Hating the single union of our souls,
Has secretly conveyed my Rose from London,
To bar me of her presence; but I trust,
Fortune and this disguise will further me
Once more to view her beauty, gain her sight.
Here in Tower Street with Eyre the shoemaker
Mean I a while to work; I know the trade,
I learnt it when I was in Wittenberg.
Then cheer thy hoping spirits, be not dismayed,
Thou canst not want: do Fortune what she can,
The gentle craft is living for a man. [Exit.


SCENE III.  An open Yard before Eyres House.
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ENTER EYRE, MAKING himself ready.

Eyre. Where be these boys, these girls, these drabs, these scoundrels? They wallow in the fat brewiss of my bounty, and lick up the crumbs of my table, yet will not rise to see my walks cleansed. Come out, you powder-beef queans! What, Nan! what, Madge Mumble-crust. Come out, you fat midriff-swag-belly-whores, and sweep me these kennels that the noisome stench offend not the noses of my neighbours. What, Firk, I say; what, Hodge! Open my shop-windows! What, Firk, I say!

Enter Firk.

Firk. O master, ist you that speak bandog and Bedlam this morning? I was in a dream, and mused what madman was got into the street so early; have you drunk this morning that your throat is so clear?

Eyre. Ah, well said, Firk; well said, Firk. To work, my fine knave, to work! Wash thy face, and thoult be more blest.

Firk. Let them wash my face that will eat it. Good master, send for a souse-wife, if youll have my face cleaner.

Enter Hodge.

Eyre. Away, sloven! avaunt, scoundrel!  Good-morrow, Hodge; good-morrow, my fine foreman.

Hodge. O master, good-morrow; yare an early stirrer. Heres a fair morning.  Good-morrow, Firk, I could have slept this hour. Heres a brave day towards.

Eyre. Oh, haste to work, my fine foreman, haste to work.

Firk. Master, I am dry as dust to hear my fellow Roger talk of fair weather; let us pray for good leather, and let clowns and ploughboys and those that work in the fields pray for brave days. We work in a dry shop; what care I if it rain?

Enter Margery.

Eyre. How now, Dame Margery, can you see to rise? Trip and go, call up the drabs, your maids.

Marg. See to rise? I hope tis time enough, tis early enough for any woman to be seen abroad. I marvel how many wives in Tower Street are up so soon. Gods me, tis not noon,  heres a yawling!

Eyre. Peace, Margery, peace! Wheres Cicely Bumtrinket, your maid? She has a privy fault, she farts in her sleep. Call the quean up; if my men want shoe-thread, Ill swinge her in a stirrup.

Firk. Yet, thats but a dry beating; heres still a sign of drought.

Enter Lacy disguised, singing.

Lacy. Der was een bore van Gelderland
Frolick sie byen;
He was als dronck he cold nyet stand,
Upsolce sie byen.
Tap eens de canneken,
Drincke, schone mannekin.

Firk. Master, for my life, yonders a brother of the gentle craft; if he bear not Saint Hughs bones, Ill forfeit my bones; hes some uplandish workman: hire him, good master, that I may learn some gibble-gabble; twill make us work the faster.

Eyre. Peace, Firk! A hard world! Let him pass, let him vanish; we have journeymen enow. Peace, my fine Firk!

Marg. Nay, nay, yare best follow your mans counsel; you shall see what will come ont: we have not men enow, but we must entertain every butter-box; but let that pass.

Hodge. Dame, fore God, if my master follow your counsel, hell consume little beef. He shall be glad of men, and he can catch them.

Firk. Ay, that he shall.

Hodge. Fore God, a proper man, and I warrant, a fine workman. Master, farewell; dame, adieu; if such a man as he cannot find work, Hodge is not for you. [Offers to go.

Eyre. Stay, my fine Hodge.

Firk. Faith, an your foreman go, dame, you must take a journey to seek a new journeyman; if Roger remove, Firk follows. If Saint Hughs bones shall not be set a-work, I may prick mine awl in the walls, and go play. Fare ye well, master; good-bye, dame.

Eyre. Tarry, my fine Hodge, my brisk foreman! Stay, Firk! Peace, pudding-broth! By the Lord of Ludgate, I love my men as my life. Peace, you gallimafry Hodge, if he want work, Ill hire him. One of you to him; stay,  he comes to us.

Lacy. Goeden dach, meester, ende u vro oak.

Firk. Nails, if I should speak after him without drinking, I should choke. And you, friend Oake, are you of the gentle craft?

Lacy. Yaw, yaw, ik bin den skomawker.

Firk. Den skomaker, quoth a! And hark you, skomaker, have you all your tools, a good rubbing-pin, a good stopper, a good dresser, your four sorts of awls, and your two balls of wax, your paring knife, your hand- and thumb-leathers, and good St. Hughs bones to smooth up your work?

Lacy. Yaw, yaw; be niet vorveard. Ik hab all de dingen voour mack skooes groot and cleane.

Firk. Ha, ha! Good master, hire him; hell make me laugh so that I shall work more in mirth than I can in earnest.

Eyre. Hear ye, friend, have ye any skill in the mystery of cordwainers?

Lacy. Ik weet niet wat yow seg; ich verstaw you niet.

Firk. Why, thus, man: (Imitating by gesture a shoemaker at work) Ick verste u niet, quoth a.

Lacy. Yaw, yaw, yaw; ick can dat wel doen.

Firk. Yaw, yaw! He speaks yawing like a jackdaw that gapes to be fed with cheese-curds. Oh, hell give a villanous pull at a can of double-beer; but Hodge and I have the vantage, we must drink first, because we are the eldest journeymen.

Eyre. What is thy name?

Lacy. Hans  Hans Meulter.

Eyre. Give me thy hand; thart welcome.  Hodge, entertain him; Firk, bid him welcome; come, Hans. Run, wife, bid your maids, your trullibubs, make ready my fine mens breakfasts. To him, Hodge!

Hodge. Hans, thart welcome; use thyself friendly, for we are good fellows; if not, thou shalt be fought with, wert thou bigger than a giant.

Firk. Yea, and drunk with, wert thou Gargantua. My master keeps no cowards, I tell thee.  Ho, boy, bring him an heel-block, heres a new journeyman.

Enter Boy.

Lacy. O, ich wersto you; ich moet een halve dossen cans betaelen; here, boy, nempt dis skilling, tap eens freelicke. [Exit Boy.

Eyre. Quick, snipper-snapper, away! Firk, scour thy throat, thou shalt wash it with Castilian liquor.

Enter Boy.

Come, my last of the fives, give me a can. Have to thee, Hans; here, Hodge; here, Firk; drink, you mad Greeks, and work like true Trojans, and pray for Simon Eyre, the shoemaker.  Here, Hans, and thart welcome.

Firk. Lo, dame, you would have lost a good fellow that will teach us to laugh. This beer came hopping in well.

Marg. Simon, it is almost seven.

Eyre. Ist so, Dame Clapper-dudgeon? Ist seven a clock, and my mens breakfast not ready? Trip and go, you soused conger, away! Come, you mad hyperboreans; follow me, Hodge; follow me, Hans; come after, my fine Firk; to work, to work a while, and then to breakfast! [Exit.

Firk. Soft! Yaw, yaw, good Hans, though my master have no more wit but to call you afore me, I am not so foolish to go behind you, I being the elder journeyman. [Exeunt.


SCENE IV.  A Field near Old Ford.
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HOLLOAING WITHIN. ENTER Master Warner and Master Hammon, attired as Hunters.

Ham. Cousin, beat every brake, the games not far,
This way with wingèd feet he fled from death,
Whilst the pursuing hounds, scenting his steps,
Find out his highway to destruction.
Besides, the millers boy told me even now,
He saw him take soil, and he holloaed him,
Affirming him to have been so embost
That long he could not hold.

Warn. If it be so,
Tis best we trace these meadows by Old Ford.

A noise of Hunters within. Enter a Boy.

Ham. How now, boy? Wheres the deer? speak, sawst thou him?

Boy. O yea; I saw him leap through a hedge, and then over a ditch, then at my lord mayors pale, over he skipped me, and in he went me, and holla the hunters cried, and there, boy; there, boy! But there he is, a mine honesty.

Ham. Boy, God amercy. Cousin, lets away;
I hope we shall find better sport to-day. [Exeunt.


SCENE V.  Another part of the Field.
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HUNTING WITHIN. ENTER Rose and Sybil.

Rose. Why, Sybil, wilt thou prove a forester?

Sybil. Upon some, no; forester, go by; no, faith, mistress. The deer came running into the barn through the orchard and over the pale; I wot well, I looked as pale as a new cheese to see him. But whip, says Goodman Pin-close, up with his flail, and our Nick with a prong, and down he fell, and they upon him, and I upon them. By my troth, we had such sport; and in the end we ended him; his throat we cut, flayed him, unhorned him, and my lord mayor shall eat of him anon, when he comes. [Horns sound within.

Rose. Hark, hark, the hunters come; yare best take heed,
Theyll have a saying to you for this deed.

Enter Master Hammon, Master Warner, Huntsmen, and Boy.

Ham. God save you, fair ladies.

Sybil. Ladies! O gross!

Warn. Came not a buck this way?

Rose. No, but two does.

Ham. And which way went they? Faith, well hunt at those.

Sybil. At those? upon some, no: when, can you tell?

Warn. Upon some, ay?

Sybil. Good Lord!

Warn. Wounds! Then farewell!

Ham. Boy, which way went he?

Boy. This way, sir, he ran.

Ham. This way he ran indeed, fair Mistress Rose;
Our game was lately in your orchard seen.

Warn. Can you advise, which way he took his flight?

Sybil. Follow your nose; his horns will guide you right.

Warn. Thart a mad wench.

Sybil. O, rich!

Rose. Trust me, not I.
It is not like that the wild forest-deer
Would come so near to places of resort;
You are deceived, he fled some other way.

Warn. Which way, my sugar-candy, can you shew?

Sybil. Come up, good honeysops, upon some, no.

Rose. Why do you stay, and not pursue your game?

Sybil. Ill hold my life, their hunting-nags be lame.

Ham. A deer more dear is found within this place.

Rose. But not the deer, sir, which you had in chase.

Ham. I chased the deer, but this dear chaseth me.

Rose. The strangest hunting that ever I see.
But wheres your park? [She offers to go away.

Ham. Tis here: O stay!

Rose. Impale me, and then I will not stray.

Warn. They wrangle, wench; we are more kind than they.

Sybil. What kind of hart is that dear heart, you seek?

Warn. A hart, dear heart.

Sybil. Who ever saw the like?

Rose. To lose your heart, ist possible you can?

Ham. My heart is lost.

Rose. Alack, good gentleman!

Ham. This poor lost hart would I wish you might find.

Rose. You, by such luck, might prove your hart a hind.

Ham. Why, Luck had horns, so have I heard some say.

Rose. Now, God, ant be his will, send Luck into your way.

Enter the Lord Mayor and Servants.

L. Mayor. What, Master Hammon? Welcome to Old Ford!

Sybil. Gods pittikins, hands off, sir! Heres my lord.

L. Mayor. I hear you had ill luck, and lost your game.

Ham. Tis true, my lord.

L. Mayor. I am sorry for the same.
What gentleman is this?

Ham. My brother-in-law.

L. Mayor. Yare welcome both; sith Fortune offers you
Into my hands, you shall not part from hence,
Until you have refreshed your wearied limbs.
Go, Sybil, cover the board! You shall be guest
To no good cheer, but even a hunters feast.

Ham. I thank your lordship.  Cousin, on my life,
For our lost venison I shall find a wife. [Exeunt.

L. Mayor. In, gentlemen; Ill not be absent long.  
This Hammon is a proper gentleman,
A citizen by birth, fairly allied;
How fit an husband were he for my girl!
Well, I will in, and do the best I can,
To match my daughter to this gentleman. [Exit.






ACT THE THIRD.


SCENE I.  A Room in Eyres House.
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ENTER LACY OTHERWISE Hans, Skipper, Hodge, and Firk.



Skip. Ick sal yow wat seggen, Hans; dis skip, dot comen from Candy, is al vol, by Gots sacrament, van sugar, civet, almonds, cambrick, end alle dingen, towsand towsand ding. Nempt it, Hans, nempt it vor v meester. Daer be de bils van laden. Your meester Simon Eyre sal hae good copen. Wat seggen yow, Hans?

Firk. Wat seggen de reggen de copen, slopen  laugh, Hodge, laugh!

Hans. Mine liever broder Firk, bringt Meester Eyre tot det signe vn Swannekin; daer sal yow finde dis skipper end me. Wat seggen yow, broder Firk? Doot it, Hodge. Come, skipper. [Exeunt.

Firk. Bring him, quoth you? Heres no knavery, to bring my master to buy a ship worth the lading of two or three hundred thousand pounds. Alas, thats nothing; a trifle, a bauble, Hodge.

Hodge. The truth is, Firk, that the merchant owner of the ship dares not shew his head, and therefore this skipper that deals for him, for the love he bears to Hans, offers my master Eyre a bargain in the commodities. He shall have a reasonable day of payment; he may sell the wares by that time, and be an huge gainer himself.

Firk. Yea, but can my fellow Hans lend my master twenty porpentines as an earnest penny?

Hodge. Portuguese, thou wouldst say; here they be, Firk; hark, they jingle in my pocket like St. Mary Overys bells.

Enter Eyre and Margery.

Firk. Mum, here comes my dame and my master. Shell scold, on my life, for loitering this Monday; but alls one, let them all say what they can, Mondays our holiday.

Marg. You sing, Sir Sauce, but I beshrew your heart,
I fear, for this your singing we shall smart.

Firk. Smart for me, dame; why, dame, why?

Hodge. Master, I hope youll not suffer my dame to take down your journeymen.

Firk. If she take me down, Ill take her up; yea, and take her down too, a button-hole lower.

Eyre. Peace, Firk; not I, Hodge; by the life of Pharaoh, by the Lord of Ludgate, by this beard, every hair whereof I value at a kings ransom, she shall not meddle with you.  Peace, you bombast-cotton-candle-quean; away, queen of clubs; quarrel not with me and my men, with me and my fine Firk; Ill firk you, if you do.

Marg. Yea, yea, man, you may use me as you please; but let that pass.

Eyre. Let it pass, let it vanish away; peace! Am I not Simon Eyre? Are not these my brave men, brave shoemakers, all gentlemen of the gentle craft? Prince am I none, yet am I nobly born, as being the sole son of a shoemaker. Away, rubbish! vanish, melt; melt like kitchen-stuff.

Marg. Yea, yea, tis well; I must be called rubbish, kitchen-stuff, for a sort of knaves.

Firk. Nay, dame, you shall not weep and wail in woe for me. Master, Ill stay no longer; heres an inventory of my shop-tools. Adieu, master; Hodge, farewell.

Hodge. Nay, stay, Firk; thou shalt not go alone.

Marg. I pray, let them go; there be more maids than Mawkin, more men than Hodge, and more fools than Firk.

Firk. Fools? Nails! if I tarry now, I would my guts might be turned to shoe-thread.

Hodge. And if I stay, I pray God I may be turned to a Turk, and set in Finsbury for boys to shoot at.  Come, Firk.

Eyre. Stay, my fine knaves, you arms of my trade, you pillars of my profession. What, shall a tittle-tattles words make you forsake Simon Eyre?  Avaunt, kitchen-stuff! Rip, you brown-bread Tannikin; out of my sight! Move me not! Have not I taen you from selling tripes in Eastcheap, and set you in my shop, and made you hail-fellow with Simon Eyre, the shoemaker? And now do you deal thus with my journeymen? Look, you powder-beef-quean, on the face of Hodge, heres a face for a lord.

Firk. And heres a face for any lady in Christendom.

Eyre. Rip, you chitterling, avaunt! Boy, bid the tapster of the Boars Head fill me a dozen cans of beer for my journeymen.

Firk. A dozen cans? O, brave! Hodge, now Ill stay.

Eyre. (In a low voice to the Boy). An the knave fills any more than two, he pays for them. (Exit Boy. Aloud.) A dozen cans of beer for my journeymen. (Re-enter Boy.) Here, you mad Mesopotamians, wash your livers with this liquor. Where be the odd ten? No more, Madge, no more.  Well said. Drink and to work!  What work dost thou, Hodge? what work?

Hodge. I am a making a pair of shoes for my lord mayors daughter, Mistress Rose.

Firk. And I a pair of shoes for Sybil, my lords maid. I deal with her.

Eyre. Sybil? Fie, defile not thy fine workmanly fingers with the feet of kitchenstuff and basting-ladles. Ladies of the court, fine ladies, my lads, commit their feet to our apparelling; put gross work to Hans. Yark and seam, yark and seam!

Firk. For yarking and seaming let me alone, an I come tot.

Hodge. Well, master, all this is from the bias. Do you remember the ship my fellow Hans told you of? The skipper and he are both drinking at the Swan. Here be the Portuguese to give earnest. If you go through with it, you cannot choose but be a lord at least.

Firk. Nay, dame, if my master prove not a lord, and you a lady, hang me.

Marg. Yea, like enough, if you may loiter and tipple thus.

Firk. Tipple, dame? No, we have been bargaining with Skellum Skanderbag: can you Dutch spreaken for a ship of silk Cyprus, laden with sugar-candy.

Enter Boy with a velvet coat and an Aldermans gown. Eyre puts them on.

Eyre. Peace, Firk; silence, Tittle-tattle! Hodge, Ill go through with it. Heres a seal-ring, and I have sent for a guarded gown and a damask cassock. See where it comes; look here, Maggy; help me, Firk; apparel me, Hodge; silk and satin, you mad Philistines, silk and satin.

Firk. Ha, ha, my master will be as proud as a dog in a doublet, all in beaten damask and velvet.

Eyre. Softly, Firk, for rearing of the nap, and wearing threadbare my garments. How dost thou like me, Firk? How do I look, my fine Hodge?

Hodge. Why, now you look like yourself, master. I warrant you, theres few in the city, but will give you the wall, and come upon you with the right worshipful.

Firk. Nails, my master looks like a threadbare cloak new turned and dressed. Lord, Lord, to see what good raiment doth! Dame, dame, are you not enamoured?

Eyre. How sayst thou, Maggy, am I not brisk? Am I not fine?

Marg. Fine? By my troth, sweetheart, very fine! By my troth, I never liked thee so well in my life, sweetheart; but let that pass. I warrant, there be many women in the city have not such handsome husbands, but only for their apparel; but let that pass too.

Re-enter Hans and Skipper.

Hans. Godden day, mester. Dis be de skipper dat heb de skip van marchandice; de commodity ben good; nempt it, master, nempt it.

Eyre. Godamercy, Hans; welcome, skipper. Where lies this ship of merchandise?

Skip. De skip ben in revere; dor be van Sugar, cyvet, almonds, cambrick, and a towsand towsand tings, gotz sacrament; nempt it, mester: ye sal heb good copen.

Firk. To him, master! O sweet master! O sweet wares! Prunes, almonds, sugar-candy, carrot-roots, turnips, O brave fatting meat! Let not a man buy a nutmeg but yourself.

Eyre. Peace, Firk! Come, skipper, Ill go aboard with you.  Hans, have you made him drink?

Skip. Yaw, yaw, ic heb veale gedrunck.

Eyre. Come, Hans, follow me. Skipper, thou shalt have my countenance in the city. [Exeunt.

Firk. Yaw, heb veale gedrunck, quoth a. They may well be called butter-boxes, when they drink fat veal and thick beer too. But come, dame, I hope youll chide us no more.

Marg. No, faith, Firk; no, perdy, Hodge. I do feel honour creep upon me, and which is more, a certain rising in my flesh; but let that pass.

Firk. Rising in your flesh do you feel, say you? Ay, you may be with child, but why should not my master feel a rising in his flesh, having a gown and a gold ring on? But you are such a shrew, youll soon pull him down.

Marg. Ha, ha! prithee, peace! Thou makst my worship laugh; but let that pass. Come, Ill go in; Hodge, prithee, go before me; Firk, follow me.

Firk. Firk doth follow: Hodge, pass out in state. [Exeunt.




SCENE II.  London: a Room in Lincolns House.
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ENTER THE EARL of Lincoln and Dodger.

Lincoln. How now, good Dodger, whats the news in France?

Dodger. My lord, upon the eighteenth day of May
The French and English were prepared to fight;
Each side with eager fury gave the sign
Of a most hot encounter. Five long hours
Both armies fought together; at the length
The lot of victory fell on our side.
Twelve thousand of the Frenchmen that day died,
Four thousand English, and no man of name
But Captain Hyam and young Ardington,
Two gallant gentlemen, I knew them well.

Lincoln. But Dodger, prithee, tell me, in this fight
How did my cousin Lacy bear himself?

Dodger. My lord, your cousin Lacy was not there.

Lincoln. Not there?

Dodger. No, my good lord.

Lincoln. Sure, thou mistakest.
I saw him shipped, and a thousand eyes beside
Were witnesses of the farewells which he gave,
When I, with weeping eyes, bid him adieu.
Dodger, take heed.

Dodger. My lord, I am advised,
That what I spake is true: to prove it so,
His cousin Askew, that supplied his place,
Sent me for him from France, that secretly
He might convey himself thither.

Lincoln. Ist even so?
Dares he so carelessly venture his life
Upon the indignation of a king?
Has he despised my love, and spurned those favours
Which I with prodigal hand poured on his head?
He shall repent his rashness with his soul;
Since of my love he makes no estimate,
Ill make him wish he had not known my hate.
Thou hast no other news?

Dodger. None else, my lord.

Lincoln. None worse I know thou hast.  Procure the king
To crown his giddy brows with ample honours,
Send him chief colonel, and all my hope
Thus to be dashed! But tis in vain to grieve,
One evil cannot a worse relieve.
Upon my life, I have found out his plot;
That old dog, Love, that fawned upon him so,
Love to that puling girl, his fair-cheeked Rose,
The lord mayors daughter, hath distracted him,
And in the fire of that loves lunacy
Hath he burnt up himself, consumed his credit,
Lost the kings love, yea, and I fear, his life,
Only to get a wanton to his wife,
Dodger, it is so.

Dodger. I fear so, my good lord.

Lincoln. It is so  nay, sure it cannot be!
I am at my wits end. Dodger!

Dodger. Yea, my lord.

Lincoln. Thou art acquainted with my nephews haunts;
Spend this gold for thy pains; go seek him out;
Watch at my lord mayors  there if he live,
Dodger, thou shalt be sure to meet with him.
Prithee, be diligent.  Lacy, thy name
Lived once in honour, now tis dead in shame.  
Be circumspect. [Exit.

Dodger. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit.


SCENE III.  London: a Room in the Lord Mayors House.
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ENTER THE LORD Mayor and Master Scott.

L. Mayor. Good Master Scott, I have been bold with you,
To be a witness to a wedding-knot
Betwixt young Master Hammon and my daughter.
O, stand aside; see where the lovers come.

Enter Master Hammon and Rose.

Rose. Can it be possible you love me so?
No, no, within those eyeballs I espy
Apparent likelihoods of flattery.
Pray now, let go my hand.

Ham. Sweet Mistress Rose,
Misconstrue not my words, nor misconceive
Of my affection, whose devoted soul
Swears that I love thee dearer than my heart.

Rose. As dear as your own heart? I judge it right,
Men love their hearts best when thare out of sight.

Ham. I love you, by this hand.

Rose. Yet hands off now!
If flesh be frail, how weak and frails your vow!

Ham. Then by my life I swear.

Rose. Then do not brawl;
One quarrel loseth wife and life and all.
Is not your meaning thus?

Ham. In faith, you jest.

Rose. Love loves to sport; therefore leave love, yare best.

L. Mayor. What? square they, Master Scott?

Scott. Sir, never doubt,
Lovers are quickly in, and quickly out.

Ham. Sweet Rose, be not so strange in fancying me.
Nay, never turn aside, shun not my sight;
I am not grown so fond, to fond my love
On any that shall quit it with disdain;
If you will love me, so  if not, farewell.

L. Mayor. Why, how now, lovers, are you both agreed?

Ham. Yes, faith, my lord.

L. Mayor. Tis well, give me your hand.
Give me yours, daughter.  How now, both pull back!
What means this, girl?

Rose. I mean to live a maid.

Ham. But not to die one; pause, ere that be said. [Aside.

L. Mayor. Will you still cross me, still be obstinate?

Ham. Nay, chide her not, my lord, for doing well;
If she can live an happy virgins life,
Tis far more blessed than to be a wife.

Rose. Say, sir, I cannot: I have made a vow,
Whoever be my husband, tis not you.

L. Mayor. Your tongue is quick; but Master Hammon, know,
I bade you welcome to another end.

Ham. What, would you have me pule and pine and pray,
With lovely lady, mistress of my heart,
Pardon your servant, and the rhymer play,
Railing on Cupid and his tyrants-dart;
Or shall I undertake some martial spoil,
Wearing your glove at tourney and at tilt,
And tell how many gallants I unhorsed  
Sweet, will this pleasure you?

Rose. Yea, when wilt begin?
What, love rhymes, man? Fie on that deadly sin!

L. Mayor. If you will have her, Ill make her agree.

Ham. Enforced love is worse than hate to me.
(Aside.) There is a wench keeps shop in the Old Change,
To her will I; it is not wealth I seek,
I have enough, and will prefer her love
Before the world.  (Aloud.) My good lord mayor, adieu.
Old love for me, I have no luck with new. [Exit.

L. Mayor. Now, mammet, you have well behaved yourself,
But you shall curse your coyness if I live.  
Whos within there? See you convey your mistress
Straight to thOld Ford! Ill keep you straight enough.
Fore God, I would have sworn the puling girl
Would willingly accepted Hammons love;
But banish him, my thoughts!  Go, minion, in! [Exit Rose.
Now tell me, Master Scott, would you have thought
That Master Simon Eyre, the shoemaker,
Had been of wealth to buy such merchandise?

Scott. Twas well, my lord, your honour and myself
Grew partners with him; for your bills of lading
Shew that Eyres gains in one commodity
Rise at the least to full three thousand pound
Besides like gain in other merchandise.

L. Mayor. Well, he shall spend some of his thousands now,
For I have sent for him to the Guildhall.

Enter Eyre.

See, where he comes.  Good morrow, Master Eyre.

Eyre. Poor Simon Eyre, my lord, your shoemaker.

L. Mayor. Well, well, it likes yourself to term you so.

Enter Dodger.

Now, Master Dodger, whats the news with you?

Dodger. Id gladly speak in private to your honour.

L. Mayor. You shall, you shall.  Master Eyre and Master Scott,
I have some business with this gentleman;
I pray, let me entreat you to walk before
To the Guildhall; Ill follow presently.
Master Eyre, I hope ere noon to call you sheriff.

Eyre. I would not care, my lord, if you might call me
King of Spain.  Come, Master Scott. [Exeunt Eyre and Scott.

L. Mayor. Now, Master Dodger, whats the news you bring?

Dodger. The Earl of Lincoln by me greets your lordship,
And earnestly requests you, if you can,
Inform him, where his nephew Lacy keeps.

L. Mayor. Is not his nephew Lacy now in France?

Dodger. No, I assure your lordship, but disguised
Lurks here in London.

L. Mayor. London? ist even so?
It may be; but upon my faith and soul,
I know not where he lives, or whether he lives:
So tell my Lord of Lincoln.  Lurks in London?
Well, Master Dodger, you perhaps may start him;
Be but the means to rid him into France,
Ill give you a dozen angels for your pains:
So much I love his honour, hate his nephew.
And, prithee, so inform thy lord from me.

Dodger. I take my leave. [Exit Dodger.

L. Mayor. Farewell, good Master Dodger,
Lacy in London? I dare pawn my life,
My daughter knows thereof, and for that cause
Denied young Master Hammon in his love.
Well, I am glad I sent her to Old Ford.
Gods Lord, tis late; to Guildhall I must hie;
I know my brethren stay my company. [Exit.


SCENE IV.  London: a Room in Eyres House.
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ENTER FIRK, MARGERY, Hans, and Roger.

Marg. Thou goest too fast for me, Roger. O, Firk!

Firk. Ay, forsooth.

Marg. I pray thee, run  do you hear?  run to Guildhall, and learn if my husband, Master Eyre, will take that worshipful vocation of Master Sheriff upon him. Hie thee, good Firk.

Firk. Take it? Well, I go; an he should not take it, Firk swears to forswear him. Yes, forsooth, I go to Guildhall.

Marg. Nay, when? thou art too compendious and tedious.

Firk. O rare, your excellence is full of eloquence; how like a new cart-wheel my dame speaks, and she looks like an old musty ale-bottle going to scalding.

Marg. Nay, when? thou wilt make me melancholy.

Firk. God forbid your worship should fall into that humour;  I run. [Exit.

Marg. Let me see now, Roger and Hans.

Hodge. Ay, forsooth, dame  mistress I should say, but the old term so sticks to the roof of my mouth, I can hardly lick it off.

Marg. Even what thou wilt, good Roger; dame is a fair name for any honest Christian; but let that pass. How dost thou, Hans?

Hans. Mee tanck you, vro.

Marg. Well, Hans and Roger, you see, God hath blest your master, and, perdy, if ever he comes to be Master Sheriff of London  as we are all mortal  you shall see, I will have some odd thing or other in a corner for you: I will not be your back-friend; but let that pass. Hans, pray thee, tie my shoe.

Hans. Yaw, ic sal, vro.

Marg. Roger, thou knowst the size of my foot; as it is none of the biggest, so I thank God, it is handsome enough; prithee, let me have a pair of shoes made, cork, good Roger, wooden heel too.

Hodge. You shall.

Marg. Art thou acquainted with never a farthingale-maker, nor a French hood-maker? I must enlarge my bum, ha, ha! How shall I look in a hood, I wonder! Perdy, oddly, I think.

Hodge. As a cat out of a pillory: very well, I warrant you, mistress.

Marg. Indeed, all flesh is grass; and, Roger, canst thou tell where I may buy a good hair?

Hodge. Yes, forsooth, at the poulterers in Gracious Street.

Marg. Thou art an ungracious wag; perdy, I mean a false hair for my periwig.

Hodge. Why, mistress, the next time I cut my beard, you shall have the shavings of it; but they are all true hairs.

Marg. It is very hot, I must get me a fan or else a mask.

Hodge. So you had need to hide your wicked face.

Marg. Fie, upon it, how costly this worlds calling is; perdy, but that it is one of the wonderful works of God, I would not deal with it. Is not Firk come yet? Hans, be not so sad, let it pass and vanish, as my husbands worship says.

Hans. Ick bin vrolicke, lot see yow soo.

Hodge. Mistress, will you drink a pipe of tobacco?

Marg. Oh, fie upon it, Roger, perdy! These filthy tobacco-pipes are the most idle slavering baubles that ever I felt. Out upon it! God bless us, men look not like men that use them.

Enter Ralph, lame.

Roger. What, fellow Ralph? Mistress, look here, Janes husband! Why, how now, lame? Hans, make much of him, hes a brother of our trade, a good workman, and a tall soldier.

Hans. You be welcome, broder.

Marg. Perdy, I knew him not. How dost thou, good Ralph? I am glad to see thee well.

Ralph. I would to God you saw me, dame, as well
As when I went from London into France.

Marg. Trust me, I am sorry, Ralph, to see thee impotent. Lord, how the wars have made him sunburnt! The left leg is not well; twas a fair gift of God the infirmity took not hold a little higher, considering thou camest from France; but let that pass.

Ralph. I am glad to see you well, and I rejoice
To hear that God hath blest my master so
Since my departure.

Marg. Yea, truly, Ralph, I thank my Maker; but let that pass.

Hodge. And, sirrah Ralph, what news, what news in France?

Ralph. Tell me, good Roger, first, what news in England? How does my Jane? When didst thou see my wife?

Where lives my poor heart? Shell be poor indeed,
Now I want limbs to get whereon to feed.

Hodge. Limbs? Hast thou not hands, man? Thou shalt never see a shoemaker want bread, though he have but three fingers on a hand.

Ralph. Yet all this while I hear not of my Jane.

Marg. O Ralph, your wife,  perdy, we know not whats become of her. She was here a while, and because she was married, grew more stately than became her; I checked her, and so forth; away she flung, never returned, nor said bye nor bah; and, Ralph, you know, ka me, ka thee. And so, as I tell ye  Roger, is not Firk come yet?

Hodge. No, forsooth.

Marg. And so, indeed, we heard not of her, but I hear she lives in London; but let that pass. If she had wanted, she might have opened her case to me or my husband, or to any of my men; I am sure, theres not any of them, perdy, but would have done her good to his power. Hans, look if Firk be come.

Hans. Yaw, ik sal, vro. [Exit Hans.

Marg. And so, as I said  but, Ralph, why dost thou weep? Thou knowest that naked we came out of our mothers womb, and naked we must return; and, therefore, thank God for all things.

Hodge. No, faith, Jane is a stranger here; but, Ralph, pull up a good heart, I know thou hast one. Thy wife, man, is in London; one told me, he saw her a while ago very brave and neat; well ferret her out, an London hold her.

Marg. Alas, poor soul, hes overcome with sorrow; he does but as I do, weep for the loss of any good thing. But, Ralph, get thee in, call for some meat and drink, thou shalt find me worshipful towards thee.

Ralph. I thank you, dame; since I want limbs and lands,
Ill trust to God, my good friends, and my hands. [Exit.

Enter Hans and Firk running.

Firk. Run, good Hans! O Hodge, O mistress! Hodge, heave up thine ears; mistress, smug up your looks; on with your best apparel; my master is chosen, my master is called, nay, condemned by the cry of the country to be sheriff of the city for this famous year now to come. And time now being, a great many men in black gowns were asked for their voices and their hands and my master had all their fists about his ears presently, and they cried Ay, ay, ay, ay,  and so I came away  

Wherefore without all other grieve
I do salute you, Mistress Shrieve.

Hans. Yaw, my mester is de groot man, de shrieve.

Hodge. Did not I tell you, mistress? Now I may boldly say: Good-morrow to your worship.

Marg. Good-morrow, good Roger. I thank you, my good people all.  Firk, hold up thy hand: heres a threepenny piece for thy tidings.

Firk. Tis but three-half-pence, I think. Yes, tis three-pence, I smell the rose.

Hodge. But, mistress, be ruled by me, and do not speak so pulingly.

Firk. Tis her worship speaks so, and not she. No, faith, mistress, speak me in the old key: To it, Firk, there, good Firk, ply your business, Hodge, Hodge, with a full mouth, Ill fill your bellies with good cheer, till they cry twang.

Enter Eyre wearing a gold chain.

Hans. See, myn liever broder, heer compt my meester.

Marg. Welcome home, Master Shrieve; I pray God continue you in health and wealth.

Eyre. See here, my Maggy, a chain, a gold chain for Simon Eyre. I shall make thee a lady; heres a French hood for thee; on with it, on with it! dress thy brows with this flap of a shoulder of mutton, to make thee look lovely. Where be my fine men? Roger, Ill make over my shop and tools to thee; Firk, thou shalt be the foreman; Hans, thou shalt have an hundred for twenty. Be as mad knaves as your master Sim Eyre hath been, and you shall live to be Sheriffs of London.  How dost thou like me, Margery? Prince am I none, yet am I princely born. Firk, Hodge, and Hans!

All three. Ay forsooth, what says your worship, Master Sheriff?

Eyre. Worship and honour, you Babylonian knaves, for the gentle craft. But I forgot myself, I am bidden by my lord mayor to dinner to Old Ford; hes gone before, I must after. Come, Madge, on with your trinkets! Now, my true Trojans, my fine Firk, my dapper Hodge, my honest Hans, some device, some odd crotchets, some morris, or such like, for the honour of the gentlemen shoemakers. Meet me at Old Ford, you know my mind. Come, Madge, away. Shut up the shop, knaves, and make holiday. [Exeunt.

Firk. O rare! O brave! Come, Hodge; follow me, Hans;
Well be with them for a morris-dance. [Exeunt.


SCENE V.  A Room at Old Ford.
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ENTER THE LORD Mayor, Rose, Eyre, Margery in a French hood, Sybil, and other Servants.

L. Mayor. Trust me, you are as welcome to Old Ford
As I myself.

Marg. Truly, I thank your lordship.

L. Mayor. Would our bad cheer were worth the thanks you give.

Eyre. Good cheer, my lord mayor, fine cheer! A fine house, fine walls, all fine and neat.

L. Mayor. Now, by my troth, Ill tell thee, Master Eyre,
It does me good, and all my brethren,
That such a madcap fellow as thyself
Is entered into our society.

Marg. Ay, but, my lord, he must learn now to put on gravity.

Eyre. Peace, Maggy, a fig for gravity! When I go to Guildhall in my scarlet gown, Ill look as demurely as a saint, and speak as gravely as a justice of peace; but now I am here at Old Ford, at my good lord mayors house, let it go by, vanish, Maggy, Ill be merry; away with flip-flap, these fooleries, these gulleries. What, honey? Prince am I none, yet am I princely born. What says my lord mayor?

L. Mayor. Ha, ha, ha! I had rather than a thousand pound, I had an heart but half so light as yours.

Eyre. Why, what should I do, my lord? A pound of care pays not a dram of debt. Hum, lets be merry, whiles we are young; old age, sack and sugar will steal upon us, ere we be aware.

The First Three-Mens Song.

O the month of May, the merry month of May,
So frolick, so gay, and so green, so green, so green!
O, and then did I unto my true love say:
Sweet Peg, thou shalt be my summers queen!

Now the nightingale, the pretty nightingale,
The sweetest singer in all the forests choir,
Entreats thee, sweet Peggy, to hear thy true loves tale;
Lo, yonder she sitteth, her breast against a brier.

But O, I spy the cuckoo, the cuckoo, the cuckoo;
See where she sitteth: come away, my joy;
Come away, I prithee: I do not like the cuckoo
Should sing where my Peggy and I kiss and toy.

O the month of May, the merry month of May,
So frolick, so gay, and so green, so green, so green!
And then did I unto my true love say:
Sweet Peg, thou shalt be my summers queen!

L. Mayor. Its well done; Mistress Eyre, pray, give good counsel
To my daughter.

Marg. I hope, Mistress Rose will have the grace to take nothing thats bad.

L. Mayor. Pray God she do; for i faith, Mistress Eyre,
I would bestow upon that peevish girl
A thousand marks more than I mean to give her,
Upon condition shed be ruled by me;
The ape still crosseth me. There came of late
A proper gentleman of fair revenues,
Whom gladly I would call son-in-law:
But my fine cockney would have none of him.
Youll prove a coxcomb for it, ere you die:
A courtier, or no man must please your eye.

Eyre. Be ruled, sweet Rose: thart ripe for a man. Marry not with a boy that has no more hair on his face than thou hast on thy cheeks. A courtier, wash, go by, stand not upon pishery-pashery: those silken fellows are but painted images, outsides, outsides, Rose; their inner linings are torn. No, my fine mouse, marry me with a gentleman grocer like my lord mayor, your father; a grocer is a sweet trade: plums, plums. Had I a son or daughter should marry out of the generation and blood of the shoemakers, he should pack; what, the gentle trade is a living for a man through Europe, through the world. [A noise within of a tabor and a pipe.

L. Mayor. What noise is this?

Eyre. O my lord mayor, a crew of good fellows that for love to your honour are come hither with a morris-dance. Come in, my Mesopotamians, cheerily.

Enter Hodge, Hans, Ralph, Firk, and other Shoemakers, in a morris; after a little dancing the Lord Mayor speaks.

L. Mayor. Master Eyre, are all these shoemakers?

Eyre. All cordwainers, my good lord mayor.

Rose. (Aside.) How like my Lacy looks yond shoemaker!

Hans. (Aside.) O that I durst but speak unto my love!

L. Mayor. Sybil, go fetch some wine to make these drink. You are all welcome.

All. We thank your lordship. [Rose takes a cup of wine and goes to Hans.

Rose. For his sake whose fair shape thou representst,
Good friend, I drink to thee.

Hans. Ic bedancke, good frister.

Marg. I see, Mistress Rose, you do not want judgment; you have drunk to the properest man I keep.

Firk. Here be some have done their parts to be as proper as he.

L. Mayor. Well, urgent business calls me back to London:
Good fellows, first go in and taste our cheer;
And to make merry as you homeward go,
Spend these two angels in beer at Stratford-Bow.

Eyre. To these two, my mad lads, Sim Eyre adds another; then cheerily, Firk; tickle it, Hans, and all for the honour of shoemakers. [All go dancing out.

L. Mayor. Come, Master Eyre, lets have your company. [Exeunt.

Rose. Sybil, what shall I do?

Sybil. Why, whats the matter?

Rose. That Hans the shoemaker is my love Lacy,
Disguised in that attire to find me out.
How should I find the means to speak with him?

Sybil. What, mistress, never fear; I dare venture my maidenhead to nothing, and thats great odds, that Hans the Dutchman, when we come to London, shall not only see and speak with you, but in spite of all your fathers policies steal you away and marry you. Will not this please you?

Rose. Do this, and ever be assured of my love.

Sybil. Away, then, and follow your father to London, lest your absence cause him to suspect something:

To morrow, if my counsel be obeyed,
Ill bind you prentice to the gentle trade. [Exeunt.






ACT THE FOURTH.


SCENE I.  A Street in London.
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JANE IN A Seamsters shop, working; enter Master Hammon, muffled; he stands aloof.



Ham. Yonders the shop, and there my fair love sits.
Shes fair and lovely, but she is not mine.
O, would she were! Thrice have I courted her,
Thrice hath my hand been moistened with her hand,
Whilst my poor famished eyes do feed on that
Which made them famish. I am unfortunate:
I still love one, yet nobody loves me.
I muse, in other men what women see,
That I so want! Fine Mistress Rose was coy,
And this too curious! Oh, no, she is chaste,
And for she thinks me wanton, she denies
To cheer my cold heart with her sunny eyes.
How prettily she works, oh pretty hand!
Oh happy work! It doth me good to stand
Unseen to see her. Thus I oft have stood
In frosty evenings, a light burning by her,
Enduring biting cold, only to eye her.
One only look hath seemed as rich to me
As a kings crown; such is loves lunacy.
Muffled Ill pass along, and by that try
Whether she know me.

Jane. Sir, what ist you buy?
What ist you lack, sir, calico, or lawn,
Fine cambric shirts, or bands, what will you buy?

Ham. (Aside.) That which thou wilt not sell. Faith, yet Ill try:
How do you sell this handkerchief?

Jane. Good cheap.

Ham. And how these ruffs?

Jane. Cheap too.

Ham. And how this band?

Jane. Cheap too.

Ham. All cheap; how sell you then this hand?

Jane. My hands are not to be sold.

Ham. To be given then!
Nay, faith, I come to buy.

Jane. But none knows when.

Ham. Good sweet, leave work a little while; lets play.

Jane. I cannot live by keeping holiday.

Ham. Ill pay you for the time which shall be lost.

Jane. With me you shall not be at so much cost.

Ham. Look, how you wound this cloth, so you wound me.

Jane. It may be so.

Ham. Tis so.

Jane. What remedy?

Ham. Nay, faith, you are too coy.

Jane. Let go my hand.

Ham. I will do any task at your command,
I would let go this beauty, were I not
In mind to disobey you by a power
That controls kings: I love you!

Jane. So, now part.

Ham. With hands I may, but never with my heart.
In faith, I love you.

Jane. I believe you do.

Ham. Shall a true love in me breed hate in you?

Jane. I hate you not.

Ham. Then you must love?

Jane. I do.
What are you better now? I love not you.

Ham. All this, I hope, is but a womans fray,
That means: come to me, when she cries: away!
In earnest, mistress, I do not jest,
A true chaste love hath entered in my breast.
I love you dearly, as I love my life,
I love you as a husband loves a wife;
That, and no other love, my love requires,
Thy wealth, I know, is little; my desires
Thirst not for gold. Sweet, beauteous Jane, whats mine
Shall, if thou make myself thine, all be thine.
Say, judge, what is thy sentence, life or death?
Mercy or cruelty lies in thy breath.

Jane. Good sir, I do believe you love me well;
For tis a silly conquest, silly pride
For one like you  I mean a gentleman  
To boast that by his love-tricks he hath brought
Such and such women to his amorous lure;
I think you do not so, yet many do,
And make it even a very trade to woo.
I could be coy, as many women be,
Feed you with sunshine smiles and wanton looks,
But I detest witchcraft; say that I
Do constantly believe, you constant have  

Ham. Why dost thou not believe me?

Jane. I believe you;
But yet, good sir, because I will not grieve you
With hopes to taste fruit which will never fall,
In simple truth this is the sum of all:
My husband lives, at least, I hope he lives.
Pressed was he to these bitter wars in France;
Bitter they are to me by wanting him.
I have but one heart, and that hearts his due.
How can I then bestow the same on you?
Whilst he lives, his I live, be it neer so poor,
And rather be his wife than a kings whore.

Ham. Chaste and dear woman, I will not abuse thee,
Although it cost my life, if thou refuse me.
Thy husband, pressed for France, what was his name?

Jane. Ralph Damport.

Ham. Damport?  Heres a letter sent
From France to me, from a dear friend of mine,
A gentleman of place; here he doth write
Their names that have been slain in every fight.

Jane. I hope deaths scroll contains not my loves name.

Ham. Cannot you read?

Jane. I can.

Ham. Peruse the same.
To my remembrance such a name I read
Amongst the rest. See here.

Jane. Ay me, hes dead!
Hes dead! if this be true, my dear hearts slain!

Ham. Have patience, dear love.

Jane. Hence, hence!

Ham. Nay, sweet Jane,
Make not poor sorrow proud with these rich tears.
I mourn thy husbands death, because thou mournst.

Jane. That bill is forged; tis signed by forgery.

Ham. Ill bring thee letters sent besides to many,
Carrying the like report: Jane, tis too true.
Come, weep not: mourning, though it rise from love,
Helps not the mourned, yet hurts them that mourn.

Jane. For Gods sake, leave me.

Ham. Whither dost thou turn?
Forget the dead, love them that are alive;
His love is faded, try how mine will thrive.

Jane. Tis now no time for me to think on love.

Ham. Tis now best time for you to think on love,
Because your love lives not.

Jane. Though he be dead,
My love to him shall not be buried;
For Gods sake, leave me to myself alone.

Ham. Twould kill my soul, to leave thee drowned in moan.
Answer me to my suit, and I am gone;
Say to me yea or no.

Jane. No.

Ham. Then farewell!
One farewell will not serve, I come again;
Come, dry these wet cheeks; tell me, faith, sweet Jane,
Yea or no, once more.

Jane. Once more I say: no;
Once more be gone, I pray; else will I go.

Ham. Nay, then I will grow rude, by this white hand,
Until you change that cold no; here Ill stand
Till by your hard heart  

Jane. Nay, for Gods love, peace!
My sorrows by your presence more increase.
Not that you thus are present, but all grief
Desires to be alone; therefore in brief
Thus much I say, and saying bid adieu:
If ever I wed man, it shall be you.

Ham. O blessed voice! Dear Jane, Ill urge no more,
Thy breath hath made me rich.

Jane. Death makes me poor. [Exeunt.


SCENE II. London: a Street before Hodges Shop.
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HODGE, AT HIS shop-board, Ralph, Firk, Hans, and a Boy at work.

All. Hey, down a down, down derry.

Hodge. Well said, my hearts; ply your work to-day, we loitered yesterday; to it pell-mell, that we may live to be lord mayors, or aldermen at least.

Firk. Hey, down a down, derry.

Hodge. Well said, ifaith! How sayst thou, Hans, doth not Firk tickle it?

Hans. Yaw, mester.

Firk. Not so neither, my organ-pipe squeaks this morning for want of liquoring. Hey, down a down, derry!

Hans. Forward, Firk, tow best un jolly yongster. Hort, I, mester, ic bid yo, cut me un pair vampres vor Mester Jeffres boots.

Hodge. Thou shalt, Hans.

Firk. Master!

Hodge. How now, boy?

Firk. Pray, now you are in the cutting vein, cut me out a pair of counterfeits, or else my work will not pass current; hey, down a down!

Hodge. Tell me, sirs, are my cousin Mrs. Priscillas shoes done?

Firk. Your cousin? No, master; one of your aunts, hang her; let them alone.

Ralph. I am in hand with them; she gave charge that none but I should do them for her.

Firk. Thou do for her? then twill be a lame doing, and that she loves not. Ralph, thou mightst have sent her to me, in faith, I would have yearked and firked your Priscilla. Hey, down a down, derry. This gear will not hold.

Hodge. How sayst thou, Firk, were we not merry at Old Ford?

Firk. How, merry? why, our buttocks went jiggy-joggy like a quagmire. Well, Sir Roger Oatmeal, if I thought all meal of that nature, I would eat nothing but bagpuddings.

Ralph. Of all good fortunes my fellow Hans had the best.

Firk. Tis true, because Mistress Rose drank to him.

Hodge. Well, well, work apace. They say, seven of the aldermen be dead, or very sick.

Firk. I care not, Ill be none.

Ralph. No, nor I; but then my Master Eyre will come quickly to be lord mayor.

Enter Sybil.

Firk. Whoop, yonder comes Sybil.

Hodge. Sybil, welcome, ifaith; and how dost thou, mad wench?

Firk. Syb-whore, welcome to London.

Sybil. Godamercy, sweet Firk; good lord, Hodge, what a delicious shop you have got! You tickle it, ifaith.

Ralph. Godamercy, Sybil, for our good cheer at Old Ford.

Sybil. That you shall have, Ralph.

Firk. Nay, by the mass, we had tickling cheer, Sybil; and how the plague dost thou and Mistress Rose and my lord mayor? I put the women in first.

Sybil. Well, Godamercy; but Gods me, I forget myself, wheres Hans the Fleming?

Firk. Hark, butter-box, now you must yelp out some spreken.

Hans. Wat begaie you? Vat vod you, Frister?

Sybil. Marry, you must come to my young mistress, to pull on her shoes you made last.

Hans. Vare ben your egle fro, vare ben your mistris?

Sybil. Marry, here at our London house in Cornhill.

Firk. Will nobody serve her turn but Hans?

Sybil. No, sir. Come, Hans, I stand upon needles.

Hodge. Why then, Sybil, take heed of pricking.

Sybil. For that let me alone. I have a trick in my budget. Come, Hans.

Hans. Yaw, yaw, ic sall meete yo gane. [Exit Hans and Sybil.

Hodge. Go, Hans, make haste again. Come, who lacks work?

Firk. I, master, for I lack my breakfast; tis munching-time, and past.

Hodge. Ist so? why, then leave work, Ralph. To breakfast! Boy, look to the tools. Come, Ralph; come, Firk. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  The Same.
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ENTER A SERVING-MAN.

Serv. Let me see now, the sign of the Last in Tower Street. Mass, yonders the house. What, haw! Whos within?

Enter Ralph.

Ralph. Who calls there? What want you, sir?

Serv. Marry, I would have a pair of shoes made for a gentlewoman against to-morrow morning. What, can you do them?

Ralph. Yes, sir, you shall have them. But what lengths her foot?

Serv. Why, you must make them in all parts like this shoe; but, at any hand, fail not to do them, for the gentlewoman is to be married very early in the morning.

Ralph. How? by this shoe must it be made? by this? Are you sure, sir, by this?

Serv. How, by this? Am I sure, by this? Art thou in thy wits? I tell thee, I must have a pair of shoes dost thou mark me? a pair of shoes, two shoes, made by this very shoe, this same shoe, against to-morrow morning by four a clock. Dost understand me? Canst thou dot?

Ralph. Yes, sir, yes  I  I  I can dot. By this shoe, you say? I should know this shoe. Yes, sir, yes, by this shoe, I can dot. Four a clock, well. Whither shall I bring them?

Serv. To the sign of the Golden Ball in Watling Street; enquire for one Master Hammon, a gentleman, my master.

Ralph. Yea, sir; by this shoe, you say?

Serv. I say, Master Hammon at the Golden Ball; hes the bridegroom, and those shoes are for his bride.

Ralph. They shall be done by this shoe; well, well, Master Hammon at the Golden Shoe  I would say, the Golden Ball; very well, very well. But I pray you, sir, where must Master Hammon be married?

Serv. At Saint Faiths Church, under Pauls. But whats that to thee? Prithee, dispatch those shoes, and so farewell. [Exit.

Ralph. By this shoe, said he. How am I amazed
At this strange accident! Upon my life,
This was the very shoe I gave my wife,
When I was pressed for France; since when, alas!
I never could hear of her: it is the same,
And Hammons bride no other but my Jane.

Enter Firk.

Firk. Snails, Ralph, thou hast lost thy part of three pots, a countryman of mine gave me to breakfast.

Ralph. I care not; I have found a better thing.

Firk. A thing? away! Is it a mans thing, or a womans thing?

Ralph. Firk, dost thou know this shoe?

Firk. No, by my troth; neither doth that know me! I have no acquaintance with it, tis a mere stranger to me.

Ralph. Why, then I do; this shoe, I durst be sworn,
Once covered the instep of my Jane.
This is her size, her breadth, thus trod my love;
These true-love knots I pricked; I hold my life,
By this old shoe I shall find out my wife.

Firk. Ha, ha! Old shoe, that wert new! How a murrain came this ague-fit of foolishness upon thee?

Ralph. Thus, Firk: even now here came a serving-man;
By this shoe would he have a new pair made
Against to-morrow morning for his mistress,
Thats to be married to a gentleman.
And why may not this be my sweet Jane?

Firk. And why mayst not thou be my sweet ass? Ha, ha!

Ralph. Well, laugh and spare not! But the truth is this:
Against to-morrow morning Ill provide
A lusty crew of honest shoemakers,
To watch the going of the bride to church.
If she prove Jane, Ill take her in despite
From Hammon and the devil, were he by.
If it be not my Jane, what remedy?
Hereof I am sure, I shall live till I die,
Although I never with a woman lie. [Exit.

Firk. Thou lie with a woman to build nothing but Cripple-gates! Well, God sends fools fortune, and it may be, he may light upon his matrimony by such a device; for wedding and hanging goes by destiny. [Exit.


SCENE IV.  London: a Room in the Lord Mayors House.
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ENTER HANS AND Rose, arm in arm.

Hans. How happy am I by embracing thee!
Oh, I did fear such cross mishaps did reign,
That I should never see my Rose again.

Rose. Sweet Lacy, since fair opportunity
Offers herself to further our escape,
Let not too over-fond esteem of me
Hinder that happy hour. Invent the means,
And Rose will follow thee through all the world.

Hans. Oh, how I surfeit with excess of joy,
Made happy by thy rich perfection!
But since thou payst sweet interest to my hopes,
Redoubling love on love, let me once more
Like to a bold-faced debtor crave of thee,
This night to steal abroad, and at Eyres house,
Who now by death of certain aldermen
Is mayor of London, and my master once,
Meet thou thy Lacy, where in spite of change,
Your fathers anger, and mine uncles hate,
Our happy nuptials will we consummate.

Enter Sybil.

Sybil. Oh God, what will you do, mistress? Shift for yourself, your father is at hand! Hes coming, hes coming! Master Lacy, hide yourself in my mistress! For Gods sake, shift for yourselves!

Hans. Your hither come, sweet Rose  what shall I do? Where shall I hide me? How shall I escape?

Rose. A man, and want wit in extremity? Come, come, be Hans still, play the shoemaker, Pull on my shoe.

Enter the Lord Mayor.

Hans. Mass, and thats well remembered.

Sybil. Here comes your father.

Hans. Forware, metresse, tis un good skow, it sal vel dute, or ye sal neit betallen.

Rose. Oh God, it pincheth me; what will you do?

Hans. (Aside.) Your fathers presence pincheth, not the shoe.

L. Mayor. Well done; fit my daughter well, and she shall please thee well.

Hans. Yaw, yaw, ick weit dat well; forware, tis un good skoo, tis gimait van neits leither; se euer, mine here.

Enter a Prentice.

L. Mayor. I do believe it.  Whats the news with you?

Prentice. Please you, the Earl of Lincoln at the gate
Is newly lighted, and would speak with you.

L. Mayor. The Earl of Lincoln come to speak with me?
Well, well, I know his errand. Daughter Rose,
Send hence your shoemaker, dispatch, have done!
Syb, make things handsome! Sir boy, follow me. [Exit.

Hans. Mine uncle come! Oh, what may this portend?
Sweet Rose, this of our love threatens an end.

Rose. Be not dismayed at this; whateer befall,
Rose is thine own. To witness I speak truth,
Where thou appointst the place, Ill meet with thee.
I will not fix a day to follow thee,
But presently steal hence. Do not reply:
Love which gave strength to bear my fathers hate,
Shall now add wings to further our escape. [Exeunt.


SCENE V.  Another Room in the same House.
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ENTER THE LORD Mayor and the Earl of Lincoln.

L. Mayor. Believe me, on my credit, I speak truth:
Since first your nephew Lacy went to France,
I have not seen him. It seemed strange to me,
When Dodger told me that he stayed behind,
Neglecting the high charge the king imposed.

Lincoln. Trust me, Sir Roger Oateley, I did think
Your counsel had given head to this attempt,
Drawn to it by the love he bears your child.
Here I did hope to find him in your house;
But now I see mine error, and confess,
My judgment wronged you by conceiving so.

L. Mayor. Lodge in my house, say you? Trust me, my lord,
I love your nephew Lacy too too dearly,
So much to wrong his honour; and he hath done so,
That first gave him advice to stay from France.
To witness I speak truth, I let you know,
How careful I have been to keep my daughter
Free from all conference or speech of him;
Not that I scorn your nephew, but in love
I bear your honour, lest your noble blood
Should by my mean worth be dishonoured.

Lincoln. [Aside.] How far the churls tongue wanders from his heart!
Well, well, Sir Roger Oateley, I believe you,
With more than many thanks for the kind love,
So much you seem to bear me. But, my lord,
Let me request your help to seek my nephew,
Whom if I find, Ill straight embark for France.
So shall your Rose be free, my thoughts at rest,
And much care die which now lies in my breast.

Enter Sybil.

Sybil. Oh Lord! Help, for Gods sake! my mistress; oh, my young mistress!

L. Mayor. Where is thy mistress? Whats become of her?

Sybil. Shes gone, shes fled!

L. Mayor. Gone! Whither is she fled?

Sybil. I know not, forsooth; shes fled out of doors with Hans the shoemaker; I saw them scud, scud, scud, apace, apace!

L. Mayor. Which way? What, John! Where be my men? Which way?

Sybil. I know not, an it please your worship.

L. Mayor. Fled with a shoemaker? Can this be true?

Sybil. Oh Lord, sir, as true as Gods in Heaven.

Lincoln. Her love turned shoemaker? I am glad of this.

L. Mayor. A Fleming butter-box, a shoemaker!
Will she forget her birth, requite my care
With such ingratitude? Scorned she young Hammon
To love a honniken, a needy knave?
Well, let her fly, Ill not fly after her,
Let her starve, if she will; shes none of mine.

Lincoln. Be not so cruel, sir.

Enter Firk with shoes.

Sybil. I am glad, shes scaped.

L. Mayor. Ill not account of her as of my child.
Was there no better object for her eyes
But a foul drunken lubber, swill-belly,
A shoemaker? Thats brave!

Firk. Yea, forsooth; tis a very brave shoe, and as fit as a pudding.

L. Mayor. How now, what knave is this? From whence comest thou?

Firk. No knave, sir. I am Firk the shoemaker, lusty Rogers chief lusty journeyman, and I have come hither to take up the pretty leg of sweet Mistress Rose, and thus hoping your worship is in as good health, as I was at the making hereof, I bid you farewell, yours, Firk.

L. Mayor. Stay, stay, Sir Knave!

Lincoln. Come hither, shoemaker!

Firk. Tis happy the knave is put before the shoemaker, or else I would not have vouchsafed to come back to you. I am moved, for I stir.

L. Mayor. My lord, this villain calls us knaves by craft.

Firk. Then tis by the gentle craft, and to call one knave gently, is no harm. Sit your worship merry! Syb, your young mistress  Ill so bob them, now my Master Eyre is lord mayor of London.

L. Mayor. Tell me, sirrah, whos man are you?

Firk. I am glad to see your worship so merry. I have no maw to this gear, no stomach as yet to a red petticoat. [Pointing to Sybil.

Lincoln. He means not, sir, to woo you to his maid,
But only doth demand whos man you are.

Firk. I sing now to the tune of Rogero. Roger, my fellow, is now my master.

Lincoln. Sirrah, knowst thou one Hans, a shoemaker?

Firk. Hans, shoemaker? Oh yes, stay, yes, I have him. I tell you what, I speak it in secret: Mistress Rose and he are by this time  no, not so, but shortly are to come over one another with Can you dance the shaking of the sheets? It is that Hans  (Aside.) Ill so gull these diggers!

L. Mayor. Knowst thou, then, where he is?

Firk. Yes, forsooth; yea, marry!

Lincoln. Canst thou, in sadness  

Firk. No, forsooth; no, marry!

L. Mayor. Tell me, good honest fellow, where he is,
And thou shalt see what Ill bestow on thee.

Firk. Honest fellow? No, sir; not so, sir; my profession is the gentle craft; I care not for seeing, I love feeling; let me feel it here; aurium tenus, ten pieces of gold; genuum tenus, ten pieces of silver; and then Firk is your man in a new pair of stretchers.

L. Mayor. Here is an angel, part of thy reward,
Which I will give thee; tell me where he is.

Firk. No point! Shall I betray my brother? no! Shall I prove Judas to Hans? no! Shall I cry treason to my corporation? no, I shall be firked and yerked then. But give me your angel; your angel shall tell you.

Lincoln. Do so, good fellow; tis no hurt to thee.

Firk. Send simpering Syb away.

L. Mayor. Huswife, get you in. [Exit Sybil.

Firk. Pitchers have ears, and maids have wide mouths; but for Hans Prauns, upon my word, to-morrow morning he and young Mistress Rose go to this gear, they shall be married together, by this rush, or else turn Firk to a firkin of butter, to tan leather withal.

L. Mayor. But art thou sure of this?

Firk. Am I sure that Pauls steeple is a handful higher than London Stone, or that the Pissing-Conduit leaks nothing but pure Mother Bunch? Am I sure I am lusty Firk? Gods nails, do you think I am so base to gull you?

Lincoln. Where are they married? Dost thou know the church.

Firk. I never go to church, but I know the name of it; it is a swearing church  stay a while, tis  ay, by the mass, no, no, tis  ay, by my troth, no, nor that; tis  ay, by my faith, that, that, tis, ay, by my Faiths Church under Pauls Cross. There they shall be knit like a pair of stockings in matrimony; there theyll be inconie.

Lincoln. Upon my life, my nephew Lacy walks
In the disguise of this Dutch shoemaker.

Firk. Yes, forsooth.

Lincoln. Doth he not, honest fellow?

Firk. No, forsooth; I think Hans is nobody but
Hans, no spirit.

L. Mayor. My mind misgives me now, tis so, indeed.

Lincoln. My cousin speaks the language, knows the trade.

L. Mayor. Let me request your company, my lord;
Your honourable presence may, no doubt,
Refrain their headstrong rashness, when myself
Going alone perchance may be oerborne.
Shall I request this favour?

Lincoln. This, or what else.

Firk. Then you must rise betimes, for they mean to fall to their hey-pass and repass, pindy-pandy, which hand will you have, very early.

L. Mayor. My care shall every way equal their haste.
This night accept your lodging in my house,
The earlier shall we stir, and at Saint Faiths
Prevent this giddy hare-brained nuptial.
This traffic of hot love shall yield cold gains:
They ban our loves, and well forbid their banns. [Exit.

Lincoln. At Saint Faiths Church thou sayst?

Firk. Yes, by their troth.

Lincoln. Be secret, on thy life. [Exit.

Firk. Yes, when I kiss your wife! Ha, ha, heres no craft in the gentle craft. I came hither of purpose with shoes to Sir Rogers worship, whilst Rose, his daughter, be cony-catched by Hans. Soft now; these two gulls will be at Saint Faiths Church to-morrow morning, to take Master Bridegroom and Mistress Bride napping, and they, in the mean time, shall chop up the matter at the Savoy. But the best sport is, Sir Roger Oateley will find my fellow lame Ralphs wife going to marry a gentleman, and then hell stop her instead of his daughter. Oh brave! there will be fine tickling sport. Soft now, what have I to do? Oh, I know; now a mess of shoemakers meet at the Woolsack in Ivy Lane, to cozen my gentleman of lame Ralphs wife, thats true.

Alack, alack!
Girls, hold out tack!
For now smocks for this jumbling
Shall go to wrack. [Exit.






ACT THE FIFTH.


SCENE I.  A Room in Eyres House.
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ENTER EYRE, MARGERY, Hans, and Rose.



Eyre. This is the morning, then; stay, my bully, my honest Hans, is it not?

Hans. This is the morning that must make us two happy or miserable; therefore, if you  

Eyre. Away with these ifs and ands, Hans, and these et caeteras! By mine honour, Rowland Lacy, none but the king shall wrong thee. Come, fear nothing, am not I Sim Eyre? Is not Sim Eyre lord mayor of London? Fear nothing, Rose: let them all say what they can; dainty, come thou to me  laughest thou?

Marg. Good my lord, stand her friend in what thing you may.

Eyre. Why, my sweet Lady Madgy, think you Simon Eyre can forget his fine Dutch journeyman? No, vah! Fie, I scorn it, it shall never be cast in my teeth, that I was unthankful. Lady Madgy, thou hadst never covered thy Saracens head with this French flap, nor loaden thy bum with this farthingale, (tis trash, trumpery, vanity); Simon Eyre had never walked in a red petticoat, nor wore a chain of gold, but for my fine journeymans Portuguese.  And shall I leave him? No! Prince am I none, yet bear a princely mind.

Hans. My lord, tis time for us to part from hence.

Eyre. Lady Madgy, Lady Madgy, take two or three of my pie crust-eaters, my buff-jerkin varlets, that do walk in black gowns at Simon Eyres heels; take them, good Lady Madgy; trip and go, my brown queen of periwigs, with my delicate Rose and my jolly Rowland to the Savoy; see them linked, countenance the marriage; and when it is done, cling, cling together, you Hamborow turtle-doves. Ill bear you out, come to Simon Eyre; come, dwell with me, Hans, thou shalt eat minced-pies and marchpane. Rose, away, cricket; trip and go, my Lady Madgy, to the Savoy; Hans, wed, and to bed; kiss, and away! Go, vanish!

Marg. Farewell, my lord.

Rose. Make haste, sweet love.

Marg. Shed fain the deed were done.

Hans. Come, my sweet Rose; faster than deer well run. [Exeunt Hans, Rose, and Margery.

Eyre. Go, vanish, vanish! Avaunt, I say! By the Lord of Ludgate, its a mad life to be a lord mayor; its a stirring life, a fine life, a velvet life, a careful life. Well, Simon Eyre, yet set a good face on it, in the honour of Saint Hugh. Soft, the king this day comes to dine with me, to see my new buildings; his majesty is welcome, he shall have good cheer, delicate cheer, princely cheer. This day, my fellow prentices of London come to dine with me too, they shall have fine cheer, gentlemanlike cheer. I promised the mad Cappadocians, when we all served at the Conduit together, that if ever I came to be mayor of London, I would feast them all, and Ill dot, Ill dot, by the life of Pharaoh; by this beard, Sim Eyre will be no flincher. Besides, I have procured that upon every Shrove-Tuesday, at the sound of the pancake bell, my fine dapper Assyrian lads shall clap up their shop windows, and away. This is the day, and this day they shall dot, they shall dot.

Boys, that day are you free, let masters care,
And prentices shall pray for Simon Eyre. [Exit.


SCENE II.  A Street near St. Faiths Church.
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ENTER HODGE, FIRK, Ralph, and five or six Shoemakers, all with cudgels or such weapons.

Hodge. Come, Ralph; stand to it, Firk. My masters, as we are the brave bloods of the shoemakers, heirs apparent to Saint Hugh, and perpetual benefactors to all good fellows, thou shalt have no wrong; were Hammon a king of spades, he should not delve in thy close without thy sufferance. But tell me, Ralph, art thou sure tis thy wife?

Ralph. Am I sure this is Firk? This morning, when I stroked on her shoes, I looked upon her, and she upon me, and sighed, asked me if ever I knew one Ralph. Yes, said I. For his sake, said she  tears standing in her eyes  and for thou art somewhat like him, spend this piece of gold. I took it; my lame leg and my travel beyond sea made me unknown. All is one for that: I know shes mine.

Firk. Did she give thee this gold? O glorious glittering gold! Shes thine own, tis thy wife, and she loves thee; for Ill stand tot, theres no woman will give gold to any man, but she thinks better of him, than she thinks of them she gives silver to. And for Hammon, neither Hammon nor hangman shall wrong thee in London. Is not our old master Eyre, lord mayor? Speak, my hearts.

All. Yes, and Hammon shall know it to his cost.

Enter Hammon, his Serving-man, Jane and Others.

Hodge. Peace, my bullies; yonder they come.

Ralph. Stand tot, my hearts. Firk, let me speak first.

Hodge. No, Ralph, let me.  Hammon, whither away so early?

Ham. Unmannerly, rude slave, whats that to thee?

Firk. To him, sir? Yes, sir, and to me, and others. Good-morrow, Jane, how dost thou? Good Lord, how the world is changed with you! God be thanked!

Ham. Villains, hands off! How dare you touch my love?

All. Villains? Down with them! Cry clubs for prentices!

Hodge. Hold, my hearts! Touch her, Hammon? Yea, and more than that: well carry her away with us. My masters and gentlemen, never draw your bird-spits; shoemakers are steel to the back, men every inch of them, all spirit.

Those of Hammons side. Well, and what of all this?

Hodge. Ill show you.  Jane, dost thou know this man? Tis Ralph, I can tell thee; nay, tis he in faith, though he be lamed by the wars. Yet look not strange, but run to him, fold him about the neck and kiss him.

Jane. Lives then my husband? Oh God, let me go,
Let me embrace my Ralph.

Ham. What means my Jane?

Jane. Nay, what meant you, to tell me, he was slain?

Ham. Pardon me, dear love, for being misled.
(To Ralph.) Twas rumoured here in London, thou wert dead.

Firk. Thou seest he lives. Lass, go, pack home with him. Now, Master Hammon, wheres your mistress, your wife?

Serv. Swounds, master, fight for her! Will you thus lose her?

All. Down with that creature! Clubs! Down with him!

Hodge. Hold, hold!

Ham. Hold, fool! Sirs, he shall do no wrong.
Will my Jane leave me thus, and break her faith?

Firk. Yea, sir! She must, sir! She shall, sir! What then? Mend it!

Hodge. Hark, fellow Ralph, follow my counsel: set the wench in the midst, and let her choose her man, and let her be his woman.

Jane. Whom should I choose? Whom should my thoughts affect
But him whom Heaven hath made to be my love?
Thou art my husband, and these humble weeds
Makes thee more beautiful than all his wealth.
Therefore, I will but put off his attire,
Returning it into the owners hand,
And after ever be thy constant wife.

Hodge. Not a rag, Jane! The laws on our side; he that sows in another mans ground, forfeits his harvest. Get thee home, Ralph; follow him, Jane; he shall not have so much as a busk-point from thee.

Firk. Stand to that, Ralph; the appurtenances are thine own. Hammon, look not at her!

Serv. O, swounds, no!

Firk. Blue coat, be quiet, well give you a new livery else; well make Shrove Tuesday Saint Georges Day for you. Look not, Hammon, leer not! Ill firk you! For thy head now, one glance, one sheeps eye, anything, at her! Touch not a rag, lest I and my brethren beat you to clouts.

Serv. Come, Master Hammon, theres no striving here.

Ham. Good fellows, hear me speak; and, honest Ralph,
Whom I have injured most by loving Jane,
Mark what I offer thee: here in fair gold
Is twenty pound, Ill give it for thy Jane;
If this content thee not, thou shall have more.

Hodge. Sell not thy wife, Ralph; make her not a whore.

Ham. Say, wilt thou freely cease thy claim in her,
And let her be my wife?

All. No, do not, Ralph.

Ralph. Sirrah Hammon, Hammon, dost thou think a shoemaker is so base to be a bawd to his own wife for commodity? Take thy gold, choke with it! Were I not lame, I would make thee eat thy words.

Firk. A shoemaker sell his flesh and blood? Oh indignity!

Hodge. Sirrah, take up your pelf, and be packing.

Ham. I will not touch one penny, but in lieu
Of that great wrong I offered thy Jane,
To Jane and thee I give that twenty pound.
Since I have failed of her, during my life,
I vow, no woman else shall be my wife.
Farewell, good fellows of the gentle trade:
Your morning mirth my mourning day hath made. [Exit.

Firk. (To the Serving-man.) Touch the gold, creature, if you dare! Yare best be trudging. Here, Jane, take thou it. Now lets home, my hearts.

Hodge. Stay! Who comes here? Jane, on again with thy mask!

Enter the Earl of Lincoln, the Lord Mayor and Servants.

Lincoln. Yonders the lying varlet mocked us so.

L. Mayor. Come hither, sirrah!

Firk. I, sir? I am sirrah? You mean me, do you not?

Lincoln. Where is my nephew married?

Firk. Is he married? God give him joy, I am glad of it. They have a fair day, and the sign is in a good planet, Mars in Venus.

L. Mayor. Villain, thou toldst me that my daughter Rose
This morning should be married at Saint Faiths;
We have watched there these three hours at the least,
Yet see we no such thing.

Firk. Truly, I am sorry fort; a brides a pretty thing.

Hodge. Come to the purpose. Yonders the bride and bridegroom you look for, I hope. Though you be lords, you are not to bar by your authority men from women, are you?

L. Mayor. See, see, my daughters masked.

Lincoln. True, and my nephew,
To hide his guilt, counterfeits him lame.

Firk. Yea, truly; God help the poor couple, they are lame and blind.

L. Mayor. Ill ease her blindness.

Lincoln. Ill his lameness cure.

Firk. Lie down, sirs, and laugh! My fellow Ralph is taken for Rowland Lacy, and Jane for Mistress Damask Rose. This is all my knavery.

L. Mayor. What, have I found you, minion?

Lincoln. O base wretch
Nay, hide thy face, the horror of thy guilt
Can hardly be washed off. Where are thy powers?
What battles have you made? O yes, I see,
Thou foughtst with Shame, and Shame hath conquered thee.
This lameness will not serve.

L. Mayor. Unmask yourself.

Lincoln. Lead home your daughter.

L. Mayor. Take your nephew hence.

Ralph. Hence! Swounds, what mean you? Are you mad? I hope you cannot enforce my wife from me. Wheres Hammon?

L. Mayor. Your wife?

Lincoln. What, Hammon?

Ralph. Yea, my wife; and, therefore, the proudest of you that lays hands on her first, Ill lay my crutch cross his pate.

Firk. To him, lame Ralph! Heres brave sport!

Ralph. Rose call you her? Why, her name is Jane. Look here else; do you know her now? [Unmasking Jane.

Lincoln. Is this your daughter?

L. Mayor. No, nor this your nephew.
My Lord of Lincoln, we are both abused
By this base, crafty varlet.

Firk. Yea, forsooth, no varlet; forsooth, no base; forsooth, I am but mean; no crafty neither, but of the gentle craft.

L. Mayor. Where is my daughter Rose? Where is my child?

Lincoln. Where is my nephew Lacy married?

Firk. Why, here is good laced mutton, as I promised you.

Lincoln. Villain, Ill have thee punished for this wrong.

Firk. Punish the journeyman villain, but not the journeyman shoemaker.

Enter Dodger.

Dodger. My lord, I come to bring unwelcome news.
Your nephew Lacy and your daughter Rose
Early this morning wedded at the Savoy,
None being present but the lady mayoress.
Besides, I learnt among the officers,
The lord mayor vows to stand in their defence
Gainst any that shall seek to cross the match.

Lincoln. Dares Eyre the shoemaker uphold the deed?

Firk. Yes, sir, shoemakers dare stand in a womans quarrel, I warrant you, as deep as another, and deeper too.

Dodger. Besides, his grace to-day dines with the mayor;
Who on his knees humbly intends to fall
And beg a pardon for your nephews fault.

Lincoln. But Ill prevent him! Come, Sir Roger Oateley;
The king will do us justice in this cause.
Howeer their hands have made them man and wife,
I will disjoin the match, or lose my life. [Exeunt.

Firk. Adieu, Monsieur Dodger! Farewell, fools! Ha, ha! Oh, if they had stayed, I would have so lambed them with flouts! O heart, my codpiece-point is ready to fly in pieces every time I think upon Mistress Rose; but let that pass, as my lady mayoress says.

Hodge. This matter is answered. Come, Ralph; home with thy wife. Come, my fine shoemakers, lets to our masters, the new lord mayor, and there swagger this Shrove-Tuesday. Ill promise you wine enough, for Madge keeps the cellar.

All. O rare! Madge is a good wench.

Firk. And Ill promise you meat enough, for simpring Susan keeps the larder. Ill lead you to victuals, my brave soldiers; follow your captain. O brave! Hark, hark! [Bell rings.

All. The pancake-bell rings, the pancake-bell! Tri-lill, my hearts!

Firk. Oh brave! Oh sweet bell! O delicate pancakes! Open the doors, my hearts, and shut up the windows! keep in the house, let out the pancakes! Oh rare, my hearts! Lets march together for the honour of Saint Hugh to the great new hall in Gracious Street-corner, which our master, the new lord mayor, hath built.

Ralph. O the crew of good fellows that will dine at my lord mayors cost to-day!

Hodge. By the Lord, my lord mayor is a most brave man. How shall prentices be bound to pray for him and the honour of the gentlemen shoemakers! Lets feed and be fat with my lords bounty.

Firk. O musical bell, still! O Hodge, O my brethren! Theres cheer for the heavens: venison-pasties walk up and down piping hot, like sergeants; beef and brewess comes marching in dry-vats, fritters and pancakes comes trowling in in wheel-barrows; hens and oranges hopping in porters-baskets, collops and eggs in scuttles, and tarts and custards comes quavering in in malt-shovels.

Enter more Prentices.

All. Whoop, look here, look here!

Hodge. How now, mad lads, whither away so fast?

1st Prentice. Whither? Why, to the great new hall, know you not why? The lord mayor hath bidden all the prentices in London to breakfast this morning.

All. Oh brave shoemaker, oh brave lord of incomprehensible good-fellowship! Whoo! Hark you! The pancake-bell rings. [Cast up caps.

Firk. Nay, more, my hearts! Every Shrove-Tuesday is our year of jubilee; and when the pancake-bell rings, we are as free as my lord mayor; we may shut up our shops, and make holiday. Ill have it called Saint Hughs Holiday.

All. Agreed, agreed! Saint Hughs Holiday.

Hodge. And this shall continue for ever.

All. Oh brave! Come, come, my hearts! Away, away!

Firk. O eternal credit to us of the gentle craft! March fair, my hearts! Oh rare! [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  A Street in London.
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ENTER THE KING and his Train across the stage.

King. Is our lord mayor of London such a gallant?

Nobleman. One of the merriest madcaps in your land.
Your grace will think, when you behold the man,
Hes rather a wild ruffian than a mayor.
Yet thus much Ill ensure your majesty.
In all his actions that concern his state,
He is as serious, provident, and wise,
As full of gravity amongst the grave,
As any mayor hath been these many years.

King. I am with child, till I behold this huff-cap.
But all my doubt is, when we come in presence,
His madness will be dashed clean out of countenance.

Nobleman. It may be so, my liege.

King. Which to prevent,
Let some one give him notice, tis our pleasure
That he put on his wonted merriment.
Set forward!

All. On afore! [Exeunt.


SCENE IV.  A Great Hall.
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ENTER EYRE, HODGE, Firk, Ralph, and other Shoemakers, all with napkins on their shoulders.

Eyre. Come, my fine Hodge, my jolly gentlemen shoemakers; soft, where be these cannibals, these varlets, my officers? Let them all walk and wait upon my brethren; for my meaning is, that none but shoemakers, none but the livery of my company shall in their satin hoods wait upon the trencher of my sovereign.

Firk. O my lord, it will be rare!

Eyre. No more, Firk; come, lively! Let your fellow-prentices want no cheer; let wine be plentiful as beer, and beer as water. Hang these penny-pinching fathers, that cram wealth in innocent lamb-skins. Rip, knaves, avaunt! Look to my guests!

Hodge. My lord, we are at our wits end for room; those hundred tables will not feast the fourth part of them.

Eyre. Then cover me those hundred tables again, and again, till all my jolly prentices be feasted. Avoid, Hodge! Run, Ralph! Frisk about, my nimble Firk! Carouse me fathom-healths to the honour of the shoemakers. Do they drink lively, Hodge? Do they tickle it, Firk?

Firk. Tickle it? Some of them have taken their liquor standing so long that they can stand no longer; but for meat, they would eat it, an they had it.

Eyre. Want they meat? Wheres this swag-belly, this greasy kitchenstuff cook? Call the varlet to me! Want meat? Firk, Hodge, lame Ralph, run, my tall men, beleaguer the shambles, beggar all Eastcheap, serve me whole oxen in chargers, and let sheep whine upon the tables like pigs for want of good fellows to eat them. Want meat? Vanish, Firk! Avaunt, Hodge!

Hodge. Your lordship mistakes my man Firk; he means, their bellies want meat, not the boards; for they have drunk so much, they can eat nothing.

The Second Three Mens Song.

Colds the wind, and wets the rain,
Saint Hugh be our good speed:
Ill is the weather that bringeth no gain,
Nor helps good hearts in need.

Trowl the bowl, the jolly nut-brown bowl,
And here, kind mate, to thee:
Lets sing a dirge for Saint Hughs soul,
And down it merrily.

Down a down heydown a down,
Hey derry derry, down a down! (Close with the tenor boy)
Ho, well done; to me let come!
Ring, compass, gentle joy.

Trowl the bowl, the nut-brown bowl,
And here, kind mate, to thee: etc.

[Repeat as often as there be men to drink; and at last when all have drunk, this verse:

Colds the wind, and wets the rain,
Saint Hugh be our good speed:
Ill is the weather that bringeth no gain,
Nor helps good hearts in need.

Enter Hans, Rose, and Margery.

Marg. Where is my lord?

Eyre. How now, Lady Madgy?

Marg. The kings most excellent majesty is new come; he sends me for thy honour; one of his most worshipful peers bade me tell thou must be merry, and so forth; but let that pass.

Eyre. Is my sovereign come? Vanish, my tall shoemakers, my nimble brethren; look to my guests, the prentices. Yet stay a little! How now, Hans? How looks my little Rose?

Hans. Let me request you to remember me.
I know, your honour easily may obtain
Free pardon of the king for me and Rose,
And reconcile me to my uncles grace.

Eyre. Have done, my good Hans, my honest journeyman; look cheerily! Ill fall upon both my knees, till they be as hard as horn, but Ill get thy pardon.

Marg. Good my lord, have a care what you speak to his grace.

Eyre. Away, you Islington whitepot! hence, you hopperarse! you barley-pudding, full of maggots! you broiled carbonado! avaunt, avaunt, avoid, Mephistophiles! Shall Sim Eyre learn to speak of you, Lady Madgy? Vanish, Mother Miniver-cap; vanish, go, trip and go; meddle with your partlets and your pishery-pashery, your flewes and your whirligigs; go, rub, out of mine alley! Sim Eyre knows how to speak to a Pope, to Sultan Soliman, to Tamburlaine, an he were here; and shall I melt, shall I droop before my sovereign? No, come, my Lady Madgy! Follow me, Hans! About your business, my frolic free-booters! Firk, frisk about, and about, and about, for the honour of mad Simon Eyre, lord mayor of London.

Firk. Hey, for the honour of the shoemakers. [Exeunt.


SCENE V.  An Open Yard before the Hall.
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A LONG FLOURISH, or two. Enter the King, Nobles, Eyre, Margery, Lacy, Rose. Lacy and Rose kneel.

King. Well, Lacy, though the fact was very foul
Of your revolting from our kingly love
And your own duty, yet we pardon you.
Rise both, and, Mistress Lacy, thank my lord mayor
For your young bridegroom here.

Eyre. So, my dear liege, Sim Eyre and my brethren, the gentlemen shoemakers, shall set your sweet majestys image cheek by jowl by Saint Hugh for this honour you have done poor Simon Eyre. I beseech your grace, pardon my rude behaviour; I am a handicraftsman, yet my heart is without craft; I would be sorry at my soul, that my boldness should offend my king.

King. Nay, I pray thee, good lord mayor, be even as merry
As if thou wert among thy shoemakers;
It does me good to see thee in this humour.

Eyre. Sayst thou me so, my sweet Dioclesian? Then, humph! Prince am I none, yet am I princely born. By the Lord of Ludgate, my liege, Ill be as merry as a pie.

King. Tell me, in faith, mad Eyre, how old thou art.

Eyre. My liege, a very boy, a stripling, a younker; you see not a white hair on my head, not a gray in this beard. Every hair, I assure thy majesty, that sticks in this beard, Sim Eyre values at the King of Babylons ransom, Tamar Chams beard was a rubbing brush tot: yet Ill shave it off, and stuff tennis-balls with it, to please my bully king.

King. But all this while I do not know your age.

Eyre. My liege, I am six and fifty year old, yet I can cry humph! with a sound heart for the honour of Saint Hugh. Mark this old wench, my king: I danced the shaking of the sheets with her six and thirty years ago, and yet I hope to get two or three young lord mayors, ere I die. I am lusty still, Sim Eyre still. Care and cold lodging brings white hairs. My sweet Majesty, let care vanish, cast it upon thy nobles, it will make thee look always young like Apollo, and cry humph! Prince am I none, yet am I princely born.

King. Ha, ha!
Say, Cornwall, didst thou ever see his like?

Cornwall. Not I, my lord.

Enter the Earl of Lincoln and the Lord Mayor.

King. Lincoln, what news with you?

Lincoln. My gracious lord, have care unto yourself,
For there are traitors here.

All. Traitors? Where? Who?

Eyre. Traitors in my house? God forbid! Where be my officers? Ill spend my soul, ere my king feel harm.

King. Where is the traitor, Lincoln?

Lincoln. Here he stands.

King. Cornwall, lay hold on Lacy!  Lincoln, speak,
What canst thou lay unto thy nephews charge?

Lincoln. This, my dear liege: your Grace, to do me honour,
Heaped on the head of this degenerate boy
Desertless favours; you made choice of him,
To be commander over powers in France.
But he  

King. Good Lincoln, prithee, pause a while!
Even in thine eyes I read what thou wouldst speak.
I know how Lacy did neglect our love,
Ran himself deeply, in the highest degree,
Into vile treason  

Lincoln. Is he not a traitor?

King. Lincoln, he was; now have we pardoned him.
Twas not a base want of true valours fire,
That held him out of France, but loves desire.

Lincoln. I will not bear his shame upon my back.

King. Nor shalt thou, Lincoln; I forgive you both.

Lincoln. Then, good my liege, forbid the boy to wed
One whose mean birth will much disgrace his bed.

King. Are they not married?

Lincoln. No, my liege.

Both. We are.

King. Shall I divorce them then? O be it far,
That any hand on earth should dare untie
The sacred knot, knit by Gods majesty;
I would not for my crown disjoin their hands,
That are conjoïned in holy nuptial bands.
How sayst thou, Lacy, wouldst thou lose thy Rose?

Lacy. Not for all Indias wealth, my sovereign.

King. But Rose, I am sure, her Lacy would forego?

Rose. If Rose were asked that question, shed say no.

King. You hear them, Lincoln?

Lincoln. Yea, my liege, I do.

King. Yet canst thou find ith heart to part these two?
Who seeks, besides you, to divorce these lovers?

L. Mayor. I do, my gracious lord, I am her father.

King. Sir Roger Oateley, our last mayor, I think?

Nobleman. The same, my liege.

King. Would you offend Loves laws?
Well, you shall have your wills, you sue to me,
To prohibit the match. Soft, let me see  
You both are married, Lacy, art thou not?

Lacy. I am, dread sovereign.

King. Then, upon thy life,
I charge thee, not to call this woman wife.

L. Mayor. I thank your grace.

Rose. O my most gracious lord! [Kneels.

King. Nay, Rose, never woo me; I tell you true,
Although as yet I am a bachelor,
Yet I believe, I shall not marry you.

Rose. Can you divide the body from the soul,
Yet make the body live?

King. Yea, so profound?
I cannot, Rose, but you I must divide.
This fair maid, bridegroom, cannot be your bride.
Are you pleased, Lincoln? Oateley, are you pleased?

Both. Yes, my lord.

King. Then must my heart be eased;
For, credit me, my conscience lives in pain,
Till these whom I divorced, be joined again.
Lacy, give me thy hand; Rose, lend me thine!
Be what you would be! Kiss now! So, thats fine.
At night, lovers, to bed!  Now, let me see,
Which of you all mislikes this harmony.

L. Mayor. Will you then take from me my child perforce?

King. Why, tell me, Oateley: shines not Lacys name
As bright in the worlds eye as the gay beams
Of any citizen?

Lincoln. Yea, but, my gracious lord,
I do mislike the match far more than he;
Her blood is too too base.

King. Lincoln, no more.
Dost thou not know that love respects no blood,
Cares not for difference of birth or state?
The maid is young, well born, fair, virtuous,
A worthy bride for any gentleman.
Besides, your nephew for her sake did stoop
To bare necessity, and, as I hear,
Forgetting honours and all courtly pleasures,
To gain her love, became a shoemaker.
As for the honour which he lost in France,
Thus I redeem it: Lacy, kneel thee down!  
Arise, Sir Rowland Lacy! Tell me now,
Tell me in earnest, Oateley, canst thou chide,
Seeing thy Rose a lady and a bride?

L. Mayor. I am content with what your grace hath done.

Lincoln. And I, my liege, since theres no remedy.

King. Come on, then, all shake hands: Ill have you friends;
Where there is much love, all discord ends.
What says my mad lord mayor to all this love?

Eyre. O my liege, this honour you have done to my fine journeyman here, Rowland Lacy, and all these favours which you have shown to me this day in my poor house, will make Simon Eyre live longer by one dozen of warm summers more than he should.

King. Nay, my mad lord mayor, that shall be thy name,
If any grace of mine can length thy life,
One honour more Ill do thee: that new building,
Which at thy cost in Cornhill is erected,
Shall take a name from us; well have it called
The Leadenhall, because in digging it
You found the lead that covereth the same.

Eyre. I thank your majesty.

Marg. God bless your grace!

King. Lincoln, a word with you!

Enter Hodge, Firk, Ralph, and more Shoemakers.

Eyre. How now, my mad knaves? Peace, speak softly, yonder is the king.

King. With the old troop which there we keep in pay,
We will incorporate a new supply.
Before one summer more pass oer my head,
France shall repent, England was injured.
What are all those?

Lacy. All shoemakers, my liege,
Sometime my fellows; in their companies
I lived as merry as an emperor.

King. My mad lord mayor, are all these shoemakers?

Eyre. All shoemakers, my liege; all gentlemen of the gentle craft, true Trojans, courageous cordwainers; they all kneel to the shrine of holy Saint Hugh.

All the Shoemakers. God save your majesty!

King. Mad Simon, would they anything with us?

Eyre. Mum, mad knaves! Not a word! Ill dot; I warrant you. They are all beggars, my liege; all for themselves, and I for them all on both my knees do entreat, that for the honour of poor Simon Eyre and the good of his brethren, these mad knaves, your grace would vouchsafe some privilege to my new Leadenhall, that it may be lawful for us to buy and sell leather there two days a week.

King. Mad Sim, I grant your suit, you shall have patent
To hold two market-days in Leadenhall,
Mondays and Fridays, those shall be the times.
Will this content you?

All. Jesus bless your grace!

Eyre. In the name of these my poor brethren shoemakers, I most humbly thank your grace. But before I rise, seeing you are in the giving vein and we in the begging, grant Sim Eyre one boon more.

King. What is it, my lord mayor?

Eyre. Vouchsafe to taste of a poor banquet that stands sweetly waiting for your sweet presence.

King. I shall undo thee, Eyre, only with feasts;
Already have I been too troublesome;
Say, have I not?

Eyre. O my dear king, Sim Eyre was taken unawares upon a day of shroving, which I promised long ago to the prentices of London.

For, ant please your highness, in time past,
I bare the water-tankard, and my coat
Sits not a whit the worse upon my back;
And then, upon a morning, some mad boys,
It was Shrove Tuesday, even as tis now,

Gave me my breakfast, and I swore then by the stopple of my tankard, if ever I came to be lord mayor of London, I would feast all the prentices. This day, my liege, I did it, and the slaves had an hundred tables five times covered; they are gone home and vanished;

Yet add more honour to the gentle trade,
Taste of Eyres banquet, Simons happy made.

King. Eyre, I will taste of thy banquet, and will say,
I have not met more pleasure on a day.
Friends of the gentle craft, thanks to you all,
Thanks, my kind lady mayoress, for our cheer.  
Come, lords, a while lets revel it at home!
When all our sports and banquetings are done,
Wars must right wrongs which Frenchmen have begun. [Exeunt.


Old Fortunatus (1600)
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Old Fortunatus was written in November 1599 for Philip Henslowe and the Admirals Men. Henslowe initially paid Dekker two pounds, before further payments were made as the play was prepared for the stage. A revised edition was performed for Queen Elizabeth on 27 December 1599 and printed the following spring. The play, a mixture of prose and verse, is based on the old German tale of Fortunatus, which is believed to have been first printed as a chapbook by Johann Otmar in Augsburg in 1509. A slightly different version of the text was printed more than forty years later in Frankfurt in 1550. In 1596, there was an English play entitled, The First Part of Fortunatus, which Philip Henslowe recorded as being performed at the Rose Theatre that February, but no text survives and the author was not recorded. It is possible that Dekker wrote the play before reworking and rewriting parts of it three years later to produce Old Fortunatus, but this cannot be stated with any certainty. In the early nineteenth century, essayist and poet, Charles Lamb, reignited interest in Dekkers seemingly forgotten play by praising the poetry of the work and favourably comparing Dekker to Philip Massinger as a writer. It was also well considered by later nineteenth century critics, including William Hazlitt, James Russell Lowell and Adolphus William Ward.

The Pleasant Comedie of Old Fortunatus was the full title given to the play when it was performed and printed in 1600. The plot centres on the consequences of Fortunatus encounter with the goddess Fortune. Fortunatus is a poor man that is offered a choice between strength, good health, wisdom or riches. He chooses riches in the form of a bottomless purse and then relates the news to his two sons, Andelocia and Ampedo, before leaving Cyprus to travel across Europe. He ends up in the Court of Babylon, where he steals a magic hat from the Sultan, which gives him the superpower of transportation. When his life is abruptly ended by Fortune, his sons inherit the hat and the bottomless purse and Andelocia follows his fathers footsteps as he embarks on a series of ill-advised and immoral adventures. 
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The title page from the 1509 German book Fortunatus


CONTENTS

THE PROLOGUE AT COURT.

PROLOGUE

DRAMATIS PERSONÆ

ACT THE FIRST.

SCENE I.  A Wood in Cyprus.

SCENE II.  Outside the House of Fortunatus.

SCENE III.  A Wood in Cyprus.

ACT THE SECOND

SCENE I.  The Court at Babylon.

SCENE II.  Outside the House of Fortunatus.

ACT THE THIRD.

SCENE I.  London. The Court of Athelstane.

SCENE II.  The same.

ACT THE FOURTH.

SCENE I.  A Wilderness.

SCENE II.  London. The Court of Athelstane.

ACT THE FIFTH.

SCENE I.  London. The Court of Athelstane.

SCENE II.  An open Space near London: a Prison and a Pair of Stocks in the background.

THE EPILOGUE AT COURT.




[image: img21.jpg]

Charles Lamb (1775-1834), the English essayist, poet, and antiquarian, best known for his Essays of Elia


THE PROLOGUE AT COURT.
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ENTER TWO OLD Men.

1st O. Man. Are you then travelling to the temple of Eliza?

2nd O. Man. Even to her temple are my feeble limbs travelling. Some call her Pandora: some Gloriana, some Cynthia: some Delphœbe, some Astræa: all by several names to express several loves: yet all those names make but one celestial body, as all those loves meet to create but one soul.

1st O. Man. I am one of her own country, and we adore her by the name of Eliza.

2nd O. Man. Blessed name, happy country: your Eliza makes your land Elysium: but what do you offer?

1st O. Man. That which all true subjects should: when I was young, an armed hand; now I am crooked, an upright heart: but what offer you?

2nd O. Man. That which all strangers do: two eyes struck blind with admiration: two lips proud to sound her glory: two hands held up full of prayers and praises: what not, that may express love? what not, that may make her beloved?

1st O. Man. How long ist since you last beheld her?

2nd O. Man. A just year: yet that year hath seemed to me but one day, because her glory hath been my hourly contemplation, and yet that year hath seemed to me more than twice seven years, because so long I have been absent from her. Come therefore, good father, lets go faster, lest we come too late: for see, the tapers of the night are already lighted, and stand brightly burning in their starry candle-sticks: see how gloriously the moon shines upon us. [Both kneel.

1st O. Man. Peace, fool: tremble, and kneel: the moon sayst thou?
Our eyes are dazzled by Elizas beams,
See (if at least thou dare see) where she sits:
This is the great Pantheon of our goddess,
And all those faces which thine eyes thought stars,
Are nymphs attending on her deity.
Prithee begin, for I want power to speak.

2nd O. Man. No, no, speak thou, I want words to begin. [Weeps.

1st O. Man. Alack, what shall I do? comst thou with me,
And weepst now thou beholdst this majesty?

2nd O. Man. Great landlady of hearts, pardon me.

1st O. Man. Blame not mine eyes, good father, in these tears.

2nd O. Man. My pure love shines, as thine doth in thy fears:
I weep for joy to see so many heads
Of prudent ladies, clothed in the livery
Of silver-handed age, for serving you,
Whilst in your eyes youths glory doth renew:
I weep for joy to see the sun look old,
To see the moon mad at her often change,
To see the stars only by night to shine,
Whilst you are still bright, still one, still divine:
I weep for joy to see the world decay,
Yet see Eliza flourishing like May:
O pardon me your pilgrim, I have measured
Many a mile to find you: and have brought
Old Fortunatus and his family,
With other Cypriots, my poor countrymen,
To pay a whole years tribute: O vouchsafe,
Dread Queen of Fairies, with your gracious eyes,
Taccept theirs and our humble sacrifice.

1st O. Man. Now Ill beg for thee too: and yet I need not:
Her sacred hand hath evermore been known,
As soon held out to strangers as her own.

2nd O. Man. Thou dost encourage me: Ill fetch them in,
They have no princely gifts, we are all poor,
Our offerings are true hearts, who can wish more? [Exeunt.


PROLOGUE
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Of Loves sweet war our timorous Muse doth sing,
And to the bosom of each gentle dear,
Offers her artless tunes, borne on the wing
Of sacred poesy. A benumbing fear,
That your nice souls, cloyed with delicious sounds,
Will loath her lowly notes, makes her pull in
Her fainting pinions, and her spirit confounds,
Before the weak voice of her song begin.
Yet since within the circle of each eye,
Being like so many suns in his round sphere,
No wrinkle yet is seen, shell dare to fly,
Borne up with hopes, that as you oft do rear
With your fair hands, those who would else sink down,
So some will deign to smile, where all might frown:
And for this small circumference must stand,
For the imagined surface of much land,
Of many kingdoms, and since many a mile
Should here be measured out, our Muse entreats
Your thoughts to help poor art, and to allow
That I may serve as Chorus to her senses;
She begs your pardon, for shell send one forth,
Not when the laws of poesy do call,
But as the story needs; your gracious eye
Gives life to Fortunatus history. [Exit.




DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
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Athelstane, King of England.
The Soldan of Egypt.
The Prince of Cyprus.

English Nobles:

Cornwall, 

Chester, 

Lincoln 

Scotch Nobles:

Montrose, 

Galloway

French Nobles:

Orleans,

Longaville, 

Insultado, a Spanish Lord.

Fortunatus.

Sons of Fortunatus.

Ampedo, 

Andelocia

Shadow, Servant to Ampedo and Andelocia.

Kings, Nobles, Soldiers, Satyrs, a Carter, a Tailor, a Monk, a Shepherd, Chorus, Boys and other Attendants.

Agripyne, Daughter of Athelstane.

Goddesses.

Fortune, 

Virtue, 

Vice, 

The Three Destinies.

Nymphs, Ladies, &c.

SCENE  Cyprus, Babylon, and England.


ACT THE FIRST.


SCENE I.  A Wood in Cyprus.
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ENTER FORTUNATUS MEANLY attired; he walks about cracking nuts ere he speaks.

Fort. So, ho, ho, ho, ho.

Echo [Within.]. Ho, ho, ho, ho.

Fort. There, boy.

Echo. There, boy.

Fort. An thou beest a good fellow, tell me how callst this wood.

Echo. This wood.

Fort. Ay, this wood, and which is my best way out.

Echo. Best way out.

Fort. Ha, ha, ha, thats true, my best way out is my best way out, but how that out will come in, by this maggot I know not. I see by this we are all worms meat. Well, I am very poor and very patient; Patience is a virtue: would I were not virtuous, thats to say, not poor, but full of vice, thats to say, full of chinks. Ha, ha, so I am, for I am so full of chinks, that a horse with one eye may look through and through me. I have sighed long, and that makes me windy; I have fasted long, and that makes me chaste; marry, I have prayed little, and that makes me I still dance in this conjuring circle; I have wandered long, and that makes me weary. But for my weariness, anon Ill lie down, instead of fasting Ill feed upon nuts, and instead of sighing will laugh and be lean, Sirrah Echo.

Echo. Sirrah Echo.

Fort. Heres a nut.

Echo. Heres a nut.

Fort. Crack it.

Echo. Crack it.

Fort. Hang thyself.

Echo. Hang thyself.

Fort. Thart a knave, a knave.

Echo. A knave, a knave.

Fort. Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Echo. Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Fort. Why so, two fools laugh at one another, I at my tittle tattle gammer Echo, and she at me. Shortly there will creep out in print some filthy book of the old hoary wandering knight, meaning me: would I were that book, for then I should be sure to creep out from hence. I should be a good soldier, for I traverse my ground rarely; marry I see neither enemy nor friends, but popinjays, and squirrels, and apes, and owls, and daws, and wagtails, and the spite is that none of these grass-eaters can speak my language, but this fool that mocks me, and swears to have the last word, in spite of my teeth, ay, and she shall have it because she is a woman, which kind of cattle are indeed all echo, nothing but tongue, and are like the great bell of St. Michaels in Cyprus, that keeps most rumbling when men would most sleep. Echo, a pox on thee for mocking me.

Echo. A pox on thee for mocking me.

Fort. Why so, Snip snap, this war is at an end, but this wilderness is world without end. To see how travel can transform: my teeth are turned into nutcrackers, a thousand to one I break out shortly, for I am full of nothing but waxen kernels, my tongue speaks no language but an almond for a parrot, and crack me this nut. If I hop three days more up and down this cage of cuckoos nests, I shall turn wild man sure, and be hired to throw squibs among the commonalty upon some terrible day. In the meantime, to tell truth, here will I lie. Farewell, fool!

Echo. Farewell, fool.

Fort. Are not these comfortable words to a wise man? All hail, signor tree, by your leave Ill sleep under your leaves. I pray bow to me, and Ill bend to you, for your back and my brows must, I doubt, have a game or two at noddy ere I wake again: down, great heart, down. Hey, ho, well, well. [He lies down and sleeps.

Enter a Shepherd, a Carter, a Tailor, and a Monk, all crowned; a Nymph with a globe, another with Fortunes wheel; then Fortune. After her, four Kings with broken crowns and sceptres, chained in silver gyves and led by her. The foremost enter singing. Fortune takes her chair, the Kings lying at her feet so that she treads on them as she ascends to her seat.

Song.

Fortune smiles, cry holiday,
Dimples on her cheeks do dwell,
Fortune frowns, cry welladay,
Her love is Heaven, her hate is Hell:
Since Heaven and Hell obey her power.
Tremble when her eyes do lower,
Since Heaven and Hell her power obey,
When she smiles, cry holiday.
Holiday with joy we cry
And bend, and bend, and merrily
Sing hymns to Fortunes deity,
Sing hymns to Fortunes deity.

Chorus. Let us sing, merrily, merrily, merrily,
With our song let Heaven resound,
Fortunes hands our heads have crowned;
Let us sing merrily, merrily, merrily.

1st King. Accursed Queen of chance, what had we done,
Who having sometimes like young Phaeton,
Rid in the burnished chariot of the sun,
And sometimes been thy minions, when thy fingers
Weaved wanton love-nets in our curlèd hair,
And with sweet juggling kisses warmed our cheeks:
Oh how have we offended thy proud eyes,
That thus we should be spurned and trod upon,
Whilst those infected limbs of the sick world,
Are fixed by thee for stars in that bright sphere,
Wherein our sun-like radiance did appear.

The Kings. Accursèd Queen of chance, damned sorceress.

The Others. Most powerful Queen of chance, dread sovereigness.

Fortune. No more: curse on! your cries to me are music,
And fill the sacred rondure of mine ears
With tunes more sweet than moving of the spheres:
Curse on: on our celestial brows do sit
Unnumbered smiles, which then leap from their throne,
When they see peasants dance and monarchs groan.
Behold you not this globe, this golden bowl,
This toy called world, at our imperial feet?
This world is Fortunes ball, wherewith she sports.
Sometimes I strike it up into the air,
And then create I emperors and kings:
Sometimes I spurn it, at which spurn crawls out
That wild beast Multitude. Curse on, you fools,  
Tis I that tumble princes from their thrones,
And gild false brows with glittering diadems.
Tis I that tread on necks of conquerors,
And when, like demi-gods, they have been drawn
In ivory chariots to the capitol,
Circled about with wonder of all eyes,
The shouts of every tongue, love of all hearts,
Being swolln with their own greatness, I have pricked
The bladder of their pride, and made them die,
As water-bubbles, without memory.
I thrust base cowards into Honours chair,
Whilst the true-spirited soldier stands by
Bare-headed, and all bare, whilst at his scars
They scoff, that neer durst view the face of wars.
I set an idiots cap on Virtues head,
Turn Learning out of doors, clothe Wit in rags,
And paint ten thousand images of loam
In gaudy silken colours. On the backs
Of mules and asses I make asses ride,
Only for sport, to see the apish world
Worship such beasts with sound idolatry.
This Fortune does, and when this is done,
She sits and smiles to hear some curse her name,
And some with adoration crown her fame.

Monk. True centre of this wide circumference,
Sacred commandress of the destinies,
Our tongues shall only sound thy excellence.

The Others. Thy excellence our tongues shall only sound.

2nd King. Thou painted strumpet, that with honeyed smiles,
Openest the gates of Heaven and criest, Come in;
Whose glories being seen, thou with one frown,
In pride, lower than hell tumblest us down.

The Kings. Ever, for ever, will we ban thy name.

Fortune. How sweet your howlings relish in mine ears! [She comes down.

Stand by! now rise,  behold, here lies a wretch,
To vex your souls, this beggar Ill advance
Beyond the sway of thought; take instruments,
And let the raptures of choice harmony,
Thorough the hollow windings of his ear,
Carry their sacred sounds, and wake each sense,
To stand amazed at our bright eminence. [Music. Fortunatus wakes.

Fort. Oh, how am I transported? Is this earth?
Or blest Elysium?

Fortune. Fortunatus, rise.

Fort. Dread goddess, how should such a wretch as I
Be known to such a glorious deity?
Oh pardon me: for to this place I come,
Led by my fate, not folly; in this wood
With weary sorrow have I wanderèd,
And three times seen the sweating sun take rest,
And three times frantic Cynthia naked ride
About the rusty highways of the skies
Stuck full of burning stars, which lent her light
To court her negro paramour grim Night.

Fortune. This travel now expires: yet from this circle,
Where I and these with fairy troops abide,
Thou canst not stir, unless I be thy guide.
I the worlds empress am, Fortune my name,
This hand hath written in thick leaves of steel
An everlasting book of changeless fate,
Showing whos happy, who unfortunate.

Fort. If every name, dread queen, be there writ down
I am sure mine stands in characters of black;
Though happiness herself lie in my name,
I am Sorrows heir, and eldest son to Shame.

The Kings. No, we are sons to Shame, and Sorrows heirs.

Fortune. Thou shalt be one of Fortunes minions:
Behold these four chained like Tartarian slaves,
These I created emperors and kings,
And these are now my basest underlings:
This sometimes was a German emperor,
Henry the Fifth, who being first deposed,
Was after thrust into a dungeon,
And thus in silver chains shall rot to death.
This Frederick Barbarossa, Emperor
Of Almaine once: but by Pope Alexander
Now spurned and trod on when he takes his horse,
And in these fetters shall he die his slave.
This wretch once wore the diadem of France,
Lewis the meek, but through his childrens pride,
Thus have I caused him to be famishèd.
Here stands the very soul of misery,
Poor Bajazet, old Turkish Emperor,
And once the greatest monarch in the East;
Fortune herself is said to view thy fall,
And grieves to see thee glad to lick up crumbs
At the proud feet of that great Scythian swain,
Fortunes best minion, warlike Tamburlaine:
Yet must thou in a cage of iron be drawn
In triumph at his heels, and there in grief
Dash out thy brains.

4th King. Oh miserable me!

Fortune. No tears can melt the heart of destiny:
These have I ruined and exalted those.
These hands have conquered Spain, these brows fill up
The golden circle of rich Portugal,  
Viriat a monarch now, but born a shepherd;
This Primislaus, a Bohemian king,
Last day a carter; this monk, Gregory,
Now lifted to the Papal dignity;  
Wretches, why gnaw you not your fingers off,
And tear your tongues out, seeing yourselves trod down,
And this Dutch botcher wearing Munsters crown,
John Leyden, born in Holland poor and base,
Now rich in empery and Fortunes grace?
As these I have advanced, so will I thee.
Six gifts I spend upon mortality,
Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, and riches,
Out of my bounty: one of these is thine,  
Choose then which likes thee best.

Fort. Oh most divine!
Give me but leave to borrow wonders eye,
To look amazed at thy bright majesty,
Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, and riches.

Fortune. Before thy soul at this deep lottery
Draw forth her prize, ordained by destiny,
Know that heres no recanting a first choice.
Choose then discreetly for the laws of Fate,
Being graven in steel, must stand inviolate.

Fort. Daughters of Jove and the unblemished Night,
Most righteous Parcae, guide my genius right,
Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, and riches.

Fortune. Stay, Fortunatus, once more hear me speak;
If thou kiss Wisdoms cheek and make her thine,
Shell breathe into thy lips divinity,
And thou like Phœbus shalt speak oracle,
Thy Heaven-inspired soul, on Wisdoms wings,
Shall fly up to the Parliament of Jove,
And read the statutes of eternity,
And see whats past and learn what is to come.
If thou lay claim to strength, armies shall quake
To see thee frown: as kings at mine do lie,
So shall thy feet trample on empery.
Make health thine object, thou shalt be strong proof
Gainst the deep searching darts of surfeiting,
Be ever merry, ever revelling.
Wish but for beauty, and within thine eyes
Two naked Cupids amorously shall swim,
And on thy cheeks Ill mix such white and red,
That Jove shall turn away young Ganymede,
And with immortal arms shall circle thee.
Are thy desires long life?  thy vital thread
Shall be stretched out, thou shalt behold the change
Of monarchies and see those children die,
Whose great great grandsires now in cradles lie.
If through golds sacred hunger thou dost pine,
Those gilded wantons which in swarms do run,
To warm their tender bodies in the sun,
Shall stand for number of those golden piles,
Which in rich pride shall swell before thy feet;
As those are, so shall these be infinite.
Awaken then thy souls best faculties,
And gladly kiss this bounteous hand of Fate,
Which strives to bless thy name of Fortunate.

The Kings. Old man, take heed, her smiles will murder thee.

The Others. Old man, shell crown thee with felicity.

Fort. Oh, whither am I rapt beyond myself?
More violent conflicts fight in every thought,
Than his whose fatal choice Troys downfall wrought.
Shall I contract myself to wisdoms love?
Then I lose riches: and a wise man poor,
Is like a sacred book thats never read,  
To himself he lives, and to all else seems dead.
This age thinks better of a gilded fool,
Than of a threadbare saint in wisdoms school.
I will be strong: then I refuse long life,
And though mine arm should conquer twenty worlds,
Theres a lean fellow beats all conquerors:
The greatest strength expires with loss of breath;
The mightiest in one minute stoop to death.
Then take long life, or health: should I do so
I might grow ugly, and that tedious scroll
Of months and years, much misery may enroll
Therefore Ill beg for beauty; yet I will not,
That fairest cheek hath oftentimes a soul
Leprous as sin itself; than hell more foul.
The wisdom of this world is idiotism,
Strength a weak reed: health sickness enemy,
And it at length will have the victory.
Beauty is but a painting, and long life
Is a long journey in December gone,
Tedious and full of tribulation.
Therefore, dread sacred Empress, make me rich, [Kneels down.
My choice is store of gold; the rich are wise.
He that upon his back rich garments wears,
Is wise, though on his head grow Midas ears.
Gold is the strength, the sinews of the world,
The health, the soul, the beauty most divine,
A mask of gold hides all deformities;
Gold is Heavens physic, lifes restorative,
Oh therefore make me rich: not as the wretch,
That only serves lean banquets to his eye,
Has gold, yet starves: is famished in his store:
No, let me ever spend, be never poor.

Fortune. Thy latest words confine thy destiny,
Thou shalt spend ever, and be never poor:
For proof receive this purse: with it this virtue
Still when thou thrust thy hand into the same,
Thou shalt draw forth ten pieces of bright gold,
Current in any realm where then thou breathest;
If thou canst dribble out the sea by drops,
Then shalt thou want: but that can neer be done,
Nor this grow empty.

Fort. Thanks, great deity.

Fortune. The virtue ends when thou and thy sons end.
This path leads thee to Cyprus, get thee hence;
Farewell, vain covetous fool, thou wilt repent,
That for the love of dross thou hast despised
Wisdoms divine embrace, she would have borne thee
On the rich wings of immortality;
But now go dwell with cares and quickly die.

The Kings. We dwell with cares, yet cannot quickly die. [Exeunt all singing, except Fortunatus.

Fort. But now go dwell with cares and quickly die? How quickly? if I die to-morrow, Ill be merry to-day: if next day, Ill be merry to-morrow. Go dwell with cares? Where dwells Care? Hum ha, in what house dwells Care, that I may choose an honester neighbour? In princes courts? No. Among fair ladies? Neither: theres no care dwells with them, but care how to be most gallant. Among gallants then? Fie, fie, no! Care is afraid sure of a gilt rapier, the scent of musk is her prison, tobacco chokes her, rich attire presseth her to death. Princes, fair ladies and gallants, have amongst you then, for this wet-eyed wench Care dwells with wretches: they are wretches that feel want, I shall feel none if I be never poor; therefore, Care, I cashier you my company. I wonder what blind gossip this minx is that is so prodigal; she should be a good one by her open dealing: her names Fortune: its no matter what she is, so she does as she says. Thou shalt spend ever, and be never poor. Mass, yet I feel nothing here to make me rich:  heres no sweet music with her silver sound. Try deeper: ho God be here: ha, ha, one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine and ten, good, just ten. Its gold sure, its so heavy, try again, one, two, &c. Good again, just ten, and just ten. Ha, ha, ha, this is rare: a leather mint, admirable: an Indian mine in a lambs skin, miraculous! Ill fill three or four bags full for my sons, but keep this for myself. If that lean tawny face tobacconist Death, that turns all into smoke, must turn me so quickly into ashes, yet I will not mourn in ashes, but in music, hey, old lad, be merry. Heres riches, wisdom, strength, health, beauty, and long life (if I die not quickly). Sweet purse, I kiss thee; Fortune, I adore thee; Care, I despise thee; Death, I defy thee. [Exit.


SCENE II.  Outside the House of Fortunatus.
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ENTER AMPEDO, SHADOW after him, both sad: then Andelocia.

Andel. Sheart, why how now: two knights of the post?

Shad. Ay, master, and we are both forsworn, as all such wooden knights be, for we both took an oath  marry it was not corporal, you may see by our cheeks, that we would not fast twenty-four hours to amend, and we have tasted no meat since the clock told two dozen.

Andel. That lacks not much of twenty-four, but I wonder when that half-faced moon of thine will be at the full.

Shad. The next quarter, not this, when the sign is in Taurus.

Andel. Ho, thats to say, when thou eatst bull beef.
But, Shadow, what day is to-day?

Shad. Fasting day.

Andel. What day was yesterday?

Shad. Fasting day too.

Andel. Will to-morrow be so too?

Shad. Ay, and next day too.

Andel. That will be rare, you slave:
For a lean diet makes a fat wit.

Shad. I had rather be a fool and wear a fat pair of cheeks.

Andel. Now I am prouder of this poverty, which I know is mine own, than a waiting gentlewoman is of a frizzled groatsworth of hair, that never grew on her head. Sir Shadow, now we can all three swear like Puritans at one bare word: this want makes us like good bowlers, we are able to rub out and shift in every place.

Shad. Thats not so, we have shifted ourselves in no place this three months: marry, we rub out in every corner, but here follows no amendment either of life or of livery.

Andel. Why, brother Ampedo, art thou not yet tired with riding post? Come, come, light from this logger-headed jade, and walk afoot, and talk with your poor friends.

Shad. Nay, by my troth, he is like me: if his belly be empty, his heart is full.

Andel. The famine of gold gnaws his covetous stomach, more than the want of good victuals: thou hast looked very devilishly ever since the good angel left thee: come, come, leave this broad-brim fashions; because the world frowns upon thee, wilt not thou smile upon us?

Amp. Did but the bitterness of mine own fortunes
Infect my taste, I could paint oer my cheeks
With ruddy-coloured smiles: tis not the want
Of costly diet or desire of gold
Enforces rupture in my wounded breast.
Oh no, our father  if he live  doth lie
Under the iron foot of misery,
And, as a dove gripped in a falcons claw,
There pantth for life being most assured of death.
Brother, for him my soul thus languisheth.

Shad. Tis not for my old master that I languish.

Amp. I am not enamoured of this painted idol,
This strumpet World; for her most beauteous looks
Are poisoned baits, hung upon golden hooks:
When fools do swim in wealth, her Cynthian beams
Will wantonly dance on the silver streams;
But when this squint-eyed age sees Virtue poor,
And by a little spark sits shivering,
Begging at all, relieved at no mans door,
She smiles on her, as the sun shines on fire,
To kill that little heat, and, with her little frown,
Is proud that she can tread poor Virtue down:
Therefore her wrinkled brow makes not mine sour,
Her gifts are toys, and I desire her power.

Shad. Tis not the crab-tree faced World neither that makes mine sour.

Andel. Her gifts toys! Well, brother Virtue, we have let slip the ripe plucking of those toys so long, that we flourish like apple-trees in September, which, having the falling sickness, bear neither fruit nor leaves.

Shad. Nay, by my troth, master, none flourish in these withering times, but ancient bearers and trumpeters.

Andel. Shadow, when thou provest a substance, then the tree of virtue and honesty, and such fruit of Heaven, shall flourish upon earth.

Shad. True; or when the sun shines at midnight, or women fly, and yet they are light enough.

Andel. Twas never merry world with us, since purses and bags were invented, for now men set lime-twigs to catch wealth: and gold, which riseth like the sun out of the East Indies, to shine upon every one, is like a cony taken napping in a pursenet, and suffers his glistering yellow-face deity to be lapped up in lambskins, as if the innocency of those leather prisons should dispense with the cheveril consciences of the iron-hearted gaolers.

Shad. Snudges may well be called gaolers: for if a poor wretch steal but into a debt of ten pound, they lead him straight to execution.

Andel. Doth it not vex thee, Shadow, to stalk up and down Cyprus, and to meet the outside of a man, lapped all in damask, his head and beard as white as milk, only with conjuring in the snowy circles of the field argent, and his nose as red as scarlet, only with kissing the ruddy lips of angels, and such an image to wear on his thumb, three mens livings in the shape of a seal ring, whilst my brother Virtue here,  

Shad. And you his brother Vice!

Andel. Most true, my little lean Iniquity  whilst we three, if we should starve, cannot borrow five shillings of him neither in word nor deed: does not this vex thee, Shadow?

Shad. Not me; it vexes me no more to see such a picture, than to see an ass laden with riches, because I know when he can bear no longer, he must leave his burthen to some other beast.

Andel. Art not thou mad, to see money on goldsmiths stalls, and none in our purses?

Shad. It mads not me, I thank the destinies.

Andel. By my poverty, and thats but a thread-bare oath, I am more than mad to see silks and velvets lie crowding together in mercers shops, as in prisons, only for fear of the smell of wax  they cannot abide to see a man made out of wax, for these satin commodities have such smooth consciences that theyll have no man give his word for them or stand bound for their coming forth, but vow to lie till they rot in those shop counters, except Monsieur Money bail them. Shadow, I am out of my little wits to see this.

Shad. So is not Shadow: I am out of my wits, to see fat gluttons feed all day long, whilst I that am lean fast every day: I am out of my wits, to see our Famagosta fools turn half a shop of wares into a suit of gay apparel, only to make other idiots laugh, and wise men to cry, whos the fool now? I am mad, to see soldiers beg, and cowards brave: I am mad, to see scholars in the brokers shop, and dunces in the mercers: I am mad, to see men that have no more fashion in them than poor Shadow, yet must leap thrice a day into three orders of fashions: I am mad, to see many things, but horn-mad, that my mouth feels nothing.

Andel. Why now, Shadow, I see thou hast a substance:
I am glad to see thee thus mad.

Amp. The sons of Fortunatus had not wont
Thus to repine at others happiness:
But fools have always this loose garment wore,
Being poor themselves, they wish all others poor.
Fie, brother Andelocia, hate this madness,
Turn your eyes inward, and behold your soul,
That wants more than your body; burnish that
With glittering virtue, and make idiots grieve
To see your beauteous mind in wisdom shine,
As you at their rich poverty repine.

Enter Fortunatus, gallant.

Andel. Peace, good Virtue; Shadow, here comes another shadow.

Shad. It should be a chameleon: for he is all in colours.

Amp. Oh, tis my father. With these tears of joy,
My love and duty greet your fair return!
A double gladness hath refreshed my soul;
One, that you live, and one, to see your fate
Looks freshly howsoever poor in state.

Andel. My father Fortunatus, and thus brave?

Shad. Tis no wonder to see a man brave, but a wonder how he comes brave.

Fort. Dear Andelocia and son Ampedo,
And my poor servant Shadow, plume your spirits
With light-winged mirth; for Fortunatus hand
Can now pour golden showers into their laps
That sometimes scorned him for his want of gold.
Boys, I am rich, and you shall neer be poor;
Wear gold, spend gold, we all in gold will feed,
Now is your father Fortunate indeed.

Andel. Father, be not angry, if I set open the windows of my mind: I doubt for all your bragging, youll prove like most of our gallants in Famagosta, that have a rich outside and a beggarly inside, and like mules wear gay trappings, and good velvet foot-cloths on their backs, yet champ on the iron bit of penury  I mean, want coin. You gild our ears with a talk of gold, but I pray dazzle our eyes with the majesty of it.

Fort. First will I wake your senses with the sound
Of golds sweet music: tell me what you hear?

Amp. Believe me, sir, I hear not any thing.

Andel. Ha, ha, ha. Sheart, I thought as much; if I hear any jingling, but of the purse strings that go flip flap, flip flap, flip flap, would I were turned into a flip-flap, and sold to the butchers!

Fort. Shadow, Ill try thine ears; hark, dost rattle?

Shad. Yes, like three blue beans in a blue bladder, rattle bladder, rattle: your purse is like my belly, th ones without money, th other without meat.

Fort. Bid your eyes blame the error of your ears:
You misbelieving pagans, see, heres gold  
Ten golden pieces: take them, Ampedo.
Hold, Andelocia, here are ten for thee.

Amp. Shadow, theres one for thee, provide thee food.

Fort. Stay, boy: hold, Shadow, here are ten for thee.

Shad. Ten, master? then defiance to fortune, and a fig for famine.

Fort. Now tell me, wags, hath my purse gold or no?

Andel. We the wags have gold, father; but I think theres not one angel more wagging in this sacred temple. Why, this is rare: Shadow, five will serve thy turn, give me th other five.

Shad. Nay, soft, master, liberality died long ago. I see some rich beggars are never well, but when they be craving: my ten ducats are like my ten fingers, they will not jeopard a joint for you. I am yours, and these are mine; if I part from them, I shall never have part of them.

Amp. Father, if Heaven have blest you once again,
Let not an open hand disperse that store,
Which gone, lifes gone; for all tread down the poor.

Fort. Peace, Ampedo, talk not of poverty.
Disdain, my boys, to kiss the tawny cheeks
Of lean necessity: make not inquiry
How I came rich; I am rich, let that suffice.
There are four leathern bags trussed full of gold:
Those spent, Ill fill you more. Go, lads, be gallant:
Shine in the streets of Cyprus like two stars,
And make them bow their knees that once did spurn you;
For, to effect such wonders, gold can turn you.
Brave it in Famagosta, or elsewhere;
Ill travel to the Turkish Emperor,
And then Ill revel it with Prester John,
Or banquet with great Cham of Tartary,
And try what frolic court the Soldan keeps.
Ill leave you presently. Tear off these rags;
Glitter, my boys, like angels, that the world
May, whilst our life in pleasures circle roams,
Wonder at Fortunatus and his sons.

Andel. Come, Shadow, now well feast it royally.

Shad. Do, master, but take heed of beggary. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  A Wood in Cyprus.
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MUSIC SOUNDS. ENTER Vice with a gilded face, and horns on her head; her garments long, painted before with silver half-moons, increasing by little and little till they come to the full; while in the midst of them is written in capital letters, Crescit Eundo. Behind her garments are painted with fools faces and heads; and in the midst is written, Ha, Ha, He. She, and others wearing gilded vizards and attired like devils, bring out a fair tree of gold with apples on it.

After her comes Virtue, with a coxcomb on her head, and her attire all in white before; about the middle is written Sibi sapit. Her attire behind is painted with crowns and laurel garlands, stuck full of stars held by hands thrust out of bright clouds, and among them is written, Dominabitur astris. She and other nymphs, all in white with coxcombs on their heads, bring a tree with green and withered leaves mingled together, and with little fruit on it.

After her comes Fortune, with two Nymphs, one bearing her wheel, another her globe.

And last, the Priest.

Fortune. You ministers of Virtue, Vice, and Fortune,
Tear off this upper garment of the earth,
And in her naked bosom stick these trees.

Virtue. How many kingdoms have I measured,
Only to find a climate, apt to cherish
These withering branches? But no ground can prove
So happy; ay me, none do Virtue love.
Ill try this soil; if here I likewise fade,
To Heaven Ill fly, from whence I took my birth,
And tell the Gods, I am banished from the earth.

Vice. Virtue, I am sworn thy foe: if there thou plant,
Here, opposite to thine, my tree shall flourish,
And as the running wood-bine spreads her arms,
To choke thy withering boughs in their embrace,
Ill drive thee from this world: were Virtue fled,
Vice as an angel should be honourèd.

Fortune. Servants of this bright devil and that poor saint,
Apply your task whilst you are labouring:
To make your pains seem short our priest shall sing.

[Whilst the Priest sings, the rest set the trees into the earth.

Song.

Virtues branches wither, Virtue pines,
O pity, pity, and alack the time,
Vice doth flourish, Vice in glory shines,
Her gilded boughs above the cedar climb.
Vice hath golden cheeks, O pity, pity,
She in every land doth monarchize.
Virtue is exiled from every city,
Virtue is a fool, Vice only wise.
O pity, pity, Virtue weeping dies.
Vice laughs to see her faint,  alack the time.
This sinks; with painted wings the other flies:
Alack that best should fall, and bad should climb.
O pity, pity, pity, mourn, not sing,
Vice is a saint, Virtue an underling.
Vice doth flourish, Vice in glory shines,
Virtues branches wither, Virtue pines.

Fortune. Flourish or wither, Fortune cares not which,
In eithers fall or height our eminence
Shines equal to the sun: the Queen of chance
Both virtuous souls and vicious doth advance.
These shadows of yourselves shall, like yourselves,
Strive to make men enamoured of their beauties;
This grove shall be our temple, and henceforth
Be consecrated to our deities.

Virtue. How few will come and kneel at Virtues shrine?

Vice. This contents Virtue, that she is called divine.

Fortune. Poor Virtue, Fortune grieves to see thy looks
Want cunning to entice: why hang these leaves,
As loose as autumns hair which every wind
In mockery blows from his rotten brows?
Why like a drunkard art thou pointed at?
Why is this motley-scorn set on thy head?
Why stands thy court wide open, but none in it?
Why are the crystal pavements of thy temple,
Not worn, not trod upon? All is for this,
Because thy pride is to wear base attire,
Because thine eyes flame not with amorous fire.

Virtue. Virtue is fairest in a poor array.

Fortune. Poor fool, tis not this badge of purity,
Nor Sibi sapit, painted on thy breast,
Allures mortality to seek thy love.
No: now the great wheel of thy globe hath run,
And met this first point of creation.
On crutches went this world but yesterday,
Now it lies bed-rid, and is grown so old,
That its grown young; for tis a child again,
A childish soul it hath, tis a mere fool:
And fools and children are well pleased with toys.
So must this world, with shows it must be pleased,
Then, Virtue, buy a golden face like Vice,
And hang thy bosom full of silver moons,
To tell the credulous world, As those increase,
As the bright moon swells in her pearlèd sphere,
So wealth and pleasures them to Heaven shall rear.

Virtue. Virtue abhors to wear a borrowed face.

Vice. Why hast thou borrowed, then, that idiots hood?

Virtue. Fools placed it on my head that knew me not,
And I am proud to wear the scorn of fools.

Fortune. Mourn in that pride and die, all the world hates thee.

Virtue. Not all, Ill wander once more through the world:
Wisdom I know hath with her blessèd wings
Fled to some bosom: if I meet that breast,
There Ill erect my temple, and there rest.
Fortune nor Vice shall then eer have the power
By their loose eyes to entice my paramour.
Then will I cast off this deformity,
And shine in glory, and triumph to see
You conquered at my feet, that tread on me.

Fortune. Virtue begins to quarrel: Vice, farewell.

Vice. Stay, Fortune, whilst within this grove we dwell,
If my angelical and saint-like form
Can win some amorous fool to wanton here,
And taste the fruit of this alluring tree,
Thus shall his saucy brows adornèd be,
To make us laugh. [Makes horns.

Fortune. It will be rare: adieu.

Virtue. Foul, hell-bred fiend, Virtue shall strive with you,
If any be enamoured of thine eyes,
Their love must needs beget deformities.
Men are transformed to beasts, feasting with sin;
But if in spite of thee their souls I win,
To taste this fruit, though thou disguise their head,
Their shapes shall be re-metamorphosèd.

Vice. I dare thee do thy worst.

Virtue. My best Ill try.

Fort. Fortune shall judge who wins the sovereignty. [Exeunt.






ACT THE SECOND
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Enter Chorus.



Chorus. The world to the circumference of Heaven
Is as a small point in geometry,
Whose greatness is so little, that a less
Cannot be made: into that narrow room,
Your quick imaginations we must charm,
To turn that world: and turned, again to part it
Into large kingdoms, and within one moment
To carry Fortunatus on the wings
Of active thought, many a thousand miles.
Suppose then, since you last beheld him here,
That you have sailed with him upon the seas,
And leapt with him upon the Asian shores,
Been feasted with him in the Tartars palace,
And all the courts of each barbarian king:
From whence being called by some unlucky star,  
For happiness never continues long,
Help me to bring him back to Arragon,
Where for his pride  riches make all men proud  
On slight quarrel, by a covetous Earl,
Fortunes dear minion is imprisonèd.
There think you see him sit with folded arms,
Tears dropping down his cheeks, his white hairs torn,
His legs in rusty fetters, and his tongue
Bitterly cursing that his squint-eyed soul
Did not make choice of wisdoms sacred love.
Fortune, to triumph in inconstancy,
From prison bails him: liberty is wild,
For being set free, he like a lusty eagle
Cut with his ventrous feathers through the sky,
And lights not till he find the Turkish court.
Thither transport your eyes, and there behold him,
Revelling with the Emperor of the East,
From whence through fear, for safeguard of his life,
Flying into the arms of ugly Night,
Suppose you see him brought to Babylon;
And that the sun clothed all in fire hath rid
One quarter of his hot celestial way
With the bright morning, and that in this instant,
He and the Soldan meet, but what they say,
Listen you  the talk of kings none dare bewray. [Exit.


SCENE I.  The Court at Babylon.
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ENTER THE SOLDAN, Noblemen, and Fortunatus.



Sold. Art thou that Fortunatus, whose great name,
Being carried in the chariot of the winds,
Hast filled the courts of all our Asian kings
With love and envy, whose dear presence ties
The eyes of admiration to thine eyes?
Art thou that Jove that in a shower of gold
Appearedst before the Turkish Emperor?

Fort. I am that Fortunatus, mighty Soldan.

Sold. Where is that purse which threw abroad such treasure?

Fort. I gave it to the Turkish Soliman,
A second I bestowed on Prester John,
A third the great Tartarian Cham received:
For with these monarchs have I banqueted,
And rid with them in triumph through their courts,
In crystal chariots drawn by unicorns.
England, France, Spain, and wealthy Belgia,
And all the rest of Europes blessed daughters,
Have made my covetous eye rich in th embrace
Of their celestial beauties; now I come
To see the glory of fair Babylon.
Is Fortunatus welcome to the Soldan?
For I am like the sun, if Jove once chide,
My gilded brows from amorous Heaven I hide.

Sold. Most welcome, and most happy are mine arms
In circling such an earthly deity;
But will not Fortunatus make me blessed
By sight of such a purse?

Fort. Ere I depart,
The Soldan shall receive one at my hands:
For I must spend some time in framing it,
And then some time to breathe that virtuous spirit
Into the heart thereof, all which is done
By a most sacred inspiration.

Sold. Welcome, most welcome to the Soldans court;
Stay here and be the King of Babylon:
Stay here, I will more amaze thine eyes
With wondrous sights, than can all Asia.
Behold yon town, there stands mine armoury,
In which are corselets forged of beaten gold,
To arm ten hundred thousand fighting men,
Whose glittering squadrons when the sun beholds,
They seem like to ten hundred thousand Joves,
When Jove on the proud back of thunder rides,
Trapped all in lightning flames: there can I show thee
The ball of gold that set all Troy on fire;
There shalt thou see the scarf of Cupids mother,
Snatched from the soft moist ivory of her arm,
To wrap about Adonis wounded thigh;
There shalt thou see a wheel of Titans care,
Which dropped from Heaven when Phaeton fired the world:
Ill give thee, if thou wilt, two silver doves
Composed by magic to divide the air,
Who, as they fly, shall clap their silver wings,
And give strange music to the elements;
Ill give thee else the fan of Proserpine,
Which in reward for a sweet Thracian song,
The black-browed Empress threw to Orpheus,
Being come to fetch Eurydice from hell.

Fort. Hath ever mortal eye beheld these wonders?

Sold. Thine shall behold them, and make choice of any,
So thou wilt give the Soldan such a purse.

Fort. By Fortunes blessèd hand, who christened me,
The mighty Soldan shall have such a purse,
Provided I may see these priceless wonders.

Sold. Leave us alone: [Exeunt Nobles.] never was mortal ear
Acquainted with the virtue of a jewel,
Which now Ill show, out-valuing all the rest.

Fort. It is impossible.

Sold. Behold this casket, [Draws a curtain.
Fettered in golden chains, the lock pure gold,
The key of solid gold, which myself keep,
And heres the treasure thats contained in it. [Takes out the hat.

Fort. A coarse felt hat? is this the precious jewel?

Sold. Ill not exchange this for ten diadems.
On pain of death, none listen to our talk.

Fort. What needs this solemn conjuration!

Sold. O, yes, for none shall understand the worth
Of this inestimable ornament,
But you: and yet not you, but that you swear
By her white hand, that lent you such a name,
To leave a wondrous purse in Babylon.

Fort. What I have sworn, I will not violate,
But now uncover the virtues of this hat.

Sold. I think none listen; if they do, they die.

Fort. None listen: tell, what needs this jealousy?

Sold. You see tis poor in show; did I want jewels,
Gold could beget them, but the wide worlds wealth
Buys not this hat: this clapped upon my head,
I, only with a wish, am through the air
Transported in a moment over seas
And over lands to any secret place;
By this I steal to every princes court,
And hear their private counsels and prevent
All dangers which to Babylon are meant;
By help of this I oft see armies join,
Though when the dreadful Alvarado sounds,
I am distant from the place a thousand leagues.
Oh, had I such a purse and such a hat,
The Soldan were, of all, most fortunate.

Fort. Oh, had I such a hat, then were I brave.
Wheres he that made it?

Sold. Dead, and the whole world
Yields not a workman that can frame the like.

Fort. No, doest? By what trick shall I make this mine? [Aside.
Methinks, methinks, when you are borne oer seas,
And over lands, the heaviness thereof
Should weigh you down, drown you, or break your neck.

Sold. No, tis more light than any hat beside:
Your hand shall peise it.

Fort. Oh, tis wondrous heavy.

Sold. Fie, yare deceived: try it upon your head.

Fort. Would I were now in Cyprus with my sons. [Exit.

Sold. Stay! Fortunatus, stay! I am undone.
Treason, lords, treason, get me wings, Ill fly
After this damnèd traitor through the air.

Re-enter Nobles.

Nobles. Who wrongs the mighty King of Babylon?

Sold. This Fortunatus, this fiend, wrongs your king.

Nobles. Lock the court gates, where is the devil hid?

Sold. No gates, no grates of iron imprison him,
Like a magician breaks he through the clouds,
Bearing my soul with him, for that jewel gone,
I am dead, and all is dross in Babylon.
Fly after him! tis vain: on the winds wings,
Hell ride through all the courts of earthly kings.

Nobles. What is the jewel that your grace hath lost?

Sold. He dies that troubles me: call me not king;
For Ill consume my life in sorrowing. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  Outside the House of Fortunatus.
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ENTER ANDELOCIA, VERY gallant, and Shadow.

Andel. Shadow? what have I lost to-day at dice?

Shad. More than you will win again in a month.

Andel. Why, sir, how much comes it to?

Shad. It comes to nothing, sir, for you have lost your wits; and when a mans wits are lost, the man is like twenty pounds worth of tobacco, which mounts into th air, and proves nothing but one thing.

Andel. And what thing is that, you ass?

Shad. Marry, sir, that he is an ass that melts so much money in smoke.

Andel. Twere a charitable deed to hang thee a smoking.

Shad. I should never make good bacon, because I am not fat.

Andel. Ill be sworn thy wit is lean.

Shad. Its happy I have a lean wit: but, master, you have none; for when your money tripped away, that went after it, and ever since you have been mad. Here comes your brother.

Enter Ampedo.

Borrow a dram of him, if his be not mouldy: for mens wits in these days are like the cuckoo, bald once a year, and that makes motley so dear, and fools so good cheap.

Andel. Brother, all hail.

Shad. Theres a rattling salutation.

Andel. You must lend me some more money. Nay, never look so strange, an you will come off, so; if you will bar me from square play, do. Come, come, when the old traveller my father comes home, like a young ape, full of fantastic tricks, or a painted parrot stuck full of outlandish feathers, hell lead the world in a string, and then like a hot shot Ill charge and discharge all.

Shad. I would be loth, master, to see that day: for he leads the world in a string that goes to hanging.

Andel. Take heed I turn not that head into the world, and lead you so.
Brother wilt be? Ha ye any ends of gold or silver?

Amp. Thus wanton revelling breeds beggary.
Brother, twere better that you still lived poor.
Want would make wisdom rich: but when your coffers
Swell to the brim, then riot sets up sails,
And like a desperate unskilled mariner
Drives your unsteady fortunes on the point
Of wreck inevitable. Of all the wealth
Left by our father, when he left us last,
This little is unspent, and this being wasted,
Your riot ends; therefore consume it all.
Ill live; or dying, find some burial.

Andel. Thanks for my crowns. Shadow, I am villainous hungry, to hear one of the seven wise masters talk thus emptily.

Shad. I am a villain, master, if I am not hungry.

Andel. Because Ill save this gold, sirrah Shadow, well feed ourselves with paradoxes.

Shad. Oh rare: what meats that?

Andel. Meat, you gull: tis no meat: a dish of paradoxes is a feast of strange opinion, tis an ordinary that our greatest gallants haunt nowadays, because they would be held for statesmen.

Shad. I shall never fill my belly with opinions.

Andel. In despite of sway-bellies, gluttons, and sweet mouthed epicures, Ill have thee maintain a paradox in commendations of hunger.

Shad. I shall never have the stomach to dot.

Andel. Seest thou this crusado? do it, and turn this into a feast.

Shad. Covetousness and lechery are two devils, theyll tempt a man to wade through deep matters: Ill dot though good cheer conspire my death, for speaking treason against her.

Andel. Fall to it then with a full mouth.

Shad. Oh famine, inspire me with thy miserable reasons.
I begin, master.

Amp. O miserable invocation.

Andel. Silence!

Shad. Theres no man but loves one of these three beasts, a horse, a hound, or a whore; the horse by his goodwill has his head ever in the manger; the whore with your ill will has her hand ever in your purse; and a hungry dog eats dirty puddings.

Andel. This is profound, forward: the conclusion of this now.

Shad. The conclusion is plain: for since all men love one of these three monsters, being such terrible eaters, therefore all men love hunger.

Amp. A very lean argument.

Shad. I can make it no fatter.

Andel. Proceed, good Shadow; this fats me.

Shad. Hunger is made of gunpowder.

Andel. Give fire to that opinion.

Shad. Stand by, lest it blow you up. Hunger is made of gunpowder, or gunpowder of hunger, for they both eat through stone walls; hunger is a grindstone, it sharpens wit; hunger is fuller of love than Cupid, for it makes a man eat himself; hunger was the first that ever opened a cook shop, cooks the first that ever made sauce, sauce being liquorish, licks up good meat; good meat preserves life: hunger therefore preserves life.

Amp. By my consent thou shouldst still live by hunger.

Shad. Not so, hunger makes no man mortal: hunger is an excellent physician, for he dares kill any body. Hunger is one of the seven liberal sciences.

Andel. Oh learned! Which of the seven?

Shad. Music, for shell make a man leap at a crust; but as few care for her six sisters, so none love to dance after her pipe. Hunger, master, is hungry and covetous; therefore the crusado.

Andel. But hast thou no sharper reasons than this?

Shad. Yes, one: the dagger of Cyprus had never stabbed out such six penny pipes, but for hunger.

Andel. Why, you dolt, these pipes are but in their minority.

Shad. My belly and my purse have been twenty times at daggers drawing, with parting the little urchins.

Enter Fortunatus.

Amp. Peace, idiot, peace, my father is returned.

Fort. Touch me not, boys, I am nothing but air; let none speak to me, till you have marked me well.

Shad. (Chalking Fortunatus back.) Now speak your mind.

Amp. Villain, why hast thou chalked my fathers back?

Shad. Only to mark him, and to try what colour air is of.

Fort. Regard him not, Ampedo: Andelocia, Shadow, view me, am I as you are, or am I transformed?

Andel. I thought travel would turn my father madman or fool.

Amp. How should you be transformed? I see no change.

Shad. If your wits be not planet stricken, if your brains lie in their right place, you are well enough; for your body is little mended by your fetching vagaries.

Andel. Methinks, father, you look as you did, only your face is more withered.

Fort. Thats not my fault; age is like love, it cannot be hid.

Shad. Or like gunpowder a-fire, or like a fool, or like a young novice new come to his lands: for all these will show of what house they come. Now, sir, you may amplify.

Fort. Shadow, turn thy tongue to a shadow, be silent! Boys, be proud, your father hath the whole world in this compass, I am all felicity, up to the brims. In a minute am I come from Babylon, I have been this half-hour in Famagosta.

Andel. How? in a minute, father? Ha, ha, I see travellers must lie.

Shad. Tis their destiny: the Fates do so conspire.

Fort. I have cut through the air like a falcon; I would have it seem strange to you.

Shad. So it does, sir.

Fort. But tis true: I would not have you believe it neither.

Shad. No more we do not, sir.

Fort. But tis miraculous and true. Desire to see you, brought me to Cyprus. Ill leave you more gold, and go visit more countries.

Shad. Leave us gold enough, and well make all countries come visit us.

Amp. The frosty hand of age now nips your blood,
And strews her snowy flowers upon your head,
And gives you warning that within few years,
Death needs must marry you: those short-lived minutes,
That dribble out your life, must needs be spent
In peace, not travel: rest in Cyprus then.
Could you survey ten worlds, yet you must die;
And bitter is the sweet thats reaped thereby.

Andel. Faith, father, what pleasure have you met by walking your stations?

Fort. What pleasure, boy? I have revelled with kings, danced with queens, dallied with ladies, worn strange attires, seen fantasticos, conversed with humorists, been ravished with divine raptures of Doric, Lydian and Phrygian harmonies. I have spent the day in triumphs, and the night in banqueting.

Andel. Oh rare: this was heavenly.

Shad. Methinks twas horrible.

Andel. He that would not be an Arabian phœnix to burn in these sweet fires, let him live like an owl for the world to wonder at.

Amp. Why, brother, are not all these vanities?

Fort. Vanities? Ampedo, thy soul is made of lead, too dull, too ponderous to mount up to the incomprehensible glory that travel lifts men to.

Shad. My old masters soul is cork and feathers, and being so light doth easily mount up.

Andel. Sweeten mine ears, good father, with some more.

Fort. When in the warmth of mine own countrys arms
We yawned like sluggards, when this small horizon
Imprisoned up my body, then mine eyes
Worshipped these clouds as brightest; but, my boys,
The glistring beams which do abroad appear
In other heavens,  fire is not half so clear.

Shad. Why, sir, are there other heavens in other countries?

Andel. Peace; interrupt him not upon thy life.

Fort. For still in all the regions I have seen,
I scorned to crowd among the muddy throng
Of the rank multitude, whose thickened breath,
Like to condensèd fogs, do choke that beauty,
Which else would dwell in every kingdoms cheek.
No, I still boldly stept into their courts,
For there to live tis rare, O tis divine;
There shall you see faces angelical,
There shall you see troops of chaste goddesses,
Whose star-like eyes have power, might they still shine,
To make night day, and day more crystalline.
Near these you shall behold great heroes,
White-headed counsellors and jovial spirits,
Standing like fiery cherubims to guard
The monarch, who in god-like glory sits
In midst of these, as if this deity
Had with a look created a new world,
The standers by being the fair workmanship.

Andel. Oh how my soul is rapt to a third heaven. Ill travel sure, and live with none but kings.

Shad. Then Shadow must die among knaves; and yet why so? In a bunch of cards, knaves wait upon the kings.

Andel. When I turn king, then shalt thou wait on me.

Shad. Well, theres nothing impossible: a dog has his day, and so have you.

Amp. But tell me, father, have you in all courts
Beheld such glory, so majestical
In all perfection, no way blemishèd?

Fort. In some courts shall you see ambition
Sit piercing Dedalus old waxen wings,
But being clapped on, and they about to fly,
Even when their hopes are busied in the clouds,
They melt against the sun of majesty,
And down they tumble to destruction:
For since the Heavens strong arms teach kings to stand,
Angels are placed about their glorious throne,
To guard it from the strokes of traitrous hands.
By travel, boys, I have seen all these things.
Fantastic compliment stalks up and down,
Tricked in outlandish feathers, all his words,
His looks, his oaths, are all ridiculous,
All apish, childish, and Italianate.

Enter Fortune in the background: after her The Three Destinies, working.

Shad. I know a medicine for that malady.

Fort. By travel, boys, I have seen all these things.

Andel. And these are sights for none but gods and kings.

Shad. Yes, and for Christian creatures, if they be not blind.

Fort. In these two hands do I grip all the world.
This leather purse, and this bald woollen hat
Make me a monarch. Heres my crown and sceptre!
In progress will I now go through the world.
Ill crack your shoulders, boys, with bags of gold
Ere I depart; on Fortunes wings I ride,
And now sit in the height of human pride.

Fortune. (Coming forward.) Now, fool, thou liest; where thy proud feet do tread,
These shall throw down thy cold and breathless head.

Fort. O sacred deity, what sin is done,
That Deaths iron fist should wrestle with thy son? [All kneel.

Fortune. Thou art no son of Fortune, but her slave:
Thy cedar hath aspired to his full height.
Thy sun-like glory hath advanced herself
Into the top of prides meridian,
And down amain it comes. From beggary
I plumed thee like an ostrich, like that ostrich
Thou hast eaten metals, and abused my gifts,
Hast played the ruffian, wasted that in riots
Which as a blessing I bestowed on thee.

Fort. Forgive me, I will be more provident.

Fortune. No, endless follies follow endless wealth.
Thou hadst thy fancy, I must have thy fate,
Which is, to die when thart most fortunate.
This inky thread, thy ugly sins have spun,
Black life, black death; faster! that it were done.

Fort. Oh, let me live, but till I can redeem.

Fortune. The Destinies deny thee longer life.

Fort. I am but now lifted to happiness.

Fortune. And now I take most pride to cast thee down.
Hadst thou chosen wisdom, this black had been white,
And Deaths stern brow could not thy soul affright.

Fort. Take this again! (Offering the purse.) Give wisdom to my sons.

Fortune. No, fool, tis now too late: as death strikes thee,
So shall their ends sudden and wretched be.
Joves daughters  righteous Destinies  make haste!
His life hath wasteful been, and let it waste.

[Exeunt Fortune and The Three Destinies.

Andel. Why the pox dost thou sweat so?

Shad. For anger to see any of Gods creatures have such filthy faces as these sempsters had that went hence.

Andel. Sempsters? why, you ass, they are Destinies.

Shad. Indeed, if it be ones destiny to have a filthy face, I know no remedy but to go masked and cry Woe worth the Fates.

Amp. Why droops my father? these are only shadows,
Raised by the malice of some enemy,
To fright your life, oer which they have no power.

Shad. Shadows? I defy their kindred.

Fort. O Ampedo, I faint; help me, my sons.

Andel. Shadow, I pray thee run and call more help.

Shad. If that desperate Don Dego Death hath taen up the cudgels once, heres never a fencer in Cyprus dare take my old masters part.

Andel. Run, villain, call more help.

Shad. Bid him thank the Destinies for this. [Exit.

Fort. Let me shrink down, and die between your arms,
Help comes in vain. No hand can conquer fate,
This instant is the last of my lifes date.
This goddess, if at least she be a goddess,
Names herself Fortune: wandring in a wood,
Half famished, her I met. I have, quoth she,
Six gifts to spend upon mortality,
Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life and riches.
Out of my bounty one of these is thine.

Amp. What benefit did from your choice arise?

Fort. Listen, my sons! in this small compass lies
Infinite treasure: this she gave to me,
And gave to this, this virtue, Take, quoth she,
So often as from hence thou drawst thy hand,
Ten golden pieces of that kingdoms coin,
Whereer thou livst; which plenteous sure shall last,
After thy death, till thy sons lives do waste.

Andel. Father, your choice was rare, the gift divine.

Fort. It had been so, if riches had been mine.

Amp. But hath this golden virtue never failed?

Fort. Never.

Andel. O admirable: heres a fire
Hath power to thaw the very heart of death,
And give stones life; by this most sacred breath,
See brother, heres all India in my hand.

Fort. Inherit you, my sons, that golden land.
This hat I brought away from Babylon,
I robbed the Soldan of it, tis a prize
Worth twenty empires in this jewel lies.

Andel. How, father? jewel? call you this a jewel? its coarse wool, a bald fashion, and greasy to the brim; I have bought a better felt for a French crown forty times: of what virtuous block is this hat, I pray?

Fort. Set it upon thy head, and wish a wish,
Thou in the moment, on the winds swift wings,
Shalt be transported into any place.

Andel. A wishing hat, and a golden mine?

Fort. O Andelocia, Ampedo, now Death
Sounds his third summons, I must hence! These jewels
To both I do bequeath; divide them not,
But use them equally: never bewray
What virtues are in them; for if you do,
Much shame, much grief, much danger follows you.
Peruse this book; farewell! behold in me
The rotten strength of proud mortality. [Dies.

Amp. His soul is wandering to the Elysian shades.

Andel. The flower thats fresh at noon, at sunset fades.

Brother, close you down his eyes, because you were his eldest; and with them close up your tears, whilst I as all younger brothers do, shift for myself: let us mourn, because hes dead, but mourn the less, because he cannot revive. The honour we can do him, is to bury him royally; lets about it then, for Ill not melt myself to death with scalding sighs, nor drop my soul out at mine eyes, were my father an emperor.

Amp. Hence, hence, thou stopst the tide of my true tears.
True grief is dumb, though it hath open ears.

Andel. Yet God send my grief a tongue, that I may have good utterance for it: sob on, brother mine, whilst you sigh there, Ill sit and read what story my father has written here.

[They both fall asleep: Fortune and a company of Satyrs enter with music, and playing about Fortunatus body, take it away. Afterwards Shadow enters running.

Shad. I can get none, I can find none: where are you, master? Have I taen you napping? and you too? I see sorrows eye-lids are made of a dormouse skin, they seldom open, or of a misers purse, thats always shut. So ho, master.

Andel. Shadow, why how now? whats the matter?

Shad. I can get none, sir, tis impossible.

Amp. What is impossible? what canst not get?

Shad. No help for my old master.

Andel. Hast thou been all this while calling for help?

Shad. Yes, sir: he scorned all Famagosta when he was in his huffing, and now he lies puffing for wind, they say they scorn him.

Amp. The poison of their scorn infects not him;
He wants no help. See where he breathless lies:
Brother, to what place have you borne his body?

Andel. I bear it? I touched it not.

Amp. Nor I: a leaden slumber pressed mine eyes.

Shad. Whether it were lead or latten that hasped down those winking casements, I know not, but I found you both snorting.

Amp. And in that sleep, methought, I heard the tunes
Of sullen passions apt for funerals,
And saw my fathers lifeless body borne
By Satyrs: O I fear that deity
Hath stolen him hence!  that snudge, his destiny.

Andel. I fear hes risen again; didst not thou meet him?

Shad. I, sir? do you think this white and red durst have kissed my sweet cheeks, if they had seen a ghost? But, master, if the Destinies, or Fortune, or the Fates, or the Fairies have stolen him, never indict them for the felony: for by this means the charges of a tomb is saved, and you being his heirs, may do as many rich executors do, put that money in your purses, and give out that he died a beggar.

Andel. Away, you rogue, my father die a beggar!
Ill build a tomb for him of massy gold.

Shad. Methinks, master, it were better to let the memory of him shine in his own virtues, if he had any, than in alabaster.

Andel. I shall mangle that alabaster face, you whoreson virtuous vice.

Shad. He has a marble heart, that can mangle a face of alabaster.

Andel. Brother, come, come, mourn not; our father is but stepped to agree with Charon for his boat hire to Elysium. See, heres a story of all his travels; this book shall come out with a new addition: Ill tread after my fathers steps; Ill go measure the world, therefore lets share these jewels, take this, or this!

Amp. Will you then violate our fathers will?

Andel. A Puritan!  keep a dead mans will? Indeed in the old time, when men were buried in soft church-yards, that their ghosts might rise, it was good: but, brother, now they are imprisoned in strong brick and marble, they are fast. Fear not: away, away, these are fooleries, gulleries, trumperies; heres this or this, or I am gone with both!

Amp. Do you as you please, the sin shall not be mine. Fools call those things profane that are divine.

Andel. Are you content to wear the jewels by turns? Ill have the purse for a year, you the hat, and as much gold as youll ask; and when my pursership ends, Ill resign, and cap you.

Amp. I am content to bear all discontents. [Exit.

Andel. I should serve this bearing ass rarely now, if I should load him, but I will not. Though conscience be like physic, seldom used, for so it does least hurt, yet Ill take a dram of it. This for him, and some gold: this for me; for having this mint about me, I shall want no wishing cap. Gold is an eagle, that can fly to any place, and, like death, that dares enter all places. Shadow, wilt thou travel with me?

Shad. I shall never fadge with the humour because I cannot lie.

Andel. Thou dolt, well visit all the kings courts in the world.

Shad. So we may, and return dolts home, but what shall we learn by travel?

Andel. Fashions.

Shad. Thats a beastly disease: methinks its better staying in your own country.

Andel. How? In mine own country  like a cage-bird, and see nothing?

Shad. Nothing? yes, you may see things enough, for what can you see abroad that is not at home? The same sun calls you up in the morning, and the same man in the moon lights you to bed at night; our fields are as green as theirs in summer, and their frosts will nip us more in winter: our birds sing as sweetly and our women are as fair: in other countries you shall have one drink to you; whilst you kiss your hand, and duck, hell poison you: I confess you shall meet more fools, and asses, and knaves abroad than at home. Yet God be thanked we have pretty store of all. But for punks, we put them down.

Andel. Prepare thy spirits, for thou shalt go with me.
To England shall our stars direct our course;
Thither the Prince of Cyprus, our kings son,
Is gone to see the lovely Agripyne.
Shadow, well gaze upon that English dame,
And try what virtue gold has to inflame.
First to my brother, then away lets fly;
Shadow must be a courtier ere he die. [Exit.

Shad. If I must, the Fates shall be served: I have seen many clowns courtiers, then why not Shadow? Fortune, I am for thee. [Exit.






ACT THE THIRD.


SCENE I.  London. The Court of Athelstane.
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ENTER ORLEANS MELANCHOLY, Galloway with him; a Boy after them with a lute.



Orle. Begone: leave that with me, and leave me to myself; if the king ask for me, swear to him I am sick, and thou shalt not lie; pray thee leave me.

Boy. I am gone, sir. [Exit.

Orle. This music makes me but more out of tune.
O, Agripyne.

Gall. Gentle friend, no more.
Thou sayest love is a madness, hate it then,
Even for the names sake.

Orle. O, I love that madness,
Even for the names sake.

Gall. Let me tame this frenzy,
By telling thee thou art a prisoner here,
By telling thee shes daughter to a king,
By telling thee the King of Cyprus son
Shines like a sun, between her looks and thine,
Whilst thou seemst but a star to Agripyne:
He loves her.

Orle. If he do: why so do I.

Gall. Love is ambitious, and loves majesty.

Orle. Dear friend, thou art deceived, loves voice doth sing
As sweetly in a beggar as a king.

Gall. Dear friend, thou art deceived: O bid thy soul
Lift up her intellectual eyes to Heaven,
And in this ample book of wonders read,
Of what celestial mould, what sacred essence,
Herself is formed, the search whereof will drive
Sounds musical among the jarring spirits,
And in sweet tune set that which none inherits.

Orle. Ill gaze on Heaven if Agripyne be there:
If not: fa, la, la, sol, la, &c.

Gall. O, call this madness in; see, from the windows
Of every eye derision thrusts out cheeks,
Wrinkled with idiot laughter; every finger
Is like a dart shot from the hand of scorn,
By which thy name is hurt, thine honour torn.

Orle. Laugh they at me, sweet Galloway?

Gall. Even at thee.

Orle. Ha, ha, I laugh at them, are not they mad
That let my true true sorrow make them glad?
I dance and sing only to anger grief,
That in that anger, he might smite life down
With his iron fist. Good heart, it seemeth then,
They laugh to see grief kill me: O, fond men,
You laugh at others tears; when others smile,
You tear yourselves in pieces: vile, vile, vile!
Ha, ha, when I behold a swarm of fools,
Crowding together to be counted wise,
I laugh because sweet Agripynes not there,
But weep because she is not anywhere,
And weep because whether she be or not,
My love was ever, and is still, forgot: forgot, forgot, forgot.

Gall. Draw back this stream, why should my Orleans mourn?

Orle. Look yonder, Galloway, dost thou see that sun?
Nay, good friend, stare upon it, mark it well,
Ere he be two hours older, all that glory
Is banished Heaven, and then for grief this sky,
Thats now so jocund, will mourn all in black,
And shall not Orleans mourn? Alack, alack!
O what a savage tyranny it were
Tenforce care laugh, and woe not shed a tear!
Dead is my love, I am buried in her scorn,
That is my sunset, and shall I not mourn?
Yes, by my troth I will.

Gall. Dear friend, forbear,
Beauty, like sorrow, dwelleth everywhere.
Rase out this strong idea of her face,
As fair as hers shineth in any place.

Orle. Thou art a traitor to that white and red,
Which, sitting on her cheeks, being Cupids throne,
Is my hearts sovereign: O, when she is dead,
This wonder, beauty, shall be found in none.
Now Agripynes not mine, I vow to be
In love with nothing but deformity.
O fair Deformity, I muse all eyes
Are not enamoured of thee: thou didst never
Murder mens hearts, or let them pine like wax,
Melting against the sun of destiny;
Thou art a faithful nurse to chastity;
Thy beauty is not like to Agripynes,
For cares, and age, and sickness hers deface,
But thines eternal. O Deformity,
Thy fairness is not like to Agripynes,
For dead, her beauty will no beauty have,
But thy face looks most lovely in the grave.

Enter the Prince of Cyprus and Agripyne.

Gall. See where they come together, hand in hand.

Orle. O watch, sweet Galloway, when their hands do part,
Between them shalt thou find my murdered heart.

Cypr. By this then it seems a thing impossible, to know when an English lady loves truly.

Agrip. Not so, for when her soul steals into her heart, and her heart leaps up to her eyes, and her eyes drop into her hands, then if she say, Heres my hand! shes your own,  else never.

Cyp. Heres a pair of your prisoners, lets try their opinion.

Agrip. My kind prisoners, well encountered; the Prince of Cyprus here and myself have been wrangling about a question of love: my lord of Orleans, you look lean, and likest a lover  Whether is it more torment to love a lady and never enjoy her, or always to enjoy a lady whom you cannot choose but hate?

Orle. To hold her ever in mine arms whom I loath in my heart, were some plague, yet the punishment were no more than to be enjoined to keep poison in my hand, yet never to taste it.

Agrip. But say you should be compelled to swallow the poison?

Orle. Then a speedy death would end a speeding misery. But to love a lady and never enjoy her, oh it is not death, but worse than damnation; tis hell, tis  

Agrip. No more, no more, good Orleans; nay then, I see my prisoner is in love too.

Cypr. Methinks, soldiers cannot fall into the fashion of love.

Agrip. Methinks a soldier is the most faithful lover of all men else; for his affection stands not upon compliment. His wooing is plain home-spun stuff; theres no outlandish thread in it, no rhetoric. A soldier casts no figures to get his mistress heart; his love is like his valour in the field, when he pays downright blows.

Gall. True, madam, but would you receive such payment?

Agrip. No, but I mean, I love a soldier best for his plain dealing.

Cypr. Thats as good as the first.

Agrip. Be it so, that goodness I like: for what lady can abide to love a spruce silken-face courtier, that stands every morning two or three hours learning how to look by his glass, how to speak by his glass, how to sigh by his glass, how to court his mistress by his glass? I would wish him no other plague, but to have a mistress as brittle as glass.

Gall. And that were as bad as the horn plague.

Cypr. Are any lovers possessed with this madness?

Agrip. What madmen are not possessed with this love? Yet by my troth, we poor women do but smile in our sleeves to see all this foppery: yet we all desire to see our lovers attired gallantly, to hear them sing sweetly, to behold them dance comely and such like. But this apish monkey fashion of effeminate niceness, out upon it! Oh, I hate it worse than to be counted a scold.

Cypr. Indeed, men are most regarded, when they least regard themselves.

Gall. And women most honoured, when they show most mercy to their lovers.

Orle. But ist not a miserable tyranny, to see a lady triumph in the passions of a soul languishing through her cruelty?

Cypr. Methinks it is.

Gall. Methinks tis more than tyranny.

Agrip. So think not I; for as there is no reason to hate any that love us, so it were madness to love all that do not hate us; women are created beautiful, only because men should woo them; for twere miserable tyranny to enjoin poor women to woo men: I would not hear of a woman in love, for my fathers kingdom.

Cypr. I never heard of any woman that hated love.

Agrip. Nor I: but we had all rather die than confess we love; our glory is to hear men sigh whilst we smile, to kill them with a frown, to strike them dead with a sharp eye, to make you this day wear a feather, and to-morrow a sick nightcap. Oh, why this is rare, theres a certain deity in this, when a lady by the magic of her looks, can turn a man into twenty shapes.

Orle. Sweet friend, she speaks this but to torture me.

Gall. Ill teach thee how to plague her: love her not.

Agrip. Poor Orleans, how lamentably he looks: if he stay, hell make me surely love him for pure pity. I must send him hence, for of all sorts of love, I hate the French; I pray thee, sweet prisoner, entreat Lord Longaville to come to me presently.

Orle. I will, and esteem myself more than happy, that you will employ me. [Exit.

Agrip. Watch him, watch him for Gods sake, if he sigh not or look not back.

Cypr. He does both: but what mystery lies in this?

Agrip. Nay, no mystery, tis as plain as Cupids forehead: why this is as it should be. And esteem myself more than happy, that you will employ me. My French prisoner is in love over head and ears.

Cypr. Its wonder how he scapes drowning.

Gall. With whom, think you?

Agrip. With his keeper, for a good wager: Ah, how glad is he to obey! And how proud am I to command in this empire of affection! Over him and such spongy-livered youths, that lie soaking in love, I triumph more with mine eye, than ever he did over a soldier with his sword. Ist not a gallant victory for me to subdue my fathers enemy with a look? Prince of Cyprus, you were best take heed, how you encounter an English lady.

Cypr. God bless me from loving any of you, if all be so cruel.

Agrip. God bless me from suffering you to love me, if you be not so formable.

Cypr. Will you command me any service, as you have done Orleans?

Agrip. No other service but this, that, as Orleans, you love me, for no other reason, but that I may torment you.

Cypr. I will: conditionally, that in all company I may call you my tormentor.

Agrip. You shall: conditionally, that you never beg for mercy. Come, my Lord of Galloway.

Gall. Come, sweet madam.

[Exeunt all except the Prince of Cyprus.

Cypr. The ruby-coloured portals of her speech
Were closed by mercy: but upon her eye,
Attired in frowns, sat murdering cruelty.

Re-enter Agripyne and listens.

Shes angry, that I durst so high aspire.
O, she disdains that any strangers breast
Should be a temple for her deity:
Shes full of beauty, full of bitterness.
Till now, I did not dally with loves fire:
And when I thought to try his flames indeed,
I burnt me even to cinders. O, my stars,
Why from my native shore did your beams guide me,
To make me dote on her that doth deride me?

[Agripyne kneels: Cyprus walks musing.

Agrip. Hold him in this mind, sweet Cupid, I conjure thee. O, what music these hey-hos make! I was about to cast my little self into a great love trance for him, fearing his heart had been flint: but since I see tis pure virgin wax, he shall melt his bellyful: for now I know how to temper him. [Exit; as she departs Cyprus spies her.

Cypr. Never beg mercy? yet be my tormentor.
I hope she heard me not: doubtless she did,
And now will she insult upon my passions,
And vex my constant love with mockeries.
Nay, then Ill be mine own physician,
And outface love, and make her think that I
Mourned thus, because I saw her standing by.
What news, my Lord of Cornwall?

Enter Cornwall.

Cornw. This fair prince,
One of your countrymen, is come to court,
A lusty gallant brave, in Cyprus isle,
With fifty bard horses prancing at his heels,
Backed by as many strong-limbed Cypriots,
All whom he keeps in pay: whose offered service,
Our king with arms of gladness hath embraced.

Cypr. Born in the isle of Cyprus? whats his name?

Cornw. His servants call him Fortunatus son.

Cypr. Rich Fortunatus son? Is he arrived?

Enter Longaville, Galloway, and Chester with jewels.

Longa. This he bestowed on me.

Chest. And this on me.

Gall. And this his bounteous hand enforced me take.

Longa. I prize this jewel at a hundred marks,
Yet would he needs bestow this gift on me.

Cypr. My lords, whose hand hath been thus prodigal?

Gall. Your countryman, my lord, a Cypriot.

Longa. The gallant sure is all compact of gold,
To every lady hath he given rich jewels,
And sent to every servant in the court
Twenty fair English angels.

Cypr. This is rare.

Enter Lincoln.

Linc. My lords, prepare yourselves for revelling,
Tis the kings pleasure that this day be spent
In royal pastimes, that this golden lord,
For so all that behold him, christen him,
May taste the pleasures of our English court.
Here comes the gallant, shining like the sun. [Trumpets sound.

Enter Athelstane, Andelocia, Agripyne, Orleans, Ladies, and other Attendants, also Insultado. Music sounds within.

Andel. For these your royal favours done to me,
Being a poor stranger, my best powers shall prove,
By acts of worth, the soundness of my love.

Athelst. Herein your love shall best set out itself,
By staying with us: if our English isle
Hold any object welcome to your eyes,
Do but make choice, and claim it as your prize. [The King and Cyprus confer aside.

Andel. I thank your grace: would he durst keep his word,
I know what I would claim. Tush, man, be bold,
Were she a saint, she may be won with gold.

Cypr. Tis strange, I must confess, but in this pride,
His father Fortunatus, if he live,
Consumes his life in Cyprus: still he spends,
And still his coffers with abundance swell,
But how he gets these riches none can tell. [The King and Agripyne confer aside.

Athelst. Hold him in talk: come hither, Agripyne.

Cypr. But what enticed young Andelocias soul
To wander hither?

Andel. That which did allure
My sovereigns son, the wonder of the place.

Agrip. This curious heap of wonders, which an Empress
Gave him, he gave me, and by Venus hand,
The warlike Amorato needs would swear,
He left his country Cyprus for my love.

Athelst. If by the sovereign magic of thine eye,
Thou canst enchant his looks to keep the circles
Of thy fair cheeks, be bold to try their charms,
Feed him with hopes, and find the royal vein,
That leads this Cypriot to his golden mine.
Heres music spent in vain, lords, fall to dancing.

Cypr. My fair tormentor, will you lend a hand?

Agrip. Ill try this strangers cunning in a dance.

Andel. My cunning is but small, yet wholl not prove
To shame himself for such a ladys love?

Orle. These Cypriots are the devils that torture me.
He courts her, and she smiles, but I am born
To be her beautys slave, and her loves scorn.

Andel. I shall never have the face to ask the question twice.

Agrip. Whats the reason? Cowardliness or pride?

Andel. Neither: but tis the fashion of us Cypriots, both men and women, to yield at first assault, and we expect others should do the like.

Agrip. Its a sign, that either your women are very black, and are glad to be sped, or your men very fond, and will take no denial.

Andel. Indeed our ladies are not so fair as you.

Agrip. But your men more venturous at a breach than you, or else they are all dastardly soldiers.

Andel. He that fights under these sweet colours, and yet turns coward, let him be shot to death with the terrible arrows of fair ladies eyes.

Athelst. Nay, Insultado, you must not deny us.

Insultad. Mi corazon es muy pesado, mi anima muy atormentada. No por los Cielos: El pie de Español no hace musica en tierra ingles.

Cypr. Sweet Insultado, let us see you dance.
I have heard the Spanish dance is full of state.

Insultad. Verdad, señor: la danza española es muy alta,
Majestica, y para monarcas: vuestra Inglesa,
Baja, fantastica, y muy humilde.

Agrip. Doth my Spanish prisoner deny to dance? He has sworn to me by the cross of his pure Toledo, to be my servant: by that oath, my Castilian prisoner, I conjure you to show your cunning; though all your body be not free, I am sure your heels are at liberty.

Insultad. Nolo quiero contra deseo; vuestro ojo hace conquista á su prisionero: Oyerer la a pavan española; sea vuestra musica y gravidad, y majestad: Paje, daime tabacco, toma my capa, y my espada. Mas alta, mas alta: Desviaios, desviaios, compañeros, mas alta, mas alta. [He dances.

Athelst. Thanks, Insultado.

Cypr. Tis most excellent.

Agrip. The Spaniards dance is as his deeds be, full of pride.

Athelst. The day grows old, and what remains unspent,
Shall be consumed in banquets. Agripyne,
Leave us a while, if Andelocia please,
Go bear our beauteous daughter company.

And. Fortune, I thank thee: now thou smilst on me. [Exeunt Agripyne, Andelocia, and Ladies.

Athelst. This Cypriot bears a gallant princely mind.
My lord, of what birth is your countryman?
Think not, sweet prince, that I propound this question,
To wrong you in your love to Agripyne:
Our favours grace him to another end.
Nor let the wings of your affection droop,
Because she seems to shun loves gentle lure.
Believe it on our word, her beautys prize
Only shall yield a conquest to your eyes.
But tell me whats this Fortunatus son?

Cypr. Of honourable blood, and more renowned
In foreign kingdoms, whither his proud spirit,
Plumed with ambitious feathers, carries him,
Than in his native country; but last day
The father and the sons were, through their riots,
Poor and disdained of all, but now they glister
More bright than Midas: if some damnèd fiend
Fed not his bags, this golden pride would end.

Athelst. His pride well somewhat tame, and curb the head
Of his rebellious prodigality:
He hath invited us, and all our peers,
To feast with him to-morrow; his provision,
I understand, may entertain three kings.
But Lincoln, let our subjects secretly
Be charged on pain of life that not a man
Sell any kind of fuel to his servants.

Cypr. This policy shall clip his golden wings,
And teach his pride what tis to strive with kings.

Athelst. Withdraw awhile: [Exeunt all except Athelstane.
None filled his hands with gold, for we set spies,
To watch who fed his prodigality:
He hung the marble bosom of our court,
As thick with glistring spangles of pure gold,
As eer the spring hath stuck the earth with flowers.
Unless he melt himself to liquid gold,
Or be some god, some devil, or can transport
A mint about him, by enchanted power,
He cannot rain such showers. With his own hands
He threw more wealth about in every street,
Than could be thrust into a chariot.
Hes a magician sure, and to some fiend,
His soul by infernal covenants has he sold,
Always to swim up to the chin in gold.
Be what he can be, if those doting fires,
Wherein he burns for Agripynes love,
Want power to melt from him this endless mine,
Then like a slave well chain him in our tower,
Where tortures shall compel his sweating hands
To cast rich heaps into our treasury. [Exit.


SCENE II.  The same.
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MUSIC SOUNDING STILL; a curtain being drawn, Andelocia is discovered sleeping in Agripynes lap; she has his purse, and she and another lady tie another like it in its place, and then rise from him. Enter Athelstane.

Agrip. I have found the sacred spring that never ebbs.
Leave us: [Exit Lady.] But Ill not showt your majesty
Till you have sworn by Englands royal crown,
To let me keep it.

Athelst. By my crown I swear,
None but fair Agripyne the gem shall wear.

Agrip. Then is this mine: see, father, heres the fire
Whose gilded beams still burn, this is the sun
That ever shines, the tree that never dies,
Here grows the Garden of Hesperides;
The outside mocks you, makes you think tis poor,
But entering it, you find eternal store.

Athelst. Art sure of this? How didst thou drive it out?

Agrip. Fear not his waking yet, I made him drink
That soporiferous juice which was composed
To make the queen, my mother, relish sleep,
When her last sickness summoned her to Heaven.
He sleeps profoundly: when his amorous eyes
Had singed their wings in Cupids wanton flames,
I set him all on fire, and promised love,
In pride whereof, he drew me forth this purse,
And swore, by this he multiplied his gold.
I tried and found it true: and secretly
Commanded music with her silver tongue,
To chime soft lullabies into his soul,
And whilst my fingers wantoned with his hair,
Tentice the sleepy juice to charm his eyes,
In all points was there made a purse, like his,
Which counterfeit is hung in place of this.

Athelst. More than a second kingdom hast thou won.
Leave him, that when he wakes he may suspect,
Some else has robbed him; come, dear Agripyne,
If this strange purse his sacred virtues hold,
Well circle England with a wall of gold. [Exeunt.

Music still: Enter Shadow very gallant, reading a bill, with empty bags in his hand, singing.

Shad. These English occupiers are mad Trojans: let a man pay them never so much, theyll give him nothing but the bag. Since my master created me steward over his fifty men, and his one-and-fifty horse, I have rid over much business, yet never was galled, I thank the destinies. Music? O delicate warble: O these courtiers are most sweet triumphant creatures! Seignior, sir, monsieur, sweet seignior: this is the language of the accomplishment. O delicious strings; these heavenly wire-drawers have stretched my master even out at length: yet at length he must wake. Master?

Andel. Wake me not yet, my gentle Agripyne.

Shad. One word, sir, for the billets, and I vanish.

Andel. Theres Heaven in these times: throw the musicians
A bounteous largesse of three hundred angels. [Andelocia starts up.

Shad. Why, sir, I have but ten pounds left.

Andel. Ha, Shadow? wheres the Princess Agripyne?

Shad. I am not Apollo, I cannot reveal.

Andel. Was not the princess here, when thou camst in?

Shad. Here was no princess but my princely self.

Andel. In faith?

Shad. No, in faith, sir.

Andel. Where are you hid? where stand you wantoning? Not here? gone, ifaith? have you given me the slip? Well, tis but an amorous trick, and so I embrace it: my horse, Shadow, how fares my horse?

Shad. Upon the best oats my under-steward can buy.

Andel. I mean, are they lusty, sprightly, gallant, wanton, fiery?

Shad. They are as all horses are, caterpillars to the commonwealth, they are ever munching: but, sir, for these billets, and these fagots and bavins?

Andel. Sheart, what billets, what fagots? dost make me a woodmonger?

Shad. No, sweet seignior, but you have bid the king and his peers to dinner, and he has commanded that no woodmonger sell you a stick of wood, and that no collier shall cozn you of your measure, but must tie up the mouth of their sacks, lest their coals kindle your choler.

Andel. Ist possible? ist true, or hast thou learnt of the English gallants to gull?

Shad. Hes a gull that would be taught by such gulls.

Andel. Not a stick of wood? Some child of envy has buzzed this stratagem into the kings ear, of purpose to disgrace me. I have invited his majesty, and though it cost me a million, Ill feast him. Shadow, thou shalt hire a hundred or two of carts, with them post to all the grocers in London, buy up all the cinnamon, cloves, nutmegs, liquorice and all other spices, that have any strong heart, and with them make fires to prepare our cookery.

Ere Fortunatus son look red with shame,
Hell dress a kings feast in a spicèd flame.

Shad. This device, sir, will be somewhat akin to Lady Pride, twill ask cost.

Andel. Fetch twenty porters, Ill lade all with gold.

Shad. First, master, fill these bags.

Andel. Come then, hold up. How now? tricks, new crotchets, Madame Fortune? Dry as an eel-skin? Shadow, take thou my gold out.

Shad. Why, sir, heres none in.

Andel. Ha, let me see: O heres a bastard cheek,
I see now tis not mine; tis counterfeit,
Tis so! Slave, thou hast robbed thy master.

Shad. Not of a penny, I have been as true a steward  

Andel. Vengeance on thee and on thy stewardship!
Yet wherefore curse I thee? thy leaden soul
Had never power to mount up to the knowledge
Of the rich mystery closed in my purse.
Oh no, Ill curse myself, mine eyes Ill curse,
They have betrayed me; I will curse my tongue,
That hath betrayed me; Ill curse Agripyne,
She hath betrayed me. Sirens, cease to sing,
Your charms have taen effect, for now I see,
All your enchantments were, to cozen me. [Music ceases.

Shad. What shall I do with this ten pound, sir?

Andel. Go buy with it a chain and hang thyself.
Now think I on my fathers prophecy.
Tell none, quoth he, the virtue, if you do,
Much shame, much grief, much danger follows you.
With tears I credit his divinity.
O fingers, were you upright justices,
You would tear out mine eyes! had not they gazed
On the frail colour of a painted cheek,
None had betrayed me: henceforth Ill defy
All beauty, and will call a lovely eye,
A sun whose scorching beams burn up our joys,
Or turn them black like Ethiopians.
O women, wherefore are you born mens woe,
Why are your faces framed angelical?
Your hearts of sponges, soft and smooth in show,
But touched, with poison they do overflow.
Had sacred wisdom been my fathers fate,
He had died happy, I lived fortunate.
Shadow, bear this to beauteous Agripyne,
With it this message, tell her, Ill reprove
Her covetous sin the less, because for gold,
I see that most mens souls too cheap are sold.

Shad. Shall I buy these spices to-day or to-morrow?

Andel. To-morrow? ay, to-morrow thou shalt buy them.
To-morrow tell the princess I will love her,
To-morrow tell the king Ill banquet him,
To-morrow, Shadow, will I give thee gold;
To-morrow pride goes bare and lust acold.
To-morrow will the rich man feed the poor,
And vice to-morrow virtue will adore.
To-morrow beggars shall be crownèd kings,
This no-time, morrows-time, no sweetness sings:
I pray thee hence; bear that to Agripyne.

Shad. Ill go hence, because you send me; but Ill go weeping hence, for grief that I must turn villain as many do, and leave you when you are up to the ears in adversity. [Exit.

Andel. She hath robbed me, and now Ill play the thief,
Ay, steal from hence to Cyprus, for black shame
Here, through my riots, brands my lofty name.
Ill sell this pride for help to bear me thither,
So pride and beggary shall walk together.
This world is but a school of villany,
Therefore Ill rob my brother, not of gold,
Nor of his virtues, virtue none will steal  
But, if I can, Ill steal his wishing hat,
And with that, wandering round about the world,
Ill search all corners to find Misery,
And where she dwells, Ill dwell, languish and die. [Exit.




ACT THE FOURTH.
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Chorus. Gentles, if eer you have beheld the passions,
The combats of his soul, who being a king,
By some usurping hand hath been deposed
From all his royalties: even such a soul,
Such eyes, such heart swoln big with sighs and tears,
The star-crossed son of Fortunatus wears.
His thoughts crowned him a monarch in the morn,
Yet now hes bandied by the seas in scorn
From wave to wave: his golden treasures spoil
Makes him in desperate language to entreat
The winds to spend their fury on his life:
But they, being mild in tyranny, or scorning
To triumph in a wretchs funeral,
Toss him to Cyprus. Oh, what treachery
Cannot this serpent gold entice us to?
He robs his brother of the Soldans prize,
And having got his wish, the wishing hat,
He does not, as he vowed, seek misery,
But hopes by that to win his purse again,
And in that hope from Cyprus is he fled.
If your swift thoughts clap on their wonted wings,
In Genoa may you take this fugitive,
Where having cozened many jewellers,
To England back he comes; step but to court,
And there disguised you find him bargaining
For jewels with the beauteous Agripyne,
Who wearing at her side the virtuous purse,
He clasps her in his arms, and as a raven,
Griping the tender-hearted nightingale,
So flies he with her, wishing in the air
To be transported to some wilderness:
Imagine this the place; see, here they come!
Since they themselves have tongues, mine shall be dumb. [Exit.


SCENE I.  A Wilderness.
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ENTER ANDELOCIA WITH the wishing hat on, and dragging Agripyne by the hand.



Agrip. What devil art thou that affrightst me thus,
Haling a princess from her fathers court,
To spoil her in this savage wilderness?

Andel. Indeed the devil and the pick-purse should always fly together, for they are sworn brothers: but Madam Covetousness, I am neither a devil as you call me, nor a jeweller as I call myself; no, nor a juggler,  yet ere you and I part, well have some legerdemain together. Do you know me?

Agrip. I am betrayed: this is the Cypriot.
Forgive me, twas not I that changed thy purse,
But Athelstane my father; send me home,
And heres thy purse again: here are thy jewels,
And I in satisfaction of all wrongs  

Andel. Talk not you of satisfaction, this is some recompense, that I have you. Tis not the purse I regard: put it off, and Ill mince it as small as pie meat. The purse? hang the purse: were that gone, I can make another, and another, and another, ay, and another: tis not the purse I care for, but the purser, you, ay you. Ist not a shame that a kings daughter, a fair lady, a lady not for lords, but for monarchs, should for gold sell her love, and when she has her own asking, and that there stands nothing between, then to cheat your sweetheart? O fie, fie, a she cony-catcher? You must be dealt fondly with.

Agrip. Enjoin what pains thou wilt, and Ill endure them,
So thou wilt send me to my fathers court.

Andel. Nay Gods lid, yare not gone so: set your heart at rest, for I have set up my rest, that except you can run swifter than a hart, home you go not. What pains shall I lay upon you? Let me see: I could serve you now but a slippery touch: I could get a young king or two, or three, of you, and then send you home, and bid their grandsire king nurse them: I could pepper you, but I will not.

Agrip. O, do not violate my chastity.

Andel. No, why I tell you I am not given to the flesh, though I savour in your nose a little of the devil, I could run away else, and starve you here.

Agrip. If I must die, doom me some easier death.

Andel. Or transform you, because you love picking, into a squirrel, and make you pick out a poor living here among the nut trees: but I will not neither.

Agrip. What will my gentle Andelocia do?

Andel. Oh, now you come to your old bias of cogging.

Agrip. I pray thee, Andelocia, let me go:
Send me to England, and by Heaven I swear,
Thou from all kings on earth my love shalt bear.

Andel. Shall I in faith?

Agrip. In faith, in faith thou shalt.

Andel. Hear, God a mercy: now thou shalt not go.

Agrip. Oh God.

Andel. Nay, do you hear, lady? Cry not, yare best; no nor curse me not. If you think but a crabbed thought of me, the spirit that carried you in mine arms through the air, will tell me all; therefore set your Sunday face upont. Since youll love me, Ill love you, Ill marry you, and lie with you, and beget little jugglers: marry, home you get not. England, youll say, is yours: but, Agripyne, love me, and I will make the whole world thine.

Agrip. I care not for the world, thou murdrest me;
Between my sorrow, and the scalding sun
I faint, and quickly will my life be done,
My mouth is like a furnace, and dry heat
Drinks up my blood. O God, my heart will burst,
I die, unless some moisture quench my thirst.

Andel. Sheart, now I am worse than ere I was before:
For half the world I would not have her die.
Heres neither spring nor ditch, nor rain, nor dew,
Nor bread nor drink: my lovely Agripyne,
Be comforted, see here are apple trees.

Agrip. Climb up for Gods sake, reach me some of them.

Andel. Look up, which of these apples likes thee best?

Agrip. This hath a withered face, tis some sweet fruit.
Not that, my sorrows are too sour already.

Andel. Come hither, here are apples like gold.

Agrip. O, ay, for Gods sake, gather some of these.
Ay me, would God I were at home again!

Andel. Stand farther, lest I chance to fall on thee. [Climbs up.

Oh here be rare apples, rare red-cheeked apples, that cry come kiss me: apples, hold your peace, Ill teach you to cry. [Eats one.

Agrip. O England, shall I neer behold thee more?

Andel. Agripyne, tis a most sugared delicious taste in ones mouth, but when tis down, tis as bitter as gall.

Agrip. Yet gather some of them. Oh, that a princess
Should pine for food: were I at home again,
I should disdain to stand thus and complain.

Andel. Heres one apple that grows highest, Agripyne; an I could reach that, Ill come down. [Fishes with his girdle for it.

Agrip. Make haste, for the hot sun doth scald my cheeks.

Andel. The sun kiss thee? hold, catch, put on my hat, I will have yonder highest apple, though I die fort.

Agrip. I had not wont be sun-burnt, wretched me.
O England, would I were again in thee! [Exit.

Andelocia leaps down.

Andel. Swounds, Agripyne, stay, Oh I am undone!
Sweet Agripyne, if thou hearst my voice,
Take pity of me, and return again.
She flies like lightning: Oh she hears me not!
I wish myself into a wilderness,
And now I shall turn wild: here I shall famish,
Here die, here cursing die, here raving die,
And thus will wound my breast, and rend mine hair.
What hills of flint are grown upon my brows?
O me, two forkèd horns, I am turned beast,
I have abused two blessings, wealth and knowledge,
Wealth in my purse, and knowledge in my hat,
By which being borne into the courts of kings,
I might have seen the wondrous works of Jove,
Acquired experience, learning, wisdom, truth,
But I in wildness tottered out my youth,
And therefore must turn wild, must be a beast,
An ugly beast: my body horns must bear,
Because my soul deformity doth wear.
Lives none within this wood? If none but I
Live here,  thanks Heaven! for here none else shall die. [Lies down and sleeps under the tree.

Enter Fortune, Vice, Virtue, the Priest: and Satyrs with music, playing before Fortune.

Fortune. See where my new-turned devil has built his hell.

Vice. Virtue, who conquers now? the fool is taen.

Virtue. O sleepy sin.

Vice. Sweet tunes, wake him again. [Music sounds awhile, and then ceases.

Fortune. Vice sits too heavy on his drowsy soul,
Musics sweet concord cannot pierce his ear.
Sing, and amongst your songs mix bitter scorn.

Virtue. Those that tear Virtue, must by Vice be torn.

Song.

Virtue, stand aside: the fool is caught.
Laugh to see him, laugh aloud to wake him;
Follys nets are wide, and neatly wrought,
Mock his horns, and laugh to see Vice take him.

Chorus. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in scorn,
Whos the fool? the fool, he wears a horn. [Andelocia wakens and stands up.

Virtue, stand aside, mock him, mock him, mock him,
Laugh aloud to see him, call him fool.
Error gave him suck, now sorrows rock him,
Send the riotous beast to madness school.

Chorus. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in scorn.
Whos the fool? the fool, he wears a horn.

Virtue, stand aside: your school he hates.
Laugh aloud to see him, mock, mock, mock him.
Vanity and hell keep open gates,
Hes in, and a new nurse, Despair, must rock him.

Chorus. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh, laugh in scorn,
Fool, fool, fool, fool, fool, wear still the horn.

[Vice and Virtue hold apples out to Andelocia, Vice laughing, Virtue grieving.

Andel. O me, what hell is this? fiends, tempt me not.
Thou glorious devil, hence. O now I see,
This fruit is thine, thou hast deformèd me:
Idiot, avoid, thy gifts I loathe to taste.
Away: since I am entered madness school,
As good to be a beast, as be a fool.
Away, why tempt you me? some powerful grace
Come and redeem me from this hideous place.

Fortune. To her hath Andelocia all his life
Sworn fealty; wouldst thou forsake her now?

Andel. Whose blessed tongue names Andelocia?

Fortune. Hers, who, attended on by destinies,
Shortened thy fathers life, and lengthens thine.

Andel. O sacred Queen of chance, now shorten mine,
Else let thy deity take off this shame.

Fortune. Woo her, twas she that set it on thy head.

Andel. She laughs to see me metamorphosèd. [Rises.

Virtue. Woo me, and Ill take off this ugly scorn.

Vice. Woo me, and Ill clap on another horn.

Andel. I am beset with anguish, shame and death.
O bid the Fates work fast, and stop my breath.

Fortune. No, Andelocia, thou must live to see
Worse torments, for thy follies, light on thee.
This golden tree, which did thine eyes entice,
Was planted here by Vice: lo, here stands Vice:
How often hast thou sued to win her grace?

Andel. Till now, I never did behold her face.

Fortune. Thou didst behold her at thy fathers death,
When thou in scorn didst violate his will;
Thou didst behold her, when thy stretched-out arm
Catched at the highest bough, the loftiest vice,
The fairest apple, but the foulest price;
Thou didst behold her, when thy liquorish eye
Fed on the beauty of fair Agripyne;
Because th hadst gold, thou thoughtst all women thine.
When lookst thou off from her? for they whose souls
Still revel in the nights of vanity,
On the fair cheeks of Vice still fix their eye.
Because her face doth shine, and all her bosom
Bears silver moons, thou wast enamoured of her.
But hadst thou upward looked, and seen these shames,
Or viewed her round about, and in this glass
Seen idiots faces, heads of devils and hell,
And read this Ha, ha, he, this merry story,
Thou wouldst have loathed her: where, by loving her,
Thou bearst this face, and wearst this ugly head,
And if she once can bring thee to this place,
Loud sounds these Ha, ha, he! Shell laugh apace.

Andel. O, re-transform me to a glorious shape,
And I will learn how I may love to hate her.

Fortune. I cannot re-transform thee, woo this woman.

Andel. This woman? wretched is my state, when I,
To find out wisdom, to a fool must fly.

Fortune. Fool, clear thine eyes, this is bright Aretë,
This is poor virtue, care not how the world
Doth crown her head, the world laughs her to scorn,
Yet Sibi sapit, Virtue knows her worth.
Run after her, shell give thee these and these,
Crowns and bay-garlands, honours victories:
Serve her, and she will fetch thee pay from Heaven,
Or give thee some bright office in the stars.

Andel. Immortal Aretë, Virtue divine: [Kneels.
O smile on me, and I will still be thine.

Virtue. Smile thou on me, and I will still be thine:
Though I am jealous of thy apostasy,
Ill entertain thee: here, come taste this tree,
Heres physic for thy sick deformity.

Andel. Tis bitter: this fruit I shall neer digest.

Virtue. Try once again, the bitterness soon dies.

Vice. Mines sweet, taste mine.

Virtue. But being down tis sour,
And mine being down has a delicious taste.
The path that leads to Virtues court is narrow,
Thorny and up a hill, a bitter journey,
But being gone through, you find all heavenly sweets,
The entrance is all flinty, but at th end,
To towers of pearl and crystal you ascend.

Andel. O delicate, O sweet Ambrosian relish,
And see, my ugliness drops from my brows,
Thanks, beauteous Aretë: O had I now
My hat and purse again, how I would shine,
And gild my soul with none but thoughts divine.

Fortune. That shall be tried, take fruit from both these trees,
By help of them, win both thy purse and hat,
I will instruct thee how, for on my wings
To England shalt thou ride; thy virtuous brother
Is, with that Shadow who attends on thee,
In London, there Ill set thee presently.
But if thou lose our favours once again,
To taste her sweets, those sweets must prove thy bane.

Virtue. Vice, who shall now be crowned with victory?

Vice. She that triumphs at last, and that must I. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  London. The Court of Athelstane.
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ENTER ATHELSTANE, LINCOLN with Agripyne, Cyprus, Galloway, Cornwall, Chester, Longaville and Montrose.

Athelst. Lincoln, how setst thou her at liberty?

Linc. No other prison held her but your court,
There in her chamber hath she hid herself
These two days, only to shake off that fear,
Which her late violent rapture cast upon her.

Cypr. Where hath the beauteous Agripyne been?

Agrip. In Heaven or hell, in or without the world,
I know not which, for as I oft have seen,
When angry Thamesis hath curled her locks,
A whirlwind come, and from her frizzled brows,
Snatch up a handful of those sweaty pearls,
That stood upon her forehead, which awhile,
Being by the boistrous wind hung in the air,
At length hath flung them down and raised a storm,  
Even with such fury was I wherried up,
And by such force held prisoner in the clouds,
And thrown by such a tempest down again.

Cornw. Some soul is damned in hell for this black deed.

Agrip. I have the purse safe, and anon your grace
Shall hear the wondrous history at full.

Cypr. Tell me, tormentor, shall fair Agripyne,
Without more difference be now christened mine!

Agrip. My choice must be my fathers fair consent.

Athelst. Then shall thy choice end in this Cyprus prince.
Before the sun shall six times more arise,
His royal marriage will we solemnise.
Proclaim this honoured match! Come, Agripyne,
I am glad th art here, more glad the purse is mine.

[As they are going in, enter Andelocia and Shadow, disguised as Irish coster-mongers. Agripyne, Longaville, and Montrose stay listening to them, the rest exeunt.

Both. Buy any apples, feene apples of Tamasco, feene Tamasco peepins: peeps feene, buy Tamasco peepins.

Agrip. Damasco apples? good my Lord Montrose,
Call yonder fellows.

Montr. Sirrah coster-monger.

Shad. Who calls: peeps of Tamasco, feene peeps: Ay, fat tis de sweetest apple in de world, tis better den de Pome water, or apple John.

Andel. By my trat, madam, tis reet Tamasco peepins, look here els.

Shad. I dare not say, as de Irishman my countryman say, taste de goodness of de fruit: no, sayt, tis farie teere, mistriss, by Saint Patricks hand tis teere Tamasco apple.

Agrip. The fairest fruit that ever I beheld.
Damasco apples, wherefore are they good?

Longa. What is your price of half a score of these?

Both. Half a score, half a score? dat is doos many, mester.

Longa. Ay, ay, ten, half a score, thats five and five.

Andel. Feeve and feeve? By my trat and as Creeze save me la, I cannot tell wat be de price of feeve and feeve, but tis tree crown for one peepin, dat is de preez if you take em.

Shad. Ay fat, tis no less for Tamasco.

Agrip. Three crowns for one? what wondrous virtues have they?

Shad. O, tis feene Tamasco apple, and shall make you a great teal wise, and make you no fool, and make feene memory.

Andel. And make dis fash be more fair and amiable, and make dis eyes look always lovely, and make all de court and country burn in desire to kiss di none sweet countenance.

Montr. Apples to make a lady beautiful?
Madam, thats excellent.

Agrip. These Irishmen,
Some say, are great dissemblers, and I fear
These two the badge of their own country wear.

Andel. By my trat, and by Saint Patricks hand, and as Creez save me la, tis no dissembler: de Irishman now and den cut di countrymans throat, but yet in fayt he love di countryman, tis no dissembler: dis feene Tamasco apple can make di sweet countenance, but I can take no less but three crowns for one, I wear out my naked legs and my foots, and my tods, and run hidder and didder to Tamasco for dem.

Shad. As Creez save me la, he speaks true: Peeps feene.

Agrip. Ill try what power lies in Damasco fruit.
Here are ten crowns for three. So fare you well.

Montr. Lord Longaville, buy some.

Longa. I buy? not I:
Hang them, they are toys; come, madam, let us go. [Exeunt Agripyne, Longaville and Montrose.

Both. Saint Patrick and Saint Peter, and all de holy angels look upon dat fash and make it fair.

Re-enter Montrose softly.

Shad. Ha, ha, ha! shes sped, I warrant.

Andel. Peace, Shadow, buy any peepins, buy.

Both. Peeps feene, feene Tamasco apples.

Montr. Came not Lord Longaville to buy some fruit?

Andel. No fat, master, here came no lords nor ladies, but di none sweet self.

Montr. Tis well, say nothing, heres six crowns for two:
You say the virtues are to make one strong.

Both. Yes fat, and make sweet countenance and strong too.

Montr. Tis excellent: here! farewell! if these prove,
Ill conquer men by strength, women by love. [Exit.

Re-enter Longaville.

Andel. Ha, ha, ha! why this is rare.

Shad. Peace, master, here comes another fool.

Both. Peepes feene, buy any peepes of Tamasco?

Longa. Did not the Lord Montrose return to you?

Both. No fat, sweet master, no lord did turn to us: peepes feene!

Longa. I am glad of it; here are nine crowns for three.
What are the virtues besides making fair?

Andel. O, twill make thee wondrous wise.

Shad. And dow shall be no more a fool, but sweet face and wise.

Longa. Tis rare, farewell, I never yet durst woo.
None loves me: now Ill try what these can do. [Exit.

Andel. Ha, ha, ha. So, this is admirable, Shadow, here end my torments in Saint Patricks Purgatory, but thine shall continue longer.

Shad. Did I not clap on a good false Irish face?

Andel. It became thee rarely.

Shad. Yet thats lamentable, that a false face should become any man.

Andel. Thou art a gull, tis all the fashion now, which fashion because well keep, step thou abroad, let not the world want fools; whilst thou art commencing thy knavery there, Ill precede Dr. Dodipoll here: that done, thou, Shadow, and I will fat ourselves to behold the transformation of these fools: go fly.

Shad. I fear nothing, but that whilst we strive to make others fools, we shall wear the cocks combs ourselves. Pips fine. [Exit Shadow.

Enter Ampedo.

Andel. Sheart, heres my brother whom I have abused:
His presence makes me blush, it strikes me dead,
To think how I am metamorphosèd.
Feene peepins of Tamasco!

Amp. For shame cast off this mask.

Andel. Wilt thou buy any pips?

Amp. Mock me no longer
With idle apparitions: many a land
Have I with weary feet and a sick soul
Measured to find thee; and when thou art found,
My greatest grief is that thou art not lost.
Yet lost thou art, thy fame, thy wealth are lost,
Thy wits are lost, and thou hast in their stead,
With shame and cares, and misery crowned thy head.
That Shadow that pursues thee, filled mine ears
With sad relation of thy wretchedness,
Where is the purse, and where my wishing hat?

Andel. Where, and where? are you created constable? You stand so much upon interrogatories. The purse is gone, let that fret you, and the hat is gone, let that mad you: I run thus through all trades to overtake them, if you be quiet, follow me, and help, if not, fly from me, and hang yourself. Wilt thou buy any pippins? [Exit.

Amp. Oh, how I grieve, to see him thus transformed?
Yet from the circles of my jealous eyes
He shall not start, till he have repossessed
Those virtuous jewels, which found once again,
More cause they neer shall give me to complain,
Their worth shall be consumed in murdering flames,
And end my grief, his riot, and our shames. [Exit.






ACT THE FIFTH.


SCENE I.  London. The Court of Athelstane.
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ENTER ATHELSTANE, FOLLOWED by Agripyne, Montrose, and Longaville with horns; then Lincoln and Cornwall.



Athelst. In spite of sorcery try once again,
Try once more in contempt of all damned spells.

Agrip. Your majesty fights with no mortal power.
Shame, and not conquest, hangs upon this strife.
O, touch me not, you add but pain to pain,
The more you cut, the more they grow again.

Linc. Is there no art to conjure down this scorn?
I neer knew physic yet against the horn.

Enter Cyprus.

Athelst. See, Prince of Cyprus, thy fair Agripyne
Hath turned her beauty to deformity.

Cypr. Then I defy thee, Love; vain hopes, adieu,
You have mocked me long; in scorn Ill now mock you.
I came to see how the Lord Longaville
Was turned into a monster, and I find
An object, which both strikes me dumb and blind.
To-morrow should have been our marriage morn,
But now my bride is shame, thy bridegroom scorn.
tell me yet, is there no art, no charms,
No desperate physic for this desperate wound?

Athelst. All means are tried, but no means can be found.

Cypr. Then, England, farewell: hapless maid, thy stars,
Through spiteful influence set our hearts at wars.
I am enforced to leave thee, and resign
My love to grief.

Enter Orleans and Galloway.

Agrip. All grief to Agripyne.

Cypr. Adieu, I would say more, had I a tongue
Able to help his master: mighty king,
I humbly take my leave; to Cyprus I;
My fathers son must all such shame defy. [Exit.

Orle. So doth not Orleans; I defy all those
That love not Agripyne, and him defy,
That dares but love her half so well as I.
O pardon me! I have in sorrows jail
Been long tormented, long this mangled bosom
Hath bled, and never durst expose her wounds,
Till now, till now, when at thy beauteous feet
I offer love and life. Oh, cast an eye
Of mercy on me, this deformèd face
Cannot affright my soul from loving thee.

Agrip. Talk not of love, good Orleans, but of hate.

Orle. What sentence will my love pronounce on me?

Gall. Will Orleans then be mad? O gentle friend.

Orle. O gentle, gentle friend, I am not mad:
Hes mad, whose eyes on painted cheeks do doat,
O Galloway, such read beautys book by rote.
Hes mad, that pines for want of a gay flower,
Which fades when grief doth blast, or sickness lower,
Which heat doth wither, and white ages frost
Nips dead: such fairness, when tis found, tis lost.
I am not mad, for loving Agripyne,
My love looks on her eyes with eyes divine;
I doat on the rich brightness of her mind,
That sacred beauty strikes all other blind.
O make me happy then, since my desires
Are set a burning by loves purest fires.

Athelst. So thou wilt bear her far from Englands sight,
Enjoy thy wishes.

Agrip. Lock me in some cave,
Where staring wonders eye shall not be guilty
To my abhorrèd looks, and I will die
To thee, as full of love as misery.

Athelst. I am amazed and mad, some speckled soul
Lies pawned for this in hell, without redemption,
Some fiend deludes us all.

Cornw. O unjust Fates,
Why do you hide from us this mystery?

Linc. My Lord Montrose, how long have your brows worn
This fashion? these two feather springs of horn?

Montr. An Irish kerne sold me Damasco apples
Some two hours since, and like a credulous fool  
He swearing to me that they had this power
To make me strong in body, rich in mind  
I did believe his words, tasted his fruit,
And since have been attired in this disguise.

Longa. I fear that villain hath beguiled me too.

Cornw. Nay before God he has not cozened you,
You have it soundly.

Longa. Me he made believe,
One apple of Damasco would inspire
My thoughts with wisdom, and upon my cheeks
Would cast such beauty that each ladys eye,
Which looked on me, should love me presently.

Agrip. Desire to look more fair, makes me more fool,
Those apples did entice my wandering eye,
To be enamoured of deformity.

Athelst. This proves that true, which oft I have heard in schools,
Those that would seem most wise, do turn most fools.

Linc. Heres your best hope, none needs to hide his face,
For hornèd foreheads swarm in every place.

Enter Chester, with Andelocia disguised as a French Soldier.

Athelst. Now, Chester, what physicians hast thou found?

Chest. Many, my liege, but none that have true skill
To tame such wild diseases: yet heres one,
A doctor and a Frenchman, whom report
Of Agripynes grief hath drawn to court.

Athelst. Cure her, and Englands treasury shall stand,
As free for thee to use, as rain from Heaven.

Montr. Cure me, and to thy coffers I will send
More gold from Scotland than thy life can spend.

Longa. Cure Longaville, and all his wealth is thine.

Andel. He Monsieur Long-villain, gra tanck you: Gra tanck your mashesty a great teal artely by my trat: where be dis Madam Princeza dat be so mush tormenta? O Jeshu: one, two: an tree, four an five, seez horn: Ha, ha, ha, pardona moy prea wid al mine art, for by my trat, me can no point shose but laugh, Ha, ha, ha, to mark how like tree bul-beggera, dey stand. Oh, by my trat and fat, di divela be whoreson, scurvy, paltry, ill favore knave to mock de madam, and gentill-home so: Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Linc. This doctor comes to mock your majesty.

Andel. No, by my trat la, but me lova musha musha merymant: come, madam, pre-artely stand still, and letta me feel you. Dis horn, O tis pretty horn, dis be facile, easy for pull de vey; but, madam, dis O be grand, grand horn, difficil, and very deep; tis perilous, a grand laroone. But, madam, prea be patient, we shall take it off vell.

Athelst. Thrice have we pared them off, but with fresh pain,
In compass of a thought they rise again.

Andel. Its true, tis no easy mattra, to pull horn off, tis easy to pull on, but hard for pull off; some horn be so good fellow, he will still inhabit in de mans pate, but tis all one for tat, I shall snap away all dis. Madam, trust dis down into your little belly.

Agrip. Father, I am in fear to taste his physic.
First let him work experiments on those.

Andel. Ill sauce you for your infidelity.
In no place can I spy my wishing hat. [Aside.

Longa. Thou learned Frenchman, try thy skill on me,
More ugly than I am, I cannot be.

Montr. Cure me, and Montrose wealth shall all be thine.

Andel. Tis all one for dat! Shall do presently, madam, prea mark me. Monsieur, shamp dis in your two shaps, so, now Monsieur Long-villain; dis so; now dis; fear noting, tis eshelent medicine! so, now cram dis into your guts, and belly; so, now snap away dis whoreson four divela; Ha, ha, is no point good? [Pulls Longavilles horns off.

Athelst. This is most strange.
Wast painful, Longaville?

Longa. Ease took them off, and there remains no pain.

Agrip. O try thy sacred physic upon me.

Andel. No by my trat, tis no possibla, tis no possibla, al de mattra, all de ting, all de substance, all de medicine, be among his and his belly: tis no possibla, till me prepare more.

Athelst. Prepare it then, and thou shalt have more gold
From Englands coffers, than thy life can waste.

Andel. I must buy many costly tings, dat grow in Arabia, in Asia, and America, by my trat tis no possibla till anoder time, no point.

Agrip. Theres nothing in the world, but may for gold
Be bought in England; hold your lap, Ill rain
A shower of angels.

Andel. Fie, fie, fie, fie, you no credit le dockature? Ha, but vel, tis all one for tat: tis no mattera for gold! vel, vel, vel, vel, vel, me have some more, prea say noting, shall be presently prepara for your horns.

(Aside.) She has my purse, and yonder lies my hat,
Work, brains, and once more make me fortunate.  

Vel, vel, vel, vel, be patient, madam, presently, presently! Be patient, me have two, tree, four and five medicines for de horn: presently, madam, stand you der, prea wid all my art, stand you all der, and say noting,  so! nor look noting dis vey. So, presently, presently, madam, snip dis horn off wid de rushes and anoder ting by and by, by and by, by and by. Prea look none dis vey, and say noting. [Takes his hat.

Athelst. Let no man speak, or look, upon his life.
Doctor, none here shall rob thee of thy skill.

Andel. So, taka dis hand: winck now prea artely with your two nyes: why so.

Would I were with my brother Ampedo! [Exit with Agripyne.

Agrip. Help, father, help, I am hurried hence perforce.

Athelst. Draw weapons, wheres the princess? follow him,
Stay the French doctor, stay the doctor there. [Cornwall and others run out, and presently re-enter.

Cornw. Stay him! s heart, who dare stay him? tis the devil
In likeness of a Frenchman, of a doctor.
Look how a rascal kite having swept up
A chicken in his claws, so flies this hell-hound
In th air with Agripyne in his arms.

Orle. Mount every man upon his swiftest horse.
Fly several ways, he cannot bear her far.

Gall. These paths well beat. [Exeunt Galloway and Orleans.

Linc. And this way shall be mine. [Exit.

Cornw. This way, my liege, Ill ride. [Exit.

Athelst. And this way I:
No matter which way, to seek misery. [Exit.

Longa. I can ride no way, to out-run my shame.

Montr. Yes, Longaville, lets gallop after too;
Doubtless this doctor was that Irish devil,
That cozened us, the medicine which he gave us
Tasted like his Damasco villany.
To horse, to horse, if we can catch this fiend,
Our forkèd shame shall in his heart blood end.

Longa. O how this mads me, that all tongues in scorn,
Which way soeer I ride, cry, ware the horn! [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  An open Space near London: a Prison and a Pair of Stocks in the background.
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ENTER ANDELOCIA WITH Agripyne, Ampedo and Shadow following.

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia, pity me,
Take off this infamy, or take my life.

Andel. Your life? you think then that I am a true doctor indeed, that tie up my living in the knots of winding sheets: your life? no, keep your life, but deliver your purse: you know the thiefs salutation, Stand and deliver. So, this is mine, and these yours: Ill teach you to live by the sweat of other mens brows.

Shad. And to strive to be fairer than God made her.

Andel. Right, Shadow: therefore vanish, you have made me turn juggler, and cry hey-pass, but your horns shall not repass.

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia.

Andel. Andelocia is a nettle: if you touch him gently, hell sting you.

Shad. Or a rose: if you pull his sweet stalk hell prick you.

Andel. Therefore not a word; go, trudge to your father. Sigh not for your purse, money may be got by you, as well as by the little Welshwoman in Cyprus, that had but one horn in her head; you have two, and perhaps you shall cast both. As you use me, mark those words well, as you use me, nay, yare best fly, Ill not endure one word more. Yet stay too, because you entreat me so gently, and that Ill make some amends to your father,  although I care not for any king in Christendom, yet hold you, take this apple, eat it as you go to court, and your horns shall play the cowards and fall from you.

Agrip. O gentle Andelocia.

Andel. Nay, away, not a word.

Shad. Ha, ha, ha! Ware horns! [Exit Agripyne, weeping.

Andel. Why dost thou laugh, Shadow?

Shad. To see what a horn plague follows covetousness and pride.

Amp. Brother, what mysteries lie in all this?

Andel. Tricks, Ampedo, tricks, devices, and mad hieroglyphics, mirth, mirth, and melody. O, theres more music in this, than all the gamut airs, and sol fa res, in the world; heres the purse, and heres the hat: because you shall be sure Ill not start, wear you this, you know its virtue. If danger beset you, fly and away: a sort of broken-shinned limping-legged jades run hobbling to seek us. Shadow, well for all this have one fit of mirth more, to make us laugh and be fat.

Shad. And when we are fat, master, well do as all gluttons do, laugh and lie down.

Andel. Hie thee to my chamber, make ready my richest attire, Ill to court presently.

Shad. Ill go to court in this attire, for apparel is but the shadow of a man, but shadow is the substance of his apparel. [Exit Shadow.

Andel. Away, away, and meet me presently.

Amp. I had more need to cry away to thee.
Away, away with this wild lunacy,
Away with riots.

Andel. Away with your purity, brother, yare an ass. Why doth this purse spit out gold but to be spent? why lives a man in this world, to dwell in the suburbs of it, as you do? Away, foreign simplicity, away: are not eyes made to see fair ladies? hearts to love them? tongues to court them, and hands to feel them? Out, you stock, you stone, you logs end: Are not legs made to dance, and shall mine limp up and down the world after your cloth-stocking-heels? You have the hat, keep it. Anon Ill visit your virtuous countenance again; adieu! Pleasure is my sweet mistress, I wear her love in my hat, and her soul in my heart: I have sworn to be merry, and in spite of Fortune and the black-browed Destinies, Ill never be sad. [Exit.

Amp. Go, fool; in spite of mirth, thou shalt be sad.
Ill bury half thy pleasures in a grave
Of hungry flames; this fire I did ordain
To burn both purse and hat: as this doth perish,
So shall the other; count what good and bad
They both have wrought, the good is to the ill
As a small pebble to a mighty hill.
Thy glory and thy mischiefs here shall burn;
Good gifts abused to mans confusion turn.

Enter Longaville and Montrose with Soldiers.

Longa. This is his brother: soldiers, bind his arms.

Montr. Bind arms and legs, and hale the fiend away.

Amp. Uncivil: wherefore must I taste your spite?

Longa. Art thou not one of Fortunatus sons?

Amp. I am, but he did never do you wrong.

Longa. The devil thy brother has; villain, look here.

Montr. Where is the beauteous purse and wishing hat?

Amp. My brother Andelocia has the purse,
This way hell come anon to pass to court.
Alas, that sin should make mens hearts so bold,
To kill their souls for the base thirst of gold.
The wishing hat is burnt.

Montr. Burnt? Soldiers, bind him.
Tortures shall wring both hat and purse from you.
Villain, Ill be revenged for that base scorn
Thy hell-hound brother clapped upon my head.

Longa. And so will Longaville.
Away with him!

Montr. Drag him to yonder tower, there shackle him,
And in a pair of stocks lock up his heels,
And bid your wishing cap deliver you.
Give us the purse and hat, well set thee free,
Else rot to death and starve.

Amp. Oh tyranny, you need not scorn the badge which you did bear:
Beasts would you be, though horns you did not wear.

Montr. Drag hence the cur: come, noble Longaville,
Ones sure, and were the other fiend as fast,
Their pride should cost their lives: their purse and hat
Shall both be ours, well share them equally.

Longa. That will be some amends for arming me.

Enter Andelocia, and Shadow after him.

Montr. Peace, Longaville, yonder the gallant comes.

Longa. Yare well encountered.

Andel. Thanks, Lord Longaville.

Longa. The king expects your presence at the court.

Andel. And thither am I going.

Shad. Pips fine, fine apples of Tamasco, ha, ha, ha!

Montr. Wert thou that Irishman that cozened us?

Shad. Pips fine, ha, ha, ha! no not I: not Shadow.

Andel. Were not your apples delicate and rare?

Longa. The worst that eer you sold; sirs, bind him fast.

Andel. What, will you murder me? help, help, some help!

Shad. Help, help, help! [Exit Shadow.

Montr. Follow that dog, and stop his bawling throat.

Andel. Villains, what means this barbarous treachery?

Longa. We mean to be revenged for our disgrace.

Montr. And stop the golden current of thy waste.

Andel. Murder! they murder me, O call for help.

Longa. Thy voice is spent in vain; come, come, this purse,
This well-spring of your prodigality.

Andel. Are you appointed by the king to this?

Montr. No, no; rise, spurn him up! know you whos this?

Andel. My brother Ampedo? Alas, what fate
Hath made thy virtues so unfortunate?

Amp. Thy riot and the wrong of these two lords,
Who causeless thus do starve me in this prison.

Longa. Strive not yare best, villains, lift in his legs.

Andel. Traitors to honour, what do you intend?

Longa. That riot shall in wretchedness have end.
Question thy brother with what cost hes fed,
And so assure thou shall be banqueted. [Exeunt Longaville and Montrose.

Amp. In want, in misery, in woe and care,
Poor Ampedo his fill hath surfeited:
My want is famine, bolts my misery,
My care and woe should be thy portion.

Andel. Give me that portion, for I have a heart
Shall spend it freely, and make bankrupt
The proudest woe that ever wet mans eyes.
Care, with a mischief! wherefore should I care?
Have I rid side by side by mighty kings,
Yet be thus bridled now? Ill tear these fetters,
Murder! cry, murder! Ampedo, aloud.
To bear this scorn our fortunes are too proud.

Amp. O folly, thou hast power to make flesh glad,
When the rich soul in wretchedness is clad.

Andel. Peace, fool, am I not Fortunes minion?
These bands are but one wrinkle of her frown,
This is her evening mask, her next morns eye
Shall overshine the sun in majesty.

Amp. But this sad night will make an end of me.
Brother, farewell; grief, famine, sorrow, want,
Have made an end of wretched Ampedo.

Andel. Where is the wishing hat?

Amp. Consumed in fire.

Andel. Accursèd be those hands that did destroy it;
That would redeem us, did we now enjoy it.

Amp. Wanton, farewell! I faint, Deaths frozen hand
Congeals lifes little river in my breast.
No man before his end is truly blest. [Dies.

Andel. O miserable, miserable soul!
Thus a foul life makes death to look more foul.

Re-enter Longaville and Montrose with a halter.

Longa. Thus shall this golden purse divided be,
One day for you, another day for me.

Montr. Of days anon, say, what determine you,
Shall they have liberty, or shall they die?

Longa. Die sure: and see, I think the elders dead.

Andel. Ay, murderers, he is dead. O sacred Wisdom,
Had Fortunatus been enamourèd
Of thy celestial beauty, his two sons
Had shined like two bright suns.

Longa. Pull hard, Montrose.

Andel. Come you to strangle me? are you the hangman?
Hell-hounds, yare damned for this impiety.
Fortune, forgive me! I deserve thy hate;
Myself have made myself a reprobate.
Virtue, forgive me! for I have transgressed
Against thy laws; my vows are quite forgot,
And therefore shame is fallen to my sins lot.
Riches and knowledge are two gifts divine.
They that abuse them both as I have done,
To shame, to beggary, to hell must run.
O conscience, hold thy sting, cease to afflict me.
Be quick, tormentors, I desire to die;
No death is equal to my misery.
Cyprus, vain world and vanity, farewell.
Who builds his Heaven on earth, is sure of hell. [Dies.

Longa. Hes dead: in some deep vault lets throw their bodies.

Montr. First let us see the purse, Lord Longaville.

Longa. Here tis, by this well fill this tower with gold.

Montr. Frenchman, this purse is counterfeit.

Longa. Thou liest.
Scot, thou hast cozened me, give me the right,
Else shall thy bosom be my weapons grave.

Montr. Villain, thou shalt not rob me of my due. [They fight.

Enter Athelstane, Agripyne, Orleans, Galloway, Cornwall, Chester, Lincoln, and Shadow with weapons at one door: Fortune, Vice, and their Attendants at the other.

All. Lay hands upon the murderers, strike them down.

Fortune. Surrender up this purse, for this is mine.

All. Are these two devils, or some powers divine?

Shad. O see, see, O my two masters, poor Shadows substances; what shall I do? Whose body shall Shadow now follow?

Fortune. Peace, idiot, thou shalt find rich heaps of fools,
That will be proud to entertain a shadow.
I charm thy babbling lips from troubling me.
You need not hold them, see, I smite them down
Lower than hell: base souls, sink to your heaven.

Vice. I do arrest you both my prisoners.

Fortune. Stand not amazed, you gods of earth, at this,
She that arresteth these two fools is Vice,
They have broke Virtues laws, Vice is her sergeant,
Her jailer and her executioner.
Look on those Cypriots, Fortunatus sons,
They and their father were my minions,
My name is Fortune.

All. O dread deity!

Fortune. Kneel not to me: if Fortune list to frown,
You need not fall down, for shell spurn you down;
Arise! but, fools, on you Ill triumph thus:
What have you gained by being covetous?
This prodigal purse did Fortunes bounteous hand
Bestow on them, their riots made them poor,
And set these marks of miserable death
On all their pride, the famine of base gold
Hath made your souls to murders hands be sold,
Only to be called rich. But, idiots, see
The virtues to be fled, Fortune hath caused it so;
Those that will all devour, must all forego.

Athelst. Most sacred Goddess!

Fortune. Peace, you flatterer.
Thy tongue but heaps more vengeance on thy head.
Fortune is angry with thee, in thee burns
A greedy covetous fire, in Agripyne
Pride like a monarch revels, and those sins
Have led you blind-fold to your former shames,
But Virtue pardoned you, and so doth Fortune.

Athelst. and Agrip. All thanks to both your sacred deities.

Fortune. As for these metal-eaters, these base thieves,
Who rather than they would be counted poor,
Will dig through hell for gold,  you were forgiven
By Virtues general pardon; her broad seal
Gave you your lives, when she took off your horns.
Yet having scarce one foot out of the jail,
You tempt damnation by more desperate means,
You both are mortal, and your pains shall ring
Through both your ears, to terrify your souls,
As please the judgment of this mortal king.

Athelst. Fair Empress of the world, since you resign
Your power to me, this sentence shall be mine:
Thou shall be tortured on a wheel to death,
Thou with wild horses shall be quarterèd. [Points to Montrose and Longaville.

Vice. Ha, ha, weak judge, weak judgment; I reverse
That sentence, for they are my prisoners.
Embalm the bodies of those Cypriots,
And honour them with princely burial.
For those do as you please; but for these two,
I kiss you both, I love you, yare my minions.
Untie their bands, Vice doth reprieve you both.
I set you free.

Both. Thanks, gracious deity.

Vice. Begone, but you in liberty shall find
More bondage than in chains; fools, get you hence,
Both wander with tormented conscience.

Longa. O horrid judgment, thats the hell indeed.

Montr. Come, come, our death neer ends if conscience bleed.

Both. O miserable, miserable men! [Exeunt Longaville and Montrose.

Fortune. Fortune triumphs at this, yet to appear
All like myself, that which from those I took,
King Athelstane, I will bestow on thee,
And in it the old virtue I infuse:
But, king, take heed how thou my gifts dost use.
England shall neer be poor, if England strive
Rather by virtue than by wealth to thrive.

Enter Virtue, crowned: Nymphs and Kings attending on her, crowned with olive branches and laurels; music sounding.

Vice. Virtue? alas good soul, she hides her head.

Virtue. What envious tongue said, Virtue hides her head?

Vice. She that will drive thee into banishment.

Fortune. She that hath conquered thee: how darst thou come,
Thus tricked in gaudy feathers, and thus guarded
With crownèd kings and Muses, when thy foe
Hath trod thus on thee, and now triumphs so?
Wheres virtuous Ampedo? See, hes her slave;
For following thee, this recompense they have.

Virtue. Is Ampedo her slave? Why, thats my glory.
The idiots cap I once wore on my head,
Did figure him; those that like him do muffle
Virtue in clouds, and care not how she shine,
Ill make their glory like to his decline.
He made no use of me, but like a miser,
Locked up his wealth in rusty bars of sloth;
His face was beautiful, but wore a mask,
And in the worlds eyes seemed a blackamoor:
So perish they that so keep Virtue poor.

Vice. Thou art a fool to strive, I am more strong,
And greater than thyself; then, Virtue, fly,
And hide thy face, yield me the victory.

Virtue. Is Vice higher than Virtue? thats my glory,
The higher that thou art, thou art more horrid:
The world will love me for my comeliness.

Fortune. Thine own self loves thyself: why on the heads
Of Agripyne, Montrose, and Longaville,  
English, Scot, French  did Vice clap ugly horns,
But to approve that English, French and Scot,
And all the world else, kneel and honour Vice;
But in no country, Virtue is of price!

Virtue. Yes, in all countries Virtue is of price,
In every kingdom some diviner breast
Is more enamoured of me than the rest.
Have English, Scot and French bowed knees to thee?
Why thats my glory too, for by their shame,
Men will abhor thee and adore my name.
Fortune, thou art too weak, Vice, thart a fool
To fight with me; I suffered you awhile
Teclipse my brightness, but I now will shine,
And make you swear your beautys base to mine.

Fortune. Thou art too insolent; see, heres a court
Of mortal judges; lets by them be tried,
Which of us three shall most be deified.

Vice. I am content.

Fortune. And I.

Virtue. So am not I.
My judge shall be your sacred deity.

Vice. O miserable me, I am undone. [Exit Vice and her train.

All. O stop the horrid monster.

Virtue. Let her run.
Fortune, who conquers now?

Fortune. Virtue, I see,
Thou wilt triumph both over her and me.

All. Empress of Heaven and earth.

Fortune. Why do you mock me?
Kneel not to me, to her transfer your eyes,
There sits the Queen of Chance, I bend my knees
Lower than yours. Dread goddess, tis most meet
That Fortune fall down at thy conquering feet.
Thou sacred Empress that commandst the Fates,
Forgive what I have to thy handmaid done,
And at thy chariot wheels Fortune shall run,
And be thy captive, and to thee resign
All powers which Heavens large patent have made mine.

Virtue. Fortune, thart vanquished. Sacred deity,
O now pronounce who wins the victory,
And yet that sentence needs not, since alone,
Your virtuous presence Vice hath overthrown,
Yet to confirm the conquest on your side,
Look but on Fortunatus and his sons;
Of all the wealth those gallants did possess,
Only poor Shadow is left, comfortless:
Their glorys faded and their golden pride.

Shad. Only poor Shadow tells how poor they died.

Virtue. All that they had, or mortal men can have,
Sends only but a Shadow from the grave.
Virtue alone lives still, and lives in you;
I am a counterfeit, you are the true;
I am a shadow, at your feet I fall,
Begging for these, and these, myself and all.
All these that thus do kneel before your eyes,
Are shadows like myself: dread nymph, it lies
In you to make us substances. O do it!
Virtue I am sure you love, she wooes you to it.
I read a verdict in your sun-like eyes,
And this it is: Virtue the victory.

All. All loudly cry, Virtue the victory!

Fortune. Virtue the victory! for joy of this,
Those self-same hymns which you to Fortune sung
Let them be now in Virtues honour rung.

Song.

Virtue smiles: cry holiday,
Dimples on her cheeks do dwell,
Virtue frowns, cry welladay,
Her love is Heaven, her hate is hell.
Since Heaven and hell obey her power,
Tremble when her eyes do lower.
Since Heaven and hell her power obey,
Where she smiles, cry holiday.

Holiday with joy we cry,
And bend, and bend, and merrily,
Sing hymns to Virtues deity:
Sing hymns to Virtues deity.

As they are about to depart, enter Two Old Men.




THE EPILOGUE AT COURT.
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1st O. Man. Nay stay, poor pilgrims, when I entered first
The circle of this bright celestial sphere,
I wept for joy, now I could weep for fear.

2nd O. Man. I fear we all like mortal men shall prove
Weak, not in love, but in expressing love.

1st O. Man. Let every one beg once more on his knee,
One pardon for himself, and one for me;
For I enticed you hither. O dear Goddess,
Breathe life in our numbed spirits with one smile,
And from this cold earth, we with lively souls,
Shall rise like men new-born, and make Heaven sound
With hymns sung to thy name, and prayers that we
May once a year so oft enjoy this sight,
Till these young boys change their curled locks to white,
And when gray-wingèd age sits on their heads,
That so their children may supply their steads,
And that Heavens great arithmetician,
Who in the scales of number weighs the world,
May still to forty-two add one year more,
And still add one to one, that went before,
And multiply four tens by many a ten:
To this I cry, Amen.

All. Amen, amen!

1st O. Man. Good-night, dear mistress, those that wish thee harm,
Thus let them stoop under destructions arm.

All. Amen, amen, amen! [Exeunt.


Lusts Dominion (c. 1600)
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Eleazar, the Moor, Prince of Fess and Barbary
Philip, King of Spain, father to Fernando, Philip and Isabella
Fernando King of Spain, son to Philip
Philip Prince of Spain, son to Philip
Alvero, a Nobleman, Father in Law to Eleazar, and Father to Hortenzo and Maria
Mendoza, the Cardinal
Christofero, nobleman of Spain
Roderigo, nobleman of Spain
Hortenzo, lover to Isabella and son to Alvero
Zarack, Moor attending Eleazar
Baltazar, Moor attending Eleazar
Friar Cole
Friar Crab
Emmanuel King of Portugal
Captain, soldiers, cum aliis
Two pages attending the Queen
The Queen Mother of Spain, wife of King Philip
Isabella the Infantaii of Spain
Maria, wife to Eleazar and daughter of Alvero



Act I


Scene I
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ENTER ZARACK, BALTAZAR, two Moors taking tobacco, music sounding within. Enter Queen Mother of Spain with two Pages, Eleazar sitting on a chair suddenly draws the curtain.

Eleazar On me? Does music spend this sound on me
That hate all unity! Hah Zarack, Baltazar?

Queen MotherMy gracious Lord.

Eleazar Are you there with your beagles? Hark you slaves:
Did not I bind you on your lives to watch that none disturbed us?

Queen MotherGentle Eleazar…

Eleazar There, off! Is it you that deafen me with this noise?

Exit two Moors.

Queen MotherWhy is my loves aspect so grim and horrid?
Look smoothly on me,
Chime out your softest strains of harmony,
And on delicious musics silken wings
Send ravishing delight to my loves ears,
That he may be enamoured of your tunes.
Come, lets kiss.

Eleazar Away, away!

Queen Mother No, no, says I; and twice away says stay:
Come, come, Ill have a kiss, but if you strive
For one denial you shall forfeit five.

Eleazar Nay prithee good Queen leave me;
I am now sick, heavy, and dull as lead.

Queen MotherIll make thee lighter by taking something from thee.

Eleazar Do, take from me this ague and these fits, that hanging on me
Shake me in pieces, and set all my blood
A boiling with the fire of rage: away, away!
Thou believstI jest and laughst, to see my wrath wear antic shapes.
Begone, begone.

Queen Mother What means my love? Burst all those wires! Burn all those instruments!
For they displease my Moor. Art thou now pleased,
Or wert thou now disturbed? Ill wage all Spain
To one sweet kiss; this is some new device
To make me fond and long. Oh! You men
Have tricks to make poor women die for you.

Eleazar What? Die for me? Away!

Queen MotherAway? What way? I prithee speak more kindly.
Why dost thou frown? At whom?

Eleazar At thee!

Queen Mother At me? Oh why at me? For each contracted frown
A crooked wrinkle interlines my brow.
Spend but one hour in frowns and I shall look
Like to a beldamof one hundred years.
I prithee speak to me and chide me not,
I prithee chide if I have done amiss,

Kiss

But let my punishment be this, and this.
I prithee smile on me, if but a while,
Then frown on me, Ill die. I prithee smile.
Smile on me, and these two wanton boys,
These pretty lads that do attend on me,
Shall call thee Jove, shall wait upon thy cup
And fill thee nectar; their enticing eyes
Shall serve as crystal, wherein thou maistsee
To dress thyself, if thou wilt smile on me.
Smile on me, and with coronets of pearl,
And bells of gold, circling their pretty arms
In a round ivory fount these two shall swim,
And dive to make thee sport.
Bestow one smile, one little, little smile,
And in a net of twisted silk and gold
In my all-naked arms, thyself shalt lie.

Eleazar Why, what to do? Lusts arms do stretch so wide
That none can fill them; Ill lie there, away.

Queen Mother Where hast thou learned this language? That can say
No more, but two rude words: away, away.
Am I grown ugly now?

Eleazar Ugly as hell!

Queen MotherThou lovedst me once.

Eleazar That can thy bastards tell.

Queen MotherWhat is my sin? I will amend the same.

Eleazar Hence strumpet, use of sin makes thee past shame.

Queen MotherStrumpet?

Eleazar Aye, strumpet.

Queen Mother Too true tis, woe is me.
I am a strumpet, but made so by thee.

Eleazar By me? No, not by these young bawds; fetch thee a glass
And thou shalt see the balls of both thine eyes
Burning in fire of lust; by me? Theres here
Within this hollow cistern of thy breast
A spring of hot blood, have not I to cool it
Made an extraction to the quintessence
Even of my soul, melted all my spirits,
Ravished my youth, deflowered my lovely cheeks.
And dried this, this to anatomy
Only to feed your lust, (these boys have ears)
Yet wouldst thou murder me.

Queen MotherI murder thee?

Eleazar I cannot ride through the Castilian streets
But thousand eyes through windows, and through doors
Throw killing looks at me, and every slave
At Eleazar darts a finger out,
And every hissing tongue cries, theres the Moor,
Thats he that makes a cuckold of our King,
There goes the minion of the Spanish Queen;
Thats the black prince of devils, there goes he
That on smooth boys on masks and revelling
Spends the revenues of the King of Spain.
Who arms this many headed beast but you?
Murder and lust are twins, and both are thine;
Being weary of me thou wouldst worry me
Because some new love makes thee loathe thine old.

Queen MotherEleazar!

EleazarHarlot! Ill not hear thee speak.

Queen MotherIll kill myself unless thou hearst me speak.
My husband King upon his death-bed lies,
Yet have I stolen from him to look on thee.
A Queen hath made herself thy concubine,
Yet dost thou now abhor me? Hear me speak!
Else shall my sons plague thy adulterous wrongs,
And tread upon thy heart for murdering me,
Thy tongue hath murdered me (cry murder boys!)

2 BoysMurder! The Queens murdered!

EleazarLove? Slaves peace.

2 Boys Murder! The Queens murdered!

Eleazar Stop your throats.
Hark, hush your squalls; dear love, look up,
Our chamber window stares into the court,
And every wide mouthed ear, hearing this news,
Will give alarum to the cuckold King.
I did dissemble when I chid my love,
And that dissembling was to try my love.

Queen MotherThou calldst me strumpet.

Eleazar Ill tear out my tongue
From this black temple for blaspheming thee.

Queen MotherAnd when I wooed thee, but to smile on me,
Thou cridst, away, away, and frowndst upon me.

Eleazar Come now Ill kiss thee, now Ill smile upon thee;
Call to thy ashy cheeks their wonted red:
Come frown not, pout not, smile, smile, but upon me
And with my poniard will I stab my flesh,
And quaff carouses to thee of my blood,
Whilst in moist nectar kisses thou dost pledge me.
How now, why starst thou thus?

Knock, enter Zarack.
ZarackThe King is dead.

Eleazar Ha! Dead! You hear this? Is it true? Is it true? The King dead!
Who dares knock thus?

Zarack It is the Cardinal making inquiry if the Queen were here.

Eleazar See? Shes here, tell him. And yet, Zarack, stay.
Enter Baltazar.
BaltazarDon Roderigo is come to seek the Queen.

Eleazar Why should Roderigo seek her here?

BaltazarThe King hath swoonedthrice and being recovered,
Sends up and down the court to seek her grace.

Eleazar The King was dead with you? Run, and with a voice
Erected high as mine, say thus, thus threaten
To Roderigo and the Cardinal,
Seek no Queen here; Ill broach them, if they do,
Upon my falchions point; again, more knocking!

Knock again

Zarack Your father is at hand, my gracious lord.

EleazarLock all the chambers, bar him out, you apes.
Hither a vengeance; stir, Eugenia,
You know your old walk under ground, away!
So down bye to the King, quick, quick, you squalls;
Crawl with your dame, in the dark; dear love, farewell,
One day I hope to shut you up in hell.

Eleazar shuts them in.



Scene II
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Enter Alvero.

AlveroSon Eleazar, saw you not the Queen?

Eleazar Hah!

AlveroWas not the Queen here with you?

Eleazar Queen with me? Because, my Lord, Im married to your daughter,
You (like your daughter) will grow jealous;
The Queen with me? A Moor, a devil,
A slave of Barbary, a dog; for so
Your silken courtiers christen me, but, father,
Although my flesh be tawny, in my veins
Runs blood as red and royal as the best
And proudest in Spain. There goes old man my father
Who with his empire lost his life,
And left me captive to a Spanish tyrant, Oh!
Go tell him! Spanish tyrant! Tell him, do,
He that can lose a kingdom and not rave,
Hes a tame jade; I am not: tell old Philip
I call him tyrant heres a sword and arms,
A heart, a head, and so pish!tis but death
Old fellow, shes not here. But ereI die,
Sword Ill bequeath thee a rich legacy.

Alvero Watch fitter hours to think on wrongs than now;
Deaths frozen hand holds royal Philips heart,
Half of his body lies within a grave;
Then do not now by quarrels shake that state
Which is already too much ruined.
Come and take leave of him before he dies.

Exit.

Eleazar Ill follow you now; purple villainy,
Sit like an imperial robe on my back,
That under thee I closely may contrive
My vengeance. Foul deeds hid do sweetly thrive,
Mischief erect thy throne and sit in state
Here, here upon this head; let fools fear fate.
Thus I defy my stars: I care not I
How low I tumble down, so I mount high.
Old time, Ill wait bare-headed at thy heels,
And be a foot-boy to thy winged hours;
They shall not tell one minute out in sands,
But Ill set down the number; Ill still wake,
And waste these balls of sight by tossing them
In base observations upon thee.
Sweet opportunity, Ill bind myself
To thee in base apprenticehood so long,
Till on thy naked scalp grow hair as thick
As mine; and all hands shall lay hold on thee,
If thou wilt lend me but thy rusty scythe,
To cut down all that stand within my wrongs,
And my revenge. Love dances in twenty forms
Upon my beauty, that this Spanish dame
May be bewitched and dote; her amorous flames
Shall blow up the old King, consume his Sons,
And make all Spain a bonfire.
This tragedy being acted here does begin:
To shed a harlots blood can be no sin.
Exit.



Scene III

[image: img22.jpg]

THE CURTAINS BEING drawn there appears in his bed King Phillip, with his Lords, the Princess Isabella, at the feet Mendoza, Alvero, Hortenzo, Fernando, Roderigo, and to them enter Queen in haste.

Queen Mother Whose was that screech-owls voice, that like the sound
Of a hell-tortured soul rang through mine ears
Nothing but horrid shrieks, nothing but death?
Whilst I, vailing my knees to the cold earth,
Drowning my withered cheeks in my warm tears,
And stretching out my arms to pull from heaven
Health for the Royal Majesty of Spain,
All cried, the Majesty of Spain is dead:
That last word dead struck through the echoing air,
Rebounded on my heart, and smote me down
Breathless to the cold earth, and made me leave
My prayers for Philips life, but thanks to heaven
I see him alive, and lives I hope to see
Unnumbered years to guide this empery.

King PhillipThe number of my years ends in one day,
Ere this suns down all a Kings glory sets,
For all our lives are but deaths counterfeits.
Father Mendoza and you peers of Spain,
Dry your wet eyes, for sorrow wanted force
To inspire a breathing soul in a dead corse;
Such is your King: wheres Isabel our Daughter?

Mendoza At your beds feet confounded in her tears.

King PhillipShe of your grief the heaviest burthen bears;
You can but lose a King, but she a father.

Queen MotherShe bear the heaviest burthen?; oh say rather
I bear, and am borne down; my sorrowing
Is for a husbands loss, loss of a King.

King PhillipNo more, Alvero! Call the Princess hither.

AlveroMadam, his majesty does call for you.

King PhillipCome hither, Isabella, reach a hand;
Yet now it shall not need; instead of thine
Death, shoving thee back, clasps his hands in mine,
And bids me come away, I must, I must;
Though Kings be gods on earth, they turn to dust.
Is not Prince Philip come from Portugal?

Roderigo The Prince as yet is not returned, my Lord.

King PhillipCommend me to him, if I neerbehold him:
This tells the order of my funeral;
Do it as tis set down: embalm my body;
Though worms do make no difference of flesh,
Yet Kings are curious here to dig their graves,
Such is mans frailty; when I am embalmed,
Apparel me in a rich royal robe,
According to the custom of the land;
Then place my bones within that brazen shrine
Which death hathbuilt for my ancestors:
I cannot name death, but he straight steps in,
And pulls me by the arm.

FernandoHis grace doth faint.
Help me, my lords, softly to raise him up.

Enter Eleazar and stands sadly by.

King PhillipLift me not up, I shortly must go down,
When a few dribbling minutes have run out;
Mine hour is ended: King of Spain, farewell:
You all acknowledge him your Sovereign.

All When you are dead we will acknowledge him.

King PhillipGovern this kingdom well. To be a King
Is given to many, but to govern well is
Granted to few. Have care to Isabel;
Her virtue was King Philips looking-glass.
Reverence the Queen your mother. Love your sister,
And the young Prince your brother; even that day
When Spain shall solemnize my obsequies,
And lay me up in earth, let them crown you.
Wheres Eleazar, Don Alveros son?

FernandoYonder with crossed arms stands he malcontent.

King PhillipI do commend him to thee for a man
Both wise and warlike, yet beware of him;
Ambition wings his spirit: keep him down;
What will not men attempt to win a crown?
Mendoza is protector of thy realm;
I did elect him for his gravity,
I trust hell be a father to thy youth:
Call help, Fernando! Now I faint indeed.

FernandoMy Lords.

King PhillipLet none with a distracted voice
Shriek out and trouble me in my departure.
Heavens hands, I see, are beckoning for my soul
I come, I come; thus do the proudest die;
Death hath no mercy, life no certainty.

MendozaAs yet his souls not from her temple gone,
Therefore forbear loud lamentation.

Queen MotherOh he is dead, hes dead! Lament and die,
In her Kings end, begins Spains misery

IsabellaHe shall not end so soon; father, dear father!

FernandoForbear, sweet Isabella, shrieks are vain.

IsabellaYou cry forbear; you by his loss of breath
Have won a kingdom, you may cry forbear,
But I have lost a father, and a King;
And no tongue shall control my sorrowing.

Hortenzo Whither,good Isabella?

IsabellaI will go where I will languish in eternal woe.

Hortenzo Nay, gentle love.

Isabella Talk not of love to me.
The world and the worlds pride henceforth Ill scorn.

Exit.

Hortenzo My love shall follow thee; if thou denyst
To live with poor Hortenzo as his wife,
Ill never change my love, but change my life.

Enter Philip hastily.

PhillipI know he is not dead, I know proud death
Durst not behold such sacred majesty.
Why stand you thus distracted? Mother, brother,
My Lord Mendoza, wheres my Royal father?

Queen MotherHere lies the temple of his royal soul.

FernandoHeres all thats left of Philips majesty.
Wash you his tomb with tears; Fernandos moan,
Hating a partner, shall be spent alone.
Exit.

PhillipOh happy father, miserable son!
Philip is gone to joy; Philips forlorn.
He dies to live; my life with woe is torn.

Queen MotherSweet son.

PhillipSweet mother, oh! How I now do shame
To lay on one so foul so fair a name.
Had you been a true mother, a true wife,
This King had not so soon been robbed of life.

Queen MotherWhat means this rage, my son?

PhillipCall not me your son!
My father whilst he lived tired his strong arms
In bearing Christian armour against the Turks
And spent his brains in warlike stratagems
To bring confusion on damned Infidels;
Whilst you that snorted here at home betrayed
His name to everlasting infamy;
Whilst you at home suffered his bed-chamber
To be a brothel, whilst you at home
Suffered his Queen to be a concubine,
And wanton red-cheeked boys to be her bawds
Whilst she reeking in that lechersarms -

Eleazar Me!

PhillipVillain, tis thee; thou hell-begotten fiend, at thee I stare.

Queen MotherPhilip, thou art a villain to dishonour me.

Phillip Mother, I am no villain; tis this villain
Dishonours you and me, dishonours Spain,
Dishonours all these Lords; this devil is he, that  

Eleazar What! Oh, pardon me: I must throw off
All chains of duty; wert thou ten Kings sons,
Had I as many souls as I have sins,
As this from hence, so they from this should fly
In just revenge of this indignity.

Phillip Give way, or Ill make way upon your bosoms.

Eleazar Did my dear sovereign live, sirrah that tongue -

Queen Mother Did but King Philip live, traitor Id tell  

PhillipA tale that should rid both your souls to hell.
Tell Philips ghost, that Philip tells his Queen,
That Philips Queen is a Moors Concubine,
Did the King live Id tell him how you two
Ripped up the entrails of his treasury
With masques and antic revelling.

Eleazar Words insupportable; dost hear me boy?

Queen Mother Stand you all still, and see me thus trod down?

PhilllipStand you all still, yet let this devil stand here?

MendozaForbear, sweet Prince; Eleazar, I am now
Protector to Fernando, King of Spain:
By that authority and by consent
Of all these peers, I utterly deprive thee
Of all those royalties thou holdst in Spain.

Queen MotherCardinal, who lends thee this commission?

Eleazar Cardinal, Ill shorten thee by the head for this.

PhillipForward, my Lord Mendoza, damn the fiend!

Eleazar Princes of Spain, consent you to this pride?

All We do.

Queen Mother For what cause? Let his faith be tried.

MendozaHis treasons need no trial, theyre too plain;
Come not within the court, for if you do,
To beg with Indian slaves Ill banish you.

Exit all but Alvero, Queen and Eleazar.
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AlveroWhy should my son be banished?

Enter Maria.

Queen MotherOf that dispute not now, Alvero;
Ill to the King my son; it shall be tried
If Castiles King can cool a Cardinals pride.

Exit Queen and Alvero.

Eleazar If I digest this gall - oh, my Maria,
I am whipped, and racked, and torn upon the wheel
Of giddy fortune. She and her minions
Have got me down and treading on my bosom,
They cry, lie still. The Cardinal
(Oh! rare) would ban me away from Spain,
And banish me to beg; aye, beg with slaves.

MariaConquer with patience these indignities.

Eleazar Patience? Ha, ha: yes, yes an honest Cardinal!

Maria Yet smoother the grief and seek revenge.

Eleazar Hah! Banish me, sfoot, why say he do;
Theres Portugal, a good air, and France, a fine country;
Or Barbary, rich and has Moors; the Turk
Pure devil and allows enough to fat
The sides of villainy; good living there:
I can live there, and there, and there,
Troth tis a villain can live any where:
But say I go from hence, I leave behind me
A Cardinal, that will laugh, I leave behind me
A Philip, that will clap his hands for joy;
And dance through the Castile Court.
But the deepest wound of all is this, I leave
My wrongs, dishonours, and my discontents,
Oh! unrevenged; my bedrid enemies
Shall never be raised up by the strong physical,
Curing of my sword, therefore stay still:
Many have hearts to strike, that dare not kill.
Leave me, Maria! Cardinal, this disgrace
Shall dye thy soul as inky as my face:
Pish, hence, Maria.

Enter Alvero.

MariaTo the King Ill fly.
He shall revenge my lords indignity.
Exit.

AlveroMendoza woos the King to banish thee;
Startle thy wonted spirits, awake thy soul
And on thy resolution fasten wings
Whose golden feathers may out-strip their hate,

Eleazar Ill tie no golden feathers to my wings.

Alvero Shall they thus tread thee down which once were glad
To lackey by thy conquering Chariot wheels?

Eleazar I care not! I can swallow more sour wrongs:

AlveroIf they triumph oerthee; they spurn me down.

Eleazar Look, spurn again.

AlveroWhat ice hath cooled that fire
Which sometimes made thy thoughts to heaven aspire?
This patience had not wont to dwell with thee.

Enter Fernando and Maria.

EleazarIt is right, but now the worlds changed, you see;
Though I seem dead to you, here lives a fire.
No more, here comes the King and my Maria;
The Spaniard loves my wife; she swears to me,
Shes chaste as the white moon, well if she be,
Well too if she be not; I care not:
Ill climb up by that love to dignity.

FernandoThou woost me to revenge thy husbands wrong,
I woo thy fair self not to wrong thy self;
Swear but to love me, and to thee Ill swear
To crown thy husband with a diadem.

MariaSuch love as I dare yield, Ill not deny.

FernandoWhen in the golden arms of majesty -
I am broke off; yonder thy husband stands.
Ill set him free, if thou untie my bands;
So much for that. Durst then the Cardinal,
Put on such insolence? Tell me, fair madam,
Wheres your most valiant husband?

Eleazar He sees me and yet inquires for me.

Maria Yonder, my Lord.

FernandoEleazar, I have in my breast written down
From her report your late received disgrace:
My father loved you dearly, so will I.

Eleazar True, for my wifes sake.

Aside.

FernandoThis Indignity will I have Interest in for being your King;
You shall perceive Ill curb my underling.
This morning is our coronation
And fathers funeral solemnized.
Be present, step into your wonted place;
Well guild your dim disgraces with our grace.

Exit.

Eleazar I thank my sovereign that you love my wife;
I thank thee, wife, that thou wilt lock my head
In such strong armour, to bear off all blows;
Who dares say such wives are their husbands foes?
Lets see now, by her falling I must rise.
Cardinal, you die, if the King bid me live;
Philip, you die for railing at me. Proud Lord, you die,
That with Mendoza cried, banish the Moor
And you my loving liege, youre best sit fast
If all these live not, you must die at last.



Act II


Scene I
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ENTER TWO LORDS, Philip his brother, Mendoza, Eleazar with him, the King Crowned, Queen mother, Alvero, Zarack, Baltazar, and attendants.

MendozaWhy stares this devil thus, as if pale death
Had made his eyes the dreadful messengers
To carry black destruction to the world.
Was he not banished Spain?

Phillip Your sacred mouth
Pronounced the sentence of his banishment:
Then spurn the villain forth.

Eleazar Who spurns the Moor
Were better set his foot upon the devil.
Do, spurn me, and this confounding arm of wrath
Shall like a thunderbolt breaking the clouds
Divide his body from his soul. Stand back.
Spurn Eleazar?

Roderigo Shall we bear his pride?

AlveroWhy not? He underwent much Injury.

MendozaWhat injury have we performed, proud Lord?

Eleazar Proud Cardinal, my unjust banishment.

MendozaIt was we that did it; and our words are laws.

KingFernando It was we repealed him, and our words are laws.

Baltazar If not these are.

All the Moors draw.

PhillipHow, threatened and out-dared?

KingFernando Shall we give arm to hostile violence?
Sheath your swords, sheath them; its we command.

Eleazar Grant Eleazar justice, my dread liege.

MendozaEleazar hath had justice from our hands,
And he stands banished from the Court of Spain,

KingHave you done justice? Why, Lord Cardinal,
From whom do you derive authority
To banish him the Court without our leave?

MendozaFrom this, the staff of our protectorship;
From this, which the last will of your dear father
Committed to our trust; from this high place
Which lifts Mendozas spirits beyond the pitch
Of ordinary honour, and from this.

KingFernando Which too much over-weening insolence
takes the staff from Mendoza and gives it to Eleazar
Hath quite taen from you; Eleazar, up,
And from us sway this staff of regency.

All Hows this?

PhillipDare sons presume to break their fathers will?

KingFernando Dare subjects counter-check their sovereigns will?
Tis done, and who gainsays it is a traitor.

PhillipI do, Fernando, yet I am no traitor.

MendozaFernando, I am wronged; by Peters chair,
Mendoza vows revenge. Ill lay aside
My Cardinals hat, and in a wall of steel,
The glorious livery of a soldier, fight for my late lost honour

KingFernando Cardinal -

MendozaKing, thou shalt be no King for wronging me.
The Pope shall send his bulls through all thy realm,
And pull obedience from thy subjects hearts,
To put on armour of the mother church;
Curses shall fall like lightning on your heads,
Bell, book and candle, holy water, prayers,
Shall all chime vengeance to the Court of Spain
Till they have power to conjure down that fiend,
That damned Moor, that devil, that Lucifer,
That dares aspire the staff, the Cardinal said.

Eleazar Ha, ha, ha, I laugh yet that the Cardinals vexed.

PhillipLaughst thou base slave? The wrinkles of that scorn
Thine own heart blood shall fill; Brother, farewell,
Since you disprove the will our father left,
For base lust of a loathed concubine.

Eleazar Ha, concubine, who does Prince Philip mean?

PhillipThy wife, thy daughter, base aspiring Lords,
Who to buy honour, are content to sell
Your names to infamy, your souls to hell,
And stamp you now? Do, do, for you shall see,
I go for vengeance, and shell come with me.

Eleazar Stay, for shes here already, see proud boy.

They both draw.

Queen MotherHold, stay this fury; if you long for blood,
Murder me first. Dear son you are a King:
Then stay the violent tempest of their wrath.

King Fernando Shall Kings be overswayed in their desires?

Roderigo Shall subjects be oppressed by tyranny?

Queen MotherNo state shall suffer wrong; then hear me speak:
Mendoza, you have sworn your love to the Queen,
Then by that love I charge you leave these arms;
Eleazar, for those favours I have given you,
Embrace the Cardinal, and be friends with him.

Eleazar And have my wife called strumpet to my face?

Queen MotherIt was rage made his tongue err, do you not know
The violent love Mendoza bears the Queen?
Then speak him fair, for in that honeyed breath
Ill lay bait shall train him to his death.
Come, come, I see your looks give way to peace;
Lord Cardinal, begin, and for reward,
Ere this fair setting sun behold his bride,
Be bold to challenge love, yet be denied

Aside.

Mendoza That promise makes me yield; my gracious lord,
Although my disgrace hath graven its memory
On every Spaniards eye, yet shall the duty
I owe your sacred Highness, and the love
My country challenges, make me lay by
Hostile intendments, and return again
To the fair circle of obedience.

King Fernando Both pardon and our favour bids you welcome,
And for some satisfaction for your wrongs,
We here create you Salamancas Duke.
But first, as a true sign all grudges die,
Shake hands with Eleazar and be friends;
This union pleases us; now, brother Philip,
You are included in this league of love,
So is Roderigo. To forget all wrongs
Your castle for a while shall bid us welcome,
Eleazar, shall it not? It is enough,
Lords, lead the way, that whilst you feast yourselves,
Fernando may find time all means to prove
To compass fair Maria for our love.

Exeunt omnes.
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ENTER QUEEN MOTHER and Eleazar.

Eleazar Madam, a word now. Have you wit or spirit?

Queen MotherBoth.

Eleazar Set them both to a most gainful task;
Our enemies are in my castle - work.

Queen MotherAye, but the Kings there too, its dangerous pride
To strike at those that couch by a lions side.

Eleazar Remove them.

Queen Mother How?

Eleazar How? A thousand ways:
By poison, or by this, but every groom
Has skill in such base traffic; no, our policies
Must look more strange, must fly with loftier wings.
Vengeance the higher it falls, more horror brings:
But you are cold, you dare not do.

Queen MotherI dare.

Eleazar You have a womans heart; look you, this hand,
Oh! Its too little to strike home.

Queen MotherAt whom?

Eleazar Your son.

Queen Mother Which son? The King?

Eleazar Angels of heaven, stand like his guard about him, how the King?
Not for so many worlds as here be stars
Sticking upon the embroidered firmament.
The King? He loves my wife and should he die?
I know none else would love her, let him live
(In heaven) good Lord Philip.

Aside

Queen MotherHe shall die.

Eleazar How? Good God.

Queen MotherBy this hand.

Eleazar When, good God? When?

Queen MotherThis night, if Eleazar gives consent.

Eleazar Why then this night Philip shall not live
To see you kill him. Is he not your son?
A mother be the murderer of a brat
That lived within her; hah!

Queen MotherIt is for thy sake.

Eleazar Puh! What excuses cannot dammed sin make
To save itself? I know you love him well,
But that he has an eye, an eye, an eye.
To others our two hearts seem to be locked
Up in a case of steel; upon our love others
Dare not look, or if they dare, they cast
Squint purblind glances; who care though all see all,
So long as none dare speak, but Philip
Knows that the iron ribs of our villain[ie]s
Are thin; he laughs to see them, like this hand,
With chinks, and crevices; how, a villainous eye,
A stabbing desperate tongue? The boy dare speak;
A mouth, a villainous mouth; lets muzzle him.

Queen MotherHow?

Eleazar Thus:
Go you, and with a face well set do
In good sad colours, such as paint out
The cheek of that fool penitence and with a tongue
Made clean and glib, cull from their lazy swarm
Some honest friars, whom that damnation gold,
Can tempt to lay their souls to the stake;
Seek such: they are rank and thick.

Queen MotherWhat then, I know such, whats the use?

Eleazar This is excellent.
Hire these to write books, preach and proclaim abroad,
That your son Philip is a bastard.

Queen MotherHow?

Eleazar A bastard, do you know a bastard? Do it!
Say conscience spoke with you, and cried out, do it;
By this means shall you thrust him from all hopes
Of wearing Castiles diadem, and that spur
Galling his sides, he will fly out, and fling,
And grind the Cardinals heart to a new edge
Of discontent; from discontent grows treason,
And on the stalk of treason death; hes dead
By this blow, and by you, yet no blood shed.
Do it then; by this trick, he gone,
We stand more sure in climbing high;
Care not who fall, tis real policy;
Are you armed to do this, hah?

Queen MotherSweet Moor, its done.

Eleazar Away then, work with boldness and with speed;
On greatest actions greatest dangers feed.

Exit Queen Mother.

Ha, ha! I thank thee, provident creation,
That seeing in moulding me thou didst intend
I should prove villain, thanks to thee and nature
That skilful workman; thanks for my face,
Thanks that I have not wit to blush.
What, Zarack! Ho, Baltazar!

Enter the two Moors.

Both My Lord.

Eleazar Nearer, so; silence;
Hang both your greedy ears upon my lips,
Let them devour my speech, suck in my breath;
And in who lets it break prison, heres his death.
This night the Cardinal shall be murdered.

BothWhere?

Eleazar And to fill up a grave Philip dies.

Both Where?

Eleazar Here.

Both By whom?

Eleazar By thee! And, slave, by thee.
Have you hearts and hands to execute?

Both Heres both.

1 Moor He dies, were he my father.

Eleazar Ho away?
Stay, go, go, stay, see me no more till night;
Your cheeks are black, let not your souls look white.

BothTill night.

Eleazar Till night; a word: the Mother Queen
Is trying if she can with fire of gold
Warp the green consciences of two covetous friars,
To preach abroad Philips bastardy.

1 Moor His bastardy? Who was his father?

Eleazar Who?
Search for these friars, hire them to work with you;
Their holy callings will approve the fact
Most good and meritorious, sin shines clear,
When her black face religions mask doth wear.

Aside.

Here comes the Queen and the friars.
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ENTER TWO FRIARS, Crab and Cole, and Queen Mother.

Cole Your son a bastard? Say we do,
But how then shall we deal with you?
I tell you as I said before;
His being a bastard, you are so poor
In honour and in name, that time
Can never take away the crime.

Queen MotherI grant that, friar, yet rather Ill endure
The wound of infamy, to kill my name,
Than to see Spain bleeding with civil swords.
The boy is proud, ambitious, he woos greatness;
He takes up Spanish hearts on trust, to pay them
When he shall finger Castiles crown; Oh then
Were it not better my disgrace were known,
Then such a base aspirer fill the throne?

Cole Ha brother Crab, what think you?

Crab As you, dear brother Cole.

ColeThen we agree:
Coles judgment is as Crabs, you see.
Lady, we swear to speak and write
What you please, so all go right.

Queen MotherThen as we gave directions, spread abroad,
In Cales, Madrid, Granado and Medina
And all the royal cities of the realm
The ambitious hopes of that proud bastard Philip,
And sometimes as you see occasion,
Tickle the ears of the rude multitude,
With Eleazars praises, guild his virtues,
Naples recovery and his victories
Achieved against the Turkish Ottoman,
Will you do this for us?

Eleazar Say, will you?

Both Aye.

Eleazar Why start you back and stare? Ha, are you afraid?

Cole Oh, no Sir! No, but truth to tell;
Seeing your face, we thought of hell.

Eleazar Hell is a dream.

Cole But none do dream in hell.

Eleazar Friars, stand to her and me, and by your sin
Ill shoulder out Mendoza from his seat
And of two friars create you Cardinals;
Oh! How would Cardinals hats on these heads fit?

Cole This face would look most well under it.
Friar Crab and Cole do swear,
In those circles still to appear
In which she or you do charge us rise;
For you, our lives well sacrifice.
Valete, Gaudete;
Spereamus flete;
Orate pro nobis,
Oramus pro vobis.
Cole will be burnt, and Crab be presto;
Ere they prove knaves, thus are you crossed and blessed.
Exit Friars.

Eleazar Away! You know now, Madam none shall throw
Their leaden envy in an opposite scale,
To weigh down our true golden happiness.

Queen MotherYes, there is one.

Eleazar One who? Give me his name and I will
Turn it to a magic spell,
To bind him here, here, who?

Queen MotherYour wife Maria.

Eleazar Hah! My Maria.

Queen MotherShes the hells point divides my love and me,
She being cut off -

Eleazar Stay, stay, cut off; lets think upon it; my wife?
Humph! Kill her too!

Queen MotherDoes her love make thee cold?

Eleazar Had I a thousand wives down go them all!
She dies! Ill cut her off now. Baltazar!

Enter Baltazar.

Baltazar Madam, the king entreats your company.

Queen MotherHis pleasure be obeyed, dear love, farewell;
Remember your Maria.

Exit Queen Mother

Eleazar Here, adieu!
With this Ill guard her, whilst it stabs at you.

Baltazar My Lord! The friars are won to join with us.

Eleazar Be prosperous about it, Baltazar.

Baltazar The watchword?

Eleazar Oh! The word let it be treason;
When we cry treason, break open chamber doors,
Kill Phillip and the Cardinal hence.

Baltazar I fly.

Exit.

Eleazar Murder, now ride in triumph, darkness, horror;
Thus I invoke your aid, your act begin;
Night is a glorious robe for the ugliest sin.

Exit.



Scene IV
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ENTER COLE AND Crab in trousers, the Cardinal in one of their weeds and Philip putting on the other.

Both Friars Put on my Lord, and fly or else you die.

PhillipI will not, I will die first; Cardinal
Prithee, good Cardinal, pluck off, friars, slave,
Murder us two? He shall not by this sword.

Cardinal My Lord, you will endanger both our lives.

PhillipI care not; Ill kill some before I die,
Away, sheart, take your rags; Moor, devil, come.

2. Friars. My Lord, put on, or else.

PhillipGods foot come help.

Cardinal Ambitious villain! Philip, let us fly
Into the chamber of the Mother Queen.

PhillipThunder beat down the lodgings.

Cardinal Else lets break into the chamber of the King:

PhillipAgreed,
A pox upon those lousy gabardines.
Agreed, I am for you Moor; stand side by side,
Come, hands off, leave your ducking, hell cannot fright
Their spirits that do desperately fight.

Cole You are too rash, you are too hot,
Wild desperateness doth valour blot;
The lodging of the Kings beset
With staring faces black as jet,
And hearts of Iron; your deaths are vowed
If you fly that way, therefore shroud
Your body in Friar Coles grey weed,
For is it not madness, man, to bleed
When you may escape untouched away?
Heres hell, heres heaven, here if you stay
Youre gone, youre gone; Friar Crab and I
Will here dance frisking whilst you fly.
Gag us, bind us, come put on -
The gags too wide - so gone, gone, gone.

PhillipOh! Well, Ill come again, Lord Cardinal
Take you your castle; Ill go to Portugal
I vow Ill come again, and if I do…

CardinalNay good my Lord!

Phillip Black devil, Ill conjure you.

Exeunt



Scene V
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To the Friars making a noise, gagged and bound, enter Eleazar, Zarack, Baltazar, and other Moors, all with their swords drawn.
Eleazar Guard all the passages. Zarack, stand there,
There Baltazar, there you; the Friars,
Where have you placed the Friars?

AlveroMy Lord, a noise.

Baltazar The Friars are gagged and bound.

Eleazar It is Philip and the Cardinal, shoot; hah, stay!
Unbind them; wheres Mendoza and the Prince?

Cole Sancta Maria, who can tell?
By Peters keys they bound us well,
And having cracked our shaven crowns,
They have escaped you in our gowns.

Eleazar Escaped, escaped away? I am glad, its good,
I would their arms may turn to eagles wings,
To fly us swift as time; sweet air, give way,
Winds, leave your two and thirty palaces,
And meeting all in one, join all your might,
To give them speedy and a prosperous flight.
Escaped, Friars, which way?

Both This way.

Eleazar Good. Alas! What sin is it to shed innocent blood;
For look you, holy men, it is the King;
The King, the King! See, Friars, sulphuric wrath
Having once entered into royal breasts,
Mark how it burns. The Queen, Philips mother
(Oh! Most unnatural) will have you to
Divulge abroad that hes a bastard; o,
Will you do it?

CrabWhat says my brother Friar?

Cole A Princes love is balm, their wrath a fire.

Crab It is true, but yet Ill publish no such thing;
What fool would lose his soul to please a King?

Eleazar Keep there, good there, yet for it wounds my soul
To see the miserablest wretch to bleed.
I counsel you (in care unto your lives)
To obey the mother Queen, for by my life
I think she has been pricked; her conscience -
Oh! It has stung her, for some fact misdone;
She would not else disgrace her self and son.
Do it therefore, hark, shell work your deaths else; hate
Bred in a woman is insatiate.
Do it, Friars.

Crab Brother Cole? Zeal sets me in a flame,
Ill do it.

Cole And I:
His baseness well proclaim.

Exit Friars.

Eleazar Do, and be damned. Zarack and Baltazar,
Dog them at the heels, and when their poisonous breath
Hath scattered this infection on the hearts
Of credulous Spaniards, here reward them thus;
Slaves too much trusted do grow dangerous;
Why this shall feed
And fat suspicion, and my policy.
Ill ring through all the court this loud alarum:
That they contrived the murder of the King,
The Queen and me; and being undermined,
To escape the blowing up, they fled. Oh God!
There, there, thou there, cry treason; each one take
A several door; your cries my music make.

BaltazarWheres the King? Treason pursues him:

Enter Alvero in his shirt, his sword drawn.

Eleazar Wheres the sleepy Queen? Rise, rise, and arm against the hand of treason.

AlveroWhence comes this sound of treason?

Enter King in his shirt, his sword drawn.

King FernandoWho frights our quiet slumbers
With this heavy noise?

Enter Queen in her night attire.
Queen MotherWas it a dream? Or did the sound
Of monster treason call me from my rest?
King FernandoWho raised this rumour, Eleazar? You?
Eleazar I did, my Liege, and still continue it,
Both for your safety and mine own discharge.
King FernandoWhence comes the ground then?
Eleazar From the Cardinal,
And the young Prince, who bearing in his mind
The true Idea of his late disgrace
In putting him from the Protectorship,
And envying the advancement of the Moor,
Determined this night to murder you;
And for your highness lodged within my castle,
They would have laid the murder on my head.
King Fernando The Cardinal and my brother? Bring them forth;
Their lives shall answer this ambitious practice.
Eleazar Alas, my Lord, it is impossible,
For when they saw I had discovered them,
They trained two harmless Friars to their lodgings,
Disrobed them, gagged them, bound them to two posts,
And in their habits did escape the Castle.
King FernandoThat Cardinal is all ambition,
And from him doth our brother gather heart.
Queen MotherThe ambition of the one infects the other,
And in a word they are both dangerous;
But might your mothers counsel stand in force,
I would advise you send the trusty Moor
To fetch them back, before they had seduced
The squint-eyed multitude from true allegiance,
And drawn them to their dangerous faction.
King FernandoIt shall be so; therefore, my states best prop,
Within whose bosom I durst trust my life,
Both for my safety and thine own discharge,
Fetch back those traitors and, till your return
Ourself will keep your castle.
Eleazar My Liege, the tongue of true obedience
Most not gainsay his sovereigns impose;
By heaven, I will not kiss the cheek of sleep
Till I have fetched those traitors to the court.
King FernandoWhy, this sorts right: he gone, his beauteous wife
Shall sail into the naked arms of love.
Queen MotherWhy, this is as it should be. He once gone,
His wife, that keeps me from his marriage bed,
Shall by this hand of mine be murdered.
King Fernando This storm is well night past; the swelling clouds,
That hang so full of treason by the wind,
In awful majesty are scattered,
Then each man to his rest. Good night, sweet friend,
Whilst thou pursust the traitors that are fled,
Fernando means to warm thy marriage bed.
Exit
Eleazar Many good nights consume and damn your souls.
I know he means to cuckold me this night;
Yet do I know no means to hinder it.
Besides, who knows whether the lustful King
Having my wife and castle at command,
Will ever make surrender back again?
But if he do not, with my falchions point
Ill lance those swelling veins in which hot lust
Does keep his revels, and with that warm blood
Where Venuss bastard cooled his sweltering spleen,
Wash the disgrace from Eleazars brows.



Scene VI
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ENTER MARIA.

Maria Dear Eleazar -

Eleazar If they lock the gates
Ill toss a ball of wild-fire over the walls.

Maria Husband, sweet husband -

Eleazar Or else swim over the moat,
And make a breach through the flinty sides
Of the rebellious walls.

MariaHear me, dear heart.

Eleazar Or undermine the chamber where they lie,
And by the violent strength of gunpowder
Blow up the castle and the incestuous couch,
In which lust wallows; but my labouring thoughts,
Wading too deep in bottomless extremes,
Do drown themselves in their own stratagems.

MariaSweet husband! Dwell not upon circumstance,
When weeping sorrow, like an advocate,
Importunes you for aid. Look in mine eyes:
There you shall see dim grief swimming in tears,
Invocating succour, oh succour!

Eleazar Succour? Zounds, for what?

Maria To shield me from Fernandos unchaste love,
Who with incessant prayers importuned me.

Eleazar To lie with you, I know it.

Maria Then seek some means how to prevent it.

Eleazar Tis possible; for to the end that his unbridled lust
Might have more free access unto thy bed,
This night he hath enjoined me
To fetch back Philip and the Cardinal.

MariaThen this ensuing night shall give an end
To all my sorrows, for before foul lust
Shall soil the fair complexion of mine honour,
This hand shall rob Maria of her life.

Eleazar Not so, dear soul, for in extremities
Choose out the least, and ere the hand of death
Should suck this ivory palace of thy life,
Embrace my counsel and receive this poison
Which in the instant he attempts thy love,
Then, give it him, do, do,
Do; poison him; he gone, thou art next;
Be sound in resolution and farewell;
By one, and one, Ill ship you all to hell.
Spain, I will drown thee with thine own proud blood,
Then make an ark of carcasses. Farewell.
Revenge and I will sail in blood to hell.

Exit.

MariaPoison the King? Alas, my trembling hand
Would let the poison fall, and through my cheeks
Fear suited in a bloodless livery,
Would make the world acquainted with my guilt,
Both to preserve my royal sovereigns life,
And keep myself a true and loyal wife.

Exit.



Act III


Scene I
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ENTER QUEEN MOTHER, with a torch.

Queen MotherFair eldest child of love, thou spotless night,
Empress of silence, and the Queen of sleep;
Who with thy black cheeks pure complexion
Makst lovers eyes enamoured of thy beauty:
Thou art like my Moor, therefore will I adore thee,
For lending me this opportunity,
Oh with the soft skinned Negro! Heavens keep back
The saucy staring day from the worlds eye
Until my Eleazar make return;
Then in his castle shall he find his wife
Transformed into a strumpet by my son;
Then shall he hate her whom he would not kill?
Then shall I kill her whom I cannot love?
The King is sporting with his concubine.
Blush not, my boy; be bold like me thy mother,
But their delights torture my soul like devils,
Except her shame be seen, wherefore awake
Christophero, Verdugo, raise the court,
Arise you Peers of Spain, Alvaro rise,
Preserve your country from base infamies.

Enter severally at several doors with lights and rapiers drawn, Alvero, Roderigo, and Christophero, with others.

AllWho raised these exclamations through the court?

Queen MotherSheath up your swords, you need not swords, but eyes
To intercept this treason.

Alvero Whats the treason?
Who are traitors? Ring the alarum bell;
Cry arm through all the city once before
The horrid sound of treason did affright
Our sleeping spirits.

Queen MotherStay, you need not cry arm
For this black deed
Works treason to your King, to me, to you,
To Spain and all that shall in Spain ensue.
This night Maria, Eleazars wife,
Hath drawn the King by her lascivious looks
Privately to a banquet; I unseen
Stood and beheld him in him in her lustful arms.
Oh God! Shall bastards wear Spains diadem?
If you can kneel to baseness, vex them not;
If you disdain to kneel, wash off this blot.

Roderigo Lets break into the chamber and surprise her.

Alvero Oh miserable me! Do, do, break in:
My country shall not blush at my childs sin.

Queen Mother Delay is nurse to danger; follow me;
Come you and witness to her villainy.

AlveroHapless Alvero, how art thou undone,
In a light daughter and a stubborn son?
Exeunt omnes.



Scene II
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ENTER KING WITH his rapier drawn in one hand, leading Maria, seeming affrighted, in the other.

MariaOh! Kill me ere you stain my chastity.

King Fernando My hand holds death, but love sits in mine eye;
Exclaim not, dear Maria; do but hear me:
Though thus in dead of night, as I do now
The lustful Tarquinstole to the chaste bed
Of Collatines fair wife, yet shalt thou be
No Lucrece, nor thy King a Roman slave,
To make rude villainy thine honours grave.

Maria Why from my bed have you thus frighted me?

King FernandoTo let thee view a bloody horrid tragedy.

Maria Begin it then, Ill gladly lose my life,
Rather than be an emperors concubine.

King Fernando By my high birth I swear thou shalt be none.
The tragedy Ill write with my own hand:
A King shall act it, and a King shall die,
Except sweet mercys beam shine from thine eye.
If this affrights thee it shall sleep for ever,
If still thou hate me, thus this blade
This royal purple temple shall invade.

MariaMy husband is from hence, for his sake spare me.

King FernandoThy husband is no Spaniard; thou art one,
So is Fernando; then for countrys sake
Let me not spare thee. On thy husbands face
Eternal night in gloomy shades doth dwell;
But Ill look on thee like the guilded sun,
When to the west his fiery horses run.

MariaTrue, true, you look on me with Sun-set eyes,
For by beholding you my glory dies.

King FernandoCall me thy morning then, for like the morn,
In pride Maria shall through Spain be borne.
This music I prepared thine ears.
music plays within.
Love me and thou shalt hear no other sounds.
Love, heres a banquet set with mine own hands;
A banquet brought in.
Love me, and thus Ill feast thee like a Queen.
I might command thee, being thy sovereign;
But love me and Ill kneel and sue to thee,
And circle this white forehead with the crown
Of Castile, Portugal and Aragon,
And all those petty kingdoms which do bow
Their tributary knees to Philips heir.

Maria I cannot love you whilst my husband lives.

King FernandoIll send him to the wars and in the front
Of some main army shall he nobly die.

Maria I cannot love you if you murder him.

King FernandoFor thy sake then, Ill call a Parliament
And banish by a law all Moors from Spain.

Maria Ill wander with him into banishment.

King FernandoIt shall be death for any negros hand
To touch the beauty of a Spanish dame.
Come, come, what needs such cavils with a King?
Night blinds all jealous eyes and we may play,
Carouse that bowl to me, Ill pledge all this;
Being down, well make it more sweet with a kiss.
Begin, Ill lock all doors, begin Spains Queen:
Locks the doors.
Loves banquet is most sweet, when tis least seen.

MariaOh thou conserver of my honours life!
Instead of poisoning him, drown him in sleep;
Because Ill quench the flames of wild desire,
Ill drink this off, let fire conquer loves fire.

King FernandoWere love himself in real substance here
Thus would I drink him down; let your sweet strings
Speak louder; pleasure is but a slave to Kings,
In which love swims. Maria, kiss thy King,
Circle me in this ring of Ivory.
Oh! I grow dull, and the cold hand of sleep
Hath thrust his icy fingers in my breast,
And made a frost within me; sweet, one kiss
To thaw this deadness that congeals my soul.

Maria Your majesty hath over-watched yourself.
He sleeps already, not the sleep of death
But a sweet slumber, which the powerful drug
Instilled through all his spirits. Oh! Bright day,
Bring home my dear Lord, ere his King awake,
Else of his unstained bed hell shipwreck make.
Offers to go.
Enter Oberon, and fairies dancing before him and music with them.

Maria Oh me! What shapes are these?

OberonStay, stay, Maria.

Maria My sovereign lord awake, save poor Maria.

Oberon He cannot save thee, save that pain,
Before he wakes thou shalt be slain;
His mothers hand shall stop thy breath,
Thinking her own son is done to death:
And she that takes away thy life,
Does it to be thy husbands wife.
Adieu Maria, we must hence,
Embrace thine end with patience;
Elves and fairies make no stand,
Till you come in Fairy Land.

Exit dancing and singing.

Maria Fairies or devils, whatsoever you be,
Thus will I hide me from your company.
Offers to be gone.



Scene III
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TO HER ENTER Queen Mother suddenly, with Alvaro and Roderigo with rapiers.

Queen MotherLay hold upon the strumpet, wheres the King?
Fernando, son, ah me your King is dead!
Lay hand upon the murderess.

MariaImperious Queen, I am as free from murder as thyself,
Which I will prove, if you will hear me speak:
The King is living.

Roderigo If he lived, his breath would beat within his breast.

Queen MotherThe life he leads, Maria, thou shalt soon participate.

Maria
Oh father, save me!

AlveroThou art no child of mine; hadst thou been owner of Alveros spirit,
Thy heart would not have entertained a thought
That had convert with murder, yet mine eyes
(Howeer my tongue wants words) brim full with tears.
Entreat her further trial!

Verdugo To what end? Here lies her trial; from this royal breast
Hath she stoln all comfort, all the life
Of every bosom in the realm of
Spain.
Roderigo Shes both a traitor and murderess.

Queen MotherIll have her forthwith strangled.

Alvero Hear her speak.

Queen MotherTo heaven let her complain if she have wrong,
I murder but the murderess of my son.

AllWe murder the murderess of our King.

Alvero Ah me, my child oh! Oh cease your torturing!

MariaHeaven, ope the windows that my spotless soul,
Riding upon the wings of innocence,
May enter paradise; fairies, farewell;
Fernandos death in mine you did foretell.
She dies. King wakes.

King Fernando Who calls Fernando? Love, Maria, speak
Oh! Whither art thou fled? Whence flow these waters
That falls like winter storms from thy drowned eyes?

AlveroFrom my Marias death!

King FernandoMy Maria dead?
Damned be the soul to hell that stopped her breath;
Maria, Oh me; who durst murder her?

Queen MotherI thought my dear Fernando had been dead,
And in my indignation murdered her.

King FernandoI was not dead until you murdered me
By killing fair Maria.

Queen MotherGentle son.

King FernandoUngentle mother, you a deed have done
Of so much ruth that no succeeding age
Can ever clear you off; Oh my dear love,
Yet heavens can witness thou wert never mine,
Spains wonder was Maria.

Queen MotherSweet, have done.

King Fernando Have done for what? For shedding zealous tears
Over the tomb of virtues chastity?
You cry have done, now I am doing good,
But cried do on, when you were shedding blood,
Have you done mother? Yes, yes, you have done
That which will undo your unhappy son.

RoderigoThese words become you not, my gracious Lord.

King FernandoThese words become not me, no more it did
Become you, Lords, to be mute standers by
When lustful fury ravished chastity.
It will become me to lament her death,
But it became you well to stop her breath;
Had she been fair and not so virtuous,
This deed had not been half so impious.

Alvero But she was fair in virtue, virtuous fair, oh me!

King FernandoOh me! She was true honours heir.
Hence, beldam, from my presence, all fly hence;
You are all murderers; come poor innocence,
Clasp thy cold hand in mine, for here Ill lie,
And since I lived for her, for her Ill die.



Scene IV
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ENTER ELEAZAR WITH a torch and rapier drawn.

Eleazar Bar up my castle gates; fire and confusion
Shall girt these Spanish curs. Was I for this
Sent to raise power against a fugitive,
To have my wife deflowered? Zounds, wheres my wife?
My slaves cry out, shes dallying with the King,
Stand by, where is your King? Eleazars bed shall
Scorn to be an emperors brothelry.

Queen MotherBe patient Eleazar, heres the King.

Eleazar Patience and I am foe, wheres my Maria?

AlveroHere is her hapless corse that was Maria.

King FernandoHere lies Marias body, here her grave,
Her dead heart in my breast a tomb shall have.

Eleazar Now by the proud complexion of my cheeks,
Taen from the kisses of the amorous sun;
Were he ten thousand Kings that slew my love,
Thus should my hand, plumed with revenges wings,
Requite mine own dishonour and her death.

Stabs the King.

Queen MotherAh me! My son.

All The King is murdered, lay hold on the damned traitor.

Eleazar In his breast that dares but dart a finger at the Moor
Ill bury this sharp steel, yet reeking warm
With the unchaste blood of that lecher King
That threw my wife in an untimely grave.

AlveroShe was my daughter and her timeless grave
Did swallow down my joys as deep as yours:
But thus -

Eleazar But what? Bear injuries that can;
Ill wear no forked crest.

Roderigo Damn this black fiend; cry treason through the court.
The King is murdered.

Eleazar He that first opens his lips, Ill drive his words
Down his wide throat upon my rapiers point.
The King is murdered and Ill answer it;
I am dishonoured, and I will revenge it.
Bend not your dangerous weapons at my breast,
Think where you are: this castle is the Moors;
You are environed with a wall of flint.
The gates are locked, portcullises let down;
If Eleazar spend one drop of blood,
Zarack and Baltazar above with claviers
On those high turret tops my slaves stand armed,
And shall confound your souls with murdering shot.
Or if you murder me, yet under ground
A villain that for me will dig to hell
Stands with a burning limstock in his fist,
Who firing gunpowder up in the air
Shall fling your torn and mangled carcasses.

QueenMother Oh! Sheathe your weapons; though my son be slain,
Yet save yourselves: choose a new sovereign.

All Prince Philip is our sovereign, choose him King.

Eleazar Prince Philip shall not be my sovereign.
Philips a bastard, and Fernandos dead;
Mendoza sweats to wear Spains diadem,
Philip hath sworn confusion to this realm.
They both are up in arms; wars flames do shine
Like lightning in the air, wherefore, my Lords,
Look well on Eleazar; value me not by my sun-burnt
Cheek, but by my birth; nor by
My birth, but by my loss of blood,
Which I have sacrificed in Spains defence.
Then look on Philip, and the Cardinal:
Look on those gaping curs, whose wide throats
Stand stretched wide open like the gates of death,
To swallow you, your country, children, wives.
Philip cries fire and blood, the Cardinal
Cries likewise fire and blood, Ill quench those flames,
The Moor cries blood and fire and that shall burn
Till Castile like proud Troy to cinders turn.

Roderigo Lay by these umbrages, what seeks the Moor?

Eleazar A kingdom, Castiles crown.

Alvero Peace, devil, for shame.

Queen MotherPeace, doting lord, for shame; oh misery
When Indian slaves thirst after empery.
Princes and peers of Spain, we are beset
With horror on each side; you deny him,
Death stands at all our backs, we cannot fly him.
Crown Philip King, the crown upon his head,
Will prove a fiery meteor, war and vengeance
And desolation will invade our land;
Besides Prince Philip is a bastard born.
Oh! Give me leave to blush at mine own shame;
But I for love to you, love to fair Spain,
Choose rather to rip up a Queens disgrace,
Then by concealing it to set the crown
Upon a bastards head. Wherefore, my Lords,
By my consent crown that proud Black Moor,
Since Spains bright glory must so soon grow dim;
Since it must end, let it end all in him.

AllEleazar shall be King.

AlveroOh treachery! Have you so soon razed out Fernandos love;
So soon forgot the duty of true peers;
So soon, so soon buried a mothers name,
That you will crown him King that slew your King?

Eleazar Will you hear him or me? Who shall be King?

AllEleazar shall be Castiles sovereign.

Alvero Do, do, make haste to crown him! Lords, adieu.
Here hell must be when the devil governs you.

Exit.

Eleazar By heavens great star, which Indians do adore,
But that I hate to hear the giddy word
Shame that I waded to a crown through blood,
Id not digest his pills; but since, my Lords,
You have chosen Eleazar for your King,
Invest me with a general applause.

All Live Eleazar, Castiles Royal King.

Roderigo A villain and a base born fugitive.
Aside.

Christofero A bloody tyrant, a usurping slave.

Aside.

Eleazar Thanks to you all; tis not the Spanish Crown
That Eleazar strives for, but Spains peace.
Amongst you Ill divide her Empery;
Christofero shall wear Granados crown;
To Roderigo Ill give Aragon,
Naples, Navarre and fair Jerusalem,
Ill give to other three, and then our viceroys
Shall shine about our bright Castilian crown
As stars about the Sun. Cry all, arm, arm;
Prince Philip and the Cardinal do ride
Like Jove in thunder, in a storm well meet them.
Go levy powers; if any man must fall,
My death shall first begin the funeral.

Exit.



Scene V
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ENTER ZARACK AND Baltazar with calivers.

Baltazar Is thy cock ready, and thy powder dry?

Zarack My cock stands perching, like a cock on the game;
With a red coal for his crest instead of a comb;
And for my powder, tis but touch and take.

BaltazarI have tickling gear too, anonIll cry here I have it,
And yonder I see it; but, Zarack, is it policy for us
To kill these bald-pates?

Zarack Is it policy for us to save ourselves?
If they live, we die. Is it not wisdom then
To send them to heaven, rather than be sent ourselves?
Come, you black slave, be resolute. This way they come;
Here they will stand, and yonder will I stand.

BaltazarAnd in yonder hole I.

Zarack Our amiable faces cannot be seen if we keep close;
Therefore hide your cocks head, lest his burning cocks-comb betray us.
But soft, which of the two shall be thy white?

Baltazar That black villain, Friar Cole.

Zarack I shall have a sharp piece of service.
Friar Crab shall be my man.
Farewell and be resolute.

Baltazar Zounds, Zarack, I shall never have the heart to do it.

ZarackYou rogue, think who commands: Eleazar.
Who shall rise? Baltazar.
Who shall die? A lousy Friar.
Who shall live our good Lord and Master?
The Negro King of Spain.

BaltazarCole, thou art but a dead man,
And shall turn to ashes.

Exit.

Zarack Crab, heres that shall make vinegar of thy carcase.

Exit.
Enter Crab and Cole, two Friars with a rout of stinkards following them.

Friar Crab Aye, brother, tis best; so, now we have drawn them to a head,
Well begin here in the market place.
Tut, so long as we be commanded by the Mother Queen
Well say her son is a bastard, an he was ten Philips.

Friar Cole Take you one market form, Ill take another.

Friar Crab No, Gods, so; we must both keep one form.

Friar Cole Aye, in oration, but not in station; mount, mount.

1 Well my masters, you know him not so well as I; on my word
Friar Crab is a sour fellow.

2 Yet he may utter sweet doctrine by your leave; but what
Think you of Friar Cole?

1 Hes all fire an he be kindled once - a hot Catholic.

3 An you mark him, he has a zealous nose,
And richly inflamed.

1 Peace you rogues now they begin.
Crab Incipe frater?

Cole Non ego Domine.

Crab Nec ego.

Cole Quare?

Crab Quia?

Cole Quæso,

All Heres a queasy beginning me thinks. Silence, silence.

Crab Brethren citizens and market-folks of Seville -

Cole Well beloved and honoured Castilians.

Crab It is not unknown to you!

Cole I am sure you are not ignorant.

CrabHow villainous and strong -

Cole How monstrous and huge -

Crab The faction of Prince Philip is;

Cole Philip that is a bastard.

Crab Philip that is a bastard.

ColePhilip that killed your King.

Crab Only to make himself King.

Cole And by Gods blessed Lady you are all damned an you suffer it.

1 Friar Cole says true, he speaks out of the heat of his zeal;
Look how he glows.

2 Well Friar Crab for my money, he has set my teeth an edge
Against this bastard.

1 Oh! His words are like vergis, to whet a mans stomach.

All Silence, silence.

Crab Now contrariwise…

Cole Your noble King the Moor.

Crab Is a valiant gentleman.

Cole A noble gentleman.

Crab An honourable gentleman.

ColeA fair black gentleman.

Crab A friend to Castilians.

ColeA champion for Castilians.

Crab A man fit to be King.

ColeIf he were not borne down by him that would be King,
Who (as I said before) is a bastard and no King.

1 What think you my masters? Do you mark his words well?

CrabFurther compare them together.

All Sblood, theres no comparison between them.

ColeNay, but hear us, good countrymen.

All Hear Friar Cole, hear Friar Cole.

Cole Set that bastard and Eleazar together:

1 How? Mean you by the ears?

Crab No, but compare them.

Cole Do but compare them.

2 Zounds, we say again comparisons are odious.

1 But say on, say on.
Pieces go off, Friars die.

All Treason, treason, every man shifts for himself.
This is Philips treason. Arm, arm, arm.
Exeunt.



Scene VI
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ENTER ELEAZAR, ZARACK, and Baltazar.

Eleazar Zarack and Baltazar, are they dispatched?

Zarack We saw them sprawl and turn up the white of the eye.

Eleazar So shall they perish that lay countermines
To cross our high designments; by their habits
The Cardinal and Philip escaped our nets.
And by your hands they tasted our revenge.

Enter Queen Mother.

Here comes the Queen, away! Under our wings
You shall stand safe, and brave the proudest Kings.

Exit.

Queen MotherOh! Fly, my Eleazar, save thy life.
Else point a guard about thee, the mad people
Tempestuous like the Sea run up and down,
Some crying kill the bastard, some the Moor;
Some cry, God save King Philip; and some cry,
God save the Moor; some others, he shall die.

Eleazar Are these your fears? Thus blow them into air.
I rushed amongst the thickest of their crowds,
And with a countenance majestical,
Like the imperious sun dispersed their clouds;
I have perfumed the rankness of their breath,
And by the magic of true eloquence,
This pigment chameleon, this beast multitude,
Whose power consists in number, pride in threats,
Yet melt like snow when majesty shines forth
This heap of fools, who crowding in huge, swarms,
Stood at our court gates like a heap of dung,
Racking and shouting out contagious breath
Of power to poison all the elements,
This wolf I held by the ears and made him tame,
And made him tremble at the Moors great name.
No, we must combat with a grimmer foe:
That damned Mendoza over-turns our hopes.
He loves you dearly.

Queen MotherBy his secret letters he hath entreated
Me in some disguise to leave the
Court, and fly into his arms.

Eleazar The world cannot devise a stratagem
Sooner to throw confusion on his pride;
Subscribe to his desires and in dead night
Steal to his castle, swear to him his love
Hath drawn you thither; undermine his soul,
And learn what villainies are there laid up,
Then for your pleasure walk to take the air:
Near to the castle Ill in ambush lie,
And stern by force to take you prisoner;
This done, I have a practice plotted here,
Shall rid him of his life, and us of fear:
About it madam, this is all in all;
We cannot stand unless Mendoza fall.


Act IV


Scene I
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ENTER EMANUEL KING of Portugal, Prince Philip, Mendoza, Alvero with drums and soldiers marching.

King of Portugal Poor Spain, how is the body of thy peace
Mangled and torn by an ambitious Moor!
How is thy Prince and Counsellors abused,
And trodden under the base foot of scorn!
Wronged Lords, Emanuel of Portugal partakes
A falling share in all your miseries;
And though the tardy-hand of slow delay
With held us from preventing your mishaps,
Yet shall revenge dart black confusion
Into the bosom of that damned fiend.

PhillipBut is it possible our Mother Queen
Should countenance his ambition?

AlveroHer advice is as a steers-man to direct his course.
Besides, as we by circumstance have learnt,
She means to marry him.

PhillipThen here upon my knees
I pluck allegiance from her; all that love
Which by in native duty I did owe her,
Shall henceforth be converted into hate.
This will confirm the worlds opinion
That I am base born, and the damned Moor
Had interest in my birth, this wrong alone
Gives new fire to the cinders of my rage:
I may be well transformed from what I am,
When a black devil is husband to my dam.

King of Portugal Prince, let thy rage give way to patience,
And set a velvet brow upon the face
Of wrinkled anger, our keen swords
Must right these wrongs, and not light airy words.

PhillipYet words may make the edge of rage more sharp,
And whet a blunted courage with revenge.

AlveroHeres none wants whetting, for our keen resolves
Are steeled unto the back with double wrongs;
Wrongs that would make a handless man take arms;
Wrongs that would make a coward resolute.

Cardinal Why then join all our several wrongs in one?
And from these wrongs assume a firm resolve,
To send this devil to damnation.

Drums afar off.

PhillipI hear the sound of his approaching march.
Stand fair;Saint Jacques for the right of Spain.

To them, enter the Moor, Roderigo, Christofero, with drums, colours and soldiers, marching bravely.

Eleazar Bastard of Spain?

Phillip Thou true stamped son of hell,
Thy pedigree is written in thy face.

Alarum, and a battle, the Moor prevails. All exit.



Scene II
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ENTER PHILIP AND Cardinal.

PhillipMove forward, with your main battalion,
Or else all is lost.

Cardinal I will not move a foot.

Phillip Sheart, will you lose the day?

CardinalYou lose your wits,
Youre mad, it is no policy.

PhillipYou lie.

Cardinal Lie?

PhillipLie; a pox upon it, Cardinal: come on,
Second the desperate vanguard which is mine,
And where Ill die or win, follow my sword
The bloody way I lead it or, by heaven,
Ill play the devil and mar all, well turn our backs
Upon the Moors and set on thee; aye, thee,
Thee Cardinal, sheart thee.

Cardinal Your desperate arm
Hath almost thrust quite through the heart of hope;
Our fortunes lie a bleeding by your rash and violent
Onset.

PhillipOh! Oh! slife, sfoot, will you fight?

CardinalWe will not hazard all upon one cast.

Phillip You will not?

Cardinal No.

Philllip Coward.

Cardinal By deeds Ill try
Whether your venomous tongue says true; farewell.
Courage shines both, in this and policy.

Exit.

Phillip To save thy skin whole, thats thy policy;
You whoreson fat-chopped guts. Ill melt away
That larded body by the heat of fight,
Which Ill compel thee to or else by flying;
To work which Ill give way to the proud foe,
Whilst I stand laughing to behold thee run.
Cardinal Ill do it, Ill do it, a Moor, a Moor,
Philip cries a Moor, holla! Ha! Who!

Enter King of Portugal.
King of Portugal Prince Philip, Philip!

PhillipHere; plague, wheres the Moor?

King of Portugal The Moors a devil; never did horrid fiend,
Compelled by some magicians mighty charm,
Break through the prisons of the solid earth,
With more strange horror than this Prince of hell,
This damned Negro, lion-like doth rush
Through all, and spite of all knit opposition.

PhillipPuh! Puh! Where? Where? Ill meet him, where? You mad me.
Tis not his arm that acts such wonders,
But our cowardice.
This Cardinal, oh! This Cardinal is a slave.

Enter Captain.

Captain Sound a retreat, or else the day is lost;

PhillipIll beat that dog to death, that sounds retreat.

King of Portugal Philip -

PhillipIll tear his heart out that dares name but sound.

King of Portugal Sound a retreat.

PhillipWhos that? You tempt my sword, Sir.
Continue this alarum, fightpell-mell!
Fight, kill, be damned! This fat-back coward Cardinal
Lies heavy on my shoulders; this, aye this
Shall fling him off: Sound a retreat! Zounds, you mad me.
Ambition plumes the Moor, whilst black despair
Offering to tear from him the diadem
Which he usurps, makes him to cry at all,
And to act deeds beyond astonishment;
But Philip is the knight that darks his glories.
This sword, yet reeking with his Negros blood,
Being grasped by equity and this strong arm
Shall through and through.

AllAway then.

Phillip From before me;
Stay, stand, stand fast, fight? A Moor, a Moor.



Scene III
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TO THEM ENTER Eleazar, Zarack, Baltazar, Roderigo, Christofero and others. They fight, Moors are all beat in. Exit omnes, manetEleazar weary . [He] stays a Moor [who] lies slain.

Eleazar Oh for more work, more souls to post to hell;
That I might pile up Charons boat so full,
Until it topple over, oh it would be sport
To see them sprawl through the black slimy lake.
Ha, ha, theres one going thither, sirrah, you,
You slave, who killed thee? How he grins! This breast,
Had it been tempered and made proof like mine,
It never would have been a mark for fools
To hit afar off with their bastard bullets.
But thou didst well, thou knewst I was thy lord;
And out of love and duty to me here,
Where I fell weary, thou laidst down thy self
To bear me up, thus God a mercy slave.
A King for this shall give thee a rich grave
As he sits down, enter Philip with a broken sword.

PhillipIll wear thee to the pommel, but Ill find
The subject of mine honour and revenge.
Moor tis for thee I seek; come now, now take me
At good advantage. Speak, where art thou?

Eleazar Here.

Phillip Fate and revenge, I thank you; rise.

Eleazar Leave and live.
Phillip Villain, it is Phillip that bids rise.

Eleazar It had been good for thee to have hid thy name.
For the discovery, like to a dangerous charm,
Hurts him that finds it, wherefore do those bloodhounds,
Thy rage and valour, chase me?

Phillip Why? To kill thee!

Eleazar With that? What a blunt axe! Thinkst thou Ill let
Thy fury take a full blow at this head
Having these arms? Be wise! Go, change thy weapon.

PhillipOh, sir!

Eleazar Ill stay thy coming.

PhillipThoult be damned first.

Eleazar By all our Indian Gods.
Phillip Puh, never swear;
Thou knowst tis for a kingdom which we fight;
And for that wholl not venture to hell-gates.
Come Moor, I am armed with more than complete steel,
The justice of my quarrel, when I look
Upon my fathers wrongs, my brothers wounds,
My mothers infamy, Spains misery,
And lay my finger here. Oh! tis too dull,
To let out blood enough to quench them all.
But when I see your face, and know what fears
Hang on thy troubled soul, like leaden weights,
To make it sink, I know this fingers touch
Has strength to throw thee down, I know this iron
Is sharp and long enough to reach that head.
Fly not dive; if thou do -

Eleazar How fly? Oh bastard!

Phillip Come then.

Eleazar Stay Philip, whosoerbegat thee.

PhillipWhy, slave, a King begat me.

Eleazar May e so.
But Ill be sworn thy mother was a Queen;
For her sake will I kill thee nobly.
Fling me thy sword; theres mine; I scorn to strike
A man disarmed.

Phillip For this dishonouring me
Ill give thee one stab more.

Eleazar Ill run away,
Unless thou change that weapon or take mine.

Phillip Neither.

Eleazar Farewell.
PhillipSheart, stay, and if you dare,
Do as I do, oppose thy naked breast
Against this poniard. See, heres this for thine.

Eleazar I am for thee, Philip.

Phillip Come, nay take more ground,
That with a full career thou maist strike home.

Eleazar Thou wouldst run away then.
Phillip Hah!

Eleazar Thou wouldst run away then.

Phillip Faith, I will, but first on this Ill bear
Thy panting heart, thy head upon thy spear.

Eleazar Come.

Enter on both sides Cardinal, and King of Portugal on the one side and Moors on the other side.
CardinalSide upon the Moors.

MoorSide upon the Cardinal.

Phillip Hold Cardinal, strike not any of our side.

Eleazar Hold Moors, strike not any of our side,

PhillipWe two will close this battle.

Eleazar Come, agreed.
Stand armies and give aim, whilst we two bleed.

CardinalWith poniards tis too desperate, dear Philip.

PhillipAway, have at the Moor, sheart let me come.

King of Portugal Be armed with manly weapons; tis for slaves
To dig their own and such unworthy graves.

Eleazar I am for thee anyway, thus, or see thus;
Here, try the vigour of thy sinewy arm.
The day is ours already, brainless heads
And bleeding bodies like a crown do stand
About the temples of our victory.
Yet, Spaniards, if you dare well fight it out,
Thus man to man alone, Ill first begin,
And conquer, or in blood wade up to the chin.

Phillip Let not a weapon stir, but his and mine.

Eleazar Nor on this side, conquest in blood shall shine.

Alarum. They fight a combat, the Moor is struck down, which his side seeing, step all in and rescue him; the rest join and drive in the Moors. Alarum continuing, Spaniards and Moors with drums and colours fly over the stage, pursued by Philip, Cardinal, King of Portugal and others. Enter Zarack Christofero, and Eleazar at several doors.

Christofero Where is my lord?

ZarackWhere is our sovereign?

Eleazar What news brings Zarack and Christofero?

ZarackOh fly my Lord! Fly for the day is lost.

Eleazar There are three hundred and odd days in a year,
And cannot we lose one of them? Come, fight.
Christofero The lords have left us and the soldiers fainted,
You are round beset with proud fierce enemies;
Death cannot be prevented but by flight.

Eleazar He shall, Christofero. I have yet left
One stratagem that, in despite of fate,
Shall turn the wheel of war about once more:
The Mother Queen hath all this while sate sadly
Within our tent, expecting to whose bosom,
White winged peace and victory will fly.
Her have I used as a fit property
To stop this dangerous current; her have I sent,
Armed with loves magic, to enchant the Cardinal
And bind revenge down with resistless charms.
By this time does she hang about his neck,
And by the witchcraft of a cunning kiss,
Has she disarmed him, hark, they soundretreat.
She has prevailed; a womans tongue and eye
Are weapons stronger than artillery.

Exit.



Scene IV
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ENTER CARDINAL, QUEEN Mother, soldiers, drums and colours.

Queen MotherBy all those sighs which thou (like passionate tunes)
Hast often to my dull ears offered,
By all thy hopes to enjoy my royal bed;
By all those mourning lines which thou hast sent,
Weeping in black to tell thy languishment,
By loves best richest treasure, which I swear,
I will bestow and which none else shall wear,
As the most prized jewel, but thyself.
By that bright fire which flaming through thine eyes;
From thy love scorched bosom does arise.
I do conjure thee, let no churlish sound,
With wars lewd horror my desires confound;
Dear, dear Mendoza, thus I do entreat,
That still thou wouldst continue this retreat;
Ill hang upon thee till I hear thee say,
Woman, prevail; or chiding, cry away.

CardinalIs there no trick in this forged by the Moor?

Queen MotherI would the Moors damnation were the ransom
Of all that innocent blood that has been shed
In this black day; I care not for the Moor;
Love to my kingdoms peace makes me put on
This habit of a suppliant; shall I speed?

Cardinal You shall, were it to have my bosom bleed.
I have no power to spare the Negros head,
When I behold the wounds which his black hand
Has given mine honour, but when I look on you,
I have no power to hate him, since your breath
Dissolves my frozen heart, being spent for him;
In you my life must drown itself or swim;
You have prevailed. Drum, swiftly hence! Call back
Our fierce pursuing troops that run to catch
The laurel wreath of conquest. Let it stand
A while untouched by any soldiers hand.

Exit drum.

Away! Stay you and guard us, wheres the Moor?
Ill lose what I have got, a victors prize,
Yielding myself a prisoner to your eyes.

Queen MotherMine eyes shall quickly grant you liberty,
The Moor stays my return, Ill put on wings,
And fetch him to make peace belongs to Kings.

As she goes out, enter Eleazar, Zarack, Baltazar, and soldiers well armed; at sight of each other all draw.

Cardinal Soldiers, call back the drum, we are betrayed.

Eleazar Moors, stand upon your guard, avoid, look back.

Queen Moor What means this jealousy? Mendoza, Moor,
Lay by your weapons and embrace the sight
Of this and this. Begets suspicion
Eleazar? By my birth, he comes in peace;
Mendoza, by mine honour, so comes he.

CardinalDischarge these soldiers then.

Eleazar And these.

Soldiers stand aloof.

Cardinal Away.

Eleazar Go.

Queen MotherSo, rejoice to see this glorious day.

She joins them together; they embrace.

Cardinal Your virtues work this wonder. I have met
At her most dear command; whats your desires?

Eleazar Peace and your honoured arms, how loathingly
I sounded the alarums, witness heaven
It was not to strike your breast, but to let out
The rank blood of ambition. That Philip
Makes you his ladder, and being climbed so high
As he may reach a diadem, there you lie.
Hes base begotten, thats his mothers sin.

Queen MotherGod pardon it.

Eleazar Aye, amen, but hes a bastard,
And rather than Ill kneel to him, Ill saw
My legs off by the thighs, because Ill stand
In spite of reverence, hes a bastard, he is!
And to beat down his usurpation
I have thrown about this thunder; but, Mendoza,
The people hate him for his birth.
He only leans on you, you are his pillar;
You gone, he walks on crutches, or else falls;
Then shrink from under him. Are not they
Fools that bearing others up themselves, seem low,
Because they above sit high, why you do so?

Cardinal It is true.

Queen MotherBehold this error with fixed eyes.

CardinalIt is true, well.

Eleazar Oh! Have you found it? Have you smelt
The train of powder that must blow you up?
Up into air, what air! Why this? A breath,
Look you, in this time may a King meet death;
An eye to it, check it, check it.

Cardinal How?

Eleazar How thus?
Steal from the heat of that incestuous blood
Where ravished honour and Philippo lies;
Leave him, divide this huge and monstrous body
Of armed Spaniards into limbs thus big;
Part man from man, send every soldier home,
Ill do the like; Peace with an olive branch
Shall fly with dove-like wings about all Spain.
The crown which I as a good husband keep,
I will lay down upon the empty chair;
Marry you the Queen and fill it, for my part;
These knees are yours, Sir.

Cardinal Is this sound?

Eleazar From my heart.

CardinalIf you prove false?

Eleazar If I do, let fire fall…

Cardinal Amen.
Eleazar Upon thy head - and so it shall.

Cardinal All of my self is yours. Soldiers, be gone.

Eleazar And that way you.

CardinalThe rest I will divide;
The Lords shall be converted.

Eleazar Good.

CardinalLets meet.

Queen MotherWhere?

Eleazar Here, anon, this is thy winding-sheet.

Exit Cardinal. The Moor walks up and down musing.
Queen MotherWhat shape will this prodigious womb bring forth?
Which groans with such strange labour?

Eleazar Excellent.

Queen MotherWhy, Eleazar, art thou wrapped with joys?
Or does thy sinking policy make to shore?

Eleazar Ha!

Queen MotherEleazar, mad man! Hearst thou, Moor?

Eleazar Well, so, you turn my brains, you mar the face
Of my attempts ith making; for this chaos,
This lump of projects, ere it be licked over,
It is like a bears conception; stratagems
Being but begot, and not got out, are like
Charged cannons not discharged; they do no harm,
Nor good; true policy breeding in the brain
Is like a bar of iron, whose ribs being broken,
And softened in the fire, you then may forge it
Into a sword to kill, or to a helmet, to defend life, .
It is therefore wit to try
All fashions, ere you apparel villainy.
But, but I have suited him, fit, fit, oh fit!

Queen MotherHow? Prithee, how?

Eleazar Why thus - yet no, lets hence;
My heart is nearest of my counsel, yet
I scarce dare trust my heart with it; what I do,
It shall look old, the hour wherein tis born;
Wonders twice seen are garments over worn.

Exit.



Scene V
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ENTER CARDINAL AT one door, Philip half armed and two soldiers following him with the rest of the armour; the Cardinal seeing him, turns back again.

PhillipSirrah, you Cardinal, coward, run away.
So, ho, ho, what Cardinal?

Cardinal I am not for your lure.

Exit.

PhillipFor that then, Oh! That it had nailed thy heart
Up to the pommel to the earth; come, arm me,
Ha! Sfoot, when all our swords were royally gilt with blood,
When with red sweat that trickled from our wounds,
We had dearly earned a victory! When hell
Had from their hinges heaved off her iron gates
To bid the damned Moor and the devils enter;
Then to lose all, then to sound base retreat;
Why, soldiers, ha!

1. SoldierI am glad of it, my lord.

PhillipHa, glad? Art thou glad I am dishonoured?
That thou and he dishonoured?

1. SoldierWhy, my Lord, I am glad that you so cleanly did come off.

PhillipThou hast a lean face and a carrion heart.
A plague on him and thee too then; sheart then,
To crack the very hearts strings of our army,
To quarter it in pieces, I could tear my hair,
And in cursing spend my soul.
Cardinal, what, Judas! Come, well fight
Till there be left but one; if I be he,
Ill die a glorious death.

1. Soldier So will I, I hope in my bed.

2. SoldierTill there be but one left, my lord?
Why thats now, for all our fellows are crawled home
, Some with one leg, some with neeran arm,
Some with their brains beaten out and glad they escaped so.

PhillipBut my dear countrymen, youll stick to me?

1. Soldier Stick? Aye, my Lord, stick like bandogs, till we be pulled off.

PhillipThats nobly said, Ill lead you but to death,
Where Ill have greatest share, we shall win fame,
For life and that doth crown a soldiers name.

1. Soldier How to death, my Lord? Not I, by Gods lid,
I have a poor wife and children at home,
And if I die they beg.
And do you think Ill see her go up and down the wide universal world?

Phillip For every drop of blood which thou shalt lose,
Coward, Ill give thy wife a wedge of gold.

2. Soldier Hang him, my lord,
Arm yourself; Ill fight for you,
Till I have not an eye to see the fire in my touchhole.

PhillipBe thou a Kings companion; thou and I
Will dare the Cardinal and the Moor to fight
In single combat, shall we? Hah!

2. Soldier Agreed.

PhillipWell beat them to hells gate, shall we? Hah!

2. Soldier Hells gates somewhat too hot, the Porters a knave.
Id be loath to be damned for my conscience; Ill knock anybodys costard,,
So I knock not there, my Lord, hells gates!

PhillipA pox upon such slaves.

1. Soldier Hang him, a peasant, my lord;
You see I am but a scrag, my lord;
My legs are not of the biggest, nor the least,
Nor the best that eerwere stood upon,
Nor the worst, but they are of Gods making;
And for your sake, if ever we put our enemies to flight again,
By Gods lid if I run not after them like a tiger, huff me.

PhillipBut wilt thou stand to it eer they fly? Ha! Wilt thou?

1. Soldier Will I, quotha? By this hand and the honour of a soldier -

PhillipAnd by a soldiers honour I will load thee
With Spanish pistoletsto have this head,(a foreign (esp. Span. gold coin)
Thy face, and all thy body, stuck with scars,
Why tis a sight more glorious than to see
A lady hung with diamonds. If thou lose
A hand, Ill send this after, if an arm,
Ill lend thee one of mine. Come then, lets fight.
A mangled lame true soldier is a gem
Worth Caesars empire, though fools spurn at them.

1. Soldier Yet, my lord, I have seen lame soldiers
Not worth the crutches they leant upon,
Hands and arms, quotha? Zounds, not I;
Ill double my files or stand sentry, or so;
But Ill be hanged and quartered,
Before Ill have my members cut off.

2 Soldier And I too; hold thee there.

Beats them both in.

PhillipHold you both there; away, you rogues, you dirt!
Thus do I tread upon you. Out, be gone!
One valiant is a host, fight them alone.

Enter Cardinal, Alvero, Christofero and soldiers.

Cardinal Prince Philip.

PhillipFor the crown of Spain, come all.

CardinalWe come in love and peace.

PhillipBut come in war.
Bring naked swords, not laurel boughs, in peace.
Plague on your rank peace, will you fight and cry
Down with the Moor, and then Im yours, Ill die.
I have a heart, two arms, a soul, a head,
Ill lay that down, Ill venture all; sfoot all
Come tread upon me, so that Moor may fall.

CardinalBy heaven that Moor shall fall.

PhillipThy hand and thine;
Flings down his weapons.
Give me but half your hearts, you have all mine,
By heaven, shall he fall?

CardinalYes, upon thee
Like to the ruins of a tower, to grind
Thy body into dust, traitor and bastard,
I do arrest thee of high treason.

PhillipHah!
Traitor and bastard, and by thee? My weapons?

Cardinal Lay hands upon him.

Phillip Aye, youre best do so.

CardinalAlvero, theres the warrant to your hands.
The prisoner is committed, lords; lets part.
Look to him on your life.

Exit Cardinal and companions; manent Philip and Alvero.

PhillipHeart, heart, heart, heart. Tears the warrant.
The devil and his dam, the Moor, and my mother,
Their warrant? I will not obey, old grey beard,
Thou shalt not be my jailer, theres no prison,
No dungeon deep enough, no grates so strong
That can keep in a man so mad with wrong.
What, dost thou weep?

AlveroI would fain shed a tear,
But from mine eyes so many showers are gone.
Grief drinks my tears so fast, that heres not one;
You must to prison.

Phillip Dost thou speak to me?

AlveroYou must to prison.

PhillipAnd from thence to death;
I thought I should have had a tomb hung round
With tattered colours, broken spears; I thought
My body should have fallen down, full of wounds.
But one can kill an emperor, fool them, why
Wouldst thou have many curses? Be mad and die.

Exit.

.


Act V


Scene I
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ENTER RODERIGO AND Christofero [and] two bare-headed, before them, Alvero, Cardinal alone, Zarack, and Baltazar bearing the crown on a cushion, Eleazar next, Queen Mother after him other lords after her; Alvero, sad, meets them.

Cardinal Alvero, tis the pleasure of the King,
Of the Queen Mother and these honoured States,
To ease you of Philip, theres a warrant
Sent to remove him to a stronger guard.

AlveroI thank you! You shall rid me of much care.

Eleazar Sit down and take your place!

AlveroIf I might have the place I like best, it should be my grave.
Sits down.
The Moors stand aside with the crown; Eleazar, rising, takes it.

Eleazar Stand in voice, reach away!

Both MoorsWe are gone.
Exit.

Eleazar Princes of Spain, if in this royal court,
There sit a man that having laid his hold
So fast on such a jewel and dare wear it,
In the contempt of envy as I dare,
Yet uncompelled (as freely as poor pilgrims,
Bestow their prayers) would give such wealth away,
Let such a man step forth; what, do none rise?
No, no, for Kings indeed are deities.
And whod not (as the sun) in brightness shine?
To be the greatest, is to be divine.
Who among millions would not be the mightiest?
To sit in God-like state, to have all eyes
Dazzled with admiration, and all tongues
Shouting loud prayers, to rob every heart
Of love, to have the strength of every arm.
A sovereigns name - why tis a sovereign charm.
This glory round about me hath thrown beams;
I have stood upon the top of fortunes wheel,
And backward turned the iron screw of fate,
The destinies have spun a silken thread
About my life; yet, noble Spaniards, see?
Hoc tantum tacti; thus I cast aside
The shape of Majesty and on my knee,
Kneels; the Cardinal fetches the Crown and sets it on the chair.

To this Imperial state lowly resign,
This usurpation, wiping off your fears,
Which stuck so hard upon me, let a hand
A right and royal hand take up this wreath,
And guard it; right is of it self most strong,
No kingdom got by cunning can stand long.

Cardinal Proceed to new election of a King.

AllAgreed.

Eleazar Stay, peers of Spain; if young Philip,
Be Philips son, then is he Philips heir,
Then must his royal name be set in gold,
Philip is then the diamond to that ring;
But if he be a bastard, heres his seat,
For baseness has no gall till it grows great.
First therefore let him blood, if he must bleed,
Yet in what vein you strike him, best take heed:
The Portugals his friend; you saw he came
At holding up a finger, armed; this peace
Rid hence his dangerous friendship, hes at home,
But when he hears that Philip is tied up,
Yet hears not why, hell catch occasions lock,
And on that narrow bridge make shift to lead
A scrambling army through the heart of Spain;
Look to it; being in, hell hardly out again.
Therefore first prove and then proclaim him bastard.

AlveroHow shall we prove it?

Eleazar He that put him out to making
I am sure can tell; if not,
Then she that shaped him can; heres the Queen Mother,
Being pricked in conscience and preferring Spain,
Before her own respect will name the man.
If he be noble and a Spaniard born, hell hide
The apparent scars of their infamies
With the white hand of marriage; that in time
Will eat the blemish off; say, Shall it?

All No.

Cardinal Spaniard or Moor, the saucy slave shall die.

Hortenzo Death is too easy for such villainy.

Eleazar Spaniard or Moor, the saucy slave shall die.
I would he might; I know myself am clear
As is the new born Infant. Madam, stand forth.
Behold, to speak shame in the grave wants sense.
Heaven with sins greatest forfeits can dispense.

Queen MotherWould I were covered with the veil of night,
You might not see red shame sit on my check;
But being Spains common safety stands for truth,
Hiding my weeping eyes, I blush, and say:
Philips father sits here.

Roderigo Here? Name him!

Queen Mother The Lord Mendoza did beget that son;
Oh! Let not this dishonour further run.

Alvero What? Cardinal Mendoza?

Queen MotherYes, yes, even him.

Eleazar Spaniard or Moor, the saucy slave shall die.

Cardinal I Philips father? Comes down; the rest talk.

Queen MotherNay! Deny me not;
Now may a kingdom and my love be got.

Cardinal Those eyes and tongue bewitch me, shame lie here;
That love has sweetest taste that is bought dear.

Christofero What answers Lord Mendoza to the Queen?

Cardinal I confess, guilty: Philip is my son;
Her Majesty hath named the time and place.

AlveroTo you, but not to us; go forward, Madam.

Queen MotherWithin the circle of twice ten years since,
Your deceased King made war in Barbary,
Won Tunis, conquered Fess and hand to hand,
Slew great Abdela, King of Fess, and father
To that Barbarian Prince.

Eleazar I was but young, but now methinks
I see my fathers wounds - poor Barbary!
No more.

Queen MotherIn absence of my lord, mourning his want,
To me alone, being in my private walk,
I think at Salamanca; aye, twas there;
Enters Mendoza under show of shrift,
Threatens my death if I denied his lust;
In fine by force he won me to his will,
I wept, and cried for help, but all in vain;
Mendoza there abused the bed of Spain.

Eleazar Spaniard or Moor, that saucy slave shall die.

AlveroWhy did not you complain of this vile act?

Queen MotherAlas! I was alone, young, full of fear,
Bashful, and doubtful of my own defame;
Knowing King Philip rash and jealous,
I hid his sins, thinking to hide my shame.

Hortenzo What says the Cardinal?

Cardinal Such a time there was;
Tis past, Ill make amends with marriage,
And satisfy with trentals, dirges, prayers,
The offended spirit of the wronged King.
Queen and they talk.

Eleazar Spaniard or Moor, that saucy slave shall die;
Oh! It would seem best, it should be thus Mendoza,
She to accuse, I urge, and both conclude,
Your marriage like a comic interlude.
Lords, will you hear this hateful sin confessed
And not impose upon the ravisher death,
The due punishment? O, it must be so.

AlveroWhat does the Queen desire?

Queen MotherJustice, revenge
On vile Mendoza for my ravishment!
I kiss the cold earth with my humbled knees,
From whence I will not rise, till some just hand
Cast to the ground the traitor Cardinal.

All Stand forth, Mendoza.

Eleazar Swells your heart so high?
Down Lecher, if you will not stand, then lie.

Cardinal You have betrayed me by my too much trust;
I never did this deed of rape and lust.

Roderigo Your tongue confessed it.

Cardinal True, I was enticed.

Eleazar Enticed? Do you believe that?

Queen MotherJustice, Lords! Sentence the Cardinal for
His hateful sin.

AlveroWe will assemble all the States of Spain,
And as they Judge, so Justice shall be done.

Eleazar A guard! To prison with the Cardinal!

Cardinal Damned slave, my tongue shall go at liberty
To curse thee, ban that strumpet; dogs, keep off.

Enter Zarack, Baltazar and others.

Eleazar Hist, hist, on, on.

Queen MotherI cannot brook his sight.

AlveroYou must to prison, and be patient.
Cardinal Weepst thou, Alvero? All struck dumb? My fears
Are that those drops will change to bloody tears.
This woman and this serpent!

Queen MotherDrag him hence.

Cardinal Who dares lay hands upon me? Lords of Spain
Let your swords bail me, this false Queen did lie.

Eleazar Spaniard or Moor, the saucy slave shall die.

Cardinal Ill fight with thee, damned hellhound, for my life.

Eleazar Spaniard or Moor, the saucy slave shall die.

Cardinal Ill prove upon thy head.

Eleazar The slave shall die.

Cardinal Lords, stop this villains throat.

Eleazar Shall die, shall die.

Cardinal Hear me, but speak.

Eleazar Away.

AlveroWords are ill spent
Where wrong sits judge; youre armed if innocent.

Cardinal Well, then I must to prison. Moor, no more.
Heavens thou art just, Prince Philip I betrayed,
And now myself fall, guile with guile is paid.
Exit.

Queen MotherPhilip being proved a bastard, who shall sit
Upon this empty throne?

Eleazar Strumpet, not you.
Queen MotherStrumpet? And if I not sit there, who then?

Eleazar Down back! If she touches it, shell bewitch the chair;
This throne belongs to Isabel the fair,
Bring forth the Princess in royal robes,
The true affecter of Alveros son,
Virtuous Hortenzo. Lords, behold your Queen.



Scene II
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ENTER ISABELLA LED in, in royal robes, and Hortenzo.

Queen MotherThou villain! What intendst thou, savage slave?

Eleazar To advance virtue thus, and thus to tread
On lust, on murder, on adulterys head
Look, Lords, upon your sovereign Isabel,
Though all may doubt the fruits of such a womb,
Is she not like King Philip? Let her rule.

Queen MotherShe rule?

EleazarShe rule? Aye she.

Queen MotherA child to sway an empire? I am her protectress;
Ill pour black curses on thy damned head,
If thou wrongst me. Lords, Lords!

Eleazar Princes of Spain,
Be deaf, be blind, hear not, behold her not,
She killed my virtuous wife.

Queen MotherHe killed your King.

Eleazar It was in my just wrath.

Queen MotherIt was to get his crown.

Eleazar His crown! Why here tis: thou slewst him, Maria,
To have access to my unstained bed.
Queen MotherOh heaven!

Eleazar It is true, how often have I stopped
Thy unchaste songs from passing through mine ears?
How often, when thy luxurious arms have twinned
About my jetty neck, have I cried out
Away, those scalding veins burn me? Tis true.

Queen MotherDevil, tis a lie!

Eleazar Thou slewst my sweet Maria;
Alvero, twas thy daughter, twas; Hortenzo,
She was thy sister. Justice, Isabella!
This serpent poisoned thy dear fathers bed,
Setting large horns on his imperial head.

Queen MotherHear me.

Eleazar Hah! Why?

AlveroMadam, you shall be heard,
Before the courts, before the courts of Spain

Eleazar A guard, a guard.

Enter two Moors and others.

Queen MotherA guard for what? For whom?

Hortenzo To wait on you,
So many great sins must not wait with few.

Queen MotherKeep me in prison! Dare you, Lords?

AlveroOh no!
Were your cause strong, we would not arm you so;
But honour fainting needs many hands,
Kingdoms stand safe, when mischief lies in bands.
You must to prison.
Exit.

Queen MotherMust I? Must I, slave!
Ill damn thee, ere thou triumphst over my grave.

Exit with a guard.



Scene III
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Manet Eleazar.

Eleazar Do, do! My jocund spleen;
It does, it will, it shall; I have at one throw
Rifled away the diadem of Spain;
It is gone, and theres no more to set, but this
At all; then at this last cast Ill sweep up
My former petty losses, or lose all
Like to a desperate gamester; hah! How, fast?

Enter Zarack.

Zarack Except their bodies turn to airy spirits,
And fly through windows, they are fast, my Lord
If they can eat through locks and bars of iron,
They may escape, if not, then not.

Eleazar Ho! Zarack!
Wit is a thief, theres pick lock police,
To whom all doors fly open, therefore go,
In our name charge the keeper to resign
His office, and if he has tricks of cruelty,
Let him bequeath them at his death, for kill him;
Turn all thy body into eyes, and watch them!
Let those eyes like fiery comets
Sparkle out nothing but the death of kings.
And ah! Now thus thou knowst I did invent
A torturing iron chain.

ZarackOh! For necks my lord?.

Eleazar Aye! That, that, that, away and yoke them - stay,

Enter Baltazar.

Heres Baltazar.Go both, teach them to preach,
Through an iron pillory; Ill spread a net
To catch Alvero. O, he is old and wise;
They are unfit to live, that have sharp eyes. Hortenzo, Roderigo, tot, tot all:
They have supple knees slacked brows, but hearts of gall:
Their bitterness shall be washed off with blood,
Tyrants swim safest in a crimson flood.

Baltazar I come to tell your grace that Isabella
Is with Hortenzo arm in arm at hand.
Zarack and I may kill them; now with ease
Is it done, and then tis done.

Zarack Murder thou the man,
And Ill stab her.

Eleazar No, Ill speed her myself;
Arm in arm, so, so, look upon this ring:
Who ever brings this token to your hands
Regard not for what purpose, seize on them,
And chain them to the rest; they come, away.
Murder be proud, and tragedy laugh on,
Ill seek a stage for thee to jest upon.

Enter Isabella and Hortenzo, seeing the Moor, turn back.

Eleazar My Lord, My Lord Hortenzo?

Hortenzo Hah! Is it you?
Trust me I saw you not.

Eleazar What makes your grace so sad?

Hortenzo She grieves for the imprisoned Queen, her mother,
And for Philip. In the sandy heap,
That wait upon an hour, there are not found
So many little bodies as those sighs
And tears, which she hath every minute spent,
Since her loved brother felt Imprisonment.

Eleazar Pity, great pity; would it lay in me
To give him liberty.

Isabel It does.

Eleazar In me?
Free him, your Mother Queen, and Cardinal too.
In me? Alas! Not me, no, no, in you,
Yet, for Ill have my conscience white and pure.
Here, madam, take this ring, and if my name
Can break down castle walls and open gates,
Take it, and dot, fetch them all forth - and yet
It is unfit you should go.

Hortenzo That happy office Ill execute myself.

Eleazar Will you? Would I
Stood gracious in their sight. Well, go,
Do what you will, Hortenzo, if this charm
Unbinds them, here it is. Lady, you and I
Aloof will follow him, and when we meet,
Speak for me, for Ill kiss Philips feet.

Hortenzo I shall be proud to see all reconciled.
Exit.

Eleazar Alas! My Lord, why true, go, go.

IsabelMake haste, dear love.

Eleazar Hortenzo is a man
Composed of sweet proportion, has a foot,
A leg, a hand, a face, an eye, a wit,
The best Hortenzo in the Spanish Court.
Oh! Hes the nonpareil.
Isabel Your tongue had wont
To be more sparing in Hortenzos praise.

Eleazar Aye, I may curse his praises, rather ban
Mine own nativity. Why did this colour
Dart in my flesh so far? Oh, would my face
Were of Hortenzos fashion, else would yours
Were as black as mine is.

Isabel Mine like yours, why?

Eleazar Hark! I love you, yes faith, I said this, I love you;
I do; leave him.

Isabel Damnation, vanish from me.

Eleazar Coy? Were you as hard as flint, o, you should yield
Like softened wax; were you as pure as fire,
Ill touch you, yes, Ill taint you, see you this,
Ill bring you to this lure.

Isabel If I want hands
To kill myself, before thou dost it, do.

EleazarIll cut away your hands; well, my desire
Is raging as the sea, and mad as fire;
Will you?

Isabel Torment me not, good devil!

Eleazar Will you?

Isabel Ill tear mine eyes out if they tempt thy lust.

Eleazar Do.

Isabel Touch me not, these knives -

EleazarAye, aye, kill yourself!
Because I jest with you, I wrong Hortenzo?
Settle your thoughts, twas but a trick to try
That which few women have, true constancy.

IsabelIf then, my speeches taste of gall.

Eleazar Nay, faith,
You are not bitter, no, you should have railed,
Have spit upon me, spurned me, you are not bitter;
Why, do you think that Id nurse a thought,
To hurt your honour? If that thought had brains,
Id beat them out, but come, by this, Hortenzo is fast.

IsabelHah! Fast?

Eleazar Aye, fast in Philips arms,
Wrestling together for the price of love;
By this, theyre on the way; Ill be your guard.
Come, follow me, Ill lead you in the van,
Where thou shalt see four chins upon one chain.
Exit.



Scene IV
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ENTER HORTENZO, QUEEN Mother, Cardinal and Philip chained by the necks, Zarack, and Baltazar busy about fastening Hortenzo.

Hortenzo You damned ministers of villainy,
Sworn to damnation by the book of hell;
You maps of night, you element of devils,
Why do you yoke my neck with iron chains?

Baltazar Many do borrow chains, but you have this
Gratis, for nothing.

Cardinal Slaves, unbind us!

BothNo!

Exit two Moors.

PhillipI am impatient! Veins, why crack you not
And tilt your blood into the face of heaven
To make red clouds like ensigns in the sky,
Displaying a damned tyrants cruelty?
Yet can I laugh in my extremest pangs
Of blood and spirit to see the Cardinal,
Keep rank with me and my vile Mother Queen,
To see herself, where she would have me seen.
Good fellowship ifaith.

Hortenzo And I can tell,
True misery, loves a companion well.

PhillipThou leftst me to the mercy of a Moor,
That hath damnation dyed upon his flesh;
It was well; thou, Mother, didst unmotherly
Betray thy true son to false bastardy;
Thou leftst me then, now thou art found, and staid,
And thou who didst betray me, art betrayed.
A plague upon you all!

Cardinal Thou cursest them;
Whom may I curse? First may I curse myself,
Too credulous of loyalty and love;
Next, may I curse the Moor, more than a devil;
And last thy mother, mother of all evil.

Queen MotherAll curses and all crosses light on thee,
What need I curse myself when all curse me?
I have been deadly impious, I confess;
Forgive me and my sin will seem the less;
This heavy chain, which now my neck assaults,
Weighs ten times lighter than my heavy faults.

PhillipHortenzo, I commend myself to thee;
Thou that art nearest, standst furthest off from me.

Hortenzo That mould of hell, that Moor has chained me here.
It is not myself, but Isabel I fear.



Scene V
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ENTER ELEAZAR, ZARACK and Baltazar.

Eleazar Its strange! Will not Prince Philip come with Hortenzo?

Zarack He swears hell live and die there.

Eleazar Marry and shall.
I pray, persuade him you to leave the place;
A prison, why its hell. Alas, here they be;
Hah! They are they ifaith, see, see, see, see.

AllMoor, devil, toad, serpent.

Eleazar Oh sweet airs, sweet voices.

Isabel Oh my Hortenzo!

Eleazar Do not these birds sing sweetly, Isabella?
Oh! How their spirits would leap aloft and spring,
Had they their throats at liberty to sing.

Phillip Damnation dog thee.

Cardinal Furies follow thee.

Queen MotherComets confound thee.

Hortenzo And hell swallow thee.

Eleazar Sweeter and sweeter still, oh! Harmony,
Why theres no music like to misery.

IsabelHast thou betrayed me thus?

Eleazar Not I, not I.

PhillipSirrahhedgehog.

Eleazar Hah! Ill hear thee presently.

IsabelHear me then, hellhound; slaves, unchain my love!
Or by -

Eleazar By what? Is it not rare walking here?
Methinks this stage shows like a tennis court,
Does it not, Isabel? Ill show thee how:
Suppose that iron chain to be the line,
The prison doors the hazard and their heads
Scarce peeping ore the line suppose the balls;
Had I a racket now of burnished steel,
How smoothly could I bandy every ball,
Over this globe of earth, win set and all.

PhillipHow brisk the villain jests in villainy!

EleazarPrating? Hes proud because he wears a chain
Take it off Baltazar, and take him hence.

They unbind him.

Phillip And whitherthen you, dog?

Isabel Pity my brother.

Eleazar Pity him? No; away, aye, come, do, come.

PhillipI pray thee, kill me! Come?

Eleazar I hope to see thy own hands do that office;
Down with him.

PhillipIs there another hell?

2 Moors Try, try, hes gone.

Eleazar So him next, he next and next him; and then?

All Worse than damnation, fiend, monster of men.

Eleazar Why, when? Down, down.

Cardinal Slave, as thou thrusts me down,
Into this dungeon, so sink thou to hell.

Queen MotherAmen, Amen.

Eleazar Together so and you.

Isabel O pity my Hortenzo!

Hortenzo Farewell, sweet Isabel, my life adieu!

All Mischief and horror let the Moor pursue.

EleazarA consort, that amain, plays that amain,
Amain, Amain. Not so soon fallen asleep?
Nay Ill not lose this music; sirrah! sirrah!
Take thou a drum, a trumpet thou, and hark;
Mad them with villainous sounds.

Zarack Rare sport, lets go.

Exit Zarack and Baltazar.

Eleazar About it, music will do well in woe;
How like you this?
Isabel Set my Hortenzo free,
And Ill like anything.

Eleazar A fool, a fool?
Hortenzo free, why look you, he free? No!
Then must he marry you, you must be Queen,
He in a manner King; these dignities
Like poison make men swell; this rats bane honour
O tis so sweet, theyll lick it till all burst.
He will be proud, and pride you know must fall.
Come, come, he shall not; no, no; tis more meet
To keep him down, safe standing on his feet.

Isabel Eleazar -

Eleazar Mark, the imperial chair of Spain,
Is now as empty as a misers alms;
Be wise; I yet dare sit in it; its for you,
If you will be for me, theres room for two.
Do, meditate, muse on it: its best for thee
To love me, live with me, and lie with me.

Isabel Thou knowst Ill first lie in the arms of death.
My meditations are how to revenge,
Thy bloody tyrannies; I fear thee not
Inhuman slave, but to thy face defy
Thy lust, thy love, thy barbarous villainy.

Eleazar Zarack.

Enter Zarack.

Zarack My Lord!

Eleazar Wheres Baltazar?

ZarackA drumming.

Eleazar I have made them rave and curse, and
So, guard her.
Your Court shall be this prison; guard her, slaves,
With open eyes. Defy me? See my veins
Strucked out, being over heated with my blood,
Boiling in wrath: Ill tame you.

Isabel Do, do.

Eleazar Hah!
I will, and once more fill a kingdoms throne.
Spain, Ill new-mould thee: I will have a chair
Made all of dead mens bones, and the ascents
Shall be the heads of Spaniards set in ranks;
I will have Philips head, Hortenzos head,
Mendozas head, thy mothers head, and this,
This head that is so crossed, Ill have it.
The scene wants actors, Ill fetch more, and clothe it
In rich cothurnal pomp. A tragedy
Ought to be grave, graves this shall beautify.
Moor, execute to the life my dread commands;
Vengeance awake, thou hast much work in hand.

Exit.

Zarack Im weary of this office and this life,
It is too thirsty and I would your blood
Might escape the filling out. By heaven I swear,
I scorn these blows and his rebukes to bear.

IsabelOh! Zarack, pity me, I love thee well;
Love deserves pity, pity Isabel.

Zarack What would you have me do?

Isabel To kill this Moor.

Zarack Ill cast an eye of death upon my face.
Ill be no more his slave; swear to advance me;
And by yon setting sun, this hand, and this
Shall rid you of a tyrant.

Isabel By my birth;
No Spaniards honoured place shall equal thine.

Zarack Ill kill him then.

Isabel And Baltazar.

ZarackAnd he.

Isabel I pray thee first, fetch Philip and Hortenzo
Out of that hell; they two will be most glad
To aid thee in this execution.

Zarack My Lord Philip and Hortenzo, rise;
Your hands; so, talk to her; at my return
This sword shall reek with blood of Baltazar.

Exit.

PhillipThree curses, like three commendations
To their three souls, I send. Thy tortured brother
Does curse the Cardinal, the Moor and thy Mother.

IsabelCurse not at all, dear souls; revenge is hot,
And boils in Zaracks brains; the plot is craft,
Into the mould of hell. You free men are;
Zarack will kill the Moor and Baltazar.

Hortenzo How can that relish?

IsabelWhy? Ill tell you how.
I did profess I, and protested too,
I loved him well, what will not sorrow do?
Then he professed, I, and protested too
To kill them both, what will not devils do?

PhillipThen I profess; I, and protest it too,
That heres for him; what will not Philip do?

HortenzoSee where he comes.

Enter the two Moors.

Baltazar Zarack, what do I see?
Hortenzo and Philip, who did this?

Zarack I, Baltazar.

Baltazar Thou art half damned for It, Ill do my Lord.

Zarack Ill stop you on your way, lie there!
Thy tongue shall tell no tales today.

Stabs him.

PhillipNor thine tomorrow, his revenge was well.

Stabs him.

By this time both the slaves shake hands in hell.

IsabelPhilip and Hortenzo, stand you still;
What do you both? Cannot you see your play?
Well fare a woman then to lead the way.
Once rob the dead, put the Moors
Habits on and paint your faces with the oil of hell,
So waiting on the Tyrant.

Philip Come, no more; It is here and here;
Room there below, stand wide, and bury them
Well since they so goodly did.

Hortenzo Away then, fate now let revenge be placed.

Philip Here.
Hortenzo And here, a tyrants blood does sweetly taste.

Exit.



Scene VI
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ENTER ELEAZAR, ALVERO, Roderigo, Christofero and other lords.

Eleazar Why I imprison? Who?

All Philip and Hortenzo.

Eleazar Philip and Hortenzo, ha, ha, ha.

Roderigo Why laughs the Moor?

Eleazar I laugh because you jest;
Laugh at a jest. Who I, imprison them?
I prize their lives with weights, their necks with chains,
Their hands with manacles. I do all this
Because my face is in nights colour dyed.
Think you my conscience and my soul is so,
Black faces may have hearts as white as snow
And tis a general rule in moral rules,
The whitest faces have the blackest souls.

AlveroBut touching my Hortenzo -

Eleazar Good old man, I never touched him,
Do not touch me then with thy Hortenzo.

Christofero Wheres Philip too?

Eleazar And wheres Philip too?
I pray, I pray is Philip a tame Spaniard?
What can Philip him hither, hither make him fly?
First wheres Hortenzo, wheres Philip too?

Roderigo And where is Isabel? She was with you.

Eleazar And where is Isabel? She was with me,

Enter Philip and Hortenzo like Moors.

And so are you, yet are you
Well you see but in good time, see where their keepers come.
Come hither Zarack,
Baltazar, come hither;
Zarack, old Lord Alvero asks of thee, where young Hortenzo is.

Hortenzo My lord, set free.

Eleazar Oh! Is he so? Come hither Baltazar,
Lord Christofero here would ask of thee
Where Prince Philip is.

PhillipMy Lord, set free.

Eleazar Oh is he so? Roderigo asks me for Isabel.

Philip I say my Lord, shes free.

Eleazar Oh! Is she so?

PhillipBelieve me, lords.

HortenzoAnd me.

Philip I set Philip -

Hortenzo I set Hortenzo free.

Eleazar My lords, because you shall believe me too,
Go to the Castle, I will follow you.

AlveroThanks to the mighty Moor and for his fame,
Be more in honour than thou art in name;
But let me wish the other prisoners well,
The Queen and Cardinal, let all have right,
Let law absolve them or dissolve them quite.

Eleazar Grave man, thy grey hairs paint out gravity,
Thy counsels wisdom, thy wit policy.
There, let us meet and with a general brain,
Erect the peace of spirit and of Spain.

AlveroThen will Spain flourish?

Eleazar Aye, when it is mine.

Roderigo O heavenly meeting!

Eleazar We must part in hell.

Christofero True peace of joy.

Exit; manent Eleazar Phillip and Hortenzo.

Eleazar It is a dissembling knell.
Farewell my lords, meet there so ha, ha, ha.
Draws his rapier.
Now tragedy, thou minion of the night,
Rhamnusias pew-fellow, to thee Ill sing
Upon an harp made of dead Spanish bones,
The proudest instrument the world affords;
When thou in crimson jollity shalt bath,
Thy limbs as black as mine, in springs of blood;
Still gushing from the conduit head of Spain.
To thee that never blushed,
Though thy cheeks are full of blood.
O, Saint Revenge, to thee
I consecrate my murders,
All my stabs, my bloody labours, tortures, stratagems,
The volume of all wounds that wound from me;
Mine is the stage, thine is the tragedy.
Where am I now? O, at the prison?
True, Zarack and Baltazar, come hither, see,
Survey my library. I study, whilst you two sleep,
Marry, it is villainy.
Heres a good book,
Zarack, behold it well,
Its deeply written for twas made in hell.
Now Baltazar, a better book for thee,
But for myself, this, this,
The best of all;
And therefore do I chain it every day,
For fear the readers steal the art away.
Where thou standst now?
There must Hortenzo hang,
Like Tantalusin a maw-eating pang;
There, Baltazar must Prince Philip stand,
Like damned Prometheusand, to act his part,
Shall have a dagger sticking at his heart.
But in my room Ill set the cardinal, and he shall preach
Repentance to them all, ha, ha, ha.

PhillipDamnation tickles him, he laughs again.
Philip must stand there and bleed to death.
Well, villain, I only laugh to see,
That we shall live to out laugh him and thee.

Eleazar Oh! Fit, fit, fit, stay a rare jest, rare jest.
Zarack, suppose thou art Hortenzo now
I pray thee stand in passion of a pang,
To see by thee how quaintly he would hang.

Hortenzo I am Hortenzo, tut-tut,
Fear not man, thou lookest like Zarack.

Eleazar I Hortenzo; here, he shall hang here,
Ifaith; come, Zarack, come and Baltazar, take thou Phillips room.
First let me see you placed

PhillipWere placed.

Eleazar Slaves, ha, ha, ha, you are, but players,
They must end the play,
How like Hortenzo and Philip stand my two slaves,
Were they as black as you!
Well, Zarack, Ill unfix thee
First of all, thou shalt help me to play the Cardinal,
This iron engine on his head Ill clap,
Like a popes mitre or a cardinals cap,Then manaclehis hands as thou dost mine.
So, so, I pray thee, Zarack, set him free,
That both of you may stand and laugh at me.

PhillipIt is fin,e ifaith, call in more company:
Alvero, Roderigo and the rest,
Who will not laugh at Eleazars jest?

Eleazar What? Zarack, Baltazar.

PhillipAye, anon, anon, we have not laughs enough, its but begun.
Who knocks?

Eleazar Unmanacle my hands, I say!

PhillipThen shall we mar our mirth and spoil the play?
Who knocks within?

AlveroAlvero.

PhillipLet Alvero in.

Eleazar And let me out.

Enter all below.

PhillipI thank you for that flout,
To let Alvero in and let you out.

Eleazar Villains, slaves, am I not your lord the Moor and Eleazar?
Queen MotherAnd the devil of hell,
And more than that, and Eleazar too.

Eleazar And devils dam, what do I here with you.

Queen MotherMy tongue shall torture thee.

Eleazar I know thee then;
All womens tongues are tortures unto men.

Queen MotherSpaniards, this was the villain,
This is he who through enticements of alluring lust
And glory which makes silly women proud,
And men malicious, did incense my spirit
Beyond the limits of a womans mind,
To wrong myself and that lord Cardinal;
And that which sticks more near unto my blood,
He that was nearest to my blood,
My son, to dispossess him of his right by wrong;
Oh! That I might embrace him on these breasts,
Which did enclose him when he first was born.
No greater happiness can heaven show upon me
Than to circle in these arms of mine,
That son whose royal blood I did defame,
To crown with honour an ambitious Moor.

PhillipThus then thy happiness is complete,
Embraces her.
Behold thy Philip ransomed from that prison
In which the Moor had cloistered him.

Hortenzo And heres Hortenzo.

Eleazar Then am I betrayed and cozened in my own designs?
I did contrive their ruin,
But their subtle policy hath blasted my ambitious thoughts.
Villains! Wheres Zarack? Wheres Baltazar?
What have you done with them?

PhillipTheyre gone to Plutos kingdom
To provide a place for thee and to attend thee there;
But least they should be tired with too long expecting hopes.
Come, brave spirits of Spain,
This is the Moor, the actor of these evils,
Thus thrust him down to act amongst the devils.

Stabs him.

Eleazar And am I thus dispatched?
Had I but breathed the space of one hour longer,
I would have fully acted my revenge.
But oh! Now pallid death bids me prepare,
And haste to Charonfor to be his fare.
I come, but ere my glass is run,
Ill curse you all, and cursing end my life.
Maist thou, Lascivious Queen whose damned charms,
Bewitched me to the circle of thy arms,
Unpitied die, consumed with loathed lust,
Which thy venomous mind hath basely nurst.
And for you, Philip, may your days be long,
But clouded with perpetual misery.
May thou Hortenzo, and thy Isabel,
Be fetched alive by furies into hell,
There to be damned forever!
Oh! I faint, devils, come claim your right,
And when I am confined within your kingdom
Then shall out-act you all in perfect villainy.

Dies.

PhillipTake down his body while his blood streams forth,
His acts are past and our last act is done.
Now do I challenge my hereditary right
To the royal Spanish throne, usurped by him.
In which, in all your sights, I thus do plant myself.
Lord Cardinal and you the Queen, my mother,
I pardon all those crimes you have committed.

Queen MotherIll now repose myself in peaceful rest,
And fly unto some solitary residence;
Where Ill spin out the remnant of my life,
In true contrition for my past offences.

PhillipAnd now, Hortenzo, to close up your wound,
I here contract my sister unto thee,
With comic joy to end a tragedy.
And for this Barbarous Moor, and his black train,
Let all the Moors be banished from Spain!

Exit.
The end of the fifth act.
Back matter

FINIS.
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The King of France.
LODOWICK, Duke of Bullen.
MERCURY, Duke of Anjou.
EMMANUEL, Duke of Brabant.
LEONTIUS, a Courtier of EMMANUELs.
FREDERICK, Son to LODOWICK, brought up by EMMANUEL and known as FERDINAND.
SIR NICHOLAS, a parish priest.
SHAMONT, a courtier of EMMANUELs.
LORD EPERNON, the French General.
Two Soldiers of EPERNONs.
HERNANDO DE MEDINA, the Spanish General.
JACOB VAN SMELT, a Flemish host.
UGO DE CORDOVA, his Lieutenant.
BARNABY BUNCH, an English botcher.
VILLIERS, a merchant.
NUNTIO.
SHAMONT, a courtier of EMMANUELs.

ORIANA, wife to LODOWICK.
DIANA, Daughter to LODOWICK.
ODILLIA, Daughter to EMMANUEL.

Gentlemen, Citizens, Messengers, French and Spanish Soldiers, French Nobles, a Provost, and a Headsman.


Prologue

A Dumb Show
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AFTER AN ALARUM, enter one way the DUKE OF BURGUNDY; another way the DUKE OF ANJOU with his power; they encounter, BURGUNDY is slain.Then enter the DUCHESS OF BURGUNDY with young FREDERICK in her hand, who being pursued of the French, leaps into a river, leaving the child upon the bank, who is presently found by the DUKE OF BRABANT, when it was too late.

Prologue

The Duke of Anjou, fatally inclind
Against the family of Bullen, leads
A mighty army into Burgundy,
Where Philip, younger brother of that house,
Was duke; whose power unequal wit his foes,
Receivd the foil, and being slain himself,
The soldiers afterward pursue his wife.
She, flying from the city, took with her,
Her pretty nephew, Lodowicks tender son,
Brought up and fosterd by his uncle Philip,
And in her flight to scape the bloody hands
Of those that followd, leaps into a river,
And there untimely perishd in the flood.
The little Frederick, left upon the shore,
The tardy Duke of Brabant all too late
That came with succour to relieve his friend,
Espies, and ignorant of whence he was,
Maintains and keeps him, till he came of age.
Of him, his fortune, and his fathers woes,
The Scene ensuing further shall disclose.[Exit.


Scene 1
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ENTER KING OF FRANCE, a nobleman bearing his crown and another his hat, staff, and pilgrims gown; with them conversing, DUKE OF ANJOU and LODWICK, DUKE OF BULLEN.

KING
How long shall I entreat?How long, my lords,
Will you detain our holy pilgrimage?
Are not our vows already registerd
Upon thunvalued sepulchre of Christ?
And shall your malice and inveterate hate
Like a contrarious tempest still divorce
Our soul and her religious chaste desires?
If it be treason to attempt by force
To take from me this earthly crown of mine,
What is it when you study to deprive
My soul of her eternal diadem?
Oh, did you but regard my just demand,
Or would like subjects tender your kings zeal,
You could not choose but entertain a peace.
Why frown you then?Why do your sparkling eyes
Dart mortal arrows in each others face?
Am I a friend, an can I not persuade?
Am I king, and shall I not prevail?
Anjou, be pacifid, and Bullen, leave
To feed thy swelling stomach with contempt.

LODWICK
Your grace doth know, with pardon be it spoken,
My wrongs are such, as I have cause to frown,
Nor can you blame me if I loath his flight
That was the butcher of my brothers life.
In Burgundy what slaughters did he make?
What tyranny left he unpractisd there?
Philip suppressd, did not their bloody hands
Extend to women and resistless babes?
Amongst the rest, was not the Duchess drownd?
And that which draws continual flood of tears
From these mine eyes, and daily doth assail
My feeble heart with never dying grief,
Miscarrid not young Frederick my son?
Ah, was he not untimely by their means
Cut off, that should have comfortd mine age?
Poor boy, whose piteous speaking eye
Might have been able to have turnd the hearts
Of savage lions, yet they spard him not.

KING
Ah, speak no more of Burgundys decease,
Nor wake the quiet slumber of thy son,
But with the grey decrepit hairs of thine
That are expird since Frederick was entombd,
With his dear aunt amidst the liquid waves,
Let slip the memory of that mishap,
And now forget it and forgive it too.

LODWICK
Although I must confess the least of these
Incumbent evils is argument enough
To whet the bluntest stomach to revenge,
Yet that your highness may perceive my mind
Doth savour of mildness and compassion,
And that the Bullen duke may neer be found
To be a traitor to his kings command,
There is my dagger, and Ill lay my hand
Under the foot of Anjou where he treads,
And I will do it to deserve your love.

KING
We thank thee, Bullen, for thy kind respect;
But he that should be foremost to set ope
The gate of mercy, and let friendship in,
Upon whose head redounds the whole reproach
Of all these injuries, swolln big with ire
Stands as an outlaw still upon defiance.

MERCURY
[Aside.] I must dissemble, theres no remedy.

KING
Look, Anjou, here, and let his summers brow
Thaw the hard winter of thy frozen heart.

MERCURY
Dread sovereign, Anjou likewise doth submit,
And with repentant thoughts for what is past,
Rests humbly at your majestys dispose.

KING
Then take the Duke of Bullen by the hand,
And treading former hatred under foot
Wherewith your houses have been still opprest,
Like subjects of your king, be reconcild.

MERCURY
There is my hand, Lodwick, the hand of him
That thought to have imbrud it in thy blood,
But now is made the instrument of peace.

LODWICK
And there is mine, with which I once did vow
To sacrifice thy body to pale death,
But now I do embrace thee as a friend.[They embrace.

MERCURY
[Aside.] The like do I, but to another end,
For Louis no sooner shall depart from hence,
But straight new deeds of mischief Ill commence.

KING
This joys my soul and more to let you know
How pleasing this retrait of peace doth seem,
Till my return from Palestine again,
Be you joint governors of this my realm.
I do ordain you both my substitutes,
And herewithal bequeath into your hands
The keeping of the crown.Myself adornd
With these habiliments of humble life,
Will forward to perform my promisd vow.

LODWICK
The God of heaven be still your highness guide.

MERCURY
[Aside.] And help to thrust thy partnership aside.

KING
Lodwick, the love that thou dost bear to us,
And Mercury, the allegiance thou dost owe,
Now in my absence both of you will show.
So leaving and relying on your trust,
I bid farewell; remember to be just.[Exit.

MERCURY
Brother of Bullen  so Ill call you now  
For why, this birth of new authority
Will have it so; let me entreat your grace
That youll excuse my sudden haste from hence;
I have some urgent cause of great affairs
That call me to the country for awhile,
But long it shall not be ere I return.

LODWICK
At your good pleasure be it, brother of Anjou;
Yet let me tell you that the jealous world
By this our separation will misjudge.

MERCURY
Not for so short a space.On Friday next,
I mean, God willing, to revisit you.

LODWICK
Adieu, my lord. [Exit MERCURY.
The strange events that time
In his continuance often brings to pass.
Not two hours since I would have sworn he lied,
That would have told me Anjou and myself
Should ever have been heard to interchange
Such friendly conference.But my word is passd,
And I will keep my covenant with the king.

Enter two Gentlemen, Petitioners.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
God save your honour!

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Health to the Duke of Bullen!

LODWICK
Gentlemen, yare welcome.Come you with news?
Or have you some petition to the king?

FIRST GENTLEMAN
A suit, my lord, which should have been preferd
Unto the king himself, but being gone
Upon his pilgrimage before we came,
The power now to do us right remains
Within your hands, whom, as we understand,
His grace hath made vice-gerent of the land.

LODWICK
What is your suit?

SECOND GENTLEMAN
This paper will unfold,
If please you take perusal of the same.

LODWICK
Oh, I remember now; it is to have
A patent seald for certain exhibition
Given by his highness for your service done
Against the late invasion of the English.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
True, my good lord.

LODWICK
Well, I will do you any good I can;
But, gentlemen, I must be plain with you:
I am but the half part of that authority
Which late you spake of, for with me is joind
The Duke of Anjou, equally possessd
And he even now departed from the court;
But when he doth return, you shall be sure
To be dispatchd.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
When he returns, my lord?
That will not be, I fear, till angry war
Hath brought destruction on some part of France.

LODWICK
How say you that?Till angry war hath brought
Destruction on some part of France.Why so?

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Because, my lord, in secret he hath levied
A mighty power, which since, as we are told,
Lying not far from Paris had in charge
As on this day to meet the duke at Mullins.

LODWICK
A town near neighbouring on my territories.
It is even so; this proud dissembling duke
Made our reconcilement but a colour
To cloak his treason till the king were gone,
And now his hollow and perfidious dealing,
As when the turf the adder lurked in
Is shorn away, begins to show itself.
It is at me he aims; the blood he drank
In Burgundy will not allay his thirst;
Orleans must administer a fresh supply;
But lest my wife and daughter, whom I left
Slenderly guarded, fall into his hands,
Which now is all the comfort I have left.
Come, gentlemen, I will dispatch your suit,
And afterward ride post unto my house.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
We will attend upon your excellence.[Exeunt.


Scene 2
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ENTER BARNABY BUNCH, a botcher, with a pair of shears, a handbasket with acrossbottom of thread, three or four pair of old stockings, pieces of fustianand cloth, &c.

BUNCH
Bonjour in French is good morrow in English; true, and therewithal good morrow, fair  what? maids?  no, good morrow, fair morning; and yet as fair as it looks, I fear we shall have rain.These French fleas bite so filthily.We travellers are abject  thats to say orderd to many mysteries and troubles.I, Barnaby Bunch, the botcher, no whilome  that is, sometime  of a better trade; for I was an ale-draper as Thames and Tower-wharf can witness.Well, God be with them both!My honourable humour to learn language and see fashions has lost me many a stout draught of strong ale, what at London, what at Gravesend, were I was born.This France, I confess, is a goodly country, but it breeds no ale herbs.Good water, thats drink for a horse, and de vine blanket and de vine coverlet, dat is vine claret for great out-rich cobs.Well, fare England wherethe poor may have a pot of ale for a penny, fresh ale, firm ale, nappy ale,nippitate ale, irregular, secular ale, courageous ale, contagious ale,alcumistical ale.Well, up with my ware, and down to my work, and on to mysong, for a merry heart lives long.

[He hangs three or four pair of hose upon a stick, and falls to sewing one hose heel, and sings.

King Richards gone to Walsingham,
[Speaks.] Kate, is my goose roasted?
[Sings.] To the Holy Land,
[Speaks.] I mean my pressing iron, wench.
[Sings.] To kill Turk and Saracen that the truth do withstand.
[Speaks.] Prithee, make it hot; I must use it.
[Sings.] Christ, his cross be his good speed; Christ his foes to quell.
[Speaks.] Let it not be hot, Kate.
[Sings.] Send him help in time of need, and to come home well.
[Speaks.] Oh, for one pot of Mother Bunchs ale, my own mothers ale, to wash my throat this misty morning!It would clear my sight, comfort my heart, and stuff my veins, that I should not smell the favour of these stockings.Well, fare cleanly Englishmen yet.These Frenchmens feet have a pocky strong scent.

Enter two or three Citizens, one after another, with bags and plate and things to hide.

Who be these that run so fearfully?Ha?citizens by the mass!Citizens that look as they were scard.
[Sings.] John Dory bought him an ambling nag, to Paris to ride-a
And happy are they can seek and find, for they are gone to hida-a.

FIRST CITIZEN
How blessed is this botcher that can sing
When all the city is set on sorrowing. [He seeks up and down for a place to hide his plate.
Where shall I hide this little that I have,
Whilst speedy flight attempt my life to save?

SECOND CITIZEN
Oh, unexpected, sudden misery,
More bitter made by our security!
We unprovided and our foes at hand,
The head depressd, how can the body stand? [He seeks as above.
Where shall I shroud unseen this little pelf,
Whilst I by flight assay to save myself?

THIRD CITIZEN
Whom have we here?My gold will me betray.
Thee must I leave, with life to steal away.[He seeks.
Thou art my life, then if I live tis wonder,
When limbs and life are forcd to part in sunder.

FIRST CITIZEN
Whos there?

SECOND CITIZEN
A friend.Who thou?

FIRST CITIZEN
No enemy.Whats he?

THIRD CITIZEN
A citizen your neighbour.What fellows that?

FIRST CITIZEN
A botcher, a poor English mechanic.

SECOND CITIZEN
What shall we do in this calamity?

FIRST CITIZEN
Hide what we have, and fly from thenemy.

THIRD CITIZEN
O, how near is he?

SECOND CITIZEN
Hell be here to-night.

THIRD CITIZEN
No mean to save our lives but present flight.

BUNCH
What, are these thick-skinnd, heavy pursd gorbellied churls mad?What do they fear?To be robbd, I think.O, that they would hide their money where I might find it, that should be the first language I would learn to speak. Though I have no money, I am as merry as they, and well fare nothing once a year.For early up and never the near.

Enter LODWICK.

LODWICK
O, whither fly ye, silly, heartless shadows?
What sudden fear so daunts your courages?
Are ye surprisd with dread of enemies?
Then arm yourselves to guard yourselves and yours.
Let not base rumours drive ye from your den,
As hares from forms.Stay, fight, and die like men.

FIRST CITIZEN
O, noble duke Lodwick, what avails our stay
When all our power cannot defend one part?

LODWICK
We shall have help.

SECOND CITIZEN
From whom?

LODWICK
From Count Lavall.

FIRST CITIZEN
No, he and Trosthey are with Mercury.

LODWICK
Yet Monsieur Rossibroune may come in time.

THIRD CITIZEN
All is but hazard; we are sure of none.
Therefore God buy you my lord, for Ill save one.[Exit.

SECOND CITIZEN
And I another.

FIRST CITIZEN
And I, if I can. [Exeunt ambo.

LODWICK
Are ye all gone?Stays there not one man?
Good fellow, what art thou?

BUNCH
A corrector of extravagant hose feet.

LODWICK
Wilt thou abide?
And fight against thapproaching enemy?

BUNCH
Envy?What envy?

LODWICK
The proud Duke of Anjou, Mercury,
That comes to sack this unprovided town.

BUNCH
Is he near hand?

LODWICK
Ay, nearer than I wish.

BUNCH
O, that I had my pressing iron out of the fire, and my clean shirt from my laundress, that I might bid this town farewell, and bless it with my heels toward it!Fie, fie, down with my stall, up with my wares, shift for myself.

LODWICK
So all will leave me in extremity.

Enter a Messenger.

NUNTIO
Dear honoured lord, made haste to save yourself!
The armed troups of treacherous Mercury
Approach so fast, and in such multitudes,
That some of them are seen within a league,
And not a man of ours in readiness,
Except it be to run, none to resist.

LODWICK
Then must I run as fast as they.
Lodwick till now was never runaway. [Exeunt LODWICK and Messenger.

BUNCH
If everybody run, its time for me to go.O, that my customers had their ware, and I money for mending them, heres sudden wars when we neer thought upon it.Well, if I had had grace, I might have tarried at Tower- wharf, armed with a white apron, a pot in my left hand, a chalk in my right.What makes this in the pie?Six pence, said I.Fill here hey in the Swan! By and by, anon, anon.There might I have eat my fill, and drunk my fill, and slept my fill, and all without fear; safe as mouse in a mill; here if thenvy come, will be nothing but kill, kill, kill; and I am sure to be in most danger, because I am an English man and a stranger; this is the luck of them that travel foreign lands.Now one pair of running legs are worth two pair of working hands. [Exit.


Scene 3
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ENTER DUKE MERCURY with Soldiers, drum and ensign.

MERCURY
A plague upon you!Was the palace watchd,
That he and his have all escaped thus?
O, I could tear my very heartstrings out,
I am so stung with this indignity.
Will no man bring me word that he is taken?
Night wert thou any thing but what thou art,
A think dark shadow, that art only seen,
I would not live, till thou wert banished.
But let him go, and now shall Anjou shine
More brighter than the burning lamp of heaven,
Where in the height of the celstial signs,
In all his pomp he sails along the skies.
Now France shall shake with terror of my name.
Only my word shall be a parliament,
Enacting statutes as shall bind the world,
Where majesty shall plead prerogative,
In mighty volumes writing with his hand\
The uncontrolld decrees of sovereignty.
Lodwick expulsed, and King Francis gone,
Yet once is Anjou King of France alone.

Enter Messenger.

MESSENGER
My lord.

MERCURY
Is Lodwick taken?Ransom him to me,
And take my dukedom, whatsoer thou be.

MESSENGER
I am a messenger of other news.

MERCURY
O, but salute mine ears with that sweet sound
And in that music be all accents drownd.

MESSENGER
My lord, to arms, to arms!My lord of Anjou,
The power of Spain hath past the Pryan hills
And are already entered into France
Under Hernando, the great Duke of Medena.
The frontiers lie all blazed with rude war;
The fields are coverd with uncivil arms
Of sunburnt Moors, and tawny Africans
Which they have brought; they scorn to bear their spoils.
Their neighing jennets, armed to the field,
Do yerk and fling and beat the sullen ground,
And uncontrolld, come loose abroad in France.
Navarre is sackd, and like a mighty flood,
The haughty Spaniard overturneth all.
Gather your power, make head against the foe.
The devil drives; tis full time to go.

MERCURY
The devil burst those bawling chops of thine!
Spain and the plague and hell and all together!
If the full turn of vengeance be abroach,
Fill out and swill until you burst again!
Come, dog!Come, devil!He that scapes best,
Let him take all, and split and roar and choke!
Hook swords and caps, if hell will hat thus do!
Let him lives longst wipe the reckoning out!
Sound drum, away!Before out glory die,
Some shall be low, that now do look full high![Exeunt.


Scene 4
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ENTER YACOB VAN SMELT, LODWICK, ORIANA, DIANA and BUNCH.

YACOB
Well, my lifekins, so ick must be you wert, dat is, you host, and you mine guess, to eat met me, and shop met me, in my huys.Well, here been van youvier, four, as you seg in English, two manikins, two tannikins, two mans, two womans.Spreak, what will you geven by de dagh?By de week?By de mont?By de year?All to mall.[Well, my loves, so I must be your wert, that is, your host; and you my guests, to eat with me and sleep with me in my house.Well, there are vier of your here, four as you say in English:two little men, two little women; two men, two women.Speak, what will you pay by the day?By the week?By the month?By the year?What will the total be?]

BUNCH
Saving your tale, mine host, what is your name?

YACOB
Yacob van Smelt.

BUNCH
Smelt?Lord, many of your name are taken in the Thames, youll not be angry?

YACOB
Angry?Niet, neit.

BUNCH
How?Nit?Nay, then I perceive I shall be angry first.Zounds, twit me with my trade?I am the fag end of a tailor; in plain English, a botcher.And though my country men do call me pricklouse, yet you, Flemish boor, shall not call me nit!Yea, base butterbox!Ye Smelt!Your kinsfolk dwell in the Thames and are sold like slaves in Cheapside by the hundred, two pence a quatern.

YACOB
Gods pestilence!Beest thou frantic?

LODWICK
Patience, my friends.Fellow, he spoke no ill.
My gentle host was casting his account
To what our weekly charges must amount.

YACOB
Yaw, yaw, true, true.

BUNCH
True, true?Lie, lie! Did you not say first you would mall us all?And thencalld me nit, nit?Tis not your big belly, nor your fat bacon, can carry it away, if ye offer us the boots; what though we be driven from our own dwelling, theres mo fitling houses then yours to host in.

LODWICK
Well, mine host Yacob, though out state be poor,
Yet will we pay you justly our compound.
For me, my wife and daughter, by the week,
For diet, lodging, and for laundry,
So long as we shall host within your house,
Five guilders weekly I will answer you.

YACOB
Dat is for you, you frow and your skow daughter.Well, whea sall betalll for dis gack? Dis shallam?[That is for you, your wife, and your beautiful daughter.Well, who will pay for this geck, this rascal?]

BUNCH
Ay, ye shall find me a tall fellow if ye try me.But what is it ye talk ofme?

LODWICK
He doth demand who shall defray thy charge
For meat and drink and lodging in his house.

BUNCH
Neither you nor he.Let him take care for a large winding sheet to wrap his fat guts in.Have not I a trade?Yes, goodman Smelt, if you have any hose to heel or breeches to mend, or buttons to set on, me me have your work.

YACOB
Goots morkne, beest thou a snyder?Snip, snap met de shears?[Gods little monster, are you a tailor?Snip, snap, with the shears?]

BUNCH
Speak reverently of tailors, of Ill have ye by the ears.

YACOB
Yaw, yaw, tis good honest mans occupation, good true mans living.

BUNCH
Ay, sir.Ill live by it, and neither charge this mans purse, not run upon your score.Ill get me a little hole to put  

YACOB
A knaves head in.

BUNCH
My head in, and fall to work here, and instead of parle buon francoys, learn to brawl out butterbos, yaw, yaw, and yawn for beer like a jackdaw.

YACOB
Hear me eance.Ick heb a cleyne skuttell, a little stall, by mine huys door.Sall dat hebben for a skoppe. [Listen to me for a moment.I have a small shop, near the door of my house.You shall have that as a place of business.]

BUNCH
Hebben, habben, quoth a?What shall I hebben?

LODWICK
A place to work in Yacob offers thee.
Hark hither, Bunch. [He takes him aside and whispers.

YACOB
Ay, frow, hey, comt here![He takes ORIANA by the hand.] You bene a skone frow, a soot a lief.Up miner zeel dat is, by my soul ick love you met my heart.And you will love me, smouch me, and be my secret friend, de charl sall niet know; ick will you gelt given, and you man sall niet betall, niet paid for you logies no you meat.What seg you?[Ay, lady, hey, come here.You are a beautiful woman, a sweet, dear one.Up miner zeele, that is, by my soul, I love you will all my heart.And you will love me, kiss me, and be my secret sweetheart.Your husband will not know.I will give you money, and your husband will not have to betall, to play for your lodgings or your food.What do you say?]

ORIANA
I say, mine host, that you are ill advisd
To tempt the honour of a strangers wife.
Consider if your fortune were as ours,
In foreign place to rest ye for a time,
Would you your wife should be alurrd to sin,
To break her vow and to dishonour you?

YACOB
Swig, swig, peace.Ick sall an aunder time talk met you. [Quiet, quiet, peace.I shall talk with you another time.][YACOB whispers with ORIANA.

LODWICK
No, Bunch, by no means tell from whence we came,
Nor what enforced us seek a refuge here;
And though my want as instant be extreme,
Yet when the havens shall better my estate,
Thy secrecy will I remunerate.

BUNCH
Why, what do ye think of me? A horseleech to suck ye? Or a trencherfly to blow ye?Or a vermin to spoil ye?Or a moth to eat through ye?No, I am Barnaby Bunch, the botcher, that neer spent any mans good but my own.Ill labour for my meat, work hard, fare hard, lie hard, for a living, Il not charge ye a penny.Ill keep your counsel, and ye shall command me to serve you, your wife, and your daughter in the way of honesty, like honest Barnaby.

LODWICK
Gramercies, honest friend.

ORIANA
No, Yacob, no!
Need cannot enforce, nor flattery entreat.

YACOB
Swig dan, nea maer. [Peace, then, no more] Come, sall us in to eat?

[Exeunt YACOB, BUNCH, and ORIANA.

LODWICK
Even when you please, mine host.Come, daughter,
Come, be of good comfort.Heaven is where it was.
When fortunes storm awhile out state hath tossd,
A calmer gale may give what we have lost.

DIANA
Assure ye, sir, even as I am your child,
Not discontent, but patience makes me mild.
If inward grief external joy supplant,
It moans not mine, but your unwonted want.

LODWICK
Thou seest how easily I endure the smart
Because thy mother and thyself self bear part.
Come, let us in.On Him that knows us best
Lets fix out hope, and so in patience rest.[Exeunt.


Scene 5
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ENTER HERNANDO DE MEDINA and DON UGO DE CORDOVA with their Soldiers.

HERNANDO
It seems that the nobility of France
Are all asleep, that unresisted, thus
We dive into the entrails of their land.
Is there no haughty chevalier, no spirit
Heroic, dare so much as once demand
Wherefore we come, or offer us the fight?
Why then, proceed we as we have begun
To take possession, not to conquer here.
What city call you this?

DON UGO
Shamount, my lord.

HERNANDO
Mount?Whither does it mount?Ill make it lie
As level as her other fellwos do,
And though her lofty turrets touch the clouds,
Yet will I teach her like an humble handmaid,
To make a lowly curtsey to the ground.
Shamount shall stoop; Medina says the word.

Enter several Citizens.

But who are these?Don Ugo, question them.

DON UGO
Of whence are you?Speak quickly, lest my sword
Prevent your tongues by searching of your hearts.

FIRST CITIZEN
Great prince of Spain, we are thinhabitants
Of this distressed city of Shamount.

HERNANDO
Yet more of mount?Shall I be haunted still
With echo of Shamount?How dare you slaves
Have any such proud title in your mouths?
Shall stoop, I say, be that your citys name,
For I will make it stoop before I pass.

SECOND CITIZEN
Then, dread commander of the Spanish force,
If not for out humility and prayers,
Yet for these presents which we bring to thee,
A cup of gold, and in the same containd
Five thousand marks, respect out naked walls.
Draw not thy sword against out yielding souls,
But passing by in peace, let this alone,
This harmless city mongst all other ruins,
Stand as a trophy of thy clemency.

HERNANDO
Would you corrupt out valour with your coin,
Or do you think the Spaniard is so poor
A little gold can make him sell his honour?
No, were your streets through stond with diamonds,
And you should dig them up to bring them hither,
Or were your houses, in the stead of slate,
Coverd with silver, and yourselves prepard
To tear it off and give it us,
Nay, were your walls of purest chrysolyte,
And pulld beside their bounds for out own use;
Yet would we scorn all this and ten times more,
For we count honour sweetness of dominion;
Tis lordship that we come for, and to rule,
More worth then millions, stoop and kiss our feet,
Bring forth your daughters and your fairest wives
To be our concubines; wait you yourselves
Upon our trenchers, and like stable grooms,
Rub out horse heels, and then perhaps well yield
That you shall live, or so, but otherwise,
Look for no pity at Medinas hand.
And for an instance, thus and thus I seal[He kills them.
The covenant of my great controlling spirit.
[To DON UGO] And now amain give onset to the town.

Enter MERCURY and his men.

MERCURY
First, insolent Medina, here is one
Will try how thou canst but end a man
Before thou lay thy force unto a wall.

HERNANDO
Now by mine honour, welcome to the field!
Live there a Frenchman then dare try with us?
I thought you had been Pygmies all till now,
And durst not look a Spaniard in the face.
But now I see you are of taller shapes,
However hearted, that is yet unknown.

MERCURY
So hearted, Spaniard, as we are resolvd
To plague thee for thy damned cruelty.

HERNANDO
Talk then no longer.Show your chivalry.

[Alarum.They fight.MERCURY is wounded and put to flight.

HERNANDO
Was this the worthy champion so resolvd
To plague us as he said?Was this the man
France had pickd out to take her quarrel up?
Now, sure a trusty wight; when hands serve not,
Be knows the way to take him to his heels.
Yet it is good that we did meet with him,
Be it but for this, to keep our hands in ure
And breathe our pursy bodies, which I fear
Would have grown stiff for want of exercise.
But now no more.Enter the city-gates,
And therein boldly everyone devise
How he can lord it in the Frenchmans eyes.[Exeunt.


Scene 6
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ENTER EMMANUEL WITH LEONTIUS.

EMMANUEL
Could I not resolve myself sufficiently
He should not stay one hour in my court,
But I have noted in her from her birth
A strange innated kind of courtesy,
An affable inclining lenity,
With such a virgin meekness to regard,
As may abuse, a wife and grounded censure
In judging of affection and of honour.

LEONTIUS
Pardon me, gracious lord, I speak it not
In any sort to wrong your princely daughter,
Or to impeach your judgement anywise
In your opinion of the gentleman,
But as a just and honest subject should
In matters that concern my trust so much.

EMMANUEL
Nor as I am a prince I think thou dost.
I have so good assurance of thy love,
Which may I trust, induce thee to resolve me
From what conceit proceeds thy strong surmise.

LEONTIUS
This other day, for hunting of the stag,
Attending fair Odillia to the forest,
Whenas the hounds had rousd the trembling deer,
And every man spurrd hard unto the cry,
Riding along a goodly covert side,
The company all straggling here and there,
Only the princess and young Ferdinand,
Curbing their steeds in which their silken reins,
Into a grove rode secretly together.
Thrice did I see him kiss her showy hand,
And with three humble curtsies bowd his head
Down to the stirrup of Odillia.
Then did I see him whisper in her ear,
When with her fan she won the wanton wind
To cool his face as they rode gently on.
Then came they to a little purling brook
Whereas they pausd, as it should seem to hear
The birds sweet music to the bubbling stream.
Then did I see him lift his eyes towards hers,
Taking her glove which lay upon her lap,
A thousant time did reverence to the same,
And in his baldric wrappd it choicely up;
When as she pluckd a bloomed lemon branch
With her white hand out of her coronet,
And with her fingers twind it in his lock,
And smild, and bowd her head into his bosom.
And thus, with gentle parlance, both together
They pacen on, unto the flowery lawn.

EMMANUEL
If this be not surmisd which thou reportst,
It should be sign of some affection.

LEONTIUS
Ill not enforce it on your excellence
By circumstance, but only this I saw.

EMMANUEL
Wheres Ferdinando?Saw you him of late?

LEONTIUS
Lord Strossy and your daughter be at chess,
And they saw him, but even very now.

EMMANUEL
Go call them hither presently to me.

LEONTIUS
I trust you will not urge me in the matter?

EMMANUEL
Go to, I will not. [Exit LEONTIUS.
How now, a villain that I found by chance
To court my only daughter and my heir?
And having thus revivd him by my favours,
Will the vile viper sting me for my love?

Enter LEONTIUS, ODILLIA, and FRdERICK, as FERDINAND.FERDINANDO kneels.

Sirrah, come hither.Didst thou never hear
How first I found thee, being but a child,
Hid in the sdges fast by a riverside,
As it should seem, of purpose to be lost;
Being so young that thou hadst not the sense
To tell thy name of of what place thou wast?

FERDINAND
I have heard your lordship ofen so report it.

EMMANUEL
Did thy adult-rous parents cast thee off,
As it should seem, ashamed of thy birth;
And have I made a nursery of my court
To foster thee, and grown to what thou art,
Enrich thee with my favors everywhere;
That from the loathsome mud from whence thou camest,
Thou art so bold out of thy buzzards nest
To gaze upon the sun of her perfections?
Is there no beauty that can pleseyour eye
But the divine and speldent excellence
Of my beloved, dear Ordillia?
How darest thou but with trembling and with fear
Look up toward the heaven of her high grace,
And even astonishd with the admiration,
Let fall thy gaudy plumes of thy proud heart?
Dare any wretch so vile and so obscure
Attempt the honour of so great a princess?

FERNINAND
Hear me, my lord

ODILLIA
Nay, hear me, princely father,
For what you speak to him concerns me most.
Never did he attempt to wrong mine honour,
Nor did his tongue ere utter yet one accent
But what a virgins ear might safely hear.
I never saw him exercise himself
In any place where I myself was present,
But with such a graceful, midest bashfulness
As well beseemed both his youth and duty.
I never saw him yet presume my presence,
But with a low, subjected reverence,
A brow as humble as humility.
And when I have enforced him to speak
In anything I had employd him in,
His words have been in such an humble key
As silence would have told a secret in.
But if his service to me be suspected,
Attending me to help me to my horse,
Or bent my bow when I have shot a deer,
Discourse of nations, playd at maw and chess,
Or led me by the arm when I had walkd,
If this may breed suspicion of my love,
I cannot keep the tongue of jealousy.

FERDINAND
When did I ever but approace the place
Where she hath been,but kneeling to the earth,
As if the ground were holy where she trode?
When was I seen to gaze once in her glass,
For fear the crystal wherein she beheld her
Should tell my disobedience to her eyes?
When was i seen to smell but to a flower
To which the princes hadbut smelld before,
As far unworthy that my snse shout taste
So rich an odor as had pleased hers?
When was I seen to look once in her face,
But as a man beholding of the sun,
That cast his head down dazzled with his rays?
I never namd that name Odillia,
But with such worship and such reverence,
As to an angel, if he should appear.
Her have I lovd for fear and feard for love,
For I adore divine Odillia.

EMMANUEL
Ferdinand, thy humble and submissive carriage
Hath satisfied me fully at this time.
And my Odillia, taket not in ill part
That too much love breaks out into suspicion.
It is the fault of love, Odillia,
And hath his pardon as it doth offend.
Then come, Leontius, you and Ill away.
Go back, Odillia, and attend your play. [Exeunt EMMANUEL and LEONTIUS.

FERDINAND
Madam, you see that jealousy attends
Upon the hours of our successful love.
What is your princely pleasure with my service?
I fear suspicion but too much espies;
I see that trees had ears ad bushes eyes.

ODILLIA
Dear Ferdinand, provide then for our flight.
I regard nothing in respect of thee.
Only be constant and Ill go with thee
In all the ways that fortune can direct.
Go, get youhence; I will attend my sport.
Much is to do and time is very short.[Exeunt.


Scene 7
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ENTER YACOB AND LODWICK.YACOB hath a long board chalked.

YACOB
Comt, floux, betall, gelt, Lodwick, gelt.Whore bene de Fraunce crowne?De Riex daler?De Anglis skelling?Ha?Pay, pay. Betall, betall.Keck dore, Lodwick [Pointing to door] See de creete, de chalke:eane, twea, dree, vier guildern for brant weene; fiftick guildern for rost for de eat; seven guildern for speck, case, bouter and bankeate.Keck, look in dye burse.Betall, shallam, betall.Ick mought gelt heb.Comt, pay.[Come, quickly, pay, money, Lodwick, money.Where are the French crowns?The rix-dollars? The English shillings?Ha?Pay, pay. Give what you owe, give what you owe.Look there, Lodwick, see the crayon, four guilders, the chalk:one, two, three, four guilders for liquor; fifty guilders for roast to eat; seven guilders for bacon, cheese, butter and pastry.Look, look in your purse.Pay, rascal, pay.I must have money.Come, pay,]

LODWICK
My gentle host, have patience but awhile.
I will endeavor to come out of debt
As speedily as God shall give me means.
Forbearing neither lessens nor acquits
One groat of duty; only your good mind
Shall be approved for respiting a time.

YACOB
Respit?Rest devil!Gods cruse, my gelt Ick can niet forbear, niet suffer, niet spare mine gelt.A dowsand devils!Ick mought de brewer, de baker, de butcher betall.So heb ye niet gelt, geve mie a pawn, eane gage.[Aside.] Oh haere, dat his frow mought met mie blieven for de debt! [Respit?Rest, devil!Gods cross, I cannot bear, cannot endure, cannot spare my money.A thousand devils!I must pay the brewer, the baker, the butcher.if you do not have any money, give me a pawn, a gage.Oh, Lord, if only his wife could remain withme for the debt!]

LODWICK
Yacob, alas, thou seest what wealth I have;
Apparel, jewels, plate and gold I lack.
Fortune hath wracked me on extremity,
For all my riches are within thy house.
My virtuous wife and daughter are my treasure,
Which above all worlds wealth beside I measure.

YACOB
Gods sacrament, harma charle beggar, a wench!Loupe dye selve!Ye sall niet slope eant nought mare in mine huys.Geve mie dry frow and dye meskyn, wieffe and daughter, to pledge for my gelt, for ick weat well, dow wilt redeem and ransom dem twea.Loupe dow, shellam, and nempt de gelt and coin here, and buy out dye wieffe and kinde, dye skone daughter.[Gods sacrament, miserable beggar, slave!You shall not sleep another night in my house.Give me dye frow and dye meskyn, your wife and daughter, as a pledge for my money, for I know you will redeem and ransom the two of them.Go away, rascal, and bring the money and coin here, and buy backyour wife and child, your beautiful daughter.]

LODWICK
Alas, what comfort is there left for me,
If those dear jewels be impawned to thee?
My wife and daughter?Yacob, change thy mind;
Divide us not.Oh, be not so unkind.

YACOB
Godts hannykin, unkind?But boor, geve mie gelt or pawn, or Ick sall dee in da vanga port starven. [Gods coxcomb, unkind?But peasant, give me money or a pawn, or I shall let you starve in jail.]

LODWICK
No remedy?Well, call my wife and daughter.
If they cansent to be engagd to thee,
Ill leave them; else, thou shalt imprison me.

YACOB
Ha, Godts tostie!Mought Ick de skone frow, his wieffe here hold, Ick begare niet cost, niet zilver, niet gold. [Ha, Gods hosts!If I could keep that beautiful woman, his wife here, i would not care about the loss in silver or gold.]

Enter ORIANA, DIANA and BUNCH.

Dore she comt, dore, dore, allso clare, wyet and zoole as de zunne.Wellicome, soota lieffe.Hey, couragee mine wan, alls ge done? [There she comes, there, there, as clear, white, and mild as the sun.Welcome, sweet soul.Hey, cheer up my own, wont you please?]
[LODWICK looks sadly, YACOB merrily.

ORIANA
What planets opposition have we haere,
That makes a storm in sunshine, heat in frost?
The heavens are so clouded, drossy earth is clear,
My husband frowns, but frolic is mine host.
Oh, fire and ice!Oh, fear and doubt together!
What envious star directs my coming hither?

LODWICK
No heavier star nor more malevolent
Needs Lodwick than this Flemish excrement.
Dear Oriana, thou dost know our state,
Cast down, spurnd, scornd, by fortune and by fate;
Yet never grief so nearly galls my heart,
As when I think that thou and I must part.

ORIANA
Why must we part?

LODWICK
Ask Yacob.He can tell.

YACOB
Well meyster, well frow, ick mought de gelt heb.You man hebt niet to betall.He sall niet langer in my huys blieven.Keck de dore de skore.Ick will him trust nae mare.Ick mought eane gage, eane pawn heb.dat must you selve bene, and you skone daughter.By Godts moorkne, he sall to prison, to de vanga port els.[Well, sir, well lady, I must have mymoney.Your husband has nothing to pay with.he shall no longer stay in my house.Loot at the score on the door.I will trust him no more.I must have a gage, a pawn.You yourself must be the pawn, and your beautiful daughter.By Gods littl mother, he shall go to prison, to jail otherwise.]

LODWICK
Well then, I must persuade her patience,
To be thy pawn, thy prisoner in mine absence.

BUNCH
What?How pawn?How prisoner?For what?For the score?A pox on that chalk! Its an easier matter to chalk a pound than to get a penny to pay it.You shall not go, nor shall she not lie to gage for a little money.Let me see, how much is it?What be these guilders? [LODWICK whispers with ORIANA and DIANA.

YACOB
Yaw eleck eane a guilder. [Each one of you owes a guilder]

BUNCH
Fifty and four and seven is five and forty.Mass, I have but twenty stivers toward it; thats all I have savd since I came here to Newkirk.This Flanders is too thrifty a country, for here the women will heel their husbands hose themselves.Faith, if your score had been but a score of stivers, I mean I would have paid it, cleard the clalk clean.

YACOB
Swigen and drinkin, Bunch.De skone frow and de daughter sall be mine pawn, mine gage; mie die frow, dow de meskyn. [Keep quiet and drink, Bunch.The beautiful woman and her daughter will be my pawn, my gage; the wife for me, the maid for you.]

BUNCH
Ha!Say you so?No,butterbox, Ill set a spoke in your cart.Hear ye?This foul, fat Smelt tell me that he has smellt out a smock commodity for a pawn, that is, to have your wife and daughter to gage.If ye be wise, make your bargain that he do not use your pawn; for though it will not be much the worse for the wearing, yet it is pity it should be slubbered by such a cullion as Yacob Smelt.

LODWICK
Prithee, be quiet.Yacob, I will leave
My dearest, most unvalued jewels here.
Entreat themwell, as thou wilt answer me
At my return, even with the dearest blood,
If they miscarry in thy custody.
Friend Bunch, farewell.But kind unto these twain,
And if I live, Ill recompense thy pain.

BUNCH
Faith, as kind as Cockburn; Ill break my heart to do them good.But whither will you go?

LODWICK
I know not yet; where fortune shall direct.
Leave us awhile to take a sad farewell.
That done, I part and they shall stay with you.

YACOB
Well, well!Ha!Mine skone friester, mine lieff, dow salll met mie blieven, and dye mannykin aweagh loupe.Heigh loustick [Well, well!Ha!My beautiful lady, my love, you will stay with me, and your little husband will go away.Three cheers!]

BUNCH
Gep, wihi!See how the slovenly Smelt leaps!I think you could be content to be rid of this beer fly, this bacon-facd butterbox awhile.

LODWICK
Indeed I could.

BUNCH
Indeed and you shall!Yacob, I have news for ye, passing profitable, pleasurable news.Theres a tun of English stark beer new come to Newkirk this day at two stivers a stoup.Come, Ill give thee a stou of two.

YACOB
Gramercies, Bunch, mine liever brooder.Alglis beer?Oh haere, tostie Godts dowsand!Awigh gane?[Great thanks, Bunch, brave Bunch, my dear brother.English beer?Oh, Lord, Gods hosts a thousand times!Shall we go?]

BUNCH
Go?Well, parting in a morning is past remedy at midnight.God be with ye, sir.I could weep, but my tears will not pleasure ye.If I see ye no more till see ye again, God ha ye in His kitchen.As for you two, I shall see you left in pledge till I have drunk to you and you pledgd me twnety times. [Exeunt YACOB and BUNCH.

LODWICK
Ah, beastly, brutal, baser than the dung
That hast no touch nor feeling of my want,
that such a drunnken, greasy slave discards!
Ah, Oriana, never till this hour
Did I confess my want or misery,
For but of thee and my poor, sweet Diana,
I never made account that aught was mine;
But poorer now than poverty itself;
Of all I had you only were the best;
Now must I too forgo you with the rest.

ORIANA
Ah, must we part?Why, whither wilt thou go?
Ah, my dear lord, yet whilst we livd together,
With what content have we endurd our woe?
Now like a sea-tossd navy in a storm,
Must we be severd unto divers shores?
Oh, that the poorest beggars that do breathe
Should yet have that which is denid to us,
But to have partners in their misery.

DIANA
Good father, sine our fortune is tobeg,
Let me become the beggar for you both.
What shall become of me if you do leave me?
Many will give me bread if I do ask,
But there is none that can give me a father.

LODWICK
Ah, my poor wench, if I should stay with you,
This gripple miser, this uncivil wretch,
Will for this little that I am indebted
Unchristianly imprison you and me,
Where we shall surely perish for want.
But I will cross the narrow seas for England,
To London, where ere long, I make no doubt,
To get so mush as shall redeem you nence,
And shall redeem this poor estate of ours
Till fairer fortune hap to show her head.

ORIANA
Farewell, farewell.Now all my joy doth go.
Go you alone, while we alone with woe.

DIANA
Farewell, dear father.

LODWICK
My sweet girl, adieu.
He bless us all, that keeps both me and you. [Exit LODWICK.

Enter YACOB and BUNCH to ORIANA and DIANA.

YACOB
Comt here, Bunch.Dow beest eane right shapt charle!Oh, de stark Anglis beer!Whore zijne, whore zijne de frow and de skone daughter?Keck dore, Bunch; nempt de meskyn;Ick sall de moore hebben.Comt Oriana, you bene mine gage for gelt, mine liever love, mine sooterkin.

BUNCH
Your sooterkin?Your drunken skin!Mistress, how do ye?Is your husband gone?Why,be of good cheer.Heres a bunch of botchers left to comfort ye!Take all in my purse, spend all that I get, and command my work to help ye out of debt.

ORIANA
Thanks, gentle friend, but how shall I requite it?

BUNCH
Tush, talk not of quittance; Ill live by a pittance, unline my purse and use my person, and for my limbs, take the best in the bunch.

YACOB
Godts sacrement, Bunch, swig, swig!Comt, frow, dye man is aweigh gane.Lat ource be frolicke, lostick.Heigh speell, zing and daunce. [He sings] Ick love mine liverkin, hey!
Ick basse mine soorta lieffe, ho!
Ick mot niet slope, niet drink eane stope
Medoont mine jolick frow,
Hey loustick!

DIANA
Wilt please ye, mother, leave this barbarous beast,
And takeyou to your chamber?

ORIANA
Ay, my child. [Exeunt ORIANA and DIANA.

BUNCH
Ill tell thee, Smelt, thou shouldst be a codshead, thou art so rude.I am of the house of the Bunches:a bunch of keys will jingle, a bunch of laths will ring, a bunch of roots are windy meat, and a bunch of garlic will make ye sweat, yet I keep no stir.

YACOB
Shellam, Ick begare niet de frows bene gone.

BUNCH
Then let us follow.We shall overtake them anon. [Exeunt.


Scene 8
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Enter LODWICK fainting.

LODWICK
Imperius fortune, when thou dost begin
To show thine anger, how implacable
And how remorseless are thy bitter checks!
To loss of honour, danger of my life;
To the endangering of my life thou addest
A separation twixt my wife and me;
To that, base poverty; to that, contempt;
And now thou takst from me my strength of limbs,
Enfeebling me for lack of sustenance.
All this thou givst me of thine own accord.
One thing let me entreat thee to restore,
Which with my tears I beg, though thou wouldst send
Death to fill up the measure of thy spite;
That it may be sufficient thou hast forcd
My heart to sigh, myhands to beat my breast,
My feet to travel and my eyes to weep;
Enjoin not now my tongue to ask an alms.
But thou art deaf;, and I must either beg
Or starve food to comfort me withal.
And lo, in happy time, here cometh one

Enter SIR NICHOLAS reading very earnestly on a letter.

Where I may make a trial of my skill;
A man, it seems, belonging to the church.
I have some knowledge of the Latin tongue;
Perhaps for that hell sooner pity me.
Siste gressus, quæso, reverende pater,
Et occulos flecte tuos in miserum;
Respice spretum, respice, precor, egenum. [Check your steps, I beg, venerable father, and turn your eyes towards a wretched man; provide, I entreat, provide for a wretched man.]

SIR NICHOLAS
Whats this?

LODWICK
Oh, miserere paupertatis meæ
Respice spretum, respice precor egenum. [Oh, have compassion on my poverty; provide, I entreat, provide for a poor man.]

SIR NICHOLAS
It seems that thou art needy and wouldst beg
An alms of me.Is that thy meaning?Speak.

LODWICK
Ita domine, ita, nam vehementer. [It is so, master, it is so.]

SIR NICHOLAS
Tut, a figs end!Vehementer, quoth a?
Theres a word indeed to beg withal;
It is enough to bring thee to the stocks.
This is no university nor school,
But a poor village, and I promise thee,
I never could abide this Romish tongue;
Tis harsh, tis harsh, and we, I ttell thee true,
Do eat and drink in our plain mother phrase.
if thou dost want and wouldst have part with us,
Then do as we do; like an honest man
Show thy true meaning in famliar terms.

LODWICK
I am, good sir, if please you, mush distressd,
Having nor money, friends, nor meat to eat.
If it may stand with your humanity
To give me some relief, Ill pray for you,
And whilst I live, be thankful for the same.

SIR NICHOLAS
Why so, now I understand thy meaning.
Is not this better far than respice
And precor and such inkhorn terms as are
Intolerable in a commonwealth?
Conjurers do use them, and thou knowst
That they are held flat felons by the law.
Be sure, thou mightst have beggd till thou were hoarse,
And talkd until t hy tongue had had the cramp,
Before thou wouldst have been regarded once.
It is not good to be fantastical
Or scrupulous in such a case as this.
But to the purpose; thou art poor, thou sayst?

LODWICK
Exceeding poor, poorer than Irus;
He did enjoy the quiet of the mind,
Although his body were exposd to want;
But I in body and in mind am vexd.

SIR NICHOLAS
I fear by keeping riotous company,
Or some such misdemeanor?

LODWICK
Then I wish
That God may turn your heart from pitying me.

SIR NICHOLAS
Well, thou sayest well.Thou hast an honest face,
And art beside a pretty, handsome fellow.
Methinks thou couldst not want a service long,
If thou wouldst be contented to take pains.

LODWICK
Oh, sir, the world is grown so full of doubts,
Or rather, so confounded with self-love,
As, if a poor man beg, they straight condemn him
And say he is an idle vagabond;
Or if he ask a service or to work,
They straightway are suspicious of his truth;
So that, however, they will find excuse
that he shall still continue miserable.
And tis as common as tis true withal,
The weakest ever go unto the wall.

SIR NICHOLAS
By my faith, thou sayst true, the more is the pity.

LODWICK
But if you will vouchsafe, because my state
Is very bare and I am here unknown,
To be a means to help me to some place
Where I may serve, my pains, I donot doubt,
Shall prove my poverty no conterfeit.

SIR NICHOLAS
Faith, I must tell thee, I have little coin.
My benefice doth bring me in no more
But what will hold bare buckle and thong together,
And now and then to play a game at bowls
Or drink a pot of ale amongst good fellows.
And for my parishioners, they are husbandmen,
Nor do I know of any lacks a servant.
But this, the sexton of our church is dead,
And we do lack an honest, painful man
Can make a grave and keep our clock in frame,
And now and then to toll a passing bell.
If thou art willing so to be employd,
I can befriend thee.

LODWICK
Oh, with all my heart,
And think me treble happy by the office.

SIR NICHOLAS
The wages is not great, nor much above
Two crowns a quarter, but thy vails will help:
As first, the making of a graves a groat;
then, ringing of the bell at every burial,
Two pence a knell, which likewise is a groat;
And now and then the masters of our parish,
As goodmen Flail and Bartholomew Pitchfork,
Will bid thee home to dine and sup with them.
Beside, thou hast a house to swell in rent-free,
And for the liking that I have in thee,
Thou shalt be somewhat better too for me:
The grazing of a pig within the churchyard,
Or when I gather up my tithes, an egg,
A good hogs pudding or a piece of souse.
What, man, tis good fare ina country house!
Come, follow me.Ill see thee placd forthwith.

LODWICK
I thank you, sir.[Aside.] When all things run awry,
True labour must not be thought slavery.[Exeunt.


Scene 9
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ENTER FREDERICK AS FERDINAND and ODILLIA.

FERDINAND
If you be able to endure the way
Till we have passed Brabant, we will on;
But, madam, if you hardly brook your travel,
Well take the right-hand way into the forest,
Where we shall shroud us secretly till night.

ODILLIA
Let us not stay near to my fathers court.
Not for a world I would not hazard thee;
No world could save if taken thou shouldst be.
Methinks tis long before the sun arise.

FERDINAND
Ah, it is long, Odillia, of thine eyes,
Who, slumbring still, imagines it is night,
And that the shining is his sisters light.

ODILLIA
No, tis the moon, sweet Ferdinand, I see,
Keeps back her brother still to look on thee.

FERDINAND
I marvel not, poor light, if she decline,
When my Ordilla doth so early shine.

ODILLIA
Come, come, sweet love.Oh, I am full of fear.
Be I the moon; thine arm must be my sphere.

FERDINAND
Oh, were I heaven, thou ever shouldst shine there. [Exeunt.


Scene 10

[image: img22.jpg]

ENTER EMMANUEL AND SHAMONT.

EMMANUAL
Oh, misery, why didst thou bait my fall
With these descending shadows o fmy good?

SHAMONT
My lord, neer stand upon these vain exclaims,
But by pursuit, seek to redress your wrongs.
Tis speedy expedition must recover
What light belief and oversight hath lost.

EMMANUAL
Horses, I say!Let horses be sent forth!
No Christian prince that treads on Europes mold,
I think, that will so far engage his honor
As entertain this damned fugitive.
Horses, I say!Spur, spur through every coast!
Put on the wings of speedy expedition
In the pursuit of my Ordillia.
Deafen the very air with your exclaims,
And fill each province with the ceaseless bruit.
Ring out this famous wrong in your pursuit.

SHAMOUNT
Come, come, my lord.Incessant speed must post.
Words cannot get what you have vainly lost.[Exeunt.


Scene 11
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ENTER YACOB, ORIANA, and DIANA.

YACOB
Oh Haere Godt, mine lieverkin, whore will ye from mie gane? [Oh Lord God, my little sweetheart, where will you go when you leave me?]

ORIANA
Farewell, mine host.We are for England bound,
Out of your debt, for you are satisfied.

YACOB
Yaw, yaw, ye heb well betalled. [Yes, yes, you have paid satisfactorily.]

ORIANA
So leave I you to seek my husband out,
Whom your uncivil usage forced hence.
Your imperfections, Yacob, are extreme:
Excess in diet; kindled fire of lust,
The smoke whereof unkindly chasd away
My loving husband, whom I must pursue.
We owe ye nothing, not so much as love,
Since for your lust you have abusd us all.
We hav not falln, though want did wrestle bard;
Our fingers ends, our honours have sustaind.
Flanders, farewell, irksome without my lord;
And Newkirk, for his sake,be thou abhorrd.

YACOB
Hore ye well, frow.Ken ye whore to find you man? [Listen to me a moment, madam.Do you know where to find your husband?]

ORIANA
I trust at London.

DIANA
Mother, please ye go?
The airs infected where this glutton breathes.
That makes us pigrims without devotion.
Amend thy manners, or let all refuse
To host with thee, that would thy guests abuse. [Exeunt.Manent YACOB.

YACOB
Adiew, skone meskyn.Adiew, zoota frow.Ick will mine selva starven up de galligo bobbintow.Ick sall be dode slone met dis meager love. [Adieu, beautiful maid.Adieu sweet lady.I shall myself die in jail.I shall soon be struck dead with this meagre love.]

Enter BUNCH.

Sweg, Yacob, sweg.Here comt Bunch, dat bove. [Keep still, Yacob, keep still.Here comes Bunch, that scoundrel.]

BUNCH
Now, mine host rob pot, empty can, beer sucker, gudgeon, Smelt, I should sayhave the women paid ye?

YACOB
Yaw, yaw, all to mall.[Yes, yes, the entire debt]

BUNCH
All to mall. drunken cannibal?And where be they, I pray ye?

YACOB
Ah, Bunch, Bunch, dey bene aweigh lopt.Dey will niet langer met mie blieven. [Ah, Bunch, Bunch, they have gone away.They would not stay with me any longer.]

BUNCH
Blieven, ye blockhead?No, thou art such a drunken goat, that the devil will not dwell with thee, except he be in thy coat.And whither are they gone, beer barrel?

YACOB
Ick weat not.For Englant, for Londres, dey segt.[I do not know.For England, for London, they set out.]

BUNCH
How?
For England?For London
Oh, Saint Kathernes Dock!
And leave me behind them?
Yacob, dost thou not mock?

YACOB
Niet for ware. [Not at all.]

BUNCH
For Ware?, drunkard?Thou saidst for London even now.

YACOB
Yaw, for Loundres; tis ware, tis true.

BUNCH
Then, gentle swill-bowl, Ill bid Flanders adieu.Oh, pitiless parcels of womens flesh, that knew London is my country, and for all my good will would not call me to their company.Well, Bunch will not ban them, nor yet follow them, nor yet tarry here; but take up my tools, my pressing iron and shears, my needle and thimble, and back again for France to learn more wee and wee daw; and so farewell, Yacob, with your great maw.
Adieu, mine host lick-spigot
At the Sign of the Slipper,
When you meet with the cat,
For my sake, whip her.

YACOB
Ha, Bunch, mine hart if gebroke.Ick mought niet lang leven.Comt met mie.At parting, Ick sall de twea stopes van beer geven. [Ha, Bunch, my heart is broken.I cannot live longer.Come with me.At parting I shall give you two steins of beer.] [Exeunt.


Scene 12
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ENTER FERDINAND AND ODILLIA.

FERDINAND
Thus far, sweet lady, safely are we scapd,
And hardly shall they overtake us now,
Though every way pursuit do follow us.
Be cheerful then, Odillia; love is guide,
Who swears that fortune shal us not divide.

ODILLIA
Dear Ferdinand, I neither fear nor doubt;
Peril is but a bugbear for a child.
My heart is firm and fortified with love
Witness this desperate tender of mine honor
Into thy hands, which thou has yet preservd.

FERDINAND
And will preserve it whilst I draw this breath,
And bring it sacred to our nuptial bed.

ODILLIA
Then, Ferdinand, belike ye mean to wed?

FERDINAND
Mean you not so?

ODILLIA
Yes, but with whom?

FERDINAND
Madam, I trust with me.

ODILLIA
Well mayst thou trust; Ill marry none but thee.
I know thy bringing up, though not thy birth.
Thou art derivd from Adam, formd of earth.
From that first parent all descended are;
Then who begat or bare thee, thats not my care.
Thou stolst my heart; I stole with thee thus far.
Love wrouhgt our joy; lack shall not make us jar.

FERDINAND
Oh, happy accents of a heavenly tongue.

ODILLIA
Lets journey on.We tarry here too long.

Enter BUNCH..

Alas, who is this?

BUNCH
Faith, one that will do ye no wrong.

FERDINAND
Peasant, thou canst not.

BUNCH
No, sir, ye are deceivd.I am no peasant;I am Bunch the botcher.Peasants be plowmen.I am an artificial.

ODILLIA
Simple and pleasant this poor fellow seems.
Question him further, Ferdinand.

FERDINAND
I will.
My friend, where are we?

BUNCH
Cannot you tell?

FERDINAND
No.

BUNCH
Then ye ha no wit.Are not we here, I pray you?

FERDINAND
We are here, indeed.But say, what countrys this?

BUNCH
Nay, ye askd me not that before, nor I canot tell ye it now.

ODILLA
Whither go you, my friend?

BUNCH
Tis true, indeed, your friend and Barnaby Bunch.I am going to France.

FERDINAND
And can ye speak French?

BUNCH
Ay, sir.I would be sorry else.

FERDINAND
Dou vani vou?

BUNCH
I never learnd so farI cannot tell ye thatI am but a stranger in the country.Here comes one perchance can tell ye.

Enter LODWICK like a Sexton.

FERDINAND
I pray you, sir, what territorys this?

LODWICK
Part of the bast country of France it is.
The village name is Arde in Picardy.

FERDINAND
What entertainment can the town afford
To travelers?

LODWICK
Too mean for such as you.

FERDINAND
Inhabit you this village?

LODWICK
Ay, forsooth.
Why gazest thou upon me so my friend?

BUNCH
By Jacobs staff and Jumbals fiddle,
BecauseIll spose ye with a riddle:
Two hes, two shes, by night fled touch,
And light upon a hannikin Dutch.
Yacob builded a new kirk,
And with the chalk writ such a quirk,
That wife and child were left alone.
The score is paid, and they are gone.

LODWICK
Let this alone, friend, till another time;
My skill is small in riddles or in thyme.
[Close aside to BUNCH] Be silent, Bunch, till we be rid of these.

FERDINAND
You seem a man belonging to the church,
And we have church-work to be finished.
In plainest terms, we would be married.
Accomplish our desire for recompense.

LODWICK
I blush not at my calling, gentlemen.
The sextons place of Ards I now profess.
If that fair damsel do consent with you,
Ill call the civar to conjoin with you.

ODILLIA
Call him, good friend, for my consent is passd.

BUNCH
Nay, but call him quickly, for ye see shes in haste.

LODWICK
Master, Sir Nicholas, heres a commodity,
A marriage that must quickly be dispatchd.

Enter SIR NICHOLAS.LODWICK and BUNCH whisper together.

SIR NICHOLAS
Gramercy, sexton, this was featly watchd.
Welcome, fresh gallants, to the town of Ards.
A pretty couple, youthful to the spring, sweet as is May morning.Do you desire to be knit together?

FERDINAND
In holy marriage, sir, would we be joind.

SIR NICHOLAS
In holy wedlock, gentles, so I mean.
Ye are in the state of grace; twins in affection, turtles in true love. I know ye have to license, and tis no matter.Holy matrimony shall pass my liverty without examining.Youll pay me?

FERDINAND
Ay.

SIR NICHOLAS
Come, Ill glue ye together by and by.
To the lawful bed. to the lawful bed.
Fie on this fornication, this lascivious lust![Aside.] And yet the flesh pricks my holy self now and then.Come, follow me.Ill call some more witness and clap it up presently.

[Exeunt FERDINAND, ODILLIA, and SIR NICHOLAS.Manant LODWICK, and BUNCH, who have whispered.

LODWICK
But are my wife and daughter gone indeed
For London, and have paid the debt we ought?

BUNCH
By my shearsand thats a shaving oaththey are gone for London, they have paid Yacob.But they shall lose their labour, because you are not in England.

LODWICK
But I will send, or I will soon be there;
I must not live divided from my joy.

BUNCH
And yet I think you live well by this science of sextonship.Lord, do not you pray that the pop may catch the people, that you may earn many groats for making graves?Your churchwardens find bellropes and your hands to shake them.

LODWICK
Thart a mad fellow.But how knewst thou me in this disguise?

BUNCH
Tut, well enough.But hark, the civar calls.

LODWICK
Come, Bunch.Well find more time to talk anon.[Exeunt.


Scene 13
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ENTER HERNANDO, DON UGO, and MERCURY, disguised, in private conversation with HERNANDO; with soldiers.

HERNANDO
I like thy words, and though I reck not much
The death of any private man in France,
Because in multitudes consists our glory,
Yet to make known how we do cherish such
As will in any sort revolt to us,
Kill Epernoun, as thou hast undertaen,
And thy reward shall be a run of gold.

MERCURY
Hernando, I will do it, not so much
For money as for zeal I bear to Spain,
Though I confess, the principal reason
That urgeth me, being a Frenchman born,
So to forget the love my country claims,
Is the unsufferable wrongs I bear,
The wrongs that Epernoun hath done to me.
And in that point I hold it no disgrace
To malice him that first dishonourd me.

HERNANDO
Why, true, thy reason is substantial.
For say a father do forget to show
The love by naturebe doth owe his son;
In my opinion, tis no sin at all
If such a son cast off the awful duty
Which to his father otherwise were due.
In all things just proportion must be kept.
If the king care not for the commonwealth,
Why should the commonwealth respect the king?
But to the purpose: how wilt thou contrive
The manner of his death?

MERCURY
Why, as I told your grace:
In this days parley twist the French and you,
Whilst you are busy, Il insert myself
Amongst the soldiers of that aged earl,
And gathering near his person, suddenly,
Thus send my poniard to his hateful breast.

[MERCURY offers to stab HERNANDO.DON UGO stays his arm.

DON UGO
What, didst thou mean to wound our general?

HERNANDO
Silence, Don Ugo.No such matter, man.
[Aside to DON UGO.] He is a villain, and well use him so.

MERCURY
[Aside.] I am indifferent.Had I spillt his blood,
It was my coming; but prevented thus,
Now Epernoun shall be the mark I aim at.
For one I vow, though to have slain them both
Had been exceeding good.[Aloud.] How, now, my lord?
Misconster not.I meant your grace no hurt,
Though mine enkindled fury when I thought
Of Epernoun made me draw forth my poniard.
It was to show how resolute I am.

HERNANDO
I know it was. Sound we parley then,
That Epernoun may know we are in place
Where conference was appointed to be had.
[To MERCURY.] And as they march, fall thou in ring with them.

Enter EPERNOUN, carried in his chair, and soldiers marching.

Now, cripple, what your legs refuse to do,
I know you hands will presently perform;
I mean, deliver me the crown of France.

EPERNOUN
Raise me a little, fellows, in my chair.
Hernando, what saidst thou?Deliver thee
The crown of France?Why, straggling Spaniard,
What makes thee overween thy valour so?
Thinks thou because I seem a witherd three,
That I am sapless quite?No, duke, there lives
Within this rivelld flint some sparks of fire,
Which if thou touch, will fly into thy face.
Nor do not thou contemn me for mine age;
This eye is not so dim, but I preceive
The marks of arrogance upon thy brow.
Ay, and for frown, I can return thee frown.
What, glory not so much upon my strength.
The day hath been, this body which thou seest
Now falling to the earth but for these props,
Hath made as tall a soldier as yourself
Totter within his saddle; and this hand,
Now shaking with the palsy, cask the beaver
Of my proud foe until he did forget
What ground he stood upon.Go to!Go to!
The crown of France deliverd to thy hand?
Good king, how is thy dignity blasphemd!
But do thy worst.I am his substitute,
And though I cannot strike, yet iwth a beck
Can I raise up more fists aboutthine ears
Than thou hast hairs upon thy tawny scalp.

HERNANDO
Am I revild and baffled to my face,
And by a dotard?One, but for his tongue,
In whom there is no difference twixt himself,
A mere anatomy, a Jack-of-Lent,
And the pale image of a bloodless ghost?
Yet doth he look as big as Hercules,
And would be thought to have a voice like thunder.
Well, Epernoun, there is a privilege
That babes may speak their pleasure without check,
Else quickly should my sword break off this parley,
And with a fillip and thee to thy grave.

EPERNOUN
Callest a me babe?It never shall be said,
But Epernoun will show himself a man,
And whilst the breath is in his nostrils, prove
A real substance, and maintain the right
Of Louis of France, even by the dint of sword.
[To his soldiers.] Lend me your hands.Ill challenge him the fight.
Twit me with babe?Lend me your hands, I say!

FIRST SOLDIER
Ah, good my lord, presume not.You are weak.

EPERNOUN
Weak, knave?Thou liest!

HERNANDO
Give him a standing stool,
And then perhaps the child will learn to go.

EPERNOUN
Yet child again?Alack, it will not be!
My heart is good enough, but tyrant age
Benumbs those instruments with which my heart
Should execute the office of a knight.
Medina, thou mayest thank the rigorous hands
Of strength-decaying age.These legs of mine,
Had they not proved rebels to my mind,
Ere this, I would ahve taught thee to usurp
Upon out confines.But what they omit,
Here are both legs and arms to see performd.

[MERCURY presses forward and stands beside EPERNOUN.

FIRST SOLDIER
Sirrah, stand back! Knowst thout what manners is,
To press so near the person of our general?

MERCURY
I am a soldier.Wherefore may I not?

FIRST SOLDIER
Shall every common soldier, at a time
When serious matters ar determind on
Betwist both armies, impudently thrust
Into the secrets of his prince?Stand back!

SECOND SOLDIER
Lay hands upon the villain!See within his fist
A naked poniard?

EPERNOUN
How now, contrymen,
What unexpected mutiny is that?

HERNANDO
[Aside.] A plague upont, Don Ugo, hes discoverd!

FIRST SOLDIER
Some treason, as it seems, my noble lord.
This base companion, since youfirst began
To sit in parley, hath as sundry times
Saucily presumd to undermine your talk,
And being reprehended for the same,
We found this dagger hid within his sleeve.

EPERNOUN
Doubtless, he meant to murder me.
Now, God be thanked, I have scapd his hands.

HERNANDO
List, Epernoun, he is a man of mine.
Touch not a hair of him, lest for that hair,
I send a hundred thousand of your souls
To dwell in darkness.

EPERNOUN
How!A man of thine!
Unless I be deceivd, I know that faace;
It is the traitor Mercury disguisd.

HERNANDO
Mercury!My foe!Had I but known so much,
I would have made himsure enough ere this!
But Epernoun, mark what I say to thee:
If thou wilt redeliver to my hands
That juggling duke, as I am gentleman
And true to Spain, I will depart your land.

EPERNOUN
Deliver him!Not for the wealth of Spain,
Nor for the treasure you do yearly bag
From both the Indies.But, Medina, say,
What reason movd thee term the duke thy man?
And wherefore didst thou mention redelivery,
As though sometime he had been in thy hand?

HERNANDO
Ill tell thee, Epernoun, as I am knight,
Not swerving from the truth in any point,
And keeping faith.Accordingly reward
His traitorous purpose, which is all I crave.
This morning he was brought unto my tent,
Where, being admitted, openly he showd
How he had been disgracd and wrongd by thee;
For which he promisd, if I would consent,
In this days parley, he would murder thee.
I, seeing his resolution, was persuaded;
And promising, I needs must say, reward,
Though I do know when he had done the deed,
How I was minded to have dealt with him,
He thrust himself amongst thy followers,
And what the peril is you see yourselves.
But all this while I knew not who he was,
More than a private, discontented person;
For if I had, the wretch had never lived
To be an eyesore to his countrymen.

FIRST SOLDIER
Oh, bloody practice!Soldiers, join with me,
And we will tear him piecemeal with our hands!

ALL THE REST
Agreed!Let him not live a minute longer!

EPERNOUN
Pacify yourselves.Not one of you,
On pain of our displeasure, once offer
To touch a lilmb of him.Ingrateful Duke,
Wherein hath Epernoun deservd thy hate,
That thou shouldst basely seek to murder him?
But wherefore ask I that, when tis well known,
Thou didst as wrongfully pursue the like
Of noble Lodwick, that true gentleman,
That very map of honourable carriage.
Amend, amend, be sorry for thy fault,
That though thy body perish by the laaw,
Thy wretched soul may have a place in heaven.

MERCURY
Tell not me, Epernoun, of heaven not hell.
I am a peer and regent of this realm,
And thus you ought not to entreat a prince.

ALL SOLDIERS
Thou, regent of the realm?Speak that again,
And we will slit thy weasand with out swords!

EPERNOUN
Soldiers, forbear!

HERNANDO
Nay, Epernoun, show justice
Upon that caitiff, that perjured slave,
That coward duke, or here I do rotest,
Forever I will speak in thy dispraise,
Reporting to the world thou art no knight,
Not worthy of the name of Epernoun.

EPERNOUN
My lord, I may not take upon myself
To be his judge. he is a peer of France,
And must have open trial by his peers.
But when the king, my master, doth return,
As shortly we are told he means to do,
At his discretion be his punishment.
Meanspace, Medina, I can do no more,
But see him safely kept in iron bands.

HERNANDO
Now, that as thou art knight, and for this day,
I do proclaim a solemn truce with thee,
And not a sword of ours shall hurt the French.

EPERNOUN
As I am knight and liegeman to the king,
he shall be kept in fetters til he come.

HERNANDO
It is enough.Now back unto our tents.

EPERNOUN
And we unto the city whence we came,
And for our safety, praise Jehovahs name. [Exeunt.


Scene 14
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ENTER VILLIERS THE merchant, with ORIANA and DIANA.

ORIANA
How shall we, gentle sir, requite the grace
Which in so great necessity we find
At your kind hands, but with our daily prayers,
Implore the heavens for your prosperity?

DIANA
Which we will never cease to do, so long
As life remains in our distressed bodies.

VILLIERS
These words are needless.What I do to you,
The duty of a Christian binds me to.
Remember then the promise you have made,
that if your husband live not, whom yourselves
Do verily imagine to be dead,
That then you are my wife.

ORIANA
That promise I will keep
Unfeignedly, with hearty thanks to heaven,
That if my husband do not breathe this life,
My misery yet sorts me at the last
A second choice, so loving and so kind.

DIANA
And I right willingly shall call him father,
That in such virtuous sort respects our need
Without impeachment of our honest fame,
Debarring wicked lust to blot the same.

VILLIERS
When I do otherwise than as beseems
The reputations both of yourselves and me,
Convert your love to me to deadly hate,
And may all tongues dondemn me with reproof.
Come in, then.Take possession fo your own;
My lands, my house, my goods, and all is yours;
Only my sisters portion, which I have,
Upon out troth-plight vow of marriage,
If so your husband live not, set apart
And ordered in a readiness for her.
Come. lovely mother and thy virtuous child.
Whenangry storms are past, the heavens do smile. [Exeunt.


Scene 15
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ENTER FERDINAND, ODILLIA and LODWICK.

ODILLIA
Thus, Ferdinand, I see that we must part.

FERDINAND
Our needy state enforceth it, sweetheart.

ODILLIA
Will you to France?

FERDINAND
To France.

ODILLIA
And to the wars?

FERDINAND
To my advancement, war must be the mean.
I cannot dig, I have no handicraft;
Our coin is spent, and yet I cannot crave,
And thought of want, your want, doth wound my soul
When I consider what you are.

ODILLIA
Oh, peace!
What am I but the iwfe fo Ferdinand,
By love and faith unto thy fortunes bound?
Oh, let me follow thee to those French wars!

FERDINAND
Oh, prize your honout and my credit more.
Were it convenient, we would not divide;
But as it is, I must go, you must bide.

ODILLIA
So says discretion, but true love repines,
That want should fever those whom he combines.
But pardon sweet, my speech is spent in vain.
You must depart.When will ye come again?

FERDINAND
Soon, if success do answer my desire.

ODILLIA
Youll write to me?

FERDINAND
As oft as I can send.

ODILLIA
Youll leave me here?

FERDINAND
With this assured friend,
Whose kindness in abundance.

LODWICK
Alas, good sir, my means are weak, ye know.
In sooth, I am no richer than I show.
Were wishes wealth, you want should be supplied,
And have no power your persons to divide.
For I protest, in all my life before,
I neer saw two wom I affected more.
But this adds weight to mourners leaen grief;
Words may bemoan, but cannot give relief.
For part you must, extremity to shun;
In wars is wealth and honour to be won.

ODILLIA
And fame, and death, and then I am undone.

LODWICK
Why death dwells here, you see my daily trade,
For men of peace how many graves are made.
Your spouse with wealth and worship may return
And bring you joy, that at his parting mourn.
Hope so, and hinder not his good intent,
That for his honour, and your welfares meant.
Oh, that my cottage where ye must remain,
Were, for your sake, the gloriest house in Spain!
But as it is,your own it is, and I,
Your poor, poor host will tend you carefully.,
But I am tedious in persuasion,
Andyou forslow the present times occasion.

ODILLIA
Oh, do not mount him on the wings of haste
That goes too soon.

FERDINAND
Dearest, mine hour is past.
You gave me leave to go.Revoke it not.
By lingring here, theres no good fortune got.

ODILLIA
Youll wear my favour?

FERDINAND
Else let heaven hate me.

ODILLIA
Farewell, sweetheart!

FERDINAND
Dear love, God comfort thee!
Father, I leave my jewel in your hand. [FERDINAND is going.

LODWICK
I will be carefull.

ODILLIA
Sweetheart, Ferdinand

FERDINAND
What says Odillia?

ODILLIA
Nothing but God buy ye. [Exit FERDINAND.

LODWICK
[Aside.] Such loath farewell my wife and daughter took;
God bless them both and sent us well to meet.
[Aloud.] Take comfort, lady.Though ths hour be sad,
His safe return with wealth may make you glad.

Enter SIR NICHOLAS and BUNCH.SIR NICHOLAS hath a paper in his hand.

SIR NICHOLAS
Sexton, I have sought thee in every seat in the church, doubting thou hadst been drowsy and falln asleep in some pew.

BUNCH
Ill be sworn from the chapel to the belfry ye have aought him, and in the steeple, for fear he had been crept into a bell and been asleep.Lord, how do you, mistress?Fie, why do you weep?

SIR NICHOLAS
Fair lady, let pass mourning for the absent.Tis like sorrowing for the dead:either idolatry or hypocrisy, I cannot tell which.I could preach patience to ye, but your own wit is as much as my learning.Your husbands absence you must bear, yea, and bear him alsoin mind, I mean.There be but three things that save us of condemn us:that is, thoughts, works, and deeds.And you may have comfort in all:your own good thoughts, a good comfort; your friends good words, a better comfort; and your husbands good deeds at his return, the best comfort.Thus much for instruction.Command my service day and night, to ride and run to do ye good.

ODILLIA
So, Master Vicar, I am glad ye have done.

SIR NICHOLAS
For this time and place I have, because Ihave somewhat to say to my sexton.Here is a thing in writing, sexton, that is sent to be published throught all the French Kings dominions.Read it, let me hear it, and then thou shalt know my mind.

LODWICK
[Reads.] To all Christians, and expecially to the kings liege people:Lord Epernoun and the rest of the French nobility send greeting.Whereas the trice noble and renowned Prince Lodwick, Duke of Bullen, was by the Kings majesty, at his departure to go on his devoted pilgrimage to the blessed sepulchre appointed join governor, regent and protector of the realm of France, together with that pernicious archtraitor Mercury, Duke of Anjou during the kings absence; and that the said noble Duke of Bullen was by the treacherous, unjust, and unlawful forces of the said Mercury, expulsed out of his dukedom, lands, territories, and revenues, and disposessed of his place if not of his life; for as much as the said notorious malefactor Mercury hath sithence proved himself an open enemy unto his native country and king; we have thought good to publish and proclaim that whosoever can bring true notice of the safety and life of the said Duke Lodwick shall have twenty thousand crowns; and he that doth present him alive shall have fifty thousand crowns.To the end that the said most honourable virtuous duke may be may be fully repossessed and restored to all his lands, liberties, and places of authority in this realm of France.Dated the last of May &c.Subscribed by Epernoun and other.

SIR NICHOLAS
By my holy orders, thou art as well worthy to be a vicar as myself, thou readst so well.I prithee, soon at evensong, read this to the parishioners.I cannot be there, for I have promised to bowl a match with good fellows this afternoon at Guynes for a wager, wet and dry, viz., two gallons of Gascoigne wine and two French crowns.I can stay no longer; I fear they stay for me.

BUNCH
By this light, I never saw him make such haste into the pulpit.

LODWICK
Hear me one word, good master, ere ye go,
And grant me one petition which is short.
Al these French crowns dare I assure mine own,
And will present him to old Epernoun.
My suit is, that youll take this honest Bunch
To be your sexton whilst I am away.

SIR NICHOLAS
I am content.Give Bunch the churchdoor key, upon condition wilt say even-song to the parish this afternoon, and read that publication to them.Then go thy way tomorrow if thou wilt.Lord, how time passes; in my conscience I burn daylight.Tis one oclock at least.Fare ye well, fare ye well.I come, ifaith, lads, I come.Though I come late, I hope to lie as near the mistress as any of ye all. [Exit.

BUNCH
Well, I see I shall have your office, and I trust youll bestow your spade and your pickax upon me, that I may grind them sharp to dispatch a grave quickly.And I pray you as ye travel up into high France, send the plague and that pox, as as many diseases as you can down into this country to kill the people, that I may get money for their graves-making.

LODWICK
Here, take my key, and toll to evening prayer,
Ill do my masters bidding ere I go.

BUNCH
Sancti amen. God give me joy and luck in mine office.Now boys, beware that ye wipe not your noses on your sleeves, for and ye do, off goes your arm with the church-door key.And dogs, keep out of the chancel; ye shall smell of the whip else.And honest prentices, if ye please me, Il not ring the four a clock bell till it be past five.An occupation and an office; now I see I shall thrive.[Exit.

ODILLIA
And will you go and leave me here alone,
My only friend, now Ferdinand is gone?

LODWICK
Ask of your thoughts if they can counsel keep,
Which if upon your honour you assure,
You shall partake a secret very strange.

ODILLIA
My faith and honour be engagd for it.

LODWICK
Exterior shows express not always truth,
Nor do imaginations ever fail.
My sextons case doth cloud nobility,
And, if opinion do not reason wrong,
Rich noble blood flows through your pure clear veins;
Which conceit draws these secrets from my soul.
That fortunes scorn, that sorrow-tossed duke,
Lodwick of Bullen, tells his tale to you,
That can conceive, conceal, and consel me.
Say, lady, for I know you are no less,
Have I not cause when proclamation tells
That Lodwick shall receive redress of wrongs,
To claim the due that thereunto belongs?

ODILLIA
Great cause, my lord, and I to be content,
In this poor coat to rest me patient,
Until my husband come or send for me.

LODWICK
Oh, had these tidings come ere he had gone,
Then he nor I had travelled alone;
For, lady, I affirm it constantly,
I love the gentleman religiously,
Which in my bettered fortunes he shall find,
And then to you I purpose to be kind.
Then what you are, speak freely your fair mind.

ODILLIA
Emmanuel, Duke of Brabant, calld me child,
Till him for love my Ferdinand beguild.

LODWICK
I said and knew ye were no vulgar dame,
For sparks of honour will burst into flame.
Hapless Odillia, but most fortunate,
Compard with my poor wifes and daughterd state.

ODILLIA
Where be those ladies?Let me them attend.

LODWICK
Oh, knew I where, all grief were at an end.
I hear that London is their mansion place.

ODILLIA
But shall they not be sent for by your grace?

LODWICK
Not yet, Odillia, first Ill visit France,
Where if good stars my state do readvance,
And grant me power to free my native soil,
I may with comfort then call home my joy.
Till then, their sight will but revive annoy.

ODILLIA
What can you prize so highly as their sight?

LODWICK
Women discerne not mens affairs aright.
I prize mine honour, and my countrys good,
More than wife, children, or my proper blood.[A bell tolls within.
Hark, the bell tolls; the sexton I must play
By promise once, tomorrow Ill away.
Let me receive some token unto Ferdinand,
And this forget not, for a final end,
To come to us if we for you do send. [Exeunt.


Scene 16
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ENTER EPERNOUN, BROUGHT in in his chair.

EPERNOUN
So, from this place I shall beold the fight
Betwixt these armies.Now go, one of you,
And with our leaders presently ive charge;
The other stay with me.Oh, might the fight
Of Epernoun be like the noontide sun
With the reflection of his feeble eye,
To melt like wax the courage of our foes,
And make the Frenchmen stiff as adamant.
Then could my heart excuse mine idle hands
That they bear not a part in this conflict.
But now defiance from each party flies.

Sound trumpet first.Then enter FERDINAND pursuing DON UGO, cutting him soundly.

A valliant gentleman what ere thou art,
And by mine honour, very nobly fought.
I have not seen inall my life before,
So young, a tender, and effeminate face
Father such rough and manly fortitude.
How like a weighty hammer did his sword
Fall on the Spaniards shrinking burgonet!
That had he not betook him to his heels,
This hour had been his latest hour of life.

Alarum.Enter FERDINAND again, pursuing DON UGO.

What, still in chase?He will not give him oer
Till he hath slain, or made him yield, I see.
A right begotten cockrell of the game.
Whence may he come?As I remember me,
I never saw him in our camp till now.
I prithee, go range through out battle ranks,
And when you overtake him, gently crave
He will vouchsafe to come and speak with me.
My hearts enamourd on his valourous deeds.
Spaniard, some more of such a haughty breed
Would make the stoutest of your hearts to bleed!

Enter FERDINAND.

And here he comes.Fair bud of chivalry,
Welcome to Epernoun.Give me your hand.
I thank you even with all my very heart,
For this good service you have done to-day.
Are you of France, I pray you?Or what place
Is honourd by your noble parentage?

FERDINAND
I am, my lord, the Duke of Brabants subject,
A younger brother whose inheritance
Is little more than what his sword shall purchase;
And for that cause, admonishd of these wars
Between the haughty Spaniard and this realm,
The noble Bourbon gave me entertain.

EPERNOUN
Are you his soldier?Trust me for his sake,
I love you better then I did before,
And for some confirmation of my love,
Take this in earnest of a greater good.

FERDINAND
I humbly thank your lordship, and will rest
A faithful servitor to France and you.

EPERNOUN
Nay, stay awhile, refresh your weary limbs.
A little intermission will do well
Amidst these sweating garboils.[Aside.] Holy rood,
There runs a thought into my labouring mind,
Which from my heart sends gladness to mine eyes.
Methinks the more I view this gentleman,
The more he doth resemble Bullens duke,
The virtuous Lodwick, both for face and limb,
When he and I were fellow mates-in-arms
Against the Turk.Such deeds of hardiment
Did Lodwick show as he hath done this day.
Even such a gesture had he when he talkd
As mild and affable in time of peace
As he was stern and boistrous in the wars.
All these appatent in this towardly youth.
Earl Lodwicks want doth wet my cheeks with ruth.

A shout within.Enter a Soldier.

What means this cheerful shout?

SOLDIER
My lord,
The battle of the Spaniards is dispersd.
Besides, I bring to you this happy news:
The worthy Duke of Bullen, long desird,
And much bewailed for his injury,
Lives, and returnd about an hour since.
At his first coming, armd in complete steel,
Challengd the Duke Medina at his tent,
And there in single combat, like himself,
And like a father of his countrys,
Hath slain that proud disturber of our peace,
For which, the soldiers, as you heard, my lord,
Did fill the air with their applausive shouts,
Thronging about him in such clustering heaps
To see his face and do him reverence,
As scarce he hath free passage to this place.

EPERNOUN
Oh, that I had or legs or wings to fly,
That I might quickly satisfy mine eye
With sight of him whose companys more worth
Than heaps of countless and unvalued treasure!
But wheres the other leader of that route,
Surnamd Don Ugo?Is he scapd the field?

SOLDIER
This gentleman before, Medina died,
Gave him his passport to his longest home.
But, my good lord, I almost had forgot
The latter part of my behoveful message:
There is a stranger duke, of whence, my haste
Sufferd me not to be instructed,
That likewise came with aid unto our camp,
And is well known unto my Lord of Bullen.

EPERNOUN
Now if I were enclosd within my grave,
I would as willingly forsake the world
As woeful prisoners many years detaind
In dark obscurity, could be content
to change the dungeron for a public walk.
But first let us embrace out loving friend.

SOLDIER
Your honour may sit still.Hes coming hither.

Enter LODWICK, EMMANUEL Duke of Brabant, with soldiers.

EPERNOUN
Right worthy duke, whose victories ever shone
Through clouds of envy, and disater change,
Make rich my bosom with embalming thee,
And wherein ought my restrains my faltring tongue,
Let vows for words distinguish my content.
Welcome, oh welcome, to ungoverend France,
Whose working garment of afflicting war
Is now cast off, and she hath girt herself
In peaceful robes of holiday attire.
And you, my lord of Brabant, as I think?

EMMANUEL
Your friend, Lord Epernoun, in what he may.

EPERNOUN
Welcome in sooth.Your presence with the rest
Hath made me happy, and my country blest.

LODWICK
These greetings, reverend earl, exceed desert.
Had it been Lodwicks fortune to have done
Ten times more service then this days exploit,
It might not be sufficient to redeem
The lack of his endeavors all this while.
But heaven and you, I hope, will pardon me,
Considering I was forcd from hence to fly.

EPERNOUN
Ay, and most wrongfully enforcd, my lord.
But he that was the author of that ill,
The traitorous Duke of Anjou, by just heavens,
Now at your mercy stands.One fetch him forth,
And Lodwick, repossessed in the place,
If that authority his highness gave;
Judge and condemn according as you please.

LODWICK
No, let him still be prisoner where he is.
Your wisdom hath discoverd his abuse,
And our dread sovereign shal determine it.
Were it my wrongs were greater than they are,
I will not be a facrot for myself.
Now, what is he, my lord, of all this train
By whom our other enemy was slain,
Don Ugo de Cordova?Fain would I
Know that brave gentleman, and for the same
Add somewhat more unto his honourd name.

EPERNOUN
Therein, my lord, I shall acount myself
Much pleasurd by your grace.And this is he,
My lord of Brabants subject, as he said.

EMMANUEL
[Aside.] My subject?Traitrous villian, how he lies!
But I will be revengd upon his crimes.

LODWICK
What may I call your name,young gentleman?

FERDINAND
My name is Ferdinand.

LODWICK
[Aside.] I know it well,
And little thinks he tis the sextons hands
Draws forth a sword to give him knighthood here;
But I am glad it is my fortunes chance
To be of power to shew him any grace,
Whom I admird when first I saw his face.
Kneel down, young Ferdinand, and now again,
Rise up Sir Ferdinando, Lodwicks knight.

EMMANUEL
And rise withal base Berdinand, falst wretch,
Viler than puddle dirt, thou spring of hate,
Never begot but of some dunghill churl;
Durst thou avow thou wast my subject?
Durst that impious tongue pronounce my name,
Whom thou hast most ingratefully incensd?
Villian, more abject than thought can decipher!
But I am glad that we are met at last.
Here in this presence I do challenge thee
Of most notorius felony and theft.
Let me have justice on this fugitive
You peers of France, or else you injure me.

LODWICK
What moves the noble Brabant to this rage?

EPERNOUN
Oh, wherefore stain you virtue and renown
With such foul terms of ignomy and shame?

EMMANUEL
Virtue, my lords?You gild a rotten stick.
You spread fair honours garments on the ground,
And dignify a loathsome swine with pearl.
This shadow of a seeming gentleman,
This gloss of piety, deceives your sight.
Hes nothing so, nor so, but one, my lords,
Whom I have fosterd in my court of alms;
And to requite my careful indulgence,
Hath Judas-like betrayd his masters life,
And stoln mine only daughter to allay
the sensual fire of his enkindld lust;
For which, let me have justice and the law.

LODWICK
You shall have justice, though I cannot think
So fair a shape hath had so foul a forge.

EPERNOUN
Alack the day misfortune should so son
Disturb our friendship, was so well begun.
Come hither, Ferdinand, and tell me truth,
If thou be guilty as the duke informs?

FERDINAND
I not deny, my lord, but I am married
Unto Odillia, though unworthy far
of such a gracious blessing.Yet her love
Was forward in the choice as well as mine.

EMMANUEL
See how he goes about to choke the fact
With love and marriage?No, adulterous swain,
Your hedge-betrothing covenant shall not serve.
Where is your sweet companion?Where is she?
But we will talk of that another time.
Why is my Lord of Bullen so remiss,
And will not presently be given incharge
A pair of bolts be clapd upon his heels?

LODWICK
Without offence, my lord, unto your grace,
Myself will undertake to be his bail,
And he shall answer if you so be pleasd,
Your accusation, when you will appoint
A day of hearing.Be it to-morrow next.

EMMANUEL
And even to-morrow let his trial be.
I will no longer have the cause defferd.[Exit.

EPERNOUN
And Ferdinando, in this time of need,
Old Epernoun will stand thee in some stead.
Good Duke of Bullen, use him kindly yet,
Whilst I do follow this incensurd lord,
And try if tears may drive him to accord.[Exit.

LODWICK
Now, Ferdinand, heres nont but you and I.
Know you not me?

FERDINAND
I cannot call it to my mind, my lord,
That ever I did see your grace till now.

LODWICK
Bethink yourself.Look better on my face.

FERDINAND
There is, my lord, with pardon be it spoke,
A man in Ards, a sexton of a church,
With whom I had acquaintance once.He, methinks,
Is somewhat like your excellence, or else
I do not know where I have seen your favour.

LODWICK
The sexton there is Duke of Bullen here.
Be not abashd; twas I to whom you left
Your fair Odillia, and tis I can witness,
That you and she are lawfull man and wife.
This may be some defence against the stream
Of angry Brabant that pursues your life.
Come, I have sent in private for the dame,
And by all means to shield you both from shame. [Exeunt.


Scene 17
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ENTER SIR NICHOLAS with a letter, ODILLIA with a letter in her hand, BUNCH and NUNTIO.

SIR NICHOLAS
And must we then, fair lady, forgo your sweet company?

ODILLIA
You see my Lord of Bullen sends for me;
With him remains my husband, Ferdinand;
So you perceive how much it me concerns,
To leave this place to better my estate.

SIR NICHOLAS
I cannot blame a fair lady, to leave a bad thing to go to a better.My friend, thank the Duke of Bullen, my quondam sexton, for his kind letter.I may say, that neer a priest in Picardy can say beside that I have had a duke to my sexton, be it spoken without pride.

BUNCH
The devil ye ha!Was he not my petticessor, I pray ye?I was his quaintance afore he knew you, friend.Do my condemnations to him; one Bunch that botchd in his city, ran away in his company, and dwelt where he dwelt, with Dutch Yacob Smelt.And for my better grace, ye may say Barnaby Bunch, that has his sextons place.[Aside to NUNTIO.] Hark ye, friend, you have brought no diseases with ye, have ye?

NUNTIO
Why dost thou ask so fond a question?

BUNCH
Marry, I speak to him when he went, to send the plague or the pox or some disease of High France down into this low country, to lay the men of Ards low that I may have money for their graves, and marry one of their wives.If ye have any firmity about ye, as the stone or the dropsy, the pip or the palsy, Ill give ye as much for it as another to have it left in our parish.

ODILLIA
Will ye not write, Sir Nicholas, to the Duke?

SIR NICHOLAS
To tell ye true, lady, a letter of six lines is three days work for me.The Duke knows my mind as well as if I did write; if he have a better benefice or two for me, tell him I will come.

BUNCH
Then we come, both the vicar and the sexton.

ODILLIA
Why, Bunch, I thought you would have gone with me.

BUNCH
Truly, not thus advisd:if ye had no husband, so; but having ahusband, no.I can be but well, and the hardest of my learning is past.I can say, amen, without book, chime two bells at once, whip a dog with both hands, know the difference of the strokes in tolling for men and women, grease the bellropes, turn the clappers, sweep the church, help the vicar on with his surplice.All this I know by rote, ye may tell the duke, as if I had been bound prentice to the trade; and for making a grave, come all Picardy for the price of my pickaxe.

ODILLIA
We stay too long.Sir Nicholas, farewell, and farewell, Bunch.

[Exeunt ODILLIA and NUNTIO.

BUNCH
Heartily to you.Prey ye, condemn me to your husband, master Farting Andrew.

SIR NICHOLAS
Ferdinando, Bunch.Thou mistermst his name.

BUNCH
So have you done many a one in ths first lesson, God forgive ye.

SIR NICHOLAS
Let that pass amongst the rest of my venial sins.And tell me, Bunch, tell me, wheres the best liquor?

BUNCH
At the Green Dragon, gentle master vicar.

SIR NICHOLAS
Will the dragon sting?

BUNCH
From the head to the heel,
He will sting you brain so,
That hell make your feet reel.

SIR NICHOLAS
Lets go play for two pots.Away, Bunch, away!

BUNCH
Then the parish is like to have no service to-day. [Exeunt.


Scene 18
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ENTER LODWICK, EMMANUEL, EPERNOUN in his chair, FREDERICK as FERDINAND with the provost and a headsman.

EMMANUEL
My Lord of Bullen, many things might urge
Your speed of justice for so just a wrong;
As the regard of your own princely state
In case of him that is an equal peer;
The right of princes, which should underprop
An honourable and direct revenge.
I could perhaps say, were it not injustice,
The blood of Brabant should deserve of Bullen.
But I disrobe and strip off all regard,
And lay my wrongs as nakedly before you
As comes an infant born into the world.

LODWICK
My Lord of Brabant, what I freely urge
Is not to stop or turn the course of justice,
Which must sway all our actions, and must stand
Steady and fixed in one certain point;
But only by entreaty to your grace,
To supple your proceeding in this case.

EPERNOUN
My Lord of Brabant, may old Epernoun,
By license of my lord, the Duke of Bullen,
Have leave to speak, an old fool that I am,
By your good patience let me say my mind.
Now, by my troth, I cannot speak for tears.
Alas, alas!Theres something I would say.
Now, God help age, would I were in my grave!
Justice may cut off Ferdinand.Where is he?
Oh, art thou there, poor man?Alas, alas!
Justice may cut him off, Ill not deny;
But turn him with his swrd amongst his foes,
And he that buys his life shall buy it dear.
Alas, poor boy, would I could do thee good!
Oh, to see him lead an army in the field
Would make a man young, were as old as I.
I would thou hadst died where I saw thee last,
Even in the midst of all the Spanish army,
On that condition I had died with thee.
God help, God help, an ill mischance soon falls,
And still the weakest go unto the walls.

EMMANUEL
Defer me not, my lord; let me have justice.

LODWICK
My lord, you must have juctice, that you know.
But yet, my Lord of Brabant, might our love
Rebate this sharp edge of your bitter wrath,
With what an easy sweetness should our judgment
Be relished of every gentle heart.

EMMANUEL
My Lord of Bullen, urge me not with pity.
He against whom I am thus pitiless
Robbd me of pity.Proceed unto your judgment.

EPERNOUN
God help!Pity is banishd from the earth, I see.
Thou pitiest none, nor no man pities thee.

EMMANUEL
Old man, thou dotest.

EPERNOUN
Thou art a naughty lord, I tell thee, Brabant;
The day hath been thou durst not tell me so.

LODWICK
Have patience, gentle father.True noble lord,
He will have death.Whos there?
Command the lady presently be brought.

LODWICK ascends.The Lady is brought in.

EMMANUEL
Lodwick of Bullen, is it not enough
Thou hast delayd me in the case of justice,
But bringst this hateful whore unto my sight
To vex and grieve my soul?I ttell thee, Bullen,
Thou wrongst mine honour with indignity.

FERDINAND
Ah, were i any tongue that calld thee so
But his Odillia, I would make that word
Heretical and full of blasphemy.

EMMANUEL
My Lord of Bullen, I will not abide her.

LODWICK
My lord, you must abide her, since for her
You seek the life of this young Ferdinand.
Sift law so strictly, follow the offence,
Take all advantage of your evidence.

EPERNOUN
Now, by my troth, a goodly wench indeed.
Alas, poor earl.Fair princess, speak thy mind,
And Ill stand by thy side.And yet I cannot.
Ah, this whoreson age.Well, well. [He weeps.

EMMANUEL
I will not hear her speak.

LODWICK
Alls one, my Lord of Brabant.We will hear her.
Speak freely, princess, and without control.

ODILLIA
Right reverend Lord,if only for my sake,
My father seek the death of Ferdinand,
I here acquit my husband of the fault,
Although I cannot of the punishment.
I was the thief, I was the ravisher,
And I am only guilty of the fact.
How like a robber did I lie in wait
With beauty to entrap his gentle youth?
And like a spirit when he hath walkd alone,
How was I ever tempting him to love?
How with my favour did I work his breast,
Which at the first was stubborn, iron, cold,
Till I brought his heart to supple temper,
To take the soft impression of affection?
With these allurements would I oft intice him:
Though thou be base, my love shall me thee noble;
Though thou be proud, my power shall make thee rich;
Though thou be scornd, my state shall make thee reverencd.
Let any of you all think with himself,
Where he so mean, so friendless, and unknown,
Wooed by a virgin princess of my birth,
So young, so great, so rich, as is my self;
Thinks he, he would not do as he hath done?
Hes guiltless of the fault; I was the cause.
Let me endure the rigour of your laws.

FERDINAND
Oh, thou dost wound my love with too much loving!
Thy beauty is too much prized but with death.
that man hath not a soul that would not die,
One hour to enjoy thy blessed company.

EPERNOUN
Nay, I must weep out these poor eyes are left.
I never saw a cause so full of pity.

EMMANUEL
My lord, proceed.The law adjudges death
To him that steals the heir of any prince
Thats not a prince that doth commit the act.
He is my slave, one that was found by me,
Being a child, but fully two years old,
And ast should seem, begot in bastardy,
And by the parents to that wicked fruit,
Left in the rivers sedges, there to be drownd,
What time the ward in Burgundy fell out,
And that my duchess perishd in the flight,
Not never did I know what was his name,
Being so young, he could not tell the same.
Only upon his muckender and band he had an F,
By which I did suppose his name was Ferdinand,
And so I namd him.

LODWICK
[Aside.] Oh, blessed heaven, what sound is this I hear?
My little boy was lost even at that time,
Just of that age, and by that rivers side,
Whose name was christend Frederick by my father,
And had an F on everthing he wore.
It is my son.Be silent yet awhile.
[Aloud.] My Lord of Brabant, then I take exception
Both unto your indictment and your plea.

EMMANUEL
As how, my Lord of Bullen?Do me juctice.

LODWICK
He is indicted by the name of Ferdinand,
And I will prove him christend Frederick,
And thus is your indictment overthrown.

EMMANUEL
It is a fallacy, my Lord of Bullen;
He hath been ever called by that name.
Bullen, do me justice, or by heaven,
It is not France shall hold thee, impious duke!

LODWICK
Nay, if ye be so hot, my Lord of Brabant,
Then to your plea, that doth concern him most.
The law is this:that he should lose his head
That steals away the heir of any prince,
If not a prince that doth commit the rape.

EMMANUEL
So it my plea.

LODWICK
I grant, but void in this:
He is a prince that stole away thy daughter;
This is not Ferdinand, but Frederick,
The heir of Bullen and my only son.
Ah, my sweet boy!Ah, my dear Frederick!
Here now I stand and here doth stand my boy.
In Christendom let any two that dare
Aver it to the father and the son
That he is not as great a prince as Brabant.

EPERNOUN
Nay, Ill be one.Any three, whateer they be!
And Brabant, be thou one to answer us.
Some honest man, help mt to Frederick.
For joy I shall weep out mine eyes.

EMMANUEL
Bullen, how dost thou know him for thy son?

LODWICK
Why, cousin Brabant, you say you found him
Hid in the sedges by the river; even at that instant
And at the very place, the duchess, my dear sister perished,
With whom my little boy was at the time.
The place, the instant, and his certain age,
The letters set to signify his name,
The very manner of your finding him,
When you departed from me with your army
In the pursuit of traitrous Mercury,
These all affirm that he is only mine.

EMMANUEL
My Lord of Bullen, I embrace your love
In all firm and true brotherly affection.
I make your son my son, my daughter yours,
And do entreat in princely courtesy
Old grief henceforth no more be thought upon.

LODWICK
Dear brother Brabant, your true princely kindness
Doth but forestall what i would have requested.
Right noble prince, I give you Frederick,
And I accept your sweet Odillia.
Come, thou art now the Duke of Bullens daughter;
Thy husband is the Duke of Brabants son;
Thou shalt be now my care; my son, they fathers.
Thus do we make exchange betwixt each others;
Thus should it be betwixt two loving brothers.

EPERNOUN
Nay, nay, let me be one, I pray you, lords.
I have no child left to inherit mine
When I shall die, as long I cannot live,
I freely give them all that ere I have.[He weeps.

LODWICK
A thousand thanks, true noble Epernoun.
Brother of Brabant, Frederick and fair princess,
Embrace this noble lord and hold him dear.

FERDINAND & ODILLIA
Our father, guide and comfort we you call,
And be you ever honourd of us all.

Enter VILLIERS, ORIANA and DIANA.

VILLIERS
Justice, my Lord of Bullen, I beseech you.

LODWICK
My friend, what is thy cuase then.Let us know.
Sit down, good brother Brabant, and the rest.

VILLIERS
My lord, my suit is here against a widow
That I have long time sued in way of marriage.

LODWICK
[Aside.] Let me with judgment view this woman well.
Stay, let me see.It is my Oriana,
And my poor Dian, my dear loved girl!
Alas, poor souls, what woe and misery
Have ye endured since I left you last?
I will forbear my knowledge till I see
To what effect this cause will sort unto.
[Aloud.] Tell on your case:of whence, and whats your name?

VILLIERS
I am of Rochele, and my name, Villiers.

LODWICK
Of what profession?

VILLIERS
A merchant I, my honourable lord.

ORIANA
[Aside.] But though you be a merchant, I believe
Here is some ware you must not deal with.
[To DIANA.] Thinkst thou, Diana, my dear lord, thy father,
Will know us in this seamsters poor disguise?

DIANA
[Aside to ORIANA.] Madam, I know not; for much time is passed,
Since he at Newkirk parted with us last.
She must be widow if the merchants wife,
But by this match, I think hell hardly thrive.

LODWICK
Master Villiers, you shall have justice, sir.
Speak in your cause; you have free liberty.

VILLIERS
My Lord of Bullen, thus then stands my case:
This gentlewoman whom my suit concerns,
Being embarkd for England wit her daughter
To seek her husband as she made report,
Twixt Sluice in Flanders, where she went aboard,
And Goodwins Sands, by sturdy, adverse winds
Was beaten back upon the coast of France,
And came to Rochelle, where my dwelling is.
I, taking likeing of her, entertaind her;
Let her a house, convenient, as I thought,
And lent her money to supply her wants;
And afterwards, won by affection,
I did solicit her in way of marriage.
But still she did defer me with delays,
Because she said her husband still did live;
But for my kindness, if her husband died,
She told me then I was the likest to speed.
She, having got some moneyby her needle,
Desired me to let her have a lease.
The lease was drawn, to which she put her name,
Widow, which here her own hand testifies;
Which being thus confessed by herself,
I, by her promise, claim her for my wife.

LODWICK
The cause is plain.

ORIANA
That he shall go without me.

LODWICK
Lady, what way have you to avoid this bond?
Here is your hand set to confirm the deed.

ORIANA
[Aside.] But not my heart, and that I will be sworn.
[Aloud.] Heres one, I think, that hath had that to long
To leave it now, or else I have more wrong.
Unto the scrivener I referrd the same,
And he put that word widow to my name.
I humbly do entreat your highness favour,
For if you knew where I had dwelt before,
I think you would do that for me and more.

LODWICK
Speak, gentlewoman, where have you been bred?

ORIANA
I was attending in my younger years,
And this sweet girl, though now thus mean and poor,
Upon the duchess, the dukes wife of Bullen;
Though I say it, one that she loved once,
Whilst she did flourish in prosperity;
And had not fortune much impaird her state,
I had not now stood in such need of friends.[She weeps.
But when the greatest into danger falls,
The weakest still did go unto the walls.

LODWICK
Tis very true, that I have tried myself.
Thy tears no longer can conceal my love.
Rise, Oriana, rise my sweet Diana;
Lodwicks true wife and his right virtuous.
Embrace thy lost son, Frederick, once more,
Whom we supposed never to have seen.
With him receive a daughter, Brabants heir;
He hath been foster father to thy boy,
And both are here to full complete our joy.

ORIANA
My dear Frederick?

DIANA
My beloved brother?

FERDINAND
Oh, happy Frederick, finding such a mother,
And such a sister, father, friends and all;
Never a man did better fortune fall.

LODWICK
How say you, master merchant?Is your suit
Void in law or no?Is she a widow now?

VILLIERS
No, my good lord, and I rejoice thereat.

LODWICK
Thanks,butwe will requite thy love and kindness
Extended to them in necessity,
And our reward thou shalt have liberally.

Enter a Messenger.

What news with thee, thou comest in such haste?

MESSENGER
His highness from his holy pilgrimage
Is home returnd, and doth require your presence.

LODWICK
Thats but our duty.Welcome is our king.
His highness now shall sentence traitrous Anjou,
According as his treacheries deserve;
And all our joys shall be disclosd to him,
That have so happily this day befalln.
Thus time the saddest heart from sorrow calls,
And helps the weak, long thrust unto the walls.[Exeunt.

FINIS


The Noble Spanish Soldier (c. 1602)
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The Noble Spanish Soldier was first entered into the Stationers Register on 16 May 1631. The entry made reference to a manuscript of a tragedy called The Noble Spanish Soldier written by Tho: Dekker. There has been some discussion amongst scholars about whether Dekker was the sole author of the play due to the fact that on the title page of the 1634 quarto edition of the work, SR is credited as the writer. The only known playwright of that era with those initials was Samuel Rowley, an actor and writer that composed works for the Admirals Men and was employed by theatrical manager, Philip Henslowe. However, it seems far more likely that Dekker is the author of the play and that the SR that appeared on the title page was either an error or some type of code. The source for the play is likely to have been Jacques-Auguste de Thous Historiarium sui temporis, published in its entirety for the first time in 1620. Dekker would later rework sections of the play into a comedy in his 1624 work, The Welsh Ambassador, which helps to place the composition of The Noble Spanish Soldier to around 1621/22.

The plot of the play centres on a power struggle between two competing factions of European nobility. The Spanish king has been courting Onaelia, niece of the duke of Medina, but suddenly rejects her and decides to marry Paulina, the daughter of the Duke of Florence. Balthazar, the eponymous noble solider, is tasked with murdering Onaelia, but he remains loyal to her, while the new Italian Queen becomes increasingly jealous and vindictive as she worries about securing her position. The tyrannical behaviour of the King is increasingly transferred on to his new wife as the play progresses, while he seeks to quell the rebellion of those loyal to the Duke of Medina and Onaelia. The character of Balthazar is somewhat morally complex despite his designation as noble, as he is content to kill an innocent man without expressing any remorse.
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The 1634 quarto printing of the play
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The opening scene of the play
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The historian, Jacques Auguste de Thou


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
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King of Spain
Cardinal, advisor to the King
Count Malateste of Florence, confidant of the Queen
Roderigo, Don of Spain, supporter of the King
Valasco, Don of Spain, supporter of the King
Lopez, Don of Spain, supporter of the King
Duke of Medina, leader of the Faction
Marquis Daenia, member of the Faction
Alba, Don of Spain, member of the Faction
Carlo, Don of Spain, member of the Faction
Alanzo, Captain of the Guard, member of the Faction
Sebastian, illegitimate son of the King
Balthazar, a Spanish soldier
Cornego, servant to Onaelia
Cockadillio, a courtier
Signor No
A Poet

Queen of Spain, Paulina, daughter of Duke of Florence
Onaelia, niece to the Duke of Medina, mother of Sebastian
Juanna, maid to Onaelia
Ladies in waiting

Attendants, guards


THE PRINTER TO THE READER
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UNDERSTANDING READER, I present this to your view, which has received applause in action. The poet might conceive a complete satisfaction upon the stages approbation; but the printer rests not there, knowing that that which was acted and approved upon the stage, might be no less acceptable in print. It is now communicated to you, whose leisure and knowledge admits of reading and reason. Your judgement now this Posthumous assures himself will well attest his predecessors endeavours to give content to men of the ablest quality, such as intelligent readers are here conceived to be. I could have troubled you with a longer epistle, but I fear to stay you from the book, which affords better words and matter than I can. So the work modestly depending in the scale of your judgement, the printer for his part craves your pardon, hoping by his promptness to do you greater service, as convenience shall enable him to give you more or better testimony of his entireness towards you.

N.V.


ACT I SCENE 1
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ENTER IN MAGNIFICENT state to the sound of loud music, the King and Queen, as from church, attended by the Cardinal, Count Malateste, Marquis Daenia, Roderigo, Valasco, Alba, Carlo, and ladies-in waiting. The King and Queen with courtly compliments salute and part. She [exits] with one half attending her. King, Cardinal and the other half stay, the King seeming angry and desirous to be rid of them. King, Cardinal, Daenia and others [remain].

KING
Give us what no man here is master of:
Breath. Leave us pray, my father Cardinal
Can by the physic of philosophy
Set all again in order. Leave us pray.

Exeunt [King and Cardinal remain].

CARDINAL
How is it with you, sir?

KING
As with a ship
Now beat with storms, now safe. The storms are vanished
And having you my Pilot, I not only
See shore, but harbour; I to you will open
The book of a black sin, deep printed in me.
Oh father, my disease lies in my soul.

CARDINAL
The old wound sir?

KING
Yes that, it festers inwards.
For though I have a beauty to my bed
That even creation envies at, as wanting
Stuff to make such another, yet on her pillow
I lie by her, but an adulterer,
And she as an adulteress. She is my queen
And wife, yet but my strumpet though the church
Set on the seal of marriage. Good Onaelia,
Niece to our Lord High Constable of Spain
Was precontracted mine.

CARDINAL
Yet when I stung
Your conscience with remembrance of the act
Your ears were deaf to counsel.

KING
I confess it.

CARDINAL
Now to untie the knot with your new Queen
Would shake your crown half from your head.

KING
Even Troy, though she has wept her eyes out,
Would find tears to wail my kingdoms ruins.

CARDINAL
What will you do then?

KING
She has that contract written, sealed by you,
And other churchmen witnesses unto it.
A kingdom should be given for that paper.

CARDINAL
I would not, for what lies beneath the moon,
Be made a wicked engine to break in pieces
That holy contract.

KING
Tis my souls aim
To tie it upon a faster knot.

CARDINAL
I do not see
How you can with safe conscience get it from her.

KING
Oh I know
I wrestle with a lioness. To imprison her
And force her to it, I dare not. Death! What King
Did ever say I dare not? I must have it;
A bastard have I by her, and that cock
Will have, I fear, sharp spurs, if he crow after
Him that trod for him. Something must be done
Both to the hen and the chicken. Haste you therefore
To sad Onaelia, tell her Im resolved
To give my new hawk bells, and let her fly.
My Queen, Im weary of, and her will marry.
To this, our text, add you what gloss you please;
The secret drifts of kings are depthless seas.

Exeunt


ACT I SCENE 2
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A TABLE SET out covered with black. Two waxen tapers. The Kings [defaced] picture at one end and a crucifix at the other. Onaelia [dressed in black] walking discontentedly weeping to the crucifix.

A Song.

QUESTION
Oh sorrow, sorrow, say where dost thou dwell?

ANSWER
In the lowest room of hell.

QUESTION
Art thou born of human race?

ANSWER
No, no. I have a furys face.

QUESTION
Art thou in city, town or court?

ANSWER
I to every place resort.

QUESTION
O why into the world is sorrow sent?

ANSWER
Men afflicted best repent.

QUESTION
What dost thou feed on?

ANSWER
Broken sleep.

QUESTION
What takest thou take pleasure in?

ANSWER
To weep,
To sigh, to sob, to pine, to groan,
To wring my hands, to sit alone.

QUESTION
Oh when, oh when, shall sorrow quiet have?

ANSWER
Never, never, never, never,
Never till she finds a grave.

Enter Cornego.

CORNEGO No lesson Madam but Lacrymaes? If you had buried nine husbands, so much water as you might squeeze out of an onion had been tears enough to cast away upon fellows that cannot thank you. Come, be jovial.

ONAELIA
Sorrow becomes me best.

CORNEGO
A suit of laugh and lie down would wear better.

ONAELIA
What should I do to be merry, Cornego?

CORNGO
Be not sad.

ONELIA
But whats the best mirth in the world?

CORNEGO Marry this, to see much, say little, do little, get little, spend little and want nothing.

ONELIA
Oh, but there is a mirth beyond all these;
This picture has so vexed me, Im half mad,
To spite it therefore, Ill sing any song
Thyself shall tune. Say then, what mirth is best?

CORNEGO Why then Madam, what I knock out now is the very marrowbone of mirth and this it is.

ONELIA
Say on.

CORNEGO The best mirth for a lawyer is to have fools to his clients; for citizens to have noblemen pay for their debts; for tailors to have store of satin brought in, for then how little soever their houses are, they will be sure to have large yards. The best mirth for bawds is to have fresh handsome whores, and for whores to have rich gulls come aboard their pinnaces , for then they are sure to build galleasses .

ONELIA
These to such souls are mirth, but to mine, none.
Away.

Exit Cornego, Enter Cardinal.

CARDINAL
Peace to you, Lady.

ONELIA
I will not sin so much as to hope for peace
And tis a mock ill suits your gravity.

CARDINAL
I come to knit the nerves of your lost strength,
To build your ruins up, to set you free
From this your voluntary banishment,
And give new being to your murdered fame.

ONELIA
What Aesculapius can do this?

CARDINAL
Tis from the King I come.

ONELIA
A name I hate.
Oh, I am deaf now to your embassy.

CARDINAL
Hear what I speak.

ONELIA
Your language breathed from him
Is deaths sad doom upon a wretch condemned.

CARDINAL
Is it such poison?

ONELIA
Yes, and were you crystal,
What the King fills you with would make you break.
You should my Lord, be like these robes you wear,
Pure as the dye, and like that reverend shape
Nurse thoughts as full of honour, zeal and purity.
You should be the court-dial, and direct
The King with constant motion, be ever beating,
Like to clock-hammers, on his iron heart
To make it sound clear and to feel remorse.
You should unlock his soul, wake his dead conscience
Which, like a drowsy sentinel, gives leave
For sins vast armies to beleaguer him.
His ruins will be asked for at your hands.

CARDINAL
I have raised up a scaffolding to save
Both him and you from falling. Do but hear me.

ONAELIA
Be dumb for ever.

CARDINAL
Let your fears thus die:
By all the sacred relics of the church
And by my holy orders, what I minister
Is even the spirit of health.

ONAELIA
Ill drink it down into my soul at once.

CARDINAL
You shall.

ONAELIA
But swear.

CARDINAL
What conjurations can more bind my oath?

ONAELIA
But did you swear in earnest?

CARDINAL
Come, you trifle.

ONAELIA
No marvel, for my hopes have been so drowned
I still despair, say on.

CARDINAL
The King repents.

ONAELIA
Pray, that again my Lord.

CARDINAL
The King repents.

ONAELIA
His wrongs to me?

CARDINAL
His wrongs to you. The sense of sin
Has pierced his soul.

ONAELIA
Blessed penitence!

CARDINAL
Has turned his eyes into his leprous bosom
And like a king vows execution
On all his traitorous passions.

ONAELIA
God-like justice!

CARDINAL
Intends in person presently to beg
Forgiveness for his acts from heaven and you.

ONAELIA
Heaven pardon him. I shall.

CARDINAL
Will marry you.

ONAELIA
Umh! Marry me? Will he turn bigamist?
When? When?

CARDINAL
Before the morrow sun hath rode
Half his days journey, will send home his Queen
As one that stains his bed, and can produce
Nothing but bastard issue to his crown.
Why, how now? Lost in wonder and amazement?

ONAELIA
I am so stored with joy that I can now
Strongly wear out more years of misery
Than I have lived.

Enter King.

CARDINAL
You need not: here is the King.

KING
Leave us.

Exit Cardinal.

ONAELIA
With pardon sir, I will prevent you
And charge upon you first.

KING
Tis granted, do.
But stay, what mean these emblems of distress?
My picture so defaced, opposed against
A holy cross! Room hung in black, and you
Dressed like chief mourner at a funeral?

ONAELIA
Look back upon your guilt, dear Sir, and then
The cause that now seems strange explains itself.
This and the image of my living wrongs
Is still confronted by me to beget
Grief like my shame, whose length may outlive time.
This cross, the object of my wounded soul
To which I pray to keep me from despair;
That ever as the sight of one throws up
Mountains of sorrow on my accursed head.
Turning to that, mercy may check despair
And bind my hands from wilful violence.

KING
But who has played the tyrant with me thus,
And with such dangerous spite abused my picture?

ONAELIA
The guilt of that lays claim sir, to yourself
For being, by you, ransacked of all my fame,
Robbed of mine honour and dear chastity,
Made, by your act, the shame of all my house,
The hate of good men and the scorn of bad,
The song of broom-men and the murdering vulgar,
And left alone to bear up all these ills
By you begun, my breast was filled with fire
And wrapped in just disdain, and like a woman
On that dumb picture wreaked I my passions.

KING
And wished it had been I.

ONAELIA
Pardon me Sir,
My wrongs were great, and my revenge swelled high.

KING
I will descend and cease to be a King,
To leave my judging part, freely confessing
Thou canst not give thy wrongs too ill a name.
And here to make thy apprehension full,
And seat thy reason in a sound belief
I vow tomorrow, ere the rising sun
Begins his journey, with all ceremonies
Due to the Church, to seal our nuptials,
To prive thy son with full consent of state,
Spains heir apparent, born in wedlocks vows.

ONAELIA
And will you swear to this?

KING
By this I swear.

[Takes up Bible.]

ONAELIA
Oh, you have sworn false oaths upon that book!

KING
Why then, by this.

[Takes up crucifix.]

ONAELIA
Take heed you print it deeply:
How for your concubine, bride I cannot say,
She stains your bed with black adultery,
And though her fame masks in a fairer shape
Than mine to the worlds eye, yet King, you know
Mine honour is less strumpeted than hers,
However butchered in opinion.

KING
This way for her, the contract which thou hast,
By best advice of all our Cardinals,
Today shall be enlarged till it be made
Past all dissolving. Then to our council table
Shall she be called, that read aloud, she told
The church commands her quick return for Florence
With such a dower as Spain received with her,
And that they will not hazard heavens dire curse
To yield to a match unlawful, which shall taint
The issue of the King with bastardy.
This done, in state majestic come you forth,
Our new crowned Queen in sight of all our peers.
Are you resolved?

OMAELIA
To doubt of this were treason
Because the King has sworn it.

KING
And will keep it.
Deliver up the contract then, that I
May make this day end with thy misery.

ONAELIA
Here as the dearest Jewel of my fame
Locked I this parchment from all viewing eyes.
This your indenture, held alone the life
Of my supposed dead honour; yet behold,
Into your hands I redeliver it.
Oh keep it Sir, as you should keep that vow,
To which, being signed by heaven, even angels bow.

[Onaelia passes the document to the King.]

KING
Tis in the lions paw, and who dares snatch it?
Now to your beads and crucifix again.

ONAELIA
Defend me heaven!

KING
Pray there may come Embassadors from France
Their followers are good customers.

ONAELIA
Save me from madness!

KING
Twill raise the price, being the Kings mistress.

ONAELIA
You do but counterfeit to mock my joys.

KING
Away bold strumpet!

ONAELIA
Are there eyes in heaven to see this?

KING
Call and try, heres a whores curse
To fall in that belief, which her sins nurse.

Exit King, Enter Cornego.

CORNEGO How now? What quarter of the moon has she cut out now? My Lord puts me into a wise office to be a mad-womans keeper. Why, Madam!

ONAELIA
Ha! Where is the King, thou slave?

[Clutches Cornego.]

CORNEGO
Let go your hold, or Ill fall upon you as I am a man.

ONAELIA
Thou treacherous caitiff , where is the King?

CORNEGO
Hes gone, but not so far as you are.

ONAELIA
Crack all in sunder, oh you battlements,
And grind me into powder

CORNEGO What powder? Come, what powder? When did you ever see a woman grinded into powder? I am sure some of your sex powder men, and pepper them too.

ONAELIA
Is there a vengeance yet lacking to my ruin?
Let it fall, now let it fall upon me!

CORNEGO
No, there has been too much fallen upon you already.

ONAELIA
Thou villain, leave thy hold, Ill follow him
Like a raised ghost, Ill haunt him, break his sleep,
Fright him as he is embracing his new leman ,
Til want of rest bids him run mad and die,
For making oaths bawds to his perjury.

CORNEGO Pray be more seasoned, if he make any bawds, he did ill, for there is enough of that fly-blown flesh already.

ONAELIA
Im left quite naked now; all gone, all, all.

CORNEGO
No Madam, not all, for you cannot be rid of me.
Here comes your Uncle.

Enter Medina.

ONAELIA
Attired in robes of vengeance, are you uncle?

MEDINA
More horrors yet?

ONAELIA
Twas never full till now,
And in this torrent all my hopes lie drowned.

MEDINA
Instruct me in the cause.

ONAELIA
The King, the contract!

Exit Onaelia.

CORNEGO
Thats cud enough for you to chew upon.

Exit Cornego.

MEDINA
Whats this? A riddle. How? The King, the contract.
The mischief I divine which proving true,
Shall kindle fires in Spain to melt his crown
Even from his head. Heres the decree of fate:
A black deed must a black deed expiate.

Exit Medina.


ACT II SCENE 1
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ENTER BALTHAZAR, [HAVING been] slighted by the Dons.

BALTHAZAR Thou god of good apparel, what strange fellows are bound to do thee honour. Mercers books show mens devotions to thee. Heaven cannot hold a saint so stately. Do not my dons know me because Im poor in clothes? Stood my beaten tailor plaiting my rich hose, my silk stocking man drawing upon my Lordships courtly calf pairs of imbroidered things, whose golden clocks strike deeper to the faithful shop-keepers heart, than into mine to pay him. Had my barber perfumed my lousy thatch here and poked out me tusks more stiff than are a cats muschatoes , these pied-winged butterflies had known me then. Another fly-boat! Save thee illustrious Don.

Enter Don Rodrigo.

Sir, is the King at leisure to speak Spanish with a poor Soldier?

RODRIGO
No

BALTHAZAR No, Sirah, you, no! You Don with the ochre face, I wish to have thee but on a breach, stifling with smoke and fire. And for thy no, but whiffing gunpowder out of an iron pipe, I would but ask thee if thou wouldst on, and if thou didst cry no, thou shouldst read Canon Law. Id make thee roar, and wear cut-beaten-satin. I would pay thee though thou payest not thy mercer. Mere Spanish jennets! 

Enter Cockadillio.

Signor, is the King at leisure?

COCKADILLO
To do what?

BALTHAZAR
To hear a soldier speak.

COCKADILLO
I am no ear picker
To sound his hearing that way.

BALTHAZAR
Are you of court sir?

COCKADILLO
Yes, the Kings barber.

BALTHAZAR
Thats his ear picker. Your name, I pray.

COCKADILLO
Don Cockadillio
If, soldier, thou hast suits to beg at court,
I shall descend so low as to betray
Thy paper to the hand Royal.

BALTHAZAR I beg, you whorson muscod ! My petition is written on my bosom in red wounds.

COCKADILLO
I am no barber-surgeon.

Exit Cockadillio.

BALTHAZAR You yellowhammer, why, shaver: that such poor things as these, only made up of tailors shreds and merchants silken rags and pothecary drugs to lend their breath sophisticated smells, when their rank guts stink worse than cowards in the heat of battle. Such whaleboned- doublet rascals, that owe more to laundresses and seamsters for laced linen than all their race from their great grand-father to this their reign, in clothes were ever worth. These excrements of silk worms! Oh that such flies do buzz about the beams of Majesty, like earwigs tickling a Kings yielding ear with that court-organ, flattery, when a soldier must not come near the court gates twenty score, but stand for want of clothes, though he win towns, amongst the almsbasket-men! His best reward being scorned to be a fellow to the blackguard. Why should a soldier, being the worlds right arm, be cut thus by the left, a courtier? Is the world all ruff and feather and nothing else? Shall I never see a tailor give his coat with a difference from a gentleman?

Enter King, Alanzo, Carlo, Cockadillio.

KING
My Balthazar!
Let us make haste to meet thee. How art thou altered?
Do you not know him?

ALANZO
Yes Sir, the brave soldier
Employed against the Moors

KING
Half turned Moor!
Ill honour thee, reach him a chair, that table
And now, Aeneas-like, let thine own trumpet
Sound forth thy battle with those slavish Moors.

BALTHAZAR My music is a Cannon, a pitched field my stage, Furies the actors, blood and vengeance the scene, death the story, a sword imbrued with blood, the pen that writes, and the poet a terrible buskined tragical fellow, with a wreath about his head of burning match instead of bays.

KING
On to the battle.

BALTHAZAR Tis here without bloodshed. This our main battalia, that the van, this the vaw , these the wings, here we fight, there they fly, here they insconce , and here our sconces lay seventeen moons on the cold earth.

KING
This satisfies my eye, but now my ear
Must have his music too. Describe the battle.

BALTHAZAR The battle? Am I come from doing to talking? The hardest part for a soldier to play is to prate well. Our tongues are fifes, drums, petronels , muskets, culverin and cannon. These are our roarers, the clocks which we go by are our hands. Thus we reckon ten, our swords strike eleven and when steel targets of proof clatter one against another, then tis noon thats the height and the heat of the day of battle.

KING
So.

BALTHAZAR
To that heat we came, our drums beat, pikes were shaken and shivered, swords and targets clashed and clattered, muskets rattled cannons roared, men died groaning, brave laced jerkings and feathers looked pale, tottered rascals fought pell mell. Here fell a wing, there heads were tossed like footballs, legs and arms quarrelled in the air and yet lay quietly on the earth. Horses trampled upon heaps of carcasses, troops of carbines tumbled wounded from their horses, we besiege Moors and famine us, mutinies bluster and are calm. I vowed not to doff mine armour though my flesh were frozen to it and turn into iron, nor to cut head nor beard till they yielded. My hairs and oath are of one length for, with Caesar, thus write I mine own story: veni, vidi, vici.

KING
A pitched field, quickly fought. Our hand is thine,
And because thou shalt not murmur that thy blood
Was lavished forth for an ungrateful man,
Demand what we can give thee and tis thine.

BALTHAZAR
Only your love.

KING
Tis thine, rise soldiers best accord
When wounds of wrong are healed up by the sword.

Onaelia knocks loudly at the door.

ONAELIA
Let me come in, Ill kill the treacherous King,
The murderer of mine honour, let me come in.

KING
What womans voice is that?

ALL
Medinas niece.

KING
Bar out that fiend.

ONAELIA
Ill tear him with my nails,
Let me come in, let me come in, help, help me.

KING
Keep her from following me. A guard.

ALANZO
They are ready, sir.

KING
Let a quick summons call our Lords together,
This disease kills me.

BALTHAZAR
Sir, I would be private with you.

KING
Forebear us, but see the doors are well guarded.

Exeunt [King and Balthazar remain].

BALTHAZAR
Will you, Sir, promise to give me freedom of speech?

KING
Yes, I will, take it, speak any thing, tis pardoned.

BALTHAZAR You are a whoremaster. Do you send me to win towns for you abroad and you lose a kingdom at home?

KING
What kingdom?

BALTHAZAR
The fairest in the world, the kingdom of your fame, your honour.

KING
Wherein?

BALTHAZAR Ill be plain with you. Much mischief is done by the mouth of a cannon, but the fire begins at a little touch-hole. You heard what nightingale sung to you even now.

KING
Ha, ha, ha!

BALTHAZAR Angels erred but once and fell, but you Sir, spit in heavens face every minute and laugh at it. Laugh still, follow your courses, do. Let your vices run like your kennels of hounds, yelping after you till they pluck down the fairest head in the herd, everlasting bliss.

KING
Any more?

BALTHAZAR Take sin as the English snuff tobacco, and scornfully blow the smoke in the eyes of heaven, the vapour flies up in clouds of bravery. But when tis out, the coal is black, your conscience, and the pipe stinks. A sea of rosewater cannot sweeten your corrupted bosom.

KING
Nay, spit thy venom.

BALTHAZAR Tis Aqua Coelestis , no venom. For when you shall clasp up these two books, never to be opened again, when by letting fall that anchor which can never more be weighed up, your mortal navigation ends. Then theres no playing at spurn-point with thunderbolts. A vintner then for unconscionable reckoning or a tailor for unmeasurable items shall not answer in half that fear you must.

KING
No more.

BALTHAZAR I will follow truth at the heels, though her foot beat my gums in pieces.

KING
The barber that draws out a lions tooth
Curseth his trade; and so shalt thou.

BALTHAZAR
I care not.

KING
Because you have beaten a few base-born moors,
Me thinkst thou to chastise? What is past I pardon,
Because I made the key to unlock thy railing;
But if thou darst once more be so untuned
Ill sent thee to the galleys. Who are without there,
How now?

Enter [guards and attendants] drawn.

ALL
In danger, Sir?

KING
Yes, yes, I am, but tis no point of weapon
Can rescue me. Go presently and summon
All our chief Grandees, Cardinals, and Lords
Of Spain to meet in Council instantly.
We called you forth to execute a business
Of another strain - but tis no matter now.
Thou diest when next thou furrowest up our brow.

BALTHAZAR
So, die!

Exit Balthazar, enter Cardinal, Rodrigo, Alba, Daenia, Valasco.

KING
I find my sceptre shaken by enchantments
Charactered in this parchment, which to unloose,
Ill practice only counter-charms of fire,
And blow the spells of lightening into smoke:
Fetch burning tapers.

[Exit attendant who returns with light.]

CARDINAL
Give me audience, Sir.
My apprehension opens me a way
To a close fatal mischief, worse than this
You strive to murder. Oh, this act of yours
Alone shall give your dangers life, which else
Can never grow to height. Do, Sir, but read
A book here closed up, which too late you opened,
Now blotted by you with foul marginal notes.

KING
Art frantic?

CARDINAL
You are so, Sir.

KING
If I be,
Then heres my first mad fit.

CARDINAL
For honours sake,
For love you bear to conscience -

KING
Reach the flames:
Grandees and Lords of Spain be witness all
What here I cancel. Read, do you know this bond?

ALL
Our hands are to it.

DAENIA
Tis your confirmed contract
With my sad kinswoman: but wherefore Sir,
Now is your rage on fire, in such a presence
To have it mourn in ashes?

KING
Marquis Daenia
Well lend that tongue, when this no more can speak.

CARDINAL
Dear Sir!

KING
I am deaf,
Played the full concert of the spheres unto me
Upon their loudest strings - so burn that witch
Who would dry up the tree of all Spains glories,
But that I purge her sorceries by fire.

[Burns contract.]

Troy lies in cinders. Let your Oracles
Now laugh at me if I have been deceived
By their ridiculous riddles. Why, good father,
Now you may freely chide, why was your zeal
Ready to burst in showers to quench our fury?

CARDINAL
Fury indeed, you give it proper name.
What have you done? Closed up a festering wound
Which rots the heart. Like a bad surgeon,
Labouring to pluck out from your eye a mote,
You thrust the eye clean out.

KING
Thart mad ex tempore:
What eye? Which is that wound?

CARDINAL
That scroll, which now
You make the black indenture of your lust
Although eat up in flames, is printed here,
In me, in him, in these, in all that saw it,
In all that ever did but hear twas yours.
The scold of the whole world, fame, will anon
Rail with her thousand tongues at this poor shift
Which gives your sin a flame greater than that
You lend the paper. You to quench a wild fire,
Cast Oil upon it.

KING
Oil to blood shall turn,
Ill lose a limb before the heart shall mourn.

Exeunt, Daenia and Alba remain.

DAENIA
Hes mad with rage or joy.

ALBA
With both; with rage
To see his follies checked, with fruitless joy
Because he hopes his contract is cut off,
Which divine justice more exemplifies.

Enter Medina.

MEDINA
Wheres the King?

DAENIA
Wrapped up in clouds of lightning.

MEDINA
What has he done? Saw you the contract torn?
As I did here a minion swear he threatened.

ALBA
He tore it not, but burned it.

MEDINA
Openly!

DAENIA
And heaven with us to witness.

MEDINA
Well, that fire
Will prove a catching flame to burn his kingdom.

ALBA
Meet and consult.

MEDINA
No more, trust not the air
With our projections, let us all revenge
Wrongs done to our most noble kinswoman.
Action is honours language, swords are tongues,
Which both speak best, and best do right our wrongs.

Exeunt.


ACT II SCENE 2
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ENTER ONAELIA FROM one way, Cornego another.

CORNEGO
Madam, theres a bear without to speak with you

ONAELIA
A bear?

CORNEGO
Its a man all hair, and thats as bad.

ONAELIA
Who is it?

CORNEGO
Tis one Master Captain Balthazar.

ONAELIA
I do not know that Balthazar.

CORNEGO He desires to see you: and if you love a water-spaniel before he be shorn, see him.

ONAELIA
Let him come in.

Enter Balthazar.

CORNEGO
Hist; a duck, a duck. There she is, Sir.

BALTHAZAR
A soldiers good wish bless you lady.

ONAELIA
Good wishes are most welcome Sir, to me,
So many bad ones blast me.

BALTHAZAR
Do you not know me?

ONAELIA
I scarce know myself.

BALTHAZAR I have been at tennis Madam, with the king. I gave him fifteen and all his faults, which is much, and now I come to toss a ball with you.

ONAELIA
I am bandied too much up and down already.

CORNEGO
Yes, she has been struck under line, master soldier.

BALTHAZAR
I conceit you, dare you trust yourself alone with me?

ONAELIA
I have been laden with such weights of wrong
That heavier cannot press me. Hence Cornego.

CORNEGO
Hence Cornego? Stay Captain? When man and woman are put together,
Some egg of villainy is sure to be sat upon.

Exit Cornego.

BALTHAZAR What would you say to him should kill this man that hath you so dishonoured?

ONAELIA
Oh, I would Crown him
With thanks, praise, gold and tender of my life.

BALTHAZAR Shall I be that German fencer, and beat all the knocking boys before me? Shall I kill him?

ONAELIA
Theres music in the tongue that dares but speak it.

BALTHAZAR That fiddle then is in me, this arm can do it, by poniard, poison or pistol: but shall I do it indeed?

ONAELIA
One step to human bliss is sweet revenge.

BALTHAZAR
Stay. What made you love him?

ONAELIA
His most goodly shape
Married to royal virtues of his mind.

BALTHAZAR Yet now you would divorce all that goodness; and why? For a little lechery of revenge? Its a lie. The burr that sticks in your throat is a throne. Let him out of his mess of kingdoms cut out but one, and lay Sicily, Aragon or Naples or any else upon your trencher , and you will praise bastard for the sweetest wine in the world, and call for another quart of it. Tis not because the man has left you, but because you are not the woman you would be that mads you. A she- cuckold is an untameable monster.

ONAELIA
Monster of men thou are, thou bloody villain,
Traitor to him who never injured thee.
Dost thou profess arms, and art bound in honour
To stand up like a brazen wall to guard
Thy king and country, and wouldst thou ruin both?

BALTHAZAR
You spur me on to it.

ONAELIA
True;
Worse am I then the horridest fiend in hell
To murder him who I once loved too well:
For thou I could run mad, and tear my hair,
And kill that godless man that turned me vile,
Though I am cheated by a purjurious Prince
Who has done wickedness, at which even heaven
Shakes when the sun beholds it, O yet Id rather
Ten thousand poisoned poniards stab my breast
Than one should touch his. Bloody slave! Ill play
Myself the hangman, and will butcher thee
If thou but prickest his finger.

BALTHAZAR Sayest thou me so! Give me thy goll , thou are a noble girl. I did play the Devils part, and roar in a feigned voice, but I am the honestest Devil that ever spat fire. I would not drink that infernal draft of a Kings blood, to go reeling to damnation, for the weight of the world in diamonds.

ONAELIA
Art thou not counterfeit?

BALTHAZAR
Now by my scars I am not.

ONAELIA
Ill call thee honest soldier then, and woo thee
To be an often visitant.

BALTHAZAR
Your servant,
Yet must I be a stone upon a hill,
For thou I do no good, Ill not lie still.

Exeunt.


ACT III SCENE ONE
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ENTER MALATESTE AND the Queen.

MALATESTE
When first you came from Florence, would the world
Had with a universal dire eclipse
Been overwhelmed, no more to gaze on day,
That you to Spain had never found the way,
Here to be lost forever.

QUEEN
We from one climate
Drew suspiration . As thou then hast eyes
To read my wrongs, so be thy head an engine
To raise up ponderous mischief to the height,
And then thy hands, the executioners.
A true Italian spirit is a ball
Of wild-fire, hurting most when it seems spent.
Great ships on small rocks, beating oft are rent.
And so, let Spain by us. But Malateste,
Why from the presence did you single me
Into this gallery?

MALATESTE
To show you Madam,
The picture of yourself, but so defaced,
And mangled by proud Spaniards, it would whet
A sword to arm the poorest Florentine
In your just wrongs.

QUEEN
As how? Lets see that picture.

MALATESTE
Here tis then: time is not scarce four days old,
Since I, and certain Dons, sharp-witted fellows,
And of good rank, were with two Jesuits
Grave profound scholars, in deep argument
Of various propositions. At the last,
Question was moved touching your marriage
And the Kings pre-contract.

QUEEN
So, and what followed?

MALATESTE
Whether it were a question moved by chance,
Or spitefully of purpose, I being there,
And your own Countryman, I cannot tell.
But when much tossing had bandied both the King
And you, as pleased those that took up the racquets.
In conclusion, the Father Jesuits,
To whose subtle music every ear there
Was tied, stood with their lives in stiff defence
Of this opinion - oh pardon me
If I must speak their language.

QUEEN
Say on.

MALATESTE
That the most Catholic king in marrying you,
Keeps you but as his whore.

QUEEN
Are we their themes?

MALATESTE
And that Medinas niece, Onaelia,
Is his true wife. Her bastard son they said
The King being dead, should claim and wear the crown,
And whatsoever children you shall bear,
To be but bastards in the highest degree,
As being begotten in adultery.

QUEEN
We will not grieve at this, but with hot vengeance
Beat down this armed mischief. Malateste!
What whirlwinds can we raise to blow this storm
Back in their faces who thus shoot at me?

MALATESTE
If I were fit to be your councillor,
Thus would I speak - feign that you are with child.
The mother of the maids, and some worn ladies
Who oft have guilty being to court great bellies,
May though it not be so, get you with child
With swearing that tis true.

QUEEN
Say tis believed,
Or that it so doth prove?

MALATESTE
The joy thereof,
Together with these earthquakes, which will shake
All Spain, if they their Prince do disinherit,
So borne, of such a Queen, being only daughter
To such a brave spirit as Duke of Florence.
All this buzzed into the King, he cannot choose
But charge that all the bells in Spain echo up
This joy to heaven, that bonfires change the night
To a high noon, with beams of sparkling flames;
And that in Churches, organs, charmed with prayers,
Speak loud for your most safe delivery.

QUEEN
What fruits grow out of these?

MALATESTE
These; you must stick,
As here and there spring weeds in banks of flowers,
Spies amongst the people, who shall lay their ears
To every mouth, and seal to you their whispering.

QUEEN
So.

MALATESTE
Tis a plummet to sound Spanish hearts
How deeply they are yours. Besides a guesse 
Is hereby made of any faction
That shall combine against you, which the King seeing,
If then he will not rouse him like a dragon
To guard his golden fleece, and rid his harlot
And her base bastard hence, either by death,
Or in some traps of state ensnare them both,
Let his own ruins crush him.

QUEEN
This goes to trial.
Be thou my magic book, which reading oer
Their counterspells well break; or if the King
Will not by strong hand fix me in his Throne,
But that I must be held Spains blazing star,
Be it an ominous charm to call up war.


ACT III SCENE TWO
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ENTER CORNEGO AND Onaelia.

CORNEGO Heres a parcel of mans flesh has been hanging up and down all this morning to speak with you.

ONAELIA
Ist not some executioner?

CORNEGO
I see nothing about him to hang in but his garters.

ONAELIA
Sent from the King to warn me of my death:
I prithee bid him welcome.

CORNEGO
He says he is a poet.

ONAELIA
Then bid him better welcome.
Belike hes come to write my epitaph,
Some scurvy thing Ill warrant. Welcome Sir.

Enter Poet.

POET
Madam, my love presents this book unto you.

ONAELIA
To me? I am not worthy of a line,
Unless at that Line hang some hook to choke me:

[Onaelia reads book.]

To the Most Honoured Lady - Onaelia.
Fellow thou liest, Im most dishonoured:
Thou shouldst have writ to the most wronged Lady.
The title of this book is not to me,
I tear it therefore as mine honours torn.

CORNEGO
Your verses are lamed in some of their feet, Master poet.

ONAELIA
What does it treat of?

POET
Of the solemn triumphs
Set forth at coronation of the Queen.

ONAELIA
Hissing, the poets whirlwind, blast thy lines!
Comst thou to mock my tortures with her triumphs?

POET
Las Madam!

ONAELIA
When her funerals are past,
Crown thou a dedication to my joys,
And thou shalt swear each line a golden verse.
Cornego, burn this idol.

CORNGO
Your book shall come to light, Sir.

Exit Cornego [with book.]

ONAELIA
I have read legends of disastrous dames;
Will none set pen to paper for poor me?
Canst write a bitter satire? Brainless people
Do call them libels. Darest thou write a libel?

POET
I dare mix gall and poison with my ink.

ONAELIA
Do it then for me.

POET
And every line must be
A whip to draw blood.

ONAELIA
Better.

POET
And to dare
The stab from him it touches. He that writes
Such libels, as you call them, must launch wide
The sores of mens corruptions, and even search
To the quick for dead flesh, or for rotten cores:
A poets ink can better cure some sores
Than surgeons balsam.

ONAELIA
Undertake that cure
And crown thy verse with bays.

POET
Madam, Ill do it,
But I must have the partys character.

ONAELIA
The King.

POET
I do not love to pluck the quills,
With which I make pens, out of a lions claw.
The King! Should I be bitter gainst the King,
I shall have scurvy ballads made of me,
Sung to the hanging tune. I dare not, Madam.

ONAELIA
This baseness follows your profession.
You are like common beadles, apt to lash
Almost to death poor wretches not worth striking,
But fawn with slavish flattery on damned vices
So great men act them. You clap hands at those,
Where the true poet indeed doth scorn to guild
A gaudy tomb with glory of his verse,
Which coffins stinking carrion. No, his lines
Are free as his invention. No base fear
Can shake his pen to temporise even with kings,
The blacker are their crimes, he louder sings.
Go, go, thou canst not write: tis but my calling
The muses help, that I may be inspired.
Canst a woman be a poet, Sir?

POET
Yes, Madam, best of all. For poesie
Is but feigning, feigning is to lie,
And women practice lying more than men.

ONAELIA
Nay, but if I should write, I would tell truth.
How might I reach a lofty strain?

POET
Thus Madam:
Books, music, wine, brave company and good cheer
Make poets to soar high and sing most clear.

ONAELIA
Are they born poets?

POET
Yes.

ONAELIA
Die they?

POET
Oh, never die.

ONAELIA
My misery is then a poet sure,
For time has given it an eternity.
What sort of poets are there?

POET
Two sorts lady:
The great poets and the small poets.

ONAELIA
Great and small!
Which do you call the great? The fat ones?

POET
No:
But such as have great heads, which emptied forth,
Fill all the world with wonder at their lines;
Fellows which swell big with the wind of praise.
The small ones are but shrimps of poesie.

ONAELIA
Which in the kingdom now is the best poet?

POET
Emulation.

ONAELIA
Which the next?

POET
Necessity.

ONAELIA
And which the worst?

POET
Self-love.

ONAELIA
Say I turn poet, what should I get?

POET
Opinion.

ONAELIA
Alas, I have got too much of that already,
Opinion is my evidence, judge and jury.
Mine own guilt and opinion now condemn me.
Ill therefore be no poet, no nor make
Ten muses of your nine. Ill swear for this;
Verses, though freely born, like slaves are sold,
I crown thy lines with bays, thy love with gold:
So fare thou well.

POET
Our pen shall honour thee.

Exit Poet, enter Cornego.

CORNEGO The poets book Madam, has got the inflammation of the liver, it died of a burning fever.

ONAELIA
What shall I do, Cornego? For this poet
Has filled me with a fury. I could write
Strange satires now against adulterers,
And marriage-breakers.

CORNEGO
I believe you Madam - but here comes your uncle.

Enter Medina, Alanzo, Carlo, Alba, Sebastian, Daenia.

MEDINA
Wheres our niece?
Turn your brains round, and recollect your spirits,
And see your noble friends and kinsmen ready
To pay revenge his due.

ONAELIA
That word revenge,
Startles my sleepy soul, now thoroughly wakened
By the fresh object of my hapless child
Whose wrongs reach beyond mine.

SEBASTIAN
How doth my sweet mother?

ONAELIA
How doth my prettiest boy?

ALANZO
Wrongs, like great whirlwinds,
Shake highest battlements. Few for heaven would care,
Should they be ever happy. They are half gods
Who both in good days, and good fortune share.

ONAELIA
I have no part in either.

CARLO
You shall in both,
Can swords but cut the way.

ONAELIA
I care not much, so you but gently strike him,
And that my child escape the lightening.

MEDINA
For that our nerves are knit; is there not here
A promising face of manly princely virtues,
And shall so sweet a plant be rooted out
By him that ought to fix it fast in the ground?
Sebastian, what will you do to him
That hurts your mother?

SEBASTIAN
The King my father shall kill him I trow.

DAENIA
But sweet cousin, the King loves not your mother.

SEBASTIAN
Ill make him love her when I am a King.

MEDINA
La you, theres in him a kings heart already.
As therefore we before together vowed,
Lay all your warlike hands upon my sword,
And swear.

SEBASTIAN
Will you swear to kill me, Uncle?

MEDINA
Oh not for twenty worlds.

SEBASTIAN
Nay then draw and spare not, for I love fighting.

MEDINA
Stand in the midst, sweet coz, we are your guard.
These hammers shall for thee beat out a crown
If all hit right. Swear therefore, noble friends,
By your high bloods, by true nobility,
By what you owe religion, owe to your country,
Owe to the raising your posterity,
By love you bear to virtue, and to arms,
The shield of innocence, swear not to sheath
Your swords, when once drawn forth.

ONAELIA
Oh not to kill him
For twenty thousand worlds.

MEDINA
Will you be quiet?
Your swords when once drawn forth, till they have forced
Yon godless, perjurous, perfidious man…

ONAELIA
Pray rail not at him so.

MEDINA
Art mad? Youre idle
Till they have forced him
To cancel his late lawless bond he sealed
At the high altar to his Florentine strumpet,
And in his bed lay this his troth-plight wife.

ONAELIA
I, I thats well. Pray swear.

ALL
To this we swear.

SEBASTIAN
Uncle, I swear too.

MEDINA
Our forces lets unite, be bold and secret,
And lion-like with open eyes lets sleep,
Streams smooth and slowly running are most deep.

Exeunt.


ACT III SCENE THREE
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ENTER KING, QUEEN, Malateste, Valasco, Lopez, [Roderigo and guards].

KING
The presence door be guarded, let none enter
On forfeit of your lives, without our knowledge.
Oh you are false physicians all unto me,
You bring me poison, but no antidotes.

QUEEN
Yourself that poison brews.

KING
Prithee, no more.

QUEEN
I will, I must speak more.

KING
Thunder aloud.

QUEEN
My child, yet newly quickened in my womb,
Is blasted with the fires of bastardy.

KING
Who! Who dares once but think so in his dream?

MALATESTE
Medinas faction preached it openly.

KING
Be cursed he and his faction. Oh how I labour
For these preventions! But so cross is fate
My ills are ner hid from me, but their cures.
Whats to be done?

QUEEN
That which being left undone,
Your life lies at the stake. Let them be breathless
Both brat and mother.

KING
Ha!

MALATESTE
She plays true music Sir.
The mischiefs you are drenched in are so full,
You need not fear to add to them. Since now
No way is left to guard thy rest secure,
But by a means like this.

LOPEZ
All Spain rings forth
Medinas name, and his confederates.

RODRIGO
All his allies and friends rush into troops
Like raging torrents.

VALESCO
And loud trumpet forth
Your perjuries. Seducing the wild people,
And with rebellious faces threatening all.

KING
I shall be massacred in this their spleen,
Ere I have time to guard myself. I feel
The fire already falling. Wheres our guard?

MALATESTE
Planted at guarded gate, with a strict charge
That none shall enter but by your command.

KING
Let them be doubled. I am full of thoughts,
A thousand wheels toss my incertain fears,
There is a storm in my hot boiling brains,
Which rises without wind. A horrid one.
What clamours that?

QUEEN
Some treason. Guard the King.

Enter Balthazar drawn, [he strikes] one of the guards who falls.

BALTHAZAR
Not in?

MALATESTE
One of the guards is slain, keep off the murderer.

BALTHAZAR
I am none, sir.

VALASCO
Theres a man dropped down by thee.

KING
Thou desperate fellow, thus press in upon us!
Is murder all the story we shall read?
What King can stand, when thus his subjects bleed?
What has thou done?

BALTHAZAR
No hurt.

KING
Played even the wolf,
And from a fold committed to my charge,
Stolen and devoured one of the flock.

BALTHAZAR
You have sheep enough for all that, Sir. I have killed none though.
Or if I have, mine own blood, shed in your quarrels, may beg my
pardon. My business was in haste to you.

KING
I would not have thy sin scored on my head
For all the Indian Treasury. I prithee tell me,
Suppose thou hadst our pardon, oh can that cure
Thy wounded conscience, can there my pardon help thee?
Yet having deserved well both of Spain and us,
We will not pay thy worth with loss of life,
But banish thee for ever.

BALTHAZAR
For a grooms death?

KING
No more. We banish thee our court and Kingdom.
A King that fosters men so dipped in blood,
May be called merciful, but never good.
Be gone upon thy life.

BALTHAZAR
Well, farewell.

Exit Balthazar.

VALASCO
The fellow is not dead, but wounded sir.

QUEEN
After him Malateste. In our lodging
Stay that rough fellow, hes the man shall dot.
Haste or my hopes are lost.

Exit Malateste.

Why are you sad, sir?

KING
For thee, Paulina, swell my troubled thoughts
Like billows beaten by two warring winds.

QUEEN
Be you ruled but ruled by me, Ill make a calm
Smooth as the breast of heaven.

KING
Instruct me how.

QUEEN
You, as your fortunes tie you, are inclined
To have the blow given.

KING
Wheres the instrument?

QUEEN
Tis found in Balthazar.

KING
Hes banished.

QUEEN
True
But stayed by me for this.

KING
His spirit is hot
And rugged, but so honest that his soul
Will never turn devil to do it.

QUEEN
Put it to trial.
Retire a little, hither Ill send for him,
Offer repeal and favours if he do it.
But if he deny, you have no finger int,
And then his doom of banishment stands good.

KING
Be happy in thy workings, I obey.

Exit King

QUEEN
Stay Lopez.

LOPEZ
Madam.

QUEEN
Step to our lodging, Lopez
And instantly bid Malateste bring
The banished Balthazar to us.

LOPEZ
I shall.

Exit Lopez.

QUEEN
Thrive my black plots, the mischiefs I have set
Must not so die. Ills must new ills beget.

Enter Malateste and Balthazar.

BALTHAZAR
Now! What hot poisoned custard must I put my spoon into now?

QUEEN
None, for mine honour is now thy protection.

MALATESTE
Which, noble soldier, she will pawn for thee
But never forfeit.

BALTHAZAR
Tis a fair gage , keep it.

QUEEN
Oh Balthazar! I am thy friend, and marked thee.
When the King sentenced thee to banishment
Fire sparkled from thine eyes of rage and grief.
Rage to be doomed so for a groom so base,
And grief to lose thy Country. Thou hast killed none,
The milk-sop is but wounded, thou are not banished.

BALTHAZAR If I were, I lose nothing, I can make any country mine. I have a private coat for Italian Stilettos, I can be treacherous with the Walloon, drunk with the Dutch, a chimney-sweeper with the Irish, a gentleman with the Welsh and true arrant thief with the English. What then is my country to me?

QUEEN
The King, who rapd with fury, banished thee,
Shall give thee favours, yield but to destroy
What him distempers.

BALTHAZAR
So. And what is the dish I must dress?

QUEEN
Only the cutting off a pair of lives.

BALTHAZAR
I love no red-wine healths.

QUEEN
The King commands it, you are but executioner.

BALTHAZAR The hang-man? An office that will hold so long as hemp lasts. Why do not you beg the office, Sir?

QUEEN
Thy victories in field never did crown thee
As this one Act shall.

BALTHAZAR
Prove but that, tis done.

QUEEN
Follow him close, hes yielding.

MALATESTE
Thou shalt be called thy Countrys Patriot,
For quenching out a fire now newly kindling
In factious bosoms, and shalt thereby save
More Noble Spaniards lives, than thou slew Moors.

QUEEN
Art thou yet converted?

BALTHAZAR
No point.

QUEEN
Read me then:
Medinas niece, by a contract from the King,
Lays claim to all thats mine, my crown, my bed.
A son she has by him must fill the throne,
If her great faction can but work that wonder.
Now hear me…

BALTHAZAR
I do with gaping ears.

QUEEN
I swell with hopeful issue to the King.

BALTHAZAR
A brave Don call you mother.

MALATESTE
Of this danger the fear afflicts the King.

BALATAZAR
Cannot much blame him.

QUEEN
If therefore by the riddance of this Dame …

BALTHAZAR
Riddance? Oh! The meaning ont is murder.

MALATESTE
Stab her, or so, thats all.

QUEEN
That Spain be free from frights, the King from fears,
And I, now held his infamy, be called Queen,
The treasure of the Kingdom shall lie open
To pay thy noble darings.

BALTHAZAR Come. Ill do it, provided I hear Jove call to me, though he roars. I must have the Kings hand to this warrant, else I dare not serve it upon my conscience.

QUEEN
Be firm then. Behold the King is come.

Enter King.

BALTHAZAR
Acquaint him.

QUEEN
I found the metal hard, but with oft beating
Hes now so softened, he shall take impression
From any seal you give him.

KING
Balthazar,
Come hither, listen. Whatsoeer our Queen
Has importuned thee to touching Onaelia
Niece to the Constable, and her young son,
My voice shall second it, and sign her promise.

BALTHAZAR
Their riddance?

KING
That.

BALTHAZAR
What way? By poison?

KING
So.

BALTHAZAR
Starving? Or strangling, stabbing, smothering?

QUEEN
Good.

KING
Any way, so tis done.

BALTHAZAR
But I will have, Sir,
This under your own hand, that you desire it,
You plot it, set me on tot.

KING
Pen, ink and paper.

[King writes and signs document.]

BALTHAZAR
And then as large a pardon as law and wit can engross for me.

KING
Thou shalt have my pardon.

BALTHAZAR
A word more, Sir, pray will you tell me one thing?

KING
Yes, any thing dear Balthazar.

BALTHAZAR Suppose I have your strongest pardon, can that cure my wounded conscience? Can there your pardon help me? You not only knock the ewe on the head, but cut the innocent lambs throat too, yet you are no butcher.

QUEEN
Is this thy promised yielding to an act
So wholesome for thy country?

KING
Chide him not.

BALTHAZAR
I would not have this sin scored on my head
For all the Indian Treasury.

KING
That song no more.
Do this and I will make thee a great man.

BALTHAZAR
Is there no farther trick int but my blow, your purse and my pardon?

MALTATESTE
No nets upon my life to entrap thee.

BALTHAZAR
Then trust me. These knuckles work it.

KING
Farewell. Be confident and sudden.

BALTHAZAR
Yes.
Subjects may stumble, when kings walk astray.
Thine Acts shall be a new Apocrypha.

Exeunt.


ACT IV SCENE ONE
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ENTER MEDINA, ALBA, [Carlo], and Daenia, met by Balthazar with a poniard and a pistol.

BALTHAZAR
You met a Hydra. See, if one head fails
Another with a sulphurous beak stands yawning.

MEDINA
What hath raised up this devil?

BALTHAZAR A great mans vices, that can raise all hell. What would you call that man, who under-sail in a most goodly ship, wherein he ventures his life, fortunes, and honours, yet in a fury should hew the mast down, cast sails overboard, fire all the tacklings, and to crown this madness, should blow up all the decks, burn thoaken ribs, and in that combat twix two elements leap desperately, and drown himself in the seas? What were so brave a fellow?

ALL
A brave black villain.

BALTHAZAR Thats I. All that brave black villain dwells in me, if I be that black villain. But I am not! A nobler character prints out my brow, which you may thus read, I was banished Spain for emptying a court- hogshead, but repealed so I would, ere my reeking iron was cold, promise to give it a deep crimson dye in - none hear, - stay - no, none hear.

MEDINA
Whom then?

BALTHAZAR
Basely to stab a woman, your wronged niece and her most innocent son,
Sebastian.

ALBA
The boar now foams with wetting.

DAENIA
What has blunted
Thy weapons point at these?

BALTHAZAR My honesty. A sign at which few dwell, pure honesty! I am a vassal to Medinas house, He taught me first the A-B-C of war. Eer I was truncheon high, I had the stile on beardless Captain, writing then but boy, and shall I now turn slave to him that fed me with Cannon- bullets and taught me, ostrich-like to digest iron and steel! No! Yet I yielded with willow-bendings to commanding breaths.

MEDINA
Of whom?

BALTHAZAR Of King and Queen. With supple hams and an ill-boding look, I vowed to do it. Yet, lest some choke-pear of state policy should stop my throat, and spoil my drinking pipe, see, like his cloak, I hung at the Kings elbow, till I had got his hand to sign my life.

[Balthazar passes over the document signed by the King.]

DAENIA
Shall we see this and sleep?

ALBA
No, whilst these wake.

MEDINA
Tis the Kings hand?

BALTHAZAR
Think you me a coiner ?

MEDINA
No, no,
Thou art thy self still, noble Balthazar.
I ever knew thee honest, and the mark
Stands still upon thy forehead.

BALTHAZAR
Else flea the skin off.

MEDINA
I ever knew thee valiant, and to scorn
All acts of baseness. I have seen this man
Write in the field such stories with his sword,
That our best chieftains swore there was in him
As twere a new philosophy of fighting,
His deeds were so punctilious. In one battle
When death so nearly missed my ribs, he struck
Three horses stone-dead under me. This man,
Three times that day, even through the jaws of danger,
Redeemed me up and, I shall print it ever,
Stood over my body with Colossus thighs
Whilst all the thunder-bolts which war could throw,
Fell on his head. And Balthazar, thou canst not
Be now but honest still, and valiant still,
Not to kill boys and women.

BALTHAZAR
My biter here, eats no such meat.

MEDINA
Go fetch the marked-out lamb for slaughter hither,
Good fellow-soldier aid him, and stay, mark,
Give this false fire to the believing King,
That the childs sent to heaven, but that the mother
Stands rocked so strong with friends, ten thousand billows
Cannot once shake her.

BALTHAZAR
This Ill do.

MEDINA
Away.
Yet one word more. Your counsel, Noble friends.
Hark Balthazar, because nor eyes nor tongues,
Shall by loud larums, that the poor boy lives,
Question thy false report, the child shall, closely
Mantled in darkness, forthwith be conveyed
To the monastery of Saint Paul.

ALL
Good.

MEDINA
Despatch then, be quick.

BALTHAZAR
As lightning.

Exit Balthazar.

ALBA
This fellow is some angel dropped from heaven
To preserve innocence.

MEDINA
He is a wheel
Of swift and turbulent motion. I have trusted him,
Yet will not hang on him too many plummets,
Lest with a headlong gyre he ruins all.
In these state consternations, when a kingdom
Stands tottering at the centre, out of suspicion
Safety grows often. Let us suspect this fellow,
And that albeit he show us the Kings hand,
It may be but a trick.

DAENIA
Your Lordship hits
A poisoned nail ith head. This waxen fellow,
By the Kings hand so bribing him with gold,
Is set on screws, perhaps is made his creature,
To turn round every way.

MEDINA
Out of that fear
Will I beget truth. For myself in person
Will sound the Kings breast.

CARLO
How? Yourself in person?

ALBA
Thats half the prize he gapes for.

MEDINA
Ill venture it,
And come off well I warrant you, and rip up
His very entrails, cut in two his heart,
And search each corner int, yet shall not he
Know who it is cut up the anatomy.

DAENIA
Tis an exploit worth wonder.

CARLO
Put the worst,
Say some infernal voice should roar from hell,
The infants cloistering up.

ALBA
Tis not our danger,
Nor the imprisoned Princes, for what thief
Dares by base sacrilege rob the Church of him?

CARLO
At worst none can be lost but this slight fellow!

MEDINA
All build on this as on a stable cube.
If we our footing keep, we fetch him forth,
And crown him King. If up we fly ith air,
We for his souls health a broad way prepare.

DAENIS
They come.

Enter Balthazar and Sebastian.

MEDINA
Thou knowest where to bestow him, Balthazar.

BALTHAZAR
Come noble boy.

ALBA
Hide him from being discovered.

BALTHAZAR Discovered? Would there stood a troop of Moors thrusting the paws of hungry lions forth, to seize this prey, and this but in my hand, I should do something.

SEBASTIAN
Must I go with this black fellow, Uncle?

MEDINA
Yes, pretty coz, hence with him Balthazar.

BALTHAZAR
Sweet child, within few minutes Ill change thy fate
And take thee hence, but set thee at heavens gate.

[Exit Balthazar and Sebastian.]

MEDINA
Some keep aloof and watch this soldier

CARLO
Ill dot.

Exit Carlo.

DAENIA
Whats to be done now?

MEDINA
First to plant strong guard
About the mother, then into some snare
To hunt this spotted panther, and there kill him.

DAENIA
What snares have we can hold him?

MEDINA
Be that care mine.
Dangers, like stars, in dark attempts best shine.

Exeunt.


ACT IV SCENE TWO
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ENTER CORNEGO, BALTHAZAR.

CORNEGO The Lady Onaelia dresseth the stead of her commendations in the most courtly attire that words can be clothed with, from herself to you, by me.

BALTHAZAR
So Sir, and what disease troubles her now?

CORNEGO The Kings evil. And here she hath sent something to you, wrapped up in a white sheet, you need not fear to open it, tis no course.

BALTHAZAR Whats here? A letter minced into five morsels? What was she doing when thou camest from her?

CORNEGO
At her prick-song.

BALTHAZAR So me thinks, for heres nothing but sol-re-me-fa-mi. What crotchet fills her head now, canst tell?

CORNEGO
No crotchets, tis only the Cliff has made her mad.

BALTHAZAR
What instrument played she upon?

CORNEGO
A wind instrument, she did nothing but sigh.

BALTHAZAR
Sol, re, me, fa, mi.

CORNEGO
My wit has always a singing head, I have found out her note captain.

BALTHAZAR
The tune? Come.

CORNEGO Sol, my soul. Re, is all rent and torn like a ragamuffin. Me, mend it good captain. Fa, fa. Whats fa Captain?

BALTHAZAR
Fa, why farewell and be hanged.

CORNEGO
Mi Captain, with all my heart. Have I tickled my Ladys fiddle well?

BALTHAZAR Oh, but you stick wants rosin to make the strings sound clearly. No, this double virginal, being cunningly touched, another matter of jack leaps up then is now in mine eye. Sol, re me fa, mi, I have it now. Solus Rex me facit miseram . Alas poor Lady, tell her no apothecary in Spain has any of that assa foetida she writes for.

CORNEGO
Assa foetida? Whats that?

BALTHAZARA
A thing to be taken in a glister-pipe .

CORNEGO
Why, what ails my Lady?

BALTHAZAR What ails she? Why when she cries out, Solus Rex me facit miseram, she says in the Hypocronicall language, that she is so miserably tormented with the wind colic that it racks her very soul.

CORNEGO
I said somewhat cut her soul in pieces.

BALTHAZAR
But go to her, and say the oven is heating.

CORNEGO
And what shall be baked int?

BALTHAZAR Carp pies. And besides, tell her the hole in her coat shall be mended, and tell her if the dial of good days goes true, why then bounce buckrum.

CORNEGO
The devil lies sick of the mulligrubs.

BALTHAZAR
Or the Cony is dubd, and three sheepskins …

CORNEGO
With the wrong side outward …

BALTHAZAR
Shall make the fox a night-cap.

CORNEGO
So the goose talks French to the buzzard.

BALTHAZAR But, Sir, if evil days jostle our prognostication to the wall, then say theres a fire in a whore-masters cod-piece.

CORNEGO
And a poisoned bag-pudding in Tom Thumbs belly.

BALTHAZAR
The first cut be thine. Farewell.

CORNEGO
Is this all?

BALTHAZAR
Wouldst not trust an Almanac?

CORNEGO Not a coranta neither, though it were sealed with butter, and yet I know where they both lie passing well.

Enter Lopez.

LOPEZ
The King sends round about the court to seek you.

BALTHAZAR
Away Otterhound.

CORNEGO
Dancing bear, Im gone.

Exit Cornego. Enter King attended.

KING
A Private room,

Exeunt, King and Balthazar remain

Ist done? Hast drawn thy two-edged sword out yet?

BALTHAZAR No, I was striking at the two iron bars that hinder your passage, and see Sir.

Draws.

KING
What meanst thou?

BALTHAZAR
The edge abated, feel.

KING
No, no I see it.

BALTHAZAR
As blunt as ignorance.

KING
How? Put up - so - how?

BALTHAZAR I saw by chance hanging in Cardinal Alvarez gallery, a picture of hell.

KING
So what of that?

BALTHAZAR There lay upon burnt straw ten thousand brave fellows all stark naked, some leaning upon crowns, some on Mitres, some on bags of gold. Glory, in another corner lay, a feather beaten in the rain. Beauty was turned into a watching candle that went out stinking. Ambition went upon a huge high pair of stilts but horribly rotten. Some in another nook were killing Kings, and some having their elbows shoved forward by Kings to murder others. I was, me thought, half in hell myself whist I stood to view this piece.

KING
Was this all?

BALTHAZAR Wast not enough to see that a man is more healthful that eats dirty puddings, than he that feeds on a corrupted conscience?

KING
Conscience! Whats that? A conjuring book ner opened
Without the readers danger. Tis indeed
A scarecrow set ith world to frighten weak fools.
Hast thou seen fields paved oer with carcasses,
Now to be tender-footed, not to tread
On a boys mangled quarters, and a womans!

BALTHAZAR
Nay, Sir, I have searched the records of the Low-Countries, and find
that by your pardon I need not care a pin for goblins, and therefore
I will do it Sir. I did recoil because I was double charged.

KING
No more. Here comes a satyr with sharp horns.

Enter Cardinal, and Medina like a French Doctor.

CARDINAL
Sir, heres a Frenchman charged with some strange business
Which to close ear only hell deliver,
Or else to none.

KING
A Frenchman?

MEDINA
Oui, Monsieur.

KING
Cannot he speak the Spanish?

MEDINA Si Signor, un Poco - Monsieur Acontez in de Corner, me come for offer to your Bon Grace mi trezhumbla service, by gar no John fidleco shall put into your near braver melody dan dis un petite pipe shall play to your great bon Grace.

KING
What is the tune you strike up, touch the string.

MEDINA Dis - me has run up and down mine Country and learn many fine thing, and mush knavery, now more and all dis me know youll jumbla de fine vench and fill her belly with garsoone, her name is La Madam …

KING
Onaelia.

MEDINA She by gar. Now Monsieur dis Madam send for me to help her malady, being very naught of her corpus, her body, me know you no point loves dis vench. But royal Monsieur donne moye ten thousand French Crowns she shall kick up her tail by gar, and beshide lie dead as dog in de shannell.

KING
Speak low.

MEDINA
As de bag-pipe when de wind is puff, Gar beigh,

KING
Thou namest ten thousand Crowns, Ill treble them
Rid me of this leprosy. Thy name?

MEDINA
Monsieur Doctor Devil.

KING
Shall I a second wheel add to this mischief
To set it faster going? If one break,
Tother may keep his motion.

MEDINA
Esselent fort boone.

KING
Balthazar.
To give thy sword an edge again, this Frenchman
Shall whet thee on, that if thy pistol fail,
Or poniard, this can send the poison home.

BALTHAZAR
Brother Cain well shake hands.

MEDINA
In de bowl of de bloody busher. Tis very fine wholesome.

KING
And more to arm your resolution,
Ill tune this Churchman so, that he shall chime
In sounds harmonious, merit to that man
Whose hand has but a finger in that act.

BALTHAZAR
That music were worth hearing.

KING
Holy father,
You must give pardon to me in unlocking
A cave stuffed full with serpents, which my State
Threaten to poison, and it lies in you
To break their bed with thunder of your voice.

CARDINAL
How princely son?

KING
Suppose a universal
Hot pestilence beat her mortiferous wings
Oer all my kingdoms, am I not bound in soul,
To empty all our academies of doctors
And Aesculapian spirits to charm this plague?

CARDINAL
You are.

KING
Or had the canon made a breach
Into our rich Escurial , down to beat it
About our ears, should I stop this breach
Spare even our richest Ornaments, nay our crown,
Could it keep bullets off.

CARDINAL
No sir, you should not.

KING
This linstock gives you fire. Shall then that strumpet
And bastard breathe quick vengeance in my face,
Making my Kingdom reel, my subjects stagger
In their obedience, and yet live?

CARDINAL
How? Live!
Shed not their bloods to gain a kingdom greater
Than ten times this.

MEDINA
Pish, not matter how Red-cap and his wit run.

KING
As I am Catholic King, Ill have their hearts
Panting in these two hands.

CARDINAL
Dare you turn hangman?
Is this religion Catholic to kill
What even brute beasts abhor to do, your own!
To cut in sunder wedlocks sacred knot
Tied by heavens fingers! To make Spain a bonfire
To quench which must a second deluge rain
In showers of blood, no water. If you do this
There is an arm armipotent that can fling you
Into a base grave, and your palaces
With lightening strike, and of their ruins make
A tomb for you, unpitied and abhorred,
Bear witness all you lamps celestial
I wash my hands of this.

KING
Rise my good angel,
Whose holy tunes beat from me that evil spirit
Which jogs mine elbow, hence thou dog of hell.

MEDINA
Bow wow.

KING
Bark out no more thou mastiff, get you all gone,
And let my soul sleep. [Aside to Balthazar] Theres gold, peace, see
it done.

Exit King.

BALTHAZAR
Sirra, you salsa-perilla , rascal, toads-gut, you whorson pockey
French spawn of a butsten-bellyed spider. Do you hear Monsieur?

MEDINA
Why do you bark and snap at my Narcissus, as if I were de French dog?

BALTHAZAR
You cur of Cerberus litter,

[Strikes him]

Youll poison the honest Lady? Do but once toot into her chamber-pot, and Ill make thee look worse than a witch does upon a close stool.

CARDINAL
You shall not dare to touch him, stood he here
Single before thee.

BALTHAZAR
Ill cut the rat into anchovies.

CARDINAL
Ill make thee kiss his hand, embrace him, love him
And call him …

Medina [reveals his true identity].

BALTHAZAR The perfection of all Spaniards, Mars in little, the best book of the art of war printed in these times. As a French doctor, I would have given you pellets for pills, but as my noblest Lord, rip my heart out in your service.

MEDINA
Thou are the truest Clock
That eer to time paidst tribute, honest soldier,
I lost mine own shape, and put on a French
Only to try thy truth, and the Kings falsehood,
Both which I find. Now this great Spanish volume
Is opened to me, I read him oer and oer,
Oh what black characters are printed in him.

CARDINAL
Nothing but certain ruin threats your niece,
Without prevention. Well this plot was laid
In such disguise to sound him, they that know
How to meet dangers, are the less afraid.
Yet let me counsel you not to text down
These wrongs in red lines.

MEDINA
No, I will not, father.
Now that I have anatomised his thoughts,
Ill read a lecture on them that shall save
Many mens lives, and to the kingdom minister
Most wholesome surgery. Heres our aphorism.
These letters from us in our nieces name,
You know treat of a marriage.

CARDINAL
Theres the strong anchor
To stay all in this tempest.

MEDINA
Holy sir,
With these works you the King, and so prevail
That all these mischiefs hull with flagging sail.

CARDINAL
My best in this Ill do.

MEDINA
Soldier, thy breast
I must lock better things in.

BALTHAZAR
Tis your chest,
With three good keys to keep it from opening an honest heart, a
daring hand, and a pocket which scorns money.

Exeunt.


ACT V SCENE ONE
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ENTER KING, CARDINAL with letters, [Valesco and Lopez].

KING
Commend us to Medina, say his letters
Right pleasing are, and that, except himself
Nothing could be more welcome. Counsel him,
To blot the opinion out of factious numbers,
Only to have his ordinary train
Waiting upon him. For, to quit all fears
Upon his side of us, our very court
Shall even but dimly shine with some few Dons,
Freely to prove our longings great to peace.

CARDINAL
The Constable expects some pawn from you,
That in this fairy circle shall rise up
No fury to confound his niece nor him.

KING
A Kings word is engaged.

CARDINAL
It shall be taken.

KING
Valasco, call the Captain of our Guard,
Bid him attend us instantly.

VALASCO
I shall.

Exit Valasco.

KING
Lopez come hither. See,
Letters from Duke Medina, both in the name
Of him and all his faction, offering peace,
And our old love, his niece Onaelia
In marriage with her free and fair consent
To Cockadillio, a Don of Spain.

LOPEZ
Will you refuse this?

KING
My crown as soon. They feel their sinewy plots
Belike to shrink ithe joints. And fearing ruin,
Have found this cement out to piece up all,
Which more endangers all.

LOPEZ
How sir? Endangers!

KING
Lions may hunted be into the snare,
But if they once break loose, woe be to him
That first seized on them. A poor prisoner scorns
To kiss his jailer. And shall a king be choked
With sweet-meats by false traitors! No, I will fawn
On them as they stroke me, till they are fast
But in this paw. And then…

LOPEZ
A brave revenge!
The Captain of your Guard.

Enter Alanzo, the Captain.

KING
Upon thy life
Double our guard this day. Let every man
Bear a charged pistol hid, and, at a watch-word
Given by a musket, when our self sees time,
Rush in, and, if Medinas faction wrestle
Against your forces, kill, but if yield, save.
Be secret!

ALANZO
I am charmed, Sir.

Exit Alanzo.

KING
Watch Valasco.
If any wear a Cross, feather or glove,
Or such prodigious signs of a knit faction,
Table their names up. At our court-gate plant
Good strength to bar them out, if once they swarm.
Do this upon thy life.

VALASCO
Not death shall fright me.

Exit [Valasco and Lopez,] enter Balthazar.

BALTHAZAR
Tis done, Sir.

KING
Death! Whats Done?

BALTHAZAR Young cubs flayed, but the she-fox shifting her hole is fled. The little jackanapes, the boys brained.

KING
Sebastian?

BALTHAZAR
He shall ner speak more Spanish.

KING
Thou teachest me to curse thee.

BALTHAZAR
For a bargain you set your hand to.

KING
Half my crown Id lose were it undone.

BALTHAZAR
But half a crown! Thats nothing.
His brains stick in my conscience more than yours.

KING
How lost I the French doctor?

BALTHAZAR
As Frenchmen lose their hair. Here was too hot staying for him.

KING
Get thou from my sight, the Queen would see thee.

BALTHAZAR
Your gold, Sir.

KING
Go with Judas and repent.

BALTHAZAR
So men hate whores after lusts heat is spent.
Im gone, Sir.

KING
Tell me true, is he dead?

BALTHAZAR
Dead.

KING
No matter. Tis but morning of revenge,
The sunset shall be red and tragical.

Exit King.

BALTHAZAR
Sin is a raven croaking her own fall.

Exit Balthazar.


ACT V SCENE TWO
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ENTER MEDINA, DAENIA, Alba, Carlo and The Faction with Rosemary in their hats.

MEDINA
Keep locked the door, and let none enter to us
But who shares our fortunes.

DAENIA
Lock the doors.

ALBA
What entertainment did the King bestow
Upon your letters and the Cardinals?

MEDINA
With a devouring eye he read them oer,
Swallowing our offers into his empty bosom,
As gladly as the parched earth drinks healths
Out of the cup of heaven.

CARLO
Little suspecting
What dangers closely lie enambushed.

DAENIA
Let us not trust to that. Theres in his breast
Both fox and lion, and both these beasts can bite.
We must not now behold the narrowest loop-hole,
But presently suspect a winged bullet
Flies whizzing by our ears.

MEDINA
For when I let
The plummet fall to sound his very soul
In his close-chamber, being French-Doctor like,
He to the Cardinals ear sung sorcerous notes,
The burden of his song, to mine, was death,
Onaelias murder, and Sebastians.
And think you his voice alters now? Tis strange,
To see how brave this tyrant shows in court,
Throned like a god. Great men are pretty stars,
When his rays shine, wonder fills up all eyes
By sight of him, let him but once check sin,
About him round all cry, oh excellent King!
Oh Saint-like man! But, let this King retire
Into his closet to put off his robes,
He like a player leaves his part too.
Open his breast, and with a sunbeam search it,
Theres no such man. This King of gilded clay,
Within is ugliness, lust, treachery,
And a base soul, though reared Colossus-like.

Balthazar beats to come.

DAENIA
None till he speaks, and that we know his voice.
Who are you?

BALTHAZAR (within) An honest house-keeper in Rosemary Lane too, if you dwell in the same parish.

MEDINA
Oh tis our honest soldier, give him entrance.

BALTHAZAR
Men show like coarses, for I meet few but are stuck with Rosemary.
Every one asked me who was married today, and I told them Adultery
and Repentance, and that Shame and a Hangman followed them to church.

MEDINA
Theres but two parts to play, shame has done hers,
But execution must close up the scene,
And for that cause these sprigs are worn by all,
Bags of marriage, now of funeral,
For death this day turns courtier.

BALTHAZAR
Who must dance with him?

MEDINA
The King, and all that are our opposites.
That dart or this must fly into the court
Either to shoot this blazing star from Spain,
Or else so long to wrap him up in clouds,
Till all the fatal fires in him burn out,
Leaving his state and conscience clear from doubt
Of following uproars.

ALBA
Kill not, but surprise him.

CARLO
Thats my voice still.

MEDINA
Thine, soldier?

BALTHAZAR Oh, this colic of a kingdom, when the wind of treason gets amongst the small guts, what a rumbling and a roaring it keeps. And yet, make the best of it you can, it goes on stinking. Kill a King?

DAENIA
Why?

BALTHAZAR If men should pull the sun out of heaven every time tis eclipsed, not all the wax nor tallow in Spain would serve to make us candles for one year.

MEDINA
No way to purge
The sick state, but by opening a vein.

BALTHAZAR Is that your French physic? If every one of us should be whipped according to our faults, to be lashed at a carts tail would be held but a flea biting.

Enter Signor No.

MEDINA whispers
What are you? Come from the King?

NO
No.

BALTHAZAR
No? More nos? I know him, let him enter.

MEDINA
Signor, I thank your kind intelligence,
The news long since was sent into our ears,
Yet we embrace your love, so fare you well.

CARLO
Will you smell to a sprig of rosemary?

NO
No.

BALTHAZAR
Will you be hanged?

NO
No.

BALTHAZAR
This is either Signor No, or no Signor.

MEDINA
He makes his love to us a warning piece
To arm ourselves against we come to court,
Because the guard is doubled.

ALL
Tush, we care not.

BALTHAZAR If any here arms his hand to cut off the head, let him first pluck out my throat. In any noble act Ill wade chin-deep with you. But to kill a King?

MEDINA
No hear me…

BALTHAZAR You were better, my Lord, sail five hundred times to Bantam in the West Indies, that once to Barathrum in the Low Countries. Its hot going under the line there, the calenture of the soul is a most miserable madness.

MEDINA
Turn then this wheel of fate from shedding blood
Till with her own hand Justice weighs all.

BALTHAZAR
Good.

Exeunt.


ACT V SCENE THREE
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Enter Queen, Malateste.

QUEEN
Must then his trul be once more sphered in court
To triumph in my spoils, in my eclipses?
And I like moping Juno sit, whilst Jove
Varies his lust into five hundred shapes
To steal to his whores bed! No Malateste,
Italian fires of Jealousy burn my marrow.
For to delude my hopes, the lecherous king
Cuts out this robe of cunning marriage,
To cover his incontinence, which flames
Hot, as my fury, in his black desires.
I am swollen big with child of vengeance now,
And till delivered, feel the throws of hell.

MALATESTE
Just is your imagination, high and noble,
And the brave heat of a true Florentine:
For Spain trumpets abroad her interest
In the Kings heart, and with a black coal draws
On every wall your scoffed at injuries,
As one that has the refuse of her sheets,
And the sick Autumn of the weakened King,
Where she drunk pleasures up in the full spring.

QUEEN
That, Malateste, that, that torrent wracks me.
But Hymens torch, held downward, shall drop out,
And for it, the mad Furies swing their brands
About the bride-chamber.

MALATESTE
The priest that joins them,
Our twin born malediction.

QUEEN
Loud it may speak.

MALATESTE
The herbs and flowers to strew the wedding way,
Be cypress, eugh, cold colliquintida. 

QUEEN
Herbane and poppy, and that magical weed
Which hags at midnight watch to catch the seed. 

MALATESTE
To these our execrations, and what mischief
Hell can but hatch in a distracted brain,
Ill be the executioner, though it look
So horrid it can fright even murder back.

QUEEN
Poison his whore today, for thou shalt wait
On the Kings cup, and when heated with wine
He calls to drink the brides health, marry her
Alive to a gaping grave.

MALATESTE
At board?

QUEEN
At board.

MALATESTE
When she being guarded round about with friends,
Like a fairy land, hemmed with rocks and seas,
What rescue shall I find?

QUEEN
Mine arms. Dost faint?
Stood all the Pyrenean hills that part
Spain and our country, on each others shoulders,
Burning with Aetnean flame, yet thou shouldst on,
As being my steel of resolution,
First striking sparkles from my flinty breast.
Wert thou to catch the horses of the sun
Fast by their bridles, and to turn back day,
Wouldst thou not do it, base coward, to make way
To the Italians second bliss, revenge?

MALATESTE
Were my bones threatened to the wheel of torture
Ill do it.

Enter Lopez.

QUEEN
A ravens voice, and it likes me well.

LOPEZ
The King expects your presence.

MALATESTE
So, so we come.
To turn this brides day to a day of doom.

Exeunt.


ACT V SCENE FOUR
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A BANQUET SET out, cornets sounding; enter at one door, Lopez, Valasco, Alanzo, No. After them King, Cardinal, with Don Cockadillio, Bridegroom, Queen and Malateste after. At the other door, Alba, Carlo, Roderigo, Medina and Daenia leading Onaelia as bride, Cornego, and Juanna after, Balthazar alone. The Bride and Bridegroom kiss, and by the Cardinal are joined hand in hand. The King is very merry, hugging Medina very lovingly.

KING
For half Spains weigh in ingots Id not lose
This little man today.

MEDINA
Not for so much
Twice told Sir, would I miss your Kingly presence.
Mine eyes have lost the acquaintance of your face
So long, and I so little late read oer
That index of the royal book your mind,
That scarce, without your comment, can I tell
When in those leaves you turn oer smiles or frowns.

KING
Tis dimness of your sight, no fault ithe letter.
Medina, you shall find that free from erratas,
And for a proof, if I could breathe my heart
In welcome forth, this hall should ring naught else.
Welcome Medina, Good Marquis Daenia,
Dons of Spain all welcome.
My dearest love and Queen, be it your place
To entertain the bride, and do her grace.

QUEEN
With all the love I can, whose fire is such,
To give her heat, I cannot burn too much.

KING
Contracted bride, and bridegroom sit,
Sweet flowers not plucked in season lose their scent,
So will our pleasures. Father Cardinal,
Methinks this morning new begins our reign.

CARDINAL
Peace had her Sabbath ner till now in Spain.

KING
Where is our noble soldier Balthazar?
So close in conference with that Signor?

NO
No.

KING
What thinkst thou of this great day Balthazar?

BALTHAZAR Of this day? Why as of a new play, if it ends well, alls well. All but men are but actors, now if you being the King should be out of your part, or the Queen out of hers, or your Dons out if theirs, heres No will never be out of his.

NO
No.

BALTHAZAR Twere a lamentable piece of stuff to see great statesmen have vile exits, but I hope there are nothing but plaudities in all your eyes.

KING
Mine I protest are free.

QUEEN
And mine by heaven.

MALATESTE [Aside]
Free from one good look till the blow be given.

KING
Wine. A full cup crowned to Medinas health.

MEDINA
Your highness this day so much honours me,
That I to pay you what I truly owe,
My life shall venture for it.

DAENIA
So shall mine.

KING
Onaelia, you are sad. Why frowns your brow?

ONAELIA
A foolish memory of my past ills
Folds up my look in furrows of old care,
But my hearts merry, Sir.

KING
Which mirth to heighten,
Your bridegroom and yourself first pledge this health
Which we begin to our High Constable.

Three cups filled, one to the King, the second to the Bridegroom and the third to Onaelia, with whom the King compliments.

QUEEN
Ist speeding?

MALATESTE
As all our Spanish figs are.

KING
Heres to Medinas heart with all my heart.

MEDINA
My heart shall pledge your heart ith deepest draught
That ever Spaniard drank.

KING
Medina mocks me,
Because I wrong her with the largest bowl.
Ill change with thee Onaelia.

Malateste rages.

QUEEN
Sir, you shall not!

KING
Fear you I cannot fetch it off?

QUEEN
Malateste!

KING
This is your scorn to her, because I am doing
This poorest honour to her. Music sound,
It goes were it ten fathoms to the ground.

Cornets play. King drinks, Queen and Malateste storm.

MALATESTE
Fate strikes with the wrong weapon.

QUEEN
Sweet Royal Sir no more, it is too deep.

MALATESTE
Twill hurt your health sir.

KING
Interrupt me in my drink? Tis off.

MALATESTE
Alas Sir.
You have drunk your last, that poisoned bowl I filled
Not to be put in your hand, but hers.

KING
Poisoned?

ALL
Descend black speckled soul to hell!

[The faction turn on Malateste and wound him.]

MALATESTE
The Queen has sent me thither.

Malateste dies.

CARDINAL
What new fury shakes now with her snakes locks?

QUEN
I, I, tis I
Whose soul is torn in pieces, till I send
This harlot home.

CARDINAL
More murders! Save the Lady.

BALTHAZAR
Rampant? Let the Constable make a mittimus .

MEDINA
Keep them asunder.

CARDINAL
How is it royal son?

KING
I feel no poison yet, only mine eyes
Are putting out their lights. Me thinks I feel
Deaths icy fingers stroking down my face.
And now Im in a mortal cold sweat.

QUEEN
Dear my Lord.

KING
Hence, call in my physicians.

MEDINA
Thy physician tyrant,
Dwells yonder, call on him or none.

KING
Bloody Medina, stabst thou Brutus too?

DAENIA
As he is, so are we all.

KING
I burn,
My brains boil in a cauldron, oh one drop
Of water now to cool me.

ONAELIA
Oh, let him have physicians.

MEDINA
Keep her back.

KING
Physicians for my soul, I need none else.
Youll not deny me those. Oh holy father,
Is there no mercy hovering in a cloud
For me a miserable King so drenched
In perjury and murder?

CARDINAL
Oh Sir, great store.

KING
Come down, come quickly down.

CARDINAL
Ill forthwith send
For a grave Friar to be your confessor.

KING
Do, do.

CARDINAL
And he shall cure your wounded soul.
Fetch him good soldier.

BALTHAZAR
So good a work, Ill hasten.

[Exit Balthazar.]

KING
Onaelia! Oh shes drowned in tears! Onaelia,
Let me not die unpardoned at thy hands.

Enter Balthazar, Sebastian as a Friar with others.

CARDINAL
Here comes a better surgeon.

SEBASTIAN
Hail my good son
I come to be thy ghostly father.

KING
Ha?
My child! Tis my Sebastian, or some spirit
Sent in his shape to fright me.

BALTHAZAR Tis no goblin, Sir, feel. Your own flesh and blood, and much younger than you though he be bald, and calls you son. Had I been as ready to have cut his sheeps throat, as you were to send him to the shambles , he had bleated no more. Theres less chalk upon your score of sins by these round Oes .

KING
Oh my dull soul look up, thou art somewhat lighter.
Noble Medina, see Sebastian lives.
Onaelia cease to weep, Sebastian lives.
Fetch me my crown. My sweetest pretty Friar
Can my hands dot, Ill raise thee one step higher.
Thoust been in heavens house all this while sweet boy?

SEBASTIAN
I had but coarse cheer.

KING
Thou couldst ner fare better.
Religious houses are those hives where bees
Make honey for mens souls. I tell thee boy,
A Friary is a cube, which strongly stands,
Fashioned by men, supported by heavens hands.
Orders of holy priesthood are as high
Ith eyes of Angels, as a Kings dignity.
Both these unto a Crown give the full weight,
And both are thine. You that our contract know,
See how I seal it with this marriage.
My blessing and Spains kingdom both be thine.

ALL
Long live Sebastian.

ONAELIA
Doff that Friars coarse grey.
And since hes crowned a King, clothe him like one.

KING
Oh no. Those are right sovereign ornaments.
Had I been clothed so, I had never filled
Spains chronicle with my black calumny.
My work is almost finished. Wheres my Queen?

QUEEN
Here piecemeal, torn by Furies.

KING
Onaelia!
Your hand Paulina too, Onaelia yours.
This hand, the pledge of my twice broken faith,
By you usurped is her inheritance.
My love is turned, see as my fate is turned,
Thus they today laugh, yesterday which mourned.
I pardon thee my death. Let her be sent
Back into Florence with a trebled dowry.
Death comes, oh now I see what late I feared!
A contract broke, though pieced up ner so well,
Heaven sees, earth suffers, but it ends in hell.

King Dies.

ONAELIA
Oh, I could die with him.

QUEEN
Since the bright sphere
I moved in falls, alas what make I here?

Exit Queen.

MEDINA
The hammers of black mischief now cease beating,
Yet some irons still are heating. You Sir Bridegroom,
Set all this while up as a mark to shoot at,
We here discharge you of your bedfellow,
She loves no barbers washing .

COCKADILLIO
My balls are saved then.

MEDINA
Be it your charge, so please you reverend Sir,
To see the late Queen safely to Florence.
My niece Onaelia, and that trusty soldier,
We do appoint to guard the infant King.
Other distractions, time must reconcile.
The State is poisoned like a crocodile.

FINIS
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Dramatis Personæ
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TITANIA, the Fairy Queen, under whom is figured our late Queen Elizabeth.
FIDELI.
FLORIMELL.
PARTHENOPHIL.
ELFIRON.
CASTINA.
AURA.
PHILÆMA.
AGATHE.
CAMPEIUS, a Scholar.
PARIDEL, a Doctor.
TIME.
TRUTH.
Plain-Dealing.
THEMPRESS OF BABYLON, under whom is figured Rome.
FIRST KING, of France.
SECOND KING, of the Holy Roman Empire.
THIRD KING, SATYRANE of Spain.
CARDINALS FOUR.
RAGAZZONI.
CAMPEGGIO.
ROPUS, a Doctor of Physic.
An Albanois.
PALMIO, a Jesuit.
Gentleman, sworn to kill Titania.
Gentleman, sworn to kill Paridel.
Sailor, attendant on the Three Kings.
Conjurer.
Volunteer.
MILITES.
MINISTRI.


Lectori
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THE GENERAL SCOPE of this dramatical poem is to set forth, in tropical and shadowed colours, the greatness, magnanimity, constancy, clemency, and other the incomparable heroically virtues of our late Queen.And, on the contrary part, the inveterate malice, treasons, machinations, underminings, and continual bloody stratagems of that purple whore of Rome, to the taking away of our princes lives, and utter extirpation of their kingdoms.Wherein, if according to the dignity of the subject, I have not given it lustre and, to use the painters rhetoric, do so fail in my depths and heightening, that it is not to the life, let this excuse me; that the pyramids upon whose top the glorious reign of our deceased sovereign was mounted, stands yet so high, and so sharply pointed into the clouds, that the art of no pen is able to reach it.The stream of her virtues is so immeasurable that the farther they are waded into, the farther is it to the bottom.

In sailing upon which two contrary seas you may observe, on how direct a line I have steered my course, for of such a scantling are my words set down that neither the one party speaks too much nor the other, in opposition, too little in their own defence.

And whereas I may, by some more curious in censure then sound in judgement, be critically taxed, that I falsify the account of time, and set not down occurents, according to their true succession, let such, that are so nice of stomach, know, that I write as a poet, not as an historian, and that these two do not live under one law.How true fortunes dial hath gone whose players, like so many clocks, have struck my lines, and told the world how I have spent my hours, I am not certain, because mine ear stood not within reach of their larums.But of this my knowledge cannot fail, that in such consorts many of the instruments are for the most part out of tune, and no marvel, for let the poet set the note of his numbers, even to Apollos own lyre, the player will have his own crochets, and sing false notes, in dispute of all the rules of music.It fares with these two, as it does with good stuff and a bad tailor; it is not marrd in the wearing, but in the cutting out.The labours therefore of writers are as unhappy as the children of a beautiful woman, being spoild by ill nurses, within a month after they come into the world.What a number of throws do we endure ere we be delivered?And yet even then, though that heavenly issue of our brain be never so fair and so well limd, is it made lame by the bad handling of them to who it is put to learn to go.If this of mine be made a cripple by such means, yet despise him not for that deformity which struck not upon him at his birth, but fell upon him by misfortune, and in recompense of such favour, you shall, if you patience can suffer so long, bear now how himself can speak.


Prologue
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The charms of silence through this square be thrown,
That an unused attention, like a jewel,
May hang at every ear, for we present
Matter above the vulgar argument,
Yet drawn to lively that the weakest eye,
Through those thin veils we hang between your sight,
And this our piece, may reach the mystery.
What in it is most grave, will most delight.
But as in lantskip, towns and woods appear
Small afar off, yet to the optic sense
The mind shows them as great as those more near.
So, winged time that long ago flew hence
You must fetch back, with all those golden years
He stole, and here imagine still he stands,
Thrusting his silver lock into your hands.
There hold it but two hours; it shall from graves
Raise up the dead; upon this narrow floor
Swell up an ocean, with an armed fleet,
And lay the dragon at a doves soft feet.
These wonders sit and see, sending as guides
Your judgement, not your passions; passion slides
When judgement goes upright; for though the muse,
Thats thus inspird, a novel path does tread,
Shes free from foolish boldness, or base dread.
Lo, scorn she scorns and Envys rankling tooth,
For this is all she does; she wakens Truth.


A Dumb Show

[image: img26.jpg]

HE DRAWS A curtain, discovering TRUTH in sad abiliments, uncrownd, her hair dishevelld, and sleeping on a rock.TIME, her father, attired likewise in black, and all his properties, a scythe hourglass, and wings, of the same colour, using all means to waken TRUTH, but not being able to do it, he sits by her and mourns.Then enter Friars, Bishops, Cardinals before the hearse of a queen; after it counsellors, pensioners, and ladies; all these last having scarfs before their eyes, the other singing in Latin.TRUTH suddenly awakens, and beholding this sight, shows, with her father, arguments of joy, and exeunt, returning presently.TIME being shifted into light colours, his properties likewise altered into silver, and TRUTH crowned, being clothed in a robe spotted with stars, meet the hearse, and pulling the veils from the counsellors eyes, they, wondering awhile, and seeming astonished at her brightness, at length embrace TRUTH and TIME, and depart with them, leaving the rest going on.

This being done, enter TITANIA, the Fairy Queen, attended with those councellors and other persons fitting her estate.TIME and TRUTH, meet her, presenting a book to her, which, kissing it, she receives, and showing it to those about her, they draw out their swords, embracing TRUTH, vowing to defend her and that book.TRUTH then, and TIME are sent in, and return presently, driving before them those Cardinals, Friars, &c., that came in before, with images, crozier staves &c.They gone, certain grave learned men, that had been banished, are brought in, and presented to TITANIA, who shows to them the book, which they receive with great signs of gladness and exeunt Omnes.


Act One, Scene One
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EMPRESS OF BABYLON, her canopy supported by four Cardinals: two Persons in Pontifical robes on either hand, the one bearing a sword, the other the keys; before her Three Kings crowned, behind her Friars, &c.

EMPRESS
That we, in pomp, in peace, in god-like splendour,
With adoration of all dazzled eyes,
Should breath thus long, and grow so full of days,
Be fruitful as the vine, in sons and daughters,
All emperors, kings and queens, that, like to cedars
Uprising from the breast of Lebanus,
Or olives nursd up by Jerusalem,
Heightened our glories, whilst we held up them;
That this vast globe terrestrial should be cantled,
And almost three parts ours, and that the nations,
Who suspiration draw out of this air,
With unusual aves, shouts and cries,
Should us acknowledge to be head supreme
To this great body, for a world of years.
Yet now, when we had made our crown complete,
And closd it strongly with a triple arch,
And had enrichd it with those precious jewels
Few princes ever see, white hairs, even now
Our greatness hangs in balance, and the stamp
Of our true sovereignty clippd and abasd.

FIRST KING
By whom, dread Empress?

EMPRESS
Ask these holy fathers,
Ask those our outcase sons; a throne usurped,
Our chair is counted, all our titles stoln.

SECOND KING
What blasphemy dare speak so?

EMPRESS
All our robes,
Your vestments, reverend, yet pontifical,
This sword, these keys, that open kingdoms hearts
To let in sweet obedience; all but borrowed.

THIRD KING
What soul above the earth  

EMPRESS
Our royal signet,
With which, we, in a mothers holy love,
Have signd so many pardons, is now counterfeit.
From our mouth flow rivers of blasphemy
And lies; our Babylonian synagogues
Are counted stews, where fornications
And all uncleanness sodomitical,
Whose leprosy touchd us never, are now daily acted.
Our image, which, like Roman Cæsars, stampd
In gold, through the whole earth did currant pass,
Is now blanchd copper, or but guilded brass.

THIRD KING
Can yonder roof, thats naild so fast with stars,
Cover a head so impious, and not crack?
That sulphur boiling oer celestial fires
May drop in whizzing flakes, with scalding vengeance,
On such a horrid sin!

FIRST KING
No moral bosom
Is so unsanctified.

SECOND KING
Who ist, bright Empress,
That feeds so ulcerous and so rank a spleen?

EMPRESS
A woman.

OMNES
Woman!Who?

EMPRESS
The Fairy Queen.
Five summers have scarce drawn their glimmering nights
Through the moons silver bow, since the crownd heads
Of that adored beast, on which we ride,
Were struck and wounded, but so heald again,
The very scars were hid.But now, a mortal,
An unrecoverable blow is taken
And it must bleed to death.

THIRD KING
Heaven cannot suffer it.

EMPRESS
Heaven suffers it, and sees it, and gives aim,
Whilst even our empires heart is cleft in sunder.
That strumpet, that enchantress, who in robes
White as is innocence, and with an eye
Able to tempt stern murder to her bed,
Calls herself Truth, has stolen fair Truths attire,
Her crown, her sweet songs, counterfeits her voice,
And by prestigious tricks insorcery,
Has raisd a base imposter like Truths father.
This subtle courtesan sets up again
Whom we but late banishd to live in caves,
In rocks and desert mountains.

SECOND KING
Fear her not;
Shes but a shadow.

EMPRESS
Oh, tis a cunning spider,
And in her nets so wraps the Fairy Queen,
That she sucks even her breast.Shas writ a book
Which she calls holy spells.

THIRD KING
Well break those spells.

EMPRESS
The poles of heaven must first in sunder break,
For from the Fairy shores this witch hath driven
All such as are like these our soothsayers,
And calld false seers home, that of things past,
Sing wonders and devine of things to come.
Through whose bewitching tongues run golden chains
To which ten thousand ears so fast are bound
As spirits are by spells.That all the tones
Of harmony that Babylon can sound
Are charms to adders, and no more regarded
Than are by him thats deaf, the sick mans groans.
She, they, Titania, and her Fairy lords,
Yea, even her vassal elves, in public scorn
Defame me, call me Whore of Babylon.

OMNES
Oh, unheard of profanation!

EMPRESS
Give out I am common, that for lust and hire
I prostitute this body; that to kings
I quaff full bowls of strong enchanting wines
To make them dote on me.

OMNES
Lets hear no more.

EMPRESS
And that all potentates that tread on earth,
With our abominations should be drunk
And be by us undone.

OMNES
Well hear no more.

THIRD KING
You have thrust furies whips into our hands.

FIRST KING
Say but the word, and well turn home your wrongs,
In torn and bloody colours.

SECOND KING
All her bowers
Shall like burnt offerings purge away in fire
Her lands pollution.

OMNES
Lets to arms.

EMPRESS
Stay, hear me.
Her kingdom wears a girdle wrought of waves,
Set thick with precious stones that are so charmd
No rocks are of more force; her Faries hearts
Lie in enchanted towers, impregnable,
No engine scales them.[To the KINGS.] Therefore, go you three;
Draw all your faces sweetly; let your brows
Be sleekd; your cheeks in dimples, give out smiles;
Your voices string with silver; woo like lovers;
Swear your have hills of pearl; show her the world,
And say she shall have all, so she will kneel
And do us reverence.But if she grow nice,
Dissemble, flatter, stoop to lick the dust
She goes upon, and, like to serpents, creep
Upon your bellies in humility,
And beg she would but with us join a league
To wed her land to ours.Our blessing, go.

THIRD KING
When mines are to be blown up, men dig low.

ALL THREE
And so will we.

EMPRESS
Prosper.Till the sun set,
The beams that from us shoot seem counterfeit.

[Exeunt.Manent the FOUR CARDINALS and certain Priests.

FIRST CARDINAL
This physic cures not me.

SECOND CARDINAL
Nor me.

THIRD CARDINAL
Nor us.

FIRST CARDINAL
It is not strong of poison to fetch up
Thats backd within.My gall is overflown;
My blood grown rank and fowl.An inflammation
Of rage and madness so burns up my liver
That even my heart-strings crack, as in a furnace,
And all my nerves into my eyeballs shrink
To shoot those bullets and my brains at once
Against her soul that has half damnd us; falls
Fetchd high and near to heaven light on no ground,
But in hells bottom take their first rebound.

SECOND CARDINAL
Such are our falls.We once had mountain-growth
With pines and cedars.

THIRD CARDINAL
Now with none of both.

FIRST CARDINAL
I could be glad to lose the divine office
Of my creation to be turnd into
A dog, so I might lick up but her blood
That thrusts us from our vineyards.

OTHER THREE
So could all.

FOURTH CARDINAL
Revenge were milk to us.

SECOND CARDINAL
Manna.

FIRST CARDINAL
And it shall.
But how?We will not, as the head supreme
Over all nations counselleth, lick the dust
The Fairy treads on, nor, like serpants, creep
Upon our bellies in humility.
This were, with fencers, basely to give ground
When the first boat may speed; or to sound parley
Whilst they with get swords to cut our throats.
No, well at one blow strike the heart through.

OTHER THREE
How?

SECOND CARDINAL
By poniards.

FIRST CARDINAL
No.

THIRD CARDINAL
Poison.

FIRST CARDINAL
No.

FOURTH CARDINAL
Treason.

FIRST CARDINAL
Neither.

SECOND CARDINAL
How, Reverend Como, then?

FIRST CARDINAL
Thus.Lets consult.[To Priests.] Nay, you shall hear.
You know that all the springs in fairy land
Ran once to one head; from that head to us.
The mountain and the valley paid us fruit;
The field her corn; the country felt no heat
But from our fires.Plenty still spread our boards
And charity took away.We steppd not forth
But with a god-like adoration,
All knees bowed low unto us.Why was this?
Why were our gardens Eden?Why our bowers
Built like to those in Paradise?I shall tell you:
It was because the Law most mystical
Was not made common, therefore was not vile.
It was because in the great prophets fanes
And hallowed temples we were choristers.
I was because, wife pilots, we from rocks
And gulfs infernal safely set on shore
Mens souls at yonder haven; or, being shipwrackd,
Strong lines forth case we, suffering none to sink
To that abyss which some hold bottomless.
But now our very graves
Cannot save dead mens bones from shame and bruises.
The monumental marble urns of bodies,
Laid to rest long ago, unreverently
Are turned to troughs of water now for jades.
Vast charnel houses where out fathers heads
Slept on the cold hard pillows of the earth
Are emptied now and changd to drinking rooms
Or vaults for baser office.

SECOND CARDINAL
Whats therefore to be done?

FIRST CARDINAL
This must be done,
This should be done:they hunted us like wolves,
Our of the Fairy forests, whippd us away,
As vagabonds, mockd us, and said our fall
Could not be dangerous because we bore
Our gods upon our backs; now must we whip them
But wiselier.

OTHER THREE
How?

FIRST CARDINAL
Thus:those that fill our rooms
Hold beacons in their eyes, blazing with fire
Of a hot-seeming zeal, to watch our entrance
And to arm all against us.These we much quench.
They are counted wells of knowledge; poison these wells.
They are the kingdoms music, they the organs
Unto whose sound her anthems now are sung;
Set them but out of tune, alls out of square,
Pull down the church and none can it repair
But he that builds it.This is the faggot band
That binds all fast.Undot, unto the land.

ALL PRIESTS
Most certain.

FIRST CARDINAL
[To Priests.] You therefore, the best consort of the soul,
Shepherds, whose flocks are men, lambs, angels, you
That hold the roof of yon star chamber up
From dropping down to grind the world to dust,
You shall to Fairy Land.

ALL PRIESTS
A joyful voyage!

FIRST CARDINAL
Those that sing there the holy hymns, as yet
Have not their voices clear. The stream of ceremony
Is scarcely settled; trouble it more.Bait hooks
To take some, some to choke.Cast out your net
At first for all the fry.Let us spread sails
To draw unto our shores the Fairy whales.
That Truth, whose standard-bearer Babylon,
And all we are, is not clean driven from thence
Whither we send you.There she lives, but lives
A widow; steps not forth, dares not be seen
During her month of mourning.Here we write you
How, and with whom to find her.What she bids
That do; your hires above.

ALL PRIESTS
We know it well.

FIRST CARDINAL
And when you see those Fairy fishermen
Row in your streams, when they grow cold in working,
And weary of their own waters, that the sails,
Which stiffly bear them up, flag and hang low,
And that, like reeds, playing with a pair of winds,
They promise facile pliance, then, then shake
The trees by the root, twill make the branches blow,
And drop their mellowed fruits, even at your feet.
Gather them, they are our own; then is the hour
To wean those sons of black apostasy
From her, their stepdame, and to make them take
A blessing from our reverend mothers hands.
Be happy.Go.

ALL PRIESTS
We shall remember you
In all our kneelings.

FIRST CARDINAL
Stay.Ere you shift air,
Sprinkle yourselves all oer with sacred drops,
Take periapts, pentacles and potent charms
To conjure down fowl fiends that will be razed
To vex you, tempt you, and betray your blood
About your necks hang hallowed amulets
That may conserve you from the plagues of error
Which will strike at you.

ALL PRIESTS
We obey, most holy fathers.

FIRST CARDINAL
And hear you,
If climbing up to this haught enterprise
The foot slip, and ithfall with death you meet  

ALL PRIESTS
O, glorious ladder!

FIRST CARDINAL
A saints winding sheet.
Farewell.Mount all the engines of your wit;
When darts are sent from all parts, some must hit. [Exeunt Priests.
There is a fellow to whom, because he dare
Not to be a slave to greatness, nor is molded
Of court dough, flattering, but, should it thunder,
To his father, doing ill, would speak ill, our Empress
Hath given this name, plain dealing.This plain dealing
Have I shippd hence, and is long since arrived
Upon the Fairy strand; from him I expect
Intelligence of all occurrences;
He for his namesake shall perhaps be welcome
Into that harlots company, whom the Fairies
Think honest, and swear deeply, she is Truth.
That strumpet by enticement hell bring over.

SECOND CARDINAL
It came to me in letters, two days since,
That this plain dealing serves the Fairy Queen,
And will no more be seen in Babylon.

FIRST CARDINAL
How no more seen in Babylon, tis but one lost.
If Babylon subscribe to our wisdom,
She shall lodge double dealing in his room.[Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Two
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ENTER TITANIA, FIDELI, FLORIMELL, ELFIRON and Petitioners.

TITANIA
We thought the fates would have closd up our eyes,
That we should neer have seen this day-star rise.
How many plots were laid to bar us hence,
Even from our cradle?But our innocence,
Your wisdom, Fairy peers, and above all,
That arm, that cannot let a white soul fall
Hath held us up, and lifted us thus high.
Even when the arrows did most thickly fly
Of that bad woman, Babylons proud queen,
Who yet, we hear, swells with envenomed spleen.

FIDELI
Whose poison shall, like arrows shot upright,
When forth it bursts, to her own downfall light.

TITANIA
Truth be my witness, whom we have employd
To purge our air that has with plagues destroyed
Great numbers, shutting them in darksome shades,
I seek no fall of hers, my spirit wades,
In clearer streams; her blood I would not shed
To gain that triple wreath that binds her head,
Though mine she would let forth, I know not why,
Only through rank lust after sovereignty.

FLORIMELL
Enough it is for me if with a hand,
Unstaind and unambitious, Fairy Land
I crown with olive-branches.All those wounds,
Whose gory mouths but lately staind our rounds,
Bleed yet in me.For when great Elfiline,
Your grandsire filld this throne, your bowers did shine
With fine-red steel, and not with Fairies eyes,
You heard no music then, but shrieks and cries,
Then armd urchins, and stern household elves,
Their fatal pointed swords turnd on themselves.
But when the royal Elfiline sat crowned,
These civil woes in their own depth lay drowned.
He to immortal shades being gone,
Fames minion, great King Oberon,
Titanias royal father, lively springs
Whose court was like a camp of none but kings.
From this great conquering monarchs glorious stem,
Three, in direct line, whore his diadem:
A king first, then a pair of queens, of whom
She that was held a downcast by fates doom,
Sits now above their hopes; her maiden hand
Shall with a silken thread guide Fairy Land.

OMNES
And may she guide it  

FIDELI
Even till stooping time
Cut for her down long years that she may climb,
With ease, the highest hill old age goes oer,
Or till her Fairy subjects, that adore
Her birthday as their being, shall complain
They are weary of a peaceful golden reign.

TITANIA
Which that they never shall; your stately towers
Shall keep their ancient beauty and your bowers,
Which late like prophand temples empty stood,
The tops defacd by fire, the floors by blood,
Shall be filld full of choristers to sing
Sweet heavenly songs, like birds before the spring.
The flowers we set, and the fruits by us sown,
Shall cheer as well the stranger as our won.
We may to strange shores once ourselves be driven,
For who can tell under what point of heaven
His grave shall open?Neither shall our oaks,
Trophies of reverend age, fall by our strokes,
Nor shall the brier, or hawthorn, growing under,
Fear them, but fly to them, to get from thunder,
And to be safe from foreign wildfire balls,
Well build about our waters wooden walls.

OMNES
On which well spend for you our latest lives.

Enter PARTHENOPHIL.

TITANIA
Fairies, I thank you all.Stay, who comes here?

FLORIMELL
Parthenophil, a Fairy peer.

TITANIA
Parthenophil.

PARTHENOPHILL
Bright Empress, Queen of maids,
To us your lords, amidst your Fairy shades
Three princes, so themselves they style, as brightly
As here at hand, hither them draws, pretesting
All faith and service to you, and requesting
That they the tribute of their loves may pay,
At your most sacred feet.

TITANIA
Allow them entrance.

PARTHENOPHILL
They in a Fairy mask, the argument
Of this their duty, gladly would present.

TITANIA
As best them please.

The hautboys sounding, TITANIA in dumb show sends her Lords to fetch them in, who enter bare-headed, the THREE KINGS quaintly attired like Masquers following them, who doing honour to her, entreat to dance with her maids, and do so.This done, they discover.

TITANIA
Your painted cheeks being off, your own discovers
You are no Fairies.

ALL THREE
No, but wounded lovers.

TITANIA
How!Lovers!What!Would you deflower my bed
And strike off a poor maidenhead?
We know you not.What are you, and from whence?

THIRD KING
The land of whom the sun so enamord is.
He lends them his complexion, gives me birth.
The Indian and his gold are both my slaves,
Upon my sword, as on the axil tree,
A world of kingdoms move, and yet I write
Non sufficit.That lusty son of Jove
That twelve times showed himself more than a man,
Reard up two pillars for me, on whose capitals
I stand, Colossus-like, striding oer seas,
And with my head knock at the roof of heaven.
Hence come I, this I am, O most divine!
All that I am is yours, be you but mine.

FIRST KING
The country at whose breast, hundreds of kings
Have royally been fed, is nurse to me.
The god of grapes is mine, whose bounteous hand
In clusters deals his gifts to every land.
My empire bears for greatness, policy,
State, skill in arts and arms, sole sovereignty
Of this globe universal.All her princes
Are warriors born, whose battles to be told
Would make the hearers soldiers.Tis a land
Of breath so sweet, and of aspect so fair,
That to behold her, and to conquer her,
In amorous combats, great king Oberon,
Your awful father, oft has thither come,
Like to a bridegroom or a reveller,
And gone again in goodly triumphs home.
From hence I spring, fairest and most divine,
All that this is, is yours, be you but mine.

SECOND KING
Be you but mine, and doubly will I treble
Their glories and their greatness; like to thunder,
My voice far off shakes kingdoms; whilst mine own
Stands on seven hills, whose towers and pinnacles
And reverend monuments hold in them such worth
And are so sacred, emperors and kings,
Like barefoot pilgrims at her feed do fall,
Bowing to her treble corn imperial.
The language which she speaks goes through the world,
To prove that all the world should stoop to her,
And, save yourself, they do.You think you leave
A rich inheritance, if to your sons
Our fluent tongue you leave, nor need they more,
Who speak and append it well, cannot be poor.
On many nations neck, a foot to set
If it be glorious, then may you be great.

FIRST KING
We are all pleasd, so please you be the bride,
Of three, we care not which two be denid.

SECOND KING
For we are brethren, and those sacred breasts
From whence we draw out nourishment would run
Nectar to you, sweet as the food of life.
Our aged mother twenty times an hour
Would breath her wholesome kisses on your cheek
And from her own cup you should drink that wine
Which none but princes taste, to make you look
With cheerful countenance.

THIRD KING
You have a son,
Rebellious, wild, ingrateful, poor, and yet
Apollo froms own head cuts golden locks
To have them grow on his.His harp is his;
The darts he shots are his; the winged messenger
That runs on all the errands of the gods,
Teaches him swiftness; hell outstrip the winds.
This child of yours is, by adoption,
Our mothers now, her blessing he receives,
And though, as men did in the golden age,
He live ithopen fields, hiding his head
In dampish caves and woods, sometimes for fear,
Yet do we succour him.This your lost sheep
We home again will bring, to your own fold,
Humbly to graze upon your Fairy plains,
Provided that you sow them with such seed
On which your whole land wholesomely may feed.

TITANIA
We know you now.Oh, what a deal of pains
Would you, as others of this wing have taken,
To be in Fairy Land calld sovereigns?
Thanks for it; rashly nothing must we do.
When kingdoms marry, heaven itself stands by
To give the bride.Princes in tying such bands
Should use a thousand heads, ten thousand hands;
For that one act gives like an enginous wheel
Motion to all, sets all the state a-going,
And winds it up to height, or hurls it down;
The least blast turns the scale, where lies a crown.
Well therefore take advice.If these think fit
We should be yours, you ours, we sign to it.
Your counsel, Fairy lords.Fideli speak.

FIDELI
Would you, my royal mistress, have those crystal
Fair, double-leaved doors, where light comes forth
To cheer the world, never to open more?
Would you have all your slumbers turnd to dreams,
Frightful and broken?Would you see your lords,
Instead of sitting at your counsel boards,
Locking their grave, white, reverend heads in steel?
If so, you cannot for all Fairy Land
Find men to fit you better.

TITANIA
Florimell,
Breathes there in you Fidelis spirit?

FLORIMELL
No, lady.

THIRD KING
No, nor in any breast thats sound.True counsellor,
Already you speak music.You are stung
With golden chords.Angels guide on your tongue.

FLORIMELL
These potent, politic and twin-born states
Would to their mitred fortunes tie our fates.
Our Fairy groves are green, our temples stand
Like goodly watchtowers, wafting passengers
From rocks, tarrive them in the Holy Land.
Peace, here, eats fruits, which her own hand hath sown
Your lambs with lions play.About your throne,
The palm, the laurel, and the abundant vine
Grow up, and with your roses do entwine.
But if these gripe your sceptre once  

TITANIA
What then?

FLORIMELL
Vultures are not more ravenous than these men;
Confusion, tyranny, uproars will shake all;
Tigers and wolves and bears will fill your seat
In nothing, but in misery, youll be great.
Those black and poisonous waters that bore down
In their rough torrent, Fairy towns and towers,
And drownd our fields in Marianas days,
Will, in a merciless inundation,
Cover all again.Red seas will flow again.
The devil will roar again.If these you love,
Be, as the serpent, wise then, though a dove.

SECOND KING
This he that speaks in music?

TITANIA
Are you all
Of this opinion, lords?

OMNES
All, all.

ALL THREE KINGS
Lets hence.

THIRD KING
When close plots fail, use open violence.

TITANIA
Stay; princes are free-born and have free wills.
These are to us as valleys are to hills.
We may be councelld by them, not controlld.
Our words our law.

ELFIRON
Bright sovereign.

TITANIA
Yare too bold.

THIRD KING
I knew the fort would yield.

FIRST KING
Attend.

SECOND KING
Shes ours.

TITANIA
You would combine a league whish these would break.

FIRST KING
A league!

SECOND KING
Holy.

THIRD KING
Honourable.

TITANIA
Nay, hear me speak.
You court me for my love; you I embrace
As maids to suitors, with a smiling face
As you do me.Receive our answer then:
I cannot love you.What!Such hardy men
And fly for one repulse?I mean as yet;
As yet Im not at leisure.But I swear
Even by my birthday, by the crown I wear,
By those sweet waters, which into us power
Health, that no sickness taints, by that blest flower
Upon whose roseal stalk our peace does grow,
I swear I will my love on your bestow
When one day comes, which now to you Ill name.

FIRST KING
The time!O blessed time!

SECOND KING
Balm to our sorrow!

THIRD KING
Name that most happy hour.

TITANIA
Maybe tomorrow.
Mark else and judge whether it may be or no.
When lambs of ours are killd by wolves of yours,
Yet no blood suckd; when heaven two suns endures;
When souls that rest in undergrounds
Hear anthems sung and praise the sounds;
When drops of water are so spilt
That they can wash out murders guilt;
When surgeons long since dead and gone
Can cure our wounds, being calld upon;
When from yon towers I hear one cry,
You may kill princes lawfully;
When a court has no parasite;
When truth speaks false, and falsehood right;
When conscience goes in cloth of gold;
When offices are given, not sold;
When merchants wives hate costly clothes;
When theres no lies in trademens oaths;
When farmers by dear years to leeze,
And lawyers swear to take no fees,
And that, I hope, will never, never be,
But then, and not till then, I swear
Shall your bewitching charms sleep in mine ear.
Away. [Exeunt Fairies.Manent the THREE KINGS.

FIRST KING
Derided to our faces!

SECOND KING
Baffled!

THIRD KING
Made fools!

FIRST KING
This must not be.

OMNES
It shall not be!

THIRD KING
Revenge!
Fly to our empires bosom; there suck treason,
Sedition, heresies, confederacies,
The violation of all sacred leagues,
The combination of all leagues unjust;
The dispensation for sacramental oaths,
And when yare swoln with theirs, return again,
And let their poison rain down here in showers.
Whole herds of bulls loaden with hallowed curses,
With interdictions, excommunications,
And with unbinding subjects fealties,
And with large patents to kill kings and queens
Drive roaring hither, that upon their horns
This empire may be tossd.

SECOND KING
She shall be torn
Even joint from joint; to have her baited well,
If we cannot, we will unkennel hell.

FIRST KING
Will you not home with us?

THIRD KING
No; here Ill lurk,
And in a dove-like shape raven upon doves.
Ill suck allegiance from the common breast,
Poison the courtier with ambitious drugs,
Throw bane into the cups where learning drinks.
Ill be a saint, a fury, angel, devil,
Oer seas, on this side seas; devils foreigners,
With devils within hells freedom, devils in vaults,
And with church devils, be it your souls health
To drink down Babylonian stratagems
And to forge three-forkd thunderbolts at home
Whilst I melt sulphur here.If the sweet bane
I lay be swallowd, oh!A kingdom bursts,
But if the poisond hook be spied, then levy
Eighty-eight legions and take open arms.
The guiden shall be mine; Ill bear the standard.

OMNES
Twill be a glorious war!

FIRST KING
Farewell.

THIRD KING
Be gone.
Who cleaves a realms head needs more swords than one.[Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene One
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ENTER FIDELI, FLORMELL, PARTHENOPHILL, ELFIRON, and Footmen.

FLORIMELL
These evil spirits are vexd, and though they vanishd
Like hideous dreams, yet have they left behind them
Throbs and heart-achings in the general bosom,
As ominous bodings.Fairy lackies  

FOUR FOOTMEN
Here.

FLORIMELL
Fly, sirrah, through the air and never rest,
On pain to be into an urchin turnd,
Till thou hast fixd upon the highest gates
Of our greatst cities.Theres a warning piece.Away. [Exit First Footman.

FIDELI
These to the spirits that our waters keep.
Charge them that none roast there, but those whose nets
Are cast out of our Fairy gundolets.Away. [Exit Second Footman.

ELFIRON
These to the keepers of those royal woods
Where lions, panthers, and the kingly herds
Feed in one company; that if wild boars,
Mad bulls, or raving bears break in for prey,
Hoping to make our groves their wilderness,
Ours may like soldiers big them battle.Fly. [Exit Third Footman.

PARTHENOPHILL
These to the shepherds on our Fairy downs
To warn them not to sleep, but with sweet lays
And jolly pipings drive into fat pastures
Their goodly flocks.Wolves are abroad, say.Fly. [Exit Fourth Footman.

FIDELI
Place Providence, because she has quick eye
And is the best at kenning, in our navy;
Courage shall wait on her.

Enter TITANIA and her Maids, AURA, PHILÆMA, AGATHE, CASTINA, standing aloof.

FLORIMELL
No, shes most fit
To go with us.

OMNES
Let her in counsel sit.

FIDELI
Tis said, and lest they break into our walls
And kill our Fairy deer, or change themselves
Into the shape of fawns, being indeed foxes,
Range all the forest, danger to prevent.
Foresight, beats storms back, when most imminent.

OMNES
Away then. [Exeunt.Manent TITANIA, and her Maids.

TITANIA
Wise pilots!Firmest pillars!How it agrees
When princes heads sleep on their counsels knees.
Deep rooted is a state and grows up high
When providence, zeal, and integrity
Husband it well.These fathers twill be said,
One day, make me a granddame of a maid.
Meantime my farewell to such gaudy lures
As here were thrown up thave me quite oerthrown.
I charge you, maids, entertain no desires
So irreligious and unsanctified.
Oh, they ha snakes sleeky tongues, but hearts more rugged
Then is the Russian bear.Our Fairy bowers
Would turn to Arabian deserts if such flowers,
Mortal as killing hemlock, here should grow;
Which to prevent, Ill have you vow.

AURA
We vow,
By the white balls in bright Titanias eyes,
We their enchantments scorn.

TITANIA
It does suffice
To bind it, sure.Strew all your meads with charms,
Which if they do no good, shall do no harm.

AURA
Here comes your new sworn servant.

Enter PLAIN DEALING.

TITANIA
Now, sirrah, where have you been?

PLAIN DEALING
Where have I been?I have been in the bravest prison.

TITANIA
What prison?A brave prison?Can there be a brave prison?

PLAIN DEALING
All your fine men live and die there; its the knights ward, and therefore must needs be brave.Some call it an ordinary, but I say tis a prison, for most of our gallants that are served every day with woodcocks there, lie there in a manner upon execution.They dare not peep out of doors for fear of sergeants.

TITANIA
What are these sergeants?

PLAIN DEALING
Do not you know, mistress, what sergeants are?A number of your courtiers are dear in their acquaintance.Why, they are certain men-midwives that never ring people to bed, but when they are sore in labour, that nobody else can deliver them.

TITANIA
Are there such places in our kingdom as ordinaries?What is the true fashion of them?Whats their order?

PLAIN DEALING
They are out of all true fashion.They keep no order.

TITANIA
Where about in Fairy Land stand they?

PLAIN DEALING
In your great city, and heres the picture of your ordinary.

TITANIA
When Master Painter please, we shall have it.Come, sir.

PLAIN DEALING
Your gallants drink here right worshipfully, eat most impudently, dice most swearingly, swear most damnably, quarrel most desperately, and put up most cowardly.Suppose I were a young country gentleman, and that I were to come in, like an ass, among em, new cast into the bonds of satin.

TITANIA
What then?

PLAIN DEALING
Marry, then do all the gilt rapiers turn their tobacco faces like so many stale oysters at a full tide; then is there no salt to throw upon them, and to make them leave gaping, but this; to cast off his cloak, having good clothes underneath, single out some in the room worse accoutred than himself, with him to walk boldly up and down strutting, laugh aloud at anything, talk aloud of nothing, so they make a noise, it is no matter.

TITANIA
You are grown, sirrah, an observer since you came out of Babylon.

PLAIN DEALING
Troth, mistress, I left villains and knaves there and find knaves and fools here; for your ordinary is your Isle of Gulls, your ship of fools, your hospital of incurable madmen; it is the field where your captain and brave man is calld to the last reckoning, and is overthrown horse and foot.It is the only school to make an honest man a knave, for intelligencers may hear enough there to set twenty a-begging of lands.It is the strangest chessboard in the world.

TITANIA
Why?

PLAIN DEALING
Because in some games at chess, knights are better than pawns, but here a good pawn is better than a knight.

TITANIA
Afford our shores such wonders?

PLAIN DEALING
Wonders?Why, this one little cockpit, for none come into it, but those that have spurs, is able to show all the follies of your kingdom in a few apes of the kingdom.

TITANIA
Have we not in our land physicians
To purge these red impostumes?

PLAIN DEALING
Troth, yes, mistress, but I am Plain Dealing, and must speak truth.Thou hast many physicians, some of them sound men, but a number of them more sick at heart than a whole parish full of patients.Let them cure themselves first, and then they may better now how to heal others; then have you other fellows that take upon them to be surgeons and by letting out the corruption of a state, and they let it out, Ill be sworn; for some of them in places as big as this, and before a thousand people, rip up the bowels of vice in such a beastly manner that, like women at an execution that can endure to see men quartered alive, the beholders learn more villainy than they knew before; other likewise there be of this consort last named that are like beadles bribed; they whip, but draw no blood, and of these I have made a rhyme.

TITANIA
Lets hear it.

PLAIN DEALING
Those that do jerk these times, are but like fleas;
They bite the skin, but leap from the disease.

TITANIA
Ill have you, sir, because you have an eye so sharply pointed, to look through and through that our great city and like death, to spare the lives of none whose conscience you find sickly and going.

PLAIN DEALING
If I give you the copy of the citys countenance, Ill not flatter the face, as painters do, but show all the wrinkles of it.

TITANIA
Do so.You shall no more to Babylon,
But live with us, and be our officer.

PLAIN DEALING
Have I any kinred in your court?Is there any one of my name an officer?If there be, part us, because it will not be good to have two of the Plain Dealings in one office; theyll be beggars if they do.

TITANIA
No, sirrah, well provide you shall not want
Whilst us you serve.Go learn where Truth doth lie.

PLAIN DEALING
Nay, nay; I have heard of her.She dwells, they say, at the sign of the Holy Lamb.

TITANIA
We built her up a lodging at our cose
To have her labour in our vineyards;
For till she came, no vines could please our taste
But of her finding.Set your hand to hers,
Live with her in one house, fetch from our court
Maintenance to serve you all; twill be to her
A comfort to have you still by her side.
She has such pretty and delightful songs
That you will count your sorest labour light,
And time well spent only to hear her sing.
Away; lose no more minutes.

PLAIN DEALING
Not a minute.Ill set more watches than a clockmaker. [Exit.

Enter ELFIRON and PARIDEL.

TITANIA
Whats yonder man that kneels?

ELFIRON
Tis Paridel.

TITANIA
Our doctor?

PARIDEL
The most wretched in your land.
The most in soul dejected; the most base,
And most unserviceable weed, unless
You by your heavenly influence change his vileness
Into a virtual habit fit for use.

TITANIA
Oh, we remember it.You are condemnd?

ELFIRON
To death.

PARIDEL
Deservedly.

TITANIA
You had your hand
Not coloured with his blood.

ELFIRON
No, dearest lady,
Upon my vowed loyalty.

PARIDEL
The law
Hath fastened on my only for attempt.
It was no actual nor commenced violence
That brought death with it, but intent of ill.

TITANIA
We would not save them, that delight to kill,
For so we wound ourselves.Blood wrongly spilt
Who pardons, hath a share in half the guilt.
You struck.Our laws not hard, yet what the edge
Of justice could take from you, mercy gives you,
Your life.You have it signed.Rise.

PARIMEL
May yon clouds
Muster themselves in arms, to confound
Him that shall wish you dead, hurt, or uncrownd

Enter PARTHENOPHILL with CAMPEIUS.

[Aside.] To run in debt thus basely for a life,
To spend which, had been glory!O, most vile!
The good I reap from this superfluous grace
Is but to make myself like Cæsars horse,
To kneel whilst he gets up.My back must bear
Till the chine crack, yet still a servile fear
Must lay more loads on me, and press me down.
When princes give life, they so bind men to em
That trusting them with too much, they undo em.
Who then but I, from steps so low would rise?
Great fortunes, earnd thus, are great slaveries.
Snatchd from the common hangmans hands for this?
To have my mind feel torture!Now I see
When good days come, the gods so seldom give them,
That though we have them, yet we scarce believe them.
Heart, how art thou confind and barrd of room;
Thart quick enough, yet livest within a tomb.

TITANIA
His name?

PARTHENOPHILL
Campeius.Deely learnd.

TITANIA
We hear so.
But with it hear, from some whom we have weighed
For judgement and experience, that he caries
A soul within him framd of a thousand wheels.
Yet not one steady.

PARTHENOPHILL
It may be the rumour
That this spreads over him, flows out of hate.

TITANIA
Believe us, no.Of his and tothers fate
The threads are too unlike, to have that woven.

CAMPEIUS
[Aside.] To gain her crown Ill not kneel thus.

TITANIA
Besides,
The harvest which he seeks is reapd already;
We have bestowed it.

PARTHENOPHILL
Here then dies our suit.

TITANIA
Now shall you try with what impatience
That bay tree will endure a little fire.
My lord, my lord,
Such swelling spirits hid with humble looks
Are kingdoms poisons, hung on golden hooks.

PARTHENOPHILL
I hope hell prove none such.

TITANIA
Such men oft prove
Valleys that let in rivers to confound
The kills above them, though themselves lie drownd.
My lord, I like not calm and cunning seas,
That to have great ships taken or distressd,
Suffer base galleys to creep oer their breast
Let coarse hearts wear course skins.You know out will.

PARTHENOPHILL
Which, as a doom divine, I shall fulfil.

CAMPEIUS
Thrown down, or raisd?

PARTHENOPHILL
All hopes for this are gone;
Some planet stands in opposition.

CAMPEIUS
Umh!So. [Exeunt PARTHENOPHILL and CAMPEIUS.

TITANIA
Now, Doctor Paridel.

PARIDEL
An humble suit;
I am grown bold finding so free a giver;
Where beggars once take alms, they look fort ever.

TITANIA
You ha been sworn our servant long.

PARIDEL
Ten years.

TITANIA
And we should wrong you, since you take us giving,
To let you go with life that should want living.
What is it we can grant you?

PARIDEL
I ha been by two great Fairies in your land,
Oppresd, I dare not say, but so beaten down
And sunk so low now with my last disgrace
That all my happy thoughts lie in the dust,
Ashamd to look up yet.Most humbly therefore
Beg I your gracious leave that I may vary
This native air for foreign.

TITANIA
Oh, you would travel.
You may, you have our leave.Challenge our hand.

PARIDEL
Storms are at sea, when it is calm at land.

Enter FIDELI and FLORIMLL.

FIDELI
The sea-god hath upon your maiden shores,
On dolphins backs that pity men distressd,
In safety set a people that implores
The sovereign mercy flowing from your breast.

TITANIA
What people are they?

FIDELI
Neighbours, tis the nation,
With whom our Fairies interchange commerce,
And by negotiation grown so like us,
That half of them are Fairies; thother half
Are harmful spirits, that with sulphurous breath
Blast their cornfields, deface their temples, clothe
Their towns in mourning, poison hallowed founts,
And make their goodliest cities stand, like tombs
Full of dead bodies, or, like palaces
From whence the lords are gone, all desolate.
They have but seventeen daughters young and fair,
Vowd to live vestals, and not to know the touch
Of any forced or unreverend hand.
Yet lust and avarice, to get their dowers,
Lay barbarous siege against their chastity,
Threaten to ravish them, to make their bodies
The temples of pollution or their beds,
Graves where their honours shall lie buried.
They pray to have their virgins wait on you
That you would be their mother, and their nurse.
Their guardian and their governor; when princes
Have their lives given em, fine and golden threads
Are drawn and spun, for them, by the good fates
That they may life up others in low states.

TITANIA
Else let ourself decline; give them our presence.
In misery all nations should be kin
And lend a brothers hand.Usher them in. [Exeunt FIDELI and FLORIMELL.
Stood here my foes distressd, thus would I grieve them.
Not how they ha been, but how I might relieve them.

Enter PARTHENOPHILL.

PARTHENOPHILL
Your good deeds, matchless Fairy, like the sun,
Rising but only in this point of heaven,
Spread through the world, so that a prince, made wretched
By his unhappy father that lies slain
By barbarous swords, and in his gory wounds,
Drowns all the hopes of his posterity,
Heather is like an orphan come from far
To get relief and remedy gainst those,
That would defeat him of his portion.

TITANIA
Pity and we had talk before you came.
She hath not taken yet her hand from ours,
Nor shall she part until those higher powers
Behold that prince.Good works are theirs, not ours.
Go; bit hi trust his misery in our hands.
Great trees I see do fall when the shrub stands.

[Exeunt PARTHENOPHILL and ELFIRON.

Enter FIDELI, FLORIMELL, the States of the Countries, PARTHENOPHILL, ELFIRON, the Prince of PORTUGAL.

[To the States.] Auxilio tutos dimittam, opibusque iuvabo.
[To the PRINCE OF POURTUGAL.] Non ignara mali, miseris succurrere disco. [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Two
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ENTER THE THIRD KING to his Man.

THIRD KING
Stands my beard right?The gown.I must have grave;
White hairs like silver clouds a privilege have;
Not to be searchd or be suspected fowl.
Make away those two turncoats.Suit me next
Like to a satin devil, bravely.Fly
Your sailors shape.Be here immediately. [Exit Man.
So, excellent.A subtle masque.Alls fit.
This very cap makes my head swell with wit.
Mongst soldiers I have playd the soldier,
Been mutinous, raild at the state, cursd peace.
They walk with cross-arms, gaping for a day,
Have undershored their eyelids, like trap-windows,
To keep them open, and with yawning ears
Lie listening on flock bolsters, till rebellion
Beat up her drum.This lards me fat with laughter;
Their swords are drawn halfway, and all those doors,
Where civil massacres, murders, dyd in grain,
Spoil, riflings, and sweet ravishments shall enter,
Have tokens stampd on them, tomake em known,
More dreadful than the bills that preach the plague.
From them, with oild hams, lappd in servile blue,
I stole, and filld out wine of Babylon,
To live things, made of clods, poor country sots,
And drunk they are.Whole shires with it do reel.
Poisons run smooth, because men sweetness feel.
Now to my schoolmen.Learnings fort is strong,
But poorly mannd, and cannot hold out long
When golden bullets batter.Yonders one.

Enter CAMPEIUS.

Yare a poor scholar?

CAMPEIUS
Yes.

THIRD KING
What read you?

CAMPEIUS
A book.

THIRD KING
So learned, yet so young?

CAMPEIUS
Ye may see, sir.

THIRD KING
You feed some discontent?

CAMPEIUS
Perhaps I ha cause.

THIRD KING
What troubles you?

CAMPEIUS
You trouble me.Pray, leave me.

THIRD KING
Put yourself and your grief into my hands.

CAMPEIUS
Are you a doctor?Your hands, sir, pray why?

THIRD KING
You know me not.

CAMPEIUS
Do you know yourself?Your business?
Are you a scholar?

THIRD KING
Judge of that by these.

CAMPEIUS
Oh, sir, I have seen many heads under such wool
That scarce had brains to line it.If yare a scholar,
Methinks you should know manners. By your leave, sir.

THIRD KING
Pray, leave your name behind you.

CAMPEIUS
Name, Campeius.

THIRD KING
[Aside.] Campeius, umh!Capeius?A lucky planet
Strikes out this hour.Capeius!Babylon
His name hath in her tables.On his forehead
Our queen hath set her mark.It is a mold
Fit to cast mischief in.None sooner rent
A church in two than scholars discontent.
I must not lose this martins nest.[Aloud.] Once more,
Yare happily met.

CAMPEIUS
[Aside.] This burr still hangs on me!
[Aloud.] And you, sir.

THIRD KING
Tell me, pray,
Did you never taste  Im bold  did you neer taste
Those clear and redolent fountains that do nourish
In vive and fresh humidity those plants
That grow on tother side, our opposites,
Those that to us here are thantipodes,
Clean against us in grounds  you feel me  say
Neer drunk you of that nectar?

CAMPEIUS
Never.

THIRD KING
Never!
I wish you had.I gather from your eyes,
What your disease is.I ha been yourself;
This was Campeius once, though not so learnd,
For I was bred, as you, in Fairy Land.
A country!Well, but tis our country, and so
Good to breed beggars.She starves arts, fats fools,
She sets up drinking rooms, and pulls down schools.

CAMPEIUS
So, sir.

THIRD KING
No more but so, sir?This discourse
Palates you not.

CAMPEIUS
Yes.

THIRD KING
Nothing hath passed me
I hope, against my country, or the state,
That any can take hold of.

CAMPEIUS
If they could,
Tis but mine aye, to your no.

THIRD KING
Yare too sour,
Unmellowed.You stand here in the shade
Out of the warmth of those blest ripening beams.
Go to.I grieve that such a blossom  

CAMPEIUS
Sir, I know you not.This thing which you have razd
Affrights me; scholars of weak temper need
To fear, as they on sunbanks lie to read,
Adders ithhighest grass.These leaves but turnd
Like willow sticks hard rubbd may kindle fire,
Cities with sparks as small have oft been burnd.

THIRD KING
Do you take me for a hangman?

CAMPEIUS
I would be loath,
For any harsh tune that my tongue may warble,
To have the instrument unstrung.

THIRD KING
You shall not.
Welfare unto you.

CAMPEIUS
And to you.A word, sir.
Bred in this country?

THIRD KING
Yes.

CAMPEIUS
I am no bird
To break mine own nest down.What flight soever
Your words make through this air, though it be troubled,
Mine ear, sir, is no reaching fowling piece,
What passes through it, kills.You may proceed.
Perhaps you would wound that.I wish should bleed.
You have thadvantage now.
I put the longest weapon into your hands.

THIRD KING
It shall guard you.
You draw me by this line; lets private walk.

CAMPEIUS
This paths unbruisd.Go on, sir.

THIRD KING
Sir, I love you.
The dragons that keep learnings golden tree,
As you now have, I fought with, conquered them,
Got to the highest bough, eat of the fruit,
And gathered of the seven-fold leaves of art,
What I desird; and yet for all the moons
That I have seen wax old and pine for anger,
I had outwatched them; and for all the candles
I wasted out on long and frozen nights,
To thaw them into day, I filld my head
With books, but scarce could fill my mouth with bread.
I had the Muses smile, but moneys frown,
And never could get out of such a gown.

CAMPEIUS
How did you change your star?

THIRD KING
By changing air.
The god of waves washd of my poverty,
I sought out a new sun beyond the seas
Whose beams begat me gold.

CAMPEIUS
O me!Dull ass!
I am naild down by willful beggary,
Yet feel not where it enters.Like a horse
My hoofs are pard tothquick, even till they bleed,
To make me run from hence.Yet this tortoise shell,
My country, lies so heavy on my back,
Pressing my worth down, that I slowly creep
Through base and slimy ways.

THIRD KING
Country!

CAMPEIUS
She hangs
Her own brats at her back, to teach them beg,
And in her lap sits strangers.

THIRD KING
Yet your country.

CAMPEIUS
I was not born to this, not schoold to this.
My parents spent not wealth on me to this.
I will not stay here long.

THIRD KING
Do not.

CAMPEIUS
Being hence,
Ill write in gall and poison gainst my nurse,
This Fairy Land, for not rewarding merit.
If ever I come back Il lbe a calthrop
To prick my countrys feet that tread on me.

THIRD KING
O, shes unkind!Hard-hearted!

CAMPEIUS
In disputation
I dare for Latin, Hebrew and the Greek,
Challenge an university.Yes, O evil hap!
Three learned languages cannot set a nap
Upon this threadbare gown.How is art cursd?
She has the sweetest limbs, and goes the worst,
Like common fiddlers, drawing down others meat
With lickerish tunes, whilst they on scraps do eat.

THIRD KING
Shake then these servile fetters off.

CAMPEIUS
But how?

THIRD KING
Play the mules part now thou hast suckd a dam,
Dry and unwholesome; kick her sides.

CAMPEIUS
Her heart, her very heart,
Would it were dried to dust, to strew upon
Thinvenomed paper upon which Ill write.

THIRD KING
Know you the court of Babylon?

CAMPEIUS
I have read
How great it is, how glorious, and would venture
A soul to get but thither.

THIRD KING
Get then thither.
You venture none, but save a soul going thither.
The Queen of Babylon rides on a beast
That carries up seven heads.

CAMPEIUS
Rare!

THIRD KING
Each head crownd.

Enter his Man like a sailor with rich attires under his arm.

CAMPEIUS
O admirable!

THIRD KING
She, with her own hand
Will fill thee wine out of a golden bowl.
Theres angels to conduct thee.Get to sea,
Steal oer, behold.Heres one to waft thee hence.
Take leave of none, tell none; thart made.Farewell.

CAMPEIUS
This to meet heaven, who would not wade through hell?

[Exeunt CAMPEIUS and Sailor.Manent THIRD KING.

Enter Sailor presently.

THIRD KING
To flee off this hypocrisy, tis time,
Lest worn too long, the foxes skin be known.
In out dissembling now we must be brave,
Make me a courtier, come.Asses I see
In nothing but in trappings, different be
From footcloth nags, on which gay fellows ride,
Save that such gallants gallop in more pride.
Away.Stow under hatches that light stuff.
Tis to be worn in Babylon.[Exit Sailor.
At this grove,
And much about this hour, a slave well moulded
In profound learned villainy, gave oath
To meet me.

Enter Conjurer.

Art thou come?Can thy black art
This wonder bring to pass?

CONJURER
See, it is done.

THIRD KING
Titanias picture right!

CONJURER
This virgin wax
Bury I will in slimy putrid ground
Where it may piecemeal rot.As this consumes,
So shall she pine, and, after languor, die.
These pins shall stick like daggers to her heart,
And eating through her breast, turn there to gripings,
Cramp-like convulsions, shrinking up her nerves
As into this they eat.

THIRD KING
Thou art famed for ever.
If these thy holy labours well succeed,
Statues of molten brass shall rear thy name;
The Babylonian Empress shall thee honour.
And, for this, each day shalt thou go in chains.
Where wilt thou bury it?

CONJURER
Upon this dunghill.

THIRD KING
Good.
And bind it down with most effectual charms,
That whosoever with unhallowed hands,
Shall dare to take it hence, may rave and die.

CONJURER
Leave me.

THIRD KING
Farewell, and prosper.Be blind, you skies.
You look on things unlawful with sore ears. [Exit.

Dumb show.The hautboys sound, and whilst he is burying the picture, TRUTH and TIME enter, FIDELI, PARTHENOPHIL, ELFIRON, and a Guard following aloof.They discover the fellow; he is taken; the picture found; he kneels for mercy, but they, making sounds of refusal, he snatcheth at some weapon to kill himself, is prevented, and led away.


Act Three, Scene One
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ENTER THE EMPRESS, Cardinals, First and Second KINGS, &c.

EMPRESS
Who sets those tunes to mock us?Stay them!

OMNES
Peace.

FIRST KING
Peace there.

FIRST CARDINAL
No more; your music must be dumb.

EMPRESS
When those celestial bodies that do move
Within the sacred spheres of princes bosoms
Go out of order, tis as if yon regiment
Were all in uproar.Heaven should then be vexd.
Methinks such indignation should resemble
Dreadful eclipses, that portend dire plagues
To nations, fall to empires, death to kings,
To cities devastation, to the world,
That universal hot calamity
Of the last horror.But our royal blood
Beats in our veins like seas struggling for bounds.
Ætna burns in us.Bearded comets shoot
Their vengeance through our eyes.Our breath is lightning,
Thunder our voice; yet, as the idle cannon,
Strikes at the airs invulnerable breast,
Our darts are phillipd back in mockery
Wanting the points to wound.

FIRST KING
Too near the heart,
Most royal Empress, these distempers sit.
So please you, well again assail her beauty
In varied shapes, and work on subtler charms.
Again loves poisoned arrows well let fly.

EMPRESS
No.Proud spirits once denying, still deny.

FIRST CARDINAL
Then be yourself, a woman.Change those overtures
You made to her of an unusual peace,
To an unused defiance; give your revenge
A full and swelling sail, as from your greatness
You took, in veiling to her; you have been
Too cold in punishment, too soft in chiding,
And like a mother, cause her years are green,
Have winkd at errors, hoping time, or councel,
Or her own guilt, seeing how she goes awry,
Would straighten all.You find the contrary.

EMPRESS
What follows?

FIRST CARDINAL
Sharp chastisement; leave the mother
And be the stepdame.Wanton her no more
On you indulgent knee.Sing no more pardons
To her off-fallings, and her flyings out.
But let it be a meritorious act;
Make it a ladder for the soul to climb;
Lift from the hinges all the gates of heaven
To make way for him that shall kill her.

OMNES
Good.

FIRST CARDINAL
Give him an office in yon star-chamber,
Or else a saints place, and canonize him.
So sanctify the arm that takes her life,
That silly souls may go on pilgrimage,
Only to kiss the instrument that strikes,
As a most reverent relic.

EMPRESS
Be it so.

FIRST KING
In that one word she expires.

EMPRESS
Her Fairy lords,
That play the pilots now and steer her kingdom
In foulest weather, as white bearded corn
Bows his proud head before thimperial winds,
Shall so lie groveling here when that day comes.

FIRST KING
And that it shall come, Fates themselves prepare.

EMPRESS
True, but old lions hardly fall into the snare.

FIRST KING
Is not the good and politic Satyran,
Our leagued brother and your vassal sworn,
Even now, this very minute, sucking close
Their fairest bosoms?If his trains take well,
They have strange workings, downwards, into hell.

EMPRESS
That Satyran is this hand; his brains a forge
Still working for us; hes the true set clock
By which we go, and of our hours doth keep
The numbered strokes, when we lie bound in sleep.

FIRST CARDINAL
Besides such voluntaries as will serve
Under your holy colours and forsake
The Fairy standard; all such fugitives
Whose hearts are Babylonized; all the mutineers;
All the damnd crew that would for gold tear off
The devils beard; all scholars that do eat
The bread of sorrow, want and discontent,
Wise Satyran takes up, presses apparels
Their backs like innocent lambs, their minds like wolves,
Rubs oer their tongues with poison which they spet
Against their own anointed, their own country,
Their very parent.And thus ships em hither
To make em yours.

EMPRESS
To use.

FIRST CARDINAL
Only to employ them
As bees, whilst they have stings, and bring thighs laden
With honey, hive them when they are drones, destroy them.

FIRST KING
The earnest which he give you, adored Empress,
Are two fit engines for us.

EMPRESS
Are they wrought?

SECOND KING
They are, and wait in court your utmost pleasure.
Out of your cup made we them drink with wines
To sound their hearts, which they with such devotion
Received down, that even whilst Bacchus swum
From lip to lip in midst of taking healths,
They took their own damnation if their blood,
As those grapes, streamd not forth to effect your good.

EMPRESS
Let us behold these fireworks that mustrun
Upon short lines of life, yet will we use them
Like instruments of music, play on them
A while for pleasure, and then hang them by;
Who princes can upbraid, tis good they die.
For as in building sumptuous palaces,
We climb by base and slender scaffoldings
Till we have raised the frame; and that being done,
To grace the work, we take the scaffolds down;
So must we these.We know they love us not,
But swallow-like when their own summers past,
Here seek for heat, or like slight travellers,
Swolln with vainglory or with lust to see,
They come to observe fashions and not me.

FIRST KING
As travellers use them then, till they be gone,
Look cheerfully, backs turnd, n more throught upon.

EMPRESS
What are they that fly hither, to our bosom,
But such as hang the wing, such as want nests;
Such as have no sound feathers; birds so poor
They scarce are worth the killing; with the lark,
The mornings falconer, so they may mount high,
Care not how base and low their risings be?
What are they but lean hungry crows that tire
Upon the mangled quarters of a realm?
And on the housetops of nobility,
If there they can but sir, like fatal ravens,
Or screech-owls, croak their falls and hoarsely bode
Nothing but scaffolds and unhallowed graves?

FIRST KING
Fitter for us, yet sit they here like doves.

EMPRESS
True; like corrupted churchmen they are doves
That have eat carrion.Home well therefore send
Those busy-working spiders to the walls
Of their own country, when their venomous bags,
Which they shall stuff with scandals, libels, treasons,
Are full and upon bursting.Let them there
Weave in their politic looms nets to catch flies.
To us they are put pothecary drugs,
Which we will take as physical pills, not food.
Use them as lancets to let others blood,
That have foul bodies; care not whom you wound,
Not what parts you cut off to keep this sound.

OMNES
Here come they.

Enter CAMPEIUS and ROPUS.

EMPRESS
Welcome.Rise, and rise up high
In honours and our favour.You have thrust
Your arms into our coffers, have you not?

BOTH
Yes, sacred Empress.

CAMPEIUS
And into our own
Have rained down showers of gold.

EMPRESS
You shall deserve it.
You see what ocean can replenish you,
Be you but duteous tributary streams.
But is your temper right?Are not the edges
Of your sharp spirits rebated?Are you ours?
Do not your hearts sink down yet?Will you on?

BOTH
Stood death ithway.

ROPUS
Stood hell.

EMPRESS
Nobly resolvd.
But listen to us, and observe our counsen:
Back must we sent you to the Fairy Land.
Danger goes with you.Heres your safety; listen.
Choose winds to sail by; if the wayward seas
Grow stormy, hover, keep aloof; if fears,
Shipwracks, and death lie tumbling on the waves,
And will not off, then on, be venturous.
Conquests hard got are sweet and glorious.
Being landed, if suspicion cast on you
Her narrow eyes, turn yourselves then to moles,
Work underground, and undermine your country,
Though you cast earth up but a handful high,
To make her stumble; if that bloodhound hunt you,
That long-eard Inquisition, take the thickets,
Climb the haymows, live like birds, and eat
The underflowered corn; in hollow trees
Take such provision as the ant can make.
Fly with the bat under the eves of night,
And shift your nests; or like to ancresses,
Close up yourselves in artificial walls.
Or if you walk abroad, be wrapd in clouds,
Have change of hairs, or eyebrows; halt with soldiers,
Be shaven and be old women, take all shapes
To escape taking.But if the air be clear,
Fly to the court and underneath the wings
Of the eagle, falcon, or some great bird, hover;
Oaks and large beech trees many beasts to cover.
He that first sings a dirge tund to the death
Of that my only foe, the Fairy Queen,
Shall be my love and, clad in purple, ride
Upon that scarlet-coloured beast that bears
Seven kingdoms on seven heads.

CAMPEIUS
If all the spells
That wit, or eloquence, or arts can set;
If all the sleights that bookmen use in schools
Be powerful in such happiness, tis mine.

ROPUS
What physic can, i dare, only to grow,
But as I merit shall, up in your eye.

EMPRESS
Well erect ladders for you strong and high
That you shall climb to starry dignity.

BOTH
We take our leave, dread Empress. [Exeunt CAMPEIUS and ROPUS.

EMPRESS
Fare you well.
Our benediction go along with you.
Our malediction and your souls confusion,
Like shiverd towers fall on your luckless heads
And wedge you into earth low as the deep
Where are the damned, if our world you fire,
Since desperately youll ride and dare aspire.

FIRST KING
But is this all?Shall we thus bend our sinews
Only to empty quivers and to shoot
Whole sheaves of forked arrows at the sun,
Yet never hit him?

SECOND CARDINAL
And the mark so fair!

FIRST CARDINAL
Nay, which is more, suppose that all these torrents
Which from your sea of greatness, you, for your part,
And all those straggling floods which we have driven
With full and stiff winds to the Fairy strands
Should all break in at once, and in a deluge
Of innovation, rough rebellion, factions,
Of massacres, and pale destruction
Swallow the kingdom up, and that the blood
Even of Titanias heart should in deep crimson
Dye all these waters; what of this?What share
Is yours?What land shall you recover?

FIRST KING
All.

FIRST CARDINAL
All!

FIRST KING
Ay, all.
Between the transversaries that do run
Upon this cross-staff, a dull eye may find
In what degree we are, and of what height
Yourself, our brightest Ariadne, is,
Being underneath that tropic, as those jewels
Of night and day are by alternate course
Worn in heavens forehead, so when deaths winter comes,
And shortens all, those beams of majesty,
Which in this oblique and zodiacal sphere
Move with Titania now, shall lose their heat,
Where must the next sun rise but here?From whence
Shall Fairy Land get warmth? Merely from hence.
Let but the taper of her life burn out,
We have such torches ready in her land
To catch fire from each other, that the flames
Shall make the frighted people think earth burns,
And being dazzled with our copes of stars,
We shall their tempels hallow with such ease,
As twere in solemn gay procession.

FIRST CARDINAL
Some line sea cards, that know not the seas taste
Nor scarce the colour.By your charms I gather
You ahve seen Fairy Land.But in a map,
Can tell howt stands.But if you givet a fall,
You must get bigger bones, for let me whisper
This to your ear:though you bait hooks with gold,
Ten thousand may be nibbling when none bites,
And those you take for angels, youll find sprites.
Say that Titania were now drawing short breath,
As thats the cone and button that together
Clasps all our hopes, our of her ashes may
A second Phœnix rise, of larger wing,
Of stronger talent, of more dreadful beak,
Who swooping through the air may with his beating
So well command the winds that all those trees
Where sit birds of our hatching, now fled thither,
Will tremble, and, through fear struck dead, to earth,
Throw those that sit and sing there, or in flocks
Drive them from thence, yea, and perhaps his talent
May be so bony and so large of grip
That it may shake all Babylon.

EMPRESS
All Babylon!

FIRST CARDINAL
Your pardon.But wholl swear
This may not be?

EMPRESS
How the prevention?

FIRST CARDINAL
Thus:to fell down their queen is but one stroke;
Our axe must cleave the kingdom, thats the oak.

EMPRESS
The manner?

FIRST CARDINAL
Easy:whilst our thunderbolts
Are anviling broad, call Satyron home.
He in his fathom metes vast argosies,
Huge galleasses, and such wooden castles
As by enchantment on the waters move.
To his, marry yours and ours; and of them all
Create a brave armado, such a fleet
That may break Neptunes back to carry it.
Such for variety, number, and puissance
As may fetch all the Fairy Land in turfs,
To make a green for you to walk upon
In Babylon.

FIRST KING
Invincible!Go on.

FIRST CARDINAL
Now when the volley of those murdring shot
That are to play first on Titanias breast,
And, yet, lean on their rests, go off and kill her,
So that the very Alverado given
Sounds the least hope of conquest, then, then show
Your warlike pageants dancing on the waves;
Yours is the land, the nation are your slaves.

OMNES
Counsel from heaven!

EMPRESS
None this shall overwhelm.
Brave voyage!Rig out ships, and fetch a realm. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Two
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ENTER PARIDEL AND PALMIO.

PALMIO
You arrive on a blest shore.The freight you bring
Is good.It will be brought up of us all
With our dear bloods; be constant, do not warp
In this your zeal to Babylon.

PARIDEL
Grave Palmio,
To you I have unladen even my soul.
The wings from home that brought me had sick feathers;
Some you have pulld off; my own country grass
Was to my feet sharp needles, stuck upright,
I tread on down-beds now.

PALMIO
But are your countrymen,
I mean those that in thought with us feast richly,
Fed with the course bread of affliction still?

PARIDEL
Still father Palmio, and to relieve them
I dare do what I told you.

PALMIO
Noble valour!

PARIDEL
So that I might but read on yonder scrolls
A warrant writ under the seal of heaven
To justify the act.

PALMIO
You have my hand
And shall have more.Yare reconcild, son?

PARIDEL
Yes.

PALMIO
Who did confess you?

PARIDEL
Father Anniball

PALMIO
But did the Nuntio Campeggio
Present your letters, and your vowed service
At Babylon.

PARIDEL
He did.I sued our warrant
For passage safely thither, and from grave Como,
One of the capital columns of the state,
This I received.

PALMIO
He sends you here good welcome.
Tis strong.Why went you not?

PARIDEL
I like it not.
There wants a convoy of some better words,
Which hourly I expect.Upon a sea
So dangerous, so full of rocks, so narrow,
Albeit the venture holy and of honour,
I would not gladly sail without direction
Of noble pilots; home I would not come
Basely, but like a glorious voyager.

Enter RAGAZZONI.

PALMIO
Yes, you do well.The Nuntio Ragazzoni!
Not know him?

PARIDEL
Certes no.

PALMIO
Come, you shall meet.
Monsignor, heres a gentleman desires
To have your arms about him.

RAGAZZONI
Willingly.

PALMIO
He undertakes an action full of merit
Sans promise or reward, to cure all those
Through Fairy Land, that are diseasd within,
And he will dot, by letting one vein blood.

RAGAZZONI
Shoots he at highest?

PALMIO
Yes.

RAGAZZONI
Draw home, and give
Your arrows compass, that until they fall
Full on the head, none see them.You do well.
My hands are yours.Good speed.[Exit RAGAZZONI.

Enter CAMPEGGIO.

PALMIO
Campeggio?
Now shall you hear some news.

CAMPEGGIO
I do assure you,
The mistress of us all hath on this paper
Breathd you a blessing.Your devotion
Is recommended highly, and to nourish
The flames new kindled in you, heres more feul.

PARIDEL
Licence to go and come, in verbo imperatricis per omnes jurisdictiones Babilonicas absque impedimento.
Good.Would it had come sooner.

CAMPEGGIO
Why?

PALMIO
Tis general,
Exceeding absolute and peremptory.

PARIDEL
I gives me my full sail, but by deep vows,
I am to travel lower, yet if season
Beat me not back, I will to Babylon.
What rubs soer I meet in letters still,
Ill kiss her sacred hand.

CAMPEGGIO
You change not bias.

PARIDEL
Oh, good sir, yonder is the goal I run for!

Enter RAGAZZONI at one door, a Gentleman at another.

RAGAZZONI
Lend me your speeches, both.

PALMIO
Yonder comes one
Of your own country.

PARIDEL
Oh, I know him, sir.

PALMIO
Walk in this college class but some few minutes,
Ill send or bring you to a gentleman,
Next neighbour to your country; an Albanois.
The man I told you of. [ExeuntPALMIO, RAGAZZONI and CAMPEGGIO.

PARIDEL
Thanks, sir.

GENTLEMAN
Met happily.I lookd for you.

PARIDEL
Dear countryman, the parley we late held
About the land that bred us, as how order
Was robbd of ceremony, the rish robe of order,
How Truth was freckled, spotted, nay, made leprous,
How Justice  

GENTLEMAN
Come, no more.

PARIDEL
Even now, as then,
Your ward blows off from her, that at all weapons
Stikes atyour head, but I repent we drew not
That dialogue out to length, it was so sweet.

GENTLEMAN
At hours more opportune we shall.But, countryman,
I heard of late the music of my soul,
And you the instrument are made that sounds it.
Tis given me, that yourself hath seald to heaven
A bond of your devotion to go forth
As champion of us all, in that good quarrel
That hath cost many lives.

PARIDEL
What need we use
Circumgyrations and such wheelings?Sir,
Believe it, to recover our sick nurse
Id kill the noblest foster-child she keeps.

GENTLEMAN
I know what bird you mean, and whom you hate,
But let him stand to fall.No sir, the dear
Which we allhope youll strike, is even the pride
And glory of the forest.So, no not?

PARIDEL
My vows are flown up, and it must be done
So this may be but settled.

GENTLEMAN
Do you stagger?

PARIDEL
All winds are not yet laid.

GENTLEMAN
Have you looked out
For skilful coasters, that know all the sounds,
The flats, and quicksands, and can safely land you
Out of all touch of danger?

PARIDEL
I have met many,
And like a consort they hold several tunes.

GENTLEMAN
But make they music?

PARIDEL
Faith, a little jarring.
Sometimes a string or so; yet reverend Palmio,
And Anniball a Codreto keep the stream
In which I swim.The Nuntio Ragazzoni
Plies me with wholesome physic; so the Nuntio.
My honoured friend Campeggio makes it clear
That it is lawful.

GENTLEMAN
Where at stick you then?

PARIDEL
At a small rock, a dispensation.

Enter PALMIO, CAMPEGGIO, and the ALBANOIS.

GENTLEMAN
You cannot want for hands to help you forward.
In such a noble work your friends are near.
Dear countrymen, my sword, my state, and honour
Are for your use.Go on, and let no heat
Thaw your strong resolution.I shall see you
Before you take to sea.

PARIDEL
You shall.

GENTLEMAN
My duty. [Exit.

PALMIO
This is the worthy gentleman to whom
I wish your love endeard.We have some conference.

[PALMIOs party stand aloof.

PARIDEL
Born, sir, in Fairy Land?

ALBANOIS
No, marry sir,
An Albanois.

PARIDEL
Then for proximity
Of countries, let us interchange acquaintance.
I wishd for your embracements, for your name
Is crownd with titles of integrity,
Judgement and learning.Let me upon their bases
Erect a pillar, by which Babylon
And all we may be strengthened.

ALBANOIS
I pray, be apert and plain.

PARIDEL
Then thus, sir:by the way of argument
I would a question put, to taste your censure,
Because i do not soundly relish it.

ALBANOIS
Propone it, sir.Ill solve it as I can.

PARIDEL
Suppose that in the field there were an army,
Commixt of half your kinsfolk, friends, and lovers;
The other half sworn foes, all countrymen,
And that the leader of them were your father,
And that this leading father were so partial
That to preserve that half which loves you not,
Ye would lose that which loves you, and that to take
This captains life away, might bring this good
Of two sides to make one, and save much blood.
Would not you do it?

ALBANOIS
Umh!Yare full of ambage,
I answer as my spirits lead me, thus:
I would not do it.

PARIDEL
Why, sir?

ALBANOIS
Because I hold
Quod non omnino Licet.

PARIDEL
Come, come, I know, without all commenting,
This text you understand.Weigh the utility
That goes with it:the health is gives to thousands.
The sap it spreads through branches which now wither.
The restoration  

ALBANOIS
Sir, I see to the bottom
Of this deep well you dive in.I do arm you
In this strong fight, just with the self same weapons
Which I would wear to guard me, and those are
My readings and belief settled by reading,
And this I find:
Quod non sunt facienda male, vt veniant bona.
For good, how great soever, must be done,
No ill how small soever.

PARIDEL
Tis no evil
To bar out so great ill, with so great good.

ALBANOIS
All good must not be done, but only that Quod benè et legitimè fiery potest.For, sir, I know, that Deus magis amat aduerbia quam nomina.Quia in actionibus magis ei Placent Benè et legitimè quàm bonum.Ita vt nullum bonum Liceat facere, nisi bene et legitime fieri potest.Quod in hoc Casu fieri non potest.

PARIDEL
Yet, with your favour, several learned men
Are clean from your opinion, and do hold
Quòd licet.

ALBANOIS
Those learned men perhaps may hold it fit
That to save many, they to one mans danger,
Referring all to the depth inscrutable,
May allow of a particular; on no warrant
That they can show me written, but being stirrd
With a humane compassion to mens lives.
And less you revelation have divine
That bids you do, do not.Thus you have mine.

OMNES
What so hard at it?

PARIDEL
We have done.The time
Does pull me from your sweet society.

PALMIO
You will to Babylon.

PARIDEL
I cannot tell.
Whether I do or no, you shall have notice
How this great work goes forward.Strengthen me
With all your comforts, and commend my service
To the most glorious throne.If I get oer,
There lands black vengeance on the Fairy shore.

OMNES
If prayers can do, it shall. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Three
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ENTER PLAIN DEALING and TRUTH.

PLAIN DEALING
But how shall I know that art the right Truth?

TRUTH
Because I am not painted.

PLAIN DEALING
Nay, if thou hast no better colour than that, theres no truth in thee, for Im sure your fairest wenches are free of the painters.

TRUTH
Besides I am not gorgeous in attire,
But simple, plain, and homely.In mine eyes
Doves sit, not sparrows; on my modest cheeks
No witching smiles do dwell; upon my tongue
No unchaste language lies; my skins not spotted
With foul disease, as is that common harlot,
That baseborn truth that lives in Babylon.

PLAIN DEALING
Why?Is she spotted?

TRUTH
All over with strange ugliness, all over.

PLAIN DEALING
Then she has got the pox, and lying at my host Grymcums, since I left her company.Howsoever it be, thou and I will live honest together on one house, because my court mistress will have it so.I have been a traveller a great while.Plain Dealing hath leapt from country to country, till he had scarce a pair of soles to carry him.

TRUTH
Why?In what countries have you been?

PLAIN DEALING
In more than I had mind to stay in.I have been amongst the Turks too; the Turks made as much of poor Plain Dealing as those whom we call Christians.

TRUTH
What man is that great Turk?I never saw him.

PLAIN DEALING
Nor ever shalt.Why the great Turk is a very little fellow.I have seen a scurvy little bad paltry Christian has been taken for the greatest Turk there.

TRUTH
Where had you been when now you met with me?

PLAIN DEALING
Looking up and down for thyself.And yet I lie too, now I remember, I was in the city.Our mistress would needs have me go thither to see fashions.I could make an excellent tailor for ladies and gentlemen and fools, for I have seen more fashions there than a picture drawer makes scurvy faces, the first two years of his trade.Its the maddest circle to conjure in that ever raisd spirit.

TRUTH
Tell me, good kinsman, what in the city saw you?

PLAIN DEALING
What did I see?Why Ill tell thee, cousin, I saw no more conscience in most of your rich men then in tavern faggots, nor no more soberness in poor men than in tavern spigots.I see that citizens fine wives undo their husbands, by their pride, within a year after they are married, and within half a year after they be widows, knights undo them.Theyll give a hundred pound to be dubbd ladies, and to ride in a coach, when they have scarce another hundred pound left to keep the horses.But, cousin Truth, I met in one street a number of men in gowns with papers in their hands.What are all those?

TRUTH
Oh!They are the sons of justice.They are those
That beat the kingdom level, keep it smooth
And without rubs.They are the poor mans captain,
The rich mans soldier, and calld lawyers.

PLAIN DEALING
Lawyers?Dost know any of them?

TRUTH
A few.

PLAIN DEALING
I wondered what they were.I asked one of them if they were going to foot-ball.Yes, said he, Do you not see those country fellows?We are against them.And who do you think shall win? said I.Said he, The gowns, the gowns.

Enter TIME.

TIME
Follow me, Truth.Plain Dealing, follow me.[Exit.

PLAIN DEALING
He charges like a constable.Come, we are his watch.Follow me?Is our Time mad?Oh, brave mad Time! [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene One
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Dumb Show.A cave suddenly breaks open, and out of it comes FALSEHOOD, attired as TRUTH is, her face spotted; she sticks up her banner on the top of the cave, then with her foot in several places, strikes the earth, and up riseth CAMPEIUS, a Friar with a box; a gentleman with a drawn sword, another with rich gloves in a box; another with a bridle.TIME, TRUTH with her banner, and PLAIN DEALING enter and stand aloof beholding all.

TIME
See theres the cave where that hyena lurks
That counterfeits thy voice and calls forth men
To their destruction.

PLAIN DEALING
How full of the smallpox she is!What ails she to stamp thus?Is the whore mad?How now?Yea, do you rise before doomsday!Father Time, what conduit-pipes are these, that breat out of the earth thus?

TIME
The conduit-heads of treason, which convey
Conspiracies, scandals, and civil discord,
Massacres, poisonings, wracks of faith and fealty
Through Fairies hearts to turn them into elves.
See, Truth, see son, the snake slips off his skin,
A scholar makes a ruffian.

PLAIN DEALING
Now must that ruffian cuff the scholar, if I were as he.

TIME
And see, that shape which erst showd reverend,
And wore the outward badge of sanctity,
Is clothd in garments of hypocricy.

PLAIN DEALING
See, see, father, he has a jack-in-a-box.Whats that?

TIME
A wild beast, a mad bull, a bull that roars
To fright allegiance from true subjects bosoms.
That bull must bellow at the Flamens gate.
His gate that tends the flocks of all those sheep
That graze in the fattst pasture of the land
Being all enclosd; that bull will on his back
Bear all.

PLAIN DEALING
Whither?Whither?

TIME
To hell.Tis said to heaven
That will but sit him will with hoof or horn
He gore the anointed Fairy.

PLAIN DEALING
Such bulls have I seen sent out of Babylon to run at people.I should once have rid upon one of them, but he that beggd my office broke his neck by the bargain and savd me a labour.Whats he with the sword?A master of the noble science?

TIME
A noble villain.See, he pulls down heaven
With imprecations.If that blade he sheath not
In our sweet mistress breast.

PLAIN DEALING
O rogue!What good clothes he wears and yet is a villain!

TIME
Ay, do, clap hand upont.That poisoned glove
Shall strike thee dead to death with the strong scent
Of thy discovered treason.

PLAIN DEALING
Whats that horse courser with the bridle?

TIME
A slave, that since he dares not touch her head,
Would work upon her hand.Laugh and conspire;
The higher villains climb, they fall the higher.

PLAIN DEALING
Stay, father.Now the army comes forward, she takes down the flag; belike their play is done.What wills he bear the colours?Thou hast colour enough in thy face already, thou needst no more.Did ye ever see a more lousy band?Theres but two rapiers in the whole regiment.Now they muster, now they double their files.Mark how their hands juggle and lay about.This is the main battle.O, well flourshd ancient!The day is theirs.See, nowthey sound retreat.Whither march they now? [Exeunt Dumb Show.

TIME
To death; their falls.Thus Time and Truth proclaim:
They shall like leaves drop from the tree of shame.
Lets follow them.

PLAIN DEALING
To the gallows?Not I.What do we know, but this freckled face quean may be a witch?

TIME
She is so.Shes that damned sorceress
That keeps the enchanted towers of Babylon.
This is the Truth that did bewitch thee once.

PLAIN DEALING
Is this speckled toad she?She was then, in mine eye, the goodliest woman that ever wore fore part of satin.To see what these female creatures are when they deal with two or three nations!How quickly they wear carbuncles and rich stones!Now she is more ugly than a bawd.

TRUTH
She lookd so then.Fairness itself doth clothe her
In mens eyes, till they see me, and then they loath her.

TIME
Lose no more minutes.Come, lets follow them.

PLAIN DEALING
With hue and cry, now I know her.This villainous drab is bawd, now I remember, to the Whore of Babylon, and will never leave her till she be carted.Her face is full of those red pimples with drinking aquavite, the common drink of all bawds.Come. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Two
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ENTER TITANIA, FIDELI, ELFIRON, FLORIMEL, a Gentleman standing aloof, and ROPUS.

TITANIA
What comes this paper for?

FIDELI
Your hand.

TITANIA
The cause?

FIDELI
The moon that from your beams did borrow light
Hath from her silver bow shot pitchy clouds
Teclipse your brightness.Heaven took your part,
And her surprisd.A jury of bright stars
Have her unworthy found to shine again.
Your Fairies therefore on their knees entreat,
She may be pulld out from the firmament
Where she was placd to glitter.

TITANIA
Must we then
Strike those whom we have lovd?Albeit the children
Whom we have nourishd at our princely breast
Set daggers to it, we could be content
To chide, not beat them.Might we use our will,
Our hand was made to save, but not to kill.

FORIMELL
You must not, cause hes noble, spare his blood.

TITANIA
We should not, for hes noble, that is good.

FIDELI
The fall of one, like multitudes on ice,
Makes all the rest, of footing, be more nice.
But if by ventring on that glassy floor
Too far, he sinks, and yet rise with no more harm
Ten thousand to like danger it doth arm.
All mercy in a prince makes vile the state;
All justice make seven cowards desperate.

TITANIA
In neither of these seas spread we our sails,
But are the impartial beam between both scales.
Yet if me needs must bow, we would incline
To that where mercy lies, that scales divine.
But so to save were our own breast to wound,
Nay, which is more, our peoples; for their good
We must the surgeon play and let out blood.
Every peers birth sticks a new star in heaven,
But falling by Luciferan insolence,
With him a constellation drops from thence.
Give me his axe.[Writes.] How soon the blow is given?
Witness.So little we in blood delight
That doing this work we wish we could not write.
Lets walk, my lords.Florimell?

FLORIMELL
Madam?

TITANIA
Stay.
Not one armd man amongst us?You might now
Be all old-beaten soldiers.Truth, I thank ye;
If I were now a jewel worth the stealing
Two thieves might bind you all.

OMNES
With much ado.

TITANIA
[To Gentleman.] Ay, marry I commend you, gentleman.
Pray, sir, come near.Look you, hes well-provided
For all rough weathers.Sir, you may be proud
That you can give arms better than these lords.
I thank you yet, that if a storm should fall
We could make you our shelter.A good sword?
This would go through stitch. Had I heart to kill
Id wish no better weapon, but our days
Of quarrelling are past. Shall we put up, sir?
We ha put up wrongs ere now, but this si right.
Nay, we are not falling yet. [Exit Gentleman.

FLORIMELL
It did us good
To see how your majestic presence daunted
The silly gentleman.

TITANIA
The silly gentleman!

FIDELI
He knew not now to stand nor what to speak.

TITANIA
The silly gentleman!Knew you him, lords?
Where is he?

FLORIMELL
Gotten hence, poor wretch, with shame.

TITANIA
That wretch hath sworn to kill me with that sword.

OMNES
How?

FIDELI
The traitor.

FLORIMELL
Lock the court gates.

OMNES
Guard her person.[Exeunt omnes.

TITANIA
You guard it well.Alack!When lovers woo,
An extreme joy and fear them so appal
That over much love shows no love at all.
Zeal sometimes overdoes her part.Its right.
When the frays done, cowards cry Wheres the fight?

Enter FLORIMELL.

FLORIMELL
The wolfs in his own snare.O, damned slave!
I had like to ha made his heart my poniards grave.
How got you to this knowledge?Blessed heaven!

TITANIA
It came unto me strangely.From a window.
Mine eyes took mark of him.That he would shoot
Twas told me, and I tried if he durst dot.
Is Ropus here, our doctor?

ROPUS
Gracious lady.

TITANIA
You have a lucky hand since you were ours.
It quickens our taste well.Fill us of that
You last did minister.A drought, no more,
And give it fire, even, Doctor, how thou wilt.

ROPUS
I made a new extraction.You shall never
Relish the like.

TITANIA
Why?Should that be my last?

ROPUS
Oh, my dear mistress!

TITANIA
Go, go.I dare swear
Thou lovst my very heart. [Exit ROPUS.

Enter PARTHENOPHLL.

PARTHENOPHIL
This Scaly serpent
Is thrown, as he deserves, upon the sword
Of justice; and to make these tidings twins,
I bring this happy news:Campeius,
A snake that in my bosom once I warmd,
The man for whom  

TITANIA
Oh, we remember him.

PARTHENOPHIL
This owl that did not love your sacred light
Stole oer the seas by darkness, and was held
In Babylon a bird of noble flight;
They turnd him with talents, and then gave him bells,
And hither chargd him fly; he did, and soard
Oer all your goodliest woods and thickest groves,
Enticing birds that had the skill in song
To learn harsh notes; and those that faild in voice,
He taught to peck the tender blossoms off
To spoil the leavy trees, and with sharp bills
To mangle all the golden ears of corn.
But now hes taen.

TITANIA
Good shepherds ought not care
How many foxes fall into the snare.

Enter ELFIRON.

ELFIRON
Your civil doctor, Doctor Paridell,
Casts anchor on your shores again, being frighted
With a good venture, which he says yourself
Must only have the sight of.

TITANIA
Bring him hither.[Exit ELFIRON.
Lord Florimell, pray call Fideli to us. [Exit FORIIMELL.

Re-enter FLORIMELL with FIDELI and ROPUS.

Sure, tis too hot.

FIDELI
Oh, rogue!

TITANIA
Set it to cool.

FIDELI
Hell and damnation!Devils!

FLORIMELL
Whats that?

FIDELI
The damnedst treason!Dog, you whoreson dog!
Oh, blessed maid, let not the toad come near her!
Whats this?Ift be his brewing, touch it not,
For tis a drench to kill the strongest devil
Thats drunk all day with brimstone.Come, suck, weasel,
Suck your own teat, you!Pray, thou art preservd.

TITANIA
From what?From whom?

FIDELI
Look to that glister-pipe.
One crown does serve thy turn, but heres a thief
That must have fifty thousand crowns to steal
Thy life.Here tis in black and white.Thy life,
Sirrah, thou urinal, Tynoco, Gama,
Andrada and Ibarra!Names of devils.

ROPUS
Oh, me!O, mercy, mercy!I confess.

FIDELI
Well said.Thou shalt be hangd then.

TITANIA
Have we for this
Heapd favours on thee? [She reads the letter.

FILELI
Heap halters on him.Call the guard.Out, polecat!

Enter Guard.

He smells.Thy conscience stinks.Doctor, go purge
Thy soul, for tis diseased.Away with Ropus.

OMNES
Away with him; foh!

ROPUS
Hear but my tale out.

FIDELI
Theres too much out already.

ROPUS
Oh, me accursed and most miserable! [Exit with Guard.

TITANIA
Goodness of virtue!Is my blood so sweet
That they would pay so dear fort?

FIDELI
To suck lambs,
What would not wolves do?He that this paper writ
Had never meaning we should finger it.

TITANIA
Our mercy makes them cruel.Hunt out these leopards.
Their own spots will betray them.They build caves
Even in our parks.To them, him, and the rest,
Let death be sent, but sent in such a shape
As may not be too frightful.Alack!What glory
Is it to buffet wretches bound in gyves?
The debt is dearly paid thats paid with lives.
Oh!Leave us all!

Enter ELFIRON and PARIDEL.

FIDELI
More doctors!If this do
As well as tother, best to hang him too.

[Exeunt FIDELI, PARTHENPHIL, and ELFIRON.Manent TITANIA,PARIDEL and FLORIMELL.

Florimell, stay, but give us liberty. [FLORIMEL stands aloof.

PARIDEL
This is the blessed day for which, through want
Of those bright rays that sparkle from your eyes,
My frozen soul hath languishd.Goddess complete,
If you, a wretch so mean, will bid to speak,
I shall unclasp a book whose very first line,
Being not well pointed, is my doom to death.
But if your sacred judgement, on the margin,
Control all wresting comments, all your subjects
Will fold me in their bosoms.

TITANIA
Give your mind.

PARIDEL
A pilgrim have I been on foreign shores;
Your gracious hand allowd it.In my wandring
With monsters I encountered of strange shape:
Some that suckd poison up, and spet it forth
Upon your land; some that shot forked stings
At your most godlike person.All were giants
Fighting against the heaven of your blest reign.
With these, oh pardon me, with these I hald
A politic league, the lines of all their treasons,
Drawn from one damned circle, met in me
My heart became the center, and the point
Was this.I dare not tell it.

TITANIA
Speak.

PARIDEL
To kill you.

TITANIA
How durst you, being our subject, wade so far?

PARIDEL
Your ear of mercy.I became a sponge
To drink up all their mischief, and lay drownd
In their infected waters, with much loathing,
Only that I before you might wring out
This their corruption, and myself make clear.
And now, immortal maid, Im not unlike
A casket wherein papers stuffd with danger
Have close been lockd, but those taen out, the chest
Serves to good use, so may my loyal breast.
For from their flinty hearts what sparks I got
Were but to fire themselves.

TITANIA
I praise your plot.
You make us now your debtor, but a day
Will come when we shall pay.My lord, we want your arm.

PARIDEL
Umh!I fear  

TITANIA
Doctor, well have, sir, other dialogues.[Exeunt TITANIA andFLORIMELL.

PARIDEL
O, shallow fool, thou hast thyself undone.
Shes hardened and thou melted at one sun.[Exit.


Act Four, Scene Three
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ENTER FIRST CARDINAL and THREE KINGS.

FIRST CARDINAL
Our eyes have lusted for you, and your presence
Comes as the light of day, showers to the spring,
Or health to sick men.

THIRD KING
Thanks, most reverend father.

FIRST KING
Our blood ran all to water, yea, our souls
Strove all at once texpire when it was blown
Hither from Fairy Land, that all the darts
Which ours here, and your arm delivered there,
Fell either short, or lighted upon ice,
Lest you had lost blood in the enterprise.

THIRD KING
No, I wear stronger armour.Gamester-like
I saw the dogs brought forth, and set them on
Till the devil parted them; but pluckd off none.
I kept aloof out of the reach of paws.
Better to fight with lions than with laws.
What drums are these?

SECOND KING
Music of heaven.

FIRST CARDINAL
The dancers
Revel in steel.

FIRST KING
These march to fill our fleet.

THIRD KING
From whence well march with proud victorious feet
And walk on Fairys hearts; their beaten ways
With their own heads well pave, whilst ours with bays
And oak, the conquering soldiers wreath, we crown.
These hooks, or none, must pull their cities down;
Invasion is the fire.See, see, ithair
Angels hang beckoning us to make more haste.
Vengeance deferrd grows weak, and runs to waste.
What this?

Enter a Herald before one; sounds once and stays.



FIRST CARDINAL
Ere we take ship, we must to court.

OMNES
Away.

THIRD KING
In thunder.Tis the soldiers sport. [Exeunt CARDINAL and KINGS.

HERALD

[Reads.] It is the empirical pleasure, decree, peremptory edict, and dreadful command, upon pain of a curse to be denounced upon him that is disobedient, from her who hath power given her to make the back of stubborn kings her footstools and emperors her vassals; the mother of nations, the triple-crowned head of the world; the purple-rider of the glorious beast; the most high, most supreme, and most adored Empress of Babylon; that no captain, generals or armies, generals of squadrons, admirals, colonels, captains, or any other officers or her magnificent, incomparable, formidable, and invincible armada, which is ordained to swallow up the kingdom of Fairy, shall presume to set one foot on shipboard till her sacred hand hath blessed the enterprise by sealing them all on the forehead, and by bowing their knees before the beast.Sound.Go on. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Four
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Dumb show:EMPRESS on the Beast.Then enter FIRST CARDINAL and the THREE KINGS.

EMPRESS
Feels the base earth our weight?Ist common air
We suck in and respire?Do servile clouds,
Whose azure wings spread over graves and tombs,
Our glorious body circumvolve?Dare night
Cast her black nets into days crystal streams,
To draw up darkness on our golden beams
And us teclipse? Why is not Babylon
In a contorted chair made all of stars
Would up by wheels as high, nay bove the thrones
Supernal, which with Joves own seat stand even,
That we might ride here as the queen of heaven,
And with a spurn from our controlling foot
That should like thunder shake thetherial floor
Of life and heaven both at once bereave
That thither up dare climb without our leave.

FIRST CARDINAL
You do.You ride there now.This is your sphere.
Earth is all one with heaven when you are here.

THIRD KING
Yet theres a hell on earth or if not hell.
Devils there are or worse than devils, that roar
Only at you.

EMPRESS
At us?What, dare they roar?

THIRD KING
Your pardon, and Ill tell it.

EMPRESS
Tell.We fear
No spots, the orb we shine in is so clear.

THIRD KING
Thus then:the Fairy adders hiss; they call you
The superstitious harlot, purple whore,
The whore that rides on the rose-coloured beast;
The great whore that on many waters sitteth,
Which they call many nations, whilst their kings
Are slaves to sate your lust and that their blood,
When with them you have done, serves as a flood
For you to drink or swim in.

OMNES
O, profane!

EMPRESS
Go on; the searching small wounds is no pain.

THIRD KING
These cowards thus when your backs turnd, that strike,
Follow their blow and swear that where you claim
Supremacy monarchical over kings
Tis but your tyrannous pride and not your due.

EMPRESS
But what yourselves give, what have we from you?
You say we are your mother, and if so,
Must not sons kneel?They pay but what they owe.

THIRD KING
They say the robes of purple which you wear,
Your scarlet veils and mantles are not given you
As types of honour and regality,
But dyed so deep with blood upon them spilt,
And that, all oer yare with red murder gilt.
The drink even in that golden cup, they swear,
Is wine sophisticated that does run
Low on the lees of error, which in taste,
Is sweet and like the neat and wholesome juice
Of the true grape, but tis rank poison down.

OMNES
Have we not all it tasted?

EMPRESS
Nay, utter all.
Out of their lips you see flows naught but gall.

THIRD KING
What can my breath do more to blast your cheeks
And leave them glowing as red gads of steel?
My tongues already blistered sounding this,
Yet must I whisper to your sacred ear
That on your brow, they say, is writ a name
In letters mystical, which they interpret,
Confusion, by great Babylon they mean
The city of confusion.

EMPRESS
View our forehead.
Where are we printed with such characters?
Point out these marks.Which of you all can lay
A finger on that mole that marks our face?

THIRD KING
They say you can throw mists before our eyes
To make us think you fair.

OMNES
Damnd blasphemies!

FIRST CARDINAL
You shall with rods of iron scourge these treasons.

FIRST KING
The mace is in your hand; grind them to dust.

SECOND KING
And let your blows be sound.

THIRD KING
For they are just.

EMPRESS
Lets hear with what loud throats our thunder speaks.
Repeat our vengeance oer, which to hear kings
Must not fly oer the seas with linen wings.

FIRST CARDINAL
Our galleons, galleasses, zabras, galleys,
Ships, pinnaces, pataches,huge carvels,
For number, rib, and belly are so great
That they should want a sea near Fairy Land
Of depth to bear them up; they in their wombs
Might swim with a sea thunder.Here are briefs
Of your imperial army.

EMPRESS
Read them loud.
Thunder neer speaks but the voice cracks a cloud.

FIRST CARDINAL
In the first squadron twelve great galleons
Float like twelve moving castles; zabras two,
Habilimented gloriously for war
With soldiers, seamen, shot and ordinance.
This squadron stout Medina does command,
Who of the main is captain general.
The second squadron brave Ricalde leads,
Being admiral to fourteen galleons.
Flores de Valdes, that tried warrior.
Oquendo in the fifth front cries a charge.
Bretandona brings up the Levantines
With his sixth squadron.Gomes de Medina
Wafts up the seventh like the god of war.
The eighth obeys Mendoza, and the ninth
Fierce Ugo de Montada.All these squadrons
For vessels numbered are one hundred thirty;
The sight of soldiers, mariners, and slaves,
Twenty-nine thousand, eight hundred thirty-three.
Pieces of brass for battery these,
Six hundred thirty; add to these galleons
Twenty carvels and salves ten, which make
The whole Armada eightscore lusty sail.
Add to all these your generals of armies,
Your captains, ensign bearers, which in role
Are eightscore and eleven, the voluntaries
With officers and servants, then the regiments
That are in pay.To these, all men of orders,
All ministers of justice, and to these
Supplies of forces that must second us
And last that host of stars which from the moon
Will fall to guide us on.These totalld up,
You shall a hundred thousand swords behold,
Brandishd at once, whose { } stands
Men will seem born with weapons in their hands.

EMPRESS
Go.Cut the salt foam with your mooned keels
And let our galleons feel even child-birth pangs
Till their great bellies be delivered
On the soft Fairy shores; captive their queen
That we may thus take off her crown, whilst she
Kneels to these glorious wonders, or be trampled
To death for her contempt.Burn, batter, kill,
Blow up, pull down, ruin all; let not white hairs
Nor red cheeks blunt your wrath; snatch babes from breasts
And when they cry for milk, let them suck blood;
Turn all their fields to lakes of jellied gore
That seamen one day sailing by the land
May say, There Fairy kingdom once did stand.

OMNES
They shall!

THIRD KING
Tis done already.

EMPRESS
To be sure,
You all are ours; bow and adore the beast
On whom we ride.

OMNES
We fall beneath his feet.

EMPRESS
Be blest; obedience is in sons most sweet.
O strange, to you he stoops as you before him.
Humility, he bows whilst you adore him.
To kindle lusty fires in all your blood
A health to all!And as our cup goes round,
Draw near; well mark you for our chosen flock
Who builds on hearts confirmd, builds on a rock
The seal of heaven!Who on their foreheads wear it,
We choose for counsel; on their hands who bear it
We mark for action.Here, a health to all!

OMNES
Brave health!To pledge it, see kings prostrate fall. [Kneel.

EMPRESS
On!

OMNES
On!

THIRD KING
Sing, war, thy loud and loftiest notes.
We win; our ships meet none but fisher-boats. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene One
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ENTER PARIDEL AND his Kinsman.

PARIDEL
What if I show you a foundation
Firm as Earths fixed center?A strong warrant
To strike the head off; an injunction
That bids me dot.A dispensation
For what i do.A pardon signd, that gives
Indulgence plenary, and full remission,
For any criminal breach of the highest law,
After tis done, nay more, a voice as clear
As that of angels, which proclaims the act
Good, honourable, meritorious,
Lawful, and pious; what if I show you this?

COUSIN
Come, come, you cannot; then let riotous heirs
Beg patents to kill fathers.Grant but this,
Murder may be a fair monopoly
And princes stabbd by acts of parliament.
Who ist dare that thing meritorious call
Which fiends themselves count diabolical?

PARIDEL
Your coldness makes me wonder.Why should you
Run up to thneck from drowning to save her
That treads upon your head, your throat, to sink you?

COUSIN
Say you should wound me.Should I, in revenge,
Murder myself?For what can be the close
But death, dishonour, yea damnation
To an act so base, nay, so impossible?

PARIDEL
Impossible.The parting of the air
Is not more easy.Look upon the court
Trough narrow sights and shes the fairest mark
And soonest his of any; like the Turk,
She walks not with a janissary guard,
Nor, as the Russian, with foul big boned slaves,
Strutting on each side with the slicing axe
Like to a pair of hangmen.No, alas,
Her courts of guard are ladies, and sometimes
Shes in the garden with as small a train
As is the sun in heaven; and our access
May then as easy be as that of clients
To lawyers out of term-time.

COUSIN
Grant all this;
Nay, say the blow were given.How would you scape?

PARIDEL
Oh, sir, by water.

COUSIN
Ay, but  

PARIDEL
Nay, good cousin  

COUSIN
You leap as short at safety as at stars.
By water?Why, the gates will all be lockd.
Waters you must have none.

PARIDEL
Hear me.

COUSIN
Hear me.
You must not have a man, and if you kill
With powder, air betrays you.

PARIDEL
Powder!No, sir,
My dag shall be my dagger.Good sweet cousin,
Mark but how smooth my paths are.Look you, sir  

COUSIN
I have thought upon a course.

PARIDEL
Nay, nay, hear mine:
You are my mark; suppose you are my mark.
My level is thus low, but ere I rise,
My hands got up thus high; the deer being struck,
The herd that stand about so frighted are,
I shall have leave to scape, as does a pirate,
Who having made a shot through one more strong,
All in that ship run to make agood the breach
Whilst thother sails away.How like you this?

COUSIN
As I like paper harness.

PARIDEL
Ha!Well, pause then:
This bow shall stand unbent, and not an arrow
Be shot at her until we take our aim
In Saint Iagos park.A rare, rare alter!
The fittst to sacrifice her blood upon.
It shall be there, in Saint Iagos park.
Ha, coz!It shall be there.In the meantime,
We may keep followers, nine or ten a piece,
Without suspicion.Numbers may work wonders.
The storm being sudden too; for were the guard
A hundred strong about her, look you, sir,
All of us well appointed.Case of dags
To each man, see you?You shoot there, we here,
Unless some spirits put the bullets by,
Theres no escape for her.Say the dags fail,
Then to our swords.Come, theres no mettle in you.

COUSIN
No mettle in me?Would your wars were honest,
I quickly would find armour.Whats the goad
So sharp that makes you wildly thus to run
Upon your certain ruin?

PARIDEL
Goad?Sharp poniards!
Why should I spare her blood.

COUSIN
She gave you yours.

PARIDEL
To ha taen it had been tyranny; her own lips
Confessd I struck her laws not hard.I ha spent
My youth and means in serving her.What reap I?
Wounds, discontents, what gives she me?Good words,
Sweetmeats that rot the eater.Why, last day
I did but beg of her the mastership
Of Santa Catarina; twas denied me.

COUSIN
She keeps you to a better.

PARIDEL
Ay, tush, thats not all.
My bonds are yonder seald.And she must fall.

COUSIN
Well, coz, Ill hence.

PARIDEL
When shall I see you?

COUSIN
Ha!
Soon.Very soon.Sooner than you expect.
Let me but breathe, and what I mean to do
I shall resolve you.

PARIDEL
Fare you well.

COUSIN
Adieu. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Two
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ENTER TITANIA, ELFIRON, PARTHENOPHIL, PARIDEL, and FLORIMELL.

FLORIMELL
News, thundering news sweet, lady.Envy, ambition,
Theft sacrilegious and base treason lay
Their heads and hands together at one pull
To heave you from your throne; that mannish woman-devil,
That lustful bloody Queen of Babylon
Hath, as we gather ripe intelligence,
Riggd an armd fleet, which even now beats the waves
Boasting to make their wombs our Citys graves.

TITANIA
Let it come on.Our general leads above them.
Earthquakes may kingdoms move, but not remove them.

Enter FIDELI.

FIDELI
He yonder, he that plays the fiend at sea,
The little captain thats made all of fire,
Swears, Fleming-like, by twenty thousand devils,
If our tongues walk thus, and our feet stand still,
So many huge ships near our coasts are come,
An oyster-boat of ours will scarce find room.
He swears the winds have go the sails with child,
With such big bellies, all the linens gone
To find them linen, and in Babylon
That theres not one rag left.

TITANIA
Why swells this fleet?

FIDELI
Thus they give out, that you sent forth a drake,
Which from their rivers beat their water fowl,
Tore silver feathers from their fairest swans,
And pluckd the halcyons wings that rove at sea,
And made their wild ducks underwater dive,
So long, that some never came up alive.
This sea-lie Babylon, her bugbear calls,
For when her bastards cry, let the nurse cry
But this The drake comes, they hush presently.
For him theyll cudgel us.Will you ha the troth?
That scarce-whore is thirsty and no blood,
But yours, and ours, sweet maid, can do her good.

TITANIA
That drake shall out again.To counsel, lords.

FIDELI
Come, come, short counsel.Better get long swords.

FLORIMELL
Good lady, dread not you, whateer befall.

FIDELI
Well die first; yours is the last funeral.
Away, away, away!

OMNES
Posts, posts; call messengers post with all speed!

[Exeunt PARTHENOPHIL and FIDELI.Manent FLORIMELL and ELFIRON.

TITANIA
How? Fear?
Why should white bosoms fear a tyrants arm?
Tyrants may kill us, but not do us harm.
Are we your prisoners that you guard us thus? [Exit ELFIRON.
[To PARIDEL and FLORIMEL.] Stay, and you too.We are alone.When last
We entertained your speech, as we remember,
Close trains and dangerous you did discover
To fire which you were prayed.

PARIDEL
I was.

TITANIA
And yielded
Albeit it were against our life.

PARIDEL
Most true.
My reasons  

TITANIA
We forget them not.At that time
Here was but one, true, but one councillor
Who stood aloof, heard nothing; and though a blood
Of coarser veins than ours would have been stirrd
Into a sea tempestuous to boil up
And drown the pilot that durst sail so far,
Yet of our princely grace, though twas not fit
Nor stood with wisdom, did we silence it.
These heaped favours notwithstanding, doctor,
Tis in our ear the hammers lie not still,
But that new clubs of iron are forging now,
To bruise our bones, and that yourself do know
The very anvil where they work.

PARIDEL
I  

TITANIA
Hear us.
Because tis thought some of those wonder spirits
And most malignant that at midnight rise
To blast our Fairy circles by the moon
Are your familiars.

PARIDEL
Madam  

TITANIA
Sir, anon.
Thee therefore I conjure, if not by faith,
Oathed allegiance, nor thy conscience,
Perhaps this rankling ulcerateth them,
Yet by thy hopes of bliss, tell, and tell true,
Who ist mst let us blood?

PARIDEL
[Aside.]Oh, unhappy man!
That thou shouldst breathe thus long.[Aloud.] Mirror or women,
I open now my breast even to the heart.
My very soul pants on my lips.None, none,
I know of none.

TITANIA
Well, none.Rise up and take heed,
They are no common drops when princes bleed.
What hour is it?Does not my larum strike?
This watch goes fast.

PARIDEL
[Aside.] This watch goes true.

TITANIA
Alls naught.
What hour is this?

PARIDEL
[Aside.] Thy last hour.Oh heavens, further
The work you have begun.Where art thou, heart?

TITANIA
Oh, we seet.Doctor, wind up the wheel.Tis down.

PARIDEL
Tis down.[Offers to stab her from behind.She turns and he kneels.

TITANIA
How now?What struck thee down?Thy looks are wild.
Why was thine armed hand reard to his height?
What black work art thou doing?

PARIDEL
Of damnation upon myself.

TITANIA
How?

PARIDEL
Your words have split my heart in thousand shivers.
Here, here, that sticks which I fear will not out.
Better to die than live suspected.Had not your bright eyes
Turnd back upon me, I had long ere this
Lain at your feet a bloody sacrifice.

TITANIA
Staind altars please not us.Why dost thou weep?
Thou makst my good thoughts of thee now decline.
Who loves not his own blood will neer spare mine.
Why does thou weep?

PARIDEL
When on your face I look,
Methinks I see those virtues drawn aline
Which did in Elfiline the Seventh survive,
Your fathers father, and your grandfather,
And then that you should take me for a serpent
Gnawing the branches of that glorious tree,
The grief melts even my soul.Oh, pardon me!

TITANIA
Contract thy spirits together; be composd.
Take a full man into thee, for behold,
All these black clouds we clear.Look up, tis day.
The sun shines on thee still.Well read; away.

PARIDEL
Oh, matchless!Im all poison, and yet she
Turns all to goodness by wise tempering me. [Goes off.

TITANIA
If thou provst copper  well, this makes us strong
As towers of flint.All traitors are but waves
That beat at rocks their own blows dig their graves. [She reads.

PARIDEL
For not doing am I damnd.How are my spirits
Hauld, tortured, and grown wild?On leaves eternal
Vows have I writ so deep, so bound them up,
So texted them in characters capital,
I cannot race them but I blot my name
Out of the book of sense.Mine oath stand filld
On your court roles.Then keep it; up to heaven
Thy ladders but thus high.Courage, to kill
Ten men I should not freeze thus. Yet her murder
Cannot be named bloodshed, for her Fairies
Are all of faith, and fealty assoiled,
The balm that her anointed is washd off,
Her crown is now not hers.Upon the pain
Of a black curse, no more must I obey her.
I climb to heaven by this; climb then and slay her.

TITANIA
[Reads.] A tyrants strange but just end!
Run mad for sleep and died.Princes that plunge
Their souls in rank and godless appetites
Must seek no rest but in the arms of sprites.

PARIDEL
Nothing to read?That, if my nerves should shrink
And make mine arm revole, I might have colour
To usurp this walk of hers.Whats this?See, see,
An angel thrusts this iron into my hand;
My warrant signed from Babylon to kill her,
[Reads.] Endorsed, the last will of Paridel.
Le concede sue benediction, plenaria indulgenza,
Eo remissione di tutti li peccati  tutti li peccati  
All, all my sins are paid off, paying this.
Tis done, tis done.All you blest powers I charm.
Now, now, knit all your sinews to this arm.

As he offers to step to her, he stays suddenly upon the approach of FIDELI, FLORIMELL, PARTHENOPHIL, ELFIRON, the Ladies, a Guard, and the Doctors Cousin.

OMNES
You ha provd yourself a loyal gentleman.

FIDELI
The hand of angels guide us.Shes not here.
The Queens killd.Treason!Wenches, raise the court!

OMNES
Walk several ways first.

FIDELI
Ways.Shes murdered.Treason!

TITANIA
Treason!A sword.What traitor dare?Who?Where?

FLORIMELL
A guard.The damned serpent, see, lurks here.

FIDELI
Sure heres some nest they breed in.Paw him fast.
This wolf, this toad, mark, he swells red with poison,
This learned knave is sworn to murder thee.

PARIDEL
I defy any man that speaks it.

FIDELI
Hah!
Defy this noble, honest gentleman!
Defy him; he shall spit it on thy face,
Thy beard scald doctor.

PARIDEL
And dost thou betray me?
Sayst thou so?

COUSIN
And will seal my speech with blood.

PARIDEL
My no against his yea.My no is as good.

FIDELI
Better, his yeas go naked, and your nos
Very well cloakd.Off, truth naked goes,
And heres his naked truth. [Shows his drawn dagger.

TITANIA
Again.

PARIDEL
Oh, me.
Now nothing but your mercy on me can save.

TITANIA
It must not.Princes that would safely live
May grieve at traitors falls but not forgive.
Let him be summond to the bar of shame.

PARIDEL
Tis welcome.A black life ends in black fame. [Exit.

OMNES
Away with him.

PARTHENOPHIL
Now to the business
We have on foot.

FIDELI
Ay, ay, look to the head.
The hangman cures those members.

TITANIA
What is done?

FLORIMELL
This, sacred lady:we with either hand
Have raisd an army both by sea and land.
Your goodly ships bear the most royal freight
That the world owes, true hearts.Their wombs are full
Of noble spirits, each man in his face
Shows a kings daunting look; the soldiers stand
So thickly on the deck, so bravely plumd,
The silken streamers waving oer their heads,
That, seeing them, you would judge twere Pentecost,
And that the jolly youngsters of your towns
Had flockd together in gay multitudes
For May-games, and for summer merriments,
They look so cheerily.In such little room
So many Fairies never dwelt at once,
Never so many men were born so soon
The drum that gave the call could not be heard
For jostling armours.Eer the call was done,
It was so ringd about with groves of pikes,
That when they break on both sides to give way
The beating of the drum was thunders noise,
Whilst coats of steel clashd so on coats of steal,
Helmets on helmets that they struck out fire
From the huge Cyclops-hammer, when they sweat
To forge Joves thunder.And in such a heat
With quickness rush they armed forth, captains swore,
Harness was sure the clothes they daily wore.
Men faster came to fight than to a feast.

FIDELI
Nay, women sued to us they might be pressd.

PARTHENOPHIL
Old grandams that on crutches bear up age
Full nimbly buckles armours on their sons
And when twas on, she clappd him on his back
And spake thus, run my boy, fight till thart dead,
Thy blood can never be more bravely shed.

TITANIA
How are the numbers you have levied?

FIDELI
What your sea-forces are, this brief doth speak.

ELFIRON
We have raisd double walls to fence your land.
The one the body of a standing camp,
Whose tents by this are pitchd in Beria,
On the shores point to bar the foe from footing.

TITANIA
Over that camp at Beria we create
You, Florimell, Lieutenant General.

ELFIRON
The other is to guard your royal person.

TITANIA
Whose charge is yours.The sea, Fideli, yours.

ELFIRON
The standing camp of horsemen and of foot,
These numbers fill.
Lancers two hundred fifty-three.Hosemen, seven hundred sixty-nine.Footmen, twenty-two thousand.
The moving army, which attends on you,
Is thus made up:
Of horsemen and of foot, Lancers four hundred eighty-one.Light horsemen, one thousand four hundred twenty-one.Footmen, thirty-four thousand fifty.

TITANIA
We do not raise our hopes on points of spears.
A handful is an host in a good fight.
Lambs may beat lions in a war not right.
The general of all armies be our leader.
Be full of courage, lords, as yare in years.
For this be sure well not outlive our peers.

FIDELI
Well all live, but will first have them by thears.

TITANIA
Go on; your conduct be the prosperous hand.
Make you the sea good; well not lose the land.
Your queen will to the field.It shall be said
Once soldiers to their captain had a maid. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Three
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ENTER TRUTH AND PLAIN DEALING, leading Soldiers with drum and colours; TIME meeting them.

TIME
You sweat well in this harvest.

PLAIN DEALING
Nay, when we come to bind up the whore of Babylons punks and pinnaces in sheaves, well sweat worse.

TIME
Have you bestowed the other bands?

TRUTH
I have.

TIME
Incorporate this to you then.Tis the mandate
Of your lieutenant general.You fight
In your great Fairys quarrel, and Truths right.
Stand therefore tot?

VOLUNTEER
I will have no wounds on my shoulders.I scorn to run or to cry out of warlike kibes in the heel.

TIME
Go, thou most god-like maid, and buck on
The breastplates fetchd from thine own armoury.
Let every soldier were one, on each leader
Bestow a guiding-staff and a strong shield
That may as faithful be to his good sword
As thou art to his heart.Head all the spears
With gold of angel-proof.Sit like a dove
Upon the horsemans helm, and on his face
Fan with thy silver wings sweet victory.
Go, beat thy drum, that men may know thy march,
Spread thine own colours, Truth, so let them shine.
Soldiers may swear theyll follow none but thine.
Away.

TRUTH
I fly, swift as the winged wings.[Exit.

PLAIN DEALING
Today is workaday with me for all I have my best clothes on.What do you set me to?

TIME
Go thou and sweep thabuses from the camp.

PLAIN DEALING
Conscience has left no brooms big enough to do that clean.

TIME
Then purge the tents of all infectious airs.

PLAIN DEALING
Yonders one infection new broke out, if it be not topd from running, will choke us all.

TIME
Name it.Ill minister the remedy.

PLAIN DEALING
Time may do it.This tis:a broker and his wife that droppd out of the hangmans budget but last day are now eating into the camp, and are victuallers to it.Their very cans have hoops of gold lace now, that hangd captains jerkins all oer but yesterday.Fifteen lieutenants have eaten up their buff jerkins with cheese and mustard.Nay, this villain of fourscore ithhundred has set up three armourers shops with harness caps and pewter coats that are lined clean out with ale.The rogue lies every night upon as many feathers which grew in soldiers hats as will undo four hundred schoolmasters to hire them for their boys to go a feasting.

TIME
Breed such disorders mongst the soldiers?

PLAIN DEALING
They swarm like lice.Nay, his wife tickles it too for three musketeers came but to drink tobacco in her cabin, and she fired their flasks and touch-boxes.

TIME
Go rid the camp of these and all like these.

PLAIN DEALING
If any soldier swear Ill cashier him too.

TRUTH
You will scarce leave two in the army then.

PLAIN DEALING
What shall I do with those pioneers yonder?

TRUTH
You know the ground; lead them to cast up trenches.
Away.

PLAIN DEALING
They are by this time leading one another, for when I left them, I left them all casting.Ill now go see what it comes to.[Exit.

TRUTH
Ill fly hence to the fleet of Babylon,
And from their tacklings and their mainmast tops
Time shall shoot vengeance through his bow of steel,
Wedge-like, to split their navy to the keel.
Ill cut their princes down as blades of grass,
As this glass, so the Babylonian power,
The higher shall run out to fill the lower. [Exit.


Act Five, Scene Four
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THE SEA FIGHT.Enter the THREE KINGS.

THIRD KING
The sulphurous Ætna belcheth on our ships,
Cut cables, or the whole fleet drowns in fire.

FIRST KING
Holla!

SECOND KING
Of Babylon.

FIRST KING
What hulks are these
That are on fire?

THIRD KING
The devils.The seas on fire;
The devil sure takes tobacco.

FIRST KING
Wheres Medina?

SECOND KING
Close under hatches, dares not show his head.

THIRD KING
Damnation on such liverd generals.
Wheres brave Ricalde?

SECOND KING
Who?

THIRD KING
Our admiral.
The admiral of our navy, wise Ricalde.

SECOND KING
Our stouty and brave Ricalde keeps his bed.

THIRD KING
All poxes fire him out.Pedro de Valdes,
Having about him fifty cannons throats
Stretchd wide to bark is boarded, taken.

SECOND KING
Taken?

THIRD KING
Without resistance.Pyementelly sink,
Oquendo burnt, Moncada drownd or slain.

FIRST KING
The ship of all our medicaments is lost.

THIRD KING
Dogs eat our medicaments, such are our wounds.
We more shall sextons need than surgeons.

SECOND KING
What course is best?

THIRD KING
Tis best to get the day,
Is to hoist sails up and away!

OMNES
Away, away, hoise sails up and away!

THIRD KING
A world of men and wealth lost in one day! [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Five
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ENTER FLORIMELL, FOLLOWED by Captains, Mariners and Gunners with linstocks.

FLORIMELL
Shoot, shoot!They answer.Brave!More linstocks!Shoot!The stratagem droppd down from heaven in fire.

OMNES
Board, board.Hoise more sales up!They fly!Shoot, shoot! [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Six
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ENTER TITANIA IN the camp with ELFIRON, FIDELI, PARTHENOPHIL, Officers, and Soldiers.

TITANIA
We never held a royal court till now.
Warriors, would it not seem most glorious
To have embassadors to greet us thus?
Our chair of state, a drum; for sumptuous robes
Ruffling about us, heads casd up in globes
Of bright reflecting steel; for revellers,
Treading soft measures, marching soldiers.
Trust me, I like the martial life so well
I could change courts to camps, in fields to dwell.
Tis a brave life.Methinks it best becomes
A prince to march thus, between guns and drums.
My fellow soldiers, I date swear youll fight
To the last man, your captain being in sight.

VOLUNTEER
To the last least mans little finger! [They shoot.A peal goes off.

FIDELI
What flames through all our blood your breath inspires!

TITANIA
For that we come not.No breast here wants fires.
Twas kindled in their cradles, strength, courage, zeal,
Meet in each bosom like a three-fold flood,
We come with yours to venture our own blood.
For you and we are fellows; thus appears it.
The soldier keeps the crown on, the prince wears it.
Of all men you we hold the most, most dear,
But for a soldier I had not been here.

FIDELI
Do not the guns offend you?

TITANIA
How?We are tried.
Why, Im born a soldier by the fathers side.
The cannon, thunders zany, plays to us
Soft musics tunes, and more melodious,
And we more rarely like, because all these
That now can speak the language of stern war
Could not speak swords or guns, nay, scarce could go,
Nay, were no born, but like to new-sown grain,
Lay hid ithmold, when we went to be crownd,
Though now thare tall corn fields covering the ground.

Enter PLAIN DEALING.

PLAIN DEALING
Room, room!News, news!The youngest news that ever was brought forth amongst men at arms.A woman, sweet mistress, is brought to bed of a man child ithcamp; a boy that looks as if he would shoot off already.The bed they have swaddld him in is the piece of an old torn ancient; his blankets are two soldiers mandilions.His cradle is the hollow back piece of a rusty armour.His head lies in a murren thats quilted to keep him warm.The first thing that ever he laid hold on was a truncheon on which a captain leand to look upon him.Hell be a warrior, I warrant.A can of beer is set to his mouth already, yet I doubt hell prove but a victualler to the camp.A notable fat double-chinnd bulchin.

TITANIA
A child born in our camp!Go give him fame.
Let him be Beria calld, by the camps name.

PLAIN DEALING
Thats his name then.Beria. Instead of a midwife, a captain shall bear him to the fount, and if there by any woman to follow it, they shall either trail pikes, or shoot in calivers.Who would sweat thus to get gossips for another mans child?But fathers themselves are gulld so sometimes.Farewell, mistress.

Enter TIME, FLORIMELL, Captains, and Soldiers.

TITANIA
With roses us your crown, yourself with palm.

FLORIMELL
Had we all wounds, your words are sovereign balm.

TITANIA
Are those clouds sperst that strove to dim our light?

FLORIMELL
And driven into the gloomy caves of night.

TITANIA
Our hands be heavd up for it.

TIME
Theres good cause.
Were bound to do so by the higher laws.
Those roaring whales came with devouring wombs
To swallow up your kingdoms.Foolish heirs!
When half of them scarce knew where it did stand,
Under the zenith, did they share your land!
At dice they playd for Fairies; at each cast
A knight at least was lost.What do you sit?
This knight, cries one, and names him.No, a lord,
Or none!He throws and sweeps the board.
His hat is full of lords up to the brim.
The sea threw next at all, won all and him!
Would you these gamesters see now?

FIDELI
See now?Where?
Theyll scarce see us, the last fight cost so dear.

TIME
Bid you me do it, tis done.Time takes such pride
To wait on you; heal lackey by your side.
Those days of their arrival, battle, flight
And ignominious shipwreck, like lost arrows,
Are out of reach.Of them the world receives
But what Times book shows turning back the leaves.
But if youll see this concubine of kings
In her majestic madness with her sons,
That hour is now but numbring out in sand
For you and for your Fairies sweet delight,
Time shall do this.

TITANIA
Twill be a glorious sight.

TIME
Unseen you shall both see and hear these wonders
On the green mount of truth.Let the army move
And meet you in the vale of Oberon.
Your captives are sent thither.Quick as thought
You shall fly hence upon my active wings.
Time, at one instant, sees all courts of kings. [Exeunt TIME, Soldiers, &c.

TIME descending.Enter the EMPRESS, Three KINGS, and Four CARDINALS.

EMPRESS
Hence.Sting me not.Yare scorpions to my breast,
Diseases to my blood.He dies that speaks.

THIRD KING
Yare mad.

FIRST AND SECOND KINGS
Yare mad.

FOURTH CARDINAL
Oh, falls not heaven!

EMPRESS
Be silent.
Be damnd your speech, as yare for act.
You are all blackand close conspirators
In our disgrace.

THIRD KING
You lie.

FOURTH CARDINAL
Oh, horrible!

THIRD KING
You rave yet know not why.

EMPRESS
Thou sayst alls lost.

THIRD KING
Drownd, burnt, split upon rocks, cast overboard,
Throats cut by kerns whose hairs like elf-locks hang.

SECOND KING
One of those shamrock-eaters at one breakfast
Slit fourscore weasond-pipes of ours.

FIRST KING
Of yours.
Oquendo burnt, Piamentelli slain,
Pedro de Valdes taen.

FIRST CARDINAL
Could dwarfs beat giants?

THIRD KING
In one day fell five hundred.Galleons fifteen
Drownd at the same time, or which was worser, taken.
The same day made a thousand prisoners.
Yet not a cherry stone of theirs was sunk,
Not a man slain or taen, nor drownd.

EMPRESS
Oh, damnd!

THIRD KING
Two with two spit-frog rapiers took a galleon.

FIRST CARDINAL
Oh, pity her!

THIRD KING
Let her taste all.

EMPRESS
Fall, thunder,
And wedge me into earth, stiff as I am.
So I may be but deaf, turn me into
A speckled adder.Oh, you mountains fall
And cover me, that of me, memory
May never more be found!

FOURTH CARDINAL
Oh, holy mother!

EMPRESS
Earth, Ill such all thy venom to my breast.
It cannot hurt me so as do my sons,
My disobedient, desperate, dampend sons.
My heavy curse shall strike you.

FIRST CARDINAL
Oh, kneel down,
Kneel down and beg a pardon, lest her curse  

FIRST KING
Ay, thats the block.We must kneel or do worse.

FIRST CARDINAL
Lift up your sacred head.Your children come
Upon their knees to take a mothers doom.

EMPRESS
Oh, Syrian panthers!You spend breath most sweet,
But you are spotted oer from head to feet.
This neck Ill yoke, this throat a stairs Ill make
By which Ill climb.Like stubble thou shalt burn
In my hot vengeance.

SECOND KING
Vengeance I defy.
I shall fall from thee, since thou makst my breast
Thy scorn.True kings such baseness will detest.
Electors will I call and they shall make thee
But servant of mine empire.They shall thrust
A ring into thy nostrils.

EMPRESS
Come, let me kiss thy cheek.I did but jest.

TITANIA
Mark:those that most adore her, most are slavd.
She never does grow base, but when shes bravd.

THIRD KING
You seem still angry.

EMPRESS
No; yes.Lead the way.
Never was day to me thus tragical.
Great Babylon thus low did never fall.

TITANIA
Thanks, Time, for this.Launch forth to Oberons vale.
We are near shore; your hands to strike the sail. [Exeunt.

FINIS
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Dramatis Personæ
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ALPHONSO, King of Naples.
DUKE OF CALABRIA.
OCTAVIO, Uncles to
ASTOLFO Alphonso.
NARCISSO,
JOVINELLI , Counts of
BRISCO, Naples.
SPENDOLA,
BARTERVILE, a Merchant.
PRIOR,
SUB-PRIOR, Friars.
ALPHEGE ,
HILLARY,
SCUMBROTH, a cook.
RUFFMAN, disguised as BOHOR,
SHACKLESOUL, disguised as FRIAR RUSH,
LURCHALL, Devils.
LUCIFER,
GLITTERBACK, a spirit.
Two Gentlemen.
FARNEZE, a Gentleman.

ERMINHILD, Princess of Calabria.

PLUTO,
CHARON,
MINOS,
ÆACUS,
RHADAMANTH, Tormentors in Hell.
RAVAILLAC,
GUY FAWKES,
A Prodigal.
A Puritan .

A Soldier, Scholar, Mariner, Bravo, Italian Zany, Courtesans, Friars, Pilgrims, Servants, Devils, Furies.


A Message to the Reader
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To my Loving, and Loved Friends, and Fellows,
the Queens Majestys Servants.
Knowledge and reward dwell far asunder.Greatness lay once between them.But, in his stead, covetousness now.An ill neighbour, a bad benefactor, no paymaster to poets.By this hard housekeeping, or rather shutting up of liberalitys doors, merit goes a-begging, and learning starves.Books had wont to have patrons, and now patrons have books.The snuff that is lighted consumes that which feeds it.A sign the world hath an ill ear when no music is food, unless it strikes up for nothing.I have sung so, but will no more.A hue and cry follow his wit that sleeps tunes are sounding.But tis now the fashion, lords, look well.Gulls, swear well, but none, give well.I leave, therefore all for you, and all that this can be to you.Not in hope to have, but in recognition of what I have, as I think already, your loves.

Acknowledgement is part of payment sometimes, but it neither is, nor shall be, between you and me, a cancelling.I have cast mine eye upon many, but find none more fit, none more worthy, to patronize this, than you, who have protected it.Your cost, counsel, and labour, had been ill spent if a second should by my hand snatch from you this glory.No, when Fortune, in her blind pride, set her foot upon this imperfect building, as scorning the foundation and workmanship, you,gently razed it up, on the same columns, the frontispiece only a little more garnished.To you, therefore, deservedly is the whore frame consecrated.For I durst swear, if wishes and curses could have become witches, the neck of this harmless devil had long ago been broken.

But I am glad that ignorance, so insolent for being flattered, is not stripped naked, and her deformities discovered; and more glad, that envy sits maddingly gnawing her own snakes, whose stings she had armed to strike others.Feed let her so still.So, still let the other be laughed at.Whilst I, pitying the one and not dreading the other, send these my wishes flying into your bosoms.That the god of poets may never pester your stage with a Cherilus nor a Suffenus, males eminent in nothing but in long ears, in kicking and in bragging out calumnies, upon whore cruppers may be aptly pined, that moral of poor Ocnus making ropes in hell, whilst an ass stands by, and, as he twists, bites them in sunder.But if his versifying deity sends you any, I wish they may be such as are worthy to sit at the Table of the Sun.None else.

I wish a fair and fortunate day to your next new play, for the makers sake and your own, because such brave triumphs of poesy and elaborate industry, which my worthy friends muse hath there set forth, deserve a theatre full of very muses themselves to be spectators.To that fair day I wish a full, free, and knowing auditor.And to that full audience, one honest door-keeper.So, fare-well.

Yours.Tho: Dekker.


Prologue
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Would twere a custom that at all new plays
The makers sat oth stage, either with bays
To have their works crownd, or beaten in with hissing,
Pied and bold idiots, durst not then sit kissing
A muses cheek.Shame would base changelings wean
From sucking the mellifluous Hypocrene,
Who write as blind men shoot, by hap, not aim.
So, fools, by lucky throwing, oft win the game.
Phœbus has many bastards, true sons few.
I mean of those, whose quick clear eyes can view
Poesys pure essence, it being so divine,
That the suns fires, even when they brightest shine,
Or lightening, when most subtle Jove does spend it,
May as soon be approachd, weighed, touchd, or comprehended.
But tis with poets now, as tis with nations,
Th ill-favoured vices are the bravest fashions.
A play whose rudeness, Indians would abhor
Ift fill a house with fishwives, rare, they all roar.
It is not praise that is sought for, not, but pence,
Though droppd from greasy apron audience.
Clappd may he be with thunder that plucks bays
With such foul hands, and with squint eyes does gaze
On Pallas shield, not caring, so he gains
A cramd third-day, what filth drops from his brains.
Let those that love Pans pipe dance still to Pan;
They shall but get long ears by it.Give me that man
Who, when the plague of an impostumd brains,
Breaking out, infects a theatre and hotly reigns,
Killing the hearers hearts, that the vast rooms
Stand empty, like so many dead mens tombs,
Can call the banishd auditor home, and tie
His ear, with golden chains, to his melody,
Can draw with adamantine pen, even creatures
Forgd out of th hammer, on tiptoe, to reach up
And, from rare silence, clap their brawny hands
Tapplaud what their charmd soul scarce understands.
That man give me, whose breast filld by the muses,
With raptures, into a second, them infuses,
Can give an actor sorrow, rage, joy, passion,
Whilst he again, by self same agitation,
Commands the hearers, sometimes drawing out tears,
Then smiles, and fills them both with hopes and fears.
That man give me.And to be such-a-one,
Our poet, this day, strives, or to be none,
Lend not, him, hands for pity, but for merit,
If he please, hes crownd; if not, his fate must bear it.


Act One, Scene One
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ENTER, AT THE sound of hellish music, PLUTO and CHARNO.

PLUTO
Ha!

CHARON
So.

PLUTO
What so?

CHARON
Ill be thy slave no longer.

PLUTO

What, slave?

CHARON
Hells drudge, her galley-slave.I ha wore
My flesh to th bones, bones marrowless, at the oar
Tugging to waft to thy Stygian empire, souls
Which, but for Charon, never had come in shoals,
Yet, swarmd they near so, them on shore I set;
Hell gets by Charon, what does Charon get?

PLUTO
His fare.

CHARON
Scurvy fare!Ill first cry garlic.

PLUTO
Do:
And make hell stink, as that does hither.

CHARON
If I do!
Some like that smell.My boat to shore Ill pull,
Not work a stroke more.

PLUTO
How?

CHARON
Not touch a scull.

PLUTO
Why?

CHARON
I ha no doings.Graves-end-barge has more,
And carries as good as any are in hell.
I fear thinfernal rivers are frozen oer,
So few by water come; else the whores that dwell
Next door to hell to about; besides, tis thought
That men to find hell now new ways have sought,
As Spaniards did to the Indies.Pluto, mend
My wages, or row thyself.

PLUTO
Ugly, grumbling slave!
Have I not raisd thy price?Yet still dost crave?
Such bold brave beggars, heard of neer before,
Are thy fares now; they teach thee to beg more.
Thy fare was, first, a half-penny, then the souls gave thee
A penny, then three half-pence.We shall have thee,
As market folks in dearth, so damned deer,
Men will not come to hell, crying out thare here
Worse rackd then thare in taverns.Why dost thou howl for money?

CHARON
For money.Ill have two pence for each soul
I ferry over.Im old, crazd, stiff, and lamd.
That soul thats not worth two pence would twere damnd!

PLUTO
Thou shalt not.

CHARON
I will have it, or lie still.
If Charon fill hell, hell shall Charon fill.
For ghosts not come not thronging to my boat,
But drop by one and one in; none of note
Are fares now.I had wont brave fellows to ply,
Who, hackd and mangled, did in battles die.
But not these gallants which do walk hells rounds
Are fuller of diseases then of wounds.
If wounded any take my boat, they roar,
Being stabd, either drunk, or slain about some whore.
Thats all the fight now.

PRODIGAL
[Within.] Charon!

PLUTO
Get thee gone,
That calld for.

PRODIGAL
[Within.] Charon!

CHARON
Bawl not.Ill come anon.
Hags of hell gnaw thee with their foul furd-gums.
Pluto, no wonder if so few hither come.

PLUTO
Why?

CHARON
Gingerly; see, see.
One of thine own promoters, with hawks eyes
That should for prey be watching, here snoring lies.

PLUTO
With a mischief!Cabind!A fury.

CHARON
Ill ferret out more.

RUFFMAN comes up; Fury enters.
Another; look; dancing, a bawd ons knees.

Enter SHACKLE-SOUL comes up.

SHACKLE-SOUL
I do enquire if rich bawds carted be
On earth, as well as poor ones.I sleep not, Pluto.

PLUTO
Twist stronger knotted whips.Ill wake you, slaves.

LURCHALL and another spirit comes up.

CHARON
Two of thy sumners dead drunk here too.

LURCHALL
Thou liest.

PRODIGAL
[Within.] Charon.

CHARON
I come.If I must work, let these
Thy prentices ply their occupation
Tuphold hells kingdom.More must work than one.[Exit.

PLUTO
Ha!Are there whipping-posts for such as dwell
In idleness on earth, and yet shall hell,
As if we took bribes here too, let such pass?
Ill have you tawd, if not the world as twas?
Once mother of rapes, incests, and sodomies
Atheism, and blasphemies, plump boys indeed,
That suckd our dams breast; is she now barren?Ha!
Is there a dearth of villains?

OMNES
More now than ever.

PLUTO
Is there such penury of man-kind, hell-hounds?
You can lie snoring.

RUFFMAN
Each land is full of rake-hells.

SHACKLE-SOUL
But shoals of sharks eat up the fish at sea.

LURCHALL
Brave pitchy villains there.

PLUTOYet you playing here.

OMNES
No, no, most awful Pluto.

PLUTO
Were you good hell-hounds, every day should be
A Simon-and-Jude, to crown our board with feasts
Of black-eyd souls each minute.Were you honest devils
Each officer in hell should have at least
A brace of whores to his breakfast; above us dwell
Devils braver and more subtle then in hell.

OMNES
Well fill thy palace with them.

PLUTO
Ill try that.Go.
Ruffman, take instantly a courtiers shape
Of any country.Choose thine own disguise
And return swiftly.

RUFFMAN
Yes. [Exit.

PLUTO
Shackle-Soul, wear thou
A friars grave habit.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Well. [Exit.

PLUTO
Grumble, walk thou
In treble-ruffs like a merchant.

LURCHALL
So, tis done. [Exit.

PLUTO
The burrs of our litigious courts had wont
To crack with thronging pleaders, whose loud din
Shook the infernal hell, as ift had been
An earthquake bursting from the deep abyss,
Or else Joves thunder, thrown at the head of Dis,
The god of gold, for hiding it below,
Thereby to tempt churls hither.Nor did we know
What a vacation meant; continual term
Fattend hells lawyers, and shall so again.

Enter RUFFMAN, SHACKLE-SOUL and LURCHALL, in different shapes.

RUFFMAN

Here.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Here.

LURCHELL
Command us.

PLUTO
Fly into the world,
As yare in shapes transformd, be so in name,
For men are out-sides only; be you the same.
Hie thee to Naples, Ruffman, thou shalt find
A prince there, newly crownd, aptly inclind
To any bendings.Lest his youthful brows
Reach at stars only, weigh down his loftiest boughs
With leaden plomets, poison his best thought with taste
Of things most sensual; if the heart once wast
The body feels consumption; good or bad kings
Breed subjects like them.Clear streams flow from clear springs.
Turn therefore Naples to a puddle, with a civil
Much promising face, and well oild, play the court devil.

RUFFMAN
Ill dot in bravery; if as deep as hell
Thy large ears hear a land curse me, my parts playd well.

PLUTO
Fly, Shackle-Soul.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Whither?

PLUTO
To the friary,
Best famd in Naples for strict orders.Throw
What nets thou seest can catch them.Amongst them sow
Seeds of contention, or what-ever sin
They most abhor, sweat thou to bring that in.

SHACKLE-SOUL
A wolf in lamb-skin leaps into the rout.
Bell, book, and candle cannot curse me out.
Ill curse faster than they.

PLUTO
Do.Grumble.

LURCHELL
Here.

PLUTO
Be thou a city-devil, make thy hands
Of harpies claws, which bring on courtiers lands
Once fastend, neer let loose the merchants play,
And on the burse, see thou thy flag display
Of politic bankruptism.Train up as many
To fight under it, as thou canst, for nows not any
That break, theyll break their necks first.If, beside
Thou canst not through the whole city meet with pride,
Riot, lechery, envy, avarice, and such stuff,
Bring em all in couchd; the gates are wide enough.
The spirit of gold instruct thee.Hence all.

OMNES
Fly.

PLUTO
Stay, lest you should want helper, at your calling
Any devils shall come: Starch-Hound, Tobacco-spawling,
Upshotten, Suckland, Glitterback, or any
Whom you shall need to employ; but call not many.
Theres but few good in hell.And stay, remember
We all meet to hear how you prosper.

OMNES
Where?

PLUTO
The tree
Blasted with goblins, that about whose root
Five mandrakes grow, ith grove by Naples there.
Meet there.

OMNES
We shall.

PLUTO
Our blessings with you bear.

RUFFMAN
Dread king of ghosts, well ply our thrift so well,
Thou shalt be forcd to enlarge thy jail of hell.

PLUTO
Be quick, thart best.Let saucy mortals know
How ere they sleep, theres one wakes here below.[Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Two
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ENTER ALPHONSO, KING of Naples, crownd, wearing robes imperial, swords of state, maces, &c., being borne before him by OCTAVIO, ASTOLFO, two Uncles, NARCISSO, JOVINELI, BRISCO, counts, with others; COUNT SPENDOLA meeting them.

SPENDOLA
One of those gallant troops went forth to meet
Your admird Mistress, Erminhild the fair,
Hath left your convoy with her on the way.

KING
And brings glad news of her being here this day.
Let cannons tell in thunder her arrival,
When shes at hand, our self will meet her.

OMNES
On! [Flourish. He takes his seat; all kneel.

KING
Pray rise.Until about our brows were thrown
These sparkling beams, such adoration
Was not bestowd on us; whom does the knee
Thus lowly worship?This idol, gold, or me?
Indeed, tis the worlds saint.If that you adore.
Go, pray to your coffers.None to us shall bow.
Give gold your knees.

OCTAVIO
Whose own voice doth allow
That subjects should to those who are supreme
Bend, as to God, all kings being like to him.

ASTOLFO
Thou wonder of thy time, Ill pray no more
To thee of duty than has been before
And ever shall be payd to those sit high.

KING
Pray, mock not me with such idolatry.
Kings, Gods are, I confess, but gods of clay.
Brittle as you are, you as good as they,
Only in weight they differ.This poor dram,
Yet all but flesh and blood.And such I am.
If such, pray let me eat, drink, sleep, and walk,
Not lookd clean through, with superstitious eyes,
Not stard at like a comet.As you go
Or speak or feed, unwondered at, let me so.

OCTAVIO
Not kings of ceremony.

KING
Uncle, what then?
Still they are kings.

OCTAVIO
But show like common men.

KING
Good uncle, know, no sun in this our sphere
Shall rule but we; let others shine as clear
In goodness.None in greatness shall.

ASTOLFO
Blessd reign!
The golden world is molding new again.

KING
All that I crave is this, and tis not new:
Pray unto Cæsar, only Cæsars due.

OCTAVIO
We owe thee loyal hearts, and those well pay
Each minute, mirror of kings.

JOVINELLI
Mark, the old lords promise their hearts, but no money.

OCTAVIO
Here are the names of bold conspirators,
Young Catilines, and far more desperate,
Who in your fathers days kindled the fires
Of hot rebellion.

KING
Which are now burnt out.

OCTAVIO
Who knows that?Embers in dead ashes lie.
King, set thy hand to this, let traitors die.

ASTOLFO
Tis fit you should do so.

OCTAVIO
Sound policy.

KING
Men many things hold fit, that are not good.
A young beginner and set up in blood!
Butchers can do no more.Shall records say,
Being crownd, he playd the tyrant the first day.
How shall the chronicler be cursd?Your paper.
When such a fatal book comes in my sight,
Ill with Vespasian wish I could not write.
Their bond is cancelld.I forgive the debt.
See that at liberty they all be set.

OMNES
A princely act.

OCTAVIO
If wisely tis well done.

SPENDOLA
That reign must boast, which mercy has begun.

KING
Bear witness all, what pace the chariot wheels
Of our new gilded sovereign shall run.

BRISCO
A main gallop, I hope.

KING
And here I vow to end as tis begun.

ASTOLFO
Heaven fill thee full of days, but, being all told,
Ending no worse, their sum well write in gold.

OCTAVIO
The course youll take, dear lord.

KING
This: pray observe it.

JOVINELLI
Call you this coronation day?Would I were ith streets where the conduits run claret wine, theres some good fellowship.

OCTAVIO
Peace.

KING
Each week within the year shall be a book
Which each day Ill read oer.I well may dot.
The book being but six leaves, six days, the seventh
Be his that owes it.Sacred is that and high.
And who profanes one hour in that, shall die.

SPENDOLA
How many will be left alive then, this fortnight?

OCTAVIO
First, beat all taverns down, then souls are lost,
Being drownd in surfeits, on that seventh day most.
Stay, best of kings, mine own hand shall set sown
What laws thou madst first day thou worst a crown.

KING
Write Monday.

OCTAVIO

So, so Monday.

JOVINELLI
They say Mondays shoemakers holiday.Ill fall to that trade.

OCTAVIO
I have writ it down, my liege.

JOVINELLI
Peace, harken to your lesson.

KING
That day, from morn till night, Ill execute
The office of a judge, and weigh out laws
With even scales.

JOVINELLI
Thats more than grocers do.

KING
The poor and rich mans cause
Ill poise alike.It shall be my chief care
That bribes and wrangling be pitchd oer the bar.

JOVINELLI
We shall have old breaking of necks then.

KING
Down with that first.

OCTAVIO
O for a pen of gold!
Youll have no bribes.

KING
None.

OCTAVIO
Yet term-time all the year.
A good strong law-suit cannot now cost dear.

KING
Have you done?

OCTAVIO
Im at bribes and wrangling,  done presently.

NARCISSO
We must all turn pettifoggers, and instead of gilt rapiers, hang buckram bags at our girdles.

JOVINELLI
All my clients shall be women.

SPENDOLA
Why?

JOVINELLI
Because they are easiest fetched over.Theres something to be gotten out of them.

OCTAVIO
Thy Mondays task is done.Whats next?

JOVINELLI
Sunday, if the week goes backward.

KING
Tuesdays, well sit to hear the poor mans cries,
Orphans and widows, our own princely eyes
Shall their petitions read.Our progress then
Shall be to hospitals which good minded men
Have built to pious use, for lame, sick, and poor.
Well see whats given, what spent, and what flows oer.
Churls, with Gods money, shall not feast, swill wine,
And fat their rank guts whilst poor wretches pine.

JOVINELLI
This is a brave world for beggars, if it hold.

OCTAVIO
Poor wretches pine, so are they left.Toth next.

KING
Wednesdays, well spend  

JOVINELLI
In fish dinners.

KING
In thaffairs
Of foreign states, treat with embassadors,
Hear them and give them answers.Thursday, for wars.

JOVINELLI
Thats well; better be together by th ears then to go halting to hospitals.

KING
Our Neapolitan youths, that day, shall try
Their skill in arms; poor scornd soldiers
Shall not be sufferd beg here, as in some lands,
Nor stoop slave-like to captains proud commands,
Starve, and lie nasty, when the self-same pay
The soldier fights for, keeps the leaders gay.
Nor shall he through ice and fire make grey his head,
Wear out new moons, only to earn his bread,
Wade up to th beard in torrents, and be drownd
All save the head; march hard to meet a wound
Ith very face, and even his heart-strings crack
To win a town, yet not to clothe his back;
And the black storm of troubles being gone
Shund like a creditor, not looked upon
But as court-pallets, when bright day draws nigh,
Rolld up in some dark corner is thrown by.
Uncle, write that.

OCTAVIO
Fast as my pen can trot.

SPENDOLA
What a number of totterd rogues will be turnd into brave fellows a this new change of the moon.

JOVINELLI
The braver they are, the sooner are mercers undone.

OCTAVIO
Soldiers are down too.

KING
Down with learning next.
For Friday shall be spent ith reverend schools,
Where well sift bran from flour, hiss babbling fools
But crown the deep-braind disputant, none shall hold
Three or four church-livings, got by simonious gold,
In them, to fat himself as in a sty
When greater scholars languish in beggary,
And in thin threadbare cassocks wear out their age,
And bury them their worth in some by vicarage.
This well see mended.

JOVINELLI
Tithe pigs, youll smoke for this.

KING
So set it down.

OCTAVIO
Scholars languish in beggary.So,
Thy Fridays law is writ.For Saturday, what?

KING
Ay, marry, sir, all our cares now for that.
Well, to begin, and not end so were base,
The winning of the gold crowns each mans race.

NARCISSO stepping in before the scene, enters here.

NARCISSO
Sir, theres a stranger newly arrivd your court,

And much importunes to behold your Highness.

KING
What is he?

NARCISSO
Of goodly presence.

KING
Let him see us.

RUFFMAN, as BOHOR, brought in by all.

RUFFMAN
The powers that guide me guard thee.I have heard thy name
In regions far hence, where it does resound
Louder than here at home; to touch this ground
I ha passed through countries, into which none here
Would willingly sail, I think, and with me bring
My love and service, which to your grace I tender.

KING
What are you, and whence come you?

RUFFMAN
From Helvetia.

SPENDOLA
What hell, says he?

JOVINELLI
Peace!You shall know hot hell time enough.

RUFFMAN
I am a Helvetian born; the house from which
I am descended, ancient and well known
To many princes.Bohor is my name.

JOVINELLI
Zounds!Bohor!Has struck two of my teeth out with his name.

RUFFMAN
A Shalkan Tartar being my grandfather,
Men call me Shalkan Bohor.About the world
My travels make a girdle, perfect round,
So that, what wonder kings on earth ever found
I know, and what I know, is yours.

KING
Brave Helvetian!
We give you thanks and welcome.Your arrival
Is fair and to our wish, of all those days
Which Time sets down, to number up a week,
Every day have we tasked, save only one.
How in these courts of kings, through which you have gone,
Do princes waste their hours?

RUFFMAN
How but in that,
For which they are born kings?Pleasure, every mans aim
Is to hit pleasure, only tis changd in name,
Thats all the difference.Are kings tyrants?Blood
Is then their pleasure; thirst they after wars.
Ambition tickles them, that for which man most cares,
Good or bad, tis his pleasure, and to gain it,
His soul must compass it, though hell restrain it;
To this mark all mens thoughts.Creation drew
That all might strive for a thing, thats got by few.
Who are those few but kings?And tis fit they
Should have it, because true pleasure does some decay.

KING
How like you his council?

OMNES
Rarely.

OCTAVIO
What ruffians this?

KING
Bohor, thst warmd our young blood.All cares of state
Shall that day sleep, to ourself well Saturday have;
Pleasure, the slave of kings, shall then be our slave.
Lords, let there be a proclamation drawn,
What man soever, strange or native born,
Can feast our spleen, and heighten our delight,
He shall have gold and be our favourite.
Tilts, turnkeys, masques, plays, dancing, drinking deep,
Though ere noon all Naples lie dead drunk asleep.

OCTAVIO
How, King?

KING
Well have it so, uncle.

OMNES
Down with that too.

JOVINELLI
Print Saturday in great text letters.

OCTAVIO
Well, well, it shall.

Our swan turns crow, poisond with one drop of gall.

KING
Ill have this proclamation forthwith drawn.

NARCISSO
And publish all the days.

BRISCO
And Saturday.

JOVINELLI
Especially that at large if you can in red, like a dominical letter.

KING
Go see it done.

JOVINELLI
My task. [Exit.

KING
Why sigh you?Of six days, would you not spare me one?

OCTAVIO
Thine own laws from thine own mouth, well proclaim.
If thine own words thou eatst, bet thine own shame.

Enter JOVINELLI, hastily.

JOVINELLI
Your long expected happiness is arrivd,
The princess of Calabria.

KING
Thou crownst me again.
Dear uncle, honoured lords, with our whole court
Honour her hither.I am rapt with joy
And lost till I behold her.Fetch me my love.

OCTAVIO
I fear deep whirlpools though it run smooth above.

KING
To our worthy friend, your welcomes. [Exit OCTAVIO and ASTOLFO.

JOVINELLI
But pray, sir, tell us, mean you that we indeed
Shall have but one playing day through the whole week?

KING
All, Jovinelli, well be jovial all.

BRISCO

Till Saturday came, we lived in terrible fear.
Thank Bohor, who your dead spirits up did rear.

KING
Had I, as first I did begin, gone on
I, like a school-boy should have worn my crown
As if I had borrowed it.

RUFFMAN
Had been most vile.

KING
Ill be a sea, boundless.

SPENDOLO
Thou art a sun,
And let no base clouds muffle thee.

KING
Brave kings all!
Crown, sceptre, court, city, country, are at your call.

JOVINELLI
There spake young Jove indeed.

BRISCO
The tide now turns.

NARCISSO
And now well swim.

KING
And laugh, though the whole world mourns.

OMNES
Tantara, hey!

Flourish.Trumpets.Enter OCTAVIO and ASTOLFO, ushering
ERMINHILD, attended by Ladies and others.

NARCISSO
Call up your lustiest spirits.The ladys come.

KING
O my earthly bliss!Embrace!Kisses!How sweet
Are you to parted loves when they meet?
That entertainment which the duke your father
Lent royally, late to me, I now can pay
At a kings charge.To our Neapolitan court,
None, brightest Erminhild, can come longd for
More then your self.You have stoln upon us, lady.

ERMINHILD
You have good law against me, playing the thief,
Your grace may keep me prisoner.

KING
In these arms,
From whence not Jove shall ransom thee.We twain
Will wed, and bed, and get a prince shall reign
In Naples bravely, when we both lie dead.
Till then, pleasures wings, to their full breadth be spread. [Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Three
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Scene Three

Enter SCUMBROTH ringing a bell; ALPHEGE, a Friar, and
SHACKLE-SOUL, as FRIAR RUSH, with cloth to lay.

SCUMBROTH
A mangier, a mangier, a mangier, I must needs have a mangy voice, when I do nothing but bawl for a company of hungry scabs.A mangier!

ALPHEGE
You must be nimble, Rush.

SHACKLE-SOUL
As drawer in a new tavern, first day the bush is hung up.

SCUMBROTH
A mangier, a manger, a mangier![Exit.

ALPHAGE
So, the lord priors napkin here, there the subpriors, his knife and case of pick-tooths thus.As for the covent, let them lick their fingers instead of wiping, and suck their teeth instead of picking.

SHACKLE-SOUL
What other duty, sir, must I call mine?

ALPHAGE
As you are novice, you are to say grace demurely, wait on the priors trencher soberly, steal away a mouthful cunningly, and munch it up in a corner hungerly.Ply your office, Rush. [Exit.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Thanks, good Friar Alphege.Yes, Shackle-Soul will play
The task hes set to.Devils never idle lie.
Friar Rush!Ha, ha!Yhave now an excellent quire,
To sing in hell, the devil and the friar.

Enter PRIOR, SUBPRIOR, ALPHEGE, HILLARY, and other
Friars.All sit.Dishes brought in before.

PRIOR
Wheres Rush, our junior novice?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Here, lord prior.

PRIOR
Stand forth, and render thanks.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Hum, hum.
For our bread, wine, ail, and beer,
For the piping hot meals here,
For broths of sundry taste and sort,
For beef, veal, mutton, lamb, and pork.
Green-sauce with calfs head and bacon,
Pig and goose, and cramd-up capon.
For past raisd stiff with curious art,
Pie, custard, florentine and tart.
Bakd rumps, fried kidneys, and lam-stones,
Fat sweet breads, luscious maribones,
Artichoke, and oyster-pies,
Butterd crab, prawns, lobsters thighs,
Thanks be given for flesh and fishes,
With this choice of tempting dishes;
To which, preface, with blythe looks sit ye,
Rush bids this covent, much good dot ye.

PRIOR
How darst thou mock us, thou ill-naturd slave?

SUBPRIOR
Contemnst thou our order and religious fare?

SCUMBROTH
He has spoken treason to all our stomachs.

OMNES
Down with the villain!

SUBPRIOR
Mischief on us waits
If we feed so vile a wretch.

PRIOR
Thrust him out at gates.

SHACKLE-SOUL
I do conjure you all by my hallowed beads
To hear me speak.

PRIOR
Canst thou excuse thyself?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Alas, my lord, I thought it had been here
As in the neighbourhood churches, where the poorst vicar
Is filled up to the chin with choice of meats,
Yet seeks new ways to whet dull appetite,
As there with hold spells mens souls they cherish;
So with delicious fare, they themselves nourish.
Nor want they argument for sweet belly-cheer
To prove it lawful.

SUBPRIOR
Most profane and fearful.

SHACKLE-SOUL
But since your order, pious and reverend
Tied to religious fasts, spends the sad day
Wholly in meagre contemplation,
I absolution beg on both my knees
For what my tongue offended in.Las, poor Rush!
Seet by his cheeks, eats little.I can feed
On roots, and drink the water of the spring
Out of mine own cup.Make an anatomy
Of my most sinful carcass.Then pardon me.

PRIOR
Thy ignorance is thy pardon; we believe thee.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Gratias reverende domine, Prior.

PRIOR
But do our brethren in parts more remote
Feed so delicious, sayest thou?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Rush cannot lie.

SUBPRIOR
Thou falsely doth accuse these holy men.
To prove it lawful gluttonously to feed.

OMNES
Rush, answer the Subprior.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Audite fratres, they do not only prove it lawful, but make it palpable, that he who eats not good meat is damnd.

SUBPRIOR
Benedicite.

SCUMBROTH
What shall become of all us then?

PRIOR
Thou art distracted.Whence canst thou force argument?

SHACKLE-SOUL
From silly reason.Would you hear me speak?

PRIOR
Speak freely and be bold.Listen.

OMNES
Hum, hum, hum.

SHACKLE-SOUL
He that eats not good meat is damnd.Sic Disputo.
If he that feeds well hath a good soul, then è contra.
No, he that feeds ill hath a bad and a poor soul.

SCUMBROTH
Thats we.

SHACKLE-SOUL
And so, consequently, is damnd, for who regards poor souls?And if they be not regarded they are cast forth, and if cast forth, then they are damnd.

SUBPRIOR
I deny your minor, he that feeds well hath a good soul.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Sic probo.The soul follows the temperature of the body; he that feeds well hath a good temperature of body, ergo, he that feeds well hath a good soul.

PRIOR
A full and edifying argument.

OMNES
Hum, hum, hum.

SUBPRIOR
I deny that the soul follows the temperature of the body.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Anima sequitur temperaturam corporis.It is a principle, et contra principia non est disputandum.

SCUMBROTH
All we.

PRIOR
Its most apparent.

SCUMBROTH
O, most learned Rush!

SUBPRIOR
A shallow sophister, hear me farder.

PRIOR
Subprior,
Well hear the rest disputed at our leisure.
You take too much upon you.

SCUMBROTH
Shall I take this upon me, my lord?

PRIOR
Hence with this trash, we have too long forborne
To taste heavens blessings fully, which to our duty
Had more enabled us.Rush, thart some angel.

SUBPRIOR
Rather some devil send to bewitch our souls.

PRIOR
Subprior, no more.

SUBPRIOR
I must speak, hear me, brethren.
Shall we, bound by solemn oaths, tabjure the world
And all her sorceries? to whom night and day
Are as one hour of prayer? whose temperance makes us
Endure what fulfilld belly gods admire?
Shall we, by zealous patrons, tied to observe
Dirges and requiems for their peaceful souls
In gluttonous riot bury sacred alms?
Turn sanctimonious zeal and charity
To loathsome surfeit? and those well-got goods
Our benefactors savd, by their own fasts
And moderate living, shall we feed upon
Full-gorging us till we vomit?Forfend it, Heaven!
By all the saints by him first taught our order
What temperance was, here shall poor clement feed
Till his oer-wearied life takes her last leave
Of this all tempting world where all sins breed.

PRIOR
Hows this?Are you become our confessor?
Best thrust us out at gates, lock up the cloister
And call in whom you like.Be you the prior.
Speak, are you agreed Rush be our master-cook?

SCUMBROTH
You have my voice.

ALPHEGE
And mine.

PRIOR
Do you all consent?

OMNES
Yes, all.

SUBPRIOR
First, send this fiend to banishment.

PRIOR
We have most voices on our side.

SUBPRIOR
You may.
Las!Most men covet still the broadest way.

PRIOR
Give Rush his charge then, Scumbroth, you must resign.

SCUMBROTH
With a good maw, I shall have a fatter office to be his scullion.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Worthy Lord Prior, hear me yet.
I must not my profession let
To Scumbroth, what I know Ill teach,
To make caudles, jellies, leach,
Syrup of violets, and of roses,
Cowslip salads, and kick-choses,
Preserve the apricot, and cherry,
Damson-pear-plum, respis berry,
Potates eke, if you should lack,
To corroborate the back;
A hundred more shall Rush devise,
And yet to early mattins rise,
Our ladies office, sing at prime,
At even-song, and at compline time.
Chant anthems, anniversaries, dirges,
And the doleful de profundis.

PRIOR
Thou shalt not change thy order.Sirrah, cook,
From Rush take lessons against night, for fare
Abundant and delicious.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] I shall be greedy to learn of him, sir, since your lordship is turnd, our very Jack and his spits shall turn too.[Exit.

Enter two Pilgrims.

PRIOR
What men are these?

SUBPRIOR
Welcome, good holy fathers.

BOTH
Thanks, reverend master.

FIRST PILGRIM
Blessd sir, according to the churchs rite,
We, pilgrims, to Jerusalem bound, this night
Desire repose, and pious charity
In your most holy covent.

PRIOR
You are most welcome.
Aphage, go lead em in.

SHACKLE-SOUL
By no means.

PRIOR
Why?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Tis mortal sin.

SUBPRIOR
Oh, black impiety!

PRIOR
How?Sin to feed religious votaries?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Rather to nourish idle vagabonds.
The clergy of other lands have with much piety
And thrift destroyd those drones that lazily
Live eating up the labours of the bee.
A churchman there cares but to feed the soul;
He makes that change his office.Almsdeeds! alas!
They through the lawyers hands are fitst to pass.

SUBPRIOR
Can you hear this devil?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Besides, my reverend lord,
These manderers here are spies, and soon bear word
To princes ears of what they hear and see.

PRIOR
Ha!Rush, thou speakst right.

SUBPRIOR
Damnd iniquity!

PRIOR
Hence with these runagates!

OMNES
Come, hence.

PRIOR
Spurn em away.

SUBPRIOR
Oh, had mine eyes droppd out ere seen this day.
Stay, comfortless poor souls, my pitying tears
Shall speak what my tongue dares not.Here, holy men
You neer shall say when next we meet again.
Friar Clement to the hungry grutchd his meat,
Or to the weary pilgrim lodging, this make you eat.
And when you have relievd your fainting limbs,
Commend me in your prayers, and midst your hymns
This wish, that he who did your journey furder
May never live to break his holy order.

PRIOR
Old superstitious dotard, beat hence these beggars.

FIRST PILGRIM
Many old mens curses will on his soul be spent
Who thus defaces charitys monument.[Exeunt Pilgrims.

SHACKLE-SOUL
I told you they were curs that cease to bark
No longer than you feed them.

PRIOR
Friar, thou speakst right.
Make haste with fare delicious.Well crown the night.

[Exeunt.ManetSHACKLE-SOUL.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Ha, ha, laugh Lucifer, dance grim fiends of hell
Of souls thou judge just, but most terrible.
I must exact a double pay from thee.
Neer hadst thou journeyman deservd such fee.
Let me cast up my reckonings, what I ha won
In this first voyage.Charity!Shes undone.
Fat gluttony broke her back.Next her stepd in
Contention, who shakes churches, now the sweet sin,
Sallow lechery, should march after.Avarice,
Murder, and all sins else, hell can device,
Ill broach.The heads in, draw the body after;
Begin thy feast in full cups, end in slaughter.
That damnedst fury.Oh, but Friar Clements free!
True, hast no snare tentrap him?Let me see.
Hes old, choke him with gold.Hold on thy revels,
Pluto makes Shackle-Soul president of devils.[Exit.


Act Two, Scene One
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Enter KING, OCTAVIO, NARCISSO, JOVINELLI, and
SPENDOLA.

KING
What pictures that, Uncle Octavio?

OCTAVIO
The picture of thy state, drawn by thy self.
This is the book of statutes were enacted
In the high parliament of thy royal thoughts
Where wisdom was the speaker; and because
Thy suspects shall not be abusd by laws
Wrapd up in characters, crabbed and unknown,
These thine own language speak.

KING
Hang em up, uncle.

OCTAVIO
What says the king?

JOVINELLI
You must hang up the laws.

OCTAVIO
Like cobweb in foul rooms, through which great flies
Break through, the less being caught bith wing, there dies.
No, no, thy laws Ill fix full in thy sight,[Hangs a table up.
Like sea marks, that if this great ship of sway
And kingly ventures, loose her constant way
Ith bottomless gulf of state, beaten by the storms
Of youthful folly, raging in monstrous forms,
She may be savd from sinking and from wrack,
Steerd by this compass, for the points of it
Shall guide her so, on rocks she cannot split.

KING
You are our careful pilot.In this voyage
Of government, be you our admiral.
Wisdom and age being props, realms seldom fall.

Enter BRISCO.

OCTAVIO
Oraculous is thy voice.

KING
How now, Count Brisco?
Methinks I read a comedy in thy looks.

NARCISSO
Has met some merry painter, hes drawn so lively.

OMNES
Come, count, your news.

BRISCO
I shall bestow them freely,
The physic of your proclamation works,
Your gilded pills, rolld up in promises
Of princely favours to his wit, who highest
Can raise your pleasures, slip so smoothly down
Your subjects throats, that all, upon a sudden,
Are loosely given.

KING
How?Loosely given?Why, count?

BRISCO
Name but what sport, your highness would have acted,
Im prologue tot.Your court must have more gates
To let in ruffling Saturday; without, now, waits
Music in some ten languages; each one swears,
By Orpheus fiddle-case, they will tickle your ears
If they can dot with scraping.

NARCISSO
Theres seven score noise at least of English fiddlers.

JOVINELLI
Seven score!They are able to eat up a city in very scraps.

BRISCO
Very base-viol men most of em.Besides whole swarms of Welsh harps, Irish bag-pipes, Jews trompes, and French kits.
All these made I together play,
But their damnd caterwauling
Frighted me away.

OCTAVIO
These sports to please
A princes eye?

BRISCO
How like you then of these?
The city water bearers, trimly dight,
With yellow oaken tankards, pind upright
Like brooches in their hats.In their fresh loves
A may-game bring, all, wearing dog-skin gloves
Made not to shrink ith wetting.

KING
Bid these poor men
Drink well, and so be gone.

BRISCO
What will you have then?
Will you see the turners show, bravely prepard
With colours, drums, and guns, with rust half marrd,
Bearing that, of which they long have been deprivd?

KING
What ist?

BRISCO
Their daring giant, newly revivd.

OMNES
For Joves sake, lets see that.

OCTAVIO
Oh, fie, prince, fie!
In thy court painted monsters, they come not here.
Ride forth, thou shalt meet giants every where.
Methinks, young lords, your souls being new refind
With beams of honour, should not be declind
To sports low and vulgar; but since the king
Of birds, the eagle, lets you spread a wing
So near his own, you should put up such game
As fits and eagle, and pursue the same.
And not like ravens, kites, or painted jays,
Soar high, yet light on dunghills, for stinking preys.

JOVINELLI
Old lord, you rave.

NARCISSO
What sports would you devise?

OCTAVIO
Most fit for kings.Were I, before his eyes,
To present objects, they should all be rare
Of Roman triumphs, laden with the spoils of war;
Or lions, and wild-boars, killd by active force;
Or sea fights; or land battles on foot, or horse;
Such sights as these, kindle in kings brave fire,
And meeting spirits that dare mount, mount em higher
Where apish pastimes lay our souls down flat
Grovelling on earth, base and effeminate.

BRISCO
I have bowls of this bias too, for your lordships alley.

KING
Trondle em out before him.

BRISCO
The wooden-leg soldier
Waits to present you with his show of war.

OCTAVIO
Ay, marry my liege.

BRISCO
The scholar has his device, the mariner his.

OCTAVIO
These are kings sports indeed.

BRISCO
Will you see these?

KING
Faith, be it so, because well now rather please
Our uncle than ourself.Pray fetch in these,
The rest cashier.

SPENDOLA
Send the fiddlers merrily home.

BRISCO
And yet pay em scurvily!Tis impossible.

JOVINELLI
And bid the water-bearers cleanse the circle.
Theres many a foul thing in it.

KING
Marshall em in.

OCTAVIO
Ill fetch these worthy spirits in myself.

BRISCO
No, no, well aid you, sir.

JOVINELLI
March, and give us room.

[Exeunt OCTAVIO, BRISCO, RUFFMAN, andJOVINELLI.

KING
Sdeath!If these doting grey-beards might have their wills,
We never shall have ours.Let us cross them
As they cross us.

OMNES

How, how?

KING
Every device
Their ningles bring in, abuse with scurvy jest,
Bet neer so good.

OMNES
Agreed.

NARCISSO
If ninnies, bring away the nest.

KING
Teach Jovinelli and Brisco when to give fire.

Drums and trumpets sounding.Enter OCTAVIO, JOVINELLI,
BRISCO, RUFFMAN, the Soldier, Scholar, and Mariner.

SOLDIER
I am a soldier.

JOVINELLI
We know that by your legs.

SOLDIER
Does my stump grieve you?

BRISCO
Not if you bestir your stumps nimbly, sir.

NARCISSO
What hot shots this?

SOLDIER
A soldier, sir, thats all;
Thats more than, sir, I think you dare be.Zounds!Baffld
For my limbs lost in service!Your noble father
Has clapd this buff-jerkin, when this stump of wood
Has up to th knee stuck three hours in French blood;
When such as you, with your spangled roses, that day
Bravely bestird their heels, and ran away.
Ill stand tot, I.

SPENDOLA
With one leg.

SOLDIER
Yes, with one.

OCTAVIO
Young lords, thus to scorn soldiers, tis ill done.

KING
Uncle, heres no man scorns em.Must we be bravd
By a staring fellow, for a little fighting?Go.

SOLDIER
Fighting!I cannot halt, I, but speak plain.
No king on earth baffles me.Id baffle again
Th whole race of great Turks, had I em ith field.
I ha brought with me a hundred soldiers, old servitors,
Poor as my self in clothes; pick out five hundred
Of such silk-stocken men, if they beat us, hang us!
Sblood! if we toss not them, hangs again.A fort
We ha built without, and mand it, this was the sport
A soldier would ha given thee.My one hundred
Had taught thee all the rules ith school of war.

KING
All this Ill read without maim, would, or scar.

SOLDIER
What say you to an engine that at once
Shall spoil some thirty men?

JOVINELLI
Thirty men!Nothing.

SOLDIER
If nothing!Hast thou been beat for this?Farewell.

JOVINELLI
I can fetch twenty scriveners have done more
With a bare goose-quill.

SOLDIER
Mayst thou but live to need
A soldiers arm that hath laughd to see him bleed![Exit.

BRISCO
You have lost the day, sir, for your soldiers fly.

KING
Fly to the devil, let em!

JOVINELLI
Your leaders before.

SPENDOLA
You fight all under one colours?Do you not?

SCHOLAR
Sir, these pleasures to the King which I prefer,
Flow from Joves brain.

NARCISSO
Heyda!Heres one has beaten our Joves brains.

MARINER
[Aside.] Would I had thee hung up at our main kite!

SCHOLAR
No, sir, Joves brain, Minerva, queen of wit,
If all the Muses and the arts can fit
With their high tunes such choice and princely ears,
Apollo, Father to them all, appears.

JOVINELLI
Apollo was an ass!He let a wench whom he lovd to be turnd into a bay-tree, and now shes glad for a penny to stick ale house windows and wind dead corses.

BRISCO
Let Apollo go and lie with his own daughters.

KING
Are you a scholar, sir?

JOVINELLI
A school-master, sir, as I take it, and comes to present a very pretty show of this scholars in broken Latin.

OCTAVIO
Can we be dumb and see this?

SCHOLAR
O, hapless learning,
File and complain to Heaven, where thou wert born,
That thou, whom kings once nursd, art now their scorn![Exit.

NARCISSO
How blows the wind, sir?

MARINER
Wind!tis nor-nor-west.

NARCISSO
To hoise your sails up too, I think, tis best.

MARINER
A black gust is coming; up a-low, there, hey!A young man up toth topmast head and look out; stand to your sails; stand to your topsails; let go your harriers, let go; amain, lower amain; quick, quick, good fellows!

OMNES
Hes mad.

MARINER
Whos at helm?Bear up hard, and hard up, and thou beest a man, bear up. Starboard; port again!Off with your drabblers and your banners; out with your courses, ho!I spy two ships yonder; that yaw too and again, they have both sprung a leak.I think the devil is sucking tobacco; heres such a mist. Out with your boat and your boatsmen; cut down mast-bith-board; bear up!
Im a blunt fellow, you see.All I say is this:
You that scorn seamen shall a seaman miss. [Exit.

OCTAVIO
Now, by my life, I have patient stood too long
To see rich merit and love, paid with base wrong!
Learning! and arms! and traffic! the triple wall
That fortifies a kingdom, race em down all!
This seaman, he that dearest earns his bread,
Had riggd and mannd four galleys bravely furnishd
With soldiers, rowers, and fire works for a sea fight.

KING
You are full of squibs too; pray, go fire em all.

OCTAVIO
Must I be then cashierd too?Marry, and shall.
To save thy sinking honour Ill send hence
These men with thanks with praise and recompense.

OMNES
Pray, do.

KING
Brave Shalcan Bohor, all this while
Our eye has followed yours and seen it smile,
As twere in scorn, of what these men could do,
Which made us slight them off; to engross you,
Our best and richest prize ith courts of kings
Through which you ha passed, you ha seen wonders: shoe em.

RUFFMAN
I shall at opportune hours.If your grace
Arride the toys they braggd of, fireworks,
And such light-stuffs, sit fearless without danger
Of murdering shot, which villains might discharge,
In idle counterfeit sea fights, you shall see
At opening of this hand, a thousand balls
Of wild-fire flying around the air:there! [Fire-works on lines.

OMNES
Rare, rare!

KING
Tis excellent!Sdeath, from whence flew they?

BRISCO
Hell, I think.

JOVINELLI
Hell!Nay, if any that are in Hell skip up ever so nigh Heaven as these devils that spit fire did, Ill drink nothing but gun powder!

RUFFMAN
Ha, ha, a trifle this.Your scholar there
Come with his arts and muses shallow, leaden brain,
Your swaggering soldier, lead a totterd train
Of ruffianly boot-haulers; I noted all
These feasts for kings; ith garden of variety
The vast world!You are starvd midst your satiety;
Pluck no one apple from the golden tree
But shake the fruit of every pleasure down.

KING
Thanks, Bohor; why else wears a king his crown?
Shalcan, all Naples shall not buy thee from me.

RUFFMAN
Nor you and these from me.

KING
Ask what thou wilt have
But to stay here.

RUFFMAN
Lo, this is all I crave. [Hugs him.

KING
Thou hast our fast embraces.

RUFFMAN
Swift as mans thought,
Various delights shall be each minute born
And die as fast that fresh may rise.We scorn
To serve up one dish twice, bet neer so rare;
Will you that gainst to-morrow I prepare
A feast of strange mirth for you?

KING
Dear Bohor, do.

RUFFMAN
I shall.Nor do I thus your love pursue
With servile hopes of gold; I need it not.
If out the jaws of Hell gold may be got
Black arts are mine to dot, and what delights
Those work be yours.

KING
Thou art gracious in our sight.[Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Two

[image: img28.jpg]

A table is set out by young Fellows like Merchants Men, books
of accounts upon it, small desks to write upon; they
sit down to write tickets; LURCHALL with them.

FIRST SERVANT
Come, fellow Lurchall, write.

LURCHALL
Fuh, stay not for me;
I shall out-go you all.

SECOND SERVANT
I hold five crowns,
We all leave you behind us.

LURCHALL
Done, but I
Must not leave you behind me.[Aside.] What pains a poor devil
Takes to get into a merchant!Hes so civil,
One of Hell must not know him with more ease;
A devil may win ten gallants then one of these;
Yet a merchants wife, before these ten, is one
To entertain her devil if Pride be one.
But Luchall, not thart in, and for years bound
To play the merchant, play him right; thast found
A master who more villainy has by heart
Then thou by rote.See him but play his own part;
And thou doest Hell good service. Bartervile,
Theres in thy name a harvest makes me smile.

BARTERVILE
[Within.] Luchall!

OMNES
My master calls.

LURCHALL
Ay.

Enter BARTERVILE.

BARTERVILE
Oh, art there?
This day twixt one and two a gallants bound
To pay four hundred crowns to free his lands
Fast mortgagd to me.Lurchall, get thee up high
Into my turret where thou mayst espy
All comers every way; if by thy guess
Thou seest the gull make hither  

LURCHALL
So, sir.

BARTERVILE
That his hour
Lie gasping; at the last minutes let him beat at door;
Within, Ill beat his heart out.

LURCHALL
Ill let him stand.

BARTERVILE
Do.Take my watch; go faster.All his land
Is summed up with these two figures, two and one.
At past one, his; strike but two, tis mine own.

LURCHALL
Ill turn the wheels and spin the hours up faster.

BARTERVILE
The city clocks then strike and kill thy master.
Would all the city sextons at my cost
Were drunk this day four hours.

LURCHALL
Troth, so would I,
And we their jacks at the clock-house.

BARTERVILE
Wed strike merrily.
Fly up to th top ith house.

LURCHALL
[Aside.] There, sir, Ill sit,
And croak like a raven to damn thee in Hells pit.[Exit.

BARTERVILE sets amongst his men reading a long scroll.

BARTERVILE
How goes this month?

OMNES
Much shorter than the last.

BARTERVILE
Weddings this month twelve thousand:not worth the scoring,
But think theres little marrying, we ha so much whoring.
Grinding mills so much used; about the city
Such grinding, yet no more money; suits in law
Full brought to an end this month, no more but then.
The law will beggar us.Had I the bags again
I bought this cumbrous office with the king
Should make his best oft.He that did farmt before
Had it for lease than I, yet received more.
How much remains of the salt tribute due?

FIRST SERVANT
Seven thousand crowns.

BARTERVILE
Thats well; a savoury sum.
These our Italian tributes were well devisd.
Methinks tis fit a subject should not eat
But that his prince from ever dish of meat
Should receive nourishment; for, being the head,
Why should he pine when all the body is fed?
Besides, it makes us more to awe a king
When at each bite we are forcd to think on him.

Enter a Bravo with money.

FIRST SERVANT
What payments this?

BRAVO
The pension of the Stews; you need not untie it.I brought it but now from the sealers office.Theres not a piece there but has a hole int, because men may know where twas had and where is will be taken again.Bless your worship!Stew-money, sir; stew-prune cash, sir.

BARTERVILE
They are sure, though not the soundest paymasters.
Read; whats the sum?

FIRST SERVANT
But bare two hundred crowns.

BRAVO
They are bare crowns indeed, sir, and they came from animals and vermin that are more bare.We that are clerks of these flesh-markets have a great deal of rotten mutton lying upon our hands and find this to be a sore payment.

BARTERVILE
Well, well, the world will mend.

BRAVO
So our surgeons tell em every day, but the pox of mendment, I see.

BARTERVILE
Do not your gallants come off roundly then?

BRAVO
Yes, sir, their hair comes off fast enough; we turn away crackd French crowns every day.I have a suit to your worship in behalf of all our dealers in small wares; our free-whores, sir, you know my meaning.

BARTERVILE
If your whores are known, whats thy suit?

BRAVO
I should have brought a petition from em, but that tis put off, sir, till cleansing week, that they may all be able to set to their hands or else a whores mark.

BARTERVILE
Well, whats their request?

BRAVO
Marry, sir, that all the she-tobacco-shops that creep up daily in every hole about the city may be put to silence.

BARTERVILE
Why, pray thee, honest fellow?

BRAVO
I thank your good worship.I had not such a sweet bit given me this seven years, honest fellow!Marry, sir, Ill open to you your suppliants cases; they that had wont to spend a crown about a smock have now their delight dog-cheap; but for spending one quarter of that money on smoke; besides, sir, they are not contented to rob us of our customs only, but when their pipes are foul with spitting and drivelling in those foresaid shops, they have no place to burn em in but our houses.

BARTERVILE
Draw their petition and well see all curd.

BRAVO
Let a frost come first, sir; I thank your venerable worship; the pox gnaw out so many small guts as have paid thee crowns![Exit.

Enter LURCHALL running.

LURCHALL
The tides against you, sir; the crowns are come!

BARTERVILE
How goes my watch?

LURCHALL
As most watches use to go, sir, sleepily, heavily.

BARTERVILE
Not reachd to one yet; wert thou to be hangd
The hour had gallopd.

LURCHALL
I spurrd it all I could.

BARTERVILE
Sdeath keep his hour!Heaven help poor citizens
If gentlemen grow this wary.Let him in.[Exit LURCHALL.
Barren now that hast in craft so fruitful been

Enter LURCHALL with two Gentlemen.

Your business, sir, to me?

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Do you not know me, sir?

BARTERVILE
No, in good truth, sir.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
To know you I am bold, sir.
You have lands of mine in mortgage; this is my day
And heres your crowns.

BARTERVILE
Signior Innocentio,
My memory had quite lost you; pray, sit both.
A bowl of wine here!

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Sir, it shall not need.
Please you to fetch my evidence whilst we tell.

BARTERVILE
What needs this forward spring?Faith, two months hence
Had been to me as welcome.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Sir, I thank you.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Your hour draws on, Signior Innocentio.

BARTERVILE
Go beat a drum ith garret, that no tongues
Of clocks be heard but mine.

LURCHALL
Little past one.

BARTERVILE
Wind, wind.

LURCHALL
[Aside.] Thus windst thou to damnation.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Ill part with none, sir, pardon me, till I see
Your writings.Will you fetch the evidence, sir?

BARTERVILE
What evidence, sir, have I of yours?

FIRST GENTLEMAN
My friend, sir,
Whose money he lends me to redeem my mortgage  

BARTERVILE
Which you would have for your security.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Tis so, sir.

BARTERVILE
No, sir Innocentio,
To-morrow on your bare word will I lend you
Thirty crowns more; I love you, sir, and wish you
Beware whose hands you fall into; the worlds a serpent.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
This does but spend the hour, sir; will you take your money?

BARTERVILE
With all my heart.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Let him see my writings then.

BARTERVILE
Have you such covenant from me?I remember none.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Your conscience is sufficient covenant, sir.

BARTERVILE
Ha!What that conscience?I know no law terms, I.
Talk to me as a citizen.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Well dally no longer.
We knew what snake would sting us, and therefore brought
Our medicine gainst his venom.Youll keep the writings
And well ith court of conscience tender your crowns,
Whither this writ does summon you.

LURCHALL
A fox and are taken?

BARTERVILE
Serve writs upon me, yet keep my money too?
[Aside to LURCHALL.] Dull slave, hast thou no brain?

LURCHALL
[Aside to BARTERVILE.] Brain! Try this. [Whispers.

BARTERVLE
Peace.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Will you as fits a Christian give us in
What is our right and take your crowns, sir, yet?

BARTERVILE
Tis good to try mens patience; fetch me down
Those writings on my pillow; there they ha slept [Exit LURCHALL.
These two hours for you.Must not friends jest? Ha!

BOTH
Yes, sir; let you men tell, just four hundred crowns.

BARTERVILE
Besides the use.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
The use is there too.

BARTERVILE
Hold.
Ill take it without telling.Put it up.

BOTH
Not till we see the writings.

Enter LURCHALL.

BARTERVILE
Dare you touch it?

BOTH
Dare!Yes, sir, and date stab him to the heart
Offers to take it from us.

BARTERVILE
Who stabs first? [Flings money amongst it.
Now, touch it if you dare; theres gold of mine
And if they lay one finger ont, cry thieves,
They come to rob me!Touch it if you dare.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Damnd wretch, thou wild go quick to hell I fear.

BARTERVILE
No, sir, the devil shall fetch me when I go.

LURCHALL
[Aside.] Thart all my errand.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
We are cheated both.

BARTERVILE
Proceed in your Chancery suit; I have begun your bill.
Humbly complaining.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Of thee, villain, Ill complain
That sells thy soul for money; devils on earth dwell,
And men are nowhere; all this world is hell! [Exeunt Gentlemen.

BARTERVILE
I kiss thy forehead, my witty Oedipus,
That canst unfold such riddles.[One rings.Exit one Servant.

LURCHALL
Sir, I am bound
To do you all service, [Aside.] till I you all confound.

Enter First Servant.

FIRST SERVANT
Master Silverpen the proctor, sir, sends word if you come not in to-morrow and personally depose your payment of the two hundred crowns, youll be non-suited.

BARTERVILE
That is a law-draught goes down coldly.

LURCHALL
Why sir?Tis but your swearing the money is paid.

BARTERVILE
If oaths had back doors to come in at without danger of damnation to catch a mans soul bith back swearing were brave.

FIRST SERVANT
What answer shall I give the proctors man?

LURCHALL
Tell him my master shall come in and swear. [Exit Servant and enter.

BARTERVILE
Do, tell him; on thee Ill build.Now all my fear
Is for appearance at the Chancellors court.
No trick to save that?

LURCHALL
I have a brave one fort.
Bring in a pottle of wine.[Exit Servant.] Will Carlo here,
My fellow, depose a truth if he see it, to help
His master?

BARTERVILE
Wut thou not, honest Carlo?

SECOND SERVANT
Yes, sir.

Enter Servant with wine.

FIRST SERVANT
Heres the wine.

LURCHALL
Set this to your head anon, sir; when tis there
Away you, and to-morrow thou mayst swear
Before the chancellor, and swear true, if he
Were in that case thou leftst him, twere in vain
To hope he could live till thou camst back again.

BARTERVILE
All knights ith post learn this trick; the fits upon me now.

LURCHALL
Take a good draught; twill help you, sir.It gulps;
Hes almost breathless.Carolo, away!

FIRST SERVANT
I am gone.[Exit.

LURCHALL
Hes gone, hes gone, sir.

BARTERVILE
One gulp more had choked me;
This wine has washed my fears off. Thast given me power
To make me dote upon thee.Carolos gone?

LURCHALL
Yes, and will swear his heart out to your good.
Swear let him; be thyself and he damnd too.

BARTERVILE
So I may get by it.In my bosoms sleep,
My dove, my love, prosper but thou and I.

LURCHALL
And let all else sink.

BARTERVILE
Let em, so I kiss gold;
The young mans whore, the saint of him thats old.[Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Three
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ENTER PRIOR, ALPHEGE, HILLARY, and Friars with pruning knives, spades, &c. met by SUBPRIOR and SHACKLE-SOUL.

SUBPRIOR
Whither, mad men, run you?

OMNES
To our vines.

SUBPRIOR
Your vines!
The tree of sin and shame!This serpent here
Has with that liquorish poison so set on fire
The brains of Nicodeme and Sylvester
That they in drunken rage have stabd each other.

PRIOR
Stabd!

SHACKLE-SOUL
Yes, they bleed a little, but have no harm.
Their young blood with the grapes being made warm
They brawld and struck, but I help off the blows,
Yet the subprior says from me their quarrel rose.

SUBPRIOR
It did.

SHACKLE-SOUL
In very deed, for Ill not swear,
It did not, sir; to me your malice bear
As if that all such mischief done were mine;
But cause yourself shall see how I repine
To see vice prosper, pardon me, good Lord Prior,
If I a tell-tale be of what mine eyes
Beheld with water in them.Sin will rise
In holy circles I see sometimes.

PRIOR
What sin?

SUBPRIOR
What hast thou seen?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Would present I had not been,
But till I utter it, my cloggd conscience bears
A man upon a woman.

OMNES
Ha!

SHACKLE-SOUL
I speakt in tears;
Scumbroth, our cook, and a female I beheld
Kissing in our orchard; on her lips he dwelld,
I think, some half hour.

SUBPRIOR
Shame to our reverend order!
A woman in our covent!Sin black as murder.

PRIOR
Our cook shall be severely punished; a woman,
A tempter here!

OMNES
Abominable!

PRIOR
Rush, thoult rebuke sin.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Though, my lord, Im bad,
Im not given that way.

PRIOR
Let up some plagues invent
To lay on this lecherous knave.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Some light punishment,
Good my Lord Prior; suppose twere your own fault,
Whip as you would be whippd, the bests naught.

SUBPRIOR
He shall be punishd and then lose his place.

PRIOR
That, sir, shall be as we will.To our vines, away!

SUBPRIOR
For shame, give oer! Dare you profane the day
That is to holy uses consecrate?

PRIOR
Why?What day is this?

SUBPRIOR
Lambert the martyr.

PRIOR
No matter,
To vex thee deeper, this whole day well spend
Only about our vines.

SUBPRIOR
You vex not me,
But heaven; what warrants you to do this?

PRIOR
Our will.

SUBPRIOR
Thou hast thy will, thy wish thou neer shalt have,
In sight of heaven who sees and punishes
Mens black impieties; and in sight of these,
Sharers in thy full sin, and in his sight
Texpress whose vileness theres no epithet.

PRIOR
No matter what he says, Rush.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Im known what I am.

SUBPRIOR
To thee I prophecy, vicious old man to thee,
Who erst with lift-up-hands and down-bowed knee
Seemest to have has work in heaven; now, full of spite,
Only to sate a liquorish appetite;
Digs our religious wails up, planting there
Luxurious fruits to pamper belly-cheer;
For all thy pains to dress it, of this vine
Thy lustful lips shall never taste the wine.

PRIOR
Distracted fool, instead of my just anger
Thou only hast my pity.Thou prophecy?

OMNES
Ha, ha!

SUBPRIOR
Laugh on, but since nor prayers prevail nor tears,
Ill power my grief into my princes ears. [Exit.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Hell go and complain to the king.

PRIOR
Let him complain,
Kings cannot subjects of their food restrain.
Away![Exeunt.Manet SHACKLE-SOUL.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Engender sin with sin; that wins rich heat
May bring forth lust; lust murder may beget;
But here strike sail, this bark awhile hale in
And launch into the deep a brighter sin.
Ho, Glitterback, ascend to Shackle-Soul,
To Shackle-Soul ascend, ho Glitterback!
Thou richest spirit, thrust up thy golden head
From Hell thus high.When?Art imprisoned
In misers chests so fast thou canst not come?
Or feast thou thieves or cutpurses?Here be some
Can save thee from their fingers.When?Arise,
And dazzle thapproaching night with thy glistning eyes.

GLITTERBACK
Here.

A Golden Head ascends.

SHACKLE-SOUL
How thou sweatst with coming!Save me those drops,
Golds pure elixir, stilling from thy locks
Shake from thy brows and hair that golden shower.
So, get home, quick, to Hell lest Hell grow poor,
If rich mens paws once fasten thee, and beware
Ith way thou meetst no lawyers; theyll pull thee bare.
Hence, down!

GLITTERBACK
Im gone. [Descendit.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Cool night, will call Friar Clement forth anon.
Angels, be you his strong temptation.
Wines lustful fires him warm not.At this spring,
Scornd by the rest, for him, spread thy gilt wing
Full in his eye.As he drinks water down
In streams of avarice, let his weak soul drown.[Exit.


Act Three, Scene One
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Enter the KING, NARCISSO, BRISCO, SPENDOLA,
JOVINELLI, RUFFMAN, followed by ASTOLFO.

ASTOLFO
I do beseech your Highness, yet turn back
And comfort the sad lady whose fair eyes
Are worn away with weeping.

JOVINELLI
If her eyes be worn away, what should a man do with a blind wife?Kill her with flies?

KING
I cannot abide a woman thats fond of me.

SPENDOLA
Nor I.

NARCISSO
I would love a woman, but as I love a walnut, to crack it and peel it, eat the meat, and then throw away the shell.

JOVINELLI
Or as noblemen use their great horses, when they are past service, sell em to brewers and make em drey-horses.So use a woman.

ASTOLFO
So, so.

RUFFMAN
The Indians are warm without clothes and a man is best at ease without a woman; or if your Highness must needs have one,
Have factors to but the fairest, dote not any,
But like the Turk, regard none, yet keep many.

KING
You hear the jurys verdict.

ASTOLFO
Whose foremans the devil!
These council thee to thy destruction.

KING
Destruction?Why?Though Heaven can abide but one sun, I hope we on earth may love many mens daughters.Tell Erminhilda so; send her home to the duke her father and tell him too, because the disease of marriage brings the stone with it.I hate a woman; I love not to be cut; enclosd grounds are too rank.

RUFFMAN
Best feeding on the commons.

ASTOLFO
Will you not marry this chaste lady then?

KING
No, sir, and will you now my reason have?
A woman is an insatiate grave
Wherein hes damnd that lies buried.

OMNES
On, on, away!

RUFFMAN
[Aside.] Brave battles!Fight you, but Ill win the day. [Exeunt.Manet ASTOLFO.

Enter OCTAVIO and ERMINHILDA

ERMINHILDA
I heard the story; tellt not oer again.
Twere cruelty to wound men being half slain.

OCTAVIO
Tis cruelty too much, and too much shame
That one of your high birth, youth, beauty, name,
And virtues shining bright, should hence be sent,
Like some offender into banishment,
Abusd by a king and his luxurious train
Of parasites, knaves, and fools, a kingdoms bane.
For them, by him not card for, you came not so,
But as his bride, his queen, and bedfellow.

ERMINHILDA
And yet am neither.From my fathers court
Came I, being sued by princes too, for this?
To see him, his subjects scorn and myself his?
Once thought I that his love had been, as fate,
Unmoveable, and ist now turnd to hate?
Yes, yes, hes wavering as the running stream,
And far more idle than a madmans dream.

ASTOLFO
Send to the duke your father; let him enforce
Your plighted marriage.

ERMINHILDA
Worse than a divorce.
No, to his eyes since hateful I am grown;
Ill leave his court and him, and die unknown.[Exit.

ASTOLFO
All runs I see to ruin.

OCTAVIO
If he pursue
These godless courses, best we leave him too;
That land to itself must a quick downfall bring
Whose king has lost all but the name of king.[Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Two
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Enter SUBPRIOR with an earthen pot and a lanthorn;
SCUMBROTH with him, with a piece.

SUBPRIOR
Get thee to bed, thou foolish man, and sleep.

SCUMBROTH
How?Sleep?No, sir, no.I am turnd a tyrant and cannot sleep.
I stand sentinel perdu, and somebody dies if I sleep.
I am possesd with the devil and cannot sleep.

SUBPRIOR
What devil possesses thee?

SCUMBROTH
The fencers devil, a fighting devil.Rush has committed a murder upon my body, and his carcass shall answer it.The cock of my revenge is up.

SUBPRIOR
Murder!What murder?

SCUMBROTH
He has taken away my good name, which is flat manslaughter, and half hangd me, which is as much as a murder.He told the Lord Prior and you that I was kissing a wench.Its a lie; I give him the lie, and he shall fight with me at single pistol against my caliver.Do I look like a whore-monger?When have you seen a wencher thus hairy as I am?Rush, thou diest for this treason against my members concupiscentiality?

SUBPRIOR
Thou would not kill him, would thou?

SCUMBROTH
No, but Ill make him know what tis to boil a cook ins own grease!I am scalding hot; I am chargd with fury; I carry a heart-burning within me.I kiss a whore?I shall have boys cry out to me now, Who kissd Mary?No, Rush, Scumbroth shall give thee sugar pellets to eat.I will not be dancd upon!

SUBPRIOR
Let me persuade thy piece of mind to-night:
Get thee to rest; if Rush have thee belied,
Rejoice by wrongs to have thy patience tried.
He shall forgiveness ask thee.

SCUMBROTH
Let me have but one blow ats head with my cleaver ith kitchen and I freely forgive him, or let me bounce at him.

SUBPRIOR
These bloody thoughts will damn thee into hell.

SCUMBROTH
Do you think so? What becomes of our roaring boys then that stab healths one to another; do you think they will be damnd up too?

SUBPRIOR
I think so, for I know it.Dear son, to prayer;
Two sins beset thee:murder and despair.
I charge thee, meet me at my cell anon
To save thee will I spend my orison.
In name of Heaven, I charge thee to be gone!

SCUMBROTH
Well, sir, the cold water of your council has laid the heat of my fury. He has met with his match but I will shoot off my anger.I will be gone, and why?Look you, because the moon is up and make horns at one of us.As the noblemans coach is drawn by four horses, the knights by two, and the cuckold by three, even so am I drawn away with none at all.Vale, bonos noches; I am possessd still.It buzzes here.Vale.[Exit.

SUBPRIOR
Blessd stay of light, struck there to illuminate
This world darkened oer with sin.Thou watchest late
To guide mens coming home, showing thereby
Heavens care of us, seeing how we tread awry.
We have two great lights for midnight and for noon,
Because black deeds at no time should be done.
All hail to thee, now my best guide, be given!
What needs I earths candle, having the lamp of heaven?
Now Benedicite? Where am I?

Enter SHACKLE-SOUL as RUSH, aloof.

O, whether am I going?Which way came I?
Ah, well-a-da, I come to fill my pot
With water not with thee.Thou art misbegot,
Else wouldst not lie there.What orphans blood
Hast thou suckd out to make this golden flood?
None drink this well but I; how is it then
Thou thus waylayst me, thief to the soul of man?
Would some poor wretch, by loss of law undone,
Had thee!Go do him good; me canst thou none.
My wholesome cup is poisond; it flows oer
With mans damnation, gold; drink there no more.

SHACKLE-SOUL
[Aside.] Not taste what all men thirst for!Old and so brave,
When money assaults, one combat more Ill have.

Enter SCUMBROTH.

SCUMBROTH
So, ho, ho, Father Subprior!

SUBPRIOR
Whos there?What art thou callst me?

SCUMBROTH
One that feeds the hungry, the cook, sir, Scumbroth.

SUBPRIOR
Come hither; I have for thee a golden prize.

SHACKLE-SOUL
[Aside.] Ha, ha, hell take it!
Villainies and fools will ha gold, though got from Hell,
But they will do so, as thou shalt, pay fort well.[Exit.

SCUMBROTH
But stay, Father Subprior, before we go one step farder, what do you think I have done since I went from you?

SUBPRIOR
No hurt I hope, say hast thou?

SCUMBROTH
Hurt!If I did hurt in that, how much harm do almanac makers who lie coldly quivering at it all the year long?I did do nothing but stand staring at the man in the moon.

SUBPRIOR
And what good thoughts bred that within thee?

SCUMBROTH
This:I thought to myself, what a happy fellow that man in the moon was, to see so many fools and knaves here below, and yet never to be troubled with em nor meddle with em.

SUBPRIOR
Hes happy that meddles not with this world indeed.

SCUMBROTH
If that man in the moon should write a prognostication, oh, he shall not need to tell astronomical lies to fill his book, nor talk gibbrish no man understands, of quartiles, aspects, stations, retrogradations, peragrations, centrical, eccentrical, cosmical, acronical, and such palquodical, solar, lunar, lunatical vaulting over the rails of Heaven, that no Christian dare look upon their tricks for fear his wit break his neck.

SUBPRIOR
Thou putst into a sea, thou canst not sound,
Ignorance still is foe to arts profound.
Come hither, man, come hither.

SCUMBROTH
Arts profound!Arts make men as very asses as women do.I have no art, and yet I know this moon that shines at night sees more than you or I do, for all your spectacles.

SUBPRIOR
True, tis the eye of Heaven.

SCUMBROTH
Which of the eyes?Tis but the left eye, and the sun is the right, and yet the left sometimes sees more than the right, and the right as much as the left; theres paxionism for you, father, globical paxionism!

SUBPRIOR
I understand thee not.

SCUMBROTH
No?Why, heres the oyster opened; I say the sun sees much knavery in a year, and the moon more in a quarter; the moon sees men carried by a quarrelling watch to prison, and the sun sees the constable and the book-keeper share fees the next morning.

SUBPRIOR
Thats not well.

SCUMBROTH
Yes, but they swear tis well; the moon sees bastards come bawling into the world, and the sun sees em shifted and shuftled in dossers away to nurse, and that the cause we have so many dosser-heads; the moon sees old curmudgeons come reeling from taverns with sipping of half pints of sack, and the sun sees the same churls the next day soberly cutting any mans throat for a penny.

SUBPRIOR
Enough of this.Come hither, look what here lies.

SCUMBROTH
What here lies.Marry, Father Subprior, the devil and some usurers money have been here at their lechery, and see what goodly children they have begot, if you will keep the bastards at burse.

SUBPRIOR
I am content that half this gold be thine,
If it be askd for never, for tis not mine,
So thou wild promise tother half to give
To such as I appoint.

SCUMBROTH
By this gold I will lay it our bravely as you appoint me.

SUBPRIOR
Look not to prosper, if thou dealst amiss;
Good works are keys opening the gates of bliss.
That golden key thou in the heap mayst find;
If with it thou relieve the lame, sick, blind,
And hungry.

SCUMBROTH
I will do it, I protest.

SUBPRIOR
One half bestowd so, take thyself the rest.
So fare thee well. [Exit.

SCUMBROTH
Farewell, good father.Fool!Ill give the blind a dog to lead em, the lame shall to the whipping-post, the sick shall die in a cage, and the hungry leap at a crust.I feed rogues, the pox shall; the world is changd; a beggar yesterday, and full of gold to-day; an ass to-day, and a prowd scab to-morrow!

Golden Head ascends.

GLITTERBACK
Stay, stand.

SCUMBROTH
Stand!Cannot a gentleman grow rich but he must keep knaves about him?

GLITTERBACK
That gold is none of thine.

SCUMBROTH
But all the craft in that great head of yours cannot get it out of my fingers.Zounds, who the devil art thou?

GLITTERBACK
A spirit sent up from Hell to make thee rich.

SCUMBROTH
Thank Hell for it; Hell makes worse fools rich in a year.

GLITTERBACK
That gold I laid there for thee.

SCUMBROTH
When do you lay again, that I may have more of these eggs?

GLITTERBACK
Spend those I charge thee first.

SCUMBROTH
Yes, Head.

GLITTERBACK
And bravely, I charge thee.

SCUMBROTH
What need you be at such charges?Ill dot; but shall the poor be a penny the better for me as the old fellow chargd me, yea or no?

GLITTERBACK
No.

SHACKLE-SOUL
No.

SCUMBROTH
Whos that?

GLITTERBACK
Tis thine own genius cries unto thee no.

SCUMBROTH
My genius!I am a cook; my genius then, belike, is a scullion; but when this is spent, can my genius tell me whither I shall have more?

SHACKLE-SOUL
More.

GLITTERBACK
More. [Within, in a big voice.
FIRST DEVIL
More.

SECOND DEVIL
More.

SCUMBROTH
Because my genius keeps company with a great man, Ill take all their words, and his bond.

GLITTERBACK
When thou hast spent all that, I charge thee come
To the back tree that stands in Naples grove;
Climb boldly to the top and keep fast hold,
For there Ill rain on thee a shower of gold;
If what thou seest there thou to any tell,
Devils shall tear thee.

SHACKLE-SOUL
[Within.] Away.

GLITTERBACK
Away.

SCUMBROTH
Farewell. [Exit.

Enter SHACKLE-SOUL laughing.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Ha, ha!Down, down, bright spirit; thou would be missd anon;
Hell mint stands idle.

GLITTERBACK
Loose not that fool.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Be gone!

GLITTERBACK
Have care to meet at next infernal court.
The day draws nigh. [Goes down.

SHACKLE-SOUL
I thank thee for this, spirit. [Exit.


Act Three, Scene Three
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Enter KING, RUFFMAN, NARCISSO, SPENDOLA, BRISCO, JOVINELLI,
BARTERVILE, LURCHALL, the two Gentlemen, and FARNEZE.

KING
You that complain gainst Bartervile, receiver
Of all our tribute-moneys, speak your wrongs.
Nay, you have deafd our ears too much already.
He does confess your crowns, payd and receivd;
But to give back your writings theres no clause;
If them youll win, fight it out by our laws.

BARTERVILE
I humbly thank your highness.A gracious doom.

FIRST GENTLEMAN
One day to try this plea, to Hell thoult come. [Exeunt Gentlemen.

KING
Tothnext!We ha business of our own; tothnext!
O, Bartervile, for these two hundred crowns.

BARTERVILE
I paid em to that man.

FARNEZE
Now, afore the king,
And his lords here, thou liest; thast paid me none!

KING
You cholars, sirrah, too high.

FARNEZE
Though my collar stand
So high, it scarce bears up this falling band.
Thou sayst thoult swear thast paid it; Uds nails!Swear so,
And the foul fiend go witht.Two hundred crowns!
I ha lost as much at loggets.Swear but to revel
And spendt in Hell; gallop thee and that toth devil!

LURCHALL
Man, wherefore dost not swear?

KING
Reach me a book.

BARTERVILE
Let me before I swear, on my notes look.
Ill tell you the very day; pray, hold my staff
Till I draw out my false eyes.

FARNEZE
Draw thy heart out ant would.Thou mayst well say thy false eyes.

BARTERVILE
The day:August 14.

FARNEZE
Thats now. Be damnd and so away!

BARTERVILE
On this day, August 14, I swear I payd
Into these hands, two hundred crowns in gold.

FARNEZE
Zounds, nor in silver!By this book, I had none!

KING
One of you two is perjuriously forsworn.

FARNEZE
He, he, as I am a true Christian man!

JOVINELLI
He swears
To your own hands he paid them.

BARTERVILE
Else let that eye
Which sees me play false scourge my perjury
With fearful stripes.

FARNEZE
O, justice!Faln down dead! [LURCHALL and RUFFMAN about him.
Would I had lost all, though I had been cozend
Rather than thou my soul.

OMNES
He bleeds at mouth.

FARNEZE
See his staff, beating the earth, for heaven loves truth,
Is burst into shivers, and that gold he swore
Was payd to me lies scatterd on the floor.

RUFFMAN
He comes again; the devil will not receive him.

KING
Take him away; well punish him for this crime.

RUFFMAN
Beg his office.You a courtier?

SPENDOLA
I have a suit to your Highness.

KING
What ist, Count Spendola?

LURCHALL
Master, look up, man!
[Aside.]In this black trance had thy soul flown away
I had wrought hard and made a holiday.

RUFFMAN
Lose not a minute, pew-fellow, leave him not yet.
I have whales here too lie playing in the net.[Exit LURCHALL with BARTERVILE.

FARNEZE
Ill take this gold at venture, sweet young king,
For all this hell-hound owes me.

KING
Do, and be gone.

FARNEZE
I am payd; the devils turnd puritan, I fear;
He hates, methinks, to hear his own child swear![Exit.

KING
The office of this perjurd Bartervile
I frankly give away, dividing it
To the Count Spendola and our worthy friend,
Brave Bohor here.Farm it to whom you please.

BOTH
We thank your Highness.

SPENDOLA
Who bids most, he buys it.

KING
If to his life, the devil gives longer lease
To build more work for Hell, go see; and from him
Exact a strict account of what he owes us.

RUFFMAN
That strict account Ill take. [Exit.

KING
Show him no favour.

Enter OCTAVIO with petitions, and SUBPRIOR.

OCTAVIO
If now thou art a just king, keep thy word
With thy poor subjects.

KING
How, noble uncle, why?

OCTAVIO
This is the day to hear the poor mans cry;
And yonders cryingenough, at thy court gates;
Five hundred white heads and scarce ten good hats
Crying out they are undone.

OMNES
Undone!By whom?

OCTAVIO
Marry, look:by such as you are, who go gay,
Weart out, book down more, set to their hands but never pay,
Of poor starvd servants, or, when plagues are reigning,
Mourn orphans so and widows, as those do
That owe these sorrowful papers.

KING
Pray, how can I
To their complainings add a remedy?

OCTAVIO
Ill tell thee how:are any here in debt
To merchants, mercers, tailors?Let em jet
In their own satins, pay for what they ha taen,
And these will go less brave, tother less complain.

OMNES
Ha, ha!

OCTAVIO
The mighty wrongs the weak, the rich the poor;
This man should have his own could he grease more
His too fat lawyer; that wretch foes coat does sue,
But his coats gone and his skin flayed off too,
If his purse be ore-matched; these gross impure
And rank diseases longunto thy cure,
The worlds in pawn fort, these are the poors cries.
How wilt thou stop their throats?

KING
With halters.

OMNES
Hang em!

OCTAVIO
Hang em!Any halters here!Ist so set down?
This law-book speaks not so, yet tis thine own.

KING
Still braving me with this?Burn it.

OCTAVIO
Yes, do.
If you burn all the week, burn Saturday too;
Do one good days deed first:read poor mens plaints.

KING
Hells plague confound em!In their heads and thine.
Vex me no more!

OCTAVIO
I warrant thee Ill save mine. [Sees the SUBPRIOR.
Holy saint, pardon me!Las, good father, my brain
So wild is I forgot thee, but Ill to him again;
Tis but an old mans head off.King, take it.Ill speak
Whilst this stands on my shoulders.

KING
But that you are  

OCTAVIO
An honest man, thoudst have this.O, I beseek
Thy attention to this reverend subprior
Who plains against disorders of this house;[Gives paper.
Where once devotion dwelt and charity,
Theres drunkenness now, gluttony, and lechery.
Tell thou the tale.

SUBPRIOR
Bad story soon is told
Because tis foul, that leaf does all enfold.
Their sins grow high and fearful and strike at Heaven.
Punish them, thou, whose power from thence is given.

KING
Your friars so lusty!

JOVINELLI
All the barbers in Naples tell news of that priory.

BRISCO
I would your Grace would let me purge this house of her infection; bestow the livings of it on me; Ill sweeten it in one month.

JOVINELLI
Hell lay it in lavender.

KING
The covent, the demesnes, immunities,
Rents, customs, charters; what to the house of Baal
Soever is belonging, Brisco, tis thine.

OCTAVIO
Wut rob the church too!Now, thast nothing left
Scarce for thy self?

SUBPRIOR
O, Heaven, forfend such theft!

KING
Bestow it at thy pleasure.

OCTAVIO
Woe to these days
When to raise upstarts the poor church decays!

SUBPRIOR
Call back thy gift, oh King, and ere these eyes
Behold unhallowed hands to tyrannize
Where many a good man his orisons said,
And many a requiem been sung out for the dead,
Till I am thrust out by death, oh let me have
My dwelling there; there let me dig my grave
With mine own nails, shut up from worldly light
Between two walls, and die an anchorite!

KING
I refer you to your parson there.

BRISCO
Thats I;
Show me first where your abbey gold sleeps, then go die.

SUBPRIOR
I fear religions fall; alack, I see
This worlds a city built by the most high,
But kept by man, Gods greatest enemy. [Exit.

OCTAVIO
Let ill news fly together, thou art full of tears,
But I more full of woes, of cares, of fears.[Exit.

Enter ASTOLFO.

KING
Sdeath, shall we have yet fair weather?

JOVINELLI
Heres one storm more.

ASTOLFO
Calabrias Duke demands of you a daughter.

KING
Let me but lie withs wife, Ill give him a son.

ASTOLFO
He sends for Erminghild.

KING
Deliver her.

ASTOLFO
Shes not to be found.

KING
Yare and old fool
To ask for that which is not.

ASTOLFO
Thus he says,
Deny her and look for wars.

KING
So; go your ways.

ASTOLFO
Im quickly gone. [Exit.

Enter RUFFMAN and BARTERVILE.

KING
With sack, Ill swear you are.
This was short and sweet.Seems then we shall ha wars,
Bohor; the drum must scold, the cannon thunder;
Fighting about a wench.

OMNES
Tush, thats no wonder.

KING
Who baild him out of Hell?Damnd perjurd caitiff!
Out of mine eye!

RUFFMAN
I never beggd before.
Pardon his crime, I entreat, and back restore
Both your high favour to him and his place.

BARTERVILE
Let me want life rather then want your Grace.

SPENDOLA
Do you think Ill lose the kings gold?

BARTERVILE
Ill send you gold.

SPENDOLA
That stops my mouth; pray, let him still, sir, hold
This office of receiver; I resign
That part which I have in it.

RUFFMAN
And I all mine.

KING
Bartervile, we have wars; Ill have thee lend me
Some thirty thousand chequeens at least.

BARTERVILE
Take all my gold.

KING
Well, get you home; with your bags, sir, well make bold.

BARTERVILE
[Aside.] Your Majesty shall have what bags you will,
Bags only, but Ill keep my money still. [Exit.

Enter OCTAVIO and ASTOLFO.

KING
Now, Shalcam, some new spirit.

RUFFMAN
A thousand wenches,
Stark nakd, to play at leap-frog.

OMNES
Oh, rare sight!

JOVINELLI
Your uncle  

KING
Sdeath, still haunted with this grey sprite!

OCTAVIO
You need no tailors now, but armourers.
Theres a dear reckoning for you all to pay
About a lady.The Calabrian duke
Is on a march; the lightning flashes now;
Youll hear the crack anon.Before the star
To call whom up, the wakeful cock doth sing
Be twice more seen abroad; at your city gates
The devils perservant will beat the cannon.
Will these brisk leaders, stuck with estridge feathers,
Go brave your enemy now and beat him back,
Save thee thy kingdom and themselves from wrack?

KING
Dotard, I scorn to take prescription
From any breath to which ours is supreme.
Stood devils with fire-works on your battlements,
A thousand armed Joves at your provd walls
Hurling forked thunder, and the gates rammd up
With piles of citizens heads, our spring-tide pleasures
No adverse winds, no torrent shall resist;
Midst flames well dance, and die a Neronist![Exit.

OMNES
Fight you; yare good for nothing else. [Exeunt all but OCTAVIO and ASTOLFO.

ASTOLFO
They mock us.

OCTAVIO
All stark mad.Let us be wise,
And fly from buildings falling toth surer side,
If we can his safety; if not, our own provide.[Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene One
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ENTER BARTERVILE LIKE a Turk; and LURCHALL

BARTERVILE
Thou hadst, like tha sent me swearing into Hell.
Ill wear my nets myself; how dost thou like me?
Is not this habit Turk-merchant-like?

LURCHALL
A mere Turk, sir, none can take you for less.

BARTERVILE
King borrow thirty thousand chequeens of me!Ha, ha!

LURCHALL
But pray, sir, what ist turns you into a Turk?

BARTERVILE
That for which many their religion,
Most men their faith, all change their honesty:
Profit, that gilded god, commodity.
He that would grow damnd-rich, yet live secure,
Must keep a case of faces, sometimes demure,
Sometimes a grum-surly sir, now play the Jew,
Then the Precisian.Not a man well view
But varies so.Myself, of bashful nature,
Am thus supplied by art.

LURCHALL
Mine own dear sir!
But, sir, your aims and ends in this?

BARTERVILE
Marry, these:
A hundred thousand florins fill my coffers;
Some of it is mine own, and some the kings;
Some taken up at use of sundry merchants
To ply at six six months, or mine own banc,
Sue that, Ill keep the monies in my hand.

LURCHALL
Youll break, sir.

BARTERVILE
Not mine own neck, but their backs;
To get their monies, Bartervile must die,
Make will, name an executor, which is I.

LURCHALL
Rare!

BARTERVILE
Given out his kinsman, lately employed
By him in Turkey.

LURCHALL
What will hence befall?

BARTERVILE
Like an executor will I cozen all,
Make creditors orphans, and widows spend those tears
They savd from their late husbands burials;
They get not two pence ith pound.

LURCHALL
Theyll tell the king.

BARTERVILE
The king!Ha, ha!
The king is going this way; he means to borrow,
If the wars hold, my gold; yes; when?To-morrow!
All debts of mine on him shall be conferd.
I ha briefs and tickets which from time to time
Show what large sums his minions ha fetchd from me;
His tribute money has payd it; thats no matter;
The world bites them dead whom alive they flatter,
And so must I.Then give it out I left
A complete state, but the kings death bereft
Me of those sums he owed.

LURCHALL
Say the king prevails.

BARTERVILE
With that wind must I likewise shift my sails,
And where the fox gets nothing, will turn ape,
Make legs, crouch, kiss my paw, present some stale
Device of virtues triumph to express
How much I joy him safe, wish nothing less.

LURCHALL
But how can you excuse your turning Turk?

BARTERVILE
Easiest of all:Ill swear this savd my life;
Pursued by kennels of barking creditors
For my much love to him, and thus being forcd
To walk obscure, my credit fell to wrack,
Want of return made all my factors break
In parts remote; to recompense which loss,
And that with safety I may give direction
To my disturbd state, crave I the kings protection.

LURCHALL
Protection!Whats that?

BARTERVILE
A merchant, and yet knowst not
What a protection is!Ill tell thee.

LURCHALL
Pray, sir, for I never broke with any man.

BARTERVILE
It is a buckler of large fair compass
Quilted within with fox-skins; in the midst
A pike sticks out, sometimes of two years long
And sometimes longer.And this pike keeps off
Sergeants and bailiffs, actions, and arrests.
Tis a strong charm gainst all the noisome smells
Of Counters, gaolers, garnishes, and such hells;
By this, a debtor crazd, so lusty grows
He may walk by, and play with his creditors nose.
Under this buckler, here Ill lie and fence.

LURCHALL
You have out-reachd me.

BARTERVILE
Ill out-reach the devil.
But I tempt danger; go thou and fetch some friar
As if, at point of death, I did desire,
No, Bartervile did desire, to make confession.
If any creditors beat or rail at door,
Up starts this Turk and answers them.

LURCHALL
Why fetch I a friar?

BARTERVILE
I have a reaching plot in that, boy.Hasten,
That we may smile in our securer port,
Seeing others sea-tossd.Why, tis but a sport
For him thats safe, to see the proud waves swallow
Whole fleets of wretched souls; it needs must follow,
Nature sent man into the world, alone,
Without all company, but to care for one,
And that Ill do.

LURCHALL
True city doctrine, sir.

BARTERVILE
Away, thy haste, our richest love shall earn.

LURCHALL
I came to teach, but now methinks must learn.[Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Two
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ENTER SCUMBROTH LIKE a beggar.

SCUMBROTH
What says the prodigal child in the painted cloth?When all his money was spent and gone, they turnd him out unnecessary; then did he weep and wist not what to don, for he was ins hose and doublet.Verily, the best is, there are but two batches of people moulded in this world; thats to say gentlemen and beggars; or beggars and gentlemen, or gentlemenlike beggars, or beggarlike gentlemen.I rank with one of those, I am sure, tag and rag, one with another.Am I one of those whom Fortune favours?No, no, if Fortune favourd me, I should be full, but Fortune favours no body but garlic, nor garlic neither now; yet she has strong reason to love it, for though garlic made her smell abominably in the nostrils of the gallants, yet she had smelt and stunk worse but for garlic; one filthy scent take away another.She once smild upon me like a lion.Stay, what said head?Spend this bravely, and thou shalt have more.Can any prodigal new-come upstart spend it more bravely?And now to get more, I must go into the grove of Naples, thats here, and get into a black tree.Heres a black tree too, but art thou he?

GLITTERBACK
[Within.] He.

SCUMBROTH
Ha, ha!Where art thou, my gentle sweet head?

GLITTERBACK
[Within.] Head.

SCUMBROTH
O, at the head, thats to say, at the top.How shall I get up, for tis hard when a man is down in this world to get up; I shall never climb high.

GLITTERBACK
[Within.] High.

SCUMBROTH
I will hie me then, but I am as heavy as a sow of lead.

GLITTERBACK
[Within.] Lead.

SCUMBROTH
Yes, I will lead, big head, whatsoever follows.
Many a gallant for gold has climbd higher on a gallows.
The storm, even as Head nodded, is coming; cook, lick thy fingers now or never.

GLITTERBACK
[Within.] Now or never.[SCUMBROTH climbs the tree.

Rain, thunder, and lightning; enter LUCIFER and Devils.

OMNES
Oooh!

LUCIFER
This is the tree.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] On which would you all were hangd, so I were off it, and safe at home.

LUCIFER
And this, I am sure tis this, the horrid grove
Where witches broods engender, our place of meeting.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Do witches engender here?Zounds!I shall be the devils bawd whilst he goes to his lechery!

LUCIFER
And this the hideous black infernal hour.
Ha!No appearance yet?If their least minute
Our vessels break, sink shall these trees to Hell.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Alas!

LUCIFER
This grove Ill turn into a brimstone lake
Which shall be ever burning.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] The best is, if I be a match in the devils tinderbox, I can stink no worse than I do already.

LUCIFER
Not yet come?Oooh!

OMNES
Oooh, oooh!

Enter SHACKLE-SOUL, RUFFMAN, and LURCHALL, at several
Doors with other devils.Embrace.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Sure, these are no Christian devils, they so love one another!

LUCIFER
Stand forth. [Sits under the tree; all about him.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Friar Rush amongst em!

LUCIFER
And here unlaid you of that precious freight
For which you went, mens souls; what voyage is made?

OMNES
No saving voyage, but a damning.

LUCIFER
Good.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] I thought the devil was turnd merchant, theres so many pirates at sea.

RUFFMAN
Ithcourt of Naples have I prosperd well,
And brave soldiers shall I shortly ship to Hell.
In sensual streams, courtier and king I have crownd
From whence war is flowing, whose tide shall all confound.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Are these gentlemen devils too?This is one of those who studies the black art; thats to say, drinks tobacco.

LUCIFER
Are all then good ith court?

LURCHALL
No, Lucifer.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] No, nor scarce ith suburbs.

LURCHALL
Great prince of devils, thy hests I have obeyed;
I am bartering for one soul, able to laid
An argosy; if city-oaths, if perjuries,
Cheatings, or gnawing mens souls by usuries,
If all the villainies that a city can
Are able to get thee a son, I ha found that man.

LUCIFER
[Stands up.] Serve him up.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Alas, now, now!

LURCHALL
Damnation gives his soul but one turn more,
Cause he shall be enough.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Its no marvel if markets be dear when the city is bound to find the devil roast meat.

LUCIFER
Has Rush lain idle?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Idle?No, Lucifer.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] All the world is turnd devil.Rush is one too!

SHACKLE-SOUL
Idle?I have your nimblest devil bin,
In twenty shapes begetting sin.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] One was to get me thrust out of the priory.

SHACKLE-SOUL
I am fishing for a whole shoal of friars.
All are gluttoning or muttoning, stabbing or swelling;
There only one lamb scapes my killing,
But I will have him.Then theres a cook  

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Whore arse makes buttons.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Of whom I some revenge have took.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] The devil choke you fort!

SHACKLE-SOUL
He mickle scath has doe me,
And the knave thinks to outrun me.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Not too fast.

LUCIFER
Kick his guilty soul hither.

SCACKLE-SOUL
Ill drive him to despair
And make him hang himself.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] For hanging I stand fair.

LUCIFER
Go ply your works; our sessions are at hand.

ALL THREE
We fly to execute thy dread command.

[Exeunt SHACKLE-SOUL, RUFFMAN, and LURCHALL.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Would I could fly into a bench hole.

LUCIFER
But what have you done?Nothing!

FIRST DEVIL
We have all like bees
Wrought in that hive of souls, the busy world,
Same ha lain in cheesemongers shops, paring leaden weights.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Would I were there but with a paring of cheese.

FIRST DEVIL
For one half ounce we had a chandlers soul.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] If he melted tallow, he smelt sweetly as I do.

FIRST DEVIL
Walk round Hells shambles, thou shalt see there sticks
Some four butchers souls, puffs quaintly up with pricks.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] Four sweet-breads! I hold my life, that devils an ass.

FIRST DEVIL
Tailors oer-rich us, for to this tis grown
They scorn thy Hell, having better of their own.

SCUMBROTH
[Aside.] They fear not Satan nor all his works.

FIRST DEVIL
I have with this fist beat upon rich mens hearts
To make em harder, and these two thumbs thrust,
In open churches, to brave dames ears,
Damning up attention; whilst the loose eye peers
For fashions of gown-wings, laces, pearls, ruffs,
Falls, calls, tires, wires, caps, hats, and muffs, and puffs;
For so the face be smug, and carcass gay,
Thats all their pride.

LUCIFER
Twill be a festival day
When those sweet ducks comes to us; loose em not.Go;
More souls you pay to Hell, the less you owe.
This ewe-three blast with your hot-scorching breath;
A mark, toth witch who sits next here, of death.

OMNES
Ooooh![Fireworks; exeunt Omnes; SCUMBROTH falls.

SCUMBROTH
Call you this raining down of gold?I am wet toth skin in the shower, but tis with sweating for fear; had I now had the conscience that some vintners and innholders have, here might I have gotten the devil and all.But two sins have undone me, prodigality, and covetousness and three Ps have pepperd me:the punk, the pot, and the pipe of smoke, out of my pocket my soul did soak.I cannot swear now.Zounds, I am gallant!But I can swear as many of the ragged regiment do.Zounds, I have been a gallant!But I am now done, dejected, and debashd, and can better draw out a thirdendeal gallant; thats to say, a gallant that wants of his true measure then any tapster can draw him out of his scores; thus he sets up, and thus hes pulld down; thus is he raised, and thus declind:
Singulariter;
Nominativo Hic Gallantus, a gallant;
Gentivo Hugious, brave;
Dativo Huic, if he gets once a lick;
Accusativo Hunc, of a taffety punk;
Accusativo Hanc, his cheeks will grow lank;
Hunc, Hanc, et Hoe, with lifting up her smock;
Vocativo, ô! hes gone if he cries so;
Ablativo, ab hoc, away with him, he has the pock;
Pluraliter, Nominativo, Hi gallanti, if the pox he can defy;
Genitivo, Horum, Yet heres a beggar in coram;
Dativo, His, his gilt rapier he does miss;
Accusativo Hos, without his cloak he goes;
Accusativo Has, to the Counter he must pass;
Hos, has, et Hæc, with two catchpoles at his back;
Vocative, ô! a hole he desired, and toth hole he must go.
Ablativo, ab His, this many a gallant declined is.[Exit.


Act Four, Scene Three
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ENTER SUBPRIOR AND ERMINHILD.

SUBPRIOR
What art thou?

ERMINHILD
Daughter to the Calabriam duke
The hapless troth-plight to your sad king.

SUBPRIOR
Alack!What notes are these I hear you sing?
Pardon me, madam.
O Lady!Want of you has bred much woe.
Calamity does every where oerflow;
All long of your strange absence.[Drums afar off, marching.

ERMINHILD
I confess,
Loaden with your kings contempt, and loath to bear
Shame to my country, who from thence came freighted
With many glorious honours, I preferrd
An obscure life before a public shame;
O then, good father, be it not my blame
If my supposd death on the king hath thrown
Dangers which from himself are merely grown.

SUBPRIOR
What, princely maiden, would you wish me do?

ERMINHILD
I do conjure you, sir, by all the bonds
Tie you to pious acts, you would make way
To my incensed father; give him these lines,
This ring, pledge of that blessing he deliverd me
At our last parting; add unto these, if ever
His daughters memory to him were dear,
To would the prince let his rash hand forbear,
Since through each wound he gives him, I am slain.
If the sad king you meet, venture to tell him
That more for him, than he for me, I bide,
And am his subject still, though not his bride.

SUBPRIOR
This shall I do.How shall we meet again?

ERMINHILD
Fears follow me so, I know not where nor when.

SUBPRIOR
Hark how the sound of horror beats the air!
Your fathers up in arms and does prepare
Sharp vengeance for this city; woe is me.Trust you
To me, who neer made much of woman yet,
Rest his sweet maid till an old friar beget
What joys he can to comfort thee.Is Clement grown
A woman man now?No, I am not mine own
Where your command may sway me.Much more in this,
Where Heaven, through virtues trial, makes you his. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Four

[image: img28.jpg]

A table is set out with a candle burning, a deaths head, a cloak, and
A cross.SUBPRIOR sits reading.Enter SHACKLE-SOUL leading in an
Italian Zany, five or six Courtesans, every-one holding a jewel.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Thats he, and theres your golden hire to charm him.
Your fees Ill treble, let but lusts flame be felt.
The Alpine snow at the suns beams does melt,
So let your beauties thaw his frozen age,
First tact an old lecher, then a devil on Hells black stage.
Strike, strike your silver strings, brave set of whore![Music.
At your striking up, devils dance, and all Hell roars.

[Zany and Courtesans fall into a short dance.

SUBPRIOR
What sound offends mine ear?Soul of temptation!
Enchanters, I defy you; get you gone!
Im blind to your enticements; from this I learn
At how dear rate the careless world does earn
That thing calld pleasure; how many souls do fall,
Sold for a little gilt to daub this wall?
Hence with your witchcrafts, the sight of this drives hence
All thoughts besieging out voluptuous sense.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Another bite; at this he will not bite.

[The Zany sings; SUBPRIOR holds his head down as fast asleep.

ZANY
Will you have a dainty girl?here tis!
Curral lips, teeth of pearl; here tis!
Cherry cheeks, softest flash; thats she!
Breath like May, sweet and fresh; she, she!
Be she white, black or brown,
Pleasure your bed shall crown,
Choose her then, use her then
Women are made for men.
Pretty, pretty wast;
Sweet to be embraced.
Pretty leg, O, pretty foot;
To beautys tree the root;
This is she shall dot;
Or she shall dot, or she shall dot, she shall dot, she shall dot.
Kiss, kiss, play, play, come and dally,
Tumble, tumble, tumble, in beautys valley!

SHACKLE-SOUL

His soul is chaind in pleasures; bind it fast,
If he break your charms, the strongest spell comes last.[Exit.All wake SUBPRIOR.

SUBPRIOR
Hence, devils incarnate!Tis not the sorcery
Of your deceitful tunes shuts up mine eye;
Mine ears are likewise stoppd.Hence, hence I say!

OMNES
Ha, ha, a man of ice, a clod of clay! [Exeunt.

Enter SHACKLE-SOUL, or some spirit in a frightful shape.

SUBPRIOR
Are all thy incantations spent now?Art come again?
Base workmanship of Heaven, what other train
Were all Hells frightful horrors stuck in thy look
Thou canst not shake me.

SHACKLE-SOUL
I can.

SUBPRIOR
Thou liest, thou shalt not!

SHACKLE-SOUL
I bring thee tidings of thy death this night.

SUBPRIOR
How dost thou know that hour of my last sight?
False herald! Ministers of despair and lies!

SHACKLE-SOUL
I know to how many minutes thy days must rise.

SUBPRIOR
Who gives thee the number?

SHACKLE-SOUL
All things to us are known,
What ever have been, are, or shall be done.

SUBPRIOR
Ill pose thee presently; whats this thou fiend
Which now I have turnd to?Do but tell me that
And Ill believe thee.

SHACKLE-SOUL
I scorn to be thy slave.

SUBPRIOR
Down, down, and sink into thy damned cave!
Look here, dost thou fly, thy hell-hound?I dare thee stand
Oer thee by these holy spells have I strong command;
Thy battries are too weak; by good mens prayers,
Thy continence of saints, by which, as stairs,
Thy ascend to Heaven, by virgins chastity,
By martyrs crownd deaths, which recorded lie
In silver leaves above; I charge thee down,
Howl where thart bound in slavery, till the last dome!

SHACKLE-SOUL
Storms, thunder, lighting, rip up the earths womb!

SUBPRIOR
Eternal power, thanks on my humblest knees,
Thou still to constant breasts givst victory![Exit.

SHACKLE-SOUL
No way to conquer thee?Ill give thee oer.
Neer fishd I so, yet lost a soul, before. [Exit.


Act Five, Scene One
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Alarums.Enter KING, RUFFMAN, SPENDOLA, & BRISCO,
with drawn weapons.

KING
Black horrors, mischief, ruin, and confusion
Affright us, follow us.

RUFFMAN
Dare them to the face
And you fright them.

SPENDOLA
No safety but to fly.

KING
Wither, Spendola, wither?Better stay and die.

Enter NARCISSO.Alarums afar off.

OMNES
What hope?What news?

KING
Is my uncle fled?

NARCISSO
Hes gone,
And fights against you.

KING
Follow him damnation
That leaves his prince so in distress, in misery.
O bane of kings, thou enchanting flattery,
Thy venom now I feel eating my heart,
More mortal than an Indians poisond dart!

RUFFMAN
Yare too dejected; gather head and fight it out!

KING
The heads here; where are the hands to lay about?

Enter JOVINELLI.

JOVINELLI
Where is the king?

KING
The man that title mocks
Is here, thou sad-visage man.Are any hird
To kill me or betray me?Let em come!
Griefs growing extreme, death is a gentle doom.

JOVINELLI
Prepare then for the worst.

KING
I am armd fort.Show it.

JOVINELLI
Thy kingdom is a weak ship, split, sinking,
Nor hast thou any pilot to waft us oer
Out of this foul sea to some calmer shore.
Thy peoples hearts are turnd to rocks of flint,
The scholar, soldier, and the mariner
Whom, as themselves say, once thou trodst upon,
Now serve as wheels of thy destruction.

KING
Flying swiftly backward, the kingly lion quaild;
What shall the weaker herds do if he fall?

SPENDOLA
Lets fly.

OMNES
Zounds!Whither?

BRISCO
So we may be safe.

JOVINELLI
But where?

SPENDOLA
At Bartervile.The churls to me beholden;
His house so stands, we may enter without fear.

OMNES
Bet so!To Bartervile!

SPENDOLA
What will your Highness do?

KING
Die, Spendola, a miserable king;
None here can hinder us of that.

SPENDOLA
How!Die!
Ha you any stomach to death, sirs?

OMNES
Not I.

SPENDOLA
Nor I.
Troths though you grow desperate, well grow wise.

OMNES
Farewell, sir; well save one. [Exeunt all but KING and RUFFMAN.

KING
Oh, my cruellst enemies!
Stabs Brutus at me too?

RUFFMAN
[Aside.] Now my own, or never!

KING
Why art not thou gone?

RUFFMAN
I, Ill stick to you ever;
I am no courtier, sir, of Fortunes making.

KING
Thou art no wise man to prefer thy love
To me, before thy life; pray thee, leave me!

RUFFMAN
Not I.

KING
I shall not hate the world so really
As else I would.O, had the ancient race
Of men, who had long leases of their lives,
Been wretched as we are, no recompense
Could the gods have given them for their being here!
But now more pitiful wise nature grows
Who cuts of mans years to cut off his woes!

RUFFMAN
True, sir, and teaches him a thousand ways
To lead him out this horrid giddy maze.

KING
I apprehend thee a small daggers point
Opens the veins to cure our pleurisy.

RUFFMAN
Than to be made your foes slave, better die.

KING
A hundred thousand deaths, than like a captive,
Be chained to grace proud Cæsars chariot wheel.

RUFFMAN
Much less a petty dukes.

KING
Fetch me, dear friend,
An armed pistol, and mouth it at my breast.
Ill make away myself, and all my sorrows
Are made away.

RUFFMAN
The best and nobler spirits
Have done the like.

KING
Your bravest men-at-arms
Have done the like.

RUFFMAN
Philosophers have done it.

KING
Great peers have done it.

RUFFMAN
Kings have done the like.

KING
And I will do it.

RUFFMAN
Nay, it shall neer be said
I livd a minute after you; here, here!

KING
I embrace thee, noblest friend!

RUFFMAN
Lets sail together!

KING
Content, brave Bohor.Oh!But whither? whither?

RUFFMAN
From Hell, this world, from fiends, in shapes of men.

KING
No, into Hell, from men to be damnd black with fiends.
Methinks I see hell yawn to swallow us.

RUFFMAN
Foh!This is but the swimming of your brain
By looking downward with a timorous eye.

KING
My soul was snuck too low to look more high.
Forgiveness, Heaven! [Alarums.

RUFFMAN
The whips of furies lash me; the foe come on.

KING
And we will meet him, dare confusion
And the worlds mixed poisons; there is a hand
That fights for kings, and under that well stand.

Alarums still afar off; enter a Friar running.

RUFFMAN
Whither runs this friar?

FRIAR
To save my wretched life
From thinsolent soldier threatning the citys spoil.

KING
Of what house art thou?

FRIAR
Of Father Clements order,
The Capachines subprior; a quick messenger
Fetched me to be rich Barterviles confessor
Who lies a-dying.

KING
A-dying!

FRIAR
He does, but I
Have come thus far with so much jeopardy
That could I safely get to the lee shore
Him nor the priory would I see more.
For charitys sake, direct me and defend me!

KING
To help distressed men religion binds me.
Shouldst thou in this hot broils be met abroad
It will be judged you leave your priory
Carrying gold and silver with you.

FRIAR
Las, I have none!

KING
But, Friar, if you be thus taken, your life is gone.
Here, here cast off thy habit, better that lie
Ith streets than thou poor wretch; wear mine, and away;
Strike down that lane.

FRIAR
Thanks, master; for your lives Ill pray. [Exit.

KING
This, Bohor, shall disguise me.Whither wilt thou fly?

RUFFMAN
Ill shift, I warrant.Haste thou to the priory.

KING
If we neer meet again, best friend, farewell.

RUFFMAN
[Aside.] Not meet!Yes, I hope, you must not thus cheat Hell. [Exit.

KING
I will not trust this fellow.To thpriory, no.
Barterviles confessor; if to betray
Thou findst the churl apt, leave him; if not, there stay.
The downfall of that prince is quick and steep
Who has no heart to leave, nor power to keep.[Exit.


Act Five, Scene Two
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ENTER BARTERVILE AS a Turk, and LURCHALL with the Courtiers.

LURCHALL
Make the door sure; the house is round beset.

OMNES
Beset!

BARTERVILE
Put up; fear nothing.Armies, should they enter,
Cannot here find you.

OMNES
How shall we escape?

BARTERVILE
Send for your trunks and jewels; Ill ship you this night; meantime this unknown way leads to a cellar where a world cannot fetch you forth.In, in; if danger pursue you, in a dry-fat Ill pack you hence.

OMNES
Zounds!Into the dungeon!

BARTERVILE
So, to Sardini.[Exeunt Courtiers.
Your cloaks and your gilt rapiers, down, down, down.

Enter KING as a Friar, aloof.

KING
How soon meets Babels pride, confusion?

LURCHALL
What nest of birds are these new-killd with fear?

BARTERVILE
Foul cannot last long sweet, therefore kept there
In my cold cellar.Stay, house beset?What fees?

LURCHALL
Such as strike dead the heart, yet give no blows.
Sergeants.

BARTERVILE
This, foutre for them!Proclamations, Lurchall,
Six thousand crowns are his; can these betray
Soon earned, well share.Fetch the Calabriam hither;
They are hearsay; damn em!

LURCHALL
[Aside.] You shall be damnd together. [Exit.

KING
[Coming forward.] Wheres that devote sick man desires to take
Leave of this world?Deus hic to all now here.

BARTERVILE
Now domine friar, what I to you confess
You are bound by oath to keep.

KING
I aver no less.

BARTERVILE
Keep then this close:I am no Turk, not I,
But Bartervile disguised in policy.

KING
Are you the sick man?

BARTERVILE
Sick of a disease,
Bad as a plague to citizens, I must break,
Play a bankrouts part, I have money of the kings,
Of merchants; Ill keep all, these are city-sprigs.
Here lies Sergeant Leaguer; about my doors,
My house to me is an hospital, they the sores
Which up upon me vily; peep I but out,
To raise the Dunkirks siege, thus cast I about.

KING
Lets hear, pray, how.

BARTERVILE
Thus, thus, sweet domine friar,
Ill be like you, a Capuchine; so by your prior,
Subprior, and covent, I may be fetchd hence
Spite of all shoulder-clappers violence.
Though the king should lay hands on my, I would not tarry.

KING
You need not.

BARTERVILE
You are my guard, my sanctuary.

KING
But what your level in this when this is done?

BARTERVILE
Alas!What level but pure devotion?

KING
[Aside.] The devil you have!

BARTERVILE
When I die, there take all.
Will you go to your prior and tell this?[A march afar.

KING
Yes, I shall.

BARTERVILE
Ill send him an earnest penny, a hundred crowns,
As the first stone my charity builds upon.
What droms this?Come, dispatch, friar, and be gone.
[As KING starts to leave, BARTERVILE takes off his disguise.

KING
Out of this hell, thou meanest.Yes, Ill fly from thee
As from the Devils hangman; thoult else betray me.
World, to what crest of villainy art thou grown,
When, of good men, whole kingdoms scarce breed one?[Exit.

Enter LURCHALL bound, and DUKE OF CALABRIA,
with ASTOLFO and Soldiers.

LURCHALL
Heres the Duke of Calabria, sir.If you have made me tell a lie, theyll send me of a voyage to the island of hogs and devils, the Bermudas; the duke, sir.

BARTERVILE
His grace is welcome, las!I had more need
To have physicians and apothecaries
Then fighters at my gates.Lurchall, why come they?

CALABRIA
Deliver up those monsters in thy house
That have devoured a kingdom and the king.
Tis death to thee, and him, if thou detainst em.

BARTERVILE
I detain em, here, here, here.

ASTOLFO
Reward if thou deliverst them.

BARTERVILE
Im past rewarding in this world.I look
Only for good mens prayers, theres the key, Lurchall.

CALABRIA
Unbind him.Stay, why did thy house receive them?

BARTERVILE
Full sore against my will; the bed I rise from
Count I my death-bed, for, each minute, I look
When angels, heavens good porters, will let me in,
Yet, like my betters, Im heavy laden with sin.
And being thus sick, and at last gasp, I sent
For my nearst cousin, my executor,
Who seeing brave bellows beating at my gates
Took em for honest men, let em in simply,
And undertook this night to ha shippd em hence.
My faithful servant telling me this, in zeal
To you and my country, I bid him all reveal.

CALABRIA
Thast playd a subjects part int.

BARTERVILE
Hell lead you to them.

CALABRIA
My lord, take force and seize em; neer stand upon
More trials.Give em speedy execution.

ASTOLFO
Come, fellow. [Exeunt ASTOLFO and LURCHALL with Soldiers.

BARTERVILE
Your grace has done with me?

CALABRIA
Go, look to thy health.
The crowns the proclamation promised
Shall to thy man be payd.

BARTERVILE
Thanks to your grace.
Las what I did in this was for no hire. [Exit.

CALABRIA
Ha, ha!The rent of a cellar never was do dear
On, beat the drum.

As they go off, enter OCTAVIO with RUFFMAN and a Guard.

OCTAVIO
Are the rest taen?

CALABRIA
Yes.

OCTAVIO
The grand pirates here.
Heres the devils bellows kindled all those fires
Which now are burning.This is the snake, whose sting,
Being kept warm in the bosom of a king,
Struck him to the heart.This he, who by the force
Of his damnd arguments, was the first divorce
Of the kings love; this is Bohor.

CALABRIA
This that serpent?
Yhave all, like traitors, wrought a princes fall
And all shall taste one death.

OCTAVIO
Sirrah, wheres the king?

RUFFMAN
Warrant me life, Ill bring you to the place
Where you shall take him.

OCTAVIO
Wult thou betray him, slave?

RUFFMAN
Yes.

CALABRIA
Thou shalt have life.

RUFFMAN
And you the king shall have.

OCTAVIO
And the gallows shall have thee, else hang me.Away! [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Three
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ENTER SUBPRIOR AND SCUMBROTH.

SCUMBROTH
Alas!Wheres the Subprior?

SUBPRIOR
Here.What ailst thou?

SCUMBROTH
Can you pick nothing out of my face?
Is there not a deaths head standing on my shoulders?

SUBPRIOR
Why, whats the matter?

SCUMBROTH
The lords prior is calld away.

SUBPRIOR
Whither?By whom?

SCUMBROTH
By the great-head.I think he cozened me.He is gone to the black squib tree, to Judas Oak, set by the devil; I told you then I saw Friar Rush spit fire amongst other hell-cats, and ye wouldnot believe me.Now Ill tell you that the Prior is chokd.Will his choking go down your throat?

SUBPRIOR
How chokd?

SCUMBROTH
Yes, chokd.That of which men die oer night, and are well the nest morning; wine has killd the Lord Prior.He would in a bravery taste the liquor of our vines because you threatened he should never lick his lips after; and the kernel of a grape stopd his windpipe for want of a skowring stick.

SUBPRIOR
Art thou sure he is dead?

SCUMBROTH
How dead?Because I would be sure, I cut his throat of purpose to take out the kernel.

SUBPRIOR
Most fearful and prodigious!Whither runst thou?

SCUMBROTH
To see more throats cut; an execution of certain gallants is this morning and I came running to see them.Who like a whore spoils every good thing that comes into his hand?The hangman.I leave you to the gallows. [Exit.

Enter BARTERVILE like a Friar, brought in by the KING,
SHACKLE-SOUL, and LURCHALL, with Others, all like Friars.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Welcome, dear brother.Now your heed must be
Not to look back at this worlds vanity,
Riches and pleasures; you have laid aside
That garment and must now be mortified.

BARTERVILE
I am mortified, I warrant you.

KING
[Aside.] So is the Devil.

SUBPRIOR
Your gold and silver you must see no more.

BARTERVILE
Oh fie!Give it every farthing to the poor
When I have sent fort hither.

LURCHALL
[Aside.] That will be never.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Your money shall be spent in pious sort.

BARTERVILE
I know that; let my soul be the better fort,
Thats all I crave for after I am dead.

SUBPRIOR
Many a requiem for it shall be said.[Drum sounds.

OMNES
What drum is this?

SHACKLE-SOUL
Friars, stand upon your guard.
The priory is beset with armed men
Of which some troops are entered.

KING
I am betrayd.

BARTERVILE
Lurchall, I feel my wizend pipe cut.

LURCHALL
I warrant you.

Enter DUKE OF CALABRIA, OCTAVIO, ASTOLFO, RUFFMAN led
by two holding pistols, Soldiers, drums and colours.

CALABRIA
Guard the abbey gates, let not a friar go forth.
You have a king amongst you; which is he?

OMNES
A king!

SUBPRIOR
I know of none here.

CALABRIA
Villains, you lie.

OCTAVIO
This caitiff does delude you; torture him!

CALABRIA
Hang him and these up oer the abbey walls.
Our wrath shall smite like thunder where it falls.

BARTERVILE
I shall, like a dog, die without money, Lurchall.

LURCHALL
I warrant you.

KING
Tyran, that royal hart thou huntst is here;
Stand from me all, you have betrayd me all,
And Ill trust none of you; if the lion must fall,
Fall he shall like a lion.Thinkst thou, base lord,
Because the glorious sun behind black clouds
Has a while hid his beams, hes darkened for ever?
Eclipsed never more to shine, yes, and to throw
Fires from his sparkling eyes, thee to confound.
Touch not that noble friend of mine; it seems
For my sake markd for danger.Let your arrows,
Dippd in rank poison, be shot all at me,
Since all is lost, die nobly, and loose life too.
O uncle!Must the first dart fly from you?

OCTAVIO
Into thy bosom fly I.

KING
To betray me?

OCTAVIO
To fight for thee till I can fight no more.
Hadst thou possesd this kingly spirit before
We neer had left thee.What makes Judas here?

ASTOLFO
Heres he that to the duke thy life betrayd.

KING
Bohor!

OCTAVIO
Ay, Bohor.

RUFFMAN
I told him where you were.

OCTAVIO
I tell thee thart a traitor and Ill have
Thy head off, or thou mine!

RUFFMAN
Head!

OCTAVIO
Thart a slave.
Thou seest, Duke, what to trust to.

BARTERVILE
I have confessd, and shall be hangd.The king?

CALABRIA
Our fair game come to this?Our swords, I see,
Must from your hearts blood let out all my wrongs;
A murdered daughter for just vengeance cries
Whom to appease your lives well sacrifice.
Beat the drum.

KING
Thunder mock thunder.Beat ours.

SUBPRIOR
O, let these fires be quenched out with my tears,
If waters cannot.Duke, I bind thy rage
With this strong charm and this:read oer that spell
And let thy hard breast grow more flexible[Exit.

KING
Wheres Jovinelli and that bastard crew
Of my false friends?

OCTAVIO
Beheaded.

KING
They have their due.

CALABRIA
The ring I gave her, and her hand. Old man,
Where the old friar delivered these?

OMNES
Hes gone.

CALABRIA
Make after him, tis some delusion.

Enter SUBPRIOR and ERMINHILD.

ERMINHILD
Tis no delusion, father, am I the ground
Of this your quarrel, which must both confound
If you go on; your battles thus Ill part:
The first blow given shall run clean through my heart.

KING
Oh, noble constant maid, forgive my wrongs!
The warmth of heaven to a pining spring
Cannot such comfort give as thy glad presence
Does to my bosom.

OCTAVIO
Will you fight or no?

CALABRIA
Twere madness to wish storms when fair winds blow.
Will you your faith yet keep?

KING
Inviolate.

CALABRIA
Then here end all my wars.

KING
And all my hate.
Haste all these friars up to the abbey walls
And with shrill voices, this our peace proclaim.
Stay, holy father.Bohor, see you this done.

RUFFMAN
Vengeance, I have now lost more than I have won.[Exit RUFFMAN with Friars.

BARTERVILE
I shall go scot-free, Lurchall.

LURCHALL
Passing well?

BARTERVILE
They do not smell me, yet myself I smell.[Exit.

OCTAVIO
Why sends your Highness thus these friars to play
Your heralds parts in publishing this peace?

KING
Theres int a riddle, uncle, which by none
But these friars only can be done.

Enter Friars above, BARTERVILE among them.

So, are you mounted?Sing now.

OMNES
Sing?

KING
Yes, sing.
Like swans before your deaths; there you shall die.
Give fire to this most damned priory.

SUBPRIOR
Alack for pity!

KING
Father, but for thee
Thunder from Heaven had, long ere this, to dust
Grinded these hellish buildings.That hand was just
Which struck your virtuous prior; so is our doom.
That synagogue of devils let fire consume.

BARTERVILE
But means the king that I shall burn here too?

KING
Thou?

BARTERVILE
I am no friar!See, Im poor Bartervile.

OMNES
How! Bartervile!

KING
He lies.The slaves a Turk.

BARTERVILE
A Christian by this hand, your officer.

KING
The city canker, the courts cozener,
A devil in shape of man.

BARTERVILE
Half that I have
I freely give, so you my life will save.
Ill lend your Highness thirty thousand chequins.

KING
Ten kingdoms cannot buy thee; were there ten hells
Thart damnd in all.Sdeath!Fire that house of death!

THE THREE DEVILS
Do!Lets not want light to set forth out revels.

RUFFMAN
King, little dost thou know, whom, all this while
Thy court, this covent, and this Bartervile
Have entertaind.Of Hell, three spirits we are.

OMNES
How!

RUFFMAN
Sent to catch souls for Pluto, our prince and master.

OMNES
Defend us, Heavens!

RUFFMAN
Thyself hast burst those bands
In which I once held thee, these are in our hands.

BARTERVILE
If you be right sergeants, for money youll let me go.
Five thousand crowns Ill give but to go home.

THE THREE DEVILS
No.

BARTERVILE
Ill put in four brokers to be my bail.I hope theyll be taken.

RUFFMAN
Yes, as thou art, to Hell, you dog leave howling.
This pile of green young devils needs no fire
Of mortals kindling to consume these frames.
You shall with us to Hell ride, all in flames.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Catch.

THE THREE DEVILS
Come.

RUFFMAN
Let every spirit his own prize bear.

THE THREE DEVILS
They are so heavy with sin, theyll soon be there.

RUFFMAN
Away then and be damnd.Would you were here.

OMNES
Oooh! [Sink down above flames.

KING
Immortal thanks for our deliverance.
Raze to the ground those walls; no stone shall stand
To tell such place was ever in our land.
What wealth can there be found give to the poor.
Another house well build and thee restore
To former virginity.Weep not for these ruins.
Thou shalt from us have honours.Here we begin
Our reign anew which golden threads shall spin.
Justice shall henceforth sit upon our throne
And virtue be your Kings companion.
War here resigns his black and horrid stage
To sportful Hymen, god of marriage.[Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Four
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The play ending, as they go off, from under the ground in several
Places, rise up Spirits; to them enter, leaping in great joy, RUFFMAN,
SHACKLE-SOUL, and LURCHALL, discovering behind a curtain,
RAVAILLAC, GUY FAWKES, BARTERVILE, a Prodigal,
standing in their torments.

OMNES SPIRITS
Ha, ha, ha!

OMNES DAMNED
Torments inutterable!Oh!Damnd for nothing?

RAVAILLAC
Terrors incomprehensible!

FAWKES
Back; yare blown up else.

BARTERVILE
Whooh!Hot, hot, hot!Drink!I am heart-burnt.

PRODIGAL
One drop, a bit.

FAWKES
Now, now, now.

BARTERVILE
I am perboild; I am stewd; I am sod in a kettle of brimstone pottage!It scalds, it scalds, it scalds, it scalds!Whooh!

OMNES DEVILS
Ha, ha, ha!

PRODIGAL
But one half crumb; a little, little drop; a bit.

FAWKES
Towers, towers, towers, towers, pinnacles and towers, battlements and pinnacles, steeples, abbeys, churches, and old chimneys!

BARTERVILE
Zounds, drink!Shall I choke in mine inn?Drink!

OMNES DAMNED
Drink, drink, oh!One drop, one drop, to cool us!

RUFFMAN
So many tapsters in Hell, and none fill drink here?

OMNES DEVILS
Bawl no more.You shall be liquored.[Exeunt Devils

RAVAILLAC
Why art thou damnd to thhorrors of one Hell,
Yet feelst ten thousand?

FAWKES
Wherefore is thy soul
Made sensible of tortures which, each minute,
Kill thee ten thousand times, yet canst not die?

BARTERVILE
Some sack!

PRODIGAL
Why for a few sins that are long hence past
Must I feel torments that shall ever last?
Ever, ever!

BARTERVILE
Let the sack be mulld.

RAVAILLAC
Why is the devil,
If man be born good, sufferd to make him evil?

BARTERVILE
Man is an ass if he sit broiling thus ith glass house without drink.Two links of my chain for a three halfpenny bottle of mother consciences ale.Drink!

OMNES DAMNED
One drop of puddle water to cool us!

Enter SHACKLE-SOUL with a burning torch and a long knife; LURCHALL with a handful of snakes; a third Spirit with a ladle full of molten gold.All three make a stand, laughing.

OMNES DEVILS
Leave howling and me damnd.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Heres drink for thee, royal villain![Stabs RAVAILLAC.

RAVAILLAC
Oh!

SHACKLE-SOUL
Ist not good?
For blood thast thirsted, and thy drink is blood.
Strikes it so cold to thy heart?Heres that shall warm thee!

RAVAILLAC
Damnation, furies, fire-brands! [Hand burnt off.

OMNES DEVILS
Ha, ha, ha!

PRIDOGAL
One drop of moisture; but one crumb!

LURCHALL
Art hungry?Eat this adder!Dry?Suck this snake!

PRODIGAL
Suck and be damnd thyself!Ill starve first.Away!

BARTERVILE
Is not this all waters?Ruby water, some ruby water, or else a bottle of postern water to save charges, or else a thimble-full of lemon water to cool my stomach.

THIRD DEVIL
The ruby is swilld up.Heres lemon, down witht. [Molten gold.

BARTERVILE
Foh!The great devil, or else some aqua vitæ woman has made water.It scalds me!

OMNES DAMNED
Oooh!

OMNES DEVILS
Ha, ha, ha! [Curtain drawn over them.

Enter RUFFMAN.

RUFFMAN
Hell grins to hear this roaring.Wheres the black child
Of faddomless perdition?Rarest devil
That ever howled in Barathrum?

Enter FAWKES.

Here, dear pupil,
Of a new damnations stamp, saucer-eyed Lucifer,
Has drunk to thee this deep infernal bowl off.
Would pledge his ugliness?

FAWKES
Reach it me.

RUFFMAN
Choke with it.

OMNES DEVILS
Ha, ha, ha!

FAWKES
Give fire!Blow all the world up!

RUFFMAN
Bounce!Tis done!Ha, ha, ha![Fires the barrel-tops.

FAWKES
I shall be grinded into dust.It falls!I am mad![Exit.

OMNES DAMNED
[Within.] I am mad, I am mad!

OMNES DEVILS
Ha, ha, ha!

SPIRITS
[Below.] Ho, ho, ho!

Enter PLUTO attended by MINOS, ÆACUS, and
RHADAMANTH, and three Furies.

PLUTO
Fetch whips of poisoned steel, strong with glowing wires,
And lash these saucy hell-hounds; duck their souls
Nine times toth bottom of our brimstone lakes
From whence up pull them by their singed hair,
Then hang em in ropes of ice nine times frozen oer.
Are they scarce hot in Hell and must they roar?
What holidays this that hears such grinning, ha?
Is Hell a dancing school?Yare in extremes
Snoring, or else horn-mad.Who are set on shore
On this vast land of horror that it resounds
With laughter stead of shrieks?Who are come to our bounds, ha?

RUFFMAN
Dread lord of this lower Tartary, to thy gaol
Have we, thy busy catch-poles, prisoners, brought
Souls, for whose coming all Hell long hath sought.

PLUTO
Their names?Is Ward and Dantziger then come?

OMNES
Yes, Dantziger is come.

PLUTO
Wheres the Dutch Schellum?Wheres Hells factor, ha?

RUFFMAN
Charon has bound him for a thousand years
To tug ats oar; he scourd the seas so well,
Charon will make him ferryman of Hell.

PLUTO
Wheres Ward?

SHACKLE-SOUL
The merchants are not pilld not pulld enough,
They are yet but shaven; when they are flead, hell come
And bring to Hell fat booties of rich thieves,
A crew of swearers and drinkers, the best that lives.

OMNES
Ward is not ripe for damning yet.

PLUTO
Who is it then?
Cutlar the sergeant!Ha!Has he come?

RUFFMAN
Yes, Pluto,
Cutlar has been here long, sent in by a carman,
But his stern looks the fiends did so displease
Bound hand and foot, he howls in little ease,
Having only mace to comfort him; he does yell
And rave, because he cannot rest in Hell.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Tis not for him that we this holiday hold.

PLUTO
The bawd of Shoreditch!Is that hellcat come?

RUFFMAN
No, but shes been a long time launching forth
In a rose-solis bark.

PLUTO
Devils, who is it then?
Moll Cutpurse, is she come?

OMNES
Our cousin come!No!

SHACKLE-SOUL
Tis not yet fit Moll Cutpurse here should hold.
She has been too late a sore-tormented soul.

PLUTO
Where is our daughter, ha?Is she idle?

OMNES
No.
She was beating hemp in Bridewell to choke thieves,
Therefore to spare this she-ramp she beseeches
Till like herself all women wear the breeches.

LURCHALL
Moll Cutpurse plies her task and cannot come.

PLUTO
For whom then is this wild Shrove-Tuesday kept?

RUFFMAN
See, king of gloomy shades, what souls resort
To this thy most just and least fying court.

PLUTO
Stay, since our gaol is with brave fellows stord,
Bid Charon that no more yet come aboard.
Seeing out judges of Hell here likewise are.
Sit:call a sessions, set the souls to a bar.
Minos the just, Rhadamanth the temperate,
And Æacus the severe, each take his state.

MINOS
Not an officer here?

OMNES
A Fury!

THREE JUDGES
Make an Oyes?

FURY
Oyes! All manner of souls, if they love their own quietness, keep out of Hell unless they have horrible business at this infernal sessions, upon pain of being damnably plagued for their lustiness.Back there, let those shackld rakehells show their faces.

SOME
[Within.] Room here, we must come into the court!

PLUTO
What damned fiends are those dare make this noise?

SHACKLE-SOUL
A jury of brokers impaneld, and deeply sworn
To pass on all the villainies in Hell.

RHADAMANTH
Evil-Conscience be their keeper.

FURY
Look to the jury.Evil-Conscience look to the brokers.

PLUTO
Now, proceed.

ÆACUS
Stay, let the king of ghosts have first a view
Of those who are doomd to pains horrid, but new,
Then produce those who came to your prison untried.

FURY
Peace there!

OMNES
Heres one Hells tortures does deride.

RAVAILLAC brought in.

RAVAILLAC
Arraign me, rend me piecemeal, Ill confess nothing.

RUFFMAN
Peace, thou shalt bawl thy throat out.

RAVAILLAC
Merciless hangmen, tyrannize over so brave a Roman sport!

PLUTO
Ho, ho!What country devil is this?

RAVAILLAC
Thine own.

RUFFMAN
A French,
The eagerest bloodhound that ere came from thence.
Is there a king could be murdered whilst he did stand
Colossus-like, supporting a whole land,
And when by his fall that land most fears a wrack
Send forth this devil; his name is Ravaillac.

RAVAILLAC
Ravaillac; I am Ravaillac that laughs at tortures, spurns at death, defies all mercy, gibbets, racks, fires, pincers, scalding oil, wild horses; I spit in the face of all.

FURY
Peace.

RAVAILLAC
No!Where my tongue torn out with burning flesh-hooks, Fames thousand tongues still thunder out Ravaillacs name, extol it, eternise it, chronicle it, canonize it.Oh!

MINOS
Down with this devil to th dungeon; there let him howl.

RAVAILLAC
Worlds shall applaud my act, and crown my soul.[Exit.

PLUTO
Another

OMNES
Come, you lean dog.

Prodigal brought in.

PRODIGAL
One drop, abit.

PLUTO
Whats he?What starvelings this?

PRODIGAL
One that lacks a medicine for hunger.I am falln away.

OMNES
From Heaven.

THREE JUDGES
To th common gaol with him.

FURY
He must feed on beggarys basket.Leave bawling, sirrah.

PRODIGAL
Shall I be undone for a little drink?

LURCHALL
No, thart undone for drinking.

PLUTO
Starve him.Away! [Exit Prodigal.
What was he when he livd?

LURCHALL
A prodigal
Who, in one year, spent on whores, fools, and slaves
An armys maintenance; now beggars for crumbs, and raves
To see his sumptuous buildings, pastures, woods,
That stood in uplands, drownd in Rhenish floods.

PLUTO
Is here all?

SHACKLE-SOUL
All!No, the arch-hellhounds here.

Enter FAWKES.

PLUTO
What Peter Goners this?

FAWKES
Speak softly, within an inch of giving fire, within an inch.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Had all thy grey devils in their highest lust sat
Thave litterd furies, they could not have begot
One to match this.Ith dark he gropd damnation  

FAWKES
Now, now.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Diggd cellars to find where Hell stood and has found it;
There was but one villainy unborn, and he crownd it.

FAWKES
So, all the billets lie close.Glorious bonfire!Pontifical bonfire!Brave heads to contrive this, gallant souls to conspire int, resolute hand to seal this with my blood, through fire through flint.Ha, ha, ha!Whither fly myself to Heaven, friends to honour, none to the halter, enemies to massacre.Ha, ha! Dismal tragical-comedy now?

PLUTO
What does he?

SHACKLE-SOUL
As he thinks, giving fire to powder.
Neer in any land could devils have found suck walks,
As he was beating out.

PLUTO
His name?

OMNES
Guy Fawkes.

FAWKES
Who calls?Damnation stops throat!

THREE JUDGES
Let it stop thine.

FAWKES
Am I betrayd?Give fire now, now, give fire!

OMNES
To burn thine own soul, villain.

PLUTO
Pay him his hire. [Exit FAWKES.
He has a desperate rakehells face.

SHACKLE-SOUL
Had his plot taen fire,
One realm before any other had doomsday seen,
Kings who in tombs lay at rest had wakened been.
He was within twelve hours of hewing down
A whole land at one blow, and at once drown
In a flood of flames, an arc-royal with his whole fleet
Of nobility and clergy; in a leaden sheet
Law and her children had been hotly wrapd;
Millions ere this had in our gaol been clappd,
For damnd acts not known now, which had then
Been rife, but now lie dead, thacts with the men.

PLUTO
Make much of this our ningle; for the rest,
Deliver em to our head hangman.

OMNES
When?

PLUTO
In a twinkling.

MINOS
How applauds Pluto
Our ingenious tortures and most rigorous doom?

PLUTO
Minos, thy doom is just.But you ill-facd caitiffs,
What fish in your infernal nets drew you up
Ith Naples court, city, and friary?
We chargd you sail thither; is mischiefs river there dry?

RUFFMAN
Dry! No.Fat preys for Hell we all did meet,
In court, city, country, nay in every street,
In every house; within him and without him;
He that wore best clothes, had some devil about him;
Some for ambition, for flattery, and envy some;
Some, who, each meal, eat subjects up, and wore
Whole families in their shoe-strings; such, and others more,
Being here, having been examining, ever since
They came, by Hells clerk, spotted conscience.

MINOS
Till the next sessions these we must defer.

PLUTO
None come froth city, so many bad being there!

LURCHALL
Yes, king of endless horror, see whos here.

BARTERVILE brought in.

PLUTO
Rich men in Hell!They are welcome.Whats the greybeard?

BARTERVILE
One that can buy thee and ten such as thou art out of thy sea-coal pits here.Is not this Newcastle?

LURCHALL
No, covetous wretch!Tis Hell, thy black souls prison.

BARTERVILE
Soul in prison!I never had any soul to speak on!

LURCHALL
Now thou shall find thast one.

BARTERVILE
Can angels bail me?

MINOS
Not all the wealth which the worlds back doth bear
Can bail thy wretched soul hence, now tis here.

BARTERVILE
A thousand pounds  

FURY
Where ist, fool?

RHADAMANTH
Thy wealths now gone,
Thy hands still catch at bags, but they grip none.

BARTERVILE
Whats this?

OMNES
Ha, ha, ha!

ÆACUS
Air, shadows, things imaginary.
That is thy torment now, which was thy glory.

BARTERVILE
If you give me bags full of sawdust instead of money, my ghost shall walk.

THREE JUDGES
To thy grim father of Hell.

BARTERVILE
No, no, to my old brother Sir Achitophel Pinch-gut.Shall I?Shall I?

PLUTO
Hence with him, the churls mad.
In Lethes flood drownd all the wealth he had.

BARTERVILE
My chain, let me hand in chains, so it be my golds chain.Thieves, thieves, thieves!

[Exit, led by three Devils.

MINOS
Throw him headlong into our boiling lake,
Where molten gold runs.

LURCHALL
His thirst it cannot slake;
Seas could not quench his dropsy; gold to get
He would have a city, starve a country.Even yet
Raves he for bonds and encumbers, to save whose soul.
Though he fed none living, sausages were his dole.

A confused noise to some pressing in.

OMNES
What coil is this?

Enter a Puritan Ghost, coal black.

PURITAN
Tis a burning zeal must consume the wicked, and therefore I will not be kept out, but will chastise and correct the foul fiend.

THREE JUDGES
Whats this black incubus?

SHACKLE-SOUL
An arch-great puritan once.

OMNES
Ha! how!A puritan!

MINOS
An arch-great puritan!How comes thy soul so little?

PURITAN
I did exercise too much with a lively spirit.

PLUTO
Are there any more of his synagogue?

RUFFMAN
Yes, a whole hoy-full are landed.

OMNES
Ha!

PLUTO
Are they all so black as he?

OMNES
Worse.

MINOS
Sirrah, why, being a puritan, is your soul so black?

PURITAN
We were all smokd out of our own country, and sent to Rotterdam.

MINOS
How camst thou lame and crooked; why dost halt?

PURITAN
All the brethren and sisters for the better part are crooked and halt; for my own part, I never went upright.

THREE JUDGES
And yet a puritan!Hence with him.

PURITAN
Alack!
How can I choose but halt, go lame, and crooked
When I pulld a whole church down upon my back?

MINOS
Hence with him; he will pull all Hell down too! [A noise to come in, and then to go out.

PURITAN
Let in the brethren to confound this wicked assembly!

THREE JUDGES
Thrust him out at Hell-gates! [Exit Puritan.

PLUTO
Theyll confound our kingdom
If here they get but footing; rise therefore, away!
Keep the jury of brokers till our next court day.

MINOS
Adjourn this.

FURY
Oyes!Sessions is deferd
Because of puritans, Hell cannot be cleard.

PLUTO
Set forward to our hall paved all with brass.
Judges, we thank you; let our officers drink
Ith bottom of Hells cellar, for their good service.
Since to this height our empire up you rear,
Hell shall hold triumphs, and, thats done, prepare
Again to walk you circuits oer the earth.
Souls are Hells subjects, and their groans our mirth. [Exeunt.


Epilogue
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Ift be not good, the devil is int, they say,
The devil was int, this then is no good play
By that conclusion, but hereby is meant
If for so many noons and midnights spent
To reap three hours of mirth, our harvest seed
Lies still and rot, the devils int then indeed.
Much labour, art, and wit make up a play
As it does a ship, yet both are cast away,
When bravely they have fates curseth both these?
Sail it, or sink it, not tis forth, and neer
The haven at which it longs tarrive; if there
It suffers wrack, the spitefuller rocks shoot forth,
Yet none may bring it home laden with much worth.
By wonted gentle gale, sweet as the balm,
Or by extending your fair liberal palm
To fan away all storms, if you see it lowers,
The air shall ring thanks, but the glorys yours.

FINIS


Troja-Nova Triumphans (1612)
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TO THE DESERUER OF ALL THOSE HONORS, WHICH THE CUSTOMARY RITES OF THIS DAY, AND THE GENERALL LOUE OF THIS CITY BESTOW VPON HIM; SIR IOHN SWINERTON, KNIGHT, LORD MAIOR OF THE RENOWMED CITY OF LONDON.
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HONOR (THIS DAY) takes you by the Hand, and giues you welcomes into your New-Office of Pretorship. A Dignity worthie the Cities bestowing, and most worthy your Receiuing. You haue it with the Harts of many people, Voices and Held-vp hands: they know it is a Roabe fit for you, and therefore haue clothed you in it. May the Last-day of your wearing the same, yeeld to your Selfe as much Ioy, as to Others does this First-day of your putting it on. I swimme (for my owne part) not onely in the Maine Full sea of the General praise and Hopes of you. But powre out also (for my particular) such a streame as my Prayers can render, for a successe answerable to the On-set: for it is no Field, vnlesse it be Crowned with victory.

I present (Sir) vnto you, these labours of my Pen, as the first and newest Congratulatory Offrings tendred into your hands, which albeit I should not (of my selfe) deserue to see accepted, I know notwithstanding you will giue to them a generous and gratefull entertainement, in regard of that Noble Fellowship and Society, (of which you Yesterdaywere a Brother, and This Day a Father) who most freely haue bestowed these their Loues vpon you. The Colours of this Peece are mine owne; the Cost theirs: to which nothing was wanting, that could be had, and euery thing had that was required. To their Lasting memory I set downe This; And to your Noble Disposition, this I Dedicate. My wishes being (as euer they haue bene) to meete with any Obiect, whose reflexion may present to your Eyes, that Loue and Duty,

In which I stand Bounden To your Lordship. Thomas Dekker.


TROIA NOUA TRIUMPHANS. LONDON TRIUMPHING.
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TRYUMPHES, ARE THE most choice and daintiest fruit that spring from Peace and Abundance; Loue begets them; and Much Cost brings them forth. Expectation feeds vpon them, but seldome to a surfeite, for when she is most full, her longing wants something to be satisfied. So inticing a shape they carry, that Princes themselues take pleasure to behold them; they with delight; common people with admiration. They are now and then the Rich and Glorious Fires of Bounty, State and Magnificence, giuing light and beauty to the Courts of Kings: And now and then, it is but a debt payd to Time and Custome: And out of that dept come These. Ryot hauing no hand in laying out the Expences, and yet no hand in plucking backe what is held decent to be bestowed. A sumptuous Thriftinesse in these Ciuil Ceremonies managing All. For it were not laudable, in a City (so rarely gouerned and tempered) superfluously to exceed; As contrariwise it is much honor to her (when the Day of spending comes) not to be sparing in any thing. For the Chaires of Magistrates ought to be adorned, and to shine like the Chariot which caries the Sunne; And Beames (if it were possible) must be thought to be shot from the One as from the Other: As well to dazle and amaze the commonEye, as to make it learne that there is some Excellent, and Extraordinary Arme from heauen thrust downe to exalt a Superior man, that thereby the Gazer may be drawne to more obedience and admiration.

In a happy houre therefore did your Lordship take vpon you this inseperable burden (of Honor and Cares) because your selfe being Generous of mind, haue met with men, and with a Company equall to your Selfe in Spirit. And vpon as fortunate a Tree haue they ingrafted their Bounty; the fruites whereof shoot forth and ripen, are gathered, and taste sweetly, in the mouthes not onely of this Citty, but also of our best-to-be-beloued friends, the Noblest strangers. Vpon whom, though none but our Soueraigne King can bestow Royall welcomes; yet shall it be a Memoriall of an Exemplary Loue and Duty (in those who are at the Cost of these Triumphs) to haue added some Heightning more to them then was intended at first, of purpose to do honor to their Prince and Countrey. And I make no doubt, but many worthy Companies in this City could gladly be content to be partners in the Disbursements, so they might be sharers in the Glory. For to haue bene leaden-winged now, what infamy could be greater? When all the streames of Nobility and Gentry, run with the Tide hither. When all Eares lye listning for no newes but of Feasts and Triumphs: All Eyes still open to behold them: And all harts and hands to applaud them: When the heape of our Soueraignes Kingdomes are drawne in Little: and to be seene within the Walles of this City. Then to haue tied Bounty in too straight a girdle: Proh scelus infandum! No; she hath worne her garments loose, her lippes hauebene free in Welcomes, her purse open, and her hands liberall. If you thinke I set a flattering glasse before you, do but so much as lanch into the Riuer, and there the Thames it selfe shall shew you all the Honors, which this day hath bestowed vpon her: And that done, step againe vpon the Land, and Fame will with her owne Trumpet proclaime what I speake; And her I hope you cannot deny to beleeue, hauing at least twenty thousand eyes about her, to witnesse whether she be a Truetongd Fame or a Lying.

By this time the Lord Maior hath taken his oath, is seated in his barge againe; a lowd thundring peale of Chambers giue him a Fare-well as he passes by. And see! how quickly we are in ken of land, as suddenly therefore let vs leap on shore, and there obserue what honorable entertainement the Citty affoords to their new Praetor, and what ioyfull salutations to her noble Visitants.


THE FIRST TRIUMPH ON THE LAND.
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THE LORD MAIOR, and Companyes being landed, the first Deuice which is presented to him on the shore, stands ready to receiue him at the end of Pauls-Chayne, (on the south side the Church) and this it is.

A Sea-Chariot artificially made, proper for a God of the sea to sit in; shippes dancing round about it, with Dolphins and other great Fishes playing or lying at the foot of the same, is drawne by two Sea-horses.


NEPTUNE.
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IN THIS CHARIOT sits Neptune, his head circled with a Coronet of siluer, Scollup-shels, stucke with branches ofCorrall, and hung thicke with ropes of pearle; because such things as these are the treasures of the Deepe, and are found in the shels of fishes. In his hand he holds a siluer Trident, or Three-forked-Mace, by which some Writers will haue signified the three Naturall qualiies proper to Waters; as those of fountaines to bee of a delitious taste, and Christalline colour: those of the Sea, to bee saltish and vnpleasant, and the colour sullen, and greenish: And lastly, those of standing Lakes, neither sweet nor bitter, nor cleere, nor cloudy, but altogether vnwholesome for the taste, and loathsome to the eye. His roabe and mantle with other ornaments are correspondent to the quality of his person; Buskins of pearle and cockle-shels being worne vpon his legges. At the lower part of this Chariot sit Mer-maids, who for their excellency in beauty, aboue any other creatures belonging to the sea, are preferred to bee still in the eye of Neptune.

At Neptunes foot sits Luna (the Moone) who beeing gouernesse of the sea, & all petty Flouds, as from whose influence they receiue their ebbings and flowings, challenges to herselfe this honour, to haue rule and command of those Horses that draw the Chariot, and therefore she holds their reynes in her hands.

She is atired in light roabes fitting her state and condition, with a siluer Crescent on her head, expressing both her power and property.

The whole Chariot figuring in it selfe that vast compasse which the sea makes about the body of the earth: whose Globicall Rotundity is Hieroglifically represented by the wheele of the Chariot.

Before this Chariot ride foure Trytons, who are feyned by Poets to bee Trumpeters to Neptune, and for that cause make way before him, holding strange Trumpets in their hands, which they sound as they passe along, their habits being Antike, and Sea-like, and sitting vpon foure seuerall fishes, viz. two Dolphins, and two Mer-maids, which are not (after the old procreation) begotten of painted cloath, and browne paper, but are liuing beasts, so queintly disguised like the natural fishes, of purpose to auoyd the trouble and pestering of Porters, who with much noyse and little comlinesse are euery yeare most vnnecessarily imployed.

The time being ripe, when the scope of this Deuice is to be deliuered, Neptunes breath goeth forth in these following Speeches.


NEPTUNES SPEECHES.
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WHENCE BREAKS THIS warlike thunder of lowd drummes,

(Clarions and Trumpets) whose shrill eccho comes

Vp to our Watery Court, and calles from thence

Vs, and our Trytons? As if violence

Weere to our Siluer-footed Sister done

(Of Flouds the Queene) bright Thamesis, who does runne

Twice euery day to our bosome, and there hides

Ebbe

Her wealth, whose Streame in liquid Christall glides

Guarded with troopes of Swannes? what does beget

These Thronges? this Confluence? why do voyces beate

The Ayre with acclamations of applause,

Good wishes, Loue, and Praises? what ist drawes

All Faces this way? This way Rumor flyes,

Clapping her infinite wings, whose noyse the Skyes

From earth receiue, with Musicall rebounding,

And strike the Seas with repercussiue sounding.

Oh! now I see the cause: vanish vaine feares,

*Isis no danger feeles: for her head weares

Crowns of Rich Triumphes, which This day puts on,

And in Thy Honor all these Rites are done.

Whose Name when Neptune heard, twas a strange Spell,

Thus farre-vp into th Land to make him swell

Beyond his Bownds, and with his Sea-troops wait

Thy wisht arriuall, to congratulate.

Goe therefore on, goe boldly: thou must saile

In rough Seas (now) of Rule: and euery Gale

Will not perhaps befriend thee: But (how blacke

So ere the Skyes looke) dread not Thou a Wracke,

For when Integrity and Innocence sit

Steering the Helme, no Rocke the Ship can split.

Nor care the Whales (neuer so great) their Iawes

Should stretch to swallow thee: Euery good mans cause

Is in all stormes his Pilot: He thats sound

To himselfe (in Conscience) nere can run-a-ground.

Which that thou mayst do, neuer looke ont still:

For (Spite of Fowle gusts) calmer Windes shall fill

Thy Sayles at last. And see! they home haue brought

A Ship which Bacchus (God of Wines) hath fraught

With richest Iuiee of Grapes, which thy Friends shall

Drinke off in Healths to this Great Festiuall.

If any at Thy happinesse repine,

They gnaw but their Owne hearts, and touch not Thine.

Let Bats and Skreech-Owles murmure at bright Day,

Whiles Prayers of Good-men Guid. Thee on the way.

Sownd old Oceanus Trumpeters, and lead on.

The Trytons then sownding, according to his command, Neptune in his Chariot passeth along before the Lord Maior. The foure Windes (habilimented to their quality, and hauing both Faces and Limbes proportionable to their blustring and boisterous condition) driue forward that Ship of which Neptune spake. And this concludes this first Triumph on the Land.

These two Shewes passe on vntill they come into Pauls-Church-yard, where standes another Chariot; the former Chariot of Neptune, with the Ship, beeing conueyd into Cheap-side, this other then takes the place: And this is the Deuice.


THE SECOND LAND-TRIUMPH.
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IT IS THE Throne of Vertue, gloriously adorned & beautified with all things that are fit to expresse the Seat of so noble and diuine a Person.

Vpon the height, and most eminent place (as worthiest to be exalted) sits Arete (Vertue) herselfe; her temples shining with a Diadem of starres, to shew that her Descent is onely from heauen: her roabes are rich, her mantle white (figuring Innocency) and powdred with starres of gold, as an Embleme that she puts vpon Men, the garments of eternity.

Beneath Her, in distinct places, sit the Seauen liberall Sciences, viz. Grammer, Rhetoricke, Logicke, Musicke, Arithmetike, Geometry, Astronomy.

Hauing those roomes alotted them, as being Mothers to all Trades, Professions, Mysteries and Societies, and the readiest guide to Vertue. Their habits are Light Roabes,and Loose (for Knowledge should be free.) On their heads they weare garlands of Roses, mixt with other flowers, whose sweet Smels are arguments of their cleere and vnspotted thoughts, not corrupted with uice. Euery one carrying in her hand, a Symbole, or Badge of that Learning which she professeth.

At the backe of this Chariot sit foure Cupids, to signifie that vertue is most honored when she is followed by Loue.

This Throne, or Chariot, is drawne by foure Horses: vpon the two formost ride Time and Mercury: the first, the Begetter and Bringer forth of all things in the world, the second, the God of Wisedome and Eloquence. On the other two Horses ride Desire and Industry; it beeing intimated hereby, that Tyme giues wings to Wisedome, and sharpens it, Wisedome sets Desire a burning, to attaine to Vertue, and that Burning Desire begets Industry (earnestnestly to pursue her.) And all these (together) make men in Loue with Arts, Trades, Sciences, and Knowledge, which are the onely staires and ascensions to the Throne of Vertue, and the onely glory and vpholdings of Cities. Time hath his wings, Glasse, and Sythe, which cuts downe All.

Mercury hath his Caduceus, or Charming Rod, his fethered Hat, his Wings, and other properties fitting his condition, Desire caries a burning heart in her hand.

Industry is in the shape of an old Country-man, bearing on his shoulder a Spade, as the Embleme of Labour.

Before this Chariot, or Throne (as Guardians and Protectors to Vertue, to Arts, and to the rest; and as Assistants to Him who is Chiefe within the Citty for that yeare) are mounted vpon horsebacke twelue Persons (two by two)representing the twelue superior Companyes, euery one carrying vpon his left arme a faire Shield with the armes in it of one of the twelue Companies, and in his right hand a launce with a light streamer or pendant on the top of it, and euery horse led and attended by a Footman.

The Lord Maior beeing approached to this Throne, Vertue thus salutes him.


THE SPEECH OF ARETE (VERTUE.)
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HAILE (WORTHY PRETOR) stay, and do Me grace,

(Who still haue cald thee Patron) In this place

To take from me heapd welcomes, who combine

These peoples hearts in one, to make them thine.

Bright Vertues name thou knowst and heaunly birth,

And therefore (spying thee) downe she leapd to earth

Whence vicious men had driuen her: On her throne

The Liberall Arts waite: from whose brests do runne

The milke of Knowledge: on which, Sciences feed,

Trades and Professions: And by Them, the seed

Of Ciuill, Popular gouernment, is sowne;

Which springing vp, loe! to what heigth tis growne

In Thee and These is seene. And (to maintaine

This Greatnesse) Twelue strong Pillars it sustaine;

Vpon whose Capitals, Twelue Societies stand,

(Graue and well-ordred) bearing chiefe Command

Within this City, and (with Loue) thus reare

Thy fame, in free election, for this yeare.

All armd, to knit their Nerues (in One) with Thine,

To guard this new Troy: And, (that She may shine

In Thee, as Thou in Her) no Misers kay

Has bard the Gold vp; Light flies from the Day

Not of more free gift, thau from them their Cost:

For whats now spard, that only they count Lost.

As then their Ioynd-hands lift Thee to thy Seate.

(Changing thereby thy Name for one More

And as this City, with her Loud, Full Voice,

(Drowning all spite that murmures at the Choice,

If at least such there be) does Thee preferre,

So art thou bound to loue, both Them and Her.

For Know, thou art not like a Pinnacle, placd

Onely to stand aloft, and to be gracd

With wondring eyes, or to haue caps and knees

Heape worship on thee: for that Man does leeze

Himselfe and his Renowne, whose growth being Hye

In the weale-publicke (like the Cypres tree)

Is neither good to Build-with, nor beare Fruit;

Thou must be now, Stirring, and Resolute.

To be what thou art Sworne, (a waking Eye)

A farre off (like a Beacon) to descry

What stormes are comming, and (being come) must then

Shelter with spred armes, the poorst Citizen.

Set Plenty at thy Table, at thy Gate

Bounty, and Hospitality: hees most Ingrate

Into whose lap the Publicke-weale hauing powrd

Her Golden shewers, from Her his wealth should hoord.

Be like those Antient Spirits, that (long agon)

Could thinke no Good deed sooner, than twas Don;

Others to pleasure. Hold it Thou more Glory,

Than to be pleasd Thy Selfe. And be not sory

If Any striue (in best things) to exceed thee,

But glad, to helpe thy Wrongers, if they need thee.

Nor feare the Stings of Enuy, nor the Threates

Of her inuenomd Arrowes, which at the Seates

Of those Who Best Rule, euermore are shot,

But the Aire blowes off their fethers, and they hit not.

Come therefore on; nor dread her, nor her Sprites,

The poyson she spits vp, on her owne Head lights.

On, on, away.



This Chariot or Throne of Vertue is then set forward, and followes that of Neptune, this taking place iust before the Lord Maior: And this concludes the second Triumphant shew.


THE THIRD DEUICE.
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THE THIRD DEUICE is a Forlorne Castle, built close to the little Conduit in Cheap-side, by which as the Throne of Vertue comes neerer and neerer, there appeare aboue (on the battlements) Enuy, as chiefe Commandresse of that infernall Place, and euery part of it guarded with persons representing all those that are fellowes and followers of Enuy: As Ignorance, Sloth, Oppression, Disdaine, &c. Enuy her selfe being attired like a Fury, her haire full of Snakes, her countenance pallid, meagre and leane, her body naked, in her hand a knot of Snakes, crawling and writhen about her arme.

The rest of her litter are in as vgly shapes as the Dam, euery one of the¯ being armd with black bowes, & arrows ready to bee shot at Vertue. At the gates of this Fort of Furies, stand Ryot and Calumny, in the shapes of Gyants, with clubs, who offer to keep back the Chariot of Vertue,and to stop her passage. All the rest likewise on the battlements offering to discharge their blacke Artillery at her: but she onely holding vp her bright shield, dazzles them, and confounds them, they all on a sudden shrinking in their heads, vntill the Chariot be past, and then all of them appearing againe: their arrowes, which they shoote vp into the aire, breake there out in fire-workes, as hauing no power to do wrong to so sacred a Deity as Vertue.

This caue of Monsters stands fixed to the Conduit, in which Enuie onely breathes out her poyson to this purpose.


THE SPEECH OF ENUY.
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ENVY.

ADders shoote, hysse speckled Snakes;

Sloth craule vp, see Oppression wakes;

(Baine to learning) Ignorance

Shake thy Asses eares, Disdaine, aduance

Thy head Luciferan: Ryot split

Thy ribbes with curses: Calumny spit

Thy rancke-rotten gall vp: See, See, See,

That Witch, whose bottomelesse Sorcery

Makes fooles runne mad for her; that Hag

For whom your Dam pines, hangs out her flag

Our Den to ransacke: Vertue, that whore;

See, see, how braue shees, I am poore.

VERTVE.

On, on, the beames of Vertue, are so bright,

They dazle Enuy, on: the Hags put to flight.

ENVY.

Snakes, from your virulent spawne ingender

Dragons, that may peece-meale rend her,

Adders shoote your stings like quils

Of Porcupines, (Stiffe) hot Aetnean hils

Vomit sulphure to confound her,

Fiendes and Furies (that dwell vnder)

Lift hell gates from their hindges: come

You clouen-foote-broode of Barrathrum,

Stop, stay her, fright her, with your shreekes,

And put fresh bloud in Enuies cheekes.

VERTVE.

On, on, the beames of Vertue, are so bright,

They dazle Enuy: on the Hags put to flight.

OMNES.

Shoote, Shoote, &c. All that are with Enuy.



Either during this speech, or else when it is done, certaine Rockets flye vp into the aire; The Throne of Vertue passing on still, neuer staying, but speaking still those her two last lines, albeit, shee bee out of the hearing of Enuy: and the other of Enuies Faction, crying still, shoote, shoote, but seeing they preuaile not, all retire in, and are not seene till the Throne comes backe againe.

And this concludes this Triumphant assault of Enuy: her conquest is to come.


THE FOURTH DEUICE.
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THIS THRONE OF Vertue passeth along vntill it come to the Crosse in Cheape, where the presentation of another Triumph attends to welcome the Lord Maior, in his passage, the Chariot of Vertue is drawne then along, this other that followes taking her place, the Deuice bearing this argument.

Vertue hauing by helpe of her followers, conductedthe Lord Maior safely, eue¯, as it were, through the iawes of Enuy and all her Monsters: The next and highest honour shee can bring him to, is to make him ariue at the house of Fame, And that is this Pageant. In the vpper seat sits Fame crowned in rich attire, a Trumpet in her hand, &c. In other seuerall places sit Kings, Princes, and Noble persons, who haue benefice of the Marchant-tailors: A perticular roome being reserued for one that represents the person of Henry the now Prince of Wales.

The onely speaker heere is Fame her selfe, whose wordes sound out these glad welcomes.


THE SPEECH OF FAME.
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WELCOME TO FAMES high Temple: here fix fast

Thy footing; for the wayes which thou hast past

Will be forgot and worne out, and no Tract

Of steps obserud, but what thou now shalt Act.

The booke is shut of thy precedent deedes,

And Fame vnclaspes another, where shee reades

(Aloud) the Chronickle of a dangerous yeare,

For Each Eye will looke through thee, and Each Eare

Way-lay thy Words and Workes. Thhast yet but gon

About a Pyramids foote; the Tops not won,

Thats glasse; who slides there, fals, and once falne downe

Neuer more rises: No Art cures Renowne

The wound being sent to th Heart. Tis kept from thence

By a strong Armor, Vertues influence;

She guides thee, Follow her. In this Court of Fame

None else but Vertue can enrole thy Name.

Erect thou then a Serious Eye, And looke

What Worthies fill vp Fames Voluminous booke,

That now (thine owne name read there) none may blot

Thy leafe with soule inke, nor thy Margent quoate

With any Act of Thine, which may disgrace

This Citties choice, thy selfe, or this thy Place:

Or, that which may dishonour the high Merits

Of thy Renownd Society: Roiall Spirits

Of Princes holding it a grace to weare

That Crimson Badge, which these about them beare,

Yea, Kings themselues mongst you haue Fellowes bene,

Stild by the Name of a Free-citizen:

For instance, see, seuen English Kings there placd,

Clothd in your Liuery, The first Seate being gracd

By second Richard: next him

Henry Bullingbrooke:

Then, that Fift (thundring) Henry: who all France shook:

By him, his sonne (sixth Henry) By his side

Fourth Edward: who the Roses did diuide:

Richard the third, next him, and then that King,

Who made both Roses in one Branch to spring:

A Spring of which Branch, (Highest now but One)

Is Henry Prince of Wales, followed by none:

Who of this Brotherhood, last and best steps forth,

Honouring your Hall: To Heighthen more your worth.

I can a Register show of seuenteene more,

(Princes and Dukes All:) entombed long before,

Yet kept aliue by Fame; Earles thirty one,

And Barons sixty six that path haue gone:

Of Visecounts onely one, your Order tooke:

Turne ouer one leafe more in our vast booke

And you may reade the Names of Prelates there,

Of which one Arch-bishop your cloth did weare.

And Byshops twenty foure: of Abbots seue,

As many Priors, to make the number euen:

Of forty Church men, I, one sub prior adde,

You from all these, These from you honour had:

Women of high bloud likewise laid aside

Their greater State so to be dignified:

Of which a Queene the first was, then a paire

of Dukes wiues: And to leaue the Roll more faire

Fiue Countesses and two Ladies are the last,

Whose Birth & Beauties haue your Order gracd.

But I too long spin out this Thrid of Gold;

Here breakes it off. Fame hath them All en-rold

On a Large File (with Others,) And their Story

The world shall reade, to Adde vnto thy Glory,

Which I am loath to darken: thousand eyes

Yet aking till they enioy thee, win then that prise

Which Vertue holds vp for thee, And (that done)

Fame shall the end crowne, as she hath begun.

Set forward.

Those Princes and Dukes (besides the Kings nominated before) are these.

In the time of Richard the second.


	Iohn Duke of Lancaster.

	Edmond Duke of Yorke.

	The Duke of Gloster.

	The Duke of Surrey.





In the time of Henry the the fifth.


	Humfry Duke of Gloster.

	Richard Duke of Yorke.





In the time of Edward the 4.


	George D. of Clarence.

	



In the time of Richard the third.


	Duke of Suffolke

	Iohn D. of Norfolke

	George D. of Bedford.





Edward D. of Buckingham, In the time of Henry the 7. with others, whose Rol is too long, here to be opened. The Queene spoken of, was Anne wife to Richard the 2.

Dukes wiues these, viz.

The Dutchesse of Gloster. In the time of Richard the 2. Elionor Dutchesse of Gloster. In the time of H. the 5.

Now for Prelates, I reckon onely these,




	The Prior of Saint Bartholmewes,

	And his Sub-prior.

	The Prior of Elsing-spittle,

	Thomas Arundell Arch-bishop of Canterbury

	Henry Bewfort Bishop of Winton.

	The Abbot of Barmondsey.

	The Abbot of Towrchill.

	Philip Morgan Bishop of Worster.

	The Abbot of Tower-hill.

	The Prior of Saint Mary Ouery.

	The Prior of Saint Trinity in Cree-church.

	The Abbot and Prior of Westminster.

	Kemp Bishop of London.

	W. Wainfleete B. of Winchester.

	George Neuill Bishop of Winchester, and Chauncelor of England.

	Iohn May Abbot of Chertsay,

	Laurence Bishop of Durham.

	Iohn Russell Bishop of Rochester.





If I should lengthen this number, it were but to trouble you with a large Index of names onely, which I am loath to do, knowing your expectation is to bee otherwise feasted.

The Speech of Fame therefore being ended, as tis set downe before, this Temple of Hers takes place next before the Lord Maior, those of Neptune and Vertue marching in precedent order. And as this Temple is carryed along, a Song is heard, the Musicke being queintly conueyed in a priuate roome, and not a person discouered.


THE SONG.
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HONOR, ELDEST CHILD of Fame,

Thou farre older then thy Name,

Waken with my Song, and see

One of thine, here waiting thee.

Sleepe not now

But thy brow

Chact with Oliues, Oke and Baies

And an age of happy dayes

Vpward bring

Whilst we sing

In a Chorus altogether,

Welcome, welcome, welcome hither.

Longing round about him stay

Eyes, to make another day,

Able with their vertuous Light

Vtterly to banish Night.

All agree

This is hee

Full of bounty, honour, store

And a world of goodnesse more

Yet to spring

Whilst we sing

In a Chorus altogether,

Welcome, welcome, welcome hither.

Enuy angry with the dead,

Far from this place hide thy head:

And Opinion, that nere knew

What was either good or true

Fly, I say

For this day

Shall faire Iustice, Truth, and Right,

And such happy sonnes of Light

To vs bring

Whilst we sing

In a Chorus altogether,

Welcome, welcome, welcome hither.

Goe on nobly, may thy Name,

Be as old, and good as Fame.

Euer be remembred here

Whilst a blessing, or a teare

Is in store

With the pore

So shall SWINERTON nere dye,

But his vertues vpward flye

And still spring

Whilst we sing

In a Chorus ceasing neuer,

He is liuing, liuing euer.

And this concludes this fourth Triumph, till his Lordships returne from the Guild-hall.

In returning backe from the Guild-hall, to performe the Ceremoniall customes in Pauls Church, these shewes march in the same order as before: and comming with the Throne of Vertue, Enuy and her crue are as busie againe, Enuy vttering some three or foure lines toward the end of her speech onely: As thus:

ENVY.

FIends and Furies that dwell vnder,

Lift Hell-gates from their hindges: Come

You clouen-footed-brood of Barathrum,

Stop, stony her, fright her with your shreekes,

And put fresh bloud in Enuyes cheekes.

VERTVE.

On, on, the beames of Vertue are so bright,

They dazzle Enuy: On, the Hags put to flight.

This done, or as it is in doing, those twelue that ride armed discharge their Pistols, at which Enuy, and the rest, vanish, and are seene no more.

When the Lord Maior is (with all the rest of their Triumphes) brought home, Iustice (for a fare-well) is mounted on some couenient scaffold close to his entrance at his Gate, who thus salutes him.


THE SPEECH OF IVSTICE.
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MY This-dayes-sworne-protector, welcome home,

If Iustice speake not now, be she euer dumbe:

The world giues out shees blinde; but men shall see,

Her Sight is cleere, by influence drawne from Thee.

For One-yeare therefore, at these Gates sheel sit,

To guid thee In and Out: thou shalt commit

(If Shee stand by thee) not One touch of wrong:

And though I know thy wisdome built vp strong,

Yet men (like great ships) being in storms, most neere

To danger, when vp all their sailes they beare.

And since all Magistrates tread still on yce,

From mine owne Schoole I reade thee this aduice:

Do good for no mans sake (now) but thine owne,

Take leaue of Friends & foes, both must be knowne

But by one Face: the Rich and Poore must lye

In one euen Scale: All Suiters, in thine Eye

Welcome alike; Euen Hee that seemes most base,

Looke not vpon his Clothes, but on his Case.

Let not Oppression wash his hands ith Teares

Of Widowes, or of Orphans: Widowes prayers

Can pluck downe Thunder, & poore Orphans cries

Are Lawrels held in fire; the violence flyes

Vp to Heauen-gates, and there the wrong does tell,

Whilst Innocence leaues behind it a sweet smell.

Thy Conscience must be like that Scarlet Dye;

One fowle spot staines it All: and the quicke Eye

Of this prying world, will make that spot thy scorne.

That Collar (which about thy Necke is worne)

Of Golden Esses, bids thee so to knit

Men hearts in Loue, and make a Chayne of it.

That Sword is seldome drawne, by which is meant,

It should strike seldome: neuer thinnocent.

Tis held before thee by anothers Hand,

But the point vpwards (heauen must that co¯mand)

Snatch it not then in Wrath; it must be giuen,

But to cut none, till warranted by Heauen.

The Head, the politike Body must aduance

For which thou hast this Cap of Maintenance,

And since the most iust Magistrate often erres,

Thou guarded art about with Officers,

Who knowing the Oathes of Others that are gone,

Should teach thee what to do, what leaue vndone.

Nights Candles lighted are, and burne amaine,

Cut therefore here off, Thy Officious Traine

Which Loue and Custome lend thee: All Delight

Crowne both this Day and Citty: A good Night

To Thee, and these Graue Senators, to whom

My last Fare-wels, in these glad wishes come,

That thou & they (whose strength the City beares)

May be as old in Goodnesse as in Yeares.



THE Title-page of this Booke makes promise of all the Shewes by water, as of these On the Land; but Apollo hauing no hand in them, I suffer them to dye by that which fed them; that is to say, Powder & Smoake. Their thunder (according to the old Gally-foyst-fashion) was too lowd for any of the Nine Muses to be bidden to it. I had deuizd One, altogether Musicall, but Times Glasse could spare no Sand, nor lend conuenient Howres for the performance of it. Night cuts off the glory of this Day, and so consequently of these Triumphes, whose brightnesse beeing ecclipsed, my labours can yeeld no longer shadow. They are ended, but my Loue and Duty to your Lordship shall neuer.

 Non displicuisse meretur,

Festinat (Prætor) Qui placuisse Tibi.

FINIS.


The Welsh Ambassador (1623)
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ATHELSTANE, King of England.
EDMUND, his
ELDRED, brothers.
THE DUKE OF CORNWALL.
PENDA, his son.
DUKE OF COLCHESTER.
The PRINCE,
EARL OF KENT.
EARL OF CHESTER.
BISHOP OF WINCHESTER.
VOLTIMAR, a captain.
A Servant
The Clown.

DUCHESS CARINTHA, wife to CORNWALL
ARMANTE, daughter of Colchester


Act One, Scene One
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ENTER THE DUKE OF CORNWALL, the EARLS OF CHESTER and MERCIA, and EDWIN; ELFRED and EDMOND, the KINGs brothers, disguised like soldiers.

CORNWALL
Your business?

EDMUND
To the king.

ELFRED
And mine.

CORNWALL
Whence come you?

EDMUND
From France.

ELDRED
And from France I.

Enter the KING.

KING
Which are they that come from France.These?

OMNES
Yes, sir.

KING
How is it with our army we sent thither
Under the conduct of out two valiant brothers,
Edmund and Eldred and that far-famd Penda,
Son to our new-made Duke of Cornwall here?

ELDRED
I lay far off from Pendas regiment
Nor know I what fate follows him.

EDMOND
Nor I.

ELDRED
From Eldreds tent I come.

EDMOND
And I from Edmonds.

KING
Hinder not one another.Take time.Speak both.

ELDRED
Your brother Eldreds slain.

OMNES
Ha, the prince slain?

EDMOND
Ravens, I see, fly together.Of his fall
Can I sigh nothing; though into the world,
This pair of princes came not hand in hand,
Death hath a mind, it seems, to have them twins,
For Edmond is slain too.

CORNWALL
Both princes lost?

KING
Look I not pale, so much blood being drawn from me
As made two brothers?Here is yet their honours:
They died like princes on the beds of danger
And like men fighting.

Enter PENDA like a common soldier.



CHESTER
Heres another soldier.

CORNWALL
And gladder news I hope.

KING
When comst thou?

PENDA
The last battle fought in France.

KING
Mischief sits on thy brow too.

PENDA
If, sir, you are perfect
Already in the history claspd up here,
What need the book be opend?

KING
Our princely brothers,
Eldred and Edmonds slain.Are these the news?

PENDA
No.This I hear but know not.The French epitaph
I bring is of young Penda.

CORNWALL
Epitaph?

PENDA
He cut his way to immortality,
Through dangers, which to see but put in picture
Would startle a brave soldier.

CORNWALL
Slain?

PENDA
Sir, I saw him
Fall with more wounds upon his breast than years,
Yet far more spirit than wounds.

<CORNWALL
He die>d no coward then.

<KING>
<Co>rnwall a< > ld < >

CORNWALL
Sir, had I stood but by to see my boy
Acted what he speaks, I would have clappd my hands,
And though I will not mourn for him in black,
I cannot for my heart hinder mine eyes
From dropping this warm balsam intos wounds
Though it do no good but wash them.Now I ha done,
His funeral is past by.To his sad wife
Ill go and tell the news. [Exit.

KING
And comfort her.
He will be drownd too.Pray go and comfort him.

CHESTER
I shall.

KING
Soldiers, your names.

ELDRED
Mine Uffa.

EDMOND
And mine, Gildas.

KING
See us anon. [Exeunt ELDRED and EDMOND.
And how art thou calld?

PENDA
Conon.

KING
A Saxon?

PENDA
Yes.

KING
And how sawst thou Penda fall?

PENDA
I did, and helpd to tear the scaffoldings down
That did support his life.Please you, read this.[Gives a paper.

KING
Whose?

PENDA
Captain Voltimars.

KING
Oh, Voltimars.

PENDA
When hottest wear the fires, and that the battle
Flamd in wild uproars, Voltimar  and I,
Set on by him  struck both our well-aimd swords
Through Pendas back.

KING
Here all he writes; tis done.

PENDA
Tis done, and twas your will to have it done.
Your oaths too, flew to France when it was done
To pay us gold.

KING
Did Voltimar tell thee that too?
Thou canst not sure but be an honest man,
A wondrous honest man, whom Voltimar
Would turn into a cabinet to lock
A treasure of this value int.My brother  
Heaven speed em on their voyage, ambitious boys!
Hard feathers shall no more now stuff my pillow,
But Penda stood between me and a prize
Worth a whole mass of kingdoms.

PENDA
I understand you not.

KING
I would not have thee yet; thou shalt hereafter
Understand this:the whilst, with thy best speed
Ask to the Duke of Cornwall, the old fellow
That cried here for that Penda twas his son  
And let his daughter hear it from the lips,
Her husbands dead.Shell not believe it else.

PENDA
But, sir, if to this duke you in some fit
Should tell what I have done  

KING
I tell?Hang padlocks
Best on your own lips, you and Voltimar.
Should you blab all, this can outface you both.
Look tot.

PENDA
I am lessond. [Exit.

Enter EDMOND and ELDRED.

KING
Uffa and Gildas, ha,
Hit I your names right?

BOT<H
Ye>s, sir.

<KING>
<ers, leave me,
< > Pendas loss too, a noble fel<low>
< d >ly <>

EDMOND
Unless your majesty
Command my service I will oer again.

ELDRED
And I.

KING
Your service state; we shall employ you
In troubd steams, which if you dare convey  

ELDRED
Dare!

EDMOND
Try us.

KING
So, you shall have golden pay. [Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Two
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ENTER CARINTHA, CORNWALL and CHESTER.

CARINTHA
Where is his body?Let me see but that.

CORNWALL
Now as we came along, we heard his body,
After the French had seized it, could by no force
Gold or entreaties be rescued, for in triumph
Away the spoil they hurried.

CHESTER
And you must, lady,
Make up your great loss by sweet patience
To keep your heart from breaking.His noble father,
You see, plays the physician to restore you
When his own sickness is more desperate;
Nor must it be your torment now to look oer
Thaccompts of Pendas valour, youth, or virtues,
For hes run out of all, but so well spent
You cannot at the layings out repent.

CARINTHA
I do not.

CHESTER
Please you, lady, hear the soldier
That tells the perfect story of his death.
Twill so delight you that he outwent man
Ins doings.Youll scarce wish him here again.

CARINTHA
That soldier sung me the funeral anthem
Ere you or the king heard it.I thank you loves
For this your tracts of consolation,
But, sir, methinks I were best comfort you.
You have a manly way to fight with grief,
Yet I that am a woman can ward off
The blows better than you.I ha lost a husband,
A son you.If you will make our wracks even,
And heres the balance  hes gone well to heaven.
Penda, my noblest love, fors country died,
And is not so much mournd for as envied,
For the brave end he made.Three times he flew,
Like an armd thunder, into the thickest French,
And with the lightening of his sword made way
As great winds do through woods, rooting up oaks;
So reeld the armies building at his strokes.
Must not I proudlier hear this than behold him
Break twenty staves ithtiltyard?Tis more honour.
Could I wed twenty husbands, I would wish
Their glories in this world to be no greater,
Their fate no worse, and their farewell no better.

CORNWALL
Thou art a noble girl.

CHESTER
And teachest all of us
To put on the best armour.Here comes the soldier.

Enter PENDA, disguised as CONON.

PENDA
The king for fear these lords, as loath to wound you,
Should fail in some points of your husbands story,
Sends me to speak it fully, that your sorrows
May know what they must trust to, and not stagger
In hope that hes alive, for these eyes <s>aw><it.>

CORINTHA
<Hol>d.

PENDA
<Lady,> I sung not this to you before.

CARINTHA
< > a bad suit to< .>

Enter KING.

KING
By this his coming
To dry the widows tears up, tis a sign
He would not have her kill herself with weeping.

CARINTHA
My cheeks have not been wet, sir.

KING
Pity to drown
Such a rush land of beauty in salt water.
Pray, let her be my patient.I have physic
Were she eaten up with anguish shall again
Put life into her, though her soul and she
Were shaking hands.

CORNWALL
Apply your physic, sir.

CHESTER
We shall be proud of her recovery. [Exeunt CORNWALL and CHESTER.

KING
Who now shall pluck Carintha from mine arms?
Before a fatal matrimonial chain
Lay cross our ways, mine to a wishd-for bed,
Thine to a crown.Both rocks are now removd.
We both have sea room, sit thou at helm alone;
The ship my kingdom, and the sails my throne.

CARINTHA
Brave voyage,
Who would not venture.Are the destinies
Your spinsters that when you cry cut that thread,
Tis done?

KING
I am puzzld.A riddle?

CARINTHA
Tis here resolvd:
I know  at least a spirit within me prompts it  
Penda was shippd for France that Athelstane
Might without danger besiege his fort.

KING
Tis true.

CARINTHA
And win it if he could.

KING
Ill practise
What engines a whole kingdom can invent
But I will enter it.

CARINTHA
You shall never force it.
Tis yielded, sir, on composition.

KING
Name it.

CARINTHA
To be your queen.

KING
Well to church instantly.

CARINTHA
Were I lady, lockd in a brazen tower,
And that a prince but spied me, passing by,
Id leap, wert neer so high, into his arms,
Beckond he for me; the name of prince should bear it.
Id spurn at Indian hills of new-tried gold
To come to his embraces; but to a kings  

KING
Never such music; tis some angel sings.
Tomorrow well be married.

CARINTHA
Not for ten kingdoms.
I must awhile in mourning mask mine eyes
To stop the worlds tongue, and to temporize
With Pendas father.

KING
Do so then.

CARINTHA
Besides,
Theres a dukes daughter, whom men call Armante,
Contracted to you under your own hand
And has by you a son.Untie that knot,
Unwind that bottom, Im yours; otherwise  

KING
Not.
Ill dot with my little finger.

Enter WINCHESTER.

My lord of Winchester, in happy time
You come to be my good physician.

WINCHESTER
First let me know your sickness.

KING
There is, you know,
A contract written under mine own hand,
Seald by yourself and other witnesses.

WINCHESTER
Between the lady Armante and your highness.

KING
Right, my spiritual surgeon.Step you to her
And cure her ever I come of that wild frenzy
<Th>at s<e>ts her tongue a-railing.Bid her make ready
<The contrac>t, for by all my hopes, dear father,
<Tomorrow we shall b>e married, and wipe off
<The stain of bastard from> the princely bo<y>
I got upon her body.She shall change
Her name of a kings concubine to a queen.

WINCHESTER
I would not for what lies beneath the moon
Be made a wicked engine to break in pieces
That holy contract.

KING
Tis my aim to tie it
Upon a knot never to be undone.
Go to my dear Armante; tell her I am hers
At first by oath and now by conscience.

WINCHESTER
I am happy in the message. [Exit

Enter COLCHESTER.

KING
My lord of Colchester, the man I look for.

COLCHESTER
And you the man I look for, my dear liege.

KING
Thou hast a buxom cheek, a jovial front.

COLCHESTER
Have I not cause when the blood royal roons
Into some part of mine?My girl, kings mistress.
My grandchild, one of Jupiters scapes, your son.

KING
Ha, ha!

COLCHESTER
He was got laughing, he laughs so too.
He has your own eyes; theres his nose, his lip,
His gait just yours, a leg and foot like yours;
But yours is somewhat more calf.King, hes thine own,
For when he plays at trap, of all the boys,
He must be king too, all call him the young prince.

KING
They do?

COLCHESTER
He strutting sometimes, to his companions
In a majestic tone, will say, My lads,
I at my coronation will make you all
Great men; though now you are boys, as I am prince.

KING
Is he so forward?

COLCHESTER
Forward?Why, sir, kings bastards
Are made of lightening  oh!

KING
How does his mother?

COLCHESTER
She, las, poor whore.

KING
How, sir, my love a whore?

COLCHESTER
I cry thee mercy; a kings concubine,
But the true ancient English is plain whore.

KING
She lost, sir, nothing by being mine.

COLCHESTER
Tis true, she got a child by it.

KING
And you got something, sir.

COLCHESTER
Right, sir, a dukedom,
And would I had two daughters more to play em
Away at two such casts.

KING
A brave old boy!

COLCHESTER
Some have by daughters falln, why should not others
Be raisd by daughters?But, in sooth, my liege,
Would thou couldst quoit her off, bandy this white ball
Into some gallants bed, there are enow
Would take her at rebound.

KING
Her at rebound?
No, in few days myself will call thee father.

COLCHESTER
Ill call you son then.

KING
To Armante have I sent good Winchester
And myself am going to her.

COLCHESTER
Are you?
My house shall bid you welcome.Some business ended,
Ill there wait on your grace.

KING
Do so. [Exit.

COLCHESTER
Thy grace?
Would thou hadst any, I will smooth my forehead,
Be the kings fool, and calld the good old man,
The silly duke; and though a barbed horse,
The shaking of his wand makes me stand still,
I will be rid and spurrd.But king, take heed:
Headlong I fling thee when to much I bleed.[Exit.


Act One, Scene Three
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ENTER WINCHESTER AND ARMANTE.

ARMANTE
Did the king speak this?

WINCHESTER
Did both speak and swear it.
<Int>en<ds in> person present<ly to beg>
<Forgiveness for his acts of heaven and you.>

ARMANTE
Heaven pardon him.I do not.

WINCHESTER
Let not wild rage
Bear you beyond yourself.

ARMANTE
I thank your counsel.

WINCHESTER
Be not oer-flown with gall.

ARMANTE
No, Ill take nothing.

Enter Clown.

WINCHESTER
Fellow, avoid the room!

CLOWN
The room?Wear it quarter day, I take you to be none of my landlord.Avoid without warning?

WINCHESTER
I ha business for the king here.

CLOWN
And I ha business for the king here too; that is to have a care to this lady my mistress, who is the kings game.

ARMANTE
Game?

CLOWN
Yes, game.Im sure his hawk with the long wing has flown at you.[To WINCHESTER.] I have as much to do here as you, and therefore avoid you the room.

ARMANTE
My lord, the fellow is silly.

CLOWN
For aught I know, hes as silly as I am.

ARMANTE
Set not your wit to his.

CLOWN
I do not mean he shall.If he would give me a benefice to boot, Ill not change my wit for his.My lord the Duke of Colchester  under whom I have an office about oysters  bids me a have an eye to his daughter.Now, sir, will I have two eyes.

WINCHESTER
A good servant.

CLOWN
Nay more:if I fetch my suspective glass  in which, standing at Queen Hive Dock, I can tell to a kernel how far Dover Pier is  I will then cast three eyes at her.

WINCHESTER
Ay, do so, do so.

CLOWN
Nay more, when Im at age to wear woeful spectacles, my four eyes shall not have an eye to see, but Ill look to her water.

WINCHESTER
Thou art too careful.Prithee, leave us now.
Stay, whats thy name?

CLOWN
My name is Lapland.My mother was a witch, my father a broker, mine aunt cried ends of gold and silver, my grandsire went up and down with an ape.My lord of Landosses fine ape.Here a jolly kindred.

WINCHESTER
Born in London?

CLOWN
Yes, In the backside of Billingsgate.There are of my name ithcity young gentlemen know the Laplands.Theres a cousin, a scrivener that can look through an inch-board his eyes are so sharp  has lapd more lands in sheep-skin then all our backs can carry.

Enter KING.

WINCHESTER
Peace.Heres the king.

KING
Leave us.

CLOWN
Avoid the room.

KING
Oh, my Armante.

ARMANTE
This is strange that I,
Who have so long been nippd even dead with could,
Should now have sunbeams warm me.Oh, sir, my wrongs  

KING
Come, dream not of them.I will fan them off
As if they neer had been; for here, Armante,
I vow tomorrow ere the god of day
Has put a golden ring about bright noon,
Thou shalt be mine, as fast in nuptial band
As I am thine by contract, and thy son,
With full consent of state freely proclimd,
Mine and my kingdoms heir, which to effect,
That contract which thou hast shall be enlargd.

ARMANTE
Tis well enough already.

KING
But now it shall be made past all dissolving.
<The> bishop did not see the contract, did he?

<ARMANTE>
<Nor he,> nor any shall.

<KING>
<I must.>

<ARMANTE>
<You shall not.>

KING
Keep it and marry that then.Lie with that.
Call that your husband.If that paper king
Can get young paper princes of you, let him.
Come I with all my drossy scales fild off,
Polishd and smoothd, and do you use me still
As if I wear base metal?Rail no more at me.
Remember thus I came to you, thus leave you.

ARMANTE
Royal sir, the contracts here.

KING
I will not touch it,
Not see it.Let me go, pray.

ARMANTE
Las, being before
Ithfalcons grip, I would be pinchd no more.

KING
The falcon would fly from you.

ARMANTE
He shall not, see, sir,
Here as the dearest jewel of my fame,
Lockd I this parchment from all covetous eyes.
This your indenture holds alone the life
Of my sick wasted honour, yet behold,
Into your hands I redeliver it.

KING
So, it is ithlions paw and who dares snatch it?

ARMANTE
Ha, you do but counterfeit to mock my joys.

KING
Away, bold strumpet! [Exit.

Enter Clown.

ARMANTE
Are there eyes in heaven to see this?

CLOWN
Mad maudlin, are you going to bedlam?

ARMANTE
Yes, let me have fresh straw.I am mad.

CLOWN
So am I.Let go your cats nails, or Ill fall upon you, as Im a man.

ARMANTE
Is the king gone, thou slave?

CLOWN
Hes gone, but not so far gone as you.

ARMANTE
Rocks leap out of the sea to fall upon me
And grind me into powder.

CLOWN
What powder?Come, what powder?When did you see any woman grinded into powder?Im sure some of you powder men, and pepper em too.

ARMANTE
Away.Ill be a ghost and haunt the king
Till want of sleep bids him run mad and die
For making oaths bawds to his perjury. [Exit.

Enter COLCHESTER.

COLCHESTER
How now, wheres my daughter?

CLOWN
Troth, my lord, I know not.The king was here.Out they fell about a writing, which he got from her.Through a crevice I saw all.

COLCHESTER
A writing?

CLOWN
Yes, sir, and her nails in her rage were currycombs in my hair, for she looks as wild as a gentleman frighted by a sergeant.

COLCHESTER
A writing?I divine the mischief. [Is going.

CLOWN
My lord, I would fain five up my cloak; this livery of waiting on my lady your daughter.I have some learning and am loath to grub my pen wholly in a womans business.Theres a goose-quill sticks in my stomach.I have a mighty desire to be bound to a chronicler, or some such lying trade.

COLCHESTER
Leave her not yet, I prithee.One storm blown oer,
Take thine own course.

CLOWN
And then my muse will roar. [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene One
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ENTER ELDRED, EDMOND, PENDA and CAPTAIN VOLTIMAR.

ELDRED
Alls well.Our dice run fair.Fortune herself
Lends us a lucky hand.

EDMOND
The king throws on us
Bounties in such abundance they come rolling
Like waves on waves.We know not for what service
Unless because we brought him like French foot-posts
News of the two slain princes.But we hope
His kingly largess is a golden hook
At which some high attempt hangs, and on us
He means to put the execution.

VOLTIMAR
Will not you meet his offers?

OMNES
Oh, by all means.

PENDA
As eagerly as an old regiment
Of totterd soldiers, who amon<g them all>
<C>arri<e>s not so much <as>
A shirts half-sleeve, run on your fresh blown troops
Of gallants that come brisk into the field,
Of scarlet, larded thick with glittering lace
And feathers that plumed estridges outface.

VOLTIMAR
I am glad since all of you are come a-fishing,
Your nets are cast so well.

ELDRED
Pshew!Beyond face,
And this superfluous dandlings of the king
Teach all the court to dance us on their knees.

EDMOND
Theres not a morning but we break our fast
Upon the salutation of some duke,
Some earl, great lord or so, and passing by,
Good morrow to Captain Gildas!

ENDRED
The good day
To noble Captain Uffa!

PENDA
Oh, Captain Conon,
Mine arms are proud to reach you!

ELDRED
Says Duke Cornwall,
Uffa, pray dine with me.I thank your grace.

PENDA
Says thEarl of Chester, Conon, prithee, see me
So soon as I ha dind.I come.Discourse
How here our main ballalia came up proudly;
Here the right wings flew hotly up; left here,
Pell mell; all here together by the ears;
Here wheel a troop of horse; the pikes chargd there,
The bowmen yonder with their showers of arrows
Gall the French chevals, as they descend
That hill there; here our Saxons are at point
To fly, our captains swear em into courage;
Here they turn head again, and here my mounsieurs
Are mauld, and cry Mort Dieu!Then, sir, I tell him
That in this quarter brave Prince Eldred fell,
Hackd in a thousand pieces.

VOLTIMAR
So.

PENDA
Prince Edmond  
His body being nothing but a sign
Hung at a surgeons door  in yonder quarter.

VOLTIMAR
Good.

PENDA
And afar off in yon regiment,
Penda was cut in mammocks.I talk high,
Some truth, some lies, which ended my earl drops
Twenty half-pieces for more noise and number
Into my hand, I pocket them.

EDMOND
Soldiers were never
Blessd with such days as these.

VOLTIMAR
Troth, so I think too.
How shall I get access now to the king,
For Im so overgrown with hair, the guard
Will take me for a savage.

EDMOND
Ill in and tell him.

ELDRED
You shall not.The labours savd.

Flourish.Enter KING, CORNWALL, and CHESTER.The three step to the KING.

KING
My Voltimar,
I will make haste to me thee, rise.Of all,
Of all those fiery spirits that flew to France,
Are all to cinders turnd, but Voltimar?

VOLTIMAR
No, sir.Heres a mess of us, set by for a second service.

KING
You wear a volume of arithmetic,
And now four figures are the sum of all.
I will be thrifty, and the rest being spent,
Make much of whats here left me.Art well, Captain?

VOLTIMAR
Sir, my sword and I have taen physic in France.

KING
Art full of French crowns, honest Voltimar?

VOLTIMAR
We had our hands full of so many crackd ones, they were not worth <the c>arrying.

KING
<Saw yo>u my brother Eldred when he died?

<VOLTIMAR>
<I saw> him.

<KING>
< >es.

CORNWALL
And when my Pends fell?

VOLTIMAR
Yes, at my foot he fell.

KING
Were my brothers forward in the battle?

VOLTIMAR
As any.

CHESTER
The French did come up bravely, did they?

VOLTIMAR
Like the French.

CHESTER
We heard the fight lasted some seven hours.

VOLTIMAR
Twas a pretty long breakfast.

CORNWALL
Was the French king ithfield in person?

KING
Withdraw.

VOLTIMAR
Make much of these three men, sir. [Exeunt.Manent KING and VOLTIMAR.

KING
I wear them soldier,
As jewels on my bosom.I had thy letter.

VOLTIMAR
Twas short.

KING
Only two words.Tis done.

VOLTIMAR
And tis done, and almost as quickly done as those words were read.Would twere to do again!

KING
Why?

VOLTIMAR
I would then forswear writing that court hand.Tis done.

KING
Dost repent?

VOLTIMAR
Do not you?Would you and I stood upon equal bases, would I were your fellow but for half an hours talk, freely to ease my mind.My heart swells.Its ready to burst.

KING
Unbutton then thy heart  for one half hour,
We are fellows.Come, be coverd and talk boldly.
Whatere it be, tis pardond.

VOLTIMAR
If it be not I care not.Its but your yea and my nay, if you swear Ill swear as fast as you.

KING
Well said.Lets fall tot. Come.

VOLTIMAR
Did not you sent me a letter which did cry out that Penda was a pernicious traitor; that you saw earthquakes ins eyes to shake your kingdom, to toss you out of our throne; that if he stood you must fa<ll;> did not you charge me upon my loyalty to rid him away, and in him your fears, ha?

KING
Tis true, I wrote so.

VOLTIMAR
Tis false what you wrote so.Penda was no traitor.Penda was honest, honourable in all his actions, a soldier the world had no better; a man mortality has none so good, yet him, would you ruin, him!All this heap of admirable building have I for you demolishd.You have made me both your butcher and your bawd.

KING
Bawd?

VOLTIMAR
Yes, bawd.I never was a carpenter till now.I have made a bridge of the husbands body for you to go to his wife.

KING
Ha!

VOLTIMAR
Yare a whoremaster.

KING
How?

VOLTIMAR
A most horrible whoremaster; the devils master point lies in the codpiece, and that point you have untid.Do you send me to win towns for you and you lose a kingdom at home?

KING
What kingdom?

VOLTIMAR
The fairest in the world, the kingdom of your fame, your honour, your soul.

KING
Wherein?

VOLTIMAR
I must be plain with you.

KING
So methinks you are.

VOLTIMAR
Angels errd once and fell, but you, sir, spit in heavens face every minute and laugh at it.Laugh still, follow your courses, do.Let your vices run like your kennel of hounds yelping after you till they pluck down the fairest head ithherd, your everlasting bliss.

KING
Spit thy venom.

VOLTIMAR
Tis aqua cælestis, no venom.

KING
Thy half hour is out.

VOLTIMAR
Turn up thy glass again.I will follow tr<uth at h>heel<s though her foot> beat my gums in pieces.

KING
The barber that draws out a lions tooth
Curses his trade, and <so shalt thou.>

VOLTIMAR
I care not.

KING
Because you ha beaten a few base French peasants,
Methinkst thou to chastise.Whats part, I pardon,
But if thou darst once more be so untund,
Ill send thee to the galleys.

VOLTIMAR
No, to to thgallows.Upon a ladder a man may talk freely and never be sent to prison.I had a raw stomach before, and now tis easd.Hang me, draw me, quarter me, cut me, carbonado me.This, pish!

KING
Is your half hour run out now?

VOLTIMAR

Yes, I am quiet.

KING
Prithee no more of this.Thou shalt not ask
The thing which Ill deny thee, and since thast waded
For me thus up to thmiddle, on now, dear Voltimar.

VOLTIMAR
Ay, ay, over shoes, over boots, anything.Any more throats to cut?

KING
None, only at her fathers wind thyself
Into this ladies company, sad Armante.
Shes mad with rage, and in her desperate vengeance
May plot against my life.Sound her for that.

VOLTIMAR
That all?I am both you line and plummet.

Enter CORNWALL and CHESTER.

KING
Im haunted with a fury.Yon young witch
Who with her bastard both lays claim to me
And to my crown.I have no way to scape
From being still blaster by her, but to marry,
And marry out of hand.

CHESTER
But wheres a lady
Fit for your royal bed?

KING
A kinswoman
To every one of you, Pendas noble wife
Who died in France.

CORNWALL
I would she were so happy
To have her loss in him repard so fairly.

CHESTER
Theres not a man here who to see his family
Crownd with such royal honours, but would spend
Half his estate to grace the nuptials.

KING
It is the voice of all of you that I
Should call you noble kinsmen?

OMNES
Sir, of all.

KING
We all must bandy with that faction then
Her father and her frenzy shall give fire to.
One blow they have already.See, I have got
My contract from her.

OMNES
Keep it.

KING
Keep it?No.
In paper Ill no longer wrap my fears.

Enter WINCHESTER.

WINCHESTER
Had you none else but me to brand ithforehead
With infamy, with treachery, with perjury?

KING
Art frantic?

WINCHESTER
You are so, sir.

KING
Rave thy fill.
Kings subjects are to none but their own will.[Exeunt.Manent WINCHESTER.

Enter COLCHESTER and KENT.

BOTH
Wheres the king?

WINCHESTER
Wrappd up in clouds of lightening.

KENT
What, is he turnd Jove?
Let him.Well thunder too.

COLCHESTER
We heard, my lord of Winchester, he changd
You to a stalking horse.You were his hook,
And your sweet words the fly at which my poor girl
Armante nibbling; you strangled her, got from her
The contract he was tied in.

KENT
Whats done with it?

WINCHESTER
I know not.In sight of Cornwall,
Chester and others, when he had baffled me,
Made me his property to wrong the lady,
And speaking home, he bade me rave my fill.

KENT
Why then in sight of Colchester, her father,
Winchester, and Kent  men high in blood as they  
His perjury shall be his ruin.

WINCHESTER
Or ours.
Thus I fall from the duty he has blasted
To <be> revenged with you.

KENT
<Thus I em>brace you.Meet and consult.

<WINCHESTER>
<No more.Trust n>ot the air
<With our projectio<ns; let u<s> all revenge
<Wrongs done to our most noble> ki<nsw>oman.

KENT
Action is honours language; swords are tongues
Which both speak best, and best do write our wrongs.

COLCHESTER
Those tongues shall scold then. [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Two
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ENTER VOLTIMAR AND ARMANTE.

VOLTIMAR
The king has done you infinite wrong.

ARMANTE
Infinite.

VOLTIMAR
And no question you ha done him some.

ARMANTE
Never any.

VOLTIMAR
No?Yes, sure, for had not those two balls of wildfire in your head burnt him into dotage, had you not embrothered your face with wanton glances, he had been quiet, yourself not tormented.A lady of your birth, fortune, friends, and spiri<t> yet let him scape so.

ARMANTE
He must not.

VOLTIMAR
Jeer at you.

ARMANTE
He dares not.

VOLTIMAR
Baffle you and your noble family.

ARMANTE
He cannot.

VOLTIMAR
What would you say to him should kill this man that hath you so dishonoured?

ARMANTE
Oh, I would crown him
With thanks, praise, gold, and tender of my life.

VOLTIMAR
This is he shall dot.

ARMANTE
Theres music in the tongue that dares but speak it.

VOLTIMAR
Your fiddler then am I.Let me see; poniard, poison; any revenge.

ARMANTE
One step to human bliss is sweet revenge.

VOLTIMAR
Revenge; tis milk, tis honey, tis balm; delicate in the mouth, precious in the hand, nourishing to the stomach, life to the soul; so shed is an elizer, so drunk a julip; it fattens. It battens. Revenge!Oh, stay, stay!One question.What made you love him?

ARMANTE
His most goodly shape,
Married to royal virtues of his mind.

VOLTIMAR
Did it so?And now you would divorce all that goodness.But why?For liquorishness of revenge?Tis a lie.

ARMANTE
Bless me, this grim fellow frights me!

VOLTIMAR
Ill not hurt you.For revenge?No, the burr that sticks in your throat is a throne.Had he a mess of kingdoms and laid but one upon your trencher, youd praise bastard for the sweetest wine ithworld and call for another quart.Tis not because the man has left you, but because you are not the woman you would be.I shoot my bolt now to our market; whats my wages when I ha done?

ARMANTE
The wages of a slave  despair and death.
Monster of men thou art, thou bloody villain,
Traitor to him who never injurd thee,
Dost thou profess arms and art bound by honour
To stand up like a brazen wall to guard
The kind and country, and wouldst run both?

VOLTIMAR
For gold any, you, him, no matter whom, do you clap spurs to my sides yet rein me hard in?Am I rid with a martingale?

ARMANTE
Hence!Though I could run mad and tear my hair
And kill that godless man that turnd me strumpet;
Though I am cheated by a perjurous prince
Who has done wickedness at which even heaven
Shakes when the sun beholds it; oh, yet Id rather
Ten thousand poisond poniards struck my breast
Than one should touch his.

VOLTIMAR
Are you in earnest?

ARMANTE
Leave me or I shall do my best to mischief thee.

VOLTIMAR
Live wretched still then.

ARMANTE
Out of mine eye, I prithee!

VOLTIMAR
Your eye  Im gone.Give me thy goll.Thou art a noble girl.I did bu<t play> the devils part, and roar in a feignd voice, but I am the honestest devi<ll that ever> spit fire; nor would I drink that draught <of a> kings bl<ood to go reeling> downwards for the weight of the world i<n diamo>nds.

ARMANTE
Art thou in earnest?

VOLTIMAR
As you are lady.

ARMANTE
Are not you one of the kings <q>uai<l> pi<pers?>

VOLTIMAR
I am not.Crack me, though my shell be rough, theres a wholesome meat within me.

ARMANTE
Ill call thee honest soldier then, and woo thee
To be an often visitant.

VOLTIMAR
Your servant.

ARMANTE
Come like a gentle gale to cool my wrongs
And call my roof thine own. [Exit.

VOLTIMAR
Ill be nothing else.

Enter KING, CORNWALL, CHESTER; EDMOND, ELDRED and PENDA following.

KING
Step you before, my lord.Tell her we are coming. [Exit CORNWALL.
Pray, trouble me not.Im busy.

ALL THREE
You promisd us employment.

KING
We ha no wars.When the drum beats, call to us.

EDMOND
Maybe, sir, you stop your ears with wool and can hardly hear a soldiers call.

CHESTER
Yare saucy.

ELDRED
Saucy?You allow us no meat to our sauce.

PENDA
We are restiff for want of exercise.

EDMOND
And pursue at heart for want of ridding.

ELDRED
Good spurs clappd to our sides would show our mettle.

KING
Voltimar, rid me of these flies.Tis a summer of peace, and we need more sickles than swords. [Exeunt KING and CHESTER.

PENDA
Flies, marry buzz.

VOLTIMAR
Ha, ha, did I not tell you?

EDMOND
More sickles than swords.He would have us turn reapers.

ELDRED
No, no, well fall to thrashing.

VOLTIMAR
Tis a summer of peace, and soldiers you may take a purse in winter and be hanged ere next spring.

PENDA
The best is though he plucks us on like straight boots, he does not yet complain where we pinch him.

VOLTIMAR
Did not I steer your course well at out coming out of France to land you in Wales, though twere the fardest way about?

EDMOND
A witch could not have foretold the weather better.

VOLTIMAR
Will you gentry then to the twinkling of that Welsh harp I tund you for in Shropshire or no?

OMNES
By any means.

PENDA
Why else have I these letters of credence from the Welsh king  Howell by name  to bring only a message of love unto Athelstane till the tribute of Wales be sent of so many runts, so many hawks, so many hounds, so many pounds of gold and so many of silver, and that will be about a month hence.

EDMOND
Your Welsh mountain of authority will be diggd down to a molehill before that time

ELDRED
Walk upon no lower stilts than those of an embassador.

VOLTIMAR
Ill fit your followers, cutting boys, roaring soldadoes that if need be shall eat fire.

ELDRED
At the end of the last battle in Wales, I drunk healths in metheglin among em, never met nobler companions, and never stayed so long.I could gabble very handsomely, so that for a sentill man of Wales, one of my lord embassadors followers; if I fail, flee me.

EDMOND
What must I do?Ill be a bowl in your ally too, but not of you bias; no Welsh I.Wert in Ireland with the kerns and gallowglasses could I have good sport.You talk of metheglin.Morrogh mac Breean, the king of Leinster, Dermont, king of Ulster, with Mac Dermond king of Connacht, who wear all three in that battle against us, when the fight was done and all friends, so souct me in usquebagh my very brains burnt blue, so that ifaatle for an Irishman get but a tailor to fit me, and pluck my tongue out if I run not glib away with it.

PENDA
Run, why will you not come as some great Irish lord?

EDMOND
Pshew, theres no pleasure in state.I had rather have a scrambling hunters breakfast than a cardinals dinner.Lord, no, only a footman to <your em>bassadorship, I shall not laugh else.

VOLTIMAR
W<hatev>er oars we must row with leave me to furnish.

PENDA
For a comedy of disguises, lets then arm,
Which though it do no good, can do no harm. [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Three
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ENTER CORNWALL AND CARINTHA veild in black.



CORNWALL
The king in person comes to dry your tears
And will, I think, pull you to his royal bed.
If he does, fasten him; though your former husband,
Penda my son, was dear to me as life,
He cannot be calld back; yet for his sake
I shall be glad to see your fortunes raisd.
A queen is a brave name; be wise and catch
Times lock of it be given you.See, he comes.

Enter KING and CHESTER.

KING
A pious deed, my lord, comfort the sick.
Shes sick at soul, poor heart.Pray, dare you trust
The widow and me together?

CHESTER
And wish that you, sir,
May have the skill to make those clouds clear up
Which darken so her beauty.

KING
Chester, Ill try it.

CHESTER
A lucky hand may you have. [Exeunt CORNWALL and CHESTER.

KING
Dost mourn in sadness?

CARINTHA
Do any mourn in jest?

KING
Shone like thyself and drive away these mists
In which I cannot see thee.

CARINTHA
Tis for your sake,
I counterfeit this sorrow that the court  
Especially old Cornwall, Pendas father  
Might not reprove me for a careless lady
To lose so brave a husband and not weep
Mine eyes out for him.

KING
But I hope thou dost not.

CARINTHA
Never wet thus much of a hankercher.

KING
I got my contract from yon scolding creature
And that thine eyes may witness, I speak truth.
Do with it what thyself wilt.

CARINTHA
Ill red it oer, and tear it then to pieces.

KING
Please thyself in it.
Tis to the lords thy noble friends made known
That I wishyou my queen.They are proud of it.

CARINTHA
They are?

KING
And give consent.Come, prithee no longer
Lock thyself up thus in a tragic room.

CARINTHA
I am now so usd tot, I could be content
To live and die here.

KING
Out upont!What pleasure
Can dwell between two melancholy walls?
What objects hast thou here to feed the eye?

CARINTHA
Yes, rare ones.

KING
Rare ones?

CARINTHA
See else.

Shows PENDA, above, with a leading staff; VOLTIMAR at his back, his sword in him.



KING
Ha!Whats this?

CARINTHA
By Pendas picture I a workman hird
To carve that statue for me.Oh, sir, I pleasd
His father highly in it.

KING
But whats he
That stands behind him in that dangerous posture?

CARINTHA
I know not what he is.

KING
No?Tis the shape
Of a most honest soldier, his name Voltimar.

CARINTHA
I now remember.When I had desire
To figure out that devil which slew my Penda,
By chance a fellow fashioned just like this
Past by, my workman eyed him, and cut this.
A more ill-favoured slave I neer beheld,
And such a one methought was that ro<gue, sur>e,
That killd my lord, and so this stand fo<or him.>

KING
Alter it, prithee.He whom it resembles
Is a most honest man.

CARINTHA
Is he?I am sorry,
Ill then show him  no, I ha funeral masques too
Of fire drakes, ghosts, and witches, and oft times
At midnight dance they round about the room
To nuzzle me in melancholy, and so please you
Ill call in one of those masques.[Close scene above.

KING
Oh, by no means.
I have enough of this.One night to live thus
Would turn me mad.Forsake the charnel-house
And change it to a court; the name of widow
Into a wife and queen.

CARINTHA
I shall be haunted with your old sweet heart.

KING
For her head she dares not.

CARINTHA
I am at your disposure.

KING
In that word thou dost include thy coronation.
My lords you may come in now.We ha done.

Enter CHESTER, CORNWALL, and VOLTIMAR.

CHESTER
Are the fates gentle to you,
To spin you golden threads of happiness
By marriage with this lady?Have you brought her
To handle Cupids bow?

KING
And to shoot, Chester,
His arrows too; so you upon her lay
No black aspiration of neglect or lightness
For her so sudden casting of her sorrow
For a most noble husband.She is content
To fill my court with gladness by her presence.

CORNWALL
It is a day I wish for.

CHESTER
So do we all.
End here all rites then of this funeral.

KING
And for them Hymen shall by his pure fires
Purge thair, and add new flames to our desires.
Accompany the lady.Voltimar.

[Exeunt omnes; Manent KING and VOLTIMAR.

VOLTIMAR
Theres a Welsh embassador, sir, a-coming.

KING
I care not who is coming.How dost find her?

VOLTIMAR
Full of mischief, her spittle poison, breath a whirlwind, words thunder, and voice lightning.

KING
The furies at my wedding of this lady then
Will dance about our court.

VOLTIMAR
Furies?Alas, poor dove, she has no gall; loves you too well to hear you ill-namd; she sees you slight her, and she cares not for you.Though she be not full weight, in my conscience you might put her away in game.Some young rake would snap at her.

KING
Oh, Voltimar, our gamesters are too subtle.
No man of note that knows our court and her,
Will throw at such false coin, and her great heart
Scorns to be passd away to a base groom.

VOLTIMAR
The sound of this Welsh embassador makes, methinks, such a singing in my head, if you could fasten this fish upon that hook.

KING
Ha?

VOLTIMAR
Make ready you your angel.At the line hang lordships, shires, half your exchequer, to make him bite for her, to make her nibble.Let me alone to play the fire.

KING
My Voltimar, do this and thou shalt be
A sharer in my kingdom.

VOLTIMAR
Half a share shall serve me. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene One
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ENTER ARMANTE AND Clown.

ARMANTE
What ist thou so art scribbling?Art making ballads?

CLOWN
Ballads?No, madam.My muse drinks neither four shilling nor six shilling beer.The liquor I take in is from the French Hippocrenian hogshead. I lap out of Minervas milk-bowl.

ARMANTE
<What,> a poet?

CLOWN
<> a hobberde hoy of helicon, and madam, I fear I must be <soon> carried away with a fury from you, for I am ravishd.<I have g>ot with child a horse that I keep at rack and manger, calld Pegasus, and upon him am I galloping to the horseshoe foot mountain of Parnassus.

ARMANTE
Thart mad, sure.

CLOWN
I am mad with keeping you company.The Nine Muses are all women, and nine women are able to make nine score men mad.

ARMANTE
Come, leave the fooleries.I am cold this morning.Lets toss.

CLOWN
And tumble too, lady, if you please, but before I say B to this baddledore, Ill tell your ladyship what I am turnd into.

ARMANTE
If into no terrible monster, Ill look upon it.

CLOWN
No loggerhead elephant, Ill assure you, for a penny-loaf serves me two days when I eat least.

ARMANTE
Well, sir, what are you turnd into?

CLOWN
Oh, madam, my head is a mere bagpudding.

ARMANTE
Good meat.

CLOWN
My brains the flower that makes it, my sweet concipts the plums.When I sweat in my invention, thats the suet, jests the salt, my wit the gross pepper.

ARMANTE
A wise pudding.Has it no eggs?

CLOWN
Yes.My eagerness is writing are the eggs I put into it and my skull is the iron pot in which I seethe this pudding.

ARMANTE
And when comes it tothtable?

CLOWN
When you see my piping hot then look for a lick at me.My pudding is wholly at your service.

ARMANTE
To put you into a heat then, play.

CLOWN
My cock is up longer than yours for a shilling.

ARMANTE
Done, sir, you are down before me.

CLOWN
I think so.A man in nothing in a womans hands.

ARMANTE
I ha lost the king quite for I neer was merry
When my thoughts lighten on him.Ill toss from me
As I do this.Trust me, this shuttlecocks
Are pretty fine invention.

CLOWN
Oh, very fine.Theyll put colour into your honourable cheeks, make your legs supple, your arms soluble, quickens the eye, sharpens the stomach  I could eat oats like a horse now  and it the only sword and buckler fight against the green sickness, which Im sure you feel not.

Enter the PRINCE.

PRINCE
Mother, my grandsire and a heap of lords
Are rushd into your lodgings.

Enter COLCHESTER, WINCHESTER, and KENT.

COLCHESTER
All strangers leave the room.

CLOWN
No English men stir a foot.

WINCHESTER
Hence with this trivial fellow.

KENT
What makes he here?

CLOWN
I am this young gentlemans tutor for battledoring and shittlecockery.

WINCHESTER
Away, fool.Be packing.

CLOWN
Take heed you never fall under the dreary dint of my goosequill.I will pack and peck if you do. [Exit.

ARMANTE
Whence shoots this thunder?

COLCHESTER
The king takes Pendas widow to his queen.

ARMANTE
When?

WINCHESTER
Instantly, and theres a murmur flies
Your son the prince, like to a branch loppd off,
Must be snatchd from you, if you refuse to send him,
For fetchd he will be.

KENT
Whilst you from court retird
Must give oer housekeeping.

ARMANTE
Any more arrows?

COLCHESTER
Are not these three enow?Does not the first  
The marriage most unlawful  cleave the heart?
Dost not the second wound this child to death,
Else why should he be sent for?He that hates
The mother seldom smiles upon the son.
Thou hast a north star yet to steer thy course by.
Theres but one shore of safety, thousands of ruin.

ARMANTE
And which that one to safety?

WINCHESTER
For you, dear lady,
To shut yourself up mongst some cloisterd nuns.
Danger dares there not look in; and for the prince
To keep him from the king.

ARMANTE
The king?

PRINCE
My father?
What braver wings can oer an eaglet spread
Then the old eagles?I do not think my father
Would hurt me were I with him.

ARMANTE
I will not tread
That path you beat of safety.Should a destiny
Bring me a lea of brass graven with the deaths
Of me and my poor boy, as the kings act,
Id spit ithface of fate, and swear she lies.
No king makes his own son a sacrifice.

COLCHESTER
Be wilful then, and rue it.

Enter VOLTIMAR.

WINCHESTER
Heres the kings earwig.

VOLTIMAR
Health to your lordships.If it were still water before I came, I am sorry the wind of my mouth must raise a storm.I come from the king, and though I am no thief, yet I must see your house broken up, sweet lady, and your gates, after the noble mens way, to stand shut; your number of chimneys are to cozen the beggars and make em fall a-cursing, to see no smoke in em.Madam, I am to discharge all your followers.

PRINCE
All, and me too.I am one, sir.

VOLTIMAR
Yes, and you too.I am the kings lamb taker, and this must with me.

PRINCE
Save me, good grandsire!Save me, mother!My lords, this man has a dogs look.

COLCHESTER
Touch but his nail, thou better wert to draw  

VOLTIMAR
What?

COLCHESTER
A lions tooth out.

VOLTIMAR
Dare you draw upon me?

COLCHESTER
Yes, and will draw thy heart out!Kill the villain.

VOLTIMAR
Come.Have I been a butt-full of arrows to fear your weak bows?Whom I paw, I tear.Death in a white beard is no bugbear to fright me.Your dudgeons this for em, my doublet has had oylet-holes int with sharper bodkins.Will you fight, I challenge you at all these weapons, but if youll talk like justices of the peace, look you.I am a quiet man, only hear this:tis the kings hand puts him into mine, my lords.

COLCHESTER
And ours takes him out of the kings and thine.
So tell him.Say tis Colchester that speaks it.

[Exeunt COLCHESTER and KENT with PRINCE.

ARMANTE
My lord of Winchester, pray stop their madness.
The king and I made up a stock of love,
A royal stock, and putting it to use,
My child must be sent home for interest.
Shall he not have his own? [Exit WINCHESTER.

VOLTIMAR
Let em go, lady.When the whirligigs of their brains have done spinning theyll stand still.Do you hold me honest?

ARMANTE
I find thee full weight yet.

VOLTIMAR
When any other music sounds me, split my pipe.The king will marry.

ARMANTE
Let him.

VOLTIMAR
No, I will not let him nor shall you.A Welsh embassador is come to court.The king means to put you upon him, him upon you  fine hot-cockles tis my plot, my grinding.

ARMANTE
Upon me put his Welshman?

VOLTIMAR
Pshew!Theres a dial for your hours to go by.He will court you in Welsh and broken English; he speaks both.The devil understands all languages.Ill, to do you good, be one of this scholars.Why not?Scrubbing fencers teach fine men to play, and greasy cooks dress lords dinners.I am your scullion.How like you that gamoth?

ARMANTE
Well, very wondrous well.

VOLTIMAR
Get that little kings fisher, your son, out of the lords net.Be but ruld and you shall be merry.

ARMANTE
Ill tread this maze.Tis walking still the round,
Or if I fall lower, tis but to the ground. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Two
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FLOURISH; ENTER KING, CORNWALL and CHESTER.

KING
This is the day of audience.Fetch him in
With an addition of such regal state
As may inflame the Welsh men not to bow
Their knees for fear, but love, and not repine
To pay us tribute.Nations even most rude
Stroked gently feel no weight of servitude.
What is he?

CORNWALL
Troth, sir, a goodly gentleman;
Take that rough bark away his country gives him  
Yet grows he straight and smooth  yourself would swear
Natu<r>e had spend some curiosity
<When> she made him, for with a cunning hand
<Valour> and love ins face, strive for command.

KING
Tis fitter for the mould in which well cast him,
Cornwall, for that great work, which in your care
I builded lately.

CORNWALL
Touching Armante.

KING
That.

CORNWALL
The wheels must have no palsy hands to guide em.

KING
An engineers, the sinewy Voltimars.
Mankind shows not his equal.

CORNWALL
Is he trusty?

KING
As the tird Atlas that upshoulders heaven.
Bring in that rarity of nations,
Our Welsh Embassador.How now, Voltimar?[Exit CHESTER.

Enter VOLTIMAR.

What speaks the almanac in Armantes eyes?

VOLTIMAR
Great winds, blustring awhile, but  

KING
Out with it, man, aloud.The noble Cornwall
Is in our plot a partner.

VOLTIMAR
Why then, sir, I ha so plied the lady with warm persuasions.Shes supple; if your bold Briton dares plant his ram of battery, shell abide the assault.

KING
My excellent soldier,
We must use art to arm him, and take time.

VOLTIMAR
That great grumbling organ pipe likewise of mutiny, the lords of her faction, by a trick that I turnd em with, are all musical and come to court, to honour your entertainment of the strangers with their presences.

CORNWALL
Rather to spy.

KING
No matter.Well have eyes
As piercing as their own.Be quiet, they come.

Hoboys.Enter WINCHESTER, COLCHESTER, CESTER, KENT, then PENDA the Welsh Embassador brave; ELDRED as a Welsh Servingman; WINCHESTER and his faction kiss the KINGs hand, and then place themselves for audience.

PENDA
Awl the showers above us, power down upon your mighty heads.

VOLTIMAR
[Aside.] We shall be sure to have rain enough then.

PENDA
Her benedictions and remunerations, and exultations of all monarchal dignities.

VOLTIMAR
[Aside.] Theres no harm in this.

PENDA
In Wales, oh magnanimous King Athelstanes, we have no universities to tawg in uplandish Greeks and Latins; we are not so full of our rhetorics as you have here, and therefore your great and masestical ears was not to look for filed oratories and pig high stiles.

KING
We do not.

PENDA
You are landlord of Wales, my master a prince of royal Prittish plod your tenants; he and awl the sentilmen of Wales send commendations to you awl and swear with true Welse hearts, and long Welse hook, to fide upon your side when they can stand, till our bardles play on twinkling harps the praveries of your victories.

KING
We are beholding to them.Is not the day
Of paying their tribute yearly now at hand?

OMNES
It is, sir.

PENDA
And was come to give significations to king Athelstans that awl our tributes is here py and py upon ten days hence to come.

ELDRED
Twill be awl here upom Lammas Day was senight.

VOLTIMAR
[Aside.] Later Lammas, ha, ha!

PENDA
Why is your teehees and weehees?Is hobby-horse here or shacknapes, or loggerhead elephant with flapping poptail snowtes?

CORNWALL
Grow not, my lord, to cholar.

PENDA
Collars?Had I the petter of us awl in Powis land to fleer and seer and sneer in our faces was a good to eat a Welse goat, hairs and horns, and puddings and awl in her pelly piping hot.

KING
Who is it that dares jeer?

ELDRED
Pray, tell her who it is, shall find, diggon, from Welse hook to a prick no longer as this of a putchers when any tares sallenge my lord or Reese his man upon duellos and combats and batallios and pells mells.Welse plod is up and can canog and roar.

COLCHESTER
Is that your man, my lord?

PENDA
Yes, and a sentil man of an old as any Wales.

KENT
Hes very furious.

ELDRED
Furies, a true Welse man scorns redicles and laughins.

PENDA
And is mighty sellous of grinnings, and is loose her best plod in < > wounds sooner as loose an inse, inse, nay a crum<b>s we<ight> in the scales of honour.

KING
I fain would know who u<sd> him <thus >.

VOLTIMAR
I laughed, but not at him, royal sir.

PENDA
You logh; would us two both now were on the bald pate of Penmawer!

VOLTIMAR
Would we were.

ELDRED
Should try who was finest tumbler down, ons neck must cry twang fort.

PENDA
Good Reese, be wise.

KENT
What your followers name?

ELDRED
Tis Reese ap Meridith, ap Sean, ap Llewellin, ap Morris, yet no dancers.For awl you are English lords, you are made of no petter whole than a Welseman, a little finer spun and petter carded thats awl.Our plod is as well-died, and our spirits as good a nap upon her.

KING
Tis so, we like your spirits and have tried them.

PENDA
Your kinglines had two fine sentilmen your brothers, one Prince Edmonds and Prince Edreds; they did kanaw our Prittish spirits; they fought in Wales very finely upon us.Reese, you saw them all ploody adbout Clanvelthin.

ELDRED
Yes, and after the drink metheglin diggon.

PENDA
And was mighty merry.

ELDRED
And love to gabble a little Welse too.

PENDA
Pray, sir, what treads of life does they two sentlemen spin now?

KING
None.They both died ithfield.

PENDA
Mercy upon us!In fields as beggars do?

VOLTIMAR
No, maser comrogue, in a battle.

KING
In a French noble field those princes fell.

PENDA
Was prave men.Pogs on knogd em down.

KING
Though they are lost, here sits a brother king
To bid you welcome.Call our English court
Your own, England your Wales.We are so strung
We will in nothing differ but in tongue.

PENDA
Welse tongue I can tell you is lofty tongue.

ELDRED
And prave sentlemen as are in the orld tawg it

KING
Show to this noble lord what rarities
Our court is furnishd with.

PENDA
Follow, Reese.

ELDRED
Not as moust in seese, I warrant her.

[Flourish.Exeunt PENDA, ELDRED, and VOLTIMAR.

KING
Whilst I bestow
My second thanks upon these worthy ords
By whom our court  a heaven eclipsed before  
Recovers a new light.

COLCHESTER
What light we give is borrowd from your sunbeams.

KING
I am proud to see your brows so smooth.

OMNES
Our brows are as our hearts.

Enter VOLTIMAR and EDMOND like an Irishman.

VOLTIMAR
Look, sirrah, thats the king.

KING
Whats he?

VOLTIMAR
The embassadors Irish footman full of desire to see how much you and an Irish king differ in state.Which of the Irish kings know you, sirrah?

EDMOND
I once serve and run along my Morogh man Breean, king of Lienster, and I know all de oder Irish princes.

KING
How does the king of Lienster?

EDMOND
Ifaitla, passing merry.He loves dee dearly.Dærdæry his queen too speak well of dee, and Osha hanassah de kings broder wid Dermot Lave-yarach tell me and I come into England to give dee a towsand comendacons.

KING
Whats the name?

EDMOND
Teage mac Breean.

KING
How far canst run in a day?

EDMOND
Ifaitla, I shall be loat to have dine own horse run so far in a day as I can.Ever since I came away from de salt water into Wales and out of Wales hidder, my toes and my feet nefer stawnd still, for bee my gossips hawnd I had a great desire to see dee, and dat sweet face a dine.

KING
The kind of Lienster is a noble soldier.

EDMOND
Crees sa me, he does not care for de devil.

VOLTIMAR
Wiser man he.

KING
The queen is wondrous fair, sirrah, is she not?

EDMOND
Queen Dærdæry ifaith now as white as de inside of a pome water, and as upright as any dart in Ireland.

COLCHESTER
Goes your kind in such clothes?

EDMOND
<In> trooses a pox a die face, I priddy what should h<e go i>n besides?

[Exeunt KING, CORNWALL, CHESTER, VOLTIMAR, and EDMOND.

<WINCHESTER>
<V>oltim<ar.>

COLCHESTER
So thice is thawd and though the water run
Smooth, yet tis deep.Our torrent must roar on.

OMNES
On. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Three
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ENTER CARINTHA AT a table reading.

CARINTHA
A contract signd by his own royal hand,
The judges that were by, beside her father,
Two dukes, and all these earls, a full grand jury
To pass upon the life and death of honour.
Yet he stands laughing at the bar.This lady
He wore as a rich jewel, on his very heart.
Now tis by him defact and broke in pieces
And swept away like rubbish from his court.
Wicked man, had fate a hand to give me to him  
How fast soever in a golden charm
My finger should be bound  his wandring eye
Meeting new beauties, would in scorn view mine,
And then, as hers, my joys should cease to shine.
Tis better as it is.

Enter a Servant.

SERVANT
Heres a gentlewoman servant come to see you.

CARINTHA
What gentlewoman?

SERVANT
She looks like a lady of the time.

CARINTHA
Why, how looks a lady of the time?

SERVANT
She looks like a poor lady, for she has neer a man, but only a shrimping boy, and her cheeks are as thin as if she had not dind.

CARINTHA
Bring her in, sir.

Enter ARMANTE and PRINCE.

SERVANT
Theres my lady.

CARINTHA
Get you gone. [Exit Servant.
Ha are you the wrongd Armante?

ARMANTE
And you the queen
Of the ascendant now?Love has resignd
The glories of his reign, his troth and honour,
To a fresh bird, whilst we who are the scorn
Of his neglect and foils for your uprising
Are hurld down lower than the eyes of pity
Can shed a tear for.I am the wrongd Armante.

CARINTHA
You come armd in hate.
Tempests of womans malice and revenge
Muster upon your forehead.Is this your son?

PRINCE
Yes, marry am I, madam.

CARINTHA
His very brow
Is bent with frowns upon me.

PRINCE
I never heard any say that I ever frownd yet.

CARINTHA
There may be danger
For me to trust me in your companies.

PRINCE
I am no fighter, lady, and my mother  
My poor wrongs mother  is too full of sorrow
Now to turn swaggerer.Neither of us both
Carry a knife about us.

ARMANTE
Look, gentle lady,
On this fair branch sprung from a royal tree,
But now grown crooked; for thunnatural root
Keeps back the vigour that should give it growth.
What think you I come for?

CARINTHA
I cannot guess.

ARMANTE
The general voice thinks you the kings mistress.

CARINTHA
Kings mistress, so?

ARMANTE
Queen of the times, the star of Englands court,
The glorious sphere in which the king, once mine,
Moves, and there only.Oh, as you are a woman,
The daughter of a mother, as you can
Partake the sense of passion  griefs and pity  
The torments of contempt  disgrace and ruin  
The miseries of honour  scorn and baseness  
Let me beseech you ere you tread the path  
The path that must conduct you to the monument
Of a lost name  remember by whose fall
You climb to a kings bed; think ont what tis
To sleep in sheets forbidden; on a stoln pillow
A royal concubine can be no more
Than a great glorious uncontrolled whore.
She who for freedom in that state will thrive
Must plead her patent by prerogative.

CARINTHA
I snatch no patent from you.

PRINCE
Lady, methinks your brow is not bent with frowns.

ARMANTE
If not for my sake,
Yet for my childs sake, pity me.

PRINCE
Pray do,
For sure there can be none my fathers wife
But she who is my mother.

CARINTHA
What first tempted
Your blood to that impression which stampd on you
The seal of these deep sorrows?

ARMANTE
Kingly perjuries,
Contracted falsehood; theres a true bond drawn
Between the king and me in a fair letter
And tis enrolld in yonder court, by time
Never to be racd out.

CARINTHA
Cursd be the hand  
Should here the writing lie  would cross one line out.
I am so far from vexing you Ill rather
Spin out a widowhood in stretched miseries
Then play the royal thief and steal from you
Whats yours, a kings embrace and name of queen.
Twas never near my thought.

PRINCE
Why la you, mother?This lady is a good woman.

CARINTHA
To clear your doubts, behold this very letter
I now was writing, was directed, lady,
To your own hands.Pray, read it.

ARMANTE
Excellent goodness. [Reads.

CARINTHA
Sweet prince, oh, that thy father on thy cheeks
Would read the story of a hopeful issue!
He cannot be so cruel in the view
Of himself here, but to the world make known
That ruining thy life he shakes his own.

PRINCE
I would my father were so good a man
As you are a woman, madam.If he be not,
Twill be the worse for me.

CARINTHA
Dear soul, a guard of angels will wait on thee.

PRINCE
Will they truly?When shall I see them, pray?

CARINTHA
When thou shalt need them. [To ARMANTE.] You have perusd my letter?

ARMANTE
I have and am astonishd.You lock this secret
Within a chest of adamant?

CARINTHA
With it lock this.
See the kings hand which himself snatchd away
I put again in yours.

ARMANTE
This brings new life,
And all that life I trust you with.

CARINTHA
Then with your leave
My purpose is to entertain the king
With all the fullness of his hopes; nay, urge him
To speed the height of his desires, be instant
To have him crown me queen, but let me die
In name, die in my comforts, in the thoughts
Of all that honour virtue, if my plots
Aim farther than your peace, and to awake
The king out of this dream.

PRINCE
Yare a brave lady.I may be a kind one day and then  

ARMANTE
Aught but my prayers I have not left to thank you.

PRINCE
Yes, and mine too.

ARMANTE
I can show to you other wheels set going
Whose motion the king dreams not of.

CARINTHA
Tis happy.
Shall I direct you?

ARMANTE
Gladly.

CARINTHA
Ere we then part,
Well join our councils by what art we can
To turn a great king to a great good man. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene One
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Flourish.Enter KING, CORNWALL, CHESTER and PENDA.

KING
How does my noble Powis like the lady?

PENDA
Lige her lady out of awl cry.

CORNWALL
Come she up close?Wilt be a match or no?

PENDA
Close?Shall make her come close enough or pull her to with a long Welse hood I have in corners.

CHESTER
Does she understand your meaning?

PENDA
I make no dumb signs to her; no winks, nor pinks.

CHESTER
I she a hawk fit for the game, or no?

PENDA
Kanaw not that, for never can I fly up yet.

CHESTER
Ha you touchd her home with amours parliance?

PENDA
Toush her home?Has toushd her and towsd her, and mowze her to upon her soft peds in fine wanton kanaveries, so as lords do ladies, but no dishonesties; for awl my lord Powis is come to buy as a shapman, was scorn to take her lady ware upon trust, unless her will herself.

KING
Beside her beauteous building to the eye,
The ornaments within her are much fairer.

PENDA
Shall tire what is in her ornaments, I warrant her.

CORNWALL
Shes of high birth too. Colcesters only daughter.

KING
And to that golden scale in which her father
Shall lay her portion, our royal hand shall add
Any two shires in England next to Wales
To you and yours forever.

PENDA
Two shires.Tis a great teal of ground to fatten Welse runt upon.

KING
Why does she stay thus long, knowing we are come
To make the music of her free consent
Fuller and sweeter, knowing but how shes tund.

PENDA
She putting fine kanags upon her head, and is come away py and py.Harg you , is her laty Armante a right maid, I trow?

CORNWALL
Think you the king would so himself dishonour
Or we blast our own names to set before you
A glass thats false and crack, to bid you drink
In a cup that has held poison?

PENDA
I kanaw not, for your greatest men now and then are greatest whoremasters.

Enter ARMANTE and ELDRED.

KING
Shes come!How fresh she looks; theres in her eyes
Sunbeams of power to bring to life again
A summer, were it dying.

ARMANTE
Sir, all my wishes
Are that mine eyes may serve but as two stars
To guide this noble navigator safely
To that blest haven of marriage, to which he tells me
Hes honourably bound, for though your ovice
Is a sufficient charm to tune my thoughts
To any limitation, yet this gentleman
Has those good parts in him.

PENDA
See not awl her parts neither.

ARMANTE
Got such a conquest
Over my maiden yielding, that what fortress
My chaste heart hold to him I must surrender
On promisd composition.

KING
I am glad to hear it.

PENDA
Was not a fine pinckanies laty and tauge out acry well?

CHESTER
Oh, shes an excellent creature!

KING
We shall ha no more thundring?

ARMANTE
Not a clap.

KING
Your heart dwells in your tongue?

ARMANTE
Are chamber fellows.

KING
So.

PENDA
And when is it the pleasures of <y>our gre<at> mast<ers >

KING
The self same day in which I take my queen,
You shall, my lord, be calld my fellow bridegroom.

OMNES
Twill be a princely honour.

PENDA
Tis no more to do then, but when her tay come to walk to surch and marry and dance and fest, and then to ride away to Wales and show her fine wife.Sidannen was never more look upon so.

CORNWALL
Twill be a glorious triumph.

PENDA
Pray, sir, let awl her writings be drawn for portions and towries and agreements and put the two shires in.

KING
By any means.

PENDA
And when the scrivenary pills is awl pend down our laty and herself shall put our marks to it together.

ARMANTE
You promisd me, my lord, that I should hear
Some of your poetry, a sonnet you would write
In praise of something in me, but what I know not
Because nothing is worth praising.

PENDA
Will you awl hear her Welse muses palled or madrigals?

OMNES
Rather than any other.

PENDA
Tawson then.
Would you kanaw her mistress face?
Se the moon with stars in shace.
Would you kanaw her mistress nyes?
Lure down a goshawk from her skies.

KING
Good.

PENDA
Would you kanaw her mistress nose?
Tis fine pridge oer which pewty goes.

ARMANTE
A flattering painter.

CORNWALL
Nay, on.

PENDA
Would you kanaw her mistress seeks?
Tis satin white and red as leeks.

CORNWALL
How, how, red?Leeks are green.

PENDA
And green is young, and her mistress is young too, so leeks in seeks is fine young tender ones.

KING
Nay, nay, tis well.A Welsh metaphor bears it.More.

PENDA
Would you kanaw her mistress lip?
Your fingers in metheglin dip.

OMNES
Excellent!

PENDA
Heres pest.
Oh, would you feel her mistress skin?
Buy kidsleather gloves and so put in.

CORNWALL
Passing good.

PENDA
Would you hear her mistress tongue?
Let twinkling Welse harp well be strung.

CHESTER
Brave.

PENDA
Her mistress tugs would you see pare?
Ask Cupit where his pillows are.

CHESTER
By my troth.

PENDA
Marge here now.
Sweter as goats milk would you tipple?
You then must suck her mistress nipple.

CORNWALL
How, suck her nipple?

ARMANTE
Shes beholding to you.Would you have your mistress
Give suck before she has a child?

PENDA
Shell get her with child one day and tis awl one.

KING
Is there any more?

PENDA
More, heres pravest of awl:
Would you stroke her mistress pelly?
Oh, tis smooth as sweet warm jelly.
Being come now to her mistress thighs,
Turn again lain in that part lies,
And so I dare go no farder.

CORNWALL
You have gone wondrous well.

KING
An excellent poet too.
Come, we your muse with heighten with rich wines,
And drink to Hymen who sweet love combines. [Flourish.Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Two
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ENTER VOLTIMAR AND the Clown.

VOLTIMAR
How sayst thou, turnd away?

CLOWN
Just as a cutpurse turnd of the ladder of the law, so was I that very day when you came and told my lady she must give up housekeeping.Within an hour after, that old mumblecrust lord her father coited me out of doors.

<V>OLTIMAR
But the kind and she are in tune again and thou mayst feed upon her.

<CLOWN>
The devil feed upon her.They say the Welsh embassador will have her, and <will> car<r>y her into Wales.And what shall I do there?

<VOLTIMAR>
<Eat toasted cheese.>

CLOWN
Why, I never eat cheese in m life, and if I should but cry, Foh, when tis a toasting, <I> should have my throat cut before my face and be neer the wiser.

VOLTIMAR
A servingmans life thou seest walks but upon rotten crutches.

CLOWN
Crutches, when I see a horse that has done good to his country lie dead in a cart to be carried to the doghouse, think I to myself theres the reward of service.

VOLTIMAR
A good observation

CLOWN
Or when I spy a cat hangd for some petty crime that has been an excellent hunter, say I, Heres the fag end of a poor soldier that has rid his country of enemies.

VOLTIMAR
You rascal; compare a soldier to a cat?

CLOWN
Oh dear, Captain, cry you mercy.I did not mind you.Ill be no longer a creature, what sift soever I put myself to.

VOLTIMAR
What then?

CLOWN
A mere animal rather; theres one image of invention if you could carve me intot I were made forever.

VOLTIMAR
What image?

CLOWN
Get the kings or some of his lords letters to create me chronicler.

VOLTIMAR
Chronicler?Thourt not fit fort.Thast no learning nor wit to do it.

CLOWN
No wit?I must put out nothing but once in ten year.In meantime I can creep into opinion by balductum rhymes and play scrap fooleries.Wit?An arrant ass may carry that burden and never kick for it.

VOLTIMAR
Since thart so set upon it, Ill speak and warrant thee the title of a chronicler.

CLOWN
The name, the foolish style is all I desire to climb over.

VOLTIMAR
When any of your collections are mellow, show em to the king.I muse they come not.

CLOWN
Who, captain?

VOLTIMAR
The embassadors man, and the Irish footman new come over.We promisd to be merry here in my chamber for a spurt or so; they are a couple of honest-hearted mad rascals.

Enter EDMOND and ELDRED.

CLOWN
See, Captain.

VOLTIMAR
Welcome!

EDMOND
By did hawnd, Capten Voltimar, de king bid me seek for dee and to come away apace to him.

VOLTIMAR
Time enough.Since we are met, Ill steal out of the kings glass one quarter of an hour to be jovial.

ELDRED
But where is wine and good sear to be jawful and pipes and fiddles to shake our heel at?

VOLTIMAR
Your good seer, look you, is in bottles.Heres my armoury. These are headpieces will fit you.

CLOWN
With a murrain.

VOLTIMAR
And now you talk of fiddling.A musician dwells at very next wall.Ill step to him, entertain thou these gentleman the whilst, as we drink they shall sound.

EDMOND
Crees sa me if I hear de pipes go I cannot forbear to dance an Irish hay.

ELDRED
As good hay in Wales, Rees ap Meridith was dance too.

CLOWN
Hey then for England!If my legs stand still, hang me.

VOLTIMAR
Good sport, Ill go string the music for you. [Exit.

CLOWN
Ithmeantime, because tis service to be idle, pray Master Reese ap Shon, what is the reason that we Englism men, when the cuckoo is upon entrance, say the Welsh Embassador is coming?

ELDRED
Let any rascal son of whores come into Cardigan, Flint, Morioneth, Clamorgan, or Brecknock and dare prade so.Was such a mighty wonder to see an embassador of Wales?Why has her not had kings and queens and prave princes of Wales?

EDMOND
Ifaat hast tow.

ELDRED
But I now can tell you, for many summers ago out valiant comragues and fierce Prittons about cuckoo times come, and with Welse hook hack and hoff and mawl your English porderers, and so fright the ymen that they to still their wrawling bastards cry out, hushd the Welse embassador comes.

CLOWN
I am satisfied.Now, Master Crammo, one question to you.What is the reason all the chimney sweepers in England are for the most part Irish?

EDMOND
I shall tell de why.Saint Patrick, dow knowst keeps purgatory<y.So if Saint> Patrick be content to make de fires, tis no shame fo<r Irishmen> to sweep de chimneys.

ELDRED
Tis prave answer.

CLOWN
And I hug thee sweet Tory for it.

Enter VOLTIMAR.

VOLTIMAR
I give but the Q and the music speaks.I cannot stay.Come, on your knees.A health to King Athelstane!

ELDRED
Was pledge her in no liquors, but her own countrys whey to metheglin.

VOLTIMAR
Theres metheglin for you.

EDMOND
And Ifaatla I shall pledge King Aplestanes in usque bah or nothing.

VOLTIMAR
Theres usqua for you.

CLOWN
Ill pledge it in ale, in aligant, cider, perry, metheglin, usquebagh, minglium, manglum, purr, in him, mum, aquam, quaquam, claret, or sacum, for an Englishman is a horse that drinks of all waters.

VOLTIMAR
Tot then.When? [Flourish.

CLOWN
Off.

ELDRED
Super naglums. [Dance.

EDMOND
Hey, for Saint Patricks honour!

ELDRED
Saint Tavy for Wales!

CLOWN
Saint George for England!

VOLTIMAR
Enough, drink what you will.I must hence. [Exit.

EDMOND
Kara magus.

CLOWN
This dancing jogs all my dinner out of my belly.I am as hungry as a huntsman; and now I talk of meat, why does a Welshman love a toasted cheese so well?

ELDRED
Why does cockney pobell love toast and putter so well?

CLOWN
And why onions and leeks you?

ELDRED
And why a whores plind seeks you?Awl countries love one tevices or others.

CLOWN
True.You love freeze and goats, and Welsh hooks, and whey and flannel and fighting.

ELDRED
And you love udcocks, and praveries, and kanaveries, and fiddling and fistings and prave ences with rotten trenches, and a great teal of prabbings, but little fightings.

CLOWN
One for one, and what loves my Irishman here?

EDMOND
Ifaatla, I love shamrocks, bonny clabbo, soft bogs, a great many cows, a garron, an Irish harp, clean trooses, and a dart.

CLOWN
But not a fart.

EDMOND
In dy nose, in dy teet, all de farts let in Ireland are put into bottles for Englshmen to drink off.A pos upon dy nyes, by dis hawnd, I shall trust my skeen into dy rotten guts when agen tow anger me. [Exit.

PENDA
[Within.] What, Reese, wa ho ap shon!

ELDRED
Was here, was here. [Exit.

CLOWN
So; now pump I for invention full sea swell
Of wit that I may write a chronicle. [Exit.


Act Four, Scene Three
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ENTER COLCHESTER, WINCHESTER, and KENT.

COLCHESTER
Its a strange creature,
A daughter and so disobedient.
Her brains are wilder than a troubled sea,
No cloud is so unsettled.Shes an engine
Driven by a thousand wheels; a German clock
Never going true.

KENT
That shows shes a right woman.

WINCHESTER
She and the widow whom the king so dotes on
I hear have met and parleyed, and sure their breath
Lows down all that we build.

KENT
One glib-tongud woman
Is a shrew witch to another.

COLCHESTER
Tis voicd for certain
That now shes grown so mad to have the Welshman,
The king is quite lost to her.

KENT
Maybe she longs
To study all the neighbouring languages.

WINCHESTER
Tis now no wonder that a king took captive
Her maiden honour when to a new-come stranger
She yields without assault.I do not think
She understands his lofty British tongue;
He courts her sure by signs.

KENT
Hang me for a sign then.A Welshman makes signs to a woman?

COLCHESTER
Alls one what signs he makes, for a dumb man
May woo a woman if his face be good;
An able promising body; a neat leg,
<Fin>e cloth<e>s and lands, and money, and no coxcomb.
<Whore>s w<ou>ld scratch out one anothers eyes
To have such bits alone.Now, this Welsh lord
Is all this:rich, and well-formd, a air outside,
A mind nobly furnished, the match were fit
But that our heapd-up wrongs are slavd by it.
It brands both us and our posterity
To have a daughter strumpeted, a kinswoman
Texted upon dishonourable file,
A grandchild branded with a bastards name.
We must not therefore swallow it.

KENT
We will not.
Should we do nothing, out opposed faction
Might jeer us to our faces; common people
Revile us, call us cowards.

COLCHESTER
Saucy wits
Will dip their pens in gall and whet base rhymes
To stab out fames more than to mend out crimes.

WINCHESTER
Whats to be done then?

COLCHESTER
This is to be done:
You know that staring soldier came for the prince
And we denid him.

KENT
Had we not cause?

COLCHESTER
And yet
On more weighd council you, my lord, hold it fit
To leave him ins fathers hands.I think he has not
A knife to cut his own heart.Ill presently
Write to the king that since tis his high pleasure
To snatch the distaff of my daughters fate
And cut her golden thread, we all consent
To this her second fortune.Hell think us quiet,
Nor shall he spellhard letters on our brows.
The night before the marriage is a masque;
Well all to court and when the winds lie still
And not a leaf of murmeration stirs  
Suspicion sealing up her hundred eyes  
Than break we forth, light lightening from a cloud
And force him feel our fury.

WINCHESTER
Feel what fury?
Though he has struck a dagger through my sides,
Be but a finger held up at his life,
My breast shall be a wall to beat back danger
From him on your own heads.

COLCHESTER
My lord of Winchester,
Our arrows fly not at his life.

WINCHESTER
Do fairly what you will do, I am yours.

KENT
Not doing so, leave us.

COLCHESTER
Well only to the kings masque add our dance
And veil our wrongs in smotherd ignorance. [Exeunt


Act Five, Scene One

[image: img28.jpg]

Flourish.Enter KING, CORNWALL, and CHESTER.

KING
Cornwall.

CORNWALL
My lord.

KING
Why shines not bravery
Throughout our court in rich habiliments
Of glory?Chester.

CHESTER
Sir.

KING
Be it proclaimd
That whosoeer presents most curious sports
Of art or chargd to grace out nuptial feasts
Shall have a large reward.We will be royal.

CHESTER
Ill undertake the task.

KING
Do and be speedy.

Enter WINCHESTER like a friar leading the PRINCE veiled.

WINCHESTER
Angels of peace wait round about th<y throne,>
Great Athelstane the king.

KING
Whence art thou, friar?

WINCHESTER
Few words I have <to speak, m>y lessons c< >
<Tle o s >

KING
Yes, well hear it.

WINCHESTER
A sad creature crossd in life
For being neither mad nor wife,
Hath left the world at last, and reads
Her better hopes upon her beads.
She thinks no more what she hath been,
Nor dreams what tis to be a queen,
For goes her beauty, youth, and state
Tembrace a holier happier fate.
By prayers, sighs, she weeps, she dies,
To live a saint in paradise.
Armantes requiem tis I sing,
Once lovd by Athelstane the king.
The sad Armante, who though strange
Hath made a heaven sweet exchange.
Instead of marrying pomp and glory,
Married her to a monastery.
One only token sends she here,
More dear than life or whats most dear,
The pawn of her first troth, her son,
The prince, tis he.Lo, I have done. [Unveils him.
She bids thee of this child make store
For she shall never see thee more.
What else she said the boy can tell,
Ill to by beads.Now, king, farewell. [Exit.

KING
Stay, father, gentle father, holy man.

OMNES
Hes trudgd away, sir.

KING
Gone already?Strange,
Exceeding strange.

OMNES
Unlookd for.

KING
Welcome, boy.
Thy mother turnd a nun; she, who lately
Seemd pliant to the pleasures we presented,
Not alterd on a sudden?Tis a riddle
I understand not yet.

PRINCE
I have a message tee,
And tis her last.

KING
What, pretty boy?

PRINCE
She prays ye,
Youd use me kindly; truly I can scarce
Refrain from crying to remember how
Unhandsomely we parted.Oh, my child,
My mother, my good mother, said, and deed, la,
She wept too when she spoke it, now, my boy,
Thou art lost, forever lost, to me, the world,
Thy birth, thy friends, thou has not one friend left.
Go to thy father, child, thy cruel father.
She bad me ask your blessing too.Pray, give it me,
Father, your blessing.

KING
For thy mothers sake,
Ill keep a blessing for thee, boy, a great one.
Rise.Tis a good child.

PRINCE
But dee love me indeed?

KING
Heartily, heartily.

PRINCE
If, cause my blood is yours,
You think my life may be some dange, tee,
Or that my mother-in-law, when next you marry,
Cannot abide me, yet Ill do the best
I can to please her; but these stepmothers,
They say do seldom love their husbands children.
Or if for being your heir some wicked people
Give you bad counsel that I must not row
To be a man, for growing too fast upwards,
<Safer> you cut me off betimes;
<Yet as y>ou are a king, I do beseech you
<Let not> a common villain be my butcher,
<But I> die like a prince.Sir, will you promise me
< nto s for >

KING
Pestilent ape,
His mother taught him this.Fie, boy, no more.
I will be loving, thou shall find it.

PRINCE
Shall I?
Indeed, I never went to bed but eer
I slept, I prayd for the good king my father.
I never rose but eer I had my breakfast,
I said Heaven bledd my father.That is you.
There was no hurt in this?

CORNWALL
Well prated, little one.

KING
Enough.I will be tender oer thee, boy;
As tender as thy mother.

PRINCE
Will ye, think ye?

Enter CARINTHA and VOLTIMAR.

CARINTHA
Wheres now this royal lover?

KING
My Carintha,
Melt here all passions from me, my souls empress.

CARINTHA
And whens this day forsooth, this day of queenship?
Ill make a goodly fool.

KING
Be not impatient.
Thy glories and my joys shall be the fuller.

VOLTIMAR
Now for a shower of rain downright; theres a horrible clap of thunder towards.Take heed of lightening, king.You are in danger of being blasted.

PRINCE
What angry womans this?Bless me, her looks
Affright me, father king.

CARINTHA
Your bastard here?
I thought I was your mockery.Why lives he
To be my torment?

KING
Prithee, sweet  

PRINCE
Hows this?
Las, what must I do now?

CORNWALL
I like not this.

CHESTER
Nor I.

CARINTHA
Hast thou nor heart nor hands?

KING
Carintha  

CARINTHA
How say by that?Give me the brat; Ill have him,
Tshall save ye charges too.Oh, I am vexd,
Not yet dispatch.A shall with me.

KING
You must not.
Will you undo all what I strive to build
For your advancement?

CARINTHA
Pish.

KING
For my sake, do not.
For your own sake, do not.Voltimar?

VOLTIMAR
My lord?

KING
Take him aside awhiles.

VOLTIMAR
I will.Come.

PRINCE
Heaven,
Be thou a father t ome.Sur ethis woman
Was never mother to a child.Shes cruel,
Even in her frown.

VOLTIMAR
No prating.Come.[Exeunt PRINCE and VOLTIMAR.

KING
Thou art not well-advisd.

CARINTHA
You have broke your promise.
Make it your practise.Would you play the tyrant
Over my wrongs, as over hers whose honour
Yave whord and strumpeted to your vild lust?
Youd cast me off to. Here, my lords, and witness
How much my spirit scorns to fawn on slavery.
My firstborn shall not be a bastards second.
Intolerable.

KING
Dear Carintha  

CARINTHA
Shall not.
King, till I know thy bed and pleasures free,
Wert thou ten times a king, thou art not for me.
Think ont.I am not thy bride yet. [Exit.

KING
Stay!Fly after;
Entreat her back.

CORNWALL
Command her.

CHESTER
Fetch her.Force her.

KING
Not so.I have some private thoughts require
Consideration.Leave us all.None stay.

OMNES
You are obeyd, sir. [Exeunt.

KING
Impudent and bloody;
Two attributes fit only for deformity.
True beauty in meekness, love with pity
Keeps leagues.There is a pleurisy within me
Requires a skilful surgeon that can lance it.

Enter VOLTIMAR.

VOLTIMAR
Here, here, here, my lord, I am here.What ist you calld for?

KING
Foe thou art too officious.I am busy.

VOLTIMAR
Shall I be gone, sir?

KING
Gone, sir?

VOLTIMAR
Bless your majesty, I dare not bide the noise.

KING
Stay.Send the boy in,
And wait some two rooms off, not within hearing.

VOLTIMAR
Tis good.You, little one!

Enter PRINCE.

PRINCE
The king.

KING
[To VOLTIMAR.] Away; do as you are commanded.

VOLTIMAR
Touch himhome.Tis my suit, heaven, I beseech thee. [Exit.

KING
Come hither; do not fear me.Yet nearer.

PRINCE
No, sir.Being with you alone
I will not fear.Do what you will with me,
Ill stand you like a little harmless lamb;
I will not cry out, neither.

KING
It has been told me,
That thou art like me, boy.

PRINCE
My grand, sir, swore
My chin and nose were yours, and my good mother
Said I was but your picture.

KING
She was deceivd,
For thou art fairer far.

PRINCE
Thats cause I am
But yet a child, and if you do not lay me
In some untimely pit-hole ere I grow
To mans estate, I shall be as you are.

KING
A king, thou meanest?

PRINCE
No, I mean a man.
That shall be just like you.

KING
Let me look on thee.

PRINCE
Pray do.

KING
Heres a white forehead
Of innocence whose alablaster sweetness
Rebates my cruelties.Tell me, my boy,
Didst never hear thy mother curse thy father,
Or did she not teach thee to curse me?

PRINCE
Truly,
My lord, I cannot lie, nor do I use to swear
An oath, but, by my troth, you may believe me,
I never heard her curse, but often pray for ye;
And so have I too, heartily, every day.
I learnt it from her mouth.

KING
Gone to a nunnery?
Ill hie me thither too; by her example,
Learn to be good and reconcile my peace
To hers.Alas, poor soul, how I have wrongd her.

PRINCE
Why did ye?

KING
Gentle boy, wilt thou forgive me?

PRINCE
I?Yes, indeed, father.

KING
My blessings on thee.
Ill call thee now mine heir.Let me bethink thee.

PRINCE
If ever a poor childs prayer was accepted,
Good heaven, I beg thee pity my poor mother,
And turn my fathers heart now, I beseech thee.
How does the king my father?

<KING>
I <have> forgone,
An angel for a devil; a companion
<Whose soul was> osft as doves, for a thing framd
<Of nothing but> ambition.

<PRINCE>
< >ke< >s,
You promisd me to lve me as my mother doth,
And she would talk to me, she would, my lord.

KING
It shall be so.Ill try to what strange height
Thones wickedness will mount, to what humility
The others goodness creeps.Joy of my soul.
Desires may stray, our souls are precious things,
All men are dear to heaven, but chiefly kings.
Attendance.

Enter VOLTIMAR.

VOLTIMAR
I am here.

KING
Lock fast the door,
Tis death to enter.Come you back.

VOLTIMAR
I shall. [Exit.

KING
Be not afraid, child.

PRINCE
Well, I will not then.

KING
Ill teach thee
A policy of state even in thy cradle.

PRINCE
Ill learn it if I can.

Enter VOLTIMAR.

KING
Now, is all sure?

VOLTIMAR
As fast as key and bold can ward.

KING
Thine ear.[Aside to VOLTIMAR.] This boy must be dispatchd.

VOLTIMAR
[Aside to KING.] How?

KING
[Aside to VOLTIMAR.] Suddenly

VOLTIMAR
[Aside to KING.] Good.He dies.

KING
[Aside to VOLTIMAR.] Shall I depend?

VOLTIMAR
[Aside to KING.] Remember the words, Tis done.

PRINCE
[Aside.] I do not like this mans wild looks.Methinks
Upon his forehead hand a thousand earthquakes.
Pray, stand between us, sir.

KING
[Aside to VOLTIMAR.] But dost thou know
What tis to cut off a young innocent infant?

VOLTIMAR
[Aside to KING.] Yes, to cuts throat, knock out his brains, writh his neck off, anything.

PRINCE
[Aside.] Bless me!What does this fellow talk?

KING
[Aside to VOLTIMAR.] A villains language;
A minister of horror, born to live
And die a monster.

VOLTIMAR
[Aside to KING.] Fine stuff, king, admirable dissimulation.It becomes ye.

KING
[Aside to VOLTIMAR.] Mark what remains for thee.

VOLTIMAR
[Aside to KING.] A brave reward?

KING
I will resign my royal office up
And plant my crown here on this princely head.
He shall be king, for since thou hast my promise
Of pardon, Ill not be thy judge.That day
Whereon my boy makes entrance to his reign
Shall be renowned for an act of justice
On such a man of mischief as thou art.

VOLTIMAR
Heyday, how scurvy it shows!

KING
The evidence
Against thee I myself will give.The world
Shall know how miserable I have been
By Pendas ruin acted by thy hand.

PRINCE
Tis strange and very pitiful.

KING
Myself in person shall be the accuser.

VOLTIMAR
Dare ye?

KING
Oh, boy, if not for my sake, for thy mothers,
I charge thee by the duty of a son,
Give him a heavy doom; let him die groaning.
Revenge the manly Penda, that brave soldier.
Take heed, my charge is great.

PRINCE
Should this be true,
When I am king, a smarts fort.

KING
Guard, a guard!

VOLTIMAR
Sir, what dee mean?

KING
Ill never hear thee again.Ill call < >

PRINCE
Why dost not speak?Trust me, Ill ou<t >
Rath<er then >s< >.

VOLTIMAR
Will you babble?

KING
Hell infect thee or do thee mischief.

PRINCE
But a shall not; nay,
Ill tell my father, my good father, now.
My lord  

VOLTIMAR
Peace, or  

PRINCE
Indeed, this soldier, if a be not
An honest man, a very honest man,
Is truly a very knave.Twas he that taught me
What I should say; he fetchd me to be ruld by him;
Told me he was not cruel as he seemd,
But of a gentle nature, and indeed,
To speak the truth, he still has usd me kindly
As if a had been my man.

KING
Would yet a had
A heart to melt in penitence for Penda,
Unluckily by him misdone.

VOLTIMAR
The prince
Somewhat too early hath prevented me
In my designs.Upon my knew, my lord,
I humbly crave your favour.

KING
Kneel to heaven,
I am too low to be crept to.

VOLTIMAR
Then know, sir,
That hitherto I have but given you physic
And now your health is purchasd.

KING
Oh, why wilt thou
Flatter mine infinite guilt?

VOLTIMAR
I can restore
All your discomforts in a rich discovery
Of honest duty, would you be but pleasd
To take truce with your griefs.

KING
Thou canst not, Voltimar.
Penda is falln.

VOLTIMAR
Heaven can work by miracles.
Ill cure that wound too.

KING
Ha?

PRINCE
Ill pass my word.
I have commission for it from my mother.

KING
Oh, boy  

VOLTIMAR
Sir, be but contented.

PRINCE
Ill entreat you.

KING
Do what you will.I am lost as I am found.
All present joys are short, the best come after.
Better to live in tears than die in laughter.
Come, child, thy hand.

PRINCE
Here, father, well attend ye. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Two
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ENTER CLOWN IN his study, writing; one knocks within.

CLOWN
Who does molest our comtemplations?What are you?

ELDRED
[Within.] Tis Reese ap Meridith, ap Shon, ap Vaughan, ap Llewellins, ap Morris.

CLOWN
So many of you?Come all in.

Enter ELDRED.

ELDRED
Please you, Master Kernicler, from all your good studies and wise meditations.

CLOWN
Oh, Master Rice, I thought more of your countrymen had knockd at door with you.Bring em all in.

ELDRED
More, yes, and more will come to her and kanog somebodys nightcaps; there is a great teal of prepples and high urds to up and town to on rascals Brian MacTeagues about our countries.I beseese you now upon your quarnicle books; tell her which is praver country, Wales or Ireland, for antickities and for <fin>e sentlemen, and awl materials besides.

<CLOWN>
<Brav>er country?Oh, Wales, by any means.

<ELDRED>
<I think> so too; Wales for ap Seans money.
< >

CLOWN
Look how much a Saint Thomas onion is a sweeter salad than poor s< >.

ELDRED
Right; tis well spoken and in elegancies.

CLOWN
Or, as a fat Shropshire cheese outweighs a pound of hairy Irish b< >, so Wales with her mountains is higher in stature and therefore older in antiquities than Ireland.

ELDRED
No cambro Britain in the orld can tauge finer.

CLOWN
Welshmen, why you are descended from the warlike Troyans and the mad Greeks.

ELDRED
Tis awl true as steel.

CLOWN
So that two famous nations jumbled together to make up a Welshman, but alas, Irishmen make one another.

ELDRED
Now you tawge of Greeks and Troshans, it was a Troshan pair away the lady Helens and prave Greeks fought almost a towzen years for her.So a Welseman that has true Prittish plod in her, ere he loose his ense will swear and fide and run up to his nose above his chin in embruings and be awl dyed in sanguins.

CLOWN
Nay, you awl carry metel enough about you, thats certain.

ELDRED
Mac Breean also says that Cupit was an Irish boy; put I say a Welse boy, because Welse men are so loving.

CLOWN
What country boy Cupid is I know not, but Im sure Mercury was a Welshman and kept both sheep and goats, and your Welsh hook came from his sheep hook.

ELDRED
Tis mighty prave, and I am sure Arion was a Welseman and playd passing melodiously upon her harp.

CLOWN
He did so, and it was a Welsh dolphin he rode upon.

ELDRED
I think your kernicles some times tell lies, for in Wales are no dolphins but at inn doors as signs.

CLOWN
I have read it so in heathen Greek.

ELDRED
Not in Christian Welse, I assure you, but pray sustify awl this of Wales under your pens and inkhorns, for Mac Teages and I are to kill one of us upon it.I will pay you and be ever pound in my poddies to you, shall come anon py and py. [Exit.

Knock within; enter EDMOND.

CLOWN
Come in.Oh, Master Mac Teage, this may be chronicled to see you here.

EDMOND
Sawest thou Reece dat coggin rascals?

CLOWN
Not I.

EDMOND
I priddy tell me, for Reece and I quarrel upon it, whedder is Ireland or Wales more ancient or finer country?

CLOWN
Oh, Ireland, Ireland! Any question of that?

EDMOND
Ifaat, I tink so too.Dow and I jump into one hole.

CLOWN
Look how much difference is between Mile End and Gravesend or between Dover pier and one of the peers of France, so short comes Wales of Ireland.

EDMOND
Dow knowst our country too has no vermin int.

CLOWN
Oh no, yet more cattle by far than Wales.

EDMOND
And dat der is not a toad or spider in Ireland.

CLOWN
No, thats certain, there are fewer spider-catchers in your country than in any else.

EDMOND
Reece says to that A Welshman runs faster den an Irish.

CLOWN
Fie, fie, Rice is an ass.Your countrymen are footmen to lords and ladies and so run after honour.

EDMOND
Ifaat, after a great teal of honour, and if king Atelstanes himself were here, I should tell him I myself was as well born in my moders belly as the prowdest comrague in Wales.

CLOWN
My head upon that, Brian.

EDMOND
And priddy now, tell me who is more terrible in batails, de Irish or de Welsh?

CLOWN
Oh, Irish, Irish; every Irishman with a dart looks like death; only death has not so much hair ons head.

EDMOND
Yet, ap Morris says in wars his Britain is more fierce.

CLOWN
Ap Morris lies.

Enter ELDRED.

ELDRED
Which ap Morris; lug you, you Master Hobbadery coscomb?The same ap Morris can mage your learned chronological nose lie here now.

EDMOND
Crees sa me, one Irishman and one Welshman is abl<e to make> fools out of ten bushels such as dow art.

ELDRED
You cut out threadbare questions up< > of your left-handed wits, and tis not an < >.

EDMOND
Sholl de crow tow whoreson teef b<ushels> to p<e>ck < y ms d >

ELDRED
And to nay down her ears so her hearing was not urse for it.

ELDMOND
And ifaitla, ripe away di guts only in merriments.

CLOWN
And I, now your bolts are shot, to see you both like hangiloes in new suits handsomely trussd up, capering ithair, leaping at a daisy, and to accord together in a noose of brotherhood not be undone, and then that know would I chronicle.

ELDRED
Der is one know for anoder den.

EDMOND
And so, awl friends.

CLOWN
Is the masque tonight at court?

ELDRED
So master Capten Voltimars sends his petitionary urds to your urship to pring you quarnicles along by you and to shag your heels amond the masquers.

EDMOND
What do put in dy ten toes for a share into der company?

CLOWN
For a share, yet, and these my ten hobnails too.I am to speak in the masque, brave sport.One English dancer and two harpers, who mew at all three are malicious carpers.Come, I am ready for a caranto already.

EDMOND
Tree merry men, and tree merry men.

ELDRED
And three men was we-a.

CLOWN
English.

EDMOND
Irish.

ELDRED
And prave Welse.

OMNES
And turn about knaves all three-a. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Three
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Flourish.Enter KING, WINCHESTER, CORNWALL, and CARTHINTA; ARMANTE and VOLTIMAR following.

KING
My lord of Winchester, thanks for this physic,
But ere you came I had an antidote
Texpel the strongest poison.

WINCHESTER
But, sir, however  

KING
Your love is not the less, and I shall pay you
In better coin than words.

Enter COLCHESTER and KENT.

Oh, my good lord,
For all methinks I am compassd in with friends,
I sit a-cold without you.

COLCHESTER
From an old man, sir,
There can come little heat, yet what I have
Is ready for your service.

KING
Where are those lords,
Your noble kindred?

COLCHESTER
Oh, busy for the masque, sir.

KING
This night shall here fix artificial stars
To burn out till the morn bring in the sun
To put their fires out by his golden flames,
Whilst they shall fall dim too when the two brides
Shall dazzle with their eyes the kind of day,
Who frets that he so long must keep away
And not behold out pastimes.

ARMANTE
Is he without then?

VOLTIMAR
Yes, madam.

ARMANTE
An odd conceited fellow, once my servant,
Has, as Im told, writ some strange chronicle
And is to me a suitor to speak for him,
To have your majesty pleasd to cast away
A few loose minutes but to hear what wonders
His wit brings forth.

KING
With all my heart, sweet lady.

CARINTHA
Twill be a foil to the nights brighter glories
As a blackamore by a Venus.Pray, sir, lets have him.

CORNWALL
New chronicler?Lets not lose him.

KING
Fetch him in, Voltimar.

VOLTIMAR
I shall, sir.

Enter Clown with a book.

KING
This he?

CLOWN
I am he, sir.

COLCHESTER
Is that your chronicle?Hast writ such a volume already?

CLOWN
No, my lord, it is not all of mine own writing.This is a < > fire fed from time to time with the faggots and some < >ins of other mens wit.I have only pickd up a bundle < >dry stick to maintain the blaze.

WINCHESTER
Your chronicle begins with Brut, the son of Silvius, the son of Ascanius, the son of Æneas as other chronicles of England do, dost not?

CLOWN
Brut?No, my lord.Think you I will make brute beasts of coun<trymen?>I were a sweet brute then I <was> here.Where was Cassius when Brutus was here?

KING
Thou sayst well for that.

CLOWN
To tell you true, my chronicle is not an egg laid as others have been, mine is an ephemerides foretelling telling what shall happen in kings reigns to come, for that thats past we all know.

CORNWALL
This is a harder way; saddle your horse. Pray, lets see what pace it keep<s>.

VOLTIMAR
Get up and ride.You must spur, cut, and away.

CLOWN
I name no kings and so bring nameless you know men are blameless.

WINCHESTER
So, so, to your chronicle.

CLOWN
In such a kings reign, and in the year 1217, in the month of December about Christmas, when every nobleman means to keep open house and good hospitality, such terrible winds will arise that all the fires shall be blown out of their kitchens, all the good cheer out of their halls, all the servingmen out of their coats, and all their poor tenants out of their wits.

COLCHESTER
But, sirrah, when these winds are laid, the spits may be turning again.

CLOWN
They may so, they shall go to the fire and be ready to turn when in shall come a caroach and four Flanders mares, a coachman, and a page, and they shall run away with more meat, then would serve three hundred creatures in blue that stand at livery.

CARINTHA
Heres a strange chronicle!

ARMANTE
Hast any more such stuff?

CLOWN
In the year 1231 men and women shall to entail themselves up an other, that ladies scarlet petticoats shall make gentleman little gallipot breeches.

KING
So, good charity when they cover one another.

CLOWN
In the year 1354 bread will be so scarce that lords shall be glad to eat pie crust.

CORNWALL
A terrible time.

CLOWN
In the year 1472 on Saint Lawrence day at noon must a woman be burnt in Smithfield and before night five Carmen burnt in Turnball Street, and four gentlemen in Bloomsbury.

COLCHESTER
Hot doings.

CLOWN
In the year 1499 bawdy houses will so increase that to suppress the number of them, women shall fain to keep tobacco shops.

CORNWALL
A good way.

CLOWN
In the year 1561 cap will be so intolerable dear that Powels shall not get on to fit him for any money.

WINCHESTER
Pity the church should stand bare.

CLOWN
In the year 1600 Newgate shall so swarm with thieves that millers shall be fain to grind near Bun-hill and yet a number of tailors shall live bravely in the Strand.

COLCHESTER
Theres no hurt in that.

CLOWN
But now in the reign of this king here in the years 1621, 22, and 23 such a wooden fashion will com eup that he who walks not with a battoon shall be held no gallant.

WINCHESTER
Battoon?Whats that?

CLOWN
A kind of cudgel no longer than that which a water spaniel carries cross his chops.You have seen shapperoons and maqueroons and baboons, and laroons, and petoons, and gogs noons, but this lining of Plymouth cloak  called the battoon  is a stuff but new cut out of the loom.

KING
What are battoons good for?

CLOWN
Please your majesty to hear the virtues, my chronicle shall bombast them before you.

KING
Come on then.First, why is it calld a battoon?

CLOWN
Tis a French word, le baston, thats as much to <say that if> a professor of the needle rail at a < > with his battoon pay him something < >.

KING
Ver<y good.>

CLOWN,
If a gallant promise a rich gown of petticoat to a gentlewoman so she will undertake a business for him, he needs trouble no tailor to take the altitude, longitude or profundity of her body, for his own measure is within reach.

COLCHESTER
What more?

CLOWN
This: if a gentleman be disarmd by a broker of his weapon, he loses no honour if he stick to his wooden dagger.

CORNWALL
What more?

CLOWN
In cold weather a crew of roaring boys being in a tavern with little emoney may, to save fire, make faggots of their battoons and burn em in one place, and cut battoons out of faggots in another.

CARINTHA
Pretty commodities.

WINCHESTER
But what are now the discommodities?

CLOWN
One only inconvenience, my lord, leans upon it and that is the battoon being a kind of French crutch, many by walking with it may be suspected to have corns on his toes when they are as sound as I am.

VOLTIMAR
The masquers, sir, are ready.

CORNWALL
Hence with the chronicler.

KING
Well hear him out at leisure.

CLOWN

At leisure then I shall give my attendance. [Exit.

Hautboys.EnterEDMOND.

EDMOND
Leave de catterwawling noise, cut of de goose necks of de fiddles and hand dine own eck in de strings.

KING
Why, how now, Teage, whats the matter that your tongue runs so.

EDMOND
It runs out a mine Irish wits, crees sa me, de masters  da halters eat em  be all together by de ears, der scurvy wodden faces be tore in a towsand pieces.

WINCHESTER
How?The masquers quarrel?

KING
See, Cornwall, Colchester.Captain, you too.

[Exeunt COLCHESTER, CORNWALL, and KENT.

EDMOND
A little towsand boy tell two hundred a de self, and a woman dow gots wid child and so anger my master de ambassador, he takes so terrible deal of Welsh pepper up into his nose, tis yfaatla as read as a hot warden pie.

Enter PENDA and ELDRED.

PENDA
Pud trigs upon a Welseman!Yes, when can tell?Does her masesty invite to fine seer of cunny pies, and set your shraps and offals and pones and togs meat with awl knawn before her?

KING
The meaning of this fury?

PENDA
Reece tell her furies is mad as horn pull.

ELDRED
Here is awl her furies.Her laties there, who was to marry into her lords consanguinities, is a cow has a great calf run by her sides, has pourn a pastard.

KING
Who dare report this?

PENDA
There are porters enow, see, yet shall fide for her too.

Enter CORNWALL with his sword drawn, after him COLCHESTER and KENT, drawn, the PRINCE like Cupid; VOLTIMAR keeps in the midst; PENDA, EDMOND, and ELDRED draw and guard the KING; WINCHESTER and Ladies step between all.

CORNWALL
Look to your life, sir, traitorous Colchester
And his false-hearted faction envying the peace
Of your court pastimes, thus with weapons drawn
Set your whole court in uproar.

KING
Masque turnd to massacre?

COLCHESTER
Not, royal sir, to touch your life.

OMNES
What then?

PRINCE
Ill tell you what tis.I begun this broil
And let me end it.I to this Welsh lord
Swore he should never call me son-in-law
Nor call my mother wife.

PENDA
Wife, yes, when was hang and trawn in her quarters.

PRINCE
I told him that my father was a king
And that my mother should not dwell in Wales
But be a queen in England.

ELDRED
Wales is well rid upon her.

PRINCE
And this brake of the masque I should ha been, you see, a Cupid int.

<PENDA>
<And I> Master Vulcans an antedated cuckolds to cry ptrooh at.

<KENT>
<To aid th>is prince come we thus armd with justice.

<COLCHESTER>
< > wretched, not a fond silly lady
< r fo s er w mo >
For heres our resolution to proclaim
This prince your heir, and this contracted lady
Your wife, ere any else step to your throne.

KING
Do you threaten?

OMNES
Yes.

KING
Oh, you weak-sighted lords!
Kings thoughts fly from the reach of common eyes.
Tis true our first intentions wee poisond arrows
Shot at the heart of Penda.I then not card  
Tenjoy his wife  so half mankind had fell;
But better spirits me guided Voltimar.
This was my dial, whose going true set all
My mad hours right.

VOLTIMAR
I playd the honest conjurer; when devils to be raisd I put ang<gels> into the same circles.

CARINTHA
Tincrease your angels number, here are hands
Wrought in this school of magic.

ARMANTE
And was not I a good proficient with you?

PRINCE
My lords, you are gulld.I ha playd the little juggler too.

KING
I all this while
Sufferd this comedy of Welsh disguises
Still to go on, but now, my lord ambassador,
Yare welcome out of Wales.

PENDA
In English I thank your majesty. [PENDA and ELDRED discover.

KING
Nay, I must flea your skins off too, dear Edmond.

EDMOND
I ha lost my tongue on a sudden; tis shippd for Ireland. [Discovers.

KING
My princely brothers both, a pair of kingdoms
Shall not buy you two from me.

EDMOND
I had no reason to lacy like an Irish footman thus.

ELDRED
Nor I as a Welse sentleman.

EDMOND
But knowing
By this most honest, most noble soldier
What false dice you put in to cozen Penda
Of all his wealth  his wife  we, sir, turnd cheaters
To have some sport with you.

KING
If, worthy Penda,
I have won from thee ought of this rich treasure,
Im a frank gamester.Take it all again.
This is mine own stake, none shall draw thee from me,
My best Armante, not this princely boy
For a new world.

ARMANTE
I am happy in these trials.

KING
Are you pleasd now, old grandsire?

COLCHESTER
And on our knees
Crave pardon for our rashness.

KING
You did but justice.
Be any to be blamd it is these lords
Who to set up their kinswoman a queen
Card not to ruin utterly this temple
So basely by me shaken.Winchester
Has playd at this great shooting a fair archer.
[To VOLTIMAR.] Soldier, thou shalt not want what thou deservst.

Enter Clown, like Vulcan.

CLOWN
And what I, have I been at cost to smut my face, hire a hammer, buy a polt foot and study a speech in your masque for Vulcan and now must I hobble without it?

KING
My wedding with Armante shall be hastend
And till then, keep your speech, then bring your masque in.

CLOWN
Till then I will be speechless.

PRINCE
And so youll lay aside your chronicling,
Ill beg thee of the king to be my jester.

CLOWN
Id as life youd beg me for your fool.If you did, twere no great hurt, for a kings fool meets better fortune than many <wise men.>

KING
More than a golding ring marries your loves,
A kings spread arms lets rest after < >
We have had a royal race, a goal < >
Tis cr<o>wnd if we t< >

FINIS
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INTRODUCTION.
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WHETHER DEKKER CONTRIBUTED more than the two pageants which are here reprinted to the annual civic solemnities, cannot now be ascertained with strict certainty, as the list of these productions leaves many elisions which have never been filled, and for which no descriptive pamphlets have been found. Dekker is considered by Nichols the most eminent of the series of city poets, and perhaps a grade above the employment now under contemplation; but he was poor, and laboured through life with constant industry at play or pamphlet, and would no doubt have always been accessible to civic employment and hospitality.

The pageant this year produced by him is much inferior to that for 1612, which may justly be considered as one of the very best of these productions. The name bestowed upon it, and the fifth pageant, as is remarked by Malcolm (Londinium Re-divivum, vol. 2), is a quibble upon the name of the mayor, Campbell, reversed into the French words le bell or beau-champ, a beautiful field or country; to which were invited, and hither came, Titan, Flora, Ceres, Pomona, Ver, and Estas, from their blissful fields, to ride through the dirty streets, and a crowd who knew them not From an examination of the books of the Ironmongers Company, he adds, the sum paid for these pageants, including every expense, was £180. The sea-lion and estridge were preserved, and placed in the hall, (of the company), and thirty-two trumpeters were employed.

In Strypes Stow we are told that Sir James Campbell was son of Sir Thomas Campbell, ironmonger, who was mayor in 1609, to whom Dekker alludes in the dedication to the pageant here reprinted, and who was himself son to Robert Campbell, of Fulsam, in Norfolk.

A copy of this rare pageant, with two leaves in manuscript in the handwriting of Mr. Rhodes, was sold with the rest of his library, April 1825; this copy is now in the possession of Mr. J. P. Collier, who, in the most liberal manner, lent it to me, that I might include it among the series reprinted in this volume. A perfect copy is in the library of the Duke of Devonshire, with which it has been collated.

It should be mentioned that two thirds of the original title-page is occupied by a large wood-cut of the ironmongers arms, which have so encroached upon the usual space, that no imprint appears in either of the copies above alluded to of this very rare pageant Londons Tempe, OR


THE FEILD OF HAPPINES.
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IN WHICH FEILD are planted severall Trees of magnificence, State and Bewty, to celebrate the Solemnity of the Bight Honorable James Campebell, at his Inauguration into the honorable Office of Prætorship or Maioralty of London, on Thursday the 29th of October, 1629.

All the particular Inventions for the Pageants, Showes of Triumph, both by Water and Land, being here fully set downe. At the sole Cost, and liberall Charges of the Bight worshipfull Society of Ironmongers.


TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE JAMES CAMPEBELL, LORD MAIOR OF THE MOST RENOUNED CITTY OF LONDON.
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HONORABLE PRÆTOR.

The triumphes which these few leaves of paper present to your vew (albeit their glories are but short lived as glittering onely for a day), boldly shew their faces unto the eye of the world, as servants attending on your lordship onely to do you honor.

With much care, cost, and curiosity, are they brought forth; and with exceeding greatness of love, a free handed bounty of their purse, a noble and generous alacrity of spirit, have your worthy fraternity, and much to be honored brotherhood of Ironmongers bestowed them upon you.

It much winnes upon them to have such a cheife, and you cannot but be glad to have such a society: by a free election are you Londons Prætor; the suffrages of commoners call you to your seate. A succession to the place takes you by the hand, your industry hath met with blessings, those blessings given you ability, and that ability makes you fit for a magistrate.

Yet there is a musicke in your owne bosome whose strings being touchd, yeilds as harmonius a sound to you as all theise, and that is to see your self heire to that patrician dignity with which your father was invested. It was an honor to him to wear that robe of scarlet; it is a double glory to you, in so short an age to have his sword borne before you.

You have the voyce of senators breathing out your welcome, a confluence of grave citizens, adding state to your state. The acclamations of people ushering you along. Whilst I (the least part of this triumphant day) spend such sand as I have, to help to fill up the hour glasse, my service ronning.

Attending on your Lordship, THOMAS DEKKER.


LONDONS TEMPE.
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WERE IT POSSIBLE for a man, in the compasse of a day, to behold (as the sunne does) all the citties in the world, as if he went with walking beames about him; that man should never see in any part of the yeare, any citty so magnificently adorned with all sorts of tryumphes, variety of musicke, of bravery, of bewty, of feastings, of civill (yet rich) ceremonies, with gallant lords and ladies, and th ronges of people, as London is inriched with, on the first day that her great lord (or Lord Maior, for tis all one) takes that office upon him.

In former ages, he was not encompast with such glories; no such firmaments of starres were to be seene in Cheapside: Thames dranke no such costly healthes to London as hee does now. But as Troynovant spread in fame, so our English kings shined upon her with favours.

In those home-spun times, they had no collars of SS, no mace, sword, nor cap of maintenance; these came by degrees, as additamenta honoris, additions or ensigues of more honour, conferd by severall princes on this citty: for in the time of Edward Confessor, the chiefe ruler of the citty was called Reeve, Greeve, or Portreeve. The next to him in authority; Provost.

Then in the first of Richard I. two Bayliffes carried the sway: this continued till the ninth of King John, who by letters patents gave the citizens power yearely to choose themselves a lord maior, and two sheriffes.

Then, King Henry III made the first aldermen in London (yet the name of Ealdorman was knowne in the Saxons time, for Alwin in the reigne of Edgar was alderman of all England, that is to say chiefe justice:) and those aldermen of London had rule then (as now) over the wardes of the citty, but were everie year changed, as the shreiffes are in these dayes.

Then Edward I. ordained that the Lord Maior should, in the kings absence, sit in all places within London as chiefe justice; and that every alderman that had bin Lord Mayor, should be a justice of peace for London and Middlesex all his life after.

Then in the reigne of Henry VII, Sr. John Shaw, goldsmith, being Lord Maior, caused the aldermen to ride from the Guildhall to the water side, when he went to take his oath at Westminster, (where before they rode by land thither); and at his returne to ride againe to the Guild-hall there to dine; all the kitchens, and other offices there, being built by him: since which time the feast has there bin kept, for before it was either at Grocers Hall, or the Merchant Taylors.

Thus small rootes grow in time to cedars, shallow streames to rivers, and a hand of government to be the strongest arme in a kingdome. Thus you see London in her meane attyre, then in robes maiestical; and sitting in that pompe, cast your eye upon those alluring objects, which she her selfe beholds with admiration.


THE FIRST.
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THE FIRST SCÆNE is a water-worke, presented by Oceanus, king of the sea, (from whose name the universall maine sea is called the ocean) he, to celebrate the ceremonies and honors due to this great festivall, and to shew the world his marine chariot, sits triumphantly in the vast (but queint) shell of a silver scollup, reyning in the heads of two wild sea-horses proportioned to the life, their maynes falling about their neckes, shining with curies of gold.

On his head, which (as his beard) is knotted, long, carelesly spred, and white, is placed a diadem, whose bottome is a conceited coronet of gold; the middle over that, is a coronet of silver scollops, and on the top a faire spreading branch of corrall, interwoven thickly with pearle. In his right hand a golden trident, or three forked scepter.

His habit is antique, the stuffe, watchet and silver; a mantle crossing his body, with silver waves, bases and buskins cut likewise at the top into silver scollups, and in this language he congratulates his lordship.


OCEANUS HIS SPEECH.
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THUS MOUNTED, HITHER comes the king of waves, 

Whos voyce charmes roughest billows into slaves, 

Whose foote treades downe their necks with as much ease, 

As in my shelly coach I reyne up these.

Lowd ecchoes cald me from my glittering throne, 

To see the noble Thamesis,  a sonne 

To this my queene and me (Tethys) whose eare 

Nere jeweld up such musick as sounds here:

For our unfaddomed world, roares out with none 

But horrid sea-fights, navies overthrowne; 

Bands halfe drowned in blood, pyrates pell mell, 

Turkes slavish tugging oares, the Dunkerks hell, 

The Dutchmans thunder, and the Spaniards lightning, 

To whom the sulphures breath gives heate and heightning, 

O! these are the dire tunes my consort sings.

But here! old Thames out-shines the beames of kings.

This citty addes new glories to Joves court, 

And to all you who to this hall resort, 

This Lactea Via (as a path) is given, 

Being paved with pearle, as that with starres in heaven.

I could (to swell my trayne) beckon the Rhine, 

(But the wilde boare has tusked up his vine); 

I could swift Volga call, whose curld head lies 

On seaven rich pillowes (but, in merchandize 

The Russian him imployes); I could to theis 

Call Ganges, Nilus, long-haird Euphrates; 

Tagus, whose golden hands claspe Lisbone walles, 

Him could I call too,  but what neede theis calles?

Were they all here, they would weepe out their eyes, 

Madde that new Troys high towers on tiptoe rize 

To hit heavens roofe: madde to see Thames this day 

(For all his age) in wanton windinges play 

Before his new grave prætor, and before 

Theis senators, best fathers of the poore, 

That grand canale, where (stately) once a yeare 

A fleete of bridall gondolets appeare, 

To marry with a golden ring, (thats hurld 

Into the sea) that minion of the world, 

Venice, to Neptune,  a poor lantscip is 

To these full braveries of Thamesis.

Goe therefore up to Caesars court, and clayme 

What honours there are left to Campebels name, 

As by disent; whilst we tow up a tyde, 

Which shall ronne sweating up by your barges side; 

That done, Time shall Oceanus name inroll, 

For guarding you to Londons capitoll.


THE SECOND PRESENTATION.

[image: img28.jpg]

THE INVENTION IS a proud-swelling sea, on whose waves is borne up a sea lyon, as a proper and eminent body to marshall in the following triumphes; in regard it is one of the supporters of the East Indian Company, of which his lordship is free, and a great adventurer. And these marine creatures, are the more fitly imployed, in regard also, that his lordship is Maior of the Staple, Governour of the French Company, and free of the East-land Company.

On this lyon (wich is cut out of wood to the life) rides Tethys wife to Oceanus, and queene of the sea; for why should the king of waves be in such a glorious progresse without his queene, or she without him? They both therefore twin themselves together to heighten these solemnities.

Her haire is long, and dishevelled; on her head an antique sea-tyre, encompast with a coron all of gold and pearle, her garments rich and proper to her quality, with a taffaty mantle fringed with silver crossing her body. Her right hand supporting a large streamer in which are the Lord Maiors armes.

On each side of this lyon, attend a mermaid and merman, holding two banners, with the armes of the two new shrieves, several fishes swimming as it were about the border. And these two having dispatched on the water, hasten to aduance themselves on land.


THE THIRD.
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THE THIRD SHOW is an estridge, cut out of timber to the life, biting a horse-shoe: on this bird rides an Indian boy, holding in one hand a long tobacco pipe, in the other a dart; his attire is proper to the country.

At the four angles of the square, where the estridg stands, are placd a Turke, and a Persian, a pikeman and a musketeere.


THE FOURTH.
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THE FOURTH PRESENTATION is called the Lemnian forge. In it are Vulcan, the Smith of Lemnos, with his servants (the Cyclopes), whose names are Pyracmon, Brontes and Sceropes, working at the anvile. Their habite are wastcoates and leather approns: their hair blacke and shaggy, in knotted curies.

A fire is seene in the forge, bellowes blowing, some filing, some at other workes; thunder and lightning on occasion. As the smiths are at worke, they sing in praise of iron, the anvile and hammer: by the concordant stroakes and soundes of which, Tuballcayne became the first inventor of musicke.


THE SONG.
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Brave iron! brave hammer! from your sound,
The art of musicke has her ground;
On the an vile thou keepst time,
Thy knick-a-knock is a smithes best chyme.

Yet thwick-a-thwack,
Thwick, thwack-a-thwack, thwack,
Make our brawny sinewes crack,
Then pit-a-pat pat, pit-a-pat pat,
Till thickest barres be beaten flat.

We shooe the horses of the sunne,
Harnesse the dragons of the moone,
Forge Cupids quiver, bow, and arrowes,
And our dames coach thats drawn with sparrowes.
Till thwick-a-thwack, &c.

Joves roaring cannons, and his rammers
We beat out with our Lemnian hammers;
Mars his gauntlet-, helme, and speare,
And Gorgon shield, are all made here.
Till thwick-a-thwack, &c.

The grate which (shut) the day out-barres,
Those golden studdes which naile the starres,
The globes case, and the axletree,
Who can hammer these but wee?
Till thwick-a-thwack, &c.

A warming-panne to heate earths bedde,
Lying i th frozen zone halfe dead;
Hob-nailes to serve the man i th moone,
And sparrowbils to cloute Pans shoone,
Whose work but ours?
Till thwick-a-thwack, &c.

Venus kettles, pots, and pannes,
We make, or else she brawles and bannes;
Tonges, shovels, andirons have their places,
Else she scratches all our faces.
Till thwick-a-thwack, &c.

Cupid sits in one place of this forge, on his head a curld yellow haire, his eyes hid in lawne, a bow and quiver, his armour: wings at his backe; his body in light colours, a changeable silke mantle crossing it; golden and silver arrowes are ever and anone reached up to him, which hee shootes upward into the aire, and is still supplied with more from the forge.

On the top sits Jove, in a rich antique habite, a long white reverend hayre on his head, a beard long and curld: a mace of triple fire in his hand burning; who calling to Vulcan, this language passes betweene them.

Jove, Ho, Vulcan.
Vul. Stop your hammers: what ay les Jove?
We are making arrowes for my slip-string sonne.
Here, reach him those two dozen; I must now
A golden handle make for my wifes fann:
Worke, my fine Smugges.
Jove. First heare: you shall not play,
The Fates would scold should you keepe holiday.
Vul. What then?
Jove. Command thy brawny-fisted slaves to sweate
At th anvile, and to dust their hammers beate,
To stuffe with thunder-bolts Joves armoryes,
For vices (mountain-like) in black heapes rize.
My sinewes cracke to fell them. Ideot pride
Stalkes upon stilts; Ambition, by her side,
Climbing to catch starres, breakes her necke i th fall;
The gallant roares; roarers drinke oathes and gall;
The beggar curses; Avarice eates gold,
Yet nere is fild; Learnings a wrangling scold;
Warre has a fatall hand; Peace, whorish eyes;
Shall not Jove beat downe such impieties?
Ist not high time? ist not true justice then,
Vulcan, for thee and thy tough hammer-men
To beate thy anvile, and blow fires to flames,  

To bume these broodes, who kill even with their names?
Vul. Yes, Jove, tis more then time.
Jove. And what helpes this, but iron! O then, how high
Shall this great Troy, text up the memory
Of you her noble praetor, and all those
Your worthy brotherhood, through whose care goes
That rare rich prize of iron to the whole land,
Iron, farre more worth than Tagus golden sand.
Iron! best of metals! pride of minerals!
Hart of the earth! hand of the world! which fais
Heavy when it strikes home. By irons strong charmes
Ryots lye bound. Warre stops her rough allarmes.
Iron, earthquakes strikes in foes:knits friends in love;
Irons that maine hinge on which the world doth move;
No kingdomes globe can turne, even, smooth, and round,
But that his axletree in iron is found:
For armies wanting iron are puffes of wind,
And but for iron, who, thrones of peace would mind?
Were there no gold nor silver in the land,
Yet navigation, (which on iron does stand),
Could fetch it in. Golds, darling to the sunne,
But iron, his hardy boy, by whom is done
More than the tother dare, the merchants gates
By iron barre out theevish assassinates:
Iron is the shop-keepers both locke and kay;
What are your courts of guard when irons away?
How would the corne pricke up her golden eares,
But that iron plough-shares all the labour beares
In earths strange midwiffry? Brave iron! what praise
Deserves it! more tis beate, more it obeyes;
The more it suffers, more it smoothes offence;
In drudgery it shines with patience.
This fellowship, was then, with judging eyes,
United to the twelve great companies:
It being faire more worthy than to fill
A file inferiour. Yons, the sunns guilt hill,
On toot, Love guardes you on: Cyclopes, a ring
Make with your hammers, to whose musicke sing.


THE FIFT.
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THE FIFT PRESENTATION is called Londons Tempe, or the Field of Happinesse; thereby reflecting upon the name of Campe-bell or Le Beu Champe, a faire and glorious field. It is an arbor supported by four great termes: on the four angles, or corners over the termes, are placed four pendants with armes in them.

It is round about furnished with trees and flowers: the upper part with severall fruités, intimating that as London is the best stored garden in the kingdome for plants, herbes, flowers, rootes, and such like; so, on this day it is the most glorious citty in the Christan world.

And therefore Tytan (one of the names of the sun) in all his splendor, with Flora, Ceres, Pomona, Ver, and Estas, are seated in this Tempe; on the top of all stands a lyons head, being the Lord Maiors crest.

Tytan being the speaker, does in this language court his lordship to attention.


TYTAN HIS SPEECH.
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WELCOME, GREAT PRÆTOR: now heare Tytan speak, 

Whose beames to crowne this day, through clouds thus break.

My coach of beaten gold is set aside, 

My horses to ambrosiall mangers tied; 

Why is this done? why leave I mine own sphere?

But here to circle you for a whole yeare.

Embrace then Tytans counsell:  now so guide 

The chariot of your sway in a just pace, 

That all (to come hereafter) may with pride 

Say, None like you did noblier quit the place; 

Lower than now you are in fame, never fall; 

Note me (the Sunne) who in my noone careere 

Benders a shadow, short, or none at all; 

And so, since Honors zodiac is your sphere, 

A shrub to you must be the tallest pine; 

On poor and rich you equally must shine.

This if you doe, my armes shall ever spread 

About those roomes you feast in; from her head 

Flora her garlands pluck (being queene of flowers), 

To dress your parlors up like summers bowers.

Ceres lay golden sheaffes on your full boord; 

With fruit, you from Pomona shall be stoard; 

Whilst Ver and Estas (Spring and Summer), drive, 

From this your Tempe, Winter, till he dive 

I th frozen zone, and Tytans radiant shield 

Guard Campbels Beauchampe, Londons fairest field.


THE SIXTH AND LAST PRESENTATION.
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THIS IS CALLED Apollos pallace, because seven persons representing the seven liberal sciences are richly inthroned in this city. Those seven are in loose roabes of several cullors, with mantles according, and holding in their hands escutcheons, with emblems in them proper to every one quality.

The body of this worke is supported by twelve silver columnes; at the four angles of it, four pendants play with the wind; on the top is erected a square tower supported by four golden columnes, in every square is presented the embosd antique head of an emperour, figuring the four monarches of the world, and in them pointing at foure kingdomes.

Apollo is the chiefe person, on his head a garland of bayes, in his hand a lute. Some hypercriticall censurer perhaps will aske, why having Tytan, I should bring in Apollo, sithence they both are names proper to the sunne. But the youngest novice in poetry can answer for me, that the sunne when he shines in heaven is called Tytan, but being on earth (as he is here) we call him Apollo. Thus therefore Apollo tunes his voyce.


APOLLOES SPEECH.
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APOLLO NEVER STUCKE in admiration till now, my Delphos is removen hither, my oracles are spoken here; here the sages utter their wisdome, here the sybils their divine verses.

I see senators this day in scarlet riding to the capitoll, and to morrow the same men riding up and downe the field in armours, gowned citizens and warlike gownmen. The gunne here gives place, and the gowne takes the upper hand; the gowne and the gunne march in one file together.

Happy king that has such people, happy land in such a king! happy prætor so graced with honours! happy senators so obeyed by citizens, and happy citizens that can command such triumphes.

Go on in your full glories, whilst Apollo and these mistresses of the learned sciences waft you to that honorable shore whither Time bids you hasten to arrive.


A SPEECH AT NIGHT, AT TAKING LEAVE OF HIS LORDSHIP AT HIS GATE, BY OCEANUS.
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AFTER THE GLORIOUS troubles of this day, 

Night bids you welcome home; Night, who does lay 

All pompe, all triumphs by, state now descends; 

Here our officious trayne their service ends, 

And yet not all, for see, the golden sunne, 

Albeit he has his dayes worke fully done, 

Sits up above his houre, and does his best 

To keep the starres from lighting you to rest 

Him will I take along to lay his head 

In Tethys lap, Peace therefore guard your bedde; 

In your yeares zodiacke may you fairely move, 

Shind on by angels, blest with goodness, love.

Thus much his owne work cryes up the workman, (M. Gerard Chrismas) for his invention, that all the pieces were exact, and set forth lively with much cost. And this yeare gives one remarkable note to after times, that all the barges followed one another (every company in their degree,) in a stately and maiesticall order; this being the invention of a noble citizen, one of the captaines of the city.

FINIS.


The Honest Whore, Part II (1630)
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The Honest Whore, Part II was first entered into the Stationers Register on 29 April 1608. However, the play was not published until 1630, when bookseller Nathaniel Butter commissioned Elizabeth Allde to print it for him. Butter was a prominent and successful seventeenth century publisher and bookseller, who is primarily known for publishing the first edition of Shakespeares King Lear in 1608. He was also involved in the development and publication of the fore-runner to the modern newspaper. In the early to mid-1620s he started to publish a news periodical called Weekly News; it was one of the first examples in England of a regularly released news journal and it would inspire a series of similar publications, most of which did not achieve the status or longevity of Weekly News. Despite Butters success as a bookseller and publisher and his innovation in news reporting, he faded from public view after the early 1640s and died in poverty in 1664.

The Honest Whore, Part I was a collaboration between Dekker and fellow playwright, Thomas Middleton. The play was entered into the Stationers Register on 9 November 1604 and the first edition in quarto was printed by Valentine Simmes for the bookseller, John Hodges in the December of that year. It was also first performed in 1604 at the Fortune Theatre by the Prince Henrys Men, formally known as the Admirals Men. The majority of Part I was written by Dekker and Part II is solely his work. In Part I of the city comedy, two star-crossed lovers, Hippolito and Infelice, must overcome great obstacles to be together, while the eponymous Honest Whore, Bellafront, renounces her profession and starts a new life. In The Honest Whore, Part II, Bellafront is struggling in her marriage to Matheo, who is leading a debauched life, while also having to contend with Hippolitos sudden advances and attempts to seduce her...
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The title page of the 1630 quarto
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Gasparo Trebazzi, Duke of Milan.
Hippolito, a Count, Husband of Infelice.
Orlando Friscobaldo, Father of Bellafront.
Matheo, Husband of Bellafront.
Candido, a Linen Draper.
Lodovico Sforza.
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Carolo.
Fontinell.
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Antonio Georgio, a poor Scholar.
Bryan, an Irish Footman.
Bots, a Pander.
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Infelice, Wife of Hippolito.
Bellafront, Wife of Matheo.
Candidos Bride.
Mistress Horseleech, a Bawd.



Harlots:

Dorothea Target, .

Penelope Whorehound, 

Catharina Bountinall, 



SCENE  Milan.


ACT THE FIRST.


SCENE I.  A Hall in Hippolitos House.
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ON ONE SIDE enter Beraldo, Carolo, Fontinell, and Astolfo, with Serving-men, or Pages, attending on them; on the other side enter Lodovico.



Lod. Good day, gallants.

All. Good morrow, sweet Lodovico.

Lod. How dost thou, Carolo?

Car. Faith, as the physicians do in a plague, see the world sick, and am well myself.

Fon. Heres a sweet morning, gentlemen.

Lod. Oh, a morning to tempt Jove from his ningle, Ganymede; which is but to give dairy-wenches green gowns as they are going a-milking. What, is thy lord stirring yet?



Ast. Yes, he will not be horsed this hour, sure.

Ber. My lady swears he shall, for she longs to be at court.

Car. Oh, we shall ride switch and spur; would we were there once.

Enter Bryan.

Lod. How now, is thy lord ready?

Bry. No, so crees sa me, my lady will have some little ting in her pelly first.

Car. Oh, then theyll to breakfast.

Lod. Footman, does my lord ride ith coach with my lady, or on horseback?

Bry. No, foot, la, my lady will have me lord sheet wid her, my lord will sheet in de one side, and my lady sheet in de toder side. [Exit.

Lod. My lady sheet in de toder side! Did you ever hear a rascal talk so like a pagan? Ist not strange that a fellow of his star, should be seen here so long in Italy, yet speak so from a Christian?

Enter Antonio, with a book.

Ast. An Irishman in Italy! that so strange! why, the nation have running heads. [They walk up and down.

Lod. Nay, Carolo, this is more strange, I ha been in France, theres few of them. Marry, England they count a warm chimney corner, and there they swarm like crickets to the crevice of a brew-house; but sir, in England I have noted one thing.

Ast., Ber., &c. Whats that, whats that of England?

Lod. Marry this, sir,  whats he yonder?

Ber. A poor fellow would speak with my lord.

Lod. In England, sir,  troth, I ever laugh when I think ont: to see a whole nation should be marked ith forehead, as a man may say, with one iron: why, sir, there all costermongers are Irishmen.



Car. Oh, thats to show their antiquity, as coming from Eve, who was an apple-wife, and they take after the mother.

Ast., Ber., &c. Good, good! ha, ha!

Lod. Why, then, should all your chimney-sweepers likewise be Irishmen? answer that now; come, your wit.

Car. Faith, thats soon answered, for St. Patrick, you know, keeps purgatory; he makes the fire, and his countrymen could do nothing, if they cannot sweep the chimneys.

Ast., Ber., &c. Good again.

Lod. Then, sir, have you many of them, like this fellow, especially those of his hair, footmen to noblemen and others, and the knaves are very faithful where they love. By my faith, very proper men many of them, and as active as the clouds,  whirr, hah!

Ast., Ber., &c. Are they so?

Lod. And stout! exceeding stout; why, I warrant, this precious wild villain, if he were put tot, would fight more desperately than sixteen Dunkirks.

Ast. The women, they say, are very fair.

Lod. No, no, our country buona-robas, oh! are the sugarest, delicious rogues!

Ast. Oh, look, he has a feeling of them!

Lod. Not I, I protest. Theres a saying when they commend nations. It goes, the Irishman for his hand, the Welshman for a leg, the Englishman for a face, the Dutchman for a beard.

Fon. Ifaith, they may make swabbers of them.

Lod. The Spaniard,  let me see,  for a little foot, I take it; the Frenchman,  what a pox hath he? and so of the rest. Are they at breakfast yet? come walk.

Ast. This Lodovico is a notable tongued fellow.



Fon. Discourses well.

Ber. And a very honest gentleman.

Ast. Oh! hes well valued by my lord.

Enter Bellafront, with a petition.

Fon. How now, how now, whats she?

Ber. Lets make towards her.

Bell. Will it be long, sir, ere my lord come forth?

Ast. Would you speak with my lord?

Lod. How now, whats this, a nurses bill? hath any here got thee with child and now will not keep it?

Bell. No, sir, my business is unto my lord.

Lod. Hes about his own wifes now, hell hardly dispatch two causes in a morning.

Ast. No matter what he says, fair lady; hes a knight, theres no hold to be taken at his words.

Fon. My lord will pass this way presently.

Ber. A pretty, plump rogue.

Ast. A good lusty, bouncing baggage.

Ber. Do you know her?

Lod. A pox on her, I was sure her name was in my table-book once; I know not of what cut her die is now, but she has been more common than tobacco: this is she that had the name of the Honest Whore.

Ast., Ber., &c. Is this she?

Lod. This is the blackamoor that by washing was turned white: this is the birding-piece new scoured: this is she that, if any of her religion can be saved, was saved by my lord Hippolito.

Ast. She has been a goodly creature.

Lod. She has been! thats the epitaph of all whores. Im well acquainted with the poor gentleman her husband. Lord! what fortunes that man has overreached! She knows not me, yet I have been in her company; I scarce know her, for the beauty of her cheek hath, like the moon, suffered strange eclipses since I beheld it: but women are like medlars,  no sooner ripe but rotten:



A woman last was made, but is spent first.
Yet man is oft proved in performance worst.

Ast., Ber., &c. My lord is come.

Enter Hippolito, Infelice, and two Waiting-women.

Hip. We ha wasted half this morning. Morrow, Lodovico.

Lod. Morrow, madam.

Hip. Lets away to horse.

Lod., Ast., &c. Ay, ay, to horse, to horse.

Bell. I do beseech your lordship, let your eye read oer this wretched paper.

Hip. Im in haste, pray thee, good woman, take some apter time.

Inf. Good woman, do.

Bell. Oh las! it does concern a poor mans life.

Hip. Life! sweetheart?  Seat yourself, Ill but read this and come.

Lod. What stockings have you put on this morning, madam? if they be not yellow, change them; that paper is a letter from some wench to your husband.

Inf. Oh sir, that cannot make me jealous.

[Exeunt all except Hippolito, Bellafront, and Antonio.

Hip. Your business, sir? to me?

Ant. Yes, my good lord.

Hip. Presently, sir.  Are you Matheos wife?

Bell. That most unfortunate woman.

Hip. Im sorry these storms are fallen on him; I love Matheo,
And any good shall do him; he and I
Have sealed two bonds of friendship, which are strong
In me, however fortune does him wrong.
He speaks here hes condemned. Ist so?

Bell. Too true.

Hip. What was he whom he killed? Oh, his names here;
Old Giacomo, son to the Florentine;
Giacomo, a dog, that to meet profit,
Would to the very eyelids wade in blood
Of his own children. Tell Matheo,
The duke, my father, hardly shall deny
His signèd pardon; twas fair fight, yes,
If rumours tongue go true; so writes he here.  
To-morrow morning I return from court,
Pray be you here then.  Ill have done, sir, straight:  [To Antonio.
But in troth say, are you Matheos wife?
You have forgot me.

Bell. No, my lord.

Hip. Your turner,
That made you smooth to run an even bias,
You know I loved you when your very soul
Was full of discord: art not a good wench still?

Bell. Umph, when I had lost my way to Heaven, you showed it:
I was new born that day.

Re-enter Lodovico.

Lod. Sfoot, my lord, your lady asks if you have not left your wench yet? When you get in once, you never have done. Come, come, come, pay your old score, and send her packing; come.

Hip. Ride softly on before, Ill oertake you.

Lod. Your lady swears shell have no riding on before, without ye.

Hip. Prithee, good Lodovico.

Lod. My lord, pray hasten.

Hip. I come. [Exit Lodovico.
To-morrow let me see you, fare you well;
Commend me to Matheo. Pray one word more:
Does not your father live about the court?

Bell. I think he does, but such rude spots of shame
Stick on my cheek, that he scarce knows my name.

Hip. Orlando Friscobaldo, ist not?

Bell. Yes, my lord.

Hip. What does he for you?

Bell. All he should: when children
From duty start, parents from love may swerve;
He nothing does: for nothing I deserve.

Hip. Shall I join him unto you, and restore you to wonted grace?

Bell. It is impossible.

Hip. It shall be put to trial: fare you well. [Exit Bellafront.
The face I would not look on! Sure then twas rare,
When in despite of grief, tis still thus fair.
Now, sir, your business with me.

Ant. I am bold
Texpress my love and duty to your lordship
In these few leaves.

Hip. A book!

Ant. Yes, my good lord.

Hip. Are you a scholar?

Ant. Yes, my lord, a poor one.

Hip. Sir, you honour me.
Kings may be scholars patrons, but, faith, tell me,
To how many hands besides hath this bird flown,
How many partners share with me?

Ant. Not one,
In troth, not one: your name I held more dear;
Im not, my lord, of that low character.

Hip. Your name I pray?

Ant. Antonio Georgio.

Hip. Of Milan?

Ant. Yes, my lord.

Hip. Ill borrow leave
To read you oer, and then well talk: till then
Drink up this gold; good wits should love good wine;
This of your loves, the earnest that of mine.  [Gives money.



Re-enter Bryan.

How now, sir, wheres your lady? not gone yet?

Bry. I fart di lady is run away from dee, a mighty deal of ground, she sent me back for dine own sweet face, I pray dee come, my lord, away, wut tow go now?

Hip. Is the coach gone? Saddle my horse, the sorrel.

Bry. A pox a de horses nose, he is a lousy rascally fellow, when I came to gird his belly, his scurvy guts rumbled; di horse farted in my face, and dow knowest, an Irishman cannot abide a fart. But I have saddled de hobby-horse, di fine hobby is ready, I pray dee my good sweet lord, wit tow go now, and I will run to de devil before dee?

Hip. Well, sir,  I pray lets see you, master scholar.

Bry. Come, I pray dee, wut come, sweet face? Go. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  An Apartment in the Dukes Palace.
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ENTER LODOVICO, CAROLO, Astolfo, and Beraldo.

Lod. Godso, gentlemen, what do we forget?

Car., Ast., Ber. What?

Lod. Are not we all enjoined as this day.  Thursday ist not? Ay, as this day to be at the linen-drapers house at dinner?

Car. Signor Candido, the patient man.

Ast. Afore Jove, true, upon this day hes married.

Ber. I wonder, that being so stung with a wasp before, he dares venture again to come about the eaves amongst bees.

Lod. Oh tis rare sucking a sweet honey comb! pray Heaven his old wife be buried deep enough, that she rise not up to call for her dance! The poor fiddlers instruments would crack for it, shed tickle them. At any hand lets try what mettle is in his new bride; if there be none, well put in some. Troth, its a very noble citizen, I pity he should marry again; Ill walk along, for it is a good old fellow.

Car. I warrant the wives of Milan would give any fellow twenty thousand ducats, that could but have the face to beg of the duke, that all the citizens in Milan might be bound to the peace of patience, as the linen-draper is.

Lod. Oh, fie upont! twould undo all us that are courtiers, we should have no whoop! with the wenches then.

Enter Hippolito.

Car., Ast., Ber. My lords come.

Hip. How now, what news?

Car., Ast., Ber. None.

Lod. Your lady is with the duke, her father.

Hip. And well to them both presently  

Enter Orlando Friscobaldo.

Whos that!

Car., Ast., Ber. Signor Friscobaldo.

Hip. Friscobaldo, oh! pray call him, and leave me, we two have business.

Car. Ho Signor! Signor Friscobaldo! The Lord Hippolito. [Exeunt all but Hippolito and Friscobaldo.

Orl. My noble lord: my Lord Hippolito! the dukes son! his brave daughters brave husband! how does your honoured lordship! does your nobility remember so poor a gentleman as Signor Orlando Friscobaldo! old mad Orlando!

Hip. Oh, sir, our friends! they ought to be unto us as our jewels, as dearly valued, being locked up, and unseen, as when we wear them in our hands. I see, Friscobaldo, age hath not command of your blood, for all Times sickle has gone over you, you are Orlando still.

Orl. Why, my lord, are not the fields mown and cut down, and stripped bare, and yet wear they not pied coats again? Though my head be like a leek, white, may not my heart be like the blade, green?

Hip. Scarce can I read the stories on your brow,
Which age hath writ there; you look youthful still.

Orl. I eat snakes, my lord, I eat snakes.

My heart shall never have a wrinkle in it, so long as I can cry Hem, with a clear voice.

Hip. You are the happier man, sir.

Orl. Happy man? Ill give you, my lord, the true picture of a happy man; I was turning leaves over this morning, and found it; an excellent Italian painter drew it; if I have it in the right colours, Ill bestow it on your lordship.

Hip. I stay for it.

Orl. He that makes gold his wife, but not his whore,
He that at noon-day walks by a prison door,
He that ith sun is neither beam nor mote,
He thats not mad after a petticoat,
He for whom poor mens curses dig no grave,
He that is neither lords nor lawyers slave,
He that makes this his sea, and that his shore,
He that ins coffin is richer than before,
He that counts youth his sword, and age his staff,
He whose right hand carves his own epitaph,
He that upon his deathbed is a swan,
And dead, no crow  he is a happy man.

Hip. Its very well; I thank you for this picture.

Orl. After this picture, my lord, do I strive to have my face drawn: for I am not covetous, am not in debt; sit neither at the dukes side, nor lie at his feet. Wenching and I have done; no man I wrong, no man I fear, no man I fee; I take heed how far I walk, because I know yonders my home; I would not die like a rich man, to carry nothing away save a winding sheet: but like a good man, to leave Orlando behind me. I sowed leaves in my youth, and I reap now books in my age. I fill this hand, and empty this; and when the bell shall toll for me, if I prove a swan, and go singing to my nest, why so! If a crow! throw me out for carrion, and pick out mine eyes. May not old Friscobaldo, my lord, be merry now! ha?

Hip. You may; would I were partner in your mirth.

Orl. I have a little, have all things. I have nothing; I have no wife, I have no child, have no chick; and why should not I be in my jocundare?

Hip. Is your wife then departed?

Orl. Shes an old dweller in those high countries, yet not from me. Here, shes here: but before me, when a knave and a quean are married, they commonly walk like serjeants together: but a good couple are seldom parted.

Hip. You had a daughter too, sir, had you not?

Orl. O my lord! this old tree had one branch, and but one branch growing out of it. It was young, it was fair, it was straight; I pruned it daily, dressed it carefully, kept it from the wind, helped it to the sun, yet for all my skill in planting, it grew crooked, it bore crabs; I hewed it down; whats become of it, I neither know, nor care.

Hip. Then I can tell you whats become of it;
That branch is withered.

Orl. So twas long ago.

Hip. Her name I think was Bellafront, shes dead.

Orl. Ha? dead?

Hip. Yes; what of her was left, not worth the keeping,
Even in my sight was thrown into a grave.

Orl. Dead! my last and best peace go with her! I see Deaths a good trencherman, he can eat coarse homely meat, as well as the daintiest.

Hip. Why, Friscobaldo, was she homely?

Orl. O my lord! a strumpet is one of the devils vines; all the sins, like so many poles, are stuck upright out of hell, to be her props, that she may spread upon them. And when shes ripe, every slave has a pull at her, then must she be pressed. The young beautiful grape sets the teeth of lust on edge, yet to taste that liquorish wine, is to drink a mans own damnation. Is she dead?

Hip. Shes turned to earth.

Orl. Would she were turned to Heaven! Umph, is she dead? I am glad the world has lost one of his idols; no whoremonger will at midnight beat at the doors. In her grave sleep all my shame, and her own; and all my sorrows, and all her sins!

Hip. Im glad youre wax, not marble; you are made
Of mans best temper; there are now good hopes
That all these heaps of ice about your heart,
By which a fathers love was frozen up,
Are thawed in these sweet showers, fetched from your eyes;
We are neer like angels till our passion dies.
She is not dead, but lives under worse fate;
I think shes poor; and more to clip her wings,
Her husband at this hour lies in the jail,
For killing of a man. To save his blood,
Join all your force with mine: mine shall be shown:
The getting of his life preserves your own.

Orl. In my daughter, you will say! does she live then? I am sorry I wasted tears upon a harlot; but the best is I have a handkercher to drink them up, soap can wash them all out again. Is she poor?

Hip. Trust me, I think she is.

Orl. Then shes a right strumpet; I neer knew any of their trade rich two years together; sieves can hold no water, nor harlots hoard up money; they have too many vents, too many sluices to let it out; taverns, tailors, bawds, panders, fiddlers, swaggerers, fools and knaves do all wait upon a common harlots trencher: she is the gallipot to which these drones fly, not for love to the pot, but for the sweet sucket within it, her money, her money.



Hip. I almost dare pawn my word, her bosom
Gives warmth to no such snakes. When did you see her?

Orl. Not seventeen summers.

Hip. Is your hate so old?

Orl. Older; it has a white head, and shall never die till she be buried: her wrongs shall be my bedfellow.

Hip. Work yet his life, since in it lives her fame.

Orl. No, let him hang, and half her infamy departs out of the world: I hate him for her; he taught her first to taste poison; I hate her for herself, because she refused my physic.

Hip. Nay, but Friscobaldo!  

Orl. I detest her, I defy both, shes not mine, shes  

Hip. Hear her but speak.

Orl. I love no mermaids, Ill not be caught with a quail-pipe.

Hip. Youre now beyond all reason.

Orl. I am then a beast. Sir, I had rather be a beast, and not dishonour my creation, than be a doting father, and like Time, be the destruction of mine own brood.

Hip. Ist dotage to relieve your child, being poor?

Orl. Ist fit for an old man to keep a whore?

Hip. Tis charity too.

Orl. Tis foolery; relieve her!
Were her cold limbs stretched out upon a bier,
I would not sell this dirt under my nails
To buy her an hours breath, nor give this hair,
Unless it were to choke her.

Hip. Fare you well, for Ill trouble you no more.

Orl. And fare you well, sir. [Exit Hippolito.] Go thy ways; we have few lords of thy making, that love wenches for their honesty. Las my girl! art thou poor? poverty dwells next door to despair, theres but a wall between them; despair is one of hells catch-poles; and lest that devil arrest her, Ill to her. Yet she shall not know me; she shall drink of my wealth, as beggars do of running water, freely, yet never know from what fountains head it flows. Shall a silly bird pick her own breast to nourish her young ones, and can a father see his child starve? That were hard; the pelican does it, and shall not I? Yes, I will victual the camp for her, but it shall be by some stratagem. That knave there, her husband, will be hanged, I fear; Ill keep his neck out of the noose if I can, he shall not know how.

Enter two Serving-men.

How now, knaves? whither wander you?

1st Ser. To seek your worship.

Orl. Stay, which of you has my purse? what money have you about you?

2nd Ser. Some fifteen or sixteen pounds, sir.

Orl. Give it me.  [Takes purse.]  I think I have some gold about me; yes, its well. Leave my lodging at court, and get you home. Come, sir, though I never turned any man out of doors, yet Ill be so bold as to pull your coat over your ears.

[Orlando puts on the coat of 1st Serving-man, and gives him in exchange his cloak.

1st Ser. What do you mean to do, sir?

Orl. Hold thy tongue, knave, take thou my cloak. I hope I play not the paltry merchant in this bartring; bid the steward of my house sleep with open eyes in my absence, and to look to all things. Whatsoever I command by letters to be done by you, see it done. So, does it sit well?

2nd Ser. As if it were made for your worship.

Orl. You proud varlets, you need not be ashamed to wear blue, when your master is one of your fellows. Away! do not see me.

Both. This is excellent. [Exeunt Serving-men.



Orl. I should put on a worse suit, too; perhaps I will. My vizard is on; now to this masque. Say I should shave off this honour of an old man, or tie it up shorter.

Well, I will spoil a good face for once.
My beard being off, how should I look? even like
A winter cuckoo, or unfeathered owl;
Yet better lose this hair, than lose her soul. [Exit.


SCENE III.  A Room in Candidos House. Candido, the Bride and Guests discovered at dinner; Prentices waiting on them.

[image: img30.jpg]

ENTER LODOVICO, CAROLO, and Astolfo.

Cand. O gentlemen, so late, you are very welcome, pray sit down.

Lod. Carolo, didst eer see such a nest of caps?

Ast. Methinks its a most civil and most comely sight.

Lod. What does he ith middle look like?

Ast. Troth, like a spire steeple in a country village overpeering so many thatched houses.

Lod. Its rather a long pike-staff against so many bucklers without pikes; they sit for all the world like a pair of organs, and hes the tall great roaring pipe i th midst.

Ast. Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Cand. Whats that you laugh at, signors?

Lod. Troth, shall I tell you, and aloud Ill tell it;
We laugh to see, yet laugh we not in scorn,
Amongst so many caps that long hat worn.

1st Guest. Mine is as tall a felt as any is this day in Milan, and therefore I love it, for the block was cleft out for my head, and fits me to a hair.



Cand. Indeed youre good observers; it shows strange:
But gentlemen, I pray neither contemn,
Nor yet deride a civil ornament;
I could build so much in the round caps praise,
That bove this high roof, I this flat would raise.

Lod. Prithee, sweet bridegroom, dot.

Cand. So all these guests will pardon me, Ill dot.

Guests. With all our hearts.

Cand. Thus, then, in the caps honour.
To every sex, and state, both nature, time,
The countrys laws, yea, and the very clime
Do allot distinct habits; the spruce courtier
Jets up and down in silk: the warrior
Marches in buff, the clown plods on in gray:
But for these upper garments thus I say,
The seaman has his cap, pared without brim;
The gallants head is feathered, that fits him;
The soldier has his morion, women ha tires;
Beasts have their head-pieces, and men ha theirs.

Lod. Proceed.

Cand. Each degree has his fashion, its fit then,
One should be laid by for the citizen,
And thats the cap which you see swells not high,
For caps are emblems of humility.
It is a citizens badge, and first was worn
By th Romans; for when any bondmans turn
Came to be made a freeman, thus twas said,
He to the cap was called, that is, was made
Of Rome a freeman; but was first close shorn:
And so a citizens hair is still short worn.

Lod. That close shaving made barbers a company,
And now every citizen uses it.

Cand. Of geometric figures the most rare,
And perfectst, are the circle and the square;
The city and the school much build upon
These figures, for both love proportion.
The city-cap is round, the scholars square,
To show that government and learning are
The perfectst limbs i th body of a state:
For without them, alls disproportionate.
If the cap had no honour, this might rear it,
The reverend fathers of the law do wear it.
Its light for summer, and in cold it sits
Close to the skull, a warm house for the wits;
It shows the whole face boldly, tis not made
As if a man to look ont were afraid,
Nor like a drapers shop with broad dark shed,
For hes no citizen that hides his head.
Flat caps as proper are to city gowns,
As to armours helmets, or to kings their crowns.
Let then the city-cap by none be scorned,
Since with it princes heads have been adorned.
If more the round caps honour you would know,
How would this long gown with this steeple show?

All. Ha, ha, ha! most vile, most ugly.

Cand. Pray, signor, pardon me, twas done in jest.

Bride. A cup of claret wine there.

1st Pren. Wine? yes, forsooth, wine for the bride.

Car. You ha well set out the cap, sir.

Lod. Nay, thats flat.

Cand. A health!

Lod. Since his caps round, that shall go round. Be bare,
For in the caps praise all of you have share.

[They bare their heads and drink. As 1st Prentice offers the wine to the Bride, she hits him on the lips, breaking the glass.

The brides at cuffs.



Cand. Oh, peace, I pray thee, thus far off I stand,
I spied the error of my servants;
She called for claret, and you filled out sack;
That cup give me, tis for an old mans back,
And not for hers. Indeed, twas but mistaken;
Ask all these else.

Guests. No faith, twas but mistaken.

1st Pren. Nay, she took it right enough.

Cand. Good Luke, reach her that glass of claret.
Here mistress bride, pledge me there.

Bride. Now Ill none. [Exit.

Cand. How now?

Lod. Look what your mistress ails.

1st Pren. Nothing, sir, but about filling a wrong glass,  a scurvy trick.

Cand. I pray you, hold your tongue.  My servant there tells me she is not well.

Guests. Step to her, step to her.

Lod. A word with you: do ye hear? This wench, your new wife, will take you down in your wedding shoes, unless you hang her up in her wedding garters.

Cand. How, hang her in her garters?

Lod. Will you be a tame pigeon still? Shall your back be like a tortoise shell, to let carts go over it, yet not to break? This she-cat will have more lives than your last puss had, and will scratch worse, and mouse you worse: look tot.

Cand. What would you have me do, sir?

Lod. What would I have you do? Swear, swagger, brawl, fling! for fighting its no matter, we ha had knocking pusses enow already; you know, that a woman was made of the rib of a man, and that rib was crooked. The moral of which is, that a man must, from his beginning be crooked to his wife; be you like an orange to her, let her cut you never so fair, be you sour as vinegar. Will you be ruled by me?

Cand. In any thing thats civil, honest, and just.



Lod. Have you ever a prentices suit will fit me?

Cand. I have the very same which myself wore.

Lod. Ill send my man fort within this half hour, and within this two hour Ill be your prentice. The hen shall not overcrow the cock; Ill sharpen your spurs.

Cand. It will be but some jest, sir?

Lod. Only a jest: farewell, come, Carolo. [Exeunt Lodovico, Carolo, and Astolfo.

Guests. Well take our leaves, sir, too.

Cand. Pray conceit not ill
Of my wifes sudden rising. This young knight,
Sir Lodovico, is deep seen in physic,
And he tells me, the disease called the mother,
Hangs on my wife, it is a vehement heaving
And beating of the stomach, and that swelling
Did with the pain thereof cramp up her arm,
That hit his lips, and brake the glass,  no harm,
It was no harm!

Guests. No, signor, none at all.

Cand. The straightest arrow may fly wide by chance.
But come, well close this brawl up in some dance. [Exeunt.






ACT THE SECOND.


SCENE I.  A Room in Matheos House.
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ENTER BELLAFRONT AND Matheo.



Bell. O my sweet husband! wert thou in thy grave and art alive again? Oh welcome, welcome!

Mat. Dost know me? my cloak, prithee, layt up. Yes, faith, my winding-sheet was taken out of lavender, to be stuck with rosemary: I lacked but the knot here, or here; yet if I had had it, I should ha made a wry mouth at the world like a plaice: but sweetest villain, I am here now and I will talk with thee soon.

Bell. And glad am I thou art here.

Mat. Did these heels caper in shackles? Ah! my little plump rogue. Ill bear up for all this, and fly high. Catso catso.

Bell. Matheo?

Mat. What sayest, what sayest? O brave fresh air! a pox on these grates and gingling of keys, and rattling of iron. Ill bear up, Ill fly high, wench, hang toff.

Bell. Matheo, prithee, make thy prison thy glass,
And in it view the wrinkles, and the scars,
By which thou wert disfigured; viewing them, mend them.



Mat. Ill go visit all the mad rogues now, and the good roaring boys.

Bell. Thou dost not hear me?

Mat. Yes, faith, do I.

Bell. Thou has been in the hands of misery, and taen strong physic; prithee now be sound.

Mat. Yes. Sfoot, I wonder how the inside of a tavern looks now. Oh, when shall I bizzle, bizzle?

Bell. Nay, see, thourt thirsty still for poison! Come, I will not have thee swagger.

Mat. Honest apes face!

Bell. Tis that sharpened an axe to cut thy throat.
Good love, I would not have thee sell thy substance
And time, worth all, in those damned shops of hell;
Those dicing houses, that stand never well,
But when they stand most ill; that four-squared sin
Has almost lodged us in the beggars inn.
Besides, to speak which even my soul does grieve,
A sort of ravens have hung upon thy sleeve,
And fed upon thee: good Mat, if you please,
Scorn to spread wing amongst so base as these;
By them thy fame is speckled, yet it shows
Clear amongst them; so crows are fair with crows.
Custom in sin, gives sin a lovely dye;
Blackness in Moors is no deformity.

Mat. Bellafront, Bellafront, I protest to thee, I swear, as I hope for my soul, I will turn over a new leaf. The prison I confess has bit me; the best man that sails in such a ship, may be lousy. [Knocking within.

Bell. One knocks at door.

Mat. Ill be the porter: they shall see a jail cannot hold a brave spirit, Ill fly high. [Exit.

Bell. How wild is his behaviour! Oh, I fear
Hes spoiled by prison, hes half damned comes there,
But I must sit all storms: when a full sail
His fortunes spread, he loved me: being now poor,
Ill beg for him, and no wife can do more.

Re-enter Matheo, with Orlando disguised as a Serving-man.

Mat. Come in, pray! would you speak with me, sir?

Orl. Is your name Signor Matheo?

Mat. My name is Signor Matheo.

Orl. Is this gentlewoman your wife, sir?

Mat. This gentlewoman is my wife, sir.

Orl. The Destinies spin a strong and even thread of both your loves!  The mothers own face, I ha not forgot that. [Aside.] Im an old man, sir, and am troubled with a whoreson salt rheum, that I cannot hold my water.  Gentlewoman, the last man I served was your father.

Bell. My father? any tongue that sounds his name,
Speaks music to me; welcome, good old man!
How does my father? lives he? has he health?
How does my father?  I so much do shame him,
So much do wound him, that I scarce dare name him. [Aside.

Orl. I can speak no more.

Mat. How now, old lad, what dost cry?

Orl. The rheum still, sir, nothing else; I should be well seasoned, for mine eyes lie in brine. Look you, sir, I have a suit to you.

Mat. What ist, my little white-pate?

Orl. Troth, sir, I have a mind to serve your worship.

Mat. To serve me? Troth, my friend, my fortunes are, as a man may say  

Orl. Nay, look you, sir, I know, when all sins are old in us, and go upon crutches, that covetousness does but then lie in her cradle; tis not so with me. Lechery loves to dwell in the fairest lodging, and covetousness in the oldest buildings, that are ready to fall: but my white head, sir, is no inn for such a gossip. If a serving-man at my years, that has sailed about the world, be not stored with biscuit enough to serve him the voyage out of his life, and to bring him East home, ill pity but all his days should be fasting days. I care not so much for wages, for I have scraped a handful of gold together. I have a little money, sir, which I would put into your worships hands, not so much to make it more  

Mat. No, no, you say well, thou sayest well; but I must tell you,  how much is the money, sayest thou?

Orl. About twenty pound, sir.

Mat. Twenty pound? Let me see: that shall bring thee in, after ten per centum per annum.

Orl. No, no, no, sir, no: I cannot abide to have money engender: fie upon this silver lechery, fie; if I may have meat to my mouth, and rags to my back, and a flock-bed to snort upon when I die, the longer liver take all.

Mat. A good old boy, ifaith! If thou servest me, thou shall eat as I eat, drink as I drink, lie as I lie, and ride as I ride.

Orl. Thats if you have money to hire horses. [Aside.

Mat. Front, what dost thou think ont? This good old lad here shall serve me.

Bell. Alas, Matheo, wilt thou load a back
That is already broke?

Mat. Peace, pox on you, peace. Theres a trick int, I fly high, it shall be so, Front, as I tell you: give me thy hand, thou shalt serve me ifaith: welcome: as for your money  

Orl. Nay, look you, sir, I have it here.

Mat. Pish, keep it thyself, man, and then thourt sure tis safe.

Orl. Safe! an twere ten thousand ducats, your worship should be my cash-keeper; I have heard what your worship is, an excellent dunghill cock, to scatter all abroad; but Ill venture twenty pounds ons head. [Gives money to Matheo.

Mat. And didst thou serve my worshipful father-in-law, Signor Orlando Friscobaldo, that madman, once?

Orl. I served him so long, till he turned me out of doors.

Mat. Its a notable chuff: I ha not seen him many a day.

Orl. No matter an you neer see him; its an arrant grandee, a churl, and as damned a cut-throat.

Bell. Thou villain, curb thy tongue! thou art a Judas,
To sell thy masters name to slander thus.

Mat. Away, ass! He speaks but truth, thy father is a  

Bell. Gentleman.

Mat. And an old knave. Theres more deceit in him than in sixteen pothecaries: its a devil; thou mayest beg, starve, hang, damn! does he send thee so much as a cheese?

Orl. Or so much as a gammon of bacon,
Hell give it his dogs first.

Mat. A jail, a jail.

Orl. A Jew, a Jew, sir.

Mat. A dog!

Orl. An English mastiff, sir.

Mat. Pox rot out his old stinking garbage!

Bell. Art not ashamed to strike an absent man thus?
Art not ashamed to let this vile dog bark,
And bite my father thus? Ill not endure it.
Out of my doors, base slave!

Mat. Your doors? a vengeance! I shall live to cut that old rogues throat, for all you take his part thus.

Orl. He shall live to see thee hanged first. [Aside.

Enter Hippolito.

Mat. Gods-so, my lord, your lordship is most welcome,
Im proud of this, my lord.

Hip. Was bold to see you.
Is that your wife?



Mat. Yes, sir.

Hip. Ill borrow her lip. [Kisses Bellafront.

Mat. With all my heart, my lord.

Orl. Whos this, I pray, sir.

Mat. My Lord Hippolito: whats thy name?

Orl. Pacheco.

Mat. Pacheco, fine name; thou seest, Pacheco, I keep company with no scoundrels, nor base fellows.

Hip. Came not my footman to you?

Bell. Yes, my lord.

Hip. I sent by him a diamond and a letter,
Did you receive them?

Bell. Yes, my lord, I did.

Hip. Read you the letter?

Bell. Oer and oer tis read.

Hip. And, faith, your answer?

Bell. Now the times not fit,
You see, my husbands here.

Hip. Ill now then leave you,
And choose mine hour; but ere I part away,
Hark you, remember I must have no nay  
Matheo, I will leave you.

Mat. A glass of wine.

Hip. Not now, Ill visit you at other times.
Youre come off well, then?

Mat. Excellent well. I thank your lordship: I owe you my life, my lord; and will pay my best blood in any service of yours.

Hip. Ill take no such dear payment. Hark you, Matheo, I know the prison is a gulf. If money run low with you, my purse is yours: call for it.

Mat. Faith, my lord, I thank my stars, they send me down some; I cannot sink, so long these bladders hold.

Hip. I will not see your fortunes ebb, pray, try.
To starve in full barns were fond modesty.



Mat. Open the door, sirrah.

Hip. Drink this, and anon, I pray thee, give thy mistress this.

[Gives to Friscobaldo, who opens the door, first money, then a purse, and exit.

Orl. O noble spirit, if no worse guests here dwell,
My blue coat sits on my old shoulders well.

Mat. The only royal fellow, hes bounteous as the Indies, whats that he said to thee, Bellafront?

Bell. Nothing.

Mat. I prithee, good girl?

Bell. Why, I tell you, nothing.

Mat. Nothing? its well: tricks! that I must be beholden to a scald hot-livered goatish gallant, to stand with my cap in my hand, and vail bonnet, when I ha spread as lofty sails as himself. Would I had been hanged. Nothing? Pacheco, brush my cloak.

Orl. Where ist, sir?

Mat. Come, well fly high.
Nothing? There is a whore still in thy eye. [Exit.

Orl. My twenty pounds fly high, O wretched woman!
This varlets able to make Lucrece common. [Aside.
How now, mistress? has my master dyed you into this sad colour?

Bell. Fellow, begone I pray thee; if thy tongue
Itch after talk so much, seek out thy master.
Thourt a fit instrument for him.

Orl. Zounds, I hope he will not play upon me!

Bell. Play on thee? no, you two will fly together,
Because youre roving arrows of one feather.
Would thou wouldst leave my house, thou neer shalt please me!
Weave thy nets neer so high,
Thou shalt be but a spider in mine eye.
Thourt rank with poison, poison tempered well
Is food for health; but thy black tongue doth swell
With venom, to hurt him that gave thee bread:
To wrong men absent, is to spurn the dead.
And so didst thou my master, and my father.

Orl. You have small reason to take his part; for I have heard him say five hundred times, you were as arrant a whore as ever stiffened tiffany neckcloths in water-starch upon a Saturday i th afternoon.

Bell. Let him say worse, when for the earths offence
Hot vengeance through the marble clouds is driven,
Ist fit earth shoot again those darts at heaven?

Orl. And so if your father call you whore youll not call him old knave:  Friscobaldo, she carries thy mind up and down; shes thine own flesh, blood, and bone. [Aside] Troth, mistress, to tell you true, the fireworks that ran from me upon lines against my good old master, your father, were but to try how my young master, your husband, loved such squibs: but its well known, I love your father as myself; Ill ride for him at mid-night, run for you by owl-light; Ill die for him, drudge for you; Ill fly low, and Ill fly high, as my master says, to do you good, if youll forgive me.

Bell. I am not made of marble; I forgive thee.

Orl. Nay, if you were made of marble, a good stone-cutter might cut you. I hope the twenty pound I delivered to my master, is in a sure hand.

Bell. In a sure hand, I warrant thee, for spending.

Orl. I see my young master is a mad-cap, and a bonus socius. I love him well, mistress: yet as well as I love him, Ill not play the knave with you; look you, I could cheat you of this purse full of money; but I am an old lad, and I scorn to cony-catch: yet I ha been dog at a cony in my time. [Gives purse.

Bell. A purse? where hadst it?

Orl. The gentleman that went away, whispered in mine ear, and charged me to give it you.

Bell. The Lord Hippolito?

Orl. Yes, if he be a lord, he gave it me.



Bell. Tis all gold.

Orl. Tis like so: it may be, he thinks you want money, and therefore bestows his alms bravely, like a lord.

Bell. He thinks a silver net can catch the poor;
Heres bait to choke a nun, and turn her whore.
Wilt thou be honest to me?

Orl. As your nails to your fingers, which I think never deceived you.

Bell. Thou to this lord shalt go, commend me to him,
And tell him this, the town has held out long,
Because within twas rather true than strong.
To sell it now were base; Say tis no hold
Built of weak stuff, to be blown up with gold.
He shall believe thee by this token, or this;
If not, by this. [Giving purse, ring and letters.

Orl. Is this all?

Bell. This is all.

Orl. Mine own girl still! [Aside.

Bell. A star may shoot, not fall. [Exit.

Orl. A star? nay, thou art more than the moon, for thou hast neither changing quarters, nor a man standing in thy circle with a bush of thorns. Ist possible the Lord Hippolito, whose face is as civil as the outside of a dedicatory book, should be a muttonmonger? A poor man has but one ewe, and this grandee sheep-biter leaves whole flocks of fat wethers, whom he may knock down, to devour this. Ill trust neither lord nor butcher with quick flesh for this trick; the cuckoo, I see now, sings all the year, though every man cannot hear him; but Ill spoil his notes. Can neither love-letters, nor the devils common pick-locks, gold, nor precious stones make my girl draw up her percullis? Hold out still, wench.

All are not bawds, I see now, that keep doors,
Nor all good wenches that are marked for whores. [Exit.


SCENE II.  Before Candidos Shop.
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ENTER CANDIDO, AND Lodovico disguised as a Prentice.

Lod. Come, come, come, what do ye lack, sir? what do ye lack, sir? what ist ye lack, sir? Is not my worship well suited? did you ever see a gentleman better disguised?

Cand. Never, believe me, signor.

Lod. Yes, but when he has been drunk. There be prentices would make mad gallants, for they would spend all, and drink, and whore, and so forth; and I see we gallants could make mad prentices. How does thy wife like me? Nay, I must not be so saucy, then I spoil all: pray you how does my mistress like me?

Cand. Well; for she takes you for a very simple fellow.

Lod. And they that are taken for such are commonly the arrantest knaves: but to our comedy, come.

Cand. I shall not act it; chide, you say, and fret,
And grow impatient: I shall never dot.

Lod. Sblood, cannot you do as all the world does, counterfeit?

Cand. Were I a painter, that should live by drawing
Nothing but pictures of an angry man,
I should not earn my colours; I cannot dot.

Lod. Remember youre a linen-draper, and that if you give your wife a yard, shell take an ell: give her not therefore a quarter of your yard, not a nail.

Cand. Say I should turn to ice, and nip her love
Now tis but in the bud.

Lod. Well, say shes nipt.

Cand. It will so overcharge her heart with grief,
That like a cannon, when her sighs go off,
She in her duty either will recoil,
Or break in pieces and so die: her death,
By my unkindness might be counted murder.

Lod. Die? never, never. I do not bid you beat her, nor give her black eyes, nor pinch her sides; but cross her humours. Are not bakers arms the scales of justice? yet is not their bread light? and may not you, I pray, bridle her with a sharp bit, yet ride her gently?

Cand. Well, I will try your pills,
Do you your faithful service, and be ready
Still at a pinch to help me in this part,
Or else I shall be out clean.

Lod. Come, come, Ill prompt you.

Cand. Ill call her forth now, shall I?

Lod. Do, do, bravely.

Cand. Luke, I pray, bid your mistress to come hither.

Lod. Luke, I pray, bid your mistress to come hither.

Cand. Sirrah, bid my wife come to me: why, when?

1st Pren. [Within] Presently, sir, she comes.

Lod. La, you, theres the echo! she comes.

Enter Bride.

Bride. What is your pleasure with me?

Cand. Marry, wife,
I have intent; and you see this stripling here,
He bears good will and liking to my trade,
And means to deal in linen.

Lod. Yes, indeed, sir, I would deal in linen, if my mistress like me so well as I like her.

Cand. I hope to find him honest, pray; good wife, look that his bed and chamber be made ready.

Bride. Youre best to let him hire me for his maid.
I look to his bed? look tot yourself.

Cand. Even so?
I swear to you a great oath  

Lod. Swear, cry Zounds!  

Cand. I will not  go to, wife  I will not  

Lod. That your great oath?

Cand. Swallow these gudgeons!

Lod. Well said!

Bride. Then fast, then you may choose.



Cand. You know at table
What tricks you played, swaggered, broke glasses, fie!
Fie, fie, fie! and now before my prentice here,
You make an ass of me, thou  what shall I call thee?

Bride. Even what you will.

Lod. Call her arrant whore.

Cand. Oh fie, by no means! then shell call me cuckold.
Sirrah, go look to th shop. How does this show?

Lod. Excellent well  Ill go look to the shop, sir.
Fine cambrics, lawns; what do you lack? [Goes into the shop.

Cand. A curst cows milk I ha drunk once before,
And twas so rank in taste, Ill drink no more.
Wife, Ill tame you.

Bride. You may, sir, if you can,
But at a wrestling I have seen a fellow
Limbed like an ox, thrown by a little man.

Cand. And so youll throw me?  Reach me, knaves, a yard!

Lod. A yard for my master.

[Lodovico returns from the shop with a yard-wand and followed by Prentices.

1st Pren. My master is grown valiant.

Cand. Ill teach you fencing tricks.

Prentices. Rare, rare! a prize!

Lod. What will you do, sir?

Cand. Marry, my good prentice, nothing but breathe my wife.

Bride. Breathe me with your yard?

Lod. No, hell but measure you out, forsooth.

Bride. Since youll needs fence, handle your weapon well,
For if you take a yard, Ill take an ell.
Reach me an ell!

Lod. An ell for my mistress! [Brings an ell wand from the shop. Keep the laws of the noble science, sir, and measure weapons with her; your yard is a plain heathenish weapon; tis too short, she may give you a handful, and yet youll not reach her.

Cand. Yet I ha the longer arm.  Come fall tot roundly,
And spare not me, wife, for Ill layt on soundly:
If oer husbands their wives will needs be masters,
We men will have a law to wint at wasters.

Lod. Tis for the breeches, ist not?

Cand. For the breeches!

Bride. Husband, Im for you, Ill not strike in jest.

Cand. Nor I.

Bride. But will you sign to one request?

Cand. Whats that?

Bride. Let me give the first blow.

Cand. The first blow, wife? shall I?

Lod. Let her hat:
If she strike hard, in to her, and break her pate.

Cand. A bargain: strike!

Bride. Then guard you from this blow,
For I play all at legs, but tis thus low. [Kneels.
Behold, Im such a cunning fencer grown,
I keep my ground, yet down I will be thrown
With the least blow you give me: I disdain
The wife that is her husbands sovereign.
She that upon your pillow first did rest,
They say, the breeches wore, which I detest:
The tax which she imposed on you, I abate you;
If me you make your master, I shall hate you.
The world shall judge who offers fairest play;
You win the breeches, but I win the day.

Cand. Thou winst the day indeed, give me thy hand;
Ill challenge thee no more: my patient breast
Played thus the rebel, only for a jest:
Heres the rank rider, that breaks colts; tis he
Can tame the mad folks, and curst wives easily.



Bride. Who? your man?

Cand. My man? my master, though his head be bare,
But hes so courteous, hell put off his hair.

Lod. Nay, if your service be so hot a man cannot keep his hair on, Ill serve you no longer. [Takes off his false hair.

Bride. Is this your schoolmaster?

Lod. Yes, faith, wench, I taught him to take thee down: I hope thou canst take him down without teaching;

You ha got the conquest, and you both are friends.

Cand. Bear witness else.

Lod. My prenticeship then ends.

Cand. For the good service you to me have done,
I give you all your years.

Lod. I thank you, master.
Ill kiss my mistress now, that she may say,
My man was bound, and free all in one day. [Exeunt.








ACT THE THIRD.


SCENE I.  An Apartment in Hippolitos House.
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ENTER INFELICE, AND Orlando disguised as a Serving-man.



Inf. From whom sayst thou?

Orl. From a poor gentlewoman, madam, whom I serve.

Inf. And whats your business?

Orl. This madam: my poor mistress has a waste piece of ground, which is her own by inheritance, and left to her by her mother. Theres a lord now that goes about not to take it clean from her, but to enclose it to himself, and to join it to a piece of his lordships.

Inf. What would she have me do in this?

Orl. No more, madam, but what one woman should do for another in such a case. My honourable lord your husband, would do any thing in her behalf, but she had rather put herself into your hands, because you, a woman, may do more with the duke, your father.

Inf. Where lies this land?

Orl. Within a stones cast of this place; my mistress, I think, would be content to let him enjoy it after her decease, if that would serve his turn, so my master would yield too; but she cannot abide to hear that the lord should meddle with it in her lifetime.



Inf. Is she then married? why stirs not her husband in it?

Orl. Her husband stirs in it underhand: but because the other is a great rich man, my master is loath to be seen in it too much.

Inf. Let her in writing draw the cause at large:
And I will move the duke.

Orl. Tis set down, madam, here in black and white already: work it so madam, that she may keep her own without disturbance, grievance, molestation, or meddling of any other; and she bestows this purse of gold on your ladyship.

Inf. Old man, Ill plead for her, but take no fees:
Give lawyers them, I swim not in that flood;
Ill touch no gold, till I have done her good.

Orl. I would all proctors clerks were of your mind, I should law more amongst them than I do then; here, madam, is the survey, not only of the manor itself, but of the grange-house, with every meadow, pasture, plough-land, cony-burrow, fish-pond, hedge, ditch, and bush, that stands in it. [Gives a letter.

Inf. My husbands name, and hand and seal at arms
To a love letter? Where hadst thou this writing?

Orl. From the foresaid party, madam, that would keep the foresaid land out of the foresaid lords fingers.

Inf. My lord turned ranger now?

Orl. Youre a good huntress, lady; you ha found your game already: your lord would fain be a ranger, but my mistress requests you to let him run a course in your own park. If youll not dot for love, then dot for money! she has no white money, but theres gold; or else she prays you to ring him by this token, and so you shall be sure his nose will not be rooting other mens pastures. [Gives purse and ring.

Inf. This very purse was woven with mine own hands;
This diamond on that very night, when he
Untied my virgin girdle, gave I him:
And must a common harlot share in mine?
Old man, to quit thy pains, take thou the gold.

Orl. Not I, madam, old serving-men want no money.

Inf. Cupid himself was sure his secretary;
These lines are even the arrows love let flies,
The very ink dropt out of Venus eyes.

Orl. I do not think, madam, but he fetched off some poet or other for those lines, for they are parlous hawks to fly at wenches.

Inf. Heres honied poison! To me he neer thus writ;
But lust can set a double edge on wit.

Orl. Nay, thats true, madam, a wench will whet any thing, if it be not too dull.

Inf. Oaths, promises, preferments, jewels, gold,
What snares should break, if all these cannot hold?
What creature is thy mistress?

Orl. One of those creatures that are contrary to man; a woman.

Inf. What manner of woman?

Orl. A little tiny woman, lower than your ladyship by head and shoulders, but as mad a wench as ever unlaced a petticoat: these things should I indeed have delivered to my lord, your husband.

Inf. They are delivered better: why should she
Send back these things?

Orl. Ware, ware, theres knavery.

Inf. Strumpets, like cheating gamesters, will not win
At first: these are but baits to draw him in.
How might I learn his hunting hours?

Orl. The Irish footman can tell you all his hunting hours, the park he hunts in, the doe he would strike; that Irish shackatory beats the bush for him, and knows all; he brought that letter, and that ring; he is the carrier.

Inf. Knowest thou what other gifts have passed between them?

Orl. Little Saint Patrick knows all.



Inf. Him Ill examine presently.

Orl. Not whilst I am here, sweet madam.

Inf. Be gone then, and what lies in me command. [Exit Orlando.

Enter Bryan.

Inf. How much cost those satins,
And cloth of silver, which my husband sent by you
To a low gentlewoman yonder?

Bry. Faat satins? faat silvers, faat low gentlefolks? dow pratest dow knowest not what, ifaat, la.

Inf. She there, to whom you carried letters.

Bry. By dis hand and bod dow saist true, if I did so, oh how? I know not a letter a de book ifaat, la.

Inf. Did your lord never send you with a ring, sir,
Set with a diamond?

Bry. Never, sa crees fa me, never! he may run at a towsand rings ifaat, and I never hold his stirrup, till he leap into de saddle. By Saint Patrick, madam, I never touch my lords diamond, nor ever had to do, ifaat, la, with any of his precious stones.

Enter Hippolito.

Inf. Are you so close, you bawd, you pandering slave? [Strikes Bryan.

Hip. How now? why, Infelice; whats your quarrel?

Inf. Out of my sight, base varlet! get thee gone.

Hip. Away, you rogue!

Bry. Slawne loot, fare de well, fare de well. Ah marragh frofat boddah breen! [Exit.

Hip. What, grown a fighter? prithee, whats the matter?

Inf. If youll needs know, it was about the clock:
How works the day, my lord, pray, by your watch?

Hip. Lest you cuff me, Ill tell you presently: I am near two.



Inf. How, two? Im scarce at one.

Hip. One of us then goes false.

Inf. Then sure tis you,
Mine goes by heavens dial, the sun, and it goes true.

Hip. I think, indeed, mine runs somewhat too fast.

Inf. Set it to mine at one then.

Hip. One? tis past:
Tis past one by the sun.

Inf. Faith, then, belike,
Neither your clock nor mine does truly strike;
And since it is uncertain which goes true,
Better be false at one, than false at two.

Hip. Youre very pleasant, madam.

Inf. Yet not merry.

Hip. Why, Infelice, what should make you sad?

Inf. Nothing, my lord, but my false watch: pray, tell me,  
You see, my clock or yours is out of frame,
Must we upon the workmen lay the blame,
Or on ourselves that keep them?

Hip. Faith on both.
He may by knavery spoil them, we by sloth.
But why talk you all riddle thus? I read
Strange comments in those margins of your looks:
Your cheeks of late are like bad printed books,
So dimly charactered, I scarce can spell
One line of love in them. Sure alls not well.

Inf. All is not well indeed, my dearest lord;
Lock up thy gates of hearing, that no sound
Of what I speak may enter.

Hip. What means this?

Inf. Or if my own tongue must myself betray,
Count it a dream, or turn thine eyes away,
And think me not thy wife. [Kneels.

Hip. Why do you kneel?

Inf. Earth is sins cushion: when the sick soul feels
Herself growing poor, then she turns beggar, cries,
And kneels for help: Hippolito, for husband
I dare not call thee, I have stolen that jewel
Of my chaste honour, which was only thine,
And given it to a slave.

Hip. Ha?

Inf. On thy pillow
Adultery and lust have slept, thy groom
Hath climbed the unlawful tree, and plucked the sweets,
A villain hath usurped a husbands sheets.

Hip. Sdeath, who?  a cuckold!  who?

Inf. This Irish footman.

Hip. Worse than damnation! a wild kerne, a frog,
A dog: whom Ill scarce spurn. Longed you for shamrock?
Were it my fathers father, heart, Ill kill him,
Although I take him on his death-bed gasping
Twixt Heaven and hell! a shag-haired cur! Bold strumpet,
Why hangst thou on me? thinkst Ill be a bawd
To a whore, because shes noble?

Inf. I beg but this,
Set not my shame out to the worlds broad eye,
Yet let thy vengeance, like my fault, soar high,
So it be in darkened clouds.

Hip. Darkened! my horns
Cannot be darkened, nor shall my revenge.
A harlot to my slave? the act is base,
Common, but foul, so shall not thy disgrace.
Could not I feed your appetite? O women
You were created angels, pure and fair;
But since the first fell, tempting devils you are,
You should be mens bliss, but you prove their rods:
Were there no women, men might live like gods;
You ha been too much down already; rise,
Get from my sight, and henceforth shun my bed;
Ill with no strumpets breath be poisonèd.
As for your Irish lubrican, that spirit
Whom by preposterous charms thy lust hath raised
In a wrong circle, him Ill damn more black
Then any tyrants soul.

Inf. Hippolito!

Hip. Tell me, didst thou bait hooks to draw him to thee,
Or did he bewitch thee?

Inf. The slave did woo me.

Hip. Tu-whoos in that screech-owls language. Oh, whod trust
Your cork-heeled sex? I think to sate your lust,
Youd love a horse, a bear, a croaking toad,
So your hot itching veins might have their bound:
Then the wild Irish dart was thrown? Come, how?
The manner of this fight?

Inf. Twas thus, he gave me this battery first.  Oh, I
Mistake  believe me, all this in beaten gold;
Yet I held out, but at length thus was charmed. [Gives letter, purse and ring.
What? change your diamond, wench, the act is base,
Common, but foul, so shall not your disgrace:
Could not I feed your appetite? O men,
You were created angels, pure and fair,
But since the first fell, worse than devils you are.
You should our shields be, but you prove our rods.
Were there no men, women might live like gods.
Guilty, my lord?

Hip. Yes, guilty my good lady.

Inf. Nay, you may laugh, but henceforth shun my bed,
With no whores leavings Ill be poisonèd. [Exit.

Hip. Oer-reached so finely? Tis the very diamond
And letter which I sent: this villany
Some spider closely weaves, whose poisonèd bulk
I must let forth. Whos there without?

Ser. [Within.] My lord calls?

Hip. Send me the footman.



Ser. [Within.] Call the footman to my lord,  Bryan, Bryan!

Hip. It can be no man else, that Irish Judas,
Bred in a country where no venom prospers
But in the nations blood, hath thus betrayed me.

Re-enter Bryan.

Slave, get you from your service.

Bry. Faat meanest thou by this now?

Hip. Question me not, nor tempt my fury, villain
Couldst thou turn all the mountains in the land,
To hills of gold, and give me: here thou stayest not.

Bry. Ifaat, I care not.

Hip. Prate not, but get thee gone, I shall send else.

Bry. Ay, do predy, I had rather have thee make a scabbard of my guts, and let out all de Irish puddings in my poor belly, den to be a false knave to de, ifaat! I will never see dine own sweet face more. A mawhid deer a gra, fare dee well, fare dee well; I will go steal cows again in Ireland. [Exit.

Hip. Hes damned that raised this whirlwind, which hath blown
Into her eyes this jealousy: yet Ill on,
Ill on, stood armed devils staring in my face,
To be pursued in flight, quickens the race,
Shall my blood-streams by a wifes lust be barred?
Fond woman, no: iron grows by strokes more hard;
Lawless desires are seas scorning all bounds,
Or sulphur, which being rammed up, more confounds,
Struggling with madmen madness nothing tames,
Winds wrestling with great fires incense the flames. [Exit.


SCENE II.  A Room in Matheos House.
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ENTER BELLAFRONT, AND Orlando disguised as a Serving-man.

Bell. How now, what ails your master?

Orl. Has taken a younger brothers purge, forsooth, and that works with him.

Bell. Where is his cloak and rapier?

Orl. He has given up his cloak, and his rapier is bound to the peace: If you look a little higher, you may see that another hath entered into hatband for him too. Six and four have put him into this sweat.

Bell. Wheres all his money?

Orl. Tis put over by exchange; his doublet was going to be translated, but for me. If any man would ha lent but half a ducat on his beard, the hair of it had stuffed a pair of breeches by this time; I had but one poor penny, and that I was glad to niggle out, and buy a holly-wand to grace him through the street. As hap was, his boots were on, and them I dustied, to make people think he had been riding, and I had run by him.

Bell. Oh me!

Enter Matheo.

How does my sweet Matheo?

Mat. Oh rogue, of what devilish stuff are these dice made of,  the parings of the devils corns of his toes, that they run thus damnably?

Bell. I prithee, vex not.

Mat. If any handicrafts-man was ever suffered to keep shop in hell, it will be a dice-maker; hes able to undo more souls than the devil; I played with mine own dice, yet lost. Ha you any money?

Bell. Las, I ha none.

Mat. Must have money, must have some, must have a cloak, and rapier, and things. Will you go set your lime-twigs, and get me some birds, some money?

Bell. What lime-twigs should I set?



Mat. You will not then? Must have cash and pictures, do ye hear, frailty? shall I walk in a Plymouth cloak, thats to say, like a rogue, in my hose and doublet, and a crabtree cudgel in my hand, and you swim in your satins? Must have money, come! [Taking off her gown.

Orl. Ist bed-time, master, that you undo my mistress?

Bell. Undo me? Yes, yes, at these riflings I
Have been too often.

Mat. Help to flay, Pacheco.

Orl. Flaying call you it?

Mat. Ill pawn you, by th lord, to your very eyebrows.

Bell. With all my heart, since Heaven will have me poor,
As good be drowned at sea, as drowned at shore.

Orl. Why, hear you, sir? ifaith do not make away her gown.

Mat. Oh! its summer, its summer; your only fashion for a woman now is to be light, to be light.

Orl. Why, pray sir, employ some of that money you have of mine.

Mat. Thine? Ill starve first, Ill beg first; when I touch a penny of that, let these fingers ends rot.

Orl. So they may, for thats past touching. I saw my twenty pounds fly high. [Aside.

Mat. Knowest thou never a damned broker about the city?

Orl. Damned broker? yes, five hundred.

Mat. The gown stood me in above twenty ducats, borrow ten of it. Cannot live without silver.

Orl. Ill make what I can of it, sir, Ill be your broker,  
But not your damned broker: Oh thou scurvy knave!
What makes a wife turn whore, but such a slave? [Aside and exit with Bellafronts gown.

Mat. How now, little chick, what ailest, weeping for a handful of tailors shreds? pox on them, are there not silks enow at mercers?



Bell. I care not for gay feathers, I.

Mat. What dost care for then? why dost grieve?

Bell. Why do I grieve? A thousand sorrows strike
At one poor heart, and yet it lives. Matheo,
Thou art a gamester, prithee, throw at all,
Set all upon one cast. We kneel and pray,
And struggle for life, yet must be cast away.
Meet misery quickly then, split all, sell all,
And when thoust sold all, spend it; but I beseech thee
Build not thy mind on me to coin thee more,
To get it wouldst thou have me play the whore?

Mat. Twas your profession before I married you.

Bell. Umh? it was indeed: if all men should be branded
For sins long since laid up, who could be saved?
The quarter-days at hand, how will you do
To pay the rent, Matheo?

Mat. Why? do as all of our occupation do against quarter-days: break up house, remove, shift your lodgings: pox a your quarters!

Enter Lodovico.

Lod. Wheres this gallant?

Mat. Signor Lodovico? how does my little Mirror of Knighthood? this is kindly done ifaith: welcome, by my troth.

Lod. And how dost, frolic?  Save you fair lady.  
Thou lookest smug and bravely, noble Mat.

Mat. Drink and feed, laugh and lie warm.

Lod. Is this thy wife?

Mat. A poor gentlewoman, sir, whom I make use of anights.

Lod. Pay custom to your lips, sweet lady. [Kisses her.

Mat. Borrow some shells of him  some wine, sweetheart.

Lod. Ill send fort then, ifaith.



Mat. You send fort?  Some wine, I prithee.

Bell. I ha no money.

Mat. Sblood, nor I.  What wine love you, signor?

Lod. Here! (Offering money,) or Ill not stay, I protest; trouble the gentlewoman too much? [Gives money to Bellafront, who goes out.

And what news flies abroad, Matheo?

Mat. Troth, none. Oh signor, we ha been merry in our days.

Lod. And no doubt shall again.
The divine powers never shoot darts at men
Mortal, to kill them.

Mat. You say true.

Lod. Why should we grieve at want? Say the world made thee
Her minion, that thy head lay in her lap,
And that she danced thee on her wanton knee,
She could but give thee a whole world: thats all,
And that alls nothing; the worlds greatest part
Cannot fill up one corner of thy heart.
Say three corners were all filled, alas!
Of what art thou possessed, a thin blown glass:
Such as is by boys puffed into the air.
Were twenty kingdoms thine, thoudst live in care:
Thou couldst not sleep the better, nor live longer,
Nor merrier be, nor healthfuller, nor stronger.
If, then, thou wantst, thus make that want thy pleasure,
No man wants all things, nor has all in measure.

Mat. I am the most wretched fellow: sure some left-handed priest hath christened me, I am so unlucky; I am never out of one puddle or another; still falling.

Re-enter Bellafront with wine.

Fill out wine to my little finger.
With my heart, ifaith. [Drinks.

Lod. Thanks, good Matheo.
To your own sweet self. [Drinks.



Re-enter Orlando.

Orl. All the brokers hearts, sir, are made of flint. I can with all my knocking strike but six sparks of fire out of them; heres six ducats, if youll take them.

Mat. Give me them! [Taking money.] An evil conscience gnaw them all! moths and plagues hang upon their lousy wardrobes!

Lod. Is this your man, Matheo?

Mat. An old serving-man.

Orl. You may give me tother half too, sir, thats the beggar.

Lod. What hast there,  gold?

Mat. A sort of rascals are in my debt, God knows what, and they feed me with bits, with crumbs, a pox choke them.

Lod. A word, Matheo; be not angry with me;
Believe it that I know the touch of time,
And can part copper though it be gilded oer,
From the true gold: the sails which thou dost spread,
Would show well if they were not borrowèd.
The sound of thy low fortunes drew me hither,
I give my self unto thee; prithee, use me,
I will bestow on you a suit of satin,
And all things else to fit a gentleman,
Because I love you.

Mat. Thanks, good, noble knight!

Lod. Call on me when you please; till then farewell. [Exit.

Mat. Hast angled? hast cut up this fresh salmon?

Bell. Wouldst have me be so base?

Mat. Its base to steal, its base to be a whore:
Thoult be more base, Ill make thee keep a door. [Exit.

Orl. I hope he will not sneak away with all the money, will he?



Bell. Thou seest he does.

Orl. Nay then, its well. I set my brains upon an upright last; though my wits be old, yet they are like a withered pippin, wholesome. Look you, mistress, I told him I had but six ducats of the knave broker, but I had eight, and kept these two for you.

Bell. Thou shouldst have given him all.

Orl. What, to fly high?

Bell. Like waves, my misery drives on misery. [Exit.

Orl. Sell his wifes clothes from her back? does any poulterers wife pull chickens alive? He riots all abroad, wants all at home: he dices, whores, swaggers, swears, cheats, borrows, pawns: Ill give him hook and line, a little more for all this;

Yet sure ith end hell delude all my hopes,
And show me a French trick danced on the ropes. [Exit.


SCENE III.  Before Candidos Shop. Candido and his Bride discovered in the Shop.
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ENTER AT ONE side Lodovico and Carolo; at another Bots, and Mistress Horseleech.

Lod. Hist, hist, Lieutenant Bots, how dost, man?

Car. Whither are you ambling, Madam Horseleech?

Mis. H. About worldly profit, sir: how do your worships?

Bots. We want tools, gentlemen, to furnish the trade: they wear out day and night, they wear out till no metal be left in their back. We hear of two or three new wenches are come up with a carrier, and your old goshawk here is flying at them.

Lod. And, faith, what flesh have you at home?

Mis. H. Ordinary dishes; by my troth, sweet men, theres few good i th city; I am as well furnished as any, and, though I say it, as well customed.

Bots. We have meats of all sorts of dressing; we have stewed meat for your Frenchman, pretty light picking meat for your Italian, and that which is rotten roasted for Don Spaniardo.

Lod. A pox ont.

Bots. We have poulterers ware for your sweet bloods, as dove, chicken, duck, teal, woodcock, and so forth; and butchers meat for the citizen: yet muttons fall very bad this year.

Lod. Stay, is not that my patient linen-draper yonder, and my fine young smug mistress, his wife?

Car. Sirrah, grannam, Ill give thee for thy fee twenty crowns, if thou canst but procure me the wearing of yon velvet cap.

Mis. H. Youd wear another thing besides the cap. Youre a wag.

Bots. Twenty crowns? well share, and Ill be your pully to draw her on.

Lod. Dot presently; well ha some sport.

Mis. H. Wheel you about, sweet men: do you see? Ill cheapen wares of the man, whilst Bots is doing with his wife.

Lod. Tot: if we come into the shop to do you grace, well call you madam.

Bots. Pox a your old face, give it the badge of all scurvy faces, a mask.

[Mistress Horseleech puts on a mask.

Cand. What ist you lack, gentlewoman? Cambric or lawns, or fine hollands? Pray draw near, I can sell you a pennyworth.

Bots. Some cambric for my old lady.

Cand. Cambric? you shall, the purest thread in Milan.



Car. Save you, Signor Candido.

Lod. How does my noble master? how my fair mistress?

Cand. My worshipful good servant.  View it well, for tis both fine and even. [Shows cambric.

Car. Cry you mercy, madam; though masked, I thought it should be you by your man.  Pray, signor, show her the best, for she commonly deals for good ware.

Cand. Then this shall fit her.  This is for your ladyship.

Bots. A word, I pray; there is a waiting gentlewoman of my ladys: her name is Ruyna, says shes your kinswoman, and that you should be one of her aunts.

Bride. One of her aunts? troth, sir, I know her not.

Bots. If it please you to bestow the poor labour of your legs at any time, I will be your convoy thither?

Bride. I am a snail, sir, seldom leave my house. Ift please her to visit me, she shall be welcome.

Bots. Do you hear? the naked truth is; my lady hath a young knight, her son, who loves you, youre made, if you lay hold upont; this jewel he sends you. [Offers jewel.

Bride. Sir, I return his love and jewel with scorn; let go my hand, or I shall call my husband. You are an arrant knave. [Exit.

Lod. What will she do?

Bots. Do? They shall all do if Bots sets upon them once: she was as if she had professed the trade, squeamish at first; at last I showed her this jewel, said a knight sent it her.

Lod. Ist gold, and right stones?

Bots. Copper, copper, I go a fishing with these baits. She nibbled, but would not swallow the hook, because the conger-head, her husband, was by; but she bids the gentleman name any afternoon, and shell meet him at her garden house, which I know.



Lod. Is this no lie now?

Bots. Damme, if  

Lod. Oh, prithee stay there.

Bots. The twenty crowns, sir.

Lod. Before he has his work done? but on my knightly word he shall payt thee.

Enter Astolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell, and Bryan.

Ast. I thought thou hadst been gone into thine own country.

Bry. No, faat, la, I cannot go dis four or tree days.

Ber. Look thee, yonders the shop, and thats the man himself.

Fon. Thou shalt but cheapen, and do as we told thee, to put a jest upon him, to abuse his patience.

Bry. Ifaat, I doubt my pate shall be knocked: but, sa crees sa me, for your shakes, I will run to any linen-draper in hell: come predee.

Ast., Ber., Fon. Save you, gallants.

Lod., Car. Oh, well met!

Cand. Youll give no more, you say? I cannot take it.

Mis. H. Truly Ill give no more.

Cand. It must not fetch it.
What would you have, sweet gentlemen.

Ast. Nay, heres the customer.

[Exeunt Bots and Mistress Horseleech.

Lod. The garden-house, you say? well bolt out your roguery.

Cand. I will but lay these parcels by  my men
Are all at the custom house unloading wares,
If cambric you would deal in, theres the best,
All Milan cannot sample it.

Lod. Do your hear it? one, two, three, Sfoot, there came in four gallants! Sure your wife is slipt up, and the fourth man, I hold my life, is grafting your warden tree.



Cand. Ha, ha, ha! you gentlemen are full of jest.
If she be up, shes gone some wares to show;
I have above as good wares as below.

Lod. Have you so? nay, then  

Cand. Now, gentlemen, ist cambrics?

Bry. I predee now let me have de best waures.

Cand. Whats that he says, pray, gentlemen?

Lod. Marry, he says we are like to have the best wars.

Cand. The best wars? all are bad, yet wars do good,
And, like to surgeons, let sick kingdoms blood.

Bry. Faat a devil pratest tow so? a pox on dee! I preddee, let me see some hollen, to make linen shirts, for fear my body be lousy.

Cand. Indeed, I understand no word he speaks.

Car. Marry, he says that at the siege in Holland
There was much bawdry used among the soldiers,
Though they were lousy.

Cand. It may be so, that likely; true, indeed,
In every garden, sir, does grow that weed.

Bry. Pox on de gardens, and de weeds, and de fools cap dere, and de clouts! hear? dost make a hobby-horse of me? [Tearing the cambric.

All. Oh, fie! he has torn the cambric.

Cand. Tis no matter.

Ast. It frets me to the soul.

Cand. So doest not me.
My customers do oft for remnants call,
These are two remnants, now, no loss at all.
But let me tell you, were my servants here,
It would ha cost more.  Thank you, gentlemen,
I use you well, pray know my shop again.

All. Ha, ha, ha! come, come, lets go, lets go. [Exeunt.








ACT THE FOURTH.


SCENE I.  A Room in Matheos House.

[image: img30.jpg]

ENTER MATHEO BRAVE, and Bellafront.



Mat. How am I suited, Front? am I not gallant, ha?

Bell. Yes, sir, you are suited well.

Mat. Exceeding passing well, and to the time.

Bell. The tailor has played his part with you.

Mat. And I have played a gentlemans part with my tailor, for I owe him for the making of it.

Bell. And why did you so, sir?

Mat. To keep the fashion; its your only fashion now, of your best rank of gallants, to make their tailors wait for their money; neither were it wisdom indeed to pay them upon the first edition of a new suit; for commonly the suit is owing for, when the linings are worn out, and theres no reason, then, that the tailor should be paid before the mercer.

Bell. Is this the suit the knight bestowed upon you?

Mat. This is the suit, and I need not shame to wear it, for better men than I would be glad to have suits bestowed on them. Its a generous fellow,  but  pox on him  we whose pericranions are the very limbecks and stillatories of good wit and fly high, must drive liquor out of stale gaping oysters  shallow knight, poor squire Tinacheo: Ill make a wild Cataian of forty such: hang him, hes an ass, hes always sober.

Bell. This is your fault to wound your friends still.

Mat. No, faith, Front, Lodovico is a noble Slavonian: its more rare to see him in a womans company, than for a Spaniard to go into England, and to challenge the English fencers there.  [Knocking within.] One knocks,  see.  [Exit Bellafront.]  La, fa, fol, la, fa, la, [Sings] rustle in silks and satins! theres music in this, and a taffeta petticoat, it makes both fly high. Catso.

Re-enter Bellafront with Orlando in his own dress, and four Servants.

Bell. Matheo! tis my father.

Mat. Ha! father? Its no matter, he finds no tattered prodigals here.

Orl. Is not the door good enough to hold your blue coats? away, knaves, Wear not your clothes threadbare at knees for me; beg Heavens blessing, not mine.  [Exeunt Servants.]  Oh cry your worship mercy, sir; was somewhat bold to talk to this gentlewoman, your wife here.

Mat. A poor gentlewoman, sir.

Orl. Stand not, sir, bare to me; I ha read oft
That serpents who creep low, belch ranker poison
Than wingèd dragons do that fly aloft.

Mat. If it offend you, sir, tis for my pleasure.

Orl. Your pleasure bet, sir. Umh, is this your palace?

Bell. Yes, and our kingdom, for tis our content.

Orl. Its a very poor kingdom then; what, are all your subjects gone a sheep-shearing? not a maid? not a man? not so much as a cat? You keep a good house belike, just like one of your profession, every room with bare walls, and a half-headed bed to vault upon, as all your bawdy-houses are. Pray who are your upholsters? Oh, the spiders, I see, they bestow hangings upon you.

Mat. Bawdy-house? Zounds, sir  

Bell. Oh sweet Matheo, peace. Upon my knees
I do beseech you, sir, not to arraign me
For sins, which Heaven, I hope, long since hath pardoned!
Those flames, like lightning flashes, are so spent,
The heat no more remains, than where ships went,
Or where birds cut the air, the print remains.

Mat. Pox on him, kneel to a dog.

Bell. She thats a whore,
Lives gallant, fares well, is not, like me, poor.
I ha now as small acquaintance with that sin,
As if I had never knownt, t had never been.

Orl. No acquaintance with it? what maintains thee then? how dost live then? Has thy husband any lands? any rents coming in, any stock going, any ploughs jogging, any ships sailing? hast thou any wares to turn, so much as to get a single penny by?

Yes thou hast ware to sell,
Knaves are thy chapmen, and thy shop is hell.

Mat. Do you hear, sir?

Orl. So, sir, I do hear, sir, more of you than you dream I do.

Mat. You fly a little too high, sir.

Orl. Why, sir, too high?

Mat. I ha suffered your tongue, like a bard cater-tray, to run all this while, and ha not stopt it.

Orl. Well, sir, you talk like a gamester.

Mat. If you come to bark at her, because shes a poor rogue, look you, heres a fine path, sir, and there, theres the door.

Bell. Matheo?

Mat. Your blue coats stay for you, sir. I love a good honest roaring boy, and so  



Orl. Thats the devil.

Mat. Sir, sir, Ill ha no Joves in my house to thunder avaunt: she shall live and be maintained when you, like a keg of musty sturgeon, shall stink; where? in your coffin  how? be a musty fellow, and lousy.

Orl. I know she shall be maintained, but how? she like a quean, thou like a knave; she like a whore, thou like a thief.

Mat. Thief? Zounds! Thief?

Bell. Good, dearest Mat!  Father!

Mat. Pox on you both! Ill not be braved. New satin scorns to be put down with bare bawdy velvet. Thief?

Orl. Ay, thief, thart a murderer, a cheater, a whoremonger, a pot-hunter, a borrower a beggar  

Bell. Dear father  

Mat. An old ass, a dog, a churl, a chuff, an usurer, a villain, a moth, a mangy mule, with an old velvet foot-cloth on his back, sir.

Bell. Oh me!

Orl. Varlet, for this Ill hang thee.

Mat. Ha, ha, alas!

Orl. Thou keepest a man of mine here, under my nose  

Mat. Under thy beard.

Orl. As arrant a smell-smock, for an old muttonmonger as thyself.

Mat. No, as yourself.

Orl. As arrant a purse-taker as ever cried, Stand! yet a good fellow I confess, and valiant; but hell bring thee to th gallows; you both have robbed of late two poor country pedlars.

Mat. Hows this? hows this? dost thou fly high? rob pedlars?  bear witness, Front  rob pedlars? my man and I a thief?

Bell. Oh, sir, no more.



Orl. Ay, knave, two pedlars; hue and cry is up; warrants are out, and I shall see thee climb a ladder.

Mat. And come down again as well as a bricklayer or a tiler. How the vengeance knows he this? If I be hanged, Ill tell the people I married old Friscobaldos daughter; Ill frisco you, and your old carcass.

Orl. Tell what you canst; if I stay here longer, I shall be hanged too, for being in thy company; therefore, as I found you, I leave you  

Mat. Kneel, and get money of him.

Orl. A knave and a quean, a thief and a strumpet, a couple of beggars, a brace of baggages.

Mat. Hang upon him  Ay, ay, sir, farewell; we are  follow close  we are beggars  in satin  to him.

Bell. Is this your comfort, when so many years
You ha left me frozen to death?

Orl. Freeze still, starve still!

Bell. Yes, so I shall: I must: I must and will.
If as you say Im poor, relieve me then,
Let me not sell my body to base men.
You call me strumpet, Heaven knows I am none:
Your cruelty may drive me to be one:
Let not that sin be yours; let not the shame
Of common whore live longer than my name.
That cunning bawd, necessity, night and day
Plots to undo me; drive that hag away,
Lest being at lowest ebb, as now I am,
I sink for ever.

Orl. Lowest ebb, what ebb?

Bell. So poor, that, though to tell it be my shame,
I am not worth a dish to hold my meat;
I am yet poorer, I want bread to eat.

Orl. Its not seen by your cheeks.

Mat. I think she has read an homily to tickle the old rogue. [Aside.

Orl. Want bread! theres satin: bake that.

Mat. Sblood, make pasties of my clothes?



Orl. A fair new cloak, stew that; an excellent gilt rapier.

Mat. Will you eat that, sir?

Orl. I could feast ten good fellows with these hangers.

Mat. The pox, you shall!

Orl. I shall not, till thou beggst, think thou art poor;
And when thou beggst Ill feed thee at my door,
As I feed dogs, with bones; till then beg, borrow,
Pawn, steal, and hang, turn bawd, when thart whore.  
My heart-strings sure would crack, were they strained more. [Aside, and exit.

Mat. This is your father, your damned  Confusion light upon all the generation of you; he can come bragging hither with four white herrings ats tail in blue coats, without roes in their bellies, but I may starve ere he give me so much as a cob.

Bell. What tell you me of this? alas!

Mat. Go, trot after your dad, do you capitulate; Ill pawn not for you; Ill not steal to be hanged for such an hypocritical, close, common harlot: away, you dog!  Brave ifaith! Udsfoot, give me some meat.

Bell. Yes, sir. [Exit.

Mat. Goodman slave, my man too, is galloped to the devil a tother side: Pacheco, Ill checo you. Is this your dads day? England, they say, is the only hell for horses, and only paradise for women: pray get you to that paradise, because youre called an honest whore; there they live none but honest whores with a pox. Marry here in our city, all your sex are but foot-cloth nags, the master no sooner lights but the man leaps into the saddle.

Re-enter Bellafront with meat and drink.

Bell. Will you sit down I pray, sir?

Mat. [Sitting down.] I could tear, by th Lord, his flesh, and eat his midriff in salt, as I eat this:  must I choke  my father Friscobaldo, I shall make a pitiful hog-louse of you, Orlando, if you fall once into my fingers  Heres the savourest meat! I ha got a stomach with chafing. What rogue should tell him of those two pedlars? A plague choke him, and gnaw him to the bare bones!  Come fill.

Bell. Thou sweatest with very anger, good sweet, vex not, as tis no fault of mine.

Mat. Where didst buy this mutton? I never felt better ribs.

Bell. A neighbour sent it me.

Re-enter Orlando disguised as a Serving-man.

Mat. Hah, neighbour? foh, my mouth stinks,  You whore, do you beg victuals for me? Is this satin doublet to be bombasted with broken meat? [Takes up the stool.

Orl. What will you do, sir?

Mat. Beat out the brains of a beggarly  

Orl. Beat out an asss head of your own  Away, Mistress [Exit Bellafront.] Zounds, do but touch one hair of her, and Ill so quilt your cap with old iron, that your coxcomb shall ache like a roasted rabbit, that you must have the head for the brains?

Mat. Ha, ha! go out of my doors, you rogue, away, four marks; trudge.

Orl. Four marks? no, sir, my twenty pound that you ha made fly high, and I am gone.

Mat. Must I be fed with chippings? youre best get a clapdish, and say youre proctor to some spittle-house. Where hast thou been, Pacheco? Come hither my little turkey-cock.

Orl. I cannot abide, sir, to see a woman wronged, not I.



Mat. Sirrah, here was my father-in-law to day.

Orl. Pish, then youre full of crowns.

Mat. Hang him! he would ha thrust crowns upon me, to have fallen in again, but I scorn cast clothes, or any mans gold.

Orl. But mine; [Aside.]  How did he brook that, sir?

Mat. Oh, swore like a dozen of drunken tinkers; at last growing foul in words, he and four of his men drew upon me, sir.

Orl. In your house? would I had been by!

Mat. I made no more ado, but fell to my old lock, and so thrashed my blue-coats and old crab-tree-face my father-in-law, and then walked like a lion in my grate.

Orl. O noble master!

Mat. Sirrah, he could tell me of the robbing the two pedlars, and that warrants are out for us both.

Orl. Good sir, I like not those crackers.

Mat. Crackhalter, wout set thy foot to mine?

Orl. How, sir? at drinking.

Mat. Well pull that old crow my father: rob thy master. I know the house, thou the servants: the purchase is rich, the plot to get it is easy, the dog will not part from a bone.

Orl. Pluckt out of his throat, then: Ill snarl for one, if this can bite.

Mat. Say no more, say no more, old coal, meet me anon at the sign of the Shipwreck.

Orl. Yes, sir.

Mat. And dost hear, man?  the Shipwreck. [Exit.

Orl. Thart at the shipwreck now, and like a swimmer,
Bold, but inexpert, with those waves dost play,
Whose dalliance, whorelike, is to cast thee away.

Enter Hippolito and Bellafront.

And heres another vessel, better fraught,
But as ill-manned her sinking will be wrought,
If rescue come not: like a man of war
Ill therefore bravely out; somewhat Ill do,
And either save them both, or perish too. [Exit.

Hip. Tis my fate to be bewitched by those eyes.

Bell. Fate? your folly.
Why should my face thus mad you? Las, those colours
Are wound up long ago, which beauty spread;
The flowers that once grew here, are witherèd.
You turned my black soul white, made it look new,
And should I sin, it neer should be with you.

Hip. Your hand, Ill offer you fair play: When first
We met ith lists together, you remember
You were a common rebel; with one parley
I won you to come in.

Bell. You did.

Hip. Ill try
If now I can beat down this chastity
With the same ordnance; will you yield this fort,
If the power of argument now, as then,
I get of you the conquest: as before
I turned you honest, now to turn you whore,
By force of strong persuasion?

Bell. If you can,
I yield.

Hip. The alarums struck up; Im your man.

Bell. A woman gives defiance.

Hip. Sit. [They seat themselves.

Bell. Begin:
Tis a brave battle to encounter sin.

Hip. You men that are to fight in the same war
To which Im prest, and plead at the same bar,
To win a woman, if youd have me speed,
Send all your wishes!

Bell. No doubt youre heard; proceed.

Hip. To be a harlot, that you stand upon,
The very names a charm to make you one.
Harlotta was a dame of so divine
And ravishing touch, that she was concubine
To an English king; her sweet bewitching eye
Did the kings heart-strings in such love-knots tie,
That even the coyest was proud when she could hear
Men say, behold, another harlot there!
And after her all women that were fair
Were harlots called as to this day some are:
Besides, her dalliance she so well does mix,
That shes in Latin called the Meretrix.
Thus for the name; for the profession, this,
Who lives in bondage, lives laced; the chief bliss
This world below can yield, is liberty:
And who, than whores, with looser wings dare fly?
As Junos proud bird spreads the fairest tail,
So does a strumpet hoist the loftiest sail,
Shes no mans slave; men are her slaves; her eye
Moves not on wheels screwed up with jealousy.
She, horsed or coached, does merry journeys make,
Free as the sun in his gilt zodiac:
As bravely does she shine, as fast shes driven,
But stays not long in any house of heaven;
But shifts from sign to sign, her amorous prizes
More rich being when shes down, than when she rises.
In brief, gentlemen hunt them, soldiers fight for them,
Few men but know them, few or none abhor them:
Thus for sports sake speak I, as to a woman,
Whom, as the worst ground, I would turn to common:
But you I would enclose for mine own bed.

Bell. So should a husband be dishonourèd.

Hip. Dishonoured? not a whit: to fall to one
Besides your husband is to fall to none,
For one no number is.



Bell. Faith, should you take
One in your bed, would you that reckoning make?
Tis time you found retreat.

Hip. Say, have I won,
Is the day ours?

Bell. The battles but half done,
None but yourself have yet sounded alarms,
Let us strike too, else you dishonour arms.

Hip. If you can win the day, the glorys yours.

Bell. To prove a woman should not be a whore,
When she was made, she had one man, no more;
Yet she was tied to laws then, for even than,
Tis said, she was not made for men, but man.
Anon, tincrease earths brood, the law was varied,
Men should take many wives: and though they married
According to that act, yet tis not known
But that those wives were only tied to one.
New parliaments were since: for now one woman
Is shared between three hundred, nay shes common,
Common as spotted leopards, whom for sport
Men hunt to get the flesh, but care not fort.
So spread they nets of gold, and tune their calls,
To enchant silly women to take falls;
Swearing theyre angels, which that they may win
Theyll hire the devil to come with false dice in.
Oh Sirens subtle tunes! yourselves you flatter,
And our weak sex betray: so men love water;
It serves to wash their hands, but being once foul,
The water down is poured, cast out of doors,
And even of such base use do men make whores.
A harlot, like a hen more sweetness reaps,
To pick men one by one up, than in heaps:
Yet all feeds but confounding. Say you should taste me,
I serve but for the time, and when the day
Of war is done, am cashiered out of pay:
If like lame soldiers I could beg, thats all,
And theres lusts rendezvous, an hospital.
Who then would be a mans slave, a mans woman?
Shes half starved the first day that feeds in common.

Hip. You should not feed so, but with me alone.

Bell. If I drink poison by stealth, ist not all one?
Ist not rank poison still with you alone?
Nay, say you spied a courtesan, whose soft side
To touch youd sell your birth-right, for one kiss
Be racked; shes won, youre sated: what follows this?
Oh, then you curse that bawd that tolled you in;
The night you curse your lust, you loathe the sin,
You loathe her very sight, and ere the day
Arise, you rise glad when youre stoln away.
Even then when you are drunk with all her sweets,
Theres no true pleasure in a strumpets sheets.
Women whom lust so prostitutes to sale,
Like dancers upon ropes, once seen, are stale.

Hip. If all the threads of harlots lives are spun,
So coarse as you would make them, tell me why
You so long loved the trade?

Bell. If all the threads
Of harlots lives be fine as you would make them,
Why do not you persuade your wife turn whore,
And all dames else to fall before that sin?
Like an ill husband, though I knew the same
To be my undoing, followed I that game.
Oh, when the work of lust had earned my bread,
To taste it how I trembled, lest each bit,
Ere it went down, should choke me chewing it!
My bed seemed like a cabin hung in hell,
The bawd, hells porter, and the liquorish wine
The pander fetched, was like an easy fine,
For which, methought, I leased away my soul,
And oftentimes, even in my quaffing bowl,
Thus said I to myself, I am a whore,
And have drunk down thus much confusion more.

Hip. It is a common rule, and tis most true,
Two of one trade neer love: no more do you.
Why are you sharp gainst that you once professed?

Bell. Why dote you on that, which you did once detest?
I cannot, seeing shes woven of such bad stuff,
Set colours on a harlot base enough.
Nothing did make me, when I loved them best,
To loathe them more than this: when in the street
A fair young modest damsel I did meet,
She seemed to all a dove, when I passed by,
And I to all a raven: every eye
That followed her went with a bashful glance,
At me each bold and jeering countenance
Darted forth scorn; to her as if she had been
Some tower unvanquished, would they vail,
Gainst me swoln rumour hoisted every sail.
She, crowned with reverend praises, passed by them,
I, though with face masked, could not scape the hem,
For, as if Heaven had set strange marks on whores,
Because they should be pointing stocks to man,
Drest up in civilest shape, a courtesan  
Let her walk saint-like, noteless, and unknown,
Yet shes betrayed by some trick of her own.
Were harlots therefore wise, theyd be sold dear:
For men account them good but for one year,
And then like almanacs whose dates are gone,
They are thrown by, and no more looked upon.
Wholl therefore backward fall, who will launch forth
In seas so foul, for ventures no more worth?
Lusts voyage hath, if not this course, this cross,
Buy neer so cheap, your ware comes home with loss.
What, shall I sound retreat? the battles done:
Let the world judge which of us two have won.

Hip. I!

Bell. You? nay then as cowards do in fight,
What by blows cannot, shall be saved by flight. [Exit.

Hip. Fly to earths fixèd centre: to the caves
Of everlasting horror, Ill pursue thee,
Though loaden with sins, even to hells brazen doors.
Thus wisest men turn fools, doting on whores. [Exit.


SCENE II.  An Apartment in the Dukes Palace.
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ENTER THE DUKE, Lodovico, and Orlando, disguised as a Serving-man; after them Infelice, Carolo, Astolfo, Beraldo, and Fontinell.

Orl. I beseech your grace, though your eye be so piercing as under a poor blue coat to cull out an honest father from an old serving-man, yet, good my lord, discover not the plot to any, but only this gentleman that is now to be an actor in our ensuing comedy.

Duke. Thou hast thy wish, Orlando, pass unknown,
Sforza shall only go along with thee,
To see that warrant served upon thy son.

Lod. To attach him upon felony, for two pedlars: ist not so?

Orl. Right, my noble knight: those pedlars were two knaves of mine; he fleeced the men before, and now he purposes to flay the master. He will rob me; his teeth water to be nibbling at my gold, but this shall hang him by th gills, till I pull him on shore.

Duke. Away: ply you the business.

Orl. Thanks to your grace: but, my good lord, for my daughter  

Duke. You know what I have said.

Orl. And remember what I have sworn. Shes more honest, on my soul, than one of the Turks wenches, watched by a hundred eunuchs.

Lod. So she had need, for the Turks make them whores.

Orl. Hes a Turk that makes any woman a whore; hes no true Christian, Im sure. I commit your grace.

Duke. Infelice.



Inf. Here, sir.

Lod. Signor Friscobaldo.

Orl. Frisking again? Pacheco.

Lod. Uds so, Pacheco? well have some sport with this warrant: tis to apprehend all suspected persons in the house. Besides, theres one Bots a pander, and one Madam Horseleech a bawd, that have abused my friend; those two conies will we ferret into the purse-net.

Orl. Let me alone for dabbing them oth neck: come, come.

Lod. Do ye hear, gallants? meet me anon at Matheos.

Car., Ast., &c. Enough. [Exeunt Lodovico and Orlando.

Duke. Th old fellow sings that note thou didst before
Only his tunes are, that she is no whore,
But that she sent his letters and his gifts,
Out of a noble triumph oer his lust,
To show she trampled his assaults in dust.

Inf. Tis a good honest servant, that old man.

Duke. I doubt no less.

Inf. And it may be my husband,
Because when once this woman was unmasked,
He levelled all her thoughts, and made them fit,
Now hed mar all again, to try his wit.

Duke. It may be so too, for to turn a harlot
Honest, it must be by strong antidotes;
Tis rare, as to see panthers change their spots.
And when shes once a star fixed and shines bright,
Though twere impiety then to dim her light,
Because we see such tapers seldom burn,
Yet tis the pride and glory of some men,
To change her to a blazing star again,
And it may be, Hippolito does no more.
It cannot be but youre acquainted all
With that same madness of our son-in law,
That dotes so on a courtesan.



All. Yes, my lord.

Car. All the city thinks hes a whoremonger.

Ast. Yet I warrant hell swear no man marks him.

Ber. Tis like so, for when a man goes a wenching, it is as if he had a strong stinking breath, every one smells him out, yet he feels it not, though it be ranker than the sweat of sixteen bear warders.

Duke. I doubt then you have all those stinking breaths,
You might be all smelt out.

Car. Troth, my lord, I think we are all as you ha been in your youth when you went a-maying, we all love to hear the cuckoo sing upon other mens trees.

Duke. Its well; yet you confess. But, girl, thy bed
Shall not be parted with a courtesan.
Tis strange,
No frown of mine, no frown of the poor lady,
My abused child, his wife, no care of fame,
Of honour, heaven, or hell, no not that name
Of common strumpet, can affright, or woo him
To abandon her; the harlot does undo him;
She has bewitched him, robbed him of his shape,
Turned him into a beast, his reasons lost;
You see he looks wild, does he not?

Car. I ha noted new moons
Ins face, my lord, all full of change.

Duke. Hes no more like unto Hippolito,
Than dead men are to living  never sleeps,
Or if he do, its dreams: and in those dreams
His arms work, and then cries, Sweet  whats her name,
Whats the drabs name?

Ast. In troth, my lord, I know not,
I know no drabs, not I.

Duke. Oh, Bellafront!  
And, catching her fast, cries, My Bellafront!

Car. A drench thats able to kill a horse, cannot kill this disease of smock smelling, my lord, if it have once eaten deep.



Duke. Ill try all physic, and this medicine first:
I have directed warrants strong and peremptory
To purge our city Milan, and to cure
The outward parts, the suburbs, for the attaching
Of all those women, who like gold want weight,
Cities, like ships, should have no idle freight.

Car. No, my lord, and light wenches are no idle freight; but whats your graces reach in this?

Duke. This, Carolo. If she whom my son doats on,
Be in that muster-book enrolled, hell shame
Ever tapproach one of such noted name.

Car. But say she be not?

Duke. Yet on harlots heads
New laws shall fall so heavy, and such blows shall
Give to those that haunt them, that Hippolito
If not for fear of law, for love to her,
If he love truly, shall her bed forbear.

Car. Attach all the light heels ith city, and clap em up? why, my lord, you dive into a well unsearchable: all the whores within the walls, and without the walls? I would not be he should meddle with them for ten such dukedoms; the army that you speak on is able to fill all the prisons within this city, and to leave not a drinking room in any tavern besides.

Duke. Those only shall be caught that are of note;
Harlots in each street flow:
The fish being thus ith net, ourself will sit,
And with eye most severe dispose of it.
Come, girl. [Exeunt Duke and Infelice.

Car. Arraign the poor whores!

Ast. Ill not miss that sessions.

Font. Nor I.

Ber. Nor I, though I hold up my hand there myself. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  A Room in Matheos House.
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ENTER MATHEO, LODOVICO, and Orlando disguised as a Serving-man.

Mat. Let who will come, my noble chevalier, I can but play the kind host, and bid em welcome.

Lod. Well trouble your house, Matheo, but as Dutchmen do in taverns, drink, be merry, and be gone.

Orl. Indeed, if you be right Dutchmen, if you fall to drinking, you must be gone.

Mat. The worst is, my wife is not at home; but well fly high, my generous knight, for all that: theres no music when a woman is in the concert.

Orl. No; for shes like a pair of virginals,
Always with jacks at her tail.

Enter Astolfo, Carolo, Beraldo and Fontinell.

Lod. See, the covey is sprung.

Ast., Car., &c. Save you, gallants.

Mat. Happily encountered, sweet bloods.

Lod. Gentlemen, you all know Signor Candido, the linen-draper, he thats more patient than a brown baker, upon the day when he heats his oven, and has forty scolds about him.

Ast., Car., &c. Yes, we know him all, what of him?

Lod. Would it not be a good fit of mirth, to make a piece of English cloth of him, and to stretch him on the tenters, till the threads of his own natural humour crack, by making him drink healths, tobacco, dance, sing bawdy songs, or to run any bias according as we think good to cast him?

Car. Twere a morris-dance worth the seeing.

Ast. But the old fox is so crafty, we shall hardly hunt him out of his den.

Mat. To that train I ha given fire already; and the hook to draw him hither, is to see certain pieces of lawn, which I told him I have to sell, and indeed have such; fetch them down, Pacheco.

Orl. Yes, sir, Im your water-spaniel, and will fetch any thing  but Ill fetch one dish of meat anon shall turn your stomach, and thats a constable. [Aside and exit.

Enter Bots ushering in Mistress Horseleech.

Ast., Ber., Fon. How now? how now?

Car. What gally-foist is this?

Lod. Peace, two dishes of stewed prunes, a bawd and a pander. My worthy lieutenant Bots; why, now I see thourt a man of thy word, welcome.  Welcome Mistress Horseleech: pray, gentlemen, salute this reverend matron.

Mis. H. Thanks to all your worships.

Lod. I bade a drawer send in wine, too: did none come along with thee, grannam, but the lieutenant?

Mis. H. None came along with me but Bots, if it like your worship.

Bots. Who the pox should come along with you but Bots.

Enter two Vintners with wine.

Ast., Car., &c. Oh brave! march fair.

Lod. Are you come? thats well.

Mat. Heres ordnance able to sack a city.

Lod. Come, repeat, read this inventory.

1st Vint. Imprimis, a pottle of Greek wine, a pottle of Peter-sameene, a pottle of Charnico, and a pottle of Leatica.

Lod. Youre paid?

2nd Vint. Yes, Sir. [Exeunt Vintners.

Mat. So shall some of us be anon, I fear.



Bots. Heres a hot day towards: but zounds, this is the life out of which a soldier sucks sweetness! when this artillery goes off roundly, some must drop to the ground: cannon, demi-cannon, saker, and basilisk.

Lod. Give fire, lieutenant.

Bots. So, so: Must I venture first upon the breach? to you all, gallants: Bots sets upon you all. [Drinks.

Ast., Car., &c. Its hard, Bots, if we pepper not you, as well as you pepper us.

Enter Candido.

Lod. My noble linen-draper!  some wine!  Welcome old lad!

Mat. Youre welcome, signor.

Cand. These lawns, sir?

Mat. Presently; my man is gone for them: we ha rigged a fleet, you see here, to sail about the world.

Cand. A dangerous voyage, sailing in such ships.

Bots. Theres no casting over board yet.

Lod. Because you are an old lady, I will have you be acquainted with this grave citizen, pray bestow your lips upon him, and bid him welcome.

Mis. H. Any citizen shall be most welcome to me:  I have used to buy ware at your shop.

Cand. It may be so, good madam.

Mis. H. Your prentices know my dealings well; I trust your good wife be in good case: if it please you, bear her a token from my lips, by word of mouth. [Kisses him.

Cand. I pray no more; forsooth, tis very well,
Indeed I love no sweetmeats:  Shas a breath
Stinks worse than fifty polecats. [Aside.] Sir, a word,
Is she a lady?

Lod. A woman of a good house, and an ancient, shes a bawd.



Cand. A bawd? Sir, Ill steal hence, and see your lawns
Some other time.

Mat. Steal out of such company? Pacheco, my man is but gone for em: Lieutenant Bots, drink to this worthy old fellow, and teach him to fly high.

Lod., Ast., &c. Swagger: and make him dot on his knees.

Cand. How, Bots? now bless me, what do I with Bots?
No wine in sooth, no wine, good Master Bots.

Bots. Gray-beard, goats pizzle: tis a health, have this in your guts, or this, there [Touching his sword.] I will sing a bawdy song, sir, because your verjuice face is melancholy, to make liquor go down glib. Will you fall on your marrowbones, and pledge this health? Tis to my mistress, a whore.

Cand. Heres ratsbane upon ratsbane, Master Bots;
I pray, sir, pardon me: you are a soldier,
Press me not to this service, I am old,
And shoot not in such pot-guns.

Bots. Cap. Ill teach you.

Cand. To drink healths, is to drink sickness  gentlemen.
Pray rescue me.

Bots. Zounds, who dare?

Lod., Ast., &c. We shall ha stabbing then?

Cand. I ha reckonings to cast up, good Master Bots.

Bots. This will make you cast em up better.

Lod. Why does your hand shake so?

Cand. The palsy, signor, danceth in my blood.

Bots. Pipe with a pox, sir, then, or Ill make your blood dance  

Cand. Hold, hold, good Master Bots, I drink. [Kneels.

Ast., Lod., &c. To whom?

Cand. To the old countess there. [Drinks.



Mis. H. To me, old boy? this is he that never drunk wine! Once again tot.

Cand. With much ado the poison is got down,
Though I can scarce get up; never before
Drank I a whores health, nor will never more.

Re-enter Orlando with lawns.

Mat. Hast been at gallows?

Orl. Yes, sir, for I make account to suffer to day.

Mat. Look, signor; heres the commodity.

Cand. Your price?

Mat. Thus.

Cand. No: too dear: thus.

Mat. No: O fie, you must fly higher: yet take em home, trifles shall not make us quarrel, well agree, you shall have them, and a pennyworth; Ill fetch money at your shop.

Cand. Be it so, good signor, send me going.

Mat. Going? a deep bowl of wine for Signor Candido.

Orl. He would be going.

Cand. Ill rather stay than go so: stop your bowl.

Enter Constable and Billmen.

Lod. How now?

Bots. Ist Shrove-Tuesday, that these ghosts walk?

Mat. Whats your business, sir?

Const. From the duke: you are the man we look for, signor. I have warrant here from the duke, to apprehend you upon felony for robbing two pedlars: I charge you ith dukes name go quickly.

Mat. Is the wind turned? Well: this is that old wolf, my father-in-law:  seek out your mistress, sirrah.



Orl. Yes, Sir,  as shafts by piecing are made strong,
So shall thy life be straightened by this wrong. [Aside and exit.

Lod., Ast., &c. In troth, we are sorry.

Mat. Brave men must be crossed; pish, its but fortunes dice roving against me. Come, sir, pray use me like a gentleman; let me not be carried through the streets like a pageant.

Const. If these gentlemen please, you shall go along with them.

Lod., Ast., &c. Bet so: come.

Const. What are you, sir?

Bots. I, sir? sometimes a figure, sometimes a cipher, as the State has occasion to cast up her accounts: Im a soldier.

Const. Your name is Bots, ist not?

Bots. Bots is my name; Bots is known to this company.

Const. I know you are, sir: whats she?

Bots. A gentlewoman, my mother.

Const. Take em both along.

Bots. Me, sir?

Billmen. Ay, sir!

Const. If he swagger, raise the street.

Bots. Gentlemen, gentlemen, whither will you drag us?

Lod. To the garden house. Bots, are we even with you?

Const. To Bridewell with em.

Bots. You will answer this.

Const. Better than a challenge. Ive warrant for my work, sir.

Lod. Well go before.

Const. Pray do.  



[Exeunt Matheo with Lodovico, Astolfo, Carolo, Beraldo, and Fontinell; Bots and Mistress Horseleech, with Billmen.

Who, Signor Candido? a citizen
Of your degree consorted thus, and revelling
In such a house?

Cand. Why, sir? what house, I pray?

Const. Lewd, and defamed.

Cand. Ist so? thanks, sir: Im gone.

Const. What have you there?

Cand. Lawns which I bought, sir, of the gentleman that keeps the house.

Const. And I have warrant here,
To search for such stoln ware: these lawns are stoln.

Cand. Indeed!

Const. So hes the thief, you the receiver:
Im sorry for this chance, I must commit you.

Cand. Me, sir, for what?

Const. These goods are found upon you,
And you must answert.

Cand. Must I so?

Const. Most certain.

Cand. Ill send for bail.

Const. I dare not: yet because
You are a citizen of worth, you shall not
Be made a pointing stock, but without guard,
Pass only with myself.

Cand. To Bridewell too?

Const. No remedy.

Cand. Yes, patience: being not mad,
They had me once to Bedlam, now Im drawn
To Bridewell, loving no whores.

Const. You will buy lawn! [Exeunt.








ACT THE FIFTH.


SCENE I.  A Street.

[image: img30.jpg]

ENTER AT ONE side Hippolito; at the other, Lodovico, Astolfo, Carolo, Beraldo and Fontinell.



Lod. Yonders the Lord Hippolito; by any means leave him and me together; now will I turn him to a madman.

Ast., Car., &c. Save you my lord.

[Exeunt all except Hippolito and Lodovico.

Lod. I ha strange news to tell you.

Hip. What are they?

Lod. Your mares ith pound.

Hip. Hows this?

Lod. Your nightingale is in a limebush.

Hip. Ha?

Lod. Your puritanical honest whore sits in a blue gown.

Hip. Blue gown!

Lod. Shell chalk out your way to her now: she beats chalk.

Hip. Where? who dares?  

Lod. Do you know the brick-house of castigation, by the river side that runs by Milan,  the school where they pronounce no letter well but O?



Hip. I know it not.

Lod. Any man that has borne office of constable, or any woman that has fallen from a horse-load to a cart-load, or like an old hen that has had none but rotten eggs in her nest, can direct you to her: there you shall see your punk amongst her back-friends.

There you may have her at your will,
For there she beats chalk, or grinds in the mill
With a whip deedle, deedle, deedle, deedle;
Ah little monkey.

Hip. What rogue durst serve that warrant, knowing I loved her?

Lod. Some worshipful rascal, I lay my life.

Hip. Ill beat the lodgings down about their ears
That are her keepers.

Lod. So you may bring an old house over her head.

Hip. Ill to her  
Ill to her, stood armed fiends to guard the doors. [Exit.

Lod. Oh me! what monsters are men made by whores!
If this false fire do kindle him, theres one faggot
More to the bonfire. Now to my Bridewell birds;
What song will they sing? [Exit.


SCENE II.  An Apartment in Bridewell.
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ENTER DUKE, INFELICE, Carolo, Astolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell, and several Masters of Bridewell.

Duke. Your Bridewell? that the name? for beauty, strength,
Capacity and form of ancient building,
Besides the rivers neighbourhood, few houses
Wherein we keep our court can better it.

1st Mast. Hither from foreign courts have princes come,
And with our duke did acts of State commence,
Here that great cardinal had first audience,
The grave Campayne; that duke dead, his son
That famous prince gave free possession
Of this, his palace, to the citizens,
To be the poor mans ware-house; and endowed it
With lands to the value of seven hundred marks,
With all the bedding and the furniture, once proper,
As the lands then were, to an hospital
Belonging to a Duke of Savoy. Thus
Fortune can toss the world; a princes court
Is thus a prison now.

Duke. Tis Fortunes sport:
These changes common are: the wheel of fate
Turns kingdoms up, till they fall desolate.
But how are these seven hundred marks by th year
Employed in this your work-house?

1st Mast. War and peace
Feed both upon those lands: when the iron doors
Of war burst open, from this house are sent
Men furnished in all martial complement.
The moon hath thorough her bow scarce drawn to th head,
Like to twelve silver arrows, all the months,
Since sixteen hundred soldiers went abroad.
Here providence and charity play such parts,
The house is like a very school of arts,
For when our soldiers, like ships driven from sea,
With ribs all broken, and with tattered sides,
Cast anchor here again, their ragged backs
How often do we cover! that, like men,
They may be sent to their own homes again.
All here are but one swarm of bees, and strive
To bring with wearied thighs honey to the hive.
The sturdy beggar, and the lazy loon,
Gets here hard hands, or laced correction.
The vagabond grows staid, and learns tobey,
The drone is beaten well, and sent away.
As other prisons are, some for the thief,
Some, by which undone credit gets relief
From bridled debtors; others for the poor,
So this is for the bawd, the rogue, the whore.

Car. An excellent team of horse!

1st Mast. Nor is it seen
That the whip draws blood here, to cool the spleen
Of any rugged bencher; nor does offence
Feel smart on spiteful, or rash evidence:
But pregnant testimony forth must stand,
Ere justice leave them in the beadles hand,
As iron, on the anvil are they laid,
Not to take blows alone, but to be made
And fashioned to some charitable use.

Duke. Thus wholsomst laws spring from the worst abuse.

Enter Orlando, disguised as a Serving-man, and Bellafront.

Bell. Let mercy touch your heart-strings, gracious lord,
That it may sound like music in the ear
Of a man desperate, being ith hands of law.

Duke. His name?

Bell. Matheo.

Duke. For a robbery? where is he?



Bell. In this house. [Exeunt Bellafront and 2nd Master.

Duke. Fetch you him hither  Is
this the party?

Orl. This is the hen, my lord, that the cock with the lordly comb, your son-in-law, would crow over, and tread.

Duke. Are your two servants ready?

Orl. My two pedlars are packed together, my good lord.

Duke. Tis well: this day in judgment shall be spent:
Vice, like a wound lanced, mends by punishment.

Inf. Let me be gone, my lord, or stand unseen;
Tis rare when a judge strikes, and that none die,
And tis unfit then women should be by.

1st Mast. Well place you, lady, in some private room.

Inf. Pray do so. [Exit with 1st Master, who returns alone.

Orl. Thus nice dames swear, it is unfit their eyes
Should view men carved up for anatomies,
Yet theyll see all, so they may stand unseen;
Many women sure will sin behind a screen.

Enter Lodovico.

Lod. Your son, the Lord Hippolito, is entered.

Duke. Tell him we wish his presence. A word, Sforza;
On what wings flew he hither?

Lod. These  I told him his lark whom he loved, was a Bridewell-bird; hes mad that this cage should hold her, and is come to let her out.

Duke. Tis excellent: away, go call him hither. [Exit Lodovico.



Re-enter on one side 2nd Master and Bellafront with Matheo, and Constable; on the other, Lodovico with Hippolito. Orlando goes out, and returns with two of his Servants disguised as Pedlars.

Duke. You are to us a stranger, worthy lord,
Tis strange to see you here.

Hip. It is most fit,
That where the sun goes, atomies follow it.

Duke. Atomies neither shape, nor honour bear:
Be you yourself, a sunbeam to shine clear.  
Is this the gentleman? Stand forth and hear
Your accusation.

Mat. Ill hear none: I fly high in that: rather than kites shall seize upon me, and pick out mine eyes to my face, Ill strike my talons through mine own heart first, and spit my blood in theirs. I am here for shriving those two fools of their sinful pack: when those jackdaws have cawed over me, then must I cry guilty, or not guilty; the law has work enough already and therefore Ill put no work of mine into his hands; the hangman shall hat first; I did pluck those ganders, did rob them.

Duke. Tis well done to confess.

Mat. Confess and be hanged, and then I fly high, ist not so? That for that; a gallows is the worst rub that a good bowler can meet with; I stumbled against such a post, else this night I had played the part of a true son in these days, undone my father-in-law; with him would I ha run at leap-frog, and come over his gold, though I had broke his neck fort: but the poor salmon-trout is now in the net.

Hip. And now the law must teach you to fly high.

Mat. Right, my lord, and then may you fly low; no more words:  a mouse, mum, you are stopped.

Bell. Be good to my poor husband, dear my lords.

Mat. Ass!
Why shouldst thou pray them to be good to me,
When no man here is good to one another?

Duke. Did any hand work in this theft but yours?

Mat. O, yes, my lord, yes:  the hangman has never one son at a birth, his children always come by couples: though I cannot give the old dog, my father, a bone to gnaw, the daughter shall be sure of a choke-pear. Yes, my lord, there was one more that fiddled my fine pedlars, and that was my wife.

Bell. Alas, I?

Orl. O everlasting, supernatural superlative villain! [Aside.

Duke, Lod., &c. Your wife, Matheo?

Hip. Sure it cannot be.

Mat. Oh, sir, you love no quarters of mutton that hang up, you love none but whole mutton. She set the robbery, I performed it; she spurred me on, I galloped away.

Orl. My lords,  

Bell. My lords,  fellow, give me speech,  if my poor life
May ransom thine, I yield it to the law,
Thou hurtst thy soul, yet wipst off no offence,
By casting blots upon my innocence:
Let not these spare me, but tell truth: no, see
Who slips his neck out of the misery,
Though not out of the mischief: let thy servant
That shared in this base act, accuse me here,
Why should my husband perish, he go clear?

Orl. A good child, hang thine own father! [Aside.

Duke. Old fellow, was thy hand in too?

Orl. My hand was in the pie, my lord, I confess it: my mistress, I see, will bring me to the gallows, and so leave me; but Ill not leave her so: I had rather hang in a womans company, than in a mans; because if we should go to hell together, I should scarce be letten in, for all the devils are afraid to have any women come amongst them. As I am true thief, she neither consented to this felony, nor knew of it.

Duke. What fury prompts thee on to kill thy wife?

Mat. It is my humour, sir, tis a foolish bag-pipe that I make myself merry with: why should I eat hemp-seed at the hangmans thirteen-pence halfpenny ordinary, and have this whore laugh at me, as I swing, as I totter?

Duke. Is she a whore?

Mat. A six-penny mutton pasty, for any to cut up.

Orl. Ah, toad, toad, toad.

Mat. A barbers cittern for every serving-man to play upon; that lord, your son, knows it.

Hip. I, sir? Am I her bawd then?

Mat. No, sir, but shes your whore then.

Orl. Yea, spider; dost catch at great flies? [Aside.

Hip. My whore?

Mat. I cannot talk, sir, and tell of your rems and your rees and your whirligigs and devices: but, my lord, I found em like sparrows in one nest, billing together, and bulling of me. I took em in bed, was ready to kill him, was up to stab her  

Hip. Close thy rank jaws:  pardon me, I am vexed;
Thou art a villain, a malicious devil,
Deep as the place where thou art lost, thou liest,
Since I am thus far got into this storm,
Ill through, and thou shall see Ill through untouched,
When thou shalt perish in it.

Re-enter Infelice.

Inf. Tis my cue,
To enter now.  Room! let my prize be played;
I ha lurked in clouds, yet heard what all have said;
What jury more can prove shas wronged my bed,
Than her own husband; she must be punishèd.
I challenge law, my lord; letters and gold,
And jewels from my lord that woman took.

Hip. Against that black-mouthed devil, against letters and gold,
And against a jealous wife, I do uphold
Thus far her reputation; I could sooner
Shake th Appenine, and crumble rocks to dust,
Than, though Joves shower rained down, tempt her to lust.

Bel. What shall I say?

Orl. [Throwing off his disguise.] Say thou art not a whore, and thats more than fifteen women amongst five hundred dare swear without lying: this shalt thou say  no, let me sayt for thee  thy husbands a knave, this lords an honest man; thou art no punk, this ladys a right lady. Pacheco is a thief as his master is, but old Orlando is as true a man as thy father is. I ha seen you fly high, sir, and I ha seen you fly low, sir, and to keep you from the gallows, sir, a blue coat have I worn, and a thief did I turn. Mine own men are the pedlars, my twenty pounds did fly high, sir, your wifes gown did fly low, sir: whither fly you now, sir? you ha scaped the gallows, to the devil you fly next, sir. Am I right, my liege?

Duke. Your father has the true physician played.

Mat. And I am now his patient.

Hip. And be so still;
Tis a good sign when our cheeks blush at ill.

Const. The linen-draper, Signor Candido,
He whom the city terms the patient man,
Is likewise here for buying of those lawns
The pedlars lost.

Inf. Alas, good Candido!

Duke. Fetch him [Exit Constable] and when these payments up are cast,
Weigh out your light gold, but lets have them last.



Enter Candido and Constable, who presently goes out.

Duke. In Bridewell, Candido?

Cand. Yes, my good lord.

Duke. What make you here?

Cand. My lord, what make you here?

Duke. Im here to save right, and to drive wrong hence.

Cand. And I to bear wrong here with patience.

Duke. You ha bought stoln goods.

Cand. So they do say, my lord,
Yet bought I them upon a gentlemans word,
And I imagine now, as I thought then,
That there be thieves, but no thieves, gentlemen.

Hip. Your credits cracked, being here.

Cand. No more than gold
Being cracked, which does his estimation hold.
I was in Bedlam once, but was I mad?
They made me pledge whores healths, but am I bad
Because Im with bad people?

Duke. Well, stand by;
If you take wrong, well cure the injury.

Re-enter Constable, after him Bots, then two Beadles, one with hemp, the other with a beetle.

Duke. Stay, stay, whats he? a prisoner?

Const. Yes, my lord.

Hip. He seems a soldier?

Bots. I am what I seem, sir, one of fortunes bastards, a soldier and a gentleman, and am brought in here with master constables band of billmen, because they face me down that I live, like those that keep bowling alleys, by the sins of the people, in being a squire of the body.

Hip. Oh, an apple-squire.

Bots. Yes, sir, that degree of scurvy squires; and that I am maintained by the best part that is commonly in a woman, by the worst players of those parts; but I am known to all this company.

Lod. My lord, tis true, we all know him, tis Lieutenant Bots.

Duke. Bots, and where ha you served, Bots?

Bots. In most of your hottest services in the Low-countries: at the Groyne I was wounded in this thigh, and halted upont, but tis now sound. In Cleveland I missed but little, having the bridge of my nose broken down with two great stones, as I was scaling a fort. I ha been tried, sir, too, in Gelderland, and scaped hardly there from being blown up at a breach: I was fired, and lay i th surgeons hands fort, till the fall of the leaf following.

Hip. All this may be, and yet you no soldier.

Bots. No soldier, sir? I hope these are services that your proudest commanders do venture upon, and never come off sometimes.

Duke. Well, sir, because you say you are a soldier,
Ill use you like a gentleman.  Make room there,
Plant him amongst you; we shall have anon
Strange hawks fly here before us: if none light
On you, you shall with freedom take your flight:
But if you prove a bird of baser wing,
Well use you like such birds, here you shall sing.

Bots. I wish to be tried at no other weapon.

Duke. Why, is he furnished with those implements?

1st Master. The pander is more dangerous to a State,
Than is the common thief; and though our laws
Lie heavier on the thief, yet that the pander
May know the hangmans ruff should fit him too,
Therefore hes set to beat hemp.

Duke. This does savour
Of justice; basest slaves to basest labour.
Now pray, set open hell, and let us see
The she-devils that are here.



Inf. Methinks this place
Should make een Lais honest.

1st Mast. Some it turns good,
But as some men, whose hands are once in blood,
Do in a pride spill more, so, some going hence,
Are, by being here, lost in more impudence.
Let it not to them, when they come, appear
That any one does as their judge sit here:
But that as gentlemen you come to see,
And then perhaps their tongues will walk more free.

Duke. Let them be marshalled in.  [Exeunt 1st and 2nd Masters, Constable, and Beadles.]  Be covered all, Fellows, now to make the scene more comical.

Car. Will not you be smelt out, Bots?

Bots. No, your bravest whores have the worse noses.

Re-enter 1st and 2nd Masters and Constable, then Dorothea Target, brave; after her two Beadles, the one with a wheel, the other with a blue gown.

Lod. Are not you a bride, forsooth?

Dor. Say ye?

Car. He would know if these be not your bridemen.

Dor. Vuh! yes, sir: and look ye, do you see? the bride-laces that I give at my wedding, will serve to tie rosemary to both your coffins when you come from hanging  Scab!

Orl. Fie, punk, fie, fie, fie!

Dor. Out, you stale, stinking head of garlic, foh, at my heels.

Orl. My heads cloven.

Hip. O, let the gentlewoman alone, shes going to shrift.

Ast. Nay, to do penance.

Car. Ay, ay, go, punk, go to the cross and be whipt.

Dor. Marry mew, marry muff, marry, hang you, goodman dog: whipt? do ye take me for a base spittle-whore? In troth, gentlemen, you wear the clothes of gentlemen, but you carry not the minds of gentlemen, to abuse a gentlewoman of my fashion.

Lod. Fashion? pox a your fashions! art not a whore?

Dor. Goodman slave.

Duke. O fie, abuse her not, let us two talk,
What might I call your name, pray?

Dor. Im not ashamed of my name, sir; my name is Mistress Doll Target, a Western gentlewoman.

Lod. Her target against any pike in Milan.

Duke. Why is this wheel borne after her?

1st Mast. She must spin.

Dor. A coarse thread it shall be, as all threads are.

Ast. If you spin, then youll earn money here too?

Dor. I had rather get half-a-crown abroad, than ten crowns here.

Orl. Abroad? I think so.

Inf. Dost thou not weep now thou art here?

Dor. Say ye? weep? yes, forsooth, as you did when you lost your maidenhead: do you not hear how I weep? [Sings.

Lod. Farewell, Doll.

Dor. Farewell, dog. [Exit.

Duke. Past shame: past penitence! Why is that blue gown?

1st Mast. Being stript out of her wanton loose attire,
That garment she puts on, base to the eye,
Only to clothe her in humility.

Duke. Are all the rest like this?

1st Mast. No, my good lord.
You see, this drab swells with a wanton rein,
The next that enters has a different strain.

Duke. Variety is good, lets see the rest. [Exeunt 1st and 2nd Masters and Constable.

Bots. Your grace sees Im sound yet, and no bullets hit me.

Duke. Come off so, and tis well.



Lod., Ast., &c. Heres the second mess.

Re-enter 1st and 2nd Masters and Constable, then Penelope Whorehound, dressed like a Citizens Wife; her two Beadles, one with a blue gown, another with chalk and a mallet.

Pen. I ha worn many a costly gown, but I was never thus guarded with blue coats, and beadles, and constables, and  

Car. Alas, fair mistress, spoil not thus your eyes.

Pen. Oh, sweet sir, I fear the spoiling of other places about me that are dearer than my eyes; if you be gentlemen, if you be men, or ever came of a woman, pity my case! stand to me, stick to me, good sir, you are an old man.

Orl. Hang not on me, I prithee, old trees bear no such fruit.

Pen. Will you bail me, gentlemen?

Lod. Bail thee? art in for debt?

Pen. No; God is my judge, sir, I am in for no debts; I paid my tailor for this gown, the last five shillings a-week that was behind, yesterday.

Duke. What is your name, I pray?

Pen. Penelope Whorehound, I come of the Whorehounds. How does Lieutenant Bots?

Lod., Ast., &c. Aha, Bots!

Bots. A very honest woman, as Im a soldier  a pox Bots ye.

Pen. I was never in this pickle before; and yet if I go amongst citizens wives, they jeer at me; if I go among the loose-bodied gowns, they cry a pox on me, because I go civilly attired, and swear their trade was a good trade, till such as I am took it out of their hands. Good Lieutenant Bots, speak to these captains to bail me.

1st Mast. Begging for bail still? you are a trim gossip;
Go give her the blue gown, set her to her chare.
Work huswife, for your bread, away.

Pen. Out, you dog!  a pox on you all!  women are born to curse thee  but I shall live to see twenty such flat-caps shaking dice for a penny-worth of pippins  out, you blue-eyed rogue. [Exit.

Lod., Ast., &c. Ha, ha, ha.

Duke. Even now she wept, and prayed; now does she curse?

1st Mast. Seeing me; if still sh had stayed, this had been worse.

Hip. Was she ever here before?

1st Mast. Five times at least,
And thus if men come to her, have her eyes
Wrung, and wept out her bail.

Lod., Ast., &c. Bots, you know her?

Bots. Is there any gentleman here, that knows not a whore, and is he a hair the worse for that?

Duke. Is she a city-dame, shes so attired?

1st Mast. No, my good lord, thats only but the veil
To her loose body, I have seen her here
In gayer masking suits, as several sauces
Give one dish several tastes, so change of habits
In whores is a bewitching art: to day
Shes all in colours to besot gallants, then
In modest black, to catch the citizen,
And this from their examinations drawn.
Now shall you see a monster both in shape
And nature quite from these, that sheds no tear,
Nor yet is nice, tis a plain ramping bear;
Many such whales are cast upon this shore.

Duke, Lod., &c. Lets see her.

1st Mast. Then behold a swaggering whore. [Exeunt 1st and 2nd Masters and Constable.

Orl. Keep your ground, Bots.

Bots. I do but traverse to spy advantage how to arm myself.



Re-enter 1st and 2nd Masters and Constable; after them a Beadle beating a basin, then Catherina Bountinall, with Mistress Horseleech; after them another Beadle with a blue head guarded with yellow.

Cat. Sirrah, when I cry hold your hands, hold, you rogue-catcher, hold:  Bawd, are the French chilblains in your heels, that you can come no faster? Are not you, bawd, a whores ancient, and must not I follow my colours?

Mis. H. O Mistress Catherine, you do me wrong to accuse me here as you do, before the right worshipful. I am known for a motherly, honest woman, and no bawd.

Cat. Marry foh, honest? burnt at fourteen, seven times whipt, five times carted, nine times ducked, searched by some hundred and fifty constables, and yet you are honest? Honest Mistress Horseleech, is this world a world to keep bawds and whores honest? How many times hast thou given gentlemen a quart of wine in a gallon pot? how many twelve-penny fees, nay two shillings fees, nay, when any ambassadors ha been here, how many half-crown fees hast thou taken? How many carriers hast thou bribed for country wenches? how often have I rinsed your lungs in aqua vitæ, and yet you are honest?

Duke. And what were you the whilst?

Cat. Marry hang you, master slave, who made you an examiner?

Lod. Well said! belike this devil spares no man.

Cat. What art thou, prithee? [To Bots.

Bots. Nay, what art thou, prithee?

Cat. A whore, art thou a thief?

Bots. A thief, no, I defy the calling; I am a soldier, have borne arms in the field, been in many a hot skirmish, yet come off sound.



Cat. Sound, with a pox to ye, ye abominable rogue! you a soldier? you in skirmishes? where? amongst pottle pots in a bawdy-house? Look, look here, you Madam Wormeaten, do you not know him?

Mis. H. Lieutenant Bots, where have ye been this many a day?

Bots. Old bawd, do not discredit me, seem not to know me.

Mis. H. Not to know ye, Master Bots? as long as I have breath, I cannot forget thy sweet face.

Duke. Why, do you know him? he says he is a soldier.

Cat. He a soldier? a pander, a dog that will lick up sixpence: do ye hear, you master swines-snout, how long ist since you held the door for me, and cried tot again, No body comes! ye rogue, you?

Lod., Ast., &c. Ha, ha, ha! youre smelt out again, Bots.

Bots. Pox ruin her nose fort! an I be not revenged for this  um, ye bitch!

Lod. Dye hear ye, madam? why does your ladyship swagger thus? youre very brave, methinks.

Cat. Not at your cost, master cods-head;
Is any man here blear-eyed to see me brave?

Ast. Yes, I am,
Because good clothes upon a whores back
Is like fair painting upon a rotten wall.

Cat. Marry muff master whoremaster, you come upon me with sentences.

Ber. By this light, has small sense fort.

Lod. O fie, fie, do not vex her! And yet methinks a creature of more scurvy conditions should not know what a good petticoat were.

Cat. Marry come out, youre so busy about my petticoat, youll creep up to my placket, an ye could but attain the honour: but an the outsides offend your rogueships, look othe lining, tis silk.

Duke. Ist silk tis lined with, then?



Cat. Silk? Ay, silk, master slave, you would be glad to wipe your nose with the skirt ont. This tis to come among a company of cods-heads that know not how to use a gentlewoman.

Duke. Tell her the duke is here.

1st Mast. Be modest, Kate, the duke is here.

Cat. If the devil were here, I care not: set forward, ye rogues, and give attendance according to your places! Let bawds and whores be sad, for Ill sing an the devil were a-dying. [Exit with Mistress Horseleech and Beadles.

Duke. Why before her does the basin ring?

1st Mast. It is an emblem of their revelling,
The whips we use let forth their wanton blood,
Making them calm; and more to calm their pride,
Instead of coaches they in carts do ride.
Will your grace see more of this bad ware?

Duke. No, shut up shop, well now break up the fair,
Yet ere we part  you, sir, that take upon ye
The name of soldier, that true name of worth,
Which, action, not vain boasting, best sets forth,
To let you know how far a soldiers name
Stands from your title, and to let you see,
Soldiers must not be wronged where princes be:
This be your sentence.

All. Defend yourself, Bots.

Duke. First, all the private sufferance that the house
Inflicts upon offenders, you, as the basest,
Shall undergo it double, after which
You shall be whipt, sir, round about the city,
Then banished from the land.

Bots. Beseech, your grace!

Duke. Away with him, see it done, panders and whores
Are city-plagues which being kept alive,
Nothing that looks like goodness ere can thrive.
Now good Orlando, what say you to your bad son-in-law?

Orl. Marry this, my lord, he is my son-in-law, and in law will I be his father: for if law can pepper him, he shall be so parboiled, that he shall stink no more i th nose of the common-wealth.

Bell. Be yet more kind and merciful, good father.

Orl. Dost thou beg for him, thou precious mans meat, thou? has he not beaten thee, kicked thee, trod on thee, and dost thou fawn on him like his spaniel? has he not pawned thee to thy petticoat, sold thee to thy smock, made ye leap at a crust, yet wouldst have me save him?

Bell. Oh yes, good sir, women shall learn of me,
To love their husbands in greatest misery;
Then show him pity, or you wreck myself.

Orl. Have ye eaten pigeons, that youre so kind-hearted to your mate? Nay, youre a couple of wild bears, Ill have ye both baited at one stake: but as for this knave, the gallows is thy due, and the gallows thou shall have, Ill have justice of the duke, the law shall have thy life  What, dost thou hold him? let go, his hand. If thou dost not forsake him, a fathers everlasting blessing fall upon both your heads! Away, go, kiss out of my sight, play thou the whore no more, nor thou the thief again; my house shall be thine, my meat shall be thine, and so shall my wine, but my money shall be mine, and yet when I die, so thou dost not fly high, take all;

Yet, good Matheo, mend.
Thus for joy weeps Orlando, and doth end.

Duke. Then hear, Matheo: all your woes are stayed
By your good father-in-law: all your ills
Are clear purged from you by his working pills.  
Come, Signor Candido, these green young wits,
We see by circumstance, this plot have laid,
Still to provoke thy patience, which they find
A wall of brass; no armours like the mind.
Thou hast taught the city patience, now our court
Shall be thy sphere, where from thy good report,
Rumours this truth unto the world shall sing,
A patient mans a pattern for a king. [Exeunt omnes.











The Pleasant Comedy of Old Fortunatus was first published in 1600, having been produced at Court on the Christmas before. The play as it stands is an amplification and a recast of an earlier play, The First Part of Fortunatus, which had been performed at Henslowes Theatre about four years previously. This had long been laid aside, when the idea seems to have occurred to Henslowe to revive it in fuller form, and Dekker was commissioned to write a second part, with the result that he recast the whole in one play instead, adding the episode of the sons of Fortunatus to the original version. So far, the whole play was taken from the same source, the old Volksbuch of Fortunatus, which, first published at Augsburg in 1509, was popular in various languages in the sixteenth century. An interesting account of this legend and of its connection with the play, is given in Professor Herfords Studies in the Literary Relations of England and Germany in the Sixteenth Century, from which the present note on the play is largely drawn. When Dekker had completed his recast of the play, it was immediately ordered for performance at Court, and further scenes, in this case altogether extraneous to the original story  those, namely, in which Virtue and Vice are introduced as rivals to Fortune  were added with a special view to this end. Otherwise the play is pretty faithful to the story, even in its absurdities. It is worth mention that Hans Sachs had already dramatized the subject in 1553, which may have had something to do indirectly with the production of the first English version.

In the original quarto of 1600, Old Fortunatus is not divided into acts and scenes, and the division is here attempted for the first time. It has been necessary also in some instances to supply stage directions.


THE PROLOGUE AT COURT.

[image: img30.jpg]

ENTER TWO OLD Men.

1st O. Man. Are you then travelling to the temple of Eliza?

2nd O. Man. Even to her temple are my feeble limbs travelling. Some call her Pandora: some Gloriana, some Cynthia: some Delphœbe, some Astræa: all by several names to express several loves: yet all those names make but one celestial body, as all those loves meet to create but one soul.

1st O. Man. I am one of her own country, and we adore her by the name of Eliza.

2nd O. Man. Blessed name, happy country: your Eliza makes your land Elysium: but what do you offer?

1st O. Man. That which all true subjects should: when I was young, an armed hand; now I am crooked, an upright heart: but what offer you?

2nd O. Man. That which all strangers do: two eyes struck blind with admiration: two lips proud to sound her glory: two hands held up full of prayers and praises: what not, that may express love? what not, that may make her beloved?

1st O. Man. How long ist since you last beheld her?

2nd O. Man. A just year: yet that year hath seemed to me but one day, because her glory hath been my hourly contemplation, and yet that year hath seemed to me more than twice seven years, because so long I have been absent from her. Come therefore, good father, lets go faster, lest we come too late: for see, the tapers of the night are already lighted, and stand brightly burning in their starry candle-sticks: see how gloriously the moon shines upon us. [Both kneel.



1st O. Man. Peace, fool: tremble, and kneel: the moon sayst thou?
Our eyes are dazzled by Elizas beams,
See (if at least thou dare see) where she sits:
This is the great Pantheon of our goddess,
And all those faces which thine eyes thought stars,
Are nymphs attending on her deity.
Prithee begin, for I want power to speak.

2nd O. Man. No, no, speak thou, I want words to begin. [Weeps.

1st O. Man. Alack, what shall I do? comst thou with me,
And weepst now thou beholdst this majesty?

2nd O. Man. Great landlady of hearts, pardon me.

1st O. Man. Blame not mine eyes, good father, in these tears.

2nd O. Man. My pure love shines, as thine doth in thy fears:
I weep for joy to see so many heads
Of prudent ladies, clothed in the livery
Of silver-handed age, for serving you,
Whilst in your eyes youths glory doth renew:
I weep for joy to see the sun look old,
To see the moon mad at her often change,
To see the stars only by night to shine,
Whilst you are still bright, still one, still divine:
I weep for joy to see the world decay,
Yet see Eliza flourishing like May:
O pardon me your pilgrim, I have measured
Many a mile to find you: and have brought
Old Fortunatus and his family,
With other Cypriots, my poor countrymen,
To pay a whole years tribute: O vouchsafe,
Dread Queen of Fairies, with your gracious eyes,
Taccept theirs and our humble sacrifice.

1st O. Man. Now Ill beg for thee too: and yet I need not:
Her sacred hand hath evermore been known,
As soon held out to strangers as her own.

2nd O. Man. Thou dost encourage me: Ill fetch them in,
They have no princely gifts, we are all poor,
Our offerings are true hearts, who can wish more? [Exeunt.


PROLOGUE
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Of Loves sweet war our timorous Muse doth sing,
And to the bosom of each gentle dear,
Offers her artless tunes, borne on the wing
Of sacred poesy. A benumbing fear,
That your nice souls, cloyed with delicious sounds,
Will loath her lowly notes, makes her pull in
Her fainting pinions, and her spirit confounds,
Before the weak voice of her song begin.
Yet since within the circle of each eye,
Being like so many suns in his round sphere,
No wrinkle yet is seen, shell dare to fly,
Borne up with hopes, that as you oft do rear
With your fair hands, those who would else sink down,
So some will deign to smile, where all might frown:
And for this small circumference must stand,
For the imagined surface of much land,
Of many kingdoms, and since many a mile
Should here be measured out, our Muse entreats
Your thoughts to help poor art, and to allow
That I may serve as Chorus to her senses;
She begs your pardon, for shell send one forth,
Not when the laws of poesy do call,
But as the story needs; your gracious eye
Gives life to Fortunatus history. [Exit.


Match Me in London (1631)
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Dekker struggled financially for most of his working life and in 1612 he began a long and arduous seven-year prison sentence because of a £40 debt to playwright John Websters father. He was incarcerated in the Kings Bench Prison, which was notorious for being a debtors prison. He suffered greatly during his time there and was unable to write any plays, which gives credence to 1611 as the date of composition for Match Me in London. The play was performed that year by the Queen Annes Men at the Red Bull Theatre. In 1623, Henry Herbert, the Master of the Revels, referred to the play as old when he re-licensed it, while he also wrote that it had been previously licensed by George Buck, who had been the Master of the Revels from c. 1610 until 1622. It was entered in to the Stationers Register on 8 November 1630 and printed in quarto the following year.

Dekker dedicated the play to The Noble Lover, (and deservedly beloved) of the Muses, Lodowick Carlell, Esquire, Gentleman of the Bowes and the Groome of the King and Queenes Privy-Chamber. Carlell was a seventeenth century playwright, courtier and royal functionary, whose positions included being Keeper of the Great Forest at Richmond Park. He maintained his role as Keeper through the first two English Civil Wars and he remained loyal to the Royalist cause, continuing to serve the monarchy after the Restoration. 

Match Me in London is a tragicomedy set in the Spanish Court, where the King of Spain begins the play by ordering his servant to procure him a mistress. He is introduced to Tormiella, who has recently eloped with the shoemaker Cordolente, much to her fathers chagrin. The King forces Tormiella to go to Court with him to be his mistress, embroiling her in a dangerous conflict with the Queen. Meanwhile, Prince John plots to steal his brothers throne and the King conspires to execute his wife.
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The title page from the 1631 quarto
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Plan of London in the early seventeenth century, showing the locations of playhouses: the Red Bull, where this play was first performed, lies to the north-west of the City.
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Dekker was imprisoned in the Kings Bench Prison from 1612 to 1619


Dramatis Personæ
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KING OF SPAIN.
DON JOHN, Prince of Spain and brother to the King.
DON VALASCO, Father to the Queen.
LUKE GAZETTO, Lover of Tormiella.
ANDRADA MALEVENTO, Father to Tormiella.
CORDOLENTE, Husband of Tormiella.
ALPHONSO DE GRANADA,
IAGO, Courtiers.
MARTINES DE BARAMEDA,
Doctor.
BILBO CAVEARE, servant to Malevento, and after journeyman to Cordolente.
PACHECO, page to Prince John.
LAZARILLO, apprentice to Cordolente.

QUEEN OF SPAIN.
TORMIELLA.
LADY DILDOMAN, a Bawd.

A Coxcomb, two Friars, Gallants, Officers, Ladies and Gentlemen of the Court.


Dekkers Address to Lodowick Carlisle
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TO THE NOBLE Lover,

(and deservedly beloved) of the Muses,

LODOWICK CARLELL

Esquire, Gentleman of the Bowes, and Groom

Of the King and Queens Privy-Chamber.

That I am thus bold to sing a dramatic note in your ear, is no wonder, in regard you are a chorister in the choir of the Muses. Nor is it any over-daring in my to put a play-book into your hands, being a courtier. Roman poets did so to their emperors; the Spanish, now, to their grandees, the Italians to their Illustrissimoes, and our own nation to the great ones.

I have been a priest in Apollos temple many years. My voice is decaying with my age, yet yours being clear and above mine, shall much honour me if you but listen to my old tunes. Are they set ill? Pardon them. Well? Then receive them.

Glad will you make me, if by your means, the King of Spain speaks out language in the court of England; yet have you wrought as great a wonder; for the nine sacred sisters, by you, are there become courtiers and talk with sweet tongue, instructed by your Delian eloquence. You ahve a king to your master, a queen to your mistress and the Muses your playfellows. I to them a servant. And yet, what duty soever I owe them, some part will I borrow to wait upon you, and to rest

Ever,
So devoted,
Tho. Dekker.


Act One, Scene One
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Enter MALEVENTO.

MALEVENTO

Tormiella, daughter. Nor in this room. Peace [Clock strikes.
One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve.
The dawn of midnight, and the drunkards noon.
No honest souls up now, but vintners, midwives,
The nodding watch, and piteous constable.
Ha! Bilbo!
My street door open! Bilbo, Puskeena, Bilbo!
Bawds, panders, to a young whore.

Enter BILBO.

BILBO
Thieves, thieves, thieves! Where are they, master?

MALEVENTO
Where are they, Bilbo? What thief seest thou?

BILBO
That ill-favourd thief in your candle, sir. None else, not I.

MALEVENTO
Why didst thou cry thieves then?

BILBO
Because you cried whores. I knew a thief was always within a stones cast of a whore.

MALEVENTO
What makst thou up at midnight?

BILBO
I make them which are made every hour ithday; patches.

MALEVENTO
Slave, what art doing?

BILBO
That which few men can do; mending, sir.

MALEVENTO
What art mending?

BILBO
That which few men care to mend; a bad sole.

MALEVENTO
Look here. Come hither. Dost thou see whats this?

BILBO
I see tis our wicket, master.

MALEVENTO
Stop there and tell me: is Tomeilla forth?

BILBO
I heard Puskeena our kitchen-maid say she was going about a murder.

MALEVENTO
A murder! Of whom?

BILBO
Of certain skippers. She was fleeing herself.

MALEVENTO
She dwells not in her chamber, for my ghost,
Calld from his rest, from room to room has stalkd,
Yet met no Tormeilla.
Was not her sweet heart here tonight, Gazetto?

BILBO
Gazetto! No, sir, here was no Gazetto here.

MALEVENTO
Walk round the orchard. Holla for her there.

BILBO
So ho, ho, ho, ho! [Exit.

MALEVENTO
Shes certain with Gazetto.
Should he turn villain, train my poor child forth,
Though shes contracted to him, and rob her youth
Of that gem none can prize, because neer seen,
The virgins riches, chastity, and then,
When he has left her ugly to all eyes,
His own should loath her. Uds death! I would dray
An old mans nerves up into this arm,
And nail him to the bed.

Enter BILBO.

BILBO
So, ho, ho, ho! The conies use to feed most ithnight, sir,
Yet I cannot see my young mistress in our warren.

MALEVENTO
No!

BILBO
No, nor you neither, tis so dark.

MALEVENTO
Where should this foolish girl be? Tis past twelve.
Who has invited her forth to her quick ruin?

BILBO
My memory jogs me by the elbow, and tells me  

MALEVENTO
What, Bilbo? Out with all!

BILBO
A barber stood with her on Saturday night very late, when he had shavd all this customers, and as I think, came to trim her.

MALEVENTO
A barber! To trim her! Sawst thou the muskcod?

BILBO
A checkerd apron gentleman, I assure you. He smelt horrible strong of camphire, bay leaves and rose water, and he stood fiddling with Tormiella.

MALEVENTO
Ha?

BILBO
Fiddling at least half an hour on a cittern with a mans broken head at it, so that I think twas a barber-surgeon, and theres one Cinamomo, a shopkeeper, come hither a batfowling every moonshine night too.

MALEVENTO
Whats he? Cinamomo!

BILBO
I take him to be a comfitmaker with rotten teeth, for he never comes till the barbers gone.

MALEVENTO
A comfitmaker!

BILBO
Yes, sir, for he gave Tormiella a candied root once, and she swore twas the sweestest thing  

MALEVENTO
Dwells he here ithcity?

BILBO
He has a house ithcity, but I know not where he lives.

MALEVENTO
Shell follow her kind, turn monster. Get a light.

BILBO
My sconce is ready, sir.

MALEVENTO
Call at Gazettos lodging; ask how he dares
Make a harlot of my child. Slave, say no more.
Begone; beat boldly.

BILBO
Ill beat down the door and put him in mind of a Shrove Tuesday; the fatal day for doors to be broken open. [Exit.

MALEVENTO
For this night Im her porter. Oh, hapless creatures!
There is in woman a devil from her birth;
Of bad ones we have shoals, of good a dearth. [Exit.


Act One, Scene Two
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ENTER CORDOLENTE AND TORMIELLA.

CORDOLENTE
No more, my Tormiella. Night hath borne
Thy vows to heaven where they are filld by this,
Or, if thou spot it with foul perjury,
For ever to condemn thee.

TORMIELLA
Come, it shall not.
Here am I sphered forever. Thy fears, dear love,
Strike coldly on thy jeaous breast, I know
From that my fathers promise to Gazetto
That he should have me. Contract is there none,
For my heart loathd it. Is there left an oath
Fit for a maid to swear by?

CORDOLENTE
Good, sweet, give oer.
What need we bidning oaths being fast before
I dare the crabbedst Fate she cannot spin
A thread thus fine and rotten. How now, sad?

TORMIELLA
Pray heaven I be not missd at home, dear Cordolente.
Thou shalt to farther. Ill venture now myself.

CORDOLENTE
How, sweet? Venture alone?

TORMIELLA
Yes, yes, good rest.

CORDOLENTE
By that are lovers parted, seldom blessd.

Enter BILBO.

BILBO
Who goes there? If you be a woman, stand, for all the men I met tonight lie in the kennel.

TORMIELLA
My fathers man! I am betrayd.

CORDOLENTE
Fear nothing.

TORMIELLA
Bilbo!
Wither art thou running?

BILBO
Out of my wits and yet no churls executor. Tis not money makes me mad, but want of money.

TORMIELLA
Good, tell me whether art going?

BILBO
I am going to hell, thats to say, home, for my master plays the devil, and I come from seeking out a house of everlasting thunder, thats to say, a woman. I have been bouncing at Signior Gazettos chamber for you.

TORMIELLA
Ha!

BILBO
Youll he had when you come home.

TORMIELLA
I am undone forever!

CORDOLENTE
Thou art not. Peace.

BILBO
Signior Gazetto is horn-mad and leapd out of his bed, as if fleas had bit him, so that I think he comes running stark naked after me.

TORMIELLA
Oh me! What help, my dearest soul?

CORDOLENTE
To desperate wounds
Lets apply desperate cure. Darst thou fly hence?

TORMIELLA
Dare! Try me.

CORDOLENTE
Then farewell, Cordova.
Horses well forthwith hire and quick to Seville,
My birthplace. There thou shalt defy all storms.

TORMIELLA
Talk not, but do.

BILBO
She would have you do much but say little.

TORMIELLA
Bilbo, thou seest me not.

BILBO
No, no, away. Mum, I.

CORDOLENTE
To shut thy lips fast, here are locks of gold.

BILBO
I spy a light coming. Trudge this way.

TORMIELLA
You dally with fire. Haste, haste! Bilbo, farewell.

CORDOLENTE
O, star-crossd love!
To find way to whose heaven made wades through hell. [Exeunt. Manet BILBO.

Enter GAZETTO.

GAZETTO
What, ho, ho, ho. Whew!

BILBO
Another fire-drake! More salamanders! Here, sir.

GAZETTO
Bilbo! How now!
Is the dy-dapper above water yet?

BILBO
Signior Gazetto! Mine ears are no bigger than little pins heads with staring, my heels ache with trotting, my candle is come to an untimely end through a consumption, yet my young mistress, your sweetheart, like sweet breath amongst tobacco-drinkers, is not to be found.

GAZETTO
On; take my torch; apace. The nearst way home
Fluttering abroad by owl-light.

BILBO
Here, sir, turn down this lane. Shall I knock your torch, Signior?

GAZETTO
Prithee, do what thou wilt. The devil! Where is she?

BILBO
Had you knockd your torch well before Tormiella ware the post  and held it well up when it was lighted, she had never given you the slip, and ifaith, Signior, when is the day?

GAZETTO
The wedding, meanst thou, on Saint Lukes day next.
Tis mine own name thou knowst; but now I fear
Shes lost, and the day too.

BILBO
If she should drive you by foul weather into cuckolds heaven before Saint Lukes day comes, Signior Luco, how then?

GAZETTO
If she dares let her, I have her fathers promise,
Nay oath, that I shall have her.

BILBO
Here is my masters gate.

GAZETTO
Stay, shes at home sure now; Ill slip aside;
Knock thou, and if she answers, as tis likely,
Well try if still thold fencing be in use,
That faulty women never want excuse.

BILBO
They are made for the purpose to lie and colour.
Ill knock. [Knocks.

MALEVENTO
[Within.] Whos there?

BILBO
Tis I. Open the door.

MALEVENTO
What! To a common!

BILBO
What, common! You do me wrong, sir. Though I go in breeches, I am not the roaring girl you take me for.

MALEVENTO
Wert thou with Gazetto?

BILBO
Yes.

MALEVENTO
Was she with Gazetto?

BILBO
No.

MALEVENTO
Was Gazetto alone?

BILBO
No, sir. I was with him.

MALEVENTO
Fool, knew not he she was forth?

BILBO
Yes, when I told him.

GAZETTO
Signoir Malevento, open the door, pray.

Enter MALEVENTO.

MALEVENTO
Oh, Luke Gazetto!

GAZETTO
Not yet come home!

MALEVENTO
No, no.

GAZETTO
Not yet! Uds death!
When I shall take the villain does this wrong,
Had better stoln away a star from heaven.
No Spaniard sure does dare it.

BILBO
Tis some Englishman has stoln her, I hold my life, for most thieves and bravest cony-catcers are amongst them.

GAZETTO
All Cordova search ere morning; if not found
Ill ride to Seville. Ill mount my jennet, sir,
And take the way to Madrill.

MALEVENTO
Neer speak of Madrill.
The journey is for her too dangerous.
If Cordova hold her not, lets all to Seville.
Haste, haste, by break of day, Signior Gazetto,
Let us meet again.

GAZETTO
Agreed.

MALEVENTO
Well hunt her out. [Exit.

BILBO
But you know not when. Will you take your torch? [Exit.

GAZETTO
Keep it. A lustful maiden!
Hot Spanish vengeance follows thee, which flies
Like three-forkd lightning; whom it smites, he dies. [Exit.


Act One, Scene Three

[image: img34.jpg]

ENTER JOHN ALL unready, and PACHECO, his page

JOHN
Pacheco?

PACHECO
My lord?

JOHN
Ist so early? What aclock ist?

PACHECO
About the hour that soldiers go to bed, and catchpoles rise. Will your lordship be trussd up this morning?

JOHN
How dost mean? Go to hanging?

PACHECO
Hanging! Does your lordship take me for a crack-rope?

JOHN
No, but for a notable gallows. Too many lordships are trussd up every day, boy; some would give a thousand crowns to have em untid. But come, sir, tie up my lordship.

PACHECO
As fast as I can. Oh, my lord, and a man could tie friends to him as fast as I do these points, twere a brave world!

JOHN
So he does, for these are fast now, and loose at night.

PACHECO
Then they are like the love of a woman.

JOHN
What, boy! Do you know what the love of a woman is?

PACHECO
No, faith, my lord, nor your neither, nor any man else, I think.

JOHN
Yare a noble villain.

PACHECO
Would I were, then I should be rich.

JOHN
Well, get you gone. [Exit PACHECO.
Heres a brave file of noble Portugals
Have sworn to help me. Its hard trusting strangers;
Nay more, to give them footing in a land
Is easy; hard to remove them. Say they and I
Should send my brother king out of this world
And enthrone me, for thats the star I reach at;
I must have Spain mine, more than Portugal.
Say that the dons and grandees were mine own,
And that I had the keys of the court gates
Hang at my girdle, in my hand the crown;
Theres yet no lifting it up to my head
Without the people. I must ride that beast,
And best sit fast. Who walks not to his throne
Upon their heads and hands, goes but alone.
This dogfish must I catch then, the queens father.
Pedro Valasco. What if I got him!
Its but a shallow old fellow, and to build
On the greatst, wisest statesman in a design
Of this high daring is most dangerous.
We see the tops of tall trees, not their heart.
To find that sound or rotten, theres the art.

Enter IAGO.

How now, Iago?

IAGO
Good morrow to your lordship.
The king looks for you; you must come presently.

JOHN
Well, sir. Must come! So,
As I must come, so he ere long must go. [Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Four
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FLOURISH. ENTER KING, VALASCO, MARTINES, and ALPHONSO.

VALASCO
And broad awake!

KING
As is that eye of heaven.

VALASCO
It spake not, did it?

KING
No, but with broad eyes,
Glass and fiery stard upon me thus,
As black as is a soul new dippd in hell.
The tother was all white, a beard and hair
Snowy like Portugal, and methought his look
But had no arms.

VALASCO
No arms!

KING
No, just my height,
Now, and ere this it was shot up so high,
Methought I heard the head knock at a star
Clean through the ceiling.

VALASCO
Fancy, fancy.

KING
I saw it.

VALASCO
A mere deceptio visius.

KING
A vice, ass.
Yare an incredulous coxcomb; these saw it.

VALASCO
Well, they did, they did.

KING
I calld for help;
These enterd, found me dead with fear.

OMNES
Tis right, sir.

KING
Did not the spirits glide by thee?

MARTINES
Your grace must pardon me; I saw none.

KING
Sheart, do I lie? Do you brave me, you base peasant?

MARTINES
No, my lord, but I must guard my life against an emperor.

KING
One of my wives men, ist not? Ha!
What a pox fawns the cur for here! Away!
Her spy, sir, are you? [Exit MARTINES.

VALASCO
Sooth him up. Yare fools!
If the lion say the asss ears are horns,
The ass, if he be wise, will swear it, la sir.
These tall me they all saw it.

OMNES
Yes, my lord.

Enter IAGO.

KING
And yet I lie! A whoreson buzzard! Now, sir.

IAGO
Prince John is coming.

KING
When, sir?

IAGO
Instantly.

KING
Father, Ill tell you a tale. Upon a time
The lion, fox, and silly ass did jar,
Grew friends, and what they got, agreed to share.
A prey was taen, the bold ass did divide it
Into three equal parts; the lion spied it,
And scorning two such sharers, moody grew,
And pawing the ass, shook him as I shake you.

VALASCO
Not too hard, good my lord. Alas, I am crazd.

KING
And in rage tore him piecemeal. The ass thus dead,
The prey was by the fox distributed
Into three parts again, of which the lion
Had two for his share, and the fox but one.
The lion, smiling, of the fox would know
Where he had this wit; he the dead ass did show.

VALASCO
An excellent tale.

KING
Thou art that ass.

VALASCO
I!

KING
Thou.
You and the fox my brother cut my kingdom
Into what shares you list. I have no more
Then what you list to give.
You two broach war or peace; you plot, contrive;
You flea off the lions skin; you sell him alive,
But having torn the ass first limb from limb,
His death shall tell the fox Ill so serve him.

VALASCO
I do all this! Tis false! In Prince Johns face
Ill spit if he dares speak it. You might ride me
For a right ass indeed if I should kick
At you, undermine you, or blow you up.
In whom the hope of my posterity,
By marriage of my child, your wife, doth grow,
None but an ass would do it.

KING
If I know
Your little finger was but int, neither age,
Your place in court, and council, respect of honour,
Nor of my wife, your daughter, shall keep this head
Upon these shoulders.

Enter JOHN.

VALASCO
Take it. Now heres Prince John.

KING
How now, brother? Sick!

JOHN
Not very well.

KING
Our court
Is some enchanted tower, you come not near it.
Are you troubled with some pain ithhead?
Your night-cap shows you are.

JOHN
Yes, wonderously.
A kind of megrim, sir.

KING
I think to bind
Your temples with the crown of Spain would ease you.

JOHN
The crown of Spain! My temples!

KING
Nay, I but jest.
A kingdom would make any sick man well,
And, John, I would thou hadst one.

JOHN
[Aside.] It shall go hard, else.

VALASCO
The king, I thank him, says that you and I  

KING
What?

VALASCO
Cut you out, sir, in stakes. Ill not be silent,
And that I am an ass, and a fox you,
Have I any dealings with you?

JOHN
When I am to deal, sir,
A wiser man than you shall hold the cards.

VALASCO
Now, Im calld fool too.

KING
Sir, if you remember
Before he came, you buzzd into mine ear
Tunes that did sound but scurvily.

VALASCO
I buzz! What buzz?

KING
That he should sell me to the Portugal.

VALASCO
Wert thou as big as all the kings ithworld,
Tis false and I defy thee.

KING
Nay, sir, and more  

VALASCO
Out witht. No whispering.

KING
I shall blush to speak it.
Hark you, a pox upont. Cannot you sooth
His sullen lordship up. You see I do.
Flatter him; confess any thing.

VALASCO
A good jest!
I should confess to him I know not what,
And have my throat cut, but I know not why.

JOHN
Would your grace
Would license me a while to leave the court
To attend my health.

KING
Do.

JOHN
I take my leave, as for you, sir. [Exit.

KING
My lord, do you see this change ithmoon; sharp horns
Do threaten windy weather. Shall I rule you?
Send to him dead words; write to him your mind
And if your hearts be unsound, purge both; all humours
That are corrupt within you.

VALASCO
Ill never write, but to him in person. [Exit.

Enter LADY DILDOMAN.

KING
Pray, madam, rise. [She whispers him.

IAGO
Do you know this old fury?

ALPHONSO
No; what is she?

IAGO
Shes the kings nuthook, if report has not a blister on her tongue, hat when any filbred-tree is ripe, pulls down the bravest bows to his hand; a lady Pandress, and, as this years almanac says, has a private hot-house for his grace only to sweat in; her name the Lady Dildoman; the poor knight her husband is troubled with the city gout, lies ithCounter.

KING
Ill hang him that stirs int. The proudest falcon thats perchd up nearest the eagle, if he dare, make this his prey. How many years?

LADY DILDOMAN
Fifteen and upwards, if it please your grace.

KING
Some two-footed devil in our court
Would thrust you of of all. Enclosd! Or common!

LADY DILDOMAN
Tis yet enclosd, if it like your grace.

KING
Entaild!

LADY DILDOMAN
Newly entaild, as there tis to be seen in black and white.

KING
This case myself will handle. Fee no lawyer.
Ill stand for you, ha! Servants of mine turnd grinders
To oppress the weak! What slave ist? From my sight,
Lest my heavd hand swerve awry and innocence smite.

ALPHONSO
This bawd belike has her house pulld down. [Exeunt ALPHONSO and IAGO.

KING
So, come hither, nearer; where shines this star?

LADY DILDOMAN
Ithcity, brightly, sprightly, bravely; oh, tis a creature!

KING
Young?

LADY DILDOMAN
Delicate, piercing eye, enchanting voice, lip red and moist, skin soft and white; shes amorous, delicious, inciferous, tender, neat.

KING
Thou madst me newly married.

LADY DILDOMAN
New married; thats all the hole you can find in her coat; but so newly, the poesy of her wedding ring is scarce warm with the heat of her finger. Therefore, my lord, fasten this wagtail as soon as you can lime your bush, for women are Venice-glasses: one knock spoils em.

KING
How shall I get a sight of this rich diamond?

LADY DILDOMAN
I would have you first disguisd go along with me and buy some toy in her shop, and then if you like Danæ, fall into her lap like Jove; a net of goldsmiths work will pluck up more women at one draught than a fisherman does salmons at fifteen.

KING
Whats her husband?

LADY DILDOMAN
A flatcap, pish! If he storm, give him a court-loaf; stop his mouth with a monopoly.

KING
Thast fird me.

LADY DILDOMAN
You know where to quench you.

KING
Ill stead from court in some disguise presently.

LADY DILDOMAN
Stand on no ground, good your highness.

KING
Away, Ill follow thee; speak not of haste.
Thou tiest but wings to a swift gray hounds heel,
And addst to a running chariot a fifth wheel.
Thou now dost hinder me; away, away! [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene One
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A SHOP OPENED; enter BILBO and LAZARILLO.

BILBO
Lazarillo, art bound yet?

LAZARILLO
No, but my indentures are made.

BILBO
Make as much haste to seal, as younger brothers do at taking up of commodities; for, Lazarillo, theres not any Diego that threads upon Spanish leather goes more upright upon the soles of his conscience than out master does.

LAZARILLO
Troth, so I think, now I like my little smirking mistress as well.

BILBO
Like her; did not I like her simply, to run away from her father, where I had both men servants and maid servants under me, to wear a flat cap here and cry What do you lack?

Enter Gallants.

LAZARILLO
What ist you lack, gentlemen? Rich garters, spangled roses, silk stocking, embroidered gloves or girdles?

BILBO
Don, sweet don, see here rich Tuscan hatbands, Venetian ventoys, or barbarian shoe-strings  no point. [Exeunt Gallants.

LAZARELLO
Their powder is dankish and will not take fire.

BILBO
Reach that paper of gloves; what mark ist?

LAZARELLO
P and Q.

Enter MALEVENTO.

BILBO
P and Q. Chafe these, chafe, chafe. Heres a world to make shopkeepers chafe.

LAZARILLO
What ist you buy, sir? Gloves, garters, girdles?

BILBO
Lazarillo, Lazarillo, my old master, Andrada Malevento. Do you hear, sir? The best hangers in Spain for your worship.

MALEVENTO
Umh! I have known that voice, what! Run away! Why, how now, Bilbo? Grown a shopkeeper?

BILBO
Jogging on, sir, in the old path to be calld upon to bear all offices, I hope one day.

MALEVENTO
Tis well. Good fortunes bless you!

BILBO
Turnd citizen, sir, a counter you see still before me, to put me in mind of my end, and what I must go to, if I trust too many with my ware; it`s news to see your worship in Seville.

MALEVENTO
Tis true. But, Bilbo, no news yet of my daughter?

BILBO
None.

MALEVENTO
Not any?

BILBO
What will your worship give me if I melt way all that sow of lead that lies heavy at yoru heart, by telling you where she is?

MALEVENTO
Prithee, step forth. Speak softly. Thou warmst my blood. Ill give thee the best suit prentice eer wore.

BILBO
And I can tell you prentices are as gallant now as some that walk with my cousin Bilbo at their sides; you can scarce know em for prentices of Seville.

MALEVENTO
Fly to the mark, I prithee.

BILBO
Now I draw home. Do you see this shop? This shop is my masters.

MALEVENTO
So, so, what of all this?

BILBO
That master lies with my young mistress, and that mistress is your daughter.

MALEVENTO
Ha!

BILBO
Mum. Shes gone forth this morning to a wedding; hes above, but, as great men have done, hes coming down.

Enter CORDOLENTE.

MALEVENTO
Is this he?

BILBO
This is he.

CORDOLENTE
Look to the shop.

MALEVENTO
Pray, sir, a word.

CORDOLENTE
You shall.

MALEVENTO
You do not know me?

CORDOLENTE
Trust me, not well.

MALEVENTO
Too well, thou hast undone me.
Thou art a civil thief with looks demure
As is thy habit, but a villains heart.

CORDOLENTE
Sir  

MALEVENTO
Hear me, sir. To rob me of that fire
That fed my life with heat, my only child,
Turn her into  

CORDOLENTE
What, sir! Shes my wife.

MALEVENTO
Thy strumpet. Shes a disobedient child
To cross my purposes. I promisd her
To a man whom I had chosen to be her husband.

CORDOLENTE
She lovd him not. Was she contracted to him?
Can he lay claim to her by law?

MALEVENTO
Ill swear
She told me I should rule her; that she was
Affid to no other man, and that to please me
She would only take Gazetto.

CORDOLENTE
I will forbear, sir,
To vex you. What she spake so was for fear.
But I ha done; no beggar has your child;
I crave no dowry with her, but your love;
For hers, I know I have it.

MALEVENTO
Must I not see her?

CORDOLENTE
You shall, but now shes forth, sir.

MALEVENTO
She has crackd
My very heart-strings quite in sunder.

CORDOLENTE
Her love
And duty shall, I hope, knit all more strongly.
Sir, I beseech your patience; when my bosom
Is laid all open to you, you shall find
An honest heart there, and you will be glad
You ha met the thief that robbd you and forgive him.
I am engagd to business craves some speed.
Please you be witness to it.

MALEVENTO
Well, I shall.
Parents with milk feed chidren, they them with gall.[Exeunt MALEVENTO and CORDOLENTE.

BILBO
As kind an old man, Lazarillo, as ever drunk mulld sack.

LAZARILLO
So it seems, for I saw him weep like a cut vine.

BILBO
Weep! I warrant that was because he could not find ins heart to have my master by thears.

Enter TORMIELLA.

LAZARILLO
My mistress!

BILBO
Chafe, chafe.

TORMIELLA
Wheres your master?

BILBO
Newly gone forth, forsooth.

TORMIELLA
Whether, with whom?

BILBO
With my old master, your father.

TORMIELLA
Ha! My father! When came he? Who was with him?
What said he? How did my husband use him?

BILBO
As officers at court use citizens that come without their wives, scarce made him drink but they are gone very lovingly together.

TORMIELLA
Thats well. My heart has so achd since I went forth, I am glad I was out of the peals of thunder. Askd he not for me? Was Gazetto with him? Luke, was not he with him, ha?

BILBO
No, only the old man.

TORMIELLA
Thats well. Reach my workbasket. Is the embroidered muff perfumd for the lady?

BILBO
Yes, forsooth; she never put her hand into a sweeter thing.

TORMIELLA
Are you sure Gazetto was not with my father?

BILBO
Unless he wore the invisible cloak.

TORMIELLA
Bless me from that disease and I care not; one fit of him would soon send me to my grave. My heart so throbs.

Enter GAZETTO, disguised as LUPO, and Officers.

LAZARILLO
What ist you lack?

BILBO
Fine garters, gloves, glasses, girdles; what ist you buy?

GAZETTO
I have a warrant, you see, from the King to search all Seville for the woman that did this murder; the act of which has made me mad; miss no shop, let me have that which I can buy in some country for seven groats  justice.

OFFICER
Your searching house by house this is so spread abroad that tis as bad as a scarecrow to fright away the bird you seek to catch. Methinks if you walk soberly alone from shop to shop, your bad fowling would catch more wagtails.

GAZETTO
Well shot, Sagittarius. Ill nock as thou bidst me.

OFFICER
What think you of yonder parrot ithcage?

GAZETTO
A rope  ha  puff  is the wind with me?

LAZARILLO
What stares the man at so?

OFFICER
His wits are reeld a little out of the roadway; nothing else.

BILBO
Alas, mistress, this world is able to make any man mad.

GAZETTO
Ha, ha, ha, ha!

OFFICER
What do you laugh at? Is this she?

GAZETTO
No, but I saw a dove fly by that had eaten carrion; it showd like a corrupt churchman. Farewell.

OFFICER
Do you discharge us then.

GAZETTO
As hail shot at a dunghill where crows are. [Exeunt Officers.
Thart mine. Thanks, vengeance; thou as last art come,
Though with wooly feet, be quick now and strike home. [Exit.

Enter KING and LADY DILDOMAN.

LAZARILLO
What ist you lack?

BILBO
What ist you buy?

LADY DILDOMAN
Thats she.

KING
Peace. Madam, lets try here.

BILBO
What ist you lack, sir?

KING
A glove with an excellent perfume.

BILBO
For yourself, sir?

KING
I would fit myself, sir, but I am not for a woman; a pretty little hand; the richest you have.

LADY DILDOMAN
About the bigness of this gentlewomans hand will serve.

KING
Yes, faith, madam, at all adventures Ill make this my measure, shall I mistress?

TORMIELLA
As you please, sir.

KING
It pleases me well.

BILBO
Then, sir, go no farder; heres the fairest in all Spain; fellow it and take mine for a dogskin.

LADY DILDOMAN
Pray, forsooth, draw it on; if it fit you it fits the party, surely.

BILBO
Nay, madam, the glove is most genuine for any young ladys hand under the cope, I assure you.

KING
Ay, but the leather.

BILBO
Nay, the leather is affable and apt to be drawn to any generous disposition.

KING
Pray, fair lady, does it not come on to stiff?

TORMIELLA
No, sir, very gently.

BILBO
Stiff; as prolixious as you please. Nay, sir, the scent is aromatical and most odorous; the musk, upon my word, sir, is perfect cathayne; a tumbasine odour upon my credit; not a grain either of your salmindy, carom or cubit musk.

KING
Adulterated, I doubt.

BILBO
No adultery in the world int; no sophistication but pure as it comes from the cod.

TORMIELLA
Open more, you shall have what choice you please.

BILBO
You shall have all the ware opend ithshop to please your worship, but you shall be fitted.

KING
No, no, it needs not. That which is opend already shall serve my turn.

LADY DILDOMAN
Will you go farther, son, and see better?

KING
And perhaps speed worse? No. Your price?

BILBO
Four double pistolets.

KING
How!

BILBO
Good ware cannot be too dear. Look upon the cost, relish the scene, note the workmanship.

KING
Your man is too hard. Ill rather deal with you. Three Ill give you.

LADY DILDOMAN
Come, pray, take it. Will three fetch em?

TORMIELLA
Indeed, we cannot; it stands my husband in more.

KING
Well, lay these by. A cordovant for myself.

BILBO
The best in Seville. Lack you no rich Tuscan garters, Venetian ventoys, madam? I have masks most methodical and facetious. Assay this glove, sir?

KING
The leather is too rough.

BILBO
You shall have a fine smooth skin please your feeling better, but all our Spanish dons choose that which is most rough, for it holds out, sweat you never so hard.

KING
The price?

BILBO
The price! Four crowns. I have excellent Hungarian shag bands, madam, for ladies, cut out of the same piece that the great Turks tolibant was made of.

KING
The great Turk be damnd.

BILBO
Do you want any French codpiece points, sir?

KING
Pox on em; theyll not last. Theyre burnt in the dying.

BILBO
If they be black they are rotten indeed. Sir, do you want no rich spangled Morosco shoe strings?

KING
I like this beard-brush, but that the hairs too stiff.

BILBO
Flexable as you can wish. The very bristles of the same swine that are fattend in Virginia.

LADY DILDOMAN
What comes all to before us?

BILBO
It comes to four, five, six in all; six double pistolets, and a Spanish ducat over.

KING
Too dear. Lets go.

BILBO
Madam, worshipful don, pray, sir, offer, if any shop show you the like ware  

LADY DILDOMAN
Prithee, peace, fellow! [Aside to KING] How de like her?

KING
[Aside.] Rarely. What lure canst thou to fetch her off?

LADY DILDOMAN
Leave that to me. Give me your purse.

BILBO
Do you hear, madam?

KING
The fatel ball is cast, and though it fires
All Spain, burn let it, hot as my desires.
Have you dispatchd?

LADY DILDOMAN
Yes.

BILBO
I assure your worship, my master will be a loser by you.

KING
It may be so, but your mistress will not say so.

LADY DILDOMAN
Son, I tell her of the rich embroidered stuff at home for the tops of gloves, and to make me muffs, if it please the gentlewoman to take her ma along, she shall not only see them, but certain stones, which I will have set only in one pair. I can tell you, you may so deal with me, you shall gain more than you think of.

BILBO
Mistress, strike in with her.

TORMIELLA
My husband is from home, and I want skill
To trade in such commodities, but my man
Shall wait upon your ladyship.

LADY DILDOMAN
Nay, nay, come you;
Your man shall go along to note my house
To fetch your husband; you shall dine with us.

KING
Faith, do, forsooth; youll not repent your match.

LADY DILDOMAN
Come, come, you shall.

TORMIELLA
Ill wait upon you, madam. Sirrah, your cloak.

BILBO
Make up that ware; look to thshop.

TORMIELLA
If your master come in, request him to stay till your fellow come for him.

LADY DILDOMAN
Come, mistress, on son, nay, nay, indeed you shall not.
My glove, one of my gloves lost in your shop.

TORMIELLA
Run back, sirrah.

KING
Do; well softly afore.

TORMIELLA
Make haste. [Exeunt KING, TORMIELLA and LADY DILDOMAN.

LAZARILLO
A glove! I saw none.

BILBO
Nor I. It dropped from her and somewhere else then.

LAZARILLO
I am calld up to dinner, Bilbo.

BILBO
Are you? Then make fast the shop door, and play out your set at maw, for the mistress of my masters alley is trundled before and my bowls must rub after.

LAZARILLO
Fly then, and a great one.

BILBO
Shes out athalley, ithcrank belike. Run, run, run. [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Two
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ENTER LADY DILDOMAN, TORMIELLA, and KING.

LADY DILDOMAN
Low stools, pray sit. My man shall fetch the stuffs
And after dinner you shall have those stones.
A cup of wine; what drink you? Love you, bastard!
Ill give you to the best in Spain.

TORMIELLA
No wines at all.

LADY DILDOMAN
Have you been married long?

TORMIELLA
Not long.

LADY DILDOMAN
I think
Your wedding shoes have not been oft untid.

TORMIELLA
Some three times.

LADY DILDOMAN
Pretty soul. No more. Indeed,
You are the youngest vine I eer saw planted;
So full of hope for bearing; methinks tis pity
A citizen should have so fair a tree
Grow in his garden.

TORMIELLA
I think him best worthy
To pluck the fruit that sets it.

LADY DILDOMAN
Oh, youd ha shone
At court like a full constellation.
Your eyes are orbs of stars.

TORMIELLA
Muse my man stays.

LADY DILDOMAN
Your man is come and sent to fetch your husband.
Trust me you shall not hence till you have filld
This banqueting room with some sweet thing or other.
Your husbands wondrous kind to you.

TORMIELLA
As the sun
To the new-married spring, the spring to thearth.

LADY DILDOMAN
Some children look most sweetly at their birth
That after prove hard favourd, and so do husbands.

TORMIELLA
Mine shall show none.

LADY DILDOMAN
I do not wish it should,
Yet be not too much kept under, for when you would
You shall not rise.

TORMIELLA
Umh!

LADY DILDOMAN
I was once as you are;
Young, and perhaps as fair; it was my fate
Whilst summer lasted and that beauty reard
Her colours in my cheeks, to serve at court.
The king of Spain that then was, eyed me oft,
Likd me, and lovd me, wood me, at last won me.

TORMIELLA
Twas well you were no city.

LADY DILDOMAN
Why?

TORMIELLA
It seems
You yielded ere you needed.

LADY DILDOMAN
Nay, you must think
He plyd me with fierce batteries and assaults.
You are coy now, but, alas, how could you fight
With a kings frowns! Your womanish appetite
Weret neer so dead and cold would soon take fire
At honours; all women should be lifted higher.
Would you not stoop to take it, and thrust your hand
Deep as a kings in treasure, to have lords
Fear you, thave life or death fly from your words?
The first night that I lay ins princely arms
I seemd transformd; methought Joves own right hand
Has snatchd me up and in his starry sphere
Placd me, with other of his lemmans there.
Yet was he but the shadow, I the sun.
In a proud zodiac I my course did run.
Mine eye beams was the dials stile, and had power
To rule his thoughts, as that commands the hour.
Oh, you shall find upon a princes pillow
Such golden dreams.

TORMIELLA
I find em.

LADY DILDOMAN
Cry you mercy.

TORMIELLA
My husband comes not; I dare not stay.

LADY DILDOMAN
You must.

KING
You shall.

LADY DILDOMAN
Before you lies your way,
Beaten out by me. If you can follow, do.

TORMIELLA
What means this? Are their bawds ladies too?

KING
Why shake you? Fear not. None hear dreads your life.

TORMIELLA
Shall not a lamb tremble at the butchers knife?
Let go your hold; keep off! What violent hands
Soever force me, neer shall touch woman more.
Ill kill ten monarchs ere Ill be ones whore.

KING
Hear me.

TORMIELLA
Avoid, thou devil!

LADY DILDOMAN
Thou puritan fool!

TORMIELLA
Oh, thou base otter hound! Help, help!

KING
In vain.

TORMIELLA
The best in Spain shall know this.

LADY DILDOMAN
The best now knows it.

TORMIELLA
Good pitch, let me not touch thee. Spain has a king.
If from his royal throne justice be driven,
I shall find right at the kings hands of heaven.

LADY DILDOMAN
This is the king.

TORMIELLA
The king! Alas, poor slave!
A raven struck with swans feathers; scarecrow dressd brave!

KING
Do you not know me?

TORMIELLA
Yes, for a whoremonger.

LADY DILDOMAN
No matter for her scolding. A womans tongue
Is like the miraculous bell in Aragon
Which rings out without the help of man.

KING
Hear me; thou strivst with thunder, yet this hand
That can shake kingdoms down, thrusts into thine
The sceptres. If, proud fool, thou letst them fall,
Thou beatst thyself in pieces on a rock
That shall for ever ruin thee and thine.
Thy husband, and all opposites that dare
With us to cope, it shall not serve your turn
With your dim eyes to judge our beams; the light
Of common fires. We can before thy sight
Shine in full splendour, though it suits us now
To suffer this base cloud to mask our brow.
Be wise, and when thou mayse, for lifting up
Thine arm, pluck stars, refuse them not. I swear
By heaven I will not force thee gainst thy blood.
When I send, come; if not, withstand thy good.
Go, get you home now. This is all. Farewell.

TORMIELLA
Oh me! What way to heaven can be through hell? [Exit.

KING
Why dive you so?

LADY DILDOMAN
I hope your majesty
Dare swear I ha playd the pilot cunningly,
Fetching the wind about to make this pinnace
Strike sail as you desird.

KING
Thart a damnd bawd;
A soaking sodden, splay-foot, ill-lookd jade.
Not all the wits of kingdoms can enact
To save what by such gulfs as thou art wrackd.
Thou whory wickedness, devils dam, dost thou think
Thy poisonous rotten breath shall blast our fame,
Or those furrd gums of thine gnaw a kings name?
If thou wouldst down before thy time, to thy crew;
Prate of this  yes, do; for gold any slave
May gorge himself on sweets. Kings cannot have.
By help of such a hag as thou, I would not
Dishonour her for an empire. From my sight!

LADY DILDOMAN
Well, sir.

KING
Give oer your trade.

LADY DILDOMAN
Ill change my copy.

KING
See you do.

LADY DILDOMAN
I will turn over a new leaf.

KING
We search for serpents, but being found, destroy them.
Men drink not poisons, thou they oft emply them. [Exit.

LADY DILDOMAN
Give oer! How live then? No, Ill keep that still.
If courtiers will not, Im sure citizens will. [Exit.
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[image: img34.jpg]

ENTER TORMIELLA AND GAZETTO, disguised.

GAZETTO
Speak with you.

TORMIELLA
Ha! Good fellow, keep thy way.

GAZETTO
Yare a whore.

TORMIELLA
Thart a base knave; not the streets free! [Exit.

GAZETTO
Though dead, from vengeance earth thee shall not save.
Hyena-like, Ill eat into thy grave. [Exit.


Act Two, Scene Four
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ENTER CORDOLENTE AND MALEVENTO.

CORDOLENTE
I dare now bestow on you a free
And hearty welcome to my poor house.

MALEVENTO
Thanks, son.
Good air, very good air; and son, I think
You stand well too for trading.

CORDOLENTE
Very well, sir.

MALEVENTO
I am glad ont.

Enter LAZARILLO.

CORDOLENTE
Sirrah, wheres your mistress?

MALEVENTO
Ay, ay, good youth, call her.
She plays the tortoise now; you shall twixt her and me
See a rare combat. Tell her heres here father;
No, an old swaggering fencer dares her at the weapon
Which women put down men at, scolding. Boy,
I will go chide her, son.

CORDOLENTE
Pray do, sir, go call her.

LAZARILLO
Shes forth, sir, with my fellow; a lady took her along.

MALEVENTO
Taken up already. Its well. Yet I commend her;
She flies with birds that are of better wing
Than those she spreads herself.

CORDOLENTE
Right, sir.

MALEVENTO
Nay, shes wise.
A subtle ape, but loving as the moon
Is to the sea.

CORDOLENTE
I hope shell prove more constant.

MALEVENTO
Then is the needle to the adamant,
The god of gold power down on both your heads
His comfortable showers.

CORDOLENTE
Thanks to your wishes.

MALEVENTO
May never gall be filld into your cup,
Nor wormwood strew your pillow; so live, so love,
That none may say a raven does kiss a dove.
I am sorry that I curst you, but the string
Sounds as tis playd on, as tis set we sing.

Enter BILBO.

CORDOLENTE
Wheres thy mistress?

MALEVENTO
Oh, pray son, use Bilbo Caveare well.
Wheres thy mistress?

BILBO
Shes departed, sir.

CORDOLENTE
Departed! Whither, prithee?

BILBO
It may be to a lord, for a lady had her away. I came back to fetch a glove which droppd from the lady, but before I could overtake them, they were all droppd from me. My mistress is to me, sir, the needle in the bottle you wot where.

MALEVENTO
Of hay, thou meanst. Shell not be lost, I warrant.

Enter TORMIELLA, and passes over the stage.

CORDOLENTE
Here she comes now, sir. Tormiella! Call her.

BILBO
What shall I call her? [Exit.

MALEVENTO
Nothing, by no means;
No, let he flutter; now shes fast ithnet
On disobedience; a graceful shame is set.

CORDOLENTE
A strange dead palsy when a womans tongue
Has not the power to stir. Dumb! Call her, I say!

Enter BILBO.

BILBO
Strange news, sir!

CORDOLENTE
What ist?

BILBO
Yonders a coach full of good faces.

CORDOLENTE
That so strange?

BILBO
Yes, to alight at our gate. They are coming up as boldly as if they were landlords and came for rent. See else.

Enter Gentlemen and Gentlewomen.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
The woman of the house, sir, pray?

CORDOLENTE
Shes in her chamber. Sirrah, show the way.

[Exeunt Gentlewomen with BILBO before; manent Gentleman and walk.

MALEVENTO
Do you know these?

CORDOLENTE
Troth, not I, sir. Im amazd
At this their strange arrival.

MALEVENTO
By their straight faces,
Small shanks, and blisterd shoe-knobs, they should be courtiers.

CORDOLENTE
Our Spanish mercers say, theyre the bravest fellows.

MALEVENTO
For brave men, theyre no less ithtailors books,
Courtiers in citizens houses are summer fires,
May well be spard, and being clean out are best.
They do the house no good, but help consume
They burn the wood up, and oer-heat the room,
Sweetening only thair a little, thats all.
Play the right citizen then; whilst you gain by them,
Hug em, if they pluck your feathers, come not nigh them.

CORDOLENTE
Ill close with them.

MALEVENTO
Do.

CORDOLENTE
Welcome, gentlemen.

OMNES
Thanks.

CORDOLENTE
Prey, sir, what ladies may these be with my wife?

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Faith, sir, if they would cast themselves away upon knights, they may be knights ladies, but they are only gentlewomen of an exceeding sweet carriage and fashion, and tis so, sir, that your wives doing being bruited and spread abroad to be rare for her handling the Spanish needle, these beauties are come only to have your wife prick out a thing, which must be done out of hand; thats the whole business, sir.

CORDOLENTE
In good time, sir.

MALEVENTO
Of court, I pray, sir, are you?

SECOND GENTLEMAN
Yes, sir. We follow the court now and then, as others follow us.

CORDOLENTE
He means those they owe money to.

MALEVENTO
Pray, sir, what news at court?

FIRST GENTLEMAN
Faith, sir, the old stale news; black jacks are filld and standing cups emptied.

MALEVENTO
I see then jacks are saucy in every corner; I have given it him under the list of the ear.

CORDOLENTE
Twas soundly, you see hes struck dead.

MALEVENTO
Dancing baboon!

Enter TORMIELLA, maskd, and in other garments, the Gentlewomen with her, and Gentlemen leading her away.

TORMIELLA
Farewell.

OMNES
To coach; away!

FIRST GENTLEMAN
The Welch Embassador has a message to you, sir.

SECOND GENTLEMAN
He will be with you shortly, when the moons horns are ithfull.

[Exeunt Gentlemen.

MALEVENTO
Whats that they talk?

CORDOLENTE
Nothing but this, they have given it me soundly. I feel it under the lists of both ears. Wheres my wife?

Enter BILBO.

BILBO
Shes falln sick, sir.

CORDOLENTE
The night-mare rides her.

MALEVENTO
Ha! Sick! How sick?

BILBO
Of the falling sickness. You and my master have usd her to run away, that she has showd you another light pair of heels. Shes gone, sir.

CORDOLENTE
Thou liest.

BILBO
It may be she lies by this time, but I stand to my words. I say again, shes gone, sir. Cast your cap at her, but shes gone; hurried into a coach drawn with four horses.

CORDOLENTE
These hear oaths, vows, protestations, damnations; a serpent kissd the first woman, and ever since the whole sex have given suck to adders.

MALEVENTO
Run into thstreet, and if thou seest the privileged bawdy house she went into  

BILBO
That runs on four wheels, the coach, sir.

CORDOLENTE
Cry to the whole city to stop her.

BILBO
I will, sir. Tis every mans cast ithcity t have his wife stoppd. [Exit.

MALEVENTO
Well, what wilt thou say if this be a plot
Of merriment betwixt thy wife and them,
For them to come thus and disguise her thus,
Thus whorry her away to some by-town
But four or five miles distance from the city;
Then must we hunt on horseback, find out game,
See and not know her in this strange disguise,
But the jest smelt out, shouts, and plaudities
Must ring about the table where she sits,
Then you kissing her, I must applaud your wits.

CORDOLENTE
Well, I will once be gulld in this your comedy.
A while Ill play the wital, I will wink, sir,
One bird you see is flown out of the nest.

MALEVENTO
What bird?

CORDOLENTE
A wagtail. After, fly all the rest.

MALEVENTO
Come then. [Exeunt.
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ENTER JOHN, A Doctor, and PACHECO.

JOHN
Pacheco.

PACHECO
My lord?

JOHN
It shall be so. To the king presently.
See my carouch be ready; furnish me
To go to court, sir.

PACHECO
Well, sir. [Exit.

DOCTOR
Why, my lord?

JOHN
What sayest thou?

DOCTOR
You will overthrow the state
Of that dear health which so much cost and time
Have been a building up; your pores lying open,
Colds, agues, and all enemies to pure bloods
Will enter and destroy life.

Enter PACHECO, with cloak and rapier.

JOHN
I will to court.

DOCTOR
Pray my lord stir not forth.

JOHN
[To PACHECO.] Lay down. Begone. [Exit PACHECO.

DOCTOR
The air will pierce you.

JOHN
I ha took cold already.

DOCTOR
When, sir?

JOHN
When you councelld me to ride my horse.

DOCTOR
Nay, that as well. How slept you the next night?

JOHN
Not a wink.

DOCTOR
All the better.

JOHN
But ithnext morning,
I could not in a Russian stove sweat more
Then I did in my bed.

DOCTOR
Marry, Im glad ont.

JOHN
And had no clothes upon me.

DOCTOR
Still the better.

JOHN
My bones, sir, paid for all this, and yet you cry, still the better. When you ha purgd your pockets full of gold out of a patient, and then naild him ins coffin, you cry then still the better, too. A man were better to lie under the hands of a hangman, than one of your rebarbative faces. Sirrah doctor, I do not think but I ahve been well, all this time I have been sick?

DOCTOR
Oh, my good lord.

JOHN
Oh, good master doctor, come, no more of this. I have another diaphragm for you to tickle; you minister poison in some medicines, do you not?

DOCTOR
Yes, my good lord. In purgative and expulsive.

JOHN
So, so, break not my head with your hard words; you can for a need poison a great man?

DOCTOR
Your lordships merry.

JOHN
Right, sir, but I must have it done in sadness. Tis your trade, master doctor, to send men packing. Hark you, tis no less bugbear then Don Valasco.

DOCTOR
The Admiral of Castile!

JOHN
Him you must sink.

DOCTOR
Tis my certain death to do it.

JOHN
And they certain death to deny it. If you not show him a cast of your office, Ill be so bold as bestow this upon you of mine. I am sharp set. Will you do it?

DOCTOR
I will, by these two hands.

JOHN
When?

DOCTOR
When you please.

JOHN
This day?

DOCTOR
This hour.

JOHN
And make him fast?

DOCTOR
Fast.

JOHN
For speaking.

DOCTOR
For speaking.

JOHN
Why then, good doctor, rise
To honour by it. Be secret and be wise.

Enter PACHECO.

PACHECO
The admiral is come, my lord.

JOHN
Away with these. Show him the way in. Doctor  

DOCTOR
Oh, my lord!

Enter VALASCO.

JOHN
If you fail  

VALASCO
All health to your good lordship. I wish that
Which most I think you want.

JOHN
Thanks, my good lord.
[Aside to Doctor.] Doctor, dispatch. Take heed your compositions;
Hit as I told you.

DOCTOR
[Aside to JOHN] Oh, my lord, I am beaten in these things.

JOHN
[Aside to Doctor.] Go then. [Exit.
This visitation of your lordship
I take most kindly.

VALASCO
Two main wheels, my lord,
Have hither brought me; one the kings command,
Tother my love, with a desire to know
Why I mongst all the trees that spreak ithcourt
Should still be smote with lightening from your eye.
Yours thonly dangerous arrows shoots at me;
You have the courtiers dialect right; your tongue
Walks ten miles from your heart. When last you saw me,
Do you remember how your threatend. As for you, sir  

JOHN
These notes are strange.

VALASCO
Oh, my good lord, be my good lord. I read
Harsh lectures in your face, but meet no comment
That can dissolve the riddle. Unless it be
Out of that noble fashion that great men
Must trip some heels up though they do stand
As vintners when they conjure, only to show
Their skill in wrestling. tis not well to strike
A man whose hands are bound, like should choose like.

JOHN
I strike you not, nor strive to give you falls.
Tis your own guilt afflicts you; if to the king
The song I set of you did to your ear
Unmusically sound, twas not in hate
To you, but in desire to give the state
True knowledge of my innocence. Be sure a bird
Chanted that tune to me, that only you
Incensd the king that I should sell him.

VALASCO
Umh!

JOHN
Do you think I lie?

VALASCO
I do believe your lordship.

JOHN
Twas a man most near you.

VALASCO
A bosom villain!

JOHN
For you must think that all that bow, stand bare
And give court cakebread to you love you not.

VALASCO
True love at court, my lord, is hardly got.

JOHN
If I can friend you, use me.

VALASCO
Humble thanks.

JOHN
Oh, my good lord, times silver foretop stands
An end before you, scapd never yours, your shoulders
Bear the weal-public up, but they should bear
Like pillars to be strong themselves. Would I
Want fish at sea, or golden showers at court,
Id go awry sometimes wert but for sport.

VALASCO
Say you so?

JOHN
Sell justice and shell buy you lordships; clothe her,
As citizens do their wives, beyond their worth,
Shell make you sell your lordships and your plate;
No wise man will for nothing serve a state.
Remember this: your daughter is the queen,
Brave phrase to say my son-in-la the king,
Whilst sweet showers fall and sunshine make your spring.

VALASCO
You look not out I see, nor hear the storms
Which late have shook the court.

JOHN
Not I. What storms?

VALASCO
You in your cabin know nothing; theres a pinnace,
Was mannd out first by thcity, is come to the court,
New riggd, a very painted galley foist,
And yet our Spanish carvils, the Armada
Of our great vessels, dare not stir for her.

JOHN
What pinnace mean you?

VALASCO
From his lawful pillow,
The king has taen a citizens wife.

JOHN
For what?

VALASCO
What should men do with citizens wives at court?
All will be naught! Poor queen! Tis she smarts fort.

JOHN
Now tis your time to strike.

VALASCO
He does her wrong.
And I shall tell him soundly.

JOHN
Tell him!

VALASCO
Ill pay it home.

JOHN
Were you some father-in-law now  

VALASCO
What lies here,
Lies here, and none shall know it.

JOHN
How easy were it,
For you to set this warping kingdom straight.

VALASCO
The peoples hearts are full.

JOHN
And weed the state.

VALASCO
Too full of weeds already.

JOHN
And to take all
Into your own hands.

VALASCO
I could soon dot.

JOHN
Then dot.

VALASCO
Do what? Misprize me not, pray, good my lord,
Nor let those foolish words we shoot ithair
Fall on our heads and wound us. To take all
Into mine own hands, this I mean.

JOHN
Come on.

VALASCO
Boldly and honestly to chide the king.

JOHN
Umh!

VALASCO
Take his minx up short.

JOHN
Take her up!

VALASCO
Roundly, to rate her Whitehall husband; to stir up  

JOHN
The people, since mens wives are common cases.

VALASCO
You hear me not say so.

JOHN
To force this tyrant to mend or end.

VALASCO
Good day to your lordship.

JOHN
Shoot off the piece you have chargd.

VALASCO
No, it recoils.

JOHN
You and I shall fall to cutting throats.

VALASCO
Why?

JOHN
If we cut one anothers throats, I shall never
Speak of this. Fare your lordship well.
Alphonso de Granada!

Enter ALPHONSO.

ALPHONSO
Good health to both your lordships!

JOHN
Thanks, good Alphonso. Nay, pray stay.

VALASCO
Where hast thou been, Alphonso?

ALPHONSO
In the Marquess of Villa Nova del Rios Garden,
Where I gathered these grapes.

VALASCO
And thare the fairest grapes I ever touchd.

JOHN
Troth, so they are. Plump Bacchus cheeks were never
So round and red; the very god of wine
Swells in this bunch, Lyæus set this vine.

VALASCO
I have not seen a lovlier.

ALPHONSO
Tis your lordships if you vouchsafe to take it.

VALASCO
Oh, I shall rob you of too much sweetness.

ALPHONSO
No, my lord.

VALASCO
I thank you.

ALPHONSO
Make bold to see your honour  

JOHN
Good Alphonso.

ALPHONSO
And, loath to be too troublesome, take my leave.

JOHN
My duty to the king.

VALASCO
Farewell, good Alphonso. [Exit. ALPHONSO.

JOHN
How do you like your grapes?

VALALSO
Most delicate. Taste em.
Is it not strange that on a branch so fair,
Should grow so foul a fruit as drunkards are?

JOHN
These are the bullets that make cities reel
More than the cannon can.

VALASCO
This juice infusd
In man makes him a beast, good things abusd
Convert to poison thus. How now!

JOHN
Im dizzy.
Oh, does not all the house run round on wheels!
Do not the posts go round! My lord, this fellow
Loves you, I hope?

VALASCO
Ill pawn my life he does.

JOHN
Would all we both are worth, were laid to pawn
To a broker thats undamnd for half a dram,
For half a scruple. Oh, we are poisond!

VALASCO
Ha!

JOHN
What do you feel?

VALASCO
A giddiness too, methinks.

JOHN
Without there! Call the doctor, slave!

Enter PACHECO.

PACHECO
Hes here, sir.

Enter Doctor.

JOHN
Oh, Doctor, now or never, give him his last.
We are poisond both. [Exit Doctor.

VALASCO
I think our banes are askd.

JOHN
Hell bring that shall forbid it. Call him, villain!

PACHECO
Well, sir, I will call him villain. [Exit.

VALASCO
All thrives not well within me. [Aside.] On my soul,
Tis but conceit. Im hurt with fear. Don John
Is my close mortal enemy and perhaps
Under the choler I am poisond, sends
To pay me soundly. To prevent the worst,
Preservative or poison, he drinks first.

Enter Doctor.

JOHN
Give it him.

VALASCO
No, begin.

JOHN
What ist?

DOCTOR
Cordial.

JOHN
The doctor shall begin, quickly, so here,
Half this. To both our deaths ift come too late.

VALASCO
I pledge them both, death is a common foe.

JOHN
Shift hands; ist mortal?

DOCTOR
It strikes, sure.

JOHN
Let it run.

VALASCO
Tis down.

JOHN
[Aside.] Im glad thy lifes not a span long.
[Aloud.] How ist?

VALASCO
Worse.

JOHN
[Aside.] Better. I do fear this physic
Like pardons for men hangd is brought too late. [VALASCO falls.

DOCTOR
Hes gone.

JOHN
Whos without?

DOCTOR
Some of his men attending with his carouch.

JOHN
Take help. Bestow the body int; convey it
To his own house and there, sir, see you swear
You saw him in your presence fall dead here.

DOCTOR
This I can safely swear.

JOHN
Help then; away.
Thou art next, for none must live that can betray. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Two
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FLOURISH. ENTER KING, QUEEN, TORMIELLA, Ladies, IAGO, MARTINES and ALPHONSO.

KING
So, sweetness, Ill now walk no longer with you.

QUEEN
Are you weary of my company?

KING
Never shall.
Prithee, keep thy chamber a while, the air bites.

QUEEN
Tis because the sun shines not so how ast had wont.

KING
Theres some cloud between then.

QUEEN
Yes, and a horrible foul one.

KING
I see none but fair ones.

QUEEN
No. Look yonder. It comes from the city.

KING
Let it come. By those roses I am angry that you let me not go.

QUEEN
Nay, look you, your grace takes all from me too; I pray, sir, give me my roses; your highness is too courteous.

KING
I must of necessity have one.

QUEEN
You shall, so you take it of my choosing.

KING
I will, so you choose that which I like.

QUEEN
Which will you have? The bud, or that which is blown?

KING
The bud sure; I love no blown ware.

QUEEN
Take you bud then. [Offers to go, and throws it down.

KING
Do you hear? Are you angry?

QUEEN
No, you are jealous. You are so loath to have me out of your sight. You need not, for I keep the fashion of the kings of China who never walk abroad, but besides their attendants, have five or six as richly attired as themselves to cut off treason.

KING
So.

QUEEN
Here are others in the troop will be taken for queens sooner than I.

KING
You are vexd I have preferd a creature to you?

QUEEN
Who dares check the sun if he make a stinking weed grow close to a bed of violets. Vexd! Not I; and yet methinks you might give me leave to choose mine own woman as well as you do your men; I commend no man to you, for lifting join-stools to be one of your guard.

KING
Your muff.

QUEEN
[To TORMIELLA.] Take it, good wife.

KING
You will make me angry, good wife, so take it.

QUEEN
Now I hope youll take it; you need not scorn a queens leavings for a queen has had yours.

KING
What! [TORMIELLA takes up the muff and gives it to the QUEEN.

QUEEN
You see? Does your majesty frown because I take it from her?
Come hither, put your hand here. So, well met.
All friends now, yet though tied never so fast,
Being a bow knot, it slips itself as last.

[Exeunt QUEEN, TORMIELLA, Ladies and MARTINES.

KING
Ist so? Wert thou a diamond worth the world,
And neer so hard, yet thine own dust shall cut thee.
Go, call that lady back.

ALPHONSO
Which?

KING
Tormiella.
No, do not! Tis a cock the lion can fright;
The hen doest now, the case is alterd quite.

Enter Doctor.

DOCTOR
Your gracious pardon to call back a life
Thats half lost with despair.

KING
What hast thou done?

DOCTOR
Poisond a man.

KING
Whom hast thou poisond?

DOCTOR
The Queens father.

KING
Would it had been the daughter! Thou shalt feel
A double death; one here, and one in hell.

DOCTOR
I must have company with me then. Don John,
Your highness brother, set against my throat  

KING
Back.

DOCTOR
His arms sword; I had died, had I not donet.

KING
Our guard.
Go fetch Don John our brother to the court.

DOCTOR
A word in your highness ear.

KING
Search him.

OMNES
He has nothing.

DOCTOR
Ay, instead of poison,
Gave him a sleepy potion; hes preservd.
Don John thinks not. The noble admiral
Fears plots against his life, forbears the court
But sends me to your grace to bit you set
Your footing stiff and strongly, for Don John
Trips at your life and kingdom; to his throat
Valasco this will justify.

KING
He shall.
Go you and fetch him securely to court.
Alphonso, take the Doctor and return.
Death! When! [Exeunt ALPHONSO and Doctor.
Iago, with your smoothest face go greet
Don John from us, say we have work of state,
Both presently and closely bid him come.

IAGO
I shall. [Exit.

Enter GAZETTO, disguised as LUPO.

KING
How now, whats he? Give us leave; come hither.
We have perusd your paper, sir, and think
Your promises spring tides, but we fear youll ebb
In your performance.

GAZETTO
My deeds and speeches, sir,
Are lines drawn from one center; what I promise
To do, Ill do, or lose this.

KING
You give me physic
After Im dead; the Portugals and we
Have hung our drums up, and you offer here
Models of fortification, as if a man
Should when wars done, set up an armourers shop.

GAZETTO
I bid you set up none, sir; you may choose.

KING
This fellow Ill fitly cast ithvillains mold.
I find him crafty, envious, poor, and bold.
Into a saw Ill turn thee, to cut down
All trees which stand in my way. Whats thy name?

GAZETTO
You may read in my paper.

KING
Lupo Vindicados. Umh! Nay, we shall employ you;
Merit went never from us with a forehead,
Wrinkled or sullen; what place would you serve in?

GAZETTO
Any, but one of your turn broaches. I would not be one of your black guard, theres too much fire in me already.

KING
You say you have the languages?

GAZETTO
Yes.

KING
What think you of an intelligencer? Well send you  

GAZETTO
To thgallows; I love not to be hangd in state.

KING
You having travelld, as you said, so far,
And knowing so much, I muse thou art so poor.

GAZETTO
Had the confusion of all tongues began
In building me, could I sing sweet in all,
I might go beg and hand. I ha seen Turks
And Jews, and Christians, but of all, the Christians
Have driest hands; theyll see a brother starve,
But give ducks to a water-spaniel.

KING
Well observd.
Come, sir, faith lets crow together. In what stamp
Dost thou coin all thy languages?

GAZETTO
I do speak English
When Id most pity; when dissemble, Irish,
Dutch when I reel, and though I feed on scallions;
If I should brag gentility, Id gabble Welch;
If I betray, Im French; if full of braves,
They swell in lofty Spanish; in neat Italian
I court my wench; my mess is all servd up.

KING
Of what religion art thou?

GAZETTO
Of yours.

KING
When you were in France?

GAZETTO
French.

KING
Without there!

Enter ALPHONSO.

ALPHONSO
Sir?

KING
Give this gentleman five hundred pistolets.
Be near us.

GAZETTO
[Aside to KING.] In thy bosom, for thy pistolets
Ill give thee pistols, in a peace might ha been mine
Thou shootst or meanst to shoot, but Ill charge thine.
Thy heart off goes it in thunder.

KING
Through the gallery
Unseen convey him hither; give us leave, sir.

GAZETTO
Leave have you. [Exeunt GAZETTO and ALPHONSO.

Enter DOCTOR, VALASCO and ALPHONSO after them.

VALASCO
Im glad to see your majesty.

KING
You have reason.

VALASCO
I was going to cry all hid.

KING
Come hither,
Dead man, youll justify this treason?

VALASCO
To his teeth,
Throat, mouth to mouth, body to body.

KING
So.

Enter IAGO.

IAGO
Don John of Castilles come.

KING
A chair. Stand you
Full here and stir not; front him, bring him in.
How now, did a hare cross your way?

Enter JOHN.

JOHN
[Aside.] The devil!
[Aloud.] Doctor, Ill give you a purge for this. Ill make
Your highness laugh.

KING
You must tickle me soundly then.

JOHN
In this retreat of mine from court, my body,
Which was before a clean stream, growing foul
By my minds trouble, through your high displeasure
Which went to thbottom of my heart; I calld
That sound card to me, gave him fees and bid him,
By all the fairest props that art could rear,
To keep my health from falling, which I felt
Tottering and shaken, but my uninalist,
As if he sate in barber-surgeons hall
Reading anatomy lectures, left to artery
Unstretchd upon the tenters.

KING
So he vexd you to the guts.

JOHN
My bowels were his conjuring rooms; to quit him,
I tempted him to poison a great man.
I, knowing this my honourable friend  

VALASCO
Keep back! Hell poison my glove else.

JOHN
Coming to visit me,
This was the man must die.

KING
Why did you this?

JOHN
Only to hatch a jest on my pilld doddy.
I knew he durst not dot.

KING
But say he had?

VALASCO
Then he had been hangd.

JOHN
That had made me more glad.

DOCTOR
I am bound to your lordship.

JOHN
Being a doctor, you may loose yourself.

KING
Mens lives, then, are your balls. Disarm him.

JOHN
How!
Not all thy kingdom can! [Draws.

KING
Hew him in pieces!
Our guard, sdeath kill him.

JOHN
See then, I put myself into your den.
What does the lion now with me?

KING
Thourt a traitor!

JOHN
I am none.

KING
No!

VALASCO
Yes, an arrant traitor!

JOHN
You, sir,
Spit all thy poison forth.

VALASCO
No, I drank none, sir.

KING
Come to your proofs, and see you put em home.

VALASCO
You and I one day, being in conference,
You namd this noble king, my sovereign,
A tyrant; bid me strike, twas now my time,
Spake of a piece chargd, and of shooting off,
Of stirring up the rascals to rebel,
And to be short, to kill thee.

JOHN
I speak this!

VALASCO
Yes, traitor, thou!

JOHN
Where?

VALASCO
In your chamber.

JOHN
Chamber!
Was it not when you told me that the king
Had got a strumpet?

KING
Ha!

VALASCO
How?

JOHN
A citizens wife;
Twas when you swore to play him soundly.

VALASCO
See, see!

JOHN
The peoples hearts were full.

VALASCO
Pox a my heart then!

JOHN
Or wast not when you threatend to take all
Into your own hands?

VALASCO
Theres my glove, thou liest!

KING
Good stuff; I shall find traitors of you both;
If you are, be so; with my finger, thus,
I fan away the dust flying in mine eyes
Raisd by a little wind; I laugh at these now,
Tis smoke, and yet because you shall not think
Well dance in earthquakes, or throw squibs at thunder,
I charge you both keep your chambers for a day
Or so.

VALASCO
Your will. [Exit.

JOHN
Chambers!

KING
We bid it.

JOHN
You may. [Exit.

Enter QUEEN and Ladies.

OMNES
The queen!

QUEEN
I thank you highness for the bird you gave me.

KING
What bird?

QUEEN
Your tassel gentle; shes lurd off
And gone.

KING
How, gone? What, gone!

QUEEN
Your womans fled,
Whom you preferd to me; shes stoln from the court.

KING
You jest.

QUEEN
Be it so. [Goes away.

KING
I have hotter news for you:
Your fathers head lies here; art thou still shooting
Thy stings into my sides? Now do you look
I should turn wild and send through all the winds
Horsemen in quest of her, because you wear
A kind of yellow stocking. Let her fly.
If Jove, forsooth, would fix a star in heaven,
Juno runs mad; thou better mightst have spurnd
The gates of hell ope, then to look into
Our bosom.

QUEEN
Where your trull lies.

KING
Yare a toad.

QUEEN
Womans revenge awake thee; thou has stirrd
A blood as hot and high as is thine own.
Raise no more storms; your treasure is not gone.
I feard the sea was dangerous, and did sound it.
Mischief but half up, is with ease confounded. [Exit.

KING
In thine own ruin; me canst thou hit
But with one finger which can do no harm,
But when a king strikes, tis with his whole arm. [Exit.


Act Three, Scene Three
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ENTER QUEEN AND TORMIELLA.

QUEEN
Make fast the closet. So  give me the key;
I mean to kill thee.

TORMIELLA
Kill me! For what cause?

QUEEN
Guess.

TORMIELLA
I know none, unless the lamb should ask
The butcher why he comes to cut his throat.

QUEEN
I could through loopholes hit thee, or hire slaves
And send death to thee twenty secret ways.

TORMIELLA
Why would you do all this?

QUEEN
Or, as the hart
Draws serpents from their den, with subtle breath
I could allure thee to sit down and banquet
With me as with the king thou hast.

TORMIELLA
Oh, never!

QUEEN
Yet poison you most sweetly.

TORMIELLA
Now you do it.

QUEEN
And I could make thee a queens bedfellow
As thou hast been a kings.

TORMIELLA
Never, by  

QUEEN
Swear,
Yet stifle you in a pillow; but I scorn
To strike at thee blindfold; only thou shalt know
An eagles nest disdains to hatch a crow.
Why are all mouths in Spain filld to the brim,
Flowing oer with court news only of you and him,
The king I mean, where lies the court?

TORMIELLA
Sure, here.

QUEEN
It removd last, to thshop of a milliner.
The guests are so set down, because you ride
Like us, and steal our fashions and our tires,
Youll have our courtiers to turn shopkeepers,
And fall to trading with you, ha!

TORMIELLA
Alas,
The court to me is an enchanted tower
Wherein Im lockd by force, and bound by spells;
A heaven to some; to me ten thousand hells.
I drink but poison in gold, stick on the top
Of a high pinnacle like an idle vane,
As the wind turns, by every breath being tossd,
And once blown down, not missd, but for ever lost.

QUEEN
Out, crocodile! [Spurn her.

TORMIELLA
You will not murder me!

QUEEN
Ill cure you of the kings evil. [Draw two knives.

TORMIELLA
To one woman,
Another should be pitiful. Here me speak!

QUEEN
How dares so base a flower follow my sun
Ats rising to his setting?

TORMIELLA
I follow none.

QUEEN
How darst thou, serpent, wind about a tree
Thats mine?

TORMIELLA
I do not.

QUEEN
Or to shake the leaves?

TORMIELLA
By heaven, not any!

QUEEN
Or once to taste the fruit
Though thrown into thy lap; if from a harlot
Prayers ever came, pray, for thou diest.

TORMIELLA
Then kill me.

QUEEN
How did my husband win thee?

TORMIELLA
By mere force.
A bawd betrayd me to him.

QUEEN
Worse and worse.

TORMIELLA
If ever I have wrongd your royal bed
In act, in thought, nail me for ever fast
To scape this tiger of the kings fierce lust;
I will do anything; I will speak treason
Or drink a cup of poison, which may blast
My enticing face, and make it leprous foul.
Ruin you all this, so you keep up my soul.
Thats all the wealth I care for.

QUEEN
I have now
No heart left to kill thee. Rise; thou and I
Will like two quarrelling gallants faster tie
A knot of love. We both ithfield being wounded.
Since we must needs be sharers, use me kindly
And play not the right citizen, to undo
Your partner, who ithstock has more than you.

A noise within. Enter the KING.

KING
Must you be closeted?

QUEEN
No.

KING
What are you doing?

QUEEN
Not getting children.

KING
Naked knives; for what?
Speak, sdeath, speak you.

TORMIELLA
They both fell from her side.

KING
[To the QUEEN.] You lie; away.

QUEEN
Must you be closeted?

KING
Yes.

QUEEN
When heart breakst thou, thou dost to much swell.
This aspish biting is incurable. [Exit.

KING
Be true to me, I charge you. Did the Queen
Offer no violence to you.

TORMIELLA
None at all.

KING
Why were these drawn?

TORMIELLA
I know not.

KING
Know not. Whats here?
Why is this rose dimmd with a pearled tear
When the sun shines so warm; you know not that too.
The lamb has tamd the lion; the vulture tires
Upon the eagles heart; these subtle wires
Chain Jove; these balls, from whose flames Cupid drew
His wild fire burns here; this you know not too?
I love you, that you knot not neither. Yare coy
And proud, and fair; you know this?

TORMIELLA
I beseech you,
Let me shake off the golden fetters you tie
About my body; you enjoy a body
Without a soul, for I am now not here.

KING
Where then?

TORMIELLA
At home in my poor husbands arms.
This is your court, that mine.

KING
Your husbands arms;
Thou art his whore. He playd the thief and robbd
Another of thee, and to spoil the spoiler
Is kingly justice. Tis a lawful prize
Thats taan from pirates; theirs are fellow wives.

TORMIELLA
Which of your subjects, which abroad adore
Your state, your greatness, presence and your throne
Of sun beams, think you now are with a wanton,
Or working a chaste wife to become one?

KING
I work thee not to be so, for when time
Shall jog his glass and make those sands lie low
Which now are at the top, thyself shalt grow
In self same place my queen does.

TORMIELLA
What tree ever stood
Long and deep rooted that was set in blood?
I will not be your whore to wear your crown,
Nor call any king my husband, but mine own.

KING
No!

TORMIELLA
No, twere shame mongst all our city dames
If one could not scape free, their blasted fames.

KING
The sound of bells and timbrels make you mad
As it does a tiger; the softer that I stroke you
The worse you bite; your father and your husband
Are at my sending come to court. Ill lay
Honours on both their back here they shall stay
Because Ill keep you here; if you do frown,
The engine which rears up, shall pluck all down.
Ill fetch em to you myself. [Exit.

TORMIELLA
Oh, who can stifling scape in baser throngs
When princes courts threaten the self same wrongs? [Exit.


Act Four, Scene One

[image: img34.jpg]

FLOURISH. ENTER KING, MALEVENTO, CORDOLENTE, IAGO, ALPHONSO, GAZETTO (disguised as LUPO), and TORMIELLO.

KING
Yare the best welcome which the court can yield,
For the king gives it you.

MALEVENTO
Your grace is gracious.

KING
[To TORMIELLA.] Is this your father?

MALEVENTO
My proper flash and blood, sir.

KING
And that your husband?

CORDOLENTE
Not I, sir. I married an honest wench that went in a cap, no whim-whams. I did but shuffle the first dealing, you cut last, and dealt last; by the same token you turnd up a court card.

KING
Is the man jealous?

CORDOLENTE
No, but a little troubles with the yellow jaundice, and you know if it get to the crown of the head, a mans gone.

KING
We send not for you hither to be bravd,
Sirrah; cast your darts elsewhere.

CORDOLENTE
Amongst the wild Irish, sir, hereafter.

KING
Tis our queens pleasure that your wife be calld
Her woman, and because she will not loose her,
She hath importund us to raise you both.
Your name, sir?

MALEVENTO
Mine, Andrada Malevento.

KING
Andrada Malevento, we make you
Vice-admiral of our navy.

CORDOLENTE
Oh, spiteful comedy. Hes not a courtier of half an hours standing, and hes made a vice already.

KING
We make thy husband  

CORDOLENTE
A cuckold, do you not?

MALEVENTO
Son, you forget yourself.

CORDOLENTE
Meddle with your own office; theres one will look that none meddles with mine.

MALEVENTO
Is not a change good?

CORDOLENTE
Yes, of a lousy shirt.

KING
Take hence that fellow; hes mad.

CORDOLENTE
I am indeed horn-mad. Oh, me! In the holiest place of the kingdom have I caught my undoing; the church gave me my banes.

TORMIELLA
What the church gave thee, thou hast still.

CORDOLENTE
Half parts; I thought one had taan thee up.

TORMIELLA
Take me home with thee. Ill not stay here.

KING
Ha!

TORMIELLA
Let me not come to court.

MALEVENTO
The king is vexd; let me persuade thee, son,
To wink at small faults.

CORDOLENTE
What, Sir Pandarus?

TORMIELLA
Sends the king you to blush ins room.

MALEVENTO
Yare a baggage.

KING
Go tell the lunatic so. Andrada, hark  

IAGO
The king bids me sing into your ear
Sweet notes of place and office which shall fall  

CORDOLENTE
Into my mouth. I gape for em.

IAGO
He bids me ask what will content you.

CORDOLENTE
Nothing, nothing; why, sir, the powers above cannot please us and can kings thank you? When we are brought forth to the world we cry and bawl as if we were unwilling to be born; and when we are a-dying we are mad at that.

KING
Take hence that wolf that barks thus.

CORDOLENTE
I am muzzld, but one word with your majesty. I am sober, sir.

KING
So, sir.

CORDOLENTE
You oft call parliaments, and there enact
Laws good and wholesome, such as who so break
Are hung by thpurse or neck. But as the weak
And smaller flies ithspiders web are taen
When great ones tear the web, and free remain,
So may that moral tale of you be told
Which once the wolf related: in the fold
The shepherds killd a sheep and eat him there;
The wolf lookd in, and seeing them at such cheer,
Alas, quoth he, should I touch the least part
Of what you tear, you would pluck out my heart.
Great men make laws that whosoeer draws blood
Shall die, but if they murder flocks, tis good.
Ill go eat my lamb at home, sir.

KING
Part, and thus reckon never to see her more.

CORDOLENE
Never!

TORMIELLA
Never thus, but thus a princes whore.

[Exeunt. Manent CORDOLENTE and GAZETTO.

CORDOLENTE
Thou darst not, if thou dost; my heart is great.
Thus wrongd, thou canst do little if not threat.

GAZETTO
Ha, ha, ha, ha!

CORDOLENTE
At what dost laugh ?

GAZETTO
At a thing of nothing, at thee. Why shouldst thou be afraid to fall into the cuckolds disease?

CORDOLENTE
Because it makes a doctor an ass; nothing can cure it. Are you answerd, sir?

GAZETTO
Come, thart a fool to grieve that thy wife is taken away by the king to his private bedchamber.
Now, like a book calld in, shell sell better than ever she did.

CORDOLENTE
Right, sir, but could he choose no stock to graft upon, but that which was planted in my nursery?

GAZETTO
Ill show thee a reason for that.

CORDOLENTE
Why?

GAZETTO
Leachers coming to women are like mice amongst many cheeses; they taste every one, but feed upon the best. Horns rightly weighd are nothing.

CORDOLENTE
How, nothing! Oh, sir, the smallest letters hurt your eyes most, and the last headache which come by a womans knocking hurts more than a cut to the skull by a mans knocking.

GAZETTO
Yet I warrant thou darst swear thy partys honest?

CORDOLENTE
Ha, swear! Not I. No man durst ever swear for his wife but Adam, nor any woman for her husband but Eve. Fare you well, sir.

GAZETTO
Whither art flying?

CORDOLENTE
In pieces. Dost not see Im shot out of a cannon?

GAZETTO
Downwards Ill shoot thee, but as devils use,
Ill tickle at thy tortures, dance at thy stumbling,
Play with thee, and then paw thee. Shalt make me merry.
The crown of black deeds that are hatchd in hell
Is to outlive and laugh, and alls playd well. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Two
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ENTER BILBO AND COXCOMB.

BILBO
I have not passd by a don to touch whose hand mine own was never more troubled with a more terrible itch.

COXCOMB
I have not met a signior at whom mine own eyes, as if roasted enough, did ever burn more in desire to fly out; so that whether to recoil or advance on, I am between hawk and buzzard.

BILBO
The honey of sweet compliment so turn up your tusks or mochatoes that they be not too stiff, to bristle against my acquaintance.

COXCOMB
Your acquaintance is a limbeck, out of which runneth a perfumd water, bathing my nostrils in a strong scent of your embracings. Are you of court, Signior?

BILBO
No, Signior, of the city. Are you a don of the city?

COXCOMB
No, Signior, of the court. City, I smile.

BILBO
Why?

COXCOMB
I assure you, Signior, you are to us of the court but animals. You are held but as shoeing horns to wait on great lords heels.

BILBO
Let em pay us what they owe then, and pull on their shoes, and well wait no more.

COXCOMB
You are our apes.

BILBO
But you are fuller of apish tricks.

COXCOMB
No sooner leap our ladies into a fashion but your wives are ready to creep into the same.

BILBO
Why not? For though some of your ladies invent the fashion, some of our wives husbands are never payd for the stuff or making.

COXCOMB
Give way with your poor scull to our oars, for I tell thee, Signior, you of the city are the flatten milk of the kingdom and we of the court the cream.

BILBO
I tell thee, Signior, we of the city eat none of your court butter, but some of you munch up our flatten milk cheese.

COXCOMB
Be not too loud; for you might be good singers at court but that most of you are spoiled in learning your pricksong.

BILBO
Be not you too loud; though you are good ringers in the city, for most of you have bells at your doors.

COXCOMB
Be temperate. I will show you your city cinquipace; you bear, swear, tear, rear, and wear; you bear the tankard, swear shop oaths, tear money out of debtors throats, rear rich estates, wear good clothes, but carry your conscience in torn pockets.

BILBO
Be attentive. I will show you your court coranto pace; it consisteth of five Bs and three Cs. You borrow of any man, are brave on any terms, brag at any hand to pay, bellow at any that demands it, bite any catchpole that fangs you, but carry neither conscience nor coin in your whole pockets.

COXCOMB
Tell me, Signior, tell me why in the city does a harmless sign hang at the door of a subtle Nicodemus sitting in a shop?

BILBO
And tell me, Signior, tell me, why when you eat our good cheer ithcity, have you handsome wide chops, but meeting us at court, none. Your gums glued up, your lips coopd like a ferret, not so much as the corner of a custard. If a could cup and a dry cheat loaf, tis well.

COXCOMB
Come, come. You are acorns and your sons the prodigals that eat you up.

BILBO
Go, go. You are prodigals and glad of the yellow acorns we leave our sons

COXCOMB
I will cross myself when I owe money to a citizen and pass by his door.

BILBO
I will bless myself when a courtier owing me no money comes near my door.

COXCOMB
You are descended from the tankard generation.

BILBO
You are ascended up to what you are, from the black Jack and bumbard distillation.

COXCOMB
Dear Signior!

BILBO
Delicious don! [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Three
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ENTER DON JOHN and PACHECO his boy.

JOHN
Boy.

PACHECO
My lord.

JOHN
Art sure thou sawst the admiral at court?

PACHECO
Am I sure I see your lordship in your gown?

JOHN
And talking with the king?

PACHECO
Most familiarly.

JOHN
And what say the people about my committing to mine own house?

PACHECO
The beast grins at it; theres a libel already of you, my lord.

JOHN
A libel! Away!

PACHECO
Yes, faith, my lord, and a song to the tune of Lament, Ladies, Lament.

JOHN
Im glad the stinkards are so merry. A halter on em; its music to them to have every man thrown off. You have seen the kings mistress, boy, have you not? What manner of piece ist?

PACHECO
Troth, my lord, I know not. I never saw her shot off. A pretty little pocket dog.

JOHN
What report gives she?

PACHECO
A very good report of her husband, but he gives an ill report of her.

JOHN
How does the ladies take it, now the King keeps a wench under the Queens nose?

PACHECO
They take it passing heavily. It goes to the heart of some of them that he keeps not them too.

JOHN
I heard say they were all once leaving the court.

PACHECO
True, sir, but there was a device which stoppd em. [Knocking within.

JOHN
Who are you?

VALASCO
[Within.] My lord, we must speak with you.

JOHN
What are you? [To PACHECO.] Fetch me a weapon.

OMNES
[Within.] Your friends.

KING
[Within.] Sdeath, break it down!

Enter KING, VALASCO, and Others.

JOHN
The King.
I did not understand your majesty.

KING
You shall, for Ill speak plain to you. Know you these? [Shows papers.

JOHN
Not I.

KING
You do not; a kings arm, thou seest,
Has a long reach, as far as Portugal
Can we fetch treason back hatchd here by you.

JOHN
Me!

KING
Thee and the traitorous Portugals to deprive me
Of life and crown, but I shall strike their king
And them, and thee beneath into the earth.

JOHN
And lower then earth you cannot.

KING
Half your body
Is in the grave; it only lacks our hand
To cast the dust upon you, yet you stand
On slippery ice yourself and trip at us
Whose foot is fixd on rocks, but since thast thrown
Thyself down, never look to rise.

JOHN
I care not. I will be little so
In debt to you, that I will not owe you
So much as God a mercy for my life.

KING
You shall not then; stand not to aim at marks.
Now rove not but make choice of one fair white.
Thast but one arrow to shoot, and thats thy flight.
The admiral knows our pleasure. [Exit with train.

JOHN
And heaven knows mine.
Left in mine enemys hand. Are you my gaoler?

VALASCO
No, my lord. I think Im rather left
To be your confessor.

JOHN
I need not any,
That you and I should both meet at one ball,
I being the stronger, yet you give the fall.

VALASCO
A kind of foot-ball slight, my lord. Men use
Exceeding much at court; yourself has heard
Little shrimps have thrown men higher than the guard;
But barring this rough play, lets now consider
For what I stay, and what you are to do.

JOHN
Do what?

VALASCO
To die.

JOHN
And must you play the hangman?

VALASCO
Break in, fellows.

Enter Guards.

JOHN
Sdeath, what are these?

VALASCO
Your executioners appointed by the King.

JOHN
These my executioners,
And you my overseer. Wherefore kneel they?

VALASCO
To beg your pardon, for they fear their work
Will never please you.

JOHN
What books that they hold?
This is no time for dedications.

VALASCO
That book is sent in love to you from the king.
It contains pictures of strange sundry deaths.
He bids you choose the easiest.

JOHN
Then I choose this. [Snatches a halberd.

VALASCO
Your choice is ill-made.

JOHN
Im more sorry, sir.
I had rather have my body hackd with wounds
Then thave a hangman fillip me.

VALASCO
My lord, pray pardon me.
Im forcd to what I do; tis the Kings pleasure
To have you die in private.

JOHN
Anywhere;
Since I must down, the King might let me fall
From lofty pinnacles, to make my way
Through an armd field, yet for all that, even then,
Unless I slew a kingdom full of men
I should at last be paid home; blackest fate
Thy worst; I here defy thee, what the state
Appoints tis welcome.

VALASCO
Thats to have your head.

JOHN
Tis ready.

VALASCO
Hell be quiet when you are dead. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Four
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ENTER TORMIELLA, MALEVENTO and ALPHONSO.

ALPHONSO
Madam, theres a fellow stays without to speak with you.

TORMIELLA
With me!

Enter CORDOLENTE, disguised.

ALPHONSO
Your shoemaker, I think.

TORMIELLA
Hast brought my shoes?

CORDOLENTE
Yes, madam.

TORMIELLA
You drew them not on last.

CORDOLENTE
No, madam. My master that servd your last has very good custom, and deals with other ladies as wella s you, but I ahve fitted you before now. I should now the length of your foot.

TORMIELLA
I do not remember thee.

CORDOLENTE
Im sorry you have forgotten me.

TORMIELLA
What shoe was the last you drew on?

CORDOLENTE
A yellow.

TORMIELLA
A yellow! I never wore that colour.

CORDOLENTE
Yes, madam, by that token when I fitted you first, you wore not your shows so high ithinstep, but methinks you now go clean awry.

TORMIELLA
A fault I cannot help; many ladies besides me go so. I hope twill grow to a fashion.

MALEVENTO
Has not that fellow done there?

CORDOLENTE
Yes, sir. I have now done. I have a suit to you, madam, that none may be your shoemaker but I.

TORMIELLA
Thy master thou sayse serves me; I should wrong him then.

CORDOLENTE
Yet do you me more wrong. Oh, my Tormiella!
Is the leaf torn out where our love was writ?
Then I am quite forgot.

TORMIELLA
Softly, my sweet.

CORDOLENTE
Oh, misery! I make myself a thief
To steal mine own; another at my fire
Sits whiles I shake with cold, I fatten a stranger
And starve myself.

TORMIELLA
Danger throws eyes upon thee;
Thus visit me, watch time for my escape
To any country by thy dearest side;
Ill lackey the world oer; Ill not change
Thee for a thousand kings. Theres gold.

MALEVENTO
Not yet done?

CORDOLENTE
Yes, sir. Im only taking instructions to make her a lower chopeen; she finds fault that shes lifted too high.

MALEVENTO
The more fool she.

Enter IAGO.

IAGO
The king comes, madam; he enquires for you.

Enter KING, VALASCO, GAZETTO as LUPO, and others.

KING
My brother John is gone then?

VALASCO
I ha bestowd him as you commanded, ins grave.

KING
Hes best there.
Except the gods, kings love none whom they fear.
How now!

TORMIELLA
My shoemaker.

KING
Oh, hast fitted her? So, hence, sir.

CORDOLENTE
As a worm on my belly. What, should the ant
On his poor mole-hill brave the elephant?
No, Signior, no.
No brains to stay, but saves a head to go. [Exit.

KING
Let me have no more of this; have not we eyes
Pointed like sunbeams? Go to, get you in.

TORMIELLA
Angel from heaven, falln a kings concubine. [Exit.

Enter MARTINES.

MARTINES
May it please your grace  

KING
Ha!

MARTINES
Her highness drownd in sorrow that your brow
Has been so long contracted into frowns,
Wishing to die unless she see it smoothd,
Commends her best love to you in this jewel,
The image of her heart.

KING
My Lord Admiral,
My wifes grown kind, see?

VALASCO
One of the happiest hours
Mine age eer numbered. Would your highness now
Would fetch up the red blood her cheeks hath lost
By sending her some symbol of your love.

KING
Pray, step yourself unto her; say I lock
My heart up in your bosom to her use,
And give it her.

VALASCO
Ill lend it in your name.

KING
Do.

VALASCO
She shall pay her heart for it in interest. [Exit.

KING
Ill see her anon.
Leave us. Stay you and set that table there.

[Exeunt. Manent KING and MARTINES.

A chair; none trouble us. Do you serve the Queen?

MARTINES
Yes, sir.

KING
We know you now; yare in our eye.
Are the doors fast?

MARTINES
They are, sir.

KING
Nearer yet.
Do not you know of a conspiracy
To take away my life upon Saunt  tush,
No matter for the day. You know the plot, sir?

MARTINES
By heaven, I know of none!

KING
Blushing does you stain.

MARTINES
It is not guilt but anger.

KING
Yave all fixd
Your hands and seals to an indenture drawn
By such a day to kill me.

MARTINES
For my part,
My loyalty like a rough diamond shines
The more tis cut. I have no hand in that
Or any baseness else against your life
Or kingdom.

KING
No?

MARTINES
None.

KING
Fetch me ink and paper.
I soon shall try that. Come, sir, write your name.
Stay; your own words shall choke you; twas a letter
Wrappd up in hidden characters and sent
Enclosd in a pomgranet to a great Don,
And thus subscribd, At your pleasure, your obsequious vassal.
Write this, and then your name here.

MARTINES
[Writes.] At your pleasure  

KING
Thy hand shakes.

MARTINES
No, sir. [Writes.] Your obsequious vassal.

KING
Here, sir, your name now there so low it stood.

MARTINES
[Writes.] Martines Cazalla de Barameda.

KING
Theres in thy face to traitor. I cannot tell.
Good mouths have given thee to me, on your life
Be not you like a wolfs skin drom to fright
The whole herd by your sound. I will compare
Your hand with this, thats all. But, sir, beware
You prate to none of what twixt us is past.

MARTINES
Were I ithworld above, I would desire
To come from thence, to give that man the lie,
That once should dare to blot my loyalty.

KING
Here, take this key; meet me some half hour hence
Ithprivy gallery with two naked poniards.

MARTINES
Two poniards. [Exit.

Enter GAZETTO as LUPO.

KING
Yes, go send somebody in. Stay, Lupo,
Can you write?

GAZETTO
Yes.

KING
Indite a letter sdeath, sir  here begin.

GAZETTO
After my hearty commendations, so, sir.

KING
How! Write, My most admired mistress.

GAZETTO
[Writes.] mired mistress.

KING
With the fire you first kindled in me, still I am burnt.

GAZETTO
[Writes.] Still I am burnt.

KING
So that thunder shall not hinder me from climbing the highest step of the ladder.

GAZETTO
[Writes.] Climbing the highest step of the ladder.

KING
Of your perfections, though I be confounded forever.

GAZETTO
[Writes.] Be confounded forever.

KING
Your high pleasures are mine, mine yours.

GAZETTO
[Writes.] Mine yours.

KING
And I die everlastingly until I be in your bosom.

GAZETTO
[Writes.] And I die  until I be in your bosom.

KING
So.

GAZETTO
So.

KING
Hold.

GAZETTO
Here, sir.

KING
Where are the gentlemen of our chamber?

GAZETTO
Without, sir.

KING
Bid them attend us close.

GAZETTO
I shall. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Five
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ENTER MARTINES WITH two poniards.

MARTINES
Would this days work were done. I do not like
To see a bull to a wild fig tree tied
To make him tame; beasts licking gainst the hair
Forshow some storm, and I foresee some snare.
His sword is dippd in oil, yet does it wound
Deadly; yet stand it, innocence wrongd is crownd.

Enter KING, ALPHONSO, and GAZETTO as LUPO, and others.

OMNES
Treason!

KING
Where?

OMNES
Kill the villain! [All draw.

KING
Stay! None touch him
On you lives! On kings shoulders stand
The heads of the colossi of the gods,
Above the reach of traitors, were the beds
Of twenty thousand snakes laid in this bosom,
Theres thunder in our looks to break them all.
Leave us.

OMNES
You are too venturous. [Exeunt. Manent KING and MARTINES.

KING
Jove cannot fall;
Both person, place and business were quite lost
Out of our memory. Lay aside these poniards.
We have alterd now our business; you shall bear, sir,
Our salutation to the Queen. Not seald!
Sfoot, nor endorsd! Some ink; come let thy forehead
Have no more wrinkles int. But this, to the Queen,
Write it.

MARTINES
To the Queen, no more!

KING
No, no, tis well.
Hast thou no seal about thee? If my wife
Exceptions take missing our royal signet.
Say that not having that, I borrowed yours.

MARTINES
I shall, sir. [Exit.

KING
Hide it, go. Without there!

Enter All.

OMNES
Sir.

KING
You met him, did you not? How lookd the slave?

OMNES
Most strangely.

KING
Unparelled villain! Devils could not set
To hatch such spiteful mischief. Guard me closely;
When you see him at the stake than worry him.
Are all weapond?

OMNES
All, all.

KING
When darts invisible fly,
A slave may kill a lion in the eye. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Six
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ENTER QUEEN AND TORMIELLA.

QUEEN
Who gave you this?

TORMIELLA
A gentleman of your chamber.

QUEEN
Call in the villain.

Enter MARTINES.

Thou audacious serpent!
How darst thou wind in knotted curls thy lust
About our honour. Where hadst thou this letter?

MARTINES
I had it from the king.

QUEEN
Out, impudent traitor!

Enter KING, IAGO, GAZETTO as LUPO, and APHONSO.

KING
How now at barley-break? Who art in hell?
Whats that? To the Queen? What queen?

QUEEN
Me! Tis to me!
Your mistress there the messenger; her secretary,
He here.

KING
Uds death!

QUEEN
Your trull and he have laid
Trains to blow up mine honour. I am betrayd.

KING
Lupo, fasten her.

QUEEN
Fasten me!

KING
Iago, see.
Look all; bind fast this devil. Is there no circle
To be damnd in but mine?

QUEEN
Slave, let me go.

KING
Oh, thou lustful harlot!

QUEEN
Guard me, heaven.

MARTINES
Im sold.

QUEEN
Thou villain, speak truth!

KING
Keep her off.

MARTINES
Most basely
Betrayd and baffled. Is that letter the same
I sent in to the Queen?

TORMIELLA
The very same.

KING
Is this thy hand?

MARTINES
Tis, sir, but hear me.

KING
And this thy name, thy hand?

MARTINES
My name, my hand.

QUEEN
Save him and let him spit
His blackest poison forth.

KING
Spare him. Unhand her.

QUEEN
Let me have justice as thou art a king!

KING
To prison with them both.

QUEEN
As I am thy wife,
Make not thyself a strumpet of me.

KING
Hence, guard her.

QUEEN
I come, heaven, guarded with innocence. [Exit.

KING
Follow your mistress, go.

TORMIELLA
Yes, to her grave.
Oh, that I now were swallowed in some wave! [Exit.

KING
Oh, that I
Should in a womans lap my kingdom lay;
Honour and life, and she should all betray
To a groom, a slave.

IAGO
Let not her poison run
Too near your heart.

KING
Iago, I have done.
Pray, let my grief want company; this wrack
So great shall make thwhole kingdom mourn in black. [Exeunt Court.
Lupo!

GAZETTO
Did your highness call?

KING
Yes. Hark thee, Lupo.
It may be thart a serpent dull of sight;
Be quick of hearing; maybe thart a hare,
And canst see sideways; let me lock up here
Whatevers laid in there.

GAZETTO
I am strongly charmd.

KING
Wilt venture for me?

GAZETTO
To the threshold of hell.

KING
May I trust thee?

GAZETTO
Else employ me not.

KING
Didst ever kill a scorpion?

GAZETTO
Never. I ha been stung by one.

KING
Didst never bait a wild bull?

GAZETTO
Thats the pastime I most love and follow.

KING
A strange disease
Hangs on me and our doctors say the blook
Only of these two beast must do me good.
Darst thou attempt to kill them?

GAZETTO
Were they devils
With heads of iron and claws jointed with brass,
Encounter them I shall. In what park run they?

KING
The Queen that scorpion is. Tormiellas husband,
The mad ox broken loose. In a small volume,
What mischief may be writ! In a maze.

GAZETTO
No, in a muse.
Im plotting how to dot, and to come off.

KING
This does it, but this key burst ope all doors
That can betray thee; done, be sure to rise.
Let a kings royal breath send thee hence flying.

GAZETTO
As powder does the bullet.

KING
Heapd up honours
Are schedules to thine enterprise annexd.
Do it and mount.

GAZETTO
[Aside.] To thgallows.

KING
[Aside.] Thyself goes next. [Exit.

GAZETTO
I scorn to be thy bloodhound.
Why should I vex a soul did never grieve me?
The Queens an honest lady; should I kill her
It were as if I pulld a temple down
And from the ruins of that built up a stews.
She lives, but butcher like the ox Ill use. [Exit.


Act Five, Scene One
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ENTER KING; AT another door VALASCO, MALEVENTO and IAGO.

MALEVENTO
Oh, royal sir, my daughter Tomiella
Has lost her use of reason and run mad.

KING
When?

MALEVENTO
Not half an hour since.

KING
Mad now! Now frantic!
When all my hopes are at their highest pitch
Tenjoy her beauties! Take no more; thou liest.

Enter GAZETTO as LUPO.

GAZETTO
May it please your majesty  

KING
Curses consume thee! Oh! [Strikes.

GAZETTO
It is dispatchd; the Queen is lost, never to be found.

KING
Wave upon wave.
Hard-hearted furies, when will you dig my grave.
You do not hear him, thunder shakes heaven first
Before dull earth can feel it.
My dear, dearest Queen is dead.

VALASCO
Ha!

OMNES
The Queen dead!

KING
What said she last?

GAZETTO
Commend me to the king,
And tell him this: mine honour is not wrackd,
Though his love be.

KING
And so her heart-strings crackd!

VALASCO
Some trick, upon my life. State-conjuring
To raise up devils in prisons, and ithdark.
If she be dead, Ill see her.

KING
Villainous man,
Thou see what we have enjoyd, thou impudent fool
Away, Iago, give this tumbling whale
Empty barrels to play with till this troublous seas,
Which he more raging makes, good heaven appease.

VALASCO
Well, I say nothing. Birds in cages mourn
At first, but as last sing. I will take my turn. [Exit.

KING
My Queen dead! I shall now have rhyming slaves
Libel upon us giving her innocent wings;
But say we murdered her, scandal dare strike kings.
Then heres another moon of Spain eclipsd,
One whom our best lovd Queen put in her bosom,
For sweetness of pure life, integrity,
And, in court beauties wondrous, honesty.
Shes mad too, Lupo, Tormiellas mad!

GAZETTO
Mad!

IAGO
[Aside.] As a March whore.

GAZETTO
Mad, shall I work upon her?

KING
Use thy skill. [Exit GAZETTO.

IAGO
I would to heaven your highness  

KING
Ha! The Queen! Was she not at my elbow?

OMNES
Here was nothing.

KING
I must not live thus, Iago, if I lie
After the kingly fashion without a woman
I shall run mad at midnight. I will marry
The lunatic lady, she shall be my queen.
Proclaim her so.

IAGO
Your highness does but jest!

KING
All the worlds frantic, mad with mad are best. [Exit.

IAGO
Wretched state of kings, that standing high,
Their faults are marks shot at by every eye. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Two
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ENTER TORMIELLA, MALEVENTO, and GAZETTO disguised as a Doctor.

GAZETTO
Give me the key. Make all fast. Leave us. Ill screw her wits to the right place.

MALEVENTO
Apollo bless thee! [Exit.

TORMIELLA
Are not you a woollen-draper?

GAZETTO
Yes.

TORMIELLA
Whether is a womans life measured by the ell or the yard?

GAZETTO
All women by the yard, sure; its no life else.

TORMIELLA
Im not near seventeen years old. If I should die at these years am I not a fool?

GAZETTO
Yes, marry you are, for the law allows none to be of discretion till they come to twenty-one.

TORMIELLA
Out upon you! You are a lawyer; pray, get you hence, for youll not leave me clothes to my back if I keep you company. Im mad enough now, and youll make me stark mad.

GAZETTO
I am what I seem; no doctor I,
But by your husband send in this disguise
To sound your bosom.

TORMIELLA
You bob for eels, do you not?

GAZETTO
Here has he lockd his mind up, but for me
To put a burning linstock in a hand
That may give fire, and send my soul in powder,
I know not. Pardon me. Fare you well, lady.

TORMIELLA
Hist, do you hear?

GAZETTO
The eyes of mercy guard thee.
Wert known for what I venturd thus, twere death.
Ill to your husband.

TORMIELLA
Stay, I am not mad,
Yet I have cause to rave. My wits like bells
Are backward rung, only to fright the tyrant
That whiles his wild lust wanders, I may fly
To my sweet husbands arms; here I have hid
The trains I mean to lay for mine escape. [Shows letters.

GAZETTO
Excellent. He shall second you.

TORMIELLA
Should any watch us!

GAZETTO
Alls fast; run mad again then; the King things
Me some rare fellow; you shall leave the court
Now if youll taste my counsel.

TORMIELLA
Ill drink gall
To cure me of this sickness.

GAZETTO
Sit then down here,
Ill bind you fast because it shall appear
That you grow worse and worse; then I will tell
The King the only course to leave you well
Is to remove you home to mine own lodging.
Ill bind you.

TORMIELLA
Forever to thee.

GAZETTO
Only hence, you may fly
To thstraights, and then cross over to Barbery.
So thart a strumpet.

TORMIELLA
Whats that you speak?

GAZETTO
A damnd one.
Dost thou not know me? I am Gazetto.

TORMIELLA
Mercy!

GAZETTO
Who like a ball of wild-fire have been tossd
To make others sport, but here I burst and kill.
A perjurd strumpet.

TORMIELLA
I am none. My father swore
That I should marry thee, and then a tiger
And a lamb had been together; I neer was thine,
Nor never will be.

GAZETTO
Swear thou art not mine,
That when I see thy heart drunk with hot oaths
This fiend may pitch thee reeling into hell.
Swear that thou art not mine.

TORMIELLA
By heaven, I am not.
To prove I swear right to thee; change that weapon,
See at my girdle hang my wedding knives.
With those dispatch me.

GAZETTO
To thheart?

TORMIELLA
Aim right,
I beseech thee.

GAZETTO
Ill not kill thee now for spite,
Because thou begst it.

TORMIELLA
Then, good villain, spare me!

GAZETTO
Neither. Heres that shall sink thee. To the King
Thy juggling and these letters shall be shown.

TORMIELLA
Upon thy head be my confusion.
The King, I shall both feed hi rage and lust.
First doom me to any tortures.

GAZETTO
Thou shall then swear, [Unbinds her.
Because I know hell force the tie a knot
The church shall see and sigh at; if he marries thee,
Swear when he comes to touch thy naked side
To bury him in those sheets; thou art his bride.

TORMIELLA
By heaven that nights his last; my just heart keeps
This vow graven there.

GAZETTO
Till then my vengeance sleeps.
Where is the King?

Enter KING, IAGO, ALPHONSO and MALEVENTO.

I have refind
That chaos which confounded her fair mind.

KING
Move in thy voice the spheres, when next thou speaks, Tormiella.

TORMIELLA
I am well. My fearful dream
Is vanishd, thanks to heaven, and that good man.

KING
Thou givst me another crown. Oh, Vindicados,
The axletree on which my kingdom moves
Leans on thy shoulders. I am all thine, Tormiella;
Bright Cynthia, look not pale; Endymion here;
Hymen shall fetch a leap from heaven talight
Full in thine arms. Back, thou black ominous night!

[Exeunt. Manent GAZETTO.

Enter CORDOLENTE.

CORDOLENTE
Signior Lupo, why Don, not know me? I am the poor shopkeeper whose ware is taken up by the king.

GAZETTO
You lie.

CORDOLENTE
True, as judges do with their wives very seldom, I am Cordolente, a poor gudgeon diving thus under water, to see how Neptune and his mermaids swim together, but dare not come near him, for fear he sets dogfish to devour me.

GAZETTO
An excellent mask against the marriage; now get a private coat; the king means to have you stabbd.

CORDOLENTE
He does that already, with the bodkin that sticks in my wifes hair.

GAZETTO
He has not the patience to stay the dressing of his meat of thy providing; he will have it taken up and eat the flesh raw; he will be married incontinently.

CORDOLENTE
Will she set her hands to my horns?

GAZETTO
Yes, and set them to your head; she follows the steps of her old grandma; all evils take their names from her; the ills of Eve, thy wife for the hoop ring thou marriedst her withal, hath sworn to send thee a deaths head.

CORDOLENTE
Sworn!

GAZETTO
Sworn. Were thy case my case, I would set a devil at her elbow in the very church. I would kill her as she gave away her hand.

CORDOLENTE
Wilt help me to a fit circle to play the devil in?

GAZETTO
Ill place thee. Ill put thy foot into the stirrup.

CORDOLENTE
And I will rid the world of one of his diseases, a loose woman.

GAZETTO
Farewell. Eat her very heart. [Exit.

CORDOLENTE
As we feed one upon another, hungerly [Exit.


Act Five, Scene Three
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DUMBSHOW.

Hoboys. Enter Two Friars setting out an alter; enter IAGO, ALPHONSO, GAZETTO, MALEVENTO, Two Churhmen, TORMIELLA next and the KING; Ladies attending; CORDOLENTE steals in and stands in some by place; the KING stays or sits in a chair; TORMIELLA is brought to him; as she is coming, the KING meets her; as the ring is putting on, CORDOLENTE steps in rudely, breaks them off; TORMIELLA flies to his bosom; the KING offers to stab him, is held; she kneels, sues, weeps; CORDOLENTE is thrust out; GAZETTO laughs at all; they are preparing to it again; it thunders and lightens; all affrightedly exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Four
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Enter CORDOLENTE.

CORDOLENTE
Dost thou tell me of thy proclamations that I am banishd from the court; that court where I came to thee was none of thine; it belongs to a king that keeps open court; one that never wrongd a beggar, never took way any mans wife unless he sent his pursuant death for her. Oh, thou daring sacrilegious royal thief! Wilt thou rob the church too as thou has me, thrust me out of that house too in the sanctuary; turnd devil in a crowd of angels.

Enter GAZETTO.

GAZETTO
Why didst not kill her?

CORDOLENTE
I had no power to kill her;
Charms of divinity pulld back mine arm.
She had armour of proof on, reverence of the place,
She is not married, is she? Shorten my pains.

GAZETTO
Heaven came itself down and forbade the banns.

Enter IAGO.

IAGO
You must both to thking.

GAZETTO
Must! We are for him.

CORDOLENTE
Now do I look for a fig.

GAZETTO
Chew none, fear nothing. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Five
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FLOURISH. ENTER KING, TORMIELLA, VALASCO, MALEVENTO and ALPHONSO.

KING
Has heaven left chiding yet? Theres in thy voice
A thunder that worse frights me. Didst thou swear
In bed to kill me had I married thee?

TORMIELLA
It was my vow to do so.

KING
And did that villain,
That Lupo Vindicados thrust this vengeance
Into the desperate hand?

TORMIELLA
That villain swore me
To speed you. I had died else. Me had he murdered
When in a doctors shape e came to cure
The madness which in me was counterfeit
Only to sun your touches.

KING
Strange preservation.

Enter IAGO, GAZETTO, and CORDOLENTE.

VALASCO
Here comes the traitor!

KING
Devil, didst thou tempt this woman gainst my life?

GAZETTO
Has she betrayd me? Yes. Hence antic visors.
Ill now appear myself. [Reveals himself.

MALEVENTO
Gazetto!

GAZETTO
The same.

CORDOLENTE
I ha warmd a snake in my bosom.

MALEVENTO
This is he
To whom by promise of my mouth, not hers,
Tormiella should ha been married, but flying him
To run away with this, he in disguise
Has followed both thus long to be revengd.

GAZETTO
And were not my hands tied by your prevention
I should go forward yet; my plot lay there,
King, to have her kill thee; this cuckold her,
Then had I made him hawks-meat.

VALASCO
Bloody varlet!

KING
Rare providence, I thank thee. What a heap
Of mischiefs have I brought upon my kingdom
By one base act of lust, and my greatest horror
Is that for her I made away my Queen.
By this destroyers hand, this crimson hell-hound
That laughs at nothing but fresh villainies.

GAZETTO
The laughing days I wishd for are now come, sir.
I am glad that leaping into such a gulf
I am not drownd. Your Queen lives!

KING
Ha!

GAZETTO
She lives.
I had no reason to kill her.

VALASCO
A better spirit
Stood at his elbow than you planted there.
My poor girl, your sad Queen breathes yet.

KING
Long may she!
Fetch her; commend me to her, cheer her, father.

VALASCO
With the best heart I have. [Exit.

KING
Let that sly bawd,
Engine of hell, who wrought upon thy chastity,
Be whippd through Seville; four such tempting witches
May undo a city. Come, you wronged pair,
By a king that parted you, you new married are.
Enjoy each other and prosper.

CORDOLENTE
I do already,
Feeling more joys than on my wedding day;
I neer till now was married.

TORMIELLA
Nor I ever happy until this hour.

MALEVENTO
Nor I, as I am true lord.

KING
No, sir, yare no true lord; you have a title,
A face of honour as in courts many have,
For base and servile prostitutions,
And you are such a one; your daughters fall
Was first step to your rising, and her rising
Again to that sweet goodness she never went from
Must be your fall, and strip you of all honours.
Your lordship is departed.

MALEVENTO
Does the bell ring out? I care not.
Your kingdom was a departing too; I had a place in court for nothing and if it be gone, I can lose nothing. I ha been like a lord in a play, and that done, my part ends.

KING
Yes, sir. I purge my court of such infection.

MALEVENTO
I shall find company ithcity I warrant. I am not the first hath given up my cloak of honour. [Exit.

Enter VALASCO, JOHN, and QUEEN.

KING
Oh, my abused heart, thy pardon! See,
I have sent home my stoln goods.

QUEEN
Honestly!

KING
As she was ever, now with full clear eyes
I see thy beauty, and strange cheeks despise.

QUEEN
You call me from a grave of shame and sorrow
In which I lay deep buried.

JOHN
From a grave likewise
Your majesty calls me. I have looked back
On all my poor ambitions, and am sorry
That I fell ever from so bright a sphere
As it the love of such a royal brother.

KING
Be as you speak; we are friends. It was our will
To let you know, we can or save or kill.

JOHN
Your mercy new transforms me.

KING
Sirrah, your saving
My Queen when I confess, lust me so blinded,
I would have gladly lost her, gives thee life.

QUEEN
First I thank heaven, then him, and at last you.

GAZETTO
I had not the heart to hurt a woman. If I had, your little face had meen malld ere this, but my angers out. Forgive me.

TORMIELLA
With all my heart.

KING
Pray, noble brother, love this man; hes honest.
I ha made of him good proof. We should have had
A wedding, but heaven frownd at it, and I
Am glad tis crossd. Yet well both feast and dance.
Our fame hath all this while lain in a trance.
Come, Tormiella, well were that city blest
That with but two such women should excel;
But theres so few good, thast no parallel. [Exeunt.

FINIS


The Wonder of a Kingdom (1634)
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The Wonder of a Kingdom was printed in quarto format by Robert Raworth and published by Nicholas Vavasour in 1636. It was entered into the Stationers Register alongside The Noble Spanish Soldier on 16 May 1631. The author was listed as Tho. Dekker and it was licensed for performance by the Master of the Revels at the time, Henry Herbert. It is possible that the play was performed in 1631, the year it was licensed, by Queen Henriettas Men, but this is not known for certain. Nicholas Vavasour was a well-established bookseller that owned a shop in the Inner Temple in London and published works by an array of famous Elizabethan, Jacobean and Caroline playwrights, including Richard Brome and Christopher Marlowe. The printer, Robert Raworth, had attempted to buy his way into a position as a master printer in the early seventeenth century, but was unsuccessful and so spent much of working life involved in questionable printing endeavours which often led to problems with authorities. He was saved by his friendship with the highly successful printer, Nicholas Okes, who provided him with work.

The Wonder of a Kingdom is one of Dekkers less well known plays and there is very little record of its performance history. It has not been regularly staged in either the twentieth or twenty-first century and it has not been considered one of the authors best works by literary critics. It is a comedy that centres on the star-crossed love affair between Angelo Lotti and Fiametta, the daughter of the Duke of Florence. The Duke is insistent that his daughter marries the Prince of Pisa, despite her protestations, so when the recently banished Lotti returns to the Kingdom, he must hatch a plan to save his beloved…
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A Victorian depiction of Thomas Dekker
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PROLOGUE.
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THUS from the Poet am I bid to say;
He knows what judges sit to doom each play;
(The over-curious critic, or the wise),
The one with squint, tother with sun-like eyes,
Shoots through each scene; the one cries all things down,
Tother hides strangers faults, close as his own.
Las! those that out of custom come to jeer,
(Sung the full quire of the nine Muses here)
So carping not from wit, but apish spite,
And featherd ignorance, thus! our poet does slight.
Tis not a gay suit, or distorted face,
Can beat his merit off, which has won grace
In the full theatre; nor can now fear
The teeth of any snaky whisperer;
But to the white, and sweet unclouded brow,
(The heaven where true worth moves) our poet does bow:
Patrons of arts, and pilots to the stage,
Who guide it (through all tempests)from the rage
Of envious whirlwinds, O, do you but steer
His muse this day, and bring her to th wished shore,
You are those Delphic powers whom shell adore.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
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Duke of Florence.
Prince of Pisa.
Nicoletto, Lord Vanni.
Trebatio, his son.
Mutio, Philippo, Tornelli,Courtiers.
Piero, the Dukes son.
Gasparo, his friend.
Tibaldo Neri, in love with Lord Vannis wife.
Angelo Lotti, in love with Fiametta.
Baptista, his friend.
Jacomo Gentili, the noble housekeeper.
Signior Torrenti the riotous lord.
Montinello.
Cargo, Lord Vannis man.
Fiametta, the Dukes daughter.
Dariene, old Lord Vannis wife.
Alisandra, her daughter.
Alphonsina, sister to Tibaldo Neri.

Two Courtesans.
A Nurse.


ACT I. SCENE I.
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ENTER DUKE OF FLORENCE, PRINCE OF PISA, NICOLETTO VANNI, TREBATIO, MUTIO, PHILIPPO, TORNELLI, TIBALDO NERI, ALPHONSINA, and DARIENE; CARGO attending.

Flor. WE surfeit here on pleasures: seas nor land
Cannot invite us to a feast more glorious,
Than this day we have sat at: my Lord Vanni,
You have an excellent seat here; tis a building
May entertain a Cæsar: but you and I
Should rather talk of tombs than palaces,
Lets leave all to our heirs, for we are old.

Nic. Old? hem! all heart of brass; sound as a bell;
Old? why, Ill tell your graces; I have gone
But half the bridge oer yet; there lies before me
As much as I have passd, and Ill go it all.

Flor. Mad Vanni, still

Nic. Old oaks do not easily fall:
Decembers cold hand combs my head and beard,
But May swims in my blood; and he that walks
Without his wooden third leg, is never old.

Pisa. What is your age, my lord?

Nic. Age? what call you age?
I have livd some half a day, some half an hour.

Flor. A tree of threescore years growth, nothing?

Tib. A mere slip; you have kept good diet, my lord.

Nic. Let whores keep diet;
Tibaldo neer; never did rivers run
In wilder, madder streams, than I have done;
Ill drink as bard yet as an Englishman.

Flor. And they are now best drinkers.

Pisa. They put down the Dutchmen clean.

Nic. Ill yet upon a wager hit any fencers button.

Car. Some of em ha no buttons to their doublets, sir.

Nic. Then, knave, Ill hit his flesh, and hit your cockscomb,
If you cross mine once more.

Flor. Nay, be not angry.

Nic. I have my passes, sir, and my passados,
My longes, my stockados, imbrocados,
And all my puntos and puntilios,
Here at my fingers end.

Flor. By my faith tis well.

Nic. Old? why I neer took physic, nor ever will;
Ill trust none that have art, and leave to kill. 
Now for that chopping herb of hell tobacco,
The idle mans devil, and the drunkards whore,
I never meddled with her; my smoke goes
Out at my kitchen-chimney, not my nose.

Flor. And some lords have no chimnies but their noses.

Nic. Tobacco-shops show like prisons in hell;
Hot, smoky, stinking, and I hate the smell.

Pisa. Whod think that in a coal so ashy white,
Such fire were glowing?

Flor. May not a snuff give light?

Tib. You see it does in him.

Alph. A withered tree doth oft bear branches.

Nic. What think you then of me, sweet lady?

Alph. Troth, my lord, as of a horse, vilely; if he can
Neither wihy, nor wag-tail.

Flor. The Lady Alphonsina Neri has given it to you, my lord.

Nic. The time may come I may give it to her too.

Flor. I doubt, Lord Vanni, she will crack no nuts
With such a tough shell as is yours and mine.
But leaving this, lets see you pray at court.

Nic. I thank your grace.

Flor. Your wife and your fair daughter,
One of the stars of Florence, with your son,
Heir to your worth and honours, Trebatio Vanni.

Treb. I shall attend your grace.

Flor. The holy knot
Hymen shall, shortly tie, and in fair bands
Unite Florence and Pisa by the hands,
Of Piametta and this Pisan duke
(Our noble son-in-law), and at this day
Pray be not absent.

Nic. We shall your will obey.

Flor. We hear there is a gallant that outvies
Us, and our court for bravery of expence,
For royal feasts, triumphs, and revellings.

Nic. Hes my near kinsman, mine, own brothers son;
Who desperately a prodigal race doth run;
And for this, riotous humour he has the by-name,
Siguior Torrenti, a, swift head-long stream.

Flor. But theres another lays on more than he.

Nic. Old Jacomo? open-handed charity
Sits ever at his gates to welcome guests.
He makes no bonfires as my, riotous kinsman,
And yet his chimneys cast out braver smoke.
The bellows which he blows, with are good deeds,
The rich he smiles upon, the poor be feeds.

Flor. These gallants well be feasted by, and feast;
Fames praises of em shall make us their guest,
Meantime well hence. [Exit Flor. Pisa, &c.

Enter CARGO.

Car. I have news to tell your lordship: Signior Angelo (of the Lotti family) is banished.

Dar. How! banishd? Alas, poor Angelo Lotti.

Treb. Why must he go from Florence?

Car. Because he can stay there no longer.

Nic. To what end is he driven from the city?

Car. To the end he should go into some other, my lord.

Nic. Hoida!

Car. I hope this is news, sir.

Nic. What speak the people of him?

Car. As bells ring; some out, some in, all jangle; they say he has dealt with the Genoese against the state: but whether with the men or the women tis to be stood upon.

Nic. Away! sir knave and fool.

Car. Sir knave, a new word: fools, and knaves, sir?  [Exit.

Nic. This muttering long ago flew to mine ear;
The Genoese is but a line thrown out;
But Fiamettas loves f the net that chokes him.

Treb. Hes worthy of her equal.

Nic. Peace! foolish boy;
At these state bonfires (whose flames reach so high)
To stand aloof, is safer than too nigh. [Exeunt.

Enter TIBALDO NERI and ALPHONSINA.

Alph. Why, brother, whats the matter?

Tib. Im ill, exceeding ill.

Alph. Thats not well.

Tib. Sure I did surfeit at Lord Vannis.

Alph. Surfeit? you eat some meat against your stomach.

Tib. No, but I had a stomach to one dish, and the not tasting it makes me sick at heart.

Alph. Was it fish or flesh?

Tib. Flesh sure, if I hit the mark right.

Alph. Ist not the missing of a mark (which you long to hit)
Makes you draw sighs instead of arrows?

Tib. Would I had been a thousand leagues from thence!
When I sat down ats table, or been partner
With Angelo Lotti in his banishment;
Oh! sister Alphonsina, there I drank
My bane; the strongest poison that eer man
Drew from a ladys eye, nows swelling in me.

Alph. By casting of thy water then, I guess thou wouldst
Have a medcine for the green-sickness.

Tib. Tis a green wound indeed.

Alph. Tent it, tent it, and keep it from rankling; you are
Over head and ears in love.

Tib. I am, and with such mortal arrows piercd
I shall fall down

Alph. Theres no hurt in that.

Tib. And die, unless her pity
Send me a quick and sweet recovery.

Alph. And faith what doctress is she must call you patient?

Tib. Fair Dariene, the Lord Vannis wife

Alph. How! Dariene? can no feather fit you but the broach in an old mans hat? were there so many dainty dishes to fill your belly, and must you needs long for that dish the master of the house sets up for his own tooth?

Tib. Could love be like a subject, tied to laws,
Then might you speak this language

Alph. Love? a disease as common with young gallants as swaggering and drinking tobacco; theres not one of em all but will to-day lie drawing on for a woman, as if they were puffing and blowing at a straight boot, and to-morrow be ready to knock at deaths door; but I would fain see one of you enter and set in his staff.

Tib. You shall see me then do so.

Alph. I shall look so old first, I shall be taken for thy grandame; come, come, tis but a worm between the skin and the flesh; and to be taken out with the point of a waiting-womans needle, as well as a great countess.

Tib. If this be all the comfort you will lend me,
Would you might leave me  

Alph. Leave thee in sickness? I had more need give thee a caudle, and thrust thy addlehead into a nightcap; for look you, brother  

Tib. Even what you will must out.

Alph. If what you will might so too, then would you be in tune: I warrant if the sucket stood here before thee, thy stomach would go against it.

Tib. Yes, sure my stomach would go against it:
Tis only that which breeds in me despair.

Alph. Despair for a woman? they hang about mens necks in some places thicker than hops upon poles.

Tib. Her walls of chastity cannot be beaten down.

Alph. Walls of chastity? walls of wafer-cakes: I have known a woman carry a feather-bed, and a man int, in her mind, when in the street she cast up the white of her eye like a puritan.

Tib. Sister you do but stretch me on the rack,
And with a laughing cheek increase my pain;
Be rather pitiful, and ease my torments,
By teaching me how in this dreadful storm
I may escape shipwreck, and attain that shore
Where I may live, here else Im sure to die.

Alph. Well, brother, since you will needs sail by such a star as I shall point out; look you here it is: if she were your feather-makers, tailors or barbers wife, bait a hook with gold, and with it  

Tib. I do conjure you by that noble blood
Which makes me call you sister, cease to pour
Poison into a wound, so near my heart;
And if to cure loves pains there be an art,
Woman methinks should know it cause she breeds it

Alph. That cunning woman you take me to be; and because I see you dissemble not, heres my medicine.

Tib. I shall for ever thank you.

Alph. First send for your barber.

Tib. For heavens sake!

Alph. Your barber shall not come to rob you of your beard; Ill deal in no concealments  

Tib. Oh! fie, fie, fie!

Alph. But let him by rubbing of you quicken your spirits.

Tib. So, so.

Alph. Then whistle your goldfinches (your gallants) to your fist.

Tib. Youre mad! youre mad!

Alph. Into a tavern; drink stiff, swear stiff, have your music, and your brace; dance, and whiff tobacco, till all smoke again, and split, sir.

Tib. You split my very heart in pieces.

Alph. And do thus but till the moon cuts off her horns; laugh in the day, and sleep in the night: and this wenching fire will be burnt out of you.

Tib. Away! away! cruel you are to kill,
When to give life, you have both power and skill.
[Exit.

Alph. Alas, poor brother, now I pity thee, and woud do any thing to help thee to thy longing; but that a gap must be broken; in another mans hedge to rob his orchard; within there! Luca
Angelo give him music;  
Music has helpd some madmen, let it then
Charm him; love makes fools of the wisest men.
[Exit.

Enter at one Door, ANGELO LOTTI and BAPTISTA; at the other, PIERO and JASPERO.

Pier. Yonders that villain; keep off, Jaspero.
This prey Ill seize.  [All draw.

Jas. Be more advised, sir.

Bap. At whose life shoot you?

Pier. At that slaves there.

Ang. Slave? I know you for the dukes son; but I know no cause of quarrel, or this base reproach.

Piero. Thou art a villain.

Ang. Wherein?

Pier. And by witchcraft
Hast stole my sister Fiamettas heart,
Forcing her leave a princes bed for thine.

Ang. If for her love you come to kill me; here
Ill point you to a door where you may enter
And fetch out a loathd life.

Pier. Jaspero!

Jas. Oh, my lord!

Ang. Let him come, I owe her all;
And that debt will I pay her gladly.

Jas. Dear sir, hear him.

Ang. But if on any other fire of rage,
You thirst to drink my blood, here I defy
You, and your malice; and return the villain
Into your throat.

Pier. So brave, sir!  [They fight.

Enter NICOLETTO and CARGO.

Nic. I charge you in the dukes name, keep the peace;
Beat down their weapons! knock em down, Cargo!

Car. I have a justices warrant to apprehend your weapons;
Therefore I charge you deliver.

Nic. Oh, my lord, make a fray in an open street? tis to
Make a bonfire to draw children and fools
Together; Signior Angelo, pray be wise, and be gone.

Ang. I do but guard my life, my lord, from danger.

Bap. (To Piero.) Sir, you do exercise your violence
Upon a man stabbd to the heart with wounds;
You see him sinking, and you set your foot
Upon his bead, to kill him with two deaths;
Trample not thus on a poor banishd man.

Nic. If he be banishd why dwells he i th house, whose tiles are pulld down over his head?

Ang.) You must hunt no more in this park of
Florence; why then do you lie sneaking here to steal venison?

Ang. My lords, I take my last leave of you all;
Of love and fortunes.

Bap. Lower thou canst not fall.
[Ang and Bap.

Jas. Trust me, my lord, this Lotti is a man,
(Setting aside his rivalship in love,
For which you hate him), so abundant rich
In ail the virtues of a gentleman,
That had you read their file, as I have done,
You would not only fall in love with him,
And hold him worthy of a princesss bed,
But grieve, that for a woman, such a man
Should so much suffer, in being so put down,
Never to rise again.

Nic. A terrible case, Id not be int for all Florence.

Pier. Troth, dear friend,
The praises which have crownd him with thy judgment,
Make me to cast on him an open eye,
Which was before shut, and I pity him.

Jas. I never heard mongst all your Roman spirits,

That any held so bravely up his head,
In such a sea of troubles (that Come rolling
One on anothers neck), as Lotti doth;
He puts the spite of fortune to disgrace, And makes her, when she frowns worst, turn her face.

Pier. No more: I love him, and for all the dukedom  
Would not have cut so noble a spreading vine,
To draw from it one drop of blood: Lord Vanni,
I thank you that you curd our wounded peace;
So fare you well.  [Exit.

Nic. A good health to you both.

Jag. You play the constable wisely.

Car. And I his beadle, I hope as wisely.

Nic. The constable wisely; Cargo he calls me fool by craft, but letm pass.

Car. As gentlemen do by creditors (muffled).

Nic. I have another case to handle: thou knowst the Donna Alphonsina, of the Neri family.

Car. The little paraquito that was here when the duke was feasted? she had quicksilver in her mouth, for her tongue, like a bride the first night, never lay still.

Nic. The same aspen-leaf! the same! Ist not a galley for
The great Turk to be rowd in?

Car. I think, my lord, in calm weather, she may sit upon
A galley as big as your lordship.

Nic. Commend me to this Angelica.

Car. Angelica water is good for a cold stomach.

Nic. I am all fire.

Car. Shes a cooler.

Nic. Would twere come to that.

Car. A small thing does it, my lord; in the time a Flemming drinks a flap-dragon.

Nic. Give her this paper, and this; in the one she may know my mind, in the other, feel me: this a letter; this a jewel: tell her I kiss the little white nail of her little white finger, of her more little white hand, of her most little white body.

Car. Her tell-tale, for all this will I be.

Nic. Thou hast been my weavers shuttle, to run betwixt me and my stuffs of Procreandi causa.

Car. A suit of stand-farther-off, had been better sometimes.

Nic. No, Cargo, I have still the Lapis mirabilis; be thou close

Car. As my ladys chamber-maid.

Nic. Away then! nay quick, knave, thou rackst me.  [Exit.

Car. I go to stretch you to your full length.
[Exit.

Enter JACOMO GENTILT, dressed in a Suit of with Velvet Gown, Cap, and Chain: attended by his Steward and other Servants; and accompanied by MUTIO, PHILLIPPO, TORNELLI, and MONTINELLI.

Gen. Happy be your arrival, noble friends;
You are the first that, like to doves, repair
To my new building; you are my first-born guests,
My eldest sons of hospitality;
Heres to my hearty welcomes.

Mut. Worthy lord,
In one word, and in the word of one, for all,
Our thanks are as your welcomes, infinite.

Phil. Rome, in her ancient pride, never raisd up
A work of greater wonder than this building.

Gen. Tis finishd, and the cost stands on no score;
None can for want of payment, at my door,
Curse my foundation; praying the roof may fall
On the proud builders head, seeing the smoke go
Out of those chimneys, for whose bricks I owe.

Tor. To erect a frame so glorious, large, and high,
Would draw a very sea of silver dry.

Mon. My Lord Jacomo Gentili, pray tell us,
How much money have you buried under this kingly building?

Gen. Pray call it not so.
The humble shrub, no cedar here shall grow;
You see three hundred doric pillars stand
About one square; three hundred noble friends
Layd (in their loves) at raising of those columns,
A piece of gold under each pedestal,
With his name gravd upon the bottom stone;
Except that cost all other was mine own;
See here, each days expenses are so great,
They make a volume, for in this appears
It was no task of weeks, or months, but years:
I trust my steward only with the key,
Which keeps that secret; heres arithmetic
For churls to cast up, theres the root of all;
If you have skill in numbers, number that.

Mon. Good Mr. Steward read it.

Stew. All the charge
In the gross sum amounteth to  

Gen. To what?
Thou vain vain-glorious fool, go burn that book;
No herald needs to blazon charitys arms;
Go burn it presently.

Stew. Burn it?  [Exit.

Gen. Away!
I launch not forth a ship, with drums, and guns,
And trumpets, to proclaim my gallantry;
He that will read the wasting of my gold,
Shall find it writ in ashes, which the wind
Will scatter ere he spends it. Another day
The wheel may turn, and I that built thus high,
May by the storms of want, be driven to dwell
In a thatchd cottage: rancour shall not then
Spit, poison at me, pinning on my back
This card: He that spent thus much, now does lack.

Man. Why to your house add you so many gates?

Gen. My gates fill up the number of seven days,
At which, of guests, seven several sorts Ill welcome:
On Monday, knights whose fortunes are sunk low;
On Tuesday, those that all their life-long read
The huge voluminous wonders of the deep,
Seamen, I mean; and so on other days,
Others shall take their turns.

Phil. Why have you then built twelve such vast rooms?

Gen. For the years twelve moons;
In each of which, twelve tables shall be spread;
At them, such whom the world scorns, shall be fed;
The windows of my building, which each morn,
Are porters, to let in mans comfort (light)
Are numbered just three hundred sixty-five;
And in so many days the sun does drive
His chariot stuck with beams of burnishd gold;
My alms shall such diurnal progress make, 
As does the sun in his bright zodiac.

Tor. You differ from the guise of other lands,
Where lords lay all their livings on the rack,
Not spending it in bread, but on the back.

Gen. Such lords eat men, but men shall eat up me;
My uncle, the Lord Abbot, had a soul
Subtile and quick, and searching as the fire;
By magic stairs he went as deep as hell;
And if in devils possession gold be kept,
He brought some sure from thence; tis hid in caves

Known (save to me) to none; and like a spring
The more tis drawn, the more it still doth rise,
The more my heap wastes, more it multiplies.
Now whether (as most rich men do) he pawnd
His soul for that dear purchase none can tell;
But by his bed-side when he saw death stand,
Fetching a deep groan, me he Catchd by th hand, 
Calld me his heir, and chargd me well to spend
What he had got ill; deal (quoth he) a dole
Which round (with good mens prayers) may guard my soul
Now at her setting forth: let none feel want
That knock but at thy gates: do wrong to none,
And what request to thee soeer is made,
If honest, see it never be denyd.

Mon. And youll perform all this?

Gen. Fair and upright;.
As are the strict vows of an anchorite:
A benefit given by a niggards hand
Is stale and gravelly bread; the hunger-starvd
Takes it, but cannot eat it; Ill give none such.
Who with free heart shakes out but crums, gives much.

Mon. In such a ship of worldly cares, my lord,
As you must sail now in, youll need more pilots
Than your ownself to sit and steer the helm.
You might do therefore well to take a wife.

Gen. A wife? when I shall have one hand in heaven,
To write my happiness in leaves of stars,
A wife woud pluck me by the other down:
This bark hath thus long saild about the world,
My soul the pilot, and yet never listend
To such a mermaids song: a wife? oh, fetters
To mans blest liberty! All this worlds a prison,
Heaven the high wall about it, sin the jailer;
But the iron shackles weighing down our heels, 
Are only women; those light angels turn us
To fleshly devils; I that sex admire,
But never will sit near their wanton fire.

Mut. Who then shall reap the golden corn you sow?

Phil. Tis half a curse to them that build, and spare,
And hoard up wealth, yet cannot name an heir.

Gen. My heirs shall be poor children fed on alms;
Soldiers that want limbs; scholars poor and scornd;
And these will be a sure inheritance,
Not to decay; manors and towns will fall,
Lordships and parks, pastures and woods be sold;
But this land still continues to the lord:
No subtle tricks of law can me beguile of this.
But of the beggars dish, I shall drink healths
To last for ever; whilst I live my roof
Shall cover naked wretches; when I die,
Tis dedicated to St. Charity.

Mut. The duke informd, what trees of goodness grow
Here of your planting, in true love to your virtues,
Sent us to give you thanks, for crowning Florence,
With fame of such a subject; and entreats you
(Until he come himself) to accept this token
Of his fair wishes towards you.

Gen. Pray return
My duty to the duke; tell him I value his love
Beyond all jewels in the world.

Phil. He has vowd ere long to be your visitant.

Gen. He shall be welcome when he comes, thats all;
Not to a palace, but my hospital.

Omnes. Well leave your lordship.

Gen. My best thoughts go with you.
My steward?

Enter STEWARD and BUZARDO.

Stew. Here, my lord.

Gen. Is the book fired?

Stew. As you commanded, sir, I saw it burnd.

Gen. Keep safe that jewel, and leave me; tetters! from whom?

Buz. Signior Jeronimo Guydanes.

Gen. Oh, sir, I know the business: yes, yes, tis the same;
Guidanes lives amongst my bosom friends:
He writes to have me entertain you, sir.

Buz. Thats the bough my bolt flies at, my lord.

Gen. What qualities are you furnishd with?

Buz. My education has been like a gentleman.

Gen. Have you any skill in song-or instrument?

Buz. As a gentleman should have; I know all, but play on none: I am no barber.

Gen. Barber! no, sir, I think it; are you a linguist?

Buz. As a gentleman ought to be; one tongue serves one head;
I am no pedlar, to travel countries.

Gen. What skill ha you in horsemanship?

Buz. As other gentlemen have; I ha rid some beasts in my time.

Gen. Can you write and read then?

Buz. As most of your gentlemen do; my bond has been
Taken with my mark at it.

Gen. I see you are a dealer, give me thy hand, Ill entertain thee howsoever, because in thee I keep half a score gentlemen: thy name?

Buz. Asinius Buzardo.

Gen. I entertain thee, good Buzardo.

Buz. Thanks, sir.

Gen. This fellows a stark fool, or else too wise,
The trial will be with what wing he flies. [Exit.


ACT II. SCENE I.
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TIBALDO BROUGHT IN sick in his Chair, ALPHONSINA, MUTIO, PHILIPPO, TORNELLI, MONTIVELLO.

Mut. In laws of courtesy, we are bound, sweet lady.
(Being thus nigh) to see you and your brother,
Our noble friend, tho the duke had not sent.

Alph. Thanks, worthy sir.

Phil. Signior Tibaldo hath desire to sleep.

Tor. Then leave him; company offends the sick.

Alph. Our humblest duty to my lord the duke,
If in my brothers name, and mine, you tender
For this his noble love, we both shall rest
Highly indebted to you all.

Mut. Sweet madam,
You shall command our lives to work your good.

Alph. Signior, your love.

Omnes. All at your service, madam.

Mut. A quick and good health to your noble brother.

Alph. And all fair fortunes doubled on yourself.  [They salute her and exeunt.
So! methinks a lady had more need have a new pair of lips, than a new pair of gloves, for though they were both of one skin, yet one would wear out sooner than the other; I think these courtiers have all offices in the spicery, and taking my lips for sweetmeats, are as saucy with em as if they were fees; I wonder, Tibaldo, thou canst sit still, and not come in for a share; if old Vannis wife had been here, all the parts about you had movd.  

Tib. Thou thinkst I lie in; heres such a gossiping, as if twere a childbed chamber.

Alph. So tis; for Ill swear, all this stir is about having a woman brought fobbed; marry, I doubt it must be a mans lying-in.

Tib. I would thy tongue were a man then, to lie.

Alph. I had rather it were a woman, to tell truth.

Tib. Good sister Alphonsina, you still play
The bad physician; I am all on fire,
And you to quench me, pour on scopes of oil;
I feel ten thousand plummets at my heart,.
Yet you cry, lay on more, and are more cruel
Than all my tortures.

Alph. Sadness, I pity thee;
And will to do thee service, venture life,
Mine honour being kept spotless.

Tib. Gentle sister,
The easiest thing ith world to beg, I crave,
And the poorest alms to give.

Alph. But ask and have.

Tib. A friendly counsel; lo, thats all.

Alph. Tis yours.
Be ruld by me then; in an ashy sheet,
Cover these glowing embers of desire.

Tib. Embers? I woud you felt em, tis a fire.

Alph. Come, and set hand to paper, Ill indite.

Tib. And shell condemn me; no, I will not write.

Alph. Then prithee take this physic; be not the sea, to drink strange rivers up, yet still be dry; be like a noble stream, covet to run betwixt fair banks, which thou mayst call thine own; and let those banks be some fair ladys arms, fit for thy youth and birth.

Tib. Against your charms,
Witch! thus I stop mine ears.

Alph. Ill holla them: this deer runs in my lords park,
And if you steal it, look to have bloodhounds scent you.

Tib. Are you mad?

Alph. Yes, you shall find venison-sauce dearer than other flesh.

Tib. No, no; none else must, none shall, none can,
My hunger feed but this; down will I dive,
And fetch this pearl, or neer come up alive.

Alph. Are all my warm caudles come to this? Now I see thourt too far gone, this lady hath overspent thee, therefore settle thine estate, pluck up a good heart, and Ill pen thy will.

Tib. Oh, fie! fie!

Alph. Bequeath thy kisses to some tailor, that hunts out weddings every Sunday. Item, Thy sighs to a noise of fiddlers ill paid; thy paleness to a fencer fighting at sharp; thy want of stomach to one of the dukes guard.

Tib. I beg it at thy hands, that being a woman, thoult make a wonder.

Enter CARGO.

Alph. Whats that?  

Tib. Hold thy tongue.

Alph. Its an instrument ever playd on, cause well strung.
Whos that come into the chamber there? Oh,

Mr. Cargo.

Car. My lord hath sent you à jewel, lockd up in this paper; and the moisture of a goose quill, thats to say words, in that.

Alph. Oh, sir, I thank your lord, and this your pains; have him into the buttery  let me see, (reads.) Lady, that I love you, I dare swear like a lord, (I shall have oaths enough then), I send you all that is mine, in hope all shall be mine that is yours; for it stands to reason that mine being yours, yours should be mine, and yours being mine, mine should be yours. Love me, or I die; die, you kill me; if you kill me, I will say nothing, but take the blow patiently. I hold my life this lord has been bastinadod; out upon him rammish fox! he stinks hither: prithee, good brother, read.

Tib. I will.  [Reads.

Alph. Ist gander month with him? How the devil is my maidenhead blasted, that among such shoals of gallants that swim up and down the court, no fish bites at the bait of my poor beauty, but this tough cods head?

Tib. Oh, sister, peace for heavens sake! here lies health
Even in this bitter pill (for me), so you
Would play but my physician, and say, take it;
You are offered here to sojourn at his house:
Companion with his lady.

Alph. Sir, I have you. And I going upon so weighty a business as getting of children, you would hame pin you to my sleeve.  

Tib. Most true.

Alph. You care not so I turn whore to pleasure you.

Tib. Oh, sister, your high worth is known full well;
Gainst base assault, a fort impregnable;
And therefore (as you love my life), i th springe
Catch this old woodcock.

Alph. In the flame Ill singe
My wings, unless I put the candle out,
That you i th dark may bring your hopes about.
You have won me.

Tib. You revive me,

Alph. Have a care you cast not yourself down too soon now.

Tib. I warrant you.

Alph. As for my old hucksters artillery, I have walls of chastity strong enough, (shoot he never so hard) to keep him from making any breach.

Tib. Twill be a noble battle on each side;
Yet now my spirits are roused, a stratagem
Lies hatching here; pray help me, noble sister,
To give it form and life.

Alph. My best.

Tib. What think you,
(The mark of man not yet set in my face)
If as your sister, or your kinswoman,
I go in womans habit, for thereby,
Speech, free access, fair opportunity,
Are had without suspicion.

Alph. Mine be your will;
Oh me! what pains we take to bring forth ill!
Such a disguise is safe too, since you never
But once were seen there.

Tib. My wise sister ever.

Alph. Send in the fellow there that brought the letter.
Enter CARGO drunk.
Why how now? do his legs fail him already?
A staff for his declining age!

Car. I have a pikestaff of mine own already, but I could not keep out your scurvy desperate hogshead from coming in upon me; Im cut i th coxcomb.

Alph. Nothing I see is so like an old man, as a young man drunk.

Car. Or when he comes from a wench.

Alph. Before he bear your answer let him sleep.

Tib. Whilst you laugh at what I could almost
weep. [Exeunt.
Enter ANGELO dressed as a Physician, BAPTISTA attending him as his Servant.

Ang. Dear friend, I should both wrong my faith and fortunes,
To make em thus dance antics; I shall never play the dissembler.

Bap. Then never play the lover;
Death! for a woman, Id be flayd alive
Could I but find one constant: ist such a matter
For you then to put on a doctors gown,
And his flat velvet cap, and speak the gibberish
Of an apothecary?

Ang. If thus disguisd
Im taken, all the physic in the world
Cannot prolong my life.

Bap. And dying for her,
You venture bravely; all women oer your grave
Will pray that they so kind a man may have,
As to die for em; say your banishment
Had borne you hence; what hells of discontent
Had rackd your soul for her, as hers for you?
Should you but faint, well might you seem untrue:
Where this attempt your loyalty shall approve,
Who ventures farthest wins a ladys love.

Ang. How are my beard and hair?

Bap. Friend, I protest,
So rarely counterfeit, as if a painter
Should draw a doctor: were I sick myself
And met you with an urinal in my hand,
Id cast it at your head, unless you cast
The water for me; come, alls passing well;
Love which makes pale the cheeks, gives you complexion,
Fit for a sallow Frenchman.

Ang. I will on then:
In France I long have livd, and know the garb
Of the French mountebanks, whose apish gesture,
Although in them I hold ridiculous,
Myself shall practise.

Sap. For a doctors man,
You see Im fitted; foot by foot Ill walk,
And meet all dangers sent against your breast.

Ang. I thank thee, noble friend; lets then to
court.
The pangs a lover suffers are but short.

Enter FLORENCE, PISA, NICOLETTO, PHILIPPO, TORNELLI, PIERO, met by an, old NURSE.

Flor. How now, Nurse, how does my Fiametta?

Nurse. Oh, my sweet lord, shes at it again, at it again I

Flor. Who are with her? Call for more help.

Nurse. More help! alas, theres my Lady Vanni with her, and ladies upon ladies, and doctors upon doctors, but all cannot do.

Pisa. Bow does it take her, Nurse?

Nurse. Oh, sweet princess, it takes her all over with a pricking; first about her stomach, and then she heaves and heaves, that no one man with all his weight can keep her down.

Pier. At this I wonder, that her sickness makes her doctors fools.

Nic. He that she finds most ease in, is Dr. Jordan.

Flor. I will give half my dukedom for her health.

Nic. Well, well, if death do take her, he shall have the sweetest bed-fellow that ever lay by lean mans side.

Flor. I entreat thee, Nurse, be tender over her Nurse. Tender, quoth a? Im sure my heels are grown as hard as hoofs, with trotting for her; Ill put you in one comfort.

Flor. Whats that, Nurse?

Nurse. In her greatest conflict shes had a worthy feeling of herself.  [Exit.

Flor. So, so, Im glad of it. My Lord of Pisa,
Under this common blow, which might have strook
The strongest heart here, pray do hot you shrink.

Pisa. Sickness is lifes retainer, sir; and I
(What is not to be shund) bear patiently;
But had she health as sound as hath the spring,
She woud to me prove sickly autumn still.

Flor. Oh, say not so.

Pisa. I find it; for being loyal,
As the touch-needle to one star still turning,
I lose that star; my faith is paid with scorning.
Who then with eagles wings of faith and truth,
Would in her sun-beams play away his youth,
And kiss those flames, which burn but out mine eyes,
With scalding rivers of her cruelties?

Flor. Tis but her wayward sickness casts this eye
Of slightness on you.  

Pisa. Tis, my lord, her hate;
For when death sits even almost on her brows,
She spreads her arms abroad to welcome him,
When in my bridal bed I find a grave.

Enter MUTIO.

Flor. Now, Mutio?

Mut. Theres a Frenchman come to court,
A professd doctor, that has seen the princess,
And will on her recovery pawn his life.

Flor. Comfort from heaven, I hope; lets see this doctor.  

Enter ANGELO dressed like a  BAPTISTA attending as his Man.  

Flor. Welcome, good doctor: have you seep my daughter?
Restore her health, and nothing in my dukedom
Shall be too dear for thee; how do you judge her?

Ang. Be me trat, my lord, I find her a very bad lady, and no well.

Flor. Piero, take the Duke of Pisa pray, and be your sisters visitants.

Pier. Sir, we shall, if the duke please.

Pisa. The poisoned may drink gall.
[Exeunt Piero and Pisa

Flor. Attend the duke.  
CARGO enters with a Letter, which he delivers NICOLETTO.

Car. The party, sir.

Nic. Thou shalt have Caesars pay  my coach!

Car. Old January goes to He with May.
[Exeunt Nicoletto and Cargo.

Flor. Doctor, I thus have singled you to sound
The depth of my girls sickness; that if no skill
Of man can save her, I against heavens will
May arm my breast with patience; therefore be free.

Ang. By my tra and fa, my lor, me no point can play de hound, and fawn upon de most puissant Roi in de world; a Frenchman bear de brave mind for dat.

Flor. So, so, I like him better.

Ang. Me gra tank you; now for de malady of de princess; me one, two, tre time, feel her pulse, and ron up and down all de oder parts of her body, and find noting but dat she be trobla with le gran desire of de man.

Flor. A great desire of a man?

Ang. A my trat tis verament, she longa to do some ting in love upon le gentlehom.

Flor. Doctor, thou hitst her heart; tis there shes wounded,
By a poisond arrow, shot from a villains hand;
One Angelo of the Lotti family;
And till that head be pluckd out she will pine,
Unless controld by some deep art of thine.

Ang. All tings possibela me sail undergo, me ha read Gallen, Hippocrates, Avicena, but no point can peek out le remedy for de madam in de briars of love.

Flor. No medicine you say in any of them for love?

Ang. Ay me, trat not worth a louse: only in my peregrination about le grand globe of de world, me find out a fine trick for make a de man and voman do, dat is tickla in love.

Flor. The man and woman do? how do, how do?

Ang. To be cura, and all whole admirable veil.

Flor. As how pray?

Ang. Me have had under my fingera many brave wench, and most noble gentle dames, dat have be much troubla, upon de wild come in de tail for de man.

Flor. Very good.

Ang. And be my tra my lord, by experiment me find dat de heart of de man  you understanda me.

Flor. Yes, yes, the heart of the man.

Ang. Wee, wee, de heart of de man being all dry as peppera  

Flor. So, so.

Ang. And rub upon de ting (vat you call it) sail make it moulder all to crumble and dust.

Flor. Oh, oh, a grater.

Ang. Ee by my tra you say veil, ruba de mans dry heart upon de grater, and drink de powder in de pot le vine, by de gentlevoman, and by garsblot, she presentamently kick up de heel at de man she lova.

Flor. Excellent!

Ang. No point more remembra, but cry out le French poo upon le varlet.

Flor. So she will hate her lover.

Ang. Begar, as myself hate le puzcat, cry mew at my shin; and will have de rombling a de gut, for de other gentlehom.

Flor. Thou comst up close to me now, my brave doctor.

Ang. Begar me hope so, and derfore, my lord apply le desperate medicine to le perilous malady; and have dis Angelo be cut in de troat, and be manslaughtered.

Flor. You then advise me to have Angelo slain?

Ang. Wee.

Flor. And then to have my daughter drink his heart?

Ang. Wee, wee.

Flor. Grated and dried, and so  

Ang. Wee, wee, wee.

Flor. I woud I gripd it fast now in this hand,
And eat it panting hot, to teach a peasant
To climb above his being; doctor, he dies.

Ang. Knocka de pate down begar.

Flor. But stay, stay, hes fled Florence; it will be  .
A work to find him first out, and being found,
A task to kill him; for our gallants speak
Much of his worth; the varlet is valiant.

Ang. No matera for dat; for two, tree, four crown, dar be rascals sail run him in on de backshide.

Flor. He shall be sought for, and being found, he dies.

Ang: Pray, my lor, suffera le princess and me for be in private. Le doctor uses for toucha de ooman.

Flor. Do so, whilst I for Angelos death use speed,
For till I have his heart, mine own must bleed.
[Exit.

Enter BAPTISTA.

Ang. Oh, my Baptista!

Bap. I have heard the thunder aimd at your life.

Ang. And it will strike me dead,
With a most sudden and invisible blow.

Bap. Now that you see his vengeance apt to fall,
Fly from it.

Ang. How?  

Bap. By fair and free access,
Open your dangers to your mistresss eyes;
Were she stark mad, so she be mad for love,
Youll bring her to her wits, if wisely now
You put her into th way; gold barrd with locks,
Is best being stolen; steal her then.

Ang. Tis but a rack at most,
Oh, on what boisterous seas is true love tost!


ACT III. SCENE I.
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TRUMPETS SOUNDING. ENTER an Usher hare, perfuming a Room: afterwards SIGNIOR TORRENTI gorgeously attired, attended by a Company of Gallants.

Tor. This room smells.

1 Gal. It has been new perfumed.

Tor. Then tis your breeches; stand off  and shines there (say you) a sun in our horizon, full as glorious as we ourself?

2 Gal. So cry the common people.

Tor. The common people are rascals, lying devils;
Dunghills, whose savour poisons brave mens fames:
That ape of greatness (imitating me)
I mean that slavish Lord Jacomo,
Shall die a beggar, if at the years end,
His total of expense dares equal mine;]
How is his house built?

1 Gal. Admirable fair.

Tor. Fair? Ill gild mine (like Pompeys theatre)
All oer to outshine his; the richest hangings
Persian, or Turk, or Indian slaves can weave,
Shall from my purse be bought at any rates;
Ill 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,
And when tis night, just as that sun goes down,
A silver moon shall rise, drawn up by stars,
And as that moves, I standing in her orb,
Will move with her, and be that man i th moon,
So mockd in old wives tales; then over head,
A roof of woods, and forests full of deer,
Trees growing downwards, full of singing choirs;
And this Ill do that men with praise may crown
My fame, for turning the world upside down:
And what brave gallants are Gentilis guests?

1 Gal. The Lord Jacomo Gentili feeds
All beggars at his table.

Tor. Hang Jacomo! My board shall be no manger for poor jades To lick up provender in.

2 Gal. He welcomes soldiers.

Tor. Let soldiers beg and starve, or steal and hang.
Woud I had here ten thousand soldiers heads,
Their sculls set all in silver, to drink healths
To his confusion, first invented war;

And (the health drunk) to drown the bowls i th sea;
That very name of soldier makes me shrug,
And think I crawl with vermin; give me lutes;
Mischief on drums! for soldiers, fetch me whores?
These are mens bliss, those every kingdoms sores;
We gave in charge to search through all the world
For the best cooks, rarest musicians,
And fairest girls, that will sell sin for gold.
Black Cleopatras cheek; only to drink
A richer pearl, than that of Anthonys;
That fame (where his name stands) might put down mine.
Oh, that my mother had been Paris whore!
And I had livd to see a Troy on fire,
So that by that brave light, I might have dancd
But one lavolta with my courtezan.

Enter FOURTH GALLANT.

4 Gal. Pattern of all perfection breathd in man!
Theres one without, before your excellence

Desires access.

Tor. What creature?

4 Gal. Your own brother;
At least he terms himself so.

Tor. Is he brave?

4 Gal. Hes new come from sea.

Tor. Tis true, that Jason
Riggd out a fleet to fetch the golden fleece;
Tis a brave boy, all elemental fire;
His ships are great with child of Turkish treasure,
And here shall be delivered; marshal him in
Like the seas proud commander; give our charge.

Omnes. Sound drums and trumpets for my lord! Away!

[Torents brother, bare and is ushered in by the  Torenti starts, so that his hat falls an attendant takes it up and offers it to him.

Tor. Thou whoreson peasant, know me! burn that windfall!
It comes not to my head that drops so low.  
Another!

1 Gal. Hats for my lord!

[Three or four hats are brought in.

Tor. It smells of earth; stood it again so high,
My head would on a dunghill seem to lie.
How now! what scarecrows this?

Bro. Scarecrow? thy brother;
His blood clear as thine own, but that it smokes not,
With perfumd fires as thine doth.

Tor. Has the poor snake a sting? can he hiss?
What begs the rogue for?

Bro. Vengeance,
From the just thunderer to throw Lucifer down;
How high soever thou rearest thy Babel brows,
To thy confusion I this language speak:
I am thy fathers son.

Tor. Ha, ha, the skipper raves.

Bro. The awd Venetian, on St. Marks proud day,
Never went forth to marry the rich sea,
With casting in her lap a ring of gold,
In greater bravery, than myself did freight 
A fleet of gallant youthful Florentines,
All vowd to rescue Rhodes from Turkish slavery:
We went, and waded up in our own-bloods,
Till most of us were drownd  

Tor. Fair riddance on you.

Bro. Where such a peacock durst not spread his plumes;
We fought, and those that fell left monuments
Of unmatchd valour to the whole race of man;
They that were taen (mongst whom myself was chief)
Were three years chaind up to the tugging oar;
See here the relics of that misery;
If thou wouldst know more, read it on my back,
Printed with the bulls pizzle

Tor. Hang the dog!
What tellest thou me of pizzles?

Bro. Tis thy brother tells thee so, note me.

Tor. I know thee not;
Set mastiffs on him! worry him from my gates!

Bro. The first unhappy breath I drew, movd here,
And here Ill spend my last, ere bravd from hence;
Here Ill have meat and clothes.

Tor. Kick the cur out.

Bro. Who dares?
Take from that sumpter-horses back of thine,
Some of those gaudy trappings to clothe mine,
And keep it from the keen air; fetch me food,
You fawning spaniels!

1 Gal. Some spirit of the buttery.

2 Gal. It should be by his hunger.

Bro. I am starvd,
Thirsty, and pind to the bare bones; here Ill eat,
At thine own scornful board, on thine own meat;
Or tear it from thy throat as tis chewing down.

Tor. Ill try that; if my dinner be prepared,
Serve me in my great state along this way;
And as you pass, two there with pistols stand,
To kill that ravnous vulture, if he dare thrust
His talons forth to make one dish his prey.

[Exeunt all but the brothers.

Bro. Now view my face, and tho perhaps you shamd
To own so poor a brother, let not my heart-strings
In sunder crack, if we now being lone,
You still disdain me.

Tor. Wretch! I know thee not,
And loathe thy sight.

Bro. Slave! thou shalt know me then.;  
Ill beat thy brains out with my galley-chain.

Tor. Wilt murder thine own brother?

Bro. Pride doth itself confound;
What with both hands the devil strove to have bound,
Heaven with one little finger hath untied;
This proves that thou mayst fall, because one blast
Shakes thee already; fear not, Ill not take
The whip out of your hand; and tho thou breakst
Laws of humanity and brotherhood,
Ill not do so; but as a beggar should  
(Not as a brother) knock I at the gate
Of thy hard heart for pity to come forth,
And look upon my wretchedness. A shot
[Kneels.
Tore to the keel that galley where I rowd;
Sunk her; the men slain, I by diving scaped, 
And sat three leagues upon a broken mast,
Washd with the salt tears of the sea, which wept
In pity to behold my misery.

Tor. Pox on your tarry misery!  

Bro. And when heavens blessd hand hald me to a shore
To dry my wet limbs, was I forcd to fire,
A dead mans straw bed thrown into the street.

Tor. Foh! thourt infectious.

Bro. Oh, remember this!
He that does good deeds here, waits at a table
Where angels are his fellow servitors.  

Tor. I am no robin red-breast to bring straws
To cover such a corse.

Bro. Thou art turnd devil.

(Trumpets sound.) Enter an armed, after him a Company with covered Dishes; Coronets on their Heads; two with Pistols to guard it.

Tor. Wheres thy great stomach; eat; stand! let him chose
What dish he likes.
[Brother snatches a pistol: all fly off.

Bro. This then, which Ill carve up
On thy base bosom: see, thou trivial fool,
Thou art a tyrant (oer me) of short reign,
This cock outcrows thee, and thy petty kings;
Thourt a proud bird, but fly est with rotten wings;
To show how little for thy scorn I care,
See my revenge turns all to idle air. [Shoots up.
It upward flies, and will from thence, I fear,
Shoot darts of lightning to confound thee here.
Farewell thou huge Leviathan, when thoust drunk dry.
That sea thou rollst in, on some base shore die.
[Exit.

Enter GALLANTS with their Swords drawn.

Omnes. Where is the traitor?

Tor. Now the house is fired,
You come to cast on waters; bar up my doors;
But one such tattered ensign here being spread,
Draws numbers hither; here must no rogues be fed:
Command my carpenters invent odd engines,
To manacle base beggars, hands and feet;
And by my name call em my whipping-posts;
If you spy any man that has a look
Stigmatically drawn like to a furys,
(Able to fright), to such Ill give large pay,
To watch and ward for poor snakes night and day,
And whip em soundly if they approach my gates;
The poor are but the earths dung, fit to lie 
Coverd on muck heaps not to offend the eye.
Enter FIRST GALLANT.

Gal. Two gentlemen sent from the Florence
Duke,
Require speech with your lordship.

Tor. Give em entrance.

Enter MUTIO and PHILIPPO.
What are you? and whence come you?

Mut. From the duke.

Tor. Your business?

Mut. This: fame sounding forth your worth
For hospitable princely house-keeping,
Our duke, drawn by the wonder of report,
Invites himself (by us) to be your guest.

Tor. The honour of ambassadors be yours;
Say to the duke that Cæsar never came
More welcome to the capitol of Rome,
Than he to us  healths to him  fill rich wines.

Mut. You have this wonder wrought, now rare to men;
By you they have found the golden age again.

Tor. Which Ill uphold, so long as theres a sun
To play the Alchymist.

Phil. (Aside.) This proud fellow talks
As if he grasped the Indies in each hand.

Tor. Health to your duke!

Amb. We pledge it on our knees.

Tor. Ill stand to what I do, but kneel to none.

[Music plays. Torrenti drinks to the health of the duke, and then breaks his glass:  Mutio and Philippo pledge it in gold cups; which, on their offering to return them, the servitors refuse to take back.

Tor. Break not our custom, pray ye; with one beam,
The god of metals makes both gold and wine;
To imitate whose greatness, if on you,
I can bestow wine, I can give gold too;
Take them as free as Bacchus spends his blood,
And in them drink our health.

Mut. Your bounty far
Exceeds that of our Cæsars.

Tor. Cæsar ero, vel nihil
What are gold heaps, but a rich dust for kings
To scatter with their breath, as chaff by wind?
Let him then that hath gold bear a kings mind,
And give till his arm aches; who bravely pours
But into a wenchs lap his golden showers,
May be Joves equal ; oh, but he that spends
A world of wealth, makes a whole world his debtor,
And such a noble spender is Joves better;
That man Ill be; Im Alexanders heir
To one part of his mind; I wish there were
Ten worlds, yet not to conquer, but to sell
For Alpine hills of silver; and that I
Might at one feast spend all that treasure dry;
Who hoards up wealth, is base; who spends it,
brave;
Earth breeds gold, so I tread but on my slave;
Bear back our gratulations to your duke. [Exit.

Amb. We shall, great sir.

Mut. Torrenti call you him; tis a proud rough stream.

Phil. Hes of the Roman family indeed.

Mut. Lord Vannis? rather my Lord Vanitys.

Phil. And heaps of money sure have struck him mad.

Mut. Hell soon pick up his wits, let him but bleed

Thus many ounces at one time; all day
Could I drink these dear healths, yet neer be drunk.

Phil. And carry it away most cleanly.

Mut. Not a pin the worse;
What might his father leave him?

Phil. A great estate,
Of some three hundred thousand crowns a year.

Mut. Strange, hes not beggd, for fools are now grown dear;
An admirable coxcomb!

Phil. Let wonder pass,
Hes both a brave lord and a golden ass. [Exit.

Scene draws and discovers FIAMETTA reposing upon a Bed; the DUKE, PRINCE OF PISA, and PIERO enter with Ladies, NURSE, and Attendants; ANGELO and BAPTISTA as before.

Ang. I pray you hush all, a little hush, le fair lady by her own volenter disposition, has take a ting dat is of such a grand operation, it shall makea de stone for sleep.

Flor. What, noble doctor, is the name of it?

Ang. Tis not your scurvy English poppy, nor mandragora, nor a ting so danger as oppium, but tis de brave ting a de vorld, for knock a de braine asleep.  

Pisa. I am glad she takes this rest.

Ang. Peace! begor it is snore and snore, two mile long; now if your grace vill please for procure music, be restore as brave as de fish.

Flor. Call for the music.

Ang. Makea no noise, but bring in de fiddlers, and play sweet.  

Nic. Oh, out upon this doctor! hang him! does he think to cure dejected ladies with fiddlers?

Ang. De grand French poo stopa de troat! pray void le shambera.

Flor. All, all part softly; peace, Nurse, let her sleep.

Nurse. Ay, ay, go out of her prospect, for shes not to be curd with a song.
[All leave the room except Ang. Bap and Fia.

Ang. Baptista, see the door fast, watch that narrowly.

Bap. For one friend to keep door for another, is the office now amongst gallants, common as the law; Ill be your porter, sir.

Ang. She does but slumber; Fiametta! love!

Fia. The Pisan prince comes: daggers at my heart!

Ang. Look up; I am not he, but Angelo.

Fia. Ha! who names Angelo?

Ang. Angelo himself;
Who with one foot treads on the throat of death,
Whilst tother steps to embrace thee, thus i th shape
Of a French doctor.

Fia. Oh, my life! my soul!

Ang. Hear me.

Fia. Im now not sick, Ill have no physic,
But what thyself shall give me.

Ang. Let not joy confound our happiness; I am but dead
If it be known I am here.

Fia. Thou shalt not hence.

Ang. Be wise, dear heart; see here the best of men,

Faithful Baptista.

Fia. Oh, I love Baptista,
Cause he loves thee; but my Angelo I love bove kings.

Bap. Madam, youll spoil all,
Unless you join with us in the safe plot
Of our escape.

Ang. Sweet Fiametta, hear me!
For you shall hence with us.

Fia. Over ten worlds,
But Ill not hence; my Angelo shall not hence;
True love, like gold, is best being tried in fire;
Ill defy father, and a thousand deaths for thee.
[knocking within.

Ang. Undone! undone!

Bap. At the court gate,
I see a gibbet already, to hangs both;
Death! the duke beats at the door.

Fia. He shall come in.

Enter Omnes.
One frown at thee, my tragedy shall begin;
See father  

Flor. I told you that I heard her tongue.

Fia. See, Father

Flor. What, sweet girl?

Fia. Thats Angelo, and you shall pardon him.

Flor. With all my heart.  

Fia. He says he pardons thee with all his heart.

Ang. Me lor, be all mad, le brain crow, and rum whirabout like de windmill sail, pardon a. moy? por quoy my sweet madam, pardon your povera doctor?

Fia. Because thou art my banishd Angelo.

Flor. Stark mad.  

Pisa. This her recovery?

Fia. He is no doctor;  
Nor that his man, but his dear friend Baptista;
Has blackd his beard like a comedian,
To play the mountebank; away, Ill marry
None but that doctor, and leave Angelo.

Ang. Ay, do pray artely, madam.  

Fia. Leave off thy gibberish, and I prithee speak
Thy native language.

Ang. Par-ma-foy all French; begar she be mad as dè moon.

Flor. Sweet girl! with gentle hands, sir, take her hence.

Fia. Stand from me, I must follow Angelo.

Pisa. Thine eyes drink sleep from the sweet god of rest.

Fia. Oh, you shoot poisond arrows through my breast.

[Exeunt all but Flor. Ang. and Bap.

Flo. What strange new fury now possessèth her?  

Ang. Begar her imaginashon be out a de vits; and so dazell de two nyes, and come down so into de belly, and possibla for make her tink me or you to be le shentlëman she lova, and so she takea my man for a jackanape, me know not who.

Bap. For one Baptista.

Ang. Povera garshon a my trat.

Flor. I do believe you both; but, honest doctor,
Strain all thy art, and so thou leave her well,
I care not if you Call up fiends from hell.

Ang. Dar be too much devil in de body already; be my trat, my lor, me no stay here for ten hundred hundred coronaes; she cry upon me, tis Mastef Angelo; you tink so not one and two time, but a tyrd time, yon smella me out, and so cuta my troat; adieu, my lor.

Flor. Still your opinion holds to kill that villain,
And give her his heart dried.

Ang. In de pot a vine, wee, very fine.

Flor. This gold take for thy pains to make her sound,
There needs a desperate cure to a desperate wound.  [Exit.

Ang. How blows it now?

Bap. Fair, with a prosperous gale.

Ang. Poor love, thou still art struck with thine own fate;
My life hangs at a thread; friend, I must fly.

Bap. How, to be safe?

Ang. I will take sanctuary;
I know a reverend friar, in whose cell
Ill lurk till storms blow oer: if women knew
What men feel for them, none their scorns should rue.
Enter TIBALDO in Womans attire, and ALPHONSINA.

Alph. Ist come to this? have the walls of the castle been beseiged thus long, lying open for a breach? and dare you not give fire to one piece? Oh, youre a proper soldier! good sister-brother follow your game more close, or Ill leave you.

Tib. What would you have me do?

Alph. Why, I would ha you (tho you be in womens apparel) to be yourself a man, and do what you come for.

Tib. I have been giving her a thousand onsets,
And still a blushing cheek makes me retire;
I speak not three words, but my tongue is ready
To ask forgiveness of her.

Alph. Must thou needs at thy first encounter tell her thou art a man? why when you walk together, cannot you begin a tale to her, with once upon a time there was a loving couple that hav  ing tired themselves with walking, sat down upon a bank, and kist, and embraced, and played; and so by degrees bring the tale about to your own purpose, can you not? fie, you are the worst at these things, sir.

Tib. I am, sister, indeed.

Alph. And the more fool you indeed: you see how the old stinking fox, her husband, is still rubbing me as if I had the palsy; Ill not have his witherd hands (which are as moist as the side of stock-fish) lie piddling in my bosom; therefore determine some thing, or farewell.

Tib. I have, dear sister, if you will but bear me.

Alph. Come on, out witht then.

Tib. Give you the old man promise of your love,
And the next night appoint him for your bed;
Rapd with joy, hell feign business of state,
To leave his lady, and to lie alone.

Alph. Very good.

Tib. Then my request shall be, that for that night
She would accept me for her bed-fellow;
And theres no question, sister, of the grant;
Which being enjoyd, I doubt not but to manage
And carry all so even on level ground,
That my offence shall in my love seem drownd.

Alph. The clock for your business thus far goes true; but now for me, what shall I do with the old cock in my roost?

Tib. Sister, you have some trick (no doubt) to keep
Him within compass.

Alph. No not I, believe me; I know not what to do with him, unless I should give him a little nux vomica, to make him sleep away the night; but, brother, to pleasure you, Ill venture a joint; and yet it troubles me too, that I should prove a traitor to my sex; I do betray an innocent lady, to what ill I know not.
But love, the author of it, will I hope
Turn it quite otherwise, and perhaps it may be
So welcome to her as a courtesy.

Tib. I doubt not but it shall.

Alph. We nothing can,
Unless man woman help, and woman man.
[Exeunt.


ACT IV. SCENE I.

[image: img36.jpg]

(TRUMPETS SOUND.) ENTER TORRENTI in a very costly Dress, between the two Dukes, who are attended by LORD VANNI and the other tiers; the latter seem to wonder at TORRENTIS dress. Then a masque enters of Women in strange Habits, who dance and exeunt. TORRENTI gives Jewels and Chains of Pearls to the Dukes, and a Chain of Gold to every Courtier. The Dukes and Courtiers then depart, leaving VANNI and TORRENTI on the Stage.

Nic. Thou art my noble kinsman, and but thy mother,
(Upon my soul) was chaste, I should believe
Some emperor begot thee.

Tor. Why, pray, uncle?  

Nic. Suppose all kingdoms on the earth were balls,
And that thou heldst a racket in thy hand,
To toss em as thou woudst, how woudst thou play?

Tor. Why, as with balls, bandy em quite away.

Nic. A tennis-court of kings could do no more;
But faith what dost thou think, that I now think,
Of thy this days expense?

Tor. That it was brave.

Nic. I think thee a proud vain-glorious bragging knave;

That golden womb thy father left so full, thou
Vulture-like eatst through: oh, heres trim stuff!
A good mans state, in garters, strings, and ruff;
Hast not a saffron shirt on too? I fear thourt
Troubled with the green sickness, thou lookst wan.

Tor. With anger at thy snarling: must my hose
Match your old greasy codpiece?

Nic. No; but Id have thee live in compass.

Tor. Fool, Ill be
As the sun in the zodiac; I am he
That woud take Phaetons fall, tho I set fire
On the whole world, to be heavens charioteer
(As he was) but one day.

Nic. Vain riotous coxcomb,
Thoust fird too much already; parks, forests, chases,
Have no part left of them, but names and places;
Tis voicd abroad thy lands are all at pawn.

Tor. They are, what then?

Nic. And that the money went
To entertain the popes great nuncio,
On whom you spent the ransom of a king.

Tor. You lie.

Nic. I thank you, sir.

Tor. Say all this true
That I spent millions, whats that to you?
Were there for every day i th year a pope,
For every hour i th year a cardinal,
Id melt both Indies but Id feast em all.

Nic. And leave your courtesans bare; that leaving bare,
Will one day leave thee naked; one nights waking,
With a fresh whore, cost thee four thousand ducats,
Else the bawd lies.  

Tor. Wert thou not mine uncle,
Id send thee with thy frozen beard where furies
Should singe it off with fire-brands; touching
Wenching! thou art thyself an old rotten whoremaster?

Nic. I a whore-master?
To show how much I hate it, hark, when next thy tumblers
Come to dance upon the ropes,
Play this jig to em.

Tor. Go, go, idle drone;
Thou enviest bees with stings, cause thine is gone;
Plate, jewels, revenues, all shall fly.

Nic. They shall?

Tor. And then, sir, Ill turn pickled thief, a pirate;  
For as I to feed riot, a world did crave,
So nothing but the sea shall be my grave;
Meantime that circle few begin Ill run,
Tho the devil stand i th centre.

Nic. Whats that circle?

Tor. The vanity of all mankind be mine,
In me all prodigals looseness fresh shall flow;
Wine, harlots, surfeits, rich embroidered clothes,
Fashions, all sensual sins, all new-coind oaths,
Shall feed me, fill me; Ill feast every sense,
Nought shall become me ill, but innocence.
[Exit.

Nic. I hope a wallet hanging at thy back;
Who spends all young, ere age comes, all will lack.  [Exit.

The Scene changes to GENTILIS. Enter an APOTHECARY followed by a Servant, to whom he gives Gold: then enter GENTILI attended by a Number of Servants in blue Coats, and followed by his STEWARD, and a BROKER. A Trumpet sounds.

Gen. What sounds this trumpet for?

Omnes. Dinner, my lord.

Gen. To feast whom this day are my tables spread?

Stew. For seamen, wreckd, aged, or sick, or lame,
And the late ransomd captives from the Turk.

Gen. Cheer them with hearty welcomes in my name;
Attend them as great lords; let no man dare
To send em sad hence; bounty shall be placd
At the boards upper end; for mariners
Are clocks of danger that do neer stand still;
Their dials hand eer points to th stroke of death,
And (albeit seldom windless) lose their breath;
I love em, for they eat the dearest bread
That life can buy; when the elements make wars,
Water, and air, they are savd by their good stars.
And for the galley-slaves, make much of those, love that man
Who suffers only for being Christian: what suiters wait?

Stew. Come near, one at once; keep back, pray,

Brok. A sorry man, a very sorry man.

Gen. What makes thee sorry?

Brok. All I bad is burnt, and that which touches me to the quick, a box of my sweet evidence, my lord.

Gen. Show me some proof of this.

Brok. Alas, too good proof, all burnt, nor stick nor stone left.  

Gen. What woudst have me do?

Brok. Bestow but a bare hundred pound on me, to set me up.

Gen. Steward, deliver him a hundred pound.

Brok. Now all the  
Gen, Nay, kneel not, sir; but hear me.

Brok. Oh, my honey lord!

Gen. Faces are speaking pictures; thines a book,
Which if the leaf be truly printed, shows
A page of close dissembling.

Brok. Oh, my lord!

Gen. But say thou art such, yet the moneys thine,
Which I to charity give, not to her shrine;
If thou cheatst me, thou art cheated? how? thoust got
(Being liquorish) ratsbane from a galley-pot,
Taking it for sugar; thou art now my debtor,
I am not hurt, nor thou I fear, much better;
Farewell.

Enter a lame-leggd SOLDIER.

Sol. Cannons defend me! gunpowder of hell,
Whom dost thou blow up here?  

Brok. Some honest sculler, row this lame dog to hanging.

Gen. What noise is that?

Stew. My lord calls to you.

Sol. Was there ever calld
A devil by name from hell? then this is one.

Gen. My friend, what is he?

Sol. A city pestilence;
A moth that eats up gowns, doublets and hose;
One that with bills, leads smocks and shirts together
To linen-close-adultery, and upon them
Strows lavender, so strongly, that the owners
Dare never smell them after; hes a broker.

Gen. Suppose all this; what hurt hath he done thee?

Sol. More than my limbs loss; in one week he eat
My wife up, and three children; this Christian
Jew did;  
Has a long lane of hellish tenements,
Built all with pawns.

Gen. All that he had is burnt.

Sol. He keeps a whore indeed; this is the raven,
Cried knock before you call; he may be fird,
His lousy wardrobes are not; to this hell-hound
I pawnd my weapons to buy brown bread
To feed my brats and me; (they forfeited)
Twice so much as his money him I gave
To have my arms redeemd, the griping slave

Swore (not to save my soul) unless that I
Laid down my stump here for the interest,
And so hop home.  

Gen. Unheard-of villain!
Broker, is this true?

Brok. Twere sin, my lord, to lie.

Gen. Soldier, what ist thou now cravst at my hands?

Sol. This my petition was, which now I tear;
My suit here was, when the next place did fall,
To be a beadsman in your hospital;
But now I come most piteously complaining
Against this three-pile rascal, widows decayer,
The orphans beggerer, and the poors betrayer;
Give him the Russian law for all these sins.

Gen. How?

Sol. But one hundred blows on his bare shins.

Brok. Come home and take thine arms.

Sol. Ill have those legs.

Gen. Broker, my soul foresaw goods thus ill got
Would as ill thrive; you askd a hundred pound,
Tis yours; but, crafty broker, you playd the knave
To beg, not needing. This man now must have
His request too; tis honest, fair, and just,
Take hence that varlet therefore, and on his shins,
In ready payment, give him an hundred blows.

Brok. My lord! my pitiful lord!

Sol. I must bestir my stumps too. Justice, my lord!

Gen. I will not ravel out time; Broker, I offer you
A hundred for a hundred.

Sol. Thats his own usury.

Gen. A hundredpound, or else a hundred blows;
Give him that money, he shall release you those.

Brok. Take it, and mayst thou rot with it.
[Exit.

Sol. Follow thee thy curse,
Woud blows might make all brokers still disburse!

Gen. What next?

Serv. The party, sir.

Gen. What party, sir?
If honest, speak; I love no whisperer.

Ser. This gentleman is a great shooter.

Gen. In a long bow? how far shoots he?

Ser. To your lordship, to be your apothecary.

Gen. Umph; what spy you in my face, that I shoud buy,
Your drugs and drenches? bears not my cheek a colour
As fresh as any old mans? do my bones
Ache with youths riots? or my blood boil hot
With fevers? or ist numbd with dropsies, cold
Coughs, rheums, catarrhs, gouts, apoplexy fits?
The common sores of age on me never ran;
Nor Galenist, nor Paracel sian,
Shall eer read physical lectures upon me.

Apot. Two excellent fellows, my lord.

Gen. I honour their profession;  
What the Creator does, they in part do,
For a physicians a man-maker too:
But, honest friend,
My kitchen is my doctor, and my garden,
Trusty apothecary; when they give me pills,
So gently work they, Im not choakd with bills,
Which are a stronger purge than the disease.

Apot. Alas, my lord, and twere not for bills, our shops woud down.

Gen. Sir, I believe you; bills nor pills Ill take;
I stand on sicknesss shore, and see men tossd
From one disease to another, at last lost;
But to such seas of surfeits, where theyre drownd,
I never venturing, am ever sound.

Apot. Ever sound, my lord? if all our gallants shoud be so, doctors, apothecaries, and barbersurgeons, might feed upon onions and buttermilk; ever sound! a brave world then.

Gen. Tis their own fault, if they fear springs or falls,
Wine-glasses filld too fast, make urinals;
Man was at first born sound, and he grows ill
Seldom by course of nature, but by will;
Distempers are not ours, there should be then.
(Were we ourselves) no physic; men to men
Are both diseases cause and the disease,
Im free from (thanks, good fate) either of these.

Apot. (To Ser.) My fifty crowns!

Ser. Not I.

Apot. No! must I give you a glister?

Ser. Hist! hist!

Apot. If your lordship will not allow me to minister to yourself, pray let me give your man a purgation.

Ser. Me a purgation? my lord, Im passing well.

Gen. Him a purge! why?

Apot. Or rather a vomit, that he may cast up fifty crowns,
Which he swallowed as a bribe to prefer me.

Gen. My health is bought and sold, sir, then by you;
A doctor baits you next, whose mess of potions
Striking me full of ulcers, a gibberish-surgeon,
For fifty crowns more, comes to draw my will,
For money, slaves their sovereigns thus kill;
Nay, nay, so got, so keep it; for his fifty
Give him a hundred crowns, because his will
Aimd at my health I know, and not at ill:
Fare you well, sir.  

Apot. Who pays me, sir?

Ser. Follow me; I, sir. [Exit Ser and Apot.

Enter GOLDSMITH.

Gold. The fellow, my lord, is fast.

Gen. What fellow, sir?

Gold. The thief that stole this jewel from your honour;
He came unto my stall, my lord  

Gen. So!

Gold. And askd me
Not the fourth part in money it was worth,
And so smelling him out  

Gen. You did  

Gold. I did, sir,
Smell him out presently, and underhand
Sent for a constable, examined him,
And finding that he is your stewards man,
Committed him to th jail.

Gen. What money had he upon this jewel of you?

Gold. None, my good lord, after I heard it yours.

Gen. Else you had bought it,
And been the thiefs receiver; youre a varlet,
Go to! a saucy knave; if I want money,
And send my servants servant (cause the world
Shall not take notice of it) to pawn, or sell
Jewels or plate, tho I lose half in half,
Must you, sir, play the marshall, and commit him,
As if he were a rogue? go and release him,
Send him home presently, and pay his fees; do you see, sir?

Gold. My lord, I do see.

Gen. Lest by the innocent fellow,
I lay you fast by th heels; do this youre best;
You may be gone.

Gold. Heres a most excellent jest. [Exit.

Enter STEWARD.

Gen. Hark you, the Duke of Florence sent me once  
A jewel, have ye it? for you laid it up.

Stew. My lord, I have it.

Gen. Are you sure you have it?
Why change you colour? know you this? do you know
Your man you sent to sell it? you belike
Thought in my memory it had been dead,
And so your honesty too came buried;  
Tis well; out of mine eye!

Enter TORRENTIS BROTHER.
What woud you with me?

Bro. Your pity on a wretch late wreckd at sea,
Beaten a shore by penury; three years a Turkish, galley-slave.

Gen. Your birth?

Bro. Such, sir,
As I dare write myself a gentleman;
In Florence stood my cradle, my house great,
In money, not in mercy; I am poor,
And dare not with the beggar pass their door.

Gen. Name them, they shall be forcd to thy relief.

Bro.To steal compassion from them like a thief?
Good my lord pardon me; under your noble wing,
I had rather sit, than on the highest tree sing,
That shadows their gay buildings.

Gen. Young man I do commend thee; wheres my steward?
Give me thy hand, I entertain thee mine:
Make perfect your accounts, and see the books deliverd
To this gentleman.

Stew. This poor rogue, sir?

Gen. Thou art a villain, so to term the man,
Whom I to liking take; sir, I discharge you;
I regard no mans outside, tis the linings
Which I take care for.

Stew. Not if you knew how lousy they were.

Gen. Cast not thy scorn upon him; (to the Bro.) prove thou but just,
Ill raise the cedars spring out first from dust.
[Exit.

The Scene changes to LORD VANNIS House. Enter NICOLETTO, DARIENE, ALPHONSINA, ALESSANDRA, TIBALDO, and CARGO.

Nic. Madam, this night I have received from court,
A book of deep import, which I must read,
And for that purpose will I lie alone.

Dar. Be master of your own content, my lord,
Ill change you for some female bed-fellow.

Nic. With all my heart.

Tib. Pray, madam, then take me.

Nic. Do, prithee, wife.

Dar. And, sir, she is most welcomè.

Nic. Woud I were at it, for it is a book
My fingers itch till I be turning oer;
Good rest! (aside) fair Alphonsina, youll not fail.

Alph. (Aside.) No, fear me not.

Nic. All, all to bed! to bed!

Alph. Mine eyes are full of sleep; Ill follow you.  [Exit.

Dar. I to my closet, and then, bed-fellow,
Expect your company.  

Tib. I will be for you, lady.

Ales. Madam, so please you, forfeit to my mother,
And let yourself and I be bed-fellows,

Tib. Dear heart, I humbly thank you, but I must not.

Ales. Lady, I rather wish your company,
Because I know one maiden best conceals
Whats bosomd in another; but Ill wait
With patience a time fitting.

Tib. Worthy lady,
This time is yours and mine.

Ales. Thus I begin then,
And if I cannot woo relief from you,
Let me at least win pity; I have fixd
Mine eye upon your brother, whom I never
But once beheld here in this house, yet wish
That he beheld me now and heard me;
You are so like your brother, that methinks I speak to him,
And that provokes a blush to assail my cheek;
He smiles like you, his eyes like yours; pray, lady,
Where is the gentleman? twas for his sake
I would have lien with you, woud twere as lawful,
To fellow nights with him.

Tib. Troth, I do wish it.

Ales. And if in this you enrich me with your counsel,
Ill be a grateful taker.

Tib. Sure my brother
Is blessd in your affection, and shall have
Good time to understand so.

Dar. (Within.) Alessandra.

Ales. Madam.

Dar. A word! come quickly.  [Exit Ales.

Tib. O ye heavens!
How strangely one hour works upon another.
I was but now heart-sick, and longd for meat,
Which being set before me I abhor.

Enter ALPHONSINA.

Alph. Brother.

Tib. What frights you thus from your chamber?

Alph. Such a fury as thou.

Tib. How now? hast lost thy wits?

Alph. Ill swear thou hast; for thou hast candied
Thy sweet but poisonous language to dishonour
Me thy most wretched sister; who no better than a vile
Instrument to thy desires, deserves to be styld
Bawd; worse than the bawds,
Who every day i th week shake hands with hell.

Tib. Ha patience, dearest sister; I protest,
By all the graces that become a man,
I have not wrongd Dariene nor her lord.

Alph. Thou shalt not then, by heaven!

Tib. By all goodness not;
With a well-blushd discourse, fair Alessandra,
Supposing me your sister, hath discovered
The true pangs of her fancy towards Tibaldo,
And in it cravd my aid; which heard, even then,
My brutish purpose broke its neck, and I
Will prove the daughters husband, that came hither
A traitor to the mother.

Alph. My noble brother!
Our doings are alike, for by Trebatio
(Whom I with honour name) his fathers foulness shall be
Cut off and crost.

Tib. Get to your chamber;
No longer will I play the womans part,
This night shall change my habit with my heart.

Enter NICOLETTI with a Light.

Nic. In this chamber she lies, and thats her window; woud I were in: the air bites, but the bit that I shall bite anon sharpens my stomach; the watch-word is a cornet; (cornet within), it speaks, she bids me come without a light; and reason, shes light enough herself; wink thou one-eyed bawd, be thou an emblem of thy master, and burn in secret.

Enter ALPHONSINA above.

Alph. My lord!

Nic. What says my most moist-handed * sweet lady?

Alph. Who is there with you?

Nic. No Christian creature, I enter solus.

Alph. I fear I must entreat you to stay a little.

Nic. As long as thou desirest, but wilt come down?  

Alph. I would be loath to lose all upon one rest.

Nic. Shall I mount then?

Alph. For mine honour being once crackd  

Nic. Crack a pudding! Ill not meddle with thine honour.

Alph. Say you should get me with child?

Nic. I hope I am not the first lord has got a lady with child.

Alph. Is the night hushd?

Nic. Theres nothing stirring; the very mice are asleep ; as I am noble, Ill deal with thee like a gentleman.

Alph. Ill do that then, which some citizens will not do to some lord.

Nic. Whats that?

Alph. Take your word; I come.

Nic. Uds my life!

Alph. Whats the matter, sir? [Music within.

Nic. I hear a lute, and sure it comes this way.

Alph. My most lovd lord, step you aside; I would not have you seen for the saving of my right hand; preserve mine honour, as I preserve your love.

Enter TREBATIO with Music.

Nic. Pox on your cats guts!

Alph. To an unworthy window, who is thus kind?

Tre. Look out of it, and tis the richest casement
That ever let in air.

Alph. Trebatio?

Tre. Ay, my most fair mistress.

Alph. Neither of both, good sir;
Pray play upon some other, you abuse me,
And that which seems worse, in your fathers house.

Nic. Brave girl.

Alph. But you are young enough to be forgiven? 
If you will mend hereafter; the night has in it
Unwholesome fogs, and blasts; to bed, my lord,
Lest they attach your beauty: nothing more,
Ill pay you for your song.  [Exit.

Tre. Are you gone so?
Well, you hard-hearted one, you shall not ever
Be lady of yourself; away.[Exit.
Enter CARGO running.

Car. Oh, my lord! I have stood centinel as you. bad me, but I am frighted.

Nic. With what?

Car. The night-mare rides you; my lady is conjured up.

Nic. Now the devil lay her down! prevented in the very act?

Car. She works by magic, and knows all.

Enter DARIENE.

Dar. Do you shrink back, my lord? you may with shame;
Have I taen you napping, my lord?

Nic. But not with the manner, my lady.

Dar. Have you no bird to fly at, but what sits on your own sons fist?

Nic. How! my sons fist?

Dar. Yes, the lady whom you wrought to have been your harlot,
Your son has long since won to be his bride;
Both they and I have this night exercisd
Our wits to mock your dotage.

Nic. Am I then gulld?

Car. Yes, my lord, and bulld too; yonders
Tibaldo Neri come this morning.

Dar. So early, is his sister with him?

Car. Not that I saw, but I saw him kiss my young mistress three or four times; I think twere good to ask the banns of matrimony.

Nic. Woud it were no worse; lets in, and give em the mornings salutation.  

Dar. Ill tell him all.

Nic. Sweet lady, seal my pardon with a kiss,
He neer was born, that never did amiss.
[Exeunt.


ACT V. SCENE I.
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ENTER FLORENCE, PIERO, PISA, MUTIO, TORNELLI, and PHILIPPO.

Pier. Sir, I have found Angelo with long and busy search.

Flor. And will he come?

Pier. Your honour (as you chargd me) I impawnd
For his safe passage.

Flor. By my life he shall; when will he come?

Pier. My friend brings him along.

Flor. Philippo Mutio, go and persuade our daughter
To walk, and take die air.

Pisa. Ill play that orator.  [Exit.

Flor. Attend the Duke of Pisa; prithee, Piero,
Discover where this Angelo lay lurking.

Pier. The world he has shut up, and now the book
He reads, is only here ; see where he comes.

Enter ANGELO in a Friars dress accompanied by another Friar: FIAMETTA enters at the same Time from the other Side.

Flor. Way for my daughter! look you, theres Angelo.

Fia. Ha! yes, tis the star I sail by; hold me not;

Why do you stick like rocks, to bar my way,
And utterly to wreck me?

Flor. Art thou mad?

Fia. Yes, I am mad; oh, my best life, my soul!
[Runs to him.

Ang. Whom seek you, lady?

Fia. Do you not know me, sir?

Ang. Yes.  

Fia. Dost thou not love me?

Ang. Yes.

Fia. At very heart?

Ang. Yes, at the very soul.

Fia. Burns not your love,
With that most holy fire, the god of marriage
Kindles in man and woman?

Ang. No.

Fia. Ha, no?

Flor. He says no.

Fia. Then so, quod dedi perdidi.

Ang. How can I love you, lady?
I have climbd too many of such fruitless trees.

Fia. Have you indeed?

Ang. Yes, and have pulld the apples.

Fia. Now I beshrew your fingers.

Ang. And when I touchd em, found em turnd to dust.
Why should you love me? I have changd my pleasure
In beauteous dames, more than I have my dreams,
Four in one night.

Flor. Hell prove a lusty Lawrence;
This is the star you sail by though.

Ang. Why should you love me? I am but a tomb,
Gay outside, but within rotten and foul.

Fia. Ill swear thourt most diseasd, even in thy soul;
Oh thou, thou most perfidious man alive!
So prosper, as my poor sick heart doth thrive;
Give me thy hand, I hate thee, fare thee well.
(To Pisa.) Come, I make thee my heaven, weret once my hell.

Pisa. Im rapt above the spheres, joy strikes me dumb.

Flor. Thoust lent unto mine age a score of years,
More than eer nature promisd, by thy loving
This noble prince; thourt his then?

Fia. His  to prove it; (To Ang.) hence
Thou from me! neer more behold mine eyes!

Ang. Now find I that a lovers heart last dies.  [Exit.

Flor. Ay, ay; so, so; if it die, it shall be buried.

Fia. Good reverend sir, stay you, and as you witness
This my divorce, so shall you seal my contract.

Friar. I will, your pleasure

Flor. Fiametta,
Make choice thyself of thine own wedding-day.

Fia. To-morrow be it; loves poison is delay.

Flor. Gallants, pray stir betimes, and rouse your mistresses;

Let some invite Lord Vanni and his lady;
We dine to-day with Lord Jacomo,
Thither lets hasten.

Fia. Sir, this holy man
Shall be this night my confessor; about midnight
Expect my sending for you.  

Friar. Your devotion commands my service.

Flor. Were least i th friars stead.
The prince be your confessor; girl, prepare
To play the bride to-morrow, and then being laid,
One night past oer, think neer to rise a maid.
[Exeunt.

Scene changes to GENTILIS. Trumpets  Services carried covered over the Stage; a Number of Poor are attending, and TORRENTI one of them; then enter JACOMO bare, between the two Dukes, PIERO, PHILIPPO, TORNELLL, and MUTIO.

Flor. No more of compliment, my Lord Gentili;
Such noble welcomes have we had this day,
We must take blushing leaves, cause we can pay
Nothing but thanks.

Gen. Thats more than the whole debt comes to.
Flor f Neer saw I tables crownd with braver store;  
I know no man that spends, nay, nor gives more,
And yet a full sea still: why yonder fellow,
The brave mock-prodigal, has spent all indeed,
He that made beggars proud, begs now himself for need.

Gen. But who relieves him now? none; for I know
He that in riotous feasting wastes his store,
Is like a fair tree which in summer bore
Boughs laden till they crackd, with leaves and fruit,
Whose plenty lasting, all men come unto t,
And pluck, and fill their laps and carry away;
But when the boughs grow bare, and leaves decay,
And the great tree stand sapless, witherd, dry,
Then each one casts on it a scornful eye,
And grieves to see it stand; nay, does not grieve,
Albeit the axe down to the root it cleave;
The fall of such a tree will I beware,
I know both when to spend, and when to spare.

Flor. Tis nobly spoke.

Pisa. Nay, good my lord, make haste!

Pier. Heres a child lost i th staying.

Flor. Get two at night fort.
What is the bride yet dressd?

Pier. Shes rigging, sir.

Flor. Tis well; music? from whence?
What chambers that?

Mut. It joins close to the
Lodgings of the bride.

Flor. Inquire
If she be ready, Mutio; say her bridegroom
Attends on her below.

Mut. I shall, my lord. [Fiametta above.

Pier. Tarry, she looks herself out.

Flor. Come, come, loiterer!

Fia. Fair welcome to your grace, and to that prince,
That should have been my bridegroom.

Flor. Should ha been?

Pier. Is the moon changd already?

Fia. In her changes
The moon is constant, man is only varying,
And never in one circle long is tarrying;
But one man in the moon at once appears,
Such praise (being true to one) a woman bears.

Flor. Take thou that praise, and to this prince be true;
Come down and marry him

Fia. What would the world say,
If I should marry two men in one day?

Flor. That villain has bewitchd her.

Pier. Sir, what villain?

Flor. That slave, the banishd runnagate.

Pier. Cast not on him
Such foul aspersions, till you know his guilt;
Even now you said he was a worthy spirit,
Crownd him with praise, and do you now condemn
An absent man unheard?

Flor. Ill hang the traitor.

Pisa. Lock all the gates of Florence, lest he scape.

Flor. Our pardon, whosoever takes and kill him.

Pier. Oh! who would trust in princes? the vain breath,
Which in a minute gives one man life and death?

Fia. Come forth, thou threatend man! here kill him all,
Lower than what you stand on, none can fall.
[Angelo above.

Ang. I now must stand your arrows, but you shoot
Against a breast as innocent  

Flor. As a traitors.

Ang. Your patience, sir.

Pisa. Talkst thou of patience? that by thy most perfidious  
Enter FRIAR above.

Ang. Hear me, pray!
Or if not me, hear then this reverend man.

Pisa. What makes that friar there?

Pier. Father, speak your mind.

Friar. I was enjoined to be her confessor,
And came; but then she won me to a vow,
By oath of all my orders, face to face,
To hear her speak unto Angelo; twas done;
He came; when falling down on both her knees,
Her eyes drownd all in tears, she opes a book,
Charging him read his oaths and promises,
The contract of their hands, hearts, yea, and souls,
And askd if Angelo would marry her.

Flor. Very good.
Friar. He, looking pale as death, said faintly no.

Pisa. Faintly? he then was willing?

Pier. Pray hear him out.

Friar. Thrice tried he thrice cried no; at which this lady
Desperately snatching from her side two knives,
Had stabbd herself to the heart, but that we knit
Our force against it; what should I do in this?
Or marry her, or rob her of heavens bliss?
Which glory had been greater to have taen
A husband from her, or to have seen her slain?

Flor. Then you have married her?

Friar. I have.

Pier. Brave girl!

Pisa. Ill cut that knot asunder with my sword.

Friar. The hands which heaven hath joind, no man can part.

Fia. The hands they may, but never shall the heart.

Flor. Why didst thou make to him thy promise then?  

Fia. Women are born but to make fools of men.
She thats made sure to him, she loves not well,
Her banns are askd here, but she weds in hell;
Parents that match their children gainst their will,
Teach them not how to live, but how to kill.

Flor. Parrot! parrot!
Ill stop your prating; break into her chamber,
And lay the villain bleeding at her feet.
[Florence, Pisa, and the attendants draw their swords.

Fia. Villain? it is my husband.

Flor. Enter and kill him!

Pier. Enter, but kill him he that dares; I blush
To see two princes so degenerate.

Fia. Oh, noble brother!

Pier. What would you have him do?
He well deserves to have her to his wife;
Who gives to you a daughter, her a life;
In sight of angels she to him was given,
So that in striking him, you fight with heaven.

Flor. You see there is no remedy.

Pisa. Troth none;
I threw at all, and (gamesters luck) alls gone;
Farewell, brave spirited girl, he that gainst wind,
Fire and the sea, law and a womans mind,
Strives, is a fool; thats I; Ill now be wise,
And never more put trust in womans eyes.

Fia. I love thee for that-word with all my heart.

Flor. Will you come down pray?

Fia. Swear as you are a duke  

Flor. Yet more a-do?

Pisa. Will you not trust your father?

Fia. Why should I? you see there is no trust i th daughter;
Swear by your hopes of good you will not touch
His nail to hurt him.

Flor. By my hopes I swear.

Fia. And you too?  

Pisa. Yes, whats falling none can rear.

Fia. We come then; noble friend, flag not thy wings,
In this war I defy a camp of kings.
[Exeunt from above.

Enter NICOLETTO, TIBALDO, ALPHONSINA, DARIENE, ALESSANDRA, TREBATIO.

Flor. See, see, more shoals of friends! most beauteous ladies,
Fair welcomes to you all!

Nic. My lord, those tides
Are turnd, these ladies are transformd to brides.

Flor. We heard the happy news; and therefore sent
To marry joys with joys, yours with our own,

Yours (I see) prosper, ours are overthrown.

Nic. How mean you overthrown?

Enter ANGELO and FIAMETTA.

Flor. Your own eyes shall be witness how:
nay, nay, pray rise!
I know your heart is up though your knees down.

Ang. All we stand in fear of is your frown.

Fia. And all, dear father, which I beg of you,
Is that you love this man but as I do.

Flor. What beg you of this prince?

Fia. That he would take
One favour from me, which myself shall make.

Pisa. Pray let it be of willow.

Fia. Well then it shall.

Alph. Why willow? is the noble prince forsaken?

Pier. All womens faults, one for another taken.

Alph. Now in good sooth, my lord, she has but usd you
As watermen use their fares, for she lookd one way
And rowd another; you but wore her glove,
The hand was Angelos, and she dealt wisely.
Let woman neer love man, or if she do,
Let him neer know it; make him write, wait, woo,
Court, cog, and curse, and swear, and lie, and pine,
Till love bring him to deaths door, else hes not mine;
That flesh eats sweetest thats pickd close to th bone,
Water drinks best, thats hewd even from the stone;
Men must be put to t home.

Nic. He that loves ducking, let him come learn of thee.

Flor. She has good skill;  
At table will we hear a full discourse
Of all these changes, and these marriages;
Both how they shuffled, cut, and dealt about,
What cards were best, after the trumps were out;
Who playd false play, who true, who sought to save
An ace i th bottom, and turnd up a knave;
For love is but a card-play, and alls lost,
Unless you cog; he that packs best, wins most.

Alph. Since such good gamesters are together met,
As you like this, well play another set.
[Exeunt.

FINIS.
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Elizabethan London


Satiro-Mastix (1601)
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In collaboration with John Marston 

Satiro-Mastix was first entered into the Stationers Register on 11 November 1601. The following year it was printed in quarto by Edward Allde and published by the bookseller, Edward White. The play is often attributed to Dekker and his friend John Marston. However, this has been contested as some critics and scholars argue that while there are many examples of Dekkers style littered throughout, there are no instances of Marstons in any section of the work. Satiro-Mastix forms part of the so-called War of the Theatres, which was a series of satirical plays written by Ben Jonson and his rivals Dekker and Marston. After the Bishops Ban of 1599 forbade the publication of prose satires, Marston turned to play writing and in the autumn of 1599 he began the War of the Theatres by mocking Ben Jonson through the character of Chrisoganus in Histriomastix. Jonson retaliated by attacking Marston in Everyman Out of His Humour, while in Poetaster, he not only lampooned Marston again, but also denigrated Dekker as a second-rate playwright.

Satiro-Mastix is Dekkers response of sorts to Jonson and his sole literary contribution to the dispute. The reasons behind the War of the Theatres is not known with certainty; it is possible that it was the result of professional rivalry or personal animosity or even an entirely manufactured feud for artistic purposes. Whatever the causes, it was fairly short lived and was entirely resolved by 1605 when Jonson and Marston collaborated on Eastward Ho!.  

Satiro-Mastix is ostensibly centred on the marriage between Sir Walter Terrill and Caelestine during the reign of William II (William Rufus). However, the chief interest of the play is Horace and his behaviour towards his fellow poets, Crispinus and Demetrius. In Poetaster, Jonson had lionised himself in the figure of Horace while satirising Marston and Dekker through the characters of Crispinus and Demetrius. In Satiro-Mastix, Dekker incorporates these characters into the play, but portrays the latter two as honourable and decent, while presenting Horace as deceitful, vain and tedious.
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Ben Jonson by Abraham Blyenberch; 1617
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Address to the World.
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WORLD, I WAS once resolvd to be round with thee, because I know tis thy fashion to be round with every body:but the wind shifting his point, the vein turnd:yet because thou wilt sit as judge of all matters, though for thy labour thou wearst Midass ears, and art monstrum horrendum, inform:Ingens cui lumen ademptum; whose great Poliphemiam eye is put out, I care not much if I make description, before thy universality, of that terrible Poetomachia, lately commencd between Horace the second, and a band of lean-witted poetasters.They have been at high words, and so high, that the ground could not serve them, but, for want of chopins, have stalkd upon stages.

Horace hald his poetasters to the bar, the poetasters untrussd Horace: how worthily either, or how wrongfully, World, leave it to the jury:Horace, questionless, made himself believe, that his Burgonian wit might desperately challenge all comers, and that none durst take up the foils against him:its likely, if he had not so believd, he had not been so deceivd, for he was answerd at his own weapon:and if before Apollo himself, who is coronator poetarum, an inquisition should be taken touching this lamentable merry murdering of innocent poetry:all mount Helicon to Bun-hill, it would be found on the poetasters side se defendendo.Notwithstanding the doctors think otherwise.I meet one, and he runs full butt at me with his satyrs horns, for that in untrussing Horace, I did only whip his fortunes, and condition of life, where the more noble reprehension had been of his minds deformity, whose greatness if his critical lynx had with as narrow eyes, observd in himself, as it did little spots upon others; without all disputation, Horace would not have left Horace out of Every Man ins Humour.His fortunes?Why does not he tax that only in others?Read his arraignment and see.A second cat-a-mountain mews, and calls me barren, because my brains could bring forth no other stigmatic than Tucca, whom Horace had put to making, and begot to my hand: but I wonder what language Tucca would have spoke, if honest Captain Hannam had been born without a tongue?Ist not as lawful for me to imitate Horace, as Horace Hannam?Besides, if I had made an opposition of any other new-minted fellow, of what test so ever, he had been out-facd, and out-weighed by a settledapprobation: neither was it much improper to set the same dog upon Horace, whom Horace had set to worry others.

I could have, even with the feather of my pen, wipe off other ridiculous imputations, but my best way to answer them, is to laugh at them; only thus much I protest, and swear by the divinest part of true poesy, that, howsoever the limbs of my naked lines may be and I know have been, torturd on the rack, they are free from conspiring the least disgrace to any man, but only to our new Horace; neither should this ghost of Tucca, have walkd up and down Pauls church-yard, but that he was raisd up, in print, by new exorcisms.World, if thy hugeness will believe this, do:if not, I care not; for I dedicate my book not to thy greatness, but to the greatness of thy scorn:defying which, let that mad dog Detraction bite till his teeth be worn to the stumps:Envy feed thy snakes so fat with poison till they burst:World, let all thy adders shoot out their hydra-headed-forked stings, ha, ha, nauci; if none will take my part, as I desire none, yet I thank thee, thou true Venusian Horaace, for these good words thou guist me:Populus me sibylat at mihi plaudo.World, farewell.

Malim Convivus quàm placuisse Cocis.


Act One, Scene One
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ENTER TWO GENTLEWOMEN strewing of flowers.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
Come, bedfellow, come, strew apace, strew, strew; in good troth, tis pity that these flowers must be trodden under feet as they are like to be anon.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
Pity, alack, pretty heart, thou art sorry to see any good thing fall to the ground.Pity?No more pity, then to see an innocent maidenhead delivered up to the ruffling of her new-wedded husband.Beauty is made for use, and he that will not use a sweet soul well when she is under his fingers, I pray Venus he may never kiss a fair and a delicate, soft, red, plump lip.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
Amen, and thats torment enough.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
Pity?Come, fool, fling them about lustily; flowers never die a sweeter death then when they are smotherd to death in a lovers bosom, or else pave the highways, over which these pretty simpring jetting things calld brides must trip.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
I prey thee tell me, why do they use at weddings to furnish all places thus, with sweet herbs and flowers?

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
One reason is, because tis, O, a most sweet thing to lie with a man.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
I think tis a, O, more, more, more, more sweet to lie with a woman.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
I warrant all men are of thy mind.Another reason is, because they stick like the scutchions of Madam Chastity, on the sable ground, weeping in their stalks, and winking with their yellow-sunk eyes, as loath to behold the lamentable fall of a maidenhead.What senseless thing in all the house, that is not now as melancholy as a new set-up schoolmaster!

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
Troth, I am.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
Troth, I think thou mournst, because thast mist thy turn, I do by the quiver of Cupid.You see the torches melt themselves away in tears; the instruments wear their heart-strings out for sorrow, and the sliver ewers weep most pitiful rosewater; five or six pair of the white innocent wedding gloves, did in my sight choose rather to be torn in pieces than to be drawn on ; and look, this rosemary, a fatal herb, this dean-mans nosegay, the brides maidenhead, when, oh how much do we poor wenches suffer, about eleven or twelve, or one a clock at midnight at furthest, it descends to purgatory, to give notice that Cælestine, hey ho, will never come to lead apes in hell.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
I see by thy sighing thou wilt not.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
If I had as many maidenheads, as I have hairs on my head, Id venture them all rather than to come into so hot a place.Prithee, strew thou, for my arms are weary.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
I am sure thy tongue is not.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
No, faith, thats like a woman bitten with fleas; it never lies still.Fieupont!What a miserable thing tis to be a noble bride!Theres such delays in rising, in fitting gowns, in trying, in pinning rebatoes, in poking, in dinner, in supper, in revels, and last of all in cursing the poor nodding fiddlers, for keeping Mistress Bride so long up from sweeter revels;that, oh, I could never endure to put it up without much bickering.

FIRST GENTLEWOMAN
Come, thart an odd wench.Hark, hark, music?Nay, then the brides up.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
Is she up?Nay then, I see she has been down.Lord, ha mercy on us, we women fall and fall still, and when we have husbands we play upon them like virginal jacks; they must rise and fall to our humours, or else theyll never get any good strains of music out of us.But come now, have at it for a maidenhead.

As they strew, enter SIR QUINTILIAN SHORTHORSE with PETER FLASH and two or three Servingmen, with lights.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Come, knaves, night begins to be like myself, an old man; day plays the thief and steals upon us.Oh, well done, wenches, well done, well done; you have coverd all the stony way to church with flowers; tis well, tis well; theres an emblem too, to be made out of these flowers and stone, but you are honest wenches. In, in, in.

SECOND GENTLEWOMAN
When we come to your years, we shall learn what honesty is.Come, pew-fellow. [Exeunt GENTLEWOMEN.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Is the music come yet?So much to do!Ist come?

OMNES
Come, sir.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Have the merry knaves pulld their fiddle cases over their instruments ears?

FLASH
As soon as ere they entered out gates, the noise went, before they came near the great hall, the faint hearted villiacoes sounded at least thrice.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Thou shouldst have revivd them with a cup of burnt wine and sugar.Sirrah, you, horse-keeper, go, bid them curry their strings.Is my daughter up yet?

FLASH
Up, sir?She was seen up an hour ago.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Shes an early stirrer, ah sirrah.

FLASH
Shell be a late stirrer soon at night, sir.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Go to, Peter Flash, you have a good sudden flash of brain, your wits husky, and no marvel, for tis like one of our comedians beards, still ithstubble.About your business, and look you be nimble to fly from the wine, or the nimble wine will catch you by the nose.

FLASH
If your wine play with my nose, sir, Ill knocks coxcomb.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Do, Peter, an wear it for thy labour.Is my son-in-law Sir Walter Tirell ready yet?

OMNES
Ready, sir.

SIR QUINTILIAN
One of you attend him.Stay, Flash, wheres the note of the guests you have invited? [Exit another.

FLASH
Here, sir.Ill pull all your guests out of my bosom.The men that will come, I have crossd, but all the gentlewomen have at the tail of the last letter a prick, because you may read them the better.

SIR QUINTILIAN
My spectacles, light, light, knaves.Sir Adam Prickshaft; thou hast crossd him.Hell come.

FLASH
I had much ado, sir, to draw Sir Adam Prickshaft home, because I told him twas early, but hell come.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Justice Crop.What will he come?

FLASH
He took physic yesterday, sir.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Oh, then Crop cannot come.

FLASH
Oh lord, yes, sir, yes, twas but to make more room in his crop for your good cheer.Crop will come.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Widow Miniver?

FLASH
Shes prickd, you see, sir, and will come.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Sir Vaughan ap Rees; oh, hes crossd twice, so, so, so, then all these ladies that fall downwards here, will come, I see, and all these gentlemen that stand right before them.

FLASH
All will come.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Well said.Here, write them out again, and put the men from the women; and Peter, when we are at church bring wine and cakes; be light and nimble, good Flash, for your burden will be but light.

Enter SIR ADAM, a light before him.

Sir Adam Prickshaft, god morrow, god morrow.Go in, in, in to the bridegroom, taste a cup of burnt wine this morning.Twill make you fly the better all the day after.

SIR ADAM
You are an early stirrer, Sir Quintilian Shorthose.

SIR QUINTILIAN
I am so.It behoves me at my daughters wedding.In, in, in; fellow put out thy torch and put thyself into my buttery; the torch burns ill at thy hand, the wine will burn better in thy belly.In, in.

FLASH
Ware, there, room for Sir Adam Prickshaft!Your worship.

[Exit SIR ADAM and Servant.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Sir Vaughan and Widow Miniver, welcome, welcome, a thousand times.My lips, Mistress Widow, shall bid you god morrow.In, in, one to the bridegroom, the other to the bride.

SIR VAUGHAN
Why then, Sir Quintilian, I will step into Mistress bride, and Widow Miniver shall go upon Master Bridegroom.

MISTRESS MINIVER
No, pardon, for by my truly, Sir Vaughan, Ill ha no dealings with any Master Bridegroom.

SIR QUINTILIAN
In, widow, in; in, honest knight, in.

SIR VAUGHAN
I will usher you, mistress widow.

FLASH
Light there, for Sir Vaughan.Your good worship.

SIR VAUGHAN
Drink that shilling, Master Peter Flash, in your guts and belly.

FLASH
Ill not drink it down, sir, but Ill turn it into that which shall run down, oh merrily!

[ExitSIR VAUGHAN and MISTRESS MINIVER.

Enter BLUNT, CRISPINUS, DEMETRIUS, and others with Ladies, lights before them.

SIR QUINTILIAN
God morrow to these beauties, and gentlemen, that have ushered this troop of ladies to my daughters wedding, welcome, welcome all.Music?Nay then the bridegrooms coming.Where are these knaves here?

FLASH
All here, sir.

Enter TERILL, SIR ADAM, SIR VAUGHEN,CÆLESTINE, MINIVER, and other Ladies, [DIACACHE, PHILOCALIA, PETULA], and attendants with lights.

TERILL
God morrow, ladies, and fair troops of gallants,
That have deposd the drowsy king of sleep,
To crown our train with your rich presences,
I salute you all.

CRISPINUS
God morrow, Master Bridegroom, Mistress Bride.

OMNES
God morrow, Master Bridegroom.

TERILL
Gallants, I shall entreat you to prepare
For masques and revels to defeat the night,
Our sovereign will in person grace our marriage.

SIR QUINTILIAN
What will the king be here?

TERILL
Father, he will.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Where be these knaves?More rosemary and gloves,
Gloves, gloves; choose, gentlemen; ladies, put on
Soft skins upon the skin of softer hands;
So, so; come Mistress Bride, take you your place,
The old man first, and then the bachelors;
Maids with the bride, widows and wives together,
The priests at church; tis time that we march thither.

TERILL
Dear Blunt at our return from church, take pains
To step to Horace, for our nuptial songs.
Now, father, when you please.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Agreed, set on.
Come, good Sir Vaughan, must we lead the way?

SIR VAUGHAN
Peter, you go too fast for Mistress Pride; so, gingerly, gingerly.I muse why Sir Adam Prickshaft sticks so short behind?

SIR QUINTILIAN
He follows close; not too fast; hold up, knaves;
Thus we lead youth to church, they us to graves.[Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Two
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HORACE SITTING IN a study behind a curtain; a candle by his burning, books lying confusedly; to himself.

HORACE
To thee whose forehead swells with roses;
Whose most haunted bower
Gives life to every flower,
Whose most adored name encloses
Things abstruse, deep and divine,
Whose yellow tresses shine,
Bright as Eoan fire.
O me thy priest inspire!
For I to thee and thine immortal name,
In  in  in golden times,
For I to thee and thine immortal name
In  sacred raptures swimming,
Immortal name, game, dame, tame, lame, lame, lame,
Pux, ha it, shame, proclaim, oh  
In sacred raptures flowing, will proclaim, not  
O me thy priest inspire!
For I to thee and thine immortal name,
In flowing numbers filld with sprite and flame.
Good, good, in flowing numbers filld with sprite and flame.

Enter ASINIUS BUBO.

ASINIUS
Horace, Horace, my sweet Ningle, is always in labour when I come; the nine muses be his midwives, I pray Jupiter.Ningle!

HORACE
In flowing numbers filld with sprite and flame,
To thee.

ASINIUS
To me?I pledge thee, sweet ningle, by Bacchus quaffing bowl, I thought thadst drunk to me.

HORACE
It must have been in the divine liquor of Parnassus, then, in which I know you would scarce have pledgd me, but some sweet rogue, sit, sit, sit.

ASINIUS
Over head and ears, ifaith?I have a sack full of news for thee, thou shalt plague some of them if God send us life and health together.

HORACE
Its no matter, empty thy sack anon, but come here first, honest rogue, come.

ASINIUS
Ist good, pure Helicon, ha?

HORACE
Damn me ift be not the best that ever came from me, if I have any judgement, look sir, tis an Ephitalamium for Sir Walter Terrils wedding; my brains have given assault to it but this morning.

ASINIUS
Then I hope to see them fly out like gunpowder ere night.

HORACE
Nay, good rogue, mark, for they are the best lines that ever I drew.

ASINIUS
Heres the best leaf in England, but on, on, Ill but tune this pipe.

HORACE
Mark, to thee whose forehead swells with roses.

ASINIUS
Oh sweet, but will there be no exceptions taken, because forehead and swelling

comes together?

HORACE
Push, away, away, its proper; besides tis an elegancy to say the forehead

swells.

ASINIUS
Nay, ant be proper, let it stand for Gods love.

HORACE
Whose most haunted bower,
Gives life to every flower,
Whose most adored name encloses
Things abstruse, deep and divine,
Whose yellow tresses shine,
Bright as Eoan fire.

ASINIUS
Oh pure, rich; theres heat in this, on, on.

HORACE
Bright as Eoan fire,
O me thy priest inspire!
For I to thee and thine immortal name  mark this.
In flowing numbers filld with sprite and flame.

ASINIUS
Ay, marry, theres sprite and flame in this.

HORACE
A pox a this tobacco. [Breaks his pipe.

ASINIUS
Would this case were my last, if I did not mark.Nay, alls one.I have always a consort of pipes about me, mine ingle is all fire and water; I mark, by this candle, which is none of Gods angels, I remember, you started back at sprite and flame.

HORACE
For I to thee and thine immortal name,
In flowing numbers filld with sprite and flame,
To thee, loves mightiest king,
Hyman, oh Hyman does our chaste muse sing.

ASINIUS
Theres music in this.

HORACE
Mark now, dear Asinius.
Let these virgins quickly see thee,
Leading out the bride,
Though theyre blushing cheeks they hide,
Yet with kisses will they fee thee,
To untie theyre virgin zone,
They grieve to lie alone.

ASINIUS
So do I, by Venus!

HORACE
Yet with kisses will they fee thee.My muse has marchd, dear rogue, no farder yet; but how ist?Nay, prithee, good Asinius, deal plainly.Do not flatter me, come, how?

ASINIUS
If I have any judgement  

HORACE
Nay, look you, sir, and then follow a troop of other rich and labourd conceits, oh, the end shall be admirable!But how ist, sweet Bubo, how, how?

ASINIUS
If I have any judgement, tis the best stuff that ever droppd from thee.

HORACE
You ha seen my acrostics?

ASINIUS
Ill put up my pipes and then Ill see any thing.

HORACE
Thast a copy of mine odes too, hast not, Bubo?

ASINIUS
Your odes?Oh, that which you spake by word of mouth at thordinary, when Musco the gull cried mew at it?

HORACE
A pox on him, poor brainless rook!And you remember, I told him his wit lay pat pawn with his new satin suit, and both would be lost, for not fetching home by a day.

ASINIUS
At which he would fain ha blushd but that his painted cheeks would not let him.

HORACE
Nay, sirrah, the palinode, which I mean to stitch to my revels, shall be the best and ingenious piece that ever I sweat for.Stay, rogue, Ill fat thy spleen and make it plump with laughter.

ASINIUS
Shall I?Faith, ningle, shall I see thy secrets?

HORACE
Puh, my friends.

ASINIUS
But what fardles that?What fardles that?

HORACE
Fardle, away, tis my pocket; heres lies entombd the loves of knights and earls; here tis, here tis, here tis; Sir Walter Terills letter to me, and my answer to him.I no sooner opened his letter, but there appeared to me three glorious angels, whom I adord, as subjects do their sovereigns.The honest knight angles for my acquaintance with such golden baits.But why dost thou laugh, my good rogue?How is my answer, prithee, how, how?

ASINIUS
Answer, as God judge me, ningle, for thy wit thou mayst answer any justice of peace in England, I warrant; thou writst in a most goodly big hand too; I like that, and readst as legibly as some that have been savd by their nect-verse.

HORACE
But how dost like the knights indicting?

ASINIUS
If I have any judgement; a pox ont; heres worshipful lines indeed, heres stuff; but sirrah Ningle, of what fashion is this knights wit, of what block?

HORACE
Why, you see; well, well, an ordinary ingenuity, a good wit for a knight, you know how, before God I am haunted with some the most pitiful dry gallants.

ASINIUS
Troth, so I think; good pieces of landskip, show best afar off.

HORACE
Ay, ay, ay, excellent sumpter horses, carry good clothes.But, honest rogue, come, what news, what news abroad?I have heard a the horses walking athtop of Pauls.

ASINIUS
Ha ye?Why then Captain Tucca rails upon you most preposterously behind your back; did you not hear him?

HORACE
A pox upon him!By the white and soft hand of Minerva, Ill make him the most ridiculous.Damn me if I bring nots humour athstage; and  scurvy limping tongud captain, poor greasy buff jerkin; hang him!Tis out of his element to traduce me; I am too well rankd, Asinius, to be stabbd with his dudgeon wit.Sirrah, Ill compose an epigram upon him, shall go thus  

ASINIUS
Nay, I hamore news:theres Crispinus and his journeymen, poet Demetrius Fannius too; they swear theyll bring your life and death upon the stage like a bricklayer in a play.

HORACE
Bubo, they must press more valiant wits than their own to do it.Me athstage?Ha, ha!Ill starve their poor copper-lace workmasters that dare play me.I can bring, and that they quake at, a prepard troop of gallants, who for my saken shall distaste every unsalted line in their fly-blown comedies.

ASINIUS
Nay, thats certain.Ill bring a hundred gallants of my rank.

HORACE
That same Crispanus is the silliest dor, and Fannius the slightest cobweb-lawnpiece of a poet.Oh God!
Why should I care what every dor doth buzz
In credulous ears; it is a crown to me,
That the best judgements can report me wrongd.

ASINIUS
I am one of them that can report it.

HORACE
I think but what they are, and am not movd.
The one a light voluptuous reveller,
The other, a strange arrogating puff,
Both impudent, and arrogant enough.

ASINIUS
Slid, do not Criticus revel in these lines, ha, Ningle, ha? [Knocking.

HORACE
Yes, they are mine own.

CRISPINUS
[Within.] Horace!

DEMETRIUS
[Within.] Flaccus!

CRISPINUS
[Within.] Horace, not up yet?

HORACE
Peace; tread softly.Hide my papers.Whos this so early?Some of my rooks?Some of my gulls?

CRISPINUS
[Within.] Horace!Flaccus!

HORACE
Whos there?Stay, tread softly.Wat Terill, on my life!Whos there?My

gown, sweet rogue.So.Come up, come in.

Enter CRISPINUS and DEMETRIUS.

CRISPINUS
God morrow, Horace.

HORACE
Oh, God save you, gallants.

CRISPINUS
Asinius Bubo, well met.

ASINIUS
Nay, I hope so, Crispinus; yet I was sick a quarter of a year ago of a vehement great tooth-ache.A pox ont!It bit me vile, as God sa me la I knew twas you by your knocking so soon as I saw you.Demetrius Fannius, will you take a whiff this morning?I have tickling gear now.Heres that will play with your nose, and a pipe of mine own scouring too.

DEMETRIUS
Ay, and a hogshead too of your own, but that will never be scoured clean I fear.

ASINIUS
I burnt my pipe yesternight, and twas never used since, if you will,tis at your service, gallants, and tobacco too; tis right pudding, I tell you.A lady or two took a pipe-full or two at my hands, and praisd it for the heavens.Shall I find Fannius?

DEMETRIUS
I thank you, good Asinius, for your love.
I seldom take that physic; tis enough
Having so much fool to take him in snuff.

HORACE
Good Bubo, read some book, and give us leave.

ASINIUS
Leave here, you dear Ningle; marry for reading any book Ill take my death upont, as my Ningle says, tis out of my element.No, faith, ever since I felt one hit me ithteeth that the greatest clerks are not the wisest men, could I abide to go to school.I was at as in presenti and left there; yet because Ill not be counted a worse fool than I am, Ill turn over a new leaf.

[ASINIUS reads and takes tobacco.

HORACE
To see my fate, that when I dip my pen
In distilld roses, and do strive to drain
Out of mine ink all gall; that when I weigh
Each syllable I write or speak, because
Mine enemies with sharp and searching eyes
Look through and through me, carving my poor labours
Like an anotomy.Oh heavens, to see
That when my lines are measurd out as straight
As even parallels, tis strange that still,
Still some imagine they are drawn awry.
The error is not mine, but in their eye
That cannot take proportions.

CRISPINUS
Horace, Horace,
To stand within the shot of galling tongues
Proves not your guilt, for could we write on paper,
Made of these turning leaves of heaven, the clouds,
Or speak with angels tongues; yet wise men know,
That some would shake the head, though saints sound sing,
Some snakes must hiss, because their born with stings.

HORACE
Tis true.

CRISPINUS
Do we not see fools laugh at heaven and mock
The makers workmanship?Be not you grievd
If that which you mould fair, upright and smooth,
Be skewd awry, made crooked, lame and vile,
By racking comments, and calumnious tongues,
So to be bit it rankles not; for innocence
May with a feather brush off the foulest wrongs.
But when your dastard with will strike at men
In corners, and in riddles, you must not take to heart,
If they take off all gilding from their pills
And only offer you the bitter core.

HORACE
Crispinus  

CRISPINUS
Say that you have not sworn unto your paper
To blot her white cheeks with the dregs and bottom
Of your friends private vices; say that you swear
Your love and your allegiance to bright virtue
Makes you descend so low, as to put on
The office of an executioner,
Only to strike off the swoln head of sin,
Where else you find it standing; say you swear
And make damnation parcel of your oath
That when your lashing jests make all men bleed;
Yet you whip none.Court, city, country, friends,
Foes, all must smart alike; yet court, nor city,
Nor foe, nor friend, dare wince at you.Great pity.

DEMETRIUS
If you swear, damn me, Fannius, or Crispinus,
Or to the law, our kingdoms golden chain,
To poets, damn me, or to players, damn me,
If I brand you, or you, tax you, scourge you.
I wonder then, that of five hundred, four,
Should all point with their fingers in one instant
At one and the same man?

HORACE
Dear, Fannius  

DEMETRIUS
Come, you cannot excuse it.

HORACE
Hear me, I can  

DEMETRIUS
You must daub on thick colours then to hide it.

CRISPINUS
We come like your physicians, to purge
Your sick and dangerous mind of her disease.

DEMETRIUS
In troth, we do; out of our loves we come,
And not revenge, but if you strike us still,
We must defend our reputations.
Our pens shall like our swords be always sheathd
Unless too much provokd.Horace, if then
They draw blood of you, blame us not; we are men.
Come, let thy muse bear up a smoother sail;
Tis the easiest and the basest art to rail.

HORACE
Deliver me your hands; I love you both
As dear as my own soul; prove me, and when
I shall traduce you, make me the scorn of men.

BOTH
Enough.We are friends.

CRISPINUS
What reads Asinius?

ASINIUS
By my troth, heres an excellent comfortable book; its most sweet reading in it.

DEMETRIUS
Why, does it smell of Bubo?

ASINIUS
Mass, it smells of rose-leaves a little too.

HORACE
Then it must needs be a sweet book; he would fain perfume his ignorance.

ASINIUS
I warrant he had wit in him that pennd it.

CRISPINUS
Tis good, yet a fool will confess truth.

ASINIUS
The whoreson made me meet with a hard stile in two or three places as I went over him.

DEMETRIUS
I believe thee, for they had need to be very low and easy stiles of wit that thy brains go over.

Enter BLUNT and TUCCA.

BLUNT
Wheres this gallant?Morrow, gentlemen.Whats this device done yet, Horace?

HORACE
Gods so, what mean you to let this fellow dog you into my chamber?

BLUNT
Oh, our honest captain, come, prithee, let us see.

TUCCA
Why you bastards of nine whores, the Muses, why do you walk here in this gorgeous gallery of gallant inventions, with that whoreson poor lime and hair rascal?Why  

CRISPINUS
Oh, peace, good Tucca, we are all sworn friends.

TUCCA
Sworn!That Judas yonder that walkd in rug, will dub you knights athpost if you serve under his band of oaths; the copper-facd rascal will for a good supper out-swear twelve dozen of grand juries.

BLUNT
A pox ont!Not done yet, and been about it three days?

HORACE
By Jesu, within this hour, save you, Captain Tucca.

TUCCA
Damn thee, thou thin-bearded hermaphrodite, damn thee!Ill save myself for one, I warrant thee.Is this thy tub, Diogenes?

HORACE
Yes, Captain, this is my poor lodging.

ASINIUS
Morrow, Captain Tucca.Will you whiff this morning?

TUCCA
Art thou there, goats pizzel?No, godamercy Cain, I am for no whiffs, I.Come hither, sheep-skin weaver.Sfoot, thou lookst as though thadst beggd out of a jail.I mean not thy face, for tis not worth drawing, but draw near.This way, march; follow your commander, you scoundrel.So, thou must run of an errand for me, Mephostopiles?

HORACE
To do you pleasure, Captain, I will, but whither?

TUCCA
To hell; thou knowest the way, to hell, my fire and brimstone, to hell.Dost stare my Sarsens head at Newgate?Dost gloat?Ill march through thy dunkirks guts for shooting jests at me.

HORACE
Dear Captain, but one word.

TUCCA
Out, bench-whistler, out!Ill not take thy word for a dagger pie.You brown-bread-mouth stinker, Ill teach thee to turn me into Banks, his horse, and to tell gentlemen I am a juggler, and can show tricks.

HORACE
Captain Tucca, but half a word in your ear.

TUCCA
No, you starvd rascal, thout bite off mine ears then; you must have three or four suits of names, when like a lousy pediculous vermin thast but one suit to thy back; you must be calld Asper, and Criticus, and Horace; they titles longer a reading then the stile a the big Turks.Asper, Criticus, Quintus, Horatius, Flaccus.

HORACE
Captain, I know upon what even bases I stand, and therefore  

TUCCA
Bases?Would the rogue were but ready for me!

BLUNT
Nay, prithee, dear Tucca, come you shall shake  

TUCCA
Not hands with great Hunks there, nor hands, but Ill shake the gull-groper out of his tand skin.

CRISPINUS & DEMETRIUS
For our sake, Captain, nay, prithee hold!

TUCCA
Thou wrongst here a good honest rascal, Crispinus, and a poor varlet, Demetrius Fannius, brethren in thine own trade of poetry, thou sayst Crispinus satin doublet is reveald out here, and that this penurious sneaker is out at elbows!Go to, my good full-mouthd ban-dog.Ill ha thee friends with both.

HORACE
With all my heart, Captain Tucca, and with you too; Ill lay my hands under your feet to keep them from aching.

OMNES
Can you have any more?

TUCCA
Sayst thou me so, old coal?Come, dot then; yet tis no matter neither; Ill have thee in league first with these two rowle powlies; they shall be they Damons and thou their Pythiases; Crispinus shall give thee an old cast satin suit, and Demetrius shall write thee a scene or two in one of thy strong garlic comedies; and thou shalt take the guilt of conscience fort, and swear tis thine own, old lad; tis thine own.Thou never yet fellst into the hands of satin, didst?

HORACE
Never, Captain, I thank God.

TUCCA
Go to; thou shalt now, King Gorboduc, thou shalt, because Ill ha thee damnd; Ill ha thee all in satin: Asper, Criticus, Quintus, Horatius, Flaccus, Crispinus shall dot, thou shall dot, heir apparent of Helicon, thou shalt dot.

ASINIUS
Mine Ingle wear an old cast satin suit?

TUCCA
I wafer-face your Ningle!

ASINIUS
If he carry the mind of a gentleman, hell scorn it ats heels.

TUCCA
Mary muff, my man a ginger-bread, wilt eat any small coal?

ASINIUS
No, Captain, would you should well know it, great coal shall not fill my belly.

TUCCA
Scorn it; dost scorn to be arrested at one of his old suits?

ASINIUS
No, Captain, Ill wear any thing.

TUCCA
I know thou wilt; I know thart an honest low minded Pigmy, for I ha seen thy shoulders lappd in a players old cast cloak like a sly knave as thou art, and when thou ranst mad for the death of Horatio, thou borrowed a gown of Roscius the stager, that honest Nicodemus, and sentst it home lousy, didnt not?Respond, didst not?

BLUNT
So, so, no more of this.Within the hour  

HORACE
If I can sound retreat to my wits, with whom this leader is in skirmish. Ill end within this hour.

TUCCA
What would end?What, hand thyself now?Has he not writ Finis yet, Jack?What will he be fifteen weeks about this cockatrices egg too?Has he not cackld yet?Not laid yet?

BLUNT
Not yet, he swears he will within the hour.

TUCCA
His wits are somewhat hard bound; the punk, his muse, has sore labour ere the whore be deliverd; the poor saffron-cheek sun-burnt gypsy wants physic; give the hungry-face pudding-pie-eater ten pills; ten shillings my fair Angelica; theyll make his muse as yare as a tumbler.

BLUNT
He shall not want for money if hell write.

TUCCA
Go, by Jeronimo, go by; and here, drop the ten shillings into this bason; do, drop, when Jack?He shall call me his Macaenas; besides, Ill dam ups oven-mouth for rallying ats.So, ist right, Jack?Ist sterling?Fall off not to the vaward of yonder four stinkers, and ask aloud if we shall go.The knight shall defray Jack, the knight when it comes to summa totalis, the knight, the knight.

BLUNT
Well, gentlemen, well leave you.Shall we go, Captain?Good Horace makes some haste.

HORACE
Ill put on wings.

ASINIUS
I never saw mind Ingle so dashd in my life before.

CRISPINUS
Yes, once, Asinius.

ASINIUS
Mass, you say true; he was dashd worse once going, in a rainy day, with a speech tothtilt-yard, by Gods lid, has calld him names, a dog would not put up with that had any discretion.

TUCCA
Hold, hold up thy hand; I ha seen the day thou didst not scorn to hold up thy golls; theres a soldiers spur-royal twelve pence.Stay, because I know thou canst not write without quicksilver; up again, this goll again; I give thee double press-money.Stay, because I know thou hast a noble head; Ill divide my crown, O royal Porrex; theres a teston more.Go, thou and thy muse munch, do, munch.Come, my dear mandrake, if skeldring fall not to decay, thou shalt flourish.Farewell, my sweet Amadis de Gaul, farewell.

HORACE
Dear Captain  

TUCCA
Come, Jack.

DEMETRIUS
Nay, Captain, stay.We are of your band.

TUCCA
Much fair, then.

CRISPINUS
Horace, farewell, adieu, Aspinus. [Exeunt.

ASINIUS
Ningle, lets go to some tavern and dine together, for my stomach rises at this scurvy leather captain.

HORACE
No, they have chokd me with mine own disgrace,
Which, fools, Ill spit again even in your face.[Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene One

[image: img41.jpg]

ENTER SIR QUINTILIAN SHORTHOSE, SIR ADAM, SIR VAUGHAN, MINIVER, with Servingmen.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Knaves, varlets, what lungis!Give me a dozen of stools there.

SIR VAUGHAN
Sesu, pless us all in our five senses a piece, what mean you, Sir Kintilian Sorthouse to stand so much on a dozen stools; here be not preaches enough to hide a dozen stools, unless you wiss some of us preak his sins.

SIR QUINTILIAN
I say, Sir Vaughan, no shin shall be broken here.What lungis, a chair with a strong back, and a soft belly, great with child, with a cushion for this reverent lady.

MINIVER
God never gave me the grace to be a lady, yet I ha been worshippd in my conscience to my face a thousand times; I cannot deny Sir Vaughan, but that I have all implements belonging to the vocation of a lady.

SIR VAUGHAN
I trust, Miniver, you have all a honest oman should have?

MINIVER
Yes, perdie, as my coach, and my fan, and a man or two that serve my turn, and other things with Id be loath every one should see, because they shall not be common, I am in manner of a lady in one point.

SIR VAUGHAN
I pray, Mistress Minivers, let us all see that point for our better understanding.

MINIVER
For I ha some things that were fetchd, I am sure, as far as some of the Low Countries, and I payd sweetly for them too, and they told me they were good for ladies.

SIR QUINTILIAN
And much good dot thy good heart, fair widow, with them.

MINIVER
I am fair enough to be a widow, Sir Quintilian.

SIR VAUGHAN
In my soul and conscience, and well-favoured enough to be a lady, here is Sir Kintilian Shorthouse, and here is Sir Adam Prickshaft, a sentleman of a very good brain, and well-headed; you see he shoots his bold sildom, but when Adam lets go, he hits, and here is Sir Vaughan ap Rees, and I believe if God should take us all from his mercy, as I hope he will not yet, we all three love you, at the bottom of our bellies and our hearts; and therefore, Mistress Miniver, if you please, you shall be knighted by one of us, whom you sall desire to put into your device and mind.

MINIVER
One I must have, Sir Vaughan.

SIR QUINTILIAN
And one of us thou shalt have, widow.

MINIVER
One I must have, for now everyone seeks to crow over me.

SIR VAUGHAN
By Sesu and if I find any crowing over you, and he were a cock, come out as far as in Turkeys country, tis possible to cut his comb off.

MINIVER
I muse why Sir Adam Prickshaft flies so far from us.

SIR ADAM
I am in a brown study, my dear; if love should be turned into a beast, what beast he were fit to be turned into?

SIR QUINTILIAN
I think, Sir Adam, an ass, because of his bearing.

MINIVER
I think, saving your reverence, Sir Adam a puppy, for a dog is the most loving creature to a Christian that is, unless it be a child.

SIR ADAM
No, I think if love should be turnd away, and go to serve any beast, it must be an ape, and my reason  

SIR VAUGHAN
Sir Adam, an ape?Theres no more reason in an ape than in a very plain monkey; for an ape has no tail, but we all know, or tis our duty to know, love has two tails.In my sudgement, if love be a beast, that beast is a bunce of reddis, for a bunce of reddis is wise meat without mutton, and so is love.

MINIVER
Theres the yawning captain, saving your reverence that has such a sore mouth, would one day needs persuade me that love was a rebato; and his reason was, saving your reverence, that a rebato was worn out with pinning too often, and so he said love was.

SIR VAUGHAN
And Master Captain Tucca said wisely too; love is a rebato indeed; a rebato must be poked.Now many women wear rebatos, and many that wear rebates  

SIR ADAM
Must be pokd.

SIR VAUGHAN
Sir Adam Prickshaft has hit the clout.[Music.

SIR QUINTILIAN
The music speaks to us.Well have a dance before dinner.

Enter SIR WALTER TERILL, CÆLESTINE, BLUNT, CRISPINUS, and DEMETRIUS, every one with a Lady.

ALL
The Kings at hand.

TERILL
Father, the Kings at hand.
Music talk louder, that thy silver voice
May reach my sovereigns ears.

SIR VAUGHAN
I pray, do so.Musicians bestir your fingers that you may have us all by the ears.

SIR QUINTILIAN
His grace comes.A hall, varlets!Where be my men?Blow, blow your cold trumpets till they sweat; tickle them till they sound again.

BLUNT
Best go meet his grace.

ALL
Agreed.

SIR VAUGHAN
Pray, all stand bare, as well men as women.Sir Adam, is best you hide your head for feat your wise brains take key-cold.On afore, Sir Kintilian.Sentlemen, fall in before the ladies in seemly order and fashion.So, this is comely.

Enter Trumpets sounding; they go to the door and meet the KING and his Train, and whilst the Trumpets sound, the KING is welcomd, kisses the Bride, and honours the Bridegroom in dumb show.

KING
Nay, if your pleasures shrink at sight of us,
We shall repent this labour, Mistress Bride.
You that for speaking one word today
Must lose your head at night; you that do stand
Taking your last leave of virginity;
You that being well begun must not be made:
Win you the ladies, I the men will woo;
Our self will lead, my blushing bride, with you.

SIR VAUGHAN
God bless your majesty and send you to be a long King William Rufus over us, when he sees his times and pleasures.

KING
We thank you, good Sir Vaughan.We will take your meaning not your words.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Loud music there!

SIR VAUGHAN
I am glad your majesty will take any thing at my hands.My words, I trust in Sesu, are spoken between my soul and body together, and have neither felonies nor treasons about them, I hope.

KING
Good words, Sir Vaughan.I prithee give us leave.

SIR VAUGHAN
Good, words, Sir Vaughan?Thats by interpretation in English.Your best give good words to Sir Vaughan.God and his ansels bless me, what ails his majesty to be so tedious and difficult in his right minds now?I hold my life that file rascal-rhymer Horace hath puzzd and puzzd abouve a hundred merry tales and lice into his great and princely eyes; by God and he use it, his being Phœbus priest cannot save him, if he were his saplain too Id prease upon his coxcomb.Good lord, bless me out of his majestys celler.King Williams, I hope tis none offences to make a supplication to God amighty for your long life, for, by Shesu, I have no meaning int in all the world, unless rascals be here that will have your grace take shalk for sheese, and unless Horace has sent lice to your majesty.

KING
Horace?Whats he, Sir Vaughan?

SIR VAUGHAN
As hard-favourd a fellow as your majesty has seen in a summers day:he does pen, ant please your grace, toys that will not please your grace.Tis a poet; we call them bards in your country; sings ballads and rhymes, and I was mighty sealous that his ink, which is black and full of gall, had brought my name to your majesty and so lifted up your high and princely choler.

KING
I neither know that Horace, nor mine anger,
If, as thou sayst, our high and princely choler
Be up, well tread is down with dances.Ladies,
Loose not your men.Fair measures must be tread,
When by so fair a dancer your are led.

SIR VAUGHAN
Mistress Miniver?

MINIVER
Perdy, Sir Vaughan, I cannot dance.

SIR VAUGHAN
Perdy, by this Miniver cap and according to his masestys leave too, you sall be put in among these ladies, and dance ere long I trest in God, the saking of the seats.

[They dance a strain, and whiles the others keep on, the KING and CÆLESTINE stay.

KING
That tune, fair bride, shows you must turn at night,
In that sweet dance which steals away delight.

CÆLESTINE
Then pleasure is a thief, a fit, a fever.

KING
True, hes the thief, but women the receiver.

[Another change; theyfall in, the rest go on.

This change, sweet maid, says you must change your life,
As virgins do.

CÆLESTINE
Virgins neer change their life,
She that is wivd a maid, is maid and wife.

KING
But she that dies a maid  

CÆLESTINE
Thrice happy then.

KING
Leads apes in hell.

CÆLESTINE
Better lead apes then men.

[As this third change they end, and she meets the KING.

KING
Well met.

CÆLESTINE
Tis overtaken.

KING
Why, fair sweet?

CÆLESTINE
Women are overtaken when they meet.

KING
Your blood speaks like a coward.

CÆLESTINE
It were good.
If every maiden blush had such a blood.

KING
A coward blood, why whom should women fear?

CÆLESTINE
Men, were maids cowards, theyd not come so near.
My lord, the measures done; I plead my duty.

KING
Only my heart takes measure of thy beauty.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Now by my hose I swear, thats no deep oath;
This was a fine sweet earthquake gently movd,
By the soft wind of whispring silks.Come, ladies
Whose joints are mad eout of the dancing orbs,
Come, follow me, walk a cold measure now.
In the brides chamber your hot beautys melt,
Take every one her fan, give them their places,
And wave the northern wind upon your faces.

[CÆLESTINE and all the Ladies doing obeisance to the KING, who only kisses her.Exeunt. SHORTHOSE manning them; the Gallants stand aloof.

KING
Sir Walter Terill.

TERILL
My confirmed liege.

KING
Beauty out of her bounty thee hath lent,
More than her own with liberal extent.

TERILL
What means my lord?

KING
Thy bride, thy choice, thy wife;
She is not thy fandom, thy new world,
That brings thee people, and makes little subjects
Kneel at thy feet, obey in everything,
So every father is a private king.

TERILL
My lord, her beauty is the poorest part;
Chiefly her virtues did endow my heart.

KING
Do not back-bite her beauties; they all shine
Brighter on thee, because the beams are thine,
To thee more fair; to others her two lips
Show like a parted moon in thine eclipse.
That glance which lovers mongst themselves devise,
Walks as invisible to others eyes.
Give me thine ear.

CRISPINUS
What means the king?

DEMETRIUS
Tis a quant strain.

TERILL
My lord.

KING
Thou darst not, Wat?

TERILL
She is too coarse an object for the court.

KING
Thou darst not, Wat; let tonight be tomorrow.

TERILL
For shes not yet mine own.

KING
Thou darst not, Wat?

TERILL
My lord, I dare, but  

KING
But I see thou darst not.

TERILL
This night.

KING
Yes, this night; tush, thy mind repairs not;
The more thou talkst of night, the more thou darst not.
Thus far I tend:I would but turn this sphere
Of ladies eyes and place it in the court
Where thy fair bride should for the zodiac shine,
And every lady else sit for a sign.
But all thy thoughts are tallow, they sweet blood
Rebels; thart jealous, Wat; thus with provd revels
To emulate the masking firmament
Where stars dance in the silver hall of heaven,
Thy pleasure should be seasoned, and thy bed
Relish thy bride.But, but thou darst not, Wat?

TERILL
My lord, I dare.

KING
Speak that again.

TERILL
I dare.

KING
Again, kind Wat, and then I know thou darst.

TERILL
I dare, and will by that joint holy oath,
Which she and I swore to the book of heaven,
This very day when the surveying sun
Rise, like a witness to her faith and mine,
By all the loyalty that subjects owe
To majesty, by that, by this, by both,
I swear to make a double guarded oath,
This night untainted by the touch of man;
She shall a virgin come.

KING
To court?

TERILL
To court.
I know I took a woman to my wife,
And I know women to be earthly moons
That never shine till night; I know they change
Their orbs, their husbands, and in sickish hearts,
Steal to their sweet Endymions to be curd
With better physic, sweeter diet drinks
Then home can minister.All this I know
Yet know not all, but give me leave, O king,
To boast of mine, and say that I know none;
I have a woman but not such a one.

KING
Why, shes confirmed in thee; I now approve her;
If constant in thy thoughts who then can move her?

Enter SIR QUINTILIAN.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Wilt please your highness take your place within?
The ladies attend the table.

KING
I go, good knight.Wat, thy oath.

TERILL
My lord,
My oaths my honour, my honour is my life,
My oath is constant, so I hope, my wife.[Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Two
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ENTER HORACE IN his new attire, ASINIUS bearing his cloak.

ASINIUS
If you fly out, Ningle, heres your cloak; I think it rains too.

HORACE
Hide my shoulders int.

ASINIUS
Troth, so thadst need, for now thou art in thy pee and cue.Thou hast such a villainous broad back that I warrant thart able to bear away any mans jests in England.

HORACE
Its well, sir, I ha strength to bear yours methinks; fore God, you are grown a piece of a critist since you fell into my hands.Ah, little rogue, your wit has pickd up her crumbs pretty and well.

ASINIUS
Yes, faith, I find my wit a the mending hand, Ningle; troth, I do not think but to proceed poetaster next commencement, if I have my grace perfectly.Every one that confer with me now, stop their nose in merriment, and swear I smell somewhat of Horace; one calls me Horaces ape, another Horaces beagle, and such poetical names it passes.I was but at barbers last day, and when he was rencing my face did but cry out, Fellow thou makst me connive to long, andsays he, says he, Master Asinius Bubo, you have een Horaces words as right as if he had spit them into your mouth.

HORACE
Well, away, dear Asinius; deliver this letter to the young gallant Druso, he that fell so strongly in love with me yesternight.

ASINIUS
Its a sweet musk-cod, a pure spicd-gull; by this feather, I pity his ingenuities.But hast writ all this since, Ningle?I know thou hast a good running head and thou listest.

HORACE
Foh, come!Your great-bellid wit must long for every thing too; why, you rook, I have a set of letters ready starchd to my hands, which to any fresh suited gallant that but newly enters his name into my role, I send the next morning ere his ten aclock dream has rise from him.Only with clapping my hand tot that my novice shall start, ho, and his hair stand on end when he sees the sudden flash of my writing.What, you pretty diminutive rogue, we must have false fires to amaze these spangle babies; these true heirs of Master Justice Shallow.

ASINIUS
I would always have thee sauce a fool thus.

HORACE
Away and stay; here be epigrams upon Tucca; divulge these among the gallants; as for Crispinus, that Crispin-ass and Fannius, his play-dresser, who, to make the muses believe their subjects ears were starvd, and that there was a dearth of poesy, cut an innocent Moor ithmiddle to serve him in twice, and when he had done, made Pauls-work of it.As for these twins, these poet-apes:
Their mimic tricks shall serve
With mirth to feast our muse, whilst their own starve.

ASINIUS
Well, Ningle, Ill trudge, but wheres the rendezvous?

HORACE
Well thought of.Marry, at Sir Vaughans lodging, the Welsh knight.I have composd a love letter for the gallants worship; to his Rosamond, the second, Mistress Miniver, because she does not think so soundly of his lame English as he could wish.I ha gulld his knightship here to his face, yet have given charge to his winking understanding not to perceive it.Nay, Gods so, away dear Bubo.

ASINIUS
I am gone. [Exit.

HORACE
The muses birds, the bees, were hivd and fed
Us in our cradle, thereby prophesying
That we too learned ears should sweetly sing
But to the vulgar and adulterate brain
Should loath to prostitute out virgin strain.
No, our sharp pen shall keep the world in awe.
Horace, thy poesy wormwood wreathes shall wear,
We hunt not for mens loves, but for their fear.[Exit.


Act Three, Scene One
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ENTER SIR ADAM and MINIVER.

MINIVER
Oh, Sir Adam Prickshaft, you are a the bow hand wide a long yard, I assure you; and as for suitors, truly they all go down with me, they have all one flat answer.

SIR ADAM
All, widow?Not all.Let Sir Adam be your first man still.

Enter SIR QUINTILIAN.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Widow, art stoln from table?I, Sir Adam,
Are you my rival?Well, fly fair, yare best.
The Kings exceeding merry at the banquet;
He makes the bride blush with his merry words
That run into her ears; ah, hes a wanton,
Yet I dare trust her; had he twenty tongues,
And every tongue a style of majesty.
Now, widow, let me tell thee in thine ear,
I love thee, widow, by this ring; nay, wear it.

MINIVER
Ill come in no rings, pardee; Ill take no gold.

SIR ADAM
Hark in thine ear; take me, I am no gold.

Enter SIR VAUGHAN and PETER FLASH.

SIR VAUGHAN
Master Peter Flash, I will grope about Sir Quintilian for his terminations touching and considering you.

FLASH
I thank your worship, for I have as good a stomach to your worship as a man could wish.

SIR VAUGHAN
I hope in God amighty I shall fill your stomach, Master Peter.What two upon one!Sentlemen, Mistress Miniver, must good dot you, Sir Adam.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Sir Vaughan, have you dind well, Sir Vaughan?

SIR VAUGHAN
As good seer as would make any hungry man, and a were in the vilest prison in the world, eat and he had any stomach.One Word, Sir Quintilian , in hugger mugger; here is a sentleman of yours, Master Peter Flash, is tesirous to have his blue coat pulld over his ears, and  

FLASH
No, sir.My petition runs thus:that your worship would thrust me out of doors, and that I may follow Sir Vaughan.

SIR VAUGHAN
I can tell you, Master Flash, and you follow me, I go very fast.I think in my conscience I am one of the lightest knights in England.

FLASH
Its no matter, sir, the Flashes have ever been known to be quick and light enough.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Sir Vaughan, he shall follow you; he shall dog you good, Sir Vaughan.

Enter HORACE walking.

SIR VAUGHAN
Why then, Peter Flash, I will set my four marks a year and a blue coat upon you.

FLASH
Godamercy to your worship.I hope you shall never repent for me.

SIR VAUGHAN
You bear the face of an honest man, for you blush passing well, Peter.I will quench the flame out ofyour name, and you shall be christend Peter Salamander.

FLASH
The names too good for me, I thank your worship.

SIR VAUGHAN
Are you come, Master Horace?You sent me the copy of your letters countenance, and I did write and read it.Your wits truly have done very valiantly.Tis a good indictments you ha put in enough for her, ha you not?

HORACE
According to my instructions.

SIR VAUGHAN
Tis passing well.I pray, Master Horace, walk a little beside yourself.I will turn upon you incontinent.

SIR QUINTILIAN
What gentleman is this in the mandilian? A soldier?

SIR VAUGHAN
No, though he has a very bad face for a soldier, yet he has as desperate a wit as ever any scholar went to cuffs for.Tis a sentleman poet; he has made rhymes called thalamimums, or Master Pridegroom.On urd widow.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Is this he?Welcome, sir, your name?Pray you walk not so stately, but be acquainted with me boldly.Your name, sir?

HORACE
Quintus Horace Flaccus.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Good Master Flappus, welcome.[He walks up and down.

SIR VAUGHAN
Mistress Miniver, one urd in your corner here; I desire you to break my arms here, and read this paper.You shall feel my minds and affections in it, at full and at large.

MINIVER
Ill receive you love libels, perdy, but by word amouth.

SIR VAUGHAN
By Sesu, tis no libel, for here is my hand to it.

MINIVER
Ill ha no hand in it, Sir Vaughan; Ill not deal with you.

SIR VAUGHAN
Why then, widow, Ill tell you by word amouth my devices.

MINIVER
Your devices come not near my mouth, Sir Vaughan, perdy.I was upon a time in the way to marriage, but now I am turnd atother side.I ha sworn to lead a single and simple life.

SIR ADAM
She has answerd you, Sir Vaughan.

SIR VAUGHAN
Tis true, but at wrong weapons, Sir Adam.Will you be an ass, Mistress Miniver?

MINIVER
If I be you shall not ride me.

SIR VAUGHAN
A simple life!By Sesu, tis the life of a fool.A simple life!

SIR QUINTILIAN
How now, Sir Vaughan?

SIR VAUGHAN
My brains has a little fine quarm come under it, and therefore, Sir Adam and Sir Quintilian and Mistress Miniver, caps God boy.

ALL
Good Sir Vaughan.

SIR VAUGHAN
Master Horace, your inventions do her no good in the universalities; yet here is two shillings for your wits; nay, by Sesu, you shall take it ift were more.Yonder bald Adams is put my nose from his joint; but Adam, I will be even to you.This is my cogitations.I will indict the ladies and Miniver caps to a dinner of plums, and I shall desire you, Master Horace, to speak or rail; you can rail, I hope in God a mighty?

HORACE
You mean to speak bitterly?

SIR VAUGHAN
Right, to spit bitterly upon baldness, or the thins of hair; you sall eat down plums to sweeten your mouth, and here is a good ansel to defend you.Peter Salamander, follow me.

FLASH
With hue and cry, and you will, sir.

SIR VAUGHAN
Come, Master Horace, I will go pull out the ladies.

HORACE
And Ill set out my wits.Baldness the theme?
My words shall flow high in a silver stream.[Exeunt.

Enter TUCCA brushing of the crumbs.

TUCCA
Wheres my most costly and sumptuous Shorthose?

SIR QUINTILIAN
Is the king risen from the table, Captain Tucca?

TUCCA
How?Risen? No, my noble Quintilian, kings are greater men then we knight and cavaliers, and therefore must eat more than lesser persons.Godamercy, good dives for these crumbs.How now?Has not Friar Tuck dind yet?He falls so hard to that oyster pie yonder.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Oyster pie, Captain?Ha, ha, he loves her, and I love her, and fear both shall go without her.

TUCCA
Dost love her, my finest and first part of the mirror of knighthood?Hang her!She looks like a bottle of ale, when the cork flies out and the ale foams at mouth, she looks, my good button-breech, like the sign of Capricorn, or like Tyburn when it is coverd in snow.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Alls one for that; she has a vizard in a bag will make her look like an angel.I would I had her, upon condition I give thee this chain, manly Tucca.

TUCCA
I?Sayst thou so, Friskin?I have her athhip for some causes.I can sound her; shell come at my beck.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Would I could sound her too, noble commander.

TUCCA
Thou shalt do it.That lady athlake is thine, Sir Tristram.Lend me thy chain, do, lend it; Ill make her take it as a token; Ill link her unto thee, and thou shalt wear her glove in thy worshipful had like to a leather brooch.Nay, and thou mistrusts thy coller, be tied int still.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Mistruct, Captain?No; here tis; give it her if shell take it.[Aside.] Or wear it thyself.If shell take me, Ill watch him well enough too.

TUCCA
No more.Ill shoot away yonder Prickshaft, and then belabour her, and fly after yonder cuckoo.Dost hear me, my noble gold finch?

SIR QUINTILIAN
No more.

TUCCA
How dost thou, my smug Belimperia?How dost thou?Hand off, my little bald derrick, hands off.Hark hither, Susanna, beware a these two wicked elders.Shall I speak well or ill of thee?

MINIVER
Nay, een as you please, Captain.It shall be at your choice.

TUCCA
Why, well said, my nimble Shorthose.

SIR QUINTILIAN
I hear her, I hear her.

TUCCA
[To SIR ADAM.] Art angry, Father Time?Art angry because I took Mother Winter aside?Ill hold my life thou art struck with Cupids bird-bolt, my little Prickshaft, art?Dost love that Mother Mumblecrust, dost thou?Dost thou long for that whim-wham?

SIR ADAM
Would I were as sure to lie with her, as to love her.

TUCCA
Have I found thee, my learned dunce, have I found thee?If I might ha my will, thou shouldst not put thy spoon into that bumble-booth, for indeed Id taste her myself.No, thou shouldst not.Yet if her beauty blind thee, shes thine.I can dot.Thou hearst her say een now, it should be at my choice.

SIR ADAM
She did so.Work the match, and Ill bestow  

TUCCA
Not a silk point upon me, little Adam; she shall be Eve, for less than an apple.But send, be wise, send her some token; shes greedy, she shall take it; do, send, thou shalt stick in her, Prickshaft, but send.

SIR ADAM
Heres a purse of gold; think you that will be accepted?

TUCCA
Go to, it shall be accepted and twere but silver.When that flea-bitten Shorthose steps hence, vanish too, and let me alone with my grannam in Gutter Lane there, and this purse of gold; do, let me alone.

SIR QUINTILIAN
The King, Gods lord, I do forget the King.
Widow, think on my words; I must be gone
To wait his rising; Ill return anon.

SIR ADAM
Stay, Sir Quintilian; Ill be a waiter too.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Widow, well trust that Captain there with you.[Exeunt.

TUCCA
Now, now, Mother Bunch, how dost thou?What dost frown, Queen Guinevere? Dost wrinkle?What made these pair of shittlecocks here?What do they fumble for?Ill ha none of these kites fluttering about thy carcass, for thou shalt be my West Indies and none but trim Tucca shall discover thee.

MINIVER
Discover me?Discover what thou canst of me.

TUCCA
What, I can?Thou knowst what I can discover, but I not lay thee open to the world.

MINIVER
Lay me open to the world?

TUCCA
No, I will not, my mouldy decayd Charing Cross, I will not.

MINIVER
Hand thee, patch-panel!I am none of thy Charing Cross.I scorn to be cross to such a scab as thou makst thyself.

TUCCA
No, tis thou makst me so, my Long Meg a Westminster.Thou breedst a scab, thou  

MINIVER
I?Damn thee, filthy Captain, damn thyself.

TUCCA
My little devil a Dowgate, Ill damn thee.Thou knowst my meaning.Ill damn thee up; my wife mouth at Bishopsgate.

MINIVER
Would I might once come to that damning.

TUCCA
Why, thou shalt, my sweet Dame Annis a Clear, thou shalt, for Ill drown myself in thee.Ay, for thy love, Ill sink, ay, for thee.

MINIVER
So thou wilt, I warrant, in thy abominable sins.Lord, Lord, how many filthy words hast thou to answer for?

TUCCA
Name one, Madge Owlet, name one; Ill answer for none.My words shall be forthcoming at all times, and shall answer for themselves.My nimble cat-a-mountain!They shall, Cecily Bumtrinket, for Ill give thee none but sugar candy words.I will not puss, Goody Tripe-wife, I will not.

MINIVER
Why dost call me such horrible ungodly names then?

TUCCA
Ill name thee no more, Mother Red-cap, upon pain of death; if thou wilt, Grimalkin, maggot-a-pie, I will not.

MINIVER
Would thou shouldst well know, I am no maggot, but a mere gentlewoman born.

TUCCA
I know thou art a gentle, and Ill nibble at thee, thou shalt be my cap-a-maintenance and Ill carry my naked sword before thee, my reverend lady lettuce-cap.

MINIVER
Thou shalt carry no naked sword before me to fright me, thou  

TUCCA
Go to, let not thy tongue play so hard at hot-cockles; for Gammer Gurton, I mean to be thy needle.I love thee, I love thee, because thy teeth stand like the arches under London Bridge, for thout not turn satyr and bite thy husband.No, come, my little cup, do not scorn me because i go in stag, in buff; heres velvet too.Thou seest I am worth thus much in bare velvet.

MINIVER
I scorn thee not, not I.

TUCCA
I know thou dost not.Thou shalt see that I could march with two or three hundred links before me, look here, what?I could show gold too, if that would tempt thee, but I will not make myself a goldsmiths stall, I.I scorn to go chaind, my lady, athhospital, I do; yet I will and must be chaind to thee.

MINIVER
To me?Why, Master Captain?You know that I have my choice of three of four pair of knights, and therefore have small reason to fly out I know not how, in a man of war.

TUCCA
A man a war?Come, thou knowest not what a worshipful focation tis to be a Captains wife.Three or four pair of knights?Why dost thou hear Joan-a-Bedlam, Ill enter into bond to be dubbd by what day thou wilt, when the next action is laid upon me, thou shalt be ladified.

MINIVER
You know I am offered that by half a dozen.

TUCCA
Thou shalt, little Miniver, thou shalt.Ill ha this frock turnd into a goot-cloth; and thoushalt be carted, drawn I mean, coachd, coachd, thou shalt ride jigga-jog; a hood shall flap up and down here, and this shipskin-cap shall be put off.

MINIVER
Nay, perdy, Ill put off my cap for no mans pleasure.

TUCCA
Would thou be proud, little Lucifer?Well, thou shalt go how thou wilt, Maid Marion.Come, buss thy little Anthony now, now, my clean Cleopatra.So, so, go thy ways, Alexis secrets, thast a breath as sweet as the rose that grows by the bear garden, as sweet as the proudst head a garlic in England.Come, would march in to the gentle folks?

MINIVER
Nay, truly, Captain, you shall be my leader.

TUCCA
I say, Mary Ambree, thou shalt march formost, beause Ill mark how broad thart in the heels.

MINIVER
Perdy, I will be set athlast for this time.

TUCCA
Why then, come, well walk arm in arm, as though we were leading one another to Newgate.

Enter BLUNT, CRISPINUS, and DEMETRIUS, with papers, laughing.

CRISPINUS
Mines of a fashion, cut out and quite from yours.

DEMETRIUS
Mine has the sharpest tooth.Yonder he is.

BLUNT
Captain Tucca. [All hold up papers.

TUCCA
How now?I cannot stand to read supplications now.

CRISPINUS
Theyre bitter epigrams composd on you by Horace.

DEMETRIUS
And dispersd amongst the gallants in several copies, by Asinius Bubo.

TUCCA
By that live eel?Read, Leg Legito, read, thou Jack.

BLUNT
[Reads.] Tuccas grown monstrous.How?Rich?That I fear
Hes to be seen for money everywhere.

TUCCA
Why, true, shall not I get in my debts?Nay and the rogue write no better I care not.Farewell, black Jack, farewell.

CRISPINUS
But, Captain, heres a nettle.

TUCCA
Sting me, do.

CRISPINIUS
[Reads.] Tuccas exceeding tall and yet not high,
He fights with skill, but does most vile lie.

TUCCA
Right, for here I lie now.Open, open, to make my adversary come one; and then, sir, here am I ins bosom.Nay and this be the worst, I shall hug the poor honest face-maker.Ive love the little atheist when he writes after my commendation.Another whip?Come, yerk me.

DEMETRIUS
[Reads.] Tucca will bite.How?Grown satirical?
No, he bites tables, for he feeds on all.

TUCCA
The whoreson cloven-foot devil in mans apparel lies there stood above forty dishes before me today, that I neer touchd because they were empty.

MINIVER
I am witness, young gentlemen, to that.

TUCCA
Farewell, stinkers.I smell they meaning, screech-owl, I do, though I stop my nose; and sirrah poet, well have thee untrussd for this.Come, mother Mum-Pudding, come. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Two

[image: img41.jpg]

TRUMPETS SOUND A flourish, and then a sennet.Enter KING,with CÆLESTINE, SIR WALTER TERILL, SIR QUINTILIAN, SIR ADAM, BLUNT, and other Ladies, DICACHE, PHILOCALIA, PETULA, and Attendants; whilst the trumpets sound, the KING takes his leave of the Bridegroom,and SIR QUINTILIAN and last of the Bride.

KING
My song of parting, doth this burden bear.
A kiss the ditty, and I sing it here.
Your lips are well in tune, strung with delight,
By this fair bride remember soon at night.
Sir Walter.

TERILL
My liege lord, we all attend,
The time and place.

KING
Till then, my leave commend.[They bring him to the door.

Enter at another door, SIR VAUGHAN.

SIR VAUGHAN
Ladies, I am to put a very easy suit upon you all, and to desire you to fill you little pellies at a dinner of plums behind no one.There be suckets and marmalades, and marchants, and other long white plums that fain would kiss your delicate and sweet lips.I indict you all together, and you especially, my lady pride.What do you say for yoursells?For I indict you all.

CÆLESTINE
I thank you, good Sir Vaughan, I will come.

SIR VAUGHAN
Say, sentlewomen, will you stand to me too?

ALL
Well sit with you, sweet Sir Vaughan.

SIR VAUGHAN
God a mighty, pless your faces, and make your peauties last, when we are all dead and rotten.You will all come?

FIRST LADY
All will come.

SIR VAUGHAN
Pray God that Horace be in his right wits to rail now.[Exit.

CRISPINUS
Come, lady, you shall be my dancine guest
To treat the maze of music with the rest.

DEMETRIUS
Ill lead you in.

DICACHE
A maze is like a doubt,
Tis easy to go in, hard to get out.

BLUNT
We follow close behind.

PHILOCALIA
That measures best.
Now none marks us, but we mark all the rest.

[Exeunt all saving SIR QUINTILIAN, CÆLESTINE, andSIR WALTER TERILL.

TERILL
Father, and you my bride; that name today;
Wife comes not till tomorrow; but omitting
This interchange of language, let us think
Upon the king and night, and call out spirits
To a true reckoning.First, to arm our wits
With complete steel of judgement, and out tongues
With sound artillery of phrases; then
Our bodies must be motions; moving first
What we speak; afterwards, our very knees
Must humbly seem to talk, and suit our speech,
For a true furnishd courtier hath such force;
Though his tongue faints, his very legs discourse.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Son Terill, thou hast drawn his picture right,
For hes no full-made courtier, nor well strung
That hath not every joint struck with a tongue.
Daughter, if ladies say, that is the bride, thats she,
Gaze thou at none, for all will gaze at thee.

CÆLESTINE
Then, O my father, must I go?O my husband,
Shall I then go?O, myself, will I go?

SIR QUINTILIAN
You must.

TERILL
You shall.

CÆLESTINE
I will, but give me leave
To say I may not, nor I ought not, say not
Still, I must go, let me entreat I may not.

TERILL
You must and shall; I made a deed of give,
And gave my oath unto the king; I swore
By thy true constancy.

CÆLESTINE
Then keep that word
To swear by.O, let me be constant still.

TERILL
What shall I cancel faith, and break my oath?

CÆLESTINE
If breaking constancy, thou breakst them both.

TERILL
Thy constancy no evil can pursue.

CÆLESTINE
Imay be constant still, and yet not true.

TERILL
As how?

CÆLESTINE
As thus:violence detaind,
They may be constant still, that are constraind.

TERILL
Constraind?That word weighs heavy, yet my oath
Weighs down that word; the kings thoughts are at odds;
They are not even balanced in his breast.
The king may play the man with me; nay more,
Kings may usurp; my wifes a woman, yet
Tis more then I know yet, that know not her.
If she should prove mankind, twere rare, fie, fie!
See how I lose myself amongst my thoughts
Thinking to find myself?My oath, my oath!

SIR QUINTILIAN
I swear another, let me see, by what?
By my long stocking, and my narrow skirts,
Not made to sit upon; she shall to court.
I have a trick, a charm, that shall lay down
The spirit of lust, and keep thee undeflowered.
Thy husbands honour savd, and the hot king
Shall have enough too.Come, a trick, a charm.[Exit.

CÆLESTINE
God keep thy honour safe, my blood from harm.

TERILL
Come, my sick-minded bride, Ill teach thee how
To relish health a little.Taste this thought:
That when mine eyes servd loves commission
Upon thy beauties, I did seize on them
To a kings use; cure all thy grief with this:
That his great seal was graven upon this ring,
And that I was but steward to a king.[Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene One
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A BANQUET SET out; enter SIR VAUGHAN, HORACE, ASINIUS BUBO, LADY PETULA, DICACHE, PHILOCALIA, MISTRESS MINIVER and PETER FLUSH.

SIR VAUGHAN
Ladies and sentlemen, you are almost all welcome to this sweet nuncions of plums.

DICACHE
Almast all, Sir Vaughan?Why, to which of us are you so niggardly that you cut her out but a piece of welcome?

SIR VAUGHAN
My interpretations is that almost all are welcome, because I indicted a brace or two more that is not come, I am sorry, my Lady Pride is not among you.

ASINIUS
Slid, he makes hounds of us, Ningle.A brace, quoth a?

SIR VAUGHAN
Peter Salamanders draw out the pictures of all the joint stools, and ladies sit down upon their wooden faces.

FLASH
I warrant, sir, Ill give every one of them a good stool.

SIR VAUGHAN
Master Horace, Master Horace, when I pray to God and desire in hypocritnes that bald Sir Adams were here, then, then, then begin to make your rails at the poverty and beggarly want of hair.

HORACE
Leave it to my judgement.

SIR VAUGHAN
Master Bubo, sit there; you and I will think upon our ends at the tables.Master Horace, put your learned body into the midst of these ladies; so, tis no matter to speak graces at nuncions, because we are all past grace since dinner.

ASINIUS
Mass, I thank my destiny I am not past grace, for by this hand full of caraways, I could never abide to say grace.

DICACHE
Mistress Miniver, is not that innocent gentleman a kind of fool?

MINIVER
Why do you ask, madam?

DICACHE
Nay for no harm.I ask because I thought you two had been of acquaintance.

MINIVER
I think hes within an inch of a fool.

DICACHE
Madam Philocalia, you sit next that spare gentleman.Would you heard what Mistress Miniver says of you.

PHILOCALIA
Why, what says she, Madam Dicache?

DICACHE
Nay nothing, but wishes you were married to that small timberd gallant.

PHILOCALIA
You wish and mine are twins.I wish so too, for then I should be sure to lead a merry life.

ASINIUS
Yes, faith, lady.Id make you laugh; my bolts now and then should be some shot; by these combits wed let all slide.

PETULA
He takes the sweetest oaths that ever I heard a gallant of his pitch swear.By these comfits, and these caraways, I warrant it does him good to swear.

ASINIUS
Yes, faith, tis meat and drink to me.I am glad, Lady Petula, by this apple, that they please you.

SIR VAUGHAN
Peter Salamanders wine.I beseech you, Master Asinius Bubo, not to swear do deeply for there comes no fruit of.Here, ladies, Iput you all into one corners together; you shall all drink of one cup.

ASINIUS
Peter, I prithee, fill me out one too.

FLASH
Id fling you out too and I might ha my will; a pox of all fools.

SIR VAUGHAN
Mistress Minivers, pray be lusty.Would Sir Adams Prickshaft stuck by you.

HORACE
Who, the bald knight, Sir Vaughan?

SIR VAUGHAN
The same, Master Horace.He that has but a remnant or parcel of hair; his crown is clippd and pard away.Methinks tis an excellent quality to be bald; for and there stuck a nose and two nyes in his pate, he might wear two faces under one hood.

ASINIUS
As God save me la, if i might ha my will, Id rather be a bald gentleman then a hairy, for I am sure the best and tallest yeomen in England have bald heads.Methinks hair is a scurvy lousy commodity.

HORACE
Bubo, herein you blaze your ignorance.

SIR VAUGHAN
Pray, stop and fill your mouths, and give Master Horace all your ears.

HORACE
For, if of all the bodys parts, the head
Be the most royal; if discourse, wit, judgement,
And all our understanding faculties
Sit there in their high court of parliament,
Enacting laws to sway this humorous world;
This little Isle of Man; needs must that crown
Which stands upon this supreme head be fair
And held invaluable, and that crowns the hair;
The head that wants this honour stands awry;
Is bare in name and in authority.

SIR VAUGHAN
He means bald pates, Mistress Minivers.

HORACE
Hair, tis the robe which curious Nature weaves,
To hang upon the head, and does adorn
Our bodies in the first hour we are born.
God does bestow that garment; when we die,
That, like a soft and silken canopy,
Is still spread over us.In spite of death,
Our hair grows in our grave, and that alone
Looks fresh, when all our other beautys gone.
The excellence of hair in this shines clear:
That the four elements take pride to wear
The fashion of it; when fire most bright does burn,
The flames to golden locks do strive to turn;
When her lascivious arms the water hurls
About the shores waist, her sleek head she curls;
And rorid clouds being suckd into the air
When down they melt, hangs like fine silver hair;
You see the earth, whose head so oft is shorn,
Frighted to feel her locks so rudely torn,
Stands with her hair an end, and, thus afraid,
Turns every hair to a green naked blade.
Besides, when, struck with grief, we long to die,
We spoil that most, which most does beautify;
We rend this head-tire off.I thus conclude,
Colours set colours out; our eyes judge right,
Of vice or virtue by their opposite;
So, if fair hair to beauty add such grace,
Baldness must needs be ugly, vile and base.

SIR VAUGHAN
True, Master Horace, for a bald reason is a reson that has no hairs upont; a scurvy scalded reason.

MINIVER
By my truly, I never thought you could ha pickd such strange things out of hair before.

ASINIUS
Nay, my Ningle can tickle it when he comes tot.

MINIVER
Troth, I shall never be enameld of a bare-headed man for this, what shift so ever I make.

SIR VAUGHAN
Then, Mistress Miniver, Sir Adams Prickshaft must not hit you.Peter, take up all the clothes at the table and the plums.

Enter TUCCA and his Boy.

TUCCA
Save thee, my little worshipful harper; how do ye my little cracknels?How do you?

SIR VAUGHAN
Welcome, Master Tucca.Sit and shoot into your belly some sugar pellets.

TUCCA
No, Godamercy, Cadwallader.How do you, Horace?

HORACE
Thanks, good Captain.

TUCCA
Wheres the string thou carriest about thee?O, have I found thee my scowring-stick?Whats my name, Bubo?

ASINIUS
Would I were hangd if I can call you any names but Captain and Tucca.

TUCCA
No, Fiest,My names Hamlets Revenge.Thou hast been at Paris garden, hast not?

HORACE
Yes, Captain, I ha playd Zulziman there.

SIR VAUGHAN
Then, Master Horace, you playd the part of an honest man.

TUCCA
Death of Hercules; he could never play that part well ins life.No, Fulkes, you could not.Thou callst Demetrius journeyman poet, but thou putst up a supplication to be a poor journeyman player and hadst been still so but that thou couldst not set a good face upont.; thou hast forgot how thou amblest, in leather pilch, by a play-wagon in the highway, and tookst mad Jeronimoes part, to get service among the mimics; and when the stagerites hanishd thee into the Ile of Dogs, thou turndst ban-dog, villainous Guy, and ever since bitest; therefore I ask if thast been at Paris Garden, because thou hast such a good mouth, thou baitst well.Read, lege, save thyself and read.

HORACE
Why, Captain, these are epigrams composd to you.

TUCCA
Go not out, farding candle, go not out, for trusty DAmboys now the deed is done.Ill pledge this epigram in wine; Ill swallow it, I, yes.

SIR VAUGHAN
God bless us, will he be drunk with nittigrams now.

TUCCA
So, now arise, sprite athbuttry; no herring-bone, Ill not pull thee out; but arise, dear Echo, rise, rise devil or Ill conjure thee up.

MINIVER
Good Master Tucca, lets ha no conjuring here.

SIR VAUGHAN
Uds blood, you scald gouty Captain!Why come you to set encumbrances here between the ladies?

TUCCA
Be not so tart, my precious metheglin, be not, my old whore a Babylon.Sit fast.

MINIVER
O Jesu!If I know whereabouts in London Babylon stands.

TUCCA
Feed and be fat, my fair Calypolis; stir not beauteous wriggle-tails.Ill disease none of you.Ill take none of you up, but only this table-man.I must enter him into some filthy sink-point, I must.

HORACE
Captain, you do me wrong thus to disgrace me.

TUCCA
Thou thinkst thou mayst be as saucy with me as my buff jerkin, to sit upon me, dost?

HORACE
Damn me, if ever I traducd your name,
What imputation can you charge me with?

SIR VAUGHAN
Sblood, ay, what computations can you lay to his sarge?Answer, or by Sesu, Ill canvas your coxcomb, Tucky!

MINIVER
If they draw sweet hearts, let us shift for ourselves.

TUCCA
My noble swaggerer, I will not fall out with thee.I cannot, my mad cumrade, find in my hear to shed thy blood.

SIR VAUGHAN
Cumrade? By Sesu, call me cumrade again and Ill cumrade ye about the sins and shoulders.Ownds, what come you to smell out here?Did you not dine and feed horribly well today at dinner, but you come to munch here and give us winter-plumes?I pray, depart; go marse, marse, marse out a doors.

TUCCA
Adieu, Sir Eglamour, adieu Lute-string, Curtain-rod, Goose-quill; here, give that full-nosd skinker these rhymes; and hark, Ill tag my codpiece point with thy legs; spout-pot, Ill empty thee.

ASINIUS
Dost threaten me?Gods lid, Ill bind thee to the good forbearing!

SIR VAUGHAN
Will you amble, Hobby-horse?Will you trot and amble?

TUCCA
Raw artichoke, I shall sauce thee! [Exit.

MINIVER
I pray you, Master Tucca, will you send me the first pound you borrowed on me?O, you cannot hear now, but Ill make you hear me and feel me too in another place; to your shame, I warrant you.Thou shalt not cony-catch me for five pounds.He took it up, Sir Vaughan, in your name; he swore you sent for it to mum withal. Twas five pound in gold, as white as my kercher.

SIR VAUGHAN
Ownds!Five pound in my name to mum about withal!

MINIVER
Ay, to mum withal, but he plays mum-budget with me.

SIR VAUGHAN
Peter Salamander, tie up your great and your little sword, by Sesu, Ill go sing him while tis hot.Ill beat five pound out of his leather pilch.Master Horace, let you wits inhabit in your right places; if I fall sansomely upon the widow.I have some cousins German at court, shall beget you the reversion of the master of the kings revels, or else be his lord of misrule now at Christmas.Come, ladies.Whoreson, straggling Captain; Ill pound him! [Exeunt. Manet HORACE and ASINIUS.

HORACE
How now?What ailst thou, that thou lookst so pale?

ASINIUS
Nay, nothing but I am afraid the Welsh knight has given me nothing but purging comfits; this Captain sticks pockily in my stomach.Read this scroll; he says theyre rhymes, and bid me give them you.

HORACE
Rhymes?Tis a challenge sent to you.

ASINIUS
To me?

HORACE
He says here you divulgd my epigrams.

ASINIUS
And for that dares he challenge me?

HORACE
You see he dares, but dare you answer him?

ASINIUS
I dare answer his challenge, by word of mouth, or by writing, but i scorn to meet him.I hope he and I are not parallels.

HORACE
Dear Bubo, thou shalt answer him; our credits
Lie pawnd upon thy resolution,
Thy valour must redeem them; charge thy spirits
To wait more close, and near thee.If he kill thee,
Ill not survive; into one lottery
Well cast out fates; together live and die.

ASINIUS
Content.I owe God a death, and if he will make me payd against my will, Ill say tis hard dealing [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Two
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ENTER SIR ADAM, TUCCA, with two pistols by his sides, his Boy laden with swords and bucklers.

TUCCA
Did Apollos frieze gown watch man  boy, dost hear Turkey-cocks tail, have an eye behind, lest the enemy assault our rearward,  on; proceed Father Adam; did that same tyrannical-tongud ragamuffin Horace turn bald-pates out so naked?

SIR ADAM
He did, and whippd them so with nettles, that
The widow swore that a bare-headed man
Should not man her; the Lady Petula
Was there, heard all, and told me this.

TUCCA
Go to.
Thy gold was accepted, it was, and she shall bring thee into her paradise, she shall, small Adam, she shall.

SIR ADAM
But how?But how, Captain?

TUCCA
Thus:go, cover a table with sweetmeats, let all the gentlewomen and that same Pasquils-madcap, Mother Bee there, nibble, but them bite.They will come to gobble down plums; then take up that pair of basket hilts, with my commission, I mean Crispinus and Fannius; charge one of them to take up the bucklers, against that hair-monger Horace, and have a bout or two, in defence of bald pates.Let them crack every crown that has hair ont.Go, let the mlift up baldness to the sky and thou shalt see twill turn Minivers heart quite against the hair.

SIR ADAM
Excellent.Why then, Master Tucca  

TUCCA
Nay, whir, nimble Prickshaft, whir, away; I go upon life and death.Away, fly Scanderberg, fly!

Enter ASINIUS BUBO and HORACE aloft.

BOY
Arm, Captain, arm, arm, arm!The foe is come down! [TUCCA offers to shoot.

ASINIUS
Hold, Captain Tucca, hold.I am Bubo and come to answer any thing you can lay to my charge.

TUCCA
What, dost summon a parle, my little drumstick?Tis too late; thou seest my red flag is hung out.Ill fill thy guts with thine own carrion carcass, and then eat them up instead of sausages!

ASINIUS
Use me how you will.I am resolute, for I ha made my will.

TUCCA
Wilt fight Turk-a-ten-pence?Wilt fight then?

ASINIUS
Thou shalt find Ill fight in a godly quarrel, if I be once fird.

TUCCA
Thou shalt not want fire; Ill ha thee burnt when thou wilt, my cold Cornelius.But come; respice funem; look, thou seest; open thyself, my little cutlers shop.I challenge thee thou slender gentleman at four sundry weapons.

ASINIUS
Thy challenge was but at one, and Ill answer but one.

BOY
Thou shalt answer too, for thou shalt answer me and my Captain.

TUCCA
Well said, cockerel, out-crown him.Art handy, noble Huon?Art magnanimous, lick-trencher?Look, search, lest some lie in ambush; for this man-at-arms has paper ins belly, or some friend in a corner, or else he durst not be so crank.

BOY
Captain, captain, Horace stands sneaking here.

TUCCA
I smelt the foul-fisted morter-treader.Come, my most damnable fastidious rascal, I ahve a suit to both of you.

ASINIUS
O hold, most pitiful Captain, hold!

HORACE
Hold, Captain, tis known that Horace is valliant, and a man of the sword.

TUCCA
A gentleman or an honest citizen shall not sit in your penny-bench theatreswith his squirrel by his side cracking nuts; nor sneak into a tavern with his mermaid; but he shall be satird and epigrammd upon, and his humour must run up othstage.Youll be every gentleman ins humour, and every gentleman out ons humour.We that are heads of legions and bands and fear none but these same shoulder-clappers shall fear you, you serpentine rascal.

ASINIUS
Honourd captain.

TUCCA
Art not famous enough yet, my mad Horastratus for killing a player, but thou must eat men alive?Thy friends?Sirrah Wildman, thy patrons?Thou Antropopagite, thy Mecænasses?

HORACE
Captain, Im sorry that you lay this wrong
So close upon your heart.Dear Captain, think
I writ out of hot blood, which, now being cold,
I could be pleass to please you, to quaff down
The poisond ink in which I dippd your name.

TUCCA
Sayst thou so, my Palinodical rhymester?

HORACE
Henceforth Ill rather breathe out solecisms,
To do which Id as soon speak blasphemy,
Than with my tongue or pen to wound your worth.
Believe it, noble Captain; it to me
Shall be a crown, to crown your acts with praise;
Out of your hate, your love Ill strongly raise.

TUCCA
I know now thast a number of these quiddits to bind men tothpeace.Tis thy fashion to flirt ink in every mans face, and then to crawl into his bosom and damn thyself to wipt off again; yet to give out abroad that he was glad to come to composition with thee.I know Monsieur Machiavel, tis one a thy rules.My long-heeld Troglodite, I could make thine ears burn now by dropping into them all those hot oaths to which, thyself gavst voluntary fire, when thou wast the man in the moon, that thou wouldst never squib out any new saltpetre jests against honest Tucca, nor these Maligo-tasters, his Poetasters; I could, Cinocephalus, but I will not, yet thou knowst thou hast broke those oaths in pring, my excellent infernal.

HORACE
Captain  

TUCCA
Nay, I smell what breath is come from thee.Thy answer is that theres no faith to be held with heritics and infidels, and therefore thou swears any thing.But come, lend me thy hand; thou and I henceforth will be Alexander and Lodwick, the Gemeni, sworn brothers.Thou shalt be Perithous and Tucca Theseus.But Ill leave thee ithlurch when thou makst thy voyage into hell.Till then, thine assuredly.

HORACE
With all my soul, dear Captain.

TUCCA
Thoult shoot thy quills at me when my terrible backs turnd for all this, with not, Porcupine?And bring me and my Heliconisters into thy dialogs to make us talk madly, would not, Lucian?

HORACE
Captain, if I do  

TUCCA
Nay, and thou dost, horns of Lucifer, the parcel-poets shall sue thy wrangling muse in the court of Parnassus, and never leave hunting her, till she plead in Forma Pauperis; but I hope thast more grace.Come friends, clap hands; tis a bargain.Amirable Bubo, thy fist must walk too.So, I love thee, now I see thart a little Hercules and wilt fight.Ill stick thee now in my company like a sprig of rosemary.

Enter SIR VAUGHAN and PETER FLASH.

FLASH
Draw, Sir Rees, hes yonder.Shall I upon him?

SIR VAUGHAN
Upon him?Go to, go to, Peter Salamander; hold in Gods name, hold.I will kill him to his face, because I mean he shall answer for it.Being an eye-witness.One word, Captain Tucky.

TUCCA
Ill give thee then thousand words and thou wilt, my little Thomas Thomasius.

SIR VAUGHAN
By Sesu, tis best you give good ords too, lest I beat out your tongue, and make your ord near to be take more.Do you hear, five pounds, five pounds, Tucky?

TUCCA
Thou shalt ha five, and five, and five, and thou wantst money , my Job.

SIR VAUGHAN
Leave your fetches and your fegaries, you tough leather-jerkins; leave you quandaries and tricks and draw upon me, yare best.You cony-catch widow Minver-caps for five pounds and say tis for me to cry Mum, and make me run up and down in dishounours and discredits?Ist not true, you wink-a-pipes rascal?Is not true?

TUCCA
Right, true, guilty.I remembert now, for when I spake a good word to the widow for thee, my young Sampson  

SIR VAUGHAN
For five pounds, you cheating scab, for five pounds, not for me.

TUCCA
For thee, oh, Cæsar, for thee, I took up five pounds in gold that lay in her lap, and said Id give it thee as a token from her.I did it but to smell out how she stood affected to thee, to feel her.Ay, and I know what she said; I know how I carried away the gold.

SIR VAUGHAN
By Sesu, I ha not the mercy to fall upon him now.Master Tucky, did Minivers part quietly from her gold, because you lied and said it was for me?

TUCCA
Quietly, in peace, without grumbling, made no noise.I know how I tempted her, in thy behalf, my little trangdo.

SIR VAUGHAN
Captain Tucca, I will pay back her five pounds, unless you be damnd in lies, and hold you.I pray you pocket up this.By the cross a this sword and dagger, Captain, you shall take it.

TUCCA
Dost swear by daggers?Nay then, Ill put up more at the hands then this.

FLASH
Is the fray done, sir?

SIR VAUGHAN
Done, Peter.Put up your smeeter.

TUCCA
Come hither, my sour-facd poet.Fling away that beard-brush Bubo, casheer him, and hark.Knight, attend.So, that raw-head and bloody-bones Sir Adam has feed another brat, of those nine common wenches, to defend baldness, and to rail against hair; hell have fling at thee, my noble cock-sparrow.

SIR VAUGHAN
At me?Will he fling the cudgels of his wit at me?

TUCCA
And at thy button-cap too.But come, Ill be your leader; you shall stand, hear all, and not be seen.Cast off that blue coat, away with that flawn, and follow, come. [Exit.

HORACE
Bubo, we follow Captain. [Talks aside with ASINIUS.

SIR VAUGHAN
Peter, leave coming behind me, I pray, any longer, for you and I must part, Peter.

FLASH
Sounds, sir, I hope you will not serve me so, to turn me away in this case.

SIR VAUGHAN
Turn you into a fools coat.I eman I will go solus or in solitaries alone.ounds, yare best give better words, or Ill turn you away indeed.Where is Captain Tucky?Come, Horace.Go you home, Peter.

FLASH
Ill home to your cost, and I can get into the wine cellar.[Exit.

HORACE
Remember where to meet me.

ASINIUS
Yes, Ill meet.Tucca should ha found, I dare meet.[Exit.

HORACE
Dare defend baldness, which out conquering muse
Has beaten down so flat?Well, we will go
And see what weapons their weak wits do bring.
If sharp, well spread a large and nobler ling.
Tucca, here lies thy peace; war roars again.
My sword shall never cut thee but my pen. [Exit.


Act Four, Scene Three
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ENTER SIR ADAM, CRISPINUS, DEMETRIUS, BLUNT, MINIVER, PETULA, PHILOCALIA and DICACHE.

LADIES
Thanks, good Sir Adam.

SIR ADAM
Welcome, red-cheekd ladies,
And welcome comely widow.Gentlemen,
Not that our sorry banquet is put by
From stealing more sweet kisses from your lips,
Walk in my garden.Ladies, let your eyes
Shed life into these flowers by their bright beams.
Sit, sit, heres a large bower; here all may hear.
Now, good Crispanus, let your praise begin,
There, where it left off baldness.

CRISPINUS
I shall win
No praise, by praising that which to dispraise
All tongues are ready, and which none would have.

BLUNT
To prove that best by strong and armed reason
Whose part reason fears to take, cannot but prove
Your wits fine temper, and from these win love.

MINIVER
I promise you has almost converted me.I pray, bring forward your bald reasons, master poet.

CRISPINUS
Mistress, you give my reasons proper names,
For arguments, like children, should be like
The subject that begets them.I must strive
To crown bald heads, therefore must badly thrive.
But be it as it can.To what before
Went armd at table, this force bring I more;
If a bare head, being like a dead mans skull,
Should bear up no praise else but this; it sets
Out end before out eyes.Should I despair
From giving baldness higher place than hair?

MINIVER
Nay perdy, hair has the higher place.

CRISPINUS
The goodliest and most glorious strange-built wonder
Which the great architect hath made, is heaven;
For there he keeps his court.It is his kingdom
Thats the best masterpiece, yet tis the roof
And ceiling of the world; that may be calld
The head or crown of Earth, and yet thats bald;
All creatures in it bald; the lovely sun
Has a face sleet as gold; the full-cheekd moon
As bright and smooth as silver; nothing there
Wears dangling locks, but sometime blazing stars
Whose flaming curls set realms on fire with wars.
Descend more low; look through mans fivefold sense;
Of all, the eye, bears greatest eminence;
And yet thats bald; the hairs that like a lace
Are stitchd unto the lids, borrow those forms
Like penthouses to save the eyes from storms.

SIR ADAM
Right; well said.

CRISPINUS
A head and face oergrown with shaggy dross,
O, tis an orient pearl his all in moss;
But when the heads all naked and uncrownd
It is the worlds globe, even, smooth and round.
Baldness is Natures butt, at which out life
Shoots her land arrow.What man ever lead
His age out with a staff, but had a head
Bare and uncoverd?He whose years do rise
To their full height, yet not bald, is not wise.
The head is wisdoms house, hair but the thatch.
Hair?Its the basest stubble, in scorn of it
This proverb sprung, he has more hair than wit.
Mark you not in derision how we call
A head grown thick with hair, bush natural?

MINIVER
By your leave, master poet, but that bush natural is one a the trimmest and most intanglingst beauty in a woman.

CRISPINUS
Right, but believe this, pardon me most fair,
You would have much more wit had you less hair.
I could more weary you to tell the proofs,
As they pass by, which fight on baldness side,
Then were you taskd to number on a head
The hairs.I know not how your thoughts are lead
On this strong tower shall my opinion rest,
Heads thick of hair are good, but bald the best.

Whilst this paradox is in speaking, TUCCA, enters with SIR VAUGHAN at one door, and secretly placeth him; then exit and brings in, at the other door, HORACE muffled, placing him.TUCCA sits among them.

TUCCA
Thart within a hair of it, my sweet wit, whether wilt thou.My delicate poetical fury, thast hit it to a hair.

SIR VAUGHAN
[Stepping out.] By your favour, Master Tucky, his bald reasons are wide aove two hairs.I besees you pardon me, ladies, that I thrust in so malepartly among you, for I did but mich here, and see how this cruel poet did handle bald heads.

SIR ADAM
He gave them but their due, Sir Vaughan.Widow, did he not?

MINIVER
By my faith, he made more of a bald head than ever i shall be able.He have them their due truly.

SIR VAUGHAN
Nay, uds blood, their due is to be a the right hair as I am, and that was not in his fingers to give, but in Godamighties.Well, I will hire that humourous and fantastical poet, Master Horace, to break your bald pate, Sir Adam.

SIR ADAM
Break my bald pate?

TUCCA
Dost hear my worshipful block-head?

SIR VAUGHAN
Patience, Captain Tucky, let me absolve him.I mean he shall prick, prick your head or sconce a little with his goose-quills, for he shall make another thalimum or cross-sticks, or some palinodes, with a few nappy-grams in them that shall lift up hair, and set it an end, with his learned and hearty commendations.

HORACE
This is excellent, all will come out now.

DICACHE
That same Horace methinks has the most ungodly face, by my fan.It looks for all the world like a rotten russet apple when tis bruisd.Its better than a spoonful of cinnamon water next to heart for me to hearhim speak.He sounds it so ithnose, and talks and rands for all the world like the poor fellow under Ludgate.Oh, fie upon him!

MINIVER
By my troth, Sweet ladies, its cake and pudding to me to see his face make faces when he reads his songs and sonnets.

HORACE
Ill face some of you for this when you shall not budge.

TUCCA
Its the stinkingst dung-farmer.Foh upon him!

SIR VAUGHAN
Foh?Ouncles, you make him urse than old herring.Foh?By Sesu, I think hes as tidy, and as tall a poet as ever drew out a long verse.

TUCCA
The best verse that ever I knew him hack out was his white neck-verse.Noble Ap Rees, thou wouldst scorn to lay thy lips to his commendations and thou smeldst him out as I do; he calls the the Burning Knight of the Salamander.

SIR VAUGHAN
Right.Peter is my Salamander.What of him?But Peter is never burnt.How now?So, go to, now.

TUCCA
And says because thou clipst the kings English  

SIR VAUGHAN
Ounds me?Thats treason. Clip?Horrible treasons.Sesu, hold my hands.Clip?He baits mouse-traps for my life.

TUCCA
Right, little Twinkler, right.He says because thou speaks no better, thou canst not keep a good tongue in thy head.

SIR VAUGHAN
By God, tis the best tongue I can buy for love or money.

TUCCA
He shoots at thee too, Adam Bell, and his arrows sticks here.He calle thee bald-pate.

SIR VAUGHAN
Ounds, make him prove these intolerabilities.

TUCCA
And asks who shall carry the vinegar bottle?And then he rhymes tood and says Prickshaft.Nay, Miniver, he cromples thy cap too, and  

CRISPINUS
Come, Tucca, come, no more.The mans well known; thou needst not paint him.Whom does he not wrong?

TUCCA
Marry, himself, the ugly Pope Boniface pardons himself, and therefore my judgement is that presently he be had from hence to his place of execution, and there be stabbd, stabbd, stabbd.[He stabs at HORACE.

HORACE
Oh, gentlemen, I am slain. Oh, slave art hird to murder me to murder me, to murder me?

LADIES
Oh God!

SIR VAUGHAN
Ounds, Captain, you have put all poetry to the dind of sword, blow wind about him. Ladies, for our lords sake, you that have smocks, tear off pieces to shoot through his ounds.Is he dead and buried?Is he?Pull his nose, pinch, rub, rub, rub, rub.

TUCCA
If he be not dead, look here.I ha the stab and pippin for him.If I had killd him, I could ha pleasd the great fool with an apple.

CRISPINUS
How now?Be well, good Horace, heres no wound.
Yare slain by your own fears.How dost thou, man?
Come, put thy heart into his place again.
Thy outsides neither piercd, nor inside slain.

SIR VAUGHAN
I am glad, Master Horace, to see you walking.

HORACE
Gentlemen, I am black and blue the breadth of a groat.

TUCCA
Breadth of a groat?There a teston.Hide thy infirmities, my scurvy Lazarus; do, hide it, lest it prove a scab in time.hang thee, desperation, hang thee.Thou knowst I cannot be sharp set against thee.Look, feel my light-uptails of all, feel my weapon.

MINIVER
Oh, most pitiful!As blunt as my great thumb.

SIR VAUGHAN
By Sesu, as blunt as a Welsh bag-pudding.

TUCCA
As blunt as the top of Pauls.Tis not like thy aloe, cicatine tongue, butter.No, tis not stabber, but like thy goodly and glorious nose, blunt, blunt, blunt.Dost roar?Thast a good rouncival voice to cry lantern and candlelight.

SIR VAUGHAN
Two ords, Horace, about your ears.How chance it passes that you bid God bow to an honest trade of building chimneys and laying down bricks, for a worse handicratness, to make nothing gbut rails.Your muse leans upon nothing but filthy torren rails, such as sand on Pauls head.How chance.?

HORACE
Sir Vaughan.

SIR VAUGHAN
You lie, sir varlet, sir villainy.I am Sir Salamanders.Ounds, is my man Master Peter Salamanders face as orse an mine?Sentlemen all, and ladies, and you say once or twice amen, I will lap this little sild, this booby in his blankets again.

OMNES
Agreed, agreed.

TUCCA
A blanket, these crackd Venice glasses shall fill him out; they shall toss him, hold him fast wag-tails.So, come in, take this bandy with the racket of patience.Why when?Dost stamp, Man Tamberlain, dost stamp?Thou thinkst thast morter under thy feet, dost?

LADIES
Come, a bandy, ho!

HORACE
O, hold, most sacred beauties!

SIR VAUGHAN
Hold, silence, the puppet-teacher speaks.

HORACE
Sir Vaughan, noble Captain, gentlemen,
Crispinus, dear Demetrius, oh redeem me
Out of this infamous.By God, Jesu  

CRISPINUS
Nay, swear not so good, Horace. Now, these ladies
Are made your executioners.Prepare
To suffer like a gallant, not a coward.
Ill try tunloose their hands; impossible.
Nay womens vengeance are implacable.

HORACE
Why would you make me thus the ball of scorn?

TUCCA
Ill tell thee why:because thast entered actions of assault and battery against a company of honourable and worshipful fathers of the law.You wrangling rascal, law is one of the pillers athland, and if thou beest bound tot, as I hope thou shalt be, thout prove a skip-jack, thout be whippd.Ill tell thee why:because thy sputtering chaps yelp, that arrogance and impudence and ignorance are the essential parts of a courtier.

SIR VAUGHAN
You remember, Horace, they will punk and pink and pump you, and they catch you by the coxcomb.On, I pray, one lash; a little more.

TUCCA
Ill tell thee why:because thou criest ptrooh! at worshipful citizens and callst them flat-caps, cuckolds, and bankrupts and modest and virtuous wives punks and cockatrices.Ill tell thee why:because thast arraigned two poets against all law and conscience, and not content with that, hast turnd them amongst a company of horrible black friars.

SIR VAUGHAN
The same hand still; it is your own another day, Master Horace, admonitions is good meat.

TUCCA
Thou art the true arraignd poet and shouldst have been hangd but for one of these partakers, these charitable copper-lacd Christians that fetchd thee our of purgatory, players I mean, theaterians putch-mouth, stage-walkers; for this poet, for this, thou must lie with these four wenches in that blanket for this  

HORACE
What could I do, out of a just revenge,
But bring them to the stage?They envy me
Because I hold more worthy company.

DEMETRIUS
Good Horace, no; my cheeks do blush for thine
As often as thou speaks so, where one true
And nobly-virtuous spirit, for thy best part
Loves thee, I wish one ten, even from my heart.
I make account I put up as deep share
In any good mans love, which thy worth earns
As thou thyself.We envy not to see
Thy friends with bays to crown thy poesy.
No, here the gall lies:we that know what stuff
Thy very heart is made of, how the stalk
On which thy learning grows, and can give life
To thy, once dying, baseness; yet must we
Dance antics on your paper.

HORACE
Fannius.

CRISPINUS
This makes us angry, but not envious;
No, were thy warpd soul put in a new mold
Id wear thee as a jewel set in gold.

SIR VAUGHAN
And jewels, Master Horace, must be hangd, you know.

TUCCA
Good pagans, well said; they have sowed up that broken seam-rent lie of thine, that Demetrius is out at elbows, and Crispinus is faln out with satin here, they have; but bloat-herring, dost hear?

HORACE
Yes, honourd Captain; I have ears as well.

TUCCA
Ist not better be out at elbows, then to be a bond-slave and to go all in parchment as thou dost?

HORACE
Parchment, Captain?Tis perpetuana, I assure you.

TUCCA
My perpetual pantaloon, true, but tis waxd over.Thart made out of wax; thou must answer for this one day; thy muse is a haggler and wears clothes upon best-be-trust.Thart great in somebodys books for this, thou knowest where; thou wouldst be out at elbows and out at heels too, but that thou layest about thee with a bill for this, a bill  

HORACE
I confess, Captain, I followed this suit hard.

TUCCA
I know thou didst, and therefore whilst we have Hiren here, speak, my little dish-washers, a verdit piss-kitchens.

OMNES
Blanket.

SIR VAUGHAN
Hold, I pray, hold.By Sesu, I have put upon my head a fine device to make you laugh;tis not your fools cap, Master Horace, which you coverd your poetasters in, but a fine trick, ha, ha, is jumbling in my brain.

TUCCA
Ill beat out thy brains, my whoreson hansom devil, but Ill have it out of thee.

OMNES
What is it, good Sir Vaughan?

SIR VAUGHAN
To conclude, tis after this manners, because Master Horace is ambition and does conspire to be more high and tall, as God amighty made him, well carry his terrible person to court and there before his Majesty Dub, or what you call it, dip his muse in some liquor and christen him or dye him into colours of a poet.

OMNES
Excellent.

TUCCA
Super super excellent.Revellers, go, proceed you, masters of art in kissing these wenches and in dances bring you the quivering bride to court in a mask;come Grumboll, thou shalt mum with us; come dog me sneaks-bill.

HORACE
Oh, thou, my muse!

SIR VAUGHAN
Call upon God amighty, and no muses.Your muse, I warrant, is otherwise occupied; there is no dealing with your muse now.Therefore I pray, marse, marse, marse, ounds your moose. [Exeunt HORACE, SIR VAUGHAN and TUCCA.

CRISPINUS
We shall have sport to see them.Come, bright beauties,
The sun stoops low, and whispers in our ears
To hasten on our mask. Lets crown this night
With choice composed wreathes of sweet delights.[Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene One
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ENTER AT SEVERAL doors TERILL and CÆLESTINE sadly, SIR QUINTILLIAN stirring and mingling a cup of wine.CÆLESTINE and TERILL stay aloof.

TERILL
And like a cloth of clouds dost stretch thy limbs
Upon the winder tenters of the air.
O thou that hangst upon the back of day
Like a long mourning gown; thou that art made
Without an eye because thou shouldst not see
A lovers revels; nor participate
The bridegrooms heaven.O heaven, to me a hell.
I have a hell in heaven, a blessed curse.
All other bridegrooms long for night and tax
The day of lazy sloth, call time a cripple,
And say the hours limp after him; but I
Wish night forever banishd from the sky,
Or that the day would never sleep, or time
Were in a swound; and all his little hours
Could never lift him up with their poor powers.

Enter CÆLESTINE.

But backward runs the course of my delight.
The day hath turnd his back, and it is night.
This night will make us odd; day made us even.
All else are damnd in hell, but I in heaven.

CÆLESTINE
Let loose thy oath, so shall we still be even.

TERILL
Then am I damnd in hell, and not in heaven.

CÆLESTINE
Must I then go?Tis easy to say no.
Must is the king himself, and I must go.
Shall I then go?That word is thine.I shall,
Is they command.I go because I shall.
Will I then go?I ask myself, O ill
King, says I must; you, I shall; I, I will.

TERILL
Had I not sworn.

CÆLESTINE
Why didst thou swear?

TERILL
The king
Sat heavy on my resolution,
Till, out of breath, it panted out an oath.

CÆLESTINE
An oath?Why, whats an oath?Tis but the smoke
Of flame and blood, the blister of the spirit
Which riseth from the steam of rage, the bubble
That shoots up to the tongue and scalds the voice,
For oaths are burning words, thou sworst but one,
Tis frozen long ago.If one be numberd
What countrymen are they?Where do they dwell
That speak naught else but oaths?

TERILL
Theyre men of hell.
An oath?Why tis the traffic of the soul;
Tis law within a man; the seal of faith;
The bond of every conscience unto whom
We set our thoughts like hands; yea, such a one
I swore, and to the king;a king contains
A thousand thousand.When I swore to him
I swore to them; the very hairs that guard
His head will rise up like sharp witnesses
Against my faith and loyalty. His eye
Would straight condemn me.Argue oaths no more.
My oath is high for to the king I swore.

Enter SIR QUINTILIAN with the cup.

CÆLESTINE
Must I betray my chastity, so long
Clean from the treason of rebelling lust?
Oh, husband!Oh, my father!If poor I
Must not live chaste, then let me chastely die.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Ay, heres a charm shall keep thee chaste.Come, come;
Old time hath left us but an hour to play
Our parts.Begin the scene; who shall speak first?
Oh, I; I play the king, and kings speak first.
Daughter, stand thou here, and son Terill there.
Oh, thou standst well, thou leanst against a post,
For thout be posted off, I warrant thee.
The king will hang a horn about thy neck
And make a post of thee.You stand well both.
We need no Prologue, the king entering first;
Hes a most gracious Prologue.Marry then,
For the catastrophy, or Epilogue.
There one in cloth of silver, which no doubt
Will please the hearers well when he steps out.
His mouth is filld with words; see where he stands;
Hell make them clap their eyes besides their hands.
But to my part:suppose who enters now,
A king, whose eyes are set in silver; one
That blusheth gold, speaks music, dancing walkers,
Now gathers nearer, takes thee by the hand
When straight thou thinkst, the very orb of heaven
Mooves round about thy fingers, then he speaks,
Thus  thus  I know not how.

CÆLESTINE
Nor I to answer him.

SIR QUINTILIAN
No, girl?Knowst thou not how to answer him?
Why then the field is lost, and he rides home
Like a great conqueror.Not answer him?
Out of thy part already? Fold the scene?
Disrankd the lines?Disarmd the action?

TERILL
Yes, yes, true chastity is tongued so weak,
Tis ever overcome ere it know how to speak.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Come, come thou happy close of every wrong,
Tis thou that canst dissolve the hardest doubt;
Tis time for thee to speak, we are all out.
Daughter, and you the man whom I call son,
I must confess I made a deed of gift
To heaven and you and gave my child to both;
When on my blessing I did charm her soul
In the white circle of true chastity,
Still to run true, till death.Now, sir, if not
She forfeits my rich blessing and is find
With an eternal curse.Then I tell you
She shall die now, now whilst her soul is true.

TERILL
Die?

CÆLESTINE
Ay, I am deaths echo.

SIR QUINTILIAN
O, my son,
I am her father; every tear I shed
Is threescore ten year old.I weep and smile
Two kind of tears:I weep that she must die,
I smile that she must die a virgin.This
We joyful men mock tears, and tears mock us.

TERILL
What speaks that cup?

SIR QUINTILIAN
White wine and poison.

TERILL
Oh,
That very name of poison poisons me.
Thou winter of a man, thou walking grave
Whose life is like a dying taper, how
Canst thou define a lovers labouring thoughts?
What scent hast thou but death?What taste but earth?
The breath that purls from thee is like the steam
Of a new-opend vault.I know thy drift,
Because thou art travelling to the land of graves,
Thou covetst company, and hither bringst
A health of poison to pledge death.A poison
For this sweet spring; this element is mine;
This is the air I breath.Corrupt it not.
This heaven is mine, I bought it with my soul
Of him that sells a heaven, to buy a soul.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Well, let her go.Shes thine; thou callst her thine.
Thy element, the air thou breathst; thou knowst
The air thou breathst si common, make her so.
Perhaps thout day none but the king shall wear
Thy night gown; she that laps thee warm with love
And that kings are not common.Then to show
By consequences he cannot make her so,
Indeed, she may promote her shame and thine,
And with your shames, speak a good word for mine.
The king shining so clear, and we so dim,
Our dark disgraces will be seen through him.
Imagine her the cup of thy moist life;
What man would pledge a king in his own wife?

TERILL
She dies.That sentence poisons her.O life!
What slave would pledge a king in his own wife?

CÆLESTINE
Welcome, O poison, physic against lust;
Thou wholesome medicine to a constant blood;
Thou rare apothecary that canst keep
My chastity preservd within this box
Of tempting dust, this painted earthen pot
That stands upon the stall of the white soul
To set the shop out like a flatterer,
To draw the customers of sin.Come, come,
Thou art no poison, but a diet-drink
To moderate my blood.White innocent wine,
Art thou made guilty of my death?Oh no,
For thou thyself art poinsond; take me hence
For innocence shall murder innocence. [Drinks.

TERILL
Hold, hold, thou shalt not die, my bride, my wife.
O stop that speedy messenger of death;
O let him not run down that narrow path
Which leads unto they heart, nor carry news
To thy removing soul, that thou must die.

CÆLESTINE
Tis done already; the spiritual court
Is breaking up; all offices dischargd;
My soul removes from this weak standing bouse
Of frail mortality.Dear father, bless
Me now and ever.Dearer man, farewell.
I jointly take my leave of thee and life.
Go, tell the king thou hast a constant wife.

TERILL
I had a constant wife Ill tell the king,
Until the king  What, dost thou smile?Art thou
A father?

SIR QUINTILIAN
Yea, smiles on my cheeks arise
To see how sweetly a true virgin dies.

Enter BLUNT, CRISPINUS, DEMETRIUS, PHILOCALIA, DICACHE, and PETULA, lights before them.

CRISPINUS
Sir Walter Terill, gallants, are all ready?

TERILL
All ready.

DEMETRIUS
Well said.Come, come, wheres the bride?

TERILL
Shes going to forbid the banns again.
Shell die a maid; and see, she keeps her oath.

ALL THE MEN
Fair Cælestine!

LADIES
The bride!

TERILL
She that was fair,
Whom I calld fair and Cælestine.

OMNES
Dead!

SIR QUINTALIAN
Dead; shes Deaths bride; he hath her maidenhead.

CRISINUS
Sir Walter Terill.

OMNES
Tell us how.

TERILL
All cease;
The subject that we treat of now is peace.
If you demand how, I can tell; if why,
Ask the king that; he was the cause, not I.
Let it suffice, shed dead, shes kept her vow.
Ask the king why, and then Ill tell you how.
Nay, give your revels life, though she be gone
To court with all your preparation.
Lead on, and lead her on; if any ask
The mystery, say death presents a masque.
Ring peals of music; you are Londons bells.
The loss of one heaven brings a thousand hells. [Exeunt.


Act Five Scene Two
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ENTER AN ARMD Sewer, after him the service of a banquet; the KING at another door meets them; they exeunt.

KING
Why so, even thus the mercury of heaven
Ushers thambrosiate banquet of the gods,
When a long train of angels in a rank
Serve the first course, and bow their crystal knees
Before the silver table; where loves page,
Sweet Ganymede fills nectar; when the gods
Drink healths to kings, they pledge them; none but kings
Dare pledge the gods; none but gods drink to kings.
Men of our house, are we prepard?

Enter Servants.

SERVANT
My liege,
All wait the presence of the bride.

KING
The bride?
Yea, every senseless thing which she beholds
Will look on her again; her eyes reflection
Will make the walls all eyes with her perfection.
Observe me now because of masques and revels
And many nuptial ceremonies.Mark,
This i create the presence, here the state,
Out kingdoms seat shall sit in honours pride
Like pleasures queen; there will I place the bride.
Be gone, be speedy, let me see it done. [Exeunt.
A king in love is steward to himself,
And never scorns the office; myself buy
All glances from the market of her eye.

[Soft music; chair is set under a canopy.

Sound music, thou sweet suitor to the air,
Now woo the air again; this is the hourWrit in the calendar of time, thishour,
Music shall spend, the next and next the bride.
Her tongue will read the music-lecture.Wat,
I love thee, Wat, because thou art not wise;
Not deep-read in the volume of a man,
Thou never sawst a thought, pour soul, thou thinkst
The heart and tongue is cut out of one piece,
But thart deceived; the world hath a false light:
Fools think tis day, when wise men know tis night.

Enter SIR QUINTILIAN.

SIR QUINTILIAN
My liege, theyre come.A masque of gallants.

KING
Now, the spirit of love ushers my blood.

SIR QUINTILIAN
They come.
The watch-word in a masque is the bold drum.

Enter BLUNT, CRISPINUS, DEMETRIUS, PHILOCALIA, PETULA, DICACHE, all maskd, two and two with lights like masquers;CÆLESTINE in a chair.

TERILL
All pleasures guard my king.I here present
My oath upon the knew of duty; knees
Are made for kings; they are the subjects fees.

KING
Wat Terill, thart ill-suited, ill made up,
In sable colours, like a night piece dyed.
Comst thou the prologue of a masque in black?
Thy body is ill shapd.A bridegroom too?
Look how the day is dresssd in silver cloth
Laud round about with golden sunbeams.So,
As white as heaven, should a fresh bridegroom go.
What?Cælestine the bride in the same task?
Nay then i see theres mystery in this masque.
Prithee, resolve me, Wat.

TERILL
My gracious lord,
That part is hers, she acts it; only I
Present the prologue, she the mystery.

KING
Come, bride, the scene of blushing enterd first,
Your cheeks are settled now, and past the worst. [Unmasks her.
A mystery?Oh, none plays here but death!
This is deaths motion, motionless.Speak you,
Flatter no longer.Thou, her bridegroom; thou
Her father, speak!

SIR QUINTILIAN
Dead.

TERILL
Dead.

KING
How?

SIR QUINTILIAN
Poisond.

KING
And poisond?
What villainy dust blaspheme her beauties, or
Profane the clear religion of her eyes?

TERILL
Now, King, I enter; now the scene is mine.
My tongue is tippd with poison.Know who speaks
And look into my thoughts.I blush not, King,
To call thee tyrant.Death hath set my face
And made my blood bold.Hear me, spirits of men,
And place your ears upon your hearts.The day,
The fellow to this night, saw her and me
Shake hands together, for the book of heaven
Made us eternal friends; thus, man and wife.
This man of men, the King, what are not kings?
Was my chief guest, my royal guest; his grace
Graced all the table and did well become
The upper end, where say my bride.In brief,
He tainted her chaste ears; she yet unknown
His breath was treason, though his words were none,
Treason to her and me.He dard me then,
Under the covert of a flattering smile,
To bring her where she is, not as she is,
Alive for lust, not dead for chastity,
The resolution of my soul out-dard,
I swore and taxd my faith with a sad oath,
Which I maintain;here, take her, she was mine
When she was living, but now dead, shes thine.

KING
Do not confound me quite, for mine own guilt
Speaks more within me than thy tongue contains.
Thy sorrow is my shame, yet herein springs
Joy out of sorrow, boldness out of shame,
For I by this have found, once in my life
A faithful subject, thou a constant wife.

CÆLESTINE
A constant wife.

KING
Am I confounded twice,
Blasted with wonder?

TERILL
O, delude me not!
Thou art too true to live again, too fair
To be my Cælestine, too constant far
To be a woman.

CÆLESTINE
Not to be thy wife,
But first I plead my duty, and salute
The world again.

SIR QUINTILIAN
My King, my son, know all.
I am an actor in this mystery,
And bear the chiefest part.The father I,
Twas I that ministered to her chaste blood
A true somniferous potion, which did steal
Her thoughts to sleep, and flattered her with death.
I calld it a quick poisond drug, to try
The bridegrooms hove, and the brides constancy.
He in the passion of his love did fight
A combat with affection; so did both;
She for the poison strove, he for his oath.
Thus like a happy father, I have won
A constant daughter and a loving son.

KING
Mirror of maidens, wonder of thy name,
I give thee that art given, pure, chaste, the same.
Here, Wat, I would not part, for the worlds pride,
So true a bridegroom and so chaste a bride.

CRISPINUS
My liege, to wed a comical event
To presupposed tragic argument,
Vouchsafe to exercise your eyes and see
A humorous dreadful poet take degree.

KING
Dreadful in his proportion or his pen?

CRISPINUS
In both; he calls himself the whip of men.

KING
If a clear merit stand upon his praise,
Reach him a poets crown, the honourd bays,
But if he claim it, wanting right thereto,
As many bastard sons of poesy do,
Race down his usurpation to the ground.
True poets are with art and nature crownd.
But in what mold so ere this man be cast,
We make him thine, Crispinus.Wit and judgement
Shine in thy numbers, and thy soul, I know,
Will not go armd in passion gainst my foe.
Therefore be thou ourself, whilst ourself sit
But as spectator of this scene of wit.

CRISPINUS
Thanks, royal lord, for these high honours done.
To me unworthy, my minds brightest fires
Shall all consume themselves in purest flame
On the alter of your dear eternal name.

KING
Not under us, but next us take thy seat.
Arts nourished by kings make king more great.
Use thy authority.

CRISPINUS
Demetrius,
Call in that self-creating Horace; bring
Him and his shadow forth.

DEMETRIUS
Both shall appear.
No black-eyed star must stick in virtues sphere

Enter SIR VAUGHAN.

SIR VAUGHAN
Ounds, did you see him?I pray let all hismajestys most excelend dogs be set at liberties and have their freedoms to smell him out.

DEMETTRIUS
Smell whom?

SIR VAUGHAN
Whom?The composer, the prince of poets, Horace, Horace, hes departed.In Gods name and the Kings, I sarge you to ring it out from all our ears, for Horaces body is departed.Master hue and cry shall.God bless King Williams.I cry you mercy and ask forgiveness for mind eyes did not find in their hearts to look upon your majesty.

KING
What news with thee, Sir Vaughan?

SIR VAUGHAN
News?God, tis as orse news as i can desire to bring about me.Out unhandsome-facd poet does play at bo-peeps with yoru grace and cries all-hilde as boys do.

OFFICERS
Stand by, room there, back, room for the poet.

SIR VAUGHAN
Hes reprehended and taken.By Sesu, I rejoice very near as much as if I had discoverd a new-found land or the North and East Indies.

Enter TUCCA, his Boy after him with two pictures under his cloak, and a wreath of nettles.HORACE and ASINIUS pulld in by thhorns bound, both like satyrs.SIR ADAM following, MISTRESS MINIVER with him, wearing TUCCAs chain.

TUCCA
So tug, tug, pull the mad bull in by thhorns.So, bait one at that stke my place-nouth yelpers and one at that stake gurnets head.

KING
What busy fellows this?

TUCCA
Save thee, my most gracious King, a hearts save thee.Allhats and caps are thine, and therefore I vail; for but to thee great sultan Solomon, I scorn to be thus put off or deliver up this sconce, I would.

KING
Sir Vaughan, whats this jolly Captains name?

SIR VAUGHAN
Has a very sufficient name, and is am an has done God and his country as good as any hot service, in conquering this vile monster poet, as ever did Saint George his horse hack about the dragon.

TUCCA
I sweat fort, but tawsoone, hold thy tongue, mon deau, if thout praise me, dot behind my back.I am, my weighty sovereign, one of thy grains, thy valiant vassal.Ask not what I am, but read, turn over, unclasp thy chronicles.There thou shalt find buff-jerkin; there read my points of way.I am one a thy mandilian-leaders; one that enters into thy royal bands for thee.Pantilius Tucca; one of thy kingdoms chiefest quarrellers; one a thy most faithful  fi  fi  fi  

SIR VAUGHAN
Drunkard, I hold my life.

TUCCA
No, whirligig, one of his faithful fighters; thy drawer, O royal Tamer Cham.

SIR VAUGHAN
Go to, I pray, Captain Tucca, give us all leave to do our business before the King.

TUCCA
With all my heart.Sh  sh  sh  shake that bear-whelp when thou would.

SIR VAUGHAN
Horace and Bubo, pray send an answer into his masestys ear why you go thus in Ovids Mortermorphesis and strange fashions of apparel.

TUCCA
Cur, why?

ASINIUS
My lords, I was drawn into this beastly suit by head and shoulders only for love I bare to my Ningle.

TUCCA
Speak, Ningle; thy mouths next.Belch out, belch, why  

HORACE
I did it to retire me from the world
And turn my muse into a Timonist,
Loathing the general leprosy of sin
Which like a plague runs through the souls of men.
I did it but to  

TUCCA
But to bite every motley-head vice bythnose, you did it, Ningle, to play the bugbear satyr and make a camp royal of fashion-mongers quake at your paper bullets; you nasty tortoise, you and your itchy poetry break out like Christmas, but once a year, and then you keep a revelling and arraigning and a scratching of mens faces as though you were Tiber, the long-taild prince of rats, do you?

CRISPINUS
Horace.

SIR VAUGHAN
Silence, pray let all ords be strangles, or held fast between your teeth.

CRISPINUS
Under control of my dread sovereign,
We are thy judges; thou that didst arraign,
Art now prepard for condemnation.
Should I but bid thy muse stand to the bar,
Thyself against her wouldst give evidence.
For flat rebellion gainst the sacred laws
Of divine poesy; herein most she mist,
Thy pride and scorn made her turn satirist,
And not her love to virtue, as thou preachest,
Or should we minister strong pills to thee;
What lumps of hard and indigested stuff
Of bitter satirism, or arrogance,
Of self-love, of detraction, of a black
And stinking insolence shold we fetch up?
But none of these; we give thee whats more fit,
With stinging nettles crown his stinging wit.

TUCCA
Well said, my poetical huckster; now hes in thy handling, rate him, do, rate him well.

HORACE
O, I beseech your majesty, rather than thus to be nettled, Ill ha my satyrs coat pulld over mine ears and be turnd out a the nine muses service.

ASINIUS
And I too.Let me be put to my shifts with mine Ningle.

SIR VAUGHAN
By Sesu, so you shall, Master Bubo.Flea off this hairy skin, Master Horace, so, so, so, untruss, untruss.

TUCCA
His poetical wreath my dapper punk-fetcher.

HORACE
Ooh  

SIR VAUGHAN
Nay, you oohs, nor you callinoes cannot serve your turn.Your tongue, you know, is full of blisters with railing, your face full of pocky-holes and pimples with your fiery inventions; and therefore to preserve your head from aching, this biggin is yours.Nay, by Sesu, you shall be a poet, though not lorified, yet nettlefied, so  

TUCCA
Sirrah stinker, thourt but untrussd now.I owe thee a whipping still, and Ill pay it.I have laid rods in piss and vinegar for thee.It shall not be the whipping athsatyr, nor the whipping of the blind bear, but of a counterfeit light that steals the name of Horace.

KING
How?Counterfeit?Does he usurp that name?

SIR VAUGHAN
Yes, indeed, ant please your grace, he does sup up that abominable name.

TUCCA
He does, O King Cambyses, he does.Thou hast no part of Horace in thee buts name, and his damnable vices.Thou hast such a terrible mouth that thy beards afraid to peep out.But, look here, you starving leviathan, heres the sweet visage of Horace; look perboild face, look; Horace had a trim long-beard, and a reasonable good face for a poet, as faces go now-a-days; Horace did not screw and wriggle himself into great mens familiarity, impudently, as thou dost, nor wear the badge of gentlemens company, as thou dost, thy taffety sleeves tackd too only with some points of profit.No, Horace had not his face punchd full of oylet-holes, like the cover of a warming-pan; Horace lovd poets will and gave coxcombs to none but fools, but thou lovst none, neither wise men nor fools, but thyself.Horace was a goodly corpulent gentleman, and not so lean a hollow-cheekd scrag as thou art.No, heres the copy of thy countenance, by this will I learn to make a number of villainous faces more, and to look scurvily upon thworld, as thou dost.

CRISPINUS
Sir Vaughan, willyou minister their oath?

SIR VAUGHAN
Master Asinius Bubo,you shall swear as little as you can; one oath shall damn up your innocent mouth.

ASINIUS
Any oath, sir, Ill swear any thing.

SIR VAUGHAN
You shall swear by Phœbus, who is your poets good lord and master, that hereafter you will not hire Horace to give you poesies for rings or handkerchiefs or knives which you understand not, nor to write you love letters which you, in turning of a hand, set your marks upon, as your own, nor you shall not carry Latin poets about you, till you can write and read English at most, and lastly, that you shallnot call Horace your Ningle.

ASINIUS
By Phœbus, I swear all this, and as many others as you will, so I may trudge.

SIR VAUGHAN
Trudge then, pay your legs for fees, and be dissargd.

TUCCA
Tprooth, run red-cap, wear horns there.[Exit ASINIUS.

SIR VAUGHAN
Now, Master Horace, you must be a more horrible swearer, for your oath must be, like your wits, of many colours, and like a brokers book of many parcels.

TUCCA
Read, read, thinventory of his oath.

HORACE
Ill swear till my hair stands up an end, to be rid of this sting, oh this sting.

SIR VAUGHAN
Tis not your sting of conscience, is it?

TUCCA
Upon him.Imprimus.

SIR VAUGHAN
Imprimus, you shall swear by Phœbus and the half a score muses lacking one, not to swear to hang yourself, if you thought any man, oman or sild could write plays and rhymes as well-favourd ones as yourself.

TUCCA
Well said.Hast brought him tothgallows already?

SIR VAUGHAN
You shall swear not to bombast out a new play with the old lining of jests stoln from the Temples Revels.

TUCCA
To him, old Tango!

SIR VAUGHAN
Besides, you must forswear to enter on the stage when your play is ended and to exchange curtizies, and complements with gallants in the lords rooms, to make all the house rise up in arms and to cry, Thats Horace, thats he, thats he, thats he, that pens and purges humours and diseases.

TUCCA
There boy, again!

SIR VAUGHAN
Secondly, when you bid all your friends to the marriage of a poor couple, that is to say, your wits and necessities, alias dictus, to the rifling of yoru must, alias your muses upsetting; alias a poets Whitson ale; you shall swear that within three days after you shall not abroad, in book-binders shops, brag that your vizeroys or tributary kings have doen homage to you, or paid quarterage.

TUCCA
Ill buss thy head, Holifernes!

SIR VAUGHAN
Moreover, and Imprimus, when a knight or sentleman or orship does give you his passport to travail in and out to his company and gives you money for Gods sake, I trust in Sesu, you will swear, tooth and nail, not to make scald and wry-mouth jests upon his knighthood, will you not?

HORACE
I never did it, by Parnassus!

TUCCA
Would swear by Parcassus and lie too, Doctor Doddypol?

SIR VAUGHAN
Thirdly, and last of all saving one, when your plays are mislikes at court, you shall not cry mew like a puss-cat and say you are glad you write out of the courtiers element.

TUCCA
Let the element alone, tis out a thy reach.

SIR VAUGHAN
In brieflyness, when you sup in taverns amongst your betters, you shall swear not to dip your manners in too much sauce, not at table to fling epigrams, emblems or play speeches about you, like hailstones, to keep you out of the terrible danger of the shot, upon pain to sit at the upper end of the table athleft hand of Carlo Buffoon.Swear all this, by Apollo, and the eight or nine muses.

HORACE
By Apollo, Helicon, the muses, who march three and three in a rank, and by all that belongs to Parnassus, I swear all this.

TUCCA
Bear witness.

CRISPINUS
That fearful wreath, this honour is your due,
All poets shall be poet-apes but you.
Thanks, learning true Mecænas, poesys king,
Thanks for that gracious ear, which you have lent
To this most tedious, most rude argument.

KING
Our spirits have well been feasted; he whose pen
Sraws both corrupt and clear blood from all men,
Careless what vein he pricks, let him not rave,
When his own sides are struck, blows, blows, do crave.

TUCCA
Kings truce, my noble herb-a-grace, my princely sweet William, a boon.Stay first, ist a match or no, match, Lady Funival, ist?

SIR ADAM & SIR QUINTILIAN
A match?

MINIVER
Ay, a match, since he hath hit the mistress so often ithforegame, well een play out a rubbers.

SIR ADAM
Take her for me.

SIR QUINTILIAN
Take her for thyself, not for me.

SIR VAUGHAN
Play out your rubbers in Gods name, by Sesu, Ill never bowl more in your alley, idow.

SIR QUINTILIAN
My chain!

SIR ADAM
My purse!

TUCCA
Ill chain thee presently and give thee ten pount and a purse.A boon, my liege, dance, O my delicate Rufus, at my wedding with this verent antiquary.Ist done?Would thou?

KING
Ill give thee kingly honour; night and sleep
With silken ribands would tie up our eyes.
But Mistress bride, one measure shall be led
In scorne of midnights hast, and then to bed. [Exeunt.


Epilogue
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TUCCA

Gentlemen, gallants, and you, my little swaggers that fight love:my tough hearts of oak that stand tot so valiantly, and are still within a yard of your Captain:now the trumpets, that set men together by the ears, have left their tanrara-rag-boy, lets part friends.I recant, bear witness all you gentlefolds, that walk ithgalleries, I recant the opinions which I held of courtiers, ladies, and citizens, when once, in an assembly of friars, I raild upon them, that heretical libertine Horace taught me so to mouth it.Besides, twas when stiff Tucca was a boytwas not Tucca that raild and roard then, but the devil and his angels.But now, kings truce, the Captain summons a parley and delivers himself and his prating company into your hands, upon what compositionyou will.Are you pleasd?And Ill dance here for your two pence a piece again, before Ill lose your company.I know nwo some be come hither with cheeks swoln as big as hisses, as if they had the tooth-ache. Ods foot, if I stood by them, Id be so bold as entreat them to hiss in another place.Are you advisd what you do when you hiss?You blow away Horaces revenge; but if you set your hands and seals to this, Horace will write against it, and you may have more sport; he shall not lose his labour, he shall not turn his blank verse into waste paper.No, my poetasters will not laugh at him, but will untruss him again and again and again.Ill tell you what you shall do, castyour little Tucca into a bell; do

make a bell of me, and be all you my clappers,

upon condition, we may have a lusty

peal, this cold weather; I have

but two legs left me,

and they are both

yours:good night,

my two penny

tenants,

God night.

FINIS


Blurt, Master Constable (1602)
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In collaboration with Thomas Middleton
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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, Hipolitos page
DANDIPRAT, Camillos page
FONTINELL, a French gentleman
LAZARILLO de Tormes de Castille, a Spanish soldier
PILCHER, his boy
BLURT, master constable
SLUBBER, his beadle
TRUEPENNY, Violettas 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 Imperias 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.
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A ROOM IN Camillos 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, Ill give you leave to knock up both my golls in my fathers hall, and hang hats upon these tenpenny nails.

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

HIPOLITO
I have been backd since and almost unbackd too.

VIOLETTA
And swore that honour was never dyed in grain till it was dippd 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 upont, and a band of poor straggling rascals, that every twinkling of an eye, forfeit their legs and arms into the Lords hands. Wenches, by Mars his sweaty buff-jerkin (for now all my oaths must smell a the soldado), I have seen more mens heads spurnd up and down like footballs at a breakfast, after the hungry cannons had pickd them, than are maidenheads in Venice, and more legs of men servd 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, Ill 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; thats just none.

CAMILLO
Tis not a soldiers 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 equald 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 earnd 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 friends 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 een 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 beautys 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 pitchd 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, Ill 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; well 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
Bet so; whats 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 seet. Id 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 deaths door for my love.

HIPOLITO
Id knock as long as I thought good, but have my brains knockd out when I enterd, 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 chargd 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 Violettas honour!
I vanquishd 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 fort 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 subdud?

CAMILLO
It is, fair lady, and I yield him up
To be your beautys worthy prisoner.
Lord Fontinell, think your captivity
Happy in this; she that hath conquered me
Receives my conquest as my loves 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 reputations lost.

VIOLETTA
Nay, thats not so;
You [fled] not, but were vanquishd 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 beautys 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 ladys prisoner.
She has an angels body, but withint,
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 tossd,
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 womans 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. Ill 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
Ill 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 loves 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, neer let me live; if thou getst out of my fingers till I have thy very heart, neer let me love. Nothing but thy life shall serve my turn, and how otherwise Ill plague thee, monsieur, you and Ill deal; only this because Ill be sure he shall not start, Ill 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 pleasd. 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.
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A STREET BEFORE Blurts 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
Its neither flesh nor fish that I pine for, but for both.

LAZARILLO
Pilcher, Cupid hath got me a stomach, and I long for lacd 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 damnd 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 lodgd.

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 constables house?

DOYT
That at the sign of the Brown Bill.

PILCHER
Farewell.

DANDIPRAT
Why, and farewell. [To Doyt] The rogues made of pie crust, hes 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 lookd 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, lets 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 mans door, without my bench of bill-men. I am, for a better, the dukes 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 dukes 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 blacks 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 dukes hand to pass?

LAZARILLO
Signior, no, I have the generals 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 generals hand to pass through the world at my pleasure.

BLURT
At your pleasure! Thats 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: Ill tickle you for that.

LAZARILLO
I will pass through the world, as Alexander Magnus did, to conquer.

BLURT
As Alexander of Saint Magnus did? Thats 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 dukes hand, Ill 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, ist the dukes hand? Ill 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
Heres none, on my word, master constable, but a little blot.

BLURT
Blot? Lets see, lets 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 dukes hand had a prick int when I was with him, with opening oysters.

SLUBBER
Yes, mass, heres 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? Gods 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 hes a great man in his own country.

BLURT
Has 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 engrossd. You must give my officer a groat; its nothing to me, signior.

LAZARILLO
I will cancel when it comes to a sum.

BLURT
Well, sir, well; he shall give you an item fort. [To Slubber] Make a bill and hell tear it, he says.

LAZARILLO
Most admirable Blurt, I am a man of war and profess fighting.

BLURT
I charge you, in the dukes 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, wheres thy master?

PILCHER
The constable has pressd him.

DOYT
What, for a soldier?

PILCHER
Ay, for a soldier; but ere hell 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 dryd neats tongue. Sirrah Thin-gut, whats 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 hangd fort, for he would shed no blood; theres none in thee. Pilcher? Thart 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 dogst a Spaniard, thoult neer 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, well meet and be merry. Sing.

PILCHER
Ill 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: Dryd pilchers and poor-john.
DANDIPRAT: Alas, thou art almost marrd.
PILCHER: My cheeks are falln 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.
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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-wingd my captivd 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 summond you from her to this parley?

FONTINELL
Doubts thou that, boy?

TRUEPENNY
Of mine honesty, I doubt extremely, for I cannot see the little gods 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-timberd 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-brimmd, limber, like the skin of a white pudding when the meat is out, the facing fatty, the felt dusty, and not enterd 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 mistresss chamber, you should find othergates privy signs of love hanging out there.

FONTINELL
Have your little eyes watchd so narrowly?

TRUEPENNY
Oh sir, a page must have a cats eye, a spaniels leg, a whores tongue (a little tasting of the cog), a catchpoles 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 griefs rebound Ill mount, although I fall.

Enter Camillo and Hipolito from tennis, Doyt and Dandiprat with their cloaks and rapiers.

CAMILLO
Now, by Saint Mark, hes a most treacherous villain.
Dare the base Frenchmans 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, Id pull them out, and if I wist they would anger thee.

CAMILLO
Thou addst heat to my rage; away, stand back.
Dishonored slave, more treacherous than base,
This is the instance of my scornd disgrace.

FONTINELL
Thou ill-advisd 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 yare no pope, sir. His lips shall kiss my sisters 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? Ill have my shins broken, ere Ill 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 Ill make thee bow.

FONTINELL
Thou playedst 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, Ill 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-wingd spirit insult oer woe,
For in the darkest hell on earth, Ill 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 thoult plead sighs in blood, and tears in steel.
Boy, tell my love her love thus sighing spake:
Ill vail my crest to death, for her dear sake.

Exit [Fontinell, guarded by serving-men].

CAMILLO
Boy? What boy is that?

HIPOLITO
Ist 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, heres 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 stayd thus.

TRUEPENNY
You hold a my side, and therefore I must needs stick to you. Tis true; I going, he followed, and following, fingerd 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 falln in love, and yet her waist is slender;
Had I not slippd 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 sisters 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 clippd angel.

Exit.

HIPOLITO
Nay, Gods 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 Marks Street.

DOYT
Midst of Saint Marks Street, sir?

HIPOLITO
A pox on you! The flea-bitten-facd 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, Id 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 Fontinells picture.

DOYT
Indeed, sir, she loves to have her chamber hung with the pictures of men.

HIPOLITO
She does. Ill keep my sisters 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 shes for you all, were you an army.

Exeunt.


Act II Scene 2.
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A ROOM IN Imperias 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, tother 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 blowst upon me. Thy breath, Gods 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, Ill 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
Thats 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
Thats 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; heres Hipolitos 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 ist then?
This it is, O, this it is, and in a womans middle it is placd,
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 Ill 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, Hipolitos 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] Ist 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
Heres Signior Hipolitos man (that shall be) come to hang you.

IMPERIA
Trivia, strip that villain; Simperina, pinch him, slit his wide nose. Fie, fie, fie, Ill 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
Hipolitos boy come to hang me?

DOYT
To hang you with jewels, sweet and gentle; thats Friscos meaning, and thats my coming.

IMPERIA
Keep the door.

FRISCO
Thats 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 brothers 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, Ill take his picture down. Hold it, Trivia.

TRIVIA
Its most sweetly made.

IMPERIA
Hang him up, Simperina.

SIMPERINA
Its 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, thats the French cut. But fie, fie, fie, [these] flaxen-haird 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 womens 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 loves pipe. Therefore, here, hang this counterfeit at my beds 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] Heres money.

FRISCO
[Within] Much!

CURVETTO
[Within] Heres 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 mannd and riggd, 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 gurnets 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 heres 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 shes fast.

CURVETTO
Ha, fast? My roba fast? and but young night?
Shes 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;
Theres not a gallant now fills such a stock:
Plump hose, pand, stuffd with hair (hair then was held
The lightest stuffing); a fair codpiece, hoh;
An eel-skin sleeve, lashd here and there with lace;
High collar, lashd again; breech lashd also;
A little simpring ruff; a dapper cloak
With Spanish-buttond 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-colord 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! Whos 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 fort.

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 stoppd. 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 dreamd 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, wheres not one,
As swear by your virginity, wheres 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, maskd, 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 conjurd, 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 doggd 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] Ill play, sir.

HIPOLITO
Come.

CURVETTO
But in my tother 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 beleaguerd! O Cupid grant that my blushing prove not a linstock, and give fire too suddenly to the Roaring Meg of my desires! Most sanguine-cheekd ladies!

HIPOLITO
Sfoot, how now, Don Dego? Sanguine-cheekd? Dost think their faces have been at cutlers? Out, you roaring tawny-facd rascal! Twere a good deed to beat my hilts abouts coxcomb, and then make him sanguine-cheekd 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 ins ear.

HIPOLITO
Do, or Ill 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
Ill send these hence. [Aside] Fie, fie, fie, I am so chokd 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 mens 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; Ill 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 chokd 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.
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A STREET BEFORE Hipolitos 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, heres 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. Heres 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 Imperias liquorish desire to lick at him, but straight hell 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 strayd thoughts to retire
From her encountered eyes, whom I have singled
In Hymens 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 minds strong physic and the pill
That leaves the heart sick and oerturns 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 martyrs faith. I never heard
Of any true affection but twas nippd
With care, that like the caterpillar eats
The leaves off the springs sweetest book, the rose.
Love bred on earth is often nursd 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 honourd me;
You are my jailor and have pennd 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 Violettas heart and mine should meet.

HIPOLITO
Hark, swaggerer, theres a little dapple-colourd rascal, ho, a bona roba. Her names 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 chaind to her in the holy state. Sirrah, shes falln in love with thy picture; yes, faith. To her, woo her, and win her. Leave my sister and thy ransoms paid, alls 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 Violettas heart
To me, the lord of it, and I will send thee  

FONTINELL
O whither, to damnation? Wilt thou not?
Thinkst 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 thenforced heart,
That lags in rearward of his fathers charge
When to some negro-gelderling hes cloggd
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, unpressd 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 loves 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 mistresss passion. Thou shalt have access to him to bring him love tokens. If they prevail not, yet thou shalt still be in presence, bet but to spite him. In, honest Frisco.

FRISCO
Ill vex him to the heart, sir, fear me not;
[Aside] Yet heres 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 lovers ears.
Loves eye the jewel of sleep, oh, seldom wears!
The early lark is wakened from her bed,
Being only by loves plaints disquieted,
And singing in the mornings 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 loves 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 lovers 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 usd 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! Ill dot, by Jesu! Lets 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 Frenchmans mine,
And by these hands Ill have him.

HIPOLITO
Rare rogue! Fine!

VIOLETTA
He is my prisoner, by a deed of gift;
Therefore, Camillo, you have wrongd me much
To wrong my prisoner. By my troth, I love him
The rather for the baseness he endures
For my unworthy self. Ill 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 Ill speak true French, Ill 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-belovd; adieu.
Hes far less noble, and shall prove less true.

Exeunt [all but Violetta]. Enter Truepenny above with a letter.

TRUEPENNY
Lady, Imperia the courtesans 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.
Ill 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 Lorenzos 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.
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AN OLD CHAPEL

Enter Frisco in Fontinells apparel, Fontinell making himself ready in Friscos. They enter suddenly and in fear.

FRISCO
Play you my part bravely; you must look like a slave, and you shall see Ill counterfeit a Frenchman most knavishly. My mistress, for your sake, chargd me on her blessing to fall to these shifts. I left her at cards; shell sit up till you come because shell have you play a game at noddy. Youll 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, alls fit; tell my lady that I go in a suit of durance for her sake. Thats your way, and this pitholes mine. If I can scape hence, why so; if not, he thats hangd 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. Ill 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, overjoyd, young man.

VIOLETTA
How didst thou scape?
How came Imperias 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.
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A ROOM IN Imperias house

Enter Curvetto and Simperina.

CURVETTO
I must not stay, thou sayst?

SIMPERINA
Gods me, away!

CURVETTO
Buss, buss again. Heres 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,
Shell 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
Thoult 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 stoppd 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 dryd 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 falln 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-fingerd hands this head, or top of all the members, bare and uncombd, to show how deeply I stand in reverence of your naked female beauties. Bright and unclippd 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 shes kept under, yet rules all the reins.

FIRST COURTESAN
Oh, again, sweet Signior. Complains
That shes kept under? What follows?

LAZARILLO
Yet rules all the reins.
Wise is that wife who with apt wit complains
That shes 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; Ill have a cut of that roast.

LAZARILLO
Since then a womans 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 husbands 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 perfumd body to walk to this garden, there to gather a nosegay, sops-in-wine, cowslips, columbines, hearts-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 mens 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 (calld 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
Well 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 increasd 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
Thats certain.

LAZARILLO
If you have daughters capable, marry them by no means to chittizens, but choose for them some smooth-chinned, curld-headed gentleman, for gentlemen will lift up your daughters to their own content; and to make these curld-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 neer 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 husbands. 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, hes able to put down twenty such as I am.

THIRD COURTESAN
Let them build upon that. Nay, more, well 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 theyre 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] Gods 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.
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A STREET BEFORE Imperias house

Enter Curvetto [with a lantern].

CURVETTO.
Just ten? Tis ten just: thats the fixed hour
For payment of my loves due fees; that broke,
I forfeit a huge sum of joys. Ho love!
Ill keep time just to a minute, ay;
A sweet guides loss is a deep penalty.
A nights 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, heres 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,
Ill hang a jewel at thine ear, sweet night;
And here it is: Lanthorne and Candlelight!;
A peal, a lusty peal, set, ring loves knell;
Ill sweat, but thus Ill bear away the bell.

[Pulls the cord and is drenched with water. Enter] Simperina above.

SIMPERINA
Signior? Whos there? Signior Curvetto?

CURVETTO
Umh! Drownd? Noahs flood? Duckd 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 catchd my bane.

SIMPERINA
Whos there?

CURVETTO
A water-man.

SIMPERINA
Who rings that scolding peal?

CURVETTO
I am wringing wet,
I am washd; foh, heres 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
Yare all damnd 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
Gods my life, what have you done? You are in a sweet pickle if you pulld at this rope.

CURVETTO
Hang thyself int, and Ill pull once again.

SIMPERINA
Merry muff, will you up and ride? Yare mine elder. By my pure maidenhead, heres 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 drownd rat?
Thats me, I have it, God a mercy head!
Rat? Me! I smell a rat, I strike it dead!

SIMPERINA
You smell a sodden sheeps-head. A rat? Ay, a rat! And you will not believe me, marry, foh! I have been believd 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, heres 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, Ill receive you. My mistress lies alone; shes yours. Away!

CURVETTO
O Simp!

SIMPERINA
Nay, scud, you know what you promisd 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 overreachd by none.
A [parlous] head; lie close, lie close, I am gone.

Exit.


Act IV Scene 2.
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LAZARILLOS ROOM IN Imperias 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, hes a paltry merchant!

A song within.

Midnights 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 mousd by puss-cats, but I had rather die a dogs 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-lippd creature, come away quickly, for this nights 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, shell not come. Ill fall to sleep,
And dream of her; love-dreams are neer 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 drownd. 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
Hes down; he cries out hes in hell. Its 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 hes damnd in hell; the next shall cry
Hes climbing up to heaven, and heres the gin:
One woodcocks taen; Ill have his brother in.

Exit.


Act IV Scene 3.
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A STREET BEFORE Imperias house, a rope ladder hanging from the window

Enter Curvetto.

CURVETTO
Brisk as a capring tailor! I was washd,
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 scapd drowning, but, but, but I hope
I shall not scape the ladder and the rope.

WOODCOCK
Yonders 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
Whos there?

CURVETTO
Whos there?

FRISCO
Signior Curvetto, heres 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 candles eye.
My sconce takes this in snuff; alls one, I care not.

FRISCO
Why, when?

CURVETTO
I come, close, close; hold, rope and spare not.

[Begins to ascend ladder.]

SLUBBER
Now the candles out.

BLURT
Peace.

CURVETTO
Frisco, light, light! My foot is slippd; 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 dukes name, stand. Sirrah, yare like to hang for this. Down with him.

They take him down.

FRISCO
Master Blurt, master constable, heres his ladder; he comes to rob my mistress. I have been scard out of my wits above seven times by him and its 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; Ill 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 dukes own image; at this time the dukes 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
Its folly to strive.

BLURT
I say away with him! [To Curvetto] Ill Blurt you; Ill teach you to stand coverd to authority. Your hoary head shall be knockd 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 crawld out, but in worse pickle than my lean Pilcher. Hereabout is the hothouse of my love. Ho, ho; why, ho there!

FRISCO
Whos that? What devil stands ho-ing at my door so late?

LAZARILLO
I beseech thee, Frisco, take in Lazarillos ghost.

FRISCO
Lazarillos 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-lippd 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, Ill 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? Ill wash off your tears! Away, you hogs-face!

[Drenches him with urine, then] exit.

LAZARILLO
Thou hast soused my poor hogs-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 scratchd to death with puss-cats.

BLURT
Do you run a th score at an officers house, and then run above twelve score off?

LAZARILLO
I did not run, my sweet-facd 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 dukes 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 Frecklefaces house?

LAZARILLO
Signior, sí.

BLURT
Away with him, clap him up.

LAZARILLO
Most thundring Blurt, do not clap me; most thundring 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 dukes 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 Pauls, 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, theres not a dog shall bite you; these are true bill-men that fight under the commonwealths flag.

LAZARILLO
Blurt  

BLURT
Blurt me no Blurts; Ill 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? Thats in the courtesans. They are about some ungodly act, but Ill play a part int 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.
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A ROOM IN Camillos house

Enter Camillo, Hipolito, Virgilio, Asorino, Baptista, Bentivolio, Doyt and Dandiprat, all weapond, 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 loves merit was basely sold to him by the most false Violetta. Not content with this felony, he hath dard to add the sweet theft of ignoble marriage. Shes now nones but his, and he, treacherous villain, anyones but hers; he dotes, my honourd friends, on a painted courtesan, and in scorn of our Italian laws, our family, our revenge, loathes Violettas bed, for a harlots 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 Imperias.

OMNES
Agreed; what then?

CAMILLO
There to find Fontinell; found, to kill him.

VIRGILIO
And killd, to hang out his reeking body at his harlots window.

CAMILLO
And by his body, the strumpets.

HIPOLITO
And between both, my sisters.

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.
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A ROOM IN Imperias 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 loves 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 starvd 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 unequald beauty? O most accurst,
That I have given her leave to challenge me!
But, lady, poison speaks Italian well,
And in a loathed kiss Ill include her hell.

IMPERIA
So, so, so; do, do, do. Come, come, come, will you condemn the mute rushes to be pressd 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, Ill 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 pickst 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; theres rapping at door, and one in a small voice says theres 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 armd; 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 motions this?

VIOLETTA
By your leave, sweet beauty, pardon my excuse which under the mask of Camillos and my brothers 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 hes 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 calld 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 Id be loath he should deserve it), Ill engage myself, dear beauty, to thine honest heart. Give me leave to love him and Ill 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 drownd themselves in their own salt water because they cannot see him. In troth, Ill 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 thats torment enough; alas, poor wench.

SIMPERINA
Shes an ass, by the crown of my maidenhead; Id 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
Determind sin. Thou smilst; I know thou wilt.
What looseness may term dotage, truly read,
Is love ripe-gatherd, not soon withered.

IMPERIA
Good troth, pretty wedlock, thou makst 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 Joves own ingle, Ganymede; fie, fie, fie, Ill 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.
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A STREET BEFORE Imperias 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 dishonourd! 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 well put up our rusty bills.

CAMILLO
Up to the hilts we will in his French body.
My lord, we charge you by the ravishd 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 barrd  

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 dukes name, before his own face, to keep the peace.

CAMILLO
Keep thou the peace, that hast a peasants heart.

WATCH
Peasant?

CAMILLO
Our peace must have her cheeks painted with blood.

OMNES
Away, through  

BLURT
Sweet gentlemen, though you have called the dukes 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; heres 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 staind the honour of your sisters bed,
The fact being death, Ill 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 dispersd,
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 satisfyd, my noble countrymen.
Ill 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; hes well prepared.

DUKE
My honest fellow, with good defence
Enter again; fetch out the courtesan
And all that are within.

BLURT
Ill tickle her; it shall neer be said that a brown bill lookd 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 loves 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 maskd.

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 maskd?

BLURT
A punk, too. [To watch] Follow, fellows; Slubber, afore.

Exeunt [Blurt with the watch].

VIOLETTA
She that is maskd is leader of this masque.
Whats here? Bows, bills and guns? [Unmasks] Noble Camillo,
I am sure you are lord of all this misrule; I pray
For whos sake do you make this swaggering fray?

CAMILLO
For yours, and for [our] own, we come resolvd
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 deepst, 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 loves abusing my chaste bed
And her sweet theft, alack, you are misled;
This was a plot of mine, only to try
Your loves strange temper. Sooth, I do not lie.
My Fontinell neer dallyd in her arms;
She never bound his heart with amorous charms.
My Fontinell neer loathd my sweet embrace;
She never drew loves picture by his face.
When he from her white hand would strive to go,
She never cryd 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 ladys champion; at his foot Ill lie
That dares touch her. Who taints my constancy,
I am no man for him; fight he with her
And yield, for shes a noble conqueror.

DUKE
This combat shall not need, for see, ashamd
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.
Heres tricks, but, mouth, Ill 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, heres 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  shes more common than the law  
For boys to call me ox? No, I am not drunk.
Ill 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 drownd 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, hes not to be dischard, nor so to be shot off; I have put him into a new suit and have enterd 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, hes 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 crownd
With dances, banquets, and choice musics sound.

Exeunt.


Patient Grissil (1603)
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In collaboration with Henry Chettle and William Haughton

Patient Grissil was written for the Admirals Men and was entered into the Stationers Register in March 1600. Philip Henslowe first mentioned the play in a diary entry in December 1599, but it was not published until 1603. It was released by the bookseller, Henry Rocket, who was a one-time apprentice of the successful publisher, Cuthbert Burby. The play is a collaboration between Dekker, Henry Chettle and William Haughton. Chettle was an Elizabethan playwright and pamphleteer who began work as a printer and publisher before finding favour with writing for Philip Henslowe, in collaboration with others, as many as fifty plays, before dying in c. 1605. Haughton who, like Chettle and Dekker, experienced financial problems, wrote most of his works for Henslowe and the Admirals Men or Worchesters Men. He collaborated on many plays at the turn of the century with writers such as John Day, Richard Hathwaye and Wentworth Smith. 

Dekker and his co-writers drew inspiration for the play from the folklore of Griselda, which has been retold and interpreted by a multitude of writers over the centuries. It is a tale of a wifes obedience, loyalty and patience, which Giovanni Boccaccio derived from a French source and included in his famous mid-fourteenth century book, Decameron. The tale was then translated into Latin by Petrarch before Chaucer adapted it into English in The Clerks Tale in Canterbury Tales. It is believed that Dekker and Chettle wrote the main plot of the comedy, while Haughton was responsible for the subplot involving Sir Owen and his new wife Gwenthyan, as well as a very minor plot about the Marquess sister, Julia, who refuses to marry any of her suitors.

Patient Grissil may not be a widely read or performed play in the twenty-first century, but Dekkers poem, Golden Slumbers, which appears in Act Four, is a notable highlight. Indeed, it was adapted to music by Paul McCartney and features on The Beatles famous Abbey Road album.
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INTRODUCTION.
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THE FRENCH LAY claim to the original of the story of Griselda; and the Abbé de Sade (Mem de Petrarch, iii, 797) asserts that it is found in a manuscript called Le Parement des Dames. Mr. Campbell, in his Life of Petrarch, follows the authority of de Sade upon this point; but it seems that the French manuscript, containing the novel of Griselda, was the work of Olivier de la Marche, who was not born till considerably after the death of Boccaccio. (Tyrwhitts Introd to Cant. Tales, i cxcv edit. 1830,8vo.) Whencesoever, therefore, Boccaccio derived his materials, we know of no earlier version than that which he has left us in his Decameron, of which it forms the tenth novel of the last day. In a note at the end of the table to the Giolito edition of Boccaccio, 12mo., 1552, it is said, Il tradusse la presente Novella in lingua e mandolla al  Boccaccio, which we know to be the fact, because the letter from Petrarch to Boccaccio, transmitting the translation of it, is still extant; (Op. Petrarch, edit. Basil, 1581, 540.) and Petrarch adds that he had heard the story many years before. It is very possible, therefore, that Boccaccio was originally indebted to Petrarch for the incidents which he subsequently wove into a narrative, which gave so much delight to the poet of Vaucluse. Chaucer, too, in the prologue to his Clerk of Oxenfords Tale, informs us that he (speaking in the person of the narrator) had heard the substance of it from Petrarch himself at Padua, and makes no allusion to Boccaccio. It may not be easy at this time to fix with certainty the date when Chaucer visited Petrarch at Padua, but there seems no ground for altogether discrediting his testimony on the point.

As far as can now be ascertained, the French were the first to bring the subject on the stage: Le Mystère de  Griselidis was represented in Paris as early as 1393, (Wartons Hist. Engl. Poetry, ii. 251, edit. 8vo. 1824.) and more than a century afterwards it was printed by Jehan Bonfons in Paris, under the title of Le Mystère de Oriselidis de Seduces, par personnages. A re-impression of this edition was made by Pinard, and published by Silvestre, as recently as 1832. It is singular, considering the popularity of the subject in Italy, and the peculiar facility with which it could be adapted to the stage, that it remained undramatized in that country until 1620. This statement we make upon the authority of Apostolo Zeno, who himself converted the story into an opera, and whose testimony is not to be disputed. In Germany it was adopted, and adapted, in the middle of the sixteenth century, Hans Saachs having converted it into a drama as early as the year 1550.

English readers first became acquainted with the story by means of Chaucers beautiful and extended versification of the incidents; and comparing them with those in Boccaccios novel, it may be inferred that Chancer saw Petrarch after he had read, if not translated, what Boccaccio had sent to him. Subsequently the story acquired great celebrity, and we find it thus noticed in Thomas Feyldes Contraversye bytwene a Lover and a Jaye, printed, without date, by Wynkyn de Worde:  



Ryght fewe of Grysyldea kynde 



Is now leite on lyve the author having previously introduced her among sundry pairs of lovers. Warton (H. E. P. iv. 136. edit. 1824) mentions a MS. poem dedicated to Queen Mary by William Forrest, her chaplain, comparing Katherine, the first wife of Henry VIII., to Griselda; and we know from the entries on the Stationers Registers, that about the middle of the sixteenth century ballads upon the subject of Patient Grissell were by no means uncommon. What is called The Pleasant and sweet History of Patient Grissell was evidently an early production of this class, in prose and verse, although the only known copy of it, in black letter, has the date cut off, and purports to be printed by E. P. for John Wright. Apart from the prose, the verse also remains to us in the shape of a black-letter broadside, under the title of An excellent Ballad of a Noble Marquess and Patient Grissell. The language is evidently older than the date when these pieces appear to have been issued; and although they must have undergone various changes and many corruptions, we are perhaps warranted in concluding that they were the Pacyente Grissell which gave popularity to the tune, which went by that name, soon after Elizabeth came to the throne.

Two ballads, to the tune of pacyente Grissell, were entered in the year 1565. There was also a prose narrative, of considerable length, which came out under the title of The antient true and admirable History of Patient Grisel, a poore mans daughter in France: shewing how Maides, by her example in their good behaviour, may marry rich husbands; and likewise Wives, by their patience and obedience, may gaine much glorie. This tract was printed by H. L. for William Lugger, in 1619, 4to.; but there can be no doubt, from the style and other circumstances, that it was a re-impression of a much anterior work. The great popularity of these pieces, and the many destructive hands through which they passed, will account for their rarity.

The prose tract above noticed was in all probability the immediate source of the ensuing play, but all were more or less founded upon the Decameron, although it was not translated into English, in its entire form, until 1620, when it made a handsome folio volume, in two portions. It was probably done by several hands, with much inequality, and the novel of the Marquasse of Saluzzo and Griselda is certainly as ill rendered as any in the collection. It is there any thing but the touching story which, according to Petrarch, few could read without tears.  (Campbells Life of Petrarch, ii. 309.) Upon the frequency of the allusions to it by Shakespeare and his contemporaries, it is not necessary to dwell.

The ensuing play possesses almost the rarity of a manuscript: there is no copy of it in the British Museum; none at Cambridge: the only public library that contains it is, we believe, the Bodleian; and the only private collection in which it is known to exist in a complete state, is that of the Duke of Devonshire. Before his Grace was able to procure a perfect copy, he was obliged to be satisfied with an imperfect one, which he subsequently gave to the writer of the present notice: both have been of material service in the present réimpression. The members of the Shakespeare Society will thus be aware that they are in a manner under a double obligation to the Duke of Devonshire, since the imperfect copy would have been of comparatively little use, without the aid of the perfect one to supply its deficiencies.

The authors of it were three celebrated contemporaries of Shakespeare  Thomas Dekker, Henry Chettle, and William Haughton, as we learn from that curious and valuable theatrical record, Henslowes Diary, which is about to be printed entire for the use of the members of the Shakespeare Society. Malone refers to the memorandum under December 1599, (Shaskesp by Bosw., iii. 332) but he does not give the precise date, nor the exact terms of the entry. It runs thus  the body of it being in the handwriting of the dramatist who first subscribed it:

Received in earnest of Patient Grissell by ns Tho. Dekker, Hen. Chettle and Willm. Hawton, the sume of 3li of good and lawfull money, by a note sent from Mr. Robt. Shaa: the 19th of December 1599.



By me HENRY CHETTLE

W. HAUGHTON

THOMAS DEKKER.



One of the remaining copies of the play has only the nameof Henry Chettle on the title-page in a hand-writing of the time; but it is quite clear from the preceding quotation that Dekker and Haughton were his coadjutors. Robert Shaa, or Shaw, was one of the temporary managers of the company of the Earl of Nottinghams players, and upon his authority and responsibility Henslowe paid the money to the three poets. It was probably acted early in 1600, but it was not printed until 1603. There was an intention to print it some time before it appeared, for it was entered at Stationers Hall for publication on the 28th March, 1599-1600, as the Plaie of Patient Grissell.

The subject cannot he said to he a very good one for the stage, however easily adapted, because the chief incidents are violent and improbable. Petrarch, in his letter to Boccaccio, mentions a Veronese, who asserted that there never had been, and never would be such a woman as Griselda and we cannot but accord in this opinion, even if we could suppose that a man could be found who, like the Marquess of Saluzzo, would expose a young, beautiful, and faithful wife to trials so severe. Taking this disadvantage into account, we cannot but admire the manner in which our three old English dramatists employed not only the materials with which they were furnished, but others which seem to he merely their own invention. Supposing that a Welsh knight and a Welsh widow might be found in Lombardy under the circumstances in which they are placed, (the relationship of the latter to the marquess does not much reconcile us to their situation) we can hardly too much admire the humour of the scenes in which Sir Owen and Gwenthyan are concerned, or the manner in which their peculiar dispositions are made to set off the conduct and character of the hero and heroine. The contrast is excellently preserved, and it is assisted by all the accidents that ingenuity could discover, or skill employ. The incident of the wands, we suspect, is not new; and, though very happily interwoven, it is liable to the objection that it rather shows a method of preventing a woman from becoming a shrew, than how to cure one. It is very evident that the authors had Shakespeares Taming of the Shrew in their minds-throughout, and once it is introduced, as it were, by name. This comedy, in 1599, had been in a course of representation at a rival theatre for several years, to say nothing of the older play, The Taming of a Shrew, upon which it was founded, and which had been often acted by the company for which Patient Grissil was expressly written.

Laureo and Babulo are two principal persons not found in the original story; and, making only ordinary allowances, it cannot be denied that the characters are excellently drawn. They are rendered contributory to the progress of the plot and to the main effect; and several fine points for a serious actor are put into the mouth of the poor scholar, while the part of the Clown (who, like Touchstone, was dressed in motley) must have been considered a capital one for such a performer as Kempe. It will be seen by Henslowes Diary, when printed, that Kempe was a member of the Earl of Nottinghams company of players in 1602, a circumstance of importance in relation to some of Shakespeares characters, which he is supposed to have originally represented. Kempes name does not occur in the patent granted by James I. to the Kings Servants in 1608; but it is probable that, having originally belonged to that association, he rejoined it not long after the death of Elizabeth.

In the serious portion of the drama, that in which the chief characters are concerned, many passages of a higher order of poetry occur, and, generally speaking, the blank verse (intermixed with rhyme) flows with easeand harmony. The text has of course come down to us with certain blemishes and corruptions, which, with due notice, we have endeavoured to remedy. The original copy is not separated into acts and scenes, but we have supplied these artificial divisions. We are not entirely satisfied with our own arrangement in this particular, but it is of comparatively little consequence in the mere reading of the play. The case would be different were we adapting it to the stage instead of the closet. The character of the Marquess of Saluzzo is well sustained throughout, and that of Grissil drawn with so much grace, delicacy, and truth, as powerfully to excite our sympathies in her favour.

It may be necessary to add, that we have not thought any thing was gained, in a case of this kind, by the preservation of the old orthography: on the contrary, it looks uncouth to the modern eye, and interferes in some degree with that smoothness of perusal which is required for the full enjoyment of the language of the old poets. In what manner they distributed the work between them, and what particular portions belong to each, it is impossible now to determine. We have made no more notes than seemed necessary, and those, with proper references, are placed at the conclusion of the comedy.



J. P. C.



It will not he out of place to subjoin here some stanzas from one of the early ballads upon the story of the following drama. We observe with satisfaction that the Percy Society propose to reprint the versified narratives, as well as the prose history, entire, and we will not, therefore, trench farther upon the ground they have pre-occupied. The poem quoted below bears the title of An excellent Ballad of a noble Marquess and Patient Grissel. To the tune of the Brides Good-morrow. In Deloneys Garland of Good-will, printed before 1596, is a ballad to the same tune.



A noble marquess,

As he did ride a-hunting,

Hard by a forest side,

A fair and comely maiden,

As sbe did sit a-spinning,

His gentle eye espied.

Most fair and lovely, and of comely grace was she,

Although in simple attire:

She sung full sweetly, with pleasant voice melodiously,

Which set the Lords heart on fire.

The more he lookd, the more he might;

Beauty bred his hearts delight;

And to this damsel then, with speed he went:  

God speed, quoth he, thou famous flower,



Fair mistress of this homely bower,

Where love and virtue dwell with sweet content.

* * * * * *

At length she consented,

And being both contented,

They married were with speed.

Her country russet

Was changd to silk and velvet,

As to her state agreed:

And when that she was trimly tired in the same.

Her beauty shind most bright,

Far staining every other fair and princely dame

That did appear in sight.

Many envied her, therefore,

Because she was of parents poor,

And twixt her lord and her great strife did raise:

Some said this, and some said that,

And some did call her beggars brat,

And to her Lord they did her oft dispraise.

* * * * * *

When that the marquess

Did see that they were bent thus

Against his faithful wife,

Whom he most dearly,

Tenderly, and entirely

Beloved as his life,

Minding in secret for to try her patient heart,

Thereby her foes to disgrace,

Thinking to show her a hard, discourteous part,

That men might pity her case:

Great with child the lady was,

And at the last it came to pass

Two goodly children at one birth she had;

A son and a daughter God had sent,

Which did their mother well content,

And which did make their fathers heart full glad.

Great royal feasting

Was at these childrens christning,

And princely triumph made:

Six weeks together

All the nobles that came thither

Were entertaind and stayd.

And when that all the pleasant sporting quite was done

The marquess a messenger sent

For his young daughter and his pretty smiling son.

Declaring his full intent

How that the babes must murdered be,

For so the marquess did decree.

Come, let me have the children then he said.

With that fair Grissel wept full sore:

She wrung her hands and said no more,

My gracious lord must have his will obeyd.

* * * * * *

My nobles murmur,

Fair Grissel, at thy honour,

And I no joy can have

Till thou be banished

Both from my court and presence,

As they unjustly crave.

Thou must be strippd out of thy stately garments all.

And as thou camst to me,

In homely grey, instead of his and purest pall,

Now all thy clothing must be.

My lady thou must be no more.

Nor I thy lord, which grieves me sore:  

The poorest life must now content thy mind.

A groat to thee I dare not give,

Thee to maintain while I do live;

Against my Grissel such great foes I find.

* * * * * *

And in the morning,

When as they should be wedded,



Her patience then was tried:

Grissel was charged

Herself in friendly manner

For to attire the bride.

Most willingly she gave consent to do the same:

The bride in bravery was drest;

And presently the noble marquess thither came,

With all his lords, at his request.

O, Grissel, I will ask of thee,

If to this match thou wilt agree?

Methinks thy looks are waxed wondrous coy.

With that they all began to smile,

And Grissel, she replied the while,

God send lord marquess many years of joy!



The marquess was moved

To see his best beloved

Thus patient in distress:

He steppd unto her,

And by the hand he took her;

These words he did express.

Thou art my bride, and all the brides I mean to have:

These two thine own children be!

The youthful lady on her knees did blessing crave,

Her brother as well as she.

And you that envy her estate,

Whom I have made my chosen mate,

Now blush for shame, and honour virtuous life.

The chronicles of lasting fame

Shall evermore extol the name

Of Patient Grissel, my most constant wife.



FINIS


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
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GWALTER: Marquess of Saluzzo.
MARQUESS OF PAVIA: his brother.
ONOPHRIO, FARNEZE, URCENZE: Suitors to Julia.
MARIO, LEPIDO: Courtiers.
EMULO: a fantastic gallant.
FURIO: attendant on Gwalter.
SIR OWEN AP MEREDITH: a Welsh knight.
RICE: servant to Sir Owen.
JANICULO: a basket-maker, father to Grissil.
LAUREO: a poor scholar, his son.
BABULO: the Clown, servant to Janiculo.
GRISSIL: daughter to Janiculo.
JULIA: sister to Gwalter.
GWENTHYAN: a Welsh widow.

Two Ladies.
Huntsmen, attendants, &c.
The scene lies in and near Saluzzo.

This list of characters is not in the old copy.


ACT I.


SCENE I.  The country near Saluzzo.
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ENTER THE MARQUESS, PAVIA, MARIO, LEPIDO, and. huntsmen; all like hunters. A noise of horns within.

Mar. Look you so strange, my hearts, to see our limbs
Thus suited in a hunters livery?
Oh! tis a lovely habit, when green youth,
Like to the flowery blossom of the spring,
Conforms his outward habit to his mind.
Look how yon one-eyd waggoner of heaven
Hath, by his horses fiery-winged hoofs,
Burst ope the melancholy jail of night;
And with his gilt beams cunning alchymy
Turnd all these clouds to gold, who, with the winds
Upon their misty shoulders, bring in day.
Then sully not this morning with foul looks,
But teach your jocund spirits to ply the chase,
For hunting is a sport for emperors.

Pa. We know it is; and, therefore, do not throw
On these, your pastimes, a contracted brow.
How swift youths bias runs to catch delights,
To me is not unknown: no, brother Gwalter,
When you were wood by us to choose a wife,
This day you vowd to wed; but now I see
Your promises turn all to mockery.

Lep. This day yourself appointed to give answer
To all those neighbour princes, who in love
Offer their daughters, sisters, and allies,
In marriage to your hand. Yet, for all this,
The hour being come that calls you to your choice,
You stand prepard for sport, and start aside
To hunt poor deer, when you should seek a bride;

Mar. Nay, come Mario, your opinion too;
He had need of ten mens wit that goes to woo.

Ma. First satisfy these princes, who expect
Your gracious answer to their embassies;
Then may you freely revel: now you fly
Both from your own vows, and their amity.

Mar. How much your judgments err! Who gets a wife
Must, like a huntsman, beat untrodden paths,
To gain the flying presence of his love.
Look how the yelping beagles spend their mouths,
So lovers do their sighs; and as the deer
Outstrips the active hound, and oft turns back
To note the angry visage of her foe,
Who, greedy to possess so sweet a prey,
Never gives over till he seize on her,
So fares it with coy dames, who, great with scorn,
Fly the care-pined hearts that sue to them;
Yet on that feigned flight, love conquering them,
They cast an eye of longing back again,
As who would say, be not dismayd with frowns,
For though our tongues speak no, our hearts sound yea;
Or, if not so, before theyll miss their lovers,
Their sweet breaths shall perfume the amorous air,
And brave them still to run in beautys chase.
Then can you blame me to be hunter like,
When I must get a wife? but be content;
So youll engage your faith by oath to us,
Your wills shall answer mine, my liking yours,
And, that no wrinkle on your cheeks shall ride,
This day the marquess vows to choose a bride.

Pa. Even by my honour  

Mar. Brother, be advisd.
The importunity of you and these
Thrusts my free thoughts into the yoke of love,
To groan under the load of marriage.  
Since, then, you throw this burthen on my youth,
Swear to me, whomsoever my fancy choose,
Of what descent, beauty, or birth she be,
Her you shall like and love, as you love me.

Pa. Now, by my birth I swear, wed whom you please.
And Ill embrace her with a brothers arm.

Lep. Mario and myself to your fair choice
Shall yield all duties and true reverence.

Mar. Your protestations please me jollily.
Lets ring a hunters peal, and in the ears
Of our swift forest citizens proclaim
Defiance to their lightness. Our sports done,
The venison that we kill shall feast our bride.
If she prove bad, Ill cast all blame on you;
But if sweet peace succeed this amorous strife,
Ill say my wit was best to choose a wife.  [Exeunt.

As they go in, horns sound, and hallooing within: that done, enter JANICULO, GEISSIL, and BABULO, with two baskets begun to be wrought.

Bab. Old master, heres a morning able to make us work tooth and nail (marry, then, we must have victuals): the sun hath playd bo-peep in the element any time these two hours, as I do some mornings when you call. What, Babulo! say you.  Here, master, say I; and then this eye opens, yet don is the mouse  lie still. What, Babulo! says Grissil.  Anon, say I; and then this eye looks up, yet down I snug again. What, Babulo! say you again; and then I start up, and see the sun, and then sneeze, and then shake mine ears, and then rise, and then get my breakfast, and then fall to work, and then wash my hands, and by this time I am ready. Heres your basket; and, Grissil, heres yours.

Jan. Fetch thine own, Babulo: lets ply our business.

Bab. God send me good luck, master.

Gri. Why, Babulo, whats the matter?

Bab. God forgive me t I think I shall not eat a peck of salt: I shall not live long, sure. I should be a rich man by right, for they never do good deeds but when they see they must die; and I have now a monstrous stomach to work, because I think I shall not live long.

Jan. Go, fool: cease this vain talk, and fall to work.

Bab. Ill hamper somebody if I die, because I am a basket-maker.  [Exit.

Jan. Come, Grissil, work, sweet girl. Here the warm sun
Will shine on us; and, when his fires begin,
Well cool our sweating brows in yonder shade.

Gri. Father, methinks it doth not fit a maid,
By sitting thus in view, to draw mens eyes
To stare upon her: might it please your age,
I could be more content to work within.

Jan. Indeed, my child, mens eyes do now-a-days
Quickly take fire at the least spark of beauty;
And if those flames be quenchd by chaste disdain,
Then their envenomd tongues, alack! do strike,
To wound her fame whose beauty they did like.

Gri. I will avoid their darts, and work within.

Jan. Thou needst not: in a painted coat goes sin,
And loves those that love pride. None looks on thee;
Then, keep me company. How much unlike
Are thy desires to many of thy sex!
How many wantons in Salucia
Frown like the sullen night, when their fair faces
Are hid within doors; but, got once abroad,
Like the proud sun they spread their staring beams:
They shine out to be seen; their loose eyes tell
That in their bosoms wantonness doth dwell.
Thou canst not do so, Grissil; for thy sun
Is but a star, thy star a spark of fire,
Which hath no power tinflame doting desire.
Thy silks are threadbare russets; all thy portion
Is but an honest name; that gone, thou art dead
Though dead thou livst, that being unblemished.

Gri. If to die free from shame be neer to die,
Then Ill be crownd with immortality.

Jan. Pray God thou mayest: yet, child, my jealous soul
Trembles through fears, so often as mine eyes
See our duke court thee, and when to thine ears
He tunes sweet love-songs. Oh, beware, my Grissil;
He can prepare his way with gifts of gold;
Upon his breath winged promotion flies.
Oh, my dear girl, trust not his sorceries.
Did he not seek the shipwreck of thy fame,
Why should he send his tailors to take measure
Of Grissils body, but as one should say,
If thou wilt be the marquess concubine,
Thou shalt wear rich attires: but they that think
With costly garments sins black face to hide,
Wear naked bravery and ragged pride.

Gri. Good father, do not shake your age with fears.
Although the marquess sometimes visit us,
Yet all his words and deeds are like his birth,
Steepd in true honour; but admit they were not,
Before my soul look black with speckled sin
My hands shall make me pale deaths underling.

Jan. The music of those words sweetens mine ears.
Come, girl, lets faster work; time apace wears.

[Re ]Enter BABULO with his work.

Gri. Come, Babulo; why hast thou staid so long?

Bab. Nay, why are you so short? Master, heres money I took, since I went, for a cradle. This year I think be leap year, for women do nothing but buy cradles. By my troth, I think the world is at an end, for as soon as we be born we marry; as soon as we marry we get children (by hook or by crook gotten they are); children must have cradles, and as soon as they are in them they hop out of them; for I have seen little girls, that yesterday had scarce a hand to make them ready, the next day had worn wedding-rings on their fingers, so that, if the world do not end, we shall not live one by another. Basket-making, as all other trades, runs to decay, and shortly we shall not be worth a button; for none in this cutting age sew true stitches but tailors and shoemakers, and yet now and then they tread their shoes awry too.

Jan. Let not thy tongue go so: sit down to work,
And, that our labour may not seem so long,
Well cunningly beguile it with a song.

Bab. Do, master, for thats honest cozenage.

THE SONG.

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers?
Oh, sweet content!
Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplexed?
Oh, punishment!
Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vexed
To add to golden numbers, golden numbers?
O, sweet content! O, sweet, &c.

Foot. Work apace, apace, apace, apace;
Honest labour bears a lovely face;
Then hey noney, noney, hey noney, noney.

Canst drink the waters of the crisped spring?
O, sweet content!
Swimst thou in wealth, yet sinkst in thine own tears?
O, punishment!
Then he that patiently wants burden bears,
No burden bears, but is a king, a king!
O, sweet content! &c.

Foot. Work apace, apace, &c.

Enter LAUREO.

Bab. Weep, master; yonder comes your son.

Jan. Laureo, my son! oh, Heaven, let thy rich hand
Pour plenteous showers of blessing on his head!

Lau. Treble the number fall upon your age.
Sister!

Gri. Dear brother Laureo, welcome home.

Bab. Master Laureo, Janiculos son, welcome home. How do the nine muses  Pride, Covetousness, Envy, Sloth, Wrath, Gluttony, and Lechery? You, that are scholars, read how they do.

Lau. Muses! these, fool, are the seven deadly sins.

Bab. Are they? mass, methinks its better serving them than your nine muses, for they are stark beggars.

Jan. Often I have wishd to see you here.

Lau. It grieves me that you see me here so soon.

Jan. Why, Laureo, dost thou grieve to see thy father, Or dost thou scorn me for my poverty?

Bab. He needs not, for he looks like poor John himself. Eight to a neck of mutton  is not that your commons?  and a cue of bread.

Lau. Father, I grieve my young years to your age Should add more sorrow.

Jan. Why, son, whats the matter?

Lau. That which to think on makes me desperate.
I, that have chargd my friends, and from my father
Pulld more than he could spare; I, that have livd
These nine years at the university,
Must now, for this worlds devil, this angel of gold,
Have all those days and nights to beggary sold:
Through want of money what I want I miss.
Who is more scornd than a poor scholar is?

Bab. Yes, three things  age, wisdom, and basketmakers.

Gri. Brother, what mean these words?

Lau. Oh, I am mad
To think how much a scholar undergoes,
And in the end reaps nought but penury!
Father, I am enforcd to leave my book,
Because the study of my book doth leave me
In the lean arms of lank necessity.
Having no shelter, ah me! but to fly
Into the sanctuary of your aged arms.

Bab. A trade, a trade! follow basket-making: leave books, and turn blockhead.

Jan. Peace, fool. Welcome, my son: though I am poor,
My love shall not be so. Go, daughter Grissil,
Fetch water from the spring to seeth our fish,
Which yesterday I caught; the cheer is mean,
But be content. When I have sold these baskets,
The money shall be spent to bid thee welcome.
Grissil, make haste; run and kindle fire.

[Exit GRISSIL.

Bab. Go, Grissil; Ill make fire, and scour the kettle: its a hard world when scholars eat fish upon flesh days.

[Exit BABULO.

Lau. Ist not a shame for me, that am a man,
Nay more, a scholar, to endure such need,
That I must prey on him whom I should feed.

Jan. Nay, grieve not, son; better have felt worse woe.
Come, sit by me. While I work to get bread,
And Grissil spin us yam to clothe our backs,
Thou shalt read doctrine to us for the soul.
Then, what shall we three want? nothing, my son;
For when we cease from work, even in that while,
My song shall charm griefs ears, and care beguile.

[Re-Enter GRISSIL, running, with a pitcher.

Gri. Father, as I was running to fetch water,
I saw the marquess, with a gallant train,
Come riding towards us. Oh, see where they come!

Enter MARQUESS, PAVIA, MARIO, LEPIDO, two ladies, and some other attendants.

Mar. See where my Grissil (and her father) is!
Methinks her beauty, shining through those weeds,
Seems like a bright star in the sullen night.
How lovely poverty dwells on her back!
Did but the proud world note her as I do,
She would cast off rich robes, forswear rich state,
To clothe them in such poor habiliments.
Father, good fortune ever bless thine age.

Jan. All happiness attend my gracious lord.

Mar. And what wish you, fair maid?  

Gri. That your high thoughts
To your contentment may be satisfied.

Mar. Thou wouldst wish so, knewst thou for what I come.  
Brother of Pavia, behold this virgin.  
Mario, Lepido, is she not fair?

Pa. Brother, I have not seen so mean a creature,
So full of beauty.

Mar. Were but Grissils birth
As worthy as her form, she might be held
A fit companion for the greatest state.

Lau. O, blindness! So that men may beauty find,
They neer respect the beauties of the mind.

Mar. Father Janiculo, whats he that speaks?

Jan. A poor despised scholar, and my son.

Mar. This is no time to hold dispute with scholars.
Tell me, in faith, old man, what dost thou think,
Because the marquess visits thee so oft?

Jan. The will of princes subjects must not search:
Let it suffice your grace is welcome here.

Mar. And Ill requite that welcome, if I live.  
Grissil, suppose a man should love you dearly,
As I know some that do, would you agree
To quittance true affection with the like?

Gri. None is so fond to fancy poverty.

Mar. I say there is.  Come, lords, stand by my side.
Nay, brother, you are sped, and have a wife;
Then give us leave, that are all bachelors.  
Now, Grissil, eye us well, and give your verdict,
Which of us three you hold the properest man?

Gri. I have no skill to judge proportions.

Mar. Nay, then you jest. Women have eagles eyes
To pry even to the heart; and why not you?
Come, we stand fairly; freely speak your mind,
For, by my birth, he whom thy choice shall bless
Shall be thy husband.

Ma. What intends your grace?

Lep. My lord, I have vowd to lead a single life.

Mar. A single life! this cunning cannot serve.
Do not I know you love her? I have heard
Your passions spent for her, your sighs for her.
Mario to the wonder of her beauty
Compild a sonnet.

Ma. I, my lord, write sonnets?

Mar. You did entreat me to entreat her father,
That you might have his daughter to your wife.

Lep. To any one I willingly resign
All interest in her which doth look like mine.

Ma. My lord, I swear she neer shall be my bride.
I hope shell swear so, too, being thus denied.

Mar. Both of you turnd apostates in love!
Nay then, Ill play the cryer: once, twice, thrice!
Speak, or shes gone else. No?  since twill not be,
Since you are not for her, yet shes for me.

Pa. What mean you, brother?

Mar. Faith, no more but this;
By loves most wondrous metamorphosis,
To turn this maid into your brothers wife.
Nay, sweet heart, look not strange s I do not jest,
But to thine ears mine amorous thoughts impart;
Gwalter protests he loves you with his heart.

Lau. The admiration of such happiness
Makes me astonishd.

Gri. Oh, my gracious lord,
Humble not your high state to my low birth,
Who am not worthy to be held your slave,
Much less your wife.

Mar. Grissil, that shall suffice,
I count thee worthy.  Old Janiculo,
Art thou content that I shall be thy son?

Jan. I am unworthy of so great a good.

Mar. Tush, tush! talk not of worth: in honest terms,
Tell me if I shall have her? for, by Heaven,
Unless your free consent allow my choice,
To win ten kingdoms Ill not call her mine.
Whats thy sons name?

Jan. Laureo, my gracious lord.

Mar. Ill have both your consents.  I tell ye, lords,
I have wooed the virgin long: oh, many an hour
Have I been glad to steal from all your eyes
To come disguisd to her. I swear to you,
Beauty first made me love, and virtue woo.
I lovd her lowliness, but when I tried
What virtues were entempled in her breast,
My chaste heart swore that she should be my bride.
Say, father, must I be forsworn or no?

Jan. What to my lord seems best, to me seems so.

Mar. Laureo, whats your opinion?

Lau. Thus, my lord:
If equal thoughts durst both your states confer,
Hers is too low, and you too high for her.

Mar. What says fair Grissil now?

Gri. This doth she say:
As her old father yields to your dread will,
So she her fathers pleasure must fulfil.
If old Janiculo make Grissil yours,
Grissil must not deny; yet had she rather
Be the poor daughter still of her poor father.

Mar. Ill gild that poverty, and make it shine
With beams of dignity: this base attire
These ladies shall tear off, and deck thy beauty
In robes of honour, that the world may say
Virtue and beauty was my bride to-day.

Ma. This mean choice will distain your nobleness.

Mar. No more, Mario: then, it doth disgrace
The sun to shine on me.

Lep. Shes poor, and base.

Mar. Shes rich; for virtue beautifies her face.

Pa. What will the world say, when the trump of fame
Shall sound your high birth with a beggars name?

Mar. The world still looks asquint, and I deride
His purblind judgment: Grissil is my bride.  
Janiculo, and Laureo, father, brother,
You and your son, graced with our royal favour,
Shall live to outwear time in happiness.

[Re]Enter BABULO.

Bab. Master, I have made a good fire. Sirrha Grissil, the fish  

Jan. Fall on thy knees, thou fool: see, heres our duke.

Bab. I have not offended him; therefore Ill not duck an he were ten dukes. Ill kneel to none but God and my prince.

Lau. This is thy prince. Be silent, Babulo.

Bab. Silence is a virtue: marry, tis a dumb virtue. I love virtue that speaks, and has a long tongue, like a bell-weather, to lead other virtues after it. If he be a prince, I hope he is not prince over my tongue. Snails! wherefore come all these? Master, heres not fish enough for us. Sirrha Grissil, the fire burns out.

Mar. Tell me, my love, what pleasant fellow is this?

Gri. My aged fathers servant, my gracious lord.

Bab. How? my love! master, a word to the wise, scilicet me, my love.

Mar. Whats his name?

Bab. Babulo, sir, is my name.

Mar. Why dost thou tremble so? we are all thy friends.

Bab. Its hard, sir, for this motley jerkin to find friendship with this fine doublet.

Mar. Janiculo, bring him to court with thee.

Bab. You may be ashamed to lay such knavish burden upon old ages shoulders: but I see they are stooping a little; all cry down with him. He shall not bring me, sir; Ill carry myself.

Mar. I pray thee do: Ill have thee live at court.

Bab. I have a better trade, sir -basket-making.

Mar. Grissil, I like thy mans simplicity:
Still shall he be thy servant  Babulo, Grissil, thy mistress, now shall be my wife.

Bab. I think, sir, I am a fitter husband for her.

Mar. Why shouldst thou think [so]? I will make her rich.

Bab. Thats all one, sir: beggars are fit for beggars, gentlefolks for gentlefolks. I am afraid that this wonder of the rich loving the poor will last but nine days.  Old master, bid this merry gentleman home to dinner.  You shall have a good dish of fish, sir.  And thank him for his good will to your daughter Grissil; for Ill be hanged if he do not, as many rich cogging merchants now-a-days do, when they have got what they would, give her the bells, let her fly.

Gri. Oh, bear, ray lord, with his intemperate tongue.

Mar. Grissil, I take delight to hear him talk.

Bab. Ay, ay; you are best take me up for your fool. Are not you he that came speaking so to Grissil here? Do you remember how I knockd you once, for offering to have a lick at her lips?

Mar. I do remember it, and for thy pains A golden recompense Ill give to thee.

Bab. Why do, and Ill knock you as often as you list.

Mar. Grissil, this merry fellow shall be mine.
But we forget ourselves; the day grows old.
Come, lords, cheer up your looks, and with fair smiles
Grace our intended nuptials. Time may
Come, When all-commanding love your hearts subdue,
The marquess may perform as much for you.
[Exeunt.


ACT II.


SCENE I.  An open place in the City of Saluzzo.
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ENTER FARNEZE, URCENZE; and RICE meeting them, running.

Far. Rice! How now, man? whither art thou galloping?

Rice. Faith, even to find a full manger; my teeth water till I be munching. I have been at the cutlers to bid him bring away Sir Owens rapier, and I am ambling home thus fast, for fear I am driven to fast.

Urc. But, sirrah Rice, whens the day? will not thy master, Sir Owen, and Signor Emulo fight?

Rice. No; for Signor Emulo has warnd my master to the court of conscience, and theres an order set down that the coward shall pay my master good words weekly, till the debt of his choler be run out.

Far. Excellent! But did not Emulo write a challenge to Sir Owen?

Rice. No: he sent a terrible one; but he gave a sexton of a church a groat to write it, and he set his mark to it, for the gull can neither write nor read.

Urc. Ha, ha! not write and read! why, I have seen him pull out a bundle of sonnets, written, and read them to ladies.

Far. He got them by heart, Urcenze, and so deceivd the poor souls, as a gallant whom I know cozens others; for my brisk spangled baby will come into a stationers shop, call for a stool and a cushion, and then asking for some Greek poet, to him he falls, and there he grumbles God knows what, but Ill be sworn he knows not so much as one character of the tongue.

Rice. Why, then its Greek to him.

Far. Ha, ha! Emulo not write and read!

Rice. Not a letter, an you would hang him.

Urc. Then hell never be saved by his book.

Rice. No, nor by his good works, for hell do none. Signors both, I commend you to the skies; I commit you to God. Adieu.

Far. Nay, sweet Rice, a little more.

Rice. A little more will make me a great deal less. Housekeeping, you know, is out of fashion; unless I ride post, I kiss the post. In a word, Ill tell you all: challenge was sent, answered no fight, no kill, all friends, all fools, Emulo coward, Sir Owen brave man. Farewell: dinner, hungry, little cheer, great, great stomach, meat, meat, meat, mouth, mouth, mouth! adieu, adieu, adieu!
[Exit.

Urc. Ha, ha! adieu, Rice. Sir Owen, belike, keeps a lean kitchen.

Far. What else, man? thats one of the miserable vows he makes when hes dubbed; yet he doth but as many of his brother knights do, keep an ordinary table for him and his long coat follower.

Urc. That long coat makes the master a little king; for, wheresoever his piece of a follower comes hopping after him, hes sure of a double guard.

Far. Ill set some of the pages upon thy skirts for this, Urc. I shall feel them no more than so many fleas; therefore I care not. But, Farneze, youll prove a most accomplishd coxcomb.

Far. Ah, old touch, lad! this younker is right Trinidado, pure leaf tobacco, for indeed hes nothing: puff, reek; and would be tried, not by God and his country, but by fire, the very soul of his substance, and needs would convert into smoke.

Urc. Hes steel to the back, you see, for he writes challenges.

Far. True, and iron to the head. Oh, theres a rich leaden mineral amongst his brains, if his skull were well diggd. Sirrah Urcenze, this is one of those changeable silk gallants, who, in a very scurvy pride, scorn all scholars and read no books but a looking-glass, and speak no language but sweet lady, and sweet signior, and chew between their teeth terrible words, as though they would conjure, as compliment, and projects, and  fastidious, and capricious, and  misprision, and the sintheresis of the soul, and such like raise-velvet terms.

Urc. What be the accoutrements of these gallants?

Far. Indeed, thats one of their fustian, outlandish phrases, too. Marry, sir, their accoutrements are all the fantastic fashions that can be taken up, either upon trust or at second hand.

Urc. What their qualities?

Far. None good: these are the best  to make good faces, to take tobacco well, to spit well, to laugh like a waiting gentlewoman, to lie well, to blush for nothing, to look big upon little fellows, to scoff with a grace, though they have a very filthy grace in scoffing; and, for a need, to ride pretty and well.

Urc. They cannot choose but ride well, because every good wit rides well.

Far. Heres the difference; that they ride upon horses, and when they are ridden, they are spurred for asses. So they can cry wighee! and holloa, kicking jade! they care not if they have no more learning than a jade.

Urc. No more of these jadish tricks: here comes the hobby-horse.

Far. Oh, he would dance a morrice rarely, if he were hung with bells.

Urc. He would jangle villanously.

Far. Peace! Lets encounter them.

Enter EMULO, and SIR OWEN talking; RICE after them, eating secretly.

Sir Ow. By Cod, Sir Emulo, Sir Owen is clad out o cry, because is friends with hur, for Sir Owen sware  did hur not swear, Rice?

Rice. Yes, forsooth.  [Spits out his meat.

Sir Ow. By Cod is swear terrible to knog hur pade, and fling hur spingle legs at plum trees, when hur come to fall to hur tagger and fencing trigs. Yes, faith, and to breag hur shins; did hur not, Rice?  

Rice. Yes, by my troth, sir.

Sir Ow. By Cods udge me, is all true; and to give hur a great teal of bloody nose, because, Sir Emulo, you shallenge the Pritish knight. Rice, you know, Sir Owen, shentleman first, and secondly knight. What a pox ail you, Rice? is shoke now?  

Rice. No, sir: I have my five senses, and am as well as any man.  

Sir Ow. [To EMULO.] Well, here is hand: now is mighty friends.

Emu. Sir Owen  

Far. [Aside to URCENZE.] NOW the gallimaufry of language comes in.

Emu. I protest to you, the magnitude of my condolement hath been elevated the higher to see you and myself, two gentlemen  

Sir Ow. Nay, tis well known Sir Owen is good shentleman, is not, Rice?

Rice. He that shall deny it, sir, Ill make him eat his words.

Emu. Good friend, I am not in the negative: be not so capricious  you misprize me  my collocution tendeth to Sir Owens dignifying.

Far. [Aside to URCENZE.] Lets step in. [To them.] God save you, Signor Emulo.

Urc. Well encounterd, Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. Owe! how do you? Sir Emulo is friends out a cry now; but Emulos, take heed you match no more love trigs to widow Gwenthyans. By Cod udge me, that do so must knog hur, see you now!

Emu. Not so tempestuous, sweet knight. Though to my disconsolation, I will oblivionize my love to the Welsh widow, and do here proclaim my delinquishment; but, sweet signior, be not too Diogenical to me.

Sir Ow. Ha? ha? is know not what genicalls mean; but Sir Owen will genicall hur, and hur tage hur genicalling Gwenthyan.

Far. Nay, faith, well have you sound friends, indeed; otherwise, you know, Signor Emulo, if you should bear all the wrongs, you would be out-Atlassed.

Emu. Most true.

Sir Ow. By Cod, is out a cry friends. But harg, Fameze, Urcenze, tawg a great teal to Emulos. Owen is great teal of friends. [To FARNEZE]. Ha! ha! is tell fine admirable shest: by Cod, Emulos, for fear Sir Owen knog hur shins, is tell Sir Owen by tozen shentlemen, her poots is put about with laths: ha, ha! Serge hur, serge hur.

Far. No more; tell Urcenze of it.  Why should you two fall out for the love of a woman, considering what store we have of them? Sir Emulo, I gratulate your peace: your company you know is precious to us, and well be merry, and ride abroad. Before God, now I talk of riding, Sir Owen, methinks, has an excellent boot.

Urc. His leg graces the boot.

Sir Ow. By Cod, is fine leg, and fine poot too; but Emulos leg is petter, and finer, and shenglier skin to wear.

Emu. I bought them of a penurious cordwainer, and they are the most incongruent that eer I ware.

Sir Ow. Congruent t splood! what leather is congruent? Spanish leather?

Emu. Ha! ha! Well, gentlemen, I have other projects beckon for me: I must disgress from this bias, and leave you. Accept, I beseech you, of this vulgar and domestic compliment.

[Whilst they are saluting, Sir Owen gets to EMULOS leg, and pulls down his boot.

Sir Ow. Pray, Emulos, let hur see hur congruent leather. Ha! ha! how! what a pox is here? ha! ha! is mage a wall to hur shins for keep hur warm.

Far. Whats here? laths! Wheres the lime and hair, Emulo?

Rice. Oh, rare! is this to save his shins?

Sir Ow. Ha! ha! Riee, go call Gwenthyan.

Rice. I will, master. Dahoma, Gwenthyan! Dahoma!

Sir Ow. A pogs on hur! go fedge her, and call her within.

Rice. I am gone, sir.  [Exit RICE.

Far. Nay, Sir Owen, what mean you?

Sir Ow. By Cod, is mean to let Gwenthyan see what booby fool love her. A pogs on you!

Emu. Sir Owen, and signors both, do not expatiate my obloquy; my love shall be so fast conglutinated to you.

Sir Ow. Cods plood! you call her gluttons? Gwenthyan! so ho, Gwenthyan!

Emu. Ill not disgest this pill.  Signors, adieu! You are fastidious, and I banish you.

[Exit EMULO.

Far. Gods so, here comes the widow; but, in faith, Sir Owen, say nothing of this.

Sir Ow. No go to them: by Cod, Sir Owen bear as prave mind as emperor.

Enter GWENTHYAN.

Gwe. Who calls Gwenthyan so great teal of time?

Urc. Sweet widow, even your countryman here.

Sir Ow. Belly the ruddo whee: wrage witho mandag eny mou du ac whellock en wea awh.

Gwe. Sir Owen, gramarcye whee: Gwenthyan mandage eny, ac wellock en thawen en ryn mogh.

Far. Mundage! Thlawen! oh, my good widow, gabble that we understand you, and have at you.

Sir Ow. Have at her! nay, by Cod, is no have at her to. Is tawg in her Pritish tongue; for tis fine délicates tongue, I can tell hur.  Welsh tongue is finer as Greek tongue.

Far. A baked neates tongue is finer than both.

Sir Ow. But what says Gwenthyan now? will have Sir Owen? Sir Owen is known for a wisely man as any since Adam and Eves time; and that is, by Cods udge me, a great teal ago.

Urc. I think Solomon was wiser than Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. Solomons had pretty wit, but what say you to king Tavie? King Tavie, is well known, was as good musitions as the best fiddler in all Italy, and king Tavie was Sir Owens countryman: yes, truly, a Pritish shentleman porn, and did twinkle, twinkle, twinkle out ocry upon Welsh harp; and tis known Tavie love mistress Persabe, as Sir Owen loves Gwenthyan. Will hur have Sir Owen now?  

Far. Faith, widow, take him. Sir Owen is a tall man, I can tell you.

Sir Ow. Tall man, as Cod udge me: hur think the Prittish shentleman is faliant as Mars, that is (the fine knaves, the poets, say) the cod of pribles and prables. I hope, widow, you see little more in Sir Owen than in Sir Emulos. Say, shall hur have her now? tis faliant as can desire, I warrant hur.

Gwe. Sir Owen, Sir Owen; tis not for faliant Gwenthyan care so much, but for honest, and firtuous, and loving, and pundal to let her have her will.

Sir Ow. Cod udge me, tage her away to her husband, and is let her have her will out o cry; yet, by Cod, is pridle her well enough.

Gwe. Well, Sir Owen, Gwenthyan is going to her cousin Gwalter, the duke; for, you know, is her near cousin by marriage, by tother husband that pring her from Wales.

Sir Ow. By Cod, Wales is better country than Italy; a great teal so better.

Gwe. Now, if her cousin Gwalter say, Gwenthyan, tage this Pritish knight, shall love hur diggon; but must have her good will, marg you that, Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. Owe! whats else? Sir Owen marg that ferrywell. Yet shall tage her down quigly inough. Come, widow, will wag to the coward, now to her cousin, and bid her cousin tell hur mind of Sir Owen.

Gwe. Youll man Gwenthyan, Sir Owen?

Sir Ow. Yes, by Cod, and pravely too. Come, shentlemens, youll tage pains to go with her.

Far. Well follow you presently, Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. Come, widow. Un loddis glane Gwenthyari an mondu.

Gwe. Gramercy wheeh, am a mock honnoh.
[Exeunt.

Far. So, this will be rare. Sirrah Urcenze, at the marriage night of these two, instead of Io Hymen, we shall hear hey ho, Hymen! Their love will be like a great fire made of bay leaves, that yields nothing but cracking, noise, noise.

Urc. If she miss his crown, tis no matter for cracking.

Far. So she solder it again, it will pass current.

Enter ONOPHRIO and JULIA, walking over, the stage.

Urc. Peace! here comes our fair mistress.

Far. Lets have a fling at her.

Urc. So you may, but the hardness is to hit her.

Ono. Farewell.  Farneze, you attend well upon your mistress.

Jul. Nay, nay; their wages shall be of the same colour that their service is of.

Far. Faith, mistress, would you had travelled a little sooner this way, you should have seen a rare comedy acted by Emulo.

Urc. Every courteous mouth will be a stage for that. Rather tell her of the Welsh tragedy thats towards.

Jul. What tragedy?

Far. Sir Owen shall marry your cousin Gwenthyan.

Jul. Ist possible? ah, they two will beget brave warriors; for if she scold, hell fight, and if he quarrel, shell take up the bucklers. Shes fire, and hes brimstone; must not there be hot doings, then, think you?

Ono. Theyll prove turtles; for their hearts being so like they cannot chuse but be loving.  

Jul. Turtles! turkey cocks. For Gods love, lets entreat the duke, my brother, to make a law that, wheresoever Sir Owen and his lady dwell, the next neighbour may always be constable, lest the peace be broken for theyll do nothing but cry Arm! Arm!

Far. I think Sir Owen would rather die than lose her love.

Jul. So think not I.

Ono. I should for Julia, if I were Julias husband.

Jul. Therefore Julia shall not be Onophrios wife, for Ill have none die for me. I like not that colour.

Far. Yes; for your love you would, Julia.

Jul. No; nor yet for my hate, Farneze.

Urc. Would you not have men love you, sweet mistress?

Jul. No, not I; fye upon it, sweet servant.

Ono. Would you wish men to hate you?

Jul. Yes, rather than love me. Of all saints I love not to serve Mistress Venus.

Far. Then, I perceive you mean to lead apes in hell.

Jul. That spiteful proverb was proclaimd against them that are married upon earth; for to be married is to live in a kind of hell.

Far. Ay, as they do at barley-break.

Jul. Your wife is your ape, and that heavy burthen wedlock, your jack-an-apes clog; therefore, Ill not be tied tot. Master Fameze, sweet virginity is that invisible godhead, that turns [us] into angels, that makes us saints on earth, and stars in heaven: here virgins seem goodly, but there glorious: in heaven is no wooing, yet all there are lovely; in heaven are no weddings, yet all there are lovers.

Ono. Let us, sweet madam, turn earth into heaven by being all lovers here too.

Jul. So we do; to an earthly heaven we turn it.

Ono. Nay; but, dear Julia, tell us why so much you hate to enter into the lists of this same combat, matrix mony.

Jul. You may well call that a combat; for indeed marriage is nothing else but a battle of love, a friendly fighting, a kind of favourable, terrible war. But you err, Onophrio, in thinking I hate it: I deal by marriage as some Indians do [by] the sun, adore it, and reverence it, but dare not stare on it, for fear I be stark blind. You three are bachelors, and, being sick of this maidenhead, count all things bitter which the physic of a single life ministers unto you: you imagine, if you could make the arms of fair ladies the spheres of your hearts, good hearts! then you were in heaven. Oh, but, bachelors, take heed: you are no sooner in that heaven, but you straight slip into hell.

Far. As long as I have a beautiful lady to torment me, I care not.

Urc. Nor I; the sweetness of her looks shall make me relish any punishment.

Ono. Except the punishment of the horn, Urcenze; put that in.

Jul. Nay, he were best put that by. Lord, lord! see what unthrifts this love makes us! if he once but get into our mouths, he labours to turn our tongues to clappers, and to ring all in at Cupids church, when we were better to bite off our tongues, so we may thrust him out. Cupid is sworn enemy to time; and he that loseth time, I can tell you, loseth a friend.

Far. Ay, a bald friend.

Jul. Therefore, my good servants, if you wear my livery, cast off this loose upper coat of love: be ashamed to wait upon a boy, a wag, a blind boy, a wanton. My brother, the duke, wants our companies. Tis idleness and love make you captives to this solitariness: follow me, and love not, and Ill teach you how to find liberty.

All. We obey; to follow you, but not to love you: we renounce that obedience.  [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  The Palace of Saluzzo.
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ENTER THE MARQUESS and FURIO.

Mar. Furio.

Fu. My lord.

Mar. Thy faith I oft have tried, thy faith I credit,
For I have found it solid as the rock.
No babbling echo sits upon thy lips,
For silence, even in speech, doth seal them up.
Wilt thou be trusty, Furio, to thy lord?

Fu. I will.

Mar. It is enough: those words, I will,
Yield sweeter music than the gilded sounds,
Which chatting parrots, long-tongud sycophants,
Send from the organs of their syren voice.
Grissil, my wife, thou seest bear in her womb
The joy of marriage. Furio, I protest,
My love to her is as the heat to fire,
Her love to me as beauty to the sun,
Inseparable adjuncts: in one word,
So dearly love! Grissil, that my life
Shall end, when she doth end to be my wife.

Fu. Tis well done.

Mar. Yet is my bosom burnt up with desires
To try my Grissils patience. Ill put on
A wrinkled forehead, and turn both mine eyes
Into two balls of fire, and clasp my hand,
Like to a mace of iron, to threaten death;
But, Furio, when that hand lifts up to strike,
It shall fly open to embrace my love.
Yet Grissil must not know this: all my words
Shall smack of wormwood, all my deeds of gall;
My tongue shall jar, my heart be musical:
Yet Grissil must not know this.

Fu. Not for me.  

Mar. Furio, my trial is thy secresy.

Enter GRISSIL.
Yonder she comes: on goes this mask of frowns.
Tell her I am angry.  Men, men, try your wives;
Love that abides sharp tempests sweetly thrives.

Fu. My lord is angry.

Gri. Angry? the heavens forefend! with whom? for what? Is it with me?

Fu. Not me.

Gri. May I presume
To touch the vein of that sad discontent,
Which swells upon my dear lords angry brow?

Mar. Away, away!

Gri. Oh, chide me not away.
Your handmaid Grissil, with unvexed thoughts,
And with an unrepining soul, will bear
The burden of all sorrows, of all woe,
Before the smallest grief should wound you so.
Mar, I am not beholding to your love for this.
Woman, I love thee not: thine eyes to mine
Are eyes of basilisks; they murder me.  

Gri. Suffer me to part hence, Ill tear them out,
Because they work such treason to my love.

Mar. Talk not of love: I hate thee more than poison
That sticks upon the airs infected wings,
Exhald up by the hot breath of the sun.
Tis for thy sake that speckled infamy
Sits like a screech-owl on my honourd breast,
To make my subjects stare and mock at me.
They swear theyll never bend their awful knees
To the base issue of thy beggar womb
Tis for thy sake they curse me, rail at me.
Thinkst thou, then, I can love thee?  Oh, my soul!  
Why didst thou build this mountain of my shame!
Why lie my joys buried in Grissils name!

Gri. My gracious lord  

Mar. Call not me gracious lord.
See, woman, here hangs up thine ancestry,
The monuments of thy nobility;
This is thy russet gentry, coat and crest:
Thy earthen honours I will never hide,
Because this bridle shall pull in thy pride.

Gri. Poor Grissil is not proud of these attires;
They are to me but as your livery,
And from your humble servant, when you please,
You may take all this outside, which, indeed,
Is none of Grissils: her best wealth is need.
Ill cast this gayness off, and be content
To wear this russet bravery of my own,
For thats more warm than this. I shall look old
No sooner in coarse frieze, than cloth of gold.

Mar. [Aside.] Spite of my soul, shell triumph over me.  [He drops his glove.]

Fu. Your glove, ray lord.

Mar. Cast down my glove again.  
Stoop you for it, for I will have you stoop,
And kneel even to the meanest groom I keep.

Gri. Tis but my duty. If youll have me stoop
Even to your meanest groom, my lord, Ill stoop.

Mar. Furio, how slovenly thou goest attird.

Fu. Why so, my lord?

Mar. Look here, thy shoes are both untied.
Grissil, kneel you and tie them.

Fu. Pardon me.

Mar. Quickly, I charge you.

Gri. Friend, you do me wrong
To let me hold my lord in wrath so long.
Stand still, Ill kneel and tie them: what I do,
Furio, tis done to him, and not to you.
[She ties them.

Fu. Tis so.

Mar. Aside.] Oh, strange I oh, admirable patience!
I fear, when Grissils bones sleep in her grave,
The world a second Grissil neer will have.
[To her.] Now get you in.

Gri. I go, my gracious lord.

[Exit.

Mar. Didst thou not hear her sigh? did not one frown
Contract her beauteous forehead?

Fu. I saw none.

Mar. Did not one drop fall down from sorrows eyes
To blame my heart for these her injuries?  

Fu. Faith, not a drop. I fear shell frown on me,
For doing me service.

Mar. Furio, that Ill try.
My voice may yet oertake her. Grissil! Grissil!

[Re-] Enter GRISSIL.

Fu. She comes at first call.

Gri. Did my lord call?

Mar. Woman, I calld thee not.
I said this slave was like to Grissil, Grissil,
And must thou, therefore, come to torture me?
Nay, stay: heres a companion fit for you.
Thou vexest me, so doth this villain, too;
But ere the sun to his highest throne ascend,
My indignation in his death shall end.

Gri. Oh, pardon him, my lord; for mercys wings
Bear round about the world the fame of kings.
Temper your wrath, I beg it on my knee:
Forgive his fault, though youll not pardon me.

Mar. Thank her.

Fu. Thanks, madam.

Mar. I have not true power
To wound thee with denial. Oh, my Grissil,
How dearly should I love thee;
Yea, die to do thee good, but that my subjects
Upbraid me with thy birth, and call it base,
And grieve to see thy father and thy brother
Heavd up to dignities.

Gri. Oh, cast them down,.
And send poor Grissil poorly home again.
High cedars fall, when low shrubs safe remain.

Mar. Fetch me a cup of wine.  [Exit GRISSIL.

Enter at the same door, MARIO and LEPIDO.

Fu. Shes a saint, sure.

Mar. Ah, Furio, now Ill boast that I have found
An angel upon earth: she shall be crownd
The empress of all women.  Lepido,
Mario, what was she that passed by you?

Both. Your virtuous wife.

Mar. Call her not virtuous,
For I abhor her. Did not her swollen eyes
Look red with hate or scorn? Did she not curse
My name, or Furios name?

Ma. No, my dear lord.

Mar. For he and I raild at her, spit at her.
Ill burst her heart with sorrow; for I grieve
To see you grieve that I have wrongd my state
By loving one whose baseness now I hate.
[Re-] Enter GRISSIL with wine.

Mar. Come faster, if you can.  Forbear, Mario;
Tis but her office: what she does to me
She shall perform to any of you three.

Lep. I am glad to see her pride thus trampled on.

Mar. Now serve Mario, then serve Lepido;
And as you bow to me, so bend to them.

Gri. Ill not denyt to win a diadem.

Ma. Your wisdom I commend, that have the power
To raise or throw down, as you smile or lower.

Gri. Your patience I commend, that can abide
To hear a flatterer speak, yet never chide.

Mar. Hence, hence! dare you control them whom I grace?
Come not within my sight.

Gri. I will obey,
And, if you please, neer more behold the day. [Exit.

Mar. Furio.

Fu. My lord.

Mar. Watch her where she goes,
And mark how in her looks this trial shows.

Fu. I will.  [Exit.

Mar. Mario, Lepido, I loathe this Grissil,
As sick men loathe the bitterest potion
Which the physicians hand holds out to them.
For Gods sake, frown upon her when she smiles;
For Gods sake, smile for joy to see her frown;
For Gods sake, scorn her, call her beggars brat:
Torment her with your looks, your words, your deeds,
My heart shall leap for joy that her heart bleeds.
Wilt thou do this, Mario?

Ma. If you say,
Mario, do this, I must in it obey.

Mar. I know you must; so, Lepido, must you.
Tis well; but counsel me whats best to do  
How shall I please my subjects? Do but speak;
Ill do it, though Grissils heart in sunder break.

Lep. Your subjects do repine at nothing more,
Than to behold Janiculo, her father,
And her base brother lifted up so high.

Ma. To banish them from court were policy.

Mar. Oh, rare, oh, profound wisdom! dear Mario,
It forthwith shall be done: they shall not stay,
Though I may win by them a kingdoms sway.
[Exit.

Lep. Mario, laugh at this.

Ma. Why, so I do.
Headlong I had rather fall to misery,
Than see a beggar raisd to dignity.  [Exeunt.


ACT III.


SCENE I  A Chamber in the Palace of Saluzzo.
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ENTER BABULO, SINGING, with a boy after him.

Bab. Boy, how sits my rapier? la sol, la sol, &c.

Boy. It hangs as even as a chandlers beam.

Bab. Some of them deserve to hang upon a beam for that evenness. Boy, learn to give every man his due: give the hangman his due, for hes a necessary member.

Boy. Thats true, for he cuts off many wicked members.

Bab. Hes an excellent barber; he shaves most cleanly.
But, page, how dost thou like the court?

Boy. Prettily, and so.

Bab. Faith, so do I, prettily and so. I am weary of being a courtier, boy.

Boy. That you cannot be, master, for you are but a courtiers man.

Bab. Thou sayest true; and thou art the courtiers mans boy; so thou art a courtier in decimo sexto, in the least volume, or a courtier at the third hand, or a courtier by reversion, or a courtier three descents removed, or a courtier in minority, or an under courtier, or a courtier in posse, and I thy master in esse.

Boy. A posse ad esse non est argumentum, master.

Bab. Thou hast too much wit to be so little; but imitation, imitation is his good lord and master.

Enter JANICULO, LAUREO, and FURIO.

Jan. Banishd from court ; oh, what have we misdone?

Lau. What have we done, we must be thus disgraced?

Fu. I know not, but you are best pack: tis my lords will, and thats law. I must unease you: your best course is to fall to your own trades.  [Strips them.

Bab. Sirrah, what art thou? a broker?

Fu. No; bow then? I am a gentleman.

Bab. Thart a Jew, thart a pagan: how darst thou leave them without a cloak for the rain, when his daughter, and his sister, and my mistress, is the kings wife.

Fu. Go look, sirrah fool: my condition is to ship you too.

Bab. Theres a ship of fools ready to hoist sail; they stay but for a good wind and your company. Ha, ha, ha! I wonder, if all fools were banished, where thou wouldst take shipping.

Jan. Peace, Babulo: we are banishd from the court.

Bab. I am glad; it shall ease me of a charge here. As long as we have good clothes on our backs, tis no matter for our honesty; well live any where, and keep court in any corner.

Enter GRISSIL.

Jan. Oh, my dear Grissil!  

Gri. You from me are banishd;
But ere you leave the court, oh leave, I pray,
Your grief in Grissils bosom: let my cheeks
Be waterd with woes tears, for here and here,
And in the error of these wandring eyes
Began your discontent: had not I been
By nature painted thus, this had not been.
To leave the court and care be patient;
In your old cottage you shall find content.
Mourn not because these silks are taen away;
Youll seem more rich in a coarse gown of grey.

Fu. Will you be packing? when?

Jan. Friend, whats thy name?

Fu. Furio my name is; what of that?

Bab. Is thy name Fury? thou art half hangd, for thou hast an ill name.

Lau. Thy looks are like thy name: thy name and looks
Approve thy nature to be violent.

Gri. Brother, forbear: hes servant to my lord.

Bab. To him, master: spare him not an inch.

Lau. Princes are never pleasd with subjects sins,
But pity those whom they are sworn to smite,
And grieve as tender mothers, when they beat
With kind correction their unquiet babes;
So should their officers compassionate
The misery of any wretchs state.  

Fu. [Aside.] I must obey my master; though, indeed,
My heart, that seems hard, at their wrongs doth bleed.
[To them.] Pray get you gone. I say little, but you know my mind.

Bab. Little said is soon amended. Thou sayest but little, and that little will be mended soon; indeed, thats never, and so the proverb stands in his full strength, power, and virtue.

Enter MARQUESS, MARIO, LEPIDO, and attendants.

Fu. They will not go, my lord.

Mar. Will they not go?
Away with them! expel them from our court!
Base wretches, is it wrong to ask mine own?
Think you that my affection to my wife
Is greater than my love to public weal?
Do not my people murmur every hour,
That I have raisd you up to dignities?
Do not lewd minstrels, in their ribald rhymes,
Scoff at her birth, and descant on her dower?

Jan. Alas, my lord, you knew her state before.

Mar. I didand, from the bounty of my heart,
I robbd my wardrobe of all precious robes,
That she might shine in beauty like the sun;
And in exchange I hung this russet gown,
And this poor pitcher, for a monument
Amongst my costliest gems. See where they hang:
Grissil, look here; this gown is unlike to this.

Gri. My gracious lord, I know full well it is.

Bab. Grissil was as pretty a Grissil in the one, as in the other.

Mar. You have forgot these rags, this water-pot.

Gri. With reverence of your highness, I have not.

Bab. Nor I: many a good mess of water-gruel has that yielded us.

Mar. Yes, you are proud of these your rich attires.

Gri. Never did pride keep pace with my desires.

Mar. Well, get you on.  Part briefly with your farther.

Jan. Our parting shall be short.  Daughter, farewell!

Lau. Our parting shall be short.  Sister, farewell!

Bab. Our parting shall be short.  Grissil, farewell!

Jan. Remember thou didst live when thou wert poor,
And now thou dost but live.  Come, son, no more.

Mar. See them without the palace, Furio.

Fu. Good; yet tis bad [aside].
[Exeunt with FURIO.

Bab. Shall Furio see them out of the palace? do you turn us out of doors? you turn us out of doors then?

Mar. Hence with that fool. Mario, drive him home.

Bab. He shall not need: I am no ox nor ass; I can go without driving. For all his turning, I am glad of one thing.

Lep. Whats that, Babulo?

Bab. Mary, that he shall never hit us ith teeth with turning us, for tis not a good turn. Follower, I must cashier you: I must give over housekeeping; tis the fashion. Farewell, boy.

Boy. Marry, farewell, and be hangd.

Bab. I am glad thou takst thy death so patiently.
Farewell, my lord: adieu, my lady. Great was the wisdom of that tailor that stitchd me in motley, for hes a fool that leaves basket-making to turn courtier. I see my destiny dogs me: at first I was a fool, for I was born an innocent; then I was a traveller, and then a basketmaker, and then a courtier, and now I must turn basket-maker and fool again: the one I am sworn to, but the fool I bestow upon the world, for, stultorum plena sunt omnia, adieu, adieu.  [Exit.

Mar. Farewell, simplicity; part of my shame, farewell.
Now, lady, what say you of their exile?

Gri. Whatever you think good Ill not term vile.
By this rich burthen in my worthless womb,  
Your handmaid is so subject to your will,
That nothing which you do to her seems ill.

Mar. I am glad you are so patient. Get you in.
[Exit Grissil.
Thy like will never be, never hath been.
Mario! Lepido!

Ma and Lep. My gracious lord.

Mar. The hand of poverty held down your states
As it did Grissils; and as her I raisd
To shine in greatness sphere, so did mine eye
Throw gilt beams of your births; therefore, methinks,
Your soul should sympathize, and you should know
What passions in my Grissils bosom flow.
Faith, tell me your opinions of my wife.

Lep. She is as virtuous, and as patient
As innocence, as patience itself.

Ma. She merits much of love, little of hate:
Only in birth she is unfortunate.

Mar. Ay, ay; the memory of that birth doth kill me.
She is with child, you see: her travail past,
I am determined she shall leave the court,
And live again with old Janiculo.

Both. Wherein you shew true wisdom.

Mar. Do I, indeed? [aside.]
Dear friends, it shall be done. Ill have you two
Rumour that presently to the wide ears
Of that news-loving beast, the multitude:
Go, tell them for their sakes this shall be done.

Ma. With wings we fly.

Lep. Swifter than time we run.
[Exeunt.

Mar. Begone, then.  Oh, these limes! these impious times!
How swift is mischief! with what nimble feet
Doth envy gallop to do injury!
They both confess my Grissils innocence,
They both admire her wondrous patience,
Yet, in their malice, and to flatter me,
Headlong they run to this impiety.
Oh, whats this world but a confused throng
Of fools and madmen, crowding in a thrust
To shoulder out the wise, trip down the just!
But I will try by self-experience,
And shun the vulgar sentence of the base.
If I find Grissil strong in patience,
These flatterers shall be wounded with disgrace;
And whilst verse lives the fame shall never die
Of Grissils patience, and her constancy.
[Exit.


SCENE II.  The country near Saluzzo.
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ENTER URCENZE AND ONOPHRIO at several doors, and

FARNEZE in the midst.

Far. Onophrio and Urcenze, early met. Every man take his staud, for there comes a most rich purchase of mirth; Emulo, with his hand in a fair scarf, and Julia, with whom he sighs apace, and, therefore, I am sure he lies apace.

Ono. His arm in a scarf! has he been fighting?

Far. Fighting! hang him, coward.

Urc. Perhaps he does it to show his scarf.

Far. Peace! here the ass comes: stand aside and see him curvet.  [They stand back.]

[Enter EMULO and JULIA.]

Jul. Did my new married cousin, Sir Owen, wound you thus?

Emu. He, certes! As he is allied to the illustrious
Julia, I live his devoted; as Signor Emulous enemy, no adulatory language can redeem him from vengeance. If you please, my most accomplished mistress, I will make a most palpable demonstration of our battle.

Jul. As palpably as you can, good servant.

Ono. Oh, she gulls him simply.

Far. She has reason: is he not a simple gull?

Urc. Sound an alarum ere his battle begin.

Far. Peace! Sa, sa, sa!

Emu. Sir Owen and myself encountering, I vailed my upper garment; and enriching my head again with a fine velvet cap, which I then wore, with a band to it of orient pearl and gold, and a foolish sprig of some nine or ten pound price or so, we grew to an imparlance.

Far. Oh, ho, ho! this is rare.

Jul. You did wisely to confer before you combated.

Emu. Verily we did so; but, falling into the hands of bitter words, we retorted a while, and then drew.

Ono. True; his gloves, to save his hands.

Urc. No; his handkerchief, to wipe his face.

Far. He sweat pitifully for fear; if it were true  if  

Emu. I was then encounterd with a pure Toledo silvered, and elevating mine arm, in the drawing  by Jesu, sweet madam, my rich cloak, loaded with pearl, which I wore at your sister Grissils bridal; I made it then, by God, of mere purpose to grace the court, and so forth  that foolish garment dropped down. The buttons were illustrious and resplendent diamonds, but its all one.

Far. Nay, they were all scarce one.

Emu. Divine lady, as I said, we both lying,  

Far. Ill be sworn thou dost.

Emu. I must recognize and confess, very generously and heroically at our ward, the Welsh knight, making a very desperate thrust at my bosom, before God, fairly missed my embroidered jerkin that I then wore; and with my poignard vapulating and checking his engine, down it cut me a pair of very imperial cloth of gold hose, at least thus long thwart the cannon, at least.

Jul. And missd your leg?

Far. Ay, and his hose, too.

Emu. And missd my leg, most bright star: which advantageous sign I (  ) this leg, (having a fair carnation silk stocking on) stumbled: my spangled garters in that imprision fell about my feet, and he, fetching a most valorous and ingenious career, invaded ray rapier hand, entered this gilded fort, and in that passado vulnerated my hand thus deep, I protest and contest Heaven.

Jul. No more: its too tragical!

Emu. I conclude: I thought (by the syntheresis of my soul) I had not been imperished, till the blood, showing his red tincture at the top of a fair enveloped glove, sunk along my arm, and spoiled a rich waistcoat wrought in silk and gold, a toy, &c.

Far. Hell strip himself out of his shirt, anon. For Gods sake, step in.

Emu. My opinion is, I shall never recuperate the legitimate office of this member, my arm.

All three. [Coming forward.] Signor Emulo!

Emu. Sweet and accomplishd signors.

Far. Ha, ha! Madam, you had a pitiful hand with this fool; but see, he is recovered.

Jul But, servant, where is your other hand?

Ono, See, sweet mistress, one is my prisoner.

Urc. The other I have taen up with the fine finger.

Jul. Look in his scarf, Farneze, for another: he has a third hand, and tis pitifully wounded; he tells me, pitifully, pitifully.  

Far. Wounded? oh, palpable! come, a demonstration of it.

Ono. Give him your larded cloak, signor, to stop his mouth, for he will undo you with lies.

Urc. Come, Signor, one fine be now to apparel all these former in some light sarcenet robe of truth: none, none in this mint?  

Jul. Fie, servant: is your accomplishd courtship nothing but lies?

Ono. Fie, signor: no music in your mouth but battles, yet a mere milksop?  

Urc. Fie, Emulo: nothing but wardrobe, yet here all your trunks of suits?

Far. Fie, signor: a scarf about your neck, yet will not hang yourself to hear all this?

Jul. Servant, I discharge you my service. Ill entertain no braggarts.

Ono. Signor, we discharge you the court. Well have no gulls in our company.

Far. Abram, we cashier you our company. We must have no minions at court.

Emu. Oh, patience! be thou my fortification. Italy, thou spurnest me for uttering that which I only suckd from thee.

Far. How? Italy? away, you idiot! Italy infects you not, but your own diseased spirits. Out, you froth! you scum! Because your soul is mud, and that you have breathed in Italy, youll say Italy hath defiled you. Away, you boar! thou wilt wallow in mire in the sweetest country in the world.

Emu. I cannot conceit this rawness. Italy, farewell:
Italians, adieu: A virtuous soul abhors to dwell with you.
[Exit.

All. Ha, ha, ha! [They laugh.]

Enter MARQUESS and SIR OWEN.

Jul. Peace, servants: here comes the duke, my brother.

Mar. Lo, cousin, here they be.  Are ye here, gentlemen?
And Julia, too? then, Ill call your eyes
To testify, that to Sir Meredith
I do deliver here four sealed bonds.
Coz, have a care to them, it much behoves you;
For, gentlemen, within this parchment lies
Five thousand ducats, payable to him,
Just fourteen days before next Pentecost.
Coz, it concerns you, therefore, keep them safe.

Sir Ow. Fugh! hur warrant hur shall log them ub from sun and moon, and seven stars, too, I hobe. But, barg you, cousin marquess.

Mar. Now, whats the matter?

Sir Ow. A pox on it, tis scald matter. Well, well: pray, cousin marquess, use her laty Grissil a good teal better; for, as God udge me, you hurt Sir Owen out o cry by maging her sad, and pout so, see you.

Mar. Hurt you? What harm or good reap you thereby?

Ono. Harm! yes, by Gods lid, a poggie teal of harm; for, loog you, cousin, and cousin Julia, and shentlemen all, (for all is to know hur wifes case) you know hur tage to wife the widow Gwenthyan.

Mar. True, cousin; and shes a virtuous gentlewoman.

Ono. One of the patientest ladies in the world.

Urc. Shes wondrous beautiful, and wondrous kind.

Far. Shes the quietest woman that ere I knew; for, good heart, shell put up any thing.

Jul. Cousin, I am proud that you are sped so well.

Sir Ow. Are you? by God, so am not I. Ill tell you what, cousin marquess, you all know hur well: you know her face is liddle fair and smug, but hur has a tongue goes jingle jangle, jingle jangle, petter and worse than pells when hur house is o fire. Patient! Sir Owen shall tage hur heels, and run to Wales, and hur play the tevil so out o cry, terrible, a pox on her la!

Jul. Why, cousin, what are her qualities, that you so commend her?

Sir Ow. Commend her! no, by God, not I. Ha, ha! is know her qualities petter and petter fore I commend her; but Gwenthyan is worse and worse out o cry; oh, out o cry worse, out of all cry! Shes feared to be made fool, as Grissil is, and, as God udge me, hur mage fine poobie fool of Sir Owen. Hur shide, and shide, and prawl, and scold, by God, and scradge terrible sometime. Ow! and said hur will do what hur can.
Ha, ha, ha! an Sir Owen were handsome pachelor again! Pray, cousin marquess, tage some order in Grissil, or teach Sir Owen to mage Gwenthyans quiet, and tame her.

Mar. To tame her? that Ill teach you presently.
You had no sooner spake the word of taming,
But mine eye met a speedy remedy.
See, cousin, heres a plot where osiers grow;
The ground belongs to old Janiculo,
My Grissils father: come, Sir Meredith;
Take out your knife, cut three, and so will I.
So, keep yours, cousin; let them be safe laid up:
These three, thus wound together, Ill preserve.

Sir Ow, What shall hur do now with these? peat and knog her, Gwenthyan?

Mar, You shall not take such counsel from my lips.

Enter MARIO.
How, now, Mario? what news brings thee hither
In such quick haste?  

Ma, Your wife, my gracious lord,
Is now delivered of two beauteous twins,
A son and daughter.

Mar. Take that for thy pains s
Not for the joy that I conceive thereby,
For Grissil is not gracious in the eye
Of those that love me; therefore I must hate
Those that do make my life unfortunate,
And thats my children: must I not, Mario?
Thou bowest thy knee. Well, well, I know thy mind.
Virtue in villains can no succour find, [aside.]
A son and daughter? I by them will prove
My Grissils patience better, and her love.  
Come, Julia; come, Onophrio: coz, farewell.
Reserve those wands: these three Ill bear away.
When I require them back, then will I show
How easily a man may tame a shrew.  [Exeunt,

Sir Ow. Ha, ha, ha! tame a shrew? Oh, tis out o cry terrible hard, and more worse than tame a mad pull. But what mean hur cousin to mage hur cut hur wands?
Ha! ha! God udge me, tis fine knag. I see hur knavery now: tis to pang Gwenthyans pody, and she mage a noise and prabble. Is not so? by Gods lid, so; and,
Gwenthyan, Sir Owen will knog you before hur abide such horrible do.

Enter GWENTHYAN and RICE.
Gods lid! here hur comes. Terdawgh, Gwenthian; terdawgh.

Gwe. Terdawgh whee, Sir Owen, terdawgh whee.

Sir Ow. Owe, loog here: fine wands, Gwenthyan, is not?

Gwe. Rees, tage them, and preag them in pieces.

Rice. What say you, forsooth?

Gwe. What say you, forsooth! you saucy knave! must hur tell hur once, and twice, and thrice, and four times what to do? preag these wands.

Sir Ow. Rees is petter preag Rees his pate. Here,. Rees, carry hur home.

Rice. Would I were at gallows, so I were not here«

Gwe. Do, and hur tare; do, and hur tare. See you, now, what shall hur do with wands? peat Gwenthyan body, and mage Gwenthyan put her finger in me hole? ha! ha! by God, by God, is scradge hur eyes out that tudge her, that tawg to her, that loog on her: marg you that, Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. Yes, hur marg hur,  Rees, pray marg hur lady.

Rice. Not I, sir; shell set her marks on me, then.

Gwe. Is prate? is prate? Go to, Rees: Ill Rees hur, you tog you.

Sir Ow. Pray, Gwenthian, be patient as her cousin Grissil is.

Gwe. Grissil? how! how! Grissil? no, no, no, no. Hur shall not mage Gwenthian such ninny, pooby fool as

Grissil. I say, preag hur wands.

Sir Ow. Gods plude! is pought hur to peat dust out of hur cloag and parrels.

Gwe. Peat hur cloag and parrels? fye, fye, fye! tis lie, Sir Owen, tis lie.

Rice. Your worship may stab her: she gives you the lie.

Sir Ow. Peace, Rees! go to.  I pought them indeed to mage her horse run and go a mighty teal of pace. Pray let Rees tage hur in, good Gwenthyan.

Gwe. Rees, bear in hur wands, because Sir Owen beg so gently.

Sir Ow. Go, Rees, go; lock them up in a pox or shest: go.

Rice. You shall not need to bid me go, for Ill run.
[Exit.

Sir Ow. I pought them for her horse. Here, een now, was her cousin marquess, and prought her all these scribblings here for her money. Gwenthyan shall have her ponds and keep her wisely. Sirrah Gwenthyan, I will tell her prave news: Grissil is prought to bed of a shentleman and shentlewoman: is glad out o cryspeak her fair.  Yes, truly, Grissil is prought a bed.

Gwe. Grissil! no pody but Grissil! what care I for Grissil! I say, if Sir Owen love Gwenthyan, shall not love Grissil nor marquess so; see you now.

Sir Ow. God udge me, not love her cousin? is shealous? oh, is fine trig not love her cousin. God udge me, hur will, and hang herself; see you now.

Gwe. Hang herself! how, how, how? Gwenthyans tother husband is scorn to say hang herself: hang herself! How, how, how, how?

Sir Ow. God plude! what cannot get by prawls, is get by how, how, how. Is a terrible ladie. Pray be peace, and cry no more how, how, how. Tawson, Gwenthians: God udge me, is very fury.

Gwe. O, mon Iago! mon due! hang Gwenthyans?

Sir Ow. Adologo whee Gwenthyan bethog, en thonigh en moyen due.

Gwe. Ne vetho en thonigh gna wathe gethla tee. Hang Gwenthyans?

Sir Ow. Sir Owen shall say no more hang herself: be out o cry still, and hur shall puy hur new car to ride in, and two new fine horses, and more plue coats and padges to follow her heels; see you now.

Gwe. But will hur say no more, hang herself?
[Re-Enter RICE.

Sir Ow. Oh, no more, as God udge me, no more; pray leave how, how, how.

Rice. Tannekin, the frow, hath brought your rebato; it comes to three pound.

Sir Ow. What a pestilence! is this for Gwenthyan?

Gwe. For her neg; is calld repatoe. Gwenthyan wear it here: ist not prave?

Sir Ow. Prave! yes, is prave: tis repatoes, I warrant her. Ay, patoes money out o cry: yes, tis prave. Rees, the preese? Rees, the preece?

Rice. The frow, sir, says three pound.

Sir Ow. Ha, ha, ha! [three] pound! Gwenthyan, pray do not puy it.

Gwe. By God udge me, hur shall puy it.

Sir Ow. God udge me, hur shall not.

Gwe. Shall not! Rees, tage hur away; I say her shall, and were it puy and puy.

Sir Ow. Then, mage a pooby fool of Sir Owen, indeed. Gods plude, shall! I say, shall not. Three pound for puble, for patoes? here, there;[Tears it] so, tage it now, wear it now pout her neg. Shall pridle Sir Owen, ha!

Rice. Oh, rare Sir Owen! oh, precious knight! oh, rare Sir Owen!

Gwe. Out, you rascals! you prade and prade. Ill prade your neaces.  [Beats him.

Rice. Oh, rare madam! oh, precious madam! oh
God! oh God! oh God; oh!  [Exit.

Gwe. Is domineer now? you tear her ruffs and repatoes? you preak her ponds? Ill tear as good ponds, and petter too, and petter too.  [Tears the bonds.]

Sir Ow. Oh, Gwenthyan! Gods plude, is five thousand ducats! hold, hold, hold! a pogs on hur pride! what has hur done?

Gwe. Go loog: is now paid for her repatoes? Ill have hur wills and desires: Ill teadge hur pridle hur lady. Catho crogge, ne vetho, en thonigh gna wathee gnatla tee.  [Exit.

Sir Ow. A breath vawer or no tee. Pridle her! Sir Owen is pridled, I warrant. Widows! were petter, Gods plude, marry whore: were petter be hangd and quarterd, than marry widows, as God udge me. Sir Owen, fall on hur knees and pray God to tag hur to hur mercy, or else put petter mind in hur lady. All Pritish shentlemans tage heed how her marry vixen widow.
Sir Owen ap Meredith can rightly tell, 
A shrews sharp tongue is terrible as hell.
[Exit.


ACT IV.


SCENE I.  An Apartment in the Palace of Saluzzo.
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ENTER MARQUESS, AND Furio with an infant in his arms.

Mar. Did she not see thee when thou tookst it up?

Fu. No; she was fast asleep.

Mar. Give me this blessed burthen. Pretty fool!
With what an amiable look it sleeps,
And in that slumber how it sweetly smiles,
And in that smile how my heart leaps for joy!
Furio, Ill turn this circle to a cradle,
To rock my dear babe. A great Roman lord
Taught his young son to ride a hobbyhorse;
Then, why should I think scorn to dandle mine?
Furio, behold it well; to whom ist like?

Fu. You: theres your nose and black eyebrows.

Enter MARIO.

Mar. Thou dost but flatter me; here comes Mario:
I know Mario will not flatter me.
Mario, thy opinion: view this child;
Doth not his lips, his nose, his forehead,
And every other part, resemble mine?

Ma. So like, my lord, that the nice difference
Would stay the judgment of the curioust eye.

Mar. And yet, methinks, I am not half so brown.

Ma. Indeed, your cheeks bear a more lively colour.

Mar. Furio, play thou the nurse: handle it softly.

Fu. One were better get a dozen, than nurse one.

Mar. Mario, step to Grissil; shes asleep,
Her white hand is the pillow to those cares
Which I ungently lodge within her head:
Steal thou the other child, and bring it hither.
If Grissil be awake, and strive with thee,
Bring it perforce, nor let her know what hand
Hath robbd her of this other. Haste, Mario.

Ma. I fly, my gracious lord.  [Exit.

Mar. Run, flattery.
Because I did blaspheme and call it brown,
This parasite cried, like an echo, brown.

Fu. The child is fair: my lord, you were neer so fair.

Mar. I know tis fair, I know tis wondrous fair.
Dear, pretty infant let me with a kiss
Take that dishonour off, which the foul breath
Of a profane slave laid upon thy cheeks.
Had I but said, my boys a blackamoor,
He would have damnd himself, and so have swore.

Enter GRISSIL, and MARIO with a child.

Gri. Give me mine infant! wheres my other babe?
You cannot play the nurse; your horrid eyes
Will fright my little ones, and make them cry:
Your tongues too rough to sound a lullaby.
Tis not the pleasure of my lord, I know,
To load me with such wrong.

Ma. No; I unload you. [scoffingly.]

Mar. Give her her child, Mario: and yet stay  
Furio, hold thou them both. Grissil, forbear;
You are but nurse to them; they are not thine.

Gri. I know, my gracious lord, they are not mine;
I am but their poor nurse, I must confess.
Alas! let not a nurse be pitiless.
To see the cold air make them look thus bleak
Makes me shed tears, because they cannot speak.

Mar. If they could speak, what think you they would say?

Gri. That I in all things will your will obey.

Mar. Obey it then in silence. Shall not I
Bestow what is mine own as likes me best?
Deliver me these brats. Come, press me down
With weighty infamy: here is a load
Of shame, of speckled shame! Oh, God! how heavy
An armful of dishonour is: heres two.
Grissil, for this Ill thank none else but you.
Which way soeer I turn I meet a face
That makes my cheeks blush at mine own disgrace.
[Aside.] This way or this way, never shall mine eye

Look thus, or thus; but (oh me!) presently,
(Take them, for Gods sake, Furio) presently
I shall spend childish tears: true tears, indeed,
That thus I wrong my babes, and make her bleed.
[To her.] Go, Grissil; get you in.

Gri. I go, my lord.
Farewell, sweet, sweet, dear babes: so you were free,
Would all the worlds cares might be thrown on me!
[Exit.

Mar. Ha! ha! why, this is pleasing harmony.

Fu. My lord, theyll wrawle: what shall I do with them?

Mar. Tell her thou must provide a nurse for them.
Comes she not back, Mario.

Ma. No, my lord.

Mar. Tush, tush! it cannot be but shell return.
I know her bosom bears no marble heart;
I know a tender mother cannot part,
With such a patient soul, from such sweet souls.
She stands and watches sure, and sure she weeps
To see my seeming flinty breast. Mario,
Withdraw with me: Furio, stay thou here still.
If she return, seem childish, and deny
To let her kiss or touch them.  [Exeunt.

Fu. Faith, not I: I have not such a heart. An she ask to touch them, Ill deny it, because Ill obey my lord; yet she shall kiss and touch them, too, because Ill please y lady. Alas, alas! pretty fools, I love you well, but I would you had a better nurse.

[Re]-Enter GRISSIL, stealingly.

Gri. A better nurse! seekst thou a better nurse? A better nurse than whom?

Fu. Than you; away.

Gri. I am their mother: I must not away. Look, look, good Furio; look, they smile on me: I know, poor hearts, they fear to smile on thee. I prithee, let me have them.

Fu. Touch them not.

Gri. I prithee, let me touch them.

Fu. No; hands off.

Gri. I prithee, gentle Furio, let me kiss them.

Fu. Not one kiss for a kings crown.

Gri. Must I not kiss my babes? must I not touch them?
Alas! what sin so vile hath Grissil done,
That thus she should be vexed? not kiss my infants!
Who taught thee to be cruel, gentle churl?
What must thou do with them?

Fu. Get them a nurse.

Gri. A nurse! alack, what nurse? where must she dwell?

Fu. I must not tell you  till I know myself.

Gri. For Gods sake, who must nurse them? do but name her,
And I will swear those fiery eyes do smile,
And I will swear, that which none else will swear,
That thy grim brows do mercys livery wear.

Fu. Chuse you.

[Re]Enter MARQUESS, standing aside.

Gri. Oh, God! oh, God! might Grissil have her choice,
My babes should not be scard with thy devils voice!
Thou get a nurse for them? they can abide
To taste no milk but mine. Come, come, Ill chide,
In faith, you cruel man, Ill chide indeed,
If I grow angry.

Fu. Do, do; I care not.

Mar. [Aside.] To chide and curse thy lord thou hast more need.

Gri. Wilt thou not tell me who shall be their nurse?

Fu. No.

Gri. Wilt thou not let me kiss them?

Fu. No, I say.

Gri. I prithee, let my tears, let my bowd knees,
Bend thy obdurate heart. See, heres a fountain
Which heaven into this alabaster bowels
Instilld to nourish them: man, theyll cry,
And blame thee that this runs so lavishly.
Heres milk for both my babes  two breasts for two.

Mar. [Aside.] Poor babes! I weep to see what wrong I do.

Gri. I pray thee let them suck. I am most meet
To play their nurse; theyll smile, and say tis sweet
Which streams from hence. If thou dost bear them hence,
My angry breasts will swell, and as mine eyes
Let fall salt drops, with these white nectar tears
They will be mixd, this sweet will then be brine.
Theyll cry; Ill chide, and say the sin is thine.

Fu. Mine arms ache mightily, and my heart aches.

Mar. [Aside] And so doth mine. Sweet sounds this discord makes.

Fu. Here, madam, take one: I am weary of both. Touch it and kiss it too, its a sweet child. [Aside.] I would I were rid of my misery, for I shall drown my heart with my tears that fall inward.

Gri. Oh, this is gently done! this is my boy,
My first-born care; thy feet, that neer felt ground,
Have travelld longest in this land of woe,
This worlds wilderness, and hast most need
Of my most comfort. Oh, I thank thee, Furio:
I knew I should transform thee with my tears,
And melt thy adamantine heart like wax.
What wrong shall these have to be taen from me!
Mildly entreat their nurse to touch them mildly,
For my soul tells me, that my honourd lord
Does but to try poor Grissils constancy.
Hes full of mercy, justice, full of love.

Mar. [Aside.] My cheeks do glow with shame to hear her speak.
Should I not weep for joy, my heart would break.
And yet a little more Ill stretch my trial.
[Coming forward.] Mario, Lepido!

Enter MARIO and LEPIDO.

Both. My gracious lord.

Mar. You shall be witness of this open wrong.
I gave strait charge she should not touch these brats,
Yet has she tempted with lascivious tears
The heart of Furio: see, she dandles them.
Take that child from her. [Aside to FURIO.] Stay, stay;
Ill commend
That pity in thee which Ill reprehend.

Fu. Do.

Mar. Dare you thus contradict our strait command?
But heres a trusty groom. Out, hypocrite!
I shall do justice wrong to let thee breathe
For disobeying me.

Gri. My gracious lord.

Mar. Tempt me not, syren. Since you are so loving,
Hold you, take both your children. Get you gone.  
Disrobe her of these rich habiliments,
Take down her hat, her pitcher, and her gown,
And as she came to me in beggary,
So drive her to her fathers.

Ma. My dear lord!

Mar. Vex me not, good Mario: if you woo me
(Or if you shed one tear), to pity her,
Or if by any drift you succour her,
You lose my favour everlastingly.

Both. We must obey, since theres no remedy.

Mar. [Aside.] You must be villains, theres no remedy.
[To them.] Mario, Lepido, you two shall help
To bear her children home.

Gri. It shall not need;
I can bear more.

Mar. [ Aside.] Thou bearst too much, indeed.

Gri. Come, come, sweet lambs: well laugh and live content,
Though from the court we live in banishment.
These rich attires are for your mother fit,
But not your nurse; therefore, Ill off with it.

Mar. Away with her, I say.

Gri. Away, away?
Nothing but that cold comfort? well obey.
Heaven smile upon my lord with gracious eye.

Mar. Drive her hence, Lepido.

Lep. Good madam, hence.

Gri. Thus tyranny oppresseth innocence.
Thy looks seem heavy, but thy heart is light,
For villains laugh when wrong oppresseth right.

runs to the MARQUESS.

Must we be driven hence? Oh, see, my lord,
Sweet pretty fools, they both smild at that word;
They smile, as who should say indeed, indeed,
Your tongue cries hence, but your hearts not agreed.
Can you thus part from them? in truth, I know,
Your true love cannot let these infants go.

Mar. [Aside.] Shell triumph over me, do what I can,
[He turns from her.

Ma. Good madam, hence.

Gri. Oh, send one gracious smile
Before we leave this place: turn not away;
Do but look back; let us but once more see
Those eyes, whose beams shall breathe new souls in three.
It is enough: now well depart in joy.  
Nay, be not you so cruel: should you two
Be thus driven hence, trust me, Id pity you.

Mar. Disrobe her presently.

Both. It shall be done.

Gri. To work some good deed thus you would not run.  [Exeunt.

Mar. Oh, Grissil, in large characters of gold,
Thy virtuous, sacred fame shall be enrolld.
Tell me thy judgment, Furio, of my wife.

Fu. I think, my lord, shes a true woman, for she loves her children; a rare wife, for she loves you (I believe youll hardly find her match); and I think shes more than a woman, because she conquers all wrongs by patience.

Mar. Yet once more will I try her. Presently
Ill have thee go to old Janiculos,
And take her children from her: breed some doubt
(By speeches) in her, that her eyes shall never
Behold them more: bear them to Pavia; Commend us to our brother; say from us,
That we desire him, with all kind respect
To nurse the infants, and withal conceal
Their parentage from any mortal ear.
I charge thee, on thy life, reveal not this:
I charge thee, on thy life, be like thy name,
When thou comst to her, rough and furious.

Fu. Well, I will. Its far from Saluce to Pavia: the children will cry; I have no teats, you know: twere good you thought upon it.

Mar. Theres gold.

Fu. Thats good.

Mar. Provide them nurses.

Fu. Thats better: I will, an I can.
[Exit FURIO.

Mar. Away! Though I dare trust thy secrecy,
Yet will I follow thee in some disguise,
And try thy faith, and Grissils constancy.
If thou abide uublemishd, then, I swear,
I have found two wonders that are seldom rife,
A trusty servant, and a patient wife.
[Exit.


SCENE II.  Near the Cottage of Janiculo.
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ENTER JANICULO AND LAUREO, with burdens of osiers.

Lau. Father, how fare you?

Jan. Very well, my son.
This labour is a comfort to my age.
The marquess hath to me been merciful,
In sending me from courtly delicates,
To taste the quiet of this country life.

Lau. Call him not merciful; his tyranny
Exceeds the most inhuman.

Jan. Peace, my son.
I thought by learning thou hadst been made wise;
But I perceive it puffeth up thy soul:
Thou takst a pleasure to be counted just,
And kick against the faults of mighty men.
Oh, tis in vain! the earth may even as well
Challenge the potter to be partial
For forming it to sundry offices.
Alas, the error of ambitious fools!
How frail are all their thoughts, how faint, how weak!
Those that do strive to jostle with the great,
Are certain to be bruisd, or soon to break.
Come, come; mell with our osiers: here lets rest;
This is old homely home, and thats still best.

Enter BABULO, with a bundle of osiers in one arm, and a child in another; GRISSIL after him with another child.

Bab. Hush, hush, hush, hush! and I dance mine own child, and I dance mine own child, &c., ha, ha! whoop, old master! so ho, ho! look here. And I dance mine own child, &c. Heres sixpence a week, and sixpence a week, eight groats, soap, and candle. I met her in osier grove, crying hush, hush, hush, hush! I thought it had been some beggar woman, because of her pitcher, for you know they bear such household stuff to put drink and porridge together. And I dance mine, &c.

Lau. Oh, father, now forswear all patience!
Grissil comes home to you in poor array;
Grissil is made a drudge, a cast-away.

Jan. Grissil is welcome home to poverty.  
How now, my child, are these thy pretty babes?

Bab. And I dance mine own child. Art thou there? art thou there?

Jan. Why art thou thus come home? who sent thee hither?

Gri. It is the pleasure of my princely lord,
Who, taking some offence to me unknown,
Hath banishd me from care to quietness.

Bab. A fig for care! old master, but now old grandsire, take this little Pope Innocent: well give over basket-making, and turn nurses. She has uncled Laureo. Its no matter, you shall go make a fire. Grandsire, you shall dandle them. Grissil shall go make pap, and Ill lick the skillet; but first Ill fetch a cradle. Its a sign tis not a dear year, when they come by two at once. Heres a couple, quoth jackdaw. Art thou there? sing grandsire.  [Exit.

Jan. What said the marquess when he banishd thee?

Gri. He gave me gentle language, kissd my cheek;
For Gods sake, therefore, speak not ill of him.
Tears trickling from his eyes, and sorrows hand
Stopping his mouth, thus did he bid adieu,
Whilst many a deep-fetchd sigh from his breast flew:
Therefore, for Gods sake, speak not ill of him.
Good lord! how many a kiss he gave my babes,
And with wet eyes bade me be patient;
And, by my truth (if I have any truth)
I came from court more quiet and content,
By many a thousand part, than when I went;
Therefore, for Gods love, speak not ill of him.

Lau. Oh, vile dejection of too base a soul!
Hast thou beheld the paradise of court,
Fed of rich several meats, bathd in sweet streams,
Slept on the bed of pleasure, sat enthrond,
Whilst troops, as saint-like, have adored thee,
And being now thrown down by violence,
Dost thou not envy those that drive thee thence?

Gri. Far be it from my heart from envying my lord
In thought, much less either in deed or word.

Lau. Then hast thou no true soul; for I would curse,
From the suns rising to his western fall,
The marquess and his flattering minions.

Gri. By day and night kind Heaven protect them all!
What wrong have they done me? what hate to you?
Have I not fed upon the princes cost,
Been clothd in rich attires, livd on his charge?
Look here: my russet gown is yet unworn,
And many a winter more may serve my turn,
By the preserving it so many months.
My pitcher is unhurt: see, it is filld
With crystal water of the crisped spring.
If you remember, on my wedding day,
You sent me with this pitcher to the well,
And I came empty home, because I met
The gracious marquess and his company:
Now hath he sent you this cup full of tears.
Youll say the comforts cold: well, be it so,
Yet every little comfort helps in woe.

Jan. True model of true virtue! welcome, child.
Thou and these tender babes to me are welcome:
Well work to find them food. Come, kiss them soon,
And lets forget these wrongs as never done.

[Re]Enter BABULO, with a cradle.

Bab. Come, where be the infidels? heres the cradle of security, and my pillow of idleness for them, and their grandsires cloak (not of hypocrisy) but honesty to cover them.

Jan. Lay them both softly down. Grissil, sit down.
Laureo, fetch you my lute  Rock thou the cradle:
Cover the poor fools arm. Ill charm their eyes
To take a sleep by sweet tund lullabies.

THE SONG.

Golden slumbers kiss your eyes,
Smiles awake you when you rise.
Sleep, pretty wantons; do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby:
Rock them, rock them, lullaby.

Care is heavy, therefore sleep you;
You are care, and care must keep you.
Sleep, pretty wantons; do not cry,
And I will sing a lullaby:
Rock them, rock them, lullaby:

Enter FURIO; and the MARQUESS aloof, disguisd, with baskets.

Fu. Leave singing.

Bab. We may chuse. Grandsire, sol fa once more. Well alla mira him, and wail in woe, and who can hinder us?

Fu. Sirrah scholar, read there: its a commission for me to take away these children.

Bab. Nay then, yare welcome: theres four groats, and heres four more.

Gri. To take away my children! gentle Furio, Why must my babes bear this ungentle doom?

Fu. Go look.

Lau. Oh, misery! oh, most accursed time!
When to be foes to guilt is held a crime.
Sister, this fiend must bear your infants hence.

Jan. Good Grissil, bear all wrongs with patience.
[Weeps.

Gri. Good father, let true patience cure all woe.
You bid me be content; oh! be you so.

Lau. Father, why do you weep?

Jan. What can I do?  
Though her he punish, he might pity you.

Lau. Lets fret, and curse the marquess cruelly.

Bab. Ay, by my troth, thats a good way. We may well do it, now we are out of his hearing.

Gri. Must I then be divorcd, and lose this treasure? I must and am content, since tis his pleasure. I prithee tell me whither they must go?

Fu. No.

Gri. Art thou commanded to conceal the place?

Fu. Ay.

Gri. Then will I not inquire. Thou dost but jest:
I know thou must not rob me; tis to try
If I love them. No, no [looking at the commission]; here I read
That which strikes blind mine eyes, makes my heart bleed.

Farewell, farewell; dear souls, adieu, adieu;
Your father sends, and I must part from you.
I must, oh, God! I must: must is for kings,
And low obedience for low underlings.

Lau. He shall not hale them thus: keep them perforce.
This slave looks on them with a murdering eye.

Bab. No; he shall not have them.
Knock out his brains, and save the little hop o my thumbs.

Fu. Do, if you dare.

Mar. [Coming forward.] How now, my hearts; whats the matter?

Fu. What carest thou?

Lau. This is poor Grissil, wife unto our duke,
And these her children: thus he sends her home,
And thus he sends a serpent to devour
Their precious lives. He brings commission
To hale them hence, but whither none can tell.

Gri. Forbear, forbear!

Mar. Take them from him perforce.
Are these his children?

Bab. So she says.

Mar. Two sweet ducks. And is this his wife?

Bab. Yes, he has lain with her.

Mar. A pretty soul!  Sirrah, thou wilt be hangd for this.

Fu. Hang thyself.

Mar. Beat him; but first take these two from his arms.  
I am a basket-maker, and I swear,
Ill die before he bear away the babes.

Bab. Oh, rare! Cry prentices and clubs! The corporation cannot be (  .) Sirrah, set down thy baskets, and tot pell-mell.

Fu. [Aside.] Would I were rid of my office!

Gri. What will you do? drive this rash fellow hence?

Mar. The marquess is a tyrant, and does wrong.

Gri. I would not for the world that he should hear thee!

Mar. [ Aside.] I would not for ten worlds but hear my Grissil.

Gri. A tyrant i no; hes mercy even herself:
Justice in triumph rides in his two eyes.
Take heed how thou profanst high deities.
Go, Furio, get thee gone: good father, help me
To guard my dear lords servant from this place.
I know hell do my pretty babes no harm,
For see, Furio looks gently. Oh, get thee gone.
Pity sits on thy cheeks; but God can tell
My heart says my tongue lies. Farewell, farewell!

Mar. Stay, sirrah, take thy purse.

Fu. I let none fall.

Bab. Half part!

Jan. A purse of gold, Furio, is falln from thee.

Fu. Its none of mine.  Sirrah, basket-maker, if my arms were not full, thou shouldst have thy hands full. Farewell, Grissil: if thou never see thy children more, curse me; if thou dost see them again, thank God. Adieu!  [Exit.

Bab. Farewell, and be hangd.

Gri. I will thank God for all. Why should I grieve
To lose my children? no, no; I ought rather
Rejoioe, because they are borne to their father.

Jan. Daughter, heres nothing in this purse but gold.

Bab. So much the better, master: well quickly turn it into silver.

Jan. This purse that fellow did let fall; run, run;
Carry it him again: run, Babulo.
Away with it; tis laid to do us wrong.

Lau. Try all their golden baits. Stay; never run:
They can do no more wrong than they have done.

Jan. What ails my Grissil? comfort [thee], my child.

Bab. Ill fetch rosa solis.

Mar. [Aside.] Poor soul, her grief burns inward, yet her tongue
Is loth to give it freedom. I do wrong,
Oh, Grissil! I do wrong thee, and lament
That for my sake thou feelst this languishment.
I came to try a servant and a wife,
Both have I proved true. That purse of gold I brought,
And let it fall of purpose to relieve her:
Well may I give her gold, that so much grieve her:
As I came, in by stealth, so Ill away.
Joy has a tongue, but knows not what to say.
[Exit.

Gri. So, father, I am well; I am well, indeed.
I should do wondrous ill, should I repine
At my babes loss, for they are none of mine.

Jan. I am glad thou takst this wound so patiently.

Bab. Whoop! whither is my brother basket-maker gone? ha! let me see: I smell a rat; sneaked hence, and never take leave? either hes a crafty knave, or else he dogs Furio to bite him; for, when a quarrel enters into a trade, it serves seven years before it be free.

Jan. Let him be whom he will, he seemd our friend.
Grissil, lay up this gold: tis Furios, sure,
Or it may be thy lord did give it him
To let it fall for thee; but keep it safe.
If he disdain to love thee as a wife,
His gold shall not buy food to nourish thee.
Grissil, come in: time swiftly runs away;
The greatest sorrow hath an ending day. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  An Apartment in Sir Owens House.
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ENTER GWENTHTAN AND RICE; she meanly, he like a cook.

Gwe. Rees, lay hur table, and set out hur Actuals and pread, and wines and ale, and peer and salt for hur guests.

Rice. Yes, forsooth, my lady: but what shall I do with all yonder beggars?

Gwe. Send out the peggers into hur lady; go.

Rice. How? the beggars in! we shall have a lousy feast, madam.

Gwe. You rascal, prate no more, but fedge them in.

[Exit RICE.
Shall pridle Sir Owen a good teal well enough, is warrant hur. Sir Owen is gone to bid hur cousin marquess and a many to dine at hur house, but Gwenthyan shall give hur dinner, I warrant hur, for peggers shall have all hur meat.

Enter RICE with a company of beggars: a table is set with meat.

Rice. Come, my hearts, troop, troop! every man follow his leader: heres my lady.

All. God bless your ladyship! God bless your ladyship!

Gwe. I thang you, my good peggars.  Rees, pring stools; sit all down: Rees, pring more meat.

Rice. Here, madam: Ill set it on, takt off who will.

Beg. Let us alone for that, my lady. Shall we scramble, or eat mannerly?

Gwe. Peggars, I hope, have no manners; but first hear me, pray you now, and then fall to out o cry.

Beg. Peace! hear my lady. Jack Mumblecrust, steal no penny loaves.

Gwe. Peggers all, you know Sir Owen.

All. Passing well, passing well: God bless his worship!

1st Beg. Madam, we know him as well as a beggar knows his dish.

Gwe. All these Actuals is made for cousin marquess.
Sir Owen is gone to fedge him; but Sir Owen has anger hur lady.

Beg. More shame for him: hes not a knight, but a knitter of caps for it.

Gwe. Sir Owen is anger hur lady, and therefore her lady is anger Sir Owen.

1st Beg. Make him a cuckold, madam; and upon that I drink to you. Heiter skelter, here, rogues; top and top gallant, pell mell, hufty tufty, hem! God save the duke, and a fig for the hangman.

Gwe. Rees, fedge wine and peer enough; and fall to, pegger, and eat all her sheer and tomineer: see you now, pray do.
[A drunken feast; they quarrel and grow drunk, and pocket up the meat: the dealing of cans, like a set at mawe.  [Exit RICE.

Gwe. Nay, I pray, peggars be quiet: tage your meats; you have trinks enough, I see, and get you home now, good peggars.

Beg. Come, you rogues, lets go; tag and rag, cut and long tail. I am victualled for a month. Good bye, madam: pray God, Sir Owen and you may fall out every day. Is there any harm in this, now? hey tri-lill! give the dog a loaf. Fill the tother pot, you whore, and God save the duke.  [Exeunt.

Gwe. I thang you, good peggars.  Ha! ha! this is fine spord: by God is have peggars eat hur fictuals all day long!

Enter SIR OWEN and RICE.

Sir Ow. Where is the sheer, Rees? Cods plude! where?

Rice. I beseech you, sir, be patient. I tell you, the beggars have it.

Sir Ow. What a pogs is do with peggars! what is peggars at knights house? Is peggars Sir Owens guests, Rees?

Rice. No, Sir Owen: they were my ladys guests.

Sir Ow. Ha! you hungry rascals! wheres hur lady
Gwenthyan? Cods plude! peggars eat her sheer, and cousin marquess come?

Rice. I know not where my lady is; but theres a beggar woman: ask her, for my lady dealt her alms amongst them herself.

Sir Ow. A pogs on you, peggar whore, wheres the pread and sheer? Cod udge me, Ill peggar you for Actuals!

Gwe. Hawld, hawld, hawld! what is mad now? here is hur lady. Is hur lady peggar, you rascals?

Rice. No, sweet madam, you are my lady. A man is a man, though he have but a hose on his head, and you are my lady, though you want a hood.

Sir Ow. How now? how now? ha! ha! hur lady in tawny coat and tags and rags so! where is hur meat, Gwenthyan? where is hur sheer? hur cousin marquess is here, and great teal of shentlefolks, and laties and lords, pye and pye.

Gwe. What care hur for laties or cousin, too? Actuals is all gone.  

Sir Ow. How! gone? is hur lady mad?

Gwe. No, hur lord is mad. You tear her ruffs and repatoes, and pridle her: is hur pridled now? is hur repatoed now? is hur tear in pieces now? Illl teach hur pridle hur lady again. Hur cousin marquess shall eat no pread and meat here, and hur lady Gwenthyan will go in tags and rags, and like peggar, to vex and chafe Sir Owen; see you now.

Sir Ow. A pogs seize her!  Cods plude! what is do now, Rees?

Rice. Speak her fair, master, for she looks wildly.

Sir Ow. Is look wildly, indeed. Gwenthyan, pray go in, and put pravery upon her pack and pelly. God udge me, is puy new repatoes and ruffs for hur lady: pray do so, pray, good lady.

Rice. Do, good madam.

Gwe. Cartho crogge, cartho crogge. Gwenthyan scorns hur flatteries. Hur lady go no petter: Sir Owen hang hurself.

Sir Ow. O, mon Iago! hur Pritish plude is not endure it, by Cod! A pogs on her! put on her fine coats is pest: put on; go to, put on.

Rice. Put off, Sir Owen, and shell put on.

Gwe. A pogs on her? is put on none, but go like peggar.

Sir Ow. Rees, go mage more fire, and let hur have more sheer.

Gwe. Rees mage fire, and Ill scald hur like pig; see you now.

Rice. I shall be peppered, howeer the market goes.

Sir Ow. Mage great teal of fires, or Sir Owen shall knog your ears.

Give. Make little teal of fire, or Gwenthyan shall cut off your ears, and pob you, and pob you, Rees; see you now.

Rice. Hold, good madam! I see you and feel you too: yare able to set stones together by th ears. I beseech you be quiet both. Ill make a fire, Sir Owen, to please you.

Sir Ow. Do, Rees: Ill pridle her ladies well enough.

Gwe. Will you, rascal?

Rice. Nay, but hear you, sweet madam: Ill make a fire to please Sir Owen; and when it burns, Ill quench it to please you.  [Exit.

Enter FARNEZE apace.

Far. Ha, ha, ha! Why, how now, Sir Owen? your cousin, the marquess, and all your guests are at hand, and I see no meat towards.

Sir Ow. Is no meat toward; but hur lady is fery toward.

Far. What baggage is this stands laughing thus?

Sir Ow. A pogs on her, tis our lady baggage: tis Gwenthyan.

Far. How! my lady Gwenthyan? ha, ha, ha!

Enter MARQUESS, JULIA, ONOFHRIO, URCENZE, and MARIO.

Mar. You see, Sir Owen, we are soon invited. Where is your wife, the lady Gwenthyan?

Sir Ow. Is come pye and pye.  Cod udge me, Gwen, thyan, pray put on your pravery and fine knacks, and shame not Sir Owen.  Yes, truly, Gwenthyan is come out pye and pye.  Man gras worthe whee, cousin marquess; man gras worthe whee, cousin Julia: is welcome all.  

Far. Ha! ha! welcome! Come, come, madam, appear in your likeness, or rather in the likeness of another. My lord, yare best send back to your own cooks, if you mean to set your teeth a-work to-day.

Mar. Why, Farneze? whats the matter?

Far. Nay, theres no matter in it: the fires quenched, the victuals given to beggars. Sir Owens kitchen looks like the first chaos, or like a brokers stall, full of odd ends; or like the end of some terrible battle, for upon every dresser lies legs, and feathers, and heads of poor capons and wild-fowl, that have been drawn and quartered, and now mourn that their carcases are carried away. His are not rheumatic, for theres no spitting; here lie fish in a pitiful pickle; there stand the coffins of pies, wherein the dead bodies of birds should have been buried, but their ghosts have forsaken their graves and walked abroad. The best sport is to see the scullions, some laughing, some crying, and whilst they wipe their eyes, they black their faces: the cooks curse her lady, and some pray for our lord.

Mar. Sir Owen Meredith, is this all true?

Sir Ow. True? it is true, I warrant her: pogs on her, too true.

Ono. You told his grace you had tamed your wife.

Sir Ow. By Cod, is tell hur a lie, then: hur wife has pridled and tamed hur, indeed. Cousin marquess, because Grissil is made fool and turn away, Gwenthyan mage fool of Sir Owen. Is good? ha, is good?

Gwe. Tis lie, cousin marquess, is terrible lie. Tawson en ennoh twewle. Tis lie, tis lie. Sir Owen tear her repatoes and ruffs, and pridle hur laty, and bid her hang herself; but is pridled, I warrant hur, is not,
Sir Owen?

Sir Ow. Addologg whee bethogh en thlonigh en moyen due, Gwenthyan.

Gwe. Ne vetho en thlonigh gna watha gethla tee.

Urc. What says she, Sir Owen?

Sir Ow. I pray, and pray her, for Cods love, be quiet. Splude! hur say hur will not be quiet, do what Sir Owen can. Mon due, Gwenthyan, me knocke thepen en umbleth, pobe des, and pobe nose.

Gwe. Gwenogh olcha vessagh whee en herawgh ee.

Ju. Stand between them, Farneze.

Far. You shall bob no nose here.

Gwe. En herawgh ee? Me gravat the legatee athlan oth pendee adroh ornymee on dictar en hecar ee.

Ono. Doth she threaten you.

Sir Owen. By Cod, is threaten hur indeed: hur says shell scradge out Sir Owens eyes, an hur frown upon her. A pogs on her nails!

Mar. Oh! my dear Grissil, how much different
Art thou to this cursd spirit here! I say
My Grissils virtues shine.  Sir Meredith,
And cousin Gwenthyan, come, Ill have you friends.
This dinner shall be savd, and all shall say,
Tis done because tis Gwenthyans fasting day.

Gwe. Gwenthyan scorns to be friends. Hur lady will be master, Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. By Cod, Ill see her laty hangd first! Cousin marquess, and cousins all, pray tage time, and stay here: Rees shall dress more fictuals, and shall dine here in spite of hur lady. Gods plude! Rees! Rees!

[Exit.

Gwe. Will you? Is try that pye and pye: Stethe whee lawer, cousin marquess, stethe whee lawer. Shentlemen, Gwenthyan is not pridled so soon.

[Exit.

Mar. Ill see the peace kept sure. Do what he can,
I doubt his wife will prove the better man.

[Exit.

Ju. Signor Mario, you say nothing: how like you this interlude?

Ma. So well, madam, that I rather wish to play the beggars than a kings part in it, in Sir Owens apparel.

Ju. Why this it is to be married: thus you see, those that go to woo go to woe. Oh! for a drum to summon all my lovers, my suitors, my servants together!

Far. I appear, sweet mistress, without summons.

Ono. So does Onophrio.

Urc. So does Urcenze.

Jul. Signor Emulo, I see, will not be seen without calling.

Far. No, faith, madam; hes blown up: no calling can serve him. He has taen another manner of calling upon him, and I hope repents the folly of his youth.

Jul. If he follow that vocation well, hell prove wealthy in wit.

Urc. He had need, for his head is very poor.

Far. Well, mistress, we appear without drumming. Whats your parley? and yet not so; your eyes are the drums that summon us.

Urc. And your beauty the colours we fight under.

Ono. And the touch of your soft hand arms us at all points with devotion to serve you, desire to obey you, and vows to love you.

Jul. Nay then, in faith, make me all soldier: mine eyes a drum, my beauty your colours, and my hand your armour. What becomes of the rest?

Far. It becomes us to rest before we come to the rest. Yet for a need we could turn you into an armoury: as, for example, your lips, let me see  no point of war for your lips? Can I put them to no use but kissing? Oh, yes; if you change them to shoot out unkind language to us that stand at your mercy, they are two culverins to destroy us.

Jul. That Ill try: my tongue shall give fire to my words presently.

All. Oh, be more merciful, fair Julia!

Jul. Not I: would you have me pity you and punish myself? would you wish me to love when love is so full of hate? How unlovely is love! how bitter, how full of blemishes! My lord and brother insults our Grissil  that makes me glad: Gwenthyan curbs Sir Owen  that makes you glad:Sir Owen is mastered by his mistress  that makes you mad: poor Grissil is martyrd by her lord  that makes you merry; for I always wish that a woman may never meet better bargains, when shell thrust her sweet liberty into the hands of a man. Fie upon you! youre nothing but wormwood, and oak, and glass: you have bitter tongues, hard hearts, and brittle faith.

Ono. Condemn us not, till you try our loves.

Jul. Sweet servant, speak not in this language of love. Gwenthyans peevishness, and Grissils patience, make me here to defy that ape Cupid: if you love, stand upon his laws. I charge you leave it  I charge you neither to sigh for love, nor speak of love, nor frown for hate. If you sigh Ill mock you, if you speak Ill stop mine ears, if you frown Ill bend my fist.

Far. Then youll turn warrior, indeed.

Jul. Had I not need, encountering with such enemies? but say, will you obey and follow me, or disobey, and
Ill fly you?

Ono. I obey, since it is your pleasure.

Urc. I obey, though I taste no pleasure in it.

Far. I obey too; but, so God help me, mistress, I shall shew you a fair pair of heels, and cry a new mistress,  a new  if any pitiful creature will have me!

Jul. Better lost than found, if you be so wavering.

Enter MARQUESS, LEPIDO, SIR OWEN, GWENTHYAN brave, and FURIO.

Mar. Furio, hie thee to old Janiculos.
Charge him, his daughter Grissil, and his son,
To come to court, to do such office
Of duty to our marriage, as shall like
Our state to lay upon them.

Jul. Oh! my lord, Vex not poor Grissil more: alas, her heart

Mar. Tut, tut! Ill have my will, and tame her pride:
Ill make her be a servant to my bride.
Julia, Ill bridle her.

Jul. You do her wrong.

Mar. Sister, correct that error.  Come, Sir Owen. Is not this better music than your brawls.

Sir Ow. Yes, as Cod udge me, is. How, cousin Julia, is out a cry friends now s Gwenthyan is laugh, and be fery patience now. Sir Owen kiss hur laty a great teal now; see els.

Far. Ay; but, Sir Owen, the kissing hur lady is no mirth to us, if we kiss the post.

Sir Ow. Owe! her cousin marquess has terrible mighty news for tell her; or els is made ready a great banquet at home for all. Pray come home, is all ready for her; her lady say not bo-peep now. But, first, hear her cousin marquess news.

Mar. Julia and gentlemen, these are the news,
Brought on the wings of haste and happiness,
By trusty Lepido. Our endeared brother
Is hard at hand, who in his company
Brings my fair second choice, a worthy bride,
Attended by the states of Pavia:
Shes daughter to the duke of Brandenburgh.
Now shall no subjects envious soul repine,
And call her base whom now I will make mine;
None shall upbraid me now, as they have done,
That I will slay a daughter and a son.
Grissils two babes are dead, and killd by scorn,
But that fair issue, that shall now be born,
Shall make a satisfaction of all wrongs.
Come, gentlemen, we will go meet this train:
Let every one put on a smiling brow.
Sir Owen, I will have your company,
And yours, fair cousin. Well rememberd, too;
Bring your three wands, Sir Owen, to the court.
Though Gwenthyan look with a smoother eye,
Ill teach you how to win the sovereignty.

Sir Ow. Is glad of that: ha, ha, ha! tage heed of wands, laty.

Gwe. Tage heed of nails, knight.

Mar. We play the unthrifts in consuming time.
Though your curst wife make some afraid to woo,
Yet Ill woo once more, and be married too.

Sir Ow. God udge me, Sir Owen would hang before marry once more, if I were another pachelor  marry? oh!  [Exeunt omnes.


ACT V.


SCENE I.  Near Janiculos Cottage.
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ENTER LAUREO, READING, and BABULO with him.

Bab. Come, I have left my work to see what matters you mumble to yourself. Faith, Laureo, I would you could leave this Latin, and fall to make baskets. You think tis enough if at dinner you tell us a tale of pigmies, and then munch up our victuals; but that fits not us: or the history of the well, Helicon, and then drink up our beer: we cannot live upon it.

Lau. A scholar doth disdain to spend his spirits, Upon such base employments as hand-labours.

Bab. Then you should disdain to eat us out of house and home: you stand all day peeping into an ambry there, and talk of monsters, and miracles, and countries, to no purpose. Before I fell to my trade I was a traveller, and found more in one year, than you can by your poets and paltries in seven years.

Lau. What wonders hast thou seen, which are not here?

Bab. Oh, God! I pity thy capacity, good scholar: as a little wind makes a sweet ball smell, so a crumb of learning makes your trade proud s what wonders? wonders not of nine days, but 1599. I have, seen, under John Prester and Tamer Cam, people with heads like dogs.

Lau. Alas, of such there are too many here!
All Italy is full of them that snarl,
And bay, and bark at other mens abuse,
Yet live themselves like beasts in all abuse.

Bab. Its true: I know many of that complexion; but I have seen many without heads, having their eyes, nose, and mouths in their breasts.

Lau. Why thats no wonder: every street with us swarms full of such.

Bab. I could never see them.

Lau. Dost thou not see our wine-belly drunkards reel;
Our fat-fed gluttons wallow in the streets,
Having no eyes but to behold their guts,
No heads but brainless scalps, no sense to smell,
But where full feasts abound in all excess?
These Epimoei be our epicures.

Bab. I have seen monsters of that colour too; but what say you to them that have but one leg, and yet will outrun a horse?

Lau. Such are our bankrupts, and our fugitives,
Scarce having one good leg, or one good limb,
Outrun their creditors, and those they wrong.

Bab. Mass! tis true. There was a cripple in our village ran beyond Venice, and his creditors, with their best legs, could never since take him. But let me descend, and grow lower and lower: what say you to the little pigmies, no higher than a boys gig, and yet they tug and fight with the long-necked cranes?

Lau. Oh, poor and wretched people are the pigmies;
Oh, rich oppressors the devouring cranes!
Within my fathers house Ill shew thee pigmies;
Thou seest my sister Grissil; shes a pigmy.

Bab. Shes a pretty little woman, indeed, but too big for a pigmy.

Lau. I am a pigmy.

Bab. Fie, fie! worse and worse.

Lau. My old fathers one.

Bab. No, no, no; giants all.

Lau. The marquess is the rich devouring crane,
That makes us less than pigmies, worse than worms.

Enter JANICULO with an angling rod, GRISSIL with a reel, and FURIO.

Bab. Yonder they come, and a crane with them.

Fu. Janiculo, leave your fish-catching, and you your reeling, you; and you, sirrah, you must trudge to court presently.

Jan. Must we again be hurried from content,
To live in a more grievous banishment?

Lau. Methinks, my lord the marquess should be pleasd
With marriage of another: and forbear
With trumpets to proclaim this injury,
And to vex Grissil with such lawless wrong.

Gri. Tis no vexation; for what pleaseth him
Is the contentment of his handmaids heart.

Fu. Will you go?

Jan. Yes, we will go,
To fly from happiness to find out woe.

Bab. Good Furio, vanish: we have no appetite, tell your master. Clowns are not for the court; well keep court ourselves; for what do courtiers do, but we do the like? you eat good cheer, and we eat good bread and cheese; you drink wine, and we strong beer; at night you are as hungry slaves as you were at noon  why, so are we; you go to bed, you can but sleep  why, and so do we; in the morning you rise about eleven of the clock  why, there we are your betters, for we are going before you; you wear silks, and we sheepskins. Innocence carries it away in the world to come; and, therefore, vanish, good Furio; torment us not, good my sweet Furio.

Fu. Ass, Ill have you snaffled.

Bab. It may be so; but then, Furio, Ill kick.

Fu. Will you go, or shall I force you?

Gri. You need not, for Ill run to serve my lord;
Or, if I wanted legs, upon my knees
Ill creep to court, so I may see him pleasd.
Then courage, father.

Jan. Well said, patience!
Thy virtues arm mine age with confidence.
Come, son; bondmen must serve; shall we away?

Lau. Ay, ay; but this shall prove a fatal day.

Gri. Brother, for my sake, do not wrong yourself.

Lau. Shall I in silence bury all our wrongs?

Gri. Yes; when your words cannot get remedy.
Learn of me, Laureo; I that share most woe,
Am the least movd. Father, lean on my arm;
Brother, lead you the way, whilst wretched I
Uphold old age, and cast down misery.

Fu. Away.

Bab. Old master, you have fishd fair, and caught a frog.  [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  The Palace of Saluzzo.
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ENTER MARQUESS, PAVIA, LEPIDO, ONOPHRIO, URCENZE, FARNEZE, and MARIO.

Mar. Lords, as you love our state, affect our loves,
Like of your own content, respect your lives,
Urge us no further: Gwaiter is resolvd
To marry the half heir of Brandenburgh.
My brother Pavia, with no small expense,
Hath brought the princess out of Germany,
Together with prince Gwalter, her young brother.
Now they are come, learn of the rising sun;
Scatter the cloudy mists of discontent,
As he disperseth vapours with his beams.

Pa. Brother, there is no eye but brightly shines:
Gladness doth lodge in [all] your nobles looks,
Nor have they any cause to cloud their brows.

Enter SIR OWEN, GWENTHYAN, and RICE with Wands.

Far. Oh, here comes Sir Owen and my lady patience! Room, there.

Sir Ow. Tardawgh, cousin marquess and lords all.

Mar. Welcome, good cousin Gwenthyan. Will you please Go in, and lend your presence to my bride?

Gwe. Cousin, tis hur intentions so to do; but I swear, an I were Grissil, I would pull her eyes out, an she were as many Shermans daughter as there be cows in
Cambria; and that is above twenty score, and a little more, you know, Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. Yes, truly; above a dozen more, is warrant hur.

Mar. Grissil is patient: madam, be you pleasd.

Gwe. Well, and she be so basely minded, tis well; but I know what I know. Sir Owen here thinks to make Gwenthyan so patience: Sir Owen, tis all in vains. Well, I go to her brides.  [Exit.

Sir Ow. You prade and you tawg, Gwenthyan, but I made you put on parrels for all your tawg and prade. Rees! wheres Rees? Pring the wands here, Rees.

Rice. They are here, sir, in the twinkling of an eye.

Sir Ow. Cousin, when hur weddings are done and at leisures, I will learn your medicines to tame shrews.

Mar. You shall anon, good cousin Meredith.

Sir Ow. Stand by, Rees; walk in the halls among the servingmans: keep hur wands till I call, hear you now.

Rice. Yes, sir.  [Exit.

Enter FURIO.

Mar. Furio, are Grissil and the other come?

Fu. Yes, they are come.

Mar. Are they employd according to our charge?

Fu. They are.

Mar. How does her brother take it?

Fu. Ill.

Afar. How her father?

Fu. Well.

Mar. How herself?

Fu. Better.

Mar. Furio, go call out Grissil from the bride.

Fu. I will.  [Exit FURIO.

Far. Its pity that fellow was not made a soldier: we should have but a word and a blow at his hands.
Enter JANICULO and BABULO, carrying coals; LAUREO with wood, GRISSIL with wood.

Bab. Master, go you but under the coal staff: Babulo can bear all, staff, basket and all.

Jan. It is the marquess pleasure I must drudge.
Load me, I pray thee, I am born to bear.

Lau. But Ill no longer bear a loggerhead:
Thus Ill cast down his fuel in despight.
So, though my heart be sad, my shoulders light.

Gri. Alas! what do you, brother? see you not
Our dread lord yonder? come, perform his will.
Oh, in a subject this is too, too ill!

Mar. What meanst thou, fellow, to cast down thy load?

Lau. I have cast down my burthen, not my load:
The load of your gross wrongs lies here like lead.

Mar. What fellow is this?

Gri. Your handmaid Grissils brother.

Mar. Take him away into the porters lodge.

Lau. Lodge me in dungeons, I will still exclaim
On Gwalters cursed acts and hated name.
[Exit with MARIO.

Mar. Grissil, take you his load and bear it in.

Bab. Oh tiger-minded, monstrous marquess! make thy lady a collier?

Mar. Whats that that villain prates so?

Bab. God bless the noble marquess!

Mar. Sirrah, take you his coals. Grissil, depart:
Return, but bear that first.

Gri. With all my heart.
[Exeunt GRISSIL, and BABULO grinning at him.

Mar. Stay you, Janiculo. I have heard you sing.

Jan. I could have sung, when I was free from care.

Mar. What grief can in your aged bosom lie?

Jan. Grief, that I am ungracious in your eye.

Far. Then, would he not desire your company.

[Re-Enter GRISSIL.

Mar. Janiculo, here is a bridal song:
Play you the lark, to greet my blessed sun.
Grissil, are you returnd? play you the morning
To lead forth Gratiana, my bright bride.
Go in, and wait on her. Janiculo,
Sing Hymeneus hymns. Music, I say!
[Exit GRISSIL.

Sir Ow. Tawson, Tawson, cousins all; and hear hur sol fas.

THE SONG.

Beauty, arise, shew forth thy glorious shining;
Thine eyes feed love, for them he standeth pining.
Honour and youth attend to do their duty
To thee, their only sovereign beauty.
Beauty arise, whilst we, thy servants, sing,
Io to Hymen, wedlocks jocund king.
Io to Hymen, Io, Io, sing,
Of wedlock, love, and youth, is Hymen king.
Beauty, arise, thy glorious lights display,

Whilst we sing lo, glad to see this day.
Io, lo, to Hymen Io, Io, sing,
Of wedlock, love, and youth, is Hymen king.

Mar. Art thou as glad in soul as in thy song?

Jan. Who can be glad when he endureth wrong?

Sir Ow. As Cod udge me, Jan Niclas is honest man: he does not flatter, and semblés, but tell his intentions. How? more melodies? Oh! here comes her new pride.

Music sounds. Enter GRISSIL alone; after her the marquess son and daughter; JULIA, GWENTHYAN, and other ladies, MARIO and FURIO.

Mar. Salute my beauteous love.

All. All joy betide. To Gratiana, our dear marquess bride.

Mar. Bring me a crown of gold to crown my love;
A wreath of willow for despised Grissil.

Gri. Grissil is not despised in your eye,
Sithence you name her name so gently.

Sir Ow. Gwenthyan, theres wives, theres patient wives!  

Gwe. Fuh! fuh! is fools: tawson, is errant pooby fools.

Mar. Grissil, place you this crown upon her head;
Put these embroidered slippers on her feet  
Tis well: deliver me your wedding-ring;
Circle her finger with it. Now stand by.
Art thou content with all?  

Gri. Content with all.

Mar. My bride is crownd! Now tell me, all of you,
Which of you ever saw my love before?
What is her name, her birth-place, or estate?

Lep. Till now, I never beheld her beauty.

Ono. Nor I.

Urc. Trust me, nor I.

Far. By my troth, nor I.

Ma. We hear that she was born in Germany,
And half heir to the Duke of Brandenburgh.

Mar. You all hear this, and all think this?

All. We do.

Mar. Then, Furio, stand thou forth.  
Lords, in his breast
A loyal servants true soul doth rest.
Furio shall be apparelld in a robe.

Fu. I shall not become it.

Mar. Some that are great put robes on parasites.  
Mario, Lepido, come you two hither:
Are not you richly clad?  have I done so?

Both. What means your grace by this?

Mar. Graceless, have done:  
Truth seldom dwells in a still talking tongue.
Furio, bring Laureo from the porters lodge:
Take in Janiculo, and clothe them both
In rich habiliments. They shall awhile
Be flattered with false fortunes wanton smile.

Jan. Fortune can do no more than she hath done:
They that are markd to woe, to woe must run.
[Exeunt FURIO and JANICULO.

Mar. How do you like my bride?

Gri. I think her blest
To have the love of such a noble lord.

Mar. You flatter me.

Gri. Indeed, I speak the truth;
Only I prostrately beseech your grace,
That you consider of her tender years,
Which, as a flower in spring, may soon be nippd
With the least frost of cold adversity.

Mar. Why are not you then nippd? you still seem fresh,
As if adversitys cold icy hand
Had never laid his fingers on your heart.

Gri. It never touchd my heart: adversity
Dwells still with them that dwell with misery,
But mild content hath easd me of that yoke;
Patience hath born the bruise, and I the stroke.

Enter FURIO, JANICULO, and LAUREO, striving about attire.

Lau. Give him his silks: they shall not touch my back.

Mar. What strife is there? what aileth Laureo?

Lau. I will not wear proud trappings, like a beast,
Yet hourly feel the scornful riders spur.

Mar. Clothe old Janiculo in rich attire.

Jan. Do; load me, for to bear is my desire.

Mar. Do ye repine? Nay then, Ill vex you more.
Grissil, I will receive this second wife
From none but from thy hands: come, give her me.

Gri. I here present you with an endless bliss:
Rich honour, beauteous virtue, virtuous youth.
Long live my lord with her contentedly!

Sir Ow. Marg patience there, Gwenthyan: see you that?

Mar. Grissil, dost thou deliver me this maid
As an untainted flower, which I shall keep,
Despite of envys canker, till the rust
Of all-consuming death finish her life?

Gri. I do, my dear lord; and as willingly
As I delivered up my maiden youth.

Mar. What says Janiculo?

Jan. I say but thus:
Great men are gods, and they have power oer us.

Mar. Grissil, hold fast the right hand of my bride:
Thou wearst a willow wreath, and she a crown.
True bride, take thou the crown, and she the wreath.

Ma. My gracious lord, you do mistake yourself.

Mar. Peace, peace, thou sycophant! Grissil, receive
Large interests for thy love and sufferance.
Thou gavst me this fair maid; I, in exchange,
Return thee her and this young gentleman,
Thy son and daughter: kiss with patience,
And breathe thy virtuous spirit into their souls.

Gwe. Oh! Sir Owen, marg you now; the man is yielded to her laty: learn now,
Sir Owen, learn, learn, knight, your duty: see you that?

Mar. Why stands my wronged Grissil thus amazed?

Gri. Joy, fear, love, hate, hope, doubts, encompass me.
Are these my children I supposed slain?

Jan. Are these my nephews that were murdered?

Gri. Blessing distil on you like morning dew!
My soul, knit to your souls, knows you are mine.

Mar. They are, and I am thine. Lords, look not strange;
These two are they at whose births envys tongue
Darted envenomd stings: these are the fruit
Of this most virtuous tree. That multitude,
That many-headed beast, nippd their sweet hearts
With wrongs, with bitter wrongs: all you have wrongd her;
Myself have done most wrong, for I did try
To break the temper of true constancy.
But these, whom all thought murderd, are alive;
My Grissil lives, and, in the book of fame,
All worlds in gold shall register her name,

Lep and Ma. Most dreaded lord!

Mar. Arise, flatterers; get you gone!
Your souls are made of black confusion.
[Exeunt MARIO and LEPIDO.

Father Janiculo.

Jan. Oh, pardon me,
Though dumb betwixt my grief and joy I be.

Mar. Who stands thus sad? what, brother Laureo?

Lau. Pardon me, gracious lord; for now I see
That scholars with weak eyes pore on their books,
But want true souls to judge on majesty.
None else but kings can know the hearts of kings:
Henceforth my pride shall fly with humbler wings.

Mar. Our pardon and our love circle thee round.
Lets all to banquet; mirth our cares confound.

Sir Ow. Hold, hold, hold! banquet? if you banquet so, Sir Owen is like to have sheer. Her laty here is cog a hoop now at this. Pray, cousin, keep your promise.  Rees, the wands! Rees!  your medicines and fine trigs to tame shrews.

Mar. Furio, where be the wands that I bound up?

Fu. Here, my lord.

Mar. I wreathd them then, Sir Owen; and you see,
They still continue so: wreathe you these three.

Sir Ow. Oh i wind them? yes, is wind them, and mage good mighty cudgel, to tame and knog hur laty, and she prawl or cry, or give pread and meat to peggars, or tear ponds. By Cod, is well remembered too: cousin, you promised to help her to her duck-eggs, for all her paper and ponds are torn.

Mar. And I will keep my promise. Wreathe your wands.

Sir Ow. Oh, Gods lid! mine is stubborn, like Gwenthyan. Gods plude! see it preaks in snip snap pieces. What now, cousin?

Mar. But, cousin, these you see did gently bow.
I tried my Grissils patience, when twas green
Like a young osier, and I moulded it
Like wax to all impressions. Married men,
That long to tame their wives, must curb them in
Before they need a bridle; then theyll prove
All Grissils, full of patience, full of love:
Yet that old trial must be tempered so,
Lest, seeking to tame them, they master you.

Sir Ow. By Cod, is true as Pistle and Gospel. Oh! true out o cry.

Mar. But you, Sir Owen, giving her the head,
As you gave liberty to those three wands,
Shell break as those do, if you bend her now;
And then yare past all help, for if you strive,
Youll gain as gamesters do, that seldom thrive.

Sir Ow. What shall do to hur laty then? is pest run away, cousin, or knog her brains out? for is as faliant as Mars, if I be anger.

Jul. That were a shame  either to run away from a woman, or to strike her. Your best physic, Sir Owen, is to wear a velvet hand, leaden ears, and no tongue: you must not fight, howsoever she quarrels; you must be deaf whensoever she brawls, and dumb when yourself. Should brabble. Take this caudle next your heart every morning, and, if your wife be not patient, the next remedy that I know is to buy your winding-sheet.

Gwe, Cousin marquess, cousin Julia, lords and laties all, it shall not need: as her cousin has tried Grissil, so Gwenthyan has Sir Owen.

Sir Ow. O! by Cod, is thought, should pull her down: ah, ha!

Gwe. Is not pulled down neither; but Sir Owen shall be her head, and is sorry has anger her head, and mage it acke: but pray, good knight, be not proud, and triumph too much, and tread hur laty down. God udge me, will tage her will again, do what hur can.

Sir Ow. By Cod, is love her out o cry now. Sir Owen could tame her before, but Pritish plude scorns to fight hur laties; yes, faith, scorns out o cry. A pogs ont,
tis nought: Gwenthyan shall no more be called Gwenthyan, but patient Grissil, ah ha! is?

Mar. Our joys are complete; forward to our feast: Patience hath won the prize, and now is blest.

Jul. Nay, brother, your pardon a while. Besides ourselves, there are a number here that have beheld Grissils patience, your own trials, and Sir Owens sufferance,
Gwenthians frowardness, these gentlemen lovertine, and myself a hater of love. Amongst this company, I trust, there are some maiden bachelors, and virgin maidens: those that live in that freedom and love it, those that know the war of marriage and hate it, set their hands to my bill; which is, rather to die a maid, and lead apes in hell, than to live a wife, and be continually in hell.

Gwe, Julia, by your leaves, a liddle while. You tawg and you prabble about shidings in marriages, and you abuse young men and damsels, and fraid them from good sports, and honourable states: but, hear you now, all that be sembled here: know you that discords mage good music, and when lovers fall out, is soon fall in, and tis good, you know. Pray you, all be married, for wedlock increases peobles and cities: all you, then, that have husbands that you would pridle, set your hand to Gwenthyans pill, for tis not fit that poor womens should be kept always under.

Mar. Since Julia of the maids, and Gwenthyan of froward wives, entreat a kind applaud, see, Grissil, among all this multitude, who will be friend to gentle patience?

Sir Ow. Ha, ha, ha! Grissil is weary: pray let Sir Owen speak. Grissil is patient, and her cousin is patient; therefore is speak for two. Gods plude! you see hur laty is sprite of buttry! yet Sir Owen tame her, and tear her ruffs, and mage her cry, and put on her parrels, and say is sorry, Sir Owen: marg that well. If Sir Owen was not patient, hur laty had not been pridled; if Grissil had not been patient, her cousin marquess had not been pridled. Well, now, if you love Sir Owens laty, I hope you love Sir Owen too, or is grow mighty angry. Sir Owen love you, as God udge me, out o cry, a terrible teal, do you hear now? then, pray, all that have crabbed husbands, and cannot mend them, as Grissils had; and all that have fixen wives, and yet is tame her well enough, as Sir Owen does, and all that have scolds, as Sir Owen does, and all that love fair laties, as Sir Owen does, to set hur two hands to his pill, and by God shall have Sir Owens heart and soul in his pelly, and so God save you all! Man gras wortha whee.
Man gras wortha whee. Good night, cousins all.
[Exeunt.

FINIS.


The Honest Whore, Part I (1604)
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In collaboration with Thomas Middleton

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. Middletons 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 Henrys 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 Dukes 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 husbands 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 Candidos unrelenting patience as they highlight the terrible result of the linen-drapers refusal to enforce normative gender relations and assert his authority over his wife in his home.
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SCENE  Milan and the Neighbourhood.


ACT THE FIRST.


SCENE I.  A Street in Milan.
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ENTER AT ONE side a Funeral (a coronet lying on the hearse, scutcheon and garlands hanging on the sides), attended by Gasparo Trebazzi, Duke of Milan, Castruchio, Sinezi, Pioratto, Fluello, and others. At the other side enter Hippolito, and Matheo 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, hes turned wild:  
Go on, in Gods name.

Cas., Sin. On afore there, ho!

Duke. Kinsmen and friends, take from your manly sides
Your weapons to keep back the desperate boy
From doing violence to the innocent dead.

Hip. I prithee, dear Matheo  

Matheo. Come youre mad!

Hip. I do arrest thee, murderer! Set down.
Villains, set down that sorrow, tis all mine.

Duke. I do beseech you all, for my bloods 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.

Cas., Sin. Set on.

Hip. Set down the body!

Mat. O my lord!
Youre wrong! ith open street? you see shes dead.

Hip. I know she is not dead.

Duke. Frantic young man,
Wilt thou believe these gentlemen?  Pray speak  
Thou dost abuse my child, and mockst 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,
Darkened and dim for ever; 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 ashamed to empty all these eyes
Of funeral tears, a debt due to the dead,
As mirth is to the living? Shamst thou not
To have them stare on thee? hark, thou art cursed
Even to thy face, by those that scarce can speak.

Hip. My lord  

Duke. What wouldst thou have? Is she not dead?

Hip. Oh, you ha killed her by your cruelty!

Du. Admit I had, thou killst her now again;
And art more savage than a barbarous Moor.

Hip. Let me but kiss her pale and bloodless lip.



Duke. O fie, fie, fie.

Hip. Or if not touch her, let me look on her.

Mat. As you regard your honour  

Hip. Honour? smoke!

Mat. Or if you loved her living, spare her now.

Duke. Ay, well done, sir, you play the gentleman  
Steal hence; tis nobly done;  away;  Ill join
My force to yours, to stop this violent torment  
Pass on.

[Exeunt with hearse, all except the Duke, Hippolito and Matheo.

Hip. Matheo, thou dost wound me more.

Mat. I give you physic, noble friend, not wounds.

Duke. O, 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.

Hip. Forget her?

Duke. Nay, nay, be but patient;
For why deaths hand hath sued a strict divorce
Twixt her and thee: whats beauty but a corse?
What but fair sand-dust are earths purest forms?
Queens bodies are but trunks to put in worms.

Mat. Speak no more sentences, my good lord, but slip hence; you see they are but fits; Ill rule him, I warrant ye. Ay, so, tread gingerly; your grace is here somewhat too long already. [Exit Duke.] Sblood, the jest were now, if, having taen 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. [Aside]. My Lord Hippolito, is it in your stomach to go to dinner?

Hip. Where is the body?

Mat. The body, as the duke spake very wisely, is gone to be wormed.

Hip. I cannot rest; Ill meet it at next turn:
Ill see how my love looks. [Matheo holds him back.

Mat. How your love looks? worse than a scare-crow.
Wrestle not with me: the great fellow gives the fall for a ducat.

Hip. I shall forget myself.

Mat. Pray, do so, leave yourself behind yourself, and go whither you will. Sfoot, do you long to have base rogues that maintain a Saint Anthonys fire in their noses by nothing but twopenny ale, make ballads of you? If the duke had but so much mettle in him, as is in a cobblers awl, he would ha been a vexed thing: he and his train had blown you up, but that their powder has taken the wet of cowards: youll bleed three pottles of Alicant, 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.

Hip. What day is to-day, Matheo?

Mat. Yea marry, this is an easy question: why to-day is  let me see  Thursday.

Hip. Oh! Thursday.

Mat. Heres 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 mens hands.

Hip. She died on Monday then.

Mat. And thats the most villanous day of all the week to die in: and she was well, and eat a mess of water-gruel on Monday morning.

Hip. Ay? it cannot be,
Such a bright taper should burn out so soon.

Mat. O 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 aclock have been found dead drunk.

Hip. 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.

Mat. Strange feeders they are indeed, my lord, and, like your jester, or young courtier, will enter upon any mans trencher without bidding.

Hip. Curst be that day for ever that robbed her
Of breath, and me, of bliss! henceforth let it stand
Within the wizards book (the calendar)
Marked 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 beggars sin), lies (sin of fools),
Or any other damned impieties,
On Monday let em be deliverèd:
I swear to thee, Matheo, by my soul,
Hereafter weekly on that day Ill glue
Mine eye-lids down, because they shall not gaze
On any female cheek. And being locked up
In my close chamber, there Ill meditate
On nothing but my Infelices end,
Or on a dead mans skull draw out mine own.

Mat. Youll 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.

Hip. If ever, whilst frail blood through my veins run,
On womans beams I throw affection,
Save her thats 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 lived, so long that it might rot,
That should fall down, but she be neer forgot.

Mat. If you have this strange monster, honesty, in your belly, why so jig-makers and chroniclers shall pick something out of you; but an I smell not you and a bawdy house out within these ten days, let my nose be as big as an English bag-pudding: Ill follow your lordship, though it be to the place aforenamed. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  Another Street.
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ENTER FUSTIGO IN some fantastic Sea-suit, meeting a Porter.

Fus. How now, porter, will she come?

Por. If I may trust a woman, sir, she will come.

Fus. Theres for thy pains [Gives money]. 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, shes mine own sister body and soul, as I am a Christian gentleman; farewell; Ill ponder till she come: thou hast been no bawd in fetching this woman, I assure thee.

Por. No matter if I had, sir, better men than porters are bawds.

Fus. O God, sir, many that have borne offices. But, porter, art sure thou wentst into a true house?

Por. I think so, for I met with no thieves.

Fus. Nay, but art sure it was my sister, Viola.

Por. I am sure, by all superscriptions, it was the party you ciphered.

Fus. Not very tall?

Por. Nor very low; a middling woman.

Fus. Twas she, faith, twas she, a pretty plump cheek, like mine?

Por. At a blush a little, very much like you.



Fus. Godso, I would not for a ducat she had kicked up her heels, for I ha spent an abomination this voyage, marry, I did it amongst sailors and gentlemen. Theres a little modicum more, porter, for making thee stay [Gives money]; farewell, honest porter.

Por. I am in your debt, sir; God preserve you.

Fus. Not so, neither, good porter. [Exit Porter.] Gods lid, yonder she comes. [Enter Viola.] Sister Viola, I am glad to see you stirring: its news to have me here, ist not, sister?

Vio. Yes, trust me; I wondered who should be so bold to send for me: you are welcome to Milan, brother.

Fus. 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 do all our friends?

Vio. Very well; you ha travelled enough now, I trow, to sow your wild oats.

Fus. A pox on em! wild oats? I ha not an oat to throw at a horse. Troth, sister, I ha sowed my oats, and reaped 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, Ill discharge at my day, by this hand.

Vio. These are your old oaths.

Fus. Why, sister, do you think Ill forswear my hand?

Vio. Well, well, you shall have them: put yourself into better fashion, because I must employ you in a serious matter.

Fus. Ill sweat like a horse if I like the matter.

Vio. You ha cast off all your old swaggering humours?

Fus. I had not sailed a league in that great fishpond, the sea, but I cast up my very gall.



Vio. I am the more sorry, for I must employ a true swaggerer.

Fus. Nay by this iron, sister, they shall find I am powder and touch-box, if they put fire once into me.

Vio. Then lend me your ears.

Fus. Mine ears are yours, dear sister.

Vio. I am married to a man that has wealth enough, and wit enough.

Fus. A linen-draper, I was told, sister.

Vio. Very true, a grave citizen, I want nothing that a wife can wish from a husband: but heres the spite, he has not all the things belonging to a man.

Fus. Gods my life, hes a very mandrake, or else (God bless us) one a these whiblins, and thats worse, and then all the children that he gets lawfully of your body, sister, are bastards by a statute.

Vio. O, 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.

Fus. Slid, would he had been at sea with us! he should ha been moved, and moved again, for Ill be sworn, la, our drunken ship reeled like a Dutchman.

Vio. 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 womens tongues have, to anger their husbands: brother, mine can by no thunder, turn him into a sharpness.

Fus. Belike his blood, sister, is well brewed then.



Vio. 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.

Fus. Then youre with child, sister, by all signs and tokens; nay, I am partly a physician, and partly something else. I ha read Albertus Magnus, and Aristotles Problems.

Vio. Youre 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 mustachio, and be shot at me: I shall be leaner the new moon, unless I can make him horn-mad.

Fus. Sfoot, half a quarter of an hour does that; make him a cuckold.

Vio. Pooh, he would count such a cut no unkindness.

Fus. The honester citizen he; then make him drunk and cut off his beard.

Vio. Fie, fie, idle, idle! hes no Frenchman, to fret at the loss of a little scald hair. No, brother, thus it shall be  you must be secret.

Fus. As your mid-wife, I protest, sister, or a barber-surgeon.

Vio. Repair to the Tortoise here in St. Christophers 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.

Fus. I must have a great horsemans French feather too, sister.

Vio. O, 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-mouthed swaggerer.

Fus. Nay, for swaggering points let me alone.

Vio. Resort then to our shop, and, in my husbands presence, kiss me, snatch rings, jewels, or any thing, so you give it back again, brother, in secret.



Fus. By this hand, sister.

Vio. Swear as if you came but new from knighting.

Fus. Nay, Ill swear after four-hundred a year.

Vio. Swagger worse than a lieutenant among fresh-water soldiers, call me your love, your ingle, your cousin, or so; but sister at no hand.

Fus. No, no, it shall be cousin, or rather coz; thats the gulling word between the citizens wives and their mad-caps 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.

Vio. Has heard I have a brother, but never saw him, therefore put on a good face.

Fus. The best in Milan, I warrant.

Vio. Take up wares, but pay nothing, rifle my bosom, my pocket, my purse, the boxes for money to dice with; but, brother, you must give all back again in secret.

Fus. By this welkin that here roars I will, or else let me never know what a secret is: why, sister, do you think Ill cony-catch you, when you are my cousin? Gods my life, then I were a stark ass. If I fret not his guts, beg me for a fool.

Vio. Be circumspect, and do so then. Farewell.

Fus. The Tortoise, sister! Ill stay there; forty ducats.

Vio. Thither Ill send.  [Exit Fustigo.]  This law can none deny,
Women must have their longings, or they die. [Exit.


SCENE III.  A Chamber in the Dukes Palace.
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ENTER THE DUKE, Doctor Benedict, and two Servants.

Duke. Give charge that none do enter, lock the doors  [Speaking as he enters.
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 hour-glass!

Doct. Here, my lord. [Brings hour-glass.

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?

Doct. Just at the hour, my lord.

Duke. Uncurtain her:

[A curtain is drawn back and Infelice discovered lying on a couch.

Softly!  See, doctor, what a coldish heat
Spreads over all her body!

Doct. Now it works:
The vital spirits that by a sleepy charm
Were bound up fast, and threw an icy rust
On her exterior parts, now gin to break;
Trouble her not, my lord.

Duke. Some stools! [Servants set stools.] You called
For music, did you not? Oh ho, it speaks, [Music.
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, Hippolito,
Making the weight up, should not at my hands
Buy her ithother, were her state more light
Than hers, who makes a dowry up with alms.
Doctor, Ill starve her on the Apennine
Ere he shall marry her. I must confess,
Hippolito is nobly born; 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.

Servants. She wakes, my lord.

Duke. Look, Doctor Benedict  
I charge you on your lives, maintain for truth,
What eer the doctor or myself aver,
For you shall bear her hence to Bergamo.

Inf. O God, what fearful dreams! [Wakening.

Doct. Lady.

Inf. Ha!

Duke. Girl.
Why, Infelice, how ist now, ha, speak?

Inf. Im well  what makes this doctor here?  Im 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 crowned with thy lovers health
Had touched thy lips, a sensible cold dew
Stood on thy cheeks, as if that death had wept
To see such beauty alter.

Inf. I remember
I sate at banquet, but felt no such change.

Duke. Thou hast forgot, then, how a messenger
Came wildly in, with this unsavory news,
That he was dead?

Inf. What messenger? whos dead?

Duke. Hippolito. Alack! wring not thy hands.

Inf. I saw no messenger, heard no such news.

Doct. Trust me you did, sweet lady.

Duke. La, you now!

1st Ser. Yes, indeed, madam.

Duke. La, you now. Tis well, good knaves!



Inf. You ha slain him, and now youll 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  

Inf. It is untrue,
Tis most untrue, O most unnatural father!

Duke. And we had much to do by arts best cunning,
To fetch life back again.

Doct. Most certain, lady.

Duke. Why, la, you now, youll not believe me. Friends,
Swear we not all? had we not much to do?

Servants. Yes, indeed, my lord, much.

Duke. Death drew such fearful pictures in thy face,
That were Hippolito alive again,
Id 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?

Doct. Doubtless, my lord, it does.

Duke. It does, it does:
Therefore, sweet girl, thou shalt to Bergamo.

Inf. Even where you will; in any place theres woe.

Duke. A coach is ready, Bergamo doth stand
In a most wholesome air, sweet walks; theres 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.

Inf. O most unhappy maid! [Exit.

Duke. Follow her close.
No words that she was buried, on your lives!
Or that her ghost walks now after shes dead;
Ill hang you if you name a funeral.

1st Ser. Ill speak Greek, my lord, ere I speak that deadly word.

2nd Ser. And Ill speak Welsh, which is harder than Greek.

Duke. Away, look to her.  [Exeunt Servants.]  Doctor Benedict,
Did you observe how her complexion altered
Upon his name and death? Oh, would twere true.

Doct. It may, my lord.

Duke. May! how? I wish his death.

Doct. 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 Hippolito;
He calls me friend, Ill creep into his bosom,
And sting him there to death; poison can dot.

Duke. Perform it; Ill create thee half mine heir.

Doct. It shall be done, although the fact be foul.

Duke. Greatness hides sin, the guilt upon my soul! [Exeunt.


SCENE IV.  A Street.
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ENTER CASTRUCHIO, PIORATTO, and Fluello.

Cas. Signor Pioratto, Signor Fluello, shalls be merry? shalls play the wags now?

Flu. Ay, any thing that may beget the child of laughter.

Cas. Truth, I have a pretty sportive conceit new crept into my brain, will move excellent mirth.

Pio. Lets hat, lets hat; and where shall the scene of mirth lie?



Cas. At Signor Candidos 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.

Flu. That makes so many whores now-a-days.

Cas. Ay, and so many knaves too.

Pio. Well, sir.

Cas. To conclude, the report goes, hes 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 vexed, and as mad as an English cuckold.

Flu. O, twere admirable mirth, that: but how willt be done, signor?

Cas. Let me alone, I have a trick, a conceit, a thing, a device will sting him ifaith, if he have but a thimbleful of blood ins belly, or a spleen not so big as a tavern token.

Pio. Thou stir him? thou move him? thou anger him? alas, I know his approved temper: thou vex him? why he has a patience above mans injuries: thou mayst sooner raise a spleen in an angel, than rough humour in him. Why Ill give you instance for it. This wonderfully tempered Signor 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 trencher-men. She  just of a womans 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 unfurnished, 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 gulled, and their teeth deluded, and, if anger could have seized a man, there was matter enough ifaith to vex any citizen in the world, if he were not too much made a fool by his wife.

Flu. Ay, Ill swear fort: sfoot, had it been my case, I should ha played mad tricks with my wife and family: first, I would ha spitted the men, stewed the maids, and baked the mistress, and so served them in.

Pio. Why twould ha tempted any blood but his,
And thou to vex him? thou to anger him
With some poor shallow jest?

Cas. Sblood, Signor Pioratto, you that disparage my conceit, Ill wage a hundred ducats upon the head ont, that it moves him, frets him, and galls him.

Pio. Done, tis a lay, join golls ont: witness Signor Fluello.

Cas. Witness: tis done:
Come, follow me: the house is not far off,
Ill thrust him from his humour, vex his breast,
And win a hundred ducats by one jest. [Exeunt.


SCENE V.  Candidos Shop.
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GEORGE AND TWO Prentices discovered: enter Viola.

Vio. 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.

Geo. Ay. Ill be sworn, for we have a curst mistress. [Aside.

Vio. 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.

1st Pren. You patient! ay, so is the devil when he is horn-mad. [Aside.

Enter Castruchio, Fluello, and Pioratto.

Geo. Gentlemen, what do you lack?

1st Pren. What ist you buy?

2nd Pren. See fine hollands, fine cambrics, fine lawns.

Geo. What ist you lack?

2nd Pren. What ist you buy?

Cas. Wheres Signor Candido, thy master?

Geo. Faith, signor, hes a little negotiated, hell appear presently.

Cas. Fellow, lets see a lawn, a choice one, sirrah.

Geo. 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!

Flu. A notable voluble-tongued villain.

Pio. I warrant this fellow was never begot without much prating.

Cas. What, and is this she, sayest thou?

Geo. Ay, and the purest she that ever you fingered 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.

Cas. Pooh, thou talkest  pox ont, tis rough.

Geo. How? is she rough? but if you bid pox ont, sir, twill take away the roughness presently.

Flu. Ha, signor; has he fitted your French curse?

Geo. Look you, gentlemen, heres another, compare them I pray, compara Virgilium cum Homero, compare virgins with harlots.



Cas. Pooh, I ha seen better, and as you term them, evener and cleaner.

Geo. You may see further for your mind, but trust me, you shall not find better for your body.

Enter Candido.

Cas. O here he comes, lets make as though we pass. Come, come, well try in some other shop.

Cand. How now? whats the matter?

Geo. The gentlemen find fault with this lawn, fall out with it, and without a cause too.

Cand. Without a cause?
And that makes you to let em pass away:
Ah, may I crave a word with you gentlemen?

Flu. He calls us.

Cas.  Makes the better for the jest.

Cand. I pray come near, youre very welcome, gallants.
Pray pardon my mans rudeness, for I fear me
Has talked above a prentice with you. Lawns! [Showing 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 een as far from falsehood as from black.

Cas. Well, how do you rate it?

Cand. Very conscionably, eighteen shillings a yard.

Cas. Thats too dear: how many yards does the whole piece contain, think you?

Cand. Why, some seventeen yards, I think, or thereabouts.
How much would serve your turn, I pray?

Cas. Why, let me see  would it were better too!

Cand. Truth, tis the best in Milan at few words.

Cas. Well: let me have then  a whole penny-worth.

Cand. Ha, ha! youre a merry gentleman.

Cas. A pennorth I say.

Cand. Of lawn!



Cas. Of lawn? Ay, of lawn, a pennorth. Sblood, dost not hear? a whole pennorth, are you deaf?

Cand. Deaf? no, sir: but I must tell you,
Our wares do seldom meet such customers.

Cas. Nay, an you and your lawns be so squeamish, fare you well.

Cand. Pray stay; a word, pray, signor: for what purpose is it, I beseech you?

Cas. Sblood, whats that to you: Ill have a penny-worth.

Cand. A penny-worth! why you shall: Ill serve you presently.

2nd Pren. Sfoot, a penny-worth, mistress!

Vio. A penny-worth! call you these gentlemen?

Cas. No, no: not there.

Cand. What then, kind gentlemen, what at this corner here?

Cas. No, nor there neither;
Ill have it just in the middle, or else not.

Cand. Just in the middle!  ha  you shall too: what,  
Have you a single penny?

Cas. Yes, heres one.

Cand. Lend it me, I pray.

Flu. An excellent followed jest!

Vio. What will he spoil the lawn now?

Cand. Patience, good wife.

Vio. 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.

Cand. Pray, gentlemen, take her to be a woman;
Do not regard her language.  O kind soul:
Such words will drive away my customers.

Vio. Customers with a murrain! call you these customers?

Cand. Patience, good wife.

Vio. Pox a your patience.

Geo. Sfoot, mistress, I warrant these are some cheating companions.



Cand. Look you, gentlemen, theres your ware, I thank you, I have your money here; pray know my shop, pray let me have your custom.

Vio. Custom quotha.

Cand. Let me take more of your money.

Vio. You had need so.

Pio. Hark in thine ear, thoust lost an hundred ducats.

Cas. Well, well, I knowt: ist possible that homo
Should be nor man, nor woman: not once moved;
No not at such an injury, not at all!
Sure hes a pigeon, for he has no gall.

Flu. Come, come, youre angry though you smother it:
Youre vexed ifaith; confess.

Cand. Why, gentlemen,
Should you conceit me to be vexed or moved?
He has my ware, I have his money fort,
And thats no argument Im angry: no:
The best logician cannot prove me so.

Flu. Oh, but the hateful name of a pennorth of lawn,
And then cut out ith middle of the piece:
Pah, I guess it by myself, twould move a lamb
Were he a linen-draper, twould, ifaith.

Cand. 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 lose by one.
May be his mind stood to no more than that,
A pennorth serves him, and mongst trades tis found,
Deny a pennorth, it may cross a pound.
Oh, he that means to thrive, with patient eye
Must please the devil if he come to buy!

Flu. O wondrous man, patient bove wrong or woe,
How blessed were men, if women could be so!

Cand. And to express how well my breast is pleased,
And satisfied in all:  George fill a beaker. [Exit George.
Ill drink unto that gentleman, who lately
Bestowed his money with me.

Vio. Gods my life,
We shall have all our gains drunk out in beakers,
To make amends for pennyworths of lawn!

Re-enter George with beaker.

Cand. Here wife, begin you to the gentleman.

Vio. I begin to him! [Spills the wine.

Cand. George, fillt up again:
Twas my fault, my hand shook. [Exit George.

Pio. How strangely this doth show!
A patient man linked with a waspish shrew.

Flu. A silver and gilt beaker: Ive a trick
To work upon that beaker, sure twill fret him;
It cannot choose but vex him. [Aside.] Signor Castruchio,
In pity to thee I have a conceit,
Will save thy hundred ducats yet; twill dot,
And work him to impatience.

Cas. Sweet Fluello, I should be bountiful to that conceit.

Flu. Well, tis enough.

Re-enter George with beaker.

Cand. Here gentlemen to you,
I wish your custom, you are exceeding welcome. [Drinks.

Cas. I pledge you, Signor Candido  [Drinks.]  here you that must receive a hundred ducats.

Pio. Ill pledge them deep, ifaith, Castruchio.  Signor Fluello. [Drinks.

Flu. Come: playt off to me;
I am your last man.

Cand. George supply the cup. [Exit George who returns with beaker filled.

Flu. So, so, good honest George,  
Here Signor Candido, all this to you.

Cand. O, you must pardon me, I use it not.

Flu. Will you not pledge me then?

Cand. Yes, but not that:
Great love is shown in little.

Flu. Blurt on your sentences!
Sfoot, you shall pledge me all.

Cand. Indeed I shall not.

Flu. Not pledge me? Sblood, Ill carry away the beaker then.

Cand. The beaker? Oh! that at your pleasure, sir.

Flu. Now by this drink I will. [Drinks.

Cas. Pledge him, hell dot else.

Flu. So: I ha done you right on my thumb-nail,
What, will you pledge me now?

Cand. You know me, sir, I am not of that sin.

Flu. Why then farewell:
Ill bear away the beaker by this light.

Cand. Thats as you please; tis very good.

Flu. Nay, it doth please me, and as you say, tis a very good one. Farewell Signor Candido.

Pio. Farewell Candido.

Cand. Youre welcome gentlemen.

Cas. Art not moved yet?
I think his patience is above our wit.

[Exeunt Castruchio, Fluello carrying off the beaker, and Pioratto.

Geo. I told you before, mistress, they were all cheaters.

Vio. 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.  Go, fellows, make hue and cry after them.

Cand. 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 theyre gentlemen,
And a thing partly done in merriment.
Tis but a size above a jest thou knowest,
Therefore pursue it mildly. Go begone,
The constables hard by, bring him along,  make haste again. [Exit George.

Vio. O youre a goodly patient woodcock, are you not now? See what your patience comes to: every one saddles you, and rides you; youll be shortly the common stone-horse of Milan: a womans well holped 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 gulled twice in half-an-hour: Oh, I could burn all the wares in my shop for anger.

Cand. 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?

Vio. Hang your agreements! but if my beaker be gone.  [Exit.

Re-enter Castruchio, Fluello, Pioratto, and George.

Cand. Oh, here they come.

Geo. The constable, sir, let em come along with me, because there should be no wondering: he stays at door.

Cas. Constable, Goodman Abram.

Flu. Now Signor Candido, sblood why do you attach us?

Cas. Sheart! attach us!

Cand. Nay swear not, gallants,
Your oaths may move your souls, but not move me;
You have a silver beaker of my wifes.

Flu. You say not true: tis gilt.



Cand. Then you say true;
And being gilt, the guilt lies more on you.

Cas. I hope yare not angry, sir.

Cand. Then you hope right; for Im not angry.

Flu. No, but a little moved.

Cand. I moved! twas you were moved, you were brought hither.

Cas. But you, out of your anger and impatience,
Caused us to be attached.

Cand. 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 pursued you with the law,
And hunted you to shame, as many worldlings
Do build their anger upon feebler grounds;
The mores the pity; many lose their lives
For scarce so much coin as will hide their palm:
Which is most cruel; those have vexèd spirits
That pursue lives; in this opinion rest,
The loss of millions could not move my breast.

Flu. Thou art a blest man, and with peace dost deal,
Such a meek spirit can bless a commonweal.

Cand. Gentlemen, now tis upon eating-time,
Pray part not hence, but dine with me to-day.

Cas. I never heard a carter yet say nay
To such a motion. Ill not be the first.

Pio. Nor I.

Flu. Nor I.

Cand. 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 THE SECOND.


SCENE I.  A Room in Bellafronts House.
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ENTER ROGER WITH a stool, cushion, looking-glass and chafing-dish; these being set down, he pulls out of his pocket a phial with white colour in it, and two boxes, one with white, another with red paint; he places all things in order, and a candle by them, singing the ends of old ballads as he does it. At last Bellafront, as he rubs his cheek with the colours, whistles within.

Rog. Anon, forsooth.

Bell. [Within.] What are you playing the rogue about?

Rog. About you, forsooth; Im drawing up a hole in your white silk stocking.

Bell. Is my glass there? and my boxes of complexion?

Rog. Yes, forsooth: your boxes of complexion are here, I think: yes, tis here: heres your two complexions, and if I had all the four complexions, I should neer set a good face upont. Some men I see, are born, under hard-favoured planets as well as women. Zounds, I look worse now than I did before! and it makes her face glister most damnably. Theres knavery in daubing, I hold my life; or else this only female pomatum.



Enter Bellafront not full ready; she sits down; curls her hair with her bodkin; and colours her lips.

Bell. Wheres my ruff and poker, you blockhead?

Rog. Your ruff, your poker, are engendering together upon the cupboard of the court, or the court cupboard.

Bell. Fetch em: is the pox in your hams, you can go no faster? [Strikes him.

Rog. Would the pox were in your fingers, unless you could leave flinging! catch  [Exit.

Bell. Ill catch you, you dog, by and by: do you grumble? [Sings.

Cupid is a God, as naked as my nail,
Ill whip him with a rod, if he my true love fail.

Re-enter Roger with ruff and poker.

Rog. Theres your ruff, shall I poke it?

Bell. Yes, honest Roger  no, stay; prithee, good boy, hold here. [Sings.] [Roger holds the glass and candle.] Down, down, down, down, I fall down and arise,  down  I never shall arise.

Rog. Troth mistress, then leave the trade if you shall never rise.

Bell. What trade, Goodman Abram?

Rog. Why that of down and arise or the falling trade.

Bell. Ill fall with you by and by.

Rog. If you do I know who shall smart fort:
Troth, mistress, what do I look like now?

Bell. Like as you are; a panderly sixpenny rascal.

Rog. I may thank you for that: in faith I look like an old proverb, Hold the candle before the devil.

Bell. Uds life, Ill stick my knife in your guts an you prate to me so!  What? [Sings.

Well met, pug, the pearl of beauty: umh, umh.
How now, Sir Knave? you forget your duty, umh, umh,
Marrymuff, sir, are you grown so dainty; fa, la, la, leera, la.
Is it you, sir? the worst of twenty, fa, la, la, leera, la.



Pox on you, how dost thou hold my glass?

Rog. Why, as I hold your door: with my fingers.

Bell. Nay, pray thee, sweet honey Roger, hold up handsomely. [Sings.

Pretty wantons warble, &c.

We shall ha guests to day, I lay my little maidenhead; my nose itches so.

Rog. I said so too last night, when our fleas twinged me.

Bell. So, poke my ruff now, my gown, my gown! have I my fall? wheres my fall, Roger?

Rog. Your fall, forsooth, is behind. [Knocking within.

Bell. Gods my pittikins! some fool or other knocks.

Rog. Shall I open to the fool, mistress?

Bell. And all these baubles lying thus? Away with it quickly.  Ay, ay, knock, and be damned, whosoever you be!  So: give the fresh salmon line now: let him come ashore. [Exit Roger.] He shall serve for my breakfast, though he go against my stomach.

Enter Fluello, Castruchio, and Pioratto, with Roger.

Flu. Morrow, coz.

Cas. How does my sweet acquaintance?

Pio. Save thee, little marmoset: how dost thou, good, pretty rogue?

Bell. Well, God-a-mercy, good, pretty rascal.

Flu. Roger, some light, I prithee.

Rog. You shall, signor, for we that live here in this vale of misery are as dark as hell. [Exit for a candle.

Cas. Good tobacco, Fluello?

Flu. Smell.

Pio. It may be tickling gear: for it plays with my nose already. [Re-enter Roger with candle.

Rog. Heres another light angel, signor.

Bell. What? you pied curtal, whats that you are neighing?



Rog. I say God send us the light of Heaven, or some more angels.

Bell. Go fetch some wine, and drink half of it.

Rog. I must fetch some wine, gentlemen, and drink half of it.

Flu. Here Roger.

Cas. No, let me send, prithee.

Flu. Hold, you cankerworm.

Rog. You shall send both, if you please, signors.

Pio. Stay, whats best to drink a mornings?

Rog. Hippocras, sir, for my mistress, if I fetch it, is most dear to her.

Flu. Hippocras? there then, heres a teston for you, you snake. [They give money.

Rog. Right sir, heres three shillings and sixpence for a pottle and a manchet. [Exit.

Cas. Heres most Herculanean tobacco; ha some, acquaintance?

Bell. Faugh, not I, makes your breath stink like the piss of a fox. Acquaintance, where supped you last night?

Cas. At a place, sweet acquaintance, where your health danced the canaries, ifaith: you should ha been there.

Bell. I there among your punks! marry, faugh, hangem; I scornt: will you never leave sucking of eggs in other folks hens nests?

Cas. Why, in good troth, if youll trust me, acquaintance, there was not one hen at the board; ask Fluello.

Flu. No, faith, coz, none but cocks; Signor Malavella drunk to thee.

Bell. O, a pure beagle; that horse-leech there?

Flu. And the knight, Sir Oliver Lollio, swore he would bestow a taffeta petticoat on thee, but to break his fast with thee.

Bell. With me? Ill choke him then, hang him, mole-catcher! its the dreamingest snotty-nose.



Pio. Well, many took that Lollio for a fool, but hes a subtle fool.

Bell. Ay, and he has fellows: of all filthy, dry-fisted knights, I cannot abide that he should touch me.

Cas. Why, wench? is he scabbed?

Bell. Hang him, hell 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 knight-hood, because hes made like an aldermans night-gown, faced all with cony before, and within nothing but fox: this sweet Oliver will eat mutton till he be ready to burst, but the lean-jawed slave will not pay for the scraping of his trencher.

Pio. Plague him; set him beneath the salt, and let him not touch a bit, till every one has had his full cut.

Flu. Lord Ello, 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.

Cas. What an ass is that lord, to borrow money of a citizen!

Bell. Nay, Gods my pity, what an ass is that citizen to lend money to a lord!

Enter Matheo and Hippolito; Hippolito saluting the company, as a stranger, walks off. Roger comes in sadly behind them, with a pottle pot, and stands aloof off.

Mat. Save you, gallants. Signor Fluello, exceedingly well met, as I may say.

Flu. Signor Matheo, exceedingly well met too, as I may say.

Mat. And how fares my little pretty mistress?

Bell. Een as my little pretty servant; sees three court dishes before her, and not one good bit in them:  How now? why the devil standest thou so? Art in a trance?

Rog. Yes, forsooth.

Bell. Why dost not fill out their wine?



Rog. Forsooth, tis filled out already: all the wine that the signors have bestowed upon you is cast away; a porter ran a little at me, and so faced me down that I had not a drop.

Bell. Im accursed to let such a withered artichoke-faced rascal grow under my nose: now you look like an old he-cat, going to the gallows: Ill be hanged if he ha not put up the money to cony-catch us all.

Rog. No, truly, forsooth, tis not put up yet.

Bell. How many gentlemen hast thou served thus?

Rog. None but five hundred, besides prentices and serving-men.

Bell. Dost think Ill pocket it up at thy hands?

Rog. Yes, forsooth, I fear you will pocket it up.

Bell. Fie, fie, cut my lace, good servant; I shall ha the mother presently, Im so vext at this horse-plumb.

Flu. Plague, not for a scald pottle of wine!

Mat. Nay, sweet Bellafront, for a little pigs wash!

Cas. Here Roger, fetch more. [Gives money.] A mischance, ifaith, acquaintance.

Bell. Out of my sight, thou ungodly puritanical creature.

Rog. For the tother pottle? yes, forsooth.

Bell. Spill that too. [Exit Roger.] What gentleman is that, servant? your friend?

Mat. Gods so; a stool, a stool! If you love me mistress, entertain this gentleman respectively, and bid him welcome.

Bell. Hes very welcome,  pray, sir, sit.

Hip. Thanks, lady.

Flu. Count Hippolito, ist not? Cry you mercy signor; you walk here all this while, and we not heard you! Let me bestow a stool upon you, beseech you; you are a stranger here, we know the fashions ath house.

Cas. Please you be here, my lord? [Offers tobacco.



Hip. No, good Castruchio.

Flu. 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.

Hip. I never can deserve this kindness, sir.
What may this lady be, whom you call coz?

Flu. Faith, sir, a poor gentlewoman, of passing good carriage; one that has some suits in law, and lies here in an attorneys house.

Hip. Is she married?

Flu. Ha, as all your punks are, a captains wife, or so: never saw her before, my lord?

Hip. Never, trust me: a goodly creature!

Flu. By gad, when you know her as we do, youll 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.

Hip. Belike, then, shes some sale courtesan.

Flu. Troth, as all your best faces are, a good wench.

Hip. Great pity that shes a good wench.

Mat. Thou shalt ha, ifaith, mistress.  How now, signors? what, whispering? Did not I lay a wager I should take you, within seven days, in a house of vanity?

Hip. You did; and, I beshrew your heart, youve won.

Mat. How do you like my mistress?

Hip. Well, for such a mistress; better, if your mistress be not your master  I must break manners, gentlemen, fare you well.

Mat. Sfoot, you shall not leave us.

Bell. The gentleman likes not the taste of our company.

Flu., Cas., &c. Beseech you stay.

Hip. Trust me, my affairs beckon for me; pardon me.

Mat. Will you call for me half an hour hence here?



Hip. Perhaps I shall.

Mat. Perhaps? faugh! I know you can swear to me you will.

Hip. Since you will press me, on my word, I will. [Exit.

Bell. What sullen picture is this, servant?

Mat. Its Count Hippolito, the brave count.

Pio. As gallant a spirit as any in Milan, you sweet Jew.

Flu. Oh! hes a most essential gentleman, coz.

Cas. Did you never hear of Count Hippolito, acquaintance?

Bell. Marry muff, a your counts, and be no more life in em.

Mat. Hes so malcontent! sirrah Bellafront  An you be honest gallants, lets sup together, and have the count with us:  thou shalt sit at the upper end, punk.

Bell. Punk? you soused gurnet!

Mat. Kings truce: come, Ill bestow the supper to have him but laugh.

Cas. He betrays his youth too grossly to that tyrant melancholy.

Mat. All this is for a woman.

Bell. A woman? some whore! what sweet jewel ist?

Pio. Would she heard you!

Flu. Troth, so would I.

Cas. And I, by Heaven.

Bell. Nay, good servant, what woman?

Mat. Pah!

Bell. Prithee, tell me; a buss, and tell me: I warrant hes an honest fellow, if he take on thus for a wench: good rogue, who?

Mat. By th Lord I will not, must not, faith mistress. Ist a match, sirs? this night, at th Antelope: ay, for theres best wine, and good boys.



Flu., Cas., Pio. Its done; at th Antelope.

Bell. I cannot be there to night.

Mat. Cannot? by th Lord you shall.

Bell. By the Lady I will not: shall!

Flu. Why, then, put it off till Friday; wut come then, coz?

Bell. Well.

Re-enter Roger.

Mat. Youre the waspishest ape. Roger, put your mistress in mind to sup with us on Friday next. Youre 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 knights lodging.

Bell. Go, go, hang yourself!

Cas. Its dinner-time, Matheo; shalls hence?

All. Yes, yes.  Farewell, wench.

Bell. Farewell, boys.  [Exeunt all except Bellafront and Roger.]  Roger, what wine sent they for?

Rog. Bastard wine, for if it had been truly begotten, it would ha been ashamed to come in. Heres six shillings to pay for nursing the bastard.

Bell. A company of rooks! O good sweet Roger, run to the poulters, and buy me some fine larks!

Rog. No woodcocks?

Bell. Yes, faith, a couple, if they be not dear.

Rog. Ill buy but one, theres one already here. [Exit.

Enter Hippolito.

Hip. Is the gentleman, my friend, departed, mistress?

Bell. His back is but new turned, sir.

Hip. Fare you well.

Bell. I can direct you to him.

Hip. Can you, pray?

Bell. If you please, stay, hell not be absent long.

Hip. I care not much.



Bell. Pray sit, forsooth.

Hip. Im hot. [Lays aside his sword.
If I may use your room, Ill rather walk.

Bell. At your best pleasure  whew  some rubbers there!

Hip. Indeed, Ill none:  indeed I will not: thanks.
Pretty fine lodging. I perceive my friend
Is old in your acquaintance.

Bell. 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.

Hip. Say I did like; what welcome should I find?

Bell. Such as my present fortunes can afford.

Hip. But would you let me play Matheos part?

Bell. What part?

Hip. Why, embrace you: dally with you, kiss:
Faith, tell me, will you leave him and love me?

Bell. I am in bonds to no man, sir.

Hip. Why then,
Youre 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 pleasures usurer; faith, I should.

Bell. O fate!

Hip. Why sigh you, lady? may I know?

Bell. Thas never been my fortune yet to single
Out that one man, whose love could fellow mine,
As I have ever wished it: O my stars!
Had I but met with one kind gentleman,
That would have purchased sin alone to himself,
For his own private use, although scarce proper,
Indifferent handsome: meetly legged and thighed:
And my allowance reasonable, ifaith,
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.

Hip. This were well now to one but newly fledged,
And scarce a day old in this subtle world:
Twere pretty art, good bird-lime, cunning net,
But come, come, faith, confess: how many men
Have drunk this self-same protestation,
From that red ticing lip?

Bell. Indeed, not any.

Hip. Indeed? and blush not!

Bell. No, in truth, not any.

Hip. 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 could not swear indeed, but thunder oaths
That should shake Heaven, drown the harmonious spheres,
And pierce a soul, that loved her makers honour
With horror and amazement.

Bell. Shall I swear?  
Will you believe me then?

Hip. Worst then of all;
Our sins by custom, seem at last but small.
Were I but oer 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 Matheos ear.

Bell. Matheo! thats true, but believe it, I
No sooner had laid hold upon your presence,
But straight mine eye conveyed you to my heart.

Hip. Oh, you cannot feign with me! why, I know, lady,
This is the common passion 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.

Bell. Oh, by my soul,
Not I! therein Ill prove an honest whore,
In being true to one, and to no more.

Hip. If any be disposed to trust your oath,
Let him: Ill 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 loath yourself?
And mildly too, not without sense or reason.

Bell. I am content; I would feign loath myself
If you not love me.

Hip. Then if your gracious blood
Be not all wasted, I shall assay to dot.
Lend me your silence, and attention.
You have no soul, that makes you weigh so light;
Heavens treasure bought it:
And half-a-crown hath sold it:  for your body
Is like the common-shore, that still receives
All the towns filth. The sin of many men
Is within you; and thus much I suppose,
That if all your committers stood in rank,
Theyd 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, maimed and dismembered,
As would ha stuffed an hospital: this I might
Apply to you, and perhaps do you right:
O youre as base as any beast that bears,  
Your body is een hired, and so are theirs.
For gold and sparkling jewels, if he can,
Youll let a Jew get you with Christian:
Be he a Moor, a Tartar, though his face
Look uglier than a dead mans 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 youre crueller than Turks, for they
Sell Christians only, you sell yourselves away.
Why, those that love you, hate you: and will term you
Liquorish damnation; with themselves half-sunk
After the sin is laid out, and een curse
Their fruitless riot; for what one begets
Another poisons; lust and murder hit:
A tree being often shook, what fruit can knit?

Bell. O me unhappy!

Hip. I can vex you more:
A harlot is like Dunkirk, true to none,
Swallows both English, Spanish, fulsome Dutch,
Back-doored 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.

Bell. Misery.
Rank, stinking, and most loathsome misery.

Hip. 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 een haunts you to your graves.
From fools you get, and spend it upon slaves:
Like bears and apes, youre baited and show tricks
For money; but your bawd the sweetness licks.
Indeed, you are their journey-women, and do
All base and damned works they list set you to:
So that you neer are rich; for do but show me,
In present memory, or in ages past,
The fairest and most famous courtesan,
Whose flesh was dearst: that raised the price of sin,
And held it up; to whose intemperate bosom,
Princes, earls, lords, the worst has been a knight,
The meanst a gentleman, have offered up
Whole hecatombs of sighs, and rained in showers
Handfuls of gold; yet, for all this, at last
Diseases sucked her marrow, then grew so poor,
That she has begged een at a beggars door.
And (wherein Heaven has a finger) when this idol,
From coast to coast, has leapt on foreign shores,
And had more worship than thoutlandish 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 undefamed; back comes she to her own,
And there both miserably lives and dies,
Scorned even of those that once adored 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, Ill read no more.

Bell. O yes, I pray, proceed:
Indeed, twill do me good to weep, indeed.

Hip. To give those tears a relish, this I add,
Youre like the Jews, scattered, in no place certain,
Your days are tedious, your hours burdensome:
And weret 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,  
Youd 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 mete 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 doors windy creak: think every weasel
To be a constable, and every rat
A long-tailed officer: Are you now not slaves?
Oh, youve 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.

Bell. Oh, I pray, stay.

Hip. I see Matheo comes not: time hath barred me;
Would all the harlots in the town had heard me. [Exit.

Bell. Stay yet a little longer! No? quite gone!
Curst be that minute  for it was no more,
So soon a maid is changed into a whore  
Wherein I first fell! be it for ever black!
Yet why should sweet Hippolito shun mine eyes?
For whose true love I would become pure, honest,
Hate the worlds mixtures, and the smiles of gold.
Am I not fair? why should he fly me then?
Fair creatures are desired, not scorned of men.
How many gallants have drunk healths to me,
Out of their daggered arms, and thought them blest,
Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigal feasts!
And does Hippolito detest my love?
Oh, sure their heedless lusts but flattered me,
I am not pleasing, beautiful, nor young.
Hippolito hath spied some ugly blemish,
Eclipsing all my beauties: I am foul:
Harlot! Ay, thats the spot that taints my soul.
What! has he left his weapon here behind him
And gone forgetful? O fit instrument
To let forth all the poison of my flesh!
Thy master hates me, cause my blood hath ranged:
But when tis forth, then hell believe Im changed.

As she is about to stab herself re-enter Hippolito.

Hip. Mad woman, what art doing?

Bell. Either love me,
Or split my heart upon thy rapiers point:
Yet do not neither; for thou then destroyst
That which I love thee for  thy virtues. Here, here; [Gives sword to Hippolito.
Thart crueller, and killst me with disdain:
To die so, sheds no blood, yet tis worse pain. [Exit Hippolito.
Not speak to me! Not bid farewell? a scorn?
Hated! this must not be; some means Ill try.
Would all whores were as honest now as I! [Exit.


ACT THE THIRD.


SCENE I.  Candidos Shop.

[image: img49.jpg]

CANDIDO, VIOLA, GEORGE, and two Prentices discovered: Fustigo enters, walking by.

Geo. See, gentlemen, what you lack; a fine holland, a fine cambric: see what you buy.

1st Pren. Holland for shirts, cambric for bands; what ist you lack?

Fus. 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. [Aside.] What coz! sweet coz! how dost, ifaith, since last night after candlelight? we had good sport, ifaith, had we not? and when shalls laugh again?

Vio. When you will, cousin.

Fus. Spoke like a kind Lacedemonian: I see yonders thy husband.

Vio. Ay, theres the sweet youth, God bless him!

Fus. And how ist, cousin? and how, how ist, thou squall?

Vio. Well, cousin, how fare you?

Fus. How fare I? 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.



Cand. Are you my wifes cousin?

Fus. I am, sir; what hast thou to do with that?

Cand. O, nothing, but youre welcome.

Fus. The devils dung in thy teeth! Ill be welcome whether thou wilt or no, I.  What rings this, coz? very pretty and fantastical, ifaith! lets see it.

Vio. Pooh! nay, you wrench my finger.

Fus. I ha sworn Ill hat, and I hope you will not let my oaths be cracked in the ring, will you? [Seizes the ring.] I hope, sir, you are not malicholly at this, for all your great looks: are you angry?

Cand. Angry? not I, sir, nay if she can part
So easily with her ring, tis with my heart.

Geo. Suffer this, sir, and suffer all, a whoreson gull, to  

Cand. Peace George, when she has reaped what I have sown,
Shell say, one grain tastes better of her own,
Than whole sheaves gathered from anothers land:
Wits never good, till bought at a dear hand.

Geo. But in the mean-time she makes an ass of some body.

2nd Pren. See, see, see, sir, as you turn your back they do nothing but kiss.

Cand. 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.

Fus. Troth, coz, and well remembered, 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 thats the new edition now: shes out of linen horribly, too; troth, sh as never a good smock to her back neither, but one that has a great many patches int, and that Im fain to wear myself for want of shift, too: prithee, put me into wholesome napery, and bestow some clean commodities upon us.



Vio. Reach me those cambrics, and the lawns hither.

Cand. What to do, wife? to lavish out my goods upon a fool?

Fus. Fool? Snails, eat the fool, or Ill so batter your crown, that it shall scarce go for five shillings.

2nd Pren. Do you hear, sir? youre best be quiet, and say a fool tells you so.

Fus. Nails, I think so, for thou tellest me.

Cand. Are you angry, sir, because I named the fool?
Trust me, you are not wise in my own house,
And to my face to play the antic thus:
If you needs play the madman, choose a stage
Of lesser compass, where few eyes may note
Your actions error: but if still you miss,
As here you do, for one clap, ten will hiss.

Fus. Zounds, cousin, he talks to me, as if I were a scurvy tragedian.

2nd Pren. Sirrah George, I ha thought upon a device, how to break his pate, beat him soundly, and ship him away.

Geo. Dot.

2nd Pren. Ill go in, pass through the house, give some of our fellow-prentices the watch-word 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. [Exit 2nd Prentice.

Geo. Dot: away, dot.

Vio. Must I call twice for these cambrics and lawns?

Cand. Nay see, you anger her, George, prithee despatch.

1st Pren. Two of the choicest pieces are in the warehouse, sir.

Cand. Go fetch them presently.

Fus. Ay, do, make haste, sirrah. [Exit 1st Prentice.

Cand. Why were you such a stranger all this while, being my wifes cousin?



Fus. Stranger? no sir, Im a natural Milaner born.

Cand. I perceive still it is your natural guise to mistake me, but you are welcome, sir; I much wish your acquaintance.

Fus. My acquaintance? I scorn that, ifaith; 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.

Re-enter the 2nd Prentice.

2nd Pren. Signor Pandulfo the merchant desires conference with you.

Cand. Signor Pandulfo? Ill be with him straight,
Attend your mistress and the gentleman. [Exit.

Vio. When do you show those pieces?

Fus. Ay, when do you show those pieces?

Prentices. [Within.] Presently, sir, presently: we are but charging them.

Fus. Come, sirrah: you flat-cap, where be these whites?

Re-enter 1st Prentice with pieces.

Geo. Flat-cap? hark in your ear, sir, youre a flat fool, an ass, a gull, and Ill thrum you:  do you see this cambric, sir?

Fus. Sfoot coz, a good jest, did you hear him? he told me in my ears, I was a flat fool, an ass, a gull, and Ill thrum you:  do you see this cambric sir?

Vio. What, not my men, I hope?

Fus. No, not your men, but one of your men ifaith.

1st Pren. I pray, sir, come hither, what say you to this? heres an excellent good one.

Fus. Ay, marry, this likes me well; cut me off some half-score yards.



2nd Pren. Let your whores cut; youre an impudent coxcomb; you get none, and yet Ill thrum you:  a very good cambric, sir.

Fus. Again, again, as God judge me! Sfoot, coz, they stand thrumming here with me all day, and yet I get nothing.

1st Pren. 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.

Fus. Sfoot, I think so, if a knight marry my punk, a lady shall wear it: cut me off twenty yards: thourt an honest lad.

1st Pren. Not without money, gull, and Ill thrum you too.

Prentices. [Within.] Gull, well thrum you.

Fus. O Lord, sister, did you not hear something cry thrum? zounds, your men here make a plain ass of me.

Vio. What, to my face so impudent?

Geo. Ay, in a cause so honest, well not suffer
Our masters goods to vanish moneyless.

Vio. You will not suffer them?

2nd Pren. No, and you may blush,
In going about to vex so mild a breast,
As is our masters.

Vio. Take away those pieces.
Cousin, I give them freely.

Fus. Mass, and Ill take em as freely.

Geo., 1st and 2nd Pren., and other prentices, rushing in. Well make you lay em down again more freely. [They all attack Fustigo with their clubs.

Vio. Help, help! my brother will be murdered.

Re-enter Candido.

Cand. How now, what coil is here? forbear I say. [Exeunt all the Prentices except the 1st and 2nd.

Geo. He calls us flat-caps, and abuses us.



Cand. Why, sirs, do such examples flow from me?

Vio. Theyre of your keeping, sir. Alas, poor brother.

Fus. Ifaith they ha peppered me, sister; look, dost not spin? call you these prentices? Ill neer play at cards more when clubs is trump: I have a goodly coxcomb, sister, have I not?

Cand. Sister and brother? brother to my wife?

Fus. 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.

Cand. A surgeon! run, a surgeon! [Exit 1st Prentice.] Why then wore you that forged name of cousin?

Fus. Because its a common thing to call coz, and ningle now-a-days all the world over.

Cand. Cousin! A name of much deceit, folly, and sin,
For under that common abused word,
Many an honest-tempered citizen
Is made a monster, and his wife trained out
To foul adulterous action, full of fraud.
I may well call that word, a citys bawd.

Fus. 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.

Vio. What, playing the woman? blabbing now, you fool?

Cand. Oh, my wife did but exercise a jest upon your wit.

Fus. Sfoot, my wit bleeds fort, methinks.

Cand. Then let this warning more of sense afford;
The name of cousin is a bloody word.

Fus. Ill neer 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.

Cand. Go, wish the surgeon to have great respect  [Exit 2nd Prentice.



Enter an Officer.

How now, my friend? what, do they sit to day?

Offi. Yes, sir, they expect you at the senate-house.

Cand. I thank your pains; Ill 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 mans right; but in even scales,
Peize rich and poor, without corruptions vails.

Re-enter George.

Come, wheres the gown?

Geo. I cannot find the key, sir.

Cand. Request it of your mistress.

Vio. Come not to me for any key;
Ill not be troubled to deliver it.

Cand. Good wife, kind wife, it is a needful trouble, but for my gown!

Vio. Moths swallow down your gown!
You set my teeth on edge with talking ont.

Cand. Nay, prithee, sweet,  I cannot meet without it,
I should have a great fine set on my head.

Vio. Set on your coxcomb; tush, fine me no fines.

Cand. Believe me, sweet, none greets the senate-house,
Without his robe of reverence,  thats his gown.

Vio. Well, then, youre like to cross that custom once;
You get no key, nor gown; and so depart.  
This trick will vex him sure, and fret his heart. [Aside and Exit.

Cand. Stay, let me see, I must have some device,  
My cloaks too short: fie, fie, no cloak will dot;
It must be something fashioned like a gown,
With my arms out. Oh George, come hither, George:
I prithee, lend me thine advice.

Geo. Troth, sir, weret any but you, they would break open chest.

Cand. O no! break open chest! thats a thiefs 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-coloured carpet, honest George,
Cut thou a hole ith middle for my neck,
Two for mine arms. Nay, prithee, look not strange.

Geo. I hope you do not think, sir, as you mean.

Cand. Prithee, about it quickly, the hour chides me:
Warily, George, softly, take heed of eyes, [Exit George.
Out of two evils hes accounted wise,
That can pick out the least; the fine imposed
For an un-gowned senator, is about
Forty crusadoes, the carpet not bove four.
Thus have I chosen the lesser evil yet,
Preserved my patience, foiled her desperate wit.

Re-enter George with carpet.

Geo. Here, sir, heres the carpet.

Cand. O well done, George, well cut it just ith midst. [They cut the carpet.
Tis very well; I thank thee: help it on.

Geo. It must come over your head, sir, like a wenchs petticoat.

Cand. Thourt in the right, good George; it must indeed.
Fetch me a night-cap: for Ill gird it close,
As if my health were queasy: twill show well
For a rude, careless night-gown, willt not, thinkst?



Geo. Indifferent well, sir, for a night-gown, being girt and pleated.

Cand. Ay, and a night-cap on my head.

Geo. Thats true sir, Ill run and fetch one, and a staff. [Exit.

Cand. 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.  

Re-enter George, with nightcap and staff.

So, so, kind George, [Puts on nightcap.]  be secret now: and, prithee, do not laugh at me till Im out of sight.

Geo. I laugh? not I, sir.

Cand. Now to the senate-house:
Methinks, Id rather wear, without a frown,
A patient carpet, than an angry gown. [Exit.

Geo. Now, looks my master just like one of our carpet knights, only hes somewhat the honester of the two.

Re-enter Viola.

Vio. What, is your master gone?

Geo. Yes, forsooth, his back is but new turned.

Vio. And in his cloak? did he not vex and swear?

Geo. No, but hell make you swear anon.  [Aside.]
No, indeed, he went away like a lamb.

Vio. Key, sink to hell! still patient, patient still?
I am with child to vex him: prithee, George,
If eer thou lookst for favour at my hands,
Uphold one jest for me.

Geo. Against my master?

Vio. Tis a mere jest in faith: say, wilt thou dot?

Geo. Well, what ist?

Vio. Here, take this key; thou knowst where all things lie.
Put on thy masters best apparel, gown,
Chain, cap, ruff, every thing, 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 knowst; speak, wilt thou?

Geo. Twill wrong my masters patience.

Vio. Prithee, George.

Geo. Well, if youll save me harmless, and put me under covert barn, I am content to please you, provided it may breed no wrong against him.

Vio. No wrong at all: here take the key, be gone:
If any vex him, this: if not this, none. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.  An outer Apartment in Bellafronts House.
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ENTER MISTRESS FINGERLOCK and Roger.

Mis. F. O Roger, Roger, wheres your mistress, wheres your mistress? theres the finest, neatest gentleman at my house, but newly come over: Oh, where is she, where is she, where is she?

Rog. My mistress is abroad, but not amongst em: my mistress is not the whore now that you take her for.

Mis. F. How? is she not a whore? do you go about to take away her good name, Roger? you are a fine pander indeed.

Rog. 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 hippocras; but now those days are past. We had as good doings, Madonna Fingerlock, she within doors, and I without, as any poor young couple in Milan.

Mis. F. Gods my life, and is she changed now?

Rog. I ha lost by her squeamishness, more than would have builded twelve bawdy-houses.

Mis. F. And had she no time to turn honest but now? what a vile woman is this! twenty pound a-night, Ill be sworn, Roger, in good gold and no silver: why here was a time! if she should ha picked 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.

Rog. Here she comes now.

Enter Bellafront.

Mis. F. O sweet madonna, on with your loose gown, your felt and your feather, theres the sweetest, properest, gallantest gentleman at my house; he smells all of musk and ambergris his pocket full of crowns, flame-coloured doublet, red satin hose, carnation silk stockings, and a leg, and a body,  oh!

Bell. Hence thou, our sexs monster, poisonous bawd,
Lusts factor, and damnations orator.
Gossip of hell! were all the harlots sins
Which the whole world contains, numbered 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 livest
Upon the dregs of harlots, guardst the door,
Whilst couples go to dancing: O coarse devil!
Thou art the bastards curse, thou brandst his birth;
The lechers French disease: for thou dry-suckst him;
The harlots poison, and thine own confusion.



Mis. F. Marry come up, with a pox, have you nobody to rail against, but your bawd now?

Bell. And you, knave pander, kinsman to a bawd.

Rog. You and I, madonna, are cousins.

Bell. Of the same blood and making, near allied;
Thou, that art slave to sixpence, base metalled villain!

Rog. Sixpence? nay, thats not so: I never took under two shillings four-pence; I hope I know my fee.

Bell. I know not against which most to inveigh:
For both of you are damned so equally.
Thou never sparst for oaths, swearst any thing,
As if thy soul were made of shoe-leather:
God damn me, gentleman, if she be within!
When in the next room shes found dallying.

Rog. 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?

Bell. Roger, you cheat kind gentlemen.

Rog. The more gulls they.

Bell. Slave, I cashier thee.

Mis. F. An you do cashier him, he shall be entertained.

Rog. Shall I? then blurt a your service.

Bell. As hell would have it, entertained by you!
I dare the devil himself to match those two. [Exit.

Mis. F. Marry gup, are you grown so holy, so pure, so honest with a pox?

Rog. 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.

Mis. F. True Roger except my vails.

Rog. Vails? what vails?

Mis. F. Why as thus; if a couple come in a coach, and light to lie down a little, then, Roger, thats my fee, and you may walk abroad; for the coachman himself is their pander.



Rog. Is a so? in truth I have almost forgot, for want of exercise. But how if I fetch this citizens wife to that gull, and that madonna to that gallant, how then?

Mis. F. Why then, Roger, you are to have sixpence a lane; so many lanes, so many sixpences.

Rog. Ist so? then I see we two shall agree, and live together.

Mis. F. Ay, Roger, so long as there be any taverns and bawdy-houses in Milan. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  A Chamber in Bellafronts House.
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BELLAFRONT DISCOVERED SITTING with a lute; pen, ink, and paper on a table before her.

Bell. [Sings.]
The courtiers flattering jewels,
Temptations only fuels,
The lawyers ill-got moneys,
That suck up poor bees honeys:
The citizens sons riot,
The gallants costly diet:
Silks and velvets, pearls and ambers,
Shall not draw me to their chambers.
Silks and velvets, &c. [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 made me loathsomer, than wrought
My loves impression in Hippolitos thought:
No, I must turn the chaste leaves of my breast,
And pick out some sweet means to breed my rest.
Hippolito, 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, and Pioratto.

Mat. You, goody punk, subaudi cockatrice, oh youre 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 stayed not till we were as hungry as sergeants.

Flu. Ay, and their yeomen too.

Cas. Nay, faith, acquaintance, let me tell you, you forgat yourself too much: we had excellent cheer, rare vintage, and were drunk after supper.

Pio. 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.

Mat. Pox on her! let her alone.

Bell. 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.

Flu. I am not what I was? no, Ill be sworn thou art not: for thou wert honest at five, and now thourt a punk at fifteen: thou wert yesterday a simple whore, and now thourt a cunning, cony-catching baggage to day.

Bell. Ill say Im worse; I pray, forsake me then:
I do desire you leave me, gentlemen.
And leave yourselves: O 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 oer their souls hangs an eternal curse.
In being slaves to slaves, their labours perish;
Theyre seldom blest with fruit; for ere it blossoms,
Many a worm confounds it.
They have no issue but foul ugly ones,
That run along with them, een to their graves:
For, stead of children, they breed rank diseases,
And all you gallants can bestow on them,
Is that French infant, which neer acts, but speaks:
What shallow son and heir, then, foolish gallants,
Would waste all his inheritance, to purchase
A filthy, loathed disease? and pawn his body
To a dry evil: that usurys worst of all,
When th interest will eat out the principal.

Mat. 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. [Aside.

Flu. Whats here? instructions, admonitions, and caveats? Come out, you scabbard of vengeance.

Mat. Fluello, spurn your hounds when they fist, you shall not spurn my punk, I can tell you: my blood is vexed.

Flu. Pox a your blood: make it a quarrel.

Mat. Youre a slave! will that serve turn?

Pio. Sblood, hold, hold!

Cas. Matheo, Fluello, for shame, put up!

Mat. Spurn my sweet varlet?

Bell. O how many thus
Moved with a little folly, have let out
Their souls in brothel-houses! fell down and died
Just at their harlots foot, as twere in pride.

Flu. Matheo, we shall meet.

Mat. Ay, ay; any where, saving at church:
Pray take heed we meet not there.

Flu. Adieu, damnation!

Cas. Cockatrice, farewell!

Pio. Theres more deceit in women, than in hell. [Exeunt Castruchio, Fluello and Pioratto.



Mat. 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 fort ifaith.

Bell. Why are not you gone too, Signor Matheo?
I pray depart my house: you may believe me,
In troth, I have no part of harlot in me.

Mat. Hows this?

Bell. 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 turned 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.

Mat. Ist 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.

Bell. Tis time to leave off jesting, I had almost
Jested away salvation: I shall love you,
If you will soon forsake me.

Mat. God be with thee!

Bell. O tempt no more women! shun their weighty curse;
Women, at best, are bad, make them not worse.
You gladly seek our sexs overthrow:
But not to raise our states. For all your wrongs,
Will you vouchsafe me but due recompense,
To marry with me?

Mat. How! marry with a punk, a cockatrice, a harlot? maarr, faugh, Ill be burnt through the nose first.

Bell. 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.

Mat. Ill hear no more of this, this ground upon,
Thourt damned for altering thy religion. [Exit.

Bell. 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 mens girdles; who least trusts is most wise:
Mens oaths do cast a mist before our eyes.
My best of wit, be ready! Now I go,
By some device to greet Hippolito.


ACT THE FOURTH.


SCENE I.  A Chamber in Hippolitos House.
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ENTER A SERVANT.

Ser. So, this is Monday morning, and now must I to my huswifery.  [Sets out a table, on which he places a skull, a picture of Infelice, a book, and a taper.]  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 heres my book, here my desk, here my light, this my close chamber, and here my punk: so that this dull drowzy 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 is turned, will be naught together.

Enter Hippolito.

Hip. Are all the windows shut?

Ser. Close, sir, as the fist of a courtier that hath stood in three reigns.

Hip. Thou art a faithful servant, and observst
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 womans voice pierce through that door.

Ser. If they do, my lord, Ill pierce some of them;
What will your lordship have to breakfast?

Hip. Sighs.

Ser. What to dinner?

Hip. Tears.

Ser. The one of them, my lord, will fill you too full of wind, the other wet you too much. What to supper?

Hip. That which now thou canst not get me, the constancy of a woman.

Ser. Indeed thats harder to come by than ever was Ostend.

Hip. Prithee, away.

Ser. Ill 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. [Aside and exit.

Hip. [Taking up Infelices picture.] My Infelices face, her brow, her eye,
The dimple on her cheek! and such sweet skill,
Hath from the cunning workmans 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 womans 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 loves best pictured in a true-loves heart:
Here art thou drawn, sweet maid, till this be dead;
So that thou livst twice, twice art burièd:
Thou figure of my friend, lie there. Whats here? [Takes up the skull.
Perhaps this shrewd pate was mine enemys:
Las! say it were: I need not fear him now!
For all his braves, his contumelious breath,
His frowns, though dagger-pointed, all his plots,
Though neer so mischievous, his Italian pills,
His quarrels, and that common fence, his law,
See, see, theyre all eaten out! heres not left one:
How clean theyre picked 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 carcase whilst it rots,
To maintaint 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, wife, 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 kissed off:
But heres a fellow; that which he lays on
Till doomsday alters not complexion:
Deaths the best painter then: They that draw shapes,
And live by wicked faces, are but Gods 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.

Re-enter Servant.

Ser. Heres a parson would speak with you, sir.

Hip. Hah!

Ser. A parson, sir, would speak with you.

Hip. Vicar?

Ser. Vicar! no sir, has too good a face to be a vicar yet, a youth, a very youth.

Hip. What youth? of man or woman? lock the doors.

Ser. If it be a woman, marrow-bones and potato pies keep me from meddling with her, for the thing has got the breeches! tis a male-varlet sure, my lord, for a womans tailor neer measured him.

Hip. Let him give thee his message and be gone.

Ser. He says hes Signor Matheos man, but I know he lies.

Hip. How dost thou know it?

Ser. Cause he has neer a beard: tis his boy, I think, sir, whosoeer paid for his nursing.

Hip. Send him and keep the door. [Exit Servant.
[Reads.] Fata si liceat mihi,
Fingere arbitrio meo,
Temperem zephyro levi
Vela.
Id sail were I to choose, not in the ocean,
Cedars are shaken, when shrubs do feel no bruise.

Enter Bellafront, dressed as a Page, with a letter.

How? from Matheo?



Bell. Yes, my lord.

Hip. Art sick?

Bell. Not all in health, my lord.

Hip. Keep off.

Bell. I do.  
Hard fate when women are compelled to woo. [Aside.

Hip. This paper does speak nothing.

Bell. 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.

Hip. Do so; read out.

Bell. I am already out:
Look on my face, and read the strangest story!

Hip. What, villain, ho?  

Re-enter Servant.

Ser. Call you, my lord?

Hip. Thou slave, thou hast let in the devil!

Ser. Lord bless us, where? hes not cloven, my lord, that I can see: besides the devil goes more like a gentleman than a page; good my lord, Buon coraggio!

Hip. Thou hast let in a woman in mans shape.
And thou art damned fort.

Ser. Not damned I hope for putting in a woman to a lord.

Hip. 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.

Ser. Alas, my lord, I shall never be able to thrust her hence without help! Come, mermaid, you must to sea again.

Bell. Hear me but speak, my words shall be all music;
Hear me but speak. [Knocking within.



Hip. Another beats the door,
Tother she-devil! look.

Ser. Why, then, hells broke loose.

Hip. Hence; guard the chamber: let no more come on, [Exit Servant.
One woman serves for mans damnation  
Beshrew thee, thou dost make me violate
The chastest and most sanctimonious vow,
That eer was entered in the court of Heaven!
I was, on meditations spotless wings,
Upon my journey thither; like a storm
Thou beatst my ripened cogitations,
Flat to the ground: and like a thief dost stand,
To steal devotion from the holy land.

Bell. If woman were thy mother  if thy heart,
Be not all marble, or ift marble be,
Let my tears soften it, to pity me  
I do beseech thee, do not thus with scorn
Destroy a woman!

Hip. 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 [Points to Infelices picture.
The copy of that obligation,
Where my souls bound in heavy penalties.

Bell. Shes dead, you told me, shell let fall her suit.

Hip. 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 perjured villain. Let it suffice,
I ha set thee in the path; ist not a sign
I love thee, when with one so most most dear,
Ill have thee fellow? All are fellows there.

Bell. Be greater than a king; save not a body,
But from eternal shipwreck keep a soul,
If not, and that again, sins path I tread,
The grief be mine, the guilt fall on thy head!

Hip. Stay, and take physic for it; read this book,
Ask counsel of this head, whats to be done;
Hell strike it dead, that tis damnation
If you turn Turk again. Oh, do it not!
Though 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 Gods fair bride, and maidens souls are such:
The soul that leaving chastitys white shore,
Swims in hot sensual streams, is the devils whore.  

Re-enter Servant with letter.

How now, who comes?

Ser. No more knaves, my lord, that wear smocks: heres a letter from Doctor Benedict; I would not enter his man, though 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 cod-piece, and have no pins to stick upont.

Hip. Ill meet the doctor, tell him; yet to-night
I cannot: but at morrow rising sun
I will not fail.  [Exit Servant.]  Go, woman; fare thee well. [Exit.

Bell. 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 fathers 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.


SCENE II. A Street.
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ENTER FUSTIGO, CRAMBO, and Poh.

Fus. Hold up your hands, gentlemen, heres one, two, three [Giving money]  nay, I warrant they are sound pistoles, and without flaws; I had them of my sister and I know she uses to put up nothing thats cracked  four, five, six, seven, eight and nine; by this hand bring me but a piece of his blood, and you shall have nine more. Ill lurk in a tavern not far off, and provide supper to close up the end of the tragedy: the linen-drapers, remember. Stand tot, I beseech you, and play your parts perfectly.

Cram. Look you, signor, tis not your gold that we weigh  

Fus. Nay, nay, weigh it and spare not; if it lack one grain of corn, Ill give you a bushel of wheat to make it up.

Cram. But by your favour, signor, which of the servants is it? because well punish justly.

Fus. 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.

Fus. Gods life, I was neer so thrummed since I was a gentleman: my coxcomb was dry beaten, as if my hair had been hemp.

Cram. Well dry-beat some of them.

Fus. Nay, it grew so high, that my sister cried out murder, very manfully: I have her consent, in a manner, to have him peppered: else Ill not dot, to win more than ten cheaters do at a rifling: break but his pate, or so, only his mazer, because Ill have his head in a cloth as well as mine; hes 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.

Cram. No more to do, but ensconce yourself ith tavern; provide no great cheer, a couple of capons, some pheasants, plovers, an orangeado-pie, or so: but how bloody howsoeer the day be, sally you not forth.

Fus. No, no; nay if I stir, some body shall stink: Ill not budge: Ill lie like a dog in a manger.

Cram. Well, well, to the tavern, let not our supper be raw, for you shall have blood enough, your bellyful.

Fus. Thats 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 Ill leave word, if any such come to the bar.

Cram. My name is Corporal Crambo.

Poh. And mine, Lieutenant Poh.

Cram. Poh is as tall a man as ever opened oyster:
I would not be the devil to meet Poh: farewell.

Fus. Nor I, by this light, if Poh be such a Poh. [Exeunt.


SCENE III. Candidos Shop.
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ENTER VIOLA AND the two Prentices.

Vio. Whats aclock now?

2nd Pren. Tis almost twelve.

Vio. Thats well,
The Senate will leave wording presently:
But is George ready?

2nd Pren. Yes, forsooth, hes furbished.

Vio. 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, whatsoeer you hear or see.

2nd Pren. I warrant you, mistress, let us alone for keeping our countenance: for, if I list, theres neer 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.

Vio. Enough then, call down George.

2nd Pren. I hear him coming.

Vio. Be ready with your legs then, let me see
How courtesy would become him.  

Enter George in Candidos apparel.

Beshrew my blood, a proper seemly man. Gallantly!
Of a choice carriage, walks with a good port!

Geo. I thank you, mistress, my backs broad enough, now my masters gowns on.

Vio. Sure, I should think it were the least of sin,
To mistake the master, and to let him in.

Geo. Twere a good Comedy of Errors that, ifaith.

2nd Pren. Whist, whist! my master.

Vio. You all know your tasks.

Enter Candido, dressed as before in the carpet: he stares at George, and exit.

Gods my life, whats that he has got upons back? who can tell?

Geo. [Aside.] That can I, but I will not.

Vio. Girt about him like a madman! what has he lost his cloak too? This is the maddest fashion that eer I saw. What said he, George, when he passed by thee?



Geo. 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 stared me in the face, passed along, and made haste in, as if my looks had worked with him, to give him a stool.

Vio. Sure hes vexed now, this trick has moved his spleen,
Hes angered now, because he uttered nothing:
And wordless wrath breaks out more violent,
May be hell strive for place, when he comes down,
But if thou lovst me, George, afford him none.

Geo. Nay, let me alone to play my masters prize, as long as my mistress warrants me: Im sure I have his best clothes on, and I scorn to give place to any that is inferior in apparel to me, thats an axiom, a principle, and is observed as much as the fashion; let that persuade you then, that Ill shoulder with him for the upper hand in the shop, as long as this chain will maintain it.

Vio. Spoke with the spirit of a master, though with the tongue of a prentice.

Re-enter Candido dressed as a Prentice.

Why how now, madman? what in your tricksi-coats?

Cand. O peace, good mistress.

Enter Crambo and Poh.

See, what you lack? what ist 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 penny-worth.

Vio. Ay, that he can, out of a whole piece of lawn ifaith.

Cand. Pray see your choice here, gentlemen.

Vio. O fine fool! what, a madman! a patient madman! who ever heard of the like? Well, sir, Ill fit you and your humour presently: what, cross-points? Ill untie em all in a trice: Ill vex you ifaith: boy, take your cloak, quick, come. [Exit with 1st Prentice.

Cand. Be covered, George, this chain and welted gown
Bare to this coat? then the worlds upside down.

Geo. Umh, umh, hum.

Cram. Thats the shop, and theres the fellow.

Poh. Ay, but the master is walking in there.

Cram. No matter, well in.

Poh. Sblood, dost long to lie in limbo?

Cram. An limbo be in hell, I care not.

Cand. Look you, gentlemen, your choice: cambrics?

Cram. No, sir, some shirting.

Cand. You shall.

Cram. Have you none of this striped canvas for doublets?

Cand. None striped, sir, but plain.

2nd Pren. I think there be one piece striped within.

Geo. Step, sirrah, and fetch it, hum, hum, hum. [Exit 2nd Pren., and returns with the piece.

Cand. Look you, gentleman, Ill make but one spreading, heres a piece of cloth, fine, yet shall wear like iron, tis without fault; take this upon my word, tis without fault.

Cram. Then tis better than you, sirrah.

Cand. Ay, and a number more: Oh, that each soul
Were but as spotless as this innocent white,
And had as few breaks in it!

Cram. Twould have some then:
There was a fray here last day in this shop.

Cand. There was, indeed, a little flea-biting.

Poh. A gentleman had his pate broke; call you that but a flea-biting?

Cand. He had so.

Cram. Zounds, do you stand to it? [Strikes Candido.

Geo. Sfoot, clubs, clubs! prentices, down with em!



Enter several Prentices with clubs, who disarm Crambo and Poh.

Ah, you rogues, strike a citizen ins shop?

Cand. None of you stir, I pray; forbear, good George.

Cram. I beseech you, sir, we mistook our marks; deliver us our weapons.

Geo. Your head bleeds, sir; cry clubs!

Cand. I say you shall not; pray be patient,
Give them their weapons: sirs, youd best be gone,
I tell you here are boys more tough than bears:
Hence, lest more fists do walk about your ears.

Cram., Poh. We thank you, sir. [Exeunt.

Cand. 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 fort: besides, I had decreed
To have a vein pricked, I did mean to bleed:
So that theres money saved: theyre honest men,
Pray use em well, when they appear again.

Geo. Yes, sir, well use em like honest men.

Cand. Ay, well said, George, like honest men, though they be arrant knaves, for thats the phrase of the city; help to lay up these wares.

Re-enter Viola and 1st Prentice with Officers.

Vio. Yonder he stands.

1st Off. What in a prentice-coat?

Vio. Ay, ay; mad, mad; pray take heed.

Cand. How now! what news with them?
What make they with my wife?
Officers, is she attached?  Look to your wares.

Vio. He talks to himself: oh, hes much gone indeed.

1st Off. Pray, pluck up a good heart, be not so fearful:
Sirs, hark, well gather to him by degrees.

Vio. Ay, ay, by degrees I pray: Oh me! What makes he with the lawn in his hand? Hell tear all the ware in my shop.



1st Off. Fear not, well catch him on a sudden.

Vio. Oh! you had need do so; pray take heed of your warrant.

1st Off. I warrant, mistress. Now, Signor Candido.

Cand. Now, sir, what news with you, sir?

Vio. What news with you? he says: oh, hes far gone!

1st Off. I pray, fear nothing; lets alone with him,
Signor, you look not like yourself, methinks,  
Steal you a tother side; youre changed, youre altered.

Cand. Changed, 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.

1st Off. And women turn to men.

Cand. Ay, and women turn to men, you say true: ha, ha, a mad world, a mad world. [Officers seize Candido.

1st Off. Have we caught you, sir?

Cand. Caught me? well, well, you have caught me.

Vio. He laughs in your faces.

Geo. A rescue, prentices! my masters catchpolled.

1st Off. 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.

Cand. I pray, rest quiet, I desire no rescue.

Vio. La, he desires no rescue, las poor heart,
He talks against himself.

Cand. Well, whats the matter?

1st Off. Look to that arm, [Officers bind Candido.
Pray, make sure work, double the cord.

Cand. Why, why?

Vio. Look how his head goes, should he get but loose,
Oh twere as much as all our lives were worth!

1st Off. Fear not, well make all sure for our own safety.

Cand. Are you at leisure now? well, whats the matter?
Why do I enter into bonds thus, ha?



1st Off. Because youre mad, put fear upon your wife.

Vio. Oh ay, I went in danger of my life every minute.

Cand. What, am I mad, say you, and I not know it?

1st Off. That proves you mad, because you know it not.

Vio. Pray talk to him as little as you can,
You see hes too far spent.

Cand. Bound, with strong cord!
A sisters thread, ifaith, had been enough,
To lead me anywhere.  Wife, do you long?
You are mad too, or else you do me wrong.

Geo. But are you mad indeed, master?

Cand. My wife says so,
And what she says, George, is all truth, you know.  
And whither now, to Bethlem Monastery?
Ha! whither?

1st Off. Faith, een to the madmens pound.

Cand. A Gods name! still I feel my patience sound. [Exeunt Officers with Candido.

Geo. Come, well see whither he goes; if the master be mad, we are his servants, and must follow his steps; well be mad-caps too. Farewell, mistress, you shall have us all in Bedlam. [Exeunt George and Prentices.

Vio. I think I ha fitted you now, you and your clothes,
If this move not his patience, nothing can;
Ill swear then Ive a saint, and not a man. [Exit.


SCENE IV.  Grounds near the Dukes Palace.
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ENTER DUKE, DOCTOR Benedict, Fluello, Castruchio, and Pioratto.

Duke. Give us a little leave.

[Exeunt Fluello, Castruchio, and Pioratto.

Doctor, your news.

Doct. 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 thend we sat and eat: a health I drank
To Infelices sweet departed soul.
This train I knew would take.

Duke. Twas excellent.

Doct. He fell with such devotion on his knees,
To pledge the fame  

Duke. Fond, superstitious fool!

Doct. That had he been inflamed with zeal of prayer,
He could not pourt out with more reverence:
About my neck he hung, wept on my cheek,
Kissed it, and swore he would adore my lips,
Because they brought forth Infelices name.

Duke. Ha, ha! alack, alack.

Doct. The cup he lifts up high, and thus he said;
Here noble maid!  drinks, and was poisonèd.

Duke. And died?

Doct. And died, my lord.

Duke. Thou in that word
Hast pieced mine aged hours out with more years,
Than thou hast taken from Hippolito.
A noble youth he was, but lesser branches
Hindering the greaters growth, must be lopt off,
And feed the fire. Doctor, were now all thine,
And use us so: be bold.

Doct. Thanks, gracious lord  
My honoured lord:  

Duke. Hum.

Doct. I do beseech your grace to bury deep,
This bloody act of mine.

Duke. Nay, nay, for that,
Doctor, look you to it, me it shall not move;
Theyre cursed that ill do, not that ill do love.



Doct. You throw an angry forehead on my face:
But be you pleased backward thus far to look,
That for your good, this evil I undertook  

Duke. Ay, ay, we conster so.

Doct. And only for your love.

Duke. Confessed: tis true.

Doct. 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 dipt in blood, I will not spare the hand,
But that for gold,  as what can gold not do?  
I may be hired to work the like on you.

Duke. Which to prevent  

Doct. Tis from my heart as far.

Duke. No matter, doctor; cause Ill fearless sleep,
And that you shall stand clear of that suspicion,
I banish thee for ever from my court.
This principle is old, but true as fate,
Kings may love treason, but the traitor hate. [Exit.

Doct. Ist so? nay then, duke, your stale principle,
With one as stale, the doctor thus shall quit  
He falls himself that digs anothers pit.

Enter the Doctors Servant.

How now! where is he? will he meet me?

Ser. 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, he has walked under the old abbey-wall yonder this hour, till hes more cold than a citizens country house in Janivery. You may smell him behind, sir: la, you, yonder he comes.

Doct. Leave me.

Ser. Ith lurch, if you will. [Exit.

Enter Hippolito.

Doct. O my most noble friend!



Hip. Few but yourself,
Could have enticed me thus, to trust the air
With my close sighs. You sent for me; what news?

Doct. 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 revenged:
Be merry, honoured friend, thy lady lives.

Hip. What lady?

Doct. Infelice, shes revived;
Revived? Alack! death never had the heart,
To take breath from her.

Hip. 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.

Doct. By that love
Which I have ever borne you, what I speak
Is truth: the maiden lives; that funeral,
Dukes tears, the mourning, was all counterfeit;
A sleepy draught cozened the world and you:
I was his minister, and then chambered up,
To stop discovery.

Hip. O treacherous duke!

Doct. He cannot hope so certainly for bliss,
As he believes that I have poisoned you:
He wooed me tot; I yielded, and confirmed him
In his most bloody thoughts.

Hip. A very devil!

Doct. Her did he closely coach to Bergamo,
And thither  

Hip. Will I ride: stood Bergamo
In the low countries of black hell, Ill to her.

Doct. 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 shell meet you  

Hip. Oh, when?

Doct. Nay, see; how covetous are your desires!
Early to-morrow morn.

Hip. Oh where, good father?

Doct. At Bethlem Monastery: are you pleased now?

Hip. At Bethlem 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.

Doct. Well steal away this night in some disguise:
Father Anselmo, a most reverend friar,
Expects our coming; before whom we lay
Reasons so strong, that he shall yield in bands
Of holy wedlock to tie both your hands.

Hip. This is such happiness,
That to believe it, tis impossible.

Doct. Let all your joys then die in misbelief;
I will reveal no more.

Hip. O yes, good father,
I am so well acquainted with despair,
I know not how to hope: I believe all.

Doct. Well 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.

Hip. Heavenly physician! for thy fame shall spread,
That makst two lovers speak when they be dead. [Exeunt.


ACT THE FIFTH.


SCENE I.  A Hall in the Dukes Palace.
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ENTER VIOLA, WITH a petition and George.

Vio. Oh watch, good George, watch which way the duke comes.

Geo. Here comes one of the butterflies; ask him.

Enter Pioratto.

Vio. Pray, sir, comes the duke this way?

Pio. Hes upon coming, mistress.

Vio. I thank you, sir. [Exit Pioratto.] George, are there many mad folks where thy master lies?

Geo. 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 youre well enough served: provender pricked you, as it does many of our city wives besides.

Vio. Dost think, George, we shall get him forth?

Geo. Truly, mistress, I cannot tell; I think youll 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 used so by his dam.



Vio. How does he talk, George! ha! good George, tell me.

Geo. Why youre best go see.

Vio. Alas, I am afraid!

Geo. Afraid! you had more need be ashamed, he may rather be afraid of you.

Vio. But, George, hes not stark mad, is he? he does not rave, he is not horn-mad, George, is he?

Geo. Nay I know not that, but he talks like a justice of peace, of a thousand matters, and to no purpose.

Vio. Ill to the monastery: I shall be mad till I enjoy him, I shall be sick until I see him; yet when I do see him, I shall weep out mine eyes.

Geo. Id fain see a woman weep out her eyes, thats as true as to say, a mans cloak burns, when it hangs in the water: I know youll weep, mistress, but what says the painted cloth?

Trust not a woman when she cries,
For shell pump water from her eyes
With a wet finger, and in faster showers,
Than April when he rains down flowers.

Vio. Ay, but George, that painted cloth is worthy to be hanged up for lying; all women have not tears at will, unless they have good cause.

Geo. 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 cony:
So, though the day be neer so funny,
If wives will have it rain, down then it drives,
The calmest husbands make the stormiest wives  



Vio.  Tame, George. But I ha done storming now.

Geo. Why thats 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, and Sinezi.

Vio. O, I beseech you, pardon my offence,
In that I durst abuse your graces warrant;
Deliver forth my husband, good my lord.

Duke. Who is her husband?

Flu. Candido, my lord.

Duke. Where is he?

Vio. Hes 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?

Vio. And for that purpose,
Had warrant from your grace, to carry him
To Bethlem Monastery, whence they will not free him,
Without your graces hand that sent him in.

Duke. You have longed fair; tis you are mad, I fear;
Its fit to fetch him thence, and keep you there:
If he be mad, why would you have him forth?

Geo. An please your grace, hes not stark mad, but only talks like a young gentleman, somewhat fantastically, thats all: theres a thousand about your court, city, and country madder than he.

Duke. Provide a warrant, you shall have our hand.

Geo. Heres a warrant ready drawn, my lord.

Duke. Get pen and ink, get pen and ink. [Exit Geo.

Enter Castruchio.

Cas. Where is my lord the duke?

Duke. How now! more madmen?

Cas. I have strange news, my lord.

Duke. Of what? of whom?

Cas. Of Infelice, and a marriage.

Duke. Ha! where? with whom?

Cas. Hippolito.

Re-enter George, with pen and ink.

Geo. Here, my lord.

Duke. Hence, with that woman! void the room!

Flu. Away! the dukes vexed.

Geo. Whoop, come, mistress, the dukes mad too. [Exeunt Viola and George.

Duke. Who told me that Hippolito was dead?

Cas. He that can make any man dead, the doctor: but, my lord, hes as full of life as wild-fire, and as quick. Hippolito, the doctor, and one more rid hence this evening; the inn at which they light is Bethlem Monastery; Infelice comes from Bergamo and meets them there. Hippolito is mad, for he means this day to be married; the afternoon is the hour, and Friar Anselmo is the knitter.

Duke. From Bergamo? ist possible? it cannot be.
It cannot be.

Cas. I will not swear, my lord;
But this intelligence I took from one
Whose brains work in the plot.

Duke. Whats he?

Cas. Matheo.

Flu. Matheo knows all.

Pior. Hes Hippolitos bosom.

Duke. How far stands Bethlem hence?

Cas., Flu., &c. Six or seven miles.

Duke. Ist so? not married till the afternoon:
Stay, stay, lets work out some prevention. How!
This is most strange; can none but mad men 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 Bethlem 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 punished that unjustly thrives. [Exeunt all but Fluello.

Flu. Be secret on your lives! Castruchio,
Youre but a scurvy spaniel; honest lord,
Good lady: zounds, their love is just, tis good,
And Ill prevent you, though I swim in blood. [Exit.


SCENE II. An Apartment in Bethlem Monastery.
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ENTER FRIAR ANSELMO, Hippolito, Matheo, and Infelice.

Hip. Nay, nay, resolve, good father, or deny.

Ans. You press me to an act, both full of danger,
And full of happiness; for I behold
Your fathers frowns, his threats, nay, perhaps death
To him that dare do this: yet, noble lord,
Such comfortable beams break through these clouds
By this blest marriage, that your honoured word
Being pawned in my defence, I will tie fast
The holy wedding-knot.

Hip. Tush, fear not the duke.



Ans. O son! wisely to fear, is to be free from fear.

Hip. You have our words, and you shall have our lives,
To guard you safe from all ensuing danger.

Mat. Ay, ay, chop em up, and away.

Ans. Stay, when ist fit for me, and safest for you,
To entertain this business?

Hip. Not till the evening.

Ans. Bet so, there is a chapel stands hard by,
Upon the west end of the abbey wall;
Thither convey yourselves, and when the sun
Hath turned his back upon this upper world,
Ill marry you; that done, no thundering voice
Can break the sacred bond: yet, lady, here
You are most safe.

Inf. Father, your loves most dear.

Mat. Ay, well said, lock us into some little room by ourselves, that we may be mad for an hour or two.

Hip. O, good Matheo, no, lets make no noise.

Mat. How! no noise! do you know where you are? sfoot, amongst all the mad-caps 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 though the friar tell us, that here we are safest, I am 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 theyll come; and my reason is, because none goes to be married till he be stark mad.

Hip. Muffle yourselves, yonders Fluello.

Enter Fluello.

Mat. Zounds!

Flu. O 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.

Mat. Why, whats the matter?

Flu. Whats the matter? you have mattered it fair: the dukes at hand.

All. The duke?

Flu. The very duke.

Hip. Then all our plots
Are turned upon our heads; and were blown up
With our own underminings. Sfoot, how comes he?
What villain durst betray our being here?

Flu. Castruchio! Castruchio told the duke, and Matheo here told Castruchio.

Hip. Would you betray me to Castruchio?

Mat. Sfoot, he damned himself to the pit of hell, if he spake ont again.

Hip. So did you swear to me: so were you damned.

Mat. 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.

Hip. O God, O God!

Ans. Son, be not desperate,
Have patience, you shall trip your enemy
Down by his own slights. How far is the duke hence?

Flu. Hes 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.

Ans. Ye 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.

Hip. O blest disguise! O happy man!

Ans. Talk not of happiness till your closed hand
Have her by th forehead, like the lock of Time:
Be nor too slow, nor hasty, now you climb
Up to the tower of bliss; only be wary
And patient, thats all: If you like my plot,
Build and despatch; if not, farewell, then not.

Hip. O yes, we do applaud it! well dispute
No longer, but will hence and execute.
Fluello, youll stay here: let us be gone;
The ground that frighted lovers tread upon
Is stuck with thorns.

Ans. Come, then, away, tis meet,
To escape those thorns, to put on wingèd feet. [Exeunt Anselmo, Hippolito and Infelice.

Mat. No words, I pray, Fluello, fort stands us upon.

Flu. Oh, sir, let that be your lesson! [Exit Matheo.
Alas, poor lovers! On what hopes and fears
Men toss themselves for women! When shes got,
The best has in her that which pleaseth not.

Enter the Duke, Castruchio, Pioratto, and Sinezi from different doors, muffled.

Duke. Whos there?

Cas. My lord.

Duke. Peace; send that lord away.
A lordship will spoil all; lets be all fellows.
Whats he?

Cas. Fluello, or else Sinezi, by his little legs.

Cas., Flu., Pio. All friends, all friends.

Duke. What? met upon the very point of time?
Is this the place?

Pio. This is the place, my lord.

Duke. Dream you on lordships? come no more lords, I pray:
You have not seen these lovers yet?

All. Not yet.

Duke. Castruchio, art thou sure this wedding feast
Is not till afternoon?

Cas. Sot is 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?

Flu. Lets all go see the madmen.

Cas., Pio., Sin. Mass, content.

Enter a Sweeper.

Duke. Oh, here comes one; question him, question him.

Flu. Now, honest fellow? dost thou belong to the house?

Sweep. Yes, forsooth, I am one of the implements, I sweep the madmens 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 Anselmo, he lashed me into my right mind again.

Duke. Anselmo is the friar must marry them;
Question him where he is.

Cas. And where is Father Anselmo now?

Sweep. Marry, hes gone but een now.

Duke. Ay, well done.  Tell me, whither is he gone?

Sweep. Why, to God amighty.

Flu. Ha, ha! this fellows a fool, talks idly.

Pio. Sirrah, are all the mad folks in Milan brought hither?

Sweep. How, all? theres a 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?

Sweep. O 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 fathers copy. Farmers sons come hither like geese, in flocks, and when they ha sold all their corn-fields, here they sit and pick the straws.

Sin. Methinks you should have women here as well as men.



Sweep. Oh, ay, a plague on em, theres no ho! with em; theyre madder than March hares.

Flu. Are there no lawyers amongst you?

Sweep. Oh no, not one; never any lawyer, we dare not let a lawyer come in, for hell make em mad faster than we can recover em.

Duke. And how long ist ere you recover any of these?

Sweep. Why, according to the quantity of the moon thats got into em. An aldermans 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, theres no hope of him, unless he may pull down the steeple, and hang himself i th bell-ropes.

Flu. I perceive all sorts of fish come to your net.

Sweep. 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 countryman; the shoemaker is mad at the cobbler, the cobbler at the car-man; the punk is mad that the merchants wife is no whore, the merchants wife is mad that the punk is so common a whore. Gods so, heres Father Anselmo; pray say nothing that I tell tales out of the school. [Exit.

Re-enter Anselmo and Servants.

All. God bless you, father.

Ans. I thank you, gentlemen.

Cas. Pray, may we see some of those wretched souls,
That here are in your keeping?

Ans. Yes, you shall.
But gentlemen, I must disarm you then:
There are of mad men, as there are of tame,
All humoured not alike: we have here some,
So apish and fantastic, play with a feather,
And, though twould grieve a soul to see Gods image
So blemished and defaced, 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, untameable as flies,
And these have oftentimes from strangers sides
Snatched rapiers suddenly, and done much harm,
Whom if youll see, you must be weaponless.

All. With all our hearts. [Giving their weapons to Anselmo.

Ans. Here, take these weapons in,  [Exit Servant with weapons.
Stand off a little, pray; so, so, tis well:
Ill show you here a man that was sometimes
A very grave and wealthy citizen;
Has served a prenticeship to this misfortune,
Been here seven years, and dwelt in Bergamo.

Duke. How fell he from his wits?

Ans. By loss at sea;
Ill stand aside, question him you alone,
For if he spy me, hell not speak a word,
Unless hes throughly vexed.

[Opens a door and then retires: enter 1st Madman, wrapt in a net.

Flu. Alas, poor soul!

Cas. A very old man.

Duke. God speed, father!

1st Mad. God speed the plough, thou shalt not speed me.

Pio. We see you, old man, for all you dance in a net.

1st Mad. True, but thou wilt dance in a halter, and I shall not see thee.

Ans. Oh do not vex him, pray.

Cas. Are you a fisherman, father?

1st Mad. No, I am neither fish nor flesh.

Flu. What do you with that net then?

1st Mad. Dost not see, fool? theres a fresh salmon int; if you step one foot further, youll be over shoes, for you see Im over head and ears in the salt-water: and if you fall into this whirl-pool where I am, youre drowned: youre a drowned rat. I am fishing here for five ships, but I cannot have a good draught, for my net breaks still, and breaks; but Ill break some of your necks an I catch you in my clutches. Stay, stay, stay, stay, stay, wheres the wind? wheres the wind? wheres the wind? wheres 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, puff, puff, puff!

All. Ha, ha, ha!

1st Mad. Do you laugh at Gods 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?

Pio. Yes indeed, father.

1st Mad. Then thourt a fool, for my eldest son had a polt-foot, crooked legs, a verjuice face, and a pear-coloured 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.

1st Mad. Look, look, look, look! has he not long nails, and short hair?

Flu. Yes, monstrous short hair, and abominable long nails.

1st Mad. Ten penny nails, are they not?

Flu. Yes, ten-penny nails.

1st Mad. Such nails had my second boy. Kneel down, thou varlet, and ask thy fathers blessing. Such nails had my middlemost son, and I made him a promoter: and he scraped, and scraped, and scraped, till he got the devil and all: but he scraped 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 go the guns! Oooh! cry the men! Rumble, rumble, go the waters! Alas, there; tis sunk, tis sunk: I am undone, I am undone! You are the damned pirates have undone me: you are, by the Lord, you are, you are! Stop em  you are!

Ans. Why, how now sirrah! must I fall to tame you?

1st Mad. Tame me! no, Ill be madder than a roasted cat. See, see, I am burnt with gunpowder,  these are our close fights!

Ans. Ill whip you, if you grow unruly thus.

1st Mad. Whip me? Out you toad! Whip me? What justice is this, to whip me because I am a beggar? Alas! I am a poor man: a very poor man! I am starved, and have had no meat by this light, ever since the great flood; I am a poor man.

Ans. Well, well, be quiet, and you shall have meat.

1st Mad. 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!

Ans. Take him in there. [Servants remove 1st Madman.

Flu., Pio., &c. A very piteous sight.

Cas. Father, I see you have a busy charge.

Ans. They must be used like children, pleased with toys,
And anon whipped for their unruliness:
Ill show you now a pair quite different
From him thats gone: he was all words; and these
Unless you urge em, seldom spend their speech,
But save their tongues.

[Opens another door, from which enter 2nd and 3rd Madmen.

La, you; this hithermost
Fell from the happy quietness of mind,
About a maiden that he loved, and died:
He followed her to church, being full of tears,
And as her body went into the ground,
He fell stark mad. This is a married man,
Was jealous of a fair, but, as some say,
A very virtuous wife; and that spoiled him.

3rd Mad. All these are whoremongers, and lay with my wife: whore, whore, whore, whore, whore!

Flu. Observe him.

3rd Mad. Gaffer shoemaker, you pulled on my wifes 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. O master doctor! are you here? you gave me a purgation, and then crept into my wifes 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, Ill put you anon into my wifes urinal. Heigh, come aloft, Jack: this was her schoolmaster, and taught her to play upon the virginals, and still his jacks leapt up, up. You pricked her out nothing but bawdy lessons, but Ill prick you all, fiddler  doctor  tailor  shoemaker  shoemaker  fiddler  doctor  tailor! So! lie with my wife again, now.

Cas. See how he notes the other, now he feeds.

3rd Mad. Give me some porridge.

2nd Mad. Ill give thee none.

3rd Mad. Give me some porridge.

2nd Mad. Ill not give thee a bit.

3rd Mad. Give me that flap-dragon.

2nd Mad. Ill not give thee a spoonful: thou liest, its no dragon, tis a parrot, that I bought for my sweetheart, and Ill keep it.

3rd Mad. Heres an almond for parrot.

2nd Mad. Hang thyself!

3rd Mad. Heres a rope for parrot.

2nd Mad. Eat it, for Ill eat this.

3rd Mad. Ill shoot at thee, an thout give me none.

2nd Mad. Wut thou?

3rd Mad. Ill run a tilt at thee, an thout give me none.

2nd Mad. Wut thou? do an thou darest.

3rd Mad. Bounce! [Strikes him.

2nd Mad. O  oh! I am slain! murder, murder, murder! I am slain; my brains are beaten out.

Ans. How now, you villains! Bring me whips: Ill whip you.

2nd Mad. I am dead! I am slain! ring out the bell, for I am dead.

Duke. How will you do now, sirrah? you ha killed him.

3rd Mad. Ill answert at sessions: he was eating of almond-butter, and I longed fort: the child had never been delivered out of my belly, if I had not killed him. Ill answert at sessions, so my wife may be burnt i th hand, too.

Ans. Take em in both: bury him, for hes dead.

2nd Mad. Indeed, I am dead; put me, I pray, into a good pit-hole.

3rd Mad. Ill answert at sessions. [Servants remove 2nd and 3rd Madmen.

Enter Bellafront.

Ans. How now, huswife, whither gad you?

Bell. A-nutting, forsooth: how do you, gaffer? how do you, gaffer? theres a French curtsey for you, too.



Flu. Tis Bellafront!

Pio. Tis the punk, by th Lord!

Duke. Father, whats she, I pray?

Ans. As yet I know not,
She came in but this day; talks little idly,
And therefore has the freedom of the house.

Bell. Do not you know me?  nor you?  nor you?  nor you?

All. No, indeed.

Bell. Then you are an ass,  and you an ass,  and you are an ass,  for I know you.

Ans. Why, what are they? come, tell me, what are they?

Bell. Theyre fish-wives, will you buy any gudgeons? Gods santy! yonder come friars, I know them too  

Enter Hippolito, Matheo, and Infelice, disguised as Friars.

How do you, friar?

Ans. Nay, nay, away, you must not trouble friars.  
The duke is here, speak nothing.

Bell. Nay, indeed, you shall not go: well run at barley-break first, and you shall be in hell.

Mat. My punk turned mad whore, as all her fellows are!

Hip. Say nothing; but steal hence, when you spy time.

Ans. Ill lock you up, if youre unruly: fie!

Bell. Fie? marry, soh! they shall not go indeed, till I ha told em their fortunes.

Duke. Good father, give her leave.

Bell. Ay, pray, good father, and Ill give you my blessing.

Ans. Well then, be brief, but if youre thus unruly,
Ill have you locked up fast.



Pio. Come, to their fortunes.

Bell. Let me see, one, two, three, and four. Ill begin with the little friar first. Heres a fine hand, indeed! I never saw friar have such a dainty hand: heres a hand for a lady! Heres your fortune:  

You love a friar better than a nun;
Yet long youll love no friar, nor no friars son.
Bow a little, the line of life is out, yet Im afraid,
For all youre holy, youll not die a maid.
God give you joy!
Now to you, Friar Tuck.

Mat. God send me good luck!

Bell. You love one, and one loves you:
Youre a false knave, and shes a Jew,
Here is a dial that false ever goes  

Mat. O your wit drops!

Bell. Troth, so does your nose  
Nay lets shake hands with you too; pray open, heres a fine hand!
Ho friar, ho! God be here,
So he had need: youll keep good cheer,
Heres a free table, but a frozen breast,
For youll starve those that love you best;
Yet you have good fortune, for if Im no liar,
Then you are no friar, nor you, nor you no friar,
Haha, haha! [Discovers them.

Duke. Are holy habits cloaks for villany?
Draw all your weapons!

Hip. Do; draw all your weapons.

Duke. Where are your weapons? draw!

Cas., Pio., &c. The friar has gulled us of em.

Mat. O rare trick!
You ha learnt one mad point of arithmetic.

Hip. Why swells your spleen so high? against what bosom
Would you your weapons draw? hers? tis your daughters:
Mine? tis your sons.

Duke. Son?

Mat. Son, by yonder sun.

Hip. 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 ruggèd still and flinted ore,
What can come forth but sparkles, that will burn
Yourself and us? Shes mine; my claims most good;
Shes mine by marriage, though shes yours by blood.

Ans. [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 taen 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 springs forehead, comfortably sweet:
And your vexed souls in peaceful union meet,
Their blood will now be yours, yours will be theirs,
And happiness shall crown your silver hairs.

Flu. You see, my lord, theres now no remedy.

Cas., Pio., &c. 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 blest,
Our families shall henceforth breathe in rest.

All. Oh, happy change!



Duke. Yours now is my content,
I throw upon your joys my full consent.

Bell. 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.

Bell. 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?

Mat. Yes, lamb.

Bell. 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 and a rich jewel.

Duke. What jewel, pretty maid?

Bell. Maid? nay, thats a lie: O, twas a very rich jewel, called a maidenhead, and had not you it, leerer?

Mat. Out, you mad ass! away.

Duke. Had he thy maidenhead?
He shall make thee amends, and marry thee.

Bell. Shall he? O brave Arthur of Bradley then?

Duke. And if he bear the mind of a gentleman,
I know he will.

Mat. 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.

Mat. How? marry her, my lord? Sfoot, marry a madwoman? Let a man get the tamest wife he can come by, shell 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?



Mat. 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.

Mat. Well, then, when her wits stand in their right place,
Ill marry her.

Bell. 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,
Im pure as fire now, chaste as Cynthias breast.

Hip. I durst be sworn, Matheo, shes indeed.

Mat. Cony-catched, gulled, must I sail in your fly-boat,
Because I helped to rear your main-mast first?
Plague found you fort, tis well.
The cuckolds stamp goes current in all nations,
Some men ha horns givn them at their creations,
If I be one of those, why so: tis 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 sennight, zounds, turns arrant whore!
Come wench, thou shalt be mine, give me thy golls,
Well talk of legs hereafter.  See, my lord,
God give us joy!

All. God give you joy!

Enter Viola and George.

Geo. Come mistress, we are in Bedlam now; mass and see, we come in pudding-time, for heres the duke.

Vio. My husband, good my lord.

Duke. Have I thy husband?



Cast. Its Candido, my lord, hes here among the lunatics: Father Anselmo, pray fetch him forth. [Exit Anselmo.] This mad woman is his wife, and though 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 placed him here in Bethlem. Yonder he comes.

Enter Anselmo with Candido.

Duke. Come hither, signor; are you mad?

Cand. You are not mad.

Duke. Why, I know that.

Cand. 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 childs 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 mans coat, yet the cloth mine own:
Had a cracked crown, the crown was yet mine own.
She says for this Im mad: were her words true,
I should be mad indeed: O foolish skill!
Is patience madness? Ill be a madman still.

Vio. Forgive me, and Ill vex your spirit no more. [Kneels.

Duke. Come, come, well have you friends; join hearts, join hands.

Cand. See, my lord, we are even,  
Nay rise, for ill deeds kneel unto none but Heaven.

Duke. Signor, methinks patience has laid on you
Such heavy weight, that you should loathe it  

Cand. 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?



Cand. That which green wounds receive from sovereign balm,
Patience, my lord! why, tis the soul of peace;
Of all the virtues, tis nearest kin to Heaven.
It makes men look like gods. The best of men
That eer wore earth about him, was a sufferer,
A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit,
The first true gentleman that ever breathed.
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 womens tongues.
Tis the perpetual prisoners liberty,
His walks and orchards: tis the bond slaves freedom,
And makes him seem proud of each iron chain,
As though he wore it more for state than pain:
It is the beggars music, and thus sings,
Although their bodies beg, their souls are kings.
O 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 givst it lively colours: who dare say
Hes mad, whose words march in so good array?
Twere sin all women should such husbands have,
For every man must then be his wifes 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 omnes.
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A DEVICE (PROIECTED DOWNE, BUT TILL NOW NOT PUBLISHT,) THAT SHOULD HAUE SERUED AT HIS MAIESTIES FIRST ACCESSE TO THE CITIE.
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THE SORROW AND amazement, that like an earthquake began to shake the distempered body of this Ila¯d (by reason of our late Soueraigns departure,) being wisely and miraculously preuented, and the feared wounds of a ciuill sword, (as Alexanders fury was with Musicke) being stopt from bursting forth, by the sound of Trompets that proclaimed King Iames: All mens eyes were presently turnd to the North, standing euen stone stil in their Circles, like the poynts of so many Geometricall needles, through a fixed & Adamantine desire to behold this 45. yeares wonder now brought forth by Tyme: their tongues neglecting all language else, saue that which spake zealous prayers, and vnceasable wishes, for his most speedy and longd-for arriuall. Insomuch that the Night was thought vnworthy to be crownd with sleepe, and the day not fit to be lookt vpon by the Sunne, which brought not some fresh tydings of his Maiesties more neare and neerer approach.

At the length Expectation (who is euer waking) and that so long was great, grew neare the time of her deliuery, Rumor comming all in a sweate to play the Midwife, whose first-comfortable words were, that this Treasure of a Kingdome (a Man-Ruler) hid so many yeares from vs, was now brought to light, and at hand.

Martiall. Et populi vox er at vna, Venit.

And that he was to be conducted through some vtter part of this his Citie, to his royall Castle the Tower, that in the age of a man (till this very minute) had not bene acquainted nor bor•• the name of a Kings Court. Which Entrance of his (in this maner) being famde abroad, Because his louing Subiects the Citizens would giue a taste of their dutie and affection: The Deuice following was suddeinly made vp, as the first seruice, to a more royall and serious ensuing Entertainment; And this (as it was then purposed) should haue bene performed about the Barres beyond Bishops-gate.


THE DEUICE.
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SAINT GEORGE, SAINT Andrew, (the Patrons of both Kingdomes) hauing along time lookt vpon each other, with countenances rather of meere strangers, then of such neare Neighbours, vpon the present aspect of his Maiesties approach toward I ondon, were (in his sight) to issue from two seuerall places on horsebacke, and in compleate Armour, their Brestes and Caparisons suited with the Armes of England and Scotland, (as they are now quartered) to testifie their leagued Combination, and newe sworne Brother-hood. These two armed Knights, encountring one another on the way, were to ride hand in hand, till they met his Maiestie. But the strangenesse of this newly-begotten amitie, flying ouer the earth, It calles vp the Genius of the Cittie, who (not so much mazde, as wondring at the Noueltie) Intersepts their Passage.

And most a•tly (in our Iudgement) might this Domesticum Numen (the Genius of the place) lay iust clayme to this preheminence of first bestowing Salutations and welcomes on his Maiestie, Genius being held (Inter fictos Deos), to be God of Hospitalitie and Pleasure: and none but such a one was meet to receiue so •xcellent and princely Guest.

Or if not worthy, for those two former respects: Yet being Deus Generationis, and hauing a power aswell ouer Countries, hearbs and trees, as ouer men, and the Cittie hauing now put on a Regeneration, or new birth; the induction of such a Person, might (with out a Warrant from the court of Critists) passe very currant.

To make a false florish here with the borrowed weapons of all the old Maisters of the noble Science of Poesie, and to keepe a tyrannicall coyle, in Anatomizing Genius, from head to foote, (only to shew how nimbly we can caruevp the whole messe of the Poets) were to play the Executioner, and to lay out Cities houshold God on the rack, to make him confesse, how many paire of Latin sheets, we haue shaken & cut into shreds to make him a garment. Such feates of Actiuitie are stale, and common among Schollers, (before whome it is protested we come not now (in a Pageant) to Play a Maisters prize) For Nunc ego ventosae plebis suffragia venor.

The multitude is now to be our Audience, whose heads would miserably runne a wooll-gathering, if we doo but offer to breake them with hard words. But suppose (by the way) contrary to the opinion of all the Doctors) that our Genius (in regarde the place is Feminine, and the person it selfe, drawne Figura Humana, sed Ambiguo sexu) should at this time be thrust into womans apparell. It is no Schisme: be it so: our Genius is then a Female, Antique; and reuerend both in yeares and habit: a Chaplet of mingled flowres, Inter wouen with branches of the Plane Tree (crowning her Temples: her haire long and white: her Vesture a loose roabe, Changeable and powdred with Starres: And being (on horsebacke likewise) thus furnished, this was the tune of her voyce.



Genius Locj.
STAY: wee coniure you, by that Potent Name,
of which each Letters (now) a triple charme:
Stay; and deliuer vs, of whence you are,
And why you beare (alone) thos•ent of Warre,
When all hands else reare Oliue boughs and Palme:
And Halcyonean dayes assure alls calme.
When euery tongue speakes Musick: when each Pen
(Duld and dyde blacke in Galle) is white agen,
And dipt in Nectar, which by Delphick fire
Being heated, melts into an Orphean-quire.
When Troyes proud buildings shew like Fairie-bowers,
And Streets (like Gardens) are perfumd with Flowers:
And Windowes glazde onely with wondring eyes;
(In a Kings looke such admiration lyes!)
And when soft handed Peace, so sweetly thriues,
That Bees in Souldiers Helmets build their Hiues:
When loy a tip-toe stands on Fortunes Wheele,
In silken Robes: How dare you shine in Steele?

Saint George.
Ladie, What are you that so question vs?

Genius.
I Am the places Genius, whence now springs
A Vine, whose yongest Braunch shall produce Kings:
This little world of men; this precious Stone,
That sets out Europe: this (the glasse alone,)
Where the neat Sunne each Morne him selfe attires,
And gildes it with his repercussiue fires.
This Iewell of the Land; Englands right Eye:
Altar of Loue; and Spheare of Maiestie:
Greene Neptunes Minion, bout whose Virgin-waste,
Isis is like a Cristall girdle cast.
Of this are we the Genius; here haue I,
Slept (by the fauour of a Deity)
Fortie-foure Summers and as many Springs,
Not frighted with the threats of forraine Kings.
But held vp in that gowned State I haue,
By twice Twelue-Fathers politique and graue:
Who with a sheathed Sword, and silken Law,
Do keepe (within weake Walles) Millions in awe.
I charge you therefore say, for what you come? What are you?

Both.
Knights at Armes.

S. George.
Saint George.

Saint Andrew.
Saint Andrew
For Scotlands honour I.

S. George.
For Englands I
Both sworne into a League of Vnitie.

Genius.
I Clap my hands for Ioy, and seate you both
Next to my heart: In leaues of purest golde,
This most auspicious loue shall be enrold.
Be ioynde to vs: And as to earth we bowe,
So, to those royall feet, bend your steelde brow.
In name of all these Senators, (on whom
Vertue builds more, then these of Antique Rome)
Shouting a cheerefull welcome: Since no clyme,
Nor Age that has gon ore the head of Time,
Didere cast vp such Ioyes, nor the like Summe
(But here) shall stand in the world, yeares to come,
Dread King, our hearts make good, what words do want,
To bid thee boldly enter Troynouant.
Rerum certa salus, Terrarum gloria Caesar!
Sospite quo, magnos credimus esse Deos:
Dilexere priùs pueri, Iuvenesque senelque,
At nunc Infantes te quoque Caesar amant.



This should haue beene the first Offring of the Citties Loue: But his Maiestie not making his Entrance (according to expectation) It was (not vtterly throwne from the Alter) but layd by.



Mart. Iam Crescunt media Paegmata celsa via.

BY this time Imagine, that Poets (who drawe speaking Pictures) and Painters (who make dumbe Poesie) had their heads & hands full; the one for natiue and sweet Inuention: the other for liuely Illustration of what the former should deuise: Both of them emulously contending (but not striuing) with the proprest and brightest Colours of Wit and Art, to set out the beautie of the great Triumphant day.

For more exact and formall managing of which Businesse, a Select number both of Aldermen and Commoners (like so many Romane AEDILES) were (Communi Consilio) chosen forth, to whose discretion, the Charge, Contriuings, Projects, and all other Dependences, owing to so troublesome a worke, was intirely, and Iudicially committed.

Many dayes were thriftily consumed, to molde the bodies of these Tryumphes comely, and to the honour of the Place: & at last, the stuffe whereof to frame them, was beaten out. The Soule that should giue life, & a tongue to this Entertainment, being to breathe out of Writers Pens. The Limmes of it to lye at the hard-handed mercy of Mychanitiens.

In a moment therefore of Time, are Carpenters, Ioyners, Caruers, and other Artificers sweating at their Chizzells.



Vir. Accingunt Omnes operi.

Not a finger but had an Office: He was held vnworthy euer after to sucke the Hony dew of Peace, that (against his comming by whom our Peace weares a triple Wreathe) would offer to play the Droane. The Streets are surueyed; heigthes, breadths, and distances taken, as it were to make Fortifications, for the Solemnities. Seauen pieces of ground, (like so many fieldes for a battaile) are plotted foorth, vppon which these Arches of Tryumph must shew themselves in their glorie: alost, in the ende doe they advance their proude fore-heads.

Virg:

 Circumpueri, Innuptaeque Puellae,

Sacra Canunt, funem{que} manu contingere gaudent.



Euen childre¯ (might they haue bin suffred) would gladly haue spent their little strenght, about the Engines, that mounted vp the Frames: Such a fire of loue and ioy, was kindled in euery brest.

The day (for whose sake, these wonders of Wood, clymde thus into the clowdes) is now come; being so earely vp by reason of Artificiall Lights, which wakened it, that the Sunne ouer-slept himselfe, and rose not in many houres after, yet bringing with it into the very bosome of the Cittie, a world of people. The Streets seemde to bee paued with men: Stalles in stead of rich wares were set out with children, open Casements fild vp with women.

All Glasse windowes taken downe, but in their places, sparkeled so many eyes, that had it not bene the day, the light which reflected from them, was sufficient to haue made one: hee that should haue compared the emptie and vntroden walkes of London, which were to be seen in that late mortally-destroying Deluge, with the thronged streetes now, might haue belieued, that vpon this day, began a new Creation, & that the Citie was the onely Workhouse wherein sundry Nations were made.

A goodly and ciuil order was obserued, in Martialling all the Companies according to their degrees: The first beginning at the vpper end of Saint Marks Lane, and the last reaching aboue the Conduit in Fleetstreete: their Seats, being double-railde: vpon the vpper part wheron they leaned, the Streamers, Ensignes, and Bannerets, of each particular Company decently fixed: And directly against them, (euen quite through the body of the Citie, so hie as to Temple-Barre) a single Raile (in faire distance from the other) was likewise erected to put off the multitude. Amongst whose tongues (which in such Consorts neuer lye still,) tho there were no Musicke, yet as the Poet sayes:



Mart. Voxdiuersa sonat, populorum est vox tamen vna.

NOTHING that they speake could bee made any thing, yet all that was spoken, sounded to this purpose, that still his Maieftie was comming. They haue their longings: And behold, A farre off they spie him, richly mounted on a white Iennet, vnder a rich Canopy, sustained by eight Barons of the Cinqueports; the Tower seruing that morning but for his with-drawing Chamber, wherein hee made him ready: and from thence stept presently into his Citie of London, which for the time might worthily borrow the name of his Court Royall: His passage alongst that Court, offering it selfe for more State) through seuen Gates, of which the first was erected at Fanchurch.

Thus presenting it selfe.

IT was an vpright Flat-square, (for it contained fiftie foote in the perpendiculer, and fiftie foote in the Ground-lyne) the vpper roofe thereof (one distinct Grices) bore vp the true moddells of all the notable Houses, Turrets, and Steeples, within the Citie. The Gate vnder which his Maiestie did passe, was 12. foote wide, and 18. foote hie: A Posterne likewise (at one side of it) being soure foote wide, and 8. foote in heigth: On either side of the Gate, stood a great French Terme, of stone, aduanced vpon wodden Pedestalls; two half Pilasters of Rustick, standing ouer their heads. I could shoote more Arrowes at this marke, and teach you without the Carpenters Rule how to measure all the proportions belonging to this Fabrick. But an excellent hand being at this instant curiously describing all the seuen, and bestowing on them their faire prospectiue limmes, your eye shall hereafter rather be delighted in beholding those Pictures, than now be wearied in looking vpon mine.


THE PERSONAGES (AS WELL MUTES AS SPEAKERS) IN THIS PAGEANT, WERE THESE: VIZ.
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1 THE HIGHEST Person was The Brittayne Monarchy.

2 At her feet, fate Diuine Wisdome.

3 Beneath her, stood The Genius of the City, A man.

4 At his right hand was placed a Personage, figuring, The Counsell of the City.

5 Vnder all these lay a person representing Thamesis the Riuer.

Sixe other persons (being daughters to Genius) were aduaunced aboue him, on a spreading Ascent of which the first was,

1 Gladnesse.

2 The second, Veneration.

3 The third, Promptitude.

4 The fourth, Vigilance.

5 The fift, Louing affection.

6 The sixth, Vnanimity.

Of all which personages, Genius and Thamesis were the only Speakers: Thamesis being presented by one of the children of her Maiesties Reuels: Genius by M. Allin (seruant to the young Prince) his gratulatory speach (which was deliuered with excellent Action, and a well tunde audible voyce) being to this effect:

That London may be prowd to behold this day, and therefore in name of the Lord Maior and Aldermen, the Councell, Commoners and Multitude, the heartiest Welcome is tendered to his Maiesty, that euer was bestowed on any King, &c.

Which Banquet being taken away with sound of Musicke, there, ready for the purpose, his Maiestie made his entrance into this his Court Royall: vnder this first Gate, vpon the Battlements of the worke, in great Capitalls was inscribed, thus:



LONDINIVM.

And vnder that, in a smaller (but not different) Caracter, was written,

CAMERA REGIA: The Kings Chamber.



Too short a time (in their opinions that were glewed there together so many houres, to behold him) did his Maiestie dwell vpon this first place: yet too long it seemed to other happy Spirits, that higher vp in these Elizian fields awaited for his presence: he sets on therefore (like the Sunne in his Zodiaque) bountifully dispersing his beames amongst particular Nations: the brightnesse and warmth of which, was now spent first vpon the Italians, & next vpon the Belgians: The space of ground, on which their magnificent Arches were builded, being not vnworthy to beare the name of the great Hall to this our Court Royal: wherein was to be heard & seene the sundry languages & habits of Strangers, which vnder Princes Rooses render excellent harmony.

In a paire of Scales doe I weigh these two Nations, and finde them (neither in hearty loue to his Maiestie, in aduancement of the Cities honor, nor in forwardnesse to glorifie these Triumphes) to differ one graine.

To dispute which haue done best, were to doubt that one had done well. Call their inuentions therefore Twynnes: or if they; themselues doe not like that name, (for happily they are emulous of one glory) yet thus may we speake of them.



Ouid.

 Facies non omnibus vna,

Nec diuersa tamen, Qualem decet esse sororum.

Because, whosoeuer (fixis oculis) beholds their proportions,

Expleri mentem nequit, ardescit{que} tuendo. 
Virg.

The street, vpon whose breast, this Italian Iewell was worne, was neuer worthy of that name which it carries, till this houre: For here did the Kings eye meete a second Oblect, that inticed him by tarrying to giue honor to the place. And thus did the queintnesse of the Engine seeme to discouer it selfe before him.


THE ITALIANS PAGEANT.
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THE BUILDING TOOKE vp the whole bredth of the Street, of which, the lower part was a Square, garnished with foure great Columnes: In the midst of which Square, was cut out a fayre and spacious high Gate, arched, being twenty seuen foot in the perpendicular lyne, and eyghteene at the ground lyne: ouer the Gate, in golden Caracters, these verses (in a long square) were inscribed:

Tu Regere Imperio populos Iacobe memento,

Hae tibi erunt Artes, Paci{que} imponere morem,

Parcere Subiectis, & debellare superbos.

And directly aboue this, was aduancd the Armes of the Kingdome, the Supporters fairely cut out to the life: ouer the Lyon (some prety distance from it) was written,

IACOBO REGI MAGN.

And aboue the head of the Vnicorne, at the like distance, this,

HENRICI VII. ABNEP.

In a large Square erected aboue all these, King Henry the seuenth was royally seated in his Imperiall Robes, to whome King Iames (mounted on horsebacke) approches, and receyues a Scepter, ouer both their heads these words being written,

HIC VIR, HIC EST.



Betweene two of the Columnes, (on the right hand) was fixed vp a Square table, wherein, in liuely and excellent colours, was limd a woman, figuring Peace, her head securely leaning on her left hand, her body modestly bestowed (to the length) vpon the earth: In her other hand, was held an Oliue branch, the Ensigne of Peace, her word was out of Virgil, being thus,

 Deus nobis haec otia fecit.

Beneath that peece, was another square Table, reaching almost to the Bases of the two Columnes: In which, 2. (seeming) Sea personages, were drawne to the life, both of them lying, or rather leaning on the bosome of the earth, naked; the one a woman, her backe onely seene; the other a man, his hand stretching and fastning it selfe vpon her shoulder: the word that this dead body spake, was this,

I Decus, I Nostrum.

Vpon the left-hand side of the Gate, betweene the other two Columnes, were also two square Tables: In the one of which were two persons portrayed to the life, naked, and wilde in lookes, the word,

Expectate solo Trinobanti.

And ouer that, in another square, carying the same proportion, stoode a woman vpright, holding in her hand a Shield, beneath whom was inscribed in golden Caracters,

 Spes fidissimarerum.

And this was the shape and front of the first great Square, whose top being flat, was garnished with Pelasters, and vpon the roote was directed a great Padestall, on which stood a Person carued out to the life (a woman) her left hand leaning on a sword, with the poynt downeward, and her right hand reaching foorth a Diadem, which shee seemde by bowing of her knee and head, to bestow vpon his Maiestie.

On the foure corners of this vpper part, stoode foure naked portraytures (in great) with artificiall Trumpets in their hands.

In the Arch of the Gate, was drawne (at one side) a companie of Palme trees, young, and as it were but newly springing, ouer whose branches, two naked winged Angels, flying, held foorth a Scroll, which seemd to speake thus,

Spes altera.

On the contrarie side, was a Vine, spreading it selfe into many branches, and winding about Oliue, and Palme trees: two naked winged Angels hanging likewise in the Ayre ouer them, and holding a Scrol betweene them, fild with this inscription,

Vxor tua, sicut vitis abundans,

Et filii tui, sicut palmites Oliuarum.

If your imaginations (after the beholding of these obiects) will suppose, that this Maiestie is now gone to the other side of this Italian Trophee; doe but cast your eyes backe, and there you shall finde iust the same proportions, which the fore-part, or Brest of our Arch carrieth, with equall number of Columnes, Pedestals, Pilasters, Limd peeces, and Carued Statues. Ouer the Gate, this Disticho• presents it selfe.

Nonne tuo Imperio satis est Iacohe potiri?

Imperium in Musas, Aemule quaeris? Habes.

Vnder which verses, a wreathe of Lawrell seemd to be ready to be let fall on his Maiesties head, as hee went vnder it, being held betweene two naked Antique women, their bodies stretching (at the full length) to compasse ouer the Arch of the Gate. And aboue those verses, in a faire Azure table, this inscription was aduancd in golden Capitals:



EXPECTATIONI ORBIS TERRARVM, REGIB GENITO NVMEROSISS. REGVM GENITORI FAELICISS. REGI MARTIGENARVM AVGVSTISS. REGI MV SARVM GLORIOSISS. Itali statuerunt laetitiae & cu•us Signum.



On the right hand of this backe-part, betweene two of the Columnes was a square table, in which was drawne a Woman, crownd with beautifull and fresh flowres, a Cáducaeus in her hand: Althe notes of a plenteous and liuely Spring being caried about her, the soule that gaue life to this speaking picture, was:

 Omnis seret omnia Tellus.

Aboue this peece, in another square, was portrayed a Tryton, his Trumpet at his mouth, seeming to vtter thus much,

Dum Caelum stellas.

Vpon the left hand of this back part, in most excellent colour, Antikely attird, stood the 4. kingdoms, England, Scotland, France and Ireland, holding hands together, this being the language of them all,

Concordes stabili Fatorum Numine

The middle great Square, that was aduaunced ouer the Freeze of the Gate, held Apollo, with all his Ensignes and properties belonging vnto him, as a Sphere, Bookes, a Caducaeus, an Octoedron, with other Geometricall Bodies, and a Harpe in his left hand: his right hand with a golden Wand in it, poynting to the battel of Lepanto fought by the Turks, (of which his Maiestie hath written a Poem) and to doe him Honour, Apollo himselfe doth here seeme to take vpon him to describe: his word,

Fortunate Puer.

These were the Mutes, and properties that helpt to furnish out this great Italian Theater: vpon whose Stage, the sound of no voice was appointed to be heard, but of one, (and that, in the presence of the Italians themselues) who in two little opposite galleries vnder & within the Arch of the gate, very richly and neately hung, deliuered thus much Latine to his Maiestie:


THE ITALIANS SPEACH.
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SALUE, REX MAGNE, salue. Salutem Maiestati tuae Itali, faelicissimum Aduentum laeti, faelices sub Te futuri, precamur. Ecce hic Omnes, Exiguimunere, pauculi Numero: Sed magni erga Maiestatem tuam animi, multi obsequij. At nec Atlas, qui Coelum sustinet, nec ipsa Coeli conuexa, altitudinem attingant meritorum Regis optimi. Hoc est, eius, quem de Teipso expressisti doctissimo (Deus!) et admirabili penicillo: Beatissimos populas, vbi & Philosophus regnat, & Rex Philosophatur. Salue, Rex nobilissime, salue, viue, Rex potentissime salua, viue, Rex potentissime, faeliciter. Regna, Rex sapientissime, faeliciter, Italioptamus omnes, Itali clamamus omnes: Omnes, omnes.

Hauing hoysted vp our Sailes, and taken leaue of this Italian shore, let our next place of casting anker, be vpon the Land of the 17. Prouinces; where the Belgians, (attired in the costly habits of their own natiue Countrey, without the fantasticke mixtures of other Nations) but more richly furnished with loue, stand ready to receyue his Maiestie: who (according to their expectation) does most gratiously make himselfe & his Royall traine their Princely ghests. The house which these Strangers haue builded to entertaine him in, is thus contriude.


THE PAGEANT OF THE DUTCH-MEN, BY THE ROYALL EXCHANGE.
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THE FOUNDATION OF this, was (as it were by Fate) layd neere vnto a royall place; for it was a royall and magnificent labour: It was bounded in with the houses on both sides the street, so prowdly (as all the rest also did) did this extend her body in bredth. The passage of State, was a Gate, large, asc¯eding eighteene foot high, aptly proportiond to the other lymmes, and twelue foot wyde, arched; two lesser Posternes were for common on feet, cut out and opend on the sides of the other.

Within a small Freeze, (and kissing the very forhead of the Gate) the Aedifice spake thus,

Vnicus à Fato surgo non Degener Haeres.

Whilst lifting vp your eye to an vpper larger Freeze, you may there be enriched with these golden Capitalls,



IACOBO, ANGL. SCOT. FRANC. HIBERN. REGI OPT. PRINC. MAX. BELGAE ded.

But bestowing your sight vpon a large Azure Table, lyned quite through with Caracters of gold, likewise you may for your paynes receiue this inscription,

ORBIS RESTITVTOR. PACIS FVND. RELIG. PROPVG. D. IAC. P. F. REGI. P. P.

D. ANNAE REGIAE CONIVG. SOR. FIL, NEPTI, ET D. HENRICO. I. FIL. PRINC. IWENT.

IN PVBL. VRBIS ET ORBIS LAETITIA, SECVLIQVE FAELICITAT. XVII. BELGIAE PROV. MERCATORES BENIGNE REGIA HAC IN VRBE EXCEPTI, ET

S. M. VESTRAE OB ANTIQ. SOCIALE FOEDVS, ET D. ELIZ. BENEFICENT. DEVOTI.

FAVSTA OMNIA ET FOELICIA AD IMPERII AETERNITAT. PRECANTVR.

Aboue which (being the heart of the Trophee) was a spacious square roome, left open, Silke Curtaines drawne before it, which (vpon the approch of his Maiestie) being put by, 17. yong Damsels, (all of them sumptuously adorned, after their countrey fashion,) sate as it were in so many Chaires of State, and figuring in their persons, the 17. Prouinces of Belgia, of which euery one caried in a Scutchion (excellently pencilde) the Armes and Coate of one.

Aboue the vpper edge of this large Square Roome, and ouer the first Battlement, in another front, aduancd for the purpose, a square Table was fastened vpright, in which was drawne the liuely picture of the King, in his Imperial Robes; a Crowne on his head, the Sword and Scepter in his handes: vpon his left side stood a woman, her face fixed vpon his, a burning hart in her right hand, her left hanging by, a Heron standing close vnto her: vpon his other side stood vpright (with her countenance directed likewise vpon him) another woman, winged, and in a Freeze beneath them, which tooke vp the full length of this Square: this inscription set out it selfe in golden wordes:

 Viroque Satellite Tutus.

Suffer your eyes to be wearied no longer with gazing vp so high at those Sun-beams, but turne the¯ aside to looke below through the little Posternes: whose State sweld quickly vp to a greatnes, by reason of 2. Columnes, that supported them on either side. In a Table, ouer the right-hand Portall, was in perfect colours, drawne a Serpe¯t, pursude by a Lion: betweene them, Adders and Snakes, chasing one another, the Lion scornfully casting his head backe, to behold the violence of a blacke storme, that heauen powred downe, to ouertake them: the sound that came from all this, was thus:

 Sequitur grauis Ira feroces.

The opposite body to this (on the other side, and directly ouer the other Portall, whose pompe did in like maner leane vpon, and vphold it selfe by two mayne Columnes) was a square peece, in which were to be seene, Sheepe browzing, Lambes nibbling, Byrds flying in the Ayre, with other arguments of a serene and vntroubled season, whose happinesse was proclaymed in this maner,

 Venit alma Cicuribus Aura.

Directly aboue this, in a square Table, were portrayed two Kings, reuerently and antiquely attyrde, who seemd to walke vpon these golden lines,

Nascitur in nostro Regum par Nobile Rege Alter lesiades, Alter Amoniades.

From whome, leade but your eye, in a straight line, to the other side, (ouer the contrary Posteme) and there in a second vpper Picture, you may meete with two other Kings, not fully so antique, but as rich in their Ornaments; both of them, out of golden letters, composing these wordes,

Lucius ante alios, Edwardus, & inde IACOBVS Sextus, & hic sanxit, sextus & ille fidem.

And these were the Nerues, by which this great Triumphall Body was knit together, in the inferiour parts of it, vpon the shoulders whereof, (which were garnished with rowes of Pilasters, that supported Lions ra¯pant, bearing vp Banners) there stood another lesser Square, the head of which wore a Coronet of Pilasters also; and aboue the¯, vpon a Pedestal, curiously closed in betweene the tayles of two Dolphins, was aduanced a Women, holding in one hand, a golden Warder, and poynting with the fore-finger of the other hand vp to heauen. She figurd Diuine Prouidence, for so at her feete was written.

Prouida Mens Caeli.

Somewhat beneath which, was to bee seene an Imperiall Crowne, two Scepters being fastened (crosse-wise) vnto it, and deliuering this speach,

 Sceptra haec concredidit vni.

At the elbowes of this vpper Square, stood vpon the foure corners of a great Pedestall, fource Pyramides, hollow, and so neately contriude, that in the night time (for anger that the Sunne would no longer looke vpon these earthly beauties) they gaue light to themselues, and the whole place about them: the windowes, from whence these artificiall beames were throwne, being cut out in such a fashion, that (as Ouid, describing the Palace of the Sunne, sayes)

Clara micante Auro, Flammas{que} imitante Pyropo,

So did they shine afarre off, like Crysolites, and sparkled like Carbuncles: Betweene those two Pyramides that were lifted vp on the right hand, stood Fortitude; her Piller resting it selfe vpon this golden line,

Perfero curarum pondus, Discrimina temno.

Betweene the two Pyramides on the other side, justice challenged her place, being knowne both by her habit and by her voyce, that spake thus,

Auspice me Dextra solium Regale pere•nat.

Wee haue held his Maiestie too long from entring this third Gate of his Court Royall; It is now hie time, that those eyes, which on the other side ake with rolling vp and downe for his gladsome presence, should inioy that happinesse. Beholde, hee is in an instance passed thorough; The Objects that there offer themselues before him, being these:

Our Belgick Statue of Triumph, weares on her backe, as much riches, as she caried vpon her brest, being altogether as glorious in Columnes, standing on Tip-toe, on as loftie and as proude Pyramides; her walkes encompast with as strong and as neate Ptlasters: the colours of her garments are as bright, her adornements as many: For,

In the square Field, next and lowen, ouer one of the Portals, were the Dutch Countrey people, toyling at their Husbandrie; women carding of their Hemp, the men beating it, such excellent Art being exprest in their faces, their stoopings, bendings, sweatings, &c. that nothing is wanting in them but life (which no colours can giue) to make them bee thought more than the workes of Paynters.

Lift vp your eyes a little aboue them, and beholde their Exchange; the countenaunces of the Marchants there being so liuely, that bargaines seeme to come from their lippes.

But in stead of other speach, this is onely to bee had,



PIO INVICTO, R. IACOBO,

QVOD FEL. EIVS AVSPICIIS VNIVERSVM BRIT. IMPERIVM PACAT, MARE: TVTVM PORTVS APERIT.



Ouer the other Portall, in a square (proportiond, to the bignes of those other) men, women & childre¯ (in Dutch habits) are busie at other workes: the men Weauing, the women Spinning, the children at their Hand-loomes, &c. Aboue whose heads, you may with little labour, walke into the Mart, where as well the Froe, as the Burger, are buying and selling, the praise of whose industrie (being worthy of it) stands publisht in gold, thus,



QVOD MVTVIS COMMERCIIS, ET ARTIFICVM, NAVTRARVMQVE SOLERTIA CRESCAT, DESIDIA EXVLAT, MVTVAQVE AMICITIA CONSERVETVR.



Iust in the midst of these foure Squares, and directly ouer the Gate, in a large Table, whose feete are fastned to the Freeze, is their fishing & shipping liuely and sweetely set downe: The Skipper (euen though he be hard tugging at his Net) loudly singing this:

Quod Celeb: hoc Emporium prudenti industria fuos,
Quouis Terrarum Negotiatores emittat, exteros
Humaniter admittat foris famam, domi diuitias augeat.

Let vs now clime vp to the vpper battlementes; where, at the right hand Time standes: at the left (in a direct line) his daughter Trueth; vnder her foote is written,

Sincera.
And vnder his,
Durant. Sincera Durant.





In the midst of these two, three other persons are rancked togeather, Art, Sedulitie, and Labour: beneath whom, in a Freeze rouing along the whole breadth of that Square, you may find these wordes in gold.

Artes, Perfecit, Sedulitate, Labor.

As on the foreside, so on this, and equall in height to that of Diuine Prouidence, is the figure of a Woman aduaunced: beneath whom, is an imperiall Crowne, with branches of Oliue, fixed (crosse-wise) vnto it, and giues you this word.



Sine Caede at Sanguine.



And thus haue we bestowed vpon you, all the dead Cullours of this Picture, (wherein not withstanding, was left so much life) as can come from Art. The speaking instrument, was a Boy, attyred all in white Silke, a wreath of Lawrell about his temples: from his voyce came this sound.



Sermo and Regem.
Qvae tot Sceptra tenes forti, Rex maxime, dextra,
Prouida Mens summi Numinis illa dedit,
Aspice ridentem per gaudia Plebis Olympum.
Reddentem et plausus ad sua verba suos,
Tantus honos paucis, primi post secula mundi
Obtigit, et paucis, tantum vnus incubuit,
Nam Regere imperijs populum faelicibus vnum,
Arduares, magnis res tamen apta viris.
At non vnanimes nutu compescere gentes,
Non homines pensum, sed labor ille Dei,
Ille ideò ingentes qui temperet orbis habenas,
Adiungit longas ad tua fraena manus.
Et menti de mente sua praelucet, et Artem
Regnandi, regnum qui dedit illa, docet.
Crescentes varijs Cumulat virtutibus annos,
Quas inter pietas, culmina summa tenet.
Hac proauos reddis patriae, qui barbara Genti•
Flexêre inducto Namine, corda ferae.
Hac animos tractas rigidos, subigis{que} rebelles,
Et leue persuades quod trahis ipse iugum,
Illi fida comes terram indignata profanam,
Aut nunc te tanto Regereuersa Themis.
Assidat et robusta soror, ingentibus ausis
Pro populo carum tradere prompta caput.
Quin et Regis amor, musae et dilectus Apollo,
Regali gaudent subdere plectra manu.
Aurea et vbertas solerti nata labore,
Exhibet aggestas Ruris et vrbis opes.
Sunt haec dona Poli, certa quae prodita fama
Miratum vt veniat, venit vter{que} polus,
Venimus et Belgae, patrijs Gens exul ab oris
Quosfouit tenero matter Eliza sinu.
Matri sacratum, Patri duplicamus amorem,
Poscimus et simili posse fauore frui.
Sic Deum Panthaeci tibi proferat alitis aeuum,
Sceptra per Iunumeros qui tibi tradit Auos,
Sic Regina tua pars altera, et altera proles,
Spes populi longum det, capiat{que} decus.





Whilst the tongues of the Strangers were imployed in extolling the gracious Aspect of the King, and his Princely behauiour towardes them, his Maiestie (by the quicknes of Time, and the earnestnesse of expectation, whose eyes ran a thousand wayes to finde him) had won more ground, and was gotten so far as to S. Mildreds Church in the Poulterie: close to the side of which, a Scaffold was erected; where (at the Citties cost) to delight the Queene with her owne country Musicke, nine Trumpets, and a Kettle Drum, did very sprightly & actiuely sound the Danish march: Whose cunning and quicke stops, by that time they had toucht the last Ladyes care in the traine, behold, the King was aduaunced vp so hie as to Cheapeside: into which place (If Loue himselfe had entered, and senne so many gallant Gentlemen, so many Ladyes, and beautifull creatures, in whose eyes glaunces (mixt with modest lookes) seemde to daunce courtly Measures in their motion) he could not haue chosen, to haue giuen the Roome any other name, then, The Presence Chamber.

The stately entraunce into which, was a faire Gate in height 18. foote. In breath 12. The thicknesse of the passage vnder it, being 24. Two Posternes stoode wide open on the two sides, either of them being 4. foote wide, and 8. foote high. The two Portals that ietted out before these Posternes, had their sides open foure seuerall wayes, and serued as Pedestalles (of Rusticke) to support two Pyramides, which stoode vpon foure great Balles, and foure great Lions: the Pedestalles, Balles, and Pyramides, deuowring in their full vpright heigth, from the ground line to the top, iust 60. foote. But burying this Mechanicke Body in scilence, let vs now take note in what fashion it stood attyred. Thus then it went appareled.


THE DEUICE AT SOPER-LANE END.
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WITHIN A LARGE Compartiment, mounted aboue the forehead of the Gate, ouer the Freeze, in Capitalles was inscribed this Title:



NOVA FAELIX ARABIA.

Vnder that shape of Arabia, this Iland being figugured: which two names of New, and Happie, the Countrey could by no merit in it selfe, challenge to be her due, but onely by meanes of the secret influence accompanying his Maiestie wheresoeuer hee goes, and working such effectes.

The most worthy personage aduaunced in this place, was Arabia Britannica, a Woman, attyred all in White, a rich Mantle of Greene cast about her, an imperiall Crowne on her head, and a Scepter in one hand, a Mound in the other; vpon which she sadly leaned: a rich Veyle (vnder the Crowne) shadowing her eyes, by reason that her countenaunce (which till his Maiesties approach, could by no worldly obiect be drawne to looke vp) was pensiuely deiected: her ornamentes were markes of Chastetie and Youth: the Crowne, Mound, and Scepter, badges of Soueraigntie.

Directly vnder her in a Cant by her selfe, Fame stood vpright: A Woman in a Watchet Roabe, thickly set with open Eyes, and Tongues, a payre of large golden Winges at her backe, a Trumpet in her hand, a Mantle of sundry cullours trauersing her body: all these Ensignes desplaying but the propettie of her swiftnesse, and aptnesse to disperse Rumors.

In a Descent beneath her, being a spatious Concaue roome, were exalted fiue Mounts, swelling vp with different ascensions: vpon which sate the fiue Sences, drooping: Viz.



1 Auditus, Hearing.

2 Visus, Sight.

3 Tactus, Feeling.

4 Olfactus. Smelling.

5 Gustus, Taste.

Appareled in Roabes of distinct cullours, proper to their natures; and holding Scutchions in their handes: vpon which were drawne Herogliphicall bodyes, to expresse their qualities.

Some prettie distaunce from them (and as it were in the midst before them) an artificiall Lauer or Fount was erected, called the Fount of Arate (Vertue.) Sundry Pipes (like veines) branching from the body of it: the water receiuing libertie but from one place, and that very slowly.

At the foote of this Fount, two personages (in greater shapes then the rest) lay sleeping: vpon their brestes stucke their names, Detractio, Obliuio: The one holdes an open Cuppe; about whose brim, a wreath of curled Snakes were winding, intimating that whatsoeuer his lippes toucht, was poysoned: the other helde a blacke-Cuppe couerd, in token of an enuious desire to drowne the worth and memorie of Noble persons.

Vpon an Ascent, on the right hand of these, stood the three Charites or Graces, hand in hand, attyred like three Sisters.


	Aglaia, Figuring Brightnesse, or Maiestie.

	Thalia, Figuring Youthfulnes, or florishing.

	Euphrosine, Figuring Chearfulnes, or gladnes.



They were all three Virgins: their countenaunces laboring to smother an innated sweetnes and chearefulnes, that appareled their cheekes; yet hardly to be hid: their Garmentes were long Roa•es of sundry coloures, hanging loose: the one had a Chaplet of sundry Flowers on her head, clustard heere and there with the Fruites of the earth. The seconde, a Garland of eares of Corne. The third, a wreath of Vinebranches, mixt with Grapes and Oliues.

Their haire hung downe ouer their shoulders loose, and of a bright cullour, for that Epithite is properly bestowed vpon them, by Homer in his Himne to Apollo.

PVLCHRICOMAE CHARITES.

The Bright Hayrde Graces.

They helde in their handes pensild Shieldes: vpon the first, was drawne a Rose: on the second, 3. Dyce: on the third, a branch of Mittle.



FIGURING


	Pleasantnesse.

	Accord.

	Florishing.



In a direct line against them, stoode the three Howres, to whom in this place we giue the names of Loue, Iustice, and Peace: they were attyred in loose Roabes of light cullours, paynted with Flowers: for so Ouid apparrels them.



Conueniunt pictis incinctae vestibus Horae.

Winges, at their feete, expressing their swiftnesse, because they are Lackies to the Sunne: lungere equus Tytan velocibus imper at Horis, Ouid.

Each of them helde two Goblets; the one full of Flowers (as Ensigne of the Spring,) the other full of rypened Figges, the Cognisance of Summer.

Vpon the approch of his Maiestie (sad and solemne Musicke hauing beaten the Ayre all the time of his absence, and now ceasing,) Fame speakes.

Fama.
Turne into Ice mine eye-balls, whilst the sound
Flying through this brazen trump, may back rebound
To stop Fames hundred tongues, leauing them mute,
As in an vntoucht Bell, or stringlesse Lute,
For Vertues Fount, which late ran deepe and cleare,
Drie, and melts all her body to a teare.
You Graces! and you houres that each day runne
On the quicke errands of the golden Sunne,
O say! to Vertues Fount what has befell,
That thus her veines shrinke vp.

Charites Horae.
Wee cannot tell.

Euphrosine.
Behold the fiue-folde guard of Sence which keepes
The sacred streame, sit drooping: neere them sleepe
Two horred Monsters: Fame! summon each Sence,
To tell the cause of this strange accidence.

Heereupon Fame sounding her Trumpet; Arabia Britannica, lookes cheerefully vp, the sences are startled: Detraction and Obliuion throw off their iron slumber, busily bestowing all their powers to fill their cups at the Fount with their olde malitious intention to sucke it drie; But a strange and heauenly musicke suddainly striking through their eares, which causing a wildnes and quicke motion in their lookes, drew them to light vpon the glorious presence of the King, they were suddainly thereby daunted and sunke downe; The Fount in the same moment of Tyme, flowing fresh and aboundantly through seuerall pipes, with Milke, Wine, and Balme, whilst a person (figuring Circumspection) that had watcht day and night, to giue note to the world of this blessed Tyme, which hee foresawe would happen, steps forth on a mounted Stage extended 30. foote in length from the maine building, to deliuer to his Maiestie the interpretation of this dumbe Mysterie.



This Presenter was a Boy, one of the Choristers, belonging to Paules.

His Speech.

Great Monarch of the West, whose glorious Stem,

Doth now support a triple Diadem,

Weying more tha¯ that of thy grand Grandsire Brute,

Thou that maist make a King thy substitute,

And doest besides the Red-rose and the white,

With the rich flower of France thy garland dight,

Wearing aboue Kings now, or those of olde,

A double Crowne of Lawrell and of gold,

O let my voyce passe through thy royall eare,

And whisper thus much, that we figure here,

A new Arabia, in whose spiced nest

A Phoenix liud and died in the Sunnes brest,

Her losse, made sight, in teares to drowne her eyes,

The Eare grew deafe, Tastelike a sick-man lyes,

Finding no rellish: euery other Sence,

Forgat his office, worth and excellence,

Whereby this Fount of Vertue gan to freeze,

Threatned to be drunke by two enemies,

Snakie Detraction, and Obliuion,

But at thy glorious presence, both are gone,

Thou being that sacred Phoenix, that doest rise,

From thashes of the first: Beames from thine eyes

So vertually shining, that they bring,

To Englands new Arabia, a new Spring:

For ioy whereof, Nimphes, Sences, Houres, & Fame,

Eccho loud Hymnes to his imperiall name.

At the shutting vp of this Speech, his Maiestie (being readie to goe on,) did most graciouslie feede the eyes of beholders with his presence, till a Song was spent: which to a loude and excellent Musicke (composed of Violins & an other rare Artificiall Instrume¯t, wherein besides sundrie seuerall sounds effusd (all at one time) were also sensibly distinguisht the chirpings of birds, was by two Boyes (Choristers of Paules) deliuered in sweete and rauishing voyces.



Cant.

Troynouant is now no more a Citie:

O great pittie! ist not pittie?

And yet her Towers on tiptoe stand,

Like Pageants built on Fairie land,

And her Marble armes,

Like to Magicke charmes,

binde thousands fast vnto her,

That for her wealth & beauty daily wooe her,

yet for all this, ist not pittie?

Troynouant is now no more a Cittie.

2

Troynouant is now a Sommer Arbour,

or the nest wherein doth harbour,

The Eagle, of all birds that flie,

The Soueraigne, for his piercing eie,

If you wisely marke,

Tis besides a Parke,

Where runnes (being newly borne)

With the fierce Lyon, the faire Vnicorne,

or else it is a wedding Hall,

Where foure great Kingdomes holde a Festiuall.

3

Troynouant is now a Bridall Chamber,

whose roofe is gold, floore is of Amber,

By vertue of that holy light,

That burnes in Hymens hand, more bright,

Than the siluer Moone,

or the Torch of Noone,

Harke what the Ecchoes say!

Brittaine till now nere kept a Holiday:

for loue dwels heere: And tis no pittie,

If Troynouant be now no more a Cittie.

Nor let the scrue of any wresting comment vpon these words,

Troynouant is now no more a Citie.

Enforce the Authors inuention away fro¯ his owne cleare strength and harmelesse meaning: all the scope of this fiction stretching onely to this point, that London (to doo honour to this day, wherein springs vp all her happines) beeing rauished with vnutterable ioyes, makes no account (for the present) of her ancient title, to be called a Citie, (because aluring these tryumphes, sheeputs off her formall habite of Trade and Commerce, treading euen Thrift it selfe vnder foote, but now becomes a Reueller and a Courtier. So that, albeit in the end of the first Stanza tis said,

Yet for all this, ist not pittie,

Troynouant is now no more a Cittie.

By a figure called Castigatio or the mender, heere followes presently a reproofe; wherein tytles of Sommer Arbor; The Eagles nest, a wedding Ha¯ll, &c. are throwne vpon her, the least of them being at this time by vertue of Poeticall Heraldrie, but especiallie in regard of the State that now vpholds her, thought to be names of more honour, than that of her owne. And this short Apologie, doth our verse make for it selfe, in regard that some, (to whose setled iudgement and authoritie the censure of these Deuises was referred,) brought though not bitterly the life of those lines into question: But appealing with Machaetas to Phillip, now these reasons haue awakend him: let vs followe King Iames, who hauing passed vnder this our third gate, is by this time, graciously receauing a gratulatorie, Oration from the mouth of Sir Henry Mountague, Recorder of the Citie, a square lowe gallorie, set round about with pilasters, beeing for that purpose erected some 4. foote from the ground, and ioyned to the front of the Crosse in Cheape; where likewise stood all the Aldermen, the Chamberlaine, Towne-clarke, and Counsell of the Citie.


THE RECORDERS SPEECH.
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HIGH IMPERIALL MAIESTIE, it is not yet a yeere in dayes since with acclamation of the People, Citizens, and Nobles, auspitiouslie heere at this Crosse was proclaimed your true succession to the Crowne. If then it was ioyous with Hats, hands, and hearts, lift vp to heauen to crie King Iames, what is it now to see King Iames? Come therefore O worthiest of Kings as a glorious Bridegroome through your Royall chamber: But to come neere, Adest quem querimus. Twentie and more are the Soueraignes wee haue serued since our conquest, but Conquerour of hearts it is you and your Posteritie, that we haue vowed to loue and wish to serue whilst London is a Citie. In pledge whereof my Lord Maior, the Aldermen, and Commons of this Citie, wishing a golden Reigne vnto you, present your Greatnes with a little cup of gold.

At the end of the Oration three Cups of gold were giuen (in the name of the Lord Maior, and the whole Body of the Citie,) to his Maiestie, the young Prince, and the Queene.

All which but aboue all (being gifts of greater value) the loyall hearts of the Citizens, beeing louingly receaued; his Grace was (at least it was appointed he should haue beene) met on his way neere to the Crosse, by Syluanus drest vp in greene Iuie, a Cornet in his hand, being attended on by foure other Syluans in Iuie likewise, their bowes and quiuers hanging on their shoulders, and winde Instruments in their hands.

Vpon sight of his Maiestie, they make a stand, Syluanus breaking forth into this abrupt passion of ioy.



Syluanus.
Stay Syluans, and let the loudest voyce of Musicke proclayme it (euen as high as Heauen) that he is come.

Alter Apollo redit, Nouus En, iam regnat Apollo.

Which acclamation of his was borne vp into the ayre, and there mingled with the breath of their musicall Instruments: whose sound beeing vanished to nothing, Thus goes our Speaker on.

Syluanus.

Most happie Prince, pardon me, that being meane in habite, and wilde in apparance, (for my richest liuorie is but leaues, and my stateliest dwelling but in the woodes,) thus rudely with piping Syluanes. I presume to intercept your royall passage. These are my walkes: yet stand I heere, not to cut off your way, but to giue it a full and a bounteous welcome, beeing a Messenger sent from the Lady Eirene my Mistresse, to deliuer an errand to the best of all these Worthies, your royall selfe. Many Kingdomes hath the Lady sought out to abide in, but from them all, hath shee beene most churlishly banished: not that her beautie did deserue such vnkindnes, but that (like the eye of Heauen) hers were too bright, and there were no Eagles breeding in those nests, that could truly beholde them.

At last heere she ariued, Destinie subscribing to this Warrant, that none but this Land should be her Inheritance. In contempt of which happines, Enuie shootes his impoisoned stings at her heart, but his Adders (being charmed) turne their daungerous heads vpon his owne bosome. Those that dwell far off, pine away with vexing to see her prosper, because all the acquaintauce which they haue of her, is this, that they know there is such a goodly Creature as Eirene, in the world, yet her face they know not: whilst all those that heere sleepe vnder the warmth of her wings, adore her by the sacred & Coelestiall name of Peace, for number being (as her blessings are) infinite.

Her daughter Euporia (well knowne by the name of Plentie, is at this present with her, (being indeede neuer from her side) vnder yonder Arbour they sit, which after the daughters name is called, Hortus Euporiae (Plenties Bower:) Chast are they both, and both maydens in memorie of a Virgine, to whom they were nurse children: for whose sake (because they were bound to her for their life,) mee, haue they charged to lay at your imperiall feete, (being your hereditarie due) the tribute of their loue: And with it thus to say.

That they haue languished many heauie moneths for your presence, which to them would haue beene, (& proud they are that it shall be so now,) of the same operation and influence, that the Sunne is to the spring, and the spring to the earth: hearing therefore what trebble preferment you haue bestowed vpon this day, wherein besides the beames of a glorious Sunne, two other cleare and gracious starres shine cheerefullie on these her homely buildings: Into which (because no dutie should bee wanting) shee hath giuen leaue euen to Strangers, to bee Sharers in her happines, by suffering them to bid you likewise welcome. By mee (once hers now your vassaile,) shee entreates, and with a knee sinking lower than the ground on which you tread, doo I humbly execute her pleasure, that ere you passe further, you would deigne to walke into yonder Garden: the Hesperides liue not there but the Muses, and the Muses no longer than vnder your protection. Thus farre am I sent to conduct you thither, prostrately begging this grace, (since I dare not, as beeing vnwoorthie, lackey by your royall side) in that yet these my greene Followers and my selfe may bee ioyfull fore-runners of your expected approch, away Syluanus.

And being (in this their returne) come neare to the Arbor, they gaue a signe with a short florish from all their Cornets, that his Maiestie was at hand: whose princely eye whilest it was delighting it selfe with the quaint obiect before it, a sweete pleasure likewise courted his eare in the shape of Musicke, sent from the voyces of nine Boyes (all of them Queristers of Paules) who in that place presenting the nine Muses sang the dittie following to their Viols and other Instruments.

But, least leaping too bluntly into the midst of our Garden at first, we deface the beautie of it, let vs send you round about it, and suruey the Walles, Allies, and quarters of it as they lye in order.

This being the fashion of it.

The passages through it were two gates, arched and grated Arbor-wise, their heigth being 16. foote, their breadth 10. from the roofe, and so on the sides, downe to the ground, Cowcumbers, Pompions, Grapes, and all other fruits growing in the land, hanging artificially in clusters: Betweene the two gates, a payre of stayres were mounted with some 20 assents: at the bottome of them (on two pillers) were fixed two Satiers carued out in wood; the sides of both the gates, being strengthened with foure great French frames standing vpon pedestals, taking vp in their full height 20. foote.

The vpper part also caried the proportion, of an Arbor, being closde with their round tops, the midst whereof was exalted aboue the other two, Fortune standing on the top of it. The garnishments for the whole Bower, being Apples, Peares, Cheries, Grapes, Roses, Lillies, and all other both fruits and flowers most artificially molded to the life. The whole frame of this somer banqueting house, stood (at the ground line) vpon 4 foore; the Perpendicular stretching itselfe to 45. Wee might (that day) haue called it, The Musicke roome, by reason of the chaunge of tunes, that danced round about it; for in one place were heard a noyse of cornets, in a second, a consort, the third, (which sate in sight) a set of Viols, to which the Muses sang.

The principall persons aduancde in this Bower, were, Eirene (Peace) and Euporia (Plenty) who sate together.



EIERENE.

Peace: Was richly attired, her vpper garment of carnation, hanging loose, a Robe of White vnder it, powdred with Starres, and girt to her: her haire of a bright colour, long, and hanging at her back, but interwouen with white ribbands, and Iewels: her browes were encompast with a wreath compounded of the Oliue, the Lawrell, & the Date tree: In one hand shee held a Caducaens, (or Mercuries rod, the god of eloquence:) In the other, ripe eares of corne gilded: on her lap sate a Doue: All these being ensignes, and furnitures of Peace.



EUPORIE.

Plenty: Her daughter sate of the left hand, in changable colours, a rich mantle of Gold trauersing her bodie: her haire large and loosely spreading ouer her shoulders: on her head a crowne of Poppy & Mustard seede; the antique badges of Fertilitie & Abundance, In her right hand a Cornucopia, filde with flowers, fruits, &c.



CHRUSOS.

Directly vnder these, sate Chrusos, a person figuring Gold, his dressing, a tinsell Robe of the colour of Gold.



ARGURION.

And close by him, Argurion, Siluer, all in white tinsell; both of them crownde, and both their hands supporting a Globe, betweene them, in token that they commaunded ouer the world.



POMONA.

Pomona, the goddesse of garden fruits; sate at the one side of Gold and Siluer; attirde in greene, a wreath of frutages circling her temples: her armes naked: her haire beautifull, and long.



CERES.

On the other side sate Ceres, crowned with ripened eares of Wheate, in a loose straw-coloured roabe.

In two large descents (a little belowe them) were placde at one end,



THE NINE MUSES.


	Clio.

	Euterpe.

	Thalia.

	Melpomene.

	Terpsicore.

	Erato.

	Polymnia.

	Vranio.

	Calliope.



With musicall instrumentes in their hands, to which they sung all the day.

At the other end.



THE 7 LIBERALL ARTES.


	Grammer.

	Logique.

	Rhetorique.

	Musicke.

	Arithmeticke

	Geometry.

	Astrology.



Holding shieldes in their hands, expressing their seuerall offices.

Vpon the verie vpper edge of a faire large Freeze, running quite along the full breadth of the Arbor, and iust a• their feete were planted rankes of artificiall Artichocks and roses.

To describe what apparrell these Arts, and Muses wore, were a hard labour, and when it were done, all were but idle. Few Taylors know how to cut out their garments: they haue no Wardrob at all, not a Mercer, nor Merchant, though they can all write and read verie excellently well, will suffer them to bee great in their bookes. But (as in other countries) so in this of ours, they goe attirde in such thin clothes, that the winde euerie minute is readie to blowe through them: happy was it for them, that they tooke vp their lodging in a summer arbour, and that they had so much musicke to comfort them, their ioies (of which they do not euerie daie tast,) being notwithstanding now infinitelie multiplied, in this, that where before they might haue cryed out till they grew horse, & non would heare the¯, now they sing.

Aderitque vocatus Apollo.

Chorus in full voices answering it thus.

Ergo alacris Syluas, & caetera rura a voluptas

Panaque pastoresque tenet, Driadasque puellas,

Nec Lupus insidias pecori, nec retia Ceruis

Vlla dolum meditantur, amat bonus otia Daphnis;

Ipsi laetitia voces ad sider a iactant

Intonsi montes: ipsae iam carmina Rupes,

Ipsasonant Arbusta, Deus, Deus ille!

Syluanus (as you may perceiue by his office before) was but sent of an errand: there was another of a higher calling, a Trauailer, and one that had gon ouer much grownd, appointed to speake to his Maiesty, his name Vertumnus, the maister Gardner, and husband to Pomona: To tell you what cloathes hee had on his backe were to doo him wrong, for hee had (to say truth) but one suite: homelie it was, yet meete and fit for a Gardener: In steade of a hat, his browes were bound about with flowers, out of whose thicke heapes, here and there peeped a queene apple, a cherie, or a peare, this boon-grace hee made of purpose to keepe his face from heate, (because he desired to looke louelie) yet the sunne found him out, and by casting a continuall eye at him, whilst the old man was dressing his arbours, his cheekes grew tawnie, which colour for the better grace, he himselfe interpreted blushing. A white head he had, & sunne-burnt hands: in the one he held a weeding hooke, in the other a grafting knife: and this was the tenor of his speech. That he was bound to giue thanks to heaue¯, In that the arbour and trees which growing in that fruitfull Cynthian garden, began to droop and hang downe their greene heades, and to vncurle their crisped forlocks, as fearing and in some sort, feeling the sharpenesse of Autumnian malice, are now on the sudden by the deuine influence apparelled with a fresh and more liuely verdure than euer they were before. The nine Muses that could expect no better entertainement than sad banishment, hauing now louely and amiable faces: Arts that were threatned to be trod vnder foot by Barbarisime, now (euen at sight of his Maiestie who is the Delian Patro¯ both of the Muses & Arts) being likewise aduanced to most high preferme¯t whilst the very rurall & Syluane troopes dancd for ioy• the Lady therfore of the place Eirene, (his mistris) in name of the Praetor, Consuls & Senators of the City, who carefully pruine this garden, (weeding out al hurtful & idle branches that hinder the growth of the good,) and who are indeede, Ergatai Pistoi, faithfull Laborers in this peice of ground, Shee doth in all their names, (& he in behalfe of his Lady) offer them selues, this Arbor, the bowers & walkes, yea her children gold & siluer, with the louing & loyall harts of all those the Sons of peace, standing about him, to be disposde after his royal pleasure. And so wishing his happie Arriual, at a more glorious bower, to which he is now going, yet welcoming him to this, & praying his Maiesty not to forget this poore Arbor of his Lady, Musicke is commanded to cary all their praiers for his happie reigne, with the loud Amen of all his Subiects as hie as heauen.

Cant.

Shine Titan shine.

Let thy sharpe raies be hurld

Not on this vnder world,

For now tis none of thine.

These first 4. lines were sung by one alone, the single lines following, by a Chorus in full voices.

Chor.

No, no tis none of thine.

2

But in that spheare,

Where what thine armes infolde,

Turnes all to burnisht gold,

Spend thy guilt arrowes there,

Chor.

Doe, doe, shoote onelie there.

3

Earth needes thee not:

Her childbed daies are done,

And Shee another Sunne,

Faire as thy selfe has got.

Chor.

A new new Sunne is got.

4

O this is had!

Whose new beames make our Spring,

Men glad and birdes to Sing,

Hymnes of praise, ioy, and glee.

Sing, Sing, O this is hee!

5

That in the North

First rizing: shonne (so far)

Bright as the morning Starre,

At his gaie comming forth.

Chor.

See, see, he now comes forth.

6

How soone ioies varie?

Here staide had still! O then

Happie both place and men,

But here had list not tarrie.

Chor.

O griefe! had list not tarrie.

7

No, no, his beames,

Must equall deuide,

Their heate to Orbes beside,

Like nourishing siluer streames.

Chor.

Ioies slide awaie like streames.

8

Yet in this lies

Sweete hope: how far soeuer,

Hee bides, no cloudes can seuer,

His glorie from our eyes.

Chor.

Drie, drie, your weeping eies.

9

And make heauen ring,

His welcomes showted loudelie,

For Heauen it selfe lookes proudly,

That earth has such a King.



Chor.

Earth has not such a King.



His Maiestie dwelt here a reasonable long time, giuing both good allowance to the song & Musick, and liberally bestowing his eye on the workemanship of the place: from whence at the length departing, his next entrance was, as it were, into the closet or rather the priuy chamber to this our Court royall: through the windowes of which he might behold the Cathedrall Temple of Saint Paule: vpon whose lower batlements an Antheme was sung, by the Quiristers of the Church to the musicke of loud instrume¯ts: which being finisht, a latine Oratio¯ was Viua voce deliuered to his grace, by one of maister Mulcasters Schollers, at the dore of the free-schole fownded by the Mercers.


ORATIO HABITA, & AD REGEM, & CORAM REGE PRAE SCHOLA PAULINA.
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BREUIS ERO, NE ingratus sim, Rex serenissime, licet, & planè, & plenè putem Regem tam prudentem, in tam profusa suorum laetitia, ita se hodie patientia contra taedium armauisse, ne vllius toedij ipsum posset toedere. A Edificium hoc magno sumptu suo extructum Dominus Iohannes Collettus Ecclesiae Paulinae Decanus, sub Henrico septimo, maiestatis tuae prudentissimo abauo, erudiendae pueritiae consecrauit, vt huius scholae infantia tuo in Regnum. Anglicanum iure coetanea existat. Tanta magnificentia conditum parique magnificentia dotatum fidelissimae Mercerorum huius vrbis primaria semper, hodie etiam Praetoriae societati tuendum testamento moriens commendauit. Quae societas, & demortui fundatoris spei, & nostrae educationis studio fidem suam sanctissimè exoluit. Hic nos cum multis alijs erudimur, qui communi nomine totius pueritiae Anglicanae, a Domino Rege, licet sponte sua ad omnia optima saris incitato, bumillimè tamen contendimus, vt quemadmodum sua aetatis ratione, in omnire adultioribus prospicit, ita in summae spei Principis Henrici gratiam tenerioribus, parique cum ipso aetate pueris, in scholarum cura velit etiam consulere. Virgae enim obsequium sceptriobedicntia¯ & parit, & praeit inquit preceptor meus. Quique metu didicit iuuenis parere puerque, grandibus imperiis officiosus erit. Habent scholae Anglicanae multa, in quibus Regiam maiestatis correctionem esflagitant, ne inde in Academias implumes euolent vnde in Rempublicam implumiores etiam è prima nuditate emittuntur. Quod malum à Preceptore nostro accepimus: qui annos iam quatuor supra quinquaginta publice, priuatimque erudiendae pueritiae praefuit, & haec scholarum errata, cum aliquo etiam dolore suo, & passim, & sparsim deprehendit. Nostra haec schola fundatorem Collettum homine¯tam pium; tutores Merceros homines tam fidos cousequuta, quam esset foelix, si placeret, Domino etiam Regi, quod Regibus Angliae, ad summam apud suos charitatem saepissimè profuit, huic Mercerorum principi societati, fratrem se, & conciuem adscribere, Quantum huic vrbi ornamentum, quantum socierati honestamentum, Quantum scholae nostrae emolumentum? Quantus etiam Regi ipsi honos inde accederet, mauult, qui hoc vuit alias inter alia per otium Regi suo apperire, quam hodie cum taedio & praeter aream eidem explicare. Omnipote¯s Deus Iesus Christus & cum co, ac per cum noster, et Pater, et Deus serenissimum Rege¯ Iacobum, honoratissimam Reginam Annam, nobilissimum Principem Henricum, reliquamque Regiae stirpis ad omnia summa natam sobolem diu nobis ita incolumes tueatur, vt cum huius vitae secundissimum curriculum confeceritis, beatissimam vitae caelestis aeternitatem cousequamini. Dixi.



Our next Arch of triumph, was erected aboue the Conduit in Fleetstreete, into which (as into the long and beauteous gallery of the Citie) his Maiestie being entered; a farre off (as if it had beene some swelling Promentory, or rather some inchanted Castle guarded by tenne thousand harmelesse spirits) did his eye encounter another Towre of Pleasure.

Presenting it selfe.

Fourescore and ten foote in height, and fiftie in breadth; the gate twentie foote in the perpendicular line, and fourteene in the ground line: The two Posternes were answerable to these that are set downe before: ouer the posternes riz vp in proportionable measures, two turrets, with battlementes on the tops: The middest of the building was laid open to the world, and great reason it should be so, for the Globe of the world, was there seene to mooue, being fild with all the degrees, and states that are in the land: and these were the mechanicall and dead limmes of this carued bodie. As touching those that had the vse of motion in it, and for a neede durst haue spoken, but that there was no stuffe fit for their mouthes.

The principall and worthiest was Astraea (Iustice) sitting alost, as being newly descended from heauen, gloriously attirde; all her garments being thickely strewed with starres: a crowne of starres on her head: a Siluer veile couering her eyes. Hauing tolde you that her name was Iustice, I hope you will not put mee to describe what properties she held in her hands, sithence euery painted cloath can informe you.

Directly vnder her, in a Cant by her selfe, was Arate (vertue) inthronde, her garments white, her head crowned, and vnder her Fortuna: her foote treading on the Globe, that moude beneath her: Intimating, that his Maiesties fortune, was aboue the world, but his vertues aboue his fortune.

Inuidia.

Enuy, vnhandsomely attirde all in blacke, her haire of the same colour, filletted about with snakes, stood in a darke and obscure place by her selfe, neere vnto Vertue, but making shew of a fearefulnesse to approach her and the light: yet still & anon, casting her eyes, sometimes to the one side beneath, where on seuerall Greeces sate the foure cardinall vertues:



VIZ.




	Iustitia.

	Fortitud•.

	Temperantia.

	Prudentia.



In habiliments, fitting to their natures.

And sometimes throwing a distorted and repining countenance to the other opposite seate, on which, his Maiesties foure kingdomes were aduanced.



VIZ.




	England.

	Scotland.

	France.

	Ireland.





All of them, in rich Robes and Mantles; crownes on their heads, and Scepters with persild scutchions in their hands, lined with the coats of the particular kingdomes: for very madnesse, that she beheld these glorious obiects, she stood feeding on the heads of Adders.

The foure Elements in proper shapes, (artificially and aptly expressing their qualities) vpon the approch of his Maiestie, went round in a proportionable and euen circle, touching that cantle of the Globe, (which was open) to the full view of his Maiestie, which being done, they bestowed themselues in such comely order, and stood so, as if the Eronie had beene held vp on the tops of their fingers.

vpon distinct Ascensions, (neatly raisde within the hollow wombe of the Globe) were placed all the states of the land, from the Nobleman to the Ploughman, among whom there was not one word to bee heard, for you must imagine as Virgil saith:

Aegl. 4. Magnus ab integroseclorum nascitur ordo.

Iam redit at * virgo redeunt Saturnia regna.

That it was now the golden world, in vhich there were few parts.

All the tongues that went in this place, was the tongue of Zeale, whose personage was put on by W. Bourne, one of the seruants to the young Prince.

And thus went his speach.



THE populous Globe of this our English Ile,

Seemde to mooue backward, at the funerall pile,

Of her dead female Maiestie. All states

From Nobles downe to spirits of meaner Fares,

Mooude opposite to Nature and to Peace,

As if these men had bin Th Antipodes,

But see, the vertue of a Regall eye,

Thattractiue wonder of mans Maiestie,

Our Globe is drawne in a right line agen,

And now appeare new faces, and new men.

The Elements, Earth, Water, Ayre, and Fire,

(Which euer clipt a naturall desire,

To combat each with other, being at first,)

Created enemies to fight their worst,

See at the peacefull presence of their King,

How quietly they moude, without their sting:

Earth not deuouring, Fire not defacing,

Waternot drowning, & the Ayre not chasing:

But proping the queint Fabrick that heere stands,

Without the violence of their wrathfull hands.

Mirror of times, lo where thy Fotune sits,

Aboue the world, and all our humaine wits,

But thy hye Vertue aboue that: what pen,

Or Art, or braine can reach thy vertue then?

At whose immortall brightnes and true light,

Enuies infectious eyes haue lost their sight,

Her snakes (not daring to shoot-forth their stings

Gainst such a glorious obiect) downe she flings

Their forkes of Venome into her owne mawe,

Whilst her ranke teeth the glittering poisons chawe,

For tis the property of Enuies blood,

To dry away at euery kingdomes good,

Especially when shee had eyes to view,

These foure maine vertues figurde all in you,

Iustice in causes, Fortitude gainstfoes,

Temprance in spleene, and Prudence in all those,

And then so rich an Empyre, whose fayre brest,

Contaynes foure Kingdomes by your entrance blest

By Brute diuided, but by you alone,

All are againe vnited and made One,

Whose fruitfull glories shine so far and euen,

They touch not onely earth, but they kisse heauen,

From whence Astraea is descended hither,

Who with our last Queenes Spirit, fled vp thither,

Fore-knowing on the earth, she could not rest,

Till you had lockt her in your rightfull brest.

And therefore all Estates, whose proper Arts,

Liue by the breath of Majestie, had harts

Burning in holy Zeales immaculate fires,

With quenchles Ardors, and vnstaind desires,

To see what they now see, your powerful Grace,

Reflecting joyes on every subjects face:

These paynted flames and yellow burning Stripes,

Vpon this roab, being but as showes and types,

Of that great Zeale. And therefore in the name

Of this glad Citie, whither no Prince euer came,

More loud, more longd for, lowely I intreate,

Yould be to her as gracious as yare great:

So with reuerberate shoutes our Globe shall ring,

The Musicks close being thus: God saue our King.



If there be any glorie to be won by writing these lynes, I do freelie bestow it (as his due) on Tho. Meddleton, in whose braine they were begotton, though they were deliuered heere: Qnae nos non •ecimus ipsi, vix ea nostra voco.

But hauing peiced vp our wings now againe with our owne feathers; sufter vs a while to be pruning them, and to lay them smooth, whilst this song, which went foorth at the sound of Hault-boyes, and other lowde instruments, flyes along with the trayne.



Cant.

Where are all these Honors owing?

Why are seas of people flowing?

Tell mee, tell me Rumor,

Though it be thy Humor

More often to be lying,

Than from thy breath to haue trueth flying:

Yet alter, now that fashion,

And without the streame of passion,

Let thy voyce swim smooth and cleare,

When words want gilding, then they are most deere

Behold where Ioue and all the States,

Of Heaun, through Heauns seauen siluer gates,

All in glory riding

(Backs of Clowds bestriding)

The milky waie do couer,

With starry Path being measurd ouer,

The Deities conuent,

In Ioues high Court of Parliament.

Rumor thou doest loose thine aymes,

This is not Ioue, but One, as great, King IAMES.

And now take we our flight vp to Temple-bar, (the other ende of this our Gallery) where by this time, his Majestie is vpon the poynt of giuing a gratious and Princely Fare-well to the Lord Major, and the Citie But that his eye meeting a seauenth beautifull object, is invited by that, to delay awhile his (lamented) departure.

The Building being set out thus.

The Front or Surface of it was proportioned in euery respect like a Temple, being dedicated to Ianus, as by this inscriptio¯ ouer the Ianus head may appeare.

Iano Quadri fronti Sacrum.

The height of the whole Aedifice, from the grownd line to the top, was 57. foote, the full bredth of it 18. foote: the thicknes of the Passage 12.



THE PERSONAGES THAT WERE IN THIS TEMPLE, ARE THESE.



1. The principall person, Peace.

2. By her stood, Wealth.

3. Beneath the feet of Peace, lay Mars (War) groueling.

4. And vpon her right had (but with some little descent) was seated Quiet, the first hand-maid of Peace.

5. Shee had lying at her feete, Tumule.

6. On the other side was the seconde hand-mayd, Libertie at whose feete lay a Catte.

7. This person trod vpon Seruitude.

8. The third handmaid was Safety.

9. Beneath her was Danger,

10. 10 The fourth attendant was, Faelicitie:

11. 11 At her feete, Vnhappines.

Within the Temple was an Altar, to which, vpon the approch of the King, a Flamin appeares, and to him, the former Genius of the Citie.

The effect of whose speech was, that whereas the Flamin came to performe rites there, in hônour of one Anna a goddesse of the Romaines, the Genius vowes, that none shall doe Sacrifice there, but himselfe, the offring that he makes being, the Heart of the Citie, &c.

And thus haue wee (lowely and aloofe) followed our Soueraigne through the seauen Triumphal gates of this his Court Royall, which name, as London receiued at the rysing of the Sunne; so now at his going from her (euen in a moment) She lost that honour: And being (like an Actor on a Stage) stript out of her borrowed Majestie, she resignes her former shape & title of Citie; nor is it quite lost, considering it went along with him, to whom it is due. For such Vertue is begotten in Princes, that their verie presence hath power to turnea Village to a Citie, and to make a Citie appeare great as a Kingdome. Behold how glorious a Flower, Happinesse is, but how fading. The Minutes (that lackey at the heeles of Time) run not faster away then do our joyes. What tongue could haue exprest the raptures on which the soule of the Citie was carried beyond it selfe, for the space of manie houres? What wealth could haue allurde her to haue closde her eies, at the comming of her King, and yet See, her Bridegrome is but stept from her, and in a Minute (nay in shorter time, then a thought can be borne) is she made a Widdow. All her consolation being now, to repeate ouer by roate those Honors, which lately she had perfectly by hart: And to tell of those joyes, which but euen now, shee reallie behelde; yet thus of her absent, beloued, do I heare her gladly and heartily speaking.



Virg.

In freta dum Fluvii Current: dum montibus vmbra,

Lustrabvnt Conuexa, Polus dum sidera pascet,

Semper Honos, Nomenque tuum, Laudesque manebunt.


THE PAGEANT IN THE STROND.

[image: img49.jpg]

THE CITIE OF Westminster and Dutchy of Lancaster, perceiuing what preparation their neighbor citie made to entertain her soueraigne; though in greatnes they could not match her, yet in greatnes of Loue and Duetie, they gaue testimonie, that both were equall. And in token they were so, hands and hearts went together: and in the Strond, erected vp a Monument of their affection.

The Inuention was a Rayne-bow, the Moone, Sunne, and the seauen Starres, called the Pleiades, being aduaunced betweene two Pyramides: Electra (one of those seauen hanging in the aire, in figure of a Comet) was the speaker, her words carrying this effect.

That as his Majestie had left the Citie of London, happy, by deliuering it fro¯ the noyse of tumult: so he would crowne this place with the like joyes; which being done, shee reckons vp a number of blessings, that will follow vpon it.

The worke of this was thought vpon, begun and made perfect in xij. daies.

As touching those fiue which the Citie builded, the Arbor in Cheap-side, and the Temple of Ianus, at Temple-bar, were both of them begun and finisht in sixe weekes. The rest were taken in hande, first in March last, after his Majestie was , vpon which, at that time, they wrought till a Moneth after S. Iames his day following, and then gaue ouer by reason of the sicknes: At this second setting vpon the¯, six weekes more were spent.

The Citie elected sixteene Comitties, to whom the Mannaging of the whole busines was absolutely referred: of which number, foure were Aldermen, the other grauè Commoners.

There were also Committies appoynted as Ouerseers, and Serueyors of the workes.



ARTIFICUM OPERARIUM QUE IN HOC TAM CELEBRI APPARATU, SUMMA. SUMMA.

THE Citie imployed in the Framing, building, and setting vp of their fiue Arches, these officers and worke-men.


	A Clarke that attended on the Committies.

	Two officers that gaue Summons for their meetings. &c.

	A clarke of the Workes.

	Two master-Carpenters.

	Painters.



Of which nnmber, those that gaue the maine direction, and vndertooke for the whole busines, were only these seauen.


	William Friselfield.

	George Mosse.

	Iohn Knight.

	Paul Isacson.

	Samuell Goodrick.

	Richard Wood.

	George Heron.

	Caruers. 24



Ouer whom, Stephen Harrison Ioyner was appoynted chiefe; who was the sole Inuentor of the Architecture, and from whom all directions, for so much as belonged to Caruing, Ioyning, Molding, and all other worke in those fiue Pageants of the Citie (Paynting excepted) were set downe.


	Ioyners 80

	Carpenters. 60

	Turners. 6

	Laborers to them. 6

	Sawyers. 12

	Laborers during all the time, and for the day of the Triumph. 70

	Besides these, there were other Artificers, As:

	Plommers, Smythes, Molders.




TO THE READER.
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READER, YOU MUST vnderstand, that a regard, being had that his Majestie should not be wearied with teadious speeches: A great part of those which are in this Booke set downe, were left vnspoken: So that thou doest here receiue them as they should haue bene deliuered, not as they were. Some errours wander vp and downe in these sheetes, vnder the Printers warrant: which notwithstanding may by thy Authoritie be brought in, and receiue their due Correction. As in F. 2. For, From his owne cleare strength, Read, cleare, straight, &c. And within fewe lines beneath that: In steede of, (Because alluring this tryumph) Read, because that during these, &c. In the Cant. likewise, beginning thus, Shine Titan Shine, In steed of, O this is Had, read, O this is He. And in the sixt staffe: For, Here stayd, Had still. But here Had list not tary. Read for euery Had, hee Other faults pardon, these I thinke are the grosest.



FINIS.


The Family of Love (c. 1607)
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In collaboration with Thomas Middleton
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Dramatis Personæ
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GLISTER, a doctor of physic
[Peter] PURGE, a jealous pothecary
DRYFAT, a merchant, a Brother of the Family
GERARDINE, a lover
[Laurence] LIPSALVE }
[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
MISTRESS [Rebecca] PURGE, an Elder in the Family
MARIA, niece to Glister
[SERVANTS]


Preface
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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 theyre 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
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If, for opinion hath not blazd 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 envys tooth or base detractions 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 tattain 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.
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A GALLERY IN Glisters 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 fools 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 seald.
Who can resist the influence of his stars,
Or give a reason why a loves or hates,
Since our affections are not ruld by will,
But will by our affections? Tis blasphemy
Gainst loves 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 brothers 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 mens 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, heres Club, Master Purge the pothecarys prentice, come to invite you, my mistress and Mistress Maria to supper, and to see Master Gerardines will sealed.

GLISTER
Tell Club my wife and myself will be there, but Maria shall not come.

Exit Vial.

There must be your sweethearts 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, thats 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
Womens affections, which can know no law!

Maria ascends [to the upper stage].


Act I Scene 2.
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A STREET BEFORE Glisters house.

Enter Gerardine, Lipsalve and Gudgeon.

LIPSALVE
Now, by the horns of Cupids 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, shed 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 hes 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 nights lodging; and thats 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: thats 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. Ill tell thee, theres 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
Lets 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, shes but
A woman, and they are windy turning vanes:
Love light as chaff, which when our nourishing grains
Are winnowd from them, unconstantly they fly
At the least wind of passion. A womans 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; lets draw near the window and listen if we may hear her.

MARIA
Debarrd of liberty! O, that this flesh
Could like swift-moving thoughts transfer itself
From place to place, unseen and undissolvd:
Then should no iron ribs or churlish flint
Divide my love and me. Dear Gerardine,
Despite of chance or guardians tyranny,
Id move within thy orb and thou in mine.

LIPSALVE
Shed 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-browd night, drawn in her [pitchy] wain,
In starry-spangled pride rides now oer heaven;
Now is the time when stealing minutes tell
The stole delight joyd 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,
Deprivd 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
Whos that protests so fast?

GERARDINE
Thy ever-vowed servant, Gerardine.

MARIA
O, by your vows it seems youd fain get up.

LIPSALVE
[Aside to Gudgeon] Ay, and ride too.

GERARDINE
I would, most lovd 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 camst 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 wishd and best content, I will forsake it
And prove more strange to it than it to me.
In times 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
Wot thou forsake me then?

GERARDINE
Let first blest life forsake me! Be constant;
My absence may procure thy more enlarge
And then  

MARIA
Desires 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 loves true pledge. I need not wish,
I know thou wot return, [n]or will I say
Thou mayst conceal thyself, being returnd,
Till I may make escape, and visit thee.
I prithee, love, attempt not to ascend
My chamber-window by a [ladderd] 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
Shes truly virtuous!

LIPSALVE
Tut, man, outward apparance is no authentic instance of the inward desires. Women have sharp falcons 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 loves chaste smile to all the world doth speak
Her spotless innocence.

LIPSALVE
Womens 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 countrys, 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 Purges the pothecarys and take part of my parting feasts tonight?

GUDGEON
O, his wife is of the Family of Love, Ill thither: perhaps I may prove of the fraternity in time; well thither, thats flat.

Exeunt.


Act I Scene 3.
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A ROOM IN Purges 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: theyll 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, theres not a page of theirs but would be as rich as a monarch.

CLUB
Theres 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 Gerardines will and have it: a has given thee a legacy, but the total is Marias.

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 Marias 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 nieces 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 minds 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 womens 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
Thats false, theres 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
Thats 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 Whats 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 husbands 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. Shalls now to supper? Well have a health go round to thy voyage.

GUDGEON
Ay, and to all that forswear marriage, and can be content with other mens 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, lets away,
The roast meats in consumption by our stay.
Exeunt.


Act II Scene 1.
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A ROOM IN Purges 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 dye 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? Gods blessing ons heart, I say still, that makes much of my wife; for they were very hard-favoured that none could find ins 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.
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A street.

Enter Glister.

GLISTER
The tedious night is past, and the jocund morn looks more lively and fresh than an old gentlewomans 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.
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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, lets set it a-tilt, and give em some dregs to their mouldy, fly-blown compliments.

PERIWINKLE
No, rather lets 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 ifaith how ist? 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
Ill 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 vices 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, likes own shadow. Beggars have whipping cheer: bounty obliges men tot, [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 theres 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 pothecarys shop, is she?

LIPSALVE
A plague on you, ha you so good a scent? [Aside] For my life, hes 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, shes 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, thats her husband.

LIPSALVE
No, no, she speaks pure devotion; shes 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 ont

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 shes exceeding strait-laced. Therefore to prevent this smell-smock, Ill 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 Marias a sweet wench, &c. But yet I must not let fall my suit with Mistress Purge, lest, sede vacante, my friend Gudgeon join issue:
Ill rather to my learned doctor for a spell,
For I have a fire in my liver burns like hell.

Exit.


Act II Scene 4.
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A ROOM IN Glisters house.

Enter Mistress Glister and Maria.

MISTRESS GLISTER
[To a servant offstage] I pray lets 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 honourd 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, balancd with esteem
Of what their souls affect.

MISTRESS GLISTER
No marvel sure you should regard these men with such reverend opinion: theres 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 others 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]
Heres Club, forsooth, and his fellow prentice have brought Master Gerardines 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] Shes 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 Gerardines 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, Ill 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; heres for thy pains.

CLUB
I thank you, Master Doctor, you are free and liberal still; youll 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: hes 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 mans cloak instead ont.

Enter Vial.

[VIAL]
Heres 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, ist 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 woodcocks 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 pothecarys 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, heres 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 natures 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 gallants reward, sir.

GLISTER
[Aside] Thats 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; heres 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, Ill fit them.  Whos 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 Ill 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. Ill 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, Ill 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 Lipsalves chamber: thats 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 Lipsalves 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, givst matter to my moan.
O dross, the level of insatiate eyes,
The devils engine and the souls corrupter,
Thou playst th attorney gainst the lawful force
Of true affection, dost interpose a bar
Twixt hearts conjoind: cursd 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:
Knowst thou me now?

MARIA
Gerardine my love?
What unheard-of accident presents
Thy unexpected self, and gives my heart
Matter of joy, mixd with astonishment?
I thought thou hadst been cabind in thy ship,
Not trunkd within my cruel guardians house.

GERARDINE
That cruelty gives fuel to desire,
For love suppressd 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 confind
Than love can be obscurd; 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 joind: for fate and providence
Gave me this stratagem, to let him know
That love will creep where tis restraind to go.

MARIA
I apprehend the rest. O rare conceit!
I see thy travel happily was feignd
To win access, which with small ease thou hast gaind.
This trunk, which he so greedily supposes
Contains thy substance (as it doth indeed),
Upon thy fair pretence in lieu of love
Bequeathd 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 mans 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 uncontrolld with fear.
Does opportunity stand fair?

MARIA
Not now,
Danger stands sentinel.

GERARDINE
Then Ill retire;
We must be cautelous.

MARIA
So, so; and time
Shall not oft turn his hour-glass ere Ill find
Peace and occasion fitting to thy mind.

Exeunt.


Act III Scene 1.
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MARIAS 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
Lets 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 loves sweet harmony.

MARIA
Are not inferior bodies here on earth
Producd and governd 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 checkd by erring sense?
Or why should mutual love, confirmd by heaven,
B infringd by men? Methinks tis most uneven.

GERARDINE
Thou argust 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
Ill suck these accents; let our breaths engender
A generation of such pleasing sounds,
To interchange delights. O, my bloods 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 [beleaguerd], I had need of sense;
You make me blush: play fair, yet above board.

GERARDINE
Hear me exemplify loves Latin word
Together with thyself,
As thus: hearts joind, 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 beautys 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, thats 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, lets remove ourselves to the window, and observe this piece of mans 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, thats mine aim.

SHRIMP
Ill 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 wheres the sign?

SHRIMP
Why, there.

LIPSALVE
Thats 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: thats because I am so like Gerardine; ha, ist not so, boy?

SHRIMP
As if you were spit out ons 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: loves 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, Leanders come.

LIPSALVE
[Aside] Mark, how prettily in her rapture she harps upon Gerardines 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 returnd?

LIPSALVE
I never travelld 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 wishd delight, before pursud in vain.

GERARDINE
[Aside to Maria] Ask if he straind not hard for that same project.

MARIA
Has not that project overrackd 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 ist 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 wheres my favour that I bid thee wear
As pledge of love?

GERARDINE
[Aside] Now dost thou put him tot;
More tenters for his wit; hes 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 tother hose.

MARIA
How? In your tother 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 tother hose? [Aside] She talked of a ladder of ropes; if she would let it down, for my life he would hang himself int.  In your tother 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 tother hose?

MARIA
I said you were too prodigal of wit.

LIPSALVE
Expostulate no more; grant me access,
Or else Ill 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 credits cracked.

SHRIMP
You know thats nothing for a new courtier.

LIPSALVE
O, I shall run beside myself.

SHRIMP
No sir, thats my office; Ill 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 Ill have, or else my minion shall lead apes in hell. I must after this gallant too; Ill 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
Well 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.
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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 tother 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 masters ware at your commandment; but what am I then, that does all the drudgery in your house?

MISTRESS PURGE
Th art born tot; why, boy, I can show thy indentures; thou givest no other milk. We know how to use all i their kind.

CLUB
Youre my better in bark and rine, but in pith and substance I may compare with you. Youre above me in flesh, mistress, and theres your boast; but in my tother 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 words 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. Ill 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 dot; 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] Heres 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. Ill follow this gear while tis on foot, ifaith.

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
Whos there?

DRYFAT
Two Brothers and a Sister in the Family.

They are let in. Purge knocks.

WITHIN
Whos there?

PURGE
A Familiar Brother.

[WITHIN]
Heres no room for you nor your familiarity.

PURGE
How? No room for me nor my familiarity? Why, whats 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 tot, you that have such gadders to your wives: self-willed they are as children, and, ifaith, 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 tother; and then they depart, in opinion wiser than their neighbours, fraught with matter able to take down and mortify their husbands. Well, Ill 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.
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LIPSALVES CHAMBER, AND outside.

Enter Lipsalve[, undoubletted,] with his whip.

LIPSALVE
Fortune, devils turd i thy teeth! Ill 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: theres 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 doctors 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 upons 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, Ill 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: Lipsalves 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; Ill no more of that conjuration, a plague ont!

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. Ill 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; well cuckold him, that he shall not be able to put his head in ats doors; and make his precise, puritanical and peculiar punk, his pothecarys drug there, a known cockatrice to the world.

GUDGEON
If report catch this knavery, we have lost our reputations for ever; wherefore lets be secret.
Ill tax we women of credulity,
When men are gulld with such gross foppery.

LIPSALVE
Come, let us in and cover both our shames.
This conjuration to the worlds a novelty;
Gallants turnd spirits and whipped for lechery.

Exeunt.


Act III Scene 4.
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Marias 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 Phitonessas 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 joyd scope. Thy earnest, then, of love,
Ere Sol have compassd 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,
Ill neer 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 Ill falsify my faith to thee.

MARIA
The humorous bodys elemental kind
Shall sooner lose th innated heat of love,
The soul in natures bounds shall be confind,
Heavens course shall retrograde and leave to move,
Ere I surcease to cherish mutual fire,
With thoughts refind in flames of true desire.

GERARDINE
These words are odours in the sacred shrine
Of loves best deity. The marriage-god
Longs to perform these ceremonious rites
Which terminate our hopes; till mine grow full,
Ill use that intercourse amongst my friends
That erst I did. Then in the height of joy,
Ill come to challenge interest in my boy.
Till then, farewell.

MARIA
Youll come upon your cue?

GERARDINE
Doubt not of that.

MARIA
Then twenty times adieu.

Exeunt.


Act IV Scene 1.
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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 citizens 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 Gods trade, so bawds were of the devils 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, shell 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? Ifaith, Ill make one; Ill 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 ladys 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; thats 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
Whos there?

PURGE
A Brother in the Family.

WITHIN
Enter, and welcome.

Exit Purge.


Act IV Scene 2.
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A STREET.

Enter Gerardine disguised [as a porter].

GERARDINE
Thou sacred deity, Love!
Thou power predominate, more to be admird
Than able to be expressd, 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 Joves, 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 Pythons spoil,
At Cupids hand was forcd to take the foil;
Nor Mars his warlike adamantine targe
Could free his warlike breast at Cupids 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 forcd by him to bear the Tyrian queen
Through Neptunes 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
lst 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? Hows 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 citys 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
Hows this, hows 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 barbers 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 Purges 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
Thats 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. Ill 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.
Earths [perfection] and natures 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 dishevelld 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 Egeons hill
A mounts in triumph; a skin more pure and soft
Than is the silk-worm[s] bed; tooth more white
Than new-falln 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, heavens scorn and Mars his whore.

Exit.


Act IV Scene 3.
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A ROOM IN Glisters 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 knowt, 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 hat 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, thats flat; you have caught a clap, thats round; and answer me roundly to the point, or else Ill square. Come, whose act ist? I cannot devise unless it be my husbands, 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 hat 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. Heres my breastplate; and besides our own arms we have the arms of the city to help us in our burdens; ecce signum: heres 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
Whats your name, sir?

GERARDINE
Nicholas Nebulo. Theres but a straws-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, ant 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, youre 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 whats your business here?

GERARDINE
I have a letter, ant 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 hes a gentleman himself. I must to the diet, and that is tobacco at the ale-house; I use nother physic for it.

MISTRESS GLISTER
Did ever such a peasant defile my floor, or breathe so near me? Ifaith, 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 Doctors 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] Whats here? Your poor nurse, Thomasine [Tweedles]? For my life, now shall I find out my husbands knavery I have so long suspected.

GERARDINE
[Aside] She begins to nibble; twill take, ifaith.  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 disguisd?

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,
Loves joy comes next; be fearless in that hope.

MISTRESS GLISTER
Tis so. Rats-bane! I hat; 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, thats the doctor; but he wants his horns.

MISTRESS GLISTER
But Ill 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 hat as hot as coals, ifaith. Heres stuff indeed! Come, minx, come; theres 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.
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A STREET.

Enter Lipsalve and Gudgeon, [Shrimp and Periwinkle].

LIPSALVE
Our hopes are crossd; sure theres some providence
Which countermands libidinous appetites,
For what we most intend is counter-checkd
By strange and unexpected accidents.
For by disguise procuring full access,
Nay, ready to have [seizd] th expected prize,
The candle out, steps twix my hopes and me
Some pleasant groin, possessd and full enjoyd
That sweet for which our vigilant eyes have watchd,
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 courts gall, the citys plague, and Europas sea-form be his perpetual crest, whateer 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, lets 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, lets step aside and hear the issue of this discontent.

[They retire with the two pages.]

PURGE
O, the misery of married mens 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 mans 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 womans girdle. Your passion, Master Purge, is overheard, and, plain tale to tell, we were eye-witnesses of your wifes 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 mans 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 Glisters.

LIPSALVE
It must be so. Let the summer tickle her; you shall bring in these allegations and let us alone to swear them. Whos 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, thats 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 devils 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; wheres 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
Ist 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 Dryfats upon the crimes of Doctor Glister and others.

LIPSALVE
Sits there a commission, Dryfat? Now for the love of lechery, lets 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; heres 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, Purges 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 Dryfats house, to answer to an accusation of a crime of concupiscence.

MISTRESS PURGE
To answer a crime of concupiscence? Whats 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 theyll 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, ifaith. 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 nights lodging and bribe of ten groats; Bat the bellman, for lying with a wench in a tailors 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.
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A ROOM IN Glisters house.

Enter Doctor Glister and Mistress Glister.

MISTRESS GLISTER
This was your colour to keep her close, but what cloak ha you for hers and your own shame? What, your own niece, your brothers 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 womens waters; youre 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, Ill 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 childs father?

GUDGEON
Indeed, methinks that should be one end of her thought, ant 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 poetrys pickle, and we shall have rhyme out of all reason against you.

GUDGEON
Ere long he will take up his station at a stationers, 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 dot as lie down o your bed.

GLISTER
[Aside] This gear cottons, ifaith.

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: theres 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, well take a lodging in his house.

GUDGEON
How say you to this? Is the colour good? Doest 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. Theres 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 theyll beg before theyll steal.

GUDGEON
Thats 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, Ill 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 ins calling. But, ifaith, 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 ifaith 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 Ill fetch over my gallants for your sakes. They say I am of the right hair; and indeed they may stand tot, 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.

[image: img49.jpg]

A STREET BEFORE Glisters house.

Enter Maria above.

MARIA
Now natures pencil and the hand of time
Gives life and limb to generations 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 feignd 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 loves confind
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 loves lamp,
Whose mutual influence and souls sympathy
Doth show heavens model in mortality.

MARIA
Gerardine!
Aurora [nor] the blushing suns 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 wishd 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 Dryfats house, the merchant, theres 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.
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A ROOM IN Dryfats house.

Enter Dryfat and Club disguised [as a proctor and a crier, respectively].

DRYFAT
Come Club, come, theres 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 ont; 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 theres 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. Theres no quiddits nor pedlars French int; 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 theres 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. Ill play Ambodexter, tell em tis a plain case and put em down with the club law; so that, as Club said well een now, our knavery is as near allied as felling of wood and getting of children.

GERARDINE
Excellent, excellent. By this they are at hand: lets bear these things like ourselves; Ill 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; theres 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 tot. Mine is a discovery of my wifes iniquity at the Family of Love.

DRYFAT
Otherwise called the House of Venery, where they hunger and thirst fort.

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, ist 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 wifes 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. Heres the compendium; yours, Master Doctor, stands upon the negative; and yours, Master Purge, upon the affirmative; pauca sapienti, I hat, I hat.

PURGE
Mine is very current, sir; I can show you good guilt.

DRYFAT
Ay, marry, there spoke an angel; gilts current indeed; let me feelt, let me feelt.

PURGE
I mean, my wifes guilt.

GLISTER
Master Poppin, you shall have innocence to speak for me.

DRYFAT
Tut, innocence is a fool, I care not fors 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 upont.

MISTRESS PURGE
O, how have I been tossd from post to pillar
In this libidinous world. The yoke I bear
Is so uneven, as if an innocent lamb
And a mad hare-braind ox should draw together.
But I must have patience, theres no remedy.

DRYFAT
Theres 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 neer toiled so at his anvil as I have done, and all to make maids water to slake Cupids 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 times 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 mans 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 ins light.

PURGE
[Aside] Thats 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, whos your first man now? Now strike with the scabbard! Ha, ha, ha!

GUDGEON
A villainous doctor.

LIPSALVE
Mountebank, youre 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 womans 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 pothecarys 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; wheres 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
Een 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 een 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 nurses 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, theres 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 clients justification: indeed he hath travelled well in the beating of pulses, and hath been much conversant in womens 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 ont, what dye callt? O, the grincomes  at that he hath played his doctors 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 thart 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 Doctors refuge is his conscience, and Master Purge runs at his wifes 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 wifes 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 Doctors 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 Gods 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, ifaith, 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 fathers 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 Gerardines 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
Ill satisfy at full. Now join with me
For approbation of our Family.


Epilogue
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Gentles, whose favour have oerspread this place,
And shed the real influence of grace
On harmless mirth, we thank you; for our hope
Attracts such vigour and unmeasurd scope
From the reflecting splendour of your eyes,
That, grace presumd, 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 refind,
And [sweetens] th incense of each willing mind.
O may that fire neer die; nor let your favours
Depart from us: give countenance to their labours
Proposd a sacrifice, which may no less
Their strong desires than our true zeals express.

Exeunt.


Northward Ho (1607)
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In collaboration with John Webster

Northward Ho is another collaborative effort between John Webster and Dekker and it served as a response to the Jonson, Chapman and Marston play Eastward Ho, which had been crafted by its authors as a retort to Westward Ho. It is likely the play was first staged in the latter part of 1605, although the precise date of the first performance is unknown. The play must have been staged after Eastward Ho, which was known to exist in September 1605, but before February 1606, when John Days The Isle of Gulls was staged: Days work makes a reference to Websters and Dekkers play. It was first published in the quarto form by George Eld in late 1607. Eld was a prominent Jacobean printer and publisher, who released works by some of the most significant playwrights of the period, including Christopher Marlowe, Ben Jonson, and William Shakespeare. Elds most important work in relation to Shakespeare was the first edition printing of Shakespeares Sonnets in 1609. Northward Ho, like its predecessor Westward Ho, was originally performed by the all-boy troupe the Children of Pauls. There has been much discussion about the primary author of the work and the contribution of each playwright to the text. It has been largely agreed upon by scholars that Dekker is responsible for the majority of the play, although the degree of Websters contribution has been disputed, with some claiming he wrote as much as forty percent of the work while others believe that he was responsible for composing far less of the play.

Northward Ho opens by introducing two gallants, Featherstone and Greenshield, who have unsuccessfully been attempting to seduce Mistress Mayberry. They are frustrated by her refusal to acquiesce to their desires so they determine to seek revenge by informing her husband that she had been unfaithful to him, pretending to provide evidence of her betrayal. Mayberrys friend Bellamont convinces him that he is being deceived by the gallants and Mayberry decides to avenge the wrong done against him. Another plot, which later converges with the first one, is the escapades of Bellamonts son Philip, and his associates, who attempt to dupe wealthy men into believing that Doll, a prostitute, is a rich young woman and a great catch for marriage. The work is another amusing satire, which resolves everything according to the prevailing morality of the period, without striking a didactic or patronising tone. It can be argued that Northward Ho creates far more distinctive, albeit stock, characters than Westward Ho, and that this work allows for the characters to exhibit wider and more diverse traits and values.
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1607 quarto version
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Playwright George Chapman (c. 1559-1634)


Dramatis Personæ
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MAYBERRY.
BELLAMONT.
PHILIP BELLAMONT, his son.
LUKE GREENSHIELD.
FEATHERSTONE.
LEVERPOOL.
CHARTLEY.
JACK HORNET.
HANS VAN BELCH.
ALLUM.
CAPTAIN JENKINS.
LEAPFROG.
SQUIRREL.
Prentice.
FULL-MOON
Chamberlain.
Tailor.
Drawer.

MISTRESS MABEL MAYBERRY.
KATE GREENSHIELD.
DOLL.
Hostess.
Servants, Fiddlers, Sergeants, Bedlamites, Musician, Bawd.


Act One, Scene One
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ENTER GREENSHIELD WITH FEATHERSTONE, booted.

FEATHERSTONE
Art sure old Mayberry inns here to-night?

GREENSHIELD
Tis certain; the honest knave chamberlain that hath been my informer, my bawd, ever since I knew Ware assures me of it, and more, being a Londoner though altogether unacquainted, I have requested his company at supper.

FEATHERSTONE
Excellent occasion.How we shall carry ourselves in this business is only to be thought upon.

GREENSHIELD
Be that my undertaking; if I do not take a full revenge of his wifes puritanical coyness.

FEATHERSTONE
Suppose it she should be chaste?

GREENSHIELD
Oh, hang her!This art of seeming honest makes many of our young sons and heirs in the city look so like our prentices.Chamberlain!

Enter Chamberlain.

CHAMBERLAIN
Here, sir.

GREENSHIELD
This honest knave is calld Innocence; ist not a good name for a chamberlain?He dwelt at Dunstable not long since and hath brought me and the two butchers daughters there to interview twenty times and not so little I protest.How chance you left Dunstable, sirrah?

CHAMBERLAIN
Faith, sir, the town droopd ever since the peace in Ireland.Your captains were wont to take their leaves of their London polecats, their wenches I mean, sir, at Dunstable.The next morning when they had broke their fast together the wenches brought them to Hockley ithhole, and so the one for London, the other for Westchester, your only road now, sir, is York; York, sir.

GREENSHIELD
True, but yet it comes scant of the prophesy:Lincoln was, London is, and York shall be.

CHAMBERLAIN
Yes, sir, tis fulfilld.York shall be; that is, it shall be York still.Surely it was the meaning of the prophet.Will you have some crayfish and a spitchcock?

Enter MAYBERRY with BELLAMONT.

FEATHERSTONE
And a fat trout.

CHAMBERLAIN
You shall, sir.The Londoners you wot of  

GREENSHIELD
Most kindly welcome!I beseech you hold our boldness excused, sir.

[Exit Chamberlain.

BELLAMONT
Sir, it is the health of travellers to enjoy good company.Will you walk?

FEATHERSTONE
Whither travel you, I beseech you?

MAYBERRY
To London, sir.We came from Sturbridge.

BELLAMONT
I tell you, gentlemen, I have observd very much with being at Sturbridge.It hath afforded me mirth beyond the length of five Latin comedies.Here should you meet a Norfolk yeoman full-butt, with his head able to overturn you, and his pretty wife that followed him, ready to excuse the ignorant hardness of her husbands forehead.In the goose market number of freshmen, stuck here and there, with a graduate, like cloves with great heads in a gammon of bacon; here two gentlemen making a marriage between their heirs over a wool-pack; there a ministers wife that could speak false Latin very lispingly; here two in one corner of a shop; Londoners selling their wares, and other gentlemen courting their wives.Where they take up petticoats you should find scholars and townsmens wives crowding together while their husbands wear in another market busy amongst the oxen.Twas like a camp, for in other countries so many punks do not follow an army.I could make an excellent description of it in a comedy.But whither are you travelling, gentlemen?

FEATHERSTONE
Faith, sir, we purposed a dangerous voyage, but upon better consideration we altered our course.

MAYBERRY
May we, without offence, partake the ground of it?

GREENSHIELD
Tis altogether trivial in sooth, but to pass away the time till supper, Ill deliver it to you, with protestation before hand.I seek not to publish every gentlewomans dishonour, only by the passage of my discourse to have to censure the state of our quarrel.

BELLAMONT
Forth, sir.

GREENSHIELD
Frequenting the company of many merchants wives in the city, my heart by chance leapt into mine eye to affect the fairest but withal the falsest creature that ever affection stoopd to.

MAYBERRY
Of what rank was she, I beseech you?

FEATHERSTONE
Upon your promise of secrecy.

BELLAMONT
You shall close it up like treasure of your own, and yourself shall keep the key of it.

GREENSHIELD
She was, and by report still is, wife to a most grave and well-reputed citizen.

MAYBERRY
And entertained your love?

GREENSHIELD
As meadows do April.The violence as it seemed of her affection  but alas, it proved her dissembling; would at my coming and departed bedew her eyes with love drops.Oh she could the art of woman most feelingly!

BELLAMONT
Most feelingly.

MAYBERRY
I should not have liked that feelingly had she been my wife.Give us some sack here and in faith; we are all friends, and in private  what was her husbands name? Ill give you a carouse by and by.

GREENSHIELD
Oh, you shall pardon me his name.It seems you are a citizen.It would be discourse enough for you upon the exchange this fortnight should I tell his name.

BELLAMONT
Your modesty in this wifes commendation.On, sir.

GREENSHIELDS
In the passage of our loves, amongst other favours of greater value, she bestowed upon me this ring, which she protested was her husbands gift.

MAYBERRY
The poesy, the poesy!Oh, my heart, that ring, good, in faith?

GREENSHIELD
Not many nights coming to her and being familiar with her  

MAYBERRY
Kissing, and so forth.

GREENSHIELD
Ay, sir.

MAYBERRY
And talking to her feelingly.

GREENSHIELD
Pox ont!I lay with her.

MAYBERRY
Good, in faith; you are of a good complexion.

GREENSHIELD
Lying with her, as I say, and rising somewhat early from her in the morning, I lost that ring in her bed.

MAYBERRY
In my wifes bed!

FEATHERSTONE
How do you, sir?

MAYBERRY
Nothing.Lets have a fire chamberlain.I think my boots have taken water.I have such a shuddering.Ith bed, you say?

FEATHERSTONE
Right, sir, in Mistress Mayberrys sheets.

MAYBERRY
Was her name Mayberry?

GREENSHIELD
Beshrew my tongue for blabbing.I presume upon your secrecy?

MAYBERRY
Oh, God, sir, but where did you find your loosing?

GREENSHIELD
Where I found her falseness, with this, gentlemen, who by his own confession partaking the like enjoyment, found this ring the same morning on her pillow, and shamd not in my sight to wear it.

MAYBERRY
What, did she talk feeling to him too?I warrant her husband was forth a town all this while, and he, poor, man travelled with hard eggs ins pocket, to save the charge of a bait, whilst she was at home with her plovers, turkeys, chickens!Do you know that Mayberry?

FEATHERSTONE
No more than by name.

MAYBERRY
Hes a wondrous honest man.Lets be merry.Will not your mistress?Gentlemen, you are tenants in common, I take it?

FEATHERSTONE & GREENSHIELD
Yes.

MAYBERRY
Will not your mistress make much of her husband when he comes home, as if no such legerdemain had been acted?

GREENSHIELD
Yes, she hath reason fort, for in some countries, where men and women have good travelling stomachs, they begin with porridge; then they fall to capon or so forth.But if capon come short of filling their bellies, to their porridge again.Tis their only course, so for our women in England.

MAYBERRY
[Aside.] This wit taking of long journeys!Kindred that comes in oer the hatch, and sailing to Westminster makes a number of cuckolds.

BELLAMONT
Fie, what an idle quarrel is this!Was this her ring?

GREENSHIELD
Her ring, sir.

MAYBERRY
A pretty idle toy.Would you take money fort?

FEATHERSTONE & GREENSHIELD
Money, sir!

MAYBERRY
The more I look ont, the more I like it.

BELLAMONT
Troth, tis of no great value, and considering the loss, and finding of this ring made breach into your friendship, gentlemen, with this trifle purchase his love; I can tell you he keeps a good table.

GREENSHIELD
What, my mistress gift?

FEATHERSTONE
Faith, you are a merry old gentleman.Ill give you my part int.

GREENSHIELD
Troth, and mine, with your promise to conceal it from her husband.

MAYBERRY
Doth he know of it yet?

GREENSHIELD
No, sir.

MAYBERRY
He shall never then, I protest.Look you, this ring doth fit me passing well.

FEATHERSTONE
I am glad we have fitted you.

MAYBERRY
This walking is wholesome, I was a-cold even now, now I swear fort.

FEATHERSTONE
Shalls walk into the garden, Luke?Gentlemen, well down and hasten supper.

MAYBERRY
Look you, we must be better acquainted, thats all.

GREENSHIELD
Most willingly.[Aside to FEATHERSTONE.] Excellent!Hes heat to the proof.Lets withdraw, and give him leave to rave a little.

[Exeunt GREENSHIELD and FEATHERSTONE.

MAYBERRY
Chamberlain, give us a clean towel.

Enter Chamberlain.

BELLAMONT
How now, man?

MAYBERRY
I am foolish old Mayberry, and yet I can be wise Mayberry too;Ill to London presently.Begone, sir![Exit Chamberlain.

BELLAMONT
How now?

MAYBERRY
Nay, nay, Gods precious!You do mistake me, Master Bellamont.I am not distempered, for to know a mans wife is a whore, is to be resolvd of it, and to be resolved of it, is to make no question of it, and when a case is out of question What was I saying?

BELLAMONT
Why, look you.What a distraction are you falln into?

MAYBERRY
If a man be devorcd, do you see, divorcd forma juris, whether may he have an action or no gainst those that make horns at him?

BELLAMONT
O madness!That the frailty of a woman should make a wise man thus idle!Yet, I protest, to my understanding this report seems as far from truth as you from patience.

MAYBERRY
Then am I a fool, yet I can be wise and I list too.What says my wedding ring?

BELLAMONT
Indeed, that breeds some suspicion, for the rest most gross and open; for two men, both to love your wife, both to enjoy her bed, and to meet you as if by miracle, and not knowing you, upon no occasion in the world, to thrust upon you a discourse of a quarrel, with circumstance so dishonest, that not any gentleman but of this country, blushing would have publishd.Ay, and to name you!Do you know them?

MAYBERRY
Faith, now I remember, I have seen them walk muffled by my shop.

BELLAMONT
Like enough.Pray God they do not borrow money of us twixt Ware and London!Come, strive to blow over these clouds.

MAYBERRY
Not a cloud.You shall have clean moonshine, they have good smooth looks, the fellows.

BELLAMONT
As jet.They will take up, I warrant you, where they may be trusted.Will you be merry?

MAYBERRY
Wondrous merry!Lets have some sack to drown this cuckold.Down with him!Wondrous merry!One word and no more; I am but a foolish tradesman, and yet, Ill be a wise tradesman.[Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Two
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Enter DOLL led between LEVERPOOL, and CHARTLEY,
after them PHILIP arrested by two Sergeants.

PHILIP
Arrest me?At whose suit?Tom Chartley, Dick Leverpool, stay!Im arrested!

OMNES
Arrested?

FIRST SERGEANT
Gentlemen, break not the head of the peace.Its to no purpose, for hes in the laws clutches.You see hes fangd.

DOLL
Uds life!Do you stand with your naked weapons in your hand, and do nothing with em?Put one of em into my fingers.Ill tickle the pimple-faced varlets!

PHILIP
Hold, Doll, thrust not a weapon upon a mad woman.Officers, step back into the tavern.You might ha taen me in the street, and not ithtavern entry, you cannibals.

SECOND SERGEANT
We did it for your credit, sir.

CHARTLEY
How much is the debt?Drawer, some wine.

Enter Drawer.

FIRST SERGEANT
Fourscore pound.Can you send for bail, sir?Or what will you do?We cannot stay.

DOLL
You cannot, you pasty-footed rascals!You will stay one day in hell.

PHILIP
Fourscore pounds draws deep.Farewell, Doll.Come, sergeants, Ill step to mine uncle not far off, hereby in Pudding Lane, and he shall bail me; if not, Chartley, you shall find me playing at Span-counter, and so farewell.Send me some tobacco.

FIRST SERGEANT
Have an eye to his hands.

SECOND SERGEANT
Have an eye to his legs.[Exeunt PHILIP led by the two Sergeants.

DOLL
Im as melancholy now?

CHARTLEY
Villainous spiteful luck!Ill hold my life some of these saucy drawers betrayd him.

DRAWER
We, sir!No, by Gad, sir!We scorn to have a Judas in our company.

LEVERPOOL
No, no, he was doggd in.This is the end of all dicing.

DOLL
This is the end of all whores, to fall into the hands of knaves.Drawer, tie my shoe, pry thee.The new knot, as thou seest this.Philip is a good honest gentleman.I love him because hell spend, but when I saw him on his fathers hobby, and a brace of punks following him in a coach, I told him he would run out.Hast done, boy?

DRAWER
Yes, forsooth.By my troth, you have a dainty leg.

DOLL
How now, Goodman rogue?

DRAWER
Nay, sweet Mistress Doll.

DOLL
Doll!You reprobate!Out, you bawd, for seven years by the custom of the city!

DRAWER
Good Mistress Dorothy, the pox take me if I touchd your leg but to a good intent!

DOLL
Prate you?The rotten toothd rascal will for six pence fetch any whore to his masters customers, and is every one that swims in a taffaty gown lettuce for your lips?Uds life, this is rare, that gentlemen and Drawers must suck at one spigot!Do you laugh, you unseasonable puck-fist?Do you grin?

CHARTLEY
Away, drawer.Hold pry thee good rogue.Hold my sweet Doll.A pox, this swaggering![Exit Drawer.

DOLL
Pox a your guts, your kidneys!Mew!Hang ye, rook!Im as melancholy now as Fleet Street in a long vacation.

LEVERPOOL
Melancholy?Come, well have some mulld sack.

DOLL
When begins the term?

CHARTLEY
Why?Hast any suits to be tried at Westminster?

DOLL
My suits, you base ruffian, have been tried at Westminster already.So soon as ever the term begins, Ill change my lodging; it stands out a the way.Ill lie about Charing Cross, for if there be any stirrings, there we shall ha em; or, if some Dutchman would come from the States.Oh, these Flemmings pay soundly for what they take!

LEVERPOOL
If thout have a lodging Westward, Doll, Ill fit thee.

DOLL
At Tyburn, will you not?A lodging of your providing?To be calld a Lieutenants or a Captains wench?Oh!I scorn to be one of your low country commodities, I!Is this body made to be maintained with provant and dead pay?No, the mercer must be paid, and satin gowns must be taen up.

CHARTLEY
And gallon pots must be tumbld down.

DOLL
Stay!I have a plot breeding in my brains.Are the quest-houses broken up?

LEVERPOOL
Yes, long since.What then?

DOLL
What then?Marry, then is the wind come about, and for those poor wenches that before Christmas fled westward with bag and baggage come now sailing alongst the lee shore with a northerly wind, and we that had warrants to lie without the liberties, come now dropping into the freedom of owl-light sneakingly.

CHARTLEY
But, Doll, whats the plot thou speakst of?

DOLL
Marry this:gentlemen, and tobacco stinkers, and such like, are buzzing where sweetmeats are, like flies, but they make any flesh stink that they blow upon.I will leave those fellows therefore in the hands of their landresses.Silver is the kings stamp, and a woman is mans stamp.We are not currant till we pass from one man to another.

BOTH
Very good.

DOLL
I will therefore take a fair house in the city; no matter though it be a tavern that has blown up his master.It shall be in trade still, for I know diverse taverns ithtown that have but a wall between them and a hot house.It shall then be given out that Im a gentlewoman of such a birth, such a wealth, have had such a breeding, and so forth, and of such a carriage, and such qualities, and so forth; to set it off the better, old Jack Hornet shall take upon him to be my father.

LEVERPOOL
Excellent, with a chain about his neck, and so forth.

DOLL
For that, Saint Martins and we will talk.I know we shall have gudgions bite presently.If they do boys, you shall live like knights fellows.As occasion serves you shall wear liveries and wait, but when gulls are my windfalls, you shall be gentlemen, and keep them company.Seek out Jack Hornet incontinently.

LEVERPOOL
We will.Come Chartley, well play our parts, I warrant.

DOLL
Do so.
The worlds a stage, from which strange shapes we borrow;
To-day we are honest, and rank knaves to-morrow.[Exeunt.


Act One, Scene Three
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ENTER MEYBERRY, BELLAMONT, and a Prentice.

MAYBERRY
Where is your mistress, villain?When went she abroad?

PRENTICE
Abroad, sir?Why, as soon as she was up, sir.

MAYBERRY
Up, sir, down, sir, so, sir.Master Bellamont, I will tell you a strange secret in nature.This boy is my wifes bawd.

BELLAMONT
O fie, sir, fie!The boy, he does not look like a bawd, he has no double chin.

PRENTICE
No, sir, nor my breath does not stink.I smell not of garlic or aqua vitæ.I use not to be drunk with sack and sugar.I swear not, God damn me, if I know where the party is, when tis a lie and I do know.I was never carted, but in harvest, never whipd but at school, never had the grincoms, never sold one maidenhead ten several times, first to an Englishman, then to a Welshman, then to a Dutchman, then to a pocky Frenchman.I hope, sir, I am no bawd then.

MAYBERRY
Thou art a baboon and holdst me with tricks, whilst my wife grafts, grafts.Away, trudge, run, search her out by land, and by water.

PRENTICE
Well, sir, the land Ill ferret, and after that Ill search her by water, for it may be shes gone to Brainford.[Exit.

MAYBERRY
Inquire at one of mine aunts.

BELLAMONT
One of your aunts!Are you mad?

MAYBERRY
Yea, as many of the twelve companies are, troubled, troubled.

BELLAMONT
Ill chide you.Go to!Ill chide you soundly!

MAYBERRY
Oh, Master Bellamont!

BELLAMONT
Oh Master Mayberry!Before your servant to dance a Lancashire horn-pipe; it shows worse to me then dancing does to a deaf man that sees not the fiddles.Sfoot, you talk like a player.

MAYBERRY
If a player talk like a madman, or a fool, or an ass, and knows not what he talks, then Im one.You are a poet, Master Bellamont.I will bestow a piece of plate upon you to bring my wife upon the stage.Would not her humour please gentlemen?

BELLAMONT
I think it would.Yours would make gentlemen as fat as fools.I would give two pieces of plate to have you stand by me, when I were to write a jealous mans part.Jealous men are either knaves or coxcombs, be you neither; you wear yellow hose without cause.

MAYBERRY
Without cause, when my master bears double!Without cause!

BELLAMONT
And without wit.

MAYBERRY
When two virginal jacks skip up, as the key of my instrument goes down!

BELLAMONT
They are two wicked elders.

MAYBERRY
When my wifes ring does smoke fort.

BELLAMONT
Your wifes ring may deceive you.

MAYBERRY
Oh, Master Bellamont, had it not been my wife had made me a cuckold, it should never have grieved me.

BELLAMONT
You wrong her, upon my soul.

MAYBERRY
No, she wrongs me upon her body.

Enter a Servingman.

BELLAMONT
Now, blue bottle?What flutter you for, sea-pie?

SERVINGMAN
Not to catch fish, sir.My young master your son, Master Philip, is taken prisoner.

BELLAMONT
By the Dunkirks.

SERVINGMAN
Worse; by the catch-poles.Hes encountered.

BELLAMONT
Shall I never see that prodigal come home?

SERVINGMAN
Yes, sir, if youll fetch him out, you may kill a calf for him.

BELLAMONT
For how much lies he?

SERVINGMAN
The debt is fourscore pound.Marry, hell charge me to tell you it was fourscore and ten, so that he lies only for the odd ten pound.

BELLAMONT
His childs part shall now be paid.This money shall be his last and this vexation the last of mine.If you had such a son, Master Mayberry  

MAYBERRY
To such a wife twere an excellent couple.

BELLAMONT
Release him, and release me of much sorrow.I will buy a son no more.Go redeem him.[Exit Servingman.

Enter Prentice and MAYBERRYs WIFE.

PRENTICE
Heres the party, sir.

MAYBERRY
Hence, and lock fast the doors.Now is my prize.

PRENTICE
If she beat you not at your own weapon, would her buckler were cleft in two pieces. [Exit.

BELLAMONT
I would not have you handle her too roughly.

MAYBERRY
No, I will, like a justice of peace, grow to the point.Are not you a whore?Never start!Thou art a cloth-worker, and hast turnd me.

WIFE
How, sir!Into what, sir, have I turnd you?

MARBERRY
Into a civil suit, into a sober beast, a land-rat, a cuckold!Thou art a common bedfellow, art not?Art not?

WIFE
Sir, this language to me is strange; I understand it not.

MAYBERRY
O!You study the French now!

WIFE
Good sir, lend me patience.

MAYBERRY
I made a salad of that herb.Dost see these flesh-hooks?I could tear out those false eyes, those cats eyes, that can see in the night.Punk, I could!

BELLAMONT
Hear her answer for herself.

WIFE
Good Master Bellamont,
Let him not do me violence.Dear sir,
Should any but yourself shoot out these names,
I would put off all female modesty
To be revengd on him!

MAYBERRY
Knowst thou this ring?There has been old running at the ring since I went.

WIFE
Yes, sir, this ring is mine.He was a villain
That stole it from my hand.He was a villain
That put it into yours.

MAYBERRY
They were no villains
When they stood stoutly for me, took your part,
And stead of colours fought under my sheets.

WIFE
I know not what you mean.

MAYBERRY
They lay with thee.I mean plain dealing.

WIFE
With me!If ever I had thought unclean
In detestation of your nuptial pillow,
Let sulphur drop from heaven and nail my body
Dead to this earth.That slave, that damned fury,
Whose whips are in your tongue to torture me,
Casting an eye unlawful on my cheek,
Haunted your threshold daily, and threw forth
All tempting baits which lust and credulous youth
Apply to our frail sex.But those being weak,
The second siege he laid was in sweet words.

MAYBERRY
And then the breach was made.

BELLAMONT
Nay, nay, hear all.

WIFE
At last he takes me sitting at your door
Seizes my palm, and by the charm of oaths,
Back to restore it straight, he won my hand,
To crown his finger with that hoop of gold.
I did demand it, but he mad with rage
And with desires unbridled, fled and vowd
That ring should me undo, and now belike
His spells have wrought on you.But, I beseech you,
To dare him to my face, and in meantime
Deny me bedroom, drive me from your board,
Disgrace me in the habit of your slave,
Lodge me in some discomfortable vault
Where neither sun nor moon may touch my sight,
Till the slander I my soul acquit.

BELLAMONT
Guiltless, upon my soul.

MAYBERRY
Troth, so think I.
I now draw in your bow, as I before
Supposd they drew in mine; my stream of jealousy
Ebbs back again, and I that like a horse
Ran blind-fold in a mill, all in one circle,
Yet thought I had gone foreright, now spy my error.
Villains, you have abused me, and I vow
Sharp vengeance on your heads.Drive in your tears,
I take your word yare honest, which good men,
Very good men will scarce do to their wives.
I will bring home these serpents, and allow them
The heat of mine own bosom.Wife, I charge you
Set out your haviours towards them in such colours
As if you had been their whore.Ill have it so;
Ill candy oer my words, and sleek my brow,
Entreat em that they would not point at me,
Nor mock my horns, with this arm Ill embrace em,
And with this  go to.

WIFE
Oh, we shall have murder!
You kill my heart.

MAYBERRY
No, I will shed no blood.
But I will be revengd.They that do wrong
Teach others way to right.Ill fetch my blow
Fair and afar off, and as fencers use,
Though at the foot I strike, the head Ill bruise.

Enter PHILIP and Servant.

BELLAFRONT
Ill join with you.Lets walk.Oh! heres my son.
Welcome ashore, sir.From whence come you, pray?

PHILIP
From the house of prayer and fasting, the Counter.

BELLAFRONT
Art not thou ashamd to be seen come out of a prison?

PHILIP
No, Gods my judge, but I was ashamd to go into prison.

BELLAFRONT
I am told, sir, that you spend your credit and your coin upon a light woman.

PHILIP
I ha seen light gold, sir, pass away amongst mercers.

BELLAFRONT
And that you have laid thirty or forty pounds upon her back to taffaty gowns, and silk petticoats.

PHILIP
None but tailors will say so.I neer laid anything upon her back.I confess I took up a petticoat and a raisd fore-part for her, but who has to do with that?

MAYBERRY
Marry, that has every body, Master Philip.

BELLAFRONT
Leave her company, or leave me, for shes a woman of an ill name.

PHILIP
Her name is Dorothy, sir.I hope thats no ill name.

BELLAFRONT
What is she?What wilt thou do with her?

PHILIP
Sblood, sir, what does he with her?

BELLEFRONT
Dost mean to marry her?Of what birth is she?What are her comings in, what does she live upon?

PHILIP
Rents, sir, rents, she lives upon her rents, and I can have her.

BELLAFRONT
You can.

PHILIP
Nay, father, if destiny dog me I must have her.You have often told me the nine muses are all women, and you deal with them; may not I the better be allowed one than you so many?Look you, sir, the northern man loves white meats, the southerly man salads, the Essex man a calf, the Kentishman a wag-tail, the Lancashire man an egg-pie, the Welshman leeks and cheese, and your Londoners raw mutton, so father god-boy, I was born in London.

BELLAFRONT
Stay, look you, sir, as he that lives upon salads without mutton, feeds like an ox, for he eats grass, you know, yet rises as hungry as an ass, and as he that makes a dinner of leeks will have lean cheeks, so, thou foolish Londoner, if nothing but raw mutton can diet thee, look to live like a fool and a slave, and to die like a beggar and a knave.Come, master Mayberry, farewell boy.

PHILIP
Farewell, Father Snot.Sir, if I have her, Ill spend more in mustard and vinegar in a year, then both you in beef.

BELLAFRONT
More saucy knave thou.[Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene One
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ENTER HORNET, DOLL, LEVERPOOL, and CHARTLEY like Servingmen.

HORNET
Am I like a fiddlers base viol new set up in a good case, boys?Ist neat?Is it terse? Am I handsome, ha?

OMNES
Admirable, excellent!

DOLL
An under sheriff cannot cover a knave more cunningly.

LEVERPOOL
Sfoot, if he should come before a church warden, he would make him a pew fellow with a lords steward at least.

HORNET
If I had but a staff in my hand, fools would think I were one of Simon and Judes gentleman ushers, and that my apparel were hird.They say three tailors go to the making up of a man, Im sure I had four tailors and a half went to the making of me thus.This suit, though it had been canvasd well, yet tis no law-suit, for twice dispatchd sooner than a posset on a wedding night.

DOLL
Why, I tell thee, Jack Hornet, if the devil and all the brokers in long land had rifled their wardrobe, they would ha been damnd before they had fitted thee thus.

HORNET
Punk, I shall be a simple father for you.How does my chain show now I walk?

DOLL
If thou wert hung in chains, thou couldst not show better.

CHARTLEY
But how sit our blue-coats on our backs?

DOLL
As they do upon bankrout retainers backs at Saint Georges feast in London, but at Westminster, it makes em scorn the badge of their occupation.There the baggage velure canioned hobbyhorses prance up and down as if some a the tilters had ridden em.

HORNET
Nay, sfoot, if they be bankrouts, tis like some have ridden em, and thereupon the citizens proverb rises, when he says, he trusts to a broken staff.

DOLL
Hornet, now you play my father, take heed you be not out of your part, and shame your adopted daughter.

HORNET
I will look gravely, Doll.Do you see boys like the foreman of a jury, and speak wisely like a Latin schoolmaster, and be surly and dogged, and proud like the keeper of a prison.

LEVERPOOL
You must lie horribly when you talk of your lands.

HORNET
No shop-keeper shall out-lie me, nay, no fencer.When I hem, boys, you shall duck; when I cough and spit gobbits, Doll  

DOLL
The pox shall be in your lungs, Hornet.

HORNET
No, Doll, these with their high shoes shall tread me out.

DOLL
All the lessons that I ha prickd out for em is when the weather-cock of my body turns toward them, to stand bare.

HORNET
And not to be saucy as servingmen are.

CHARTLEY
Come, come, we are no such creatures as you take us for.

DOLL
If we have but good draughts in my peter-boat, fresh salmon, you sweet villains shall be no meat with us.

HORNET
Sfoot, nothing moves my choler but that my chain is copper; but tis no matter. Better men than old Jack Hornet have rode up Holburn, with as bad a thing about their necks as this.Your right whiffler indeed hangs himself in Saint Martins. and not in Cheapside.

DOLL
Peace, somebody rings.Run both, whilst he has the rope ins hand.If it be a prize, hale him; if a man a war, blow him up, or hang him out at the main yards end.

[Exeunt LEVERPOOL and CHARTLEY.

HORNET
But what ghosts  hold up my fine girl  what ghosts haunts thy house?

DOLL
Oh!Why diverse?I have a clothiers factor or two; a grocer that would fain pepper me; a Welsh captain that lays hard siege; a Dutch merchant, that would spend all that hes able to make ithlow countries; but to take measure of my Holland sheets when I lie in em.I hear trampling, tis my Flemish hoy.

Enter LEVERPOOL, CHARTLEY, and HANS VAN BELCH.

HANS
Dar is vor you and vor you.Een, twea, drie, vier, and vive skilling.Drinks skellum upsey frieze.Nempt, dats u drink gelt.

LEVERPOOL
Till our crowns crack again, Master Hans van Belch.

HANS
How ist met you?How ist, vro?Vrolick?

DOLL
Ick vare well, God dank you.Nay, Im an apt scholar and can take.

HANS
Dat is good, dot is good.Ick can neet stay long, for ick heb en skip come now upon de vater.O mine schoonen vro, we sall dance lanteera, teera, and sing ick drinks to you min here van.Wat man is dat, vro?

HORNET
Nay, pray, sir, on.

HANS
What honds foot is dat, Dorothy?

DOLL
Tis my father.

HANS
Gots sacrament!Your fader!Why seyghen you niet so to me!Mine heart, tis mine all great desire to call you mine vader ta for ick love dis schonen vro your dochterkin.

HORNET
Sir, you are welcome in the way of honesty.

HANS
Ick badanch, you.Ick heb so ghe founden vader.

HORNET
Whats you name, I pray?

HANS
Min nom bin Hans van Belch.

HORNET
Hans van Belch!

HANS
Ya ya, tis so, tis so, de dronken man is alteet remember me.

HORNET
Do you play the merchant, son Belch?

HANS
Ya, fader.Ick hed de skip swim now upon de vater.If you endouty, go up in de little skip dat go so, and be pulld up to Wapping; Ick sal bear you on my back, and hang you about mine nech into mine groet skip.

HORNET
He says, Doll, he would have thee to Wapping and hang thee.

DOLL
No, father, I understand him.But, Master Hans, I would not be seen hanging about any mans neck, to be counted his jewel, for any gold.

HORNET
Is your father living, Master Hans?

HANS
Ya, ya, min vader heb schonen husen, in Ausburgh.Groet mine hier is mine vaders broder; mine vader heb land, and bin full of fee, dat is beasts, cattle.

CHARTLEY
Hes lousy, belike.

HANS
My vader bin de groetest fooker in all Ausburgh.

DOLL
The greatest what?

LEVERPOOL
Fooker, he says.

DOLL
Out upon him!

HANS
Ya, ya, fooker is en groet min here.Hes en elderman vane city, gots sacrament.[A watch] Wat is de clock?Ick neit stay.

HORNET
Call his watch before you, if you can.

DOLL
Heres a pretty thing.Do these wheels spin up the hours?Whats a clock?

HANS
Acht.Ya, tis acht.

DOLL
We can hear neither clock, nor Jack going.We dwell in such a place that I fear I shall never find the way to church, because the bells hang so far.Such a watch as this would make me go down with the lamb and be up with the lakes.

HANS
Seghan you so, dor it to.

DOLL
O fie!I do but jest, for in truth I could never abide watch.

HANS
Gots sacrament! Ick niet heb it any more. [Exeunt LEVERPOOL and CHARTLEY.

DOLL
Another peal!Good father, launch out this Hollander.

HORNET
Come, Master Belch, I will bring you to the water-side, perhaps to Wapping, and there Ill leave you.

HANS
Ick bedanck you vader.[Exeunt all but DOLL.

DOLL
They say whores and bawds go by clocks, but what a manases is this to buy twelve hours so dearly, and then be beggd out of em so easily?Hell be out at heels shortly sure for hes out about the clocks already.O, foolish young man, how dost thou spend thy time?

Enter LEVERPOOL first, then ALLUM and CHARTLEY.

LEVERPOOL
Your grocer.

DOLL
Nay sfoot, then Ill change my tune.I may curse such leaden-heeld rascals.Out of my sight!A knife, a knife, I say!O, Master Allum, if you love a woman, draw out your knife and undo me, undo me!

ALLUM
Sweet Mistress Dorothy, what should you do with a knife?Its too ill-meddling with edge tools.Whats the matter, mistress? Knife, God bless us!

LEVERPOOL
Sfoot, what tricks at noddy are these?

DOLL
Oh, I shall burst if I cut not my lace.Im so vexed!My father, hes rid to court one way about a matter of a thousand pound weight, and one of his men, like a rogue as he is, is rid another way for rents.I lookd to have him up yesterday, and up to-day, and yet he shows not his head.Sure hes run away, or robbd and run through, and here was a scrivener but even now, to put my father in mind of a bond, that will be forfeit this night if the money be not paid, Master Allum.Such cross fortune!

ALLUM
How much is the bond?

CHARTLEY
[Aside.] O, rare little villain!

DOLL
My father could take up, upon the business of the word, five hundred pound, and five too.

ALLUM
What is the debt?

DOLL
But he scorns to be, and I scorn to be  

ALLUM
Pray thee, sweet Mistress Dorothy, vex not, how much is it?

DOLL
Alas, Master Allum, tis but poor fifty pound.

ALLUM
If that be all, you shall upon your word take up so much with me.Another time Ill run as far in your books.

DOLL
Sir, I know not how to repay this kindness.But when my father  

ALLUM
Tush, tush, tis not worth the talking.Just fifty pound?When is it to be payd?

DOLL
Between one and two.

LEVERPOOL
Thats we three.

ALLUM
Let one of your men go along, and Ill send you fifty pound.

DOLL
You so bind me, sir.Go, sirrah.Master Allum, I ha some quinces brought from my house ithcountry to preserve.When shall we have any good sugar at such an excessive rate?You pay sweetly now, I warrant, sir, do you not?

ALLUM
You shall have a whole chest of sugar if you please.

DOLL
Nay, by my faith, four or five loves will be enough, and Ill pay you at my first child, Master Allum.

ALLUM
Content, ifaith.Your man shall bring all under one.Ill borrow a kiss of you at parting.

Enter CAPTAIN JENKINS.

DOLL
You shall, sir, I borrow more of you.[Exeunt ALLUM and LEVERPOOL.

CHARTLEY
Save you, Captain.

DOLL
Welcome, good Captain Jenkins.

CAPTAIN
What is he, a barbers servant, that dressd your lips so?

DOLL
A barber!Hes my tailor.I bid him measure how high he would make the standing collar of my new taffety gown before, and he as tailors will be saucy and lickerish, laid me oer the lips.

CAPTAIN
Uds blood!Ill lay him cross upon his coxcomb to stand with a knave.

DOLL
You know tis not for a gentlewoman to stand with a knave for a small matter, and so I would not strive with him, only to be rid of him.

CAPTAIN
If I take Master Prick-Loose ramping so high again, by this iron, which is none a gods angel, Ill make him know how to kiss your blind cheeks sooner.Mistress Dorothy Hornet, I would not have you be a hornet, to lick at cows herds, but to sting such shreds of rascality.Will you sing a tailor shall have me my joy?

DOLL
Captain, Ill be led by you in any thing.A tailor?Foh!

CAPTAIN
Of what stature or size have you a stomach to have your husband now?

DOLL
Of the meanest stature, Captain.Not a size longer than your self, nor shorter.

CAPTAIN
By god, tis well said!All your best captain in the Low Countries are as taller as I; but why of my pitch, Mistress Doll?

DOLL
Because your smallest arrows fly farthest.Ah, you little hard-favourd villain, but sweet villain, I love thee because thout draw a my side; hang the rogue that will not fight for a woman.

CAPTAIN
Uds blood!And hang him for worse than a rogue that will slash and cut for an oman, if she be a whore.

DOLL
Pree the good Captain Jenkins, teach me to speak some Welch.Methinks a Welshmans tongue is the neatest tongue.

CAPTAIN
As any tongue in the orld, unless cra ma crees, [Love of my heart] thats Erse.

DOLL
How do you say, I love you with all my heart?

CAPTAIN
Mi cara whee, en hellon. [I love you with all my heart]

DOLL
Mi cara whee, en hell-hound!

CAPTAIN
Hell-hound!O, mondu![Oh, my god!] Mi cara whee, en hellon.

DOLL
O, mi cara whee, en hellon!

CAPTAIN
Oh, and you went to writing school twenty score year in Wales, by Sesu, you cannot have better utterance for Welch.

DOLL
Come tit me, come tat me, come throw a kiss at me, how is that?

CAPTAIN
By Gad, I know not what your tit mes, and tat mes are, but mee uatha [I shout it!].Sblood, I know not what your kisses be, as well as I know a Welsh hook, if you will go down with Shropshire carriers, you shall have Welsh enough in your pellies forty weeks.

DOLL
Say, Captain, that I should follow your colours into your country, how shall I fare thee?

CAPTAIN
Fare?By Sesu!O, there is the most abominable seer and wider silver pots to drink in, and softer peds to lie upon and do our necessary pusiness, and fairer houses, and parks, and holes for conies, and more money, besides toasted seese and buttermilk in North Wales diggon.Besides, harps, and Welch frieze, and goats, and cowheels, and metheglin.Oh, it may be set in the kernicles.Will you march thither?

DOLL
Not with your Shropshire carriers, captain.

CAPTAIN
Will you go with Captain Jenkins, and see his cousin Maddoc upon Jenkin there, and Ill run headlongs by and by, and barter away money for a new coach to jolt you in.

DOLL
Bestow your coach upon me, and two young white mares, and you shall see how Ill ride.

CAPTAIN
Will you?By all the leeks that are worn on Saint Davys Day, I will buy not only a coach, with four wheels, but also a white mare and a stone horse too, because they shall traw you.How now, more tailors?[Offers to exit.Meets PHILIP.

PHILIP
How sir, tailors?

DOLL
O, good captain, tis my cousin.

Enter LEVERPOOL at another door.

CAPTAIN
Is he?I will, cousin you then sir, too, one day.

PHILIP
I hope, sir, then, to cozen you too.

CAPTAIN
By Gad, I hobe so.Fare well, Sidanien.[Exit.

LEVERPOOL
Heres both money and sugar.

DOLL
O, sweet villain, set it up.[Exit LEVERPOOL, and enter presently.

PHILIP
Sfoot, what tame swaggerer was this I met, Doll?

DOLL
A captain, a captain.But has scapd the Dunkirks, honest Philip?Philip ryals are not more welcome.Did thy father pay the shot?

PHILIP
He payd that shot, and then shot pistolets into my pockets.Hark, wench, chink, chink makes the punk wanton and the bawd to wink.[Capers.

CHARTLEY
O, rare music!

LEVERPOOL
Heavenly consort, better than old moons!

PHILIP
Buy why?Why, Doll, go these two like beadles in blue, ha?

DOLL
Theres a moral in that.Flea off your skins, you precious cannibals.Oh that the Welsh captain were here again, and a drum with him, I could march now, ran, tan, tan, tara, tara, ran, ran, tan, tan!Sirrah Philip, has thy father any plate ins house?

PHILIP
Enough to set up a goldsmiths shop.

DOLL
Canst not borrow some of it?We shall have guests to-morrow or next day, and I would serve the hungry rag-a-muffins in plate, though twere none of my own.

PHILIP
I shall hardly borrow it of him but I could get one of mine aunts to beat the bush for me, and she might get the bird.

DOLL
Why, pree thee, let me be one of thine aunts, and do it for me then.As Im virtuous and a gentlewoman, Ill restore.

PHILIP
Say no more, tis done.

DOLL
What manner of man is thy father?Sfoot, Id fain see the witty monkey because thou sayst hes a poet.Ill tell thee what Ill do:Leverpool or Chartley, shall like my gentleman usher go to him and say such a lady sends for him about a sonnet or an epitaph for he child that died at nurse, or for some device about a masque or so.If he comes you shall stand in a corner and see in what state Ill bear myself.He does not know me, nor my lodging?

PHILIP
No, no.

DOLL
Ist a match, sirs?Shalls be merry with him and his muse?

OMNES
Agreed.Any scaffold to execute knavery upon.

DOLL
Ill send then my vant-currer presently; in the meantime, march after the captain, scoundrels. Come, hold me up.
Look how Sabrina sunk ith River Severn,
So will we four be drunk ith ship wreck tavern.[Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Two
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ENTER BELLAMONT, MAYBERRY, and MISTRESS MAYBERRY.

MAYBERRY
Come, wife, our two gallants will be here presently.I have promisd them the best of entertainment, with protestation never to reveal to thee their slander.I will have thee bear thyself, as if thou madst a feast upon Simon and Judes day to country gentlewomen that come to see the pageant.Bid them extremely welcome, though thou wish their throats cut.Tis in fashion.

WIFE
O God!I shall never endure them!

BELLAMONT
Endure them.You are a fool.Make it your case, as it may be many womens of the freedom.That you had a friend in private whom your husband should lay to his bosom, and he in requital should lay his wife to his bosom.What treads of the toe, salutations by winks, discourse by bitings of the lip, amorous glances, sweet stoln kisses when your husbands backs turnd, would pass between them. Bear your self to Greenshield, as if you did love him for affecting you so entirely, not taking any notice of his journey.Theyll put more tricks upon you.You told me Greenshield means to bring his sister to your house, to have her brood here.

MAYBERRY
Right, shes some crackd demi-culverin that hath miscarried in service.No matter though it be some charge to me for a time, I care not.

WIFE
Lord, was there ever such a husband?

MAYBERRY
Why, wouldst thou have me suffer their tongues to run at large, in ordinaries and cock-pits?Though the knaves do lie, I tell you, Master Bellamont, lies that come from stern looks and satin outsides, and gilt rapiers also, will be put up and go for currant.

BELLAMONT
Right, sir, tis a small spark gives fire to a beautiful womans discredit.

MAYBERRY
I will therefore use them like informing knaves, in this kind, make up their mouths with silver and after be revengd upon them.I was in doubt I should have grown fat of late, and it were not for lawsuits and fear of our wives we rich men should grow out of all compass.

Enter GREENSHIELD and FEATHERSTONE.

They come.My worthy friends, welcome.Look, my wifes colour rises already.

GREENSHIELD
You have not made her acquainted with the discovery?

MAYBERRY
O, by no means.Ye see, gentlemen, the affection of an old man.I would fain make all whole again.Wife, give entertainment to our new acquaintance.Your lips, wife; any woman may lend her lips without her husbands privity.Tis allowable.

WIFE
You are very welcome.I think it be near dinner time, gentlemen.Ill will the maid to cover, and return presently.[Exit.

BELLAMONT
Gods precious!Why doth she leave them?

MAYBERRY
O, I know her stomach; she is but retird into another chamber, to ease her heart with crying a little; it hath ever been her humour.She hath done it five or six times in a day, when courtiers have been here, if any thing be out of order, and yet every return laughd and been as merry.And how is it, gentlemen, you are well acquainted with this room, are you not?

GREENSHIELD
I had a delicate banquet once on that table.

MAYBERRY
In good time.[Aside.] But you are better acquainted with my bed chamber.

BELLAFRONT
Were the cloth of gold cushions set forth at your entertainment?

FEATHERSTONE
Yes, sir.

MAYBERRY
And the cloth of tissue valance?

FEATHERSTONE
They are very rich ones.

MAYBERRY
[Aside.] God refuse me!They are lying rascals!I have no such furniture.

GREENSHIELD
I protest it was the strangest and yet withal the happiest fortune that we should meet you two at Ware, that ever redeemed such desolate actions.I would not wrong you again for a million of Londons.

MAYBERRY
No, do you want any money?Or if you be in debt, I am a hundreth pound ith subsidy.Command me.

FEATHERSTONE
Alas, good gentleman, did you ever read of the like patience in any of your ancient Romans?

BELLAMONT
You see what a sweet face in a velvet cap can do.Your citizens wives are like partridges; the hens are better then the cocks.

FEATHERSTONE
I believe it in troth, sir.You did observe how the gentlewoman could not contain herself when she saw us enter.

BELLAMONT
Right.

FEATHERSTONE
For thus much I must speak in allowance of her modesty; when I had her most private she would blush extremely.

BELLAMONT
Ay, I warrant you, and ask you if you would have such a great sin lie upon your conscience as to lie with another mans wife?

FEATHERSTONE
In troth, she would.

BELLAMONT
And tell you there were maids enough in London, if a man were so virtuously given, whose portions would help them to husbands though gentlemen gave the first onset.

FEATHERSTONE
You are a merry old gentleman in faith, sir; much like to this was her language.

BELLAMONT
And yet clip you with as voluntary a bosom, as if she had fallen in love with you at some inns a court revels, and invited you by letter to her lodging.

FEATHERSTONE
Your knowledge, sir, is perfect without any information.

MAYBERRY
Ill go see what my wife is doing, gentlemen.When my wife enters, show her this ring, and twill quit all suspicion.

[Exit MAYBERRY.BELLAMONT walks aloof.

FEATHERSTONE
Dost hear, Luke Greenshield?Will thy wife be here presently?

GREENSHIELD
I left my boy to wait upon her, but this light, I think God provides; for if this citizen had not out of his overplus of kindness proferrd her, her diet and lodging under the name of my sister, I could not have told what shift to have made, for the greatest part of my money is revolted.Well make more use of him.The whoreson rich innkeeper of Doncaster her father showed himself a rank ostler, to send her up at this time a year, and by the carrier too; twas a jades trick of him.

FEATHERSTONE
But have you instructed her to call on you, brother?

GREENSHIELD
Yes, and shell do it.I left her at Bosoms Inn; shell be here presently.

Enter MAYBERRY, after him MISTRESS MAYBERRY and KATE.

MAYBERRY
Master Greenshield, your sister is come.My wife is entertaining her.By the mass, I have been upon her lips already.Lady, you are welcome.Look you, Master Greenshield, because your sister is newly come out of the fresh air, and that to be pent up in a narrow lodging here ithcity may offend her health, she shall lodge at a garden house of mine in Morefields where, if it please you and my worthy friend here to bear her company, your several lodgings and joint commons, to the poor ability of a citizen, shall be present.

FEATHERSTONE
O, God, sir!

MAYBERRY
Nay, no compliment; your loves command it.Shalls to dinner, gentlemen?Come, Master Bellamont, Ill be the gentleman usher to this fair lady.

[Exeunt MAYBERRY and BELLAMONT

GREENSHIELD
Here is your ring, Mistress.A thousand times, and would have willingly lost my best of maintenance that I might have found you half so tractable.

WIFE
Sir, I am my self; I know not by what means you have grown upon my husband; he is much deceived in you, I take it.Will you go in to dinner? O, God that I might have my will of him, and it were not for my husband, Id scratch out his eyes presently!

[ExeuntMISTRESS MAYBERRY and GREENSHIELD.

FEATHERSTONE
Welcome to London, bonny mistress Kate.Thy husband little dreams of the familiarity that hath past between thee and I, Kate.

KATE
No matter if he did; he ran away from me like a base slave as he was, out of Yorkshire, and pretended he would go the island voyage, since I neer heard of him till within this fortnight.Can the world condemn me for entertaining a friend, that am used so like an infidel?

FEATHERSTONE
I think not, but if your husband knew of this hed be divorcd.

KATE
He would be an ass then.No, wise men should deal by their wives as the sale of ordinance passeth in England; if it break the first discharge, the workmen is at the loss of it; if the second, the merchant and the workmen jointly; if the third, the merchant; so in our case, if a woman prove false the first year, turn her upon her fathers neck; if the second, turn her home to her father but allow her a portion; but if she hold pure metal two year and fly to several pieces in the third, repair the ruins of her honesty at your charges, for the best piece of ordinance may be crackd in the casting, and for women to have cracks and flaws, alas, they are born to them.Now, I have held out four year.Doth my husband do any things about London?Doth he swagger?

FEATHERSTONE
O, as tame as a fray in Fleet Street, when there are nobody to part them.

KATE
I ever thought so; we have notable valiant fellows about Doncaster; theyll give the lie and the stab both in an instant.

FEATHERSTONE
You like such kind of manhood best, Kate.

KATE
Yes, in troth, for I think any woman that loves her friend, had rather have him stand by in it then lie by it.But, I pray thee, tell me, why must I be quartered at this citizens garden house, say you?

FEATHERSTONE
The discourse of that will set thy blood on fire to be revengd on thy husbands forehead piece.

Enter BELLAFRONT and MISTRESS MAYBERRY.

WIFE
Will you go in to dinner, sir?

KATE
Will you lead the way, forsooth?

WIFE
No, sweet.Forsooth, well follow you.[Exeunt KATE and FEATHERSTONE.
O, Master Bellamont, as ever you took pity upon the simplicity of a poor abused gentlewoman, will you tell me one thing?

BELLAMONT
Any thing, sweet Mistress Mayberry.

WIFE
Ay, but will you do it faithfully?

BELLAMONT
As I respect your acquaintance I shall do it.

WIFE
Tell me then, I beseech you, do not you think this minx is some naughty pack whom my husband hath fallen in love with and means to keep under my nose at his garden house?

BELLAMONT
No, upon my life, is she not.

WIFE
O, I cannot believe it.I know by her eyes she is not honest.Why should my husband proffer them such kindness that have abused him and me so intolerable and will not suffer me to speak?Theres the hell ont; not suffer me to speak!

BELLAMONT
Fie, fie!He doth that like a usurer that will use a man with all kindness that he may be careless of paying his money upon his day, and afterwards take the extremity of the forfeiture.Your jealousy is idle.Say this were true, it lies in the bosom of a sweet wife to draw her husband from any loose imperfection, from wenching, from covetousness, from crabbedness which is the old mans common disease, by her politic yielding.She may do it from crabbedness; for example, I have known as tough blades as any are in England broke upon a feather bed.Come to dinner.

WIFE
Ill be ruled by you, sir, for you are very much like mine uncle.

BELLAMONT
Suspicion works more mischief, grows more strong,
To sever chaste beds then apparent wrong.[Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene One
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ENTER DOLL, CHARTLEY, LEVERPOOL, and PHILIP.

PHILIP
Come, my little punk with thy two compositors, to this unlawful printing house.Thy pounders, my old political dad will be here presently.Take up thy state in this chair and bear thyself as if thou wert talking to thy pothecary after the receipt of a purgation.Look scurvily upon him.Sometimes be merry and stand upon thy pantofles like a new elected scavenger.

DOLL
And by and by melancholic like a tilter that hath broke his staves foul before his mistress.

PHILIP
Right, for he takes thee to be a woman of a great count.[Knocking heard.] Hark, upon my life, hes come.

DOLL
See who knocks.Thou shalt see me make a fool of a poet that hath made five hundred fools.[Exit LEVERPOOL and enter again; PHILIP and CHARTLEY stand aloof.

LEVERPOOL
Please your new ladyship, hes come.

DOLL
Is he?I should for the more state let him walk some two hours in an outer room; if I did owe him money, twere not much out of fashion.But come, enter him.Stay; when we are in private conference, send in my tailor.[Exit LEVERPOOL.

Enter BELLAMONT brought in by LEVERPOOL.

LEVERPOOL
Look you, my ladys asleep; shell wake presently.

BELLAMONT
I come not to teach a starling, sir.God-boy-you.

LEVERPOOL
Nay, in truth, sir, if my lady should but dream you had been here  

DOLL
Whos that keeps such a prating?

LEVERPOOL
Tis I, madam.

DOLL
Ill have you preferd to be a crier.You have an exlent throat fort.Pox a the poet!Is he not come yet?

LEVERPOOL
Hes here, madam.

DOLL
Cry you mercy!I ha cursd my monkey for shrewd turns a hundred times, and yet I love it never the worse, I protest.

BELLAMONT
Tis not in fashion, dear lady, to call the breaking out of a gentlewomans lips scabs, but the heat of the liver.

DOLL
So, sir, if you have a sweet breath, and do not smell of sweaty linen, you may draw nearer, nearer.

BELLAMONT
I am no friend to garlic, madam.

DOLL
You write the sweeter verse a great deal, sir.I have heard much good of your wit, master poet.You do many devices for citizens wives.I care not greatly because I have a city laundress already, if I get a city poet too.I have such a device for you, and this it is.

Enter Tailor.

O, welcome, tailor.Do but wait till I dispatch my tailor, and Ill discover my device to you.

BELLAMONT
Ill take my leave of your ladyship.

DOLL
No, I pray thee, stay.I must have you sweat for my device, master poet.

PHILIP
[Aside to CHARTLEY.] He sweats already, believe it.

DOLL
A cup of wine there.What fashion will make a woman have the best body, tailor.

TAILOR
A short Dutch waist with a round Catherine-wheel farthingale.A close sleeve with a cartoose collar and a pickadell.

DOLL
And what meat will make a woman have a fine wit, master poet?

BELLAMONT
Fowl, madam, is the light, delicate, and witty feeding.

DOLL
Fowl, sayst thou.I know them that feed of it every meal and yet are as arrant fools as any are in a kingdom of my credit.Hast thou done, tailor? [Exit Tailor.] Now, to discover my device, sir.Ill drink to you, sir.

PHILIP
[Aside to CHARTLEY] Gods precious!We neer thought of her device before.Pray God it be any thing tolerable!

DOLL
Ill have you make twelve poesies for a dozen of cheese trenchers.

PHILIP
[Aside.] Oh, horrible!

BELLAMONT
In Welch, madam?

DOLL
Why in Welsh, sir?

BELLAMONT
Because you will have them servd in with your cheese, lady.

DOLL
I will bestow them indeed upon a Welsh captain, one that loves cheese better than venison, for if you should but get three or four Cheshire cheeses and set them a-running down Highgate Hill, he would make more haste after them than after the best kennel of hounds in England.What think you of my device?

BELLAMONT
Fore God, a very strange device and a cunning one.

PHILIP
[Aside.] Now he begins to eye the goblet.

BELLAMONT
You should be akin to the Bellamonts; you give the same arms, madam.

DOLL
Faith, I paid sweetly for the cup, as it may by you and some other gentleman have done for their arms.

BELLAMONT
Ha, the same weight, the same fashion!I had three nest of them given me by a nobleman at the christing of my son Philip.

PHILIP
[Comes forward with CHARTLEY] Your son is come to full age, sir, and hath taen possession of the gift of his godfather.

BELLAMONT
Ha, thou wilt not kill me!

PHILIP
No, sir, Ill kill no poet lest his ghost write satires against me.

BELLAMONT
Whats she?

PHILIP
A good commonwealths woman; she was born for her country and has borne her country.

BELLAMONT
Heart of virtue?What make I here?

PHILIP
This was the party you raild on.I keep no worse company than yourself, father.You were wont to say venery is like usury that it may be allowed, though it be not lawful.

BELLAMONT
Wherefore come I hither?

DOLL
To make a device for cheese-trenchers.

PHILIP
Ill tell you why I sent for you, for nothing but to show you that your gravity may be drawn in.White hairs may fall into the company of drabs as well as red beards into the society of knaves.Would not this woman deceive a whole camp ith low countries and make one commander believe she only kept her cabin for him, and yet quarter twenty more int?

DOLL
Pray thee, poet, what dost thou think of me?

BELLAFRONT
I think that art a most admirable, brave, beautiful, whore.

DOLL
Nay, sir, I was told you would rail, but what do you think of my device, sir?Nay, but you are not to depart yet, master poet.Wut sup with me?Ill cashier all my young barnacles, and well talk over a piece of mutton and a partridge, wisely.

BELLAMONT
Sup with thee?Thou art a common undertaker!Thou that dost promise nothing but watcheth eyes, bombast calves and false periwigs.

DOLL
Pray thee, comb thy beard with a comb of black lead; it may be I shall affect thee.

BELLAMONT
O, thy unlucky star!I must take my leave of your worship.I cannot fit your device at this instant.I must desire to borrow a nest of goblets of you.O, villainy!I would some honest butcher would bed all the queans and knaves ith city and carry them into some other country; theyd sell better than beefs and calves.What a virtuous city would this be then!Marry, I think there would be a few people left int.Uds foot!Gulld with cheese-trenchers and yolkd in entertainment with a tailor?Good, good![Exit.

PHILIP
How doest, Doll?

DOLL
Scurvy, very scurvy.

LEVERPOOL
Where shalls sup, wench?

DOLL
Ill sup in my bed.Get you home to your lodging and come when I send for you.O, filthy rogue that I am!

PHILIP
How!How, Mistress Dorothy?

DOLL
Saint Antonys fire light in your Spanish slops!Uds life, Ill make you know a difference between my mirth and melancholy, you panderly rogue!

OMNES
We observe your ladyship.

PHILIP
The punks in her humour!Pax![Exeunt all but DOLL.

DOLL
Ill humour you and you pox me!Uds life, have I lain with a Spaniard of late that I have learnt to mingle such water with my malago?Oh, theres some scurvy thing or other breeding!How many several loves of players, of vaulters, of lieutenants have I entertaind besides a runner a the ropes, and now to let blood when the sign is at the heart!Should I send him a letter with some jewel int, he would require it as lawyers do that return a woodcock pie to their clients when they send them a basin and a ewer!I will instantly go and make myself drunk till I have lost my memory.Love a scoffing poet![Exit.


Act Three, Scene Two
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ENTER LEAPFROG AND SQUIRREL.

LEAPFROG
Now, Squirrel, wilt thou make us acquainted with the jest thou promisd to tell us of?

SQUIRREL
I will discover it, not as a Derbyshire woman discovers her great teeth, in laughter, but softly as a gentleman courts a wench behind an arras; and this it is:young Greenshields sister lie in my masters garden-house here n Morefields.

LEAPFROG
Right, what of this?

SQUIRREL
Marry, sir, if the gentlewoman be not his wife, he commits incest, for Im sure he lies with her every night.

LEAPFROG
All this I know, but to the rest.

SQUIRREL
I will tell thee, the most politic trick of a woman that ere made a mans face look witherd and pale like the tree in Cuckolds Haven in a great snow, and this it is:my mistress makes her husband believe that she walks in her sleep a nights, and to con firm this belief in him, sundry times she hath risen out of her bed, unlockd all the doors, gone from chamber to chamber, opend her chests, tossd about her linen, and when he hath wakd and missd her, coming to question why she conjurd thus at midnight, he hath found her asleep; marry it was cats sleep, for you shall hear what prey she watchd for.

LEAPFROG
Good; forth.

SQIRREL
I overheard her last night talking with thy master, and she promisd him that as soon as her husband was asleep, she would walk according to her custom, and come to his chamber, marry she would do it so puritanically, so secretly I mean, that nobody should hear of it.

LEAPFROG
Ist possible?

SQUIRREL
Take but that corner and stand alone, and thine eyes shall witness it.

LEAPFROG
O intolerable wit!What hold can any man take of a womans honesty?

SQUIRREL
Hold! no more hold then of a bull nointed with soap, and bathed with a shoal of fiddlers in Staffordshire.Stand close, I hear her coming. [They withdraw.

Enter KATE.

KATE
What a filthy knave was the shoemaker, that made my slippers; what a creaking they keep.Oh Lord! if there be any power that can make a womans husband sleep soundly at a pinch, as I have often read in foolish poetry that there is, now, now, and it be thy will, let him dream some fine dream or other, that hes made a knight, or a nobleman, or somewhat whilst I go and takebut two kisses from sweet Featherstone.[Exit.

SQUIRREL
Sfoot, he may well dream hes made a knight, for Ill be hangd if she do not dub him.

Enter GREENSHIELD.

GREENSHIELD
Was there ever any walking spirit like to my wife?What reason should there be in nature for this?I will question some physician, nor hear neither.Uds life, I would laugh if she were in Master Featherstones chamber; she would fright him.Master Featherstone!Master Featherstone!

FEATHERSTONE
[Within.] Ha, how now, who calls?

GREENSHIELD
Did you leave your door open last night?

FEATHERSTONE
[Within.] I know not.I think my boy did.

GREENSHIELD
Gods light, shes there then!Will you know the jest?My wife hath her old tricks.Ill hold my life my wifes in your chamber.Rise out of your bed and see and you can feel her.

SQUIRREL
He will feel her, I warrant you.

GREENSHIELD
Have you her, sir?

FEATHERSTONE
[Within] Not yet, sir.Shes here, sir.

GREENSHIELD
So I said even now to myself, before God, la!Take her up in your arms and bring her hither softly for fear of waking her.

Enter FEATHERSTONE and KATE in his arms.

I never knew the like of this, before God, la!Alas, poor Kate, look before God.Shes asleep with her eyes open; pretty little rogue.Ill wake her, and make her ashamd of it.

FEATHERSTONE
Oh, youll make her sicker then.

GREENSHIELD
I warrant you, would all women thought no more hurt then thou dost now, sweet villain, Kate, Kate.

KATE
I longd for the merry thought of a pheasant.

GREENSHIELD
She talks in her sleep.

KATE
And the foul-gutted tripe-wife had got it, and eat half of it, and my colour went and came, and my stomach wambled till I was ready to sound; but a midwife perceived it, and markd which way my eyes went, and helpd me to it, but lord, how I pickd it; twas the sweetest meat methought.

SQUIRREL
O, politic mistress!

GREENSHIELD
Why, Kate, Kate?

KATE
Ha, ha, ha, I beshrew your heart.Lord, where am I?

GREENSHIELD
I pray thee, be not frightened.

KATE
O, I am sick, I am sick, I am sick!O, how my flesh trembles! Oh, some of the Angelica water.I shall have the mother presently.

GREENSHIELD
Hold down her stomach, good Master Featherstone, while I fetch some.[Exit.

FEATHERSTONE
Well dissembled, Kate.

KATE
Pish, I am like some of your ladies that can be sick when they have no stomach to lie with their husbands.

FEATHERSTONE
What mischievous fortune is this?Well have a journey to Ware, Kate, to redeem this misfortune.

KATE
Well, cheaters do not win all ways; that woman that will entertain a friend must as well provide a closet or back door for him, as a feather bed.

FEATHERSTONE
By my troth, I pity thy husband.

KATE
Pity, him, no man dares call him cuckold, for he wear satin.Pity him, he that will pull down a mans sign, and set up horns; theres law for him.

FEATHERSTONE
Be sick again; your husband comes.

Enter GREENSHIELD with a broken shin.

GREENSHIELD
I have the worst luck!I think I get more bumps and shrewd turns ith dark.How does she, Master Featherstone?

FEATHERSTONE
Very ill, sir; shes troubled with the mother extremely; I held down her belly even now and I might feel it rise.

KATE
Oh, lay me in my bed, I beseech you.

GREENSHIELD
I will find a remedy for this walking, if all the doctors in town can sell it a thousand pound to a penny she spoil not her face, or break her neck, or catch a cold that she may neer claw off again.How dost, wench?

KATE
A little recoverd.Alas, I have so troubled that gentleman!

FEATHERSTONE
None ith world, Kate.May I do you any further service?

KATE
[Aside.] And I were where I would be, in your bed… [Aloud.] Pray, pardon me, wast you, Master Featherstone? [Aside.] …I should be well then.

SQUIRREL
Mark how she wrings him by the fingers.

KATE
Good night; pray you, give the gentleman thanks for patience.

GREENSHIELD
Good night, sir.

FEATHERSTONE
You have a shrewd blow; you were best have it searchd.

GREENSHIELD
A scratch, a scratch.[Exeunt GREENSHIELD and KATE.

FEATHERSTONE
Let me see what excuse should I frame, to get this wench forth a town with me:Ill persuade her husband to take physic and presently have a letter framed from his father-in-law, to be deliverd that morning, for his wife to come and receive some small parcel of money in Enfield Chase at a keepers that is her uncle, then, sir, he not being in case to travel, will entreat me to accompany his wife; well lie at Ware all night, and the next morning to London.Ill go strike a tinder and frame a letter presently.[Exit.

SQUIRREL
And Ill take pains to discover all this to my master, old Mayberry; there goes a report a good while.My master hath used them kindly because they have been over familiar with his wife, but I see which way Featherstone looks.Sfoot, theres neer a gentleman of them al shall gull a citizen, and think to go scot-free, though your commons shrink for this be but secret, and my master shall entertain thee, make thee instead of handling false dice finger nothing but gold and silver wag; an old serving-man turns to a young beggar, whereas a young prentice may turn to an old alderman; wilt be secret?

LEAPFROG
O God, sir! as secret as rushes in an old ladys chamber. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene One
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Enter BELLAMONT in his night-cap, with leaves in his hand, his
Man after him with lights, standish, and paper.

BELLAMONT
Sirrah, Ill speak with none.

SERVANT
Not a player?

BELLAMONT
No, though a sharer ball;
Ill speak with none, although it be the mouth
Of the big company.Ill speak with none.Away![Exit Servant.

Why should not I be an excellent statesman?I can, in the writing of a tragedy, make Cæsar speak better then ever his ambition could; when I write of Pompey, I have Pompeys soul within me; and when I personate a worthy poet, I am then truly myself, a poor unpreferd scholar.

Enter his Man hastily.

SERVANT
Heres a swaggering fellow, sir, that speaks not like a man of Gods making, swears he must speak with you and will speak with you.

BELLAMONT
Not of Gods making?What is he, a cuckold?

SERVANT
Hes a gentleman, sir, by his clothes.

BELLAMONT
Enter him and his clothes.[Exit Servant.] Clothes sometimes are better gentlemen than their masters.

Enter CAPTAIN JENKINS and the Servant.

Is this he?Seek you me, sir?[Exit Servant.

CAPTAIN
I seek, sir, God please you, for a sentleman, that talks besides to himself when hes alone, as if he were in Bedlam, and hes a poet.

BELLAMONT
So, sir, it may be you seek me, for Im sometimes out a my wits.

CAPTAIN
You are a poet, sir, are you?

BELLAMONT
Im haunted with a Fury, sir.

CAPTAIN
Pray, master poet, shut off this little pot-gun, and I will conjure your fury.Tis well, loog you, sir, my desires are to have some amiable and amorous sonnet or madrigal composed by your Fury, see you.

BELLAMONT
Are you a lover, sir, of the Nine Muses?

CAPTAIN
Oy, by Gad, out a cry!

BELLAMONT
Yare then a scholar, sir?

CAPTAIN
I ha pickd up my crumbs in Sesus college in Oxford one day a gad while ago.

BELLAMONT
Yare welcome, yare very welcome.Ill borrow your judgement.Look you, sir, Im writing a tragedy, the tragedy of young Astyanax.

CAPTAIN
Styanax tragedy!Is he living, can you tell?Was not Styanax a Monmouth man?

BELLAMONT
O no, sir, you mistake; he was a Trojan, great Hectors son.

CAPTAIN
Hector was a grannam to Cadwallader, when she was great with child, God udge me, there was one young Styanan of Monmouthshire was a madder Greek as any is in all England.

BELLAMONT
This was not he, assure ye.Look you, sir, I will have this tragedy presented in the French court by French gallants.

CAPTAIN
By God, your Frenchmen will do a tragedy interlude poggy well!

BELLAMONT
It shall be, sir, at the marriages of the Duke of Orleans, and Chatillon, the admiral of France; the stage  

CAPTAIN
Uds blood!Does Orleans marry with the Admiral of France now?

BELLAMONT
O, sir, no; they are two several marriages.As I was saying, the stage hung all with black velvet, and while tis acted, myself will stand behind the Duke of Biron, or some other chief minion or so, who shall, ay, they shall take some occasion about the music of the fourth act, to step to the French king, and say Sire, voilà, il et votre treshumble serviteur, le plu sage è divine esprit, Monsieur Bellamont, all in French thus pointing at me, or yon is the learned old English gentleman, Master Bellamont, a very worthy man, to be one of your privy chamber, or poet laureate.

CAPTAIN
But are you sure Duke Pepper-noone will give you such good ords behind your back to your face?

BELLAMONT
Oh, ay, ay, ay, man; hes the only courtier that I know there; but what do you think that I may come to by this?

CAPTAIN
God udge me, all France may hap die in your debt for this!

BELLAMONT
I am now writing the description of his death.

CAPTAIN
Did he die in his ped?

BELLAMONT
You shall hear: suspicion is the minion of great hearts  no, I will not begin there.Imagine a great man were to be executed about the seventh hour in a gloomy morning.

CAPTAIN
As it might be Sampson or so, or great Golias that was killd by my countryman.

BELLAMONT
Right, sir, this I express it in young Astyanax.
Now the wild people greedy of their griefs,
Longing to see that which their thoughts abhord,
Prevented day, and rod on their own roofs.

CAPTAIN
Could the little horse that ambled on the top of Pauls carry all the people, else how could they ride on the roofs?

BELLAMONT
O, sir, tis a figure in poetry; mark how tis followed:
Rod on their own roofs,
Making all neighbouring houses tild all with men, tild with men!Ist not good?

CAPTAIN
By Sesu! and it were tildd all with naked imen, twere better!

BELLAMONT
You shall hear no more; pick your ears, they are foul, sir; what are you, sir, pray?

CAPTAIN
A captain, sir, and a follower of god Mars.

BELLAMONT
Mars, Bacchus, and I love Apollo!A captain!Then I pardon you, sir, and captain, what would you press me for?

CAPTAIN
For a witty ditty to a sentlewoman that I am falln in with all, over head and ears in affections, and natural desires.

BELLAMONT
An acrostic were good upon her name, methinks.

CAPTAIN
Cross sticks!I would not be cross, Master Poet; yet if it be best to bring her name in question, his name is Mistress Dorothy Hornet.

BELLAMONT
[Aside.] The very consumption that wastes my son, and the aim that hung lately upon me![Aloud.] Do you love this Mistress Dorothy?

CAPTAIN
Love her!There is no captains wife in all England can have more love put upon her, and yet Im sure captains wives have their pellies full of good mens loves!

BELLAMONT
And does she love you?Has thee passd any great matter between you?

CAPTAIN
As great a matter as a whole coach, and a horse and his wife are gone too and fro between us.

BELLAMONT
Is she  ifaith, captain, be valiant and tell truth, is she honest?

CAPTAIN
Honest?God udge me, shes as honest as a punk that cannot abide fornication and lechery.

BELLAMONT
Look you, captain, Ill show you why I ask; I hope you think my wenching days are past, yet, sir, heres a letter that her father brought me from her, and enforcd me to take this very day.

Enter a Servant and whispers to BELLAMONT.

CAPTAIN
Tis for some love song to send to me, I hold my life.

BELLAMONT
This falls out pat.My man tells me the party is at my door.Shall she come in, captain?

CAPTAIN
Oh, ay, ay, put her in, I pray now.[Exit Servant.

BELLAMONT
The letter says here, that shes exceeding sick and entreats me to visit her.Captain, lie you in ambush behind the hangings, and perhaps you shall hear the piece of a comedy.She comes, she comes; mark yourself away.

CAPTAIN
Does the poet play Torkin and cast my Lucreces water too in hugger-muggers?If he do, Styanax tragedy was never so horrible bloody minded as his comedy shall be.Tawsone [hold your tongue], Captain Jenkins. [ Conceals himself.

Enter DOLL.

DOLL
Now, Master Poet, I sent for you.

BELLAMONT
And I came once to your ladyships call.

DOLL
My ladyship and your lordship lie both in one manner; you have conjurd up a sweet spirit in me, have you not rhymer?

BELLAMONT
Why, Medea! What spirit!Would I were a young man for thy sake!

DOLL
So would I, for then thou couldst do me no hurt; now, thou dost.

BELLAMONT
If I were a yonker, it would be no immodesty in me to be seen in thy company, but to have snow in the lap of June, vile, vile!Yet come; garlic has a white head and a green stalk; then why should not I?Lets be merry.What says the devil to all the world, for Im sure thou art carnally possesd with him.

DOLL
Thou hast a filthy foot, a very filthy carriers foot.

BELLAMONT
A filthy shoe, but a fine foot; I stand not upon my foot, I.

CAPTAIN
[Aside.] What stands he upon then?With a pox, God bless us!

DOLL
A leg and a calf!I have had better of a butcher forty times for carrying!
A body not worth begging by a barber-surgeon!

BELLAMONT
Very good, you draw me and quarter me; Fates keep me from hanging!

DOLL
And which most turns up a womans stomach!Thou art an old hoary man; thou hast gone over the bridge of many years and now art ready to drop into a grave.What do I see then in that withered face of thine?

BELLAMONT
Wrinkles, gravity.

DOLL
Wretchedness, grief.Old fellow, thou hast bewitch me; I can neither eat for thee nor sleep for thee, not lie quietly in my bed for thee.

CAPTAIN
[Aside.] Uds blood!I did never see a white flea before.I will cling you!

DOLL
I was born sure in the dog days, Im so unlucky.I, in whom neither a flaxen hair, yellow beard, French doublet, not Spanish hose, youth nor personage, rich face nor money could ever breed a true love to any, ever to any man, am now besotted, dote, am mad, for the carcass of a man, and as if I were a bawd, no ring please me but a deaths head.

CAPTAIN
[Aside.] Sesu!Are imen so arsy varsy?

BELLAMONT
Mad for me?Why, if the worm of lust were wriggling within me as it does in others, dost think Id crawl upon thee?Would I low after thee that art a common calf-bearer?

DOLL
I confess it.

CAPTAIN
[Aside.] Do you?Are you a town cow and confess you bear calves?

DOLL
I confess I have been an inn for any guest.

CAPTAIN
[Aside.] A pogs a your stable-room.Is you inn a bawdy house now?

DOLL
I confess, for I habeen taught to hide nothing from my surgeon, and thou art he, I confess that old stinking sturgeon, like thyself, whom I call father, that Hornet, never sweat for me; Im none of his making.

CAPTAIN
[Aside.] You lie; he makes you a punk Hornet minor.

DOLL
Hes but a cheater, and I the false die he plays withal; I power all my poison out before thee, because hereafter I will be clean.Shun me not, mock me not.Plagues confound thee! I hate thee to the pit of hell!Yet if thou goest thither, Ill follow thee, run, ride, do what thou canst, Ill run and ride over the world after thee!

CAPTAIN
[Coming forward.] Cockatrice!You Mistress Salamanders that fear no burning, let my mare and my mares horse, and my coach come running home again, and run to an hospital, and your surgeons, and to knaves and panders and to the tevil and his tame too!

DOLL
Fiend, art thou raised to torment me?

BELLAMONT
She loves you, captain, honestly.

CAPTAIN
Ill have any man, oman, or cild by his ears that says a common drab can love a sentleman honestly.I will sell my coach for a cart to have you to punks hall, Bridewell.[To BELLAMONT] I sarge you in Apollos name, whom you belong to, see her forthcoming, till I come and tiggle her, by and by.Sblood, I was never cozened with a more rascal piece of mutton since I came out a the lawer countries![Exit.

BELLAMONT
My doors are open for thee.Be gone, woman!

DOLL
This goats-peezle of thine  

BELLAMONT
Away!I love no such implements in my house.

DOLL
Dost not?Am I but an implement? By all the maidenheads that are lost in London in a year, and thats a great oath, for this trick other manner of women than myself shall come to this house only to laugh at thee; and if thou wouldst labour thy heart out, thou shalt not do withal.[Exit.

Enter Servant.

BELLAMONT
Is this my poetical fury?How now, sir?

SERVANT
Master Mayberry and his wife, sir, ith next room.

BELLAMONT
What are they doing, sir?

SERVANT
Nothing, sir, that I see, but only would speak with you.

BELLAMONT
Enter em.[Exit Servant.] This house will be too hot for me if this wench cast me into these sweats.I must shift myself, for pure necessity haunted with sprites in my old days.

Enter MAYBERRY booted, his Wife with him.

MAYBERRY
A comedy!A Canterbury tale smells not half so sweet as the comedy I have for thee, old poet.Thou shalt write upont, poet.

BELLAMONT
Nay, I will write upont ift be a comedy, for I have been at a most villainous female tragedy.Come, the plot, the plot.

MAYBERRY
Let your man give you to boots presently; the plot lies in Ware, my white poet.Wife, thou and I this night will have mad sport in Ware; mark me well, wife, in Ware.

WIFE
At your pleasure, sir.

MAYBERRY
Nay, it shall be at your pleasure, wife.Look you, sir, look you:Featherstones boy, like an honest crack-halter, laid open all to one of my prentices, for boys, you know, like women love to be doing.

BELLAMONT
Very good; to the plot.

MAYBERRY
Featherstone, like a crafty mutton-monger, persuades Greenshield to be run through the body.

BELLAMONT
Strange!Through the body?

MAYBERRY
Ay, man, to take physic; he does so; hes put to this purgation; then, sir, what does me Featherstone but counterfeits a letter from an innkeeper of Doncaster to fetch Greenshield, who is needy, you know, to a keepers lodge in Enfield-Chace, a certain uncle where Greenshield should receive money due to him in behalf of his wife.

BELLAMONT
His wife!Is Greenshield married?I have heard him swear he was a bachelor.

WIFE
So have I, a hundred times.

MAYBERRY
The knave has more wives than the Turk; he has a wife almost in every shire in England; this parcel gentlewoman is that innkeepers daughter of Doncaster.

BELLAMONT
Hath she the entertainment of her forefathers?Will she keep all comers company?

MAYBERRY
She helps to pass away stale capons, sour wine, and musty provender.But to the purpose, this train was laid by the baggage herself and Featherstone, who it seems makes her husband a unicorn; and to give fire tot Greenshield like an arrant wittal entreats his friend to ride before his wife and fetch the money, because taking bitter pills he should prove but a loose fellow if he went, and so durst not go.

BELLAMONT
And so the poor stag is to be hunted in Enfield-Chace?

MAYBERRY
No, Sir Master Poet, there you miss the plot.Featherstone and my Lady Greenshield are rid to barter away their light commodities in Ware.Enfield-Chace is too cold for em.

BELLAMONT
In Ware!

MAYBERRY
In dirty Ware! I forgot myself, wife, on with your riding suite and cry Northward Ho as the boy at Powels says.Let my prentice get up before thee, and man thee to Ware; lodge in the inn I told thee, spur cut and away.

WIFE
Well, sir. [Exit.

BELLAMONT
Stay, stay, whats the bottom of this riddle?Why send you her away?

MAYBERRY
For a thing, my little hoary poet.Look thee, I smelt out my noble stinker Greenshield in his chamber, and as though my heart strings had been crackd, I wept, and sighd, and thumpd, and thumpd, and ravd, and randed, and raild, and told him how my wife was not grown as common as bayberry, and that she had hired her tailor to ride with her to Ware to meet a gentleman of the court.

BELLAMONT
Good, and how took he this drench down?

MAYBERRY
Like eggs and muscadine, at a gulp; he cries out presently, did I not tell you, old man, that shed win any game when she came to bearing?He rails upon her, wills me to take her in the act, to put her to her white sheet, to be divorcd and for all his guts are not fully scourd by his pothecary, hes pulling on his boots and will ride along with us.Lets muster as many as we can.

BELLAMONT
It will be excellent sport to see him and his own wife meet in Ware, wilt not?I, I will have a whole regiment of horse with us.

MAYBERRY
I stand upon thorns till I shake him bith horns.Come, boots, boy, we must gallop all the way, for the sin, you know, is done with turning up the white of an eye.Will you join your forces?

BELLAMONT
Like a Hollander against a Dunkirk.

MAYBERRY
March then, this curse is on all letchers thrown,
They give horns and at last, horns are their own. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Two
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ENTER CAPTAIN JENKINS and ALLUM.

CAPTAIN
See the best of your little diminutive legs before and ride post, I pray.

ALLUM
Is it possible that Mistress Doll should be so bad?

CAPTAIN
Possible!Sblood, tis more easy for a oman to be naught than for a soldier to beg, and thats horrible easy, you know.

ALLUM
Ay, but to conycatch us all so grossly!

CAPTAIN
You Norfolk tumblers are but zanies to conycatching punks.

ALLUM
She gelded my purse of fifty pounds in ready money.

CAPTAIN
I will geld all the horses in five hundred shires, but I will ride over her, and her cheaters, and her Hornets; she made a stark ass of my coach-horse, and there is a putter-box, whom she spread thick upon her white bread and eat him up.I think she has sent the poor fellow to Gelderland, but I will marsh pravely in and out and pack again upon all the low countries in Christendom, as Holland, and Zealand, and Netherland, and Cleveland too; and I will be drunk and cast with master Hans van Belch, but I will smell him out.

ALLUM
Do so and well draw all our arrows of revenge up to the head but well hit her for her villainy.

CAPTAIN
I will traw as petter and as urse weapons as arrews up to the head, lug you; it shall be warrants to give her the whip deedle.

ALLUM
But now she knows shes discovered, shell take her bells and fly out of our reach.

CAPTAIN
Fly with her pells!Ounds! I know a parish that sal tag down all the pells and sell em to Captain Jenkins, to do him good, and if pells will fly, well fly too, unless the pell-ropes hang us.Will you amble up and down to Master Justice by my side to have this rascal Hornet in corum, and so to make her hold her whores piece?

ALLUM
Ill amble or trot with you, Captain.You told me she threatened her champions should cut for her; if so, we may have the piece of her.

CAPTAIN
O mon du! Du guin!Follow your leader; Jenkins shall cut and slice as worse as they.Come; I scorne to have any piece of her, or of any oman, but open wars![Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Three
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Enter BELLAMONT, MAYBERRY, GREENSHIELD, PHILIP,
LEVERPOOL, and CHARTLEY;all booted.

BELLAMONT
What, will these young gentlemen help us to catch this fresh salmon, ha?Philip, are they thy friends?

PHILIP
Yes, sir.

BELLAMONT
We are beholding to you gentlemen that youll fill our consort.I ha seen your faces methinks before, and I cannot inform myself where.

BOTH
Maybe so, sir.

BELLAMONT
Shalls to horse?Heres a tickler.Heigh!To horse!

MAYBERRY
Come, switch and spurs!Lets mount our chevals, merry, quoth a.

BELLAMONT
Gentlemen, shall I shoot a fools bolt out among you all, because well be sure to be merry?

OMNES
What ist?

BELLAMONT
For mirth on the highway will make us rid ground faster then if thieves were at our tails.What say you to this?Lets all practise jests one against another, and he that has the best jest thrown upon him, and is most galld between our riding forth and coming in, shall bear the charge of the whole journey.

OMNES
Content, ifaith.

BELLAMONT
We shall fit one a you with a coxcomb at Ware, I believe.

MAYBERRY
Peace.

GREENSHIELD
Ist a bargain.

OMNES
And hands clapt upon it.

BELLAMONT
Stay.Yonders the Dolphin without Bishopsgate where our horses are at rack and manger, and we are going past it.Come, cross over.And what place is this?

MAYBERRY
Bedlam, ist not?

BELLAMONT
Where the madmen are.I never was among them.As you love me, gentlemen, lets see what Greeks are within.

GREENSHIELD
We shall stay too long.

BELLAMONT
Not a whit.Ware will stay for our coming, I warrant you.Come a spurt and sway.Lets be mad once in our days.This is the door.

Enter FULL-MOON.

MAYBERRY
Save you, sir, may we see some a your mad folks?Do you keep em?

FULL-MOON
Yes.

BELLAMONT
Pray, bestow your name upon us, sir.

FULL-MOON
My name is Full-Moon.

BELLAMONT
You well deserve this office, good master Full-Moon.And what madcaps have you in your house?

Enter the Musician.

FULL-MOON
Diverse.

MAYBERRY
Gods so, see, see, whats he walks yonder?Is he mad?

FULL-MOON
Thats a musician.Yes, hes besides himself.

BELLAMONT
A musician!How fell he mad, for Gods sake?

FULL-MOON
For love of an Italian dwarf.

BELLAMONT
Has he been to Italy then?

FULL-MOON
Yes, and speaks, they say, all manner of languages.

Enter the Bawd.

OMNES
Gods so, look, look, whats she?

BELLAMONT
The dancing bear.A pretty well-favoured little woman.

FULL-MOON
They say, but I know not, that she was a bawd, and was frighted out of her wits by fire.

BELLAMONT
May we talk with em, Master Full-Moon?

FULL-MOON
Yes, and you will.I must look about for I have unruly tenants.[Exit.

BELLAMONT
What, have you in this paper, honest friend?[Exit Musician.

GREENSHIELD
Is this he has all manner of languages, yet speaks none?

BAWD
How do you, Sir Andrew, will you send for some aqua vitæ for me?I have had no drink never since the last great rain that fell.

BELLAMONT
No, thats a lie.

BAWD
Nay, by Gad, then you lie, for all yare Sir Andrew.I was a dapper rogue in Portingale voyage; not an inch broad at the heel, and yet this high, I scornd.I can tell you to be drunk with rain water then, Sir.In those golden and silver days I had sweet bits then, Sir Andrew.How do you, good brother Timothy?

BELLAMONT
You have been in much trouble since that voyage.

BAWD
Never in Bridewell, I protest, as Im a virgin! for I could never abide that Bridewell, I protest.I was once sick and I took my water in a basket, and carried it to a doctors.

PHILIP
In a basket?

BAWD
Yes, sir.You arrant fool, there was a urinal in it.

PHILIP
I cry you mercy.

BAWD
The doctor told me I was with child.How many lords, knights, gentlemen, citizens, and others promisd me to be godfathers to that child?Twas not Gods will; the prentices made a riot upon my glass windows the Shrove Tuesday following and I miscarried.

OMNES
Oh, do not weep!

BAWD
I ha cause to weep.I trust gentlewomen their diet sometimes a fortnight; lend gentlemen Holland shirts, and they sweat em out at tennis, and no restitution, and no restitution.But Ill take a new order.I will have but six stewd prunes in a dish and some of Mother Walls cakes, for my best customers are tailors.

OMNES
Tailors, ha, ha!

BAWD
Ay, tailors.Give me your London prentice; your country gentlemen are grown too politic.

BELLAMONT
But what say you to such young gentlemen as these are?

BAWD
Foh!They as soon as they come to their lands get up to London and like squibs that run upon lines, they keep a spitting of fire and cracking till they ha spent all, and when my squib is out, what says his punk?Foh!He stinks!

Enter the Musician.

Methought this other night, I saw a pretty sight,
Which pleased me much.
A comely country maid, not squeamish or afraid
To let gentlemen touch.
I sold her maidenhead once, and I sold her maidenhead twice,
And I sold it last to an alderman of York;
And then I had sold it thrice.

MUSICIAN
You sing scurvily.

BAWD
Marry muff, sing thou better, for Ill go sleep my old sleeps. [Exit.

BELLAMONT
What are you doing, my friend?

MUSICIAN
Pricking, pricking.

BELLAMONT
What do you mean by pricking?

MUSICIAN
A gentleman-like quality.

BELLAMONT
This fellow is somewhat prouder and sullener than the other.

MAYBERRY
Oh, so be most of your musicians.

MUSICIAN
Are my teeth rotten?

OMNES
No, sir.

MUSICIAN
Then I am no comfit-maker, nor vintner.I do not get wenches in my drink.Are you a musician?

BELLAMONT
Yes.

MUSICIAN
Well be sworn brothers then, look you, sweet rogue.

GREENSHIELD
Gods so, now I think upont, a jest is crept into my head.Steal away, if you love me.

[Exeunt GREENSHIELD, MAYBERRY, PHILIP, LEVERPOOL, and CHARTLEY; Musician sings.

MUSICIAN
Was ever any merchants band set before I set it?.Walk, Im a-cold; this white satin is too thin unless it be cut, for then the sun enters.Can you speak Italian too?Sapetè Italiano.

BELLAMONT
Un poco.

MUSICIAN
Sblood, if it be in you, Ill poke it out of you.Un poco; come, March, lie here with me but till the fall of the leaf, and if you have but poco Italiano in you, Ill fill you full of more poco, March.

BELLAMONT
Come on.[Exeunt.

Enter MAYBERRY, GREENSHIELD, PHILIP, FULL-MOON,
LEVERPOOL, and CHARTLEY.

GREENSHIELD
Good Master Mayberry, Philip, if you be kind gentlemen, uphold the jest; your whole voyage is paid for.

MAYBERRY
Follow it then.

FULL-MOON
The old gentleman say you, why he talkd even now as well in his wits as I do myself, and lookd at wisely.

GREENSHIELD
No matter how he talks, but his pericranions parishd.

FULL-MOON
Where is he, pray?

PHILIP
Marry, with the musician, and is madder by this time.

CHARTLEY
Hes an excellent musician himself, you must note that.

MAYBERRY
And having met on fit for his own tooth.You see he skips from us.

GREENSHIELD
The troth is, Master Full-Moon, divers trains have been laid to bring him hither, without gaping of people, and never any took effect till now.

FULL-MOON
How fell he mad?

GREENSHIELD
For a woman.Look you, sir, heres a crown to provide his supper.Hes a gentleman of a very good house; you shall be paid well if you convert him.To-morrow morning, bedding, and a gown shall be sent in, and wood and coal.

FULL-MOON
No, sir, he must have no fire.

GREENSHIELD
No?Why, look you what straw you buy for him; shall return you a whole harvest.

OMNES
Let his straw be fresh and sweet, we beseech you, sir.

GREENSHIELD
Get a couple of your sturdiest fellows and bind him, I pray, whilst we slip out of his sight.

FULL-MOON
Ill hamper him, I warrant, gentlemen.[Exeunt.

OMNES
Excellent.

MAYBERRY
But how will my noble poet take it at my hands, to betray him thus?

OMNES
Foh!Tis but a jest; he comes.

Enter Musician and BELLAMONT.

BELLAMONT
Pardonnez-moi, si Io dimando del vostro nome.Oh, whether shrunk you.I have h ad such a mad dialogue here.

OMNES
We ha been with the other mad folks.

MAYBERRY
And what says he and his prick-song?

BELLAMONT
We were up to the ears in Italian ifaith.

OMNES
In Italian!Oh, good Master Bellamont, lets hear him.

Enter FULL-MOON and two Keepers.The rest steal away.

BELLAMONT
How now!Sdeath!What do you mean?Are you mad?

FULL-MOON
Away, sirrah, bind him, hold fast.You want a wench, sirrah, do you?

BELLAMONT
What wench?Will you take mine arms from me, being no heralds?Let go, you dogs!

FULL-MOON
Bind him.Be quiet.Come, come, dogs, fie, and a gentleman!

BELLAMONT
Master Mayberry! Philip! Master Mayberry!Uds foot!

FULL-MOON
Ill bring you a wench; are you mad for a wench?

BELLAMONT
I hold my life my comrades have put this fools cap upon thy head to gull me.I smell it now.Why, do you hear, Full-Moon, let me loose, for Im not mad; Im not mad,by Jesu!

FULL-MOON
Ask the gentlemen that.

BELLAMONT
Bith Lord, Im as well in my wits as any man ith house!And this is a trick put upon thee by these gallants in pure knavery.

FULL-MOON
Ill try that.Answer me to this question.Loose his arms a little.Look you, sir, three geese nine pence, every goose three pence; whats that a goose, roundly, roundly one with another?

BELLAMONT
Sfoot, do you bring your geese for me to cut up?[Strike him soundly and kick him.

Enter all.

OMNES
Hold, hold, bind him, Master Full-Moon.

FULL-MOON
Bind him, you!He has paid me all!Ill have none of his bonds, not I, unless I could recover them better.

GREENSHIELD
Have I given it to you, Master Poet?Did the lime-bush take?

MAYBERRY
It was his warrant sent thee to Bedlam, old Jack Bellamont; and Master Full-ithMoon, our warrant discharges him.Poet, well all ride upon thee to Ware and back again, I fear, to thy cost.

BELLAMONT
If you do, I must bear you.Thank you, Master Greenshield.I will not die in your debt.Farewell, you mad rascals.To horse, come!Tis well done; twas well done; you may laugh, you shall laugh, gentlemen.If the gudgeonhad been swallowed by one of you it had been vile, but by Gad, tis nothing, for your best poets indeed are mad for the most part.Farewell, Goodman Full-Moon.

FULL-MOON
Pray, gentlemen, if you come by, call in. [Exit.

BELLAMONT
Yes, yes, when they are mad.Horse yourselves now, if you be men.

MAYBERRY
He gallop must that after women rides.
Get our wives out of town; they take long strides. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene One
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ENTER OLD MAYBERRY and BELLAMONT.

MAYBERRY
But why have you brought us to the wrong inn?And withal possessd Greenshield that my wife is not in town.When my project was, that I would have brought him up into the chamber where young Featherstone and his wife lay; and so all his artillery should have recoild into his own bosom.

BELLAMONT
O, it will fall out far better; you shall see my revenge will have a more neat and unexpected conveyance.He hath been all up and down the town to inquire for a Londoners wife; none such is to be found, for I have mewd your wife up already.Marry, he hears of a Yorkshire gentlewoman at next inn, and thats all the commodity Ware affords at this instant.Now, sir, he very politically imagines that your wife is rode to Puckridge, five mile further, for saith he in such a town where hosts will be familiar and tapsters saucy, and chamberlains worse then thieves intelligencers; theyll never put foot out of stirrup.Either at Puckridge or Wadesmill, saith he, you shall find them; and because our horses are weary, hes gone to take up post horse.My counsel is only this:when he comes in, fain yourself very melancholy; swear you will ride no further.And this is your part of the comedy:the sequel of the jest shall come like money borrowed of a courtier and paid within the day:a thing strange and unexpected.

Enter GREENSHIELD.

MAYBERRY
Enough; I hat.

BELLAMONT
He comes.

GREENSHIELD
Come, gallants, the post horse are ready; tis but a quarter of an hour riding.Well ferret them and firk them in faith.

BELLAMONT
Are they grown politic?When do you see honesty covet corners or a gentleman thats no thief lie in the inn of a carrier?

MAYBERRY
Nothing hath undone my wife but too much riding.

BELLAMONT
She was a pretty piece of a poet, indeed, and in her discourse would as many of your goldsmiths wives do, draw her simile from precious stones so wittily, as redder then your ruby, harder then your diamond, and so from stone to stone in less time then a man can draw on a straight boot, as if she had been an excellent lapidary.

GREENSHIELD
Come, will you to horse, sir?

MAYBERRY
No, let her go to the devil and she will; Ill not stir a foot further.

GREENSHIELD
Gods precious! ist come to this?Persuade him, as you are a gentleman, there will be ballads made ofhim, and the burthen thereof will be:if you had rode out five mile forward, he had found the fatal house of Brainford Northward.O, hone, hone, hone a nonero!

BELLAMONT
You are merry, sir.

GREENSHIELD
Like your citizen, I never think of my debts when I am a horseback.

BELLAMONT
You imagine you are riding from your creditors.

GREENSHIELD
Good, in faith.Will you to horse?

MAYBERRY
Ill ride no further.[Walks aside.

GREENSHIELD
Then Ill discharge the postmaster.Wast not a pretty wit of mine master poet to have had him rod into Puckridge with a horn before him, wast not?

BELLAMONT
Good sooth, excellent.I was dull in apprehending it; but come, since we must stay, well be merry.Chamberlain, call in the music, bid the tapsters and maids come up and dance; what well make a night of it! Hark you, masters, I have an excellent jest to make old Mayberry merry.Sfoot, well have him merry!

Enter Fiddlers.

GREENSHIELD
Lets make him drunk then; a simple catching wit, I.

BELLAMONT
Go thy ways.I know a nobleman would take such a delight in thee.

GREENSHIELD
Why, so he would in his fool.

BELLAMONT
Before God, but he would make a difference; he would keep you in satin.But as I was a-saying, well have him merry.His wife is gone to Puckridge; tis a wench makes him melancholy; tis a wench must make him merry.We must help him to a wench.When you citizen comes into his lane wet and cold, dropping, either the hostess or one of her maids warms his bed, pulls on his night-cap, cuts his corners, puts out the candle, bids him command aught, if he want aught; and so after master citiner sleeps as quietly, as if he lay in his own low country of Holland, his own linen, I mean, sir, we must have a wench for him.

GREENSHIELD
But wheres this wench to be found?Here are all the moveable petticoats of the house.

BELLAMONT
At the next inn there lodged to-night  

GREENSHIELD
Gods precious!A Yorkshire gentlewoman!I hat; Ill angle for her; presently, well have him merry.

BELLAMONT
Procure some chamberlain to pander for you.

GREENSHIELD
No, Ill be pander myself, because well be merry.

BELLAMONT
Will you, will you?

GREENSHIELD
But how?Be a pander as I am, a gentleman?That were horrible.Ill thrust myself into the outside of a falconer in town here; and now I think ont there are a company of country players that are come to town here shall furnish me hair and beard.If I do not bring her  well be wondrous merry!

BELLAMONT
About it; look you, sir, though she bear her far aloof, and her body out of distance, so her mind be coming, tis no matter.

GREENSHIELD
Get old Mayberry merry.That any man should take to heart thus the downfall of a woman!I think when he comes home, poor snail, hell not dare to peep forth of doors lest his horns usher him.[Exit.

BELLAMONT
Go thy ways; there be more in England wear large ears and horns then stags and asses.Excellent, he rides post with a halter about his neck.

MAYBERRY
How now?Wilt take?

BELLAMONT
Beyond expectation.I have persuaded him the only way to make you merry is to help you to a wench, and the fool is gone to pander his own wife hither.

MAYBERRY
Why, hell know her.

BELLAMONT
She hath been maskd ever since she came into the inn, for fear of discovery.

MAYBERRY
Then shell know him.

BELLAMONT
For that his own unfortunate wit helpd my lazy invention, for he hath disguised himself like a fawkner in town here, hoping that procuring shape to do more good upon her then in the outside of a gentleman.

MAYBERRY
Young Featherstone will know him.

BELLAMONT
Hes gone into the town and will not return this half hour.

MAYBERRY
Excellent, if she will come.

BELLAMONT
Nay, upon my life, shell come!When she enters, remember some of your young blood; talk as some of your gallant commoners will; dice and drink freely; do not call for sack, lest it betray the coldness of your manhood, but fetch a caper now and then to make the gold chink in your pockets.Ay, so.

MAYBERRY
Ha, old poet! lets once stand to it for the credit of Milkstreet.Is my wife acquainted with this?

BELLAMONT
Shes perfect, and will come out upon her cue, I warrant you.

MAYBERRY
Good wenches, in faith.Fills some more sack here.

BELLAMONT
Gods precious!Do not call for sack by any means.

MAYBERRY
Why then, give us a whole lordship for life in Rhenish with the reversion in sugar.

BELLAMONT
Excellent.

MAYBERRY
It were not amiss if we were dancing.

BELLAMONT
Out upont.I shall never do it.

Enter GREENSHIELD disguised, with MISTRESS GREENSHIELD.

GREENSHIELD
Out of mine nostrils tapster, thou smelst, like Guildhall two days after Simon and Jude, of drink most horribly.Off with thy mask, sweet sinner of the North; these masks are foils to good faces, and to bad ones they are like new satin outsides to lousy linings.

KATE
O, my no means, sir.Your merchant will not open a whole piece to his best customer; he that buys a woman must take her as she falls.Ill unmask my hand.Heres the sample.

GREENSHIELD
Go to then.Old poet, I have taen her up already as a pinnace bound for the straights.She knows her burden yonder.

BELLAMONT
Lady, you are welcome.Yon is the old gentleman and observe him; hes not one of your far city chuffs, whose great belly argues that the felicity of his life consists in capon, sack, and sincere honesty, but a lean spare bountiful gallant, one that hath an old wife and a young performance; whose reward is no the rate of a captain newly come out of the low countries; or a Yorkshire attorney in good contentious practice, some angel.Know, the proportion of your wealthy citizen to his wench is her chamber, her diet, her physic, her every thing.Youll say your young gentleman is your only service that lies before you like a calves head, with his brains some half yard from him, but I assure you, they must not only have variety of foolery, but also of wenches, whereas your conscionable grey-bread of Farrington within will keep himself, to the ruins of one cast waiting woman, an age; and perhaps, when hes past all other good works, to wipe out false weights and twenty ith hundred, marry her.

GREENSHIELD
O, well, bowled Tom (…), we have precedents fort.

KATE
But I have a husband, sir.

BELLAMONT
You have?If the knave thy husband shall be rich, make him poor that be may borrow money of this merchant, and be laid up in the Counter, or Ludgate, so it shall be conscience in your old gentleman, when he hath seized all thy goods, to take the horn and maintain thee.

GREENSHIELD
O, well, bowled Tom (…), we have precedents fort.

KATE
Well, if you be not a nobleman, you are some great valiant gentleman by your bearing, and the fashion of your beard; and do but thus to make the citizen merry, because you owe him some money.

BELLAMONT
O, you are a wag.

MAYBERRY
You are very welcome.

GREENSHIELD
He is taen; excellent, excellent!Theres one will make him merry; is it any imputation to help ones friend to a wench?

BELLAMONT
No more then at my lords entreaty to help my lady to a pretty waiting woman.If he had given you a gelding or the reversion of some monopoly, or a new suit of satin would have smelt of the pander; but whats done freely comes like a present to an old lady, without any reward; and what is done without any reward comes like wounds to a soldier, very honourably notwithstanding.

MAYBERRY
This is my breeding gentlewoman and whither travel you?[Kisses her.

KATE
To London, sir, as the old tale goes, to seek my fortune.

MAYBERRY
Shall I be your fortune, lady?

KATE
O, pardon me, sir.Ill have some young landed heir to be my fortune, for thy favour, she fools more then citizens.

MAYBERRY
Are you married?

KATE
Yes, but my husband is in garrison ithlow countries, is the colonels bawd, and the captains jester.He sent me word over that he will thrive, for though his apparel lie ithLombard, he keeps his conscience ithmuster book.

MAYBERRY
He may do his country good service, lady.

KATE
Ay, as many of your captains do that fight as the geese saved the capitol, only with prattling.Well, well, if I were in some noblemans hand now, may be he would not take a thousand pounds for me.

MAYBERRY
No?

KATE
No, sir; and yet may be at years end would give me a brace of hundreth pounds to marry me to his bailey, or the solicitor of his law suits.Whos this, I beseech you?

Enter MISTRESS MAYBERRY, her hair loose, with the Hostess.

HOSTESS
I pray you, forsooth, be patient.

BELLAMONT
Passion of my heart, Mistress Mayberry![Exeunt Fiddlers.

GREENSHIELD
Now will she put some notable trick upon her cuckoldry husband.

MAYBERRY
Why how now, wife, what means this? ha?

WIFE
Well, I cam very well.O, my unfortunate parents, would you had buried me quick when you linkd me to this misery!

MAYBERRY
O wife, be patient.I have more cause to rail, wife.

WIFE
You have?Prove it, prove it!Wheres the courtier you should have taen in my bosom?Ill spit in gall ins face that can tax me of any dishonour.Have I lost the pleasure of mine eyes, the sweets of my youth, the wishes of my blood, and the portion of my friends to be thus dishonoured, to be reputed vild in London whilst my husband prepares common diseases for me at Ware?Oh God, oh God!

BELLAMONT
Prettily well dissembled.

HOSTESS
[To MAYBERRY.] As I am true hostess, you are to blame, sir!What are you, mistress?Ill know what you are afore you depart, mistress.Dost thou leave thy chamber in an honest inn to come and inveigle my customers?And you had sent for me up and kissd me and used me like an hostess, twould never have grieved me, but to do it to a stranger!

KATE
Ill leave you, sir.

MAYBERRY
Stay, why how now, sweet gentlewoman?Cannot I come forth to breathe myself, but I must be haunted?[Aside.] Rail upon old Bellamont, that he may discover them.[Aloud.] You remember Featherstone, Greenshield?

WIFE
I remember them, I.There are two as coging, dishonourable, damnd, forsworn, beggarly gentlemen as are all in London, and theres a reverent old gentleman too; you pander in my conscience!

BELLAMONT
Lady, I will not as the old gods were wont, swear by the infernal Styx, but by all the mingled wine in the cellar beneath, and the smoke of tobacco that hath fumed over the vessels, I did not procure your husband this banqueting dish of sucket.Look you, behold the parenthesis.[Discovers GREENSHIELD.

HOSTESS
Nay, Ill see your face too.[Unmasks KATE.

KATE
My dear unkind husband.I protest to thee I have playd this knavish part only to be witty.

GREENSHIELD
That I might be presently turned into a matter more solid then horn, into marble.

BELLAMONT
Your husband, gentlewoman!Why, he never was a soldier.

KATE
Ay, but a lady got him prickd for a captain.I warrant you, he will answer to the name of captain, though he be none.Like a lady that will not think scorn to answer to the name of her first husband, though he wear a soap-boiler.

GREENSHIELD
Hang of thee, devil; away!

KATE
[Sings.] No, no, you fled me tother day,
When I was with child you ran away,
But since I have caught you now…

GREENSHIELD
A pox of your wit and your singing!

BELLAMONT
Nay, look you, sir, she must sing because well be merry;
[Sings.]What though you rode not five mile forward,
You have found that fatal house at Brainford northward.
O, hone, no, no, na, ne, ro!

GREENSHIELD
God refuse me, gentlemen!You may laugh and be merry; but I am a cuckold and I think you knew of it.Who lay ithsegs with you to-night, wild duck?

KATE
Nobody with me, as I shall be saved.But, Master Featherstone came to meet me as far as Royston.

GREENSHIELD
Featherstone!

MAYBERRY
See, the hawk that first stoopd my pheasant is killd by the spaniel that first sprang all of our side, wife.

BELLAMONT
Twas a pretty wit of you, sir, to have had him rod into Puckridge with a horn before him, ha, wast not?

GREENSHIELD
Good.

BELLAMONT
Or where a citizen keeps his house, you know tis not as a gentleman keeps his chamber for debt, but as you said even now very wisely, lest his horns should usher him.

GREENSHIELD
Very good.Featherstone, he comes.

Enter FEATHERSTONE.

FEATHERSTONE
Luke Greenshield, Master Mayberry, old poet, Moll, and Kate, most happily encounterd!Uds life! how came you hither?By my life, the man looks pale!

GREENSHIELD
You are a villain and Ill makd good upon you.I am no servingman to feed upon your reversion.

FEATHERSTONE
Go to the ordinary then.

BELLAMONT
This is his ordinary, sir, and in this she is like a London ordinary; her best getting comes by the box.

GREENSHIELD
You are a damnd villain.

FEATHERSTONE
Oh, by no means.

GREENSHIELD
No, Uds life! Ill go instantly take a purse, be apprehended and hangd fort better than be a cuckold!

FEATHERSTONE
But first, make your confession, sirrah.

GREENSHIELD
Tis this:thou hast not used me like a gentleman.

FEATHERSTONE
A gentleman!Thou a gentleman!Thou a tailor!

BELLAMONT
Ware peaching.

FEATHERSTONE
No, sirrah, if you will confess aught, tell how thou hast wronged that virtuous gentlewoman; how thou layest at her two year together to make her dishonest; how thou wouldst send me thither with letters, how duly thou wouldst watch the citizens wives vacation, whish is twice a day; namely the exchange time, twelve at noon and six at night, and where she refused thy importunity, and vowed to tell her husband; thou wouldst fall down upon thy knees and entreat her for the love of Heaven, if not to ease thy violent affection, at least to conceal it, to which her pity and simple virtue consented; how thou tookest her wedding ring from her, met these two gentlemen at Ware, fained a quarrel, and the rest is apparent.This only remains:what wrong the poor gentlewoman hast since received by our intolerable lie; I am most heartily sorry for, and to thy bosom will maintain all I have said to be honest.

MAYBERRY
Victory, wife; thou art quit by proclamation.

BELLAMONT
Sir, you are an honest man; I have known an arrant thief for peaching made an officer.Give me your hand, sir.

KATE
Oh filthy, abominable husband!Did you all this?

MAYBERRY
Certainly, he is no captain; he blushes.

WIFE
Speak, sir, did you ever know me answer your wishes?

GREENSHIELD
You are honest, very virtuously honest.

WIFE
I will then no longer be a loose woman; I have at my husbands pleasure taen upon me this habit of jealousy.Im sorry for you.Virtue glories not in the spoil, but in the victory.

BELLAMONT
How say you by that goodly sentence; look you, sir, you gallants visit citizens houses, as the Spaniard first sailed to the Indies, you pretend buying of wares or selling of lands, but the end proves tis nothing but for discovery and conquest of their wives for better maintenance.Why, look you, was he aware of those broken patience when you met him at Ware and possessd him of the downfall of his wife?You are a cuckold, you have panderd you own wife to this gentleman; better men have done it; honest Tom (…); we have precedents fort.Hie you to London.What is more Catholic ith city then for husbands daily for to forgive the nightly sins of their bedfellows.If you like not that course but do intend to be rid of her, rifle her at a tavern where you may swallow down some fifty wiseacres sons and heirs to old tenements and common gardens, like so many raw yolks with muskadine to bedward.

KATE
O filthy knave!Dost compare a woman of my carriage to a horse?

BELLAMONT
And no disparagement, for a woman to have a high forehead, a quick ear, a full eye, a wide nostril, a sleek skin, a straight back, a round hip, and so forth, is most comely.

KATE
But is a great belly comely in a horse, sir?

BELLAMONT
No, lady.

KATE
And what think you of it in a woman, I pray you?

BELLAMONT
Certainly I am put down at my own weapon.I therefore recant the rifling.No, there is a new trade come up for the cast gentlewomen of periwig making.Let your wife set up ith Strand, and yet I doubt whether she may or no, for they say the women have got it to be a corporation; if you can you may make good use of it, for you shall have as good a coming in by hair, though it be but a falling commodity, and by other foolish tiring, as any between Saint Clements and Charing.

FEATHERSTONE
Now you have run yourself out of breath.Hear me:I protest the gentlewoman is honest, and since I have wrongd her reputation in meeting her thus privately, Ill maintain her.Wilt thou hand at my purse, Kate, like a pair of barbary buttons, to open with tis full, and close when tis empty?

KATE
Ill be divorcd by this Christian element, and because thou thinkst thou art a cuckold, lest I should make thee an infidel in causing thee to believe an untruth Ill make thee a cuckold.

BELLAMONT
Excellent wench!

FEATHERSTONE
Come, lets go, sweet.The nag I ride upon bears a double.Well to London.

MAYBERRY
Do not bite your thumbs, sir.

KATE
Bite his thumb!
[Sings.] Ill make him do a thing worse than this,
Come love me where as I lay.

FEATHERSTONE
What, Kate!

KATE
[Sings.] He shall father a child is none of his,
O, the clean contrary way!

FEATHERSTONE
O, lusty Kate![Exeunt FEATHERSTONE and KATE.

MAYBERRY
Methought he said even now you were a tailor.

GREENSHIELD
You shall hear more of that hereafter.Ill make Ware and him stink ere he goes; if I be a tailor, the rogues naked weapon shall not fright me; Ill beat him and my wife both out a the town with a tailors yard![Exit.

MAYBERRY
O, valiant Sir Tristram!Room there.

Enter PHILIP, LEVERPOOL, and CHARTLEY.

PHILIP
News, father, most strange news out of the low countries; your good lady and mistress that set you to work upon a dozen of cheese-trenchers is now lighted at the next inn, and the old venerable gentleman her father with her.

BELLAMONT
Let the gates of our inn be lockd up closer than a noblemans gate at dinner time.

OMNES
Why, sir, why?

BELLAMONT
If she enter here the house will be infected; the plague is not half so dangerous as a she-hornet.Philip, this is your shuffling a the cards, to turn up her for the bottom card at Ware.

PHILIP
No, as Im virtuous, sir, ask the two gentlemen.

LEVERPOOL
No, in troth, sir, she told us that inquiring at London for you or your son your man chalkd out her way to Ware.

BELLAMONT
I would Ware might choke em both!Master Mayberry, my horse and I will take our leaves of you.Ill to Bedlam again rather than stay her.

MAYBERRY
Shall a woman make thee fly thy country?Stay, stand to her though she were greater than Pope Joan.What are thy brains conjuring for, my poetical bay leaf eater?

BELLAMONT
For a sprite a the buttry that shall make us all drink with mirth if I can raise it.Stay, the chicken is not fully hatchd; hit, I beseech thee.So, come, will you be secret, gentlemen, and assisting?

OMNES
With brown bills, if you think good.

BELLAMONT
What will you say if by some trick we put this little hornet into Featherstones bosom and marry em together?

OMNES
Fuh!Tis impossible!

BELLAMONT
Most possible.Ill to my trencher woman, let me alone for dealing with her.Featherstone, gentlemen, shall be your patient.

OMNES
How?How?

BELLAMONT
Thus:I will close with this country peddler, Mistress Dorothy, that travels up and down to exchange pins for cunny-skins, very lovingly; she shall eat nothing but sweetmeats in my company, good words, whose taste when she likes, as I know she will.Then will I play upon her with this Artillery, that a very proper man and a great hare, naming Featherstone, spied her from a window when she lighted at her inn, is extremely in love with her, vows to make her his wife, if it stand to her good liking, even in Ware; but being, as most of your young gentlemen are, somewhat bashful and ashamd to venture upon a woman.

MAYBERRY
City and suburbs can justify it, so, sir.

BELLAMONT
He sends me, being an old friend, to undermine for him.Ill so whet the wenchs stomach and make her so hungry that she shall have an appetite to him, fear it not.Greenshield shall have a hand in it too, and to be revengd of his partner, will, I know, strike with any weapon.

LEVERPOOL
But is Featherstone of any means? else you undo him and her.

MAYBERRY
He has land between Foolham and London; he would have made it over to me.To your charge, poet, give you the assault upon her and sent but Featherstone to me; Ill hang him by the gills.

BELLAMONT
Hes not yet horsed, sure.Philip, go thy ways, give fire to him and send him hither with a powder presently.

PHILIP
Hes blown up already[Exit.

BELLAMONT
Gentlemen, youll stick to the device and look to your plot?

OMNES
Most poetically.Away to your quarter.

BELLAMONT
I march.I cast my rider, gallants.I hope you see who shall pay for our voyage.[Exit.

Enter PHILIP and FEATHERSTONE.

MAYBERRY
That must he that comes here.Master Featherstone, O Master Featherstone, you may now make your fortunes weigh ten stone of feathers more than ever they did.Leap but into the saddle now that stands empty for you; you are made for ever.

LEVERPOOL
[Aside.] An ass, Ill be sworn.

FEATHERSTONE
How, for Gods sake, how?

MAYBERRY
I would you had what I could wish you.I love you, and because you shall be sure to know where my love dwells, look you, sir, it hands out at this sign.You shall pray for Ware, when Ware is dead and rotten.Look you, sir, there is as pretty a little pinnace struck sail hereby and come in lately.Shes my kinswoman, my fathers youngest sister; a ward, her portion three thousand; her hopes if her grannam die without issue, better.

FEATHERSTONE
Very good, sir.

MAYBERRY
Her guardian goes about to marry her to a stone cutter, and rather than shell be subject to such a fellow, shell die a martyr.Will you have all our?Shes run away, is here at an inn ithtown.What parts so ever you have playd with me, I see good parts in you, and if you now will catch times hair thats put into your hand, you shall clap her up presently.

FEATHERSTONE
Is she young?And a pretty wench?

LEVERPOOL
Few citizens wives are like her.

PHILIP
Young, why I warrant sixteen hath scarce gone over her.

FEATHERSTONE
Sfoot, where is she?If I like her personage as well as I like that which you say belongs to her personage, Ill stand thrumming of caps no longer, but board your pinnace whilst tis hot.

MAYBERRY
Away then with these gentlemen with a French gallop and to her; Philip here shall run for a priest and dispatch you.

FEATHESTONE
Will you gallants go along? We may be married in a chamber for fear of hue and cry after her and some of the company shall keep the door.

MAYBERRY
Assure your soul she will be followed; away therefore!

[Exeunt FEATHERSTONE, PHILIP, LEVERPOOL, and CHARTLEY.]

Hes in the Curtians gulf and swallowed horse and man.He will have some body keep the door for him, shell look to that.I am younger then I was two nights ago for this physic.How now?

Enter CAPTAIN JENKINS, ALLUM, HANS, and others booted.

CAPTAIN
God pless you; is there not an arrant scurvy trab in your company that is a sentlewoman born, sir, and can tawg Welch and Dutch and any tongue in your head?

MAYBERRY
How so?Drabs in my company?Do I look like a drab-driver?

CAPTAIN
The trab will drive you , if she put you before her, into a pench-hole.

ALLUM
Is not a gentleman here, one Master Bellamont, sir, of your company?

MAYBERRY
Yes, yes.Come you from London?Hell be here presently.

CAPTAIN
Will he? Tawsone, this oman hunts at his tail like your little goats in Wales follow their mother; we have warrants here from master sustice of this shire to show no pity nor mercy to her; her name is Doll.

MAYBERRY
Why, sir, what has she committed?I think such a creature is ithtown.

CAPTAIN
What has she committed!Ounds! She has committed more then manslaughters for she has committed herself, God pless us to everlasting prison!Lug you, sir, she is a punk, she shifts her lovers, as captains and Welsh gentlemen and such, as she does her trenchers when she has well fed upont, and that there is left nothing but pare bones, she calls for a clean one and scraps away the first.

Enter BELLAMONT and HORNET, with DOLL between them,
FEATHERSTONE, GREENSHIELD, KATE, MAYBERRYs Wife,
PHILIP, LEVERPOOL and CHARTLEY.

MAYBERRY
Gods so, Master Featherstone, what will you do?Heres three come from London to fetch away the gentlewoman with a warrant.

FEATHERSTONE
All the warrants in Europe shall not fetch her now; shes mine sure enough.What have you to say to her?Shes my wife.

CAPTAIN
Ow!Sblood, do you come so far to fish and catch frogs?Your wife is a tilt-boat; any man or oman may go in her for money.Shes a cunny-catcher.Where is my moveable goods calld a coach, and my two wild peasts.Pogs on you!Would they had trawn you to the gallows.

ALLUM
I must borrow fifty pounds of you, Mistress Bride.

HANS
Yaw, vro, and you make me de geck, de groet fool, you heb mine gelt, too; war is it?

DOLL
Out, you base scums.Come you to disgrace me in my wedding shoes?

FEATHERSTONE
Is this your three thousand pound ward?Ye told me, sir, she was your kinswoman.

MAYBERRY
Right, one of mine aunts.

BELLAMONT
Who pays for the northern voyage now, lads?

GREENSHIELD
Why do you not ride before my wife to London now?The woodcocks ithspringe.

KATE
O, forgive me, dear husband!I will never love a man that is worse than hangd, as he is.

MAYBERRY
Now a man may have a course in your park.

FEATHERSTONE
He may, sir.

DOLL
Never, I protest.I will be as true to thee as Ware and Wades-mill are one to another.

FEATHERSTONE
Well, its but my fate.Gentlemen, this is my opinion:its better to shoot in a bow that has been shot in before and will never start than to draw a fair new one that for every arrow will be warping.Come wench, we are joind, and all the dogs in France shall not part us.I have some lands, those Ill turn into money to pay you, and you, and any.Ill pay all that I can for thee, for Im sure thou hast paid me.

OMNES
God give you joy!

MAYBERRY
Come, lets be merry![To GREENSHIELD.] Lie with your own wife, to be sure she shall not walk in her sleep.A noise of musicians, chamberlain.
This night lets banquet freely; come, well dare,
Our wives to combat ith great bed in Ware.[Exeunt.


Westward Ho (1607)
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In collaboration with John Webster

Westward Ho was first published in 1607, although the play would have first been performed by the end of 1604.It was published by the bookseller John Hodgets in quarto form and the opening page states that the play was acted by The Children of Pauls; an all-boys company famous during the early 17th century. The work was a collaboration between Webster and Dekker, and it produced such an impact that Ben Jonson, George Chapman and John Marston responded by writing the infamous play Eastward Ho in 1605; this resulted in the imprisonment of Chapman and Jonson due to its anti-Scottish stance. The titles of the plays refer to the shouts of the watermen, who organised water taxis along the Thames River.

Westward Ho is considered a City comedy, a genre of drama popular from the late Elizabethan era until the closure of the theatres in the middle of the 17th century at the start of the English Civil War. The City comedy was often a satirical depiction of regular London life, frequently portraying the inhabitants of the city as lustful and prone to great folly. The play centres on a group of married couples and includes misunderstandings, concealments, disguises and much suggestive behaviour. It opens with Mistress Birdlime, a procuress, bringing gifts from an Earl to the married Mrs Justiniano, a woman whom the Earl has been unsuccessfully attempting to seduce. Justiniano determines to pretend to travel abroad, while secretly disguising himself so he can spy on, and manipulate, his wife and friends. Three married women are introduced to the audience and it becomes apparent that they are being pursued by three gallants; they arrange to meet these men away from the prying eyes of their husbands. The plot of the play unfolds to reach a comedic conclusion, offering an interesting inversion of the oft popular depicted dynamic between gallants and citizens.

While ultimately there are no actual transgressions in Westward Ho regarding any sexual liaisons, the work is significantly different in tone from the far more moralistic and conservative Eastward Ho, which sought not only to satirise London life, but to overtly reinforce traditional values. In contrast, Websters play throws sharp relief on aspects of the city life without the need to guide or direct the audience to a better way of living.
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Dramatis Personæ
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EARL.
JUSTINIANO.
HONEYSUCKLE.
TENTERHOOK.
WAFER.
MONOPOLY.
SIR GOSLIN GLOWWORM.
CAPTAIN WHIRLPOOL.
AMBUSH, a Sergeant.
CLUTCH, his yeoman.
BONIFACE, prentice to Honeysuckle.
PHILIP, Servant to Tenterhook.
Boy, Servant to Wafer.
HANS, a drawer.
Servants to the Earl.

MISTRESS MOLL JUSTINIANO.
MISTRESS JUDITH HONEYSUCKLE.
MISTRESS CLARE TENTERHOOK.
MISTRESS MABEL WAFER.
MISTRESS BIRDLIME.
LUCE, a whore.
CHRISTIAN, Servant to Birdlime.


Act One, Scene One
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ENTER MISTRESS BIRDLIME and Tailor.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Stay, tailor, this is the house. Pray thee, look not the gown be ruffled; as for the jewels and precious stones, I know not where to find them ready presently. She that wears this gown, if she will receive it, is Master Justinianos wife, the Italian merchant. My good old lord and master, that hath been a tilter this twenty year, hath sent it. Mum, tailor; you are a kind of bawd. Tailor, if the gentlewomans husband should chance to be in the way now, you shall tell him that I keep a hothouse in Gunpowder-alley, near Crutched Friars, and that I have brought home his wifes foul linen; and to colour my knavery the better, I have here three or four kinds of complexion, which I will make show of to sell unto her. The young gentlewoman hath a good city wit, I can tell you. She hath read in the Italian Courtier that it is a special ornament to gentlewomen to have skill in painting.

TAILOR
Is my lord acquainted with her?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Oh, ay.

TAILOR
Faith, Mistress Birdlime, I do not comment my lords choice so well. Now methinks he were better to set up a dairy and to keep half a score of lusty, wholesome, honest, country wenches.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Honest country wenches! In what hundred shall a man find two of that simple virtue?

TAILOR
Or to love some lady. There were equality and coherence.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Tailor, you talk like an ass. I tell thee there is equality enough between a lady and a city dame, if their hair be but a colour. Name you any one thing that your citizens wife comes short of to your lady. They have as pure linen, as choice painting, love green geese in spring, mallard and teal in the fall, and woodcock in the winter. Your citizens wife learns nothing but fopperies of your lady, but your lady or justice-a-peace madam carries high wit from the city, namely, to receive all and pay all; to awe their husbands, to check their husbands, to control their husbands; nay, they have the trick ont to be sick for a new gown, or a carcanet, or a diamond, or so; and I wis this is better wit than to learn how to wear a Scotch farthingale; nay, more  

Enter Prentice.

Here comes one of the servants. You remember, tailor, that I am deaf. Observe that.

TAILOR
Ay, thou art in that like one of our young gulls, that will not understand any wrong is done him, because he dares not answer it.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
By your leave, bachelor, is the gentlewoman, your mistress, stirring?

PRENTICE Yes, she is moving.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
What says he?

TAILOR
She is up.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Wheres the gentleman, your master, pray you?

PRENTICE
Where many women desire to have their husbands, abroad.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I am very thick of hearing.

PRENTICE
Why, abroad. You smell of the bawd.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I pray you tell her heres an old gentlewoman would speak with her.

PRENTICE
So.[Exit.

TAILOR
What, will you be deaf to the gentlewoman when she comes, too?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Oh, no; shes acquainted well enough with my knavery. She comes.

Enter MISTRESS JUSTINIANO.

How do you, sweet lady?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Lady!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
By Gods me, I hope to call you a lady ere you die. What, mistress, do you sleep well at nights?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Sleep! Ay, as quickly as a client having great business with lawyers.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Come, I am to come about the old suit. My good lord and master hath sent you a velvet gown here. Do you like the colour? Three-pile, a pretty fantastical trimming! I would God you would say it, by my troth. I dreamed last night you looked so prettily, so sweetly, methought so like the wisest lady of them all, in a velvet gown.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Whats the forepart?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
A very pretty stuff. I know not the name of your forepart, but tis of a hair colour.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
That it was my hard fortune, being so well brought up, having so great a portion to my marriage, to match so unluckily! Why, my husband and his whole credit is not worth my apparel. Well, I shall undergo a strange report in leaving my husband.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Tush, if you respect your credit, never think of that, for beauty covets rich apparel, choice diet, excellent physic. No German clock not mathematical engine whatsoever, requires so much reparation as a womans face; and what means hath your husband to allow sweet Doctor Glister-pipe his pension? I have heard that you have threescore smocks, that cost three pounds a smock. Will these smocks ever hold out with your husband? No, your linen and your apparel must turn over a new leaf, I can tell you.

TAILOR
Oh, admirable bawd! Oh, excellent Birdlime!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I have heard he loved you before you were married, entirely. What of that? I ever have found it most true in mine own experience, that they which are most violent dotards before their marriage are most voluntary cuckolds after. Many are honest, either because they have no means, or because they have not opportunity to be dishonest; and this Italian, your husbands countryman, hold it impossible any of their ladies should be excellent witty, and not make the uttermost use of their beauty. Will you be a fool then?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Thou dost persuade me to ill, very well.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
You are nice and peevish. How long will you hold out, think you? Not so long as Ostend.

Enter JUSTINIANO, the Merchant.

Passion of me! Your husband! Remember that I am deaf, and that I come to sell you complexion. Truly, mistress, I will deal very reasonably with you.

JUSTINIANO
What are you, say ye?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Ay, forsooth.

JUSTINIANO
What, my most happy wife?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Why your jealousy?

JUSTINIANO
Jealous! In faith, I do not fear to lose
That I have lost already. What are you?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Please, your good worship, I am a poor gentlewoman that cast away myself upon an unthrifty captain that lives now in Ireland. I am fain to pick out a poor living with selling complexion to keep the frailty, as they say, honest.

JUSTINIANO
Whats he? Complexion too? You are a bawd.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I thank your good worship for it.

JUSTINIANO
Do not I know these tricks?
That which thou makst a colour for thy sin,
Hath been thy first undoing. Painting, painting.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I have of all sorts, forsooth. Here is the burned power of a hogs jawbone, to be laid with the oil of white poppy, an excellent fucus to kill morphew, weed out freckles, and a most excellent groundword for painting. Here is ginimony likewise burned and pulverized, to be mingled with the juice of lemons, sublimate mercury, and two spoonfuls of the flower of brimstone, a most excellent receipt to cure the flushing in the face.

JUSTINIANO
Do you hear, if you have any business to despatch with that deaf goodness there, pray you take leave, opportunity, that which most of you long for  though you never be with child  opportunity. Ill find some idle business in the meantime. I will, I will in truth, you shall not need fear me; or you may speak French. God bwiyou.
Being certain thou art false, sleep, sleep my brain,
For doubt was only that which fed my pain. [Exit.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
You see what a hell I live in. I am resolved to leave him.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Oh, the most fortunate gentlewoman that will be so wise and so provident! The caroch shall come.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
At what hour

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Just when women and vintners are a-conjuring, at midnight. Oh, the entertainment my lord will make you  sweet wines, lusty diet, perfumed linen, soft beds! Oh, most fortunate gentlewoman!

[Exeunt MISTRESS BIRDLIME and Tailor.

Enter JUSTINIANO.

JUSTINIANO
Have you done? Have you dispatchd? Tis well. And, in troth, what was the motion?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Motion! What motion?

JUSTINIANO
Motion! Why, like the motion in law that stays for a day of hearing, yours for a night of hearing. Come, lets not have April in your eyes, I pray you; it shows a wanton month follows your weeping. Love a woman for her tears! Let a man love oysters for their water; for women, though they should weep liquor enough to serve a dyer or a brewer, yet they may be as stale as wenches that travel every second tide between Gravesend and Billingsgate.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
This madness shows very well.

JUSTINIANO
Why, look you, I am wondrous merry. Can any man discern from my face that I am a cuckold? I have known many suspected for men of this misfortune, when they have walked through the streets, wear their hats oer their eyebrows, like politic penthouses, which commonly make the shop of a mercer or a linen-draper as dark as a room in Bedlam; his cloak shrouding his face , as if he were a Neapolitan that had lost his beard in April; and if he walk through the street, or any other narrow road  as tis rare to meet a cuckold  he ducks at the penthouses, like an ancient that dares not flourish at the oath-taking of the pretor for fear of the signposts. Wife, wife, do I any of these? Come, what news from his lordship? Has not his lordships virtue once gone against the hair, and coveted corners?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Sir, by my soul, I will be plain with you.

JUSTINIANO
Except the forehead, dear wife, except the forehead.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
The gentleman you spake of hath often solicited my love, and has received from me most chaste denials.

JUSTINIANO
Ay, ay, provoking resistance; tis as if you came to buy wares in the city, bid money fort, your mercer, or goldsmith says, Truly, I cannot take it: lets his customers pass his stall, next, nay, perhaps two or three, but if he is not prone to return of himself, he calls him back, and takes his money. So do you, my dear wife. Oh, the policy of women and tradesmen! Theyll bite at anything.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
What would you have me do? All your plate, and most part of your jewels, are at pawn. Besides, I hear you have made over all your estate to men in town here. What would you have me do? Would you have me turn common sinner, or sell my apparel to my waistcoat and become a laundress?

JUSTINIANO
No, laundress, dear wife, though your credit would go far with gentlemen for taking up of linen. No laundress.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Come, come, I will speak as my misfortune prompts me. Jealousy hath undone many a citizen; it hath undone you and me. You married me from the service of an honourable lady, and you know what matches I might have had. What would you have me do? I would I had never seen your eyes, your eyes!

JUSTINIANO
Very good, very good.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Your prodigality, your dicing, your riding abroad, your consorting yourself with noblemen, your building a summer-house, hath undone us, hath undone us. What would you have me do?

JUSTINIANO
Anything. I have sold my house, and the wares int. I am going for Stoad next week. What will you do now, wife?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Have you indeed?

JUSTINIANO
Ay, by this light, alls one. I have done as some citizens at thirty, and most heirs at three-and-twenty, made all away. Why do you not ask me now what you should do?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
I have no counsel in your voyage, neither shall you have any in mine.

JUSTINIANO
To his lordship, will you not, wife?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Even whither my misfortune leads me.

JUSTINIANO
Go. No longer will I make my care thy prison.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Oh, my fate! Well, sir, you shall answer for this sin which you force me to. Fare you well. Let not the world condemn me if I seek for my own maintenance.

JUSTINIANO
So, so.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Do not send me any letters. Do not seek any reconcilement. By this light, Ill receive none. If you will send me my apparel, so, if not, choose. I hope we shall neer meet more. [Exit.

JUSTINIANO
So farewell the acquaintance of all the mad devils that haunt jealousy! Why should a man be such an ass to play the antic for his wifes appetite? Imagine that I, or any other great man, have on a velvet nightcap, and put case that this nightcap be too little for my ears or forehead, can any man tell me where my nightcap wrings me, except I be such an ass to proclaim it? Well, I do play the fool with my misfortune very handsomely. I am glad that I am certain of my wifes dishonesty, for a secret strumpet is like mines prepared to ruin goodly buildings. Farewell, my care. I have told my wife I am going for Stoad. Thats not my course, for I am resolve to take some shape upon me, and to live disguised here in the city. They say for one cuckold to know his friend is in the like headache, and to give him counsel, is as if there were two partners, the one to be arrested, the other to bail him. My estate is made over to my friends, that do verily believe I do mean to leave England. Have amongst you, city dames, you that are indeed the fittest and most proper persons for a comedy; nor let the world lay any imputation upon my disguise, for court, city, and country are merely as masks one from the other, envied of some, laughed at of others  and so to my comical business. [Exit.


Act One, Scene Two
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ENTER TENTERHOOK, MISTRESS TENTERHOOK, MONOPOLY, a Scrivener, and a Cashier.

TENTERHOOK
Moll!

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
What would, heart?

TENTERHOOK
Wheres my cashier? Are the sums right? Are the bonds sealed?

CASHIER
Yea, sir.

TENTERHOOK
Will you have the bags sealed?

MONOPOLY
Oh, no, sir, I must disburse instantly. We that be courtiers have more places to send money to than the devil hath to send his spirits. Theres a great deal of light gold.

TENTERHOOK
Oh, sir, twill away in play; and you will stay till tomorrow you shall have it all in new sovereigns.

MONOPOLY
No, in troth, tis no matter; twill away in play. Let me see the bond; let me see when this money is to be paid. The tenth of August. The first day that I must tender this money is the first of dog-days.

SCRIVENER
I fear twill be hot staying for you in London then.

TENTERHOOK
Scrivener, take home the bond with you. [Exit Scrivener.
Will you stay till dinner, sir? Have you any partridge, Moll?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
No, in troth, heart; but an excellent pickled goose, a new service. Pray you, stay.

MONOPOLY
Sooth, I cannot. By this light, I am so infinitely, so unboundably beholding to you.

TENTERHOOK
Well, signior, Ill leave you. My cloak, there.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
When will you come home, heart?

TENTERHOOK
In troth, self, I know not. A friend of yours and mine hath broke.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Who, sir?

TENTERHOOK
Master Justiniano, the Italian.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Broke, sir!

TENTERHOOK
Yea, sooth. I was offered forty yesterday upon the Exchange, to assure a hundred.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
By my troth, I am sorry.

TENTERHOOK
And his wife is gone to the party.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Gone to the party! Oh, wicked creature!

TENTERHOOK
Farewell, good Master Monopoly. I prithee visit me often.[Exit.

MONOPOLY
Little Moll, send away the fellow.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Philip, Philip.

CASHIER
Here, forsooth.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Go into Bucklesbury and fetch me two ounces of preserved melons. Look there be no tobacco taken in the shop when he weighs it.

CASHIER
Ay, forsooth. [Exit.

MONOPOLY
What do you eat preserved melons for, Moll?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
In troth, for the shaking of the heart. I have sometimes such a shaking, and downwards such a kind of earthquake, as it were.

MONOPOLY
Do you hear, let your man carry home my money to the ordinary and lay it in my chamber. But let him not tell my host that it is money. I owe him but forty pound and the rogue is hasty; he will follow me when he thinks I have money, and pry into me as crows perch upon carrion, and when he hath found it out, prey upon me as heralds do upon funerals.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Come, come, you owe much money in town. When you have forfeited your bond, I shall neer see you more.

MONOPOLY
You are a monkey. Ill pay him fores day. Ill see you tomorrow then.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
By my troth, I love you very honestly. You were never the gentleman offered any uncivility to me, which is strange, methinks, in that one comes from beyond seas. Would I had given a thousand pound, I could not love thee so!

MONOPOLY
Do you hear? You shall feign some scurvy disease or other, and go to the bath next spring. Ill meet you there.

Enter MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE and MISTRESS WAFER.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
By your leave, sweet Mistress Tenterhook.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Oh, how dost, partner?

MONOPOLY
Gentlewomen, I stayed for a most happy wind, and now the breath from your sweet, sweet lips should set me going. Good Mistress Honeysuckle, good Mistress Wafer, good Mistress Tenterhook, I will pray for you, that neither rivalship in loves, pureness of painting, or riding out of town, not acquainting each other with it, be a cause your sweet beauties do fall out and rail upon one another.

MISTRESS WAFER
Rail, sir! We do not use to rail.

MONOPOLY
Why, mistress, railing is your mother tongue, as well as lying.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
But do you think we can fall out?

MONOPOLY
In troth, beauties, as one spake seriously, that there was no inheritance in the amity of princes, so think I of women. Too often interviews amongst women, as amongst princes, breed envy oft to others fortune. There is only in the amity of women an estate for will, and every puny knows that is no certain inheritance.

MISTRESS WAFER
You are merry, sir.

MONOPOLY
So may I leave you, most fortunate gentlewoman. [Exit.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Love shoots here.

MISTRESS WAFER
Tenterhook, what gentleman is that gone out? Is he a man?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Oh, God, and an excellent trumpeter. He came lately from the university, and loves city dames only for their victuals. He hath an excellent trick to keep lobsters and crabs sweet in summer, and calls it a device to prolong the days of shellfish, for which I do suspect he hath been clerk to some noblemans kitchen. I have heard he never loves any wench till she be as stale as Frenchmen eat their wildfowl. I shall anger her.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
How stale, good Mistress Nimblewit?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Why, as stale as a country hostess, and Exchange sempster, or a court laundress.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
He is your cousin. My, how your tongue runs!

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Talk and make a noise, no matter to what purpose. I have learned that with going to puritan lectures. I was yesterday at a banquet. Will you discharge my ruffs of some wafers? And how doth thy husband, Wafer?

MISTRESS WAFER
Faith, very well.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
He is just like a torchbearer to maskers; he wears good clothes and is ranked in good company, but he doth nothing. Thou art fain to take all and pay all.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
The more happy she. Would I could make such an ass of my husband too! I hear say he breeds thy child in his teeth every year.

MISTRESS WAFER
In faith, he doth.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
By my troth, tis pity but the fool should have the other two pains incident to the head.

MISTRESS WAFER
What are they?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Why the headache and the hornache. I heard say that he would have had thee nursd thy child thyself too.

MISTRESS WAFER
That he would, truly.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Why, theres a policy of husbands to keep their wives in. I do assure you, if a woman of any markable face in the world gave her child suck, look how many wrinkles be in the nipple of her breast, so many will be in her forehead, by that time twelvemonth. But, sirrah, we are come to acquaint thee with an excellent secret. We two learn to write.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
To write!

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Yes, believe it, and we have the finest schoolmaster, a kind of Precisian, and yet an honest knave too. By my troth, if thou beest a good wench, let him teach thee. Thou mayst send him of any errand, and trust him with any secret  nay, to see how demurely he will bear himself before our husbands, and how jocund when their backs are turnd.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
For Gods love, let me see him!

MISTRESS WAFER
Tomorrow well send him to thee. Till then, sweet Tenterhook, we leave thee, wishing thou mayest have the fortune to change thy name often.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
How! Change my name?

MISTRESS WAFER
Ay, for thieves and widows love to shift many names, and make sweet use of it too.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Oh, you are a wag indeed! Good Wafer, remember my schoolmaster. Farewell, good Honeysuckle.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Farewell, Tenterhook. [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene One
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ENTER BONIFACE, AN Apprentice, bearing his masters cloak and cap, singing. Enter HONEYSUCKLE in his nightcap, trussing himself.

HONEYSUCKLE
Boniface, make an end of my cloak and cap.

BONIFACE
I have dispatchd em, sir. Both of them lie flat as your mercy.

HONEYSUCKLE
Fore God, methinks my joints are nimbler every morning since I came over than they were before. In France, when I rise, I was so stiff, and so stark, I would ha srown my legs had been wooden pegs. A constable new-chosen kept not such a peripatetical gait, but now Im as limber as an ancient that has flourished in the rain, and as active as a Norfolk tumbler.

BONIFACE
You may see what change of pastureis able to do.

HONEYSUCKLE
It makes fat calves in Rumney Marsh, and lean knaves in London; therefore, Bonifice, keep your ground. Gods my pity, my forehead has more crumples than the back part of a counsellors gown, when another rides upon his neck at the bar. Boniface, take my helmet. Give your mistress my nightcap. Are my antlers swoln so big that my biggen pinches my brows? So, request her to make my headpiece a little wider.

BONIFACE
How much wider, sir?

HONEYSUCKLE
I can allow her almost an inch. Go, tell her so, very near an inch.

BONIFACE
If she be a right citizens wife, now her husband shall be given her an inch, shess take an ell. Or a yard at least.

Enter JUSTINIANO, the Merchant, like a writing mechanical pedant.

HONEYSUCKLE
Master Parenthesis! Salve, salve, domine.

JUSTINIANO
Salve tu quoque; jubeo te salvere plurimum.

HONEYSUCKLE
No more plurimums, if you love me. Latin whole-meats are now minced, and served in for English gallimawfries. Let us therefore, cut our own uplandish neats tongues, and talk like regenerate Britons.

JUSTINIANO
Your worship is welcome to England. I poured out orisons for your arrival.

HONEYSUCKLE
Thanks, good Master Parenthesis; and que nouvelles? What news flutters abroad? Do jackdaws dung the top of Pauls steeple still?

JUSTINIANO
The more is the pity, if any daws do come into the temple, as I fear they do.

HONEYSUCKLE
They say Charing Cross is fallen down since I went to Rochelle; but thats no such wonder. Twas old, and stood awry, as most part of the world can tell. And though it lack under-propping, yet, like great fellows at a wrestling, when their heels are once flying up, no man will save em; down they fall, and there let them lie, though they were bigger than the guard. Charing Cross was old, and old things must shrink as well as new northern cloth.

JUSTINIANO
Your worship is in the right way, verily; they must so. But a number of better things between Westminster Bridge and Temple Bar, both of a worshipful and honourable erection, are fallen to decay, and have suffered putrefaction since Charing fell, they were not of half so long standing as the poor wry-necked monument.

HONEYSUCKLE
Whos within there? One of you call up your mistress! Tell here heres her writing schoolmaster. I had not thought, Master Parenthesis, you had been such an early stirrer.

JUSTINIANO
Sir, your vulgar and forepenny-penman, that, like your London sempsters, keep open shop, and sell learning by retail, may keep their beds and lie at their pleasure. But we that edify in private and traffic by wholesale must be up with the lark, because, like country attorneys, we are to shuffle up many matters in a forenoon. Certes, Master Honeysuckle, I would sing Laus Deo, so I may but please all those that come under my fingers; for it is my duty and function, perdy, to be fervent in my vocation.

HONEYSUCKLE
Your hand. I am glad our city has so good, so necessary, and so laborious a member in it; we lack painful and expert penmen among us. Master Parenthesis, you teach of our merchants, sir, do you not?

JUSTINIANO
Both wives, maids, and daughters; and I thank God the very worst of them lie by very good mens sides. I pick out a poor living amongst em, and I am thankful for it.

HONEYSUCKLE
Trust me, I am not sorry. How long have you exercised this quality?

JUSTINIANO
Come Michael-tide next, this thirteen year.

HONEYSUCKLE
And how does my wife profit under you, sir? Hope you to do any good upon her?

JUSTINIANO
Master Honeysuckle, I am in great hope she will fructify. I will do my best, for my part; I can do no more than another man can.

HONEYSUCKLE
Pray, sir, ply her. She is capable of anything.

JUSTINIANO
So far as my poor talent can stretch, it shall not be hidden from her.

HONEYSUCKLE
Does she hold her pen well yet?

JUSTINIANO
She leans somewhat too hard upon her pen yet, sir, but practice and animadversion will break will break her from that.

HONEYSUCKLE
Then she grubs her pen?

JUSTINIANO
Its but my pains to mend the neb again.

HONEYSUCKLE
And whereabouts is she now, Master Parenthesis? She was talking of you this morning, and commending you in her bed, and told me she was past her letters.

JUSTINIANO
Truly, sir, she took her letters very suddenly, and is now in her minims.

HONEYSUCKLE
I would she were in her crotchets too, Master Parenthesis. Ha, ha! I must talk merrily, sir.

JUSTINIANO
Sir, so long as your mirth be void of all squirrility, tis not unfit for your calling. I trust, ere few days be at an end, to have her fall to her joining, for she has her letters ad unguem; her A, her great B, and her great C, very right; D, and E, delicate; her double F of a good length, but that it straddles a little too wide; at the G very cunning.

HONEYSUCKLE
Her H is full, like mine. A goodly big H.

JUSTINIANO
But her double L as well; her O of a reasonable size; at her P and Q, neither merchants daughter, aldermans wife, young country gentlewoman, nor courtiers mistress, can match her.

HONEYSUCKLE
And how her U?

JUSTINIANO
U, sir! She fetches up U best of all. Her single U she can fashion two or three ways, but her double U is as I would wish it.

HONEYSUCKLE
And, faith, who takes it faster, my wife or Mistress Tenterhook?

JUSTINIANO
Oh, your wife, by odds. Shell take more in one hour than I can fasten either upon Mistress Tenterhook or Mistress Wafer, or Mistress Flapdragon, the brewers wife, in three.

Enter MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE.

HONEYSUCKLE
Do not thy cheeks burn, sweet chuckaby, for we are talking of thee.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
No, goodness, I warrant. You have few citizens speak well of their wives behind their backs; but to their faces theyll cog worse and be more suppliant than clients that sue in forma paper. How does my master? Troth, I am a very tyrant. Have you your ruler about you, master? For, look you, I go clean awry.

JUSTINIANO
A small fault. Most of my scholars do so. Look you, sir, do not you think your wife will mend, mark her dashes, and her strokes, and her breakings, and her bindings?

HONEYSUCKLE
She knows what I have promised her if she do mend. Nay, by my fay, Jude, this is well. If you would not fly out thus, but keep your line.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
I shall in time, when my hand is in. Have you a new pen for me, master? For, by my truly, my old one is stark naught, and will cast no ink. Whither are you going, lamb?

HONEYSUCKLE
To the Custom-house, to the Change, to my warehouse, to divers places.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Good Cole, tarry not past eleven, for you turn my stomach from my dinner.

HONEYSUCKLE
I will make more haste home than a stipendiary Switzer does after hes paid. Fare you well, Master Parenthesis.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
I am so troubled with the rheum too! Mouse, whats good fort?

HONEYSUCKLE
How often I have told you you must get a patch! I must hence.[Exit.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
I think, when alls done, I must follow his counsel, and take a patch. Id have had one long ere this, bur for disfiguring my face; yet I have noted that a mastic patch upon some womans temples hath been the very rheum of beauty.

JUSTINIANO
Is he departed? Is old Nestor marched into Troy?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Yes, you mad Greek, the gentlemans gone.

JUSTINIANO
Why then, clap up copy-books, down with pens, hang up ink-horns. And now, my sweet Honeysuckle, see what golden-wingd bee from Hybla flies humming with crura thymo plena, which he will empty in the hive of your bosom.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
From whom?

JUSTINIANO
At the skirt of that sheet, in black work, is wrought his name. Break not up the wildfowl till anon, and then feed upon him in private. Theres other irons ithfire, more sacks are coming to the mill. Oh, you sweet temptations of the sons of Adam, I commend you, extol you, magnify you! Were I a poet, by Hippocrene I swear  which was a certain well where all the Muses watered  and by Parnassus eke I swear, I would rhyme you to death with praises, for that you can be content to lie with old men all night or their money, and walk to your gardens with young men ithdaytime for your pleasure. Oh, you delicate damnations, you do but as I would do! Were I the properest, sweetest, plumpest cherry-cheekd, coral-lippd woman in a kingdom, I would not dance after one mans pipe.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
And why?

JUSTINIANO
Especially after an old mans.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
And why, pray?

JUSTINIANO
Especially after an old citizens.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Still, and why?

JUSTINIANO
Marry, because the suburbs, and those without the bars, have more privilege than they within the freedom. What need one woman dote upon one man, or one man be mad, like Orlando, for one woman?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Troth, tis true, considering how much flesh is in every shambles.

JUSTINIANO
Why should I long to eat of bakers bread only, when theres so much sifting, and bolting, and grinding in every corner of the city? Men and women are born, and come running into the world faster than coaches do into Cheapside upon Simon and Judes day; and are eaten up by death faster than mutton and porridge in a term time. Who would pin their hearts to any sleeve? This world is like a mint: we are no sooner cast into the fire, taken out again, hammered, stamped, and made current, but presently we are changed. The new money, like a new drab, is catched at by Dutch, Spanish, Welsh, French, Scotch, and English; but the old cracked King Harry groats are shovelled up, feel bruising and battering, clipping and melting, they smoke fort.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
The worlds an arrant naughty pack, I see, and is a very scurvy world.

JUSTINIANO
Scurvy! Worse than the conscience of a broom-man that carries out new ware and brings home old shoes. A naughty pack! Why, theres no minute, no thought of time passes, but some villainy or other is brewing. Why, even now  now, at holding up of this finger, and before the turning down of this, some are murdering, some lying with their maids, some picking of pockets, some cutting purses, some cheating, some weighing out bribes. In this city some wives are cuckolding some husbands; in yonder village, some farmers are now, now grinding the jawbones of the poor. Therefore, sweet scholar, sugard Mistress Honeysuckle, take summer before you, and lay hold of it. Why, even now, must you and I hatch an egg of iniquity.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Troth, master, I think thou wilt prove a very knave.

JUSTINIANO
Its the fault of many that fight under this band.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
I shall love a puritans face the worse whilst I live for that copy of thy countenance.

JUSTINIANO
We are all weathercocks and must follow the wind of the present from the bias.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Change a bowl, then.

JUSTINIANO
I will so. And now for a good cast. Theres the knight, Sir Goslin Glowworm.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Hes a knight made out of wax.

JUSTINIANO
He took up silks upon his bond, I confess; nay more, hes a knight in print. But let his knighthood be of what stamp it will, from him come I, to entreat you, and Mistress Wafer, and Mistress Tenterhook, being both my scholars, and your honest pew-fellows, to meet him this afternoon at the Rhenish wine-house ithStillyard. Captain Whirlpool will be there, young Linstock, the aldermans son and heir, there too. Will you steal forth, and taste of a Dutch bun, and a keg of sturgeon?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
What excuse shall I coin now?

JUSTINIANO
Phew! Excuses! You must to the Pawn to buy lawn; to St. Martins for lace; to the Garden; to the Glass-house; to your gossips; to the poulters; else take out an old ruff and go to your sempsters. Excuses! Why they are more ripe then medlars at Christmas.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Ill come. The hour?

JUSTINIANO
Two. The way through Pauls. Every wench take a pillar, there clap on your masks; your men will be behind you, and before your prayers be half done, be before you, and man you out at several doors. Youll be there?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
If I breathe. [Exit.

JUSTINIANO
So; now must I go set the tother wenches the selfsame copy. A rare schoolmaster for all kinds of hands, I. Oh, what strange curses are poured down with one blessing!
Do all tread on the heel? Have all the art
To hoodwink wise men thus, and, like those builders,
Of Babels tower, to speak unknown tongues,
Of all, save by their husbands, understood?
Well, if, as ivy bout the elm does twine,
All wives love clipping, theres no fault in mine.
But if the world lay speechless, even the dead
Would rise, and thus cry out from yawning graves,
Women make men, or fools, or beasts, or slaves. [Exit.


Act Two, Scene Two
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ENTER EARL AND MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

EARL
Her answer! Talk in music. Will she come?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Oh, my sides ache in my loins, in my bones! I ha no more need of a posset of sack, and lie in my bed and sweat, than to talk in music. No honest woman would run hurrying up and down thus, and undo herself for a man of honour, without reason. I am so lame, every foot that I set to the ground went to my heart; I thought I had been at mum-chance, my bones rattled so with jaunting. Had it not been for a friend in a corner, [Takes aqua-vitæ.] I had kicked up my heels.

EARL
Minister comfort to me. Will she come?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
All the castles of comfort that I can put you into is this: that the jealousy wittol her husband, came, like a mad ox, bellowing in whilst I was there. Oh, I ha lost my sweet breath with trotting!

EARL
Death to my heart! Her husband! What saith he?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
The frieze-jerkin rascal out with his purse, and called me bawd plain to my face!

EARL
Affliction to me! Then thou spakst not to her!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I spake to her, as clients do to lawyers without money, to no purpose; but Ill speak with him, and hamper him too, if ever he fall into my clutches. Ill make the yellow-hammer her husband know  for all, hes an Italian  that theres a difference between a cogging bawd and an honest motherly gentlewoman. Now, what cold whetstones lie over your stomacher? Will you have some of my aqua? Why, my lord!

EARL
Thou hast killed me with thy words.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I see bashful lovers, and young bullocks, are knocked down at a blow. Come, come, drink this draught of cinnamon-water, and pluck up your spirits. Up with em, up with em. Do you hear? The whiting mop has nibbled.

EARL
Ha!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Oh, I thought I should fetch you; you can ha at that. Ill make you hem anon. As Im a sinner, I think youll find the sweetest, sweetest bedfellow of her. Oh, she looks as sugaredly, so simperingly, so gingerly, so amorously, so amiably! Such a red lip, such a white forehead, such a black eye, such a full cheek, and such a goodly little nose, now that shes in that French gown, Scotch falls, Scotch bum, and Italian head-tire you sent her, and is such an enticing she-witch, carrying the charms of your jewels about her! Oh!

EARL
Did she receive them? [Gives money.] Speak  heres golden keys
Tunlock thy lips  did she vouchsafe to take them?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Did she vouchsafe to take them? Theres a question! You shall find she did vouchsafe. The troth is, my lord, I got her to my house, there she put off her own clothes, my lord, and put on yours, my lord; provided her a couch; searched the middle aisle in Pauls, and with three Elizabeth twelvepences pressed three knaves, my lord; hired three liveries in Long-Lane, to man her; for all which, so God mend me, Im to pay this night before sunset.

EARL
This shower shall fill them all. Rain in their laps,
What golden drops thou wilt.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Alas, my lord, I do receive it with one hand, to pay it away with another! Im but your baily.

EARL
Where is she?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
In the green velvet chamber. The poor sinful creature pants like a pigeon under the hands of a hawk, therefore use her like a woman, my lord. Use her honestly, my lord, for, alas, shes but a novice, and a very green thing.

EARL
Farewell. Ill in unto her.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Fie upont! That were not for your honour. You know gentlewomen use to come to lords chambers, and not lords to the gentlewomens. Id not have her think you are a rank rider. Walk you here; Ill beckon. You shall see Ill fetch her with a wet finger.

EARL
Do so.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Hist! Why, sweetheart, Mistress Justiniano! Why, pretty soul, and come into this room; here be rushes, you need not fear the creaking of your cork shoes.

Enter MISTRESS JUSTINIANO.

So, well said. Theres his honour. I have business, my lord. Very now the marks are set up, Ill get me twelve score off, and give aim.v [Exit.

EARL
Yare welcome, sweet, yare welcome. Bless my hand
With the soft touch of yours. Can you be cruel
To one so prostrate to you? Even my heart,
My happiness, and state lie at your feet.
My hopes me flatterd that the field was won,
That you had yielded  though you conquer me  
And that all marble scales that barrd your eyes
From throwing light on mine, were taen quite off
By the cunning womans hand, that works for me.
Why, therefore, do you wound me now with frowns?
Why do you fly me? Do not exercise
The art of woman on me. Im already
Your captive, sweet. Are these your hate, or fears?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
I wonder lust can hang at such white hairs.

EARL
You give my love ill names. It is not lust.
Lawless desires wall-temperd may seem just.
A thousand mornings with the early sun,
Mine eyes have from your windows watchd to steal
Brightness from those; as oft upon the days
That consecrated to devotion are,
Within the holy temple have I stood
Disguisd, waiting your presence; and when your hands
Went up toward heaven to draw some blessing down,
Mine, as if all my nerves by yours did move,
Beggd in dumb signs some pity for my love;
And thus being feasted only with you sight,
I went more pleasd than sick men with fresh health,
Rich men with honour, beggars do with wealth.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Part now so pleasd, for now you more enjoy me.

EARL
Oh, you do wish me physic to destroy me.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
I have already leapt beyond the bounds
Of modesty in piecing out my wings
With borrowed feathers; but you sent a sorceress
So perfect in her trade, that did so lively
Breathe forth your passionate accents, and could draw
A lover languishing so piercingly,
That her charms wrought upon me, and in pity
Of your sick heart which she did conterfeit  
Oh, shes a subtle beldam  see I clothd
My limbs, thus player-like, in rich atires,
Not fitting mine estate, and am come forth;
But why, I know not.

EARL
Will you love me?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Yes,
If you can clear me of a debt thats due
But to one man, Ill pay my heart to thee.

EARL
Whos that?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
My husband.

EARL
Umh!

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
The sums so great
I know a kingdom cannot answer it,
And therefore I beseech you, good my lord,
To take this gilding off, which is your own,
And henceforth cease to throw out golden hooks
To choke mine honour; though my husbands poor,
Ill rather beg for him, than be your whore.

EARL
Gainst beauty you plot treason; if you suffer
Tears to do violence to so fair a cheek.
That face was neer made to look pale with want.
Dwell here and be the sovereign of my fortunes.
Thus shall you go attird.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Till lust be tird.
I must take leave, my lord.

EARL
Sweet creature, stay.
My coffers shall be yours, my servants yours,
Myself will be your servant, and I swear
By that which I hold dear in you, your beauty  
And which Ill not profane  you shall live here
As free from base wrong as you are from blackness,
So you will deign, but let me enjoy your sight.
Answer me, will you?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
I will think upont.

EARL
Unless you shall perceive, that all my thoughts
And all my actions be to you devoted,
And that I very justly earn your love,
Let me not taste it.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
I will think upont.

EARL
But when you find my merits of full weight,
Will you accept their worth?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Ill think upont.
Id speak with the old woman.

EARL
She shall come.
Joys that are borne unlookd for, are born dumb.[Exit.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Poverty, thou bane of chastity,
Poison of beauty, broker of maidenheads,
I see when force, not wit can scale the hold,
Wealth must. Shell neer be won, that defies gold.
But lives there such a creature. Oh, tis rare
To find a woman chaste thats poor and fair.

Enter MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Now lamb, has not his honour dealt like an honest nobleman with you? I can tell you, you shall not find him a Templar, nor one of these cogging cattern pear-coloured-beards, taht by their good wills would have no pretty woman scape them.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Thou art a very bawd; thou art a devil
Cast in a reverend shape; thou stale damnation!
Why hast thou me enticd from mine own paradise
To steal fruit in a barren wilderness?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Bawd and devil, and stale damnation! Will womens tongues, like bakers legs, never go straight?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Had the Circæan magic me transformd
Into that sensual shape for which thou conjurst,
And that I were turnd common venture,
I could not love this old man.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
This old man, umh! This old man! Do his hoary hairs stick in your stomacher? Yet, methinks, his silver hairs should grieve you? Fool? Is not old wine wholesomest, old pippins toothsommest, old wood burn brightest, old linen wash whitest, old soldiers sweetheart are surest, and old lovers are soundest. I ha tried both.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
So will not I.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Youd have some young perfumd beardless gallant board you that spits all this brains out ats tongues end, would you not?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
No, none at all; not any.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
None at all? What, do you make there then? Why are you a burden to the worlds conscience, and an eyesore to well-given men? I dare pawn my gown and all the beds in my house, and all the gettings in Michaelmas term next to a tavern token, that thou shalt never be an innocent.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Who are so?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Fools? Why then are you so precise; your husbands down the wind, and will you like a hagglers arrow, be down the weather? Strike whilst the iron is hot. A woman when there be roses in her cheeks, cherries on her pips, civet in her breath, ivory in her teeth, lilies in her hand, and liquorish in her heart, why shes like a play. If new, very good company, very good company; but if stale, like old Jeronimo, go by, go by. Therefore, as I said before, strike. Besides, you must think that the commodity of beauty was not made to lie dead upon any young womans hands. If your husband have given up his cloak, let another take measure of you in his jerkin; for as the cobbler in the night time walks with his lantern, the merchant and the lawyer with his link, and the courtier with his torch, so every lip has his lettuce to himself; the lob his lass, the collier his dowdy, the Western man his pug, the servingman his punk, the student his nun in Whitefriars, the puritan his sister, and the lord his lady; which worshipful vocation may fall upon you, if youll but strike whilst the iron is hot.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Witch, thus I brake thy spells: were I kept brave,
On a kings cost, I am but a kings slave. [Exit.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I see that, as Frenchmen love to be bold, Flemings to be drunk, Welshmen to be calld Britons, and Irishmen to be costermongers, so cockneys  especially she-cocknies  love not aqua-vitæ when tis good for them.

Enter MONOPOLY.

MONOPOLY
Saw you my uncle?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I saw him even now going the way of all flesh, thats to say, towards the kitchen. Here a letter to your worship from the party.

MONOPOLY
What party?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
The Tenterhook, your wanton.

MONOPOLY
From her? Fewh! Pray thee, stretch me no more upon your Tenterhook. Pox on her! Are there to pothecaries ithtown to send her physic bills to, but me? Shes not troubled with the green sickness still, is she?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
The yellow jaundice, as the doctor tells me. Troth, shes as good a peat. She is falln away so that shes nothing but bare skin and bone, for the turtle so mourns for you.

MONOPOLY
In black?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
In black? You shall find both black and blue if you look under her eyes.

MONOPOLY
Well, sing over her ditty when Im in tune.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Nay, but will you send her a box of mithridatum and dragon water  I mean some restorative words. Good Master Monopoly, you know who welcome yare to the city, and will you, Master Monopoly, keep out of the city. I know you cannot, would you saw how the poor gentlewoman lies.

MONOPOLY
Why, how lies she?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Troth, as the way lies over Gads-hill, very dangerous. You would pity a womans case if you saw her. Write to her some treatise of pacification.

MONOPOLY
Ill write to her tomorrow.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Tomorrow? Shell not sleep then but tumble, and if she might have it tonight, it would better please her.

MONOPOLY
Perhaps Ill dot tonight. Farewell.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
If you dot tonight, it would better please her than tomorrow.

MONOPOLY
God so, dost hear? Im to sup tonight at the Lion in Shoreditch with certain gallants. Canst thou not draw forth some delicate face that I ha not seen, and bring it thither, wut thou?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
All the painters in London shall not fit for colour as I can. But we shall have some swaggering?

MONOPOLY
All as civil, by this light, as lawyers.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
But I tell you, shes not so common as lawyers that mean to betray to your table; for as Im a sinner, shes a knights cousin, a Yorkshire gentlewoman, and only speaks a little broad, but of very good carriage.

MONOPOLY
Nay, thats no matter. We can speak as broad as she. But wut bring her?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
You shall call her cousin, do you see? Two men shall wait upon her, and Ill come in by chance. But shall not the party be there?

MONOPOLY
Which party?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
The writer of that simple hand.

MONOPOLY
Not for as many angels as there be letters in her paper. Speak not of me to her, nor our meeting, if you love me. Wut come?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Mum. Ill come.

MONOPOLY
Farewell.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Good Master Monopoly, I hope to see you one day a man of great credit.

MONOPOLY
If I be, Ill build chimneys with tobacco, but Ill smoke some, and be sure, Birdlime, Ill stick wool upon thy back.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Thanks, sir. I know you will, for all the kindred of the Monopolies are held to be great fleecers. [Exeunt.


Act Two, Scene Three
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ENTER SIR GOSLIN, LINSTOCK, WHIRLPOOL, and the Three Citizens Wives masked; JUDITH HONEYSUCKLE, MABEL WAFER, and CLARE TENTERHOOK.

SIR GOSLIN
So, draw those curtains, and lets see the pictures under em.

LINSTOCK
Welcome to the Stilliard, fair ladies.

ALL THREE
Thanks, good master Linstock.

WHIRLPOOL
Hans! Some wine, Hans!

Enter HANS with cloth and buns.

HANS
Yaw, yaw, you sall hebben it mester. Old vine or new vine?

SIR GOSLIN
Speak, women.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
New wine, good Sir Goslin. Wine in the must, good Dutchman, for must is best for us women.

HANS
New vine? Vell, two pots of new vine. [Exit.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
An honest butterbox, for if it be old, theres none of it comes into my belly.

MISTRESS WAFER
Why, Tenterhook, pray thee, lets dance friskin, and be merry.

LINSTOCK
Thou art so troubled with Monopolies, they so hand at thy heart-strings.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Pox a my heart then!

Enter HANS with wine.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Ay, and mine too, if any courtier of them all set up his gallows there; wench, use him as thou dost thy pantables. Scorn to let him kiss thy heel, for he feeds thee with nothing but court holy bread, good words, and cares not for thee. Sir Goslin, will you taste a Dutch whats-you-call-em?

MISTRESS WAFER
Here, Master Linstock, half mine is yours. Bun, bun, bun, bun.

Enter JUSTINIANO as Parenthesis.

JUSTINIANO
Which room? Where are they? Wo ho, ho, ho, so, ho, boys!

SIR GOSLIN
Sfoot, whos that? Lock our room.

JUSTINIANO
Not till I am in, and then lock out the devil though he come in the shape of a puritan.

ALL THREE
Schoolmaster, welcome! Welcome, in troth.

JUSTINIANO
Who would not e scretchd with the briars and brambles to have such burs sticking on his breeches? Save you, gentlemen. Oh, noble knight!

SIR GOSLIN
More wine, Hans.

JUSTINIANO
Am I not, gentlemen, a ferret of the right hair, that can make three conies bold at a clap into your pursenets? Ha? Little do their three husbands dream what copies I am setting the wives now? Wert not a rare jest if they should come sneaking upon us like a horrible noise of fiddlers?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Troth, Id not care. Let em come. Id tell em, wed ha none of their dull music.

MISTRESS WAFER
Here, Mistress Tenterhook.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Thanks, good Mistress Wafer.

JUSTINIANO
Whos there? Peepers, intelligencers, eavesdroppers!

OMNES
Ods food, throw a pot ats head.

JUSTINIANO
Oh lord! Oh, gentlemen, knights, ladies, that may be, citizens wives that are, shift for yourselves, for a pair of your husbands heads are knocking together with Hans his, and enquiring for you.

OMNES
Keep the door lockd.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Oh, I do, do; and let Sir Goslin  because he has been in the low countries  swear Gots sacrament, and drive em away with broken Dutch.

JUSTINIANO
Heres a wench has simple sparks in her. Shes my pupil, gallants. Good God! I see a man is not sure that his wife is in the chamber, though his own fingers hung on the padlock. Trapdoors, false drabs, and spring-locks may cozen a covey of constables. How the silly husbands might here ha been gulld with Flemish money. Come, drink up Rhine, Thames, and meander dry; theres nobody.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Ah, thou ungodly master!

JUSTINIANO
I did but make a false fire, to try your valour, because you cried let em come. By this glass of womans wine, I would not ha seen their spirits walk here, to be dubd deputy of a ward, I. They would ha chronicled me for a fox in a lambs skin. But come, is this merry midsummer night agreed upon? When shall it be? Where shall it be?

LINSTOCK
Why, faity, tomorrow at night.

WHIRLPOOL
Well take a coach and ride to Ham, or so.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Oh, fie upont! A coach? I cannot abide to be jolted.

MISTRESS WAFER
Yet most of your citizens wives love jolting.

SIR GOSLIN
What say you to Blackwell or Lime-house?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Every room there smells too much of tar.

LINSTOCK
Lets to mine host Dogbolts at Brainford then. There you are out of eyes, out of ears, private rooms, sweet linen, winking attendance, and what cheer you will.

OMNES
Content. To Brainford.

MISTRESS WAFER
Ay, ay, lets go by water, for, Sir Goslin, I have heard you say you love to go by water.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
But, wenches, with what pulleys shall we slide with some cleanly excuse, out of our husbands suspicion, being gone westward for smelts all night?

JUSTINIANO
Thats the block now we all stumble at. Wind up that string well, and all the consorts in tune.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Why, then good man scraper, tis wound up. I have it. Sirrah Wafer, thy childs at nurse. If you that are the men could provide some wise ass that could keep his countenance  

JUSTINIANO
Nay, if he be an ass he will keep his countenance.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Ay, but I mean, one that could set out his tale with audacity, and say that the child were sick, and neer stagger at it. That last should serve all our feet.

WHIRLPOOL
But where will that wise ass be found now?

JUSTINIANO
I see Im born still to draw dun out athmire for you. That wise beast will I be. Ill be that ass that shall groan under the burden of that abominable lie. Heaven pardon me, and pray God the infant be not punishd fort. Let me see. Ill break out in some filthy shape like a thrasher, or a thatcher, or a sowgelder, or something, and speak dreamingly, and swear how the child pukes and eats nothing  as perhaps it does not  and lies at the mercy of God  as all children and old-folks do  and then scholar Wafer, play you your part.

MISTRESS WAFER
Fear not me, for a veny or two.

JUSTINIANO
Where will you meet ithmorning?

SIR GOSLIN
At some tavern near the waterside thats private.

JUSTINIANO
The Greyhound, the Greyhound in Blackfriars. An excellent rendezvous.

LINSTOCK
Content. The Greyhound by eight?

JUSTINIANO
And then you may whip forth two first, and two next, on a sudden, and take oat at Bridewell dock most privately.

OMNES
Bet so. A good place?

JUSTINIANO
Ill go make ready my rustical properties. Let me see, scholar, hie you home, for your child shall be sick within this half hour. [Exit.

Enter MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Tis the uprightest dealing man! Gods my pity, whos yonder?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Im bold to press myself under the colours of your company, hearing that gentlewoman was in the room. A word, mistress?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
How now? What says she? [Talks apart with MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

SIR GOSLIN
Zounds, whats she? A bawd, bithlord, ist not?

MISTRESS WAFER
No, indeed, Sir Goslin. Shes a very honest woman, and a midwife.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
At the Lion in Shoreditch? And would he not read it, nor write to me? Ill poison his supper.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
But no words that I bewrayed him.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Gentlemen, I must be gone. I cannot stay in faith, pardon me. Ill meet tomorrow. Come, nurse. Cannot tarry, by this element.

SIR GOSLIN
Mother, you, grannam, drink ere you go.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I am going to a womans labour, indeed, sir. Cannot stay.

[Exeunt MISTRESS TENTERHOOK and MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

MISTRESS WAFER
I hold my life the black-beard her husband whistles for her.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
A reckoning. Break one, break all.

SIR GOSLIN
Here, Hans, draw not. Ill draw for all, as Im true knight.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Let him. Amongst women, this does stand for law,
The worthiest man, though he be fool, must draw.[Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene One
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ENTER TENTERHOOK AND MISTRESS TENTERHOOK.

TENTERHOOK
What book is that, sweetheart?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Why, the book of bonds that are due to you.

TENTERHOOK
Come, what do you with it? Why do you trouble yourself to take care about my business?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Why, sir, doth not that which concerns you concern me? You told me Monopoly had discharged his bond; I find by the book of accounts here, that it is not cancelld. Ere I would suffer such a cheating companion to laugh at me, Id see him hanged, I. Good sweetheart, as ever you loved me, as ever my bed was pleasing to you, arrest the knave. We were never beholding to him for a pin, but for eating up our victuals. Good mouse, enter an action against him.

TENTERHOOK
In troth, love, I may do the gentleman much discredit, and besides, it may be other actions may fall very heavy upon him.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Hang him! To see the dishonesty of the knave!

TENTERHOOK
Oh, wife, good words. A courtier; a gentleman.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Why, may not a gentleman be a knave? That were strange in faith; but as I was a-saying, to see the dishonesty of him that would never come since he received the money to visit us, you know. Master Tenterhook, he hath hunt long upon you. Master Tenterhook, as I am virtuous, you shall arrest him.

TENTERHOOK
Why, I know not when he will come to town.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Hes in town. This night he sups at the Lion in Shoreditch. Good husband, enter your action, and make haste to the Lion presently. Theres an honest fellow, Sergeant Ambush, will do it in a trice. He never salutes a man in courtesy, but he catches him as if he would arrest him. Good heart, let Sergeant Ambush lie in wait for him.

TENTERHOOK
Well, at thy entreaty, I will do it. [Call to Servant within.] Give me my cloak there. Buy a link and meet me at the Counter in Wood Street. [To MISTRESS TENTERHOOK.] Buss me, Clare.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Why, now you love me! Ill go to bed, sweetheart.

TENTERHOOK
Do not sleep till I come, Clare. [Exit.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
No, lamb. Baa sheep! If a woman will be free in this intricate labyrinth of a husband, let her marry a man of a melancholy complexion. She shall not be much troubled with him. By my sooth, my husband hath a hand as dry as his brains, and a breath as strong as six common gardens. Well, my husband is gone to arrest Monopoly. I have dealt with a sergeant privately to entreat him, pretending that he is my aunts son. By this means shall I see my young gallant that in this has playd his part. When they owe money in the city once, they deal with their lawyers by attorney, follow the court though the court to them not the grace to allow them their diet. Oh, the wit of a woman when she is put to the pinch! [Exit.


Act Three, Scene Two
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ENTER TENTERHOOK, SERGEANT AMBUSH, and YEOMAN CLUTCH.

TENTERHOOK
Come, Sergeant Ambush, come Yeoman Clutch; yons the tavern. The gentleman will come out presently. Thou art resolute?

AMBUSH
Who I? I carry fire and sword that fight for me, here and here. I know most of the knaves about London, and most of the thieves too, I thank God and good intelligence.

TENTERHOOK
I wonder thou dost not turn broker then.

AMBUSH
Pew! I have been a broker already, for I was first a puritan, then a banquerout, then a broker, then a fencer, and then sergeant. Were not these trades would make a man honest? Peace, the door opes. Wheel about, Yeoman Clutch.

Enter WHIRLPOOL, LINSTOCK, and MONOPOLY unbraced.

MONOPOLY
And ere I come to sup in this tavern again! Theres no more attendance than in a jail! And there had been a punk or two in the company then we should not have been rid of the drawers; now were I in an excellent humour to go to a vaulting house. I would break down all their glass windows, hew in pieces all there join stools, tear silk petticoats, ruffle their periwigs, and spoil their painting. Oh the gods, what I could do! I could undergo fifteen bawds by their darkness, or if I could meet one of these varlets that wear Pannier-alley on their back  sergeants  I would make them scud so fast from me that they should think it a shorter way between this and Ludgate than a condemned cutpurse thinks it between Newgate and Tyburn.

LINSTOCK
You are for no action tonight.

WHIRLPOOL
No, Ill to bed.

MONOPOLY
Am not I druink now? Implentur veteris bacchi, pinguisque Tobacco.

WHIRLPOOL
Faith, we are all heated.

MONOPOLY
Captain Whirlpool, when wilt come to court and dine with me?

WHIRLPOOL
One of these days, Frank, but Ill get me two gauntlets for fear I lose my fingers in the dishes; there be excellent shavers, I hear, in the most of your under offices. I protest I have often come thither, sat down, drawn my knife, and ere I could say grace all the meat hath been gone. I have risen, and departed thence as hungry, as ever came country attorney from Westminster. Good night, honest Frank, do not swagger with the watch, Frank. [Exeunt WHIRLPOOL and LINSTOCK.

TENTERHOOK
So now they are gone, you make take him.

AMBUSH
Sir, I arrest you.

MONOPOLY
Arrest me? At whose suit, you varlets?

CLUTCH
At Master Tenterhooks.

MONOPOLY
Why, you varlets, dare you arrest one of the court?

AMBUSH
Come, will you be quiet, sir?

MONOPOLY
Pray thee, good yeoman, call the gentlemen back again. Theres a gentleman hath carried a hundred pound of mine home with him to his lodging, because Id are not carry it over the fields. Ill discharge it presently.

AMBUSH
Thats a trick, sir. You would procure a rescue.

MONOPOLY
Catchpole, do you see, I will have the hair of your head and beard shaved off for this, and ere I catch you at Grays Inn, by this light law.

AMBUSH
Come, will you march?

MONOPOLY
Are you sergeants Christians? Sirrah, thou lookest like a good pitiful rascal, and thou art a tall man too it seems; Thou hast backd many a man in thy time, I warrant.

AMBUSH
I have had many a man by the back, sir.

MONOPOLY
Well said, in troth. I love your quality. Las, tis needful every man should come by his own. But as God mend me, gentlemen, I have not one cross about me, only you two. Might not you let a gentleman pass out of your hands, and say you saw him not? Is there not such a kind of mercy in you now and then, my masters, as I live, if you come to my lodging tomorrow morning, Ill give you five brace of angels. Good yeomen, persuade your graduate here. I know some of you to be honest faithful drunkards; respect a poor gentleman in my case.

TENTERHOOK
Come, it will not serve your turn. Officers, look to him upon your peril.

MONOPOLY
Do you hear, sir, you see I am in the hands of a couple of ravens here. As you are a gentleman, lend me forty shillings. Let me not live if I do not pay you the forfeiture of the whole bond, and never plead conscience.

TENTERHOOK
Not a penny, not a penny. God night, sir. [Exit.

MONOPOLY
Well, a man ought not to swear by anything in the hands of sergeants, but by silver, and because my pocket is no lawful justice to minister any such oath unto me, I will presently encounter the counter. Which is the dearest wad in prison, sergeant. The knights ward?

AMBUSH
No, sir, the masters side.

MONOPOLY
Well, the knight is above the master though his table be worse furnishd. Ill go thither.

AMBUSH
Come, sir, I must use you kindly. The gentlemans wife that hath arrested you  

MONOPOLY
Ay, what of her?

AMBUSH
She says you are her aunts son.

MONOPOLY
Ay, I am.

AMBUSH
She takes on to pitifully for your arresting, twas much against her will  good gentlemwoman  that this affliction lighted upon you.

MONOPOLY
She hath reason, if she respect her poor kindred.

AMBUSH
You shall not go to prison.

MONOPOLY
Honest sergeant, conscionable officer, did I forget myself even now, a vice that sticks to me always when I am drunk to abuse my best friends. Where didst buy this buff? Let me not live but Ill give thee a good suit of durance. Wilt thou take my bond, sergeant? Wheres a scrivener, a scrivener, good yeoman? You shall have my sword and hangers to pay him.

AMBUSH
Not so, sir, but you shall be prisoner in my house. I do not think but that your cousin will visit you there ithmorning, and take order for you.

MONOPOLY
Well said. Wast not a most treacherous part to arrest a man in the night, and when he is almost drunk, when he hath not his wits about him to remember which of his friends is in the subsidy? Come, did I abuse you? I recant. You are as necessary in a city as tumblers in Norfolk, sumners in Lancashire, or rake-hells in an army. [Exeunt.


Act Three, Scene Three
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ENTER JUSTINIANO AS Parenthesis, like a collier, and a Boy.

JUSTINIANO
Buy any small coal, buy any small coal.

BOY
Collier? Collier?

JUSTINIANO
What sayst thou, boy?

BOY
Ware the pillory.

JUSTINIANO
Oh, boy, the pillory assure many a man that he is no cuckold, for how impossible were it a man should thrust his head through so small a loophole if his forehead were branchd, boy?

BOY
Collier, how came the goose to be put upon you, ha?

JUSTINIANO
Ill tell thee. The term lying at Winchester in Henry the Thirds days, and many French women coming out of the Isle of Wight thither  as it hath always been since  though the Isle of Wight could not of long time neither endure foxes nor lawyers, yet it could brook the more dreadful cockatrice. There were many punk in the town  as you know our term is their term  your farmers that would spend but three pence on his ordinary, would lavish half a crown on his lechery, and many men  calves as they were  would ride in a farmers foul boots before breakfast; the commonest sinner had more fluttering about her than a French punk hath when she come to a town of garrison, or to a university. Captains, scholars, servingmen, jurors, clerks, townsmen and the blackguard used all to one ordinary, and most of them were calld to a pitiful reckoning, for before two returns of Michaelmas, surgeons were full of business, the cure of most secrecy grew as common as lice in Ireland., or as scabs in France. One of my tribe, a collier, carried in his cart forty maimd soldiers to Salisbury, looking as pitifully as Dutchmen first made drunk, than carried to beheading. Everyone that met him cried, Wear the goose-collar, and from that day to this, theres a record to be seen at Croydon how that pitiful waftage which indeed was virtue in the collier, that all that time would carry no coals, laid this imputation on all the posterity.

BOY
You are full of tricks collier.

JUSTINIANO
Boy, where dwells Master Wafer?

BOY
Why, here! What wouldst? I am one of his juveniles.

JUSTINIANO
Hath he not a child at nurse at More-clack?

BOY
Yes. Dost thou dwell there?

JUSTINIANO
That I do. The child is wonderous sick. I was willd to acquaint thy master and mistress with it.

BOY
Ill up and tell them presently. [Exit.

JUSTINIANO
So, if all should fail me, I could turn collier. Oh, the villainy of this age! How full of secrecy and silence  contrary to the opinion of the world  have I ever found most women. I have sat a whole afternoon many times by my wife, and lookd upon her eyes, and felt if her pulses have beat, when I have namd a suspected love, yet all this while have not drawn from her the least scruple of confession. I have lain awake a thousand nights, thinking she would have revealed somewhat in her dreams, and when she had begun to speak anything in her sleep, I have joggd her, and cried Ay, sweetheart. But when will your love come, or what did he say to thee over the stall? Or what did he do to thee in the garden-chamber? Or when will he send to thee any letters, or when wilt thou send to him any money? What an idle coxcomb jealousy will make a man!

Enter WAFER,MISTRESS WAFER, and Boy.

Well, this is my comfort that here comes a creature of the same head-piece.

MISTRESS WAFER
Oh, my sweet child! Wheres the collier?

JUSTINIANO
Here, forsooth.

MISTRESS WAFER
Run into Blackfriarsbury for two ounces of dragon water, some spermacæty and treacle. What is it sick of, collier? A burning fever?

JUSTINIANO
Faith, mistress, I do not know the infirmity of it. Will you buy any small coal, say you?

WAFER
Prithee, go in and empty them. Come, be not so impatient.

MISTRESS WAFER
Ay, ay, ay, if you had groadnd fort as I have done, you would have been more natural. Take my riding hat, and my kirtle there. Ill away presently.

WAFER
You will not go tonight, I am sure.

MISTRESS WAFER
As I live, but I will.

WAFER
Faith, sweetheart, I have great business tonight. Stay till tomorrow and Ill go with you.

MISTRESS WAFER
No, sir, I will not hinder your business. I see how little you respect the fruits of your own body. I shall find somebody to bear me company.

WAFER
Well, I will defer my business for once, and go with thee.

MISTRESS WAFER
By this light, but you shall not! You shall not hit me ithteeth that I was your hindrance. Will you to Bucklersbury, sir? [Exit Boy.

WAFER
Come, you are a fool. Leave your weeping.

MISTRESS WAFER
You shall not go with me, as I live. [Exit WAFER.

JUSTINIANO
Pupil.

MISTRESS WAFER
Excellent master!

JUSTINIANO
Admirable mistress, how happy be our Englishwomen that are not troubled with jealous husbands. Why, your Italians in general are so sunburnt with these dog days that your great lady there thinks her husband love her not if he be not jealous. What confirms the liberty of our women more in England than the Italian proverb, which say if there were a bridge over the narrow seas, all the women in Italy would show their husbands a million of light pair of heels, and fly over into England.

MISTRESS WAFER
The time of our meeting. Come?

JUSTINIANO
Seven.

MISTRESS WAFER
The place?

JUSTINIANO
In Blackfriars; there take water, keep aloof from the shore, on with your masks, up with your sails, and Westward Ho!

MISTRESS WAFER
So. [Exit.

JUSTINIANO
Oh, the quick apprehension of women! Theyll grope out a mans meaning presently. Well, it rests now that I discover myself in my true shape to these gentlewomens husbands; for though I have playd the fool a little to beguile the memory of mine own misfortune, I would not play the knave, though I be taken for a banquerout; but indeed as in other things, so in that, the world is much deceived in me, for I have yet three thousand pounds in the hands of a sufficient friend, and all my debts dischargd. I have received here a letter from my wife, directed to Stode, wherein she more repentantly entreateth my return, with protestation to give me assured trial of her honesty. I cannot tell what to think of it, but I will put it to the test. There is a great strife between beauty and chastity, and that which pleaseth many is never free from temptation. As for jealousy, it makes many cuckolds, many fools, and many banquerouts. It may have abused me and not my wifes honesty. Ill try it. But first to my secure and doting companions. [Exit.


Act Three, Scene Four
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ENTER MONOPOLY AND MISTRESS TENTERHOOK.

MONOPOLY
I beseech you, Mistress Tenterhook.
Before God, Ill be sick if you will not be merry.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
You are a sweet beagle.

MONOPOLY
Come, because I have help from town a little, let me not live if I did not hear the sickness was in town very hot. In troth, thy hair is of an excellent colour since I saw it. Oh, those bright tresses like to threads of gold.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Lie and ashes suffer much in the city for that comparison.

MONOPOLY
Heres an honest gentleman will be here by and by, was born at Foolham. His name is Goslin Glowworm.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
I know him. What is he?

MONOPOLY
He is a knight. What aild your husband to be so hasty to arrest me?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Shall I speak truly? Shall I speak not like a woman?

MONOPOLY
Why not like a woman?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Because womens tongues are like to clocks; if they go too fast they never go true. Twas I that got my husband to arrest thee, I have.

MONOPOLY
I am beholding to you.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Forsooth, I could not come to the speech of you. I think you may be spoken with all now.

MONOPOLY
I thank you. I hope youll bail me, cousin?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
And yet why should I speak with you? I protest I love my husband.

MONOPOLY
Tush! Let not any young woman love a man in years too well.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Why?

MONOPOLY
Because hell die before he can requite it.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
I have acquainted Wafer and Honeysuckle with it, and they allow my wit fort extremely. Oh, honest sergeant!

Enter AMBUSH.

AMBUSH
Welcome, good Mistress Tenterhook.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Sergeant, I must needs have my cousin go a little way out of town with me, and to secrue thee, here are two diamonds. They are worth two hundred pound. Keep them till I return him.

AMBUSH
Well, tis good security.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Do not come in my husbands sight in the meantime.

Enter WHIRLPOOL, SIR GOSLIN, LINSTOCK, MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE, and MISTRESS WAFER.

AMBUSH
Welcome, gallants!

WHIRLPOOL
How now? Monopoly arrested?

MONOPOLY
Oh, my little Honeysuckle, art come to visit a prisoner?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Yes, faith, as gentlemen visit merchants, to farewell; or as poets young quiant revellers, to laugh at them. [To MISTRESS TENTERHOOK.] Sirrah, if I were some foolish justice, if I would not beg thy with never grust me.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Why, I pray you?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Because it hath been conceald all this while. But come, shall we to boat? We are furnishd for attendants as ladies are; we have our fools and our ushers.

SIR GOSLIN
I thank you, madam. I shall meet your wit in the close, one day.

MISTRESS WAFER
Sirrah, thou knowest my husband keeps a kennel of hounds?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Yes?

WHIRLPOOL
Doth thy husband love venery?

MISTRESS WAFER
Venery?

WHIRLPOOL
Ay, hunting and venery are words of one signification.

MISTRESS WAFER
Your two husbands and he have made a match to go find a hare about Bushy Causy.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Theyll keep an excellent house till we come home gain.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Oh, excellent! A Spanish dinner, a pilcher, and a Dutch supper, butter, and onions.

LINSTOCK
Oh, thou art a mad wench.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Sergeant, carry this ell of cambric to Mistress Birdlime; tell her but that it is a rough tide, and that she fears the water, she should have gone with us.

SIR GOSLIN
Oh, thou hast an excellent wit.

WHIRLPOOL
To boat, hay?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Sir Goslin, I do take it your legs are married?

SIR GOSLIN
Why, mistress?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
They look so thin upon it.

SIR GOSLIN
Ever since I measurd with your husband, I have shrunk in the calf.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
And yet you have a sweet tooth in your head.

SIR GOSLIN
Oh, well, dealt for the calfs head; you may talk what you will of legs, and rising in the small, and swelling beneath the garter. But tis certain when lank thighs brought long stockings out of fashion, the courtiers leg and his slender tilting staff grew both of a bigness. Come, for Brainford! [Exit.


Act Four, Scene One
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ENTER MISTRESS BIRDLIME and LUCE.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Good morrow, Mistress Luce. How did you take your rest to night? How doth your good worship like your lodging? What will you have to breakfast?

LUCE
A pox of the knight that was here last night! He promisd to have sent me some wild fowl. He was drunk, Ill be stewed else.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Why do not you think he will send them?

LUCE
Hang them! Tis no more in fashion for them to keep their promises then tis for men to pay their debts. He will lie faster than a dog trots. What a filthy knocking was at door last night; some puny Inn-a-court-men, Ill hold my contribution.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Yes, in troth, were they, civil gentlemen without beards, but to say the truth, I did take exceptions at their knocking; took them aside and said to them, Gentlemen, this is not well that you should come in this habit, cloaks and rapiers, boots and spurs. I protest to you, those that be your ancients in the house would have come to my house in their caps and gowns, civilly and modestly. I promise you they might have been taken for citizen, but that they talk more like fools. Who knocks there? Up into your chamber. [Exit LUCE.

Enter MASTER HONEYSUCKLE.

Who are you? Some man of credit that you come in muffled thus?

HONEYSUCKLE
Whos above?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Let me see your face first. Oh, Master Honeysuckle! Why, the old party, the old party.

HONEYSUCKLE
Phew! I will not go up to her. Nobody else?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
As I live, will you give me some sack? Wheres Opportunity?

Enter CHRISTIAN.

HONEYSUCKLE
What dost call her?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Her name is Christian, but Mistress Luce cannot abide that name, and so she calls her Opportunity.

HONEYSUCKLE
Very good, good.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Ist a shilling? Bring the rest in aqua vitæ.[Exit CHRISTIAN.
Come, shalls go to noddy?

HONEYSUCKLE
Ay, and thou wilt for half an hour.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Here are the cards. Deal. God send me deuces and aces with a court card, and I shall get by it.

HONEYSUCKLE
That can make thee nothing.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Yes, if I have a coat card turn up.

HONEYSUCKLE
I show four games.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
By my troth, I must show all and little enough too, six games. Play your single game; I shall double with you anon. Pray you, lend me some silver to count my games.

Enter CHRISTIAN.

How now, is it good sack?

CHRISTIAN
Theres a gentleman at door would speak with you.

HONEYSUCKLE
Gods so! I will not be seen by any means.

Enter TENTERHOOK.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Into that closet then? What, another muffler?

TENTERHOOK
How dost thou, Mistress Birdlime?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Master Tenterhook, the party is above in the dining room.

TENTERHOOK
Above.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
All alone? [Exit TENTERHOOK.

HONEYSUCKLE
Is he gone up? Who wast, I pray thee?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
By this sack, I will not tell you. Say that you were a country gentleman, or a citizen that hath a young wife, of an inn-if-chancery-man, should I tell you? Pardon me, this sack tastes of horse-flesh; I warrant you the leg of a dead horse hangs in the butt of sack to keep it quick.

HONEYSUCKLE
I beseech thee, good Mistress Birdlime, tell me who it was.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Oh God, sir, we are sworn to secrecy as well as surgeons. Come, drink to me, and lets to our game.

Enter TENTERHOOK and LUCE above.

TENTERHOOK
Who am I?

LUCE
You? Pray you, unblind me. Captain Whirlpool? No? Master Linstock? Pray, unblind me. You are not Sir Goslin Glowworm, for he wears no rings on his fingers. Master Freeze-leather? Oh, you are George, the drawer at the Miter! Pray you, unblind me. Captain Puckfoist? Master Counterpane the lawyer? What the devil mean you, beshrew your heart you have a verydry hand, are you not mine host, Dog-bolt of Brainford? Mistress Birdlime? Master Honeysuckle? Master Wafer?

TENTERHOOK
What, the last of all your clients?

LUCE
Oh, how dost thou, good cousin?

TENTERHOOK
Ay, you have many cousins.

LUCE
Faith, I can name many that I do not know, and suppose I did know them, what then? I will suffer one to keep me in diet, another in apparel, another in physic, another to pay my house rent. I am just of the nature of alchemy; I will suffer every plodding fool to spend money upon me, marry none but some worthy friend to enjoy my more retird and useful faithfulness.

TENTERHOOK
Your love, your love.

LUCE
Oh, ay, tis the curse that is laid upon our quality. What we glean from others we lavish upon some trothless well-facd younger brother that loves us only for maintenance.

TENTERHOOK
Hast a good term, Luce?

LUCE
A pox on the term! And now I tink ont, says a gentleman last night let the pox be in the town seven year, Westminster never breeds cobwebs, and yet tis as catching as the plague, though not all so general. There be a thousand bragging Jacks in London that will protest they can wrest comfort from me when, I swear, not one of them know whether my palm be moist or not. In troth, I love thee. You promisd me seven ells of cambric.

WAFER knocks and enters below.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Whos that knocks?

HONEYSUCKLE
What! More sacks to the mill! Ill to my old retirement.[Exit.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
How does your good worship? Passion of my heart, what shift shall I make? How hath your good worship done a long time?

WAFER
Very well, Godamercy.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Your good worship, I think, be riding out of town.

WAFER
Yes, believe me, I love to be once a week a horseback, for methinks nothing sets a man out better than a horse.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Tis certain; nothing sets a woman out better than a man.

WAFER
What, is Mistress Luce above?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Yes, truly.

WAFER
Not any company with her?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Company! Shall I say to your good worship and not lie, she hath had no company  let me see how long it was since your worship was here  you went to a butchers feast at Cuckolds-haven, the next day after Saint Lukes day. Not this fortnight, in good truth.

WAFER
Alas, good soul!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
And why was it? Go to, go to, I think you know better than I. The wench asketh every day when will Master Wafer be here? And if knights ask for her, she cries out at stairhead, As you love my life, let em not come up! Ill do myself violence if they enter! Have you not promisd her somewhat?

WAFER
Faith, I think she loves me.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Loves! Well, would you know what I know, then you would say somewhat. In good faith, shes very poor; all her gowns are at pawn. She owes me five pound for her diet, besides forty shillings I lent her to redeem two half silk kirtles from the brokers. And do you think she needed be in debt thus, if she thought not of somebody?

WAFER
Good honest wench!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Nay, in troth, shes now entring into bond for five pounds more; the scrivener is but new gonei up to take her bond.

WAFER
Come, let her not enter into bond. Ill lend her five pound. Ill pay the rest of her debts. Call down the scrivener.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I pray you, when he comes down, stand muffled, and Ill tell him you are bere brother.

WAFER
If a man have a goon honest wench, that lives wholly to his use, let him not see her want. [Exit MISTRESS BIRDLIME and enter above.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Oh, Mistress Luce, Mistress Luce, you are the most unfortunate gentlewoman that ever breathed! Your young wild brother come newly out of the country! He calls me bawd, swears I keep a bawdy house, says his sister is turned whore, and that he will kill and slay any man that he finds in her company.

TENTERHOOK
What conveyance will you make with me, Mistress Birdlime?

LUCE
Oh, God, let him not come up! Tis the swaggrangst wild oats!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I have pacified him somewhat, for I told him that you were a scrivener come to take a band of her; now as you go forth, day she might have had so much money if she had pleased, and say she is an honest gentlewoman and all will be well.

TENTERHOOK
Enough. Farewell, good Luce.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Come, change your voice and muffle you.

[Exit MISTRESS BIRDLIME and TENTERHOOK above.

LUCE
What trick should this be? I have never a brother. Ill hold my life some franker customer is come, that she slides him off so smoothly.

Enter below TENTERHOOK and MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

TENTERHOOK
The gentlewoman is an honest gentlewoman as any is in London, and should have had thrice as much money upon her single bond for the good report I hear of her.

WAFER
No, sir, her friends can furnish her with money.

TENTERHOOK
By this light, I should know that voice. Wafer! Ods foot, are you the gentlewomans broker?

WAFER
Are you turnd scrivener, Tenterhook?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I am spoild.

WAFER
Tricks of Mistress Birdlime, by this light!

Enter HONEYSUCKLE.

HONEYSUCKLE
Hoick covert, hoick covert! Why, gentlemen, is this your hunting?

TENTERHOOK
A consort! What made you here, Honeysuckle?

HONEYSUCKLE
Nay, what make you two here? Oh, excellent Mistress Birdlime, thou hast more tricks in thee than a punk hath uncles, cousins, brothers, son, or fathers; an infinite company!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
If I did it not to make your good worships merry, never believe me. I will drink to your worship a glass of sack.

Enter JUSTINIANO.

JUSTINIANO
God save you!

HONEYSUCKLE & WAFER
Master Justiniano, welcome from Stoad!

JUSTINIANO
Why, gentlemen, I never came there.

TENTERHOOK
Never there! Where have you been then?

JUSTINIANO
Marry, your daily guest, I thank you.

OMNES
Ours!

JUSTINIANO
Ay, yours. I was the pedant that learnt your wives to write; I was the collier that brought you news your child was sick, but the truth is, for ought I know, the child is in health, and your wives are gone to make merry at Brainford.

WAFER
By my troth, good wenches. They little dream where we are now.

JUSTINIANO
You little dream what gallants are with them.

TENTERHOOK
Gallants with them! Id laugh at that.

JUSTINIANO
Four gallants, by this light. Master Monopoly is one of them.

TENTERHOOK
Monopoly? Id laugh at that, in faith.

JUSTINIANO
Would you laugh at that! Why do you laugh at it, then? They are there by this time. I cannot stay to give you more particular intelligence. I have received a letter from my wife here. If you will call me at Putney, Ill bear you company.

TENTERHOOK
Ods foot, what a rogue is Sergeant Ambush! Ill undo him, by this light!

JUSTINIANO
I met Sergeant Ambush, and willd him come to this house to you presently. So, gentlemen, I leave you. Bawd, I have nothing to say to you now; do not think too much in so dangerous a matter for in womens matters tis more dangerous to stand long deliberating, than before a battle. [Exit.

WAFER
This fellows poverty hath made him an arrant knave.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Will your worship drink any aqua vitæ?

TENTERHOOK
A pox on your aqua vitæ! Monopoly, that my wife urgd me to arrest, gone to Brainford!

Enter SERGEANT AMBUSH.

Here comes the varlet.

AMBUSH
I am come, sir, to know your pleasure.

TENTERHOOK
What, hath Monopoly paid the money yet?

AMBUSH
No, sir, but he sent for money.

TENTERHOOK
You have not carried him to the counter? He is at your house still?

AMBUSH
Oh, lord, ay, sir, as melancholic, &c.

TENTERHOOK
You lie like an arrant varlet. By this candle, I laugh at the jest!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
And yet, hes ready to cry.

TENTERHOOK
Hes gone with my wife to Brainford, and there be any law in England Ill tickle ye for this.

AMBUSH
Do your worst, for I have good security and I care not. Besides, it was his cousin your wifes pleasure that he should go along with her.

TENTERHOOK
Hoy day, her cousin! Well, sir, your security?

AMBUSH
Why, sir, two diamons here.

TENTERHOOK
Oh, my heart! My wifes two diamonds! Well, youll go along and justify this?

AMBUSH
That I will, sir.

Enter LUCE.

LUCE
Who am I? [Covers her eyes.

TENTERHOOK
What, the murrain care I who you are? Hold off your fingers, or Ill cut them with this diamond.

LUCE
Ill see em, ifaith. So, Ill keep these diamonds till I have my silk gown and six ells of cambric.

TENTERHOOK
By this light, you shall not!

LUCE
No, what do you think you have fops in hand? Sue me for them.

WAFER & HONEYSUCKLE
As you respect your credit, lets go. [Exeunt.

TENTERHOOK
Good Luce, as you love me, let me have them. It stands upon my credit. Thou shalt have anything. Take my purse.

LUCE
I will not be crossd in my humour, sir.

TENTERHOOK
You are a damnd filthy punk. What an unfortunate rogue was I, that ever I came into this house!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Do not spurn anybody in my house, you were best.

TENTERHOOK
Well, well. [Exit.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Excellent Luce! The getting of these two diamonds may chance to save the gentlewomans credit. Thou heardst all?

LUCE
Oh, ay, and, by my troth, pity them. What a filthy knave was that betrayed them!

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
One that put me into pitiful fear, Master Justiniano here, hat layd lurking, like a sheep-biter, and in my knowledge hath drawn these gentlemen to this misfortune; but Ill down to Queen-hive, and the watermen which were wont to carry you to Lambeth Marsh, shall carry me thither. It may be I may come before them. I think I shall pray more, what or fear of the water, and for my good success than I did this twelvemonth. [Exeunt.


Act Four, Scene Two
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ENTER THE EARL and Three Servingmen.

EARL
Have you perfumd this chamber?

OMNES
Yes, my lord.

EARL
The banquet?

OMNES
It stands ready.

EARL
Go, let music
Charm with her excellent voice an awful silence
Through all this building, that on her sphæry soul
May  on the wings of air  in thousand forms
Invisibly fly, yet be enjoyd. Away.

FIRST SERVANT
Does my lord mean to conjure, that he draws this strange characters?

SECOND SERVANT
He does; but we shall see neither the spirit that rises, nor the circle it rises in.

THIRD SERVANT
Twould make our hair stand up an end if we should. Come, fools, come. Meddle not with his matters. Lords may do anything.[Exeunt Servingmen.

EARL
This night shall my desires be amply crownd,
And all those powers that taste of man in us
Shall now aspire that point of happiness
Beyond which, sensual eyes never look, sweet pleasure.
Delicious pleasure, earths supremest good,
The spring of blood, though it dry up our blood.
Rob me of that  though to be drunk with pleasure,
As rank excess even in best things is bad,
Turns man into a beast  yet that being gone,
A horse and this  the goodliest shape  all one.
We feed, wear rich attires, and strive to cleave
The stars with marble towers, fight battles, spend
Our blood to buy us names, and in iron hold
Will we eat roots, to imprison fugitive gold;
But to do thus, what spell can us excite?
This the strong magic of our appetite;
To feast with richly, life itself undoes.
Whod not die thus? To see, and then to choose?
Why even those that starve in voluntary wants,
And to advance the mind, keep the flesh poor,
The world enjoying them, they not the world,
Would they do this, but that they are proud to suck
A sweetness from such sourness? Let em so.
The torrent of my appetite shall flow
With happier stream. A woman! Oh, the spirit
And extract of creation! This, this night,
The sun shall envy. What cold checks our blood?
His body is the chariot of my soul,
Her eyes my bodys light, which if I want,
Life wants, or if possess, I undo her,
Turn her into a devil, whom I adore,
By scorching her with the hot steam of lust.
Tis but a minutes pleasure, and the sin
Scarce acted is repented. Shun it then.
Oh, he that can abstain, if more than man!
Tush! Resolvst thou to do ill. Be not precise;
Who writes of virtue best, are slaves to vice. [Music.
The music sounds alarum to my blood,
Whats bad I follow, yet I see whats good.

Whilst the song is heard, the EARL draws a curtain, and sets forth a banquet. He then exits, and enters presently with JUSTINIANO attired like his wife, maskd, leads him to the table, places him in a chair, and in dumb signs, courts him, till the song be done.

EARL
Fair! Be not doubly maskd. With that and night,
Beauty, like gold, being usd become more bright.

JUSTINIANO
Will it please your lordship to sit? I shall receive small pleasure if I see your lordship stand.

EARL
Witch, hag, what art thou proud damnation?

JUSTINIANO
A merchants wife.

EARL
Fury who raisd thee up, what comst thou for?

JUSTINIANO
For a banquet.

EARL
I am abusd, deluded. Speak, what art thou?
Uds death, speak, or Ill kill thee. In that habit
I look to find an angel, but thy face
Shows thart a devil!

JUSTINIANO
My face is as God made it, my lord. I am no devil unless women be devils; but men find em not so, for they daily hunt for tem.

EARL
What art thou that doest cozen me thus?

JUSTINIANO
A merchants wife, I say, Justinianos wife. She, whom that long birding-piece of yours, I mean that wicked mother Birdlime, caught for your honour. Why, my lord, has your lordship forgot how ye courted me last morning?

EARL
The devil I did!

JUSTINIANO
Kissd me last morning.

EARL
Succubus, not thee.

JUSTINIANO
Gave me this jewel last morning.

EARL
Not to me, harpy.

JUSTINIANO
To me, upon mine honesty, swore you would build me a lodging by the Thames side with a water-gate to it, or else take me a lodging in Cole-harbour.

EARL
I swore so!

JUSTINIANO
Or keep me in a labyrinth as Harry kept Rosamond where the Minataur my husband should not enter.

EARL
I sware so, but, gypsy, not to thee.

JUSTINIANO
To me, upon my honour. Hard was the siege which you laid to the crystal walls of my chastity, but I held out, you know; but because I cannot be to stony-headed, I yielded, my lord, by this token, my lord  which token lies at my heart like lead  but by this token, my lord, that this night you should commit that sin which we all know with me.

EARL
Thee?

JUSTINIANO
Do I look ugly that you put thee upon me? Did I give you my hand to horn my head  thats to say, my husband  and is it come to thee? Is my face a filthier face, now it is yours, than when it was his? Nor have I two faces under one hood. I confess I have laid mine eyes in brine, and that may change the copy. But, my lord, I know what I am.

EARL
A sorceress. Thou shalt witch mine ears no more.
If thou canst pray, dot quickly, for thou diest.

JUSTINIANO
I can pray, but I will not die, thou liest.
My lord, there drops your lady, and now know
Thou unseasonable lecher, I am her husband,
Whom thou wouldst make whore. Read, she speaks there thus, [Shows letter.
Unless I came to her, her hand should free
Her chastity from blemish. Proud I was
Of her brave mind. I came, and seeing what slavery,
Poverty, and the frailty of her sex
Had, and was like to make her subject too,
I begd that she would die, My suit was granted,
I poisond her, thy lust there strikes her dead,
Horns feard, plague worse than sticking on the head.

[Draws a curtain and discovers MISTRESS JUSTINIANO as though dead.

EARL
Oh God, thou hast undone thyself and me.
None live to match this piece; thou art too bloody.
Yet for her sake, whom Ill embalm with tears,
This act with her I bury, and to quit
Thy loss of such a jewel, thou shalt share
My living with me. Come, embrace.

JUSTINIANO
My lord.

EARL
Villain, damnd merciless slave, Ill torture the
To every inch of flesh. Who ho! Help! Whos there?
Come hither. Heres a murderer; bind him. How now!
What noise is this?

Enter Servingmen.

FIRST SERVINGMAN
My lord, there are three citizens face me down that hears one Master Parenthesis, a schoolmaster with your lordship and desire he may be forthcoming to em.

JUSTINIANO
That borrowed name is mine. Shift for yourselves.
Away, shift for yourselves. Fly! I am taken.

EARL
Why should they fly, thou screech owl?

JUSTINIANO
I will tell thee,
Those three are partners with me in the murder.
We four commixt the poison. Shift for yourselves.

EARL
Stops mouth and drag him back. Entreat em enter.

Enter TENTERHOOK, HONEYSUCKLE, and WAFER.

Oh, what a conflict feel I in my blood.
I would I were less great to be more good.
Yare welcome. Wherefore came you? Guard the doors.
When I behold that object, all my senses
Revolt from reason. He that offers flight,
Drops down a corse.

ALL THREE
A corse?

FIRST SERVINGMAN
Ay, a corse. Do you scorn to be worms meat more than she?

JUSTINIANO
See, gentlemen, the Italian that does scorn
Beneath the moon, no baseness like the horn
Has pourd through all the veins of yon chaste bosom
Strong poison to preserve it from that plague,
This fleshly lord. He doted on my wife,
He would have wrought on her and playd on me.
But to pare off these brims, I cut off her
And gulld him with this lie, that you had hands
Dippd in her blood with mine, but this I did,
That his staind age and name might not be hid.
My act, though vild, the world shall crown as just.
I shall die clear, when he lives soild with lust.
But come, rise, Moll. Awake, sweet Moll. Thast played
The woman rarely, counterfeited well.

FIRST SERVINGMAN
Sure, shas nine lives.

JUSTINIANO
See, Lucrece is not slain.
Her eyes, which lust calld suns, have their first beams,
And all these frightments are but idle dreams.
Yet, afore Jove, she had her knife prepard
To let her blood forth ere it should run black,
Do not these open cuts now cool your back?
Methinks they should; when vice sees with broad eyes
Her ugly form, she does herself despise.

EARL
Mirror of dames, I look upon thee now
As men long blind, having recovered sight,
Amazd; scarce able are to endure the light.
Mine own shame strikes me dumb. Henceforth the book
Ill read shall by thy mind, and not thy look.

HONEYSUCKLE
I would either we were at Brainford to see our wives, or our wives here to see this pageant.

TENTERHOOK
So would I. I stand upon thorns.

EARL
The jewels which I gave you, wear; your fortunes
Ill raise on golden pillars. Fare you well.
Lust in old age like burnt straw, does even choke
The kindlers and consumes in sticking smoke. [Exit.

JUSTINIANO
You may follow your lord by the smoke, badgers.

FIRST SERVINGMAN
If fortune had favord him, we might have followed you by the horns.

JUSTINIANO
Fortune favours fools. Your lords a wise lord.[Exeunt Servingmen.
So how now? Ha? This that makes me fat now, ist not ratsbane to you gentlemen, as pap was to nestor? But I know the invisible sins of your wives hang at your eye-lids, and that makes you so heavy-headed.

TENTERHOOK
If I do take em napping, I know what Ill do.

HONEYSUCKLE
Ill nap some of them.

TENTERHOOK
That villain Monopoly and that Sir Goslin treads em all.

WAFER
Would I might come to that treading.

JUSTINIANO
Ha, ha! So would I. Come, Moll. The book of the siege of Ostend, writ by one that droppd in the action, will never sell so well, as a report of the siege between this grave, this wicked elder and thyself, an impression of you two, would away in a May-morning. Was it ever heard that such tirings, were brought away from a lord by any wench but thee, Moll, without paying, unless the wench conycatchd him? Go thy ways. If all the great Turks concubines were but like thee, the ten-penny-infidel should never need keep so many geldings to neigh over em. Come, shall this western voyage hold, my hearts?

ALL THREE
Yes, yes!

JUSTINIANO
Yes, yes! Sfoot, you speak as if you had no hearts, and look as if you were going westward indeed, to see how plain dealing women can pull down men. Moll, youll help us to catch smelts too?

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
If you be pleasd.

JUSTINIANO
Never better, since I wore a smock.

HONEYSUCKLE
I fear our oars have given us the bag.

WAFER
Good. Ill laugh at that.

JUSTINIANO
If they have, would whores might give them the bottle. Come, march whilst the women double their files. Married men, see, theres comfort. The moons up. Fore Don Phbus, I doubt we shall have a frost this night; her horns are so sharp. Do you not feel it bite?

TENTERHOOK
I do, Im sure.

JUSTINIANO
But well sit upon one anothers skirts ithboat, and lie close in straw, like the hoary courtier. Set on!
To Brainford now, where if you meet frail wives,
Neer swear gainst horns, in vain Dame Nature strives.[Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene One
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ENTER MONOPOLY, WHIRLPOOL, LINSTOCK, MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE, MISTRESS WAFER, and MISTRESS WAFER, their hats off.

MONOPOLY
Why, chamberlain? Will not these fiddlers be drawn forth? Are they not in tune yet? Or are the rogues afraid athstatute, and dare not travel so far without a passport?

WHIRLPOOL
What chamberlain!

LINSTOCK
Wheres mine host? What, chamberlain!

Enter Chamberlain.

CHAMBERLAIN
Anon, sir, here, sir, at hand, sir.

MONOPOLY
Wheres this noise? What a lousy towns this? Has Brainford no music int?

CHAMBERLAIN
They are but rosining, sir, and theyll scrape themselves into your company presently.

MONOPOLY
Plague a their cats-guts, and their scraping! Dost not see women here, and can we thinkst thou be without a noise then?

CHAMBERLAIN
The troth is, sir, one of the poor instruments caught a sore mischance last night: his most base bridge fell down, and belike they are making a gathering for the reparations of that.

WHIRLPOOL
When they come, lets ham em with a pox.

CHAMBERLAIN
Well, sir, you shall, sir.

MONOPOLY
Stay, chamberlain. Wheres our knight, Sir Goslin? Wheres Sir Goslin?

CHAMBERLAIN
Troth, sir, my master, and Sir Goslin are guzzling; they are dabbling together fathom deep. The knight hath drunk so much health to the gentleman yonder, on his knees, that he has almost lost the use of his legs.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Oh, for love, let none of em enter our room. Fie!

MISTRESS WAFER
I would not have em cast up their accounts here, for more than they mean to be drunk this twelvemonth.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Good Chamberlain, keep them and their healths out of our company.

CHAMBERLAIN
I warrant you, their healths shall not hurt you. [Exit.

MONOPOLY
Ay, well said. Theyre none of our giving. Let em keep their own quarter. Nay, I told you the man would soak him if he were ten knights. If he were a knight of gold theyd fetch him over.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Out upon him!

WHIRLPOOL
Theres a lieutenant and a captain amongst em too.

MONOPOLY
Nay, then look to have somebody lie on the earth fort. Its ordinary for your lieutenant to be drunk with your captain and your captain to cast with your knight.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Did you never hear how Sir Fabian Scarecrow  even such another  took me up one night before my husband being in wine?

MISTRESS WAFER
No indeed. How was it?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
But I think I took him down with a witness.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
How? Good Tenterhook.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Nay, Ill have all your ears take part of it.

OMNES
Come on, then.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
He used to frequent me and my husband diverse times, and at last comes he out one morning to my husband, and says, Master Tenterhook, says he, I must trouble you to lend me two hundred pound about a commodity which I am to deal in, and what was that commodity but his knighthood?

OMNES
So.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Why, you shall, Master Scarecrow, says my good man. So within a little while after, Master Fabian was created knight.

MONOPOLY
Created a knight! Thats no good heraldry. You must say dubbd.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
And why not created, pray?

OMNES
Ay, well done. Put him down ats own weapon?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Not created! Why, all things have they being by creation.

LINSTOCK
Yes, by my faith, ist.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
But to return to my tale.

WHIRLPOOL
Ay, marry; mark now.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
When he had climbd up this costly ladder of preferment, he disburses the money back again very honourably; comes home, and was by my husband invited to supper; there suppd with us besides, another gentleman incident to the court, one that had bespoke me of my husband to help me into the banqueting bouse and see the revelling; a young gentlewoman, and that wag, our schoolmaster, Master Parenthesis, for I remember he said grace, methings I see him yet, how he turnd up the white atheye when he came to the last gasp, and that he was almost past grace.

MISTRESS WAFER
Nay, he can dot.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
All suppertime, my new-minted knight made wine the wagon to his meat, for it ran down his throat so fast that before my chambermaid had taken half up, he was not scarce able to stand.

MONOPOLY
A general fault at citizens tables.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
And I, thinking to play upon him, askd him, Sir Fabian Scarecrow, quoth I, what pretty gentlewoman will you raise up not to stall her your lady? But he, like a foul-mouthed man, swore, Zounds, Ill stall never a punk in England. A lady! Theres too many already. Oh, fie, Sir Fabian, quoth I, will you call her that shall be your wife such an odious name? And then he sets out a throat and swore again, like a stinking breathd knight, as he was, that women were like horses.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE & MISTRESS WAFER
Oh, filthy knave!

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Theyd break over any hedge to change their pasture, though it were worse. Fie, man, fie, says the gentlewoman.

MONOPOLY
Very good.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
And he, bristling up his beard to rail at her too, I cut him over the thumbs thus, Why, Sir Fabian Scarecrow, did I incense my husband to lent you so much money upon your bare work, and do you backbite my friends and me to our faces? I thought you had had more perseverance. If you bore a knightly and a degenerous mind you would scorn it; you had wont t be more deformable amongst women. Fie, that youll be so humoursome! Here was nobody so egregious towards you, Sir Fabian! And thus, in good sadness, I gave him the best words I could pick out to make him ashamd of his doings.

WHIRLPOOL
And how took he this correction?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Very heavily, for he slept presently upont; and in the morning was the sorriest knight, and I warrant is so to this day that lives by bread in England.

MONOPOLY
To see what wine and women can do, the one makes a man not to have a word to throw at a dog, the other makes a man to eat his own words, though they were never so filthy.

WHIRLPOOL
I see these fiddlers cannot build up their bridge, that some music may come over us.

LINSTOCK
No, faith, they are drunk too. What shalls do therefore?

MONOPOLY
Sit up at cards all night?

MISTRESS WAFER
Thats servingmans fashion.

WHIRLPOOL
Drink burnt wine and eggs then?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Thats an excuse for your suburb wenches.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
No, no, lets set upon our posset and so march to bed, for I begin to wax light with having my natural sleep pulld out a mine eyes.

OMNES
Agreed. Bet so. The sack posset and to bed.

MONOPOLY
What, chamberlain! I must take a pipe of tobacco.

THREE WOMEN
Not here, not here, not here.

MISTRESS WAFER
Ill rather love a man that takes a purse than him that takes tobacco.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
By my little finger, Ill break all your pipes and burn the case, and the box too, and you draw out your stinking smoke afore me.

MONOPOLY
Prithee, good Mistress Tenterhook, Ill ha done in a trice.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Do you long to have me swoon?

MONOPOLY
Ill use but half a pipe, in troth.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Do you long to see me lie at your feet?

MONOPOLY
Smell tot. Tis perfumd.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Oh God, oh God, you anger me. You stir my blood. You move me. You make me spoil a good face with frowning at you. This was ever your fashion, so to smoke my husband when you come home, that I could not abide him in mine eye. He was a mote in it, methought, a month after. Pray, spawl in another room. Fie, fie, fie!

MONOPOLY
Well, well, come, well for once feed her humour.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Get two rooms off at least, if you love us.

MISTRESS WAFER
Three, three, Master Linstock three.

LINSTOCK
Sfoot, well dance to Norwich, and take it there, if youll stay till we return again. Heres a stir, youll ill abide a fiery face that cannot endure a smoky nose.

MONOPOLY
Come, lets satisfy our appetite.

WHIRLPOOL
And that will be hard for us, but well do our best.

[Exeunt MONOPOLY, WHIRLPOOL, and LINSTOCK.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
So, are they departed? What string may we three think that these three gallants harp upon, by bringing to this sinful town of Brainford, ha?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
I know what string they would harp upon, if they could put us into the right tune.

MISTRESS WAFER
I know what one of em buzzd in mine ear, till like a thief in a candle he made mine ears burn, but I swore to say nothing.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
I know as verily they hope, and brag one to another, that this night theyll row westward in our husbands whirries, as we hope to be rowd to London tomorrow morning in a pair of oars. But, wenches, lets be wise and make rooks of them that I warrant are now setting pursenets to conycatch us.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE & MISTRESS WAFER
Content.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
They shall know that citizens wives have with enough to outstrip twenty such gulls; though we are merry, lets not be mad. Be as wanton as new-married wives, as fantastic and light-headed to the eye as feather-makers, but as pure about the heart, as if we dwelt amongst em in Blackfriars.

MISTRESS WAFER
Well eat and drink with em.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE & MISTRESS WAFER
Oh, twill be excellent!

MISTRESS WAFER
But how shall we shift em off?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Not as ill-debtors do their creditors, with good words, but as lawyers do their clients wit theyre overthrown by some new knavish trick, and thus is shall be: One of us must dissemble to be suddenly very sick.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Ill be she.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Nay, though we can all dissemble well, yet Ill be she; for men are so jealous, or rather envious of one anothers happiness  especially in this out of town gossiping  that he who shall miss his hen, if he be a right cock indeed, will watch the other from treading.

MISTRESS WAFER
Thats certain. I know that by myself.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
And like Æsops dog, unless himself might eat hay, will lie in the manger and starve; but hell hinder the horse from eating any. Besides, it will be as good as a Welch hook for you to keep out the other at the staves end, for you may boldly stand upon this point, that unless every mans heels may be trippd up, ou scorn to play at football.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Thats certain. Peace, I hear them spitting after their tobacco.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
A chair, a chair. One of you keep as great a coil and calling, as as if you ran for a midwife; thother hold my head whilst I cut my lace.

MISTRESS WAFER
Passion of me! Master Monopoly, Master Linstock, and you be men, help to draw Mistress Tenterhook! Oh, quickly, quickly, shes sick, and taken with an agony.

Enter as she cries MONOPOLY, LINSTOCK, and WHIRLPOOL.

OMNES
Sick? How? How now? Whats the matter?

MONOPOLY
Sweet Clare, call up thy spirits.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Oh, Master Monopoly, my spirits will not come at my calling. I am terrible and ill. Sure, sure, Im struck with some wicked planet, or it hit my very heart. Oh, I feel myself worse and worse.

MONOPOLY
Some burnt sack for her, good wenches, or posset drink. Pox a this rogue chamberlain! One of you call him. How her pulses beat! A draught of cinnamon water now for her were better than two tankards out of the Thames. How now? Ha?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Ill, ill, ill, ill, ill.

MONOPOLY
Im accurst to spend money in this town of iniquity. Theres no good think ever comes out of it, and it stands upon such musty ground, by reason of the river, that I cannot see how a tender woman can to well int. Sfoot! Sick now! Cast down now tis come to the push.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
My mind misgives me that alls not sound in London.

WHIRLPOOL
Pox on em that be not sound. What need that touch you?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
I fear youll never carry me thither.

OMNES
Puh, puh, say not so.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Pray, let my clothes be utterly undone, and then lay me in my bed.

LINSTOCK
Walk up and down a little.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Oh, Master Linstock, tis no walking will serve my turn. Have me to bed, good sweet Mistress Honeysuckle. I doubt that old hag Gillian of Brainford has bewitchd me.

MONOPOLY
Look to her, good wenches.

MISTRESS WAFER
[Aside.] Ay, so we will, and to you too. This was excellent!

[Exeunt MISTRESS TENTERHOOK, MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE, and MISTRESS WAFER.

WHIRLPOOL
This is strange.

LINSTOCK
Villainous spiteful luck! No matter. Tother two hold bias.

WHIRLPOOL
Peace, mark how hes nippd. Nothing grieves me so much as that poor Pyramis here must have a wall this night between him and his Thisbe.

MONOPOLY
No remedy, trust Troilus; and it grieves me as much, that youll want your false Cressid tonight, for heres no Sir Pandarus to usher you into your chamber.

LINSTOCK
Ill summon a parley to one of the wenches and see how all goes.

MONOPOLY
No whispering with the common enemy, by this iron. He sees the devil that sees how all goes amongst the women tonight. Nay, sfoot? If I stand piping till you dance, damn me.

LINSTOCK
Why, youll let me call to em but at the keyhole.

MONOPOLY
Puh, good Master Linstock, Ill not stand by whilst you give fire at your keyholes. Ill hold no trencher till another feeds; no stirrup till another gets up; be no doorkeeper. I ha not been so often at court, but I know what the backside of the hangings are made of. Ill trust none under a piece of tapestry, viz. a coverlet.

WHIRLPOOL
What will you say if the wenches do this to gull us?

MONOPOLY
No matter. Ill not be double gulld, by them and by you. Go, will you take the lease of the next chamber and do as I do?

BOTH
And whats that?

MONOPOLY
Any villainy in your company, but nothing out ont. Will you sit up, or lie byt?

WHIRLPOOL
Nay, lie sure, for lying is most in fashion.

MONOPOLY
Troth then, Ill have you before me.

BOTH
It shall be yours.

MONOPOLY
Yours, ifaith. Ill play Janus with two faces and look asquint both ways for one night.

LINSTOCK
Well, sir, you shall be our doorkeeper.

MONOPOLY
Since we must swim, lets leap into one flood.
Well either by all naught, or else all good. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Two
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ENTER A NOISE of Fiddlers, following the Chamberlain.

CHAMBERLAIN
Come, come, come, follow me, follow me. I warrant you ha lost more by not falling into a sound last night, than ever you got at one job since it pleasd to make you a noise. I can tell you, gold is n money with hem. Follow me and fum, as you go. You shall put something into their ears, whilst I provide to put something into their bellies. Follow close and fum. [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Three
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ENTER SIR GOSLIN and MISTRESS BIRDLIME pulld along by him.

SIR GOSLIN
What kin art thou to Long Meg of Westminster? Thart like her.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Somewhat alike, sir, at a blush. Nothing akin, sir, saving in height of mind, and that she was a goodly woman.

SIR GOSLIN
Mary Ambree, do not you know me? Had not I a sight of this sweet phisnomy at Rhenish wine-house, ha? Last day ithStillyard, ha! Whither art bound, galleyfoist? Whither art bound? Whence comst thou female yeoman athe guard?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
From London, sir.

SIR GOSLIN
Dost come to keep the door, Ascapart?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
My reparations hither is to speak with the gentlewoman here that drunk with your worship at the Dutch-house of meeting.

SIR GOSLIN
Drunk with me? You lie. Not drunk with me, but, faith, what wouldst with the women? There are abed. Art not a midwife? One of hem told me thou wert a night woman. [Music within; the fiddlers.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I ha brought some women abed in my time, sir.

SIR GOSLIN
Ay, and some young men too, hast not, Pandora? How now? Wheres this noise?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Ill commit your worship.

SIR GOSLIN
To the stocks? Art a justice Shalt not commit me. Dance first, ifaith. Why, scrapers, appear under the wenchs comical window, by thlord! Uds daggers! Cannot sin be set ashore once in a reign upon your country quarters, but it must have fiddling? What set of villains are you, you perpetual ragamuffins?

Enter the Fiddlers.

FIDDLERS
The town consort, sir.

SIR GOSLIN
Consort with a pox! Cannot the shaking of the sheets be dancd without your town piping? Nay, then let all hell roar! [Draws sword.

FIDDLERS
I beseech you, sir, put up yours and well put up ours.

SIR GOSLIN
Play, you lousy Hungarians! See, look, the maypole is set up. Well dance about it. Keep this circle, Maquerelle.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I am no mackerel, and Ill keep no circles.

SIR GOSLIN
Play, life of Pharao, play. The bawd shall teach me a Scotch jig.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Bawd! I defy thee and they jigs whatsoever thou art. Were I in place where Id make thee prove thy words!

SIR GOSLIN
I would prove hem, mother, best be trust. Why do not I know you, granam? And that sugarloaf? Ha! Do I not, Magæra?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I am none of you Megs; do not nickname me so. I will not be nickd.

SIR GOSLIN
You will not, you will not. How many of my name  of the Glowworms  have paid for your furrd gloves, thou womans broker?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
No, sir, I scorn to be beholding to any Glowworm that lives upon Earth for my future. I can keep myself warm without Glowworms.

SIR GOSLIN
Canst sing, woodpecker? Come, sing and wake em.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Would you should well know it. I am no singing woman!

SIR GOSLIN
Howl then! Sfoot, sing or howl, or Ill break your estridge eggshell there.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
My egg hurts not you. What do you mean to flourish so?

SIR GOSLIN
Sing, Madge, Madge, sing, owlet.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
How can I sing with such a sour face? I am haunted with a cough and cannot sing.

SIR GOSLIN
One of your instruments, mountebanks. Come, here clutch, clutch.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Alas, sir, Im an old woman and know not how to clutch an instrument.

SIR GOSLIN
Look, mark to and fro as I rub it. Make a noise. Its no matter. Any hunts up to waken vice.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I shall never rub it in tune.

SIR GOSLIN
Will you scrape?

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
So you will let me go into the parties, I will saw and make a noise.

SIR GOSLIN
Do then. Shat into the parties, and part hem. Shat my lean, Læna.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
If I must needs play the fool in my old days, let me have the biggest instrument, because I can hold that best. I shall cough like a broken winded horse if I gape once to sing once.

SIR GOSLIN
No matter. Cough out thy lungs.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
No, sir, though Im old and worm-eaten, Im not so rotten.[Coughs.

A Song

Will your worship be rid of me now?

SIR GOSLIN
Fain, as rich mens heirs would be of their gouty dads; thats the hothouse where your parties are sweating. Amble. Go, tell the he parties I have sent hem a mast to their ship.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Yes, forsooth, Ill do your errand. [Exit.

SIR GOSLIN
Half must still, by thundering Jove! With what wedge of villainy might I cleave out an hour or two? Fiddlers, come; strike up, march before me. The chamberlain shall put a crown you into his bill of items. You shall sing bawdy songs under every window ithtown. Up will the clowns start, down come the wenches. Well se the men a-fighting, the women a-scolding, the dogs a-barking, you shall go on fiddling, and I follow dancing Lantæra. Curry your instruments. Play and away! [Exeunt.


Act Five, Scene Four
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ENTER TENTERHOOK, HONEYSUCKLE, WAFER, JUSTINIANO, and his Wife, with AMBUSH and Chamberlain.

HONEYSUCKLE
Sergeant Ambush, as thart an honest fellow, scout in some back room, till the watchword be given for sallying forth.

AMBUSH
Duns the mouse.

TENTERHOOK
A little low woman, sayest thou, in a velvel cap, and one of hem in a beaver? Brother Honeysuckle, and Brother Wafer, hark, they are they.

WAFER
But art sure their husbands are abed with em?

CHAMBERLAIN
I think so, sir. I know not. I left em together in one room, and was division fell amongst tm, the fates can discover, not I.

TENTERHOOK
Leave us, good chamberlain. We are some of their friends. Leave us, good chamberlain. Be merry a little. Leave us, honest chamberlain. [Exit Chamberlain.
We are abusd. We are bought and sold in Brainford Market. Never did the sickness of one belayed nurse-child suck so cold to the hearts of three fathers. Never were three innocent citizens so horribly, so abominably wrung under the withers.

HONEYSUCKLE & WAFER
What shall we do? How shall we help ourselves?

HONEYSUCKLE
How shall we pull this thorn out of our foot before it rankle?

TENTERHOOK
Yes, yes, yes, well enough. One of us stay here to watch, do you see? To watch. Have and eye, have an ear. I and my brother Wafer and Master Justiniano will set the town in an insurrection, bring hither the constable and his bill-men, break open up em, take em in their wickedness, and put em to their purgation.

HONEYSUCKLE & WAFER
Agreed

JUSTINIANO
Ha, ha, purgation!

TENTERHOOK
Well have em before some country justice of coram  for we scorn to be bound to the peace  and this justice shall draw his sword in our defence. If we find em to be malefactors, well ticklem em.

HONEYSUCKLE
Agreed. Do not stay, but dot. Come.

JUSTINIANO
Are you mad? Do you know what you do? Whither will you run?

ALL THREE
To set the town in an uproar.

JUSTINIANO
An uproar! Will you make the townsmen think that Londoners nver come hither but upon Stain Thomass night? Say you should rattle up the constable, thrash all the counry toether, hedge in the house with flails, pike-staves, and pitchforks, take your wives napping, these western smelts nibbling, and that like to many Vulcans, every smith should discover his Venus dancing with Mars in a net? Would this plaster cure the headache?

TENTERHOOK
Ay, it would.

HONEYSUCKLE & WAFER
Nay, it should.

JUSTINIANO
Nego, nego, no, no. It shall be provd unto you, your heads would ache worse; when women are proclaimed to be light, they strive to be more light, for who dares disprove a proclamation?

TENTERHOOK
Ay, but when light wives make heavy husbands, let these husbands play mad Hamlet and cry revenge. Come, and well do so.

MISTRESS JUSTINIANO
Pray, stay, be not so heady at my entreaty.

JUSTINIANO
My wife entreats you, and I entreat you to have mercy on yourselves, though you have none over the women. Ill tell you a tale. This last Christmas, a citizen and his wife  as it might be one of you  were invited to the revels one night at one of the inns a court. The husband, having business, trusts his wife thither to take up a room for him before. She did so. But before she went, doubts a rising, what blocks her husband would stumble at, to hinder his entrance. It was consulted upon, by what token, by what trick, by what banner or brooch he should be known to be he when he rappd at the gate.

ALL THREE
Very good.

JUSTINIANO
The crowd, he was told, would be great; their clamours greater, and able to drown the throats of a shoal of fishwives. He himself therefore devises an excellent watchword, and the sign at which he woud hang out himself, should be a horn. He would wind his horn, and that should give em warning that he was come.

ALL THREE
So.

JUSTINIANO
The torchman and whifflers had an item to receive him. He comes, rings out his horn with an alarum, enters with shout, all the house rises  thinking some sowgelder pressed in  his wife blushed, the company jested, the simple man like a beggar going to the stocks laughd, as not being sensible of his own disgrace, and hereupon the punies set down this decree that no man shall hereafter come to laugh at their revels  if his wife be entered before him  unless he carry his horn about him.

WAFER
Ill not trouble them.

JUSTINIANO
So if you trumpet abroad and preach at the market cross your wives shame, tis your own shame.

ALL THREE
What shall we do, then?

JUSTINIANO
Take my counsel. Ill ask no fee fort. Bar our host, banish mine hostess, beat away the chamberlain, let the ostlers walk, enter you the chambers peaceably, lock the doors gingerly, look upon your wives woefully, but upon the evildoers, most wickedly.

TENTERHOOK
What shall we reap by this?

JUSTINIANO
An excellent harvest, this. You shall hear the poor mousetrappd guilty gentlemen call for mercy; your wives you shall see kneeling at your feet and weeping, and wringing, and blushing, and cursing Brainford, and crying pardona moy, pardona moy, pardona moy, whilst you have the choice to stand either at judges to condemn em, beadles to torment em, or confessors to absolve em. And what a glory will it be for you three to kiss your wives like forgetful husbands, to exhort and forgive the young men like pitiful fathers, then to call for oars, then to cry Hay for London! then to make a supper, then to drown all in sack and sugar, then to go to bed, and then to rise and open shop, where you may ask any man what he lacks with your cap off, and none shall perceive whether the brims wring you.

TENTERHOOK
Well raise no towns.

HONEYSUCKLE
No, no, lets knock first.

WAFER
Ay, thats best. Ill summon a parley. [Knocks.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
[Within.] Whose there? Have you stockfish in hand that you beat so hard? Who are you?

TENTERHOOK
Thats my wife. Let Justiniano speak, for all they know our tongues.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
[Within.] What a murrain ail these colts, to keep such a kicking, Monopoly?

JUSTINIANO
Yes.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
[Within.] Is Master Linstock up too, and the captain?

JUSTINIANO
Both are in the field. Will you open your door?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
[Within.] Oh, you are proper gamesters t bring flase dice with you from London to cleat yourselves. Ist possible that three shallow women should gull three such gallants?

TENTERHOOK
What means this?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
[Within.] Have we defied you upon the walls all night to open our gates to you ithmorning? Our honest husbands, they  silly men  lie praying in their beds now, that the water under us may not be rough, the tilt that covers us may not be rent, and the straw about our feed may keep our pretty legs warm. I warrant they walk upon Queen-hive  as Leander did for Hero  to watch for our landing, and should we wrong such kind hearts? Would we might ever be troubled with the toothache then?

TENTERHOOK
This thing that makes fools of us thus, is my wife. [Knocks.

MISTRESS WAFER
Ay, ay, knock your bellies full. We hug one another abed and lie laughing till we tickle again to remember how we sent you a bat-fowling.

WAFER
An almont parret. Thats my Mabs voice. I know by the sound.

JUSTINIANO
Sfoot, you ha spoild half already, and youll spoil all, if you dam not up your mouths! Villainy! Nothing but villainy! Im afraid they have smelt your breaths at the keyhole, and now they set you to catch flounders, whilst in the meantime, the concupiscentious malefactors make em ready and then take London napping.

ALL THREE
Ill not be gulld so.

TENTERHOOK
Show yourselves to be men, and break open doors.

JUSTINIANO
Break open doors, and show yourselves to be beasts. If you break open doors, your wives may lay flat burglary to your charge.

HONEYSUCKLE
Lay a pudding. Burglary!

JUSTINIANO
Will you then turn coridons because you are among clowns? Shall it be said you have no brains being in Brainford?

ALL THREE
Master Parenthesis, we will enter and set upon em.

JUSTINIANO
Well, do so. But enter not so that all the country may cry shame of your doings. Knock, em down, burst open Erebus and bring an old house over our heads if you do.

WAFER
No matter, well bear it off with heads and shoulders.[Knocks.

MISTRESS WAFER looks out.

MISTRESS WAFER
You cannot enter indeed, la. Gods my pittikin, our three husbands summon a parley! Let that long old woman either creep under t heed or else stand upright behind the painted cloth. [Exit.

WAFER
Do you hear, you Mabel?

MISTRESS WAFER
Lets never hide our heads now, for we are discovered.

HONEYSUCKLE
But all this while, my Honeysuckle appears not.

JUSTINIANO
Why, then two of them have pitchd their tents there and your lies in ambuscade with your enemy there.

HONEYSUCKLE
Stand upon your guard there, while I batter here. [Knock at the other door.

MONOPOLY
Whos there?

JUSTINIANO
Hold, Ill speak in a small voice like one of the women. Heres a friend. Are you up? Rise, rise, stir, stir!

MONOPOLY
[Within.] Uds foot! What weasel are you? Are you going to catch quails that you bring your pipes with you? Ill see what troubled ghost it is that cannot sleep. [Looks out.

TENTERHOOK
Oh, Master Monopoly, God save you!

MONOPOLY
Amen, for the last itme I saw you , the devil was at mine elbow in buff. What, three merry men, and three merry men, and three merry men be we too.

HONEYSUCKLE
How does my wife, Master Monopoly?

MONOPOLY
Who? My overthwart neighbour, passing well. This is kindly done. Sir Goslin is not far from you. Well join our armies presently. Here be rare fields to walk in. Captain, rise, Captain Linstock, bestir your stumps, for the Philestines are upon us. [Exit.

TENTERHOOK
This Monopoly is an arrant knave, a cogging knave, for all hes a courtier. If Monopoly be sufferd to ride up and down with other mens wives, hell undo both city and country.

Enter MISTRESS TENTERHOOK, MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE, and MISTRESS WAFER.

JUSTINIANO
Moll, mask thyself. They shall not know thee.

ALL THREE WOMEN
How now, sweethearts? What make you here?

WAFER
Not that which you make here.

TENTERHOOK
Marry, you make bulls of your husbands.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Buzzards, do we not? Out, you yellow infirmities! Do all slowers show in your eyes like columbines?

WAFER
Wife, what says the collier? Is not thy soul blacker than his coals? How does the child? How does my flesh and blood wife?

MISTRESS WAFER
Your flesh and blood is very well recovered now, mouse.

WAFER
I know tis. The collier has a sack-full of news to empty.

TENTERHOOK
Clare, where by your two rings with diamonds?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
At hand, sir, with a wet finger.

TENTERHOOK
I dreamt you had lost em. What a profane varlet is this shoulder clapper, to lie thus upon my wife and her rings.

Enter MONOPOLY, WHIRLPOOL, and LINSTOCK.

MONOPOLY, WHIRLPOOL, & LINSTOCK
Save you, gentlemen.

TENTERHOOK, HONEYSUCKLE, & WAFER
And you and our wives from you.

MONOPOLY
Your wives have savd themselves for one.

TENTERHOOK
Master Monopoly, though I meet you in high Germany, I hope you can understand broken English. Have you dischargd your debt?

MONOPOLY
Yes, sir, with a double charge. Your harpy that set his ten commandments upon my back had to diamonds to save him harmless.

TENTERHOOK
Of you, sir.

MONOPOLY
Me, sir. Do you think there be no diamond courtiers?

Enter AMBUSH.

TENTERHOOK
Sergeant Ambush, issue forth. Monopoly, Ill cut off your convoy mast. Sergeant Ambush, I charge you as you hope to receive comfort from the smell of mace, speak not like a sergeant, but deal honestly, of whom had you the diamonds?

AMBUSH
Of your wife, sir, if Im an honest man.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Of me, you pewter-buttoned rascal!

MONOPOLY
Sirrah, you that live by nothing but the carrion of poultry.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Schoolmaster, hark hither. [Whispers to JUSTINIANO.

MONOPOLY
Where are my gems and precious stones that were my bail?

AMBUSH
Forthcoming, sir, though your money is not. Your creditor has em.

JUSTINIANO
[To MISTRESS TENTERHOOK.] Excellent! Peace. [Aloud.] Why, Master Tenterhook, if the diamonds be of the reported value, Ill pay your money. Receive em, keep em till Master Monopoly be fatter ithpurse; for Master Monopoly, I know you will not be long empty, Master Monopoly.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Let him have em, good Tenterhook. Where are they?

TENTERHOOK
At home. I lockd em up.

Enter MISTRESS BIRDLIME.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
No, indeed, forsooth. I lockd em up, and those are they your wife has, and those are they your husband  like a bad liver as he is  woud lhave given to a niece of mine that lies in my house to take physic  to have committed fleshly treason with her.

TENTERHOOK
Ay, at your house  you old  

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
You, perdy, and that honest bachelor, never all me old for the matter.

[Points to HONEYSUCKLE.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Motherly woman, hes my husband and no bachelors buttons are at his doublet.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Las, I speak innocently and that lean gentleman set in his staff there. But, as Im a sinner, both I and the young woman had an eye to the main chance, and though they brought more about em than Captain Candishs voyage came to, they should not, nor could not  unless I had been a naughty woman  have entered the straits.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK, MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE, & MISTRESS WAFER
Have we smelt you out, foxes?

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Do you come after us with hue and cry when you are the thieves yourselves?

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Murder, I see, cannot be hid, but if this old Sybil of your speak oracles, for my part, Ill be like an almanac that threatens nothing but foul weather.

TENTERHOOK
That bawd has been damnd five hundred times and is her word to be taken?

JUSTINIANO
To be damd once is enough, for anyone of her coat.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Why, sir, what is my coat that you sit thus upon my skirts?

JUSTINIANO
Thy coat is an ancient coat, one of the seven deadly sins. Put thy coat first to making. But, do you hear, you mother of iniquity, you that can lose and find your ears when you list, go. Sail with the rest of your bawdy-traffickers to the place of sixpenny sinfulness, the suburbs.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
I scorn the sinfulness of any suburbs in Christendom. Tis well known I have uprisers and downlyers with the city, night by night, like a profane fellow as thou art.

JUSTINIANO
Right, I know thou hast. Ill tell you gentlefolks, theres more resort to this fortune teller than of forlorn wives married to old husbands, and of green sickness wenches that can get no husbands to the house of a wise woman. She has tricks to keep a vaulting house under the laws nose.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
Thou dost the laws nose wrong to belie be so.

JUSTINIANO
For either a cunning woman has a chamber in her house or a physician, or a picture-maker, or an attorney, because all these are good cloaks for the rain. And then if the female party thats cliented above-stairs be young, shes a squires daughter of low degree that lies there for physic, or comes up to be placed with a countess; if of middle age, shes a widow, and has suits at the term or so.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Oh, fie upon her! Burn the witch! Out of our company!

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Lets hem her out of Brainford fi she get not the faster to London.

MISTRESS WAFER
Oh, no, for Gods sake, rather hem her out of London and let her keep in Brianford still.

MISTRESS BIRDLIME
No, you cannot hem me out of London. Had I known this your rings should ha been poxd ere I would ha touchd em. I will take a pair of oars. [Exit.

JUSTINIANO
Let that ruin of intemperance be rakd up in dust and ashes. And now tell me, if you had raisd the town, had not the tiles tumbled upon your heads? For you see your wives are chaste, these good men civil. All is but a May-game. She has her diamonds, you shall have your money, the child is recovered, the false collier discovered, they came to Brainford to be merry, you were caught in Birdlime; and therefore se the hares head against the goose giblets, put all instruments in tune, and every husband play music upon the lips of his wife whilst I begin first.

OMNES
Come, wenches, bet so.

MISTRESS TENTERHOOK
Mistress Justiniano, ist you were ashamd all this while of showing your face? Is she your wife, schoolmaster?

JUSTINIANO
Look you, your schoolmaster has been in France, and lost his hair. No more Parenthesis now, but Justiniano. I will now play the merchant with you. Look not strange at her, nor at me, the story of us both shall be as good as an old wives tale, to cut off our way to London.

Enter Chamberlain.

How now?

CHAMBERLAIN
Alas, sir, the knight yonder, Sir Goslin, has almost his throat cut by poulterers and townsmen and rascals, and all the noise that went with him, poor fellows, have their fiddle-cases pulld over heir ears.

OMNES
Is Sir Goslin hurt?

CHAMBERLAIN
Not much hurt, sir, but he bleeds like a pig for his crowns crackd.

MISTRESS HONEYSUCKLE
Then has he been twice cut ithhead since we landed  once with a pottle-pot, and now with old iron.

JUSTINIANO
Gentlemen, hasten to his rescue some, whiles others call for oars.

OMNES
Away then to London!

JUSTINIANO
Farewell, Brainford.
Gold that buys health can never be ill spent,
Nor hours laid out in harmless merriment.

SONG.

Oars, oars, oars, oars,
To London, hey, to London, hey.
Hoist up sails and lets away,
For the safest bay,
For us to land is London shores.
Oars, oars, oars, oars,
Quickly shall we get to land,
If you, if you, if you,
Lend us but half a hand,
Oh, lent us half a hand. [Exeunt.
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In collaboration with John Webster

Sir Thomas Wyatt is considered to be a play written, or woven together, by a handful of playwrights, including Dekker, Thomas Heywood, Wentworth Smith, Henry Chettle and John Webster. The work was produced in 1601/2 and credited to Webster and Dekker, though the drama is believed to have been pieced together from scraps of two older works called Lady Jane, which Chettle, Heywood, and Smith are believed to have written. The play centres on a period of particular political instability following the deaths, in quick succession, of Henry VIII and his son Edward VI. A situation developed where Henrys will differed from Edwards wishes about who should succeed the boy king and inherit the kingdom.

In Henrys first Act of Succession in 1533 he removed his eldest daughter Mary from the line of succession; in the second Act Elizabeth was removed, and in his final 1543 Act he decided to settle his crown on Edward and the princes future children. Henrys will in 1546 re-instated Mary and Elizabeth as heirs should Edward fail to produce children. When Edward became king he contradicted Henrys will by once again choosing to exclude his sisters from the line of succession, conferring it upon his cousins, the protestant Grey sisters. After Edwards death, there was a conflict between Edwards Act, which placed Lady Jane upon the throne and Henrys will which stipulated that Mary should be queen. In the play Thomas Wyatt is shown to be fiercely loyal to Henry and he begins to encourage the nobles to support Marys claim before he becomes incensed by her intention to marry Prince Philip of Spain and so decides to rebel against her. Webster and Dekker craft an intriguing work, chronicling a time of religious upheaval and fighting, reflecting the potential conflict of legal and divine rights in 16th century England.
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Wyatt was a trusted adviser to Henry VIII
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THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF SIR THOMAS WYAT.
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NOTE: THE COPY, from which the present edition of this play has been prepared, is in the Kings library at the British Museum. The play was never reprinted until it was included by Mr. Dyce in edition of Websters works, 1830. There is no distribution into Acts or Scenes.

Enter Northumberland and Suffolk.

Suffolk. HOW fares the king, my lord? speaks he cheerly?

North. Even as a dying man, whose life
Like to quick lightning, which is
No sooner seen but is extinct.

Suff. Is the kings will confirmd?

North. Ay, thats the point that we level at.
But O, the confirmation of that will:
Tis all! tis all!

Suff. That will confirm my daughter queen.

North. Right; and my son is married to your daughter.
My lord, in an even plain way. I will.
Derive the crown unto your daughters head.
What though the king hath left behind
Two sisters, lawful and immediate heirs,
To succeed him in his throne: lies it not
In our powers to contradict it?
Hare we not the king and councils hands unto it?
Tut, we stand high in mans opinion
And the worlds broad eye.

Enter SIR THOMAS WYAT.

Suff. Here comes Sir Thomas Wyat.

North. Sir Thomas booted and spurrd!
Whither away so fast?

Wyat. It boots me not to stay,
When in this land rebellion bears such sway.
Gods will, a court! tis changd
Since noble Henrys days.
You have set your hands unto a will;
A will you well may call it:
So wills Northumberland, so wills great Suffolk,
Against Gods will, to wrong those princely maids.

North. Will you not subscribe your hand
With other of the lords  not with me,
That in my hands surprise the sovereignty?

Wyat. Ill damn my soul for no man, no, for no man.
Who at doomsday must answer for my sin?
Not you, nor you, my lords.
Who namd Queen Jane, in noble Henrys days?
Which of you all durst once displace his issue?
My lords, my lords, you whet your knives so sharp
To carve your meat,
That they will cut your fingers.
The strength is weakness that you build upon.
The king is sick,  God mend him, ay, God mend him!  
But were his soul from his pale body free,
Adieu, my lords, the court no court for me. [Exit.

North. Farewell, I fear thee not.
The fly is angry, but he wants a sting.
Of all the council, only this perverse
And peevish lord hath only denied his hand
To the investing of your princely daughter.
Hes idle, and wants power:
Our ocean shall these petty brooks devour.
Here comes his Highness doctor.

Enter DOCTOR.

Suff. How fares his Highness?

Doct. His body is past help:
We have left our practice to the divines,
That they may cure his soul.

Suff. Fast physics help! why then past hope of life.
Here comes his Highness preacher:
Life, reverent man  

Enter PREACHER.

Preach. Life, life, though death his body do dissever;
Our king lives with the King of Heaven for ever!

North. Dead! Send for heralds, call me pursuivants;
Wheres the king-at-arms? In every market-town
Proclaim Queen Jane.

Suff. Best to take the opinion of the council.

North. You are too timorous: we in ourselves
Are power sufficient: the king being dead,
This hand shall place the crown on Queen Janes head.
Trumpets and drums, with your notes resound
Her royal name, that must in state be crownd!
[Exeunt.

Enter GUILDFORD and JANE.

Guild. Our cousin king is dead.

Jane. Alas, how small an urn contains a king!
He that ruld all even with his princely breath,
Is forcd to stoop now to the stroke of death.
Heard you not the proclamation?

Guild. I hear of it, and I give credit to it:
What great men fear to be, their fears grow greater.
Our fathers grow ambitious,
And would force us sail in mighty tempests,
And are not lords of what they do possess.
Are not thy thoughts as great?

Jane. I have no thoughts so rank, so grown to head,
As are our fathers pride.
Troth, I do enjoy a kingdom, having thee,
And, so my pain be prosperous in that,
What care I though a sheep-cote be my palace,
Or fairest roof of honour?

Guild. See how thy blood keeps course with mine:
Thou must be a queen, ay me, a queen!
The flattering bells, that shrilly, sound
At the kings funeral, with hollow hearts,
Will cowardly call thee sovereign;
For indeed thou wouldst prove but an usurper.

Jane. Who would wear fetters, though they were all of gold,
Or be sick, though his faint brows
For a wearing nightcap wore a crown?
Thou must assume
A title that goes on many feet;
But tis an office
Wherein the hearts of scholars and of soldiers
Will depend upon thy hearse. Were this rightly scannd,
We scarce should find a king in any land.

Enter ARUNDEL.

Arun. Honour and happy reign
Attend the new Majesty of England!

Jane. To whom, my lord, bends this your awe?

Arun. To your grace, dread sovereign;
You are, by the kings will, and the consent
Of all the lords, chosen for our queen.

Jane. O God! methinks you sing my death
In parts of musics loudness:
Tis not my turn to rise.

Enter NORTHUMBERLAND, SUFFOLK, with the purse and the mace, with others.

North. The voice of the whole land speaks in my tongue:
It is concluded your majesty must ride
From hence unto the Tower, there to stay
Until your coronation.

Jane. O God!

Suff. Why sighs your majesty?

Jane. My lord and father, I pray tell me,
Was your fathers father eer a king?

Suff. Never, and it like your grace.

Jane. Would I might still continue of his line,
Not travel in the clouds!
It is often seen, the heated blood
That covets to be royal leaves off ere it be noble.
My learned, careful king, what, must we go?

Guild. We must.

Jane. Then it must be so.

North. Set forward, then.

[A dead march, and pass round the stage, and Guildford speaks.

Guild. The Tower will be a place of ample state:
Some lodgings in it will, like dead mens sculls,
Remember us of frailty.
We are led with pomp to prison.

Jane. O, prophetic soul!
Lo, we ascend into our chairs of state,
Like funeral coffins in some funeral pomp
Descending to their graves! But we must on.
How can we fare well to keep our court
Where prisoners keep their cave?

[A flourish. Exeunt omnes.

Enter QUEEN MARY, with a prayer-book in her hand, like a nun.

Mary. Thus like a nun, not like a princess bora.
Descended from the royal Henrys loins,
Live I environd in a house of stone.
My brother Edward lives in pomp and state;
I in a mansion here all ruinate.
Their rich attire, delicious banqueting,
Their several pleasures, all their pride and honour,
I have forsaken for a rich prayer-book.
The golden mines of wealthy India
Is all as dross compared to thy sweetness:
Thou art the joy and comfort of the poor;
The everlasting bliss in thee we find.
This little volume, enclosed in this hand,
Is richer than the empire of this land.

Enter SIR HENRY BEDINGFIELD.

Beding. Pardon me, madam, that so boldly
I press into your chamber: I salute
Your highness, with the high style of queen.

Mary. Queen! may it be?
Or jest you at my lowering misery?

Beding. Your brother king is dead,
And you the Catholic queen must now succeed.

Mary. I see my God at length hath heard my prayer.
You, Sir Harry, for your glad tidings,
Shall be held in honour and due regard.

Enter SIR THOMAS WYAT.

Wyat. Health to the Lady Mary!

Mary. And why not Queen, Sir Thomas?

Wyat. Ask that of Suffolk duke, and great Northumberland,
Who in your stead hath crownd another.

Mary. Another queen, Sir Thomas, we alive,
The true immediate heir of our dread father!

Wyat. Nothing more true than that,
Nothing more true than you are the true heir.
Come, leave this cloister, and be seen abroad;
Your very sight will stir the peoples hearts,
And make them cheerly for Queen Mary cry.
One comfort I can tell you: the tenants of the dukes
Northumberland and Suffolk denied their aid
In these unlawful arms;
To all the council I denied my hand,
And for King Henrys issue still will stand.

Mary. Your counsel, good Sir Thomas, is so pithy,
That I am won to like it.

Wyat. Come, let us straight from hence,
From Framlingham. Cheer your spirits.
Ill to the dukes at Cambridge, and discharge them all.
Prosper me, God, in these affairs!
I lovd the father well, I lovd the son,
And for the daughter I through death will run.
[Exeunt omnes.

Brett. Here, my lord.

Suff. Are all our numbers full?

Brett. They are, my lord.

Suff. See them arraignd; I will set forward straight.

North. Honourable friends, and native peers,
That have chosen me
To be the leader of these martial troops,
To march against
The sister of our late dead sovereign;
Bear witness of my much unwillingness
In furthering these attempts. I rather joy
To think upon our ancient victories
Against the French and Spaniard, whose high pride
We levelld with the waves of British shore,
Dyeing the haven of Britain with guilty blood,
Till all the harbour seemd a sanguine pool
Or we desire these arms were now to war
Gainst the perfidious northern enemy,
Who, trembling at our first shock, voice, and sight,
Like cowards turnd their backs with shameful flight.
But those rich spoils are past: w are now to go,
Being native friends, against a native foe.
In your hands we leave the queen elected:
She hath seizure of the Tower.
If you be confident, as you have sworn
Yourselves true liegemen to her highness,
She no doubt with royal favour will remunerate
The least of your deserts. Farewell:
My tears into your bosoms fall;
With one embrace I do include you all.

Arun. My lord most lovd, with what a mourning heart
I take your farewell, let the after signs
Of my employment witness. I protest,
Did not the sacred person of my queen,
Whose weal I tender as my souls chief bliss,
Urge my abode, I would not think it shame
To trail a pike where you were general.
But wishes are in vain; I am bound to stay,
And urgent business calls your grace away:
See on my knees I humbly take my leave,
And steep my words with tears.

North. Kind Arundel, I bind thee to my love:
Once more, farewell.

Arun. Heavens give your grace success!
Commend us to the queen and to your son:
Within one week, I hope, war will be done.

Brett. Come, my lords, shall us march?

North. Ay, ay, for Gods sake on:
Tis more than time, my friends, that we were gone.
[Exewnt omnes.

Enter TREASURER and PORTER.

Treas. What ho, porter! open the gate.

Porter. I beseech your honour to pardon me,
The council hath given strict command
Not any shall pass this way.

Treas. Why, you idle fellow, am I not sent
Upon the Queens affairs, commanded by the lords?
And know you not that I am treasurer?
Come, open the gate: you do you know not what.

Porter. Well, my lord, I do adventure, on your word,
The dukes displeasure; all the council-board
Besides may be my heavy enemies;
But go a Gods name; I the worst will prove,
And if I die, I die for him I love,

Treas. I thank thee, and will warrant thee from death.
Is my horse ready?

Porter. It is, my lord.

Treas. Then will I fly this fearful council-board.
[Exit Treasurer.

Porter. My heart misgives me I have done amiss;
Yet being a councillor, one of the number,
Nothing can prove amiss.
Now shall I know the worst;
Here comes my lord of Arundel.

Enter ARUNDEL.

Arun. Porter, did the lord treasurer pass this way?

Porter. But now, my gracious lord.

Arun. Ungracious villain, follow,
Bring him back again:
If not by fair means, bring him back by force.
And hear you, sirrah, as you go, will the lord mayor,
And some aldermen of his brethren,
And some especial citizens of note,
To attend our further pleasures presently.
The treasurer fled; the dukes but newly arrested;
Some purpose on my life to cross their plots:
Well set strong watches, see gates and walls well mannd:
Tis ten to one but princely innocence
Is these strange turmoils wisest violence, [Exeunt.

Enter WINCHESTER, ARUNDEL, and other LORDS; the
LORD TREASURER kneeling at the council-table.

Arun. Though your attempt, lord treasurer, be such,
That hath no colour in these troublous times
But an apparent purpose of revolt
From the deceasd kings will and our decree,
Yet, for you are a councillor of note,
One of our number, and of high degree,
Before we any way presume to judge,
We give you leave to speak in your behalf.

Treas. My lord, the business of these troublous times,
Binding us all still to respect the good
Of commonweal, yet doth it not debar
Private regard of us and of our own.
The general weal is treasurd in your breast,
And all my ablest powers have been employd
To stir them there; yet have I borne a part,
Laying the common troubles next my heart.
My oversight in parting without leave
Was no contempt, but only for an hour,
To order home affairs, that none of mine
In these nice times should unto faction climb.

Arun. Nay, my good lord, be plain with us, I pray; 
Are you not grievd that we have given consent
To Lady Janes election?

Treas. My lords, I am not.

Arun. Speak like a gentleman; upon your word
Are you not discontent?

Treas. Troth, to be plain, I am not pleasd
That two such princely maids, lineally descended
From our royal king, and by his testimony
Confirmed heir, if that their brother dying issueless,
And one that never dreamd it, never desird
The rule of sovereignty,
But with virgins tears hath oft bewaild her misery,
Should politicly by us be namd a queen.

Arun. You have said nobly; sit, and take your place.

Enter PORTER.

Porter. My lords, Sir Thomas Wyat craves access
Unto your honours.

Arun. Let him come near.

Enter WYAT.

Porter. Room for Sir Thomas Wyat.

Wyat. A divine spirit teach your honours truth,
Open your eyes of judgment to behold
The true legitimate Mary, your undoubted sovereign!

Arun. Arise, Sir Thomas, sit and take your place.
Now to our former business:
The obligation wherein we all stood bound
To the deceasd late kings will and our decree,
His cousin Jane and the two absent dukes,
Cannot be conceald without great reproach
To us and to our issue. We have sworn,
In presence of the sacred host of heaven,
Unto our late young lord, to both the dukes,
That no impeachment should divert our hearts
From the enthronement of the Lady Jane.
To this end we have seizd her in the Tower,
By public proclamation made her queen;
To this end we have armd the dukes with power,
Given them commission under our own hands.
To pass against the lady, and perform
In hostile manner, and no doubt the spleen
Of the undaunted spirit of Northumbers earl
Will not be coold with writings of repeal.
Advice in this, I hold it, better far,
To keep the course we run, than, seeking change,
Hazard our lives, our heirs, and the realms.

Wyat. In actions roving from the bent of truth,
We have no precedent thus to persist
But the bare name of worldly policy.
If others have ground from justice and the law,
As well divine as politic agreeing,
They are for no cause to be disinherited.
If you not seven years since to that effect
Swore to the father to maintain his seed,
What dispensation hath acquitted you
From your first sacred vows?
Youll say the will extorted from a child:
O, let mine eyes in naming that sweet youth
Observe their part,
Pouring down tears, sent from my swelling heart!
Gods mother, I turn child! but Ill go on.
Say that the will were his, forcd by no trick,
But for religious love his simple act,
Yet note how much you err.
You were sworn before to a mans will,
And not a will alone,
But strengthend by an act of parliament.
Besides this sacred proof, the princely maids
Had they no will nor act to prove their right?
Have birthrights no privilege, being a plea so strong,
As cannot be refelled, but by plain wrong?
Nor were you touchd. The lady in Tower,
Alas, shes innocent of any claim!
Trust me, shed think it a most happy life,
To leave a queens and keep a ladys name.
And for the dukes, your warrants sent them forth;
Let the same warrants call them back again:
If they refuse to come, the realm, not they,
Must be regarded. Be strong and bold.
We are the peoples factors. Save our sons
From killing one another; be afraid
To tempt both heaven and earth. So, I have said.

Arun. Why then give order that she shall be queen.
Send for the Mayor. Her errors well forget,
Hoping she will forgive.

Wyat. Never make doubt: setting her ceremonious order by,
She is pure within, and mildly chaste without.

Arun. Give order to keep fast the lady Jane.
Dissolve the council. Let us leave the Tower,
And in the city hold our audience.

Wyat. You have advised well, honourable lords:
So will the citizens be wholly ours,
And if the dukes be cross, well cross their powers.
[Exeunt omnes.

Enter BRETT, CLOWN, and SOLDIERS.

Brett. Lancepersado, quarter, quarter.

Clown. What shall we quarter, captain?

Brett. Why, the soldiers.

Clown. Why, they are not hanged, nor drawn yet.

Brett. Sir, I mean quarter them, that the offended multitude
May pass in safety.

Clown. May we not take tolls of the pies and the applewomen?

Brett. Not in any sort; the dukes pleasure wills that pass free.

Clown. The commons shall be used with all common courtesy. Whos that goes in rank like beans, with cheesecakes on their heads, instead of caps.

Brett. Sirrah, this is a famous university
And those, scholars; those lofty buildings and goodly houses
Founded by noble patrons. But no more:
Set a strong watch; that be your chiefest care.

Enter a COUNTRYMAN and a MAID.

Count. Whats here? soldiers!

Brett. Fear not good speech. These rude arms I bear,
Are not to fright sweet gentle peace away,
But to succour your lives. Pass peaceably away.

Clown. Cry God save the queen, as you go, and
God send you a good market.

Maid. God save the queen! what queen? there lies the sense:
When we have none, it can be no offence.

Clown. What carry you there in your basket?

Maid. Eggs, forsooth.

Clown. Well, cry God save queen Jane, as you go, and
God send you a good market.

Maid. Is the right queen calld Jane? alack, for woe;
At the first she was not christend so!
[Exeunt Countryman and Maid.

Brett. Thus old and young still descant on her name,
Nor lend no ear when we her style proclaim.
I fear, I fear,  fear, Brett! what shouldst thou fear?
Thou hast a breast composd of adamant.
Fall what ill betide,
My anchors cast, and I in harbour ride. [Exeunt.

Enter Northumbebland, Huntingdon, WYAT,
and Soldiers,

Wyat. My lord, tis true, you sent unto the council
For fresh supplies; what succour, what supplies?
Happy is he can draw his neck out of the collar
And make his peace with Mary.

North. How stands the treasurer addicted to us?

Wyat. I had forgot: when we were at council,
He stole away, and went home to his house,
And by much entreaty was won to return.
In brief, they all incline to queen Mary.
My lord, farewell:
Each hasty hour will colder tidings tell. [Exit.

North. Come they in thunder, we will meet with them:
In the loudest language that their ordnance speaks,
Ours shall answer theirs.
Call me a herald, and in the market-place proclaim
Queen Jane. The streets are full,
The town is populous, the people gape for novelty.
Trumpets, speak to them,
That they may answer with an echoing cry,
God save queen Jane, God save her majesty!

[A trumpet sounds, and no answer. The Herald sounds a parley, and none answers.

Ha! a bare report of trumpets;
Are the slaves hoarse, or want they heart to speak?
O me! This town consists on famous colleges,
Such as know both how, and what, and when to speak.
Well, yet we will proceed,
And smother what close envy hath decreed.

Enter AMBROSE.

Ambrose, my son, what news?

Amb. O my thrice-honourd father!

North. Boy, speak the worst:
That which sounds deadliest, let me hear that first.

Amb. The lords have all revolted from your faction.

North. We in ourselves are strong.

Amb. In Baynards Castle was a council held,
Whither the mayor and sheriffs did resort,
And twas concluded to proclaim queen Mary.

North. Then they revolt the allegiance from my daughter,
And give it to another?
Amb. True, my thrice-honourd father;
Besides, my brother Guildford and his wife,
Where she was proclaimd queen, are now close prisoners,
Namely in the Tower.

North. God take them to his mercy! they had need
Of grace and patience, for they both must bleed.
Poor innocent souls, they both from guilt are free!

Amb. O my thrice-honourd father, might I advise you,
Fly to your manor, there study for your safety!

North. Boy, thou sast well:
And since the lords have all revolted from me,
Myself will now revolt against myself.
Call me a herald to fill their empty ears;
Assist me, son; my good lord Huntingdon,
Even in this market-town proclaim queen Mary.
A trumpet sounds a parley, the HERALD proclaims.

Her. Mary, by the grace of God, Queen of England,
France, and Ireland, defendress of the faith, amen.
[Within, a shout and a flourish.

North. Amen: I bear a part,
Ay, with my tongue, I do not with my heart.
Now they can cry, now they can bawl and yell:
Base-minded slaves, sink may your souls to hell!

Enter MASTER BOOSE, with letters.

Roose. My honourd lord, the council greets you with
These letters.

North. Stay, master Boose: ere you depart, receive
An answer and reward. [He readeth the letter.
In the sovereign name of Mary our queen, you shall
upon the sight hereof surcease your arms, discharge your
soldiers, and presently repair unto the court, or else be held
as an arch traitor.
Tis short and sharp.
Master Boose, we do obey your warrant:
But I pray tell me, how do all our friends at court?
Is there not a great mortality amongst them?
Is there not a number of them dead of late,
Since I came thence?

Roose. My gracious lord, not any.

North. O, master Boose, it cannot be; I will assure you
At my departure thence, I left living there at least
Five hundred friends, and now I have not one,
Simply, not one; friends! ha, ha, ha! commission,
Thou must be my friend,
And stand betwixt me and the stroke of death;
Were thy date out, my lifes date were but short;
They are cold friends that kill their friends in sport.

Amb. Here comes your honourd friend, the earl of
Arundel.

Enter Arundel.

North. My honourd friend

Arun. I am no friend to traitors:
In my most high and princely sovereigns name,
I do arrest your honour of high treason.

North. A traitor, Arundel!
Have I not your hand in my commission?
Let me peruse it: as I taket, tis here,
And by your warrant have I strict proceeded:
Is the limit of my warrant broke? answer me.

Arun. It may be that it hath pleasd her majesty
To pardon us, and for to punish you.
I know no other reason; this I must,
I am commanded, and the act is just.

North. And I obey you. When we parted last,
My lord of Arundel, our farewell was
Better than our greeting now:
Then you cried, God speed;
Now you come on me, ere you say, take heed.
Then you did owe me your best blood; nay grievd
You could not spend them in my service;
O, then it was a double death to stay behind!
But I am overtook, and you are kind,
I am, beshrew you else; but I submit,
My crime is great, and I must answer it.

Arun. You must with your three sons be guarded safe
Unto the Tower; with you those lords and knights,
That in this faction did associate you:
For so I am enjoind.
Then peaceively let us conduct you thither.

North. O my children, my soul weeps endless tears
For you!
O, at the general sessions, when all souls
Stand at the bar of justice, and hold up
Their new-immortalized hands, O then
Let the remembrance of their tragic ends
Be razd out of the bead-roll of my sins!
Wheneer the black book of my crimes unclaspd,
Let not these scarlet letters be found there;
Of all the rest only that page be clear.
But come to my arraignment, then to death.
The queen and you have long aimd at this head:
If to my children she sweet grace extend,
My soul hath peace, and I embrace my end. [Exeunt.

Enter SUFFOLK.

Suff. Three days are past, Monday,
Tuesday, and Wednesday too,
Yet my protesting servant is not come:
Himself conducted me to this hard lodging,
A simple cabin for so great a prince;
And then he swore, but oaths you see are vain,
That he would hourly come and visit me.
I that was wont to surfeit in estate,
Am now through hunger almost desolate.

Enter HOMES, sweating, with bottle and bag.

Homes. My lord.

Suff. Ned Homes, speak, hast thou brought me meat?

Homes. With much ado, my lord, meat, bread, and wine:
While you refresh yourself, I will record
The cause of my long stay.

Suff. I prithee do:
Need bids me eat, need bids me hear thee too.

Homes. The night I left you in the hollow tree,
My house was searchd.

Suff. Go on, go on.

Homes. And I no sooner enterd but attachd;
Threatend the rack, and if I did not yield
Your gracious self into their graceless hands.

Suff. And thou hast donet, thou hast betrayed me?

Homes. Done it! O, betray you! O, no!
First would I see my loved wife and children
Murderd and tossd on spears, before I would
Deliver your grace unto their hands,
For they intend your death.

Suff. Go on, go on.

Homes. And offerd a thousand crowns
To him that can bring news of your abode;
Twas offerd in my hands,
Which I beseech may stop my vital breath,
When I am feed with gold to work your death.

Enter SHERIFF and OFFICERS.

Sher. See, yonder sits the duke.

Suff. I kiss thee in requital of this love.

Homes. And in requital of so great a grace,
I kiss your hand that dares to kiss my face.

Sher. So Judas kissd his master. Seize the duke.

Suff. Ah me! Ned Homes, we are undone;
Both thou and I betrayd!

Sher. My lord, late duke of Suffolk, in her Highness
Name, I do arrest you of high treason.

Suff. I do obey, and only crave this kindness,
You would be good unto my servant Homes,
Who in relieving me hath but performd
The duty of a servant to his lord.

Sher. You are deceivd, sir, in your servant, much;
He is the man that did betray you.
Here, master Homes, towards your thousand pounds,
Here is a hundred marks;
Come to the Exchequer, you shall have the rest.

Suff. Hist thou betrayd me? yet with such a tongue,
So smoothly oild, slight of my dangers fear?
O, break my heart! this griefs too great to bear.

Homes. Pardon me, my lord.

Suff. God pardon thee, and lay not to thy soul
This grievous sin! Farewell!
And when thou spendest this ill-got gold,
Remember how thy masters life was sold;
Thy lord that gave thee lordships, made thee great,
Yet thou betraydst him as he sat at meat.
On to my grave; tis time that I were dead,
When he that held my heart betrays my head.
[Exeunt all but Homes.

Homes. O God, O God, that ever I was born!
This deed hath made me slave to abject scorn. [Exit.

Enter the CLOWN.

Clown. O poor shrimp, how art thou fallen away for want of mouching! O, colon cries out most tyrannically! the little gut hath no mercy. Whats here? victuals! O rare, O good! Feed chops, drink throat, good victuals make good blood.

Enter HOMES, with a halter about his neck.

But stay, whos here? more sheriffs, more searchers? O
no, this is Homes, that betrayed his honest master: how,
with a halter about his neck! I hope he doth not mean to
hang himself. Ill step aside.

Homes. This is the place where I betrayd my lord;
This is the place where oft I have relievd,
And, villain, I betrayd him to the jaws of death.
But here before I further will proceed,
Here will I bury this enticing gold:
Lie there, damnd fiend, never serve human more.

Clown. This is rare: now if in this mood he would hang
himself, t were excellent.

Homes. Shall I ask mercy? no, it is too late;
Heaven will not hear, and I am desperate.
[He strangles himself.

Clown. So, so, a very good ending:
Would all false servants
Might drink of the same sauce!
Gold, you are first mine: you must help
To shift myself into some counterfeit
Suit of apparel, and then to London.
If my old master be hanged, why, so:
If not, why, rustick and lustick. Yet, before I go, I do not care if I throw this dog in a ditch: come away, dissembler. This cannot choose but be a hundred pound, it weighs so heavy. [Exit.

Enter QUEEN MARY, WINCHESTER, NORFOLK, PEMBROKE, WYAT, ARUNDEL, and ATTENDANTS.

Q. Mary. By Gods assistance and the power of heaven,
After our troubles we are safely set
In our inheritance; for which we do subscribe
The praise and benefit to God: next, thanks
To you, my lords. Now shall the sanctuary,
And the house of the Most High, be newly built;
The ancient honours due unto the church,
Buried within the ruind monasteries,
Shall lift their stately heads and rise again,
To astonish the destroyers wandering eyes.
Zeal shall be deckd in gold: religion,
Not like a virgin robbd of all her pomp,
But, bravely shining in her gems of state,
Like a fair bride be offerd to the Lord.
To build large houses, pull no churches down,
Rather enrich the temple with our crown:
Better a poor queen, than the subjects poor.

Win. May it please your grace to give release
Unto such ancient bishops that have lost
Their honours in the church affairs.

Q. Mary. We have given order
To the duke of Norfolk to release them.

Arun. Your sacred highness will no doubt be mindful
Of the late oath you took at Framlingham.

Q. Mary. O, my lord Arundel, we remember that;
But shall a subject force his prince to swear
Contrary to her conscience and the law?
We here release unto our faithful people
One entire subsidy, due unto the crown
In our dead brothers days. The commonalty
Shall not be oerburdend in our reign:
Let them be liberal in religion,
And we will spare their treasure to themselves.
Better a poor prince than the nation poor:
The subjects treasure is the sovereigns store.

Arun. What is your highness pleasure bout the rebels?

Q. Mary. The queen-like rebel, mean you not?
Queen Jane?

Arun. Guildford, and Jane, with great Northumberland,
And haughty Suffolks duke.

Q. Mary. The duke of Suffolk is not yet apprehended:
Therefore, my lords,
Some of you most dear to us in love
Be careful of that charge:
The rest well leave for trial of th other prisoners.

Wyat. The lady Jane, most mighty sovereign,
Allied to you in blood,
For shes the daughter of your fathers sister,
Mary the queen of France, Charles Brandons wife,
Your niece, your next of blood except your sister,
Deserves some pity, so doth youthful Guildford.

Win. Such pity as the law allows to traitors.

Norf. They were misled by their ambitious fathers.

Win. What son to obey his father proves a traitor,
Must buy his disobedience with his death.

Wyat. My lord of Winchester still thirsts for blood.

Q. Mary. Wyat, no more; the law shall be their judge:
Mercy to mean offenders well ostend,
Not unto such that dare usurp our crown.

Arun. Count Egmond, the ambassador from Spain,
Attends your Highness answer, brought those letters
Sent from the emperor in his sons behalf.

Q. Mary. In the behalf of lovely, princely Philip,
Whose person we have shrined in our heart,
At the first sight of his delightful picture?
That picture should have power to tingle
Love in royal breasts: the darts of love are words,
Pictures, conceit hell prevail by any.
Your counsel, lords, about this foreign business.

Arm. I say, and it like your royal majesty,
A royal treaty, and to be confirmd;
And I allow the match.

Win. Allow it, lords! we have cause
To thank our God, that such a mighty prince
As Philip is, son to the emperor,
Heir to wealthy Spain,
And many spacious kingdoms, will vouchsafe

Wyat. Vouchsafe, my lord of Winchester! pray, what?

Win. To grace our mighty sovereign with
His honourable title.

Wyat. To marry with our queen; mean you not so?

Win. I do; what then?

Wyat. O God! Is she a beggar, a forsaken maid,
That she hath need of grace from foreign princes?
By Gods dear mother  O God, pardon! swear I!
Methinks she is a fair and lovely prince;
Her only beauty, were she of mean birth,
Able to make the greatest potentate,
Ay, the great emperor of the mighty Cham,
That hath more nations under his command
Than Spanish Philips like to inherit towns,
To come and lay his sceptre at her feet,
And to entreat her to vouchsafe the grace
To take him and his kingdom to her mercy.

Win. Wyat, you are too hot.

Wyat. And you too proud. Vouchsafe! O, base!
I hope shell not vouchsafe
To take the emperors son to her dear mercy.

Q. Mary. Proceed, my lord of Winchester, I pray.

Win. Then still I say weve cause to thank our God,
That such a mighty prince will look so low
As to respect this island and our queen.

Wyat. Pardon me, madam; he respects your island
More than your person: think of that.

Norf. Wyat, you wrong the affection of the prince,
For he desires no fortresses nor towns,
Nor to bear any office, rule, or state,
Either by person or by substitute,
Nor yet himself to be a councillor
In our affairs.

Wyat. What need he, noble lords,
To ask the fruit, when he demands the tree?
No castle, fortresses, nor towers of strength!
It boots not, when the chiefest tower of all,
The key that opens unto all the land,
I mean our gracious sovereign, must be his.
But he will bear no office in the land,  
And yet will marry with the queen of all!
Nor be of council in the realms affairs  
And yet the queen enclosed in his arms!
I do not like this strange marriage:
The fox is subtle, and his head once in,
The slender body easily will follow.
I grant he offers you, in name of dower,
The yearly sum of threescore thousand ducats,
Besides the seventeen famous provinces,
And that the heir succeeding from your loins
Shall have the sovereign rule of both the realms.
What! shall this move your highness to the match?
Spain is too far for England to inherit,
But England near enough for Spain to woo.

Q. Mary. Have not the kings of England, good Sir
Thomas,
Espousd the daughters of our neighbour kings?

Wyat. I grant your predecessors oft have sought
Their queen from France, and sometimes, too from Spain:
But never could I hear that England yet
Has been so base, to seek a king from either.
Tis policy, dear queen, no love at all.

Win. Tis love, great queen, no policy at all.

Wyat. Which of you all dares justify this match,
And not be touchd in conscience with an oath?
Remember, O remember, I beseech you,
King Henrys last will and his act at court!
I mean that royal court of parliament,
That does prohibit Spaniards from the land,
That Will and Act to which you all are sworn,
And do not damn your souls with perjury.

Q. Mary. But that we know thee, Wyat, to be true
Unto the crown of England and to us,
Thy over-boldness should be paid with death:
But cease, for fear your liberal tongue offend.
With one consent, my lords, you like this match?

Omnes. We do, great sovereign.

Q. Mary. Call in Count Egmond, honourable lords.

Enter EGMOND

We have determind of your embassy,
And thus I plight our love to Philips heart.
Embark you straight, the wind blows wondrous fair:
Till he shall land in England Im all care.
[Exeunt all but Sir Thomas Wyat.

Wyat. And ere he land in England, I will offer
My loyal breast for him to tread upon,
O, who so forward, Wyat, as thyself
To raise this troublesome queen in this her throne!
Philip is a Spaniard, a proud nation,
Whom naturally our countrymen abhor.
Assist me, gracious heavens, and you shall see
What bate I bear unto their slavery!
Ill into Kent, there muster up each friend,
To save this country, and this realm defend. [Exit.

Enter GUILDFORD, JANE, and LIEUTENANT.

Guild. Good morrow to the patron of my woe.

Jane. Good morrow to my lord, my lovely Dudley:
Why do you look so sad, my dearest lord?

Guild. Nay, why doth Jane thus with a heavy eye,
And a defected look, salute the day?
Sorrow doth ill become thy silver brow:
Sad grief lies dead, so long as thou lives fair;
In my Janes joy, I do not care for care.

Jane. My looks, my love, are sorted with my heart.
The sun himself doth scantly show his face.
Out of this firm grate you may perceive
The Tower-hill throngd with store of people,
As if they gapd for some strange novelty.

Guild. Though sleep do seldom dwell in men of care,
Yet I did this night sleep, and this night dreamd
My princely father, great Northumberland,
Was married to a stately bride;
And then methought, just on his bridal day,
A poisond draught did take his life away.

Jane. Let not fond visions so appal my love,
For dreams do oftentimes contrary prove.

Guild. The nights are tedious, and the days are sad:
And see you how the people stand in heaps,
Each man sad looking on his apposd object,
As if a general passion possessd them?
Their eyes do seem as dropping as the moon,
As if prepared for a tragedy;
For never swarms of people there do tread,
But to rob life and to enrich the dead,
And show they wept.

Lieut. My lord, they did so, for I was there.

Guild. I pray resolve us, good master lieutenant,
Who was it yonder that tenderd up his life
To natures death?

Lieut. Pardon me, my lord; tis felony to acquaint you
With death of any prisoner;
Yet, to resolve your grace,
It was your father, great Northumberland,
That this day lost his head.

Guild. Peace rest his soul! His sins
Be buried in his grave,
And not rememberd in his epitaph.
But who comes here?

Jane. My father prisoner!

Enter SUFFOLK, guarded forth.

Suff. O, Jane, now nought but fear! thy title and thy state,
Thou now must leave for a small grave.
Had I been contented to ha been great, I had stood,
But now my rising is pulld down with blood.
Farewell. Point me my house of prayers.

Jane. Is grief so short?
Twas wont to be foil of words, tis true,
But now deaths lesson bids a cold adieu.
Farewell: thus friends on desperate journeys part;
Breaking off words with tears, that swell the heart.
[Exit Suffolk.

Lieut. It is the pleasure of the queen that you part lodgings,
Till jour arraignment, which must be to-morrow.

Jane. Good master lieutenant, let us pray together.

Lieut., Pardon me, madam, I may not; they that owe you, sway me.

Guild. Entreat not, Jane: though she our bodies part,
Our souls shall meet: farewell, my love.

Jane. My Dudley, my own heart. [Exeunt.

Enter Wyat with Soldiers.
Wyat Hold, drum: stand, gentlemen:
Give the word along; stand, stand.
Masters, friends, soldiers, and therefore gentlemen;
I know some of you wear warm purses
Lined with gold; to them I speak not;
But to such lean knaves that cannot put up crosses
Thus, I say, fight valiantly,
And by the Mary God,
You that have all your life-time silver lackd
Shall now get crowns; marry, they must be crackd.

Sold. No matter, well change them for white money.

Wyat. But it must needs be so, dear countrymen,
For soldiers are the masters of wars mint;
BLOWS are the stamps, they set upon with bullets,
And broken pates are, when the brains lie spilt,
These light crowns that with blood are double gilt.
But thats not all that your stout hearts shall earn:
Stick to this glorious quarrel, and your names
Shall stand in chronicles, rankd even with kings.
You free your country from base Spanish thrall,
From ignominious slavery:
Who can disgest a Spaniard, thats a true Englishman?

Sold. Would he might choke, that disgests him!

Wyat. He that loves freedom and his country,
Cry a Wyat! he that will not, with my heart,
Let him stand forth, shake hands, and well depart!

Soldiers. A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat!

Enter NOBBY, sounding a trumpet.

Harp. Forbear, or with the breath thy trumpet spends
This shall let forth thy soul.

Norry. I am a herald, and challenge safety
By thlaw of arms.

Harp. So shalt thou when thourt lawfully employd.

Wyat. What loud knaves that?

Norry. No knave, Sir Thomas, I am a true man
To my queen, to whom thou art a traitor.

Sold. Knock him down.

Wyat. Knock him down! fie, no,
Well handle him, he shall sound before he go.

Harp. He comes from Norfolk and those fawning lords,
In Marys name, weighing out life to them
That will with baseness buy it:
Seize on him, as a pernicious enemy,

Wyat. Sir George, be ruld;
Since we profess the art of war,
Lets not be hissd at for our ignorance:
He shall pass and repass, juggle the best he can.
Lead him into the city. Norry, set forth,
Set forth thy brazen throat, and call all Rochester
About thee; do thy office; fill
Their light heads with proclamations, do;
Catch fools with lime-twigs dipt with pardons.
But Sir George, and good Sir Harry Isley,
If this gallant open his mouth too wide,
Powder the varlet, pistol him, fire the roof
Thats oer his mouth.
He craves the law of arms, and he shall hat:
Teach him our law, to cuts throat if he prate.
If louder reach thy proclamation,
The Lord have mercy upon thee!

Norry. Sir Thomas, I must do my office.

Harp. Come, well do ours too.

Wyat. Ay, ay, do, blow thyself hence.
[Exeunt Harper, Isley, and Norry.
Whorson, proud herald, because he can.»
Give arms, he thinks to cut us off by th elbows.
Masters, and fellow soldiers, say will you leave
Old Tom Wyat?

Omnes. No, no, no.

Wyat. A march! tis Norfolks drum upon my life.
I pray, see what drum it is. [Within, cry, Arm.

Rodston. The word is given, arm! arm flies through. the camp,
As loud, though not so fall of dread, as thunder.
For no mans cheeks look pale, but every face
Is lifted up above his foremans head,
And every soldier does on tiptoe stand,
Shaking a drawn sword in his threatening hand.

Wyat. At whom, at whose drum?

Rod. At Norfolk, Norfolks drum.
With him comes Arundel. You may behold
The silken faces of their ensigns show
Nothing but wrinkles straggling in the wind.:
Norfolk rides foremostly, his crest well known,
Proud as if all our heads were now his own.

Wyat. Soft, he shall pay more for them.
Sir Robert Rodston, bring our musketeers,
To flank our pikes; let all our archery
Fall off in wings of shot aboth sides of the van,
To gall the first horse of the enemy,
That shall come fiercely on our cannoneers:
Bid them to charge: charge, my hearts.

Omnes. Charge, charge.

Wyat. Saint George for England, Wyat for poor Kent!
Blood lost in countrys quarrel is nobly spent.

Enter Islet.

Isley. Base slave, hard-hearted fugitive!
He that you sent with Norry, false Sir George,
Is fled to Norfolk.

Rod. Sir George Harper fled!

Wyat. I neer thought better of a counterfeit:
His name was Harper, was it not? let him go;
Henceforth all harpers, for his sake, shall stand
But for plain ninepence throughout all the land.
They come: no man give ground in these hot cases;
Be Englishmen, and beard them to their faces. [Eseunt.

Enter Norfolk, Arundel, Brett, and Soldiers.

Norf. Yonder the traitor marcheth with a steel-bow,
Bent on his sovereign and her kingdoms peace.
To wave him to us with a flag of truce,
And tender him soft mercy, were
To call our right in question.
Therefore put in act your resolute intendments:
If rebellion be sufferd to take head,
She lives too long. Treason doth swarm,
Therefore give signal to the fight.

Brett. Tis good, tis good, my lord.

Norf. Wheres Captain Brett?

Brett. Here, my lord.

Norf. To do honour to you, and those five hundred
Londoners, that march after your colours,
You shall charge the traitor in the vanguard,
Whilst myself, with noble Arundel
And stout Jerningham, second you in the main,
God and Saint George this day fight on our side,
While thus we tame a desperate rebels pride.
[Exeunt all but Brett and Soldiers.

Brett. Countrymen and friends, and you the most valiant
sword and buckler men of London, the Duke of Norfolk
in honour has promoted you to the vanguard, and why to
the vanguard, but because he knows you to be eager men,
martial men, men of good stomachs, very hot shots, very
actious for valour, such as scorn to shrink for a wetting,
who will bear off anything with head and shoulders!

Omnes. Well forwards, good commander, forwards.

Brett. I am to lead you, and whither? to fight; and
with whom? with Wyat; and what is Wyat? a most
famous and arch-traitor  to nobody, by this hand, that I know.

Omnes. Nay, speak out, good captain.

Brett. I say again,  is worthy Norfolk gone?

Omnes. Ay, ay, gone, gone.

Brett. I say again, that Wyat for rising thus in arms,
with the Kentish men dangling thus at his tail, is worthy
to be hanged  like a jewel in the kingdoms ear: say I well, my lads?

Omnes. Forwards, forwards.

Brett. And whosoever cuts off his head shall have for his labour  

Clown. What shall I have? Ill dot.

Brett. The pox, the plague, and all the diseases the
spittle-houses and hospitals can throw upon him.

Clown. Ill not dot, thats flat.

Brett. And wherefore is Wyat up?

Clown. Because he cannot keep his bed.

Brett. No, Wyat is up to keep the Spaniards down, to
keep King Philip out, whose coming in will give the land
such a philip, twill make it reel again.

Clown. A would it were come to that, a would; we
would leave off Philips and fall to hot-cockles.

Brett. Philip is a Spaniard; and what is a Spaniard?

Clown. A Spaniard is no Englishman, that I know.

Brett. Eight, a Spaniard is a Camocho, a Calimanco;
nay, which is worse, a Dondego,  and what is a Dondego?

Clown. A Dondego is a kind of Spanish stock-fish, or
poor John.

Brett. No, a Dondego is a desperate Viliago, a very
Castilian; God bless us. There came but one Dondego
into England, and he made all Pauls stink again: what
shall a whole army of Dondegoes do, my sweet countrymen?

Chum. Marry, they will make us all smell abominably:
he comes not here, thats flat.

Brett. A Spaniard is called so because hes a Spaniard,
his yard is but a span.

Chum. Thats the reason our Englishwomen love them not

Brett. Eight, for he carries not the Englishmans yard
about him. If you deal with him, look for hard measure;
if you give an inch, hell take an ell; if he give an ell,
hell take an inch; therefore, my fine, spruce, dapper,
finical fellows, if you are now, as you have always been
counted, politic Londoners to fly to the stronger side, leave
Arundel, leave Norfolk, and love Brett.

Clown. Well fling our flat caps at them.

Brett. Wear your own neats-leather shoes; scorn
Spanish leather; cry, a fig for the Spaniard. Said I well, bullies?

Omnes. Ay, ay, ay.

Brett. Why, then, fiat, fiat!
And every man die at his foot that cries not a Wyat, a
Wyat.

Omnes. A Wyat, a Wyat, a Wyat.

Enter WYAT.

Wyat. Sweet music, gallant fellow-Londoners!

Clown. V faith, we are the madcaps, we are the lickpennies.

Wyat. You shall be all Lord Mayors at least.
[Exeunt Wyat, Brett, and Soldiers.
Alarum sounds, and enter WYAT, BRETT, RODSTON,
ISLEY, and SOLDIERS, again.

Wyat. Those eight brass pieces shall do service now
Against their masters, Norfolk and Arundel:
They may thank their heels more than their hands
For saving of their lives.
When soldiers turn surveyors, and measure lands,
God help poor farmers.
Soldiers and friends, let us all play nimble blood-hounds
And hunt them step by step. We hear
The lawyers plead in armour stead of gowns:
If they fall out about the case they jar,
Then they may cuff each other from the bar,
Soft, this in Ludgate: stand aloof, Ill knock.

He knocks; enter PEMBROKE Upon ike walls.

Pem. Who knocks?

Wyat. A Wyat, a true friend.
Open your gates, you lowering citizens;
I bring you freedom from a foreign prince:
The queen has heard your suit, and tis her pleasure
The city gates stand open to receive us.
Pem. Avaunt, thou traitor! thinks thou by forgery
To enter London with rebellious arms?
Know that these gates are barrd against thy entrance;
And it shall cost the lives of twenty thousand
True subjects to the queen before a traitor enters.

Omnes. Shoot him through.

Wyat. Stay, lets know him first.

Clown. Kill him; then lets know him afterwards.

Pem. Look on my face, and blushing see with shame
Thy treasons characterd.

Brett. Tis the Lord Pembroke.

Wyat. What have we to do with the Lord Pembroke?
Wheres the queens lieutenant?

Pem. I am lieutenant of the city now.

Wyat. Are you Lord Mayor?

Pem. The greatest lord that breathes enters not here
Without express command from my dear queen.

Wyat. She commands by us.

Pern. I do command thee, in her highness name,
To leave the city gates, or, by my honour,
A piece of ordnance shall be straight dischargd
To be thy deaths-man, and shoot thee to thy grave.

Wyat. Then heres no entrance?

Pem. No, none. [Exit Pembroke.

Brett. What should we do following Wyat any longer?

Wyat. O London, London, thou perfidious town!
Why hast thou broke thy promise to thy friend,
That for thy sake, and for the general sake,
Hath thrust myself into the mouth of danger?
March back to Fleet-street: if that Wyat die,
London, unjustly, buy thy treachery.

Brett. Would I could steal away from Wyat! it should
be the first thing that I would do.

[Here they all steal away from Wyat, and leave him alone.

Wyat. Wheres all my soldiers? what, all gone,
And left my drum and colours without guard!
O infelicity of careful men!
Yet will I sell my honourd blood as dear
As ever did faithful subject to his prince. [Exit.

Enter NORFOLK and ISLET.

Isley. Pembroke revolts and flies to Wyats side.

Norf. Hes damned in hell that speaks it.

Enter HARPER.

Harper. O my good lord, tis spread
That Pembroke and Count Arundel both are fled!

Enter PEMBROKE and ARUNDEL.

Pem. S foot, who said so? what devil dare stir my patience?
Zounds, I was talking with a crew of vagabonds
That laggd at Wyats tail, and am I thus
Paid for my pains?

Norf. And there being missd,
Some villain, finding you out of sight, hath raisd
This slander on you: but come, my lord.

Pem. Ill not fight.

Norf. Nay, sweet earl.

Pem. Zounds, fight, and hear my name dishonourd!

Aran. Wyat is marchd down Fleet-street: after him.

Pem. Why do not you, and you, pursue him?

Norf. If I strike one blow, may my hands fall off.

Pem. And if I do, by this

Norf. Come, leave your swearing:
Did not my countrys care urge to this quarrel,
For my part I would not strike a blow.

Pem. No more would I:
Ill eat no wrongs: lets all die, and Ill die.

Enter MESSENGER.

Mess. Stand on your guard,
For this way Wyat is pursued amain.

A great noise: cries of follow. Enter WYAT, with his
sword drawn, being wounded.

Within. Follow, follow.

Norf. Stand, traitor, stand, or thou shalt neer stand more,

Wyat. Lords, I yield;
An easy conquest tis to win the field
After alls lost. I am wounded: let me have a surgeon,
That I may go sound unto my grave.
Tis not the name of traitor pals me,
Nor plucks my weapon from my hand:
Use me how you can,
Though you say traitor, Im a gentleman.
Your dreadful shaking me, which I defy,
Is a poor loss of life; I wish to die:
Death frights my spirit no more than can my bed,
Nor will I change one hair, losing this head.

Pern. Come, guard him, guard, him.

Wyat. No matter where;
I hope for nothing, therefore nothing fear.
[Exeunt omnes.

Enter WINCHESTER, NORFOLK;, ARUNDEL, PEMBROKE, with other lords.

Win. My lord of Norfolk, will it please you- sit;
By you, the noble Lord) of Arundel.
Since it hath pleasd her sacred majesty
To nominate us here commissioners,
Let us, without all partiality,
Be open-eard to what they can allege.
Wheres the Lieutenant of the Tower?

Enter LIEUTENANT of the Tower.

Lieut. Here, my good lord.

Win. Fetch forth the prisoners;
Place them severally in chairs of state.
Clerk of the crown, proceed as law requires.

Enter GUILDFORD and JANE.

Clerk. Guildford Dudley, hold up thy hand at the bar.

Guild. Here at the bar of death I hold it up;
And would to God, this hand heavd to the law,
Might have advancd itself in better place,
For Englands good and for my sovereigns weal!

Clerk. Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray,
Hold up thy hand at the bar.

Jane. A hand as pure from treason, as innocent
As the white livery
Worn by th angels in their Makers sight!

Clerk. You are here indicted by the names of Guildford Dudley, Lord Dudley, Jane Gray, Lady Jane Gray, of capital and high treason against our most sovereign lady the queens majesty. That is to say, that you, Guildford Dudley, and Lady Jane Gray, have, by all possible means, sought to procure unto yourselves the royalty of the crown of England, to the disinheriting of our new sovereign lady the queens majesty, the true and lawful issue to that famous king Henry the Eighth, and have manifestly adorned yourselves with the states garland imperial, and have granted warrants, commissions, and such like, for levying of men and soldiers to be sent against the said majesty: what answer you to this indictment,  guilty, or not guilty?

Guild. Our answer shall be several like ourselves;
Yet, noble earl, we confess the indictment.
May we not make some apology unto the court?

Norf. It is against the order of the law;
Therefore directly plead unto the indictment,
And then you shall be heard.

Guild. Against the law!
Words utterd then as good unspoken were,
For whatsoeer you say, you know your form,
And you will follow it unto our deaths.

Norf. Speak, are you guilty of these crimes, or no?

Jane. Ill answer first: I am, and I am not;
But should we stand unto the last unguilty,
You have large-conscience jurors to besmear
The fairest brow with style of treachery.

Norf. The barons of the land shall be your jury.

Jane. An honourable and worthy trial;
And God forbid so many noblemen
Should be made guilty of our timeless deaths!

Arun. Youll answer to the indictment, will you not?

Guild. My lord, I will: I am

Norf. What? are you guilty or no?

Guild. I say unguilty still, yet I am guilty.

Jane. Slander not thyself:
If there be any guilty, it was I;
I was proclaimd queen, I the crown should wear.

Guild. Because I was thy husband, I stand here.

Jane. Our loves we sought ourselves, but not our pride;
And shall our fathers faults our lives divide?

Guild. It was my father that made thee distrest.

Jane. O, but for mine, my Guildford had been blest!

Guild. My Jane had been as fortunate as fair.

Jane. My Guildford free from this soul-grieving care.

Guild. If we be guilty, tis no fault of ours;
And shall we die for whats not in our power?
We sought no kingdom, we desird no crown:
It was imposed upon us by constraint,
Like golden fruit hung on a barren tree;
And will you count such forcement treachery?
Then make the silver Thames as black as Styx,
Because it was constraind to bear the barks,
Whose battering ordnance should have been employd
Against the hinderers of our royalty.

Win. You talk of senseless things.

Guild. Do trees want sense,
That by the power of music have been drawn
To dance a pleasing measure?
Well come, then, nearer unto living things:
Say we usurp the English royalty,
Wast not by your consents?
I tell you, lords, I have your hands to shew,
Subscribd to the commission of my father,
By which you did authorize him to wage arms.
If they were rebellious gainst your sovereign,
Who cried so loud as you, God save Queen Jane?
And come you now your sovereign to arraign?
Come down, come down, here at a prisoners bar;
Better do so than judge yourselves amiss:
For look, what sentence on our heads you lay,
Upon your own may light another day.

Win. The queen hath pardond them.

Guild. And we must die for a less fault:
O partiality!

Jane. Patience, my Guildford; it was ever known,
They that sinnd least, the punishment have borne.

Guild. True, my feir queen of sorrow, truly speak.
Great men, like great flies, through laws cobwebs break,
But the thinnst frame the prison of the weak.

Norf. Now trust me, Arundel,
It doth grieve me much to sit
In judgement of these harmless

Arun. I helpd to attach the father, but the son  
O, through my blood I feel compassion run!
My lords, well be humble suitors to the queen,
To save these innocent creatures from their deaths,
Norf Lets break up court:
If Norfolk long should stay,
In tears and passion I should melt away.

Win. Sit still: what! will you take
Compassion upon such?  
They are heretics.

Jane. We are Christians;
Leave our conscience to ourselves:
We stand not here about religious causes,
But are accusd of capital treason.

Win. Then you confess the indictment.

Guild. Even what you will:
Yet save my Jane, although my blood you spill.

Jane. If I must die, save princely Guildfords life.

Norf. Who is not movd to see this loving strife?

Arun. Pray pardon me 5 do what you will to-day,
And Ill approve it, though it be my death.

Win. Then hear the speedy sentence of your deaths:
You shall be carried to the place from whence you came,
From thence unto the place of execution,
Through London to fee drawn on hurdles,
Where thou, Jane Gray, shalt suffer death by fire,
Thou, Guildford Dudley, hangd and quarterd;
So Lord have mercy upon you!

Guild. Why, this is well, since we must die,
That we must die together.

Win. Stay, and hear the mercy of the queen;
Because you are of noble parentage,
Although the crime of your offence be great,
She is only pleasd that you shall

Both. Will she pardon us?

Win. Only, I say, that you shall lose your heads
Upon the Tower-hill. So, convey them hence:
Lieutenant, strictly look unto your charge.

Guild. Our dooms are known, our lives have playd their part.
Farewell, my Jane.

Jane. My Dudley, mine own heart.

Guild. Fain would I take a ceremonious leave;
But thats to die a hundred thousand deaths.

Jane. I cannot speak, for tears.

Lieut. My lord, come.

Guild. Great griefs speak louder, when the least are
dumb. Exeunt.

Enter Sir THOMAS WYAT, in the Tower.

Wyat. The sad aspect this prison doth afford
Jumps with the measure that my heart doth keep;
And this enclosure here, of nought but stone,
Yields far more comfort than the stony hearts
Of them that wrongd their country and their friend.
Here is no perjurd councillors to swear
A sacred oath and then forswear the same!
No innovators here doth harbour keep;
A stedfast silence doth possess the place:
In this the Tower is noble, being base.

Enter LORDS, to WYAT.

Norf. Sir Thomas Wyat.

Wyat. Thats my name, indeed.

Win. You should say traitor.

Wyat. Traitor, and Wyats name,
Differ as far as Winchester and honour.

Win. I am a pillar of the mother church.

Wyat. And what am I?

Win. One that subverts the state.

Wyat. Insult not too much oer th unfortunate;
I have no bishops rochet to declare my innocency.
This is my cross,
That causeless I must suffer my heads loss:
When that hour comes wherein my blood is spilt,
My cross will look as bright as yours twice gilt.

Norf. Heres for that purpose.

Wyat. Is your grace so short?
Belike you come to make my death a sport.

Win. We come to bring you to your execution;
You must be hangd and quarterd instantly:
At the Park corner is a gallows set,
Whither make haste to tender natures debt.

Wyat. Then heres the end of Wyats rising up:
I to keep Spaniards from the land was sworn.
Right willingly I yield myself to death,
But sorry such should have my place of birth.
Had London kept its word, Wyat had stood,
But now King Philip enters through my blood.

Win. Wheres the lieutenant of the Tower?
Exeunt Officers with Wyat.

Enter LIEUTENANT.

Lieut. Here, my lord.

Win. Fetch forth your other prisoners.

Lieut. My lord, I will;
Here lies young Guildford, here the lady Jane.

Norf. Conduct them forth.

Enter GUILDFORD and JANE.

Guild. Good morrow, once more, to my lovely Jane.

Jane. The last good morrow, my sweet love, to thee.

Guild. What were you reading?

Jane. On a prayer-book.

Guild. Trust me, so was I: we had need to pray,
For see, the ministers of death draw near.

Jane. To a prepared mind death is a pleasure:
I long in soul till I have spent my breath.

Guild. My lord high chancellor, youre welcome hither
What! come you to behold our execution?
And, my lord Arundel, thrice welcome:
You helpd t attach our father; come you now to see
The black conclusion of our tragedy?

Win. We come to do our office.

Guild. So do we;
Our office is to die, yours to look on:
We are beholding unto such beholders.
The time was lords, when you did flock amain
To see her crownd, but now to kill my Jane.
The world like to a sickle bends itself:
Men run their course of lives as in a maze:
Our office is to die, yours but to gaze.

Jane. Patience, my Guildford.

Guild. Patience, my lovely Jane!
Patience has blanchd thy soul as white as snow,
But who shall answer for thy death? This know,
An innocent to die, what is it less
But to add angels to heavens happiness?
The guilty dying do applaud the law,
But when the innocent creature stoops his neck
To an unjust doom, upon the judge they check.
Lives are, like souls, requird of their neglectors,
Then ours of you that should be our protectors.

Win. Bail not against the law.

Guild. No, God forbid!
My lord of Winchester is made of law
And should I rail against it, twere against you.
If I forget not, you rejoicd to see
The fall of Cromwell: joy you now at me?
Oft dying men are filld with prophecies!
But Ill not be a prophet of your ill.
Yet know, my lords, they that behold us now,
May to the axe of justice one day bow,
And in that plot of ground, where we must die,
Sprinkle their bloods, though I know no cause why.

Norf. Speak you to me, Lord Guildford?

Guild. Norfolk, no:
I speak to
Norf To whom?

Guild. Alas, I do not know!  
Which of us two dies first?

Win. The better part.

Guild. O, rather kill the worst!

Jane. Tis I, sweet love, that first must kiss the block.

Guild. I am a man; men better brook the shock
Of threatening death: your sex are ever weak;
The thoughts of death a womans heart will break.

Jane. But I am armd to die.

Guild. Likelier to live;
Death to the unwilling doth his presence give:
He dares not look the bold man in the face,
But on the fearful lays his killing mace.

Win. It is the pleasure of the queen
That the Lady Jane must first suffer death.

Jane. I thank her highness,
That I shall first depart this hapless world,
And not survive to see my dear love dead.

Guild. She dying first, I three times lose my head!

Enter the HEADSMAN.

Heads. Forgive me, lady, I pray, your death.

Guild. Ha! hast thou the heart to kill a face so fair?

Win. It is her headsman.

Guild. And demands a pardon
Only of her, for taking off her head?

Jane. Ay, gentle Guildford, and I pardon him.

Guild. But Ill not pardon him: thou art my wife,
And he shall ask me pardon for thy life.

Heads. Pardon me, my lord.

Guild. Rise, do not kneel;
Though thou submittst, thou hast a lowering steel,
Whose fatal declination brings our death:
Good man of earth, make haste to make us earth.

Heads. Pleaseth the Lady Jane, Ill help her off with her night-gown.

Jane. Thanks, gentle friend,
But I have other waiting-women to tend me.
Good Mistress Ellin, lend me a helping hand
To strip me of these worldly ornaments.
Off with these robes, O, tear them from my side!
Such silken covers are the guilt of pride.
Instead of gowns, my coverture be earth,
My worldly death, or new celestial breath.
What, is it off?

Lady. Madam, almost.

Jane. Not yet? O God, how hardly
Can we shake off this worlds pomp,
That cleaves unto us like our bodies skin!
Yet thus, O God, shake off thy servants sin!

Lady. Here is a scarf to blind your eyes.

Jane. From all the world but from my Guildfords sight:
Before I fasten this beneath my brow,
Let me behold him with a constant look.

Guild. O do not kill me with that piteous eye!

Jane. Tis my last farewell, take it patiently:
My dearest Guildford, let us kiss and part.
Now blind mine eyes never to see the sky:
Blindfold thus lead me to the block to die.
[Exit with Headsman, &c.

Guild. O! [He falls in a trance.]

Norf. How fares my lord?

Arun. Hes fallen into a trance.

Norf. Wake him not, until he wake himself.
O happy Guildford, if thou die in this,
Thy soul will be the first in heavenly bliss!

Enter HEADSMAN, with JANES head.

Win. Here comes the headsman with the head of Jane.

Guild. Who spake of Jane? who namd my lovely Jane?

Win. Behold her head.

Guild. O, I shall faint again!
Yet let me bear this sight unto my grave,
My sweet Janes head.
Look, Norfolk, Arundel, Winchester,
Do malefactors look thus when they die;
A ruddy lip, a clear reflecting eye,
Cheeks purer than the maiden orient pearl,
That sprinkles bashfulness through the clouds?
Her innocence has given her this look:
The like for me to show so well, being dead,
How willingly would Guildford lose his head!

Win. My lord, the time runs on.

Guild. So does our death:
Heres one has run so fast, shes out of breath.
But the time goes on, and my fair Janes
White soul will be in heaven before me,
If I do stay:
Stay, gentle wife, thy Guildford follows thee:
Though on the earth we part by adverse fate,
Our souls shall knock together at heavens gate.
The sky is calm, our deaths have a fair day,
And we shall pass the smoother on our way.
My lords, farewell, ay, once farewell to all:
The fathers pride has causd the childrens fall.
[Exit Guildford to death.

Norf. Thus have we seen her highness? will performd
And now their heads and bodies shall be joind
And buried in one grave, as fits their loves.
Thus much Ill say in their behalfs now dead,
Their fathers pride their lives hath severed.

FINIS.
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SIR ALEXANDER Wengrave, and NEATFOOT his man
SIR ADAM Appleton
SIR DAVY Dapper
SIR BEAUTEOUS Ganymede
[SIR THOMAS Long]
LORD NOLAND
Young [SEBASTIAN] Wengrave
JACK Dapper, [son to Sir Davy,] and GULL his page
GOSHAWK
GREENWIT
LAXTON
TILTYARD [a feather-seller]
[MISTRESS TILTYARD]
OPENWORK [a sempster]
[MISTRESS Rosamond OPENWORK]
[Hippocrates] GALLIPOT [an apothecary]
[MISTRESS Prudence GALLIPOT]
MOLL, the Roaring Girl
[Ralph] TRAPDOOR
[TEARCAT]
SIR GUY Fitzallard
MARY Fitzallard, his daughter
CURTILAX, a sergeant, and
HANGER, his yeoman
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[PORTER]
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[CUTPURSES]
[FELLOW]


To the Comic Play-Readers, Venery and Laughter
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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
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A play expected long makes the audience look
For wonders, that each scene should be a book,
Composd to all perfection; each one comes
And brings a play ins 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;
Thats 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 listning 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 theres beside
A civil city roaring girl, whose pride,
Feasting, and riding, shakes her husbands 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 calld mad Moll; her life, our acts proclaim.


Act I Scene 1.
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SEBASTIANS CHAMBERS IN Sir Alexanders 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 Alexanders 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, shes there, viva voce, to deliver her auricular confession.

SEBASTIAN
With me, sweet heart? What ist?

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
Ins ear, good Neatfoot.

NEATFOOT
It shall be so given him.

Exit Neatfoot.

SEBASTIAN
Bands? Yare 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 cancelld? Have you forgot me?
[She removes her disguise.]

SEBASTIAN
Ha! Life of my life: Sir Guy Fitzallards daughter!
What has transformd my love to this strange shape?
Stay, make all sure. So, now speak and be brief,
Because the wolfs at door that lies in wait
To prey upon us both. Albeit mine eyes
Are blessd by thine, yet this so strange disguise
Holds me with fear and wonder.

MARY
Mines a loathed sight.
Why from it are you banishd 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 thats 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, lets lose no time. Tis in heavens 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 fathers brow, which fell
From them on me. He reckond 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, calld thee not fair,
And askd what is she but a beggars heir?
He scornd thy dowry of five thousand marks.
If such a sum of money could be found,
And I would match with that, hed not undo it,
Provided his bags might add nothing to it,
But vowd, if I took thee, nay, more, did swear it,
Save birth from him I nothing should inherit.

MARY
What follows then, my shipwreck?

SEBASTIAN
Dearst, 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. Theres a wench
Calld 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 bewitchd. Yet Ill go on
This crooked way, sigh still for her, feign dreams
In which Ill 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 pleasd,
Because thou seest we are waylaid, that I take
A path thats 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 watchd for meetings; I must now,
As men for fear, to a strange idol bow.

MARY
Farewell.

SEBASTIAN
Ill guide thee forth; when next we meet
A story of Moll shall make our mirth more sweet.

Exeunt.


Act I Scene 2.
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THE PARLOUR OF Sir Alexanders 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 furnishd.

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 trimmd up, you all shall swear
Yare highly pleasd to see whats set down there:
Stories of men and women mixd 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 filld 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
Throngd heaps do listen, a cutpurse thrusts and leers
With hawks 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
Ill 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 savd.
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; Ill 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 heres a mess of friends, and, gentlemen,
Because times glass shall not be running long,
Ill 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 scord
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 seemd 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 neer had but one cause to curse my stars.
I askd him then what that one cause might be.

OMNES
So, sir?

SIR ALEXANDER
He pausd, and as we often see
A sea so much becalmd there can be found
No wrinkle on his brow, his waves being drownd
In their own rage, but when th imperious wind[s]
Use strange invisible tyranny to shake
Both heavens and earths 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
Stirrd up to roughness, you might see his gall
Flow even ins 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 oer his cards,
Yet then, though age cast snow on all his hairs,
He joyd 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, Im 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 heavens 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
Lets 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
Shes 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
Whats false? I say shes 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?
Ill 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
Yare all mad!

SIR ALEXANDER
Th art sick at heart, yet feelst 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
Heres 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 mans life destroy;
Because thou seest Im half-way in my grave,
Thou shovelst dust upon me: would thou mightest have
Thy wish, most wicked, most unnatural!

SIR DAVY
Why, sir, tis thought Sir Guy Fitzallards daughter
Shall wed your son Sebastian.

SIR ALEXANDER
Sir Davy Dapper,
I have upon my knees wood this fond boy
To take that virtuous maiden.

SEBASTIAN
Hark you, a word, sir.
You on your knees have cursd 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 Fitzallards daughter.

SIR ALEXANDER
Ill 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.
Im so bewitchd, 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 weand, 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:
Ill be most near thee when Im least in sight.
Wild buck, Ill hunt thee breathless; thou shalt run on,
But I will turn thee when Im not thought upon.

Enter Ralph Trapdoor.

Now, sirrah, what are you? Leave your apes 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 worships nose of a clean trencher when theres a good bit upont.

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; has 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 walkd about this town,
Hear of a wench calld 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 Judes 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, Ill find her out.

SIR ALEXANDER
That task is easy; do t then. Hold thy hand up.
Whats this? Ist burnt?

TRAPDOOR
No, sir, no, a little singd with making fireworks.

SIR ALEXANDER
[Giving him money] Theres 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 tolld my son to shipwreck.

TRAPDOOR
Ill cut her comb for you.

SIR ALEXANDER
Ill 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 thats most chaste to a mans 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 thats 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, Ill find law to hang her up.

TRAPDOOR
Spoke like a worshipful bencher.

SIR ALEXANDER
Trace all her steps; at this she-foxs 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 dot.

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.
Ill still be at thine elbow.

TRAPDOOR
The trapdoors set.
Moll, if you budge yare 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.
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THE THREE SHOPS open in a rank

The first a pothecarys shop, the next a feather shop, the third a sempsters 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 ist you lack? What ist you buy? See fine bands and ruffs, fine lawns, fine cambrics! What ist you lack, gentlemen, what ist you buy?

LAXTON
Yonders the shop.

GOSHAWK
Is that she?

LAXTON
Peace.

GREENWIT
She that minces tobacco.

LAXTON
Ay, shes 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 womans 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 mans head at all times: if one flourish, tother 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 yare 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 mans aware ont. I like a palpable smockster go to work so openly with the tricks of art that Im 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 farmers 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 kickd 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 cooks 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 hat, sir, I have filld it for you.

She puts it to the fire.

LAXTON
The pipes in a good hand, and I wish mine always so.

GREENWIT
But not to be usd a that fashion.

LAXTON
Oh, pardon me, sir, I understand no French.

[Greenwit doffs his hat and bows.]

I pray be coverd. [Handing Goshawk a pipe] Jack, a pipe of rich smoke.

GOSHAWK
Rich smoke? Thats sixpence a pipe, ist?

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 ist, 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 fiddlers 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? Hes perfection itself, full of manners, but not an acre of ground belonging to [im].

GREENWIT
Ay, and full of form: has neer a good stool ins chamber.

GOSHAWK
But above all religious: he preyeth daily upon elder brothers.

GREENWIT
And valiant above measure; has 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
Whats the matter now, sir?

LAXTON
I protest Im 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
Whats the sum would pleasure ye, sir? Tho you deserve nothing less at my hands.

LAXTON
Why, tis but for want of opportunity, thou knowst. [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 mans 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 knowst I never use to fight with my friends  thoull but lose thy labour int.

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 ont?

LAXTON
Not of this, by my troth, gentlemen; I have sworn before you.

GOSHAWK
What, not Jack Dapper?

LAXTON
Pardon me, sweet Jack, Im 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 fools peculiar still.

JACK
Gull.

GULL
Master.

JACK
Heres three halfpence for your ordinary, boy; meet me an hour hence in Pauls.

GULL
How! Three single halfpence! Life, this will scarce serve a man in sauce, a halporth of mustard, a halporth of oil, and a halporth of vinegar. Whats left then for the pickle herring? This shows like small beer i th morning after a great surfeit of wine oernight. He could spend his three pound last night in a supper amongst girls and brave bawdy-house boys; I thought his pockets cackld not for nothing. These are the eggs of three pound; Ill go sup em up presently.

Exit Gull.

LAXTON
[Aside, counting his money] Eight, nine, ten angels. Good wench, ifaith, and one that loves darkness well: she puts out a candle with the best tricks of any drugsters wife in England; but that which mads her, I rail upon opportunity still and take no notice ont. 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, calld for another light innocently: thus reward I all her cunning with simple mistaking. I know she cozens her husband to keep me, and Ill 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, youre a hoarder; you engross by th ounces.

At the feather shop now

JACK
Puh, I like it not.

[MISTRESS] TILTYARD
What feather ist yould have, sir?
These are most worn and most in fashion
Amongst the beaver gallants, the stone riders,
The private stages 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 Judes rain
Beat all your feathers as flat down as pancakes.
Show me a spangled feather.

MISTRESS TILTYARD
Oh, to go
A-feasting with? Youd have it for a [hench]-boy;
You shall.

At the sempsters shop now

OPENWORK
Mass, I had quite forgot
His honours footman was here last night, wife.
Ha you done with my lords shirt?

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Whats that to you, sir?
I was this morning at his honours 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 countesss smock almost done, mouse?

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Here, yes, the cambric, sir, but wants, I fear me.

OPENWORK
Ill resolve you of that presently.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
[Hoyda]! Oh, audacious groom,
Dare you presume to noblewomens linen?
Keep you your yard to measure shepherds holland!
I must confine you, I see that.

At the tobacco shop now.

GOSHAWK
What say you to this gear?

LAXTON
I dare the arrants[t] critic in tobacco
To lay one fault upont.

Enter Moll in a frieze jerkin and a black safeguard.

GOSHAWK
Life, yonders Moll!

LAXTON
Moll? Which Moll?

GOSHAWK
Honest Moll.

LAXTON
Prithee, lets call her. Moll!

[GOSHAWK, GREENWIT]
Moll, Moll, pist, Moll!

MOLL
How now, whats the matter?

GOSHAWK
A pipe of good tobacco, Moll?

MOLL
I cannot stay.

GOSHAWK
Nay, Moll, puh! Prithee hark, but one word, ifaith.

MOLL
Well, what ist?

GREENWIT
Prithee come hither, sirrah.

LAXTON
[Aside] Heart, I would give but too much money to be nibbling with that wench! Life, shas 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 neer 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. Ill lay hard siege to her; money is that aqua fortis that eats into many a maidenhead: where the walls are flesh and blood, Ill ever pierce through with a golden auger.

GOSHAWK
Now thy judgment, Moll: ist not good?

MOLL
Yes, faith, tis very good tobacco. How do you sell an ounce? Farewell. God biyou, Mistress Gallipot.

GOSHAWK
Why, Moll, Moll!

MOLL
I cannot stay now, ifaith. I am going to buy a shag ruff; the shop will be shut in presently.

GOSHAWK
Tis the maddest, fantasticalst 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 Dutchmans fingers. [Aside] Ill watch my time for her.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Some will not stick to say shes 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
Ill 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 ifaith, 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 youre i th low countries with a mischief. Im servd 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. Ill out of the belfry as fast as I can. Moll.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Get you from my shop.

MOLL
I come to buy.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Ill 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 spleens 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 askd forgiveness in my life.

MOLL
You, goodman swines-face!

FELLOW
What, will you murder me?

MOLL
You remember, slave, how you abusd me tother 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 ont, had I brought any company along with me to have borne witness ont; twould neer have grievd 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, ifaith, Moll, and manfully! I love thee forever fort! Base rogue! Had he offerd 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 Ill make amends fort any way. Prithee, sweet, plump Moll, when shall thou and I go out a town together?

MOLL
Whither? To Tyburn prithee?

LAXTON
Mass, thats out a town indeed; thou hangst 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; Ill 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 lets meet.

MOLL
Tis hard but we shall meet, sir.

LAXTON
Nay, but appoint the place then. [Giving her money] Theres ten angels in fair gold, Moll; you see I do not trifle with you. Do but say thou wilt meet me, and Ill have a coach ready for thee.

MOLL
Why, heres my hand Ill 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 Grays Inn Fields then.

LAXTON
A match.

MOLL
Ill 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 Antlings 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 likst thou this, Moll?

MOLL
Oh, singularly! Youre fitted now for a bunch. [Aside] He looks for all the world with those spangled feathers like a noblemans 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 shes neer thoroughly tried; I am of that certain belief there are more queans in this town of their own making than of any mans provoking. Where lies the slackness then? Many a poor soul would down, and theres nobody will push em:
Women are courted but neer soundly tried,
As many walk in spurs that never ride.

The sempsters 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. Ill 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 ladys 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
Theres ways enough to cry quit with him; hark in thine ear.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Theres a friend worth a million.

MOLL
[Aside] Ill 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! Im 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 gentlewomans 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, stoppd 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 Germans size ere now. What, not stand?

TRAPDOOR
I am of that nature where I love, Ill 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 Grays Inn Fields between three and four this afternoon, and upon better consideration well retain you.

TRAPDOOR
I humbly thank your good mistress-ship.
[Aside] Ill 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, ifaith.

Then Openwork

MOLL
Whos this?

OPENWORK
Tis I, Moll.

MOLL
Prithee tend thy shop and prevent bastards.

OPENWORK
Well have a pint of the same wine, ifaith, Moll.

[Exeunt Moll and Openwork.] The bell rings.

GOSHAWK
Hark the bell rings; come, gentlemen.
Jack Dapper, where shalls all munch?

JACK
I am for Parkers ordinary.

LAXTON
Hes a good guest to m; he deserves his board:
He draws all the gentlemen in a term-time thither.
Well be your followers, Jack, lead the way.
Look you, by my faith, the fool has featherd 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. Wheres Master Openwork?

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Nay, ask not me, Master Tiltyard.

TILTYARD
Wheres his water-dog? Puh-pist-her-her-pist!

GALLIPOT
Come, wenches, come, were going all to Hogsden.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
To Hogsden, husband?

GALLIPOT
Ay, to Hogsden, pigsney.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Im not ready, husband.

GALLIPOT
Faith, thats well. Hum-pist-pist!

Spits in the dogs 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 well show you the bravest sport at Parlous Pond. Hey Trug, hey Trug, hey Trug! Heres the best duck in England, except my wife.
Hey, hey, hey, fetch, fetch, fetch, come lets away;
Of all the year this is the sportfullst day.


Act II Scene 2.
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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 voicd and silent
Must my desires wear fetters? [Aside] Yea, are you
So near? Then I must break with my hearts truth,
Meet grief at a back way; well.  Why, suppose
The two-leavd 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
Neer truly loves, if he gainsay t he lies,
That winks and marries with his fathers eyes.
Ill keep mine own wide open.

Enter Moll and a Porter with a viol on his back.

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Heres 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
Wholl hear an ass speak? Whither else, goodman pageant-bearer? Theyre 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 Ill neer go about it. I love you so well, sir, for your good will Id be loath you should repent your bargain after, and therefore well neer 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] Theres 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:
Yare 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 gulld with old cozening widows that turn oer 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 int.

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 fiddlings here? Would not the old pattern have servd your turn?

TAILOR
You change the fashion; you say youll 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: tother was somewhat stiff between the legs; Ill make these open enough, I warrant you.

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Heres 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, Ill send it by a porter presently.

Exit Moll.

TAILOR
So you had need: it is a lusty one; both of them would make any porters 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 uncontrolld: he that is swayd
By an unfeeling blood past heat of love,
His springtime must needs err; his watch neer 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 neer goes true.

SIR ALEXANDER
But thou goest falser: not thy fathers cares
Can keep thee right. When that insensible work
Obeys the workmans art, lets off the hour
And stops again when time is satisfied;
But thou runnst on, and judgment, thy main wheel,
Beats by all stops, as if the work would break
Begun with long pains for a minutes ruin,
Much like a suffering man brought up with care
At last bequeathd 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 betrayd all her hopes to ruinous folly?
Oh, wake from drowsy and enchanted shame,
Wherein thy soul sits with a golden dream,
Flatterd 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 numbers great; do not oerburden 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 longst
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 tot.
Yet if no tears wrung from thy fathers 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 entred,
For seek all London from one end to tother
More whores of that name than of any ten other.

SEBASTIAN
Whats that to her? Let those blush for themselves.
Can any guilt in others condemn her?
Ive vowd to love her: let all storms oppose me
That ever beat against the breast of man,
Nothing but deaths 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 possessd int? It should rather
Appear more excellent and deserve more praise
When through foul mists a brightness it can raise.
Why, there are of the devils honest gentlemen,
And well descended, keep an open house,
And some a th good mans 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 ant
In several forms, so nearly watchd her ways,
I will maintain that strict against an army,
Excepting you my father. Heres 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:
Ill pursue her to shame, and so alls crossd.

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 crownd,
Only his mood excepted, which must change
By opposite policies, courses indirect:
Plain dealing in this world takes no effect.
This mad girl Ill acquaint with my intent,
Get her assistance, make my fortunes known:
Twixt lovers hearts, shes a fit instrument
And has the art to help them to their own
By her advice, for in that craft shes wise:
My love and I may meet, spite of all spies.

Exit Sebastian.


Act III Scene 1.
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GRAYS INN FIELDS

Enter Laxton in Grays Inn Fields with the Coachman.

LAXTON
Coachman.

COACHMAN
Here sir.

LAXTON
[Giving him money] Theres 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, its in our way, thou knowst.

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 [couchd] velvet cap or tufftaffety jacket? For they keep a vild swaggering in coaches nowadays; the highways are stoppd 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
Theyre so usd 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, hell 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, whats this? One, two, three, three by the clock at Savoy: this is the hour, and Grays Inn Fields the place. She swore shed meet me. Ha, yonders two Inns a Court men with one wench, but thats not she; they walk toward Islington out of my way. I see none yet dressd 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, heres 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 sergeants place, for would you know a catchpole rightly derivd, 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 lands sold:
I praise heaven fort; t has rid me of much trouble.

MOLL
Then I must wake you, sir. Where stands the coach?

LAXTON
Whos this? Moll? Honest Moll?

MOLL
So young and purblind? Youre an old wanton in your eyes, I see that.

LAXTON
Th art admirably suited for the Three Pigeons at Brainford; Ill swear I knew thee not.

MOLL
Ill swear you did not, but you shall know me now.

LAXTON
No, not here, we shall be spied, ifaith; the coach is better, come.

MOLL
Stay.

LAXTON
What, wilt thou untruss a point, Moll?

She puts off her cloak and draws.

MOLL
Yes, heres the point that I untruss: t has but one tag; twill serve tho to tie up a rogues tongue.

LAXTON
How!

MOLL
Theres the gold with which you hird your hackney.
[Attacking him] Heres her pace;
She racks hard, and perhaps your bones will feel it!
Ten angels of mine own Ive put to thine;
Win em and wear em!

LAXTON
Hold, Moll, Mistress Mary!

MOLL
Draw or Ill 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, shes thine, or amongst company,
By chance drink first to thee. Then shes quite gone;
Theres 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.
Theres no mercy int. What durst move you, sir,
To think me whorish, a name which Id tear out
From the high Germans 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-falln wives.
Fish that must needs bite or themselves be bitten,
Such hungry things as these may soon be took
With a worm fastned on a golden hook:
Those are the lechers 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, youll say,
Im given to sport, Im often merry, jest.
Had mirth no kindred in the world but lust?
Oh, shame take all her friends then! But howeer
Thou and the baser world censure my life,
Ill 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 conquerd.
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 claspd in thine
That I might vex an army at one time!

They fight.

LAXTON
I do repent me! Hold!

MOLL
Youll die the better Christian then.

LAXTON
I do confess I have wrongd thee, Moll.

MOLL
Confession is but poor amends for wrong,
Unless a rope would follow.

LAXTON
I ask thee pardon.

MOLL
Im your hird 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, ifaith! [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]? Heres blood would have servd 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 chirurgeons.

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 ons wife:
My spirit shall be mistress of this house
As long as I have time int.

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 tot stiffly, theres the point;
Has a good calf fort, and ye shall have many a woman
Choose him she means to [make] her head by his calf.
I do not know their tricks int. Faith, he seems
A man without; Ill try what he is within.

TRAPDOOR
[Aside] She told me Grays Inn Fields twixt three and four.
Ill fit her mistress-ship with a piece of service!
Im hird 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, yare a coxcomb!

TRAPDOOR
Coxcomb?

MOLL
Yare a slave!

TRAPDOOR
I hope theres 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 youre 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.
Ill not meddle with you for that trick, sir.

MOLL
A good shift, but it shall not serve your turn.

TRAPDOOR
Youll give me leave to pass about my business, sir?

MOLL
Your business?
Ill 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 youd wait upon your mistress then.

TRAPDOOR
Mistress!

MOLL
Oh, youre 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 intot.

TRAPDOOR
Thank your good worship.

MOLL
Come, follow me to St. Thomas Apostles;
Ill put a livery cloak upon your back
The first thing I do.

TRAPDOOR
I follow, my dear mistress.

Exeunt omnes.


Act III Scene 2.
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GALLIPOTS 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; Im vexd 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, ifaith.

GALLIPOT
Up and ride? Nay, my pretty Pru, thats far from my thought, duck. Why, mouse, thy mind is nibbling at something. What ist? What lies upon thy stomach?

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Such an ass as you. Hoyda, yare best turn midwife or physician! Yare a pothecary already, but Im none of your drugs.

GALLIPOT
Thou art a sweet drug, sweetst Pru, and the more thou art pounded, the more precious.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Must you be prying into a womans secrets, say ye?

GALLIPOT
Womans 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 thats 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 fools 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 straind 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 vexd 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 forcd 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, sweetst 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 husbands bankrout. Which way shall I turn?
Laxton, what with my own fears and thy wants,
Im 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 letters that?
Ill seet.

She tears the letter.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, would thou hadst no eyes to see
The downfall of me and thyself: Im forever,
Forever Im undone!

GALLIPOT
What ails my Pru?
What papers that thou tearst?

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 womans 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
Seemd to flow over me  

GALLIPOT
As thou desirest to keep
Me out of bedlam, tell what troubles thee?
Is not thy child at nurse falln sick, or dead?

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, no!

GALLIPOT
Heavens bless me! Are my barns and houses
Yonder at Hockley Hole consumd 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
Im at my wits end!

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, my dear husband,
Where once I thought myself a fixed star
Placd 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 oerthrown?

GALLIPOT
Defend me, wisdom,
From falling into frenzy! On my knees,
Sweet Pru, speak: whats 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:
Im 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 anothers head?
Ill wink at all faults, Pru; las, thats no more
Than what some neighbours near thee have done before.
Sweet honey Pru, whats that Laxton?

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh!

GALLIPOT
Out with him!

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Oh, hes born to be my undoer!
This hand which thou callst 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 oer the seas he went, and it was said,
But rumour lies, that he in France was dead.
But hes alive, oh, hes 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! Shamd and undone forever!

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
So black a day poor wretch went oer thee never.

GALLIPOT
If thou shouldst wrastle with him at the law,
Th art sure to fall: no odd sleight, no prevention.
Ill tell him th art with child.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Umh.

GALLIPOT
Or give out
One of my men was taen a-bed with thee.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Umh, umh.

GALLIPOT
Before I lose thee, my dear Pru,
Ill drive it to that push.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Worse, and worse still:
You embrace a mischief to prevent an ill.

GALLIPOT
Ill buy thee of him, stop his mouth with gold.
Thinkst 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 lets save what we can.
Ill 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:
Loves 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 shes changd!

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. Shalls go, Master Goshawk?

GOSHAWK
Yes, sweet Master Tiltyard. [Taking Mistress Openwork aside] Sirrah Rosamond, I hold my life Gallipot hath vexd 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
Ill saddle him ins kind and spur him till he kick again.

GOSHAWK
Shall thou and I ride our journey then?

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Heres 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,
Ill give him a golden coxcomb, thirty pound.
Tush, Pru, whats thirty pound? Sweet duck, look cheerly.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Thou art worthy of my heart: thou buyst it dearly.

Enter Laxton muffled.

LAXTON
Uds light, the tides 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; theres 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 blessd 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 opned 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 tossd
On lawyers pens: they have sharp nibs and draw
Mens very heart-blood from them. What need you, sir,
To beat the drum of my wifes infamy,
And call your friends together, sir, to prove
Your [precontract] when sh has confessd it?

LAXTON
Umh, sir,
Has she confessd 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? Thinkst thou, vile woman,
Ill 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 whats fit.

LAXTON
Ill 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 shes a garment
So fitting for my body, Im loath
Another should put it on; you will undo both.
Your letter, as she said, complaind you had spent
In quest of her some thirty pound: Ill 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! Happys 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 womens bosoms fill;
Yare apple-eaters all, deceivers still.

Exit Laxton.


Act III Scene 3.
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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 ducks egg, sir, a duck that has eaten a frog; I have crackd 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 barbers 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, thats to say in mans 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 turnd 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, Ill watch her; do you catch her.

SIR ALEXANDER
Shes 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 hangd int ere thou scape so! Varlet, Ill make thee look through a grate.

TRAPDOOR
Ill dot presently, through a tavern grate. Drawer! Pish!

Exit Trapdoor.

SIR ADAM
Has the knave vexd you, sir?

SIR ALEXANDER
Askd him my money;
He swears my son receivd it. Oh, that boy
Will neer 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 ats tale, fencers and ningles,
Beasts Adam neer 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
Heres the springe
I ha set to catch this woodcock in: an action
In a false name, unknown to him, is entred
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 breaks heart too if he lie there long.

SIR DAVY
Ill 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
Hes 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 honeyd speech
Ats first coming in he doth persuade, beseech,
He may be lodgd 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 hes 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 barrd
Be expulsd from the masters side to th twopenny ward,
Or else i th hole be placd.

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, hes 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, ifaith; 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. Well leave you.

SIR DAVY
My good knights.
Leave me; you see Im 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 fellows description.  Save you, sir.

SIR DAVY
Come hither, you mad varlets. Did not my man tell you I watchd 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
Youll watch then for ten thousand. Whats 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 oerthrown.
Thou dwellst hereby in Holborn, Curtilax?

CURTILAX
Thats 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 names Hanger.

SIR DAVY
Yeoman Hanger.
One pair of shears sure cut out both your coats:
You have two names most dangerous to mens throats;
You two are villainous loads on gentlemens 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 entred?

HANGER
His name is entred in the book of unbelievers.

SIR DAVY
What books 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 damnd a usurer as ever was among Jews; if he were sure his fathers 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]
Well 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
Thats because lawyers walks to and fro int.

MOLL
Heres such justling, as if everyone we met were drunk and reeld.

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 Ill 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 tother 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: youll 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: youre 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 theyll 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, lets away;
Im glad I have done perfect one good work today.
If any gentleman be in scriveners bands,
Send but for Moll, shell bail him by these hands.

Exeunt.


Act IV Scene 1.
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SIR ALEXANDERS 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 mans 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 fort.

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 cheerst 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 seet 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 Ill lay.

TRAPDOOR
You cannot assure that, sir.

SIR ALEXANDER
No, what lets it?

TRAPDOOR
Being a stout girl, perhaps shell desire pressing,
Then all the weight must lie upon her belly.

SIR ALEXANDER
Belly or back I care not so Ive one.

TRAPDOOR
Youre of my mind for that, sir.

SIR ALEXANDER
Hang up my ruff band with the diamond at it;
It may be shell like that best.

TRAPDOOR
[Aside] Its 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 hangd 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 mans clothing].

SEBASTIAN
Thou hast done me a kind office, without touch
Either of sin or shame; our loves are honest.

MOLL
Id 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
Id kiss such men to choose, Moll;
Methinks a womans 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,
Theyll 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 [fathers] 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 checkd and curbd: here he shall miss his purpose.

MOLL
And whats your business now you have your mind, sir?
At your great suit I promisd you to come;
I pitied her for names sake, that a Moll
Should be so crossd in love when theres 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 were chief in debt
And must live still beholding.

MOLL
Any honest pity
Im willing to bestow upon poor ring-doves.

SEBASTIAN
Ill 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 heres the bridge, and here am I.

SEBASTIAN
Hold on, sweet Moll.

MARY
Ive heard her much commended, sir, for one that was neer taught.

MOLL
Im much beholding to em. Well, since youll needs put us together, sir, Ill play my part as well as I can; it shall neer be said I came into a gentlemans chamber and let his instrument hang by the walls.

SEBASTIAN
Why, well said, Moll! Ifaith, it had been a shame for that gentleman then that would have let it hung still and neer offred thee it.

MOLL
There it should have been still then for Moll, for though the world judge impudently of me, I neer 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 lovd. 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 lets 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 Katherns,
And comes home with never a penny.

SEBASTIAN
Thats 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 cavilld.
I wonder what she ails.
Her husbands ship lay gravelld,
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: whats a clock here?

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Now, now, shes trappd.

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 theres no goodness in em; the one else deserves to be dashd against a wall, and tother to have his brains knockd out with a fiddle case. What? A loose chain and a dangling diamond.
Here were a brave booty for an evening-thief now;
Theres many a younger brother would be glad
To look twice in at a window fort,
And wriggle in and out, like an eel in a sandbag.
Oh, if mens secret youthful faults should judge em,
Twould be the generalst execution
That eer 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 confirmd in her.

SEBASTIAN
Peace, peace!
Foot, I did hear him sure, whereer 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? Ill put him to his plunge fort.

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,
Ill make it four pound. Heres 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 meanst scholar I can teach.
This pays me more than you have offred yet.

SEBASTIAN
At the next quarter
When I receive the means my father lows me,
You shall have tother 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
Whats he there?

SEBASTIAN
Youre come in good time, sir: Ive a suit to you;
Id crave your present kindness.

SIR ALEXANDER
What is he there?

SEBASTIAN
A gentleman, a musician, sir, one of excellent fingring.

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ay, I think so; I wonder how they scapd her.

SEBASTIAN
Has 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 ont.

SIR ALEXANDER
And he stands upon the whole.

SEBASTIAN
Ay, indeed does he, sir.

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] And will do still; hell neer be in other tale.

SEBASTIAN
Therefore Id 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 Cliffords Inn.

SIR ALEXANDER
Hum, thats 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 youll find an apt scholar of my son,
Especially for prick-song.

MOLL
I have much hope of him.

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] I am sorry fort; I have the less for that.  
You can play any lesson?

MOLL
At first sight, sir.

SIR ALEXANDER
Theres a thing called The Witch. Can you play that?

MOLL
I would be sorry anyone should mend me int.

SIR ALEXANDER
[Aside] Ay, I believe thee: thou hast so bewitchd my son,
No care will mend the work that thou hast done.
I have bethought myself, since my art fails,
Ill make her policy the art to trap her.
Here are four angels markd with holes in them,
Fit for his crackd 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 ant end three:
In her, life, shame in him, and grief in me.

Exit [Sir] Alexander.

SEBASTIAN
Faith, thou shalt have em: tis my fathers gift.
Never was man beguild 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.
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OPENWORKS 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
Ist possible his smooth face should have wrinkles int 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 walkd 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, hes not for me.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Because Goshawk goes in a shag-ruff band, with a face sticking up int which shows like an agate set in a cramp-ring, he thinks Im 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 believd 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 alls 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, alls but put into a riven dish: we are but frumpd at and libelld upon.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Oh, if it were the good Lords 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 youll needs be clappd under hatches, if I sail not with you both till all split, hang me up at the mainyard and duck me. [Aside] Its 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 tides 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 youll eat of a cods 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, sousd sturgeon, half fish, half flesh!

LAXTON
Faith, gib, are you spitting? Ill cut your tail, pusscat, for this.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Las, poor Laxton, I think thy tails 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 maskd?

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Does a mask grieve you, sir?

OPENWORK
It does.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Then yare best get you a-mumming.

GOSHAWK
[Aside to her] Sfoot, youll 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 vildst 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 beautys graves.
Men neer 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 maskd are jewels kept by [sprites].
Hide none but bad ones, for they poison mens sights:
Show [them] as shopkeepers do their broidred 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 advancd. The comedy,
Come, whats the comedy?

MISTRESS [GALLIPOT]
Westward Ho!

OPENWORK
How?

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Tis Westward Ho she says.

GOSHAWK
Are you both mad?

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Ist market day at Brainford, and your ware
Not sent up yet?

OPENWORK
What market day? What ware?

MISTRESS OPENWORK
A pie with three pigeons int; 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, shes not well; best leave her.

OPENWORK
No,
Ill stand the storm now how fierce so eer 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 strumpets 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 swearst 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
Uds 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 damnd? A second Judas?
A common hangman? Cutting a mans 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.
Ill ride to Oxford and watch out mine eyes,
But Ill 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, Ill 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 wifes?

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,
Id 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
Suckd nourishment even underneath this roof
And turnd it all to poison? Spitting it
On thy friends 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; hes stung.
Whod 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 mans 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
Whats this whole world but a gilt, rotten pill?
For at the heart lies the old chore still.
Ill 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
Youll deal upon mens wives no more?

GOSHAWK
No, you teach me
A trick for that.

MISTRESS OPENWORK
Troth, do not, theyll oerreach thee.

OPENWORK
Make my house yours, sir, still.

GOSHAWK
No.

OPENWORK
I say you shall:
Seeing thus besiegd 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
Whats 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. Yare 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, ist not? What fagary is this?

GALLIPOT
Trust me, I thought, sir, this storm long ago
Had been full laid when, if you be remembred,
I paid you the last fifteen pound, besides
The thirty you had first, for then you swore.

LAXTON
Tush, tush, sir, oaths!
Truth, yet Im 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
Ill not bate one sixpence.
Ill maul you, puss, for spitting.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Do thy worst!
Will fourscore stop thy mouth?

LAXTON
No.

MISTRESS GALLIPOT
Yare a slave!
Thou cheat, Ill 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 sumners?

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 pluckd,
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 wrongd, more than he does now.

GALLIPOT
My bed? Ha, ha, like enough: a shop-board will serve
To have a cuckolds coat cut out upon.
Of that well talk hereafter. Yare 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 scapd the horn, your wife maintaind
That only such spots in city dames were staind,
Justly, but by mens slanders: for her own part,
She vowd 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 scornd one woman thus should brave all men
And, which more vexd me, a she-citizen.
Therefore I laid siege to her; out she held,
Gave many a brave repulse, and me compelld
With shame to sound retreat to my hot lust.
Then seeing all base desires rakd up in dust,
And that to tempt her modest ears, I swore
Neer 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 oerthrow
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; whats done is merriment.
Your gold I pay back with this interest:
When I had most power to dot, I wrongd 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
Well crown our table with it. Wife, brag no more
Of holding out: who most brags is most whore.

Exeunt omnes.


Act V Scene 1.
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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 Westminsters courage that rescued me from the Poultry puttocks indeed?

MOLL
The valour of my wit, I ensure you, sir, fetchd 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, wheres that Trapdoor?

MOLL
Hangd 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 bawds garbage.

SIR THOMAS
Sirrah Jack Dapper.

JACK
What sayst Tom Long?

SIR THOMAS
Thou hadst a sweet-facd 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 lookd like a painted aldermans tomb, and the boy at my elbow like a deaths head. Sirrah Jack, Moll.

MOLL
What says my little Dapper?

SIR BEAUTEOUS
Come, come, walk and talk, walk and talk.

JACK
Moll and Ill 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
Heres such a merry ging, I could find in my heart to sail to the worlds end with such company. Come, gentlemen, lets on.

JACK
Heres 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 oer 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 patchd up, she cannot discover me; well 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 maimd soldiers.

JACK
Where are you maimd?

TEARCAT
In both our nether limbs.

MOLL
Come, come, Dapper, lets 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 servd?

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 servd 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 lookst like a strange creature, a fat butter-box, yet speakst 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, lets 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 Ill fit you as you, monster with one eye, have fitted me.

TRAPDOOR
Your worship will not abuse a soldier?

MOLL
Soldier? Thou deservst to be hangd 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 beatn from the wars, sir.

SIR THOMAS
I think so, for you never stood to fight.

DAPPER
Whats thy name, fellow soldier?

TEARCAT
I am calld 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 cashierd 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 turnd soldier now.

TRAPDOOR
Alas, sir, now theres 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, wheres your doxy? Halt not with me.

OMNES
Doxy, Moll? Whats 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 Ill 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
Heres 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, Ill give a schoolmaster half a crown a week, and teach me this pedlars 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
Ill 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 well couch a hogshead under the ruffmans, and there you shall wap with me, and Ill niggle with you.

MOLL
[Slapping and kicking him] Out, you damnd, 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 well couch a hogshead under the ruffmans: and then well 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 Ill niggle with you, and thats all!

SIR BEAUTEOUS
Nay, nay, Moll, whats that wap?

JACK
Nay, teach me what niggling is; Id 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, ifaith!

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, lets 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 stalld 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, thats 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
Youll maintain, sirrah, the old justices 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 Ill dot. 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, Id 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]
Lets 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]
Ist possible?

MOLL
This brave fellow is no better than a foist.

OMNES [WITH MOLL]
Foist? Whats that?

MOLL
A diver with two fingers, a pickpocket: all his train study the figging law, thats 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 theres 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 goldsmiths 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 smokd!

OMNES [CUTPURSES]
Ha?

SECOND CUTPURSE
We are boild. 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, theres a knight to whom Im bound for many favours lost his purse at the last new play i the Swan, seven angels int. Make it good; youre best. Do you see? No more.

FIRST CUTPURSE
A synagogue shall be calld, 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 camst 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, damnd and odious.

MOLL
Dare any step forth to my face and say,
I have taen 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
Watchd 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 devils 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 slanders 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, ifaith.

SIR THOMAS
Come, my lord, shalls 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 calld a coward: is he so for that? If all that have ill names in London were to be whippd and to pay but twelvepence apiece to the beadle, I would rather have his office than a constables.

JACK
So would I, Captain Moll: twere a sweet, tickling office, ifaith.

Exeunt.


Act V Scene 2.
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SIR ALEXANDERS 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; theyre gone, but none knows whither.

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, gentlemen, when has a fathers 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!
Well 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?
Im drawn in pieces betwixt deceit and shame.

Enter Sir [Guy] Fitzallard.

SIR GUY
Sir Alexander,
Youre 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 sons gaskin-bride; youll 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 dressd and heald, not vexd 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
Whod 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 sons virtues, I had eased you now;
But I perceive both fire of youth and goodness
Are rakd 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 pitys 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. Wheres the place that holds em?
One brings us water-news; then comes another
With a full-chargd mouth, like a culverins 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, ifaith.

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 sons 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:
Id willingly resign up half my state to him,
So he would marry the meanst 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 daughters 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,
Ill forfeit my whole state before these gentlemen.

GREENWIT
Troth, but you shall not undertake such matches;
Well persuade so much with you.

SIR ALEXANDER
Heres 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, ifaith.

SIR ALEXANDER
Cursd 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 lovd a virtuous gentlewoman.

Enter Moll [in mans clothes].

GOSHAWK
Life,
Heres Moll!

GREENWIT
Jack?

GOSHAWK
How dost thou, Jack?

MOLL
How dost thou, gallant?

SIR ALEXANDER
Impudence, wheres 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 hell be stark mad at our next meeting.

Exit Moll.

GOSHAWK
Why, sir, take comfort now, theres no such matter:
No priest will marry her, sir, for a woman
Whiles that shapes on, and it was never known
Two men were married and conjoind in one.
Your son hath made some shift to love another.

SIR ALEXANDER
Whateer 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; has pleasd me now, marrying not this:
Through a whole world he could not choose amiss.

GREENWIT
Glad yare 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 hearts cheerd, 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 youre resolvd, sir, it was never she?

SIR ALEXANDER
I find it in the music of my heart.

Enter Moll maskd, in Sebastians hand, and [Sir Guy] Fitzallard.

See where they come.

GOSHAWK
A proper lusty presence, sir.

SIR ALEXANDER
Now has he pleasd me right: I always counselld 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 raisd 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, alls pardoned.
Here are our friends. Salute her, gentlemen.

They unmask her.

OMNES
Heart! Who[s] this? Moll?

SIR ALEXANDER
Oh, my reviving shame! Ist 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 deceivd me thus? Did I engage
My whole estate for this?

SIR ALEXANDER
You askd no favour,
And you shall find as little; since my comforts
Play false with me, Ill be as cruel to thee
As grief to fathers hearts.

MOLL
Why, whats 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 unmarkd 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 unpickd;
You do not know the benefits I bring with me:
No cheat dares work upon you with thumb or knife
While yave a roaring girl to your sons wife.

SIR ALEXANDER
A devil rampant!

SIR GUY
Have you so much charity
Yet to release me of my last rash bargain,
And Ill give in your pledge.

SIR ALEXANDER
No sir, I stand tot, Ill 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 sons 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 gulld as you would be, thank me fort:
Id a forefinger int.

SEBASTIAN
Forgive me, father;
Though there before your eyes my sorrow feigned,
This still was she for whom true love complaind.

SIR ALEXANDER
Blessings eternal and the joys of angels
Begin your peace here to be signd 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 sons bride,
Noble Fitzallards daughter, to whose honour
And modest fame I am a servant vowd;
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,
Joind with thy daughters 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 sounds so sweet.
Here, honest son, receive into thy hands
The keys of wealth, possession of those lands
Which my first care provided: theyre 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 thourt 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.
Id make you seek out one to hang in my room;
Id 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 neer agree.

LORD NOLAND
Why? Thou hadst a suitor once, Jack. When wilt marry?

MOLL
Who, I, my lord? Ill tell you when, ifaith.
When you shall hear
Gallants void from sergeants fear,
Honesty and truth unslandred,
Woman mannd but never pandred,
[Cheaters] booted but not coachd,
Vessels older ere theyre broachd:
If my mind be then not varied,
Next day following Ill 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. Im sorry now
The opinion was so hard I conceivd of thee;
Some wrongs Ive 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 hird to confound you
By this old gentleman.

MOLL
How!

TRAPDOOR
Pray forgive him,
But may I counsel you, you should never dot.
Many a snare to entrap your worships 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 worlds 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. Ill never more
Condemn by common voice, for thats the whore
That deceives mans 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 Im sorry Ill 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 remembred
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 pleasd away.

[Exeunt all but Moll.]


Epilogue
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[MOLL]
A painter, having drawn with curious art
The picture of a woman, every part
Limnd to the life, hung out the piece to sell.
People who passd along, viewing it well,
Gave several verdicts on it: some dispraised
The hair; some said the brows too high were raised;
Some hit her oer the lips, mislikd their colour;
Some wishd her nose were shorter; some, the eyes fuller;
Others said roses on her cheeks should grow,
Swearing they lookd 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 painters 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 worlds eye none weighs so light; others look
For all those base tricks publishd in a book,
Foul as his brains they flowd 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 thats 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


The Witch of Edmonton (1621)
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In collaboration with John Ford, William Rowley and others

The Witch of Edmonton was entered into the Stationers Register in the spring of 1621. It was written in late April 1621 and most likely first staged at The Phoenix Theatre (previously the Cockpit) in the summer before then. However, it was not published until 1658, when the bookseller Edward Blackmore commissioned J. Cottrel to print the play for him. It is a collaboration between Dekker, William Rowley and John Ford. William Rowley was known as an actor as much as a dramatist during his lifetime and he was part of a few successful theatre troupes, including the Queen Annes Men, Prince Charless Men and finally the Kings Men. He joined the latter troupe in 1623 and performed at Shakespeares Globe Theatre until his death in 1626. John Ford began to write works for publication in 1606, but did not start his career as a playwright until 1620. He collaborated on many dramatic works and his most famous and celebrated play, Tis Pity Shes a Whore, was published in 1633.

The Witch of Edmonton was based on the real life story of Elizabeth Sawyer who was executed for witchcraft on 19 April 1621. She had been accused of witchcraft by her neighbours and, when a woman leaving nearby died shortly after having a disagreement with her, Sawyer was put on trial. Eight days after she was found guilty and hanged. The chaplain of the prison, Henry Goodcole, released his pamphlet about the case, The Wonderful Discoverie of Elizabeth Sawyer, Witch, which Dekker used as the main source for the witchcraft plot. The Frank Thorney plot is usually credited to Ford and is a domestic tragedy of bigamy and murder, while the subplot involving Cuddy Banks and the Morris dancers is believed to have been written by Rowley. The play was rarely performed in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, but it was revived in the twentieth century and has only increased in popularity in recent years. There have been an abundance of performances of the play in the twenty-first century, including a notable 2014 production by The Royal Shakespeare Company.
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The title page from the 1658 quarto
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An eighteenth century artists interpretation of Elizabeth Sawyer


PROLOGUE
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The town of Edmonton hath lent the stage
A Devil and a Witch, both in an age.
To make comparisons it were uncivil
Between so even a pair, a Witch and Devil;
But as the year doth with his plenty bring
As well a latter as a former spring,
So hath this Witch enjoyed the first, and reason
Presumes she may partake the other season:
In acts deserving name, the proverb says,
Once good, and ever; why not so in plays?
Why not in this? since, gentlemen, we flatter
No expectation; here is mirth and matter.

MASTER BIRD.

The whole argument of the play is this distich.

Forced marriage, murder; murder blood requires:
Reproach, revenge; revenge hells help desires.




DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
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Sir Arthur Clarington.

Old Thorney, a Gentleman.

Carter, a Rich Yeoman.

Suitors To Carters Daughters:

Warbeck,

Somerton,

Frank, Thorneys Son.

Old Banks, a Countryman.

Cuddy Banks, his Son.

Countrymen:

Ratcliffe,.

Hamluc,

Morris-dancers.

Sawgut, an old Fiddler.

A Dog, a Familiar.

A Spirit.

Countrymen, Justice, Constable, Officers, Serving-men and Maids.

Mother Sawyer, the Witch.

Ann, Ratcliffes Wife.

Carters Daughters:

Susan,.

Katherine,

Winnifred, Sir Arthurs Maid.

SCENE  The town and neighbourhood of Edmonton; in the end of the last act, London.


ACT THE FIRST.


SCENE I.  The neighbourhood of Edmonton. A Room in the House of Sir Arthur Clarington.
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ENTER FRANK THORNEY and Winnifred, who is with child. 

Frank. Come, wench; why, heres a business soon dispatched:
Thy heart I know is now at ease; thou needst not
Fear what the tattling gossips in their cups
Can speak against thy fame; thy child shall know
Whom to call dad now.

Win. You have here discharged
The true part of an honest man; I cannot
Request a fuller satisfaction
Than you have freely granted: yet methinks
Tis an hard case, being lawful man and wife,
We should not live together.

Frank. Had I failed
In promise of my truth to thee, we must
Have then been ever sundered; now the longest
Of our forbearing eithers company
Is only but to gain a little time
For our continuing thrift; that so hereafter
The heir that shall be born may not have cause
To curse his hour of birth, which made him feel
The misery of beggary and want,  
Two devils that are occasions to enforce
A shameful end. My plots aim but to keep
My fathers love.

Win. And that will be as difficult
To be preserved, when he shall understand
How you are married, as it will be now,
Should you confess it to him.

Frank. Fathers are
Won by degrees, not bluntly, as our masters
Or wrongèd friends are; and besides Ill use
Such dutiful and ready means, that ere
He can have notice of whats past, th inheritance
To which I am born heir shall be assured;
That done, why, let him know it: if he like it not,
Yet he shall have no power in him left
To cross the thriving of it.

Win. You who had
The conquest of my maiden-love may easily
Conquer the fears of my distrust. And whither
Must I be hurried?

Frank. Prithee do not use
A word so much unsuitable to the constant
Affections of thy husband: thou shalt live
Near Waltham Abbey with thy uncle Selman;
I have acquainted him with all at large:
Hell use thee kindly; thou shalt want no pleasures,
Nor any other fit supplies whatever
Thou canst in heart desire.

Win. All these are nothing
Without your company.

Frank. Which thou shalt have
Once every month at least.

Win. Once every month!
Is this to have an husband?

Frank. Perhaps oftener;
Thats as occasion serves.

Win. Ay, ay; in case
No other beauty tempt your eye, whom you
Like better, I may chance to be remembered,
And see you now and then. Faith, I did hope
Youd not have used me so: tis but my fortune.
And yet, if not for my sake, have some pity
Upon the child I go with; thats your own:
And less youll be a cruel-hearted father,
You cannot but remember that.
Heaven knows how  

Frank. To quit which fear at once,
As by the ceremony late performed
I plighted thee a faith as free from challenge
As any double thought; once more, in hearing
Of Heaven and thee, I vow that never henceforth
Disgrace, reproof, lawless affections, threats,
Or what can be suggested gainst our marriage,
Shall cause me falsify that bridal oath
That binds me thine. And, Winnifred, whenever
The wanton heat of youth, by subtle baits
Of beauty, or what womans art can practise,
Draw me from only loving thee, let Heaven
Inflict upon my life some fearful ruin!
I hope thou dost believe me.

Win. Swear no more;
I am confirmed, and will resolve to do
What you think most behoveful for us.

Frank. Thus, then;
Make thyself ready; at the furthest house
Upon the green without the town, your uncle
Expects you. For a little time, farewell!

Win. Sweet,
We shall meet again as soon as thou canst possibly?

Frank. We shall. One kiss  away! [Exit Winnifred.

Enter Sir Arthur Clarington.

Sir Arth. Frank Thorney!

Frank. Here, sir.

Sir Arth. Alone? then must I tell thee in plain terms
Thou hast wronged thy masters house basely and lewdly.

Frank. Your house, sir?

Sir Arth. Yes, sir: if the nimble devil
That wantoned in your blood rebelled against
All rules of honest duty, you might, sir,
Have found out some more fitting place than here
To have built a stews in. All the country whispers
How shamefully thou hast undone a maid,
Approved for modest life, for civil carriage,
Till thy prevailing perjuries enticed her
To forfeit shame. Will you be honest yet,
Make her amends and marry her?

Frank. So, sir,
I might bring both myself and her to beggary;
And that would be a shame worse than the other.

Sir Arth. You should have thought on this before, and then
Your reason would have overswayed the passion
Of your unruly lust. But that you may
Be left without excuse, to salve the infamy
Of my disgracèd house, and cause you are
A gentleman, and both of you my servants,
Ill make the maid a portion.

Frank. So you promised me
Before, in case I married her. I know
Sir Arthur Clarington deserves the credit
Report hath lent him, and presume you are
A debtor to your promise: but upon
What certainty shall I resolve? Excuse me
For being somewhat rude.

Sir Arth. It is but reason.
Well, Frank, what thinkst thou of two hundred pounds
And a continual friend?

Frank. Though my poor fortunes
Might happily prefer me to a choice
Of a far greater portion, yet, to right
A wrongèd maid and to preserve your favour,
I am content to accept your proffer.

Sir Arth. Art thou?

Frank. Sir, we shall every day have need to employ
The use of what you please to give.

Sir Arth. Thou shall havet.

Frank. Then I claim
Your promise.  We are man and wife.

Sir Arth. Already?

Frank. And more than so, sir, I have promised her
Free entertainment in her uncles house
Near Waltham Abbey, where she may securely
Sojourn, till time and my endeavours work
My fathers love and liking.

Sir Arth. Honest Frank!

Frank. I hope, sir, you will think I cannot keep her
Without a daily charge.

Sir Arth. As for the money,
Tis all thine own! and though I cannot make thee
A present payment, yet thou shalt be sure
I will not fail thee.

Frank. But our occasions  

Sir Arth. Nay, nay,
Talk not of your occasions; trust my bounty;
It shall not sleep.  Hast married her, ifaith, Frank?
Tis well, tis passing well!  then, Winnifred,
Once more thou art an honest woman. Frank,
Thou hast a jewel; love her; shell deserve it.
And when to Waltham?

Frank. She is making ready;
Her uncle stays for her.

Sir Arth. Most provident speed.
Frank, I will be thy friend, and such a friend!  
Thoult bring her thither?

Frank. Sir, I cannot; newly
My father sent me word I should come to him.

Sir Arth. Marry, and do; I know thou hast a wit
To handle him.

Frank. I have a suit tye.

Sir Arth. What ist?
Anything, Frank; command it.

Frank. That youll please
By letters to assure my father that
I am not married.

Sir Arth. How!

Frank. Some one or other
Hath certainly informed him that I purposed
To marry Winnifred; on which he threatened
To disinherit me:  to prevent it,
Lowly I crave your letters, which he seeing
Will credit; and I hope, ere I return,
On such conditions as Ill frame, his lands
Shall be assured.

Sir Arth. But what is there to quit
My knowledge of the marriage?

Frank. Why, you were not
A witness to it.

Sir Arth. I conceive; and then  
His land confirmed, thou wilt acquaint him throughly
With all thats past.

Frank. I mean no less.

Sir Arth. Provided
I never was made privy tot.

Frank. Alas, sir,
Am I a talker?

Sir Arth. Draw thyself the letter,
Ill put my hand tot. I commend thy policy;
Thourt witty, witty, Frank; nay, nay, tis fit:
Dispatch it.

Frank. I shall write effectually. [Exit.

Sir Arth. Go thy way, cuckoo;  have I caught the young man?
One trouble, then, is freed. He that will feast
At others cost must be a bold-faced guest.

Re-enter Winnifred in a riding-suit.

Win, I have heard the news; all now is safe;
The worst is past: thy lip, wench [Kisses her]: I must bid
Farewell, for fashions sake; but I will visit thee
Suddenly, girl. This was cleanly carried;
Ha! wast not, Win?

Win. Then were my happiness,
That I in heart repent I did not bring him
The dower of a virginity. Sir, forgive me;
I have been much to blame: had not my lewdness
Given way to your immoderate waste of virtue,
You had not with such eagerness pursued
The error of your goodness.

Sir Arth. Dear, dear Win,
I hug this art of thine; it shows how cleanly
Thou canst beguile, in case occasion serve
To practise; it becomes thee: now we share
Free scope enough, without control or fear,
To interchange our pleasures; we will surfeit
In our embraces, wench. Come, tell me, when
Wilt thou appoint a meeting?

Win. What to do?

Sir Arth. Good, good, to con the lesson of our loves,
Our secret game.

Win. O, blush to speak it further!
As youre a noble gentleman, forget
A sin so monstrous: tis not gently done
To open a cured wound: I know you speak
For trial; troth, you need not.

Sir Arth. I for trial?
Not I, by this good sunshine!

Win. Can you name
That syllable of good, and yet not tremble
To think to what a foul and black intent
You use it for an oath? Let me resolve you:
If you appear in any visitation
That brings not with it pity for the wrongs
Done to abusèd Thorney, my kind husband,  
If you infect mine ear with any breath
That is not thoroughly perfumed with sighs
For former deeds of lust,  may I be cursed
Even in my prayers, when I vouchsafe
To see or hear you! I will change my life
From a loose whore to a repentant wife.

Sir Arth. Wilt thou turn monster now? art not ashamed
After so many months to be honest at last?
Away, away! fie ont!

Win. My resolution
Is built upon a rock. This very day
Young Thorney vowed, with oaths not to be doubted,
That never any change of love should cancel
The bonds in which we are to either bound
Of lasting truth: and shall I, then, for my part
Unfile the sacred oath set on record
In Heavens book? Sir Arthur, do not study
To add to your lascivious lust the sin
Of sacrilege; for if you but endeavour
By any unchaste word to tempt my constancy
You strive as much as in you lies to ruin
A temple hallowed to the purity
Of holy marriage. I have said enough;
You may believe me.

Sir Arth. Get you to your nunnery;
There freeze in your cold cloister: this is fine!

Win. Good angels guide me! Sir, youll give me leave
To weep and pray for your conversion?

Sir Arth. Yes:
Away to Waltham! Pox on your honesty!
Had you no other trick to fool me? well,
You may want money yet.

Win. None that Ill send for
To you, for hire of a damnation.
When I am gone, think on my just complaint:
I was your devil; O, be you my saint! [Exit.

Sir Arth. Go, go thy ways; as changeable a baggage
As ever cozened knight: Im glad Im rid of her.
Honest! marry, hang her! Thorney is my debtor;
I thought to have paid him too; but fools have fortune. [Exit.


SCENE II.  Edmonton. A Room in Carters House.
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ENTER OLD THORNEY and Carter.

O. Thor. You offer, Master Carter, like a gentleman; I cannot find fault with it, tis so fair.

Car. No gentleman I, Master Thorney; spare the Mastership, call me by my name, John Carter. Master is a title my father, nor his before him, were acquainted with; honest Hertfordshire yeomen; such an one am I; my word and my deed shall be proved one at all times. I mean to give you no security for the marriage money.

O. Thor. How! no security? although it need not so long as you live, yet who is he has surety of his life one hour? Men, the proverb says, are mortal; else, for my part, I distrust you not, were the sum double.

Car. Double, treble, more or less, I tell you, Master Thorney, Ill give no security. Bonds and bills are but terriers to catch fools, and keep lazy knaves busy; my security shall be present payment. And we here about Edmonton hold present payment as sure as an aldermans bond in London, Master Thorney.

O. Thor. I cry you mercy, sir; I understood you not.

Car. I like young Frank well, so does my Susan too; the girl has a fancy to him, which makes me ready in my purse. There be other suitors within, that make much noise to little purpose. If Frank love Sue, Sue shall have none but Frank. Tis a mannerly girl, Master Thorney, though but a homely mans daughter; there have worse faces looked out of black bags, man.

O. Thor. You speak your mind freely and honestly. I marvel my son comes not; I am sure he will be here some time to-day.

Car. To-day or to-morrow, when he comes he shall be welcome to bread, beer, and beef, yeomans fare; we have no kickshaws: full dishes, whole bellyfuls. Should I diet three days at one of the slender city-suppers, you might send me to Barber-Surgeons hall the fourth day, to hang up for an anatomy.  Here come they that  

Enter Warbeck with Susan, Somerton with Katherine.

How now, girls! every day play-day with you? Valentines day too, all by couples? Thus will young folks do when we are laid in our graves, Master Thorney; heres all the care they take. And how do you find the wenches, gentlemen? have they any mind to a loose gown and a strait shoe? Win em and wear em; they shall choose for themselves by my consent.

War. You speak like a kind father.  Sue, thou hearst
The liberty thats granted thee; what sayst thou?
Wilt thou be mine?

Sus. Your what, sir? I dare swear
Never your wife.

War. Canst thou be so unkind,
Considering how dearly I affect thee,
Nay, dote on thy perfections?

Sus. You are studied,
Too scholar-like, in words I understand not.
I am too coarse for such a gallants love
As you are.

War. By the honour of gentility,  

Sus. Good sir, no swearing; yea and nay with us
Prevail above all oaths you can invent.

War. By this white hand of thine,  

Sus. Take a false oath!
Fie, fie! flatter the wise; fools not regard it,
And one of these am I.

War. Dost thou despise me?

Car. Let em talk on, Master Thorney; I know Sues mind. The fly may buzz about the candle, he shall but singe his wings when alls done; Frank, Frank is he has her heart.

Som. But shall I live in hope, Kate?

Kath. Better so
Than be a desperate man.

Som. Perhaps thou thinkst it is thy portion
I level at: wert thou as poor in fortunes
As thou art rich in goodness, I would rather
Be suitor for the dower of thy virtues
Than twice thy fathers whole estate; and, prithee,
Be thou resolved so.

Kath. Master Somerton,
It is an easy labour to deceive
A maid that will believe mens subtle promises;
Yet I conceive of you as worthily
As I presume you to deserve.

Som. Which is,
As worthily in loving thee sincerely
As thou art worthy to be so beloved.

Kath. I shall find time to try you.

Som. Do, Kate, do;
And when I fail, may all my joys forsake me!

Car. Warbeck and Sue are at it still. I laugh to myself, Master Thorney, to see how earnestly he beats the bush, while the bird is flown into anothers bosom. A very unthrift, Master Thorney; one of the country roaring-lads: we have such as well as the city, and as arrant rake-hells as they are, though not so nimble at their prizes of wit. Sue knows the rascal to an hairs-breadth, and will fit him accordingly.

O. Thor. What is the other gentleman?

Car. One Somerton; the honester man of the two by five pound in every stone-weight. A civil fellow; he has a fine convenient estate of land in West Ham, by Essex: Master Ranges, that dwells by Enfield, sent him hither. He likes Kate well; I may tell you I think she likes him as well: if they agree, Ill not hinder the match for my part. But that Warbeck is such another  I use him kindly for Master Somertons sake; for he came hither first as a companion of his: honest men, Master Thorney, may fall into knaves company now and then.

War. Three hundred a-year jointure, Sue.

Sus. Where lies it?
By sea or by land? I think by sea.

War. Do I look like a captain?

Sus. Not a whit, sir.
Should all that use the seas be reckoned captains,
Theres not a ship should have a scullion in her
To keep her clean.

War. Do you scorn me, Mistress Susan?
Am I a subject to be jeered at?

Sus. Neither
Am I a property for you to use
As stale to your fond wanton loose discourse:
Pray, sir, be civil.

War. Wilt be angry, wasp?

Car. God-a-mercy, Sue! shell firk him, on my life, if he fumble with her.

Enter Frank.

Master Francis Thorney, you are welcome indeed; your father expected your coming. How does the right worshipful knight, Sir Arthur Clarington, your master?

Frank. In health this morning.  Sir, my duty.

O. Thor. Now
You come as I could wish.

War. [Aside] Frank Thorney, ha!

Sus. You must excuse me.

Frank. Virtuous Mistress Susan,
Kind Mistress Katharine. [Kisses them.]  Gentlemen, to both
Good time o th day.

Som. The like to you.

War. Tis he.
A word, friend. [Aside to Som.] On my life, this is the man
Stands fair in crossing Susans love to me.

Som. [Aside to War.] I think no less; be wise, and take no notice ont;
He that can win her best deserves her.

War. [Aside to Som.] Marry
A serving-man? mew!

Som. [Aside to War.] Prithee, friend, no more.

Car. Gentlemen all, theres within a slight dinner ready, if you please to taste of it; Master Thorney, Master Francis, Master Somerton.  Why, girls! what huswives! will you spend all your forenoon in tittle-tattles? away! its well, ifaith.  Will you go in, gentlemen?

O. Thor. Well follow presently; my son and I
Have a few words of business.

Car. At your pleasure. [Exeunt all but O. Thor. and Frank.

O. Thor. I think you guess the reason, Frank, for which
I sent for you.

Frank. Yes, sir.

O. Thor. I need not tell you
With what a labyrinth of dangers daily
The best part of my whole estates encumbered;
Nor have I any clue to wind it out
But what occasion proffers me; wherein
If you should falter, I shall have the shame,
And you the loss. On these two points rely
Our happiness or ruin. If you marry
With wealthy Carters daughter, theres a portion
Will free my land; all which I will instate,
Upon the marriage, to you: otherwise
I must be of necessity enforced
To make a present sale of all; and yet,
For aught I know, live in as poor distress,
Or worse, than now I do. You hear the sum?
I told you thus before; have you considered ont?

Frank. I have, sir; and however I could wish
To enjoy the benefit of single freedom,  
For that I find no disposition in me
To undergo the burthen of that care
That marriage brings with it,  yet, to secure
And settle the continuance of your credit,
I humbly yield to be directed by you
In all commands.

O. Thor. You have already used
Such thriving protestations to the maid
That she is wholly yours; and  speak the truth  
You love her, do you not?

Frank. Twere pity, sir,
I should deceive her.

O. Thor. Better youd been unborn.
But is your love so steady that you mean,
Nay, more, desire, to make her your wife?

Frank. Else, sir,
It were a wrong not to be righted.

O. Thor. True,
It were: and you will marry her?

Frank. Heaven prosper it,
I do intend it.

O. Thor. O, thou art a villain!
A devil like a man! Wherein have I
Offended all the powers so much, to be
Father to such a graceless, godless son?

Frank. To me, sir, this! O, my cleft heart!

O. Thor. To thee,
Son of my curse. Speak truth and blush, thou monster!
Hast thou not married Winnifred, a maid
Was fellow-servant with thee?

Frank [Aside]. Some swift spirit
Has blown this news abroad; I must outface it.

O. Thor. D you study for excuse? why, all the country
Is full ont.

Frank. With your licence, tis not charitable,
Im sure it is not fatherly, so much
To be oerswayed with credulous conceit
Of mere impossibilities; but fathers
Are privileged to think and talk at pleasure.

O. Thor. Why, canst thou yet deny thou hast no wife?

Frank. What do you take me for? an atheist?
One that nor hopes the blessedness of life
Hereafter, neither fears the vengeance due
To such as make the marriage-bed an inn,
Which travellers, day and night,
After a toilsome lodging, leave at pleasure?
Am I become so insensible of losing
The glory of creations work, my soul?
O, I have lived too long!

O. Thor. Thou hast, dissembler.
Darst thou perséver yet, and pull down wrath
As hot as flames of hell to strike thee quick
Into the grave of horror? I believe thee not;
Get from my sight!

Frank. Sir, though mine innocence
Needs not a stronger witness than the clearness
Of an unperished conscience, yet for that
I was informed how mainly you had been
Possessed of this untruth,  to quit all scruple,
Please you peruse this letter; tis to you.

O. Thor. From whom?

Frank. Sir Arthur Clarington, my master.

O. Thor. Well, sir. [Reads.

Frank [Aside]. On every side I am distracted;
Am waded deeper into mischief
Than virtue can avoid; but on I must:
Fate leads me; I will follow.  There you read
What may confirm you.

O. Thor. Yes, and wonder at it.
Forgive me, Frank; credulity abused me.
My tears express my joy; and I am sorry
I injured innocence.

Frank. Alas! I knew
Your rage and grief proceeded from your love
To me; so I conceived it.

O. Thor. My good son,
Ill bear with many faults in thee hereafter;
Bear thou with mine.

Frank. The peace is soon concluded.

Re-enter Carter and Susan.

Car. Why, Master Thorney, dye mean to talk out your dinner? the company attends your coming. What must it be, Master Frank? or son Frank? I am plain Dunstable.

O. Thor. Son, brother, if your daughter like to have it so.

Frank. I dare be confident she is not altered
From what I left her at our parting last:  
Are you, fair maid?

Sus. You took too sure possession
Of an engagèd heart.

Frank. Which now I challenge.

Car. Marry, and much good may it do thee, son.
Take her to thee; get me a brace of boys at a burthen,
Frank; the nursing shall not stand thee in a pennyworth
of milk; reach her home and spare not: whens
the day?

O. Thor. To-morrow, if you please. To use ceremony
Of charge and custom were to little purpose;
Their loves are married fast enough already.

Car. A good motion. Well een have an household dinner, and let the fiddlers go scrape: let the bride and bridegroom dance at night together; no matter for the guests:  to-morrow, Sue, to-morrow.  Shalls to dinner now?

O. Thor. We are on all sides pleased, I hope.

Sus. Pray Heaven I may deserve the blessing sent me:
Now my heart is settled.

Frank. So is mine.

Car. Your marriage-money shall be received before your wedding-shoes can be pulled on. Blessing on you both!

Frank [Aside]. No man can hide his shame from Heaven that views him;
In vain he flees whose destiny pursues him. [Exeunt.




ACT THE SECOND.


SCENE I.  The Fields near Edmonton.
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ENTER MOTHER SAWYER gathering sticks.



Mother Sawyer. And why on me? why should the envious world
Throw all their scandalous malice upon me?
Cause I am poor, deformed, and ignorant,
And like a bow buckled and bent together
By some more strong in mischiefs than myself,
Must I for that be made a common sink
For all the filth and rubbish of mens tongues
To fall and run into? Some call me witch,
And being ignorant of myself, they go
About to teach me how to be one; urging
That my bad tongue  by their bad usage made so  
Forspeaks their cattle, doth bewitch their corn,
Themselves, their servants, and their babes at nurse.
This they enforce upon me, and in part
Make me to credit it; and here comes one
Of my chief adversaries.

Enter Old Banks.

O. Banks. Out, out upon thee, witch!

M. Saw. Dost call me witch?

O. Banks. I do, witch, I do; and worse I would, knew I a name more hateful. What makest thou upon my ground?

M. Saw. Gather a few rotten sticks to warm me.

O. Banks. Down with them when I bid thee quickly; Ill make thy bones rattle in thy skin else.

M. Saw. You wont, churl, cut-throat, miser!  there they be [Throws them down]: would they stuck cross thy throat, thy bowels, thy maw, thy midriff!

O. Banks. Sayest thou me so, hag? Out of my ground! [Beats her.

M. Saw. Dost strike me, slave, curmudgeon! Now, thy bones ache, thy joints cramp, and convulsions stretch and crack thy sinews!

O. Banks. Cursing, thou hag! take that and that. [Beats her and exit.

M. Saw. Strike, do!  and withered may that hand and arm
Whose blows have lamed me drop from the rotten trunk.
Abuse me! beat me! call me hag and witch!
What is the name, where and by what art learned,
What spells, what charms, or invocations,
May the thing called Familiar be purchased?

Enter Cuddy Banks and several other Clowns.

Cud. A new head for the tabor, and silver tipping for the pipe; remember that: and forget not five leash of new bells.

1st Cl. Double bells;  Crooked Lane  ye shall have em straight in Crooked Lane:  double bells all, if it be possible.

Cud. Double bells? double coxcombs! trebles, buy me trebles, all trebles; for our purpose is to be in the altitudes.

2nd Cl. All trebles? not a mean?

Cud. Not one. The morris is so cast, well have neither mean nor base in our company, fellow Rowland.

3rd Cl. What! nor a counter?

Cud. By no means, no hunting counter; leave that to Enfield Chase men: all trebles, all in the altitudes. Now for the disposing of parts in the morris, little or no labour will serve.

2nd Cl. If you that be minded to follow your leader know me  an ancient honour belonging to our house  for a fore-horse i th team and fore-gallant in a morris, my fathers stable is not unfurnished.

3rd Cl. So much for the fore-horse; but how for a good hobby-horse?

Cud. For a hobby-horse? let me see an almanac. Midsummer-moon, let me see ye. When the moons in the full, thens wit in the wane. No more. Use your best skill; your morris will suffer an eclipse.

1st Cl. An eclipse?

Cud. A strange one.

2nd Cl. Strange?

Cud. Yes, and most sudden. Remember the fore-gallant, and forget the hobby-horse! The whole body of your morris will be darkened.  There be of us  but tis no matter:  forget the hobby-horse!

1st Cl. Cuddy Banks!  have you forgot since he paced it from Enfield Chase to Edmonton?  Cuddy, honest Cuddy, cast thy stuff.

Cud. Suffer may ye all! it shall be known, I can take mine ease as well as another man. Seek your hobby-horse where you can get him.

1st Cl. Cuddy, honest Cuddy, we confess, and are sorry for our neglect.

2nd Cl. The old horse shall have a new bridle.

3rd Cl. The caparisons new painted.

4th Cl. The tail repaired. The snaffle and the bosses new saffroned oer.

1st Cl. Kind,  

2nd Cl. Honest,  

3rd Cl. Loving, ingenious,  

4th Cl. Affable Cuddy.

Cud. To show I am not flint, but affable, as you say, very well stuffed, a kind of warm dough or puff-paste, I relent, I connive, most affable Jack. Let the hobby-horse provide a strong back, he shall not want a belly when I am in him  but [Seeing Sawyer] uds me, Mother Sawyer!

1st Cl. The old Witch of Edmonton!  if our mirth be not crossed  

2nd Cl. Bless us, Cuddy, and let her curse her tother eye out.  What dost now?

Cud. Ungirt, unblest, says the proverb; but my girdle shall serve for a riding knot; and a fig for all the witches in Christendom!  What wouldst thou?

1st Cl. The devil cannot abide to be crossed.

2nd Cl. And scorns to come at any mans whistle.

3rd Cl. Away  

4th Cl. With the witch!

All. Away with the Witch of Edmonton! [Exeunt in strange postures.

M. Saw. Still vexed! still tortured! that curmudgeon Banks
Is ground of all my scandal; I am shunned
And hated like a sickness; made a scorn
To all degrees and sexes. I have heard old beldams
Talk of familiars in the shape of mice,
Rats, ferrets, weasels, and I wot not what,
That have appeared, and sucked, some say, their blood;
But by what means they came acquainted with them
I am now ignorant. Would some power, good or bad,
Instruct me which way I might be revenged
Upon this churl, Id go out of myself,
And give this fury leave to dwell within
This ruined cottage ready to fall with age,
Abjure all goodness, be at hate with prayer,
And study curses, imprecations,
Blasphemous speeches, oaths, detested oaths,
Or anything thats ill: so I might work
Revenge upon this miser, this black cur,
That barks and bites, and sucks the very blood
Of me and of my credit. Tis all one
To be a witch as to be counted one:
Vengeance, shame, ruin light upon that canker!

Enter a Black Dog.

Dog. Ho! have I found thee cursing? now thou art
Mine own.

M. Saw. Thine! what art thou?

Dog. He thou hast so often
Importuned to appear to thee, the devil.

M. Saw. Bless me! the devil?

Dog. Come, do not fear; I love thee much too well
To hurt or fright thee; if I seem terrible,
It is to such as hate me. I have found
Thy love unfeigned; have seen and pitied
Thy open wrongs; and come, out of my love,
To give thee just revenge against thy foes.

M. Saw. May I believe thee?

Dog. To confirmt, command me
Do any mischief unto man or beast,
And Ill effect it, on condition
That, uncompelled, thou make a deed of gift
Of soul and body to me.

M. Saw. Out, alas!
My soul and body?

Dog. And that instantly,
And seal it with thy blood: if thou deniest,
Ill tear thy body in a thousand pieces.

M. Saw. I know not where to seek relief: but shall I,
After such covenants sealed, see full revenge
On all that wrong me?

Dog. Ha, ha! silly woman!
The devil is no liar to such as he loves:
Didst ever know or hear the devil a liar
To such as he affects?

M. Saw. Then I am thine; at least so much of me
As I can call mine own  

Dog. Equivocations?
Art mine or no? speak, or Ill tear  

M. Saw. All thine.

Dog. Sealt with thy blood.

[She pricks her arm, which he sucks. Thunder and lightning.

See! now I dare call thee mine!
For proof, command me; instantly Ill run
To any mischief; goodness can I none.

M. Saw. And I desire as little. Theres an old churl,
One Banks  

Dog. That wronged thee, lamed thee, called thee witch.

M. Saw. The same; first upon him Id be revenged.

Dog. Thou shalt; do but name how.

M. Saw. Go, touch his life.

Dog. I cannot.

M. Saw. Hast thou not vowed? Go, kill the slave!

Dog. I wonnot.

M. Saw. Ill cancel, then, my gift.

Dog. Ha, ha!

M. Saw. Dost laugh!
Why wilt not kill him?

Dog. Fool, because I cannot.
Though we have power, know it is circumscribed
And tied in limits: though he be curst to thee,
Yet of himself hes loving to the world,
And charitable to the poor: now men that,
As he, love goodness, though in smallest measure,
Live without compass of our reach. His cattle
And corn Ill kill and mildew; but his life  
Until I take him, as I late found thee,
Cursing and swearing  Ive no power to touch.

M. Saw. Work on his corn and cattle, then.

Dog. I shall.
The Witch of Edmonton shall see his fall;
If she at least put credit in my power,
And in mine only; make orisons to me,
And none but me.

M. Saw. Say how and in what manner.

Dog. Ill tell thee: when thou wishest ill,
Corn, man, or beast wouldst spoil or kill,
Turn thy back against the sun,
And mumble this short orison:
If thou to death or shame pursue em,
Sanctibicetur nomen tuum.

M. Saw. If thou to death or shame pursue em,
Sanctibicetur nomen tuum.

Dog. Perfect: farewell. Our first-made promises
Well put in execution against Banks. [Exit.

M. Saw. Contaminetur nomen tuum. Im an expert scholar;
Speak Latin, or I know not well what language,
As well as the best of em  but who comes here?

Re-enter Cuddy Banks.

The son of my worst foe.

To death pursue em,
Et sanctibicetur nomen tuum.

Cud. Whats that she mumbles? the devils paternoster? would it were else!  Mother Sawyer, good-morrow.

M. Saw. Ill-morrow to thee, and all the world that flout
A poor old woman,

To death pursue em,
And sanctibicetur nomen tuum.

Cud. Nay, good Gammer Sawyer, whateer it pleases my father to call you, I know you are  

M. Saw. A witch.

Cud. A witch? would you were else ifaith!

M. Saw. Your father knows I am by this.

Cud. I would he did.

M. Saw. And so in time may you.

Cud. I would I might else! But, witch or no witch, you are a motherly woman; and though my father be a kind of God-bless-us, as they say, I have an earnest suit to you; and if youll be so kind to ka me one good turn, Ill be so courteous as to kob you another.

M. Saw. Whats that? to spurn, beat me, and call me witch,
As your kind father doth?

Cud. My father! I am ashamed to own him. If he has hurt the head of thy credit, theres money to buy thee a plaster [Gives her money]; and a small courtesy I would require at thy hands.

M. Saw. You seem a good young man, and  [Aside] I must dissemble,
The better to accomplish my revenge.  
But  for this silver, what wouldst have me do?
Bewitch thee?

Cud. No, by no means; I am bewitched already: I would have thee so good as to unwitch me, or witch another with me for company.

M. Saw. I understand thee not; be plain, my son.

Cud. As a pike-staff, mother. You know Kate Carter?

M. Saw. The wealthy yeomans daughter? what of her?

Cud. That same party has bewitched me.

M. Saw. Bewitched thee?

Cud. Bewitched me, hisce auribus. I saw a little devil fly out of her eye like a burbolt, which sticks at this hour up to the feathers in my heart. Now, my request is, to send one of thy what-dye-call-ems either to pluck that out, or stick another as fast in hers: do, and heres my hand, I am thine for three lives.

M. Saw. [Aside] We shall have sport.  Thou art in love with her?

Cud. Up to the very hilts, mother.

M. Saw. And thou wouldst have me make her love thee too?

Cud. [Aside] I think shell prove a witch in earnest.  Yes, I could find in my heart to strike her three quarters deep in love with me too.

M. Saw. But dost thou think that I can dot, and I alone?

Cud. Truly, Mother Witch, I do verily believe so; and, when I see it done, I shall be half persuaded so too.

M. Saw. It is enough: what art can do be sure of.
Turn to the west, and whatsoeer thou hearst
Or seest, stand silent, and be not afraid.

[She stamps on the ground; the Dog appears, and fawns, and leaps upon her.

Cud. Afraid, Mother Witch! turn my face to the west! I said I should always have a back-friend of her; and now its out. An her little devil should be hungry, come sneaking behind me, like a cowardly catchpole, and clap his talons on my haunches Tis woundy cold, sure  I dudder and shake like an aspen-leaf every joint of me.

M. Saw. To scandal and disgrace pursue em,
Et sanctibicetur nomen tuum. [Exit Dog.

How now, my son, how ist?

Cud. Scarce in a clean life, Mother Witch.  But did your goblin and you spout Latin together?

M. Saw. A kind of charm I work by; didst thou hear me?

Cud. I heard I know not the devil what mumble in a scurvy base tone, like a drum that had taken cold in the head the last muster. Very comfortable words; what were they? and who taught them you?

M. Saw. A great learned man.

Cud. Learned man! learned devil it was as soon! But what? what comfortable news about the party?

M. Saw. Who? Kate Carter? Ill tell thee. Thou knowest the stile at the west end of thy fathers peas-field: be there to-morrow night after sunset; and the first live thing thou seest be sure to follow, and that shall bring thee to thy love.

Cud. In the peas-field? has she a mind to codlings already? The first living thing I meet, you say, shall bring me to her?

M. Saw. To a sight of her, I mean. She will seem wantonly coy, and flee thee; but follow her close and boldly: do but embrace her in thy arms once, and she is thine own.

Cud. At the stile at the west end of my fathers peas-land, the first live thing I see, follow and embrace her, and she shall be thine. Nay, an I come to embracing once, she shall be mine; Ill go near to make at eaglet else. [Exit.

M. Saw. A ball well bandied! now the sets half won;
The fathers wrong Ill wreak upon the son. [Exit.


SCENE II.  Carters House.
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ENTER CARTER, WARBECK, and Somerton.

Car. How now, gentlemen! cloudy? I know, Master Warbeck, you are in a fog about my daughters marriage.

War. And can you blame me, sir?

Car. Nor you me justly. Wedding and hanging are tied up both in a proverb; and destiny is the juggler that unties the knot. My hope is, you are reserved to a richer fortune than my poor daughter.

War. However, your promise  

Car. Is a kind of debt, I confess it.

War. Which honest men should pay.

Car. Yet some gentlemen break in that point now and then, by your leave, sir.

Som. I confess thou hast had a little wrong in the wench; but patience is the only salve to cure it. Since Thorney has won the wench, he has most reason to wear her.

War. Love in this kind admits no reason to wear her.

Car. Then Loves a fool, and what wise man will take exception?

Som. Come, frolic, Ned: were every man master of his own fortune, Fate might pick straws, and Destiny go a-wool-gathering.

War. You hold yours in a string, though: tis well; but if there be any equity, look thou to meet the like usage ere long.

Som. In my love to her sister Katherine? Indeed, they are a pair of arrows drawn out of one quiver, and should fly at an even length; if she do run after her sister.  

War. Look for the same mercy at my hands as I have received at thine.

Som. Shell keep a surer compass; I have too strong a confidence to mistrust her.

War. And that confidence is a wind that has blown many a married man ashore at Cuckolds Haven, I can tell you; I wish yours more prosperous though.

Car. Whateer your wish, Ill master my promise to him.

War. Yes, as you did to me.

Car. No more of that, if you love me: but for the more assurance, the next offered occasion shall consummate the marriage; and that once sealed  

Som. Leave the manage of the rest to my care. But see, the bridegroom and bride come; the new pair of Sheffield knives, fitted both to one sheath.

War. The sheath might have been better fitted, if somebody had their due; but  

Car. No harsh language, if thou lovest me. Frank Thorney has done  

War. No more than I, or thou, or any man, things so standing, would have attempted.

Enter Frank Thorney and Susan.

Som. Good-morrow, Master Bridegroom.

War. Come, give thee joy: mayst thou live long and happy
In thy fair choice!

Frank. I thank ye, gentlemen; kind Master Warbeck,
I find you loving.

War. Thorney, that creature,  much good do thee with her!  
Virtue and beauty hold fair mixture in her;
Shes rich, no doubt, in both: yet were she fairer,
Thou art right worthy of her. Love her, Thorney;
Tis nobleness in thee, in her but duty.
The match is fair and equal; the success
I leave to censure. Farewell, Mistress Bride!
Till now elected, thy old scorn deride. [Exit.

Som. Good Master Thorney  

Car. Nay, you shall not part till you see the barrels run a-tilt, gentlemen. [Exit with Somerton.

Sus. Why change you your face, sweetheart?

Frank. Who, I? for nothing.

Sus. Dear, say not so; a spirit of your constancy
Cannot endure this change for nothing.
I have observed strange variations in you.

Frank. In me?

Sus. In you, sir.
Awake, you seem to dream, and in your sleep
You utter sudden and distracted accents,
Like one at enmity with peace. Dear loving husband,
If I
May dare to challenge any interest in you,
Give me the reason fully; you may trust
My breast as safely as your own.

Frank. With what?
You half amaze me; prithee  

Sus. Come, you shall not,
Indeed you shall not, shut me from partaking
The least dislike that grieves you; Im all yours.

Frank. And I all thine.

Sus. You are not, if you keep
The least grief from me: but I find the cause;
It grew from me.

Frank. From you?

Sus. From some distaste
In me or my behaviour: youre not kind
In the concealment. Las, sir, I am young,
Silly and plain; more, strange to those contents
A wife should offer: say but in what I fail,
Ill study satisfaction.

Frank. Come; in nothing.

Sus. I know I do; knew I as well in what,
You should not long be sullen. Prithee, love,
If I have been immodest or too bold,
Speakt in a frown; if peevishly too nice,
Showt in a smile: thy liking is the glass
By which Ill habit my behaviour.

Frank. Wherefore dost weep now?

Sus. You, sweet, have the power
To make me passionate as an April-day;
Now smile, then weep; now pale, then crimson red:
You are the powerful moon of my bloods sea,
To make it ebb or flow into my face,
As your looks change.

Frank. Change thy conceit, I prithee;
Thou art all perfection: Diana herself
Swells in thy thoughts and moderates thy beauty.
Within thy left eye amorous Cupid sits,
Feathering love-shafts, whose golden heads he dipped
In thy chaste breast; in the other lies
Blushing Adonis scarfed in modesties;
And still as wanton Cupid blows love-fires,
Adonis quenches out unchaste desires;
And from these two I briefly do imply
A perfect emblem of thy modesty.
Then, prithee, dear, maintain no more dispute,
For when thou speakst, its fit all tongues be mute.

Sus. Come, come, these golden strings of flattery
Shall not tie up my speech, sir; I must know
The ground of your disturbance.

Frank. Then look here;
For here, here is the fen in which this hydra
Of discontent grows rank.

Sus. Heaven shield it! where?

Frank. In mine own bosom, here the cause has root;
The poisoned leeches twist about my heart,
And will, I hope, confound me.

Sus. You speak riddles.

Frank. Taket plainly, then: twas told me by a woman
Known and approved in palmistry,
I should have two wives.

Sus. Two wives? sir, I take it
Exceeding likely; but let not conceit hurt you:
Youre afraid to bury me?

Frank. No, no, my Winnifred.

Sus. How say you? Winnifred! you forget me.

Frank. No, I forget myself!  Susan.

Sus. In what?

Frank. Talking of wives, I pretend Winnifred,
A maid that at my mothers waited on me
Before thyself.

Sus. I hope, sir, she may live
To take my place: but why should all this move you?

Frank. The poor girl!  [Aside.] she hast before thee,
And thats the fiend torments me.

Sus. Yet why should this
Raise mutiny within you? such presages
Prove often false: or say it should be true?

Frank. That I should have another wife?

Sus. Yes, many;
If they be good, the better.

Frank. Never any
Equal to thee in goodness.

Sus. Sir, I could wish I were much better for you;
Yet if I knew your fate
Ordained you for another, I could wish  
So well I love you and your hopeful pleasure  
Me in my grave, and my poor virtues added
To my successor.

Frank. Prithee, prithee, talk not
Of deaths or graves; thou art so rare a goodness
As Death would rather put itself to death
Than murder thee: but we, as all things else,
Are mutable and changing.

Sus. Yet you still move
In your first sphere of discontent. Sweet, chase
Those clouds of sorrow, and shine clearly on me.

Frank. At my return I will.

Sus. Return! ah me!
Will you, then, leave me?

Frank. For a time I must:
But how? As birds their young, or loving bees
Their hives, to fetch home richer dainties.

Sus. Leave me!
Now has my fear met its effect. You shall not;
Cost it my life, you shall not.

Frank. Why? your reason?

Sus. Like to the lapwing have you all this while
With your false love deluded me, pretending
Counterfeit senses for your discontent;
And now at last it is by chance stole from you.

Frank. What? what by chance?

Sus. Your pre-appointed meeting
Of single combat with young Warbeck.

Frank. Ha!

Sus. Even so: dissemble not; tis too apparent:
Then in his look I read it:  deny it not,
I seet apparent; cost it my undoing,
And unto that my life, I will not leave you.

Frank. Not until when?

Sus. Till he and you be friends.
Was this your cunning?  and then flam me off
With an old witch, two wives, and Winnifred!
Youre not so kind, indeed, as I imagined.

Frank. [Aside.] And you are more fond by far than I expected.  
It is a virtue that attends thy kind  
But of our business within: and by this kiss,
Ill anger thee no more; troth, chuck, I will not.

Sus. You shall have no just cause.

Frank. Dear Sue, I shall not. [Exeunt.




ACT THE THIRD.


SCENE I.  The Village Green.
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ENTER CUDDY BANKS with the Morris-dancers.



First Clown. Nay, Cuddy, prithee do not leave us now; if we part all this night, we shall not meet before day.

2nd Cl. I prithee, Banks, lets keep together now.

Cud. If you were wise, a word would serve; but as you are, I must be forced to tell you again, I have a little private business, an hours work; it may prove but an half hours, as luck may serve; and then I take horse, and along with you. Have we eer a witch in the morris?

1st Cl. No, no; no womans part but Maid Marian and the Hobby-horse.

Cud. Ill have a witch; I love a witch.

1st Cl. Faith, witches themselves are so common now-a-days, that the counterfeit will not be regarded. They say we have three or four in Edmonton besides Mother Sawyer.

2nd Cl. I would she would dance her part with us.

3rd Cl. So would not I; for if she comes, the devil and all comes along with her.

Cud. Well, Ill have a witch; I have loved a witch ever since I played at cherry-pit. Leave me, and get my horse dressed; give him oats: but water him not till I come. Whither do we foot it first?

2nd Cl. To Sir Arthur Claringtons first; then whither thou wilt.

Cud. Well, I am content; but we must up to Carters, the rich yeoman; I must be seen on hobby-horse there.

1st Cl. O, I smell him now!  Ill lay my ears Banks is in love, and thats the reason he would walk melancholy by himself.

Cud. Ha! who was that said I was in love?

1st Cl. Not I.

2nd Cl. Nor I.

Cud. Go to, no more of that: when I understand what you speak, I know what you say; believe that.

1st Cl. Well, twas I, Ill not deny it; I meant no hurt int. I have seen you walk up to Carters of Chessum: Banks, were not you there last Shrovetide?

Cud. Yes, I was ten days together there the last Shrovetide.

2nd Cl. How could that be, when there are but seven days in the week?

Cud. Prithee peace! I reckon stila nova as a traveller; thou understandest as a fresh-water farmer, that never sawest a week beyond sea. Ask any soldier that ever received his pay but in the Low Countries, and hell tell thee there are eight days in the week there hard by. How dost thou think they rise in High Germany, Italy, and those remoter places?

3rd Cl. Ay, but simply there are but seven days in the week yet.

Cud. No, simply as thou understandest. Prithee look but in the lovers almanac: when he has been but three days absent, O, says he, I have not seen my love these seven years: theres a long cut! When he comes to her again and embraces her, O, says he, now methinks I am in Heaven; and thats a pretty step! He that can get up to Heaven in ten days need not repent his journey; you may ride a hundred days in a caroche, and be further off than when you set forth. But, I pray you, good morris-mates, now leave me. I will be with you by midnight.

1st Cl. Well, since he will be alone, well back again and trouble him no more.

All the Clowns. But remember, Banks.

Cud. The hobby-horse shall be remembered. But hark you; get Poldavis, the barbers boy, for the witch, because he can show his art better than another. [Exeunt all but Cuddy.

Well, now to my walk. I am near the place where I should meet  I know not what: say I meet a thief? I must follow him, if to the gallows; say I meet a horse, or hare, or hound? still I must follow: some slow-paced beast, I hope; yet love is full of lightness in the heaviest lovers. Ha! my guide is come.

Enter the Dog.

A water-dog! I am thy first man, sculler; I go with thee; ply no other but myself. Away with the boat! land me but at Katherines Dock, my sweet Katherines Dock, and Ill be a fare to thee. That way? nay, which way thou wilt; thou knowest the way better than I:  fine gentle cur it is, and well brought up, I warrant him. We go a-ducking, spaniel; thou shalt fetch me the ducks, pretty kind rascal.

Enter a Spirit vizarded. He throws off his mask, &c., and appears in the shape of Katherine.

Spir. Thus throw I off mine own essential horror,
And take the shape of a sweet lovely maid
Whom this fool dotes on: we can meet his folly,
But from his virtues must be runaways.
Well sport with him; but when we reckoning call,
We know where to receive; the witch pays for all. [The Dog barks.

Cud. Ay? is that the watchword? Shes come. [Sees the Spirit.] Well, if ever we be married, it shall be at Barking Church, in memory of thee: now come behind, kind cur.

And have I met thee, sweet Kate?
I will teach thee to walk so late.

O, see, we meet in metre. [The Spirit retires as he advances.] What! dost thou trip from me? O, that I were upon my hobby-horse, I would mount after thee so nimble! Stay, nymph, stay, nymph, singed Apollo.

Tarry and kiss me, sweet nymph, stay;
Tarry and kiss me, sweet:
We will to Chessum Street,
And then to the house stands in the highway.

Nay, by your leave, I must embrace you. [Exit, following the Spirit.

[Within.] O, help, help! I am drowned, I am drowned!

Re-enter Cuddy wet.

Dog. Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Cud. This was an ill night to go a-wooing in; I find it now in Ponds almanac: thinking to land at Katherines Dock, I was almost at Gravesend. Ill never go to a wench in the dog-days again; yet tis cool enough.  Had you never a paw in this dog-trick? a mange take that black hide of yours! Ill throw you in at Limehouse in some tanners pit or other.

Dog. Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Cud. How now! whos that laughs at me? Hist to him! [The Dog barks.]  Peace, peace! thou didst but thy kind neither; twas my own fault.

Dog. Take heed how thou trustest the devil another time.

Cud. How now! whos that speaks? I hope you have not your reading tongue about you?

Dog. Yes, I can speak.

Cud. The devil you can! you have read Æsops fables, then; I have played one of your parts then,  the dog that catched at the shadow in the water. Pray you, let me catechise you a little; what might one call your name, dog?

Dog. My dame calls me Tom.

Cud. Tis well, and she may call me Ass; so theres an whole one betwixt us, Tom-Ass: she said I should follow you, indeed. Well, Tom, give me thy fist, we are friends; you shall be mine ingle: I love you; but I pray you lets have no more of these ducking devices.

Dog. Not, if you love me. Dogs love where they are beloved; cherish me, and Ill do anything for thee.

Cud. Well, you shall have jowls and livers; I have butchers to my friends that shall bestow em: and I will keep crusts and bones for you, if youll be a kind dog, Tom.

Dog. Any thing; Ill help thee to thy love.

Cud. Wilt thou? that promise shall cost me a brown loaf, though I steal it out of my fathers cupboard: youll eat stolen goods, Tom, will you not?

Dog. O, best of all; the sweetest bits those.

Cud. You shall not starve, Ningle Tom, believe that: if you love fish, Ill help you to maids and soles; Im acquainted with a fishmonger.

Dog. Maids and soles? O, sweet bits! banqueting stuff those.

Cud. One thing I would request you, ningle, as you have played the knavish cur with me a little, that you would mingle amongst our morris-dancers in the morning. You can dance?

Dog. Yes, yes, any thing; Ill be there, but unseen to any but thyself. Get thee gone before; fear not my presence. I have work to-night; I serve more masters, more dames than one.

Cud. He can serve Mammon and the devil too.

Dog. It shall concern thee and thy loves purchase.
There is a gallant rival loves the maid,
And likely is to have her. Mark what a mischief,
Before the morris ends, shall light on him!

Cud. O, sweet ningle, thy neuf once again; friends must part for a time. Farewell, with this remembrance; shalt have bread too when we meet again. If ever there were an honest devil, twill be the Devil of Edmonton, I see. Farewell, Tom; I prithee dog me as soon as thou canst. [Exit.

Dog. Ill not miss thee, and be merry with thee.
Those that are joys denied must take delight
In sins and mischiefs; tis the devils right. [Exit.


SCENE II.  The neighbourhood of Edmonton.
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ENTER FRANK THORNEY and Winnifred in boys clothes.

Frank. Prithee no more! those tears give nourishment
To weeds and briers in me, which shortly will
Oergrow and top my head; my shame will sit
And cover all that can be seen of me.

Win. I have not shown this cheek in company;
Pardon me now: thus singled with yourself,
It calls a thousand sorrows round about,
Some going before, and some on either side,
But infinite behind; all chained together:
Your second adulterous marriage leads;
That is the sad eclipse, th effects must follow,
As plagues of shame, spite, scorn, and obloquy.

Frank. Why, hast thou not left one hours patience
To add to all the rest? one hour bears us
Beyond the reach of all these enemies:
Are we not now set forward in the flight,
Provided with the dowry of my sin
To keep us in some other nation?
While we together are, we are at home
In any place.

Win. Tis foul ill-gotten coin,
Far worse than usury or extortion.

Frank. Let
My father, then, make the restitution,
Who forced me to take the bribe: it is his gift
And patrimony to me; so I receive it.
He would not bless, nor look a father on me,
Until I satisfied his angry will:
When I was sold, I sold myself again  
Some knaves have donet in lands, and I in body  
For money, and I have the hire. But, sweet, no more,
Tis hazard of discovery, our discourse;
And then prevention takes off all our hopes:
For only but to take her leave of me
My wife is coming.

Win. Who coming? your wife!

Frank. No, no; thou art here: the woman  I knew
Not how to call her now; but after this day
She shall be quite forgot and have no name
In my remembrance. See, see! shes come.

Enter Susan.

Go lead
The horses to th hills top; there Ill meet thee.

Sus. Nay, with your favour let him stay a little;
I would part with him too, because he is
Your sole companion; and Ill begin with him,
Reserving you the last.

Frank. Ay, with all my heart.

Sus. You may hear, ift please you, sir.

Frank. No, tis not fit:
Some rudiments, I conceive, they must be,
To overlook my slippery footings: and so  

Sus. No, indeed, sir.

Frank. Tush, I know it must be so,
And it is necessary: on! but be brief. [Walks forward.

Win. What charge soeer you lay upon me, mistress,
I shall support it faithfully  being honest  
To my best strength.

Sus. Believet shall be no other.
I know you were commended to my husband
By a noble knight.

Win. O, gods! O, mine eyes!

Sus. How now! what ailst thou, lad?

Win. Something hit mine eye,  it makes it water still,  
Even as you said commended to my husband.  
Some dor I think it was.  I was, forsooth,
Commended to him by Sir Arthur Clarington.

Sus. Whose servant once my Thorney was himself.
That title, methinks, should make you almost fellows;
Or at the least much more than a servant;
And I am sure he will respect you so.
Your love to him, then, needs no spur from me,
And what for my sake you will ever do,
Tis fit it should be bought with something more
Than fair entreats; look! heres a jewel for thee,
A pretty wanton label for thine ear;
And I would have it hang there, still to whisper
These words to thee, Thou hast my jewel with thee.
It is but earnest of a larger bounty,
When thou returnst with praises of thy service,
Which I am confident thou wilt deserve.
Why, thou art many now besides thyself:
Thou mayst be servant, friend, and wife to him;
A good wife is them all. A friend can play
The wife and servants part, and shift enough;
No less the servant can the friend and wife:
Tis all but sweet society, good counsel,
Interchanged loves, yes, and counsel-keeping.

Frank. Not done yet?

Sus. Even now, sir.

Win. Mistress, believe my vow; your severe eye,
Weret present to command, your bounteous hand,
Were it then by to buy or bribe my service,
Shall not make me more dear or near unto him
Than I shall voluntary. Ill be all your charge,
Servant, friend, wife to him.

Sus. Wilt thou?
Now blessings go with thee fort! courtesies
Shall meet thee coming home.

Win. Pray you say plainly,
Mistress, are you jealous of him? if you be,
Ill look to him that way too.

Sus. Sayst thou so?
I would thou hadst a womans bosom now;
We have weak thoughts within us. Alas,
Theres nothing so strong in us as suspicion;
But I dare not, nay, I will not think
So hardly of my Thorney.

Win. Believe it, mistress,
Ill be no pander to him; and if I find
Any loose lubric scapes in him, Ill watch him,
And at my return protest Ill show you all:
He shall hardly offend without my knowledge.

Sus. Thine own diligence is that I press,
And not the curious eye over his faults.
Farewell: if I should never see thee more,
Take it for ever.

Frank. Prithee take that along with thee, [Handing his sword to Winnifred.] and haste thee
To the hills top; Ill be there instantly.

Sus. No haste, I prithee; slowly as thou canst  [Exit Winnifred.
Pray let him obey me now; tis happily
His last service to me: my power is een
A-going out of sight.

Frank. Why would you delay?
We have no other business now but to part.

Sus. And will not that, sweetheart, ask a long time?
Methinks it is the hardest piece of work
That eer I took in hand.

Frank. Fie, fie! why, look,
Ill make it plain and easy to you  farewell! [Kisses her.

Sus. Ah, las, Im not half perfect in it yet;
I must have it read oer an hundred times:
Pray you take some pains; I confess my dulness.

Frank. [Aside.] What a thorn this rose grows on! Parting were sweet;
But what a trouble twill be to obtain it!  
Come, again and again, farewell!  [Kisses her.] Yet wilt return?
All questions of my journey, my stay, employment,
And revisitation, fully I have answered all;
Theres nothing now behind but  nothing.

Sus. And
That nothing is more hard than anything,
Than all the everythings. This request  

Frank. What ist?

Sus. That I may bring you through one pasture more
Up to yon knot of trees; amongst those shadows
Ill vanish from you, they shall teach me how.

Frank. Why, tis granted; come, walk, then.

Sus. Nay, not too fast:
They say slow things have best perfection;
The gentle shower wets to fertility,
The churlish storm may mischief with his bounty;
The baser beasts take strength even from the womb,
But the lord lions whelp is feeble long. [Exeunt.


SCENE III.  A Field with a clump of trees.
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Enter the Dog.

Dog. Now for an early mischief and a sudden!
The minds about it now; one touch from me
Soon sets the body forward.

Enter Frank and Susan.

Frank. Your request
Is out; yet will you leave me?

Sus. What? so churlishly?
Youll make me stay for ever,
Rather than part with such a sound from you.

Frank. Why, you almost anger me. Pray you be gone.
You have no company, and tis very early;
Some hurt may betide you homewards.

Sus. Tush! I fear none;
To leave you is the greatest hurt I can suffer:
Besides, I expect your father and mine own
To meet me back, or overtake me with you;
They began to stir when I came after you
I know theyll not be long.

Frank. So! I shall have more trouble,  [The Dog rubs against him]  thank you for that:
[Aside.] Then Ill ease all at once. It is done now;
What I neer thought on.  You shall not go back.

Sus. Why, shall I go along with thee? sweet music!

Frank. No, to a better place.

Sus. Any place I;
Im there at home where thou pleasest to have me.

Frank. At home? Ill leave you in your last lodging;
I must kill you.

Sus. O, fine! youd fright me from you.

Frank. You see I had no purpose; Im unarmed;
Tis this minutes decree, and it must be:
Look, this will serve your turn. [Draws a knife.

Sus. Ill not turn from it,
If you be earnest, sir; yet you may tell me
Wherefore youll kill me.

Frank. Because you are a whore.

Sus. Theres one deep wound already; a whore!
Twas ever further from me than the thought
Of this black hour; a whore?

Frank. Yes, Ill prove it,
And you shall confess it. You are my whore.
No wife of mine; the word admits no second.
I was before wedded to another; have her still.
I do not lay the sin unto your charge,
Tis all mine own: your marriage was my theft,
For I espoused your dowry, and I have it.
I did not purpose to have added murder;
The devil did not prompt me till this minute:
You might have safe returned; now you cannot.
You have dogged your own death. [Stabs her.

Sus. And I deserve it;
Im glad my fate was so intelligent:
Twas some good spirits motion. Die? O, twas time!
How many years might I have slept in sin,
The sin of my most hatred, too, adultery!

Frank. Nay, sure, twas likely that the most was past;
For I meant never to return to you
After this parting.

Sus. Why, then, I thank you more;
You have done lovingly, leaving yourself,
That you would thus bestow me on another.
Thou art my husband, Death, and I embrace thee
With all the love I have. Forget the stain
Of my unwitting sin; and then I come
A crystal virgin to thee: my souls purity
Shall with bold wings ascend the doors of Mercy;
For Innocence is ever her companion.

Frank. Not yet mortal? I would not linger you,
Or leave you a tongue to blab. [Stabs her again.

Sus. Now Heaven reward you neer the worse for me!
I did not think that Death had been so sweet,
Nor I so apt to love him. I could neer die better,
Had I stayed forty years for preparation;
For Im in charity with all the world.
Let me for once be thine example, Heaven;
Do to this man as I him free forgive,
And may he better die and better live. [Dies.

Frank. Tis done; and I am in! Once past our height,
We scorn the deepst abyss. This follows now,
To heal her wounds by dressing of the weapon.
Arms, thighs, hands, any place; we must not fail [Wounds himself.
Light scratches, giving such deep ones: the best I can
To bind myself to this tree. Nows the storm,
Which if blown oer, many fair days may follow.

[Binds himself to a tree; the Dog ties him behind and exit.

So, so, Im fast; I did not think I could
Have done so well behind me. How prosperous
And effectual mischief sometimes is!  [Aloud] Help! help!
Murder, murder, murder!

Enter Carter and Old Thorney.

Car. Ha! whom tolls the bell for?

Frank. O, O!

O. Thor. Ah me!
The cause appears too soon; my child, my son!

Car. Susan, girl, child! not speak to thy father? ha!

Frank. O, lend me some assistance to oertake
This hapless woman.

O. Thor. Lets oertake the murderers.
Speak whilst thou canst, anon may be too late;
I fear thou hast deaths mark upon thee too.

Frank. I know them both; yet such an oath is passed
As pulls damnation up if it be broke.
I dare not name em: think what forced men do.

O. Thor. Keep oath with murderers! that were a conscience
To hold the devil in.

Frank. Nay, sir, I can describe em,
Shall show them as familiar as their names:
The taller of the two at this time wears
His satin doublet white, but crimson-lined,
Hose of black satin, cloak of scarlet  

O. Thor. Warbeck,
Warbeck, Warbeck!  do you list to this, sir?

Car. Yes, yes, I listen you; heres nothing to be heard.

Frank. Th others cloak branched velvet, black, velvet-lined his suit.

O. Thor. I have em already; Somerton, Somerton!
Binal revenge all this. Come, sir, the first work
Is to pursue the murderers, when we have
Removed these mangled bodies hence.

Car. Sir, take that carcass there, and give me this.
I will not own her now; shes none of mine.
Bob me off with a dumb-show! no, Ill have life.
This is my son too, and while theres life in him,
Tis half mine; take you half that silence fort.  
When I speak I look to be spoken to:
Forgetful slut!

O. Thor. Alas, what grief may do now!
Look, sir, Ill take this load of sorrow with me.

Car. Ay, do, and Ill have this. [Exit Old Thorney with Susan in his arms.] How do you, sir?

Frank. O, very ill, sir.

Car. Yes,
I think so; but tis well you can speak yet:
Theres no music but in sound; sound it must be.
I have not wept these twenty years before,
And that I guess was ere that girl was born;
Yet now methinks, if I but knew the way,
My hearts so full, I could weep night and day. [Exit with Frank.


SCENE IV.  Before Sir Arthur Claringtons House.
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ENTER SIR ARTHUR Clarington, Warbeck, and Somerton.

Sir Arth. Come, gentlemen, we must all help to grace
The nimble-footed youth of Edmonton,
That are so kind to call us up to-day
With an high morris.

War. I could wish it for the best, it were the worst now. Absurditys in my opinion ever the best dancer in a morris.

Som. I could rather sleep than see em.

Sir Arth. Not well, sir?

Som. Faith, not ever thus leaden: yet I know no cause fort.

War. Now am I beyond mine own condition highly disposed to mirth.

Sir Arth. Well, you may have yet a morris to help both;
To strike you in a dump, and make him merry.

Enter Sawgut with the Morris-dancers, &c.

Saw. Come, will you set yourselves in morris-ray? the forebell, second-bell, tenor, and great-bell; Maid Marian for the same bell. But wheres the weathercock now? the Hobby-horse?

1st Cl. Is not Banks come yet? What a spite tis!

Sir Arth. When set you forward, gentlemen?

1st Cl. We stay but for the Hobby-horse, sir; all our footmen are ready.

Som. Tis marvel your horse should be behind your foot.

2nd Cl. Yes, sir, he goes further about; we can come in at the wicket, but the broad gate must be opened for him.

Enter Cuddy Banks with the Hobby-horse, followed by the Dog.

Sit Arth. O, we stayed for you, sir.

Cud. Only my horse wanted a shoe, sir; but we shall make you amends ere we part.

Sir Arth. Ay? well said; make em drink ere they begin.

Enter Servants with beer.

Cud. A bowl, I prithee, and a little for my horse; hell mount the better. Nay, give me: I must drink to him, hell not pledge else. [Drinks.] Here, Hobby [Holds the bowl to the Hobby-horse.]  I pray you: no? not drink! You see, gentlemen, we can but bring our horse to the water; he may choose whether hell drink or no. [Drinks again.

Som. A good moral made plain by history.

1st Cl. Strike up, Father Sawgut, strike up.

Saw. Een when you will, children. [Cuddy mounts the Hobby.]  Now in the name of  the best foot forward! [Endeavours to play, but the fiddle gives no sound.]  How now! not a word in thy guts? I think, children, my instrument has caught cold on the sudden.

Cud. [Aside.] My ningles knavery; black Toms doing.

All the Clowns. Why, what mean you, Father Sawgut?

Cud. Why, what would you have him do? you hear his fiddle is speechless.

Saw. Ill lay mine ear to my instrument that my poor fiddle is bewitched. I played The Flowers in May een now, as sweet as a violet; now twill not go against the hair: you see I can make no more music than a beetle of a cow-turd.

Cud. Let me see, Father Sawgut [Takes the fiddle]; say once you had a brave hobby-horse that you were beholding to. Ill play and dance too.  Ningle, away with it. [Gives it to the Dog, who plays the morris.

All the Clowns. Ay, marry, sir! [They dance.

Enter a Constable and Officers.

Con. Away with jollity! tis too sad an hour.  
Sir Arthur Clarington, your own assistance,
In the kings name, I charge, for apprehension
Of these two murderers, Warbeck and Somerton.

Sir Arth. Ha! flat murderers?

Som. Ha, ha, ha! this has awakened my melancholy.

War. And struck my mirth down flat.  Murderers?

Con. The accusations flat against you, gentlemen.  
Sir, you may be satisfied with this. [Shows his warrant.]  
I hope youll quietly obey my power;
Twill make your cause the fairer.

Som. and War. O, with all our hearts, sir.

Cud. Theres my rival taken up for hangmans meat; Tom told me he was about a piece of villany.  Mates and morris-men, you see heres no longer piping, no longer dancing; this news of murder has slain the morris. You that go the footway, fare ye well; I am for a gallop.  Come, ningle. [Canters off with the Hobby-horse and the Dog.

Saw. [Strikes his fiddle, which sounds as before.] Ay? nay, an my fiddle be come to himself again, I care not. I think the devil has been abroad amongst us to-day; Ill keep thee out of thy fit now, if I can. [Exit with the Morris-dancers.

Sir Arth. These things are full of horror, full of pity.
But if this time be constant to the proof,
The guilt of both these gentlemen I dare take
On mine own danger; yet, howsoever, sir,
Your power must be obeyed.

War. O, most willingly, sir.
Tis a most sweet affliction; I could not meet
A joy in the best shape with better will:
Come, fear not, sir; nor judge nor evidence
Can bind him oer whos freed by conscience.

Som. Mine stands so upright to the middle zone
It takes no shadow tot, it goes alone. [Exeunt.






ACT THE FOURTH.


SCENE I.  Edmonton. The Street.
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ENTER OLD BANKS and several Countrymen.



Old Banks. My horse this morning runs most piteously of the glanders, whose nose yesternight was as clean as any mans here now coming from the barbers; and this, Ill take my death upont, is long of this jadish witch Mother Sawyer.

1st Coun. I took my wife and a serving-man in our town of Edmonton thrashing in my barn together such corn as country wenches carry to market; and examining my polecat why she did so, she swore in her conscience she was bewitched: and what witch have we about us but Mother Sawyer?

2nd Coun. Rid the town of her, else all our wives will do nothing else but dance about other country maypoles.

3rd Coun. Our cattle fall, our wives fall, our daughters fall, and maid-servants fall; and we ourselves shall not be able to stand, if this beast be suffered to graze amongst us.

Enter Hamluc with thatch and a lighted link.

Ham. Burn the witch, the witch, the witch, the witch!

Countrymen. What hast got there?

Ham. A handful of thatch plucked off a hovel of hers; and they say, when tis burning, if she be a witch, shell come running in.

O. Banks. Fire it, fire it! Ill stand between thee and home for any danger. [Ham. sets fire to the thatch.

Enter Mother Sawyer running.

M. Saw. Diseases, plagues, the curse of an old woman
Follow and fall upon you!

Countrymen. Are you come, you old trot?

O. Banks. You hot whore, must we fetch you with fire in your tail?

1st Coun. This thatch is as good as a jury to prove she is a witch.

Countrymen. Out, witch! beat her, kick her, set fire on her!

M. Saw. Shall I be murdered by a bed of serpents? Help, help!

Enter Sir Arthur Clarington and a Justice.

Countrymen. Hang her, beat her, kill her!

Just. How now! forbear this violence.

M. Saw. A crew of villains, a knot of bloody hangmen,
Set to torment me, I know not why.

Just. Alas, neighbour Banks, are you a ringleader in mischief? fie! to abuse an aged woman.

O. Banks. Woman? a she hell-cat, a witch! To prove her one, we no sooner set fire on the thatch of her house, but in she came running as if the devil had sent her in a barrel of gunpowder; which trick as surely proves her a witch as the pox in a snuffling nose is a sign a man is a whore-master.

Just. Come, come: firing her thatch? ridiculous!
Take heed, sirs, what you do; unless your proofs
Come better armed, instead of turning her
Into a witch, youll prove yourselves stark fools.

Countrymen. Fools?

Just. Arrant fools.

O. Banks. Pray, Master Justice What-do-you-call-em, hear me but in one thing: this grumbling devil owes me I know no good-will ever since I fell out with her.

M. Saw. And breakdst my back with beating me.

O. Banks. Ill break it worse.

M. Saw. Wilt thou?

Just. You must not threaten her; tis against law: Go on.

O. Banks. So, sir, ever since, having a dun cow tied up in my back-side, let me go thither, or but cast mine eye at her, and if I should be hanged I cannot choose, though it be ten times in an hour, but run to the cow, and taking up her tail, kiss  saving your worships reverence  my cow behind, that the whole town of Edmonton has been ready to bepiss themselves with laughing me to scorn.

Just. And this is long of her?

O. Banks. Who the devil else? for is any man such an ass to be such a baby, if he were not bewitched?

Sir Arth. Nay, if she be a witch, and the harms she does end in such sports, she may scape burning.

Just. Go, go: pray, vex her not; she is a subject,
And you must not be judges of the law
To strike her as you please.

Countrymen. No, no, well find cudgel enough to strike her.

O. Banks. Ay; no lips to kiss but my cows  !

M. Saw. Rots and foul maladies eat up thee and thine! [Exeunt Old Banks and Countrymen.

Just. Heres none now, Mother Sawyer, but this gentleman,
Myself, and you: let us to some mild questions;
Have you mild answers; tell us honestly
And with a free confession  well do our best
To wean you from it  are you a witch, or no?

M. Saw. I am none.

Just. Be not so furious.

M. Saw. I am none.
None but base curs so bark at me; Im none:
Or would I were! if every poor old woman
Be trod on thus by slaves, reviled, kicked, beaten,
As I am daily, she to be revenged
Had need turn witch.

Sir Arth. And you to be revenged
Have sold your soul to th devil.

M. Saw. Keep thine own from him.

Just. You are too saucy and too bitter.

M. Saw. Saucy?
By what commission can he send my soul
On the devils errand more than I can his?
Is he a landlord of my soul, to thrust it,
When he list, out of door?

Just. Know whom you speak to.

M. Saw. A man; perhaps no man. Men in gay clothes,
Whose backs are laden with titles and with honours,
Are within far more crookèd than I am,
And, if I be a witch, more witch-like.

Sir Arth. Youre a base hell-hound.  
And now, sir, let me tell you, far and near
Shes bruited for a woman that maintains
A spirit that sucks her.

M. Saw. I defy thee.

Sir Arth. Go, go:
I can, if need be, bring an hundred voices,
Een here in Edmonton, that shall loud proclaim
Thee for a secret and pernicious witch.

M. Saw. Ha, ha!

Just. Do you laugh? why laugh you?

M. Saw. At my name,
The brave name this knight gives me  witch.

Just. Is the name of witch so pleasing to thine ear?

Sir Arth. Pray, sir, give way, and let her tongue gallop on.

M. Saw. A witch! who is not?
Hold not that universal name in scorn, then.
What are your painted things in princes courts,
Upon whose eyelids lust sits, blowing fires
To burn mens souls in sensual hot desires,
Upon whose naked paps a lechers thought
Acts sin in fouler shapes than can be wrought?

Just. But those work not as you do.

M. Saw. No, but far worse
These by enchantments can whole lordships change
To trunks of rich attire, turn ploughs and teams
To Flanders mares and coaches, and huge trains
Of servitors to a French butterfly.
Have you not city-witches who can turn
Their husbands wares, whole standing shops of wares,
To sumptuous tables, gardens of stolen sin;
In one year wasting what scarce twenty win?
Are not these witches?

Just. Yes, yes; but the law
Casts not an eye on these.

M. Saw. Why, then, on me,
Or any lean old beldam? Reverence once
Had wont to wait on age; now an old woman,
Ill-favoured grown with years, if she be poor,
Must be called bawd or witch. Such so abused
Are the coarse witches; tother are the fine,
Spun for the devils own wearing.

Sir Arth. And so is thine.

M. Saw. She on whose tongue a whirlwind sits to blow
A man out of himself, from his soft pillow
To lean his head on rocks and fighting waves,
Is not that scold a witch? The man of law
Whose honeyed hopes the credulous client draw  
As bees by tinkling basins  to swarm to him
From his own hive to work the wax in his;
He is no witch, not he!

Sir Arth. But these men-witches
Are not in trading with hells merchandise,
Like such as you are, that for a word, a look,
Denial of a coal of fire, kill men,
Children, and cattle.

M. Saw. Tell them, sir, that do so:
Am I accused for such an one?

Sir Arth. Yes; twill be sworn.

M. Saw. Dare any swear I ever tempted maiden
With golden hooks flung at her chastity
To come and lose her honour; and being lost,
To pay not a denier fort? Some slaves have done it.
Men-witches can, without the fangs of law
Drawing once one drop of blood, put counterfeit pieces
Away for true gold.

Sir Arth. By one thing she speaks
I know now shes a witch, and dare no longer
Hold conference with the fury.

Just. Lets, then, away.  
Old woman, mend thy life; get home and pray. [Exeunt Sir Arthur and Justice.

M. Saw. For his confusion.

Enter the Dog.

My dear Tom-boy, welcome!
Im torn in pieces by a pack of curs
Clapt all upon me, and for want of thee:
Comfort me; thou shall have the teat anon.

Dog. Bow, wow! Ill have it now.

M. Saw. I am dried up
With cursing and with madness, and have yet
No blood to moisten these sweet lips of thine.
Stand on thy hind-legs up  kiss me, my Tommy,
And rub away some wrinkles on my brow
By making my old ribs to shrug for joy
Of thy fine tricks. What hast thou done? lets tickle.
Hast thou struck the horse lame as I bid thee?

Dog. Yes;
And nipped the sucking child.

M. Saw. Ho, ho, my dainty,
My little pearl! no lady loves her hound,
Monkey, or paroquet, as I do thee.

Dog. The maid has been churning butter nine hours; but it shall not come.

M. Saw. Let em eat cheese and choke.

Dog. I had rare sport
Among the clowns i th morris.

M. Saw. I could dance
Out of my skin to hear thee. But, my curl-pate,
That jade, that foul-tongued whore, Nan Ratcliffe,
Who, for a little soap licked by my sow,
Struck and almost had lamed it;  did not I charge thee
To pinch that queen to th heart?

Dog. Bow, wow, wow! look here else.

Enter Ann Ratcliffe mad.

Ann. See, see, see! the man i th moon has built a new windmill; and what running theres from all quarters of the city to learn the art of grinding!

M. Saw. Ho, ho, ho! I thank thee, my sweet mongrel.

Ann. Hoyda! a pox of the devils false hopper! all the golden meal runs into the rich knaves purses, and the poor have nothing but bran. Hey derry down! are not you Mother Sawyer?

M. Saw. No, I am a lawyer.

Ann. Art thou? I prithee let me scratch thy face; for thy pen has flayed-off a great many mens skins. Youll have brave doings in the vacation; for knaves and fools are at variance in every village. Ill sue Mother Sawyer, and her own sow shall give in evidence against her.

M. Saw. Touch her. [To the Dog, who rubs against her.

Ann. O, my ribs are made of a paned hose, and they break! Theres a Lancashire hornpipe in my throat; hark, how it tickles it, with doodle, doodle, doodle, doodle! Welcome, sergeants! welcome, devil!  hands, hands! hold hands, and dance around, around, around. [Dancing.

Re-enter Old Banks, with Cuddy, Ratcliffe, and Countrymen.

Rat. Shes here; alas, my poor wife is here!

O. Banks. Catch her fast, and have her into some close chamber, do; for shes, as many wives are, stark mad.

Cud. The witch! Mother Sawyer, the witch, the devil!

Rat. O, my dear wife! help, sirs! [Ann is carried off by Ratcliffe and Countrymen.

O. Banks. You see your work, Mother Bumby.

M. Saw. My work? should she and all you here run mad,
Is the work mine?

Cud. No, on my conscience, she would not hurt a devil of two years old.

Re-enter Ratcliffe and Countrymen.

How now! whats become of her?

Rat. Nothing; shes become nothing but the miserable trunk of a wretched woman. We were in her hands as reeds in a mighty tempest: spite of our strengths away she brake; and nothing in her mouth being heard but the devil, the witch, the witch, the devil! she beat out her own brains, and so died.

Cud. Its any mans case, be he never so wise, to die when his brains go a wool-gathering.

O. Banks. Masters, be ruled by me; lets all to a justice.  Hag, thou hast done this, and thou shalt answer it.

M. Saw. Banks, I defy thee.

O. Banks. Get a warrant first to examine her, then ship her to Newgate; heres enough, if all her other villanies were pardoned, to burn her for a witch.  You have a spirit, they say, comes to you in the likeness of a dog; we shall see your cur at one time or other: if we do, unless it be the devil himself, he shall go howling to the gaol in one chain, and thou in another.

M. Saw. Be hanged thou in a third, and do thy worst!

Cud. How, father! you send the poor dumb thing howling to the gaol? he that makes him howl makes me roar.

O. Banks. Why, foolish boy, dost thou know him?

Cud. No matter if I do or not: hes bailable, I am sure, by law;  but if the dogs word will not be taken, mine shall.

O. Banks. Thou bail for a dog!

Cud. Yes, or a bitch either, being my friend. Ill lie by the heels myself before puppison shall; his dog days are not come yet, I hope.

O. Banks. What manner of dog is it? didst ever see him?

Cud. See him? yes, and given him a bone to gnaw twenty times. The dog is no court-foisting hound that fills his belly full by base wagging his tail; neither is it a citizens water-spaniel, enticing his master to go a-ducking twice or thrice a week, whilst his wife makes ducks and drakes at home: this is no Paris-garden bandog neither, that keeps a bow-wow-wowing to have butchers bring their curs thither; and when all comes to all, they run away like sheep: neither is this the Black Dog of Newgate.

O. Banks. No, Goodman Son-fool, but the dog of hell-gate.

Cud. I say, Goodman Father-fool, its a lie.

All. Hes bewitched.

Cud. A gross lie, as big as myself. The devil in St. Dunstans will as soon drink with this poor cur as with any Temple-bar laundress that washes and wrings lawyers.

Dog. Bow, wow, wow, wow!

All. O, the dogs here, the dogs here.

O. Banks. It was the voice of a dog.

Cud. The voice of a dog? if that voice were a dogs, what voice had my mother? so am I a dog: bow, wow, wow! It was I that barked so, father, to make coxcombs of these clowns.

O. Banks. However, well be coxcombed no longer: away, therefore, to the justice for a warrant; and then, Gammer Gurton, have at your needle of witchcraft!

M. Saw. And prick thine own eyes out. Go, peevish fools! [Exeunt Old Banks, Ratcliffe, and Countrymen.

Cud. Ningle, you had liked to have spoiled all with your bow-ings. I was glad to have put em off with one of my dog-tricks on a sudden; I am bewitched, little Cost me-nought, to love thee  a pox,  that morris makes me spit in thy mouth.  I dare not stay; farewell, ningle; you whoreson dogs nose!  Farewell, witch! [Exit.

Dog. Bow, wow, wow, wow.

M. Saw. Mind him not, he is not worth thy worrying;
Run at a fairer game: that foul-mouthed knight,
Scurvy Sir Arthur, fly at him, my Tommy,
And pluck outs throat.

Dog. No, theres a dog already biting, s conscience.

M. Saw. Thats a sure bloodhound. Come, lets home and play;
Our black work ended, well make holiday. [Exeunt.


SCENE II. A Bedroom in Carters House. A bed thrust forth, with Frank in a slumber.
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ENTER KATHERINE.

Kath. Brother, brother! so sound asleep? thats well.

Frank. [Waking.] No, not I, sister; he thats wounded here
As I am  all my other hurts are bitings
Of a poor flea;  but he that here once bleeds
Is maimed incurably.

Kath. My good sweet brother,  
For now my sister must grow up in you,  
Though her loss strikes you through, and that I feel
The blow as deep, I pray thee be not cruel
To kill me too, by seeing you cast away
In your own helpless sorrow. Good love, sit up;
And if you can give physic to yourself,
I shall be well.

Frank. Ill do my best.

Kath. I thank you;
What do you look about for?

Frank. Nothing, nothing;
But I was thinking, sister,  

Kath. Dear heart, what?

Frank. Who but a fool would thus be bound to a bed,
Having this room to walk in?

Kath. Why do you talk so?
Would you were fast asleep!

Frank. No, no; Im not idle.
But heres my meaning; being robbed as I am,
Why should my soul, which married was to hers,
Live in divorce, and not fly after her?
Why should I not walk hand in hand with Death,
To find my love out?

Kath. That were well indeed,
Your time being come; when Death is sent to call you,
No doubt you shall meet her.

Frank. Why should not I
Go without calling?

Kath. Yes, brother, so you might,
Were there no place to go when youre gone
But only this.

Frank. Troth, sister, thou sayst true;
For when a man has been an hundred years
Hard travelling oer the tottering bridge of age,
Hes not the thousand part upon his way:
All life is but a wandering to find home;
When were gone, were there. Happy were man,
Could here his voyage end; he should not, then,
Answer how well or ill he steered his soul
By Heavens or by Hells compass; how he put in  
Losing blessed goodness shore  at such a sin;
Nor how lifes dear provision he has spent,
Nor how far he ins navigation went
Beyond commission: this were a fine reign,
To do ill and not hear of it again;
Yet then were man more wretched than a beast;
For, sister, our dead pay is sure the best.

Kath. Tis so, the best or worst; and I wish Heaven
To pay  and so I know it will  that traitor,
That devil Somerton  who stood in mine eye
Once as an angel  home to his deservings:
What villain but himself, once loving me,
With Warbecks soul would pawn his own to hell
To be revenged on my poor sister!

Frank. Slaves!
A pair of merciless slaves! speak no more of them.

Kath. I think this talking hurts you.

Frank. Does me no good, Im sure;
I pay fort everywhere.

Kath. I have done, then.
Eat, if you cannot sleep; you have these two days
Not tasted any food.  Jane, is it ready?

Frank. Whats ready? whats ready?

Kath. I have made ready a roasted chicken for you:

Enter Maid with chicken.

Sweet, wilt thou eat?

Frank. A pretty stomach on a sudden; yes.  
Theres one in the house can play upon a lute;
Good girl, lets hear him too.

Kath. You shall, dear brother. [Exit Maid.

Would I were a musician, you should hear
How I would feast your ear! [Lute plays within]  stay mend your pillow,
And raise you higher.

Frank. I am up too high,
Am I not, sister now?

Kath. No, no; tis well.
Fall-to, fall-to.  A knife! heres never a knife.
Brother, Ill look out yours. [Takes up his vest.

Enter the Dog, shrugging as it were for joy, and dances.

Frank. Sister, O, sister,
Im ill upon a sudden, and can eat nothing.

Kath. In very deed you shall: the want of food
Makes you so faint, Ha! [Sees the bloody knife]  heres none in your pocket;
Ill go fetch a knife. [Exit hastily.

Frank. Will you? tis well, alls well.

Frank searches first one pocket, then the other, finds the knife, and then lies down.  The Dog runs off.  The spirit of Susan comes to the beds side; Frank stares at it, and then turns to the other side, but the spirit is there too. Meanwhile enter Winnifred as a page, and stands sadly at the beds foot.  Frank affrighted sits up. The spirit vanishes.

Frank. What art thou?

Win. A lost creature.

Frank. So am I too.  Win?
Ah, my she-page!

Win. For your sake I put on
A shape thats false; yet do I wear a heart
True to you as your own.

Frank. Would mine and thine
Were fellows in one house!  Kneel by me here.
On this side now! how darst thou come to mock me
On both sides of my bed?

Win. When?

Frank. But just now:
Outface me, stare upon me with strange postures,
Turn my soul wild by a face in which were drawn
A thousand ghosts leapt newly from their graves
To pluck me into a winding-sheet!

Win. Believe it,
I came no nearer to you than yon place
At your beds feet; and of the house had leave,
Calling myself your horse-boy, in to come,
And visit my sick master.

Frank. Then twas my fancy;
Some windmill in my brains for want of sleep.

Win. Would I might never sleep, so you could rest!
But you have plucked a thunder on your head,
Whose noise cannot cease suddenly: why should you
Dance at the wedding of a second wife,
When scarce the music which you heard at mine
Had taen a farewell of you? O, this was ill!
And they who thus can give both hands away
In th end shall want their best limbs.

Frank. Winnifred,  
The chamber-doors fast?

Win. Yes.

Frank. Sit thee, then, down;
And when thoust heard me speak, melt into tears:
Yet I, to save those eyes of thine from weeping,
Being to write a story of us two.
Instead of ink dipped my sad pen in blood.
When of thee I took leave, I went abroad
Only for pillage, as a freebooter,
What gold soeer I got to make it thine.
To please a father I have Heaven displeased;
Striving to cast two wedding-rings in one,
Through my bad workmanship I now have none;
I have lost her and thee.

Win. I know shes dead;
But you have me still.

Frank. Nay, her this hand
Murdered; and so I lose thee too.

Win. O me!

Frank. Be quiet; for thou my evidence art,
Jury, and judge: sit quiet, and Ill tell all.

While they are conversing in a low tone, enter at one door Carter and Katherine, at the other the Dog, pawing softly at Frank.

Kath. I have run madding up and down to find you,
Being laden with the heaviest news that ever
Poor daughter carried.

Car. Why? is the boy dead?

Kath. Dead, sir!
O, father, we are cozened: you are told
The murderer sings in prison, and he laughs here.
This villain killed my sister see else, see,

[Takes up his vest, and shows the knife to her father, who secures it.

A bloody knife ins pocket!

Car. Bless me, patience!

Frank. [Seeing them.] The knife, the knife, the knife!

Kath. What knife? [Exit the Dog.

Frank. To cut my chicken up, my chicken;
Be you my carver, father.

Car. That I will.

Kath. How the devil steels our brows after doing ill!

Frank. My stomach and my sight are taken from me;
All is not well within me.

Car. I believe thee, boy; I that have seen so many moons clap their horns on other mens foreheads to strike them sick, yet mine to scape and be well; I that never cast away a fee upon urinals, but am as sound as an honest mans conscience when hes dying; I should cry out as thou dost, All is not well within me, felt I but the bag of thy imposthumes. Ah, poor villain! ah, my wounded rascal! all my grief is, I have now small hope of thee.

Frank. Do the surgeons say my wounds are dangerous, then?

Car. Yes, yes, and theres no way with thee but one.

Frank. Would he were here to open them!

Car. Ill go to fetch him; Ill make an holiday to see thee as I wish.

Frank. A wondrous kind old man!

Win. [Aside to Frank.] Your sins the blacker
So to abuse his goodness.  [Aloud] Master, how do you?

Frank. Pretty well now, boy; I have such odd qualms
Come cross my stomach.  Ill fall-to; boy, cut me  

Win. [Aside.] You have cut me, Im sure;  A leg or wing, sir?

Frank. No, no, no; a wing  
[Aside.] Would I had wings but to soar up yon tower!
But heres a clog that hinders me.

Re-enter Carter, with Servants bearing the body of Susan in a coffin.

Whats that?

Car. That! what? O, now I see her; tis a young wench, my daughter, sirrah, sick to the death; and hearing thee to be an excellent rascal for letting blood, she looks out at a casement, and cries, Help, help! stay that man! him I must have or none.

Frank. For pitys sake, remove her: see, she stares
With one broad open eye still in my face!

Car. Thou puttedst both hers out, like a villain as thou art; yet, see! she is willing to lend thee one again to find out the murderer, and thats thyself.

Frank. Old man, thou liest!

Car. So shalt thou  in the gaol.  
Run for officers.

Kath. O, thou merciless slave!
She was  though yet above ground  in her grave
To me; but thou hast torn it up again  
Mine eyes, too much drowned, now must feel more rain.

Car. Fetch officers.

[Exit Katherine and Servants with the body of Susan.

Frank. For whom?

Car. For thee, sirrah, sirrah! Some knives have foolish posies upon them, but thine has a villainous one; look! [Showing the bloody knife.] O, it is enamelled with the heart-blood of thy hated wife, my belovèd daughter! What sayest thou to this evidence? ist not sharp? doest not strike home? Thou canst not answer honestly and without a trembling heart to this one point, this terrible bloody point.

Win. I beseech you, sir,
Strike him no more; you see hes dead already.

Car. O, sir, you held his horses; you are as arrant a rogue as he: up go you too.

Frank. As youre a man, throw not upon that woman
Your loads of tyranny, for she is innocent.

Car. How! how! a woman! Ist grown to a fashion for women in all countries to wear the breeches?

Win. Im not as my disguise speaks me, sir, his page,
But his first, only wife, his lawful wife.

Car. How! how! more fire i th bed-straw!

Win. The wrongs which singly fell upon your daughter
On me are multiplied; she lost a life,
But I an husband, and myself must lose
If you call him to a bar for what he has done.

Car. He has done it, then?

Win. Yes, tis confessed to me.

Frank. Dost thou betray me?

Win. O, pardon me, dear heart! Im mad to lose thee,
And know not what I speak; but if thou didst,
I must arraign this father for two sins,
Adultery and murder.

Re-enter Katherine.

Kath. Sir, they are come.

Car. Arraign me for what thou wilt, all Middlesex knows me better for an honest man than the middle of a market-place knows thee for an honest woman.  Rise, sirrah, and don your tacklings; rig yourself for the gallows, or Ill carry thee thither on my back: your trull shall to the gaol go with you: there be as fine Newgate birds as she that can draw him in: pox ons wounds!

Frank. I have served thee, and my wages now are paid;
Yet my worse punishment shall, I hope, be stayed. [Exeunt.




ACT THE FIFTH.


SCENE I.  The Witchs Cottage.
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Enter Mother Sawyer.



Mother Sawyer. Still wronged by every slave, and not a dog
Bark in his dames defence? I am called witch,
Yet am myself bewitched from doing harm.
Have I given up myself to thy black lust
Thus to be scorned? Not see me in three days!
Im lost without my Tomalin; prithee come,
Revenge to me is sweeter far than life;
Thou art my raven, on whose coal-black wings
Revenge comes flying to me. O, my best love!
I am on fire, even in the midst of ice,
Raking my blood up, till my shrunk knees feel
Thy curled head leaning on them: come, then, my darling;
If in the air thou hoverst, fall upon me
In some dark cloud; and as I oft have seen
Dragons and serpents in the elements,
Appear thou now so to me. Art thou i th sea?
Muster-up all the monsters from the deep,
And be the ugliest of them: so that my bulch
Show but his swarth cheek to me, let earth cleave
And break from hell, I care not! Could I run
Like a swift powder-mine beneath the world,
Up would I blow it all, to find out thee,
Though I lay ruined in it. Not yet come!
I must, then, fall to my old prayer:
Sanctibicetur nomen tuum.

Not yet come! the worrying of wolves, biting of mad dogs, the manges, and the  

Enter the Dog which is now white.

Dog. How now! whom art thou cursing?

M. Saw. Thee!
Ha! no, it is my black cur I am cursing
For not attending on me.

Dog. I am that cur.

M. Saw. Thou liest: hence! come not nigh me.

Dog. Baw, waw!

M. Saw. Why dost thou thus appear to me in white,
As if thou wert the ghost of my dear love?

Dog. I am dogged, and list not to tell thee; yet,  to torment thee,  my whiteness puts thee in mind of thy winding-sheet.

M. Saw. Am I near death?

Dog. Yes, if the dog of hell be near thee; when the devil comes to thee as a lamb, have at thy throat!

M. Saw. Off, cur!

Dog. He has the back of a sheep, but the belly of an otter; devours by sea and land. Why am I in white? didst thou not pray to me?

M. Saw. Yes, thou dissembling hell-hound!
Why now in white more than at other times?

Dog. Be blasted with the news! whiteness is days footboy, a forerunner to light, which shows thy old rivelled face: villanies are stripped naked; the witch must be beaten out of her cockpit.

M. Saw. Must she? she shall not: thourt a lying spirit:
Why to mine eyes art thou a flag of truce?
I am at peace with none; tis the black colour,
Or none, which I fight under: I do not like
Thy puritan paleness; glowing furnaces
Are far more hot than they which flame outright.
If thou my old dog art, go and bite such
As I shall set thee on.

Dog. I will not.

M. Saw. Ill sell myself to twenty thousand fiends
To have thee torn in pieces, then.

Dog. Thou canst not; thou art so ripe to fall into hell, that no more of my kennel will so much as bark at him that hangs thee.

M. Saw. I shall run mad.

Dog. Do so, thy time is come to curse, and rave, and die; the glass of thy sins is full, and it must run out at gallows.

M. Saw. It cannot, ugly cur; Ill confess nothing;
And not confessing, who dare come and swear
I have bewitched them? Ill not confess one mouthful.

Dog. Choose, and be hanged or burned.

M. Saw. Spite of the devil and thee,
Ill muzzle up my tongue from telling tales.

Dog. Spite of thee and the devil, thoult be condemned.

M. Saw. Yes! when?

Dog. And ere the executioner catch thee full ins claws, thoult confess all.

M. Saw. Out, dog!

Dog. Out, witch! thy trial is at hand:
Our prey being had, the devil does laughing stand. [Runs aside.

Enter Old Banks, Ratcliffe, and Countrymen.

O. Banks. Shes here: attach her.  Witch you must go with us. [They seize her.

M. Saw. Whither? to hell?

O. Banks. No, no, no, old crone; your mittimus shall be made thither, but your own jailors shall receive you.  Away with her!

M. Saw. My Tommy! my sweet Tom-boy! O, thou dog!
Dost thou now fly to thy kennel and forsake me?
Plagues and consumptions  [She is carried off.

Dog. Ha, ha, ha, ha!
Let not the world witches or devils condemn;
They follow us, and then we follow them.

Enter Cuddy Banks.

Cud. I would fain meet with mine ningle once more: he has had a claw amongst em: my rival that loved my wench is like to be hanged like an innocent. A kind cur where he takes, but where he takes not, a dogged rascal; I know the villain loves me. [The Dog barks.] No! art thou there? [Seeing the Dog.] thats Toms voice, but tis not he; this is a dog of another hair, this. Bark, and not speak to me? not Tom, then; theres as much difference betwixt Tom and this as betwixt white and black.

Dog. Hast thou forgot me?

Cud. Thats Tom again.  Prithee, ningle, speak; is thy name Tom?

Dog. Whilst I served my old Dame Sawyer twas; Im gone from her now.

Cud. Gone? Away with the witch, then, too! shell never thrive if thou leavest her; she knows no more how to kill a cow, or a horse, or a sow, without thee, than she does to kill a goose.

Dog. No, she has done killing now, but must be killed for what she has done; shes shortly to be hanged.

Cud. Is she? in my conscience, if she be, tis thou hast brought her to the gallows, Tom.

Dog. Right; I served her to that purpose; twas part of my wages.

Cud. This was no honest servants part, by your leave, Tom. This remember, I pray you, between you and I; I entertained you ever as a dog, not as a devil.

Dog. True;
And so I used thee doggedly, not devilishly;
I have deluded thee for sport to laugh at:
The wench thou seekst after thou never spakst with,
But a spirit in her form, habit, and likeness.
Ha, ha!

Cud. I do not, then, wonder at the change of your garments, if you can enter into shapes of women too.

Dog. Any shape, to blind such silly eyes as thine; but chiefly those coarse creatures, dog, or cat, hare, ferret, frog, toad.

Cud. Louse or flea?

Dog. Any poor vermin.

Cud. It seems you devils have poor thin souls, that you can bestow yourselves in such small bodies. But, pray you, Tom, one question at parting;  I think I shall never see you more;  where do you borrow those bodies that are none of your own?  the garment-shape you may hire at brokers.

Dog. Why wouldst thou know that, fool? it avails thee not.

Cud. Only for my minds sake, Tom, and to tell some of my friends.

Dog. Ill thus much tell thee: thou never art so distant
From an evil spirit, but that thy oaths,
Curses, and blasphemies pull him to thine elbow;
Thou never tellst a lie, but that a devil
Is within hearing it; thy evil purposes
Are ever haunted; but when they come to act,  
As thy tongue slandering, bearing false witness,
Thy hand stabbing, stealing, cozening, cheating,  
Hes then within thee: thou playst, he bets upon thy part;
Although thou lose, yet he will gain by thee.

Cud. Ay? then he comes in the shape of a rook?

Dog. The old cadaver of some self-strangled wretch
We sometimes borrow, and appear human;
The carcass of some disease-slain strumpet
We varnish fresh, and wear as her first beauty.
Didst never hear? if not, it has been done;
An hot luxurious lecher in his twines,
When he has thought to clip his dalliance,
There has provided been for his embrace
A fine hot flaming devil in her place.

Cud. Yes, I am partly a witness to this; but I never could embrace her; I thank thee for that, Tom. Well, again I thank thee, Tom, for all this counsel; without a fee too! theres few lawyers of thy mind now. Certainly, Tom, I begin to pity thee.

Dog. Pity me! for what?

Cud. Were it not possible for thee to become an honest dog yet? Tis a base life that you lead, Tom, to serve witches, to kill innocent children, to kill harmless cattle, to stroy corn and fruit, etc.: twere better yet to be a butcher and kill for yourself.

Dog. Why, these are all my delights, my pleasures, fool.

Cud. Or, Tom, if you could give your mind to ducking,  I know you can swim, fetch, and carry,  some shop-keeper in London would take great delight in you, and be a tender master over you: or if you have a mind to the game either at bull or bear, I think I could prefer you to Moll Cutpurse.

Dog. Ha, ha! I should kill all the game,  bulls, bears, dogs and all; not a cub to be left.

Cud. You could do, Tom; but you must play fair; you should be staved-off else. Or if your stomach did better like to serve in some noblemans, knights, or gentlemans kitchen, if you could brook the wheel and turn the spit  your labour could not be much  when they have roast meat, thats but once or twice in the week at most: here you might lick your own toes very well. Or if you could translate yourself into a ladys arming puppy, there you might lick sweet lips, and do many pretty offices; but to creep under an old witchs coats, and suck like a great puppy! fie upont!  I have heard beastly things of you, Tom.

Dog. Ha, ha!
The worse thou heardst of me the better tis.
Shall I serve thee, fool, at the selfsame rate?

Cud. No, Ill see thee hanged, thou shalt be damned first! I know thy qualities too well, Ill give no suck to such whelps; therefore henceforth I defy thee. Out, and avaunt!

Dog. Nor will I serve for such a silly soul:
I am for greatness now, corrupted greatness;
There Ill shug in, and get a noble countenance;
Serve some Briarean footcloth-strider,
That has an hundred hands to catch at bribes,
But not a fingers nail of charity.
Such, like the dragons tail, shall pull down hundreds
To drop and sink with him: Ill stretch myself,
And draw this bulk small as a silver wire,
Enter at the least pore tobacco-fume
Can make a breach for:  hence, silly fool!
I scorn to prey on such an atom soul.

Cud. Come out, come out, you cur! I will beat thee out of the bounds of Edmonton, and to-morrow we go in procession, and after thou shalt never come in again: if thou goest to London, Ill make thee go about by Tyburn, stealing in by Thieving Lane. If thou canst rub thy shoulder against a lawyers gown, as thou passest by Westminster-hall, do; if not, to the stairs amongst the bandogs, take water, and the Devil go with thee! [Exit, followed by the Dog barking.


SCENE II.  London. The neighbourhood of Tyburn.

[image: img58.jpg]

ENTER JUSTICE, SIR Arthur, Somerton, Warbeck, Carter, and Katherine.

Just. Sir Arthur, though the bench hath mildly censured your errors, yet you have indeed been the instrument that wrought all their misfortunes; I would wish you paid down your fine speedily and willingly.

Sir Arth. Ill need no urging to it.

Car. If you should, twere a shame to you; for if I should speak my conscience, you are worthier to be hanged of the two, all things considered; and now make what you can of it: but I am glad these gentlemen are freed.

War. We knew our innocence.

Som. And therefore feared it not.

Kath. But I am glad that I have you safe. [A noise within.

Just. How now! what noise is that?

Car. Young Frank is going the wrong way. Alas, poor youth! now I begin to pity him.

Enter Old Thorney and Winnifred weeping.

O. Thor. Here let our sorrows wait him; to press nearer
The place of his sad death, some apprehensions
May tempt our grief too much, at height already.  
Daughter be comforted.

Win. Comfort and I
Are far too separated to be joined.
But in eternity: I share too much
Of him thats going thither.

Car. Poor woman, twas not thy fault; I grieve to see thee weep for him that hath my pity too.

Win. My fault was lust, my punishment was shame.
Yet I am happy that my soul is free
Both from consent, foreknowledge, and intent
Of any murder but of mine own honour,
Restored again by a fair satisfaction,
And since not to be wounded.

O. Thor. Daughter, grieve not
For what necessity forceth;
Rather resolve to conquer it with patience.  
Alas, she faints!

Win. My griefs are strong upon me;
My weakness scarce can bear them.

[Within.] Away with her! hang her, witch!

Enter to execution Mother Sawyer; Officers with halberds, followed by a crowd of Country-people.

Car. The witch, that instrument of mischief! Did not she witch the devil into my son-in-law, when he killed my poor daughter? Do you hear, Mother Sawyer?

M. Saw. What would you have?
Cannot a poor old woman have your leave
To die without vexation?

Car. Did not you bewitch Frank to kill his wife? he could never have donet without the devil.

M. Saw. Who doubts it? but is every devil mine?
Would I had one now whom I might command
To tear you all in pieces? Tom would have donet
Before he left me.

Car. Thou didst bewitch Ann Ratcliffe to kill herself.

M. Saw. Churl, thou liest; I never did her hurt:
Would you were all as near your ends as I am,
That gave evidence against me for it!

1st Coun. Ill be sworn, Master Carter, she bewitched Gammer Washbowls sow to cast her pigs a day before she would have farrowed: yet they were sent up to London and sold for as good Westminster dog-pigs at Bartholomew fair as ever great-bellied ale-wife longed for.

M. Saw. These dogs will mad me: I was well resolved
To die in my repentance. Though tis true
I would live longer if I might, yet since
I cannot, pray torment me not; my conscience
Is settled as it shall be: all take heed
How they believe the devil; at last hell cheat you.

Car. Thoudst best confess all truly.

M. Saw. Yet again?
Have I scarce breath enough to say my prayers,
And would you force me to spend that in bawling?
Bear witness, I repent all former evil;
There is no damnèd conjuror like the devil.

All. Away with her, away! [She is led off.

Enter Frank to execution, Officers, &c.

O. Thor. Heres the sad object which I yet must meet
With hope of comfort, if a repentant end
Make him more happy than misfortune would
Suffer him here to be.

Frank. Good sirs, turn from me:
You will revive affliction almost killed
With my continual sorrow.

O. Thor. O, Frank, Frank!
Would I had sunk in mine own wants, or died
But one bare minute ere thy fault was acted!

Frank. To look upon your sorrows executes me
Before my execution.

Win. Let me pray you, sir  

Frank. Thou much-wronged woman, I must sigh for thee,
As he thats only loth to leave the world
For that he leaves thee in it unprovided,
Unfriended; and for me to beg a pity
From any man to thee when I am gone
Is more than I can hope; nor, to say truth,
Have I deserved it: but there is a payment
Belongs to goodness from the great exchequer
Above; it will not fail thee, Winnifred;
Be that thy comfort.

O. Thor. Let it be thine too,
Untimely-lost young man.

Frank. He is not lost
Who bears his peace within him: had I spun
My web of life out at full length, and dreamed
Away my many years in lusts, in surfeits,
Murders of reputations, gallant sins
Commended or approved; then, though I had
Died easily, as great and rich men do,
Upon my own bed, not compelled by justice,
You might have mournd for me indeed; my miseries
Had been as everlasting as remediless:
But now the law hath not arraigned, condemned
With greater rigour my unhappy fact
Than I myself have every little sin
My memory can reckon from my childhood:
A court hath been kept here, where I am found
Guilty; the difference is, my impartial judge
Is much more gracious than my faults
Are monstrous to be named; yet they are monstrous.

O. Thor. Heres comfort in this penitence.

Win. It speaks
How truly you are reconciled, and quickens
My dying comfort, that was near expiring
With my last breath: now this repentance makes thee
As white as innocence; and my first sin with thee,
Since which I knew none like it, by my sorrow
Is clearly cancelled. Might our souls together
Climb to the height of their eternity,
And there enjoy what earth denied us, happiness!
But since I must survive, and be the monument
Of thy loved memory, I will preserve it
With a religious care, and pay thy ashes
A widows duty, calling that end best
Which, though it stain the name, makes the soul blest.

Frank. Give me thy hand, poor woman; do not weep.
Farewell: thou dost forgive me?

Win. Tis my part
To use that language.

Frank. O, that my example
Might teach the world hereafter what a curse
Hangs on their heads who rather choose to marry
A goodly portion than a dower of virtues!  
Are you there, gentlemen? there is not one
Amongst you whom I have not wronged; [to Carter] you most:
I robbed you of a daughter; but she is
In Heaven; and I must suffer for it willingly.

Car. Ay, ay, shes in Heaven, and I am so glad to see thee so well prepared to follow her. I forgive thee with all my heart; if thou hadst not had ill counsel, thou wouldst not have done as thou didst; the more shame for them.

Som. Spare your excuse to me, I do conceive
What you would speak; I would you could as easily
Make satisfaction to the law as to my wrongs.
I am sorry for you.

War. And so am I,
And heartily forgive you.

Kath. I will pray for you
For her sake, who Im sure did love you dearly.

Sir Arth. Let us part friendly too; I am ashamed
Of my part in thy wrongs.

Frank. You are all merciful,
And send me to my grave in peace. Sir Arthur,
Heaven send you a new heart!  Lastly, to you, sir;
And though I have deserved not to be called
Your son, yet give me leave upon my knees
To beg a blessing. [Kneels.

O. Thor. Take it; let me wet
Thy cheeks with the last tears my griefs have left me.
O, Frank, Frank, Frank!

Frank. Let me beseech you, gentlemen,
To comfort my old father, keep him with ye;
Love this distressèd widow; and as often
As you remember what a graceless man
I was, remember likewise that these are
Both free, both worthy of a better fate
Than such a son or husband as I have been.
All help me with your prayers.  On, on; tis just
That law should purge the guilt of blood and lust. [Exit, led off by the Officers.

Car. Go thy ways; I did not think to have shed one tear for thee, but thou hast made me water my plants spite of my heart.  Master Thorney, cheer up, man; whilst I can stand by you, you shall not want help to keep you from falling: we have lost our children, both ons, the wrong way, but we cannot help it; better or worse, tis now as tis.

O. Thor. I thank you, sir; you are more kind than I
Have cause to hope or look for.

Car. Master Somerton, is Kate yours or no?

Som. We are agreed.

Kath. And but my faith is passed, I should fear to be married, husbands are so cruelly unkind. Excuse me that I am thus troubled.

Som. Thou shalt have no cause.

Just. Take comfort, Mistress Winnifred: Sir Arthur,
For his abuse to you and to your husband,
Is by the bench enjoined to pay you down
A thousand marks.

Sir Arth. Which I will soon discharge.

Win. Sir, tis too great a sum to be employed
Upon my funeral.

Car. Come, come; if luck had served, Sir Arthur, and every man had his due, somebody might have tottered ere this, without paying fines, like it as you list.  Come to me, Winnifred; shalt be welcome.  Make much of her, Kate, I charge you: I do not think but shes a good wench, and hath had wrong as well as we. So lets every man home to Edmonton with heavy hearts, yet as merry as we can, though not as we would.

Just. Join, friends, in sorrow; make of all the best:
Harms past may be lamented, not redrest. [Exeunt.


EPILOGUE
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Spoken by Winnifred.

I am a widow still, and must not sort
A second choice without a good report;
Which though some widows find, and few deserve,
Yet I dare not presume, but will not swerve
From modest hopes. All noble tongues are free;
The gentle may speak one kind word for me.

Phen.


The Virgin-Martyr (1622)
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In collaboration with Philip Massinger

The Virgin-Martyr was first performed at The Red Bull Theatre in October 1620, before being entered into the Stationers Register in December that year and published in quarto format in 1622. In an account of the licensing of the play by the Master of Revels, George Buck, there is a reference to the new reforming of the work, which some scholars have interpreted to mean that it was originally censored and subsequently required a second reading before it was approved. It was reportedly popular with Jacobean audiences and it also enjoyed a spell of high esteem during the Restoration period. The play is a collaboration between Dekker and Philip Massinger, who attended Oxford University before leaving in 1606 without a degree and heading to London to try to find work as a dramatist. Massinger does not appear to have found immediate success as a playwright, but by the 1620s he had established himself and was writing for the Kings Men. Massingers plays often deal with moral, religious and political issues, often resulting with issues of censorship.

The Virgin-Martyr is a tragedy that has also been classified a saints play or tragedia sacra, which was a genre of drama popular in Catholic countries during the Counter-Reformation, but rarely seen in Protestant England. The play centres on the fourth century virgin-martyr, Dorothea of Caesarea, who, according to legend, was executed during the Diocletianic Persecution. The plot is set during the reign of pagan Emperor Diocletian and follows Theophilus, the chief persecutor of Christians, as he attempts to convert Dorothea to paganism, before torturing and killing her. Massingers religion has been a frequently debated subject, with some critics speculating that he was Catholic, based primarily on the content of three of his plays: The Virgin-Martyr, The Renegado and The Maid of Honour. These plays are probably not sufficient evidence to assert that he must have been Roman Catholic, but they certainly reveal a willingness to portray Catholicism sympathetically, which was rare in England at that time.
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The playwright Philip Massinger
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A depiction of Dorothea of Caesarea by Francisco de Zurbarán, c. 1650


INTRODUCTION
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THIS VERY BEAUTIFUL play, one of Massingers earliest and most popular works, was first printed in 1622, but we have no account when it was first produced. In the composition of it he was assisted by Decker, a dramatist of no mean reputation.

The plot of this tragedy is founded on the tenth and last general persecution of the Christians, which broke out in the nineteenth year of Dioclesians reign with a fury hard to be expressed; the Christians being every where, without distinction of age, sex, or condition, dragged to execution, and subjected to the most exquisite torments that rage, cruelty, and hatred could suggest.

In the construction of their play, Massinger and his associate Decker appear to have conceived the idea of combining the prominent parts of the old Mystery with the Morality, which was not yet obliterated from the memories, nor perhaps from the affections, of many of the spectators. Among the many instances of skill displayed by the authors of The Virgin-Martyr in the management of their materials may be remarked the dexterity and good taste with which they have avoided the untimely concurrence of the good and evil spirit; an error into which Tasso and others of greater name than Massinger have inadvertently fallen.  Of the character of the heroine it is impossible to speak too highly: her genuine and dignified piety, her unsullied innocence, her unshaken constancy, her lofty pity for her persecutors, her calm contempt of torture, and her heroic death, exalt the mind in no ordinary degree. All the other parts are subordinate to her, and require little observation. Antoninus is brave and generous, and we sympathize with his genuine attachment for Dorothea. Calista and Christeta, hasty, self-confident, readily promising for their steadiness, soon forgetting their resolutions, and equally secure in every change of opinion, are well contrasted with the heroine of the piece, whose fixed principles always guard her against rashness, and therefore preserve her from contradiction. Artemias love for Antoninus would be wholly without interest, if we were not moved for a moment by her indignation at the rejection of her offer; and we see her at length consigned to Maximinus with as little emotion as is shown by themselves.



The introduction of a good and evil spirit disguised in human shapes was not to be expected in a work aspiring to the reputation of a regular tragedy: still, whatever be their departure from propriety, it must be remembered that such representations had a most solemn origin, and that the business in which the spirits are engaged has a substantial conformity with the opinions of the early ages in which the plot is laid. The opposition of the demons to the progress of the faith, and the reasoning and raillery which Dorothea expresses, under the influence of Angelo, against the pagan gods, are to be found in Justin, Tatian, Arnobius, and others. The separate agency of the spirits, and the consequence of their personal encounter, are also described in a characteristic manner.

Apart from Angelo, Harpax seems to advance in his malignant work. When the daughters of Theophilus express their zeal for paganism, he grows fat to see his labours prosper; yet he cannot look forward to the defeat of those labours in their approaching conversion, though on some occasions we find he could see a thousand leagues in his masters service. And this agrees with the doctrine, that when some signal triumph of the faith was at hand, the evil spirits were abridged of their usual powers. Again, when Harpax expects to meet Angelo, he thus expresses the dread of his presence, and the effect which it afterwards produced on him:

  I do so hate his sight, That, should I look on him, I should sink down. Act II. sc. 2.

And this, too, perfectly agrees with the power attributed to the superior spirits of quelling the demons by those indications of their quality which were not to be perceived by mortals: per occultissimæ signa præsentiæ, quæ angelicis sensibus etiam malignorum spirituum, potius quam infirmitati hominum, possunt esse perspicua. Civ. Dei, lib. ix.

The tragedy is too full of horrors; but this is a fault of which our ancestors were very tolerant.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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Emperors of Rome:



Dioclesian,

Maximinus, 



King of Pontus.

King of Epire.

King of Macedon.

Sapritius, Governor of Cæsarea.

Theophilus, a zealous persecutor of the Christians.

Sempronius, captain of Sapritius guards.

Antoninus, son to Sapritius.

Macrinus, friend to Antoninus.

Harpax, an evil spirit, following Theophilus in the shape of a secretary.

Angelo, a good spirit, serving Dorothea in the habit of a page.



Servants of Theophilus.:

Julianus,

Geta

, 

Priest of Jupiter.

British Slave.

 

Artemia, daughter to Dioclesian.



Daughters to Theophilus.:

Calista,

Christeta,

 

Dorothea, the Virgin-Martyr.

 

Officers and Executioners.

SCENE, Cæsarea.


ACT I. 


SCENE I.
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THE GOVERNORS PALACE.

Enter Theophilus and Harpax.

Theoph. Come to Cæsarea to-night!

Harp. Most true, sir.

Theoph. The emperor in person!

Harp. Do I live?

Theoph. Tis wondrous strange! The marches of great princes,
Like to the motions of prodigious meteors,
Are step by step observed; and loud-tongued Fame
The harbinger to prepare their entertainment:
And, were it possible so great an army,
Though coverd with the night, could be so near,
The governor cannot be so unfriended
Among the many that attend his person,
But, by some secret means, he should have notice
Of Cæsars purpose;  in this, then, excuse me,
If I appear incredulous.

Harp. At your pleasure.

Theoph. Yet, when I call to mind you never faild me
In things more difficult, but have discoverd
Deeds that were done thousand leagues distant from me,
When neither woods, nor caves, nor secret vaults,
No, nor the Power they serve, could keep these Christians
Or from my reach or punishment, but thy magic
Still laid them open; I begin again
To be as confident as heretofore;
It is not possible thy powerful art
Should meet a check, or fail.

Enter the Priest of Jupiter, bearing an Image, and followed by Calista and Christeta.

Harp. Look on the Vestals,
The holy pledges that the gods have given you,
Your chaste, fair daughters. Were t not to upbraid
A service to a master not unthankful,
I could say these, in spite of your prevention,
Seduced by an imagined faith, not reason,
(Which is the strength of nature) quite forsaking
The Gentile gods, had yielded up themselves
To this new-found religion. This I crossd,
Discoverd their intents, taught you to use,
With gentle words and mild persuasions,
The power and the authority of a father,
Set off with cruel threats; and so reclaimd them:
And, whereas they with torment should have died,
(Hells furies to me, had they undergone it!)
[Aside.
They are now votaries in great Jupiters temple,
And, by his priest instructed, grown familiar
With all the mysteries, nay, the most abstruse ones,
Belonging to his deity.

Theoph. Twas a benefit,
For which I ever owe you.  Hail, Joves flamen!
Have these my daughters reconciled themselves,
Abandoning for ever the Christian way,
To your opinion?

Priest. And are constant in it.
They teach their teachers with their depth of judgment,
And are with arguments able to convert
The enemies to our gods, and answer all
They can object against us.

Theoph. My dear daughters!

Cal. We dare dispute against this new-sprung sect,
In private or in public.

Harp. My best lady,
Perséver in it.

Chris. And what we maintain,
We will seal with our bloods.

Harp. Brave resolution!
I een grow fat to see my labours prosper.

Theoph. I young again. To your devotions.

Harp. Do  
My prayers be present with you.
[Exeunt Priest, Cal. and Chris.

Theoph. O my Harpax!
Thou engine of my wishes, thou that steelst
My bloody resolutions, thou that armst
My eyes gainst womanish tears and soft compassion,
Instructing me, without a sigh, to look on
Babes torn by violence from their mothers breasts
To feed the fire, and with them make one flame;
Old men, as beasts, in beasts skins torn by dogs;
Virgins and matrons tire the executioners;
Yet I, unsatisfied, think their torments easy  

Harp. And in that, just, not cruel.

Theoph. Were all sceptres
That grace the hands of kings made into one,
And offerd me, all crowns laid at my feet,
I would contemn them all,  thus spit at them;
So I to all posterities might be calld
The strongest champion of the Pagan gods,
And rooter out of Christians.

Harp. Oh, mine own,
Mine own dear lord! to further this great work,
I ever live thy slave.

Enter Sapritius and Sempronius.

Theoph. No more  The governor.

Sap. Keep the ports close, and let the guards be doubled;
Disarm the Christians; call it death in any
To wear a sword, or in his house to have one.

Semp. I shall be careful, sir.

Sap. Twill well become you.
Such as refuse to offer sacrifice
To any of our gods, put to the torture.
Grub up this growing mischief by the roots;
And know, when we are merciful to them,
We to ourselves are cruel.

Semp. You pour oil
On fire that burns already at the height:
I know the emperors edict, and my charge,
And they shall find no favour.

Theoph. My good lord,
This care is timely for the entertainment
Of our great master, who this night in person
Comes here to thank you.

Sap. Who! the emperor?

Harp. To clear your doubts, he doth return in triumph,
Kings lackeying by his triumphant chariot;
And in this glorious victory, my lord,
You have an ample share: for know, your son,
The neer-enough commended Antoninus,
So well hath fleshd his maiden sword, and dyed
His snowy plumes so deep in enemies blood,
That, besides public grace beyond his hopes,
There are rewards propounded.

Sap. I would know
No mean in thine, could this be true.

Harp. My head
Answer the forfeit.

Sap. Of his victory
There was some rumour: but it was assured,
The army passd a full days journey higher
Into the country.

Harp. It was so determined;
But, for the further honour of your son,
And to observe the government of the city,
And with what rigour, or remiss indulgence,
The Christians are pursued, he makes his stay here:
[Trumpets.
For proof, his trumpets speak his near arrival.

Sap. Haste, good Sempronius, draw up our guards,
And with all ceremonious pomp receive
The conquering army. Let our garrison speak
Their welcome in loud shouts, the city show
Her state and wealth.

Semp. Im gone.[Exit.

Sap. O, I am ravishd
With this great honour! cherish, good Theophilus,
This knowing scholar. Send for your fair daughters;
I will present them to the emperor,
And in their sweet conversion, as a mirror,
Express your zeal and duty.

Theoph. Fetch them, good Harpax.
[Exit Harpax.

Enter Sempronius, at the head of the guard, soldiers leading three kings bound; Antoninus and Macrinus bearing the emperors eagles; Dioclesian with a gilt laurel on his head, leading in Artemia: Sapritius kisses the emperors hand, then embraces his son; Harpax brings in Calista and Christeta. Loud shouts.

Diocle. So: at all parts I find Cæsarea
Completely governd: the licentious soldier
Confined in modest limits, and the people
Taught to obey, and not compelld with rigour:
The ancient Roman discipline revived,
Which raised Rome to her greatness, and proclaimd her
The glorious mistress of the conquerd world;
But, above all, the service of the gods,
So zealously observed, that, good Sapritius,
In words to thank you for your care and duty,
Were much unworthy Dioclesians honour,
Or his magnificence to his loyal servants.  
But I shall find a time with noble titles
To recompense your merits.

Sap. Mightiest Cæsar,
Whose power upon this globe of earth is equal
To Joves in heaven; whose victorious triumphs
On proud rebellious kings that stir against it,
Are perfect figures of his immortal trophies
Won in the Giants war; whose conquering sword,
Guided by his strong arm, as deadly kills
As did his thunder! all that I have done,
Or, if my strength were centupled, could do,
Comes short of what my loyalty must challenge.
But, if in any thing I have deserved
Great Cæsars smile, tis in my humble care
Still to preserve the honour of those gods,
That make him what he is: my zeal to them
I ever have expressd in my fell hate
Against the Christian sect that, with one blow,
(Ascribing all things to an unknown Power,)
Would strike down all their temples, and allows them
Nor sacrifice nor altars.

Diocle. Thou, in this,
Walkst hand in hand with me: my will and power
Shall not alone confirm, but honour all
That are in this most forward.

Sap. Sacred Cæsar,
If your imperial majesty stand pleased
To shower your favours upon such as are
The boldest champions of our religion,
Look on this reverend man, [points to Theophilus.] to whom the power
Of searching out, and punishing such delinquents,
Was by your choice committed; and, for proof,
He hath deserved the grace imposed upon him,
And with a fair and even hand proceeded,
Partial to none, not to himself, or those
Of equal nearness to himself; behold
This pair of virgins.

Diocle. What are these?

Sap. His daughters.

Artem. Now by your sacred fortune, they are fair ones,
Exceeding fair ones: would twere in my power
To make them mine!

Theoph. They are the gods, great lady,
They were most happy in your service else:
On these, when they fell from their fathers faith,
I used a judges power, entreaties failing
(They being seduced) to win them to adore
The holy Powers we worship; I put on
The scarlet robe of bold authority,
And, as they had been strangers to my blood,
Presented them in the most horrid form,
All kind of tortures; part of which they sufferd
With Roman constancy.

Artem. And could you endure,
Being a father, to behold their limbs
Extended on the rack?

Theoph. I did; but must
Confess there was a strange contention in me,
Between the impartial office of a judge,
And pity of a father; to help justice
Religion stept in, under which odds
Compassion fell:  yet still I was a father.
For een then, when the flinty hangmans whips
Were worn with stripes spent on their tender limbs,
I kneeld, and wept, and beggd them, though they would
Be cruel to themselves, they would take pity
On my gray hairs; now note a sudden change,
Which I with joy remember; those, whom torture,
Nor fear of death could terrify, were oercome
By seeing of my sufferings; and so won,
Returning to the faith that they were born in,
I gave them to the gods. And be assured
I that used justice with a rigorous hand,
Upon such beauteous virgins, and mine own,
Will use no favour, where the cause commands me,
To any other; but, as rocks, be deaf
To all entreaties.

Diocle. Thou deservst thy place;
Still hold it, and with honour. Things thus orderd
Touching the gods, tis lawful to descend
To human cares, and exercise that power
Heaven has conferrd upon me;  which that you,
Rebels and traitors to the power of Rome,
Should not with all extremities undergo,
What can you urge to qualify your crimes,
Or mitigate my anger?

K. of Epire. We are now
Slaves to thy power, that yesterday were kings,
And had command oer others; we confess
Our grandsires paid yours tribute, yet left us,
As their forefathers had, desire of freedom.
And, if you Romans hold it glorious honour,
Not only to defend what is your own,
But to enlarge your empire, (though our fortune
Denies that happiness,) who can accuse
The famishd mouth, if it attempt to feed?
Or such, whose fetters eat into their freedoms,
If they desire to shake them off?

K. of Pontus. We stand
The last examples, to prove how uncertain
All human happiness is; and are prepared
To endure the worst.

K. of Macedon. That spoke, which now is highest
In Fortunes wheel, must, when she turns it next,
Decline as low as we are. This considerd
Taught the Ægyptian Hercules, Sesostris,
That had his chariot drawn by captive kings,
To free them from that slavery;  but to hope
Such mercy from a Roman were mere madness:
We are familiar with what cruelty
Rome, since her infant greatness, ever used
Such as she triumphd over; age nor sex
Exempted from her tyranny; scepterd princes
Kept in her common dungeons, and their children,
In scorn traind up in base mechanic arts,
For public bondmen. In the catalogue
Of those unfortunate men, we expect to have
Our names rememberd.

Diocle. In all growing empires,
Even cruelty is useful; some must suffer,
And be set up examples to strike terror
In others, though far off: but, when a state
Is raised to her perfection, and her bases
Too firm to shrink, or yield, we may use mercy,
And do t with safety: but to whom? not cowards,
Or such whose baseness shames the conqueror,
And robs him of his victory, as weak Perseus
Did great Æmilius. Know, therefore, kings
Of Epire, Pontus, and of Macedon,
That I with courtesy can use my prisoners,
As well as make them mine by force, provided
That they are noble enemies: such I found you,
Before I made you mine; and, since you were so,
You have not lost the courages of princes,
Although the fortune. Had you born yourselves
Dejectedly, and base, no slavery
Had been too easy for you: but such is
The power of noble valour, that we love it
Even in our enemies, and taken with it,
Desire to make them friends, as I will you.

K. of Epire. Mock us not, Cæsar.

Diocle. By the gods, I do not.
Unloose their bonds:  I now as friends embrace you.
Give them their crowns again.

K. of Pontus. We are twice oercome;
By courage, and by courtesy.

K. of Macedon. But this latter
Shall teach us to live ever faithful vassals
To Dioclesian, and the power of Rome.

K of Epire. All kingdoms fall before her!

K. of Pontus. And all kings
Contend to honour Cæsar!

Diocle. I believe
Your tongues are the true trumpets of your hearts,
And in it I most happy. Queen of fate,
Imperious Fortune! mix some light disaster
With my so many joys, to season them,
And give them sweeter relish: Im girt round
With true felicity; faithful subjects here,
Here bold commanders, here with new-made friends:
But, whats the crown of all, in thee, Artemia,
My only child, whose love to me and duty,
Strive to exceed each other!

Artem. I make payment
But of a debt, which I stand bound to tender
As a daughter and a subject.

Diocle. Which requires yet
A retribution from me, Artemia,
Tied by a fathers care, how to bestow
A jewel, of all things to me most precious:
Nor will I therefore longer keep thee from
The chief joys of creation, marriage rites;
Which that thou mayst with greater pleasures taste of,
Thou shalt not like with mine eyes, but thine own.
Among these kings, forgetting they were captives;
Or those, remembering not they are my subjects,
Make choice of any: By Joves dreadful thunder,
My will shall rank with thine.

Artem. It is a bounty
The daughters of great princes seldom meet with;
For they, to make up breaches in the state,
Or for some other public ends, are forced
To match where they affect not. May my life
Deserve this favour!

Diocle. Speak; I long to know
The man thou wilt make happy.

Artem. If that titles,
Or the adored name of Queen could take me,
Here would I fix mine eyes, and look no further;
But these are baits to take a mean-born lady,
Not her that boldly may call Cæsar father:
In that I can bring honour unto any,
But from no king that lives receive addition:
To raise desert and virtue by my fortune,
Though in a low estate, were greater glory,
Than to mix greatness with a prince that owes
No worth but that name only.

Diocle. I commend thee;
Tis like myself.

Artem. If, then, of men beneath me,
My choice is to be made, where shall I seek,
But among those that best deserve from you?
That have served you most faithfully; that in dangers
Have stood next to you; that have interposed
Their breasts as shields of proof, to dull the swords
Aimd at your bosom; that have spent their blood
To crown your brows with laurel?

Macr. Cytherea,
Great Queen of Love, be now propitious to me!

Harp. [to Sap.] Now mark what I foretold.

Anton. Her eyes on me.
Fair Venus son, draw forth a leaden dart,
And, that she may hate me, transfix her with it;
Or, if thou needs wilt use a golden one,
Shoot it in the behalf of any other:
Thou knowst I am thy votary elsewhere. [Aside.

Artem. [advances to Anton.] Sir.

Theoph. How he blushes!

Sap. Welcome, fool, thy fortune.
Stand like a block when such an angel courts thee!

Artem. I am no object to divert your eye
From the beholding.

Anton. Rather a bright sun,
Too glorious for him to gaze upon,
That took not first flight from the eagles aerie.
As I look on the temples, or the gods,
And with that reverence, lady, I behold you,
And shall do ever.

Artem. And it will become you,
While thus we stand at distance; but, if love,
Love born out of the assurance of your virtues,
Teach me to stoop so low  

Anton. O, rather take
A higher flight.

Artem. Why, fear you to be raised?
Say I put off the dreadful awe that waits
On majesty, or with you share my beams,
Nay, make you to outshine me; change the name
Of Subject into Lord, rob you of service
Thats due from you to me, and in me make it
Duty to honour you, would you refuse me?

Anton. Refuse you, madam! such a worm as I am
Refuse what kings upon their knees would sue for!
Call it, great lady, by another name;
An humble modesty, that would not match
A molehill with Olympus.

Artem. He thats famous
For honourable actions in the war,
As you are, Antoninus, a proved soldier,
Is fellow to a king.

Anton. If you love valour,
As tis a kingly virtue, seek it out,
And cherish it in a king; there it shines brightest,
And yields the bravest lustre. Look on Epire,
A prince, in whom it is incorporate;
And let it not disgrace him that he was
Oercome by Cæsar; it was victory,
To stand so long against him: had you seen him,
How in one bloody scene he did discharge
The parts of a commander and a soldier,
Wise in direction, bold in execution;
You would have said, Great Cæsars self excepted,
The world yields not his equal.

Artem. Yet I have heard,
Encountering him alone in the head of his troop,
You took him prisoner.

K. of Epire. Tis a truth, great princess:
Ill not detract from valour.

Anton. Twas mere fortune;
Courage had no hand in it.

Theoph. Did ever man
Strive so against his own good?

Sap. Spiritless villain!
How I am tortured! By the immortal gods,
I now could kill him.

Diocle. Hold, Sapritius, hold,
On our displeasure, hold!

Harp. Why, this would make
A father mad; tis not to be endured;
Your honours tainted in t.

Sap. By heaven, it is:
I shall think of it.

Harp. Tis not to be forgotten.

Artem. Nay, kneel not, sir; I am no ravisher,
Nor so far gone in fond affection to you,
But that I can retire, my honour safe:  
Yet say, hereafter, that thou hast neglected
What, but seen in possession of another,
Will make thee mad with envy.

Anton. In her looks
Revenge is written.

Mac. As you love your life,
Study to appease her.

Anton. Gracious madam, hear me.

Artem. And be again refused?

Anton. The tender of
My life, my service, or, since you vouchsafe it,
My love, my heart, my all: and pardon me,
Pardon, dread princess, that I made some scruple
To leave a valley of security,
To mount up to the hill of majesty,
On which, the nearer Jove, the nearer lightning.
What knew I, but your grace made trial of me;
Durst I presume to embrace, where but to touch
With an unmannerd hand was death? The fox,
When he saw first the forests king, the lion,
Was almost dead with fear; the second view
Only a little daunted him; the third,
He durst salute him boldly: pray you, apply this;
And you shall find a little time will teach me
To look with more familiar eyes upon you,
Than duty yet allows me.

Sap. Well excused.

Artem. You may redeem all yet.

Diocle. And, that he may
Have means and opportunity to do so,
Artemia, I leave you my substitute
In fair Cæsarea.

Sap. And here, as yourself,
We will obey and serve her.

Diocle. Antoninus,
So you prove hers, I wish no other heir;
Think on t:  be careful of your charge, Theophilus;
Sapritius, be you my daughters guardian.
Your company I wish, confederate princes,
In our Dalmatian wars: which finished
With victory I hope, and Maximinus,
Our brother and copartner in the empire,
At my request won to confirm as much,
The kingdoms I took from you well restore,
And make you greater than you were before.
[Exeunt all but Antoninus and Macrinus.

Anton. Oh, I am lost for ever! lost, Macrinus!
The anchor of the wretched, hope, forsakes me,
And with one blast of Fortune all my light
Of happiness is put out.

Mac. You are like to those
That are ill only, cause they are too well;
That, surfeiting in the excess of blessings,
Call their abundance want. What could you wish,
That is not falln upon you? honour, greatness,
Respect, wealth, favour, the whole world for a dower;
And with a princess, whose excelling form
Exceeds her fortune.

Anton. Yet poison still is poison,
Though drunk in gold; and all these flattering glories
To me, ready to starve, a painted banquet,
And no essential food. When I am scorchd
With fire, can flames in any other quench me?
What is her love to me, greatness, or empire,
That am slave to another, who alone
Can give me ease or freedom?

Mac. Sir, you point at
Your dotage on the scornful Dorothea:
Is she, though fair, the same day to be named
With best Artemia? In all their courses,
Wise men purpose their ends: with sweet Artemia,
There comes along pleasure, security,
Usherd by all that in this life is precious:
With Dorothea (though her birth be noble,
The daughter to a senator of Rome,
By him left rich, yet with a private wealth,
And far inferior to yours) arrives
The emperors frown, which, like a mortal plague,
Speaks death is near; the princess heavy scorn,
Under which you will shrink; your fathers fury,
Which to resist even piety forbids:  
And but remember that she stands suspected
A favourer of the Christian sect; she brings
Not danger, but assured destruction with her.
This truly weighd one smile of great Artemia
Is to be cherishd, and preferrd before
All joys in Dorothea: therefore leave her.

Anton. In what thou thinkst thou art most wise, thou art
Grossly abused, Macrinus, and most foolish.
For any man to match above his rank,
Is but to sell his liberty. With Artemia
I still must live a servant; but enjoying
Divinest Dorothea, I shall rule,
Rule as becomes a husband: for the danger,
Or call it, if you will, assured destruction,
I slight it thus.  If, then, thou art my friend,
As I dare swear thou art, and wilt not take
A governors place upon thee, be my helper.

Mac. You know I dare, and will do any thing;
Put me unto the test.

Anton. Go, then, Macrinus,
To Dorothea; tell her I have worn,
In all the battles I have fought, her figure,
Her figure in my heart, which, like a deity,
Hath still protected me. Thou canst speak well;
And of thy choicest language spare a little,
To make her understand how much I love her,
And how I languish for her. Bear these jewels,
Sent in the way of sacrifice, not service,
As to my goddess: all lets thrown behind me,
Or fears that may deter me, say, this morning
I mean to visit her by the name of friendship:  
No words to contradict this.

Mac. I am yours:
And, if my travail this way be ill spent,
Judge not my readier will by the event. [Exeunt.


ACT II. 


SCENE I.
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A ROOM IN Dorotheas House.

Enter Dorothea, followed by Angelo with a book and taper.

Dor. My book and taper.

Ang. Here, most holy mistress.

Dor. Thy voice sends forth such music, that I never
Was ravishd with a more celestial sound.
Were every servant in the world like thee,
So full of goodness, angels would come down
To dwell with us: thy name is Angelo,
And like that name thou art; get thee to rest,
Thy youth with too much watching is opprest.

Ang. No, my dear lady, I could weary stars,
And force the wakeful moon to lose her eyes,
By my late watching, but to wait on you.
When at your prayers you kneel before the altar,
Methinks Im singing with some quire in heaven,
So blest I hold me in your company:
Therefore, my most loved mistress, do not bid
Your boy, so serviceable, to get hence;
For then you break his heart.

Dor. Be nigh me still, then:
In golden letters down Ill set that day,
Which gave thee to me. Little did I hope
To meet such worlds of comfort in thyself,
This little, pretty body; when I, coming
Forth of the temple, heard my beggar-boy,
My sweet-faced, godly beggar-boy, crave an alms,
Which with glad hand I gave, with lucky hand!  
And, when I took thee home, my most chaste bosom,
Methought, was filld with no hot wanton fire,
But with a holy flame, mounting since higher,
On wings of cherubins, than it did before.

Ang. Proud am I, that my ladys modest eye
So likes so poor a servant.

Dor. I have offerd
Handfuls of gold but to behold thy parents.
I would leave kingdoms, were I queen of some,
To dwell with thy good father; for, the son
Bewitching me so deeply with his presence,
He that begot him must do t ten times more.
I pray thee, my sweet boy, show me thy parents;
Be not ashamed.

Ang. I am not: I did never
Know who my mother was; but, by yon palace,
Filld with bright heavenly courtiers, I dare assure you,
And pawn these eyes upon it, and this hand,
My father is in heaven: and, pretty mistress,
If your illustrious hour-glass spend his sand,
No worse than yet it does; upon my life,
You and I both shall meet my father there,
And he shall bid you welcome.

Dor. A blessed day!
We all long to be there, but lose the way. [Exeunt.


SCENE II.
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A STREET, NEAR Dorotheas House.

Enter Macrinus, met by Theophilus and Harpax.

Theoph. The Sun, god of the day, guide thee, Macrinus!

Mac. And thee, Theophilus!

Theoph. Gladst thou in such scorn?
I call my wish back.

Mac. Im in haste.

Theoph. One word,
Take the least hand of time up:  stay.

Mac. Be brief.

Theoph. As thought: I prithee tell me, good Macrinus,
How health and our fair princess lay together
This night, for you can tell; courtiers have flies,
That buzz all news unto them.

Mac. She slept but ill.

Theoph. Double thy courtesy; how does Antoninus?

Mac. Ill, well, straight, crooked,  I know not how.

Theoph. Once more;
 Thy head is full of windmills:  when doth the princess
Bestow herself on noble Antoninus?

Mac. I know not.

Theoph. No! thou art the manuscript,
Where Antoninus writes down all his secrets:
Honest Macrinus, tell me.

Mac. Fare you well, sir.[Exit.

Harp. Honesty is some fiend, and frights him hence;
A many courtiers love it not.

Theoph. What piece
Of this state-wheel, which winds up Antoninus,
Is broke, it runs so jarringly? the man
Is from himself divided: O thou, the eye,
By which I wonders see, tell me, my Harpax,
What gad-fly tickles this Macrinus so,
That, flinging up the tail, he breaks thus from me.

Harp. Oh, sir, his brain-pan is a bed of snakes,
Whose stings shoot through his eye-balls, whose poisonous spawn
Ingenders such a fry of speckled villanies,
That, unless charms more strong than adamant
Be used, the Roman angels wings shall melt,
And Cæsars diadem be from his head
Spurnd by base feet; the laurel which he wears,
Returning victor, be enforced to kiss
That which it hates, the fire. And can this ram,
This Antoninus-Engine, being made ready
To so much mischief, keep a steady motion?  
His eyes and feet, you see, give strange assaults.

Theoph. Im turnd a marble statue at thy language,
Which printed is in such crabbd characters,
It puzzles all my reading: what, in the name
Of Pluto, now is hatching?

Harp. This Macrinus,
The line is, upon which love-errands run
Twixt Antoninus and that ghost of women,
The bloodless Dorothea; who in prayer
And meditation, mocking all your gods,
Drinks up her ruby colour: yet Antoninus
Plays the Endymion to this pale-faced Moon,
Courts, seeks to catch her eyes  

Theoph. And what of this?

Harp. These are but creeping billows,
Not got to shore yet: but if Dorothea
Fall on his bosom, and be fired with love,
(Your coldest women do so),  had you ink
Brewd from the infernal Styx, not all that blackness
Can make a thing so foul, as the dishonours,
Disgraces, buffetings, and most base affronts
Upon the bright Artemia, star o the court,
Great Cæsars daughter.

Theoph. I now conster thee.

Harp. Nay, more; a firmament of clouds, being filld
With Joves artillery, shot down at once,
To pash your gods in pieces, cannot give,
With all those thunderbolts, so deep a blow
To the religion there, and pagan lore,
As this; for Dorothea hates your gods,
And, if she once blast Antoninus soul,
Making it foul like hers, Oh! the example  

Theoph. Eats through Cæsareas heart like liquid poison.
Have I invented tortures to tear Christians,
To see but which, could all that feel hells torments
Have leave to stand aloof here on earths stage,
They would be mad till they again descended,
Holding the pains most horrid of such souls,
May-games to those of mine; has this my hand
Set down a Christians execution
In such dire postures, that the very hangman
Fell at my foot dead, hearing but their figures;
And shall Macrinus and his fellow-masquer
Strangle me in a dance?

Harp. No:  on; I hug thee,
For drilling thy quick brains in this rich plot
Of tortures gainst these Christians: on; I hug thee!

Theoph. Both hug and holy me: to this Dorothea,
Fly thou and I in thunder.

Harp. Not for kingdoms
Piled upon kingdoms: theres a villain page
Waits on her, whom I would not for the world
Hold traffic with; I do so hate his sight,
That, should I look on him, I must sink down.

Theoph. I will not lose thee then, her to confound:
None but this head with glories shall be crownd.

Harp. Oh! mine own as I would wish thee!
[Exeunt.


SCENE III.
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A HALL IN Dorotheas House, with a gallery above.

Enter Dorothea, Macrinus, and Angelo.

Dor. My trusty Angelo, with that curious eye
Of thine, which ever waits upon my business,
I prithee watch those my still-negligent servants,
That they perform my will, in whats enjoined them
To the good of others. Be careful, my dear boy.

Ang. Yes, my sweetest mistress.[Exit.

Dor. Now, sir, you may go on.

Mac. I then must study
A new arithmetic, to sum up the virtues
Which Antoninus gracefully become.
There is in him so much man, so much goodness,
So much of honour, and of all things else,
Which make our being excellent, that from his store
He can enough lend others; yet, much taen from him,
The want shall be as little, as when seas
Lend from their bounty, to fill up the poorness
Of needy rivers.

Dor. Sir, he is more indebted
To you for praise, than you to him that owes it.

Mac. If queens, viewing his presents paid to the whiteness
Of your chaste hand alone, should be ambitious
But to be parted in their numerous shares;
This he counts nothing: could you see main armies
Make battles in the quarrel of his valour,
That tis the best, the truest; this were nothing:
The greatness of his state, his fathers voice,
And arm, awing Cæsarea, he neer boasts of;
The sunbeams which the emperor throws upon him
Shine there but as in water, and gild him
Not with one spot of pride: no, dearest beauty,
All these, heapd up together in one scale,
Cannot weigh down the love he bears to you,
Being put into the other.

Dor. Could gold buy you
To speak thus for a friend, you, sir, are worthy
Of more than I will number; and this your language
Hath power to win upon another woman,
Top of whose heart the feathers of this world
Are gaily stuck: but all which first you named,
And now this last, his love, to me are nothing.

Mac. You make me a sad messenger;  but himself

Enter Antoninus.

Being come in person, shall, I hope, hear from you
Music more pleasing.

Anton. Has your ear, Macrinus,
Heard none, then?

Mac. None I like.

Anton. But can there be
In such a noble casket, wherein lie
Beauty and chastity in their full perfections,
A rocky heart, killing with cruelty
A life thats prostrated beneath your feet?

Dor. I am guilty of a shame I yet neer knew,
Thus to hold parley with you;  pray, sir, pardon.
[Going.

Anton. Good sweetness, you now have it, and shall go:
Be but so merciful, before your wounding me
With such a mortal weapon as Farewell,
To let me murmur to your virgin ear,
What I was loth to lay on any tongue
But this mine own.

Dor. If one immodest accent
Fly out, I hate you everlastingly.

Anton. My true love dares not do it.

Mac. Hermes inspire thee!

Enter, in the gallery above, Artemia, Sapritius, and Theophilus.

Anton. Come, let me tune you:  glaze not thus your eyes
With self-love of a vowd virginity;
All men desire your sweet society,
But if you bar me from it, you do kill me,
And of my blood are guilty.

Artem. O base villain!

Sap. Bridle your rage, sweet princess.

Anton. Could not my fortunes,
Reard higher far than yours, be worthy of you,
Methinks my dear affection makes you mine.

Dor. Sir, for your fortunes, were they mines of gold,
He that I love is richer; and for worth,
You are to him lower than any slave
Is to a monarch.

Sap. So insolent, base Christian!

Dor. Can I, with wearing out my knees before him,
Get you but be his servant, you shall boast
Youre equal to a king.

Sap. Confusion on thee,
For playing thus the lying sorceress!

Anton. Your mocks are great ones; none beneath the sun
Will I be servant to.  On my knees I beg it,
Pity me, wondrous maid.

Sap. I curse thy baseness.

Theoph. Listen to more.

Dor. O kneel not, sir, to me.

Anton. This knee is emblem of an humbled heart:
That heart which tortured is with your disdain,
Justly for scorning others, even this heart,
To which for pity such a princess sues,
As in her hand offers me all the world,
Great Cæsars daughter.

Artem. Slave, thou liest.

Anton. Yet this
Is adamant to her, that melts to you
In drops of blood.

Theoph. A very dog!

Anton. Perhaps
Tis my religion makes you knit the brow;
Yet be you mine, and ever be your own:
I neer will screw your conscience from that Power,
On which you Christians lean.

Sap. I can no longer
Fret out my life with weeping at thee, villain.
Sirrah![Aloud.
Would, ere thy birth, the mighty Thunderers hand
Had struck thee in the womb!

Mac. We are betrayd.

Artem. Is that the idol, traitor, which thou kneelst to,
Trampling upon my beauty?

Theoph. Sirrah, bandog!
Wilt thou in pieces tear our Jupiter
For her? our Mars for her? our Sol for her?

Artem. Threaten not, but strike: quick vengeance flies
Into my bosom; caitiff! here all love dies.
[Exeunt above.

Anton. O! I am thunderstruck! We are both oerwhelmd  

Mac. With one high-raging billow.

Dor. You a soldier,
And sink beneath the violence of a woman!

Anton. A woman! a wrongd princess. From such a star
Blazing with fires of hate, what can be lookd for,
But tragical events? my life is now
The subject of her tyranny.

Dor. That fear is base,
Of death, when that death doth but life displace
Out of her house of earth; you only dread
The stroke, and not what follows when youre dead;
Theres the great fear, indeed: come, let your eyes
Dwell where mine do, youll scorn their tyrannies.

Re-enter below, Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, a guard; Angelo comes and stands close by Dorothea.

Artem. My fathers nerves put vigour in mine arm,
And I his strength must use. Because I once
Shed beams of favour on thee, and, with the lion,
Playd with thee gently, when thou struckst my heart,
Ill not insult on a base, humbled prey,
By lingering out thy terrors; but, with one frown,
Kill thee:  hence with them all to execution.
Seize him; but let even death itself be weary
In torturing her. Ill change those smiles to shrieks;
Give the fool what shes proud of, martyrdom:
In pieces rack that pander.[Points to Macr.

Sap. Albeit the reverence
I owe our gods and you, are, in my bosom,
Torrents so strong, that pity quite lies drownd
From saving this young man; yet, when I see
What face death gives him, and that a thing within me
Says, tis my son, I am forced to be a man,
And grow fond of his life, which thus I beg.

Artem. And I deny.

Anton. Sir, you dishonour me,
To sue for that which I disclaim to have.
I shall more glory in my sufferings gain,
Than you in giving judgment, since I offer
My blood up to your anger; nor do I kneel
To keep a wretched life of mine from ruin:
Preserve this temple, builded fair as yours is,
And Cæsar never went in greater triumph,
Than I shall to the scaffold.

Artem. Are you so brave, sir?
Set forward to his triumph, and let those two
Go cursing along with him.

Dor. No, but pitying,
For my part, I, that you lose ten times more
By torturing me, than I that dare your tortures:
Through all the army of my sins, I have even
Labourd to break, and cope with death to the face.
The visage of a hangman frights not me;
The sight of whips, racks, gibbets, axes, fires,
Are scaffoldings by which my soul climbs up
To an eternal habitation.

Theoph. Cæsars imperial daughter, hear me speak.
Let not this Christian thing in this her pageantry
Of proud deriding both our gods and Cæsar,
Build to herself a kingdom in her death,
Going laughing from us: no; her bitterest torment
Shall be, to feel her constancy beaten down;
The bravery of her resolution lie
Batterd, by argument, into such pieces,
That she again in penitence shall creep
To kiss the pavements of our paynim gods.

Artem. How to be done?

Theoph. Ill send my daughters to her,
And they shall turn her rocky faith to wax;
Else spit at me, let me be made your slave,
And meet no Romans but a villains grave.

Artem. Thy prisoner let her be, then; and, Sapritius,
Your son and that, be yours: death shall be sent
To him that suffers them, by voice or letters,
To greet each other. Rifle her estate;
Christians to beggary brought grow desperate.

Dor. Still on the bread of poverty let me feed.

Ang. O! my admired mistress, quench not out
The holy fires within you, though temptations
Shower down upon you: Clasp thine armour on,
Fight well, and thou shalt see, after these wars,
Thy head wear sunbeams, and thy feet touch stars.
[Exeunt.


ACT III. 


SCENE I.

[image: img61.jpg]

A ROOM IN Dorotheas House.

Enter Sapritius, Theophilus, Priest, Calista, and Christeta.

Sap. Sick to the death, I fear.

Theoph. I meet your sorrow,
With my true feeling of it.

Sap. Shes a witch,
A sorceress, Theophilus; my son
Is charmd by her enchanting eyes; and, like
An image made of wax, her beams of beauty
Melt him to nothing: all my hopes in him,
And all his gotten honours, find their grave
In his strange dotage on her. Would, when first
He saw and loved her, that the earth had opend,
And swallowd both alive!

Theoph. Theres hope left yet.

Sap. Not any: though the princess were appeased,
All title in her love surrenderd up;
Yet this coy Christian is so transported
With her religion, that unless my son
(But let him perish first!) drink the same potion,
And be of her belief, shell not vouchsafe
To be his lawful wife.

Priest. But, once removed
From her opinion, as I rest assured
The reasons of these holy maids will win her,
Youll find her tractable to any thing,
For your content or his.

Theoph. If she refuse it,
The Stygian damps, breeding infectious airs,
The mandrakes shrieks, the basilisks killing eye,
The dreadful lightning that does crush the bones,
And never singe the skin, shall not appear
Less fatal to her, than my zeal made hot
With love unto my gods. I have deferrd it,
In hopes to draw back this apostata,
Which will be greater honour than her death,
Unto her fathers faith; and, to that end,
Have brought my daughters hither.

Cal. And we doubt not
To do what you desire.

Sap. Let her be sent for.
Prosper in your good work; and were I not
To attend the princess, I would see and hear
How you succeed.

Theoph. I am commanded too,
Ill bear you company.

Sap. Give them your ring,
To lead her as in triumph, if they win her,
Before her highness.[Exit.

Theoph. Spare no promises,
Persuasions, or threats, I do conjure you:
If you prevail, tis the most glorious work
You ever undertook.

Enter Dorothea and Angelo.

Priest. She comes.

Theoph. We leave you;
Be constant, and be careful.
[Exeunt Theoph. and Priest.

Cal. We are sorry
To meet you under guard.

Dor. But I more grieved
You are at liberty. So well I love you,
That I could wish, for such a cause as mine,
You were my fellow-prisoners: Prithee, Angelo,
Reach us some chairs. Please you sit  

Cal. We thank you:
Our visit is for love, love to your safety.

Christ. Our conference must be private; pray you, therefore,
Command your boy to leave us.

Dor. You may trust him
With any secret that concerns my life;
Falsehood and he are strangers: had you, ladies,
Been blessd with such a servant, you had never
Forsook that way, your journey even half ended,
That leads to joys eternal. In the place
Of loose lascivious mirth, he would have stirrd you
To holy meditations; and so far
He is from flattery, that he would have told you,
Your pride being at the height, how miserable
And wretched things you were, that, for an hour
Of pleasure here, have made a desperate sale
Of all your right in happiness hereafter.
He must not leave me; without him I fall:
In this life hes my servant, in the other
A wishd companion.

Ang. Tis not in the devil,
Nor all his wicked arts, to shake such goodness.

Dor. But you were speaking, lady.

Cal. As a friend
And lover of your safety, and I pray you
So to receive it; and, if you remember
How near in love our parents were, that we,
Even from the cradle, were brought up together,
Our amity increasing with our years,
We cannot stand suspected.

Dor. To the purpose.

Cal. We come, then, as good angels, Dorothea,
To make you happy; and the means so easy,
That, be not you an enemy to yourself,
Already you enjoy it.

Christ. Look on us,
Ruind as you are, once, and brought unto it,
By your persuasion.

Cal. But what followd, lady?
Leaving those blessings which our gods gave freely,
And showerd upon us with a prodigal hand,
As to be noble born, youth, beauty, wealth,
And the free use of these without control,
Check, curb, or stop, such is our laws indulgence!
All happiness forsook us; bonds and fetters,
For amorous twines; the rack and hangmans whips,
In place of choice delights; our parents curses
Instead of blessings; scorn, neglect, contempt,
Fell thick upon us.

Christ. This considerd wisely,
We made a fair retreat; and reconciled
To our forsaken gods, we live again
In all prosperity.

Cal. By our example,
Bequeathing misery to such as love it,
Learn to be happy. The Christian yokes too heavy
For such a dainty neck; it was framed rather
To be the shrine of Venus, or a pillar,
More precious than crystal, to support
Our Cupids image: our religion, lady,
Is but a varied pleasure; yours a toil
Slaves would shrink under.

Dor. Have you not cloven feet? are you not devils?
Dare any say so much, or dare I hear it
Without a virtuous and religious anger?
Now to put on a virgin modesty,
Or maiden silence, when His power is questiond
That is omnipotent, were a greater crime,
Than in a bad cause to be impudent.
Your gods! your temples! brothel-houses rather,
Or wicked actions of the worst of men,
Pursued and practised. Your religious rites!
Oh! call them rather juggling mysteries,
The baits and nets of hell: your souls the prey
For which the devil angles; your false pleasures
A steep descent, by which you headlong fall
Into eternal torments.

Cal. Do not tempt
Our powerful gods.

Dor. Which of your powerful gods?
Your gold, your silver, brass, or wooden ones,
That can nor do me hurt, nor protect you?
Most pitied women! will you sacrifice
To such,  or call them gods or goddesses,
Your parents would disdain to be the same,
Or you yourselves? O blinded ignorance!
Tell me, Calista, by thy truth, I charge you,
Or any thing you hold more dear, would you,
To have him deified to posterity,
Desire your father an adulterer,
A ravisher, almost a parricide,
A vile incestuous wretch?

Cal. That, piety
And duty answer for me.

Dor. Or you, Christeta,
To be hereafter registerd a goddess,
Give your chaste body up to the embraces
Of wicked passion? have it writ on your forehead,
This is the mistress in the art of sin.
Knows every trick, and labyrinth of desires
That are immodest?

Christ. You judge better of me,
Or my affection is ill placed on you.
Shall I turn wanton?

Dor. No, I think you would not.
Yet, such was Venus, whom you worship; such
Flora, the foundress of the public stews,
And has, for that, her sacrifice; your Jupiter,
A loose adulterer:  read ye but those
That have canonized them, youll find them worse
Than, in chaste language, I can speak them to you.
Are they immortal, then, that did partake
Of human weakness, and had ample share
In mens most base affections; subject to
Unchaste loves, anger, bondage, wounds, as men are?
Here, Jupiter, to serve his lust, turnd bull,
The shape, indeed, in which he stole Europa;
Neptune, for gain, builds up the walls of Troy,
As a day-labourer; Apollo keeps
Admetus sheep for bread; the Lemnian smith
Sweats at the forge for hire; Prometheus here,
With his still-growing liver, feeds the vulture;
Saturn bound fast in hell with adamant chains;
And thousands more, on whom abused error
Bestows a deity. Will you then, dear sisters,
For I would have you such, pay your devotions
To things of less power than yourselves?

Cal. We worship
Their good deeds in their images.

Dor. By whom fashiond?
By sinful men. Ill tell you a short tale,
Nor can you but confess it is a true one:
A king of Egypt, being to erect
The image of Osiris, whom they honour,
Took from the matrons necks the richest jewels,
And purest gold, as the materials
To finish up his work; which perfected,
With all solemnity he set it up,
To be adored, and served himself his idol;
Desiring it to give him victory
Against his enemies: but, being overthrown,
Enraged against his god, (these are fine gods,
Subject to human fury!) he took down
The senseless thing, and melting it again,
He made a bason, in which eunuchs washd
His concubines feet; and for this sordid use,
Some months it served: his mistress proving false,
As most indeed do so, and grace concluded
Between him and the priests, of the same bason
He made his god again!  Think, think, of this,
And then consider, if all worldly honours,
Or pleasures that do leave sharp stings behind them,
Have power to win such as have reasonable souls,
To put their trust in dross.

Cal. Oh, that I had been born
Without a father!

Christ. Piety to him
Hath ruind us for ever.

Dor. Think not so;
You may repair all yet: the attribute
That speaks his Godhead most, is merciful:
Revenge is proper to the fiends you worship,
Yet cannot strike without his leave.  You weep,  
Oh, tis a heavenly shower! celestial balm
To cure your wounded conscience! let it fall,
Fall thick upon it; and, when that is spent,
Ill help it with another of my tears:
And may your true repentance prove the child
Of my true sorrow, never mother had
A birth so happy!

Cal. We are caught ourselves,
That came to take you; and, assured of conquest,
We are your captives.

Dor. And in that you triumph:
Your victory had been eternal loss,
And this your loss immortal gain. Fix here,
And you shall feel yourselves inwardly armd
Gainst tortures, death, and hell:  but, take heed, sisters,
That, or through weakness, threats, or mild persuasions,
Though of a father, you fall not into
A second and a worse apostasy.

Cal. Never, oh never! steeld by your example,
We dare the worst of tyranny.

Christ. Heres our warrant,
You shall along and witness it.

Dor. Be confirmd then;
And rest assured, the more you suffer here,
The more your glory, you to heaven more dear.
[Exeunt.


SCENE II.
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THE GOVERNORS PALACE.

Enter Artemia, Sapritius, Theophilus, and Harpax.

Artem. Sapritius, though your son deserve no pity,
We grieve his sickness: his contempt of us
We cast behind us, and look back upon
His service done to Cæsar, that weighs down
Our just displeasure. If his malady
Have growth from his restraint, or that you think
His liberty can cure him, let him have it:
Say, we forgive him freely.

Sap. Your grace binds us
Ever your humblest vassals.

Artem. Use all means
For his recovery; though yet I love him,
I will not force affection. If the Christian,
Whose beauty hath out-rivalld me, be won
To be of our belief, then let him wed her;
That all may know, when the cause wills, I can
Command my own affections.

Theoph. Be happy then,
My lord Sapritius: I am confident,
Such eloquence and sweet persuasion dwell
Upon my daughters tongues, that they will work her
To any thing they please.

Sap. I wish they may!
Yet tis no easy task to undertake,
To alter a perverse and obstinate woman.
[A shout within: loud music.

Artem. What means this shout?

Sap. It is seconded with music,
Triumphant music.  Ha!

Enter Sempronius.

Semp. My lord, your daughters,
The pillars of our faith, having converted,
For so report gives out, the Christian lady,
The image of great Jupiter born before them,
Sue for access.

Theoph. My soul divined as much.
Blest be the time when first they saw this light!
Their mother, when she bore them to support
My feeble age, filld not my longing heart
With so much joy, as they in this good work
Have thrown upon me.

Enter priest with the Image of Jupiter, incense and censers: followed by Calista and Christeta, leading Dorothea.

Welcome, oh, thrice welcome,
Daughters, both of my body and my mind!
Let me embrace in you my bliss, my comfort;
And, Dorothea, now more welcome too,
Than if you never had fallen off! I am ravishd
With the excess of joy:  speak, happy daughters,
The blest event.

Cal. We never gaind so much
By any undertaking.

Theoph. O my dear girl,
Our gods reward thee!

Dor. Nor was ever time,
On my part, better spent.

Christ. We are all now
Of one opinion.

Theoph. My best Christeta!
Madam, if ever you did grace to worth,
Vouchsafe your princely hands.

Artem. Most willingly  
Do you refuse it?

Cal. Let us first deserve it.

Theoph. My own child still! here set our god; prepare
The incense quickly: Come, fair Dorothea,
I will myself support you;  now kneel down,
And pay your vows to Jupiter.

Dor. I shall do it
Better by their example.

Theoph. They shall guide you;
They are familiar with the sacrifice.
Forward, my twins of comfort, and, to teach her,
Make a joint offering.

Christ. Thus  [they both spit at the image.

Cal. And thus  [throw it down, and spurn it.

Harp. Profane,
And impious! stand you now like a statue?
Are you the champion of the gods? where is
Your holy zeal, your anger?

Theoph. I am blasted;
And, as my feet were rooted here, I find
I have no motion; I would I had no sight too!
Or if my eyes can serve to any use,
Give me, thou injured power! a sea of tears,
To expiate this madness in my daughters;
For, being themselves, they would have trembled at
So blasphemous a deed in any other:  
For my sake, hold awhile thy dreadful thunder,
And give me patience to demand a reason
For this accursed act.

Dor. Twas bravely done.

Theoph. Peace, damnd enchantress, peace!  I should look on you
With eyes made red with fury, and my hand,
That shakes with rage, should much outstrip my tongue,
And seal my vengeance on your hearts;  but nature,
To you that have fallen once, bids me again
To be a father. Oh! how durst you tempt
The anger of great Jove?

Dor. Alack, poor Jove!
He is no swaggerer; how still he stands!
Hell take a kick, or any thing.

Sap. Stop her mouth.

Dor. It is the patientst godling! do not fear him;
He would not hurt the thief that stole away
Two of his golden locks; indeed he could not:
And still tis the same quiet thing.

Theoph. Blasphemer!
Ingenious cruelty shall punish this:
Thou art past hope: but for you yet, dear daughters,
Again bewitchd, the dew of mild forgiveness
May gently fall, provided you deserve it,
With true contrition: be yourselves again;
Sue to the offended deity.

Christ. Not to be
The mistress of the earth.

Cal. I will not offer
A grain of incense to it, much less kneel,
Nor look on it but with contempt and scorn,
To have a thousand years conferrd upon me
Of worldly blessings. We profess ourselves
To be, like Dorothea, Christians;
And owe her for that happiness.

Theoph. My ears
Receive, in hearing this, all deadly charms,
Powerful to make man wretched.

Artem. Are these they
You braggd could convert others!

Sap. That want strength
To stand themselves!

Harp. Your honour is engaged,
The credit of your cause depends upon it;
Something you must do suddenly.

Theoph. And I will.

Harp. They merit death; but, falling by your hand,
Twill be recorded for a just revenge,
And holy fury in you.

Theoph. Do not blow
The furnace of a wrath thrice hot already;
Ætna is in my breast, wildfire burns here,
Which only blood must quench. Incensed Power!
Which from my infancy I have adored,
Look down with favourable beams upon
The sacrifice, though not allowd thy priest,
Which I will offer to thee; and be pleased,
My fiery zeal inciting me to act,
To call that justice others may style murder.
Come, you accursed, thus by the hair I drag you
Before this holy altar; thus look on you,
Less pitiful than tigers to their prey:
And thus, with mine own hand, I take that life
Which I gave to you. [Kills them.

Dor. O most cruel butcher!

Theoph. My anger ends not here: hells dreadful porter,
Receive into thy ever-open gates
Their damned souls, and let the Furies whips
On them alone be wasted; and, when death
Closes these eyes, twill be Elysium to me
To hear their shrieks and howlings. Make me, Pluto,
Thy instrument to furnish thee with souls
Of that accursed sect; nor let me fall,
Till my fell vengeance hath consumed them all.
[Exit, with Harpax.

Artem. Tis a brave zeal.

Enter Angelo, smiling.

Dor. Oh, call him back again,
Call back your hangman! heres one prisoner left
To be the subject of his knife.

Artem. Not so;
We are not so near reconciled unto thee;
Thou shalt not perish such an easy way.
Be she your charge, Sapritius, now; and suffer
None to come near her, till we have found out
Some torments worthy of her.

Ang. Courage, mistress;
These martyrs but prepare your glorious fate:
You shall exceed them, and not imitate. [Exeunt.


ACT IV. 


SCENE I.
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THE GOVERNORS PALACE.

Antoninus on a couch, asleep, with Doctors about him; Sapritius and Macrinus.

Sap. O you, that are half gods, lengthen that life
Their deities lend us; turn oer all the volumes
Of your mysterious Æsculapian science,
T increase the number of this young mans days:
And, for each minute of his time prolongd,
Your fee shall be a piece of Roman gold
With Cæsars stamp, such as he sends his captains
When in the wars they earn well: do but save him,
And, as hes half myself, be you all mine.

1 Doct. What art can do, we promise; physics hand
As apt is to destroy as to preserve,
If heaven make not the medcine: all this while,
Our skill hath combat held with his disease;
But tis so armd, and a deep melancholy,
To be such in part with death, we are in fear
The grave must mock our labours.

Mac. I have been
His keeper in this sickness, with such eyes
As I have seen my mother watch oer me.
Stand by his pillow, and, in his broken slumbers,
Him shall you hear cry out on Dorothea;
And, when his arms fly open to catch her,
Closing together, he falls fast asleep,
Pleased with embracings of her airy form.
Physicians but torment him; his disease
Laughs at their gibberish language: let him hear
The voice of Dorothea, nay, but the name,
He starts up with high colour in his face:
She, or none, cures him; and how that can be,
The princess strict command barring that happiness,
To me impossible seems.

Sap. To me it shall not;
Ill be no subject to the greatest Cæsar
Was ever crownd with laurel, rather than cease
To be a father.[Exit.

Mac. Silence, sir; he wakes.

Anton. Thou killst me, Dorothea; oh, Dorothea!

Mac. Shes here

Anton. Here! Where? Why do you mock me, sir?
Age on my head hath stuck no white hairs yet,
Yet Im an old man, a fond doting fool
Upon a woman. I, to buy her beauty,
(In truth I am bewitchd) offer my life,
And she, for my acquaintance, hazards hers:
Yet, for our equal sufferings, none holds out
A hand of pity.

1 Doct. Let him have some music.

Anton. Hell on your fiddling!
[Starting from his couch.

1 Doct. Take again your bed, sir;
Sleep is a sovereign physic.

Anton. Confusion on your fooleries! Wheres the rest
Thy pills and base apothecary drugs
Threatend to bring unto me? Out, you impostors!
Quacksalving, cheating mountebanks! your skill
Is to make sound men sick, and sick men kill.

Mac. Oh, be yourself, dear friend.

Anton. Myself, Macrinus!
How can I be myself, when I am mangled
Into a thousand pieces? here moves my head,
But wheres my heart? wherever  that lies dead.

Re-enter Sapritius, dragging in Dorothea by the hair, Angelo following.

Sap. Follow me, thou damnd sorceress! Call up thy spirits,
And, if they can, now let them from my hand
Untwine these witching hairs.

Anton. I am that spirit:
Or, if I be not, were you not my father,
One made of iron should hew that hand in pieces,
That so defaces this sweet monument
Of my loves beauty.

Sap. Art thou sick?

Anton. To death.

Sap. Wouldst thou recover?

Anton. Would I live in bliss!

Sap. And do thine eyes shoot daggers at that man
That brings thee health?

Anton. It is not in the world.

Sap. Its here.

Anton. To treasure, by enchantment lockd
In caves as deep as hell, am I as near.

1 Doct. Shall the boy stay, sir?

Sap. No matter for the boy.
[Exeunt Sap. Mac. and Doct.

Dor. O, guard me, angels!
What tragedy must begin now?

Anton. When a tiger
Leaps into a timorous herd, with ravenous jaws,
Being hunger-starved, what tragedy then begins?

Dor. Death; I am happy so: you, hitherto,
Have still had goodness sphered within your eyes;
Let not that orb be broken.

Ang. Fear not, mistress;
If he dare offer violence, we two
Are strong enough for such a sickly man.

Dor. What is your horrid purpose, sir? your eye
Bears danger in it.

Anton. I must  

Dor. Oh, kill me,[Kneels.
And heaven will take it as a sacrifice;
But, if you play the ravisher, there is
A hell to swallow you.

Anton. Rise:  for the Roman empire, Dorothea,
I would not wound thine honour. My fathers will
Would have me seize upon you, as my prey;
Which I abhor, as much as the blackest sin
The villany of man did ever act.
[Sapritius breaks in with Macrinus.

Dor. Die happy for this language!

Sap. Die a slave,
A blockish idiot!

Mac. Dear sir, vex him not.

Sap. Yes, and vex thee too: wheres this lamia?

Dor. Im here; do what you please.

Sap. Spurn her to the bar.

Dor. Come, boy, being there, more near to heaven we are.

Sap. Kick harder; go out, witch! [Exeunt.

Anton. O bloody hangmen! Thine own gods give thee breath!
Each of thy tortures is my several death. [Exit.


SCENE II.
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THE PLACE OF Execution. A scaffold, block, &c.

Enter Antoninus, supported by Macrinus, and Servants.

Anton. Is this the place, where virtue is to suffer,
And heavenly beauty, leaving this base earth,
To make a glad return from whence it came?
Is it, Macrinus?

Mac. By this preparation,
You well may rest assured that Dorothea
This hour is to die here.

Anton. Then with her dies
The abstract of all sweetness thats in woman!
Set me down, friend, that, ere the iron hand
Of death close up mine eyes, they may at once
Take my last leave both of this light and her:
For, she being gone, the glorious sun himself
To mes Cimmerian darkness.

Mac. Strange affection!
Cupid once more hath changed his shafts with Death,
And kills, instead of giving life.

Anton. Nay, weep not;
Though tears of friendship be a sovereign balm,
On me theyre cast away. It is decreed
That I must die with her; our clue of life
Was spun together.

Mac. Yet, sir, tis my wonder,
That you, who, hearing only what she suffers,
Partake of all her tortures, yet will be,
To add to your calamity, an eyewitness
Of her last tragic scene, which must pierce deeper,
And make the wound more desperate.

Anton. Oh, Macrinus!
Twould linger out my torments else, not kill me,
Which is the end I aim at: being to die too,
What instrument more glorious can I wish for,
Than what is made sharp by my constant love
And true affection? It may be, the duty
And loyal service, with which I pursued her,
And seald it with my death, will be rememberd
Among her blessed actions; and what honour
Can I desire beyond it?

Enter a Guard bringing in Dorothea, a Headsman before her; followed by Theophilus, Sapritius, and Harpax.

See, she comes;
How sweet her innocence appears! more like
To heaven itself, than any sacrifice
That can be offerd to it. By my hopes
Of joys hereafter, the sight makes me doubtful
In my belief; nor can I think our gods
Are good, or to be served, that take delight
In offerings of this kind: that, to maintain
Their power, deface the master-piece of nature,
Which they themselves come short of. She ascends,
And every step raises her nearer heaven.

Sap. You are to blame
To let him come abroad.

Mac. It was his will;
And we were left to serve him, not command him.

Anton. Good sir, be not offended; nor deny
My last of pleasures in this happy object,
That I shall eer be blest with.

Theoph. Now, proud contemner
Of us, and of our gods, tremble to think,
It is not in the Power thou servst to save thee.
Not all the riches of the sea, increased
By violent shipwrecks, nor the unsearchd mines,
(Mammons unknown exchequer), shall redeem thee:
And, therefore, having first with horror weighd
What tis to die, and to die young; to part with
All pleasures and delights; lastly, to go
Where all antipathies to comfort dwell,
Furies behind, about thee, and before thee;
And, to add to affliction, the remembrance
Of the Elysian joys thou mightst have tasted,
Hadst thou not turnd apostata to those gods
That so reward their servants; let despair
Prevent the hangmans sword, and on this scaffold
Make thy first entrance into hell.

Anton. She smiles,
Unmoved, by Mars! as if she were assured
Death, looking on her constancy, would forget
The use of his inevitable hand.

Theoph. Derided too! despatch, I say.

Dor. Thou fool!
That gloriest in having power to ravish
A trifle from me I am weary of,
What is this life to me? not worth a thought;
Or, if it be esteemd, tis that I lose it
To win a better: even thy malice serves
To me but as a ladder to mount up
To such a height of happiness, where I shall
Look down with scorn on thee, and on the world;
Where, circled with true pleasures, placed above
The reach of death or time, twill be my glory
To think at what an easy price I bought it.
Theres a perpetual spring, perpetual youth:
No joint-benumbing cold, or scorching heat,
Famine, nor age, have any being there.
Forget, for shame, your Tempe; bury in
Oblivion your feignd Hesperian orchards:  
The golden fruit, kept by the watchful dragon,
Which did require a Hercules to get it,
Compared with what grows in all plenty there,
Deserves not to be named. The Power I serve
Laughs at your happy Araby, or the
Elysian shades; for he hath made his bowers
Better in deed, than you can fancy yours.

Anton. O, take me thither with you!

Dor. Trace my steps,
And be assured you shall.

Sap. With my own hands
Ill rather stop that little breath is left thee,
And rob thy killing fever.

Theoph. By no means;
Let him go with her: do, seduced young man,
And wait upon thy saint in death; do, do:
And, when you come to that imagined place,
That place of all delights  pray you, observe me,
And meet those cursed things I once calld Daughters,
Whom I have sent as harbingers before you;
If there be any truth in your religion,
In thankfulness to me, that with care hasten
Your journey thither, pray you send me some
Small pittance of that curious fruit you boast of.

Anton. Grant that I may go with her, and I will.

Sap. Wilt thou in thy last minute damn thyself?

Theoph. The gates to hell are open.

Dor. Know, thou tyrant,
Thou agent for the devil, thy great master,
Though thou art most unworthy to taste of it,
I can, and will.

Enter Angelo, in the Angels habit.

Harp. Oh! mountains fall upon me,
Or hide me in the bottom of the deep,
Where light may never find me!

Theoph. Whats the matter?

Sap. This is prodigious, and confirms her witchcraft.

Theoph. Harpax, my Harpax, speak!

Harp. I dare not stay:
Should I but hear her once more, I were lost.
Some whirlwind snatch me from this cursed place,
To which compared, (and with what now I suffer,)
Hells torments are sweet slumbers! [Exit.

Sap. Follow him.

Theoph. He is distracted, and I must not lose him.
Thy charms upon my servant, cursed witch,
Give thee a short reprieve. Let her not die,
Till my return. [Exeunt Sap. and Theoph.

Anton. She minds him not; what object
Is her eye fixd on?

Mac. I see nothing.

Anton. Mark her.

Dor. Thou glorious minister of the Power I serve!
(For thou art more than mortal,) is t for me,
Poor sinner, thou art pleased awhile to leave
Thy heavenly habitation, and vouchsafest,
Though glorified, to take my servants habit?  
For, put off thy divinity, so lookd
My lovely Angelo.

Ang. Know, I am the same;
And still the servant to your piety.
Your zealous prayers and pious deeds first won me
(But twas by His command to whom you sent them)
To guide your steps. I tried your charity,
When in a beggars shape you took me up,
And clothed my naked limbs, and after fed,
As you believed, my famishd mouth. Learn all,
By your example, to look on the poor
With gentle eyes! for in such habits, often,
Angels desire an alms. I never left you,
Nor will I now; for I am sent to carry
Your pure and innocent soul to joys eternal,
Your martyrdom once sufferd; and before it,
Ask any thing from me, and rest assured,
You shall obtain it.

Dor. I am largely paid
For all my torments. Since I find such grace,
Grant that the love of this young man to me,
In which he languisheth to death, may be
Changed to the love of heaven.

Ang. I will perform it;
And in that instant when the sword sets free
Your happy soul, his shall have liberty.
Is there aught else?

Dor. For proof that I forgive
My persecutor, who in scorn desired
To taste of that most sacred fruit I go to;
After my death, as sent from me, be pleased
To give him of it.

Ang. Willingly, dear mistress.

Mac. I am amazed.

Anton. I feel a holy fire,
That yields a comfortable heat within me;
I am quite alterd from the thing I was.
See! I can stand, and go alone; thus kneel
To heavenly Dorothea, touch her hand
With a religious kiss. [Kneels.

Re-enter Sapritius and Theophilus.

Sap. He is well now,
But will not be drawn back.

Theoph. It matters not,
We can discharge this work without his help.
But see your son.

Sap. Villain!

Anton. Sir, I beseech you,
Being so near our ends, divorce us not.

Theoph. Ill quickly make a separation of them:
Hast thou aught else to say?

Dor. Nothing, but to blame
Thy tardiness in sending me to rest;
My peace is made with heaven, to which my soul
Begins to take her flight: strike, O! strike quickly;
And, though you are unmoved to see my death,
Hereafter, when my story shall be read,
As they were present now, the hearers shall
Say this of Dorothea, with wet eyes,
She lived a virgin, and a virgin dies.
[Her head is struck off.

Anton. O, take my soul along, to wait on thine!

Mac. Your son sinks too. [Antoninus falls.

Sap. Already dead!

Theoph. Die all
That are, or favour this accursed sect:
I triumph in their ends, and will raise up
A hill of their dead carcasses, to oerlook
The Pyrenean hills, but Ill root out
These superstitious fools, and leave the world
No name of Christian.
[Loud music: Exit Angelo, having first laid his hand upon the mouths of Anton. and Dor.

Sap. Ha! heavenly music!

Mac. Tis in the air.

Theoph. Illusions of the devil,
Wrought by some witch of her religion,
That fain would make her death a miracle;
It frights not me. Because he is your son,
Let him have burial; but let her body
Be cast forth with contempt in some highway,
And be to vultures and to dogs a prey. [Exeunt.


ACT V. 


SCENE I.
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THEOPHILUS DISCOVERED SITTING in his Study: books about him.

Theoph. Is t holiday, O Cæsar, that thy servant,
Thy provost, to see execution done
On these base Christians in Cæsarea,
Should now want work? Sleep these idolaters,
That none are stirring?  As a curious painter,
When he has made some honourable piece,
Stands off, and with a searching eye examines
Each colour, how tis sweetend; and then hugs
Himself for his rare workmanship  so here,
Will I my drolleries, and bloody landscapes,
Long past wrapt up, unfold, to make me merry
With shadows, now I want the substances.
My muster-book of hell-hounds. Were the Christians,
Whose names stand here, alive and armd, not Rome
Could move upon her hinges. What Ive done,
Or shall hereafter, is not out of hate
To poor tormented wretches; no, Im carried
With violence of zeal, and streams of service
I owe our Roman gods. This Christian maid was well,



Enter Angelo with a basket filled with fruit and flowers.

A pretty one; but let such horror follow
The next I feed with torments, that when Rome
Shall hear it, her foundation at the sound
May feel an earthquake. How now? [Music.

Ang. Are you amazed, sir?
So great a Roman spirit  and doth it tremble!

Theoph. How camst thou in? to whom thy business?

Ang. To you:
I had a mistress, late sent hence by you
Upon a bloody errand; you entreated,
That, when she came into that blessed garden
Whither she knew she went, and where, now happy,
She feeds upon all joy, she would send to you
Some of that garden fruit and flowers; which here,
To have her promise saved, are brought by me.

Theoph. Cannot I see this garden?

Ang. Yes, if the master
Will give you entrance. [He vanishes.

Theoph. Tis a tempting fruit,
And the most bright-cheekd child I ever viewd;
Sweet smelling, goodly fruit. What flowers are these?
In Dioclesians gardens, the most beauteous,
Compared with these, are weeds: is it not February,
The second day she died? frost, ice, and snow,
Hang on the beard of winter: wheres the sun
That gilds this summer? pretty, sweet boy, say,
In what country shall a man find this garden?  
My delicate boy,  gone! vanishd! within there,
Julianus! Geta!  



Enter Julianus and Geta.

Both. My lord.

Theoph. Are my gates shut?

Geta. And guarded.

Theoph. Saw you not
A boy?

Jul. Where?

Theoph. Here he enterd; a young lad;
A thousand blessings danced upon his eyes:
A smoothfaced, glorious thing, that brought this basket.

Geta. No, sir!

Theoph. Away  but be in reach, if my voice calls you. [Exeunt Jul. and Geta.
No!  vanishd, and not seen!  Be thou a spirit,
Sent from that witch to mock me, I am sure
This is essential, and, howeer it grows,
Will taste it. [Eats of the fruit.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. So good Ill have some more, sure.

Harp. Ha, ha, ha, ha! great liquorish fool!

Theoph. What art thou?

Harp. A fisherman.

Theoph. What dost thou catch?

Harp. Souls, souls; a fish calld souls.

Theoph. Geta!

Re-enter Geta.

Geta. My lord.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. What insolent slave is this, dares laugh at me?
Or what is t the dog grins at so?

Geta. I neither know, my lord, at what, nor
whom; for there is none without, but my fellow
Julianus, and he is making a garland for Jupiter.

Theoph. Jupiter! all within me is not well;
And yet not sick.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. Whats thy name, slave?

Harp. [at one end of the room.] Go look.

Geta. Tis Harpax voice.

Theoph. Harpax! go, drag the caitiff to my foot,
That I may stamp upon him.

Harp. [at the other end.] Fool, thou liest!

Geta. Hes yonder, now, my lord.

Theoph. Watch thou that end,
Whilst I make good this.

Harp. [in the middle.] Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. Search for him. [Exit Geta.] All this ground, methinks, is bloody,
And paved with thousands of those Christians eyes
Whom I have tortured; and they stare upon me.
What was this apparition? sure it had
A shape angelical. Mine eyes, though dazzled,
And daunted at first sight, tell me, it wore
A pair of glorious wings; yes, they were wings;
And hence he flew:   tis vanishd! Jupiter,
For all my sacrifices done to him,
Never once gave me smile.  How can stone smile?
Or wooden image laugh? [music.] Ha! I remember,
Such music gave a welcome to mine ear,
When the fair youth came to me: tis in the air,
Or from some better place; a Power divine,
Through my dark ignorance, on my soul does shine,
And makes me see a conscience all staind oer,
Nay, drownd and damnd for ever in Christian gore.

Harp. [within.] Ha, ha, ha!

Theoph. Again!  What dainty relish on my tongue
This fruit hath left! some angel hath me fed:
If so toothful, I will be banqueted. [Eats again.

Enter Harpax, in a fearful shape, fire flashing out of the Study.

Harp. Hold!

Theoph. Not for Cæsar.

Harp. But for me thou shalt.

Theoph. Thou art no twin to him that last was here.
Ye Powers, whom my soul bids me reverence, guard me!
What art thou?

Harp. I am thy master.

Theoph. Mine!

Harp. And thou my everlasting slave: that Harpax,
Who hand in hand hath led thee to thy hell,
Am I.

Theoph. Avaunt!

Harp. I will not; cast thou down
That basket with the things in t, and fetch up
What thou hast swallowd, and then take a drink,
Which I shall give thee, and Im gone.

Theoph. My fruit!
Does this offend thee? see! [Eats again.

Harp. Spit it to the earth,
And tread upon it, or Ill piecemeal tear thee.

Theoph. Art thou with this affrighted? see, heres more. [Pulls out a handful of flowers.

Harp. Fling them away, Ill take thee else, and hang thee
In a contorted chain of icicles,
In the frigid zone: down with them!

Theoph. At the bottom
One thing I found not yet. See!
[Holds up a cross of flowers.

Harp. Oh! I am tortured.

Theoph. Can this do t? hence, thou fiend infernal, hence!

Harp. Clasp Jupiters image, and away with that.

Theoph. At thee Ill fling that Jupiter; for, methinks,
I serve a better master: he now checks me
For murdering my two daughters, put on by thee.
By thy damnd rhetoric did I hunt the life
Of Dorothea, the holy virgin-martyr.
She is not angry with the axe, nor me,
But sends these presents to me; and Ill travel
Oer worlds to find her, and from her white hand
Beg a forgiveness.

Harp. No; Ill bind thee here.

Theoph. I serve a strength above thine; this small weapon,
Methinks, is armour hard enough.

Harp. Keep from me. [Sinks a little.

Theoph. Art posting to thy centre? down, hell-hound! down!
Me thou hast lost. That arm, which hurls thee hence, [Harpax disappears.
Save me, and set me up, the strong defence
In the fair Christian quarrel!

Enter Angelo.

Ang. Fix thy foot there,
Nor be thou shaken with a Cæsars voice,
Though thousand deaths were in it; and I then
Will bring thee to a river, that shall wash
Thy bloody hands clean and more white than snow;
And to that garden where these blest things grow,
And to that martyrd virgin, who hath sent
That heavenly token to thee: spread this brave wing,
And serve, than Cæsar, a far greater king. [Exit.

Theoph. It is, it is, some angel. Vanishd again!
Oh, come back, ravishing boy! bright messenger!
Thou hast, by these mine eyes fixd on thy beauty,
Illumined all my soul. Now look I back
On my black tyrannies, which, as they did
Outdare the bloodiest, thou, blest spirit, that leadst me,
Teach me what I must do, and, to do well,
That my last act the best may parallel. [Exit.


SCENE II.
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DIOCLESIANS PALACE.

Enter Dioclesian, Maximinus, the Kings of Epire, Pontus, and Macedon, meeting Artemia; Attendants.

Artem. Glory and conquest still attend upon
Triumphant Cæsar!

Diocle. Let thy wish, fair daughter,
Be equally divided; and hereafter
Learn thou to know and reverence Maximinus,
Whose power, with mine united, makes one Cæsar.

Max. But that I fear twould be held flattery,
The bonds considerd in which we stand tied,
As love and empire, I should say, till now
I neer had seen a lady I thought worthy
To be my mistress.

Artem. Sir, you show yourself
Both courtier and soldier; but take heed,
Take heed, my lord, though my dull-pointed beauty,
Staind by a harsh refusal in my servant,
Cannot dart forth such beams as may inflame you,
You may encounter such a powerful one,
That with a pleasing heat will thaw your heart,
Though bound in ribs of ice. Love still is Love;
His bow and arrows are the same: Great Julius,
That to his successors left the name of Cæsar,
Whom war could never tame, that with dry eyes
Beheld the large plains of Pharsalia coverd
With the dead carcases of senators,
And citizens of Rome; when the world knew
No other lord but him, struck deep in years too,
(And men gray-haird forget the loves of youth,)
After all this, meeting fair Cleopatra,
A suppliant too, the magic of her eye,
Even in his pride of conquest, took him captive:
Nor are you more secure.

Max. Were you deformd,
(But, by the gods, you are most excellent,)
Your gravity and discretion would oercome me;
And I should be more proud in being prisoner
To your fair virtues, than of all the honours,
Wealth, title, empire, that my sword hath purchased.

Diocle. This meets my wishes. Welcome it, Artemia,
With outstretchd arms, and study to forget
That Antoninus ever was: thy fate
Reserved thee for this better choice; embrace it.

Max. This happy match brings new nerves to give strength
To our continued league.

Diocle. Hymen himself
Will bless this marriage, which well solemnize
In the presence of these kings.

K. of Pontus. Who rest most happy,
To be eye-witnesses of a match that brings
Peace to the empire.

Diocle. We much thank your loves:
But wheres Sapritius, our governor,
And our most zealous provost, good Theophilus?
If ever prince were blest in a true servant,
Or could the gods be debtors to a man,
Both they and we stand far engaged to cherish
His piety and service.

Artem. Sir, the governor
Brooks sadly his sons loss, although he turnd
Apostata in death; but bold Theophilus,
Who for the same cause, in my presence, seald
His holy anger on his daughters hearts;
Having with tortures first tried to convert her,
Draggd the bewitching Christian to the scaffold,
And saw her lose her head.

Diocle. He is all worthy:
And from his own mouth I would gladly hear
The manner how she sufferd.

Artem. Twill be deliverd
With such contempt and scorn, (I know his nature,)
That rather twill beget your highness laughter,
Than the least pity.

Diocle. To that end I would hear it.

Enter Theophilus, Sapritius, and Macrinus.

Artem. He comes; with him the governor.

Diocle. O, Sapritius,
I am to chide you for your tenderness;
But yet, remembering that you are a father,
I will forget it. Good Theophilus,
Ill speak with you anon.  Nearer, your ear.
[To Sapritius.

Theoph. [aside to Macrinus.] By Antoninus soul, I do conjure you,
And though not for religion, for his friendship,
Without demanding whats the cause that moves me,
Receive my signet:  By the power of this,
Go to my prisons, and release all Christians,
That are in fetters there by my command.

Mac. But what shall follow?

Theoph. Haste then to the port;
You there shall find two tall ships ready riggd,
In which embark the poor distressed souls,
And bear them from the reach of tyranny.
Enquire not whither you are bound: the Deity
That they adore will give you prosperous winds,
And make your voyage such, and largely pay for
Your hazard, and your travail. Leave me here;
There is a scene that I must act alone:
Haste, good Macrinus; and the great God guide you!

Mac. Ill undertake t; theres something prompts me to it;
Tis to save innocent blood, a saint-like act:
And to be merciful has never been
By moral men themselves esteemd a sin. [Exit.

Diocle. You know your charge?

Sap. And will with care observe it.

Diocle. For I profess he is not Cæsars friend,
That sheds a tear for any torture that
A Christian suffers. Welcome, my best servant,
My careful, zealous provost! thou hast toild
To satisfy my will, though in extremes:
I love thee for t; thou art firm rock, no changeling.
Prithee deliver, and for my sake do it,
Without excess of bitterness, or scoffs,
Before my brother and these kings, how took
The Christian her death?

Theoph. And such a presence,
Though every private head in this large room
Were circled round with an imperial crown,
Her story will deserve, it is so full
Of excellence and wonder.

Diocle. Ha! how is this?

Theoph. O! mark it, therefore, and with that attention,
As you would hear an embassy from heaven
By a wingd legate; for the truth deliverd,
Both how, and what, this blessed virgin sufferd,
And Dorothea but hereafter named,
You will rise up with reverence, and no more,
As things unworthy of your thoughts, remember
What the canonized Spartan ladies were,
Which lying Greece so boasts of. Your own matrons,
Your Roman dames, whose figures you yet keep
As holy relics, in her history
Will find a second urn: Gracchus Cornelia,
Paulina, that in death desired to follow
Her husband Seneca, nor Brutus Portia,
That swallowd burning coals to overtake him,
Though all their several worths were given to one,
With this is to be mentiond.

Max. Is he mad?

Diocle. Why, they did die, Theophilus, and boldly;
This did no more.

Theoph. They, out of desperation,
Or for vain glory of an after-name,
Parted with life: this had not mutinous sons,
As the rash Gracchi were; nor was this saint
A doting mother, as Cornelia was.
This lost no husband, in whose overthrow
Her wealth and honour sunk; no fear of want
Did make her being tedious; but, aiming
At an immortal crown, and in His cause
Who only can bestow it; who sent down
Legions of ministering angels to bear up
Her spotless soul to heaven, who entertaind it
With choice celestial music, equal to
The motion of the spheres; she, uncompelld,
Changed this life for a better. My lord Sapritius,
You were present at her death; did you eer hear
Such ravishing sounds?

Sap. Yet you said then twas witchcraft,
And devilish illusions.

Theoph. I then heard it
With sinful ears, and belchd out blasphemous words
Against his Deity, which then I knew not,
Nor did believe in him.

Diocle. Why, dost thou now?
Or darst thou, in our hearing  

Theoph. Were my voice
As loud as is His thunder, to be heard
Through all the world, all potentates on earth
Ready to burst with rage, should they but hear it;
Though hell, to aid their malice, lent her furies,
Yet I would speak, and speak again, and boldly:
I am a Christian; and the Powers you worship,
But dreams of fools and madmen.

Max. Lay hands on him.

Diocle. Thou twice a child! for doting age so makes thee,
Thou couldst not else, thy pilgrimage of life
Being almost past through, in this last moment
Destroy whateer thou hast done good or great  
Thy youth did promise much; and, grown a man,
Thou madst it good, and, with increase of years,
Thy actions still betterd: as the sun,
Thou didst rise gloriously, keptst a constant course
In all thy journey; and now, in the evening,
When thou shouldst pass with honour to thy rest,
Wilt thou fall like a meteor?

Sap. Yet confess
That thou art mad, and that thy tongue and heart
Had no agreement.

Max. Do; no way is left, else,
To save thy life, Theophilus.

Diocle. But, refuse it,
Destruction as horrid, and as sudden,
Shall fall upon thee, as if hell stood open,
And thou wert sinking thither.

Theoph. Hear me, yet;
Hear, for my service past.

Artem. What will he say?

Theoph. As ever I deserved your favour, hear me,
And grant one boon; tis not for life I sue for;
Nor is it fit that I, that neer knew pity
To any Christian, being one myself,
Should look for any; no, I rather beg
The utmost of your cruelty. I stand
Accomptable for thousand Christians deaths;
And, were it possible that I could die
A day for every one, then live again
To be again tormented, twere to me
An easy penance, and I should pass through
A gentle cleansing fire; but, that denied me,
It being beyond the strength of feeble nature,
My suit is, you would have no pity on me.
In mine own house there are a thousand engines
Of studied cruelty, which I did prepare
For miserable Christians; let me feel,
As the Sicilian did his brazen bull,
The horridst you can find; and I will say,
In death, that you are merciful.

Diocle. Despair not;
In this thou shalt prevail. Go fetch them hither:
[Exit some of the Guard.
Death shall put on a thousand shapes at once,
And so appear before thee; racks, and whips!  
Thy flesh, with burning pincers torn, shall feed
The fire that heats them; and whats wanting to
The torture of thy body, Ill supply
In punishing thy mind. Fetch all the Christians
That are in hold; and here, before his face,
Cut them in pieces.

Theoph. Tis not in thy power:
It was the first good deed I ever did.
They are removed out of thy reach; howeer,
I was determined for my sins to die,
I first took order for their liberty;
And still I dare thy worst.

Re-enter Guard with racks and other instruments of torture.

Diocle. Bind him, I say;
Make every artery and sinew crack:
The slave that makes him give the loudest shriek,
Shall have ten thousand drachmas: wretch! Ill force thee
To curse the Power thou worshipst.

Theoph. Never, never:
No breath of mine shall eer be spent on Him,
[They torment him.
But what shall speak His majesty or mercy.
Im honourd in my sufferings. Weak tormentors,
More tortures, more:  alas! you are unskilful  
For heavens sake more; my breast is yet untorn:
Here purchase the reward that was propounded.
The irons cool,  here are arms yet, and thighs;
Spare no part of me.

Max. He endures beyond
The sufferance of a man.

Sap. No sigh nor groan,
To witness he hath feeling.

Diocle. Harder, villains!

Enter Harpax.

Harp. Unless that he blaspheme, hes lost for ever.
If torments ever could bring forth despair,
Let these compel him to it:  Oh me!
My ancient enemies again! [Falls down.

Enter Dorothea in a white robe, a crown upon her head, led in by Angelo; Antoninus, Calista, and Christeta following, all in white, but less glorious; Angelo holds out a crown to Theophilus.

Theoph. Most glorious vision!  
Did eer so hard a bed yield man a dream
So heavenly as this? I am confirmd,
Confirmd, you blessed spirits, and make haste
To take that crown of immortality
You offer to me. Death! till this blest minute,
I never thought thee slow-paced; nor would I
Hasten thee now, for any pain I suffer,
But that thou keepst me from a glorious wreath,
Which through this stormy way I would creep to,
And, humbly kneeling, with humility wear it.
Oh! now I feel thee:  blessed spirits! I come;
And, witness for me all these wounds and scars,
I die a soldier in the Christian wars. [Dies.

Sap. I have seen thousands tortured, but neer yet
A constancy like this.

Harp. I am twice damnd.

Ang. Haste to thy place appointed, cursed fiend!
[Harpax sinks with thunder and lightning.
In spite of hell, this soldiers not thy prey;
Tis I have won, thou that hast lost the day.
[Exit with Dor. &c.

Diocle. I think the centre of the earth be crackd  
Yet I stand still unmoved, and will go on:
The persecution that is here begun,
Through all the world with violence shall run.
[Flourish. Exeunt.


The Suns Darling (1624)
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In collaboration with John Ford

The Suns Darling was first licensed for performance by Henry Herbert, the Master of the Revels, on 3 March 1624 for the Lady Elizabeths Men at the Cockpit Theatre. It was published in quarto in 1656 by Andrew Pennycuicke, who commissioned T. Bell to print the work. Pennycuicke was a successful actor, bookseller and publisher during the mid-seventeenth century; he acted in plays right up until the closure of theatres at the beginning of the English Civil War in 1642. After the theatres closed, Pennycuicke needed to find a new profession and so he moved into publishing and bookselling; during the 1650s he was involved in publishing works by Philip Massinger and Robert Davenport, as well as John Ford and Dekker. There had been speculation by some scholars that The Suns Darling was simply a revision of a play Dekker wrote at the end of the sixteenth century, but this notion has been refuted and critics now believe that it was written as a collaboration between the playwrights shortly before it was first staged.

Pennycuicke dedicated the 1656 quarto edition of the play to Lady Newton (Sir Henry Newtons wife) and Thomas Wriothesley, 4th Earl of Southampton. The Suns Rising is a masque  a form of dramatic entertainment, often presented to the King or Queen, consisting of dancing, music and acting. It was described as a moral masque on the title page of 1656 quarto. The plot tells the story of Raybright, the favoured offspring of the Sun, who is given the opportunity to sample earthly delights for a year to help alleviate his melancholy. Of course, Raybright makes poor decisions while under bad and untrustworthy influences and must learn the error of his ways…
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Thomas Wriothesley, 4th Earl of Southampton by the School of Peter Lely, c. 1660
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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

THOMAS WRIOTHESLEY,

EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, LORD WRIOTHESLEY, OF TITCHFIELD,

ETC.

MY LORD,



HERODOTUS reports, that the Egyptians, by wrapping their dead in glass, present them lively to all posterity; but your lordship will do more, by the vivifying beams of your acceptation revive the parents of this orphan poem, and make them live to eternity. While the stage flourished, the poem lived by the breath of general applauses, and the virtual fervour of the court; but since hath languished for want of heat, and now, near shrunk-up with cold, creeps, with a shivering fear, to extend itself at the flames of your benignity. My lord, though it seems rough and forlorn, it is the issue of worthy parents, and we doubt not but you will find it accomplished with their virtue. Be pleased, then, my lord, to give it entertainment; the more destitute and needy it is, the greater reward may be challenged by your charity; and so, being sheltered under your wings, and comforted by the sunshine of your favour, it will become proof against the injustice of time, and, like one of Demetrius statues, appear fresher and fresher to all ages. My lord, were we not confident of the excellence of the piece, we should not dare to assume an impudence to prefer it to a person of your honour and known judgment; whose hearts are ready sacrifices to your name and honour; being, my lord, your lordships most humble and most obligedly submissive servants,

THEOPHILUS BIRD,

ANDREW PENNEYCUICKE.

READER,

IT is not here intended to present thee with the perfect analogy betwixt the world and man, which was made for man; nor their co-existence, the world determining with man: this, I presume, hath been by others treated on: but, drawing the curtain of this moral, you shall find him in his progression as followed!:

THE FIRST SEASON.
Presents him in the twilight of his age,
Not potgun-proof, and yet hell have his page:
This small knight-errant will encounter things
Above his perch, and like the partridge springs.

THE SECOND SEASON.
Folly, his squire, the Lady Humour brings,
Who in his ear far sweeter novels sings.
He follows them; forsakes the April queen,
And now the noontide of his age is seen.

THE THIRD SEASON.
As soon as, nervd with strength, he becomes weak,
Folly and Humour do his reason break;
Hurry him from his noontide to his even:
From summer to his autumn he is driven.

THE FOURTH SEASON.
And now the winter, or his nonage, takes him,
The sad remembrance of his errors wakes him;
Folly and Humour fain hed cast away,
But they will never leave him till hes clay:
Thus man as clay descends, ascends in spirit;
Dust goes to dust, the soul unto its merit.


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.
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PHŒBUS, the Sun.
RAYBRIGHT, the Suns Darling.
Lady SPRING.

Her attendants:
YOUTH
DELIGHT
HEALTH

SUMMER.
PLENTY.
POMONA.
CUPID.
FORTUNE.
AUTUMN.
BACCHANALIAN.
BOUNTY.
WINTER.
CONCEIT.
DETRACTION.
TIME.
PRIEST OF THE SUN.
Lady HUMOUR.
FOLLY.
ÆOLUS.

A Soldier, a Spaniard, an Italian Dancer, a French Tailor, a Forester, Masquers, Clowns, &c.


ACT I.


SCENE I. A temple with an altar. 
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RAYBRIGHT DISCOVERED ASLEEP.

Enter the Priest of the Sun.

Priest. Let your tunes, you sweet-voicd spheres,
Oertake him:
Charm his fancies, ope his ears;
Now wake him! [Music within.

SONG.

Fancies are but streams
Of vain pleasure:
They who by their dreams
True joys measure,
Feasting starve, laughing weep,
Playing smart; whilst in sleep
Fools, with shadows smiling,
Wake and find
Hopes like wind,
Idle hopes, beguiling.
Thoughts fly away; time hath passd em:
Wake now, awake! see and taste em!

Ray. [waking] That I might ever slumber, and enjoy
Contents as happy as the souls best wishes
Can fancy or imagine. Tis a cruelty
Beyond example to usurp the peace
I sat enthrond in: who wast pluckd me from it?

Priest. Young man, look hither.

Ray. Good, I envy not
The pomp of your high office; all preferment
Of earthly glories are to me diseases,
Infecting those sound parts which should preserve
The flattering retribution to my thankfulness.
The times are better to me; theres no taste
Left on the palate of my discontent
To catch at empty hopes, whose only blessedness
Depends on being miserable.

Priest. Raybright,
Thou drawst thy great descent from my grand patron,
The Sun, whose priest I am.

Ray. For small advantage.
He who is high-born never mounts yon battlemen[ts]
Of sparkling stars, unless he be in spirit
As humble as the child of one that sweats
To eat the dear-earnd bread of honest thrift

Priest. Hast thou not flowd in honours?

Ray. Honours! Id not be baited with my fears
Of losing em, to be their monstrous creature
An age together: tis, beside, as comfortable
To die upon th embroidery of the grass
Unminded, as to set a world at gaze,
Whilst from a pinnacle I tumble down
And break my neck, to be talkd of and wonderd at

Priest. You have worn rich habits.

Ray. Fine ass-trappings!
A pedlars heir turnd gallant follows fashion,
Can by a cross-leggd tailor be transformd
Into a jack-an-apes of passing bravery.
Tis a stout happiness to wear good clothes,
Yet live and die a fool!  mew!
Priest Youve had choice
Of beauties to enrich your marriage-bed.

Ray. Monkeys and paraquitoes are as pretty
To play withal, though not indeed so gentle.
Honestys indeed a fine jewel, but the Indies
Where t grows is hard to be discoverd: troth, sir,
I care for no long travels with lost labour.

Priest. Pleasures of every sense have been your servants,
Whenas youve commanded them.

Ray. To threaten ruin,
Corrupt the purity of knowledge, wrest
Desires of better life to those of this,
This scurvy one, this life scarce worth the keeping!

Priest. Tis melancholy and too fond indulgence
To your own dulld affections sway your judgment;
You could not else be thus lost, or suspect
The care your ancestor the Sun takes of ye.

Ray. The care! the scorn he throws on me.

Priest. Fie, fie!
Have you been sent out into strange[r] lands,
Seen courts of foreign kings, by them been gracd,
To bring home such neglect?

Ray. Ive reason fort.

Priest. Pray show it.

Ray. Since my coming home Ive found
More sweets in one unprofitable dream
Than in my lifes whole pilgrimage.

Priest. Your fantasy
Misleads your judgment vainly. Sir, in brief,
I am to tell you how I have receivd
From your progenitor, my lord the Sun,
A token, that he visibly will descend
From the celestial orb, to gratify
All your wild longings.

Ray. Very likely! when, pray?
The world the whiles shall be beholding to him
For a long night; new-married men will curse,
Though their brides tickle fort: O, candle and lantern
Will grow to an excessive rate i th city!

Priest. These are but flashes of a brain disorderd:
Contain your float of spleen in seemly bounds;
Your eyes shall be your witness.

Ray. He may come.

Enter TIME, whipping FOLLY in rags before him.

Time. Hence, hence, thou shame of nature, mankinds foil!
Time whips thee from the world, kicks thee and scorns thee.

Pol. Whip me from the world! why whip? am I a dog, a cur, a mongrel? baw-waw! do thy worst; I defy thee. [Sings.

I will roar and squander,
Cozen and be drunk too;
Ill maintain my pander,
Keep my horse and punk too;
Brawl and scuffle.
Shift and shuffle.
Swagger in my potmeals;
Damn-mes rank with;
Do mad prank with
Roaring-boys and Oatmeals.
Pox o time., I care not;
Being past, tis nothing, m be free and spare not;
Sorrows are lifts loathing.
Melancholy
Is but folly;
Mirth and youth are plotters:
Time, go hang thee!
I will bang thee,
Though I die in totters.

And what think you of this, you old doting, motheaten, bearded rascal? as I am Folly by the mothers side, and a true-bred gentleman, I will sing thee to death, if thou vex me. Cannot a man of fashion, for his pleasure, put on, now and then, his working-day robes of humility, but he must presently be subject to a beadles rod of correction? Go, mend thyself, cannibal! tis not without need; I am sure the times were never more beggarly and proud: waiting-women flaunt it in cast suits, and their ladies fall for em; knaves over-brave wise men, while wise men stand with cap and knee to fools. Pitiful Time! pitiful Time!

Time. Out, foul, prodigious, and abortive birth!
Behold, the sand-glass of thy days is broke.

Fol. Bring me another; Ill shatter that too.

Time. No, thoust misspent thy hours, lavished], fool-like,
The circuit of thy life in ceaseless riots;
It is not therefore fit that thou shouldst live
In such a court as the Suns majesty
Vouchsafes t illuminate with his bright beams.

Fol. In any court, father baldpate, where my grannam the Moon shows her horns, except the Consistory Court; and there she need not appear, cuckolds carry such sharp stilettos in their foreheads. Ill live here, and laugh at the bravery of ignorance, maugre thy scurvy and abominable beard.

Time. Priest of the Sun, tis near about the minute
Thy patron will descend; scourge hence this trifle:
Time is neer lost, till, in the common schools
Of impudence, time meets with wilful fools. [Exit.

Fol. Farewell 1538! I might have said 5000; but the others long enough o conscience to be honest conditioned  pox on him! its a notable railing whipper, of a plain Time-whipper.

Priest. You heard the charge he left

Fol. Ay, ay, he may give a charge; he has been a petty court-holder ever since he was a minute old; he took you for a foreman of a jury.

Ray. Pray, sir, what are you?

Fol. No matter what: what are you?

Ray. Not as you are, I thank my better fates;
I am grandchild to the Sun.

Fol. And I am cousin-german, some two or three hundred removes off, to the Moon, and my name is Folly.

Ray. Folly, sir! of what quality?

Fol. Quality! any quality in fashion; drinking, whoring, singing, dancing, dicing, swearing, roaring, foisting, lying, cogging, canting, et cœtera. Will you have any more?

Ray. You have a merry heart, if you can guide it.

Fol. Yes, faith, so, so: I laugh not at those whom
I fear; I fear not those whom I love; and I love not any whom I laugh not at: pretty strange humour, ist not?

Ray. To any one that knows you not, it is.

Priest. You must avoid.

Fol. Away, away! I have no such meaning, indeed, la! [Music of recorders.

Priest. Hark, the fair hour is come; draw to the altar,
And, with amazement, reverence, and comfort,
Behold the broad-eyd lamp of heaven descending!
Stand!

The SUN appears above.

Fol. O, brave!

Priest. Stand!

SONG.

Glorious and bright l lo, here we bend
Before thy throne; trembling attend
Thy sacred pleasures: be pleasd, then,
To shower thy comforts down, that men
May freely taste in lifes extremes
The influence of thy powerful beams?

Ray. Let not my fate too swiftly run,
Till thou acknowledge me thy son:
O, theres no joy even from the womb
Of frailty, till we be calld home.

Fol. Now am I an arrant rascal, and cannot speak one word for myself, if I were hanged.

Sun. Raybright!

Priest. It calls ye; answer.

Ray. Lord and father!

Sun. We know thy cares; appear to give release:
Boldly make thy demands, for we will please
To grant Whateer thou sust for.

Ray. Fair-beamd sir!
I dare not greedily prefer
Eternity of earths delights
Before that duty which invites
My filial piety: in this
Your love shall perfect my hearts bliss,
If I but for one only year
Enjoy the several pleasures here,
Which every season in his kind
Can bless a mortal with.

Sun. I find
Thy reason breeds thy appetite, and grant it;
Thou masterist thy desire, and shalt not want it.  
To the Spring-garden let him be conveyd,
And entertaind there by that lovely maid;
All the varieties the Spring can show
Be subject to his will.

Priest. Lights lord, we go.
[Exeunt Priest and Ray.

Pol. And I will follow, that am not in love with such fopperies. [Exit.

Sun. We must descend, and leave awhile our sphere,
To greet the world.  Ha! there does now appear
A circle in this round of beams that shine
As if their friendly lights would darken mine:
No, let em shine-out still, for these are they
By whose sweet favours, when our warmths decay,
Even in the storms of winter, daily nourish
Our active motions, which in summer flourish,
By their fair quickening dews of noble loves:
O, may you all, like stars, whilst swift time moves,
Stand fixd in firmaments of blest content!
Meanwhile [the] recreations we present
Shall strive to please:  I have the foremost tract;
Each Season else begins and ends an Act.
[The Sun disappears.


ACT II.


SCENE I. The garden of SPRING.
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ENTER SPRING, RAYBRIGHT, YOUTH, HEALTH, and DELIGHT.

Spring. Welcome! The mother of the year, the
Spring,
That mother on whose back Age neer can sit,
For Age still waits on her; that Spring, the nurse
Whose milk the Summer sucks, and is made wanton;
Physician to the sick, strength to the sound,
By whom all things above and under ground
Are quickend with new heat, fresh blood, brave vigour,  
That Spring on thy fair cheeks in kisses lays
Ten thousand welcomes, free as are those rays
From which thy name thou borrowst,  glorious name,
RAYBRIGHT, as bright in person as in fame!

Ray. Your eyes amazd me first, but now mine ears
Feel your tongues charm; in you move all the spheres.
O, lady! would the Sun, which gave me life,
Had never sent me to you!

Spring. Why? all my veins
Shrink up, as if cold Winter were come back,
And with his frozen beard had numbd my lips,
To hear that sigh fly from you.

Ray. Round about me
A firmament of such full blessings shine,
I in your sphere seem a star more divine
Than in my fathers chariot should I ride
One year about the world in all his pride.

Spring. O, that sweet breath revives me! if thou never
Partst hence,  as part thou shalt not,  be happy ever!

Ray. I know I shall.

Spring. Thou, to buy whose state
Kings would lay down their crowns, fresh Youth, wait,
I charge thee, on my darling.

Youth. Madam, I shall,
And on his smooth cheek such sweet roses set,
You still shall sit to gather them; and when
Their colours fade, [like] brave shall spring agen.

Spring. Thou, without whom they that have hills of gold
Are slaves and wretches, Health, that canst nor be sold
Nor bought, I charge thee make his heart a tower
Guarded, for there lies the Springs paramour.

Health. One of my hands is writing still in heaven,
For thats Healths library; tother, on the earth,
Is physics treasurer, and what wealth those lay
Up for my queen, all shall his will obey.

Ray. Mortality, sure, falls from me.

Spring. Thou to whose tunes
The five nice senses dance; thou that dost spin
Those golden threads all women love to wind,
And but for whom man would cut-off mankind,  
Delight, not base, but noble, touch thy lyre,
And fill my court with brightest Delphic fire.

Del. Hover, you wingd musicians, in the air!
Clouds, leave your dancing! no winds stir but fair!

Health. Leave blustering, March!

Song by Delight.

What bird so sings, yet so does wail?
Tis Philomell the Nightingale.

Jugg, jugg, jugg, term she cries,
And, hating earth, to heaven she flies.
[The cuckow is heard.

Ha, ha! hark, hark! the cuckows sing
Cuckow, to welcome in the Spring.

Brave prick-song! who ist now we hear?
Tis the larks silver leer-a-leer.
Chirup the sparrow flies away;
For he fell tot ere break of day.
[The cuckow again.

Ha, ha! hark, hark! the cuckows sing
Cuckow! to welcome in the Spring.

Spring. How does my sun-born sweetheart like his queen,
Her court, her train?

Ray. Wondrous; such neer were seen.

Health. Fresher and fresher pastimes! one delight
Is a disease to th wanton appetite.
Del, Music, take Echos voice, and dance quick rounds
To thine own times in repercussive sounds.

[An echo of cornets.

Spring,. Enough! I will not weary thee. [Exit Del.
Pleasures, change!
Thou as the Sun in a free zodiac range.
Re-enter DELIGHT.

Del. A company of rural fellows, facd
Like lovers of your laws, beg to be gracd
Before your highness, to present their sport.

Spring. What ist?

Del. A morris.

Spring. Give them our court.
Stay, these dull birds may make thee stop thine ear;
Take thou my lightning, none but laurel here
Shall scape thy blasting: whom thou wilt confound,
Smite; let those stand who in thy choice sit crownd.

Ray. Let these, then, I may surfeit else on sweets;
Sound sleeps do not still lie in princes sheets.

Spring. Beckon the rurals in; the country-gray
Seldom ploughs treason: shouldst thou be stoln away
By great ones,  thats my fear.

Ray. Fear it not, lady;
Should all the worlds black sorceries be laid
To blow me hence, I move not.

Enter the Morris-dancers.

Spring. I am made
that word the earths empress.

A DANCE.

Are not
These sports too rustic?

Ray. No; pretty and pleasing.

Spring. My youngest girl, the violet-breathing
May,
Being told by Flora that my love dwelt here,
Is come to do you service: will you please
To honour her arrival?

Ray. I shall attend.

Spring. On, then; [Exeunt Morris-dancers. and bid my rosy-fingerd May
Rob hills and dales, with sweets to strow his way.
[Exit, followed by Youth and Health.

Enter FOLLY, and whispers RAYBRIGHT.

Ray. An empress, sayst thou, falln in love with me?

Fol. Shes a great woman, and all great women wish to be empresses; her name, the Lady Humour.

Ray. Strange name! I never saw her, knew her not:
What kind of creature is she?

Fol. Creature! of a skin soft as pomatum, sleek as jelly, white as blanched almonds; no mercers wife ever handled yard with a prettier [hand]; breath sweet as a monkeys; lips of cherries, teeth of pearl, eyes of diamond, foot and leg as  

Ray. And whats thy name?

Fol. Tis but a folly to tell it; my name is Folly.

Ray. Humour and Folly! To my listening ear
The ladys praises often have been sung;
Thy trumpet, sounding forth her graceful beauties,
Kindles high flames within me to behold her.

Fol. Shes as hot as you for your heart

Ray. This lady, calld the Spring, is an odd trifle.

Fol. A green-sickness thing. I came by the way of a hobby-horse letter-of-attomey, sent by my lady as a spy to you. Spring, a hot lady! a few fields and gardens lass. Can you feed upon salads and tansies? eat like an ass upon grass every day? At my ladys comes to you now a goose, now a woodcock; nothing but fowl; fowl pies, platters all covered with fowl; and is not fowl very good fare?

Ray. Yea, marry, ist, sir; the fowl being kept clean.
My admiration wastes itself in longings
To see this rare piece: Ill see her: what are kings,
Were not their pleasures varied? shall not mine, then?
Should day last ever, twould be loathd as night;
Change is the sauce that sharpens appetite.
The way? Ill to her.

Fol. The way is windy and narrow; for, look you,
I do but wind this comet, and if another answer it, she comes.

Ray. Be quick, then.

[Folly winds his cornet, and is answered from without.

Enter HUMOUR, followed by a Soldier, a Spaniard, an Italian Dancer, and a French Tailor.

Hum. Is this that flower the Spring so dotes upon?

Fol. This is that honeysuckle she sticks in her ruff.

Hum. [aside] A bedfellow for a fairy!

Ray. Admird perfection,
You set my praises to so high a tune,
My merits cannot reach em.

Hum. My heart-strings shall, then,
As mine eye gives that sentence on thy person,
And never was mine eye a corrupt judge.
That judge to save thee would condemn a world,
And lose mankind to gain thee: tis not the Spring,
With all her gaudy arbours, nor perfumes
Sent up in flattering incense to the Sun,
For shooting glances at her, and for sending
Whole quires of singers to her every mom,
With all her amorous fires, can heat thy blood
As I can with one kiss.

Ray. The rose-lippd dawning
Is not so melting, so delicious:
Turn me into a bird, that I may sit
Still singing in such boughs.

Hum. What bird?

Fol. A ring-tail.

Hum. Thou shalt be turnd to nothing but to mine,
My Mine of pleasures, which no hand shall rifle
But this, which in warm nectar bathes the palm.  
Invent some other tires! Music!  stay,  none!  

Fol. Hoyday!

Hum. New gowns, fresh fashions! Im not brave enough
To make thee wonder at me.

Ray. Not the Moon,
Riding at midnight in her crystal chariot,
With all her courtiers in their robes of stars,
Is half so glorious.
Hum, This feather was a bird-of-paradise;
Shall it be yours?

Ray. No kingdom buys it from me.

Fol. Being in fools paradise he must not lose his bauble.

Ray. Im wrapt  

Fol. In your mothers smock.

Ray. Im wrapt above mans being, in being spherd
In such a globe of rarities: but say, lady,
What these are that attend you?

Hum. All my attendants
Shall be to thee sworn servants.

Fol. Folly is sworn to him already never to leave him.

Ray. He?

Fol. A French gentleman, that trails a Spanish pike; a tailor.

Tail. Wee, mounsieur; hey! nimbla upon de crosscaper; me take a de measure of de body from de top a de noddle to de heel and great-toe; O, dish be fine! dis collar is cut out in anger scurvy: O, dis beeshes pincha de burn; me put one French yard into de toder hose.

Fol. No French yards; they want a[n English] yard at least.

Ray. Shall I be brave, then?

Hum. Golden as the sun.

Ray. Whats he that looks so smickly?

Fol. A flounder in a frying-pan, still skipping; one that loves mutton so well, he always carries capers about him; his brains lie in his legs, and his legs serve him to no other use than to do tricks, as if he had bought em of a juggler: hes an Italian dancer, his name  

Dan. Signor Lavolta, messer mio; me tesha all de bella corantoes, gagliardas, pianettas, capeorettas, amorettas, dolche dolche, to declamante do bona-robas de Toscana.

Ray. I neer shall be so nimble.

Fol. Yes, if you pour quicksilver into your shinbones, as he does.

Ray. This now?

Fol. A most sweet Spaniard.

Span. A confecianador, which in your tongue is a comfit-maker, of Toledo. I can teach sugar to slip down your throat a million of ways  

Fol. And the throat has but one in all; O, Toledo!

Span. In conserves, candies, marmalades, sincadoes, ponadoes, marablane, bergamoto, aranxues muria, limons, berengenas of Toledo, oriones, potatoes of Malaga, and ten millions more.

Fol. Now tis ten millions! a Spaniard can multiply.

Span. I am your servidor.

Ray. My palate pleasd too!  Whats this last?

Sold. I am a gun that can roar, two stilettoes in one sheath; I can fight and bounce too. My lady, by me, presents this sword and belt to you.

Ray. Incomparable mistress!

Hum. Put them on.

Sold. Ill drill you how to give the lie, and stab in the punto; if you dare not fight, then how to vamp a rotten quarrel without ado.

Ray. How! dare not fight! theres in me the Suns fire.

Hum. No more of this:  [Dances]  awake the music! Oyes! music!

Ray. No more of this:  this sword arms me for battle.

Hum. Come, then, let thou and I rise up in arms;
The field, embraces; kisses, our alarms.
Fol. A dancer and a tailor! yet stand still? Strike up. [Music. A dance.

Re-enter SPRING, HEALTH, YOUTH, DELIGHT.

Spring. O, thou enticing strumpet! how durst thou
Throw thy voluptuous spells about a temple
Thats consecrate to me?

Hum. Poor Spring, goody herbwife!
How darst thou cast a glance on this rich jewel
I ha bought for my own wearing?

Spring. Bought! art thou sold, then?

Ray. Yes, with her gifts; she buys me with her graces.

Health. Graces! a witch!

Spring. What can she give thee?  

Ray. All things.

Spring. Which I for one bubble cannot add a sea to?

Fol. And show him a hobby-horse in my likeness.

Spring. My Raybright, hear me; I regard not these.

Ray. What dowry can you bring me?

Spring. Dowry! ha!
Ist come to this? am I held poor and base?
A girdle make, whose buckles, stretchd to th length,
Shall reach from th arctic to th antarctic pole;
What ground soeer thou canst with that enclose
Ill give thee freely: not a lark, that calls
The morning up, shall build on any turf
But she shall be thy tenant, call thee lord,
And for her rent pay thee in change of songs.

Ray. I must turn birdcatcher.

Fol. Do you think to have him for a song?

Hum. Live with me still, and all the measures
Playd-to by the spheres Ill teach thee;
Lets but thus dally, all the pleasures
The moon beholds her man shall reach thee.

Ray. Divinest!

Fol. Heres a lady!

Spring. Ist come to who gives most?
The selfsame bay-tree into which was turnd
Peneian Daphne I have still kept green;
That tree shall now be thine; about it sit
All the old poets with fresh laurel crownd,
Singing in verse the praise of chastity;
Hither when thou shalt come, they all shall rise,
Sweet cantos of thy love and mine to sing,
And invoke none but thee as Delian king.

Ray. Live by singing ballads!

Fol. O, base! turn poet? I would not be one myself.

Hum. Dwell in mine arms; aloft well hover,
And see fields of armies fighting:
O, part not from me! Ill discover
There all but books of fancys writing.

Del. Not far off stands the Hippocrenian well
Whither Ill lead thee; and but drinking there,
To welcome thee Nine Muses shall appear,
And with full bowels of knowledge thee inspire.

Ray. Hang knowledge! drown your Muse[s]!

Fol. Ay, ay, or theyll drown themselves in sack and claret

Hum. Do not regard their toys;
Be but my darling, age to free thee
From her curse shall fall a-dying;
Call me thy empress, Time to see thee
Shall forget his art of flying.

Ray. O, my all excellence!
Spring [to Health]. Speak thou for me; I am fainting.

Health. Leave her; take this, and travel through the world;
Ill bring thee into all the courts of kings,
Where thou shalt stay, and learn their languages;
Kiss ladies, revel out the nights in dancing,
The day [in] manly pastimes; snatch from Time
His glass, and let the golden sands run forth
As thou shalt jog them; riot it, go brave;
Spend half a world, my queen shall bear thee out:
Yet all this while, though thou climb hills of years,
Shall not one wrinkle sit upon thy brow,
Nor any sickness shake thee; Youth and Health,
As slaves, shall lackey by thy chariot-wheels:
And who for two such jewels would not sell
Th East and West Indies? both are thine, so that  

Ray. What?

Fol. All lies! gallop oer the world, and not grow old nor be sick? a lie! One gallant went but into France last day, and was never his own man since; another stept but into the Low Countries, and was drunk dead under the table; another did but peep into
England, and it cost him more in good-morrows, blown up to him under his window by drums and trumpets, than his whole voyage; besides he run mad upont.

Hum. Heres my last farewell: ride along with me;
Ill raise by art out of base earth a palace,
* * * * a crystal stream,
Whither thyself, waving * * * *
Shalt call together the most glorious spirits
Of all the kings that have been in the world;
And they shall come, only to feast with thee.

Ray. Rare!

Hum. At one end of this palace shall be heard
That music which gives motion to the heaven;
And in the midst Orpheus shall sit and weep
For sorrow that his lute had not the charms
To bring his fair Eurydice from hell:
Then, at another end,  

Ray. Ill hear no more:
This ends your strife; you only I adore. [To Hum.

Spring. O, I am sick at heart! unthankful man,
Tis thou hast wounded me; farewell!
[Spring is led in by Delight.

Ray. Farewell.

Fol. Health, recover her; sirrah Youth, look to her.

Health. That bird that in her nest sleeps out the spring
May fly in summer; but  with sickly wing.
[Exeunt Health and Youth.

Ray. I owe thee for this pill, doctor.

Hum. The Spring will die, sure.

Ray. Let her!

Hum. If she does,
Folly here is a kind of a foolish poet,
And he shall write her epitaph.

Ray. Against the morning
See it, then, writ, and Ill reward thee for it.

Fol. It shall not need.

Ray. Tis like it shall not need;
This is your Folly?

Hum. He shall be ever yours.

Fol. I hope ever to be mine own folly; hes one of our fellows.

Hum. In triumph now I lead thee;  no, be thou
Cæsar,
And lead me.

Ray. Neither; well ride with equal state
Both in one chariot, since we have equal fate.

Hum. Each do his office to this man, your lord;
For though Delight and Youth and Health should leave him,
This ivory-gated palace shall receive him. [Exeunt.


ACT III.


SCENE I. The confines of Spring and Summer.
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Enter RAYBRIGHT melancholy.

Ray. O, my dear love the Spring, Im cheated of thee!
Thou hadst a body, the four elements
Dwelt never in a fairer; a mind princely;
Thy language, like thy singers, musical.
How cool wert thou in anger! in thy diet
How temperate, and yet sumptuous! thou wouldst not waste
The weight of a sad violet in excess,
Yet still thy board had dishes numberless:
Dumb beasts even lovèd thee; once a young lark
Sat on thy hand, and gazing on thine eyes
Mounted and sung, thinking them moving skies.

Enter FOLLY.

Fol. I ha done, my lord; my Muse has pumped hard for an epitaph upon the late departed Spring, and here her lines spring up.

Ray. Read.

Fol. Read! so I will, please you to reach me your high ears.

Here lies the blithe Spring
Who first taught birds to sing,
Yet in April herself fell a-crying;
Then May growing hot,
A sweating-sickness she got,
And the first of June lay a-dying.

Yet no month can say
But her merry daughter May
Stuck her coffin with flowers great plenty;
The cookoo sung in verse
An epitaph der her hearse,
But assure you the lines were not dainty.

Ray. No more are thine, thou idiot! hast thou none
To poison with thy nasty jigs but mine,
My matchless frame of nature, creations wonder?
Out of my sight!

Fol. I am not int; if I were, youd see but scurvily. You find fault as patrons do with books, to give nothing.

Ray. Yes, bald one, beastly base one, blockish  away!
Vex me not, fool; turn out o doors your roarer,
French tailor, and that Spanish gingerbread,
And your Italian skipper; then, sir, yourself.

Fol. Myself! Carbonado me, bastinado me, strappado me, hang me, Ill not stir; poor Folly, honest Folly, jocundary Folly forsake your lordship! no true gentleman hates me; and how many women are given daily to me,  if I would take em,  some not far off know. Tailor gone, Spanish fig gone, all gone, but I  

Enter HUMOUR.

Hum. My waiters quoited off by you! you flay them!
Whence come these thunderbolts? what Furies haunt you?

Ray. You.

Fol. She!

Ray. Yes, and thou.

Fol. Baw-waw!

Ray. I shall grow old, diseasd, and melancholy;
For you have robbd me both of Youth and Health,
And that Delight my Spring bestowd upon me:
But for you two, I should be wondrous good;
By you I have been cozend, baffled, torn
From the embracements of the noblest creature  

Hum. Your Spring?

Ray. Yes, she, even she, only the Spring.
One morning spent with her was worth ten nights
With ten of the prime beauties in the world:
She was unhappy never, but in two sons,
March, a rude roaring fool,  

Fol. And April, a whining puppy.

Hum. But May was a fine piece.

Ray. Mirror of faces.

Fol. Indeed, May was a sweet creature; and yet a great raiser of Maypoles.

Hum. When will you sing my praises thus?

Ray. Thy praises,
That art a common creature!

Hum. Common!

Ray. Yes, common:
I cannot pass through any princes court,
Through any country, camp, town, city, village,
But up your name is cried, nay cursd; a vengeance
On this your debauchd Humour!

Fol. A vintner spoke those very words last night to a company of roaring-boys that would not pay their reckoning.

Ray. How many bastards hast thou?

Hum. None.

Ray. Tis a lie;
Be judg[d] by this your squire else.

Fol. Squire! worshipful Master Folly.

Ray. The courtier has his Humour, has he not,
Folly?

Fol. Yes, marry has he  folly: the courtiers humour is to be brave, and not pay fort; to be proud, and no man cares fort.

Ray. Brave ladies have their humours.

Fol. Who has to do with that but brave lords?

Ray. Your citizens have brave humours.

Fol. O, but their wives have tickling humours.

Hum. Yet done?

Fol. Humour, madam! if all are your bastards that are given to humour you, you have a company of as arrant rascals to your children as ever went to the gallows: a collier being drunk jostled a knight into the kennel, and cried, twas his humour; the knight broke his coxcomb, and that was his humour.

Ray. And yet you are not common!

Hum. No matter what I am:
Rail, curse, be frantic; get you to the tomb
Of your rare mistress; dig up your dead Spring,
And lie with her, kiss her: me have you lost

Fol. And I scorn to be found.

Ray. Stay; must I lose all comfort? dearest, stay;
Theres such a deal of magic in those eyes,
Im charmd to kiss these only.

Fol. Are you so? kiss on: Ill be kissed somewhere, I warrant

Ray. I will not leave my Folly for a world.

Fol. Nor I you for ten.

Ray. Nor thee, my love, for worlds pild upon worlds.

Hum. If ever for the Spring you do but sigh,
I take my bells.

Fol. And I my hobby-horse:  will you be merry, then, and jocund?

Ray. As merry as the cuckoos of the spring.

Fol. Again!

Ray. How, lady, lies the way?

Hum. Ill be your convoy,
And bring you to the court of the Suns queen,
Summer, a glorious and majestic creature,
Her face outshining the poor Springs as far
As a sunbeam does a lamp, the moon a star.

Ray. Such are the spheres Id move in.  Attend us, Folly. [Exeunt.


SCENE II. Near the SUMMERS court.

[image: img63.jpg]

ENTER RAYBRIGHT AND HUMOUR.

Ray. I muse my nimble Folly stays so long.

Hum. Hes quick enough of foot, and counts, I swear,
That minute cast away not spent on you.

Ray. His company is music next to yours
Both of you are a consort, and your tunes
Lull me asleep; and when I most am sad,
My sorrows vanish from me in soft dreams:
But how far must we travel? Ist our motion
[That] puts us in this heat, or is the air
In love with us, it clings with such embraces,
It keeps us in this warmth?

Hum. This shows her court
Is not far off, you covet so to see;
Her subjects seldom kindle needless fires,
The Sun lends them his flames.

Ray. Has she rare buildings?

Hum. Magnificent and curious: every noon
The horses of the day bait there; whilst he,
Who in a golden chariot makes them gallop
In twelve hours oer the world, alights awhile
To give a love-kiss to the Summer-queen.

Ray. And shall we have fine sights there?

Hum. O!

Ray. And hear
More ravishing music?

Hum. All the quiristers
That learnd to sing i the temple of the Spring
By her attain such cunning, that when the winds
Roar and are mad, and clouds in antic gambols
Dance oer our heads, their voices have such charms
Theyll all stand still to listen.

Ray. Excellent.

Enter FOLLY.

Fol. I sweat like a pampered jade of Asia, and drop like a cobnut out of Africa  
Enter a Forester.

Fores. Back! whither go you?
[Fol.] Oyes! this way.

Fores. None must pass:
Heres kept no open court; our queen this day
Rides forth a-hunting, and the air being hot,
She will not have rude throngs so stifle her.
Back! [Exeunt.


SCENE III. The court of SUMMER.
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ENTER SUMMER AND DELIGHT.

Sum. And did break her heart, then?

Del. Yes, with disdain.

Sunt. The heart of my dear mother-nurse, the
Spring!
Ill break his heart fort: had she not a face
Too tempting for a Jove?

Del. The Graces sat
On her fair eyelids ever; but his youth,
Lusting for change, so doted on a lady,
Fantastic and yet fair, a piece of wonder,  
They call her Humour, and her parasite Folly,  
He cast the sweet Spring off, and turnd us from him:
Yet his celestial kinsman,  for young Raybright
Is the SUNS DARLING,  knowing his journeying hither
To see thy glorious court, sends me before
T attend upon you, and spend all my hours
In care for him. [Recorders.

The SUN appears above.

Sun. Obey your charge!  O, thou builder [Kneels.
Of me thy handmaid! landlord of my life!
Life of my love! throne where my glories sit!
I ride in triumph on a silver cloud,
Now I but see thee.

Sun. Rise! [She rises.] Is Raybright come yet?

Del. Not yet.

Sun. Be you indulgent over him;  

Enter PLENTY.

And lavish thou thy treasure.

Plen. Our princely cousin
Raybright, your Darling, and the worlds delight,
Is come.

Sun. Who with him?

Plen. A goddess in a woman,
Attended by a prating saucy fellow
Calld Folly.

Sun. Theyll confound him  
But he shall run [his course]: go and receive him.
[Exit Plenty.

Sum. Your sparkling eyes, and his arrival, draws
Heaps of admirers; earth itself will sweat
To bear our weights. Vouchsafe, bright power, to borrow
Winds not too rough from Æolus, to fan
Our glowing faces.

Sun. I will.  Ho, Æolus!
Unlock the jail, and lend a wind or two
To fan my girl the Summer.

Æol. [within] I will.

Sun. No roarers.

Æol. [within] No.

Sun. Quickly.

Æol. [within] Fly, you slaves!
Summer sweats; cool her.
[Hautboys. The Sun takes his seat above.

Enter RAYBRIGHT, HUMOUR, PLENTY, FOLLY, Country-fellows, and Wenches.

SONG.

Haymakers, rakers, reapers, and mowers,
Wait on your Summer-queen;
Dress up with musk-rose her eglantine bowers,
Daffodils strew the green;
Sing, dance, and play,
Tis holiday;
The Sun does bravely shine
On our ears of corn.
Rich as a pearl
Comes every girl;
This is mine, this is mine, this is mine;
Let us die, ere away they be borne.

Bow to the Sun, to our queen, and that fair one
Come to behold our sports:
Each bonny lass here is counted a rare one,
As those in princes courts.
These and we
With country glee
Will teach the woods to resound,
And the hills with echoes holl<no:
Skipping lambs
Their bleeding dams,
Mongst kids shall trip it round;
For joy thus our wenches we follow.

Wind, jolly huntsmen, your neat bugles shrilly;
Hounds make a lusty cry;
Spring up, you falconers, the partridges freely,
Then let your brave hawks fly.
Horses amain,
Over ridge, over plain,
The dogs have the stag in chase:
Tis a sport to content a king.
So ho ho! through the skies
How the proud bird flies,
And sousing kills with a grace.
Now the deer falls; hark, how they ring!  

[The Sun by degrees is clouded.

Sum. Leave off; the Sun is angry, and has drawn
A cloud before his face.

Del. Hes vexd to see
That proud star shine [so] near you, at whose rising
The Spring fell sick and died; think what I told you;
His coyness will kill you else.

Sum. It cannot.  Fair prince,
Though your illustrious name has touchd mine ear,
Till now I never saw you, nor never saw
A man whom I more love, more hate.

Ray. Ha, lady!

Sum. For him I love you from whose glittering rays
You boast your great name; for that name I hate you,
Because you killd my mother and my nurse.

Plen. Killd he my grandmother?  Plenty will never
Hold you by the hand again.

Sum. You have free leave
To thrust your arm into our treasury
As deep as I myself: Plenty shall wait
Still at your elbow; all my sports are yours,
Attendants yours, my state and glorys yours:
But these shall be as sunbeams from a glass
Reflected on you, not to give you heat;
To dote on a smooth face my spirits too great.
[Flourish. Exit, followed by Plen and Del.

Ray. Divinest!

Hum. Let her go.

Fol. And Ill go after; for I must and will have a fling at one of her plum-trees.

Ray. I neer was scornd till now.

Hum. This that Altezza,
That Rhodian wonder gazd at by the Sun!  
I feard thine eyes should have beheld a face
The moon has not a clearer; this! a dowdy.

Fol. An ouzle; this a queen-apple or a crab she gave you?

Hum. She bids you share her treasure; but who keeps it?

Fol. She points to trees great with child with fruit, but when delivered? grapes hang in ropes, but no drawing, not a drop of wine; whole ears of com lay their ears together for bread, but the devil a bit I can touch.

Hum. Be ruld by me once more; leave her.

Ray. In scorn,
As [s]he does me.

Fol. Scorn! If I be not deceived, I ha seen Summer go up and down with hot codlings; and that little baggage, her daughter Plenty, crying six bunches of radish for a penny.

Hum. Thou shalt have nobler welcome; for Ill bring thee
To a brave and bounteous housekeeper, free Autumn.

Fol. O, theres a lad!  lets go, then.
Re-enter PLENTY.

Plen. Where is this prince? my mother, for the Indies,
Must not have you depart.

Ray. Must not!
Re-enter SUMMER.

Sum. No, must not.
I did but chide thee, like a whistling wind
Playing with leafy dancers: when I told thee
I hated thee, I lied; I dote upon thee.
Unlock my garden of th Hesperides
By dragons kept,  the apples being pure gold,  
Take all that fruit; tis thine.

Plen. Love but my mother,
Ill give thee com enough to feed the world.

Ray. I need not golden apples nor your corn;
What land soeer the worlds surveyor, the Sun,
Can measure in a day, I dare call mine:
All kingdoms I have right to; I am free
Of every country; in the four elements
I have as deep a share as an emperor;
All beasts whom the earth bears are to serve me,
All birds to sing to me; and can you catch me
With a tempting golden apple?

Plen. Shes too good for thee.
When she was born, the Sun for joy did rise
Before his time, only to kiss those eyes,
Which having touchd, he stole from them such store
Of lights, he shone more bright than eer before;
At which he vowd, whenever she did die,
Hed snatch them up, and in his sisters sphere
Place them, since she had no two stars so clear.

Ray. Let him now snatch them up; away!

Hum. Away,
And leave this gipsy!

Sum. O, I am lost!

Ray. Lost?

Sum. Scornd!  

Ray. Of no triumph more, then, love can boast
[Exit with Hum and Fol.

Plen. This strump[et] will confound him; she has me.

Sum. Deluded! [Recorders.
The SUN reappears, with CUPID and FORTUNE.

Sun. Is Raybright gone?

Sum. Yes, and his spiteful eyes
Have shot darts through me.

Sun. I thy wounds will cure,
And lengthen-out thy days; his followers gone,
Cupid and Fortune, take you charge of him.
Here thou, my brightest queen, must end thy reign;
Some nine months hence Ill shine on thee again.
[Exeunt.


ACT IV.


SCENE I. The court of AUTUMN.

[image: img63.jpg]

ENTER POMONA, RAYBRIGHT, CUPID, and FORTUNE.

Ray. Your entertainments, Autumns bounteous queen,
Have feasted me with rarities as delicate
As the full growth of an abundant year
Can ripen to my palate.

Pom. They are but courtings
Of gratitude to our dread lord the Sun,
From whom thou drawst thy name: the feast of fruits
Our gardens yield are much top coarse for thee;
Could we contract the choice of natures plenty
Into one form, and that form to contain
All delicacies which the wanton sense
Would relish, or desire to invent, to please it,
The present were unworthy far to purchase
A sacred league of friendship.

Ray. I have rioted
In surfeits of the ear, with various music
Of warbling birds; I have smelt perfumes of roses,
And every flower with which the fresh-trimmd earth
Is mantled in: the Spring could mock my senses
With these fine barren lullabies; the Summer
Invited my then-ranging eyes to look on
Large fields of ripend com, presenting trifles
Of waterish petty dainties; but my taste
Is only here pleasd: th other objects claim
The style of formal; these are real bounties.

Pom. We can transcend thy wishes; whom the creatures

Of every age and quality post madding
From land to land and sea to sea to meet,
Shall wait upon thy nod, Fortune and Cupid.
Love! yield thy quiver and thine arrows up
To this great prince of time; before him, Fortune!
Pour out thy mint of treasures; crown him sovereign
Of what his thoughts can glory to command:
He shall give payment of a royal prize,
To Fortune judgment, and to Cupid eyes.

For. Be a merchant, I will freight thee
With all store that time is bought for.

Cup. Be a lover, I will wait thee
With success in life most sought for.

For. Be enamourd on bright honour,
And thy greatness shall shine glorious.

Cup. Chastity, if thou smile on her,
Shall grow servile, thou victorious.

For. Be a warrior, conquest ever
Shall triumphantly renown thee.

Cup. Be a courtier, beauty never
Shall but with her duty crown thee.

For. Fortunes wheel is thine, depose me;
Im thy slave, thy power hath bound me.

Cup. Cupids shafts are thine, dispose me;
Love loves love; thy graces wound me.

Both. Live, reign! pity is fames jewel;
We obey; O, be not cruel!

Ray. You ravish me with infinites, and lay
A bounty of more sovereignty and amazement
Than th Atlas of mortality can support.

Enter behind HUMOUR and FOLLY.

Hum. Whats here?

Fol. Nay, pray observe.
[Ray. Be my hearts empress, build your kingdom there.

Hum. With what an earnestness he compliments!

Fol. Upon my life, he means to turn costermonger, and is projecting how to forestall the market; I shall cry pippins rarely.

Ray. Till now my longings were neer satisfied,
And the desires my sensual appetite
Were only fed with, barren expectations
To what I now am filld with.

Fol. Yes, we are filled and must be emptied; these wind-fruits have distended my guts into a lenten pudding, theres no fat in them; my belly swells, but my sides fall away: a month of such diet would make me a living anatomy.

Pom. These are too little; more are due to him
That is the pattern of his fathers glory:
Dwell but amongst us, industry shall strive
To make another artificial nature,
And change all other seasons into ours.

Hum. Shall my heart break? I can contain no longer. [Comes forward with Fol.

Ray. How fares my lovd Humour?

Hum. A little stirrd;  no matter, Ill be merry;
Call for some music  do not;  Ill be melancholy.

Fol. A sullen humour; and common in a dicer that has lost all his money.

Pom. Lady, I hope tis no neglect of courtesy
In us that so disturbs you: if it rise
From any discontent, reveal the cause;
It shall be soon removèd.

Hum. O, my heart!  
Help to unlace my gown.

Fol. And unlace your petticoat

Hum. [to Pay.] Saucy, how now! tis well you have some sweetheart,
Some new fresh sweetheart  Im a goodly fool
To be thus playd on, stald and foild.

Pom. Why, madam?
We can be courteous without stain of honour:
Tis not the raging of a lustful blood
That we desire to tame with satisfaction,
Nor have his masculine graces in our breast
Kindled a wanton fire: our bounty gives him
A welcome free, but chaste and honourable.

Hum. Nay, tis all one; I have a tender heart:
Come, come, lets drink.

Pol. A humour in fashion with gallants, and brought out of the Low Countries.

Hum. Fie! theres no music in thee;  let us sing.

Fol. Heres humour in the right trim! a few more such toys would make the little world of man run mad as the puritan that sold his conscience for a maypole  

[A flourish. Shouts within.

Ray. The meaning of this mirth?

Pom. My lord is coming.

Ray. Let us attend to humble our best thanks
For these high favours.

Enter AUTUMN and BACCHANALIAN.

Pom. My dearest lord, according to th injunction
Of your command, I have, with all observance,
Given entertainment to this noble stranger.

Aut. The Sun-born Raybright, minion of my love!
Let us be twins in heart; thy grandsires beams
Shine graciously upon our fruits and vines.
I am his vassal, servant, tributary;
And for his sake the kingdoms I possess
I will divide with thee; thou shalt command
The Lydian Tmolus and Campanian mounts
To nod their grape-crownd heads into thy bowls,
Expressing their rich juice; a hundred grains
Both from the Beltic and Sicilian fields
Shall be congested for thy sacrifice
In Ceres fane; Tiber shall pay thee apples,
And Sicyon olives; all the choicest fruits
Thy fathers heat doth ripen.

Ray. Make me but treasurer
Of your respected favours, and that honour
Shall equal my ambition.

Aut. My Pomona,
Speed to prepare a banquet of [all] novelties.
This is a day of rest; and we the whiles
Will sport before our friends, and shorten time
With length of wonted revels.

Pom. I obey.  
Willt please you, madam, a retirement
From these extremes in men, more tolerable,
Will better fit our modesties.

Hum. Ill drink,
And be a bacchanalian  no, I will not.
Enter, Ill follow;  stay, Ill go before.

Pom. Even what Humour pleaseth.

[Exeunt Hum and Pom.

Aut. Raybright, a health to Phœbus!

[A flourish. Drinks.

These are the paeans which we sing to him,
And yet we wear no bays; our cups are only
Crownd with Lyæus blood: to him a health!
A flourish. Drinks.

Ray. I must pledge that too.

Aut. Now, one other health
To our grand patron, calld Good-fellowship,
Whose livery all our people hereabout
Are clad in. [Flourish. Drinks.

Ray. I am for that too.

Aut. Tis well;
Let it go round; and, as our custom is
Of recreations of this nature, join
Your voices, as you drink, in lively notes;
Sing Ios unto Bacchus.

Fol. Hey-hoes! a god of winds: theres at least four-and-twenty of them imprisoned in my belly: if I sigh not forth some of them, the rest will break out at the back-door; and how sweet the music of their roaring will be, let an Irishman judge.

Ray. He is a songster too.

Fol. A very foolish one; my musics natural, and came by inheritance: my father was a French nightingale, and my mother an English wagtail; I was born a cuckoo in the spring, and lost my voice in summer with laying my eggs in a sparrows nest; but Ill venture for one:  fill my dish  every one take his own, and when I hold up my finger, off with it.

Aut. Begin.

FOLLY sings.

Cast away care; he that loues sorrow
Lengthens not a day, nor can buy to-morrow:
Money is trash; and he that will spend it,
Let him drink merrily, Fortune will send it.
Merrily, merrily, merrily, O, ho!
Play it off stiffly, we may not part so.
Chor. Merrily, &c..

[Here, and at the conclusion of every stanza, they drink.

Wine is a charm, it heats the blood too;
Cowards it will arm, if the wine be good too;
Quickens the wit, and makes the back able;
Scorns to submit to the watch or constable.
Chor. Merrily, &c.

Pots fly about, give us more liquor,
Brothers of a rout, our brains will flow quicker;
Empty the cask; score up y we care not;
Fill all the pots again; drink on, and spare not.
Chor. Merrily, &c.

Now have I more air than ten musicians; besides, there is a whirlwind in my brains; I could both caper and turn round.

Aut. O, a dance, by all means!
Now cease your healths, and in an active motion
Bestir ye nimbly to beguile the hours.

Fol. I am for you in that too; twill jog down the lees of these rouses into a freer passage; but take heed of sure footing, tis a slippery season: many men fall by rising, and many women are raised by falling.

A DANCE.

Aut. How likes our friend this pastime?

Ray. Above utterance.
O, how have I, in ignorance and dulness,
Run through the progress of so many minutes,
Accusing him who was my lifes first author
Of slackness and neglect, whilst I have dreamt
The folly of my days in vain expense
Of useless taste and pleasure! Pray, my lord,
Let one health pass about, whilst I bethink me
What course I am to take for being denizen
In your unlimited courtesies.

Aut. Devise a round;
You have your liberty.

Ray. A health to Autumns self!
And here let Time hold still his restless glass,
That not another golden sand may fall
To measure how it passeth. [They drink.

Aut. Continue here with me, and by thy presence
Create me favourite to thy fair progenitor,
And be mine heir.

Ray. I want words to express

My thankfulness.

Aut. Whateer the wanton Spring,
When she doth diaper the ground with beauties,
Toils for, comes home to Autumn; Summer sweats,
Either in pasturing her furlongs, reaping
The crop of bread, ripening the fruits for food,
[While] Autumns garners house them, Autumns jollities
Feed on them; I alone in every land
Traffic my useful merchandise; gold and jewels,
Lordly possessions, are for my commodities
Mortgagd and lost: I sit chief moderator
Between the cheek-parchd Summer and th extremes
Of Winters tedious frost; nay, in myself
I do contain another teeming Spring.
Surety of health, prosperity of life
Belongs to Autumn; if thou, then, canst hope
T inherit immortality in frailty,
Live here till time be spent, yet be not old.

Ray. Under the Sun, you are the years great emperor.

Aut. On now to new variety of feasts;
Princely contents are fit for princely guests.

Ray. My lord, Ill follow. [Flourish. Exit Aut.]
Sure, I am not well.

Fol. Surely I am half drunk, or monstrously mistaken: you mean to stay here belike?

Ray. Whither should I go else?

Fol. Nay, if you will kill yourself in your own defence, Ill not be of your jury.

Re-enter HUMOUR.

Hum. You have had precious pleasures, choice of drunkenness;
Will you be gone?

Ray. I feel a war within me,
And every doubt that resolution kills
Springs up a greater. In the years revolution
There cannot be a season more delicious,
When Plenty, Summers daughter, empties daily
Her cornucopia filld with choicest viands;  

Fol. Plentys horn is always full in the city.

Ray. When temperate heat offends not with extremes,
When day and night have their distinguishment
With a more equal measure;  

Hum. Ha! in contemplation?

Fol. Troubling himself with this windy-guts, this belly-aching Autumn, this Apple John Kent and warden of Fruiterers hall.

Ray. When the bright Sun with kindly-distant beams
Gilds ripend fruit;  

Hum. Arid what fine meditation
Transports you thus? You study some encomium
Upon the beauty of the gardens queen;
Youd make the paleness to supply the vacancy
Of Cynthias dark defect

Fol. Madam, let but a green-sickness chambermaid be throughly steeled, if she get not a better colour in one month, Ill be forfeited to Autumn for ever, and fruit-eat my flesh into a consumption.

Hum. Come, Raybright; whatsoeer suggestions
Have won on thy apt weakness, leave these empty
And hollow-sounding pleasures, that include
Only a windy substance of delight,
Which every motion alters into air:
Ill stay no longer here.

Ray. I must.

Hum. You shall not;
These are adulterate mixtures of vain follies:
Ill bring thee
Into the court of Winter: there thy food
Shall not be sickly fruits, but healthful broths,
Strong meat and dainty.

Fol. Pork, beef, mutton, very sweet mutton, veal, venison, capon, fine fat capon, partridge, snite, plover, larks, teal, admirable teal, my lord.

Hum. Mistery there, like to another nature,
Confects the substance of the choicest fruits
In a rich candy, with such imitation
Of form and colour, twill deceive the eye
Until the taste be ravishd.

Fol. Comfits and caraways, marchpanes and marmalades, sugar-plums and pippin-pies, gingerbread and walnuts.

Hum. Nor is his bounty limited; hell not spare
T exhaust the treasure of a thousand Indies.

Fol. Two-hundred-pound suppers, and neither fiddlers nor broken glasses reckoned; besides, a hundred pound a throw ten times together, if you can hold out so long.

Fay. You tell me wonders!
Be my conductress: Ill fly this place in secret:
Three quarters of my time are almost spent,
The last remains to crown my full content.
Now if I fail, let mans experience read me;
Twas Humour, joind with Folly, did mislead me.

Hum. Leave this naked season,
Wherein the very trees shake-off their locks,
It is so poor and barren.

Fol. And when the hair falls off, I have heard a poet say tis no good sign of a sound body.

Ray. Come, lets go taste old Winters fresh delights,
And swell with pleasures our big appetites.
The Summer, Autumn, [Winter,] and the Spring,
As twere conjoind in one conjugal ring,  
An emblem of four provinces we sway,  
Shall all attend our pastimes night and day;
Shall both be subject to our glorious state,
While we enjoy the blessings of our fate;
And since weve notice that some barbarous spirits
Mean to oppose our entrance, if by words
Theyll not desist, well force our way with swords.
[Exeunt.


ACT V.


SCENE I. The court of WINTER.
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ENTER SEVERAL CLOWNS.

First Clown. Hear you the news, neighbour?

Second Clown. Yes, to my grief, neighbour; they say our prince Raybright is coming hither with whole troops and trains of courtiers: were like to have a fine time ont, neighbours.

Third Clown. Our wives and daughters are, for they are sure to get by the bargain; though our barn be emptied, they will be sure to be with barn fort. O, these courtiers, neighbours, are pestilent knaves; but ere Ill suffer it, Ill pluck a crow with some of em.

First Clown. Faith, neighbour, lets lay our heads together, and resolve to die like men, rather than live like beasts.

Second Clown. Ay, like horn-beasts, neighbour: they may talk, and call us rebels, but a fig for that, tis not a fart matter: lets be true amongst ourselves, and with our swords in hand resist his entrance.  

Enter WINTER.

Win. What sullen murmurings does your gall bring forth?
Will you provet true, No good comes from the north?
Bold, saucy mortals, dare you, then, aspire
With snow and ice to quench the sphere of fire?
Are your hearts frozen like your clime, from thence
All temperate heats fled of obedience?
How durst you else with force think to withstand.
Your princes entry into this his land?
A prince who is so excellently good,
His virtue is his honour more than blood;
In whose clear nature, as two suns, do rise
The attributes of merciful and wise;
Whose laws are so impartial, they must 
Be counted heavenly, cause theyre truly just:
Who does with princely moderation give
His subjects an example how to live;
Teaching their erring natures to direct
Their wills to what it ought most to affect;
That, as the sun, does unto all dispense
Heat, light, nay, life, from his full influence:
Yet you, wild fools, possessd with giant rage,
Dare, in your lawless fury, think to wage
War against heaven, and from his shining throne
Pull Jove himself, for you to tread upon;
Were your heads circled with his own green oak,
Yet are they subject to his thunder-stroke,
And he can sink such wretches as rebel
From heavens sublime height to the depth of hell.

First Clown, The devil he can as soon! we fear no colours; let him do his worst; theres many a tall fellow besides us will die rather than see his living taken from them, nay, even eat up: all things are grown so dear, theres no enduring more mouths than our own, neighbour.

Second Clown, Thourt a wise fellow, neighbour; prate is but prate. They say this prince, too, would bring new laws upon us, new rites into the temples of our gods; and thats abominable; well all be hanged first.

Win. A most fair pretence
To found rebellion upon conscience!
Dull, stubborn fools! whose perverse judgments still
Are governd by the malice of your will,
Not by indifferent reason, which to you
Comes, as in droughts the elemental dew
Does on the parchd earth; t wets, but does not give
Moisture enough to make the plants to live.
Things void of soul! can you conceive that he,
Whose every thoughts an act of piety,
Whos all religious, furnishd with all good
That ever was comprisd in flesh and blood,
Cannot direct you in the fittest way
To serve those powers to which himself does pay
True zealous worship, nay, s so near allied
To them, himself must needs be deified?

Enter FOLLY.

Fol. Save you, gentlemen! Tis very cold; you live in frost; youve Winter still about you.

Second Clown. What are you, sir?

Fol. A courtier, sir; but, you may guess, a very foolish one, to leave the bright beams of my lord the prince to travel hither. I have an ague on me; do you not see me shake? Well, if our courtiers, when they come hither, have not warm young wenches, good wines and fires, to heat their blood, twill freeze into an apoplexy. Farewell, frost! Ill go seek a fire to thaw me; Im all ice, I fear, already. [Exit.

First Clown. Farewell, and be hanged! ere such as these shall eat what we have sweat for, well spend our bloods. Come, neighbours, lets go call our company together, and go meet this prince he talks so of.

Third Clown. Some shall have but a sour welcome of it, if my crabtree cudgel hold here.

Win. Tis, I see,
Not in my power to alter destiny;
Youre mad in your rebellious minds: but hear
What I presage with understanding clear
As your black thoughts are misty; take from me
This, as a true and certain augury:
This prince shall come, and, by his glorious side,
Laurel-crowned conquest shall in triumph ride,
Armd with the justice that attends his cause;
You shall with penitence embrace his laws:
He to the frozen northern clime shall bring
A warmth so temperate as shall force the Spring
Usurp my privilege, and by his ray
Night shall be changd into perpetual day;
Plenty and happiness shall still increase,
As does his light; and turtle-footed peace
Dance like a fairy through his realms, while all
That envy him shall like swift comets fall,
By their own fire consumd; and glorious he,
Ruling, as twere, the force of destiny,
Shall have a long and prosperous reign on earthy
Then fly to heaven, and give a new star birth.

A flourish. Enter RAYBRIGHT, HUMOUR, BOUNTY, and DELIGHT.

But see, our star appears; and from his eye
Fly thousand beams of sparkling majesty.  
Bright son of Phœbus, welcome! I begin
To feel the ice fall from my crisled skin;
For at your beams the wagoner might thow
His chariot, axled with Riphæan snow;
Nay, the slow-moving North-star having felt
Your temperate heat, his icicles would melt
Ray, What bold rebellious caitiffs dare disturb
The happy progress of our glorious peace,
Contemn the justice of our equal laws,
Profane those sacred rights which still must be
Attendant on monarchal dignity?
I came to frolic with you, and to cheer
Your drooping souls by vigour of my beams;
And have I this strange welcome?  Reverend Winter,
Im come to be your guest; your bounteous, free
Condition does assure [me] I shall have
A welcome entertainment

Win. Illustrious sir! I am [not] ignorant
How much expression my true zeal will want
To entertain you fitly; yet my love
And hearty duty shall be far above
My outward welcome. To that glorious light
Of heaven, the Sun, which chases hence the night,
I am so much a vassal, that Ill strive,
By honouring you, to keep my faith alive
To him, brave prince, th[r]ough you, who do inherit
Your fathers cheerful heat and quickening spirit.
Therefore, as I am Winter, worn and spent
So far with age, I am Times monument,
Antiquitys example; in my zeal
I from my youth a span of time will steal
To open the free treasures of my court,
And swell your soul with my delights and sport.

Ray. Never till now
Did admiration beget in me truly
The rare-matchd twins at once, pity and pleasure.
[Pity, that one]
So royal, so abundant in earths blessings,
Should not partake the comfort of those beams
With which the Sun, beyond extent, doth cheer
The other seasons; yet my pleasures with you,
From their false charms, do get the start as far
As heavens great lamp from every minor star.

Boun. Sir, you can speak well; if your tongue deliver
The message of your heart without some cunning
Of restraint, we may hope to enjoy
The lasting riches of your presence hence
Without distrust or change.

Ray. Winters sweet bride,
All-conquering Bounty, queen of hearts, lifes glory,
Natures perfection; whom all love, all serve;
To whom Fortune even in extremes a slave;
When I fall from my duty to thy goodness,
Let me be rankd as nothing!

Boun. Come, you flatter me.

Ray. I flatter you! why, madam, you are Bounty;
Sole daughter to the royal throne of peace.

Hum. [aside] He minds not me now.

Ray. Bountys self!
For you he is no soldier dares not fight;
No scholar he that dares not plead your merits,
Or study your best sweetness: should the Sun,
Eclipsd for many years, forbear to shine
Upon the bosom of our naked pastures,
Yet, where you are, the glories of your smiles
Would warm the barren grounds, arm heartless misery,
And cherish desolation.Deed, I honour you,
And, as all others ought to do, I serve you.

Hum. Are these the rare sights, these the promisd compliments?

Win. Attendance on our revels! let Delight
Conjoin the day with sable-footed night;
Both shall forsake their orbs, and in one sphere
Meet in soft mirth and harmless pleasures here:
While plump Lyæus shall, with garland crownd
Of triumph-ivy, in full cups abound
Of Cretan wine, and shall Dame Ceres call
To wait on you at Winters festival;
While gaudy Summer, Autumn, and the Spring
Shall to my lord their choicest viands bring.
Well rob the sea, and from the subtle air
Fetch her inhabitants to supply our fare,
That, were Apicius here, he in one night
Should sate with dainties his strong appetite.
Begin our revels, then, and let all pleasure
Flow like the ocean in a boundless measure.

[A flourish.

Enter CONCEIT and DETRACTION.

Con. Wit and pleasure, soft attention,
Grace the sports of our invention.

Detr. Conceit, peace! for Detraction
Hath already drawn a faction
Shall deride thee.

Con. Antic, leave me!
For in labouring to bereave me
Of a scholars praise, thy dotage
Shall be hissd at

Detr. Heres a hot age,
When such petty penmen covet
Fame by folly! On; Ill prove it
Scurvy by thy part, and try thee
By thine own wit.

Con. I defy thee;
Here are nobler judges; wit
Cannot suffer where they sit.

Detr. Prithee, foolish Conceit, leave off thy set speeches, and come to the conceit itself in plain language. What goodly thing ist, in the name of laughter?

Con. Detraction, do thy worst. Conceit appears,
In honour of the Sun, their fellow-friend,
Before thy censure: know, then, that the spheres
Have for a while resignd their orbs, and lend
Their seats to the Four Elements, who joind
With the Four known Complexions, have atond
A noble league, and severally put on
Material bodies; here amongst em none
Observes a difference: Earth and Air alike
Are sprightly-active; Fire and Water seek
No glory of pre-eminence; Phlegm and Blood,
Choler and Melancholy, who have stood
In contrarieties, now meet for pleasure,
To entertain time in a courtly measure.

Detr. Impossible and improper; first, to personate insensible creatures, and next, to compound quite opposite humours! fie, fie, fie! its abominable.

Con. Fond ignorance, how darst thou vainly scan
Impossibility? what reigns in man
Without disorder, wisely mixd by nature,
To fashion and preserve so high a creature?

Detr. Sweet sir, when shall our mortal eyes behold this new piece of wonder? We must gaze on the stars for it, doubtless.

The scene opens, and discovers the Masquers (the Four Elements, Air, Fire, Water, and Earth; and the Four Complexions, Phlegm, Blood, Choler, and Melancholy) on a raised platform.

Con. See, thus the clouds fly off and run in chase
When the Suns bounty lends peculiar grace.

Detr. Fine, i faith; pretty, and in good earnest: but, sirrah scholar, will they come down too?

Con. Behold em well; the foremost represents
Air, the most sportive of the Elements.

Detr. A nimble rascal, I warrant him some aldermans son; wondrous giddy and light-headed; one that blew his patrimony away in feather and tobacco.

Con. The next near him is Fire.

Detr. A choleric gentleman, I should know him; a younger brother and a great spender, but seldom or never carries any money about him: he was begot when the sign was in Taurus, for he roars like a bull, but is indeed a bell-wether.

Con. The third in rank is Water.

Detr. A phlegmatic cold piece of stuff: his father, methinks, should be one of the dunce-table, and one that never drunk strong beer ins life but at festivaltimes; and then he caught the heart-burning a whole vacation and half a term after.

Con. The fourth is Earth.

Detr. A shrewd plotting-pated fellow, and a great lover of news. I guess at the rest: Blood is placed near Air, Choler near Fire; Phlegm and Water are sworn brothers, and so are Earth and Melancholy.

Con. Fair nymph of harmony, be it thy task
To sing them down, and rank them in a masque.

A SONG:

During which the Masquers descend upon the stage, and take their places for the dance.

See, the Elements conspire:
Nimble Air does court the Earth,
Water does commix with Fire,
To give our princes pleasure birth;
Each delight, each joy, each sweet
In one composition meet,
All the seasons of the year;
Winter does invoke the Spring
Summer does in pride appear,
Autumn forth its fruits doth bring,
And with emulation pay
Their tribute to this holiday;
In which the Darling of the Sun is come,
To make this place a new Elysium.

[A dance. Exeunt Masquers.

Win. How do these pleasures please?

Hum. Pleasures!

Boun. Live here,
And be my lords friend; and thy sports shall vary
A thousand ways; invention shall beget
Conceits as curious as the thoughts of change
Can aim at

Hum. Trifles! Progress oer the year
Again, my Raybright: therein like the Sun;
As he in heaven runs his circular course,
So thou on earth run thine; for to be fed
With stale delights breeds dulness and contempt:
Think on the Spring.

Ray. She was a lovely virgin.

Win. My royal lord,
Without offence, be pleasd but to afford
Me give you my true figure; do not scorn
My age, nor think, cause I appear forlorn,
I serve for no use: tis my sharper breath
Does purge gross exhalations from the earth;
My frosts and snows do purify the air
From choking fogs, make the sky clear and fair:
And though by nature cold and chill I be,
Yet I am warm in bounteous charity;
And can, my lord, by grave and sage advice,
Bring you to th happy shades of Paradise.

Ray. That wonder! O, can you bring me thither?

Win. I can direct and point you out a path.

Hum. But wheres the guide?
Quicken thy spirits, Raybright; Ill not leave thee;
Well run the selfsame race again, that happiness:
These lazy, sleeping, tedious Winters nights
Become not noble action.

Ray. To the Spring
I am resolvd. [Recorders

The SUN appears above.

O, what strange light appears?
The Sun is up, sure.

Sun. Wanton Darling, look,
And worship with amazement.

Omnes. Gracious lord!

Sun. Thy sands are numberd, and thy glass of frailty
Here runs out to the last.  Here in this mirror
Let man behold the circuit of his fortunes;
The season of the Spring dawns like the Morning,
Bedewing Childhood with unrelishd beauties
Of gaudy sights; the Summer, as the Noon,
Shines in delight of Youth, and ripens strength
To Autumns Manhood; here the Evening grows,
And knits-up all felicity in folly:
Winter at last draws-on the Night of Age;
Yet still a humour of some novel fancy
Untasted or untried puts-off the minute
Of resolution, which should bid farewell
To a vain world of weariness and sorrows.
The powers from whom man does derive the pedigree
Of his creation, with a royal bounty
Give him Health, Youth, Delight, for free attendants
To rectify his carriage: to be thankful
Again to them, man should cashier his riots,
His bosom [s] whorish sweetheart, idle Humour,
His Reasons dangerous seducer, Folly. Then shall,
Like four straight pillars, the Four Elements
Support the goodly structure of mortality;
Then shall the Four Complexions, like four heads
Of a clear river, streaming in his body,
Nourish and comfort every vein and sinew;
No sickness of contagion, no grim death
Or deprivation of Healths real blessings,
Shall then affright the creature built by Heaven,
Reservd to immortality. Henceforth
In peace go to our altars, and no more
Question the power of supernal greatness,
But give us leave to govern as we please
Nature and her dominion, who from us
And from our gracious influence hath both being
And preservation: no replies, but reverence.
Man hath a double guard, if time can win him,  
Heavens power above him, his own peace within him.
[Exeunt.


The Bloody Banquet (1639)
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In collaboration with Thomas Middleton

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 seventeenth century, Dekker was suggested as the author of the play and in the nineteenth 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 seventeenth 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 Tyrants son, manages to persuade his father to allow the old Kings son Tymethes, to remain at court, which pleases the Tyrants 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 Dekkers repurposing of Greek myths about cannibalism. An obvious source is Senecas tragedy Thyestes; the titular character is deceived into consuming his own children. Ovids telling of the legend of Philomela, an important inspiration for Shakespeares 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 Queens actions  infidelity and the murder of her lover after asking him to kneel to pray  are horrific by seventeenth 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
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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 Queens 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
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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 kings follower. All they draw against the Lycians 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 receivd alike in seven set battles,
Lydias old king, upon conditions signd
For peace and truce, enterd consigned league
With his fierce enemy, the Lycian king,
Gave him in hostage as his pledge of faith
His nephew, Lord Lapyrus, and receivd
Noble Zantippus from the Lycian.
To make the contract full and honourable,
This Lord Lapyrus entertaind and welcomd,
But chiefly by the fair Eurymone,
The kings 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 loves father, Lycias king.
Th old King of Lydia, being so beset
By his own nephews unexpected treacheries,
Sent forth his son Tymethes to crave aid
From Armatrites, King of great Cilicia,
Which he obtaind 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 forcd Lapyrus fly
And savd the king, doomd for worse treachery.
What follows shows itself; tis our full due
If we with labour give content to you.

Exit.


Act I Scene 1.
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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 amazd, 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 earnd them in our flesh.

KING
It savours not of nobleness nor virtue,
Religion, loyalty, heaven or natures 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 victorys 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 usurpd by force.

ARMATRITES
[Aside] The boy hath almost changd us.

MAZERES
[Aside] He cools.  My lord, remember you are possessd.

ARMATRITES
What, with the devil?

[MAZERES]
The devil! The dukedom, the kingdom, Lydia:
All pant under your sceptre; the sways yours.
Be not bought out with words; a kingdoms dear:
Kiss fortune; keep your mind and keep your state.
Yare laughd at if you prove compassionate.

ARMATRITES
Thanks to Mazeres; he hath refreshd 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, beseigd thee basely,
And had betrayd thee to thine enemys 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.
Theres 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 surprisd 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 mans 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 kingdoms loss;
She fled upon her hour, for had she stayd
Sh had either died, been banishd, or betrayd.
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
Thats I, my lord.

AMORPHO
And I.

KING
What, two of you?
Let it be enrolld
Two follow a king when he is poor and old.

[King] exit cum suis [Fidelio and Amorpho].

SEXTORIO
Farewell, king. Ill 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
Well 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:
Hes 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;
Theres 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
Hes their countenance;
Twas well observd and followd: 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 Im 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, fathers banishment,
Uncertainty of mother afflicts me
With half the violence that those crossd affections
Betwixt your princely sister and ourself,
Who upon fortune, or her fathers 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 changd my state; can you love a beggar?

AMPHRIDOTE
Why, fortune hath the least command oer love;
She cannot drive Tymethes from himself,
And tis Tymethes, not his painted glories,
My soul in her accomplishd 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 blessd.

Exeunt [all but Mazeres].

MAZERES
Whats here? Either the princes out of charitys rashness
Are pleasd 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 banishd, 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,
Ill raise a second, for I must prevail.
I that usd policy to cause him stay
Can show like art to rid my fears away.

Exit.


Act I Scene 2.

[image: img65.jpg]

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 robbd 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 betrayd!

Exit.


Act I Scene 3.
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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 betrayd 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 earnd: they venture their blood fort.

LAPYRUS
[Aside] A mother so enforcd 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] Whoeer bore them, monsters begot them! Merciless, damnd 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 beggars gifts.

LAPYRUS
You cannot give me that I have more need of
Than prayers, for my soul hath a poor stock;
Theres a fair house within, but tis ill-furnishd:
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 enemys hand,
Little expecting such unnatural treason
From forth a kinsmans bosom; all admird
But I his miserable queen.

LAPYRUS aside
Oh, sink into perdition!  Let me hear no further.

[OLD] QUEEN
Ill 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] Ill 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 distressd.

[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 dot.

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 dot?

[OLD] QUEEN
I see him not.

LAPYRUS
Strike him through his guilt and treachery
And let him see the horrors of his perjurd 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 dot.

[OLD] QUEEN
Lapyrus!
Oh, fortunate revenge! Now all thy villainies
Shall be at once requited: thy countrys ruin,
The king thy uncles 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 sendst him to the gods, thyself to th fiends.
But hearken to thy piteous infants cries,
And thare for vengeance. Peace, then: now he dies.
Ingrateful woman, he delivered thee
From ravishment: canst thou his murtheress be?
Whats riches to thy honour? That rare treasure
Which worlds redeem not, yet tis lost at pleasure.
Kill him that preservd that? And in thy rescue
His noble rage so manfully behavd.  
Rise, rise; he that repents is ever savd.

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
Mans neer past grief till he be past his breath.

[OLD] QUEEN
I pardon all, Lapyrus.

LAPYRUS
Do not dot.

[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
Thart now grown good; here could I ever dwell,
Were the old king my husband safe and well.

Exeunt.


Act I Scene 4.
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OUTSIDE THE YOUNG Queens rooms

Enter Tymethes and Zenarchus.

ZENARCHUS
Come, come, drive away these fits; faith, Ill have thee merry.

TYMETHES
As your son and heir at his fathers 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,
Oerworn with jealousy, keeps his beauteous wife;
I think thou never sawst her.

TYMETHES
No, not I.

ZENARCHUS
Why, then thy judgments fresh, Ill visit her
On purpose for the censure.

TYMETHES
I speak my affection.

ZENARCHUS
Nay, on my knowledge, shes worth jealousy,
Though jealously be far unworthy a king.

Enter Roxano.

ROXANO
My lovd 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 usd, my lord, and anything
That comes to using, let it come to me.

Exit.

TYMETHES
Whats he, Zenarchus?

ZENARCHUS
Who, Roxano? A fellow in great trust,
Elected by my fathers 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 honours watch in her mind be not placd.

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 poors 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 mans wishes rise:
Grace and perfection lighten from her eyes;
Amazement is shot through me.

ZENARCHUS
Tis Tymethes, lady, son to the banishd 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 destind 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.  Yare Prince Tymethes, so I understand.

TYMETHES
The same unfortunate, most gracious lady,
Supremest of your sex in all perfections.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Sir, yare forgetful: this is no place for courtship,
Nor we a subject fort; return to your friend.

TYMETHES
[Aside] All hopes killd 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, Ill havet so.

TYMETHES
[Aside] Why, then theres hope shell take occasion
To drink to me; she hath no means t avoid it.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
[Aside] Ill prevent all loose thoughts, drink to myself.
My mind walks yonder, but suspect walks here.

Drinks and gives Roxano the cup.

TYMETHES
[Aside] The devils 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 oft, 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 minds dangerous.  Ill 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?
Ill 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? Thats his name. Poor heart, take heed:
Look well into th event ere thou proceed.
Love, yet be wise! Impossible: none can.
If eer the wise man claim one foolish hour
Tis when he loves: hes then in follys power.
I need not fear the servants that oerwatch me:
Their faiths lie in my coffers, in effect,
More true to me than to my lords suspect.
The fears and dangers that most threaten me
Live in the party that I must enjoy,
And thats 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 kings ears.
Strange fate: where my love keeps, there keep my fears.

Enter tyrant [Armatrites].

[ARMATRITES]
[Aside] Alone? Why, wheres 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 lords delight.

Enter Roxano and guard.

Time to convey and plot? Leave her alone!
Why, villains! [To Young Queen] Kiss me, my perfection;
This night well 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,
Howeer she framd 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, alls 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 deceivd int. Heres service and secrecy, and no lady can with more, beside a monkey. She is assurd of our faculties; theres none of us that stand her smock sentinels but would venter a joint to do her any pleasurable service, and I think thats 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 receivd fancy of Tymethes;
I threaten it with my lords jealousy.
Yet still it rises against all objections.
I see my dangers, in what fears I dwell;
Theres but a plank on which I run to hell.
Yet weret thrice narrower I should venture on;
None dares do more for sin than woman can.
Misery of love! Roxano? I am observd.  
What news, Roxano?

ROXANO
None thats 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 neer faild 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? Thats strange. I would twere put to me;
Ill make it arrive safe, whateer it be.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Thou couldst not, my Roxano. Why, admit I love; now I come to thee.

ROXANO
Admit you love? Why, alls safe [enough] yet.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Ay, but a stranger.

ROXANO
Nay, now we are all spoild, lady; I may look for my brains in my boots. Now you have put home to me indeed, madam. A stranger? Theres 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 calld a stranger.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Hast thou the will? Or darst thou do me good?

ROXANO
Do thee good, sweet lady? As far as I am able, neer doubt it. Let me but cast about for [safety], and Ill 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-wrappd 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 lords pale jealousy does so oerlook me
That if Tymethes know what he enjoys,
It may make way unto my lords mistrust;
Then since in my desire such horrors move,
Ill 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 oft; this is too usual, theres no wonder int. 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 well requite.

Exit.

ROXANO
I am your creature, lady. Pretty gold,
And by this light methinks most easily earnd.
Theres 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.
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OUTSIDE A SHEEPCOTE

Enter Clown and two Shepherds.

FIRST SHEPHERD
Come, fellow clown, are the pits diggd?

CLOWN
Ay, and as deep as an usurers conscience, I warrant thee.

SECOND SHEPHERD
Mass, and thats 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 Ill 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 dammd 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, thats 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] oft.

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: theyll 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; hell 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
Ill 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 well let go, and the lesser wolves well 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 natures 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!
Blessd 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 listning 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 names 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 betrayd 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 theres a revenging fate
That dooms bad men to be unfortunate.


Act II Scene 2.
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A ROOM IN the castle

Enter Zenarchus, Tymethes, Amphridote, and Mazeres [following them].

TYMETHES
We are observd.

ZENARCHUS
By whom?

TYMETHES
Mazeres follows us.

AMPHRIDOTE
Oh, hes my protested servant, your sole rival.

TYMETHES
The devil he is.

AMPHRIDOTE
Youll make a hot suitor of him anon?

TYMETHES
He may be hot in th end; his good parts sue fort.

ZENARCHUS
He eyes us still.

TYMETHES
He does. You shall depart, lady;
Ill take my leave on purpose in his presence.
Hes jealous, and a kiss runs through his heart;
Ill 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? Cursd be th hour
Wherein I advisd the king for his stay here.
I have set slaves t entrap him, yet none prosper;
Ill lay no more my faith upon their works:
Thare weak and loose, and like a rotten wall,
Leaning on them may hazard my own fall.
Ill use a swifter course, cut off long journeys
And tedious ways that run my hopes past breath:
Ill 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 changd upont.

TYMETHES
I markd him.

[Roxano approaches them.]

ROXANO
Good your honours, your most comfortable, charitable relief
And devotion to a poor, star-crossd gentleman.

TYMETHES
Pox on thee!

ROXANO
Im 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, thats one virtue in them:
Hes 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 calld him lord.

ZENARCHUS
Nay, hes 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 whippd.

ROXANO
Your lordship has forgot since you were a beggar.

TYMETHES
[Taking him aside] Ill 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] Hes 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 mans 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 pleasd, you safely brought.

TYMETHES
Ha! And is this sheer faith, without any trick int?

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 tomorrows 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? Ill meet thee.

ROXANO
Enjoy the sweetest treasure in a woman.

Exit.

TYMETHES
[Aside] Always excepting and the tyrants 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, ifaith.

Exeunt.


Act II Scene 3.
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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 piercd with miserys 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 outstrippd,
Missing his away into this danger slippd.
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
Yare heavy, sir, whoeer you be.

LAPYRUS
Theres weight within keeps down my soul and me.

KING
One full strength more makes our pains happy, poor strength helps the poor.
So, sir, yare 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
Flashd in my face when I beheld the queen.

KING
Our queen! Oh, where, Lapyrus? Tell the rest!

LAPYRUS
Within this forest with her babes distressd.

KING
Which way? Lead, dear Lapyrus.

LAPYRUS
Follow me then.

KING
Not only shall we quit thy souls 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 chancd 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 snatchd 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 receivd 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.
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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; theres 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 fellows happiness now, and could cut his [throat] at pleasure. I could een 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, ist?

Enter Mazeres, musing.

MAZERES
[Aside] Ill have some other, for he must not live.

ROXANO
[Aside] Whos this? My Lord Mazeres, discontent!
H has been to seek me twice, and privately;
I wonder at the business. Im 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?
Ill discover myself to him; if th other come
In the meantime, so I may be caught bravely,
Yet tis scarce the hour. Ill 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 lovd 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, theres gold for thee,
After which follow favour, eminence,
And all those gifts which fortune calls her own.

ROXANO
Well, my lord.

MAZERES
Theres one Tymethes, son to the banishd king,
Lives about court, Zenarchus gives him grace,
That fellows my diseases; I thrive not with him:
Hes 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 offerd: many wise men will dot; that I learnt of my learned counsel. This is worth thinking on now. To kill Tymethes, so strangely belovd by a lady, and so monstrously detested by a lord? Heres gold to bring Tymethes, and heres 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 professd enemy. Hes the kings 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?
Ill out of recreation make thee worthy,
Play honours to thy hand.

ROXANO
My lord?

MAZERES
Art thou resolvd 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;
Ill give you a whole age but to think how.

MAZERES
Thou makst 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
Ifaith, 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,
Ill toss them in the sheets, and thats one for th other.
A man may be led into a thousand villainies,
But the fellow swore enough,
And heres blood apt enough to believe him.

MAZERES
I both admire the deed and my revenge.

ROXANO
My lord, Ill make your way.

MAZERES
Thou makst thy friend.

Exit. [Roxano approaches Tymethes.]

TYMETHES
Art come? We meet een jump upon a minute.

ROXANO
Ay, but youll 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, whats 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 followd 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
Shell trust you the worse for that, sir.

TYMETHES
Why, because I love women?

ROXANO
Oh, sir, tis most common,
He that loves women is neer 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 candles 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 Ill 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 theyll lose their sport, theyll lose their eyes.

Exeunt.


Act III Scene 2.
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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
Thats 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 tyrants 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 Ill wear.
Here, take this paper; there those secrets dwell.
Go read your charge, which I should blush to tell.
[Aside] Alls sure, I nothing doubt of safety now,
To which each servant hath combind his vow.
Roxano, that begins it trustily,
I cannot choose but praise him; hes so needful:
Theres nothing can be done about a lady
But he is for it. Honest Roxano!
Even from our head to feet hes 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.
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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; Ill 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 furnishd?
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 thats here observd 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 ladys 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;
Youll 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 mans eyes.
They never do their easy sex more [wrong]
Than when they venture fame upon mans tongue.
Yet I could swear concealment in loves plot,
But happy woman that believes me not.
Whateer is spoke or to be spoke seems fit;
All still concludes her happiness and wit.

Loud music. Enter Roxano, Mazeres [masked and wearing Valestas 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 prepard 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 prizd guest,
First to this banquet, next to pleasures feast.

TYMETHES
Whoeer she be, we thank her, and commend
Her care and love to entertain a friend.

ROXANO
That speaks her sexs 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 filld 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 cant 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 lifes 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
Ill pledge her thankfully.

Spills the wine.

There, remove that.

MAZERES
[Aside] And in this my revenge must be removd
Where first I left it; now my abused wrath
Pursues thy ruin in this dangerous path.

ROXANO
[Aside] That cup hath quite dashd 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 mismatchd and made up in blind places.

ROXANO
The wind and tide serve, sir; you have lighted upon a sea of pleasure. Heres 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? Whats to be told?

ROXANO
Five hundred crowns in the shirt sleeve of gold.

TYMETHES
How!

ROXANO
Tis my good ladys 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 neer knew any of your hair
But he was absolute at the game.

TYMETHES
Faith,
We are much of a colour. But heres 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.
Id 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, youll grope to purpose.

Exit.

MAZERES
Ill after thee, and see the measure of my vengeance unheapd.
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 panders 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.
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A ROOM IN the castle

Enter Tymethes and Zenarchus.

TYMETHES
Nay, did eer subtly match it?

ZENARCHUS
Slight, led to a lady hoodwinkd,
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;
Id give one eye to see her with the other.
Seest thou this jewel? In the midst of night
I slippd 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, Ill tell thee, man,
Twas handled with such art, such admird cunning,
What with my blindness and their general darkness,
That when mine eyes receivd their liberty,
I was neer the nearer.
To them in full form I appeard unshrouded,
But all their lights to me were maskd and clouded.

Enter tyrant [Armatrites] and Mazeres, observing.

ZENARCHUS
Fore heaven, I do admire the cunning oft!

TYMETHES
Nay, you cannot outvie my admiration:
I had a feeling oft beyond your passion.

Enter Amphridote.

ZENARCHUS
Well, blow this over; see, our sister comes.

[ARMATRITES]
Art sure, Mazeres, that he courts our daughter?

MAZERES
Im 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]
Ill make them dangerous meetings.

AMPHRIDOTE
In faith, my lord, Ill have this jewel.

TYMETHES
Tis not my gift, lady.

[ARMATRITES]
Whats 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
Youll 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]
Ill 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 beggd from me too was
The hope I had to gain her, wishd for knowledge.
Well, heres 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 shed 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; thart honest. I affect thee much.
Go, train him to his ruin.

ROXANO
[Aside to Mazeres] Let me alone, my lord; doubt not Ill train him:
Perhaps, sir, I have the art.

Exit [Mazeres].

TYMETHES
Oh, I know thy mind.

ROXANO
The further lodge?

TYMETHES
Enough; Ill 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, hell run through horrors jaws to catch a sin, but to oertake a virtue, he softly paces, like a man thats sent some tedious, dark, unprofitable journey. Corrupt is nature: she loves nothing more than what she most should hate. Theres nothing springs apace in man but gray hairs, cares, and sins.

Exit.

TYMETHES
Ill see her, come what can; but what can prove?
She cannot seek my death that seeks my love.

Exit.


Act IV Scene 2.
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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, whats 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 bearst 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 neer 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 informd;
I neer receivd pledge.

[ARMATRITES]
Impudent creature,
When in our sight and hearing,
Shamefully undervaluing thy best honours
And setting by all modesty of blood,
Thou beggdst a jewel of him.

AMPHRIDOTE
Oh, pardon me, my lord, I had forgot. Here tis;
That is the same, and that eer 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 queens, my queens, 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: hes a villain,
A traitor to the pleasures of your bed.

[ARMATRITES]
Oh, I shall burst with torment!

MAZERES
Hes receivd this night
Into her bosom.

[ARMATRITES]
I feel a whirlwind in me
Ready to tear the frame of my mortality!

MAZERES
I tracd him to the deed.

[ARMATRITES]
And saw it done?

MAZERES
I abusd my eyes in the true survey oft,
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 bloods bitter,
Puh, lungs too!

MAZERES
This night.

[ARMATRITES]
[Lodovicus]!

Enter [Lodovicus].

LODOVICUS
My lord.

[ARMATRITES]
How camst thou up? Lets hear.

LODOVICUS
My lord, my first beginning was a broker.

[ARMATRITES]
A knave from the beginning; theres no hope
Of him. [Sextorio]?

Enter [Sextorio].

[SEXTORIO]
Here, my lord.

[ARMATRITES]
We know thee just; how camst thou up? Lets 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]
Ill do it faithfully, my lord.

[ARMATRITES]
Dot cunningly,
Go; if thou shouldst dot faithfully, thou liest.

[Exit Sextorio.]

Im lost by violence through all my senses;
Im 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 sins 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 observd 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 cravd.
So mong the rest it was reveald 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 calld desert,
I shall deserve.

AMPHRIDOTE
Man hath no better part.

MAZERES aside
Why, this was happily observd and followd;
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 forcd 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.
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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 soeer
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,
Hes 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 hoodwinkd.]

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 neer knew;
Now all is but the same, whateer you do.

TYMETHES
[Aside] Ill prove that false; the sight of her is new.

ROXANO
[Taking off Tymethess hood] I have forgot a business to my Lord Mazeres;
My safety to the king relies upont.
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, heres 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 maskd too.
Show me a little comfort in this condensive darkness;
Play the flatterer, laugh in my face.

Opens a dark lanthorn.

Why, heres 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 rooms this? Lets see, tis not the former
I was entertaind in; no, it somewhat differs:
Rich hangings still, court deckings, ay, and all  

He spies the [Young] Queen.

Oh, all that can be in mans wish comprisd
Is in thy love immortal, in thy graces!
I am not the same flesh; my touch is alterd.

She awakes.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Hast thou betrayd 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 constraind,
Ill prove as true, secret, and vigilant
As ever man observd 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 mans oaths, I were the foulest devil.

TYMETHES
May I eat and neer be nourished, live and know nothing,
Love without enjoying, if ever  

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Come, this is more than needs.

TYMETHES
Theres comfort then.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
You that profess such truth, shall I enjoin you
To one poor penance then to try your faith?

TYMETHES
Bet 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 neer be received to favour.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Why, then Ill leave you to your tasks awhile.
[Aside] Most wretched, doubtful, strange, distracted woman,
Een 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;
Hell make no conscience where his oaths bestow me.

Exit.

TYMETHES
Im glad alls so well past, and she appeasd;
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 amazd 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 conceivd 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 unprepard;
I gave him time to put his armour on,
And sent him forth like a celestial champion.
I lovd 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 fastend 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 livd, been lovd, enjoyd,
Had not thy will thy happiness destroyd.
Thoughtst thou by oaths to have thy deeds well borne?
Thou shouldst have come when man was neer forsworn:
They are dangerous now; witness this breach of thine.
Whos false to his own faith will neer keep mine.
We must be safe, young man; the deeds unknown:
There are more loves, honours, no, more than one.
Yet spite of death, Ill 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?
Yonders 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, Im confounded everlastingly,
Damnd to a thousand tortures in the sight!
What shall I frame?  My lord!

She runs to him.

[ARMATRITES]
Whats 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,
Seald 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 searchd 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 ordaind it,
Reaching for succour, I lighted on a pistol,
Which I presumd 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
Tos 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
Thats a wrong finger for a ring, my lord.

[ARMATRITES]
And what was he on whom you bounteously
Bestowd this jewel?

[YOUNG] QUEEN aside
I do not like that word.

[ARMATRITES]
Look well upont: 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? Shakst thou not yet?
Or is it only art makes women constant,
Whom nature makes so loose?
I lookd 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? Wheres my witness? Rise in the same form.

Enter from below Mazeres habited like Roxano.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, Im betrayed!

[ARMATRITES]
Is not yon woman an adulteress?

MAZERES
Yes, my good lord.

[ARMATRITES]
Was not this fellow catchd 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 receivd.

[ARMATRITES]
Down, down, we have too much!

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Oh, tis Roxano!

MAZERES
[Aside] So, by this sleight I have deceivd them both;
Im took for him I strive to make her loathe.

Exit.

[ARMATRITES]
Needs here more witnesses? Ill 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 conditiond
That thou hadst neer 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 confessd? 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 killdst a buck, which thou thyself shalt eat.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Dear sir?

[ARMATRITES]
Heres deer struck dead with thy own hand:
Tis venison for thy own tooth; thou knowst the relish.
A dearer place hath been thy taster. Ho!
[Sextorio]! [Lodovicus]!

They enter.

AMBO
Here, sir.

[ARMATRITES]
Drag hence that body, see it quarterd straight;
No living wrath can I extend upont,
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;
Ill try which is spent first, that or thine eye.

[The Young Queen kneels.]

Ill 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 feard this misery long before it came;
My ominous dreams and fearful dreadfulness
Promisd 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 Roxanos 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 ist 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
Im sure one villain, whom I dearly lovd,
Of whom my trust had made election chief,
Perfidiously betrayd 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 tos heart as tis to th hilt.

Runs at Roxano.

ROXANO
Ha? What was that? Theres 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 betrayd me to the king.

MAZERES
Oh, villain, in and overtake thy soul.

[Drops Roxanos body through the trapdoor.]

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Heres a perplexed breast; let that warm steel
Perform but the like service upon me
And live the rarest friend to a queens 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 appeasd;
There Ill bestow my service.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
We are pleasd.

MAZERES
[Aside] As much as comes to nothing; Ill not sue
To urge the king from that he urgd him to.

Exit.

[YOUNG] QUEEN
Betrayd where I reposd 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, yare 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, Ill lock thee safe
From the worlds pity. Hang those quarters up;
The bottom drinks the worst in pleasures cup.

Exeunt omnes.


Act V Scene 1.
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A ROOM IN the castle

Enter Zenarchus solus.

ZENARCHUS
Oh, my Tymethes! Truest joy on earth!
Hath thy fate provd 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 pleasd you well.

ZENARCHUS
I call a villain to my fathers pleasure
No friend of mine; the sight had pleasd me better
Had I, not like Mazeres, run my hate
Into the sin before it grew to act
And killd it ere t had knotted. Twas rare service,
If your vexd 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 stoppd 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!] Wheres [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 piercd him at first sight,
Where I have one grief, I had missd ten thousand byt!

Enter Mazeres and [Sextorio].

MAZERES
[Aside] I dreamt of some new honours for my late service,
And I wonderd how he could keep off so long from my desert.

[ARMATRITES]
Mazeres?

MAZERES
My lovd 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 tos the manner how
Thou tookest them subtly.

MAZERES
I was received
Into a waiters room, my lord.

[ARMATRITES]
Thou wast!

MAZERES
And in a vizard helpd to serve the banquet.

[ARMATRITES]
Ha, ha!

MAZERES
Saw him conveyd into a chamber privately.

[ARMATRITES]
And still thou letst him run?

MAZERES
I let him play, my lord.

[ARMATRITES]
Ha, ha, ha!

MAZERES
I watchd still near till her arms claspd him.

[ARMATRITES]
And there thou letst 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] Cursd be the mouth that doomd 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 ont!

ZENARCHUS
[Aside] Heres 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 fort, brother?

ZENARCHUS
Yes, strong enough, ifaith. Hear me: Mazeres
By this time is at his everlasting home,
Whereer his body lies. I struck the stroke;
I wrought a bitter pill that quickly chokd 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 neer brought forth a more happy issue
Than I think mine to be.

She poisons the wine.

AMPHRIDOTE
[Aside] Im setting forth, Mazeres.  Here, Zenarchus.

ZENARCHUS
Thou art not like this hour, jovial.

AMPHRIDOTE
I shall be after this.

ZENARCHUS
That doest if any;
Wine doth both help defects and causeth many.
Heres 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 betrayd my lovd Mazeres.

ZENARCHUS
Whats 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,
Ill 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 neer thrive with you.

ZENARCHUS
Im 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 neer 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.
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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 childrens ruins!
Their states malignant powers have envyd,
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 hopd and wishd. 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 exercisd 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 observd
You waste the virtue of your serious eye
Too much on such a worthless object as that is.
A traitor when he livd calld that his flesh;
Let hang. Heres 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
Whereer 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: whats 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 betrayd, 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 conveyd from my revenge:
Unnaturally the first abusd 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 exercisd
New vengeance on his carcass, and gave charge
The body should be quarterd and hung up; twas done.
This as a penance I enjoind her to,
To taste no other sustenance, no, nor dares
Till her loves body be consumd in hers.

KING
The sin was great, so is the penance grievous.

[ARMATRITES]
Our vow is signd.

KING
And was he Lydian born?

[ARMATRITES]
He was no less son to mine enemy,
A banishd 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, calld in,
By policy and force deceivd his confidence,
Showd him a trick of war and turnd him out.

KING
[Aside] Sins boast is worse than sin!

Enter Fidelio.

FIDELIO
Alls sure; the guards are seizd on.

LAPYRUS
Good.

FIDELIO
The passage strongly guarded.

[ARMATRITES]
Holy sir, whats 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 vows 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?
Betrayd? 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 killd 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 falln. Ha, ha, ha!

KING
Die, cruel, murtherous tyrant!

They all discharge at him.

[ARMATRITES]
So laugh away this breath;
My lust was neer more pleasing than my death.

Dies.

LAPYRUS
As full possessd 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 peacefullst reign that ever prince enjoyd.

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 amazd; 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 preservd 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 well reward.
No storm of fate so fierce but time destroys,
And beats back misery with a peal of joys.

Exeunt omnes.

FINIS


The Prose
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An old print of Poultry Compter, a small prison that stood in Cheapside in the City of London. Debt would plague Dekkers life for many years and in 1612, he was imprisoned in Poultry Compter.


Selected Pamphlets
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As well as a prolific playwright, Dekker produced many pamphlets during his literary career. Of particular note are the texts now regarded as The Plague Pamphlets. The bubonic plague first struck England in 1348 and caused devastation across Europe and parts of Asia. It is estimated that The Black Death killed between 30% and 60% of Europes population and had profound effects on the social and economic order. There were frequent outbreaks of the plague in England over the next three hundred and fifty years, including a 1603 episode in London and the surrounding countryside, which claimed tens of thousands of lives. In the summer 1603, the authorities attempted to limit the spread of the disease by closing the theatres, which meant that playwrights were deprived of their source of income and had to find other means of making money.

Dekker opted to write pamphlets to support himself and in 1603 The Wonderfull Yeare was printed. In the pamphlet, he takes account of the year which included the death of Elizabeth I, the ascension of James I and the outbreak of the plague. The work is a mixture of poetry, elaborate prose and reportage. Dekker laments the loss of the Queen, lavishes great praise on the new King and then focuses on the ravages of the plague as it causes fear, terror and panic in the population. It is a deeply sardonic piece of writing and Dekker criticises the city officials for their harsh laws, while lambasting the wealthy for their inhuman and thoughtless treatment of the poor. 

In Newes from Graves-end: sent to no-body, printed in 1604, Dekker attacks the wealthy runaways that deserted the city for their own safety and left people starving and dying. He suggests in A rod for run-awaies that instead of the actual policy of banning vagabonds from entering the city that these rich runaways should be forced to financially support those left behind before they are permitted to flee. 

Other pamphlets are journalistic in form and present vivid pictures of Jacobean London. The Guls Horne-Booke (1609) describes the life of city gallants, including an invaluable account of behaviour in the London theatres. London Look Back (1630) explores the time of 1625, the year of King James's death, while Wars, Wars, Wars (1628) famously describes the European political turmoil. In Dekker His Dreame (1620), Dekker turns his experiences in prison to profitable account. The pamphlet is a long poem that describes the playwrights despairing confinement. 

Dekkers numerous pamphlets paint a intriguing and detailed picture of London life during a time of great change and ordeals. He manages to imbue his work with great humour while also strongly condemning the handling of the plague by governing officials and the horrific treatment of the poor by the wealthy. Though the pamphlets reveal signs of hasty and careless composition, the best of them are highly entertaining and almost all of them offer precise depictions of everyday life in the Jacobean period.
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Woodcut from title page of Dekker His Dreame (1620), featuring the only known representation of the playwright drawn during his life
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THE WONDERFULL YEARE

Wherein is shewed the picture of London, lying sicke of the Plague.

[image: img69.jpg]

At the ende of all (like a mery Epilogue to a dull Play) certaine Tales are cut out in sundry fashions, of purpose 
to shorten the liues of long winters nights, 
that lye watching in the darke for vs.

Et me rigidi legant Catones.

L O N D O N 
Printed by Thomas Creede, and are to be solde 
in Saint Dontones Church-yarde 
in Fleet-streete.

1603


TO HIS WELRESPECTED GOOD FRIEND, M. CUTBERT THURESBY, WATER-BAYLIFFE OF LONDON.

BOOKES are but poore gifts, yet Kings receiue them: vpo[n] which I presume, you will not turne This out of doores. Yet cannot for shame but bid it welcome, because it bringes to you a great quantitie of my loue: which, if it be worth litle, (and no maruell if Loue be solde vnder-foote, when the God of Loue himselfe goes naked) yet I hope you will not say you haue a hard bargaine, Sithe[n]ce you may take as much of it as you please for nothing. I haue clapt the Cognizance of your name, on these scribled papers, it is their liuery: So that now they are yours: being free fro[m] any vile imputation, saue only, that they thrust themselues into your acquiantance. But generall erros, haue generall pardons: for the title of other mens names, is the common Heraldry which all those laie claime too, whose crest is a Pen-and-Inckhorne. If you read, you may happilie laugh; tis my desire you should, because mirth is both Phisicall, and wholesome against the Plague: with which sicknes, (to tell truth) this booke is, (though not sorely) yet somewhat infected. I pray, driue it not out of your companie for all that; for (assure your soule) I am so iealous of your health, that if you did but once imagine, there were gall in mine Incke, I would cast away the Standish, and forsweare medling with anie more Muses. 



TO THE READER.

AND why to the Reader? Oh good Sir! theres as sound law to make you giue good words to the Reader, as to a Constable when hee carries his watch about him to tell how the night goes, tho (perhaps) the one (oftentimes) may be serued in for a Goose, and the other fitly furnish the same messe: Yet to maintaine the scuruy fashion, and to keepe Custome in reparations, he must be honeyed, and come-ouer with Gentle Reader, Courteous Reader, and Learned Reader, though he haue no more Gentilitie in him than Adam had (that was but a gardner) no more Ciuilitie than a Tartar, and no more Learning than the most errand Stinkard, that (except his owne name) could neuer finde any thing in the Horne-booke. 

How notoriously therfore do good wits dishonor, not only their Calling, but euen their Creation, that worship Glow-wormes (in stead of the Sun) because of a litle false glistering? In the name of Phoebus what madnesse leades them vnto it? For he that dares hazard a pressing to death (thats to say, To be a man in Print) must make account that he shall stand (like the olde Weathercock ouer Powles steeple) to be beaten with all stormes. Neither the stinking Tabacco-breath of a Sattin-gull, the Aconited sting of a narrow-eyed Critick, the faces of a phantastick Stage-monkey, nor the Indeede-la of a Puritanicall Citizen must once shake him. No, but desperately resolue (like a French Post) to ride through thick & thin: indure to see his lines torne pittifully on the rack: suffer his Muse to take the Bastoone, yea, the very stab, & himselfe like a new stake to be a marke for euery Hagler, and therefore (setting vp all these rests) why shuld he regard what fooles bolt is shot at him? Besides, if that which he presents vpon the Stage of the world be Good, why shuld he basely cry out (with that old poeticall mad-cap in his Amphitruo)Iouis summi causa claré plaudite, beg a Plaudite for God-sake! If Bad, who (but an Asse) would intreate (as Players do in a cogging Epilogue at the end of a filthie Comedy) that, be it neuer such wicked stuffe, they would forbeare to hisse, or to dam it perpetually to lye on a Stationers stall. For he that can so cosen himselfe, as to pocket vp praise in that silly sort, makes his braines fat with his own folly. 

But Hinc Pudor! or rather Hinc Dolor, heeres the Diuell! It is not the ratling of all this former haile-shot, that can terrifie our Band of Castalian Pen-men from entring into the field: no, no, the murdring Artillery indeede lyes in the roaring mouthes of a company that looke big as if they were the sole and singular Commanders ouer the maine Army of Poesy, yet (if Hermes muster-booke were searcht ouer) theile be found to be the most pitifull pure fresh-water souldiers: they giue out, that they are heires-apparent to Helicon, but an easy Herald may make them meere yonger brothers, or (to say troth) not so much. Beare witnes all you whose wits make you able to be witnesses in this cause, that heere I meddle not with your good Poets, Nam tales, nusquam sunt hic amplius, If you should rake hell, or (as Aristophanes in his Frog sayes) in any Celler deeper than hell, it is hard to finde Spirits of that Fashion. But those Goblins whom I now am co[n]iuring vp, haue bladder-cheekes puft out like a Swizzers breeches (yet being prickt, there comes out nothing but wind) thin-headed fellowes that liue upon the scraps of inuention and trauell with such vagrant soules, and so like Ghosts in white sheets of paper, that the Statute of Rogues may worthily be sued vpon them, because their wits haue no abiding place, and yet wander without a passe-port. Alas, poore wenches (the nine Muses!) how much are you wrongd, to haue such a number of Bastards lying vpo[n] your hands? But turne them out a begging; or if you cannot be rid of their Riming company (as I thinke it will be very hard) then lay your heauie and immortall curse vpon them, that whatsoeuer they weaue (in the motley-loome of their rustie pates) may like a beggers cloake, be full of stolne patches, and yet neuer a patch like one another, that it may be such true lamentable stuffe, that any honest Christian may be sory to see it. Banish these Word-pirates, (you sacred mistresses of learning) into the gulfe of Barbarisme: doome them euerlastingly to liue among dunces: let them not once lick their lips at the Thespian bowle, but onely be glad (and thanke Apollo for it too) if hereafter (as hitherto they haue alwayes) they may quench their poeticall thirst with small beere. Or if they will needes be stealing your Heliconian Nectar, let them (like the dogs of Nylus,) onely lap and away. For this Goatish swarme are those (that where for these many thousand yeares you went for pure maides) haue taken away your good names, these are they that deflowre your beauties. These are those ranck-riders of Art, that haue so spur-gald your lustie wingd Pegasus, that now he begins to be out of flesh, and (euen only for prouander-sake) is glad to shew tricks like Bancks his Curtall. O you Bookes-sellers (that are Factors to the Liberall Sciences) ouer whose Stalles these Drones do dayly flye humming; let Homer, Hesiod, Euripides, and some other mad Greekes with a band of the Latines, lye like musket-shot in their way, when these Goths and Getes set vpon you in your paper fortifications; it is the only Canon, vpon whose mouth they dare not venture, none but the English will take their parts, therefore feare them not, for such a strong breath haue these chese-eaters, that if they do but blow vpon a booke they imagine straight tis blasted; Quod supra nos; nihil ad nos, (they say) that which is aboue our capacitie, shall not passe vnder our commendation. Yet would I haue these Zoilists (of all other) to reade me, if euer I should write any thing worthily: for the blame that knowne-fooles heape vpon a deseruing labour, does not discredit the same, but makes wise men more perfectly in loue with it. Into such a ones hands therefore if I fortune to fall, I will not shrinke an inche, but euen when his teeth are sharpest, and most ready to bite, I will stop his mouth only with this, Hæc mala sunt, sed tu, non meliora facta.



Reader.

WHEREAS there stands in the Rere-ward of this Booke a certaine mingled Troope of straunge Discourses, fashioned into Tales, Know, that the intelligence which first brought them to light, was onely flying Report: whose tongue (as it often does) if in spreading them it haue tript in any materiall point, and either slipt too farre, or falne too short, beare with the error: and the rather, because it is not wilfully committed. Neither let any one (whom those Reports shall seeme to touch) cauill, or complaine of inury sithence nothing is set downe by a malitious hand. Farewell. 



THE WONDERFULL YEARE.

VERTUMNUS being attired in his accustomed habit of changeable silke, and newly passed 

through the first and principall Court-gate of heauen: to whom for a farewell, and to shewe how dutifull he was in his office, Ianus (that beares two faces vnder one hood) made a very mannerly lowe legge, and (because he was the onely Porter at that gate) presented vnto this King of the Moneths, all the New-yeares gifts, which were more in number, and more worth then those that are giuen to the great Turke, or the Emperour of Persia: on went Vertumnus in his lutie progresse, Priapus, Flora, the Dryades, and Hamadryades, with all the woodden rabble of those that drest Orchards & Gardens, perfuming all the wayes that he went, with the sweete Odours that breathed from flowers, hearbes and trees, which now began to peepe out of prison: by vertue of which excellent aires, the skie got a most cleare complexion, lookte smug and smoothe, and had not so much as a wart sticking on her face: the Sunne likewise was freshly and very richly appareled in cloth of gold like a Bridegroome, and in stead of gilded Rosemary, the hornes of the Ramme, (being the signe 

of that celestiall bride-house where he lay, to be marryed to the Spring) were not like your common hornes parcell-gilt, but double double-gilt, with the liquid gold that melted from his beames, for ioy w[h]ereof the Larke sung at his windowe euery morning, the Nightingale euery night: the Cuckooe (like a single sole Fidler, that reeles from Tauerne to Tauerne) plide it all the day long: Lambes friskte vp and downe in the vallies, kids and Goates leapt too and fro on the Mountaines: Shepheards sat piping, country wenches singing: Louers made Sonnets for their Lasses, whilest they made Garlands for their Louers: And as the Country was frolike, so was the Citie mery: Oliue Trees (which grow no where but in the Garden of peace) stood (as common as Beech does at Midsomer) at euery mans doore, braunches of Palme were in euery mans hand: Streetes were full of people, people full of ioy: euery house seemde to haue a Lorde of misrule in it, in euery house there was so much iollity: no Scritch-Owle frighted the silly Countryman at midnight, nor any Drum the Citizen at noone-day; but all was more calme than a still water, all husht, as if the Spheres had bene playing in Consort: In conclusion, heauen lookt like a Pallace, and the great hall of the earth, like a Paradice. But O the short-liude Felicitie of man! O world of what slight and thin stuffe is thy happinesse! Iust in the midst of this iocund Holy-day, a storme rises in the West: Westward (from the toppe of a Ritchmount) descended a hidious tempest, that shooke Cedars, terrified the tallest Pines, and cleft in sunder euen the hardest hearts of Oake: And if such great trees were shaken, what thinke you became of the tender Eglantine, and humble Hawthorne; they could not (doubtlesse) but droope, they could not choose but die with the terror. The Element (taking the Destinies part, who indeed set abroach this mischiefe) scowled on the earth, and filling her hie forehead full of blacke wrinckles, tumbling long vp and downe (like a great bellied wife) her sighes being whirlewindes, and her grones thunder, at length she fell in labour, and was deliuered of a pale, meagry, weake child, named Sicknesse, whom Death (with a pestilence) would needes take vpon him to nurse, and did so. This starueling being come to his full growth, had an office giuen him for nothing (and thats a wonder in this age (Death made him his Herauld: attirde him like a Courtier, and (in his name) chargde him to goe into the Priuie Chamber of the English Queene, to sommon her to appeare in the Star-chamber of heauen. 

The sommons made her start, but (hauing an inuincible spirit) did not amaze her: yet whom would not the certaine newes of parting from a Kingdome amaze! But she knewe where to finde a richer, and therefore lightlie regarded the losse of this, and thereupon made readie for that heauenlie Coronation, being (which was most strange) most dutifull to obay, that had so many yeares so powrefully commaunded. She obayed Deaths messenger, and yeelded her body to the hands of death himselfe. She dyes, resigning her Scepter to posteritie, and her Soule to immortalitie. 

To report of her death (like a thunder-clap) was able to kill thousands, it tooke away hearts from millions: for hauing brought vp (euen vnder her wing) a nation that was almost begotten and born vnder her; that neuer shouted any other Aue than for her name, neuer sawe the face of any Prince but her selfe, neuer vnderstoode what that strange out-landish word Change signified: how was it possible, but that her sicknes should throw abroad an vniuersall feare, and her death an astonishment? She was the Courtiers treasure, therefore he had cause 

to mourne: the Lawyers sword of iustice, he might well faint: the Merchants patronesse, he had reason to looke pale: the Citizens mother, he might best lament: the Shepheards Goddesse, and should not he droope? Onely the Souldier, who had walkt a long time vpon wodden legs, and was not able to giue Armes, though he were a Gentleman, had brisseld vp the quills of his stiffe Porcupine mustachio, and swore by no beggers that now was the houre come for him to bestirre his stumps: Vsurers and Brokers (that are the Diuels Ingles, and dwell in the long-lane of hell) quakt like aspen leaues at his oathes: those that before were the onely cut-throates in London, now stoode in feare of no other death: but my I was deceiued, the Tragedie went not forward. 

Neuer did the English Nation behold so much black worne as there was at her Funerall: It was then but put on, to try if it were fit, for the great day of mourning was set downe (in the booke of heauen) to be held afterwards: that was but the dumb shew, the Tragicall Act hath bene playing euer since. Her Herse (as it was borne) seemed to be an Iland swimming in water, for round about it there rayned showers of teares, about her deathbed none: for her departure was so sudden and so strange, that men knew not how to weepe, because they had neuer bin taught to shed teares of that making. They that durst not speake their sorrowes, whisperd them: they that durst not whisper, sent them foorth in sighes. Oh what an Earth-quake is the alteration of a State! Looke from the Chamber of Presence, to the Farmers cottage, and you shall finde nothing but distraction: the whole Kingdome seemes a wildernes, and the people in it are transformed to wild men. The Map of a Countrey so pitifullie distracted by the horror of a change, if you desire perfectlie to behold, cast your eyes then on this that followes, which being heretofore in priuate presented to the King, I thinke may very worthily shew it selfe before you: And because you shall see them attirde in the same fashion that they wore before his Maiestie, let these few lines (which stood then as Prologue to the rest) enter first into your eares.

NOt for applauses, shallow fooles aduenture, 
I plunge my verse into a sea of censure, 
But with a liuer drest in gall, to see 
So many Rookes, catch-polls of poesy, 
That feede vpon the fallings of hye wit, 
And put on cast inuentions, most vnfit, 
For such am I prest forth in shops and stalls, 
Pasted in Powles, and on the Lawyers walls, 
For euery basilisk-eyed Criticks bait, 
To kill my verse, or poison my conceit: 
Or some smoakt gallant, who at wit repines, 
To dry Tabacco with my holesome lines, 
And in one paper sacrifice more braine, 
Than all his ignorant scull could ere containe: 
But merit dreads no martydome, nor stroke, 
My lines shall liue, when he shall be all smoake.

Thus farre the Prologue, who leauing the Stage cleere, the feares that are bred in the wombe of this altring kingdome do next step vp, acting thus. 

THe great impostume of the realme was drawne 
Euen to a head : the multitudinous spawne 
Was the corruption, which did make it swell 
With hopd sedition (the burnt seed of hell.) 
Who did expect but ruine, blood, and death, 
To share our kingdome, and diuide our breath. 
Religions without religion, 
To let other blood, confusion 
To be next Queene of England, and this yeere 
The ciuill warres of France to be plaid heere 
By English-men, ruffians, and pandering slaues, 
That faine would dig vp gowtie vsureres graues : 
At such a time, villaines their hopes do honey, 
And rich men looke as pale as their white money : 
Now they remoue, and make their siluer sweate, 
Casting themselues into a couetous heate, 
And then (vnseene) in the confederate darke, 
Bury their gold, without or Priest, or Clarke. 
And say no prayers ouer that dead pelfe, 
True : Golds no Christian, but an Indian elfe. 
Did not the very kingdome seeme to shake 
Her precious massie limbes? did she not make 
All English cities (like her pulses) beate 
With people in their veines? the feare so great, 
that had it not bene phisickt with rare peace, 
Our populous power had lessend her increase. 
The Spring-time that was dry, had sprung in blood, 
A greater dearth of men, than ere of foode : 
In such a panting time, and gasping yeare, 
Victuals are cheapest, only men are deare. 
Now each wise-acred Landlord did dispaire, 
Fearing some villaine should become his heire, 
Or that his sonne and heire before his time, 
Should now turne villaine, and with violence clime 
Vp to his life, saying father you haue seene 
King Henry, Edward, Mary, and the Queene, 
I wonder youle liue longer! then he tells him 
Hees loth to see him kild, therfore he kills him, 
And each vast Landlord dyes like a poore slaue, 
Their thousand acres makes them but a graue, 
At such a time great men conuey their treasure 
Into the trusty Citie : wayts the leisure 
Of bloud and insurrection, which warre clips, 
When euery gate shutts vp her Iron lips, 
Imagine now a mighty man of dust, 
Standeth in doubt, what seruant he may trust, 
With Plate worth thousands : Iewels worth farre more, 
If he proue false, then his rich Lord proues poore : 
He calls forth one by one, to note their graces, 
Whilest they make legs he copies out their faces, 
Examines their eye-browe, consters their beard, 
Singles their nose out, still he rests afeard : 
The first that comes by no meanes heele alow, 
Has spyed three Hares starting betweene his brow, 
Quite turnes the word, names it Celeritie, 
For Hares do run away, and so may he : 
A second shewne : him he will scarce behold, 
His beards too red, the colour of his gold : 
A third may please him, but tis hard to say, 
A rich mans pleasde, when his goods part away. 
And now do cherrup by, fine golden nests 
Of well hatcht bowles: such as do breed in feasts, 
For warre and death cupboards of plate downe pulls, 
Then Bacchus drinkes not in gilt-bowles, but sculls. 
Let me descend and stoope my verse a while, 
To make the Comicke cheeke of Poesie smile ; 
Ranck peny-fathers scud (with their halfe hammes, 
Shadowing their calues) to saue their siluer dammes, 
At euery gun they start, tilt from the ground, 
One drum can make a thousand Vsurers sound, 
In vnsought Allies and vnwholesome places, 
Back-wayes and by-lanes, where appeare fewe faces, 
In shamble-smelling roomes, loathsome prospects, 
And penny-lattice-windowes, which reiects 
All popularitie : there the rich Cubs lurke, 
When in great houses ruffians are at worke, 
Not dreaming that such glorious booties lye 
Vnder those nasty roofes : such they passe by 
Without a search, crying theres nought for vs, 
And wealthie men deceiue poore villaines thus: 
Tongue-traueling Lawyers faint at such a day, 
Lye speechlesse, for they haue no words to say. 
Physitions turne to patients, their Arts dry, 
For then our fat men without Phisick die. 
And to conclude, against all Art and good, 
Warre taints the Doctor, lets the Surgion blood.

Such was the fashion of this Land, when the great Land-Lady thereof left it: Shee came in with the fall of the leafe, and went away in Spring: her life (which was dedicated to Virginitie,) both beginning & closing vp a miraculous Mayden circle: for she was borne vpon a Lady Eue, and died vpon a Lady Eue: her Natiuitie & death being memorable by this wonder: the first and last yeares of her Raigne by this, that a Lee was Lorde Maior when she came to the Crowne, and a Lee Lorde Maior when she departed from it. Three places are made famous by her for three things, Greenwich for her birth, Richmount for her death, White-hall for her Funerall: vpon her remounting from whence, (to leand our tiring prose a breathing time) stay, and looke vpon these Epigrams, being composed, 

1. Vpon the Queenes last Remoue 

being dead.

THe Queenes remoude in solemne sort, 
Yet this was strange, and seldome seene, 
The Queene vsde to remoue the Court, 
But now the Court remoude the Queene.

2. Vpon her bringing by water 

to White Hall.

THe Queene was brought by water to White Hall, 
At euery stroake, the Oares teares let fall. 
More clung about the Barge : Fish vnder water 
Wept out their eyes of pearle, and swom blind after. 
I thinke the Barge-men might with easier thyes 
Haue rowde her thither in her peoples eyes : 
For howsoere, thus much my thoughts haue skand, 
Shad come by water, had she come by land.

3. Vpon her lying dead at 

White Hall.

THe Queene lyes now at White Hall dead, 

And now at White Hall liuing, 
To make this rough obiection euen, 

Dead at White Hall at Westminster, 
But liuing at White Hall in Heauen.

Thus you see that both in her life and her death shee was appointed to be the mirror of her time: And surely, if since the first stone that was layd for the foundation of this great house of the world, there was euer a yeare ordained to wondred at, it is only this: the Sibils, Octogesimus, Octauus Annus, That same terrible 88. which came sayling hither in the Spanish Armado, and made mens hearts colder 

then the frozen Zone, when they heard but an inckling of it: That 88. by whose horrible predictions, Almanack-makers stood in bodily feare their trade would be vtterly ouerthrowne, and poore Erra Pater was threatned (because he was a Iew) to be put to baser offices, then the stopping of mustard-pots: That same 88. which had more prophecies waiting at his heeles, tha[n] euer Merlin the Magitian had in his head, was a yeare of Iubile to this. Platoes Mirabilis Annus, (whether it be past alreadie, or to come within these foure yeares) may throw Platoes cap at Mirabilis, for that title of wonderfull is bestowed vpon 1603. If that sacred Aromatically-perfumed fire of wit (out of whose flames Phoenix poesie doth arise) were burning in any brest, I would feede it with no other stuffe for a twelue-moneth and a day than with kindling papers full of lines, that should tell only of the chances changes, and strange shapes that this Protean Climactericall yeare hath metamorphosed himselfe into. It is able to finde ten Chroniclers a competent liuing, and to set twentie Printers at worke. You shall perceiue I lie not, if (with Peter Bales) you will take the paines to drawe the whole volume of it into the compasse of a pennie. As first, to begin with the Queenes death, then the Kingdomes falling into an Ague vpon that. Next, follows the curing of that feauer by the holesome receipt of a proclaymed King. That wonder begat more, for in an houre, two mightie Nations were made one: wilde Ireland became tame on the sudden, and some English great ones that before seemed tame, on the sudden turned wilde: That same Parke which great Iulius Cæsar inclosed, to hold in that Deere whome they before hunted, being new circled (by a second Cæsar) with stronger pales to keepe them from leaping ouer. And last of all (if that wonder be the last and shut vp the yeare) a most dreadfull plague. This is the abstract, and yet (like Stowes Chronicle of Decimo Sexto to huge Hollinshead) these small pricks in this Set-card of ours, represent mighty Countreys; whilst I haue the quill in my hand, let me blow them bigger. 

The Queene being honoured with a Diademe of Starres, France, Spaine, and Belgia, lift vp their heads, preparing to do as much for England by giuing ayme, whilest she shot arrowes at her owne brest (as they imagined) as she had done (many a yeare together) for them: and her owne Nation betted on their sides, looking with distracted countenance for no better guests than Ciuill Sedition, Vprores, Rapes, Murders, and Massacres. But the wheele of Fate turned, a better Lottery was drawne, Pro Troia stabat Apollo, God stuck valiantlie to vs. For behold, vp rises a comfortable Sun out of the North, whose glorious beames (like a fan) dispersed all thick and contagious clowdes. The losse of a Queene, was paid with the double interest of a King and Queene. The Cedar of her gouernment which stood alone and bare no fruit, is changed now to an Oliue, vpon whose spreading branches grow both Kings and Queenes. Oh it were able to fill a hundred paire of writing tables with notes, but to see the parts plaid in the compasse of one houre on the stage of this new-found world! Vpon Thursday it was treason to cry God saue king Iames 

king of England, and vppon Friday hye treason not to cry so. In the morning no voice heard but murmures and lamentation, at noone nothing but shoutes of gladnes & triumphe. S. George and S. Andrew that many hundred yeares had defied one another, were now sworne brothers: England and Scotland (being parted only with a narrow Riuer, and the people of both Empires speaking a language lesse differing than english within it selfe, as the prouidence had enacted, that one day those two Nations should marry one another) are now made sure together, and king Iames his Coronation, is the solemne wedding day. Happiest of all thy Ancestors (thou mirror of all Princes that euer were or are) that at seauen of the clock wert a king but ouer a peece of a little Iland, and before eleuen the greatest Monarch in Christendome. now

Siluer Crowds 
Of blisfull Angels and tryed Martys tread 
On the Star-seeling ouer Englands head : 
Now heauen broke into a wonder, and brought forth 
Our omne bonum from the holesome North 
(Our fruitfull soueraigne) Iamus, at whose dread name 
Rebellion swounded, and (ere since) became 
Groueling and nerue-lesse, wanting bloud to nourish, 
For Ruine gnawes her selfe when kingdomes flourish, 
Nor are our hopes planted in regall springs, 
Neuer to wither, for our aire breedes kings : 
And in all ages (from this soueraigne time) 
England shall still be calde the royall clime. 
Most blisfull Monarch of all earthen powers, 
Serud with a messe of kingdomes, foure such bowers 
(For prosperous hiues, and rare industrious swarmes) 
The world containes not in her solid armes. 
O thou that art the Meeter of our dayes, 
Poets Apollo! deale thy Daphnean bayes 
To those whose wits are bay-trees, euer greene, 
Vpon whose hye tops Poesie chirps vnseene : 
Such are most fit, tapparell Kings in rimes, 
Whose siluer numbers are the Muses chimes, 
Whose spritely caracters (being once wrought on) 
Out-liue the marble thare insculpt upon : 
Let such men chaunt thy vertue, then they flye 
On Learnings wings vp to Eternitie. 
As for the rest, that limp (in cold desert) 
Hauing small wit, lesse iudgement, and least Art : 
Their verse! tis almost heresie to heare, 
Banish their lines some furlong, from thine eare : 
For tis held dangrous (by Apolloes signe) 
To be infected with a leaprous line. 
O make some Adamant Act (nere to be worne) 
That none may write but those that are true-borne : 
So when the worlds old cheekes shall race and peele, 
Thy Acts shall breath in Epitaphs of Steele.

By these Comments it appeares that by this time 

King Iames is proclaimed: now does fresh blood leape into the cheekes of the Courtier the Souldier now hangs vp his armor, and is glad that he shall feede vpon the blessed fruites of peace: the Schollar sings hymnes in honor of the Muses, assuring himselfe now that Helicon will bee kept pure, because Apollo himselfe drinkes of it. Now the thriftie Citizen casts beyond the Moone, and seeing the golden age returned into the world againe, resolues to worship no Saint but money. Trades that lay dead & rotten, and were in all mens opinion vtterly dambd, started out of their trance, as though they had drunke of Aqua Cælestis, or Vnicornes horne, and swore to fall to their olde occupations. Taylors meant no more to be called Merchant-taylors but Merchants, for their shops were all lead foorth in leases to be turned into ships, and with their sheares (in stead of a Rudder) would they haue cut the Seas (like Leuant Taffaty) and sayld to the West Indies for no worse stuffe to make hose and doublets of, than beaten gold: Or if the necessitie of the time (which was likely to stand altogether vpon brauery) should presse them to serue with their iron and Spanish weapons vpon their stalls, then was there a sharpe law made amongst them that no workman should handle any needle but that which had a pearle in his eye, nor any copper thimble, vnlesse it were linde quite through, or bumbasted with Siluer. What Mechanicall hardhanded Vulcanist (seeing the dice of Fortune run so sweetly, and resoluing to strike whilst the iron was hote) but perswaded himselfe to bee Maister or head Warden of the company ere halfe a yeare went about? The worst players Boy stood vpon his good parts, swearing tragicall and busking oathes, that how vilainously soeuer he randed, or what bad and vnlawfull action soeuer he entred into, he would in despite of his honest audience, be halfe a sharer (at least) at home, or else strowle (thats to say trauell) with some notorious wicked floundering company abroad. And good reason had these time-catchers to be led into this fooles paradice, for they sawe mirth in euery mans face, the streetes were plumd with gallants, Tabacconists fild vp whole Tauernes: Vintners hung out spicke and span new Iuy bushes (because they wanted good wine) and their old raine-beaten lattices marcht vnder other cullors, hauing lost both company and cullors before. London was neuer in the high way to preferment til now; now she resolued to stand vpon her pantoffles: now (and neuer till now) did she laugh to scorne that worme-eaten prouerbe of Lincolne was, London is, & Yorke shall bee, for she saw her selfe in better state then Ierusalem, she went more gallant then euer did Antwerp, was more courted by amorous and lustie suiters then Venice (the minion of Italy) more loftie towers stood (like a Coronet, or a spangled head-tire) about her Temples, then euer did about the beautifull forehead of Rome: Tyrus and Sydon to her were like two thatcht houses, to Theobals: ye grand Cayr but a hogsty. Hinc illæ lachrymæ, She wept her belly full for all this. Whilst Troy was swilling sack and sugar, and mowsing fat venison, the mad Greekes made bonfires of their houses: Old Priam was drinking a health to the wooden horse, and before it could be pledged had his throat cut. Corne is no sooner ripe, but for all the pricking vp of his eares is pard off by the shins, and made to goe vpon stumps. Flowers no sooner budded, but they are pluckt vp and dye. Night walks at the heeles of the day, and sorrow enters (like a tauerne-bill) at the taile of our pleasures: for in the Appenine heigth of this immoderate ioy and securitie (that like Powles Steeple ouer-lookt the whole Citie) Behold, that miracle-worker, who in one minute turnd our generall mourning to a generall mirth, does nowe againe in a moment alter that gladnes to shrikes & lamentation. 

Here would I faine make a full point, because posteritie 

should not be frighted with those miserable Tragedies, which now my Muse (as Chorus) stands ready to present. Time would thou hadst neuer bene made wretched by bringing them forth: Obliuion would in all the graues and sepulchres, whose ranke iawes thou hadst already closd vp, or shalt yet hereafter burst open, thou couldst likewise bury them for euer. 

A stiffe and freezing horror sucks vp the riuers of my blood: my haire stands an ende with the panting of my braines: mine eye balls are ready to start out, being beaten with the billowes of my teares: out of my weeping pen does the incke mournefully and more bitterly than gall drop on the palefacd paper, euen when I do but thinke how the bowels of my sicke Country haue bene torne, Apollo therefore and you bewitching siluer-tongd Muses, get you gone, Inuocate none of your names: Sorrow & Truth, sit you on each side of me, whilst I am deliuered of this deadly burden: prompt me that I may vtter ruthfull and passionate condolement: arme my trembling hand, that it may boldly rip vp and Anatomize the vlcerous body of this Anthropophagized plague: lend me Art (without 

any counterfeit shadowing) to paint and delineate to the life the whole story of this mortall and pestiferous battaile, & you the ghosts of those more (by many) then 40000. that with the virulent poison of infection haue bene driuen out of your earthly dwellings: you desolate hand-wringing widowes, that beate your bosomes ouer your departing husbands: you wofully distracted mothers that with disheueld haire falne into swounds, whilst you lye kissing the insensible cold lips of your breathlesse Infants: you out-cast and downe-troden Orphanes, that shall many a yeare hence remember more freshly to mourne, when your mourning garments shall looke olde and be for gotten; And you the Genij of all those emptyed families, whose habitations are now among the Antipodes: Ioyne all your hands together, and with your bodies cast a ring about me: let me behold your ghastly vizages, that my paper may receiue their true pictures: Eccho forth your grones through the hollow truncke of my pen, and raine downe your gummy teares into mine Incke, that euen marble bosomes may be shaken with terrour, and hearts of Adamant melt into compassion. 

What an vnmatchable torment were it for a man to be bard vp euery night in a vast silent Charnell-house? hung (to make it more hideous) with lamps dimly & slowly burning, in hollow and glimmering corners: where all the pauement should in stead of greene rushes, be strewed with blasted Rosemary: withered Hyacinthes, fatall Cipresse and Ewe, thickly mingled with heapes of dead mens bones: the bare ribbes of a father that begat him, lying there: here the Chaplesse hollow scull of a mother that bore him: round about him a thousand Coarses, some standing bolt vpright in their knotted winding sheets: others halfe mouldred in rotted coffins, that should suddenly yawne wide open, filling his nosthrils with noysome stench, and his eyes with the sight of nothing but crawling wormes. And to keepe such a poore wretch waking, he should heare no noise but ofToads croaking, Screech-Owles howling, Mandrakes shriking: were not this an infernall prison? would not the strongest-harted man (best with such a ghastly horror) looke wilde and runne madde? and die? And euen such a formidable shape did the diseased Citie appeare in: For he that durst (in the dead houre of gloomy midnight) haue bene so valiant, as to haue walkt through the still and melancholy streets, what thinke you should haue bene his musicke? Surely the loude grones of rauing sicke men; the strugling panges of soules departing: In euery house griefe strinking vp an Allarum: Seuants crying out for maisters: wiues for husbands, parents for children, children for their mothers: here he should haue met some frantically running to knock vp Sextons; there, others fearfully sweating with Coffins, to steale forth dead bodies, least the fatall hand-writing of death should seale vp their doores. And to make this dismall consort more full, round about him Bells heauily tolling in one place, and ringing out in another: The dreadfulnesse of such an houre, is in-vtterable: let vs goe further. 

If some poore man, suddeinly starting out of a sweete and golden slumber, should behold his house flaming about his eares, all his family destroied in their sleepes by the mercilesse fire; himselfe in the very midst of it, wofully and like a madde man calling for helpe: would not the misery of such a distressed soule, appeare the greater, if the rich Vsurer dwelling next doore to him, should not stirre, (though he felt no part of the danger) but suffer him to perish, when the thrusting out of an arme might haue saued him? O how many thousands of wretched people haue acted this poore mans part? How often hath the amazed husband waking, found the comfort of his bedde lying breathlesse by his side! his children at the same instant gasping for life! and his seruants, mortally wounded at the hart by sicknes! the distracted creature, beats at death doores, exclaimes at windowes, his cries are sharp inough to pierce heauen, but on earth no eare is opend to receiue them. 

And in this maner do the tedious minutes of the night stretch out the sorowes of ten thousand: It is now day, let vs looke forth and try what Consolation rizes with the Sun: not any, not any: for before the Iewell of the morning be fully set in siluer, hundred hungry graues stand gaping, and euery one of them (as at a breakfast) hath swallowed downe ten or eleuen liuelesse carcases: before dinner, in the same gulfe are twice so many more deuoured: and before the sun takes his rest, those numbers are doubled: Threescore that not many houres before had euery one seuerall lodgings very delicately furnisht, are now thrust altogether into one close roome: a litle noisome roome: not fully ten foote square. Doth not this strike coldly to ye hart of a worldly mizer? To some, the very sound of deaths name, is in stead of a passing-bell: what shall become of such a coward, being told that the selfe-same bodie of his, which now is so pampered with superfluous fare, so perfumed and bathed in odoriferous waters, and so gaily apparelled in varietie of fashio[n]s, must one day be throwne (like stinking carion) into a rank & rotten graue; where his goodly eies, yt did once shoote foorth such amorous glances, must be beaten out of his head: his lockes that hang wantonly dangling, troden in durt vnderfoote: this doubtlesse (like thunder) must needs strike him into the earth. But (wretched man!) when thou shalt see, and be assured (by tokens sent thee from heauen) that to morroe thou must be tumbled into a Mucke-pit, and suffer thy body to be bruisde and prest with three-score dead men, lying slouenly vpon thee, and thou to be vndermost of all! yea and perhaps halfe of that number were thine enemies! (and see how they may be reuenged, for the wormes that breed out of their putrifying carkasses, shall crawle in huge swarmes from them, and quite deuoure thee) what agonies will this strange newes driue thee into? If thou art in loue with thy selfe, this cannot choose but possesse thee with frenzie. But thou art gotten safe (out of the ciuill citie Calamitie) to thy Parkes and Pallaces in the Country, lading thy asses and thy Mules with thy gold, (thy god), thy plate, and thy Iewels: and the fruites of thy wombe thriftily growing vp but in one onely sonne, (the young Landlord of all thy carefull labours) him also hast thou rescued from the arrowes of infection; Now is thy soule iocund, and thy sences merry. But open thine eyes, thou Foole and behold that darling of thine eye, (thy sonne) turnd suddeinly into a lumpe of clay; the hand of pestilence hath smote him euen vnder thy wing: Now doest thou rent thine haire, blaspheme thy Creator, cursest thy creation, and basely descendest into bruitish & vnmanly passions, threatning in despite of death & his Plague, to maintaine the memory of thy childe, in the euerlasting brest of Marble: a tombe must now defend him from tempests: and for that purpose, the swetty hinde (that digs the rent he paies thee out of the entrailes of the earth) he is sent for, to conuey foorth that burden of thy sorrow: But note how thy pride is disdained: that weather-beaten sun-burnt drudge, that not a month since fawnd vpon thy Worship like a Spaniell, and like a bond-slaue, would haue stoopt lower than thy feete, does now stoppe his nose at thy presence, and is readie to set his Mastiue as hye as thy throate, to driue thee from his doore: all thy golde and siluer cannot hire one of those (whom before thou didst scorne) to carry the dead body to his last home: the Country round about thee shun thee, as a Basiliske, and therefore to London (from whose armes thou cowardly fledst away) poast vpon poast must be galloping, to fetch from thence those that may performe that Funerall Office: But there are they so full of graue-matters of their owne, that they haue no leisure to attend thine: doth not this cut thy very heart-strings in sunder? If that doe not, the shutting vp of the Tragicall Act, I am sure will: for thou must be inforced with thine owne handes, to winde vp (that blasted flower of youth) in the last linnen, that he shall weare: vpon thine owne shoulders must thou beare part of him, thy amazed seruant the other: with thine owne hands must thou dig his graue, (not in the Church, or common place of buriall,) thou hast not fauour (for all thy riches) to be so happie, but in thine Orcharde, or in the proude walkes of thy Garden, wringing thy palsie-shaking hands in stead of belles, (most miserable father) must thou search him out a sepulcher. 

My spirit growes faint with rowing in this Stygian Ferry, it can no longer endure the transportation of soules in this dolefull manner: let vs therefore shift a point of our Compasse, and (since there is no remedie, but that we must still bee vp and downe in this Mare mortuum) hoist vp all our sailes, and on the merry winges of a lustier winde seeke to arriue on some prosperous shoare. 

Imagine then that all this while, Death (like a Spanish Leagar, or rather like stalking Tamberlaine) hath pitcht his tents, (being nothing but a heape of winding sheets tackt together) in the sinfully-polluted Suburbes: the Plague is Muster-maister and Marshall of the field: Burning Feauers, Boyles, Blaines, and Carbuncles, the Leaders, Lieutenants, Serieants, and Corporalls: the maine Army consisting (like Dunkirke) of a mingle-mangle, viz. dumpish Mourners, merry Sextons, hungry Coffin-sellers, scrubbing Bearers, and nastie Graue-makers: but indeed they are the Pioners of the Campe, that are imployed onely (like Moles) in casting vp of earth and digging of trenches; Feare and Trembling (the two catch-polles of Death) arrest euery one: No parley will be graunted, no composition stood vpon, But the Allarum is strucke vp, the Toxin ringes out for life, and no voyce heard but Tue, Tue, Kill, Kill, the little Belles onely (like small shot) doe yet goe off, and make no great worke for wormes, a hundred or two lost in euery skirmish, or so: but alas thats nothing: yet by those desperat salliies, what by open setting vpon them by day, and secret Ambuscadoes by night, the skirts of London were pittifully pared off, by litle and litle: which they within the gates perceiuing, it was no boot to bid them take their heeles, for away they trudge thick and threefold; some some riding, some on foote: some without bootes, some in their slippers, by water, by land, In shoales swom they West-ward, mary to Grauesend none went vnlesse they be driuen, for whosoeuer landed there neuer came back againe: Hacknies, water-men & Wagons, were not so terribly imployed many a yeare; so that within a short time, there was not a good horse in Smith-field, nor a Coach to be set eyes on. For after the world had once run vpon the wheeles of the Pest-cart, neither coach nor caroach durst appeare in his likenesse. 

Let vs pursue these runnawayes no longer, but leaue them in the vnmercifull hands of the Country-hard-hearted Hobbinolls, (who are ordaind to be their Tormentors,) and returne backe to the siege of the Citie; for the enemie taking aduantage by their flight, planted his ordinance against the walls; here the Canons (like their great Bells) roard: the Plague tooke sore paines for a breach; he laid about him cruelly, ere he could get it, but at length he and his tiranous band entred: his purple colours were presently (with the sound of Bow-bell in stead of a trompet) aduanced, and ioynd to the Standard of the Citie; he marcht euen thorow Cheapside, and the capitall streets of Troynouant: the only blot of dishonor that struck vpon this Inuader, being this, that hee plaide the tyrant, not the conqueror, making hauocke of all, when he had all lying at the foote of his mercy. Men, women, & children dropt downe before him: houses were rifled, streetes ransact, beautifull maidens throwne on their beds, and ravisht by sicknes: rich mens Cofers broken open, and shared amongst prodigall heires and vnthriftie seruants: poore men vsde poorely, but not pittifully; he did very much hurt, yet some say he did very much good. Howsoeuer he behaued himselfe this intelligence runs current, that euery house lookt like S. Bartholomewes Hospitall, and euery street like Bucklersbury, for poore Methridatum and Dragon-water (being both of them in all the world, scarce worth three-pence) were bort in euery corner, and yet were both drunke euery houre at other mens cost. Lazarus laie groning at euery mans doore, mary no Diues was within to send him a crum, (for all your Gold-finches were fled to the woods) nor a dogge left to licke vp his sores, for they (like Currs) were knockt downe like Oxen, and fell thicker than Acornes. 

I am amazed to remember what dead Marches were made of three thousand trooping together; husbands, wiues & children, being led as ordinarily to one graue, as if they had gone to one bed. And those that could shift for a time, and shrink their heads out of the collar (as many did) yet went they (most bitterly) miching and muffled vp & downe with Rue and Wormewood stuft into their eares and nosthrils, looking like so many Bores heads stuck with branches of Rosemary, to be serued in for Brawne at Christmas. 

This was a rare worlde for the Church, who had wont to complaine for want of liuing, and now had more liuing thrust vpon her, than she knew how to bestow: to haue bene Clarke now to a parish Clarke, was better then to serue some foolish Iustice of Peace, or than the yeare before to haue had a Benefice. Sextons gaue out, if they might (as they hoped) continue these doings but a tweluemoneth longer, they and their posteritie would all ryde vppon footecloathes to the ende of the world. Amongst which worme-eaten generation, the three bald Sextons of limping Saint Gyles, Saint Sepulchres, and Saint Olaues, rulde the roaste more hotly, than euer did the Triumuiri of Rome. Iehochanan, Symeon, and Eleazar, neuer kept such a plaguy coyle in Ierusalem among the hunger-starued Iewes, as these three Sharkers did in their Parishes among naked Christians. Cursed they were I am sure by some to the pitte of hell, for tearing money out of their throates, that had not a crosse in their purses. But alas! they must haue it, it is their fee, and therefore giue the diuell his due: onely hearbe-wiues and gardeners (that neuer prayed before, vnlesse it were for Raine or faire Weather,) were now day and night vppon their marybones, that God would blesse the labors of those mole-catchers, because they sucke sweetnesse by this; for the price of flowers, Hearbes, and garlands, rose wonderfully, in so much that Rosemary which had wont to be sold for 12. pence an armefull, went now for six shillings a handful. 

A fourth sharer likewise (these winding-sheete-weauers) deserues to haue my penne giue his lippes a Iewes Letter, but because he worships the Bakers good Lord & Maister, charitable S. Clement (whereas none of the other three euer had to do with any Saint) he shall scape the better: only let him take heede, that hauing all this yeare buried his praiers in the bellies of Fat ones, and plump Capon-eaters, (for no worse meat would downe this Bly-foxes stomach) let him I say take heede least (his flesh now falling away) his carcas be not plagu[ed] with leane ones, of whom (whilst the bill of Lord haue mercy vpon vs, was to be denied in no place) it was death for him to heare. 

In this pittifull (or rather pittilesse) perplexitie stood London, forsaken like a Louer, forlorne like a widow, and disarmde of all comfort: disarmde I may well say, for fiue Rapiers were not stirring all this time, and those that were worne, had neuer bin seene, if any money could haue bene lent vpon them, so hungry is the Estridge disease, that it will deuoure euen Iron: let vs therefore with bag & baggage march away from this dangerous sore Citie, and visit those that are fled into the Country. But alas! Decidis in Scyllam, you are pepperd if you visit them, for they are visited alreadie: the broad Arrow of Death, flies there vp & downe, as swiftly as it doth here: they that rode on the lustiest geldings, could not out-gallop the Plague, It ouer-tooke them, and ouer turnd them too, horse and foote. 

You whom the arrowes of pestilence haue reacht at eighteen and twenty score (tho you stood far enough as you thought fro[m] the marke) you that sickning in the hie way, would haue bene glad of a bed in an Hospitall, and dying in the open fieldes, haue bene buried like dogs, how much better had it bin for you, to haue lyen fuller of byles and plague-sores than euer did Iob, so you might in that extremity haue receiued both bodily & spiritual comfort, which there was denied you? For those misbeleeuing Pagans, the plough-driuers, those worse then Infidels, that (like their Swine) neuer looke vp so high as Heauen: when Citizens boorded them they wrung their hands, and wisht rather they had falne into the hands of Spaniards: for the sight of a flat-cap was more dreadfull to a Lob, then the discharging of a Caliuer: a treble-ruffe (being once named the Merchants set) had power to cast a whole houshold into a cold sweat. If one new suite of Sackcloth had beene knowne to haue come out of Burchin-lane (being the common Ward-rope for all their Clowne-ships) it had beene enough to make a Market towne giue vp the ghost. A Crow that had beene seene in a Sunne-shine day, standing on the top of Powles, would haue beene better than a Beacon on fire, to haue raizd all the townes within ten miles of London, for the keeping her out. 

Neuer let any man aske me what became of our Phisitions in this Massacre, they hid their Synodicall heads aswell as the prowdest: and I cannot blame them, for their Phlebotomies, Losinges, and Electuaries, with their Diacatholicons, Diacodions, Amulets, and Antidotes, had not so much strength to hold life and soule together, as a pot of Pinders Ale and a Nutmeg: their Drugs turned to durt, their simples [were] simple things: Galen could do no more good, than Sir Giles Goosecap: Hipocrates, Auicen, Paraselsus, Rasis, Fernelius, with all their succeeding rabble of Doctors and Water-casters, were at their wits end, or I thinke rather at the worlds end, for not one of them durst peepe abroad; or if any one did take vpon him to play the ventrous Knight, the Plague put him to his Nonplus; in such strange, and such changeable shapes did the Cameleon-like sicknes appeare, that they could not (with all the cunning in their budgets) make pursenets to take him napping. 

Onely a band of Desper-vewes, some fewe Empiricall madcaps (for they could neuer be worth veluet caps) turned themselues into Bees (or more properly into Drones) and went humming vp and downe, with hony-brags in their mouthes, sucking the sweetnes of Siluer (and now and then of Aurum Potabile) out of the poison of Blaines and Carbuncles: and these iolly Mountibanks clapt vp their bils vpon euery post (like a Fencers Challenge) threatning to canuas the Plague, and to fight with him at all his owne seuerall weapons: I know not how they sped, but some they sped I am sure, for I haue heard them band for the Heauens, because they sent those thither, that were wisht to tarry longer vpon earth. 

I could in this place make your cheekes looke pale, and your hearts shake, with telling how some haue had 18. sores at one time running vpon them, others 10. and 12. many 4. and 5. and how those that haue bin foure times wounded by this yeares infection, haue dyed of the last wound, whilst others (that were hurt as often) goe vp and downe now with sounder limmes, then many that come out of France, and the Nether-lands. And descending from these, I could draw forth a Catalogue of many poore wretches, that in fieldes, in ditches, in common Cages, and vnder stalls (being either thrust by cruell maisters out of doores, or wanting all worldly succour but the common benefit of earth and aire haue most miserably perished. But to Chronicle these would weary a second Fabian. 

We will therefore play the Souldiours, who at the end oof any notable battaile, with a kind of sad delight rehearse the memorable acts of their friends that lye mangled before them: some shewing how brauely they gaue the onset: some, how politickly they retirde: others, how manfully they gaue and receiued wounds: a fourth steps forth, and glories how valiantly hee lost an arme: all of them making (by this meanes) the remembrance euen of tragicall and mischieuous euents very delectable. Let vs striue to do so, discoursing (as it were at the end of this mortall siege of the plague) of the seuerall most worthy accidents, and strange birthes which this pestiferous yeare hath brought foorth: some of them yeelding Comicall and ridiculous stuffe, others lamentable: a third kind, vpholding rather admiration, then laughter or pittie. 

As first, to relish the pallat of lickerish expectation, and withall to giue an Item how sudden a stabber this ruffianly swaggerer (Death) is, You must beleeue, that amongst all the weary number of those that (on their bare feete) haue trauaild (in this long and heauie vocation) to the Holy-land, one (whose name I could for neede bestow vpon you) but that I know you haue no need of it, (tho many want a good name) lying in that co[m]mon Innes of sick-men, his bed, & seeing the black & blew stripes of the plague sticking on his flesh, which he receiued as tokens (from heauen) that he was presently to goe dwell in the vpper world, most earnestly requested, and in a manner coniured his friend (who came to enterchange a last farewell) that hee would see him goe handsomely attirde into the wild Irish countrey of wormes, and for that purpose to bestow a Coffin vpon him: his friend louing him (not because he was poore (yet he was poore) but because hee was a Scholler: Alack that the West Indies stand so farre from Vniuersities! and that a minde richly apparelled should haue a threed-bare body!) made faithfull promise to him, that he should be naild vp, he would boord him, and for that purpose went instantly to one of the new-found trade of Coffin-cutters, bespoke one, and (like the Surueyour of deaths buildings) gaue direction how this little Tenement should be framed, paying all the rent for it before hand. But note vpon what slippery ground life goes! little did he thinke to dwell in that roome himselfe which he had taken for his friend: yet it seemed the common law of mortalitie had so decreede, for hee was cald into the colde companie of his graue neighbours an houre before his infected friend, and had a long lease (euen till doomes day) in the same lodging, which in the strength of health he went to prepare for another. What credit therefore is to be giuen to breath, which like an harlot will runne away with euery minute. How nimble is sicknesse, and what skill hath he in all the weapons he plays withall? The greatest cutter that takes vp the Mediterranean Ile in Powles for his Gallery to wake in, cannot ward off his blowes. Hees the best Fencer in the world: Vincentio Sauiolo is no body to him: He has his Mandrittaes, Imbrocataes, Stamazones, and Stoccataes at his fingers ends: heele make you giue him ground, though ye were neuer worth foote of land, and beat you out of breath, though Aeolus himselfe plaid vpo[n] your wind-pipe. 

To witnes which, I will call forth a Dutchman (yet now hees past calling for, has lost his hearing, for his eares by this time are eaten off with wormes) who (though hee dwelt in Bedlem) was not mad, yet the lookes of the Plague (which indeed are terrible) put him almost out of his wits, for when the snares of this cunning hunter (the Pestilence) were but newly layd, and yet layd (as my Dutch-man smelt it out well enough) to intrap poore mens liues that meant him no hurt, away sneakes my clipper of the kings english, and (because Musket-shot should not reach him) to the Low-countries (that are built vpon butter-firkins, and Holland cheese) sailes this plaguie fugitiue, but death, (who hath more authoritie there then all the seauen Electors, and to shew him that there were other Low-countrey besides his owne) takes a little Frokin (one of my Dutch runaways children) and sends her packing, into those Netherlands shee departed: O how pitifully lookt my Burgomaister, when he vnderstood that the sicknes could swim! It was an easie matter to scape the Dunkirks, but Deaths Gallyes made out after him swifter then the great Turkes. Which he perceiuing, made no more adoo, but drunke to the States fiue or sixe healths (because he would be sure to liue well) and backe againe comes he, to try the strength of English Beere: his old Randeuous of madmen was the place of meeting, where he was no sooner arriued, but the Plague had him by the backe, and arrested him vpon an Exeat Regnum, for running to the enemie, so that for the mad tricks he plaid to cozen our English wormes of his Dutch carcas (which had beene fatted heere) sicknesse and death clapt him vp in Bedlem the second time, and there he lyes, and there he shall lye till he rot before ile meddle any more with him. 

But being gotten out of Bedlem, let vs make a iourney to Bristow, taking an honest knowne Citizen along with vs, who with other company travailing thither (onely for feare the aire of London should conspire to poison him) and setting vp his rest not to heare the sound of Bow-bell till next Christmas, was notwithstanding in the hye way singled out from his company, and set vpon by the Plague, who bad him stand, and deliuer his life. The rest at that word shifted for themselues, and went on, hee (amazed to see his friends flye, and being not able to defend himselfe, for who can defend himselfe meeting such an enemy?) yeelded, and being but about fortie miles from London, vsed all the slights he could to get loose out of the handes of death, and so to hide himselfe in his owne house, whereupon, he calld for help at the same Inne, where not long before he and his fellowe pilgrimes obtained for their money (mary yet with more prayers then a begger makes in three Termes) to stand and drinke some thirtie foote from the doore. To this house of tipling iniquitie hee repaires againe, coniuring the Lares or walking Sprites in it, if it were Christmas (that if was well put in) and in the name of God, to succor and rescue him to their power out of the handes of infection, which now assaulted his body: th Diuell would haue bene afraid of this coniuration, but they were not, yet afraid they were it seemed, for presently the doores had their wodden ribs crusht in pieces, by being beaten together: the casements were shut more close than an Vsurers greasie veluet powch: the drawing windowes were hangd, drawne, and quartered: not a creuis but was stopt, not a mouse-hole left open, for all the holes in the house were most wickedly dambd vp: mine Hoste and Hostesse ranne ouer one another into the backe-side, the maydes into the Orchard, quiuering and quaking, and ready to hang themselues on the innocent Plumb-trees (for hanging to them would not be so sore a death as the Plague, and to die maides too! O horrible!) As for the Tapster, he fled into the Cellar, rapping out fiue or sixe plaine Countrey oathes, that hee would drowne himselfe in a most villanous Stand of Ale, if the sicke Londoner Stoode at the doore any longer. But stand there he must, for to go away (well) he cannot, but continues knocking and calling in a faint voyce, which in their eares sounded, as if some staring ghost in a Tragedie had exclaimed vpon Rhadamanth: he might knocke till his hands skte, and call till his heart akte for they were in a worse pickle within, then hee was without: hee being in a good way to go to Heauen, they being so frighted, that they scarce knew whereabout Heauen stoode, onely they all cryed out, Lord haue mercy vpon vs, yet Lord haue mercy vpon vs was the only thing they feared. The dolefull catastrophe of all is, a bed could not be had for all Babilon: not a cup of drinke, no, nor cold water be gotten, though it had bin for Alexander the great: if a draught of Aqua vitæ might haue saued his soule, the towne denyed to do God that good seruice. 

What miserie continues euer? the poore man standing thus at deaths doore, and looking euery minute when he should be let in, behold, another Londoner that had likewise bene in the Frigida zona of the Countrey, and was returning (like Æneas out of hell) to the heauen of his owne home, makes a stand at this sight, to play the Physition, and seeing the complexion of his patient that he was sicke at heart, applies to his soule the best medicines that his comforting speech could make, for there dwelt no Poticary neere enough to helpe his body. Being therefore driuen out of all other shiftes, he leads him into a field (a bundle of Strawe, which with much adoe he bought for money, seruing in stead of a Pillow.) But the Destinies hearing the diseased partie complaine and take on, because hee lay in a field-bedde, when before hee would haue beene glad of a mattresse, for very spight cut the threade of his life, the crueltie of which deede made the other (that playd Charities part) at his wittes end, because hee knew not where to purchase tenne foote of ground for his graue: the Church nor Churchyard would let none of their lands. Maister Vicar was strucke dumbe, and could not giue the dead a good word, neither Clarke nor Sexton could be hired to execute their office; no, they themselues would first be executed: so that he that neuer handled shouell before, got his implements about him, ripped vp the belly of the earth, and made it like a graue, stript the cold carcasse, bound his shirt about his feete, pulled a linnen night cappe ouer his eyes, and so layde him in the rotten bedde of the earth, couering him with cloathes cut out of the same piece: and learning by his last words his name and habitation, this sad Trauailer arriues at London, deliuering to the amazed widdow and children, in stead of a father and a husband, onely the out-side of him, his apparrell. But by the way note one thing, the bringer of these heauy tydings (as if he had liued long enough when so excellent a worke of pietie and pittie was by him finished) the very next day after his comming home, departed out of this world, to receiue his reward in the Spirituall Court of Heauen. 

It is plaine therefore by the euidence of these two witnesses, that death, like a theife, sets vpon men in the hie way, dogs them into their owne houses, breakes into their bed chambers by night, assaults them by day, and yet no law can take hold of him: he deuoures man and wife: offers violence to their faire daughters: kils their youthfull sonnes, and deceiues them of their seruants: yea, so full of trecherie is he growne (since this Plague tooke his part) that no louers dare trust him, nor by their good wils would come near him, for he workes their downfall, euen when their delights are at the highest. 

Too ripe a proofe haue we of this, in a paire of Louers; the maide was in the pride of fresh bloud and beautie: she was that which to be now is a wonder, yong and yet chaste: the gifts of her mind were great, yet those which fortune bestowed vpon her (as being well descended) were not much inferiour: On this louely creature did a yong man so stedfastly fixe his eye, that her lookes kindled in his bosome a desire, whose flames burnt the more brightly, because they were fed with sweet and modest thoughts: Hymen was the God to whome he prayed day and night that he might marry her: his praiers were receiued, at length (after many tempests of her deniall and frownes of kinsfolk) the element grew cleere & he saw ye happy landing place, where he had long sought to ariue: the prize of her youth was made his own, and the solemne day appointed when it should be deliuered to him. Glad of which blessednes (for to a louer it is a blessednes) he wrought by all the possible art he could vse to shorten the expected houre, and bring it neerer: for, whether he feared the interception of parents, or that his owne soule, with excesse of ioy, was drowned in strange passions, he would often, with sighs mingled with kisses, and kisses halfe sinking in teares, prophetically tell her, that sure he should neuer liue to enioy her. To discredit which opinion of his, behold, the sunne had made hast and wakened the bridale morning. Now does he call his heart traitour, that did so falsly conspire against him: liuely bloud leapeth into his cheekes: hees got vp, and gaily attirde to play the bridegroome, shee likewise does as cunningly turne her selfe into a bride: kindred and friends are met together, soppes and muscadine run sweting vp and downe till they drop againe, to comfort their hearts, and because so many coffins pestred London Churches, that there was no roome left for weddings, Coaches are prouided, and away rides all the traine into the Countrey. On a monday morning are the lustie Louers on their iourney, and before noone are they alighted, entring (insteade of an Inne) for more state into a Church, where they no sooner appeared, but the Priest fell to his busines, the holy knot was a tying, but he that should fasten it, comming to this, In sicknesse and in health, there he stopt, for sodainely the bride tooke hold of, in sicknes, for in health all that stoode by were in feare shee should neuer be kept. The maiden-blush into which her cheekes were lately died, now beganne to loose colour: her voyce (like a coward) would haue shrunke away, but that her Louer reaching her a hand, which he brought thither to giue her, (for hee was not yet made a full husband) did with that touch somewhat reuiue her; on went they againe so farre, till they mette with For better, for worse, there was she worse than before, and had not the holy Officer made haste, the ground on which she stood to be marryed might easily haue beene broken vp for her buryall. All ceremonies being finished, she was ledde betweene two, not like a Bride, but rather like a Coarse, to her bed: That; must now be the table, on which the wedding dinner is to be serued vppe (being at this time, nothing but teares, and sighes, and lamentation) and Death is chiefe waiter, yet at length her weake heart wrastling with the pangs, gaue them a fall, so that vp shee stoode againe, and in the fatall funerall Coach that carried her forth, was she brought back (as vpon a beere) to the Citie: but see the malice of her enemy that had her in chase, vpon the wensday following being ouertaken, was her life ouercome, Death rudely lay with her, and spold her of a maden head in spite of her husband. Oh the sorrow that did round beset him! now was his diuination true, she was a wife, yet continued a maide: he was a husband and a widdower, yet neuer knew his wife: she was his owne, yet he had her not: she had him, yet neuer enioyed him: heere is a strange alteration, for the rosemary that was washt in sweete water to set out the Bridall, is now wet in teares to furnish her buriall: the musike that was heard to sound forth dances, can not now be heard for the ringing of belles: all the comfort that happened to either side being this, that he lost her, before she had time to be an ill wife, and she left him, ere he was able to be a bad husband. 

Better fortune, had this Bride, to fall into the handes of the Plague, then one other of that fraile female sex, (whose picture is next to be drawne) had to scape out of them. An honest cobler (if at least coblers can be honest, that liue altogher amongest wicked soales) had a wife, who in the time of health treading her shooe often awry, determined in the agony of a sicknesse (which this yeare had a saying to her) to fall to mending aswell as her husband did. The bed that she lay vpon (being as she thought or rather feared) the last bed that should euer beare her, (for many other beds had borne her you must remember) and the worme of sinne tickling her conscience, vp she she calls her very innocent and simple husband out of his vertuous shoppe, where like Iustice he sat distributing amongst the poore, to some, halfe-penny peeces, penny peeces to some, and two-penny peeces to others, so long as they would last, his prouident care being alway, that euery man and woman should goe vpright. To the beds side of his plaguy wife approacheth Monsieur Cobler, to vnderstand what deadly newes she had to tell him, and the rest of his kinde neighbours that there were assembled: such thicke teares standing in the both the gutters of his eies, to see his beloued lie in such a pickle, that in their salt water, all his vtterance was drownd: which she perceiuing, wept as fast as he: But by the warme counsell that sat about the bed, the shower ceast, she wiping her cheekes with the corner of one of the sheetes: and he, his sullied face, with his leatherene apron[.] At last, two or three sighes (like a Chorus to the tragedy ensuing) stepping out first, wringing her handes (which gaue the better action) shee told the pittifull Actæon her husband, that she had often done him wrong: hee onely shooke his head at this, and cried humh! which humh, she taking as the watch-word of his true patience, vnraueld the bottome of her frailetie at length, and concluded, that with such a man (and named him, but I hope you would not haue me follow her steppes and name him too) she practised the vniuersall & common Art of grafting, and that vpon her good mans head, they two had planted a monstrous paire of inuisble hornes: At the sound of the hornes, my cobler started vppe like a march Hare, and began to looke wilde: his awle neuer ranne through the sides of a boote, as that word did through his heart: but being a polliticke cobler, and remembering what peece of worke he was to vnder-lay, stroking his beard, like some graue headborough of the Parish, and giuing a nodde, as who should say, goe on, bade her goe on indeed, clapping to her sore soule, this generall salue, that All are sinners, and we must forgiue, &c. For hee hoped by such wholesome Phisicke, (as Shooemakers waxe being laide to a byle) to draw out all the corruption of her secret villainies. She good heart being tickled vnder gilles, with the finger of these kind speeches, turnes vp the white of her eye, and fetches out an other. An other, (O thou that art trained vp in nothing but to handle peeces:) Another hath discharged his Artillery against thy castle of fortification: here was passion predominant: Vulcan strooke the colers ghost (for he was now no cobler) so hardy vpon his breast, that he cryed Oh! his neighbours taking pitte to see what terrible stitches pulld him, rubde his swelling temples with the iuice of patience, which (by vertue of the blackish sweate that stoode realing on his browes, and had made them supple) entred very easily into his now parlous-vnderstanding scull: so that he left wenching, and sate quiet as a Lamb, falling to his old vomite of councell, which he hasd cast vp before, and swearing (because he was in strong hope, this shoo should wring him no more) to seale her a generall acquittance, prict forward with this gentle spur, her tongue mends his pace, so that in her confession shee ouertooke others, whose bootes had beene set all night on the Coblers laast, bestowing vppon him the poesie of their names, the time, and place, to thintent it might be put into his next wifes wedding ring. And although shee had made all these blots in his tables, yet the bearing of one man false (whom she had not yet discouered) stucke more in her stomacke than all the rest. O valiant Cobler, cries out one of the Auditors, how art thou set vpon? how art thou tempted? happy arte thou, that thou art not in thy shop, for in stead of cutting out peeces of leather, thou wouldst doubtlesse now pare away thy hart: for I see, and so do all thy neighbours here (thy wifes ghostly fathers) see that a small matter would now cause thee to turne turk, & to meddle with no more patches: but to liue within the compasse of thy wit: lift not vp thy collar: be not horne mad: thanke heauen that the murther is reueald: study thou Baltazars Part in Ieronimo, for thou hast more cause (though lesse reason) than he, to be glad and sad. 

Well, I see thou art worthy to haue patient Griseld to thy wife, for thou bearest more than she: thou shewest thy selfe to be a right cobler, and no sowter, that canst thus cleanely clowt vp the seam-rent sides of thy affection. With this learned Oration the Cobler was tutord: layd his finger on his mouth, and cried paucos palabros: he had sealed her pardon, and therefore bid her not feere: heer vpun she named the malefactor, I could name him too, but that he shall liue to giue more Coblers heads the Bastinado. And told, that on such a night when he supt there (for a Lord may sup with a cobler, that hath a pretty wench to his wife) when the cloth, O treacherous linnen! was taken vp, and Menelaus had for a parting blow, giuen the other his fist: downe she lights (this half-sharer) opening the wicket, but not shutting him out of the wicket, but conueis him into a by-room (being the ward-rob of old shooes and leather) from whence the vnicorne cobler (that dreamt of no such spirits) being ouer head and eares in sleepe, his snorting giuing the signe that he was cock-sure, softly out-steales sir Paris, and to Helenaes teeth prooued himselfe a true Troian. 

This was the creame of her confusion, which being skimd off from the stomach of her conscience, we looked euery minute to goe thither, where we should be farre enough out of the Coblers reach. But the Fates laying their heades together, sent a repriue, the plague that before meant to pepper her, by little and little left her company: which newes being blowne abroad, Oh lamentable! neuer did the old buskind trgedy beginne till now: for the wiues of those husbands, with whom she had playd at fast and loose, came with nayles sharpened for the nonce, like cattes, and tongues forkedly cut like the stings of adders, first to scratch out false Cressidaes eyes, and then (which was worse) to worry her to dath with scolding. 

But the matter was tooke vp in a Tauerne; the case was altered, and brought to a new reckoning (mary the blood of the Burdeaux grape was first shead about it) but in the end, all anger on euery side was powred into a pottle pot, & there burnt to death. Now whether this Recantation was true, or whether the steeme of infection, fuming vp (like wine) into her braines made her talke thus idlely, I leaue it to the Iury. 

And whilst they are canuasing her case, let vs see what dooings the Sexton of Stepney hath: whose ware-houses being all full of dead commodities, sauing one: that one hee left open a whole night (yet was it halfe full too) knowing ye theeues this yeare were too honest to break into such cellers. Besides those that were left there, had such plaguy pates, that none durst meddle with them for their liues. About twelue of the clock at midnight, when spirites walke, and not a mowse dare stirring, because cattes goe a catter-walling: Sinne, that all day durst not shew his head, came reeling out of an ale-house, in the shape of a drunkard, who no sooner smelt the winde, but he thought the ground vnder him danced the Canaries: houses seemed to turne on the toe, and all things went round: insomuch, that his legges drew a paire of Indentures, betweene his body and the earth, the principal couenant being that he for his part would stand to nothing what euer he saw: euery tree that came in his way, did he iustle, and yet chalenge it the next day to fight with him. If he had clipt but a quarter so much of the Kings siluer, as he did of the Kings english, his carcas had long ere this bene carrion for Crowes. But he liued by gaming, and had excellent casting, yet seldome won, for he drew reasonable good hands, but had very bad feete, that were not able to carry it away. This setter vp of Malt-men, being troubled with the staggers, fell into the self-same graue, that stood gaping wide open for a breakfast next morning, and imagining (when he was in) that he had stumbled into his owne house, and that all his bedfellowes (as they were indeede) were in their dead sleepe, he, (neuer complaining of colde, nor calling for more sheete) soundly takes a nap till he snores again: In the morning the Sexton comes plodding along, and casting vpon his fingers ends what he hopes ye dead pay of that day will come too, by that which he receiued the day before, (for Sextons now had better doings than either Tauernes or bawdy-houses) In that siluer contemplation, shrugging his shoulders together, he steppes ere he be aware on the brimmes of that pit, into which this worshipper of Bacchus was falne, where finding some dead mens bones, and a scull or two, that laie scattered here and there; before he lookt into this Coffer of wormes, those he takes vp, and flinges them in: one of the sculls battered the sconce of the sleeper, whilst the bones plaide with his nose; whose blowes waking his mustie worship, the first word that he cast vp, was an oath, and thinking the Cannes had flyen about, cryed zoundes, what do you meane to cracke my mazer? the Sexton smelling a voice, (feare being stronger than his heart) beleeued verily some of the coarses spake to him, vpon which, feeling himselfe in a cold sweat, tooke his heeles, whilst the Goblin scrambled vp and ranne after him: But it appeares the Sexton had the lighter foote, for he ran so fast, that hee ranne out of his wittes, which being left behinde him, he had like to haue dyed presently after. 

A meryer bargaine than the poore Sextons did a Tincker meete withall in a Countrey Towne; through which a Citizen of London being driuen (to keepe himselfe vnder the lee-shore in this tempestuous contagion) and casting vp his eye for some harbour, spied a bush at the ende of a pole, (the auncient badge of a Countrey Ale-house:) Into which as good lucke was, (without any resistance of the Barbarians, that all this yeare vsed to keepe such landing places) veiling his Bonnet, he strucke in. The Host had bene a mad Greeke, (mary he could now speake nothing but English,) a goodly fat Burger he was, with a belly Arching out like a Beere-barrell, which made his legges (that were thicke & short, like two piles driuen vnder London-bridge) to stradle halfe as wide as the toppe of Powles, which vpon my knowledge hath bene burnt twice or thrice. A leatherene pouch hung at his side, that opened and shut with a Snap-hance, and was indeed a flaske for gun-powder when King Henry went to Bulloigne. An Antiquary might haue pickt rare matter out of his Nose, but that it was worme-eaten (yet that proued it to be an auncient Nose:) In some corners of it, there were blewish holes that shone like shelles of mother of Pearle, and to doo his nose right, Pearles had bene gathered out of them: other were richly garnisht with Rubies, Chrisolites and Carbunckles, which glistered so oriently, that the Hamburgers offered I know not how many Dollars, for his companie in an East-Indian voyage, to haue stoode a nightes in the Poope of their Admirall, onely to saue the charges of candles. In conclusion, he was an Host to be ledde before an Emperour, and though he were one of the greatest men in all the shire, his bignes made him not proude, but he humbled himselfe to speake the base language of a Tapster, and vppon the Londoners first arriual, cryed welcome, a cloth for this Gentleman: the Linnen was spread, and furnisht presently with a new Cake and a Can, the roome voided, and the Guest left (like a French Lord) attended by no bodie: who drinking halfe a Can (in conceit) to the health of his best friend in the Citie, which laie extreame sicke, and had neuer more neede of health, I knowe not what qualmes came ouer his stomach, but immediately he fell downe without vttering any more wordes, and neuer rose againe. 

Anon ( as it was his fashion) enters my puffing Host, to relieue (with a fresh supply out of his Celler,) the shrinking Can, if hee perceiued it stoode in daunger to be ouerthrowne. But seeing the chiefe Leader dropt at his feete, and imagining at first hee was but wounded a little in the head, held vp his gowty golles and blest himselfe, that a Londoner (who had wont to be the most valiant rob-pots) should now be strooke downe only with two hoopes: and therevpon iogd him, sembling out these comfortable words of a souldier, If thou be a man stand a thy legges: he stird not for all this: wherevpon the Maydes being raisde (as it had bene with a hue and cry) came hobling into the roome, like a flocke of Geese, and hauing vpon search of the bodie giuen vp this verdict, that the man was dead, and murthered by the Plague; Oh daggers to all their hearts that heard it! Away trudge the wenches, and one of them hauing had a freckled face all her life time, was perswaded presently that now they were the tokens, and had liked to haue turned vp her heeles vpon it: My gorbelly Host, that in many a yeare could not without grunting, crawle ouer a threshold but two foote broad, leapt halfe a yarde from the coarse (It was measured by a Carpenters rule) a nimbly as if his guts had beene taken out by the hangman: out of the House he wallowed presently, being followed with two or three dozen of napkins to drie vp the larde, that ranne so fast downe his heeles, that all the way he went, was more greazie than a kitchin-stuffe-wifes basket: you would haue sworne, it had beene a barrell of Pitch on fire, if you had looked vpon him, for such a smoakie clowde (by reason of his owne fattie hotte steeme compassed him rounde, that but for his voyce, hee had quite beene lost in that stincking myst: hanged himselfe hee had without all question ( in this pittifull taking) but that hee feared the weight of his in tollerable paunch, would haue burst the Roape, and so hee should bee put to a double death. At length the Towne was raised, the Countrey came downe vpon him, and yet not vpon him neither, for after they vnderstood the Tragedie, euery man gaue ground, knowing my pursie Ale-cunner could not follow them: what is to be done in this straunge Allarum? The whole village is in daunger to lye at the mercy of God, and shall be bound to curse none, but him for it: they should do well therefore, to set fire on his house, before the Plague scape out of it, least it forrage higher into the Countrey, and knocke them downe, man, woman, and childe, like Oxen, whose blood (they all sweare) shall be required at his handes. At these speeches my tender-hearted Hoste, fell downe on his maribones, meaning indeede to entreat his audience to bee good to him; but they fearing hee had beene pepperd too, as well as the Londoner, tumbled one vpon another, and were ready to breake their neckes for haste to be gone: yet some of them (being more valiant then the rest, because they heard him roare out for some helpe) very desperately stept backe, and with rakes and pitch-forkes lited the gulch from the ground: Co[n]cluding (after they had laid their hogsheads togither, to draw out som hoesome counsel) that whosoeuer would venter vpon the dead man & bury him, should haue fortie shillings (out of the common towne-purse, though it would bee a great cut to it) with the loue of the Churchwardens and Side-men, during the terme of life. This was proclaimed, but none durst appeare to vndertake the dreadfull execution: they loued money well, mary the plague hanging ouer any mans head that should meddle with it in that sort, they all vowde to dye beggers before it should be Chronicled they kild themselues for forty shillings: and in that braue resulution, euery one with bagge & baggage marcht home, barricadoing their doores & windowes with firbushes, ferne, and bundels of straw to keepe out pestilence at the staues end. 

At last a Tinker came sounding through the Towne, mine Hosts house being the auncient watring place where he did vse to cast Anchor. You must vnderstand hee was none of those base rascally Tinkers, that with a ban-dog and a drab at their tayles, and a pike-staffe on their necks, will take a purse sooner then stop a kettle: No, this was a deuout Tinker, he did honor God Pan: a Musicall Tinker, that vpon his kettle-drum could play any Countrey dance you cald for, and vpon Holly-dayes had earned money by it, when no Fidler could be heard of. Hee was onely feared when he stalked through some townes where Bees were, for he strucke so sweetely on the bottome of his Copper instrument, that he would emptie whole Hiues, and leade the swarmes after him only by the sound. 

This excellent egregious Tinker calls for his draught (being a double Iugge) it was fild for him, but before it came to his nose, the lamentable tale of the Londoner was tolde, the Chamber-doore (where hee lay) being thrust open with a long pole, (because none durst touch it with their hands) and the Tinker bidden (if he had the heart) to goe and see if hee knew him. The Tinker being not to learne what vertue the medicine had which hee held at his lippes powred it downe his throate merily, and crying trilill, he feares no plagues. In hee stept, tossing the dead body too and fro, and was sorrie hee knew him not: Mine Hoste that with griefe began to fall away villanously, looking very ruthfully on the Tinker, and thinking him a fit instrument to be playd vpon, offred a crowne out of his owne purse, if he would bury the partie. A crowne was a shrewd temptation to a Tinker; many a hole might he stop, before he could picke a crowne of it , yet being a subtill Tinker (& to make all Sextons pray for him, because hee would raise their fees) an Angell he wanted to be his guide, and vnder ten shillings (by his ten bones) he would not put his finger into the fire. The whole parish had warning of this presently, thirtie shillings was saued by the bargaine, and the Towne like to be saued too, therefore ten shillings was leuyed out of hand, put into a rag, which was tyed to the ende of a long pole and deliuered (in sight of all the Parish, who stood aloofe stopping their noses) by the Headboroughs owne selfe in proper person, to the Tinker, who with one hand receiued the money, and with the other struck the boord, crying hey, a fresh double pot. Which armour of proofe being fitted to his body, vp he hoists the Londoner on his backe (like a Schoole-boy) a Shouell and Pick axe standing ready for him; And thus furnished, into a field some good distance from the Towne he beares his deadly loade, and there throwes it downe, falling roundly to his tooles, vpon which the strong beere hauing set an e[dg]e, they quickely cut out a lodging in the earth for the Citizen. But the Tinker knowing that wormes needed no apparell, sauing onely sheetes, stript him starke naked, but first diude nimbly into his pocket, to see what linings they had, assuring himselfe, that a Londoner would not wander so farre without siluer: his hopes were of the right stamp, for from out of his pockets he drew a leatherne bagge with seuen pounds in it: this musicke made the Tinkers heart dance, he quickely tumbled his man into the graue, hid him ouer head and eares in dust, bound vp his cloathes in a bundle, & carying that at the end of his staffe on his shoulder, with the purse of seuen pounds in his hand, backe againe comes he through the towne, crying aloud, Haue yee any more Londoners to bury, hey downe a downe dery, haue ye any more Londoners to bury: the hobbinolls running away from him, as if he had beene the dead Citizens ghost, & he marching away from them in all the hast he could, with the song still in his mouth. 

You see therefore how dreadfull a fellow Death is, making fooles euen of wisemen, and cowards of the most valiant; yea, in such a base slauerie hath it bound mens sences, that they haue no power to looke higher than their owne roofes, but seeme by their turkish and barberous actions to belieue that there is no felicitie after this life, and that (like beasts) their soules shall perish with their bodyes. How many vpon sight onely of a Letter (sent from London) haue started backe, and durst haue layd their saluation vpon it, that the plague might be folded in that empty paper, belieuing verily, that the arme of Omnipotence could neuer reach them, vnlesse it were with some weapon drawne out of the infected Citie: in so much that euen the Western Pugs receiuing money there, haue tyed it in a bag at the end of their barge, and so trailed it through the Thames, least plague-sores sticking vpon shillings, they should be naild vp for counterfeits when they were brought home. 

More ventrous than these block-heads was a certaine Iustice of peace, to whose gate being shut (for you must know that now there is no open house kept) a company of wilde fellowes being lead for robbing an Orchyard, the stout-hearted Constable rapt most couragiously, and would haue about with none, but the Iustice himselfe, who at last appeard in his likenesse aboue at a window, inquiring why they summond a parlie. It was deiliuered why: the case was opened to his examining wisedome, and that the euill doers were onely Londoners: at the name of Londoners, the Iustice clapping his hand on his brest (as who should say, Lord haue mercie vpon vs) started backe, and being wise enough to saue one, held his nose hard betweene his fore-finger and his thumbe, and speaking in that wise (like the fellow that described the villainous motion of Iulius Cæsar and the Duke of Guize, who (as he gaue it out) fought a combat together) pulling the casement close to him, cryed out in that quaile-pipe voice, that if they were Londoners, away with them to Limbo: take onely their namesthey were sore fellowes, and he would deale with them when time should serue: meaning, when the plague and they should not be so great together, and so they departed: the very name of Londoners being worse than ten whetstones to sharpen the sword of Iustice against them. 

I could fill a large volume, and call it the second part of the hundred mery tales, onely with such ridiculous stuffe as this of the Iustice, but Dij meliora, I haue better matters to set my wits about: neither shall you wring out of my pen (though you lay it on the rack) the villainies of that damned Keeper, who kild all she keept; it had bene good to haue made her keeper of the common Iayle, and the holes of both Counters, for a number that lye there, that wish to be rid out of this motley world, shee would haue tickled them, and turned them ouer the thumbs. I will likewise let the Church-warden in Thames streete sleepe (for hees now past waking) who being requested by one of his neighbors to suffer his wife or child (that was then dead ) to lye in the Churchyard, answered in a mocking sort, he keept that lodging for himselfe and his houshold: and within three dayes after was driuen to hide his head in a hole himselfe. Neither will I speake a word of a poore boy (seruant to a Chandler) dwelling thereabouts, who being struck to the heart by sicknes, was first caryed away by water, to be left any where, but landing being denyed by an army of browne bill-men that kept the shore, back againe was he brought, and left in an out-celler, where lying groueling and groning on his face (amongst fagots, but not one of the set on fire to comfort him (there continued all night, and dyed miserably for want of succor. Nor of another poore wetch in the Parish of Saint Mary Ouereyes, who being in the morning throwne, as the fashion is, into a graue vpon a heape of carcases, that kayd for their complement, was found in the afternoone, gasping and gaping for life: but by these tricks, imagining that many a thousand haue bebe turned wrongfully off the ladder of life, and praying that Derick or his executors may liue to do those a good turne, that haue done so to others: Hic finis Priami, heres an end of an old Song.

Et iam tempus Equum fumantia souere colla.

FINIS.


NEWES FROM GRAUES-END SENT TO NOBODY
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THE EPISTLE DEDICATORY.

To Him, that (in the despite and neuer-dying-dishonour of all empty sisted Mecaen-Asses) is the Gratious, munificent, and golden. Rewarder of Rimes: singular paymaister of Songes and Sonnets: Vnsquint-eyde Surueyor of Heroicall Poems: Chiefe Rent-gatherer of Poets and Musitians: And the most valiant Confounder of their desperate debts. And to the comfort of all honest Christians) The now-onely-onely-Supper-maker to Enghles & Plaiers-Boyes, Syr Nicolas Nemo, alias Nobody.

SHALL I creepe (like a drownde Ratte) into thy warme bosome, (my Benefique Patron!) with a piece of some olde mustie Sentence in my mouth, stolne out of Lycosthenes Apothegmes, and so accost thee? Out vpont! the fashion of such Dedications is more stale than kissing. No, no, suffer me (good Nobody) to diue (like a White-Friars Puncke) into thy familiar & solid acquaintance at the first dash: And in stead of Worshipfull Syr, come vpon thee with honest Iew, how doest? Wonder not that out of the whole barrell of pickeld Pat•ons, I haue onely made choice of thee, for I loue none really, but thee and my selfe, for vs two do I only care, and therefore I coniure thee, let the payment of thine affection be reciprocall.

They are Rimes that I have boyld in my leaden Inckpot, for thine owne eating: And now (rarest Nobody) taste the reason why they are serued vp to thee (in the taile of the Plague) like Caveare, or a dish of Anchoues after supper. Know then (Monnsier verse-gilder) that I haue failed (during this storme of the Pestilence) round about the vast Iland of the whole world, which when I found to be made like a foote-ball, the best thing in it, being but a bladder of mans life, (lost with a litle pricke) I tooke vp my foote and spurnd at it, bicause I haue heard that none but fooles make account of the world. But mistake me not, (thou Spur-royall of the Muses!) for it was neither in Sir Francis Drakes nor in Candishes voyage, that I swom through so much saltwater: But onely with two honest Card-makers Peter Plamius and Gerard Mercator) who in their vniuersall Maps, (as in a Barbers Looking-glasse, where a nomber of most villanous vngodly faces are seene, in a yeare, and especially now at Christmas) did (like Country-fellowes, that is to say very plainly) and in a shorter time, than a Sculler can rowe from Queene-hyue to Wapping, make a braue discouery vnto me, as well of all the old raine-beaten, as of the spicke and span new-found worlds, with euery particular Kingdome, Dukedome, and Popedome in their liuely cullors, so that I knew Constantinople as perfectly, as Iobbin, the Mault-mans horse of Enfield knowes the way to London: and could haue gone to the great Turkes Serraglio (where he keepes all his wenches) as tollerably and farre more welcome, than if I had beene one of his Eunuches. Prester Iohn, and the Sophy, were neuer out of mine eye, (yet my sight was not a pin the worse). The Soldan of Egipt I had with a wet finger: from whence, I trauailed as boldly to the Courts of all the Kings in Christendome, as if I had bin an Embassadour) his pomp only excepted.)

Strange fashions did I pick (like wormes) out of the fingers of euery Nation, a number of phantastick Popin-Iayes and Apes (with faces like men) itching till they had got them. And (besides fashions) many wonder to be hung vp (like Shields with senseles, bald, impraesaes) in the white paper-gallery of a large Chronicle. But this made me fret out worse than gumd Taffaty, that neither in any one of those Kingdomes, (no nor yet within the walls and water-works of mine own country) could I either find or heare, (for I gaue a Crier a King-Harry-groate to make an oyes) no nor read of any man, woman or child, left so wel by their friends, or that caryed such an honest mind to the Common-wealth of the Castalians, as to keepe open-house for the seauen poore Liberall Sciences: nor once (which euen the rich cubs and fox-furd curmudgens do) make the¯ good cheere so much as at Christmas, whe¯ euery cobler has licence (vnder the broad Seale of Hospitality) to sit cheeke by iowle at the table of a very Aldermans deputy.

What woodcocks then are these seauen wise maisters to answere to that worme-eaten name of Liberall, seeing it has vndone them? Its a name of the old fashion: It came vp with the old Religion, and went down with the new. Liberality has bin a Gentleman of a good house, and an ancient house, but now that old house (like the Players old Hall at Dowgate) is falne to decay, and to repaire it, requires too much cost. My seauen lattin-sellers, haue bin liberall so long to others, that now they haue not a rag (or almost nothing but rags) left for themselues: Yea and into such pitifull predicaments are they fallen, that most of our Gentry (besides the Punyes of Innes of Court and Chancery) takes them for the Seauen Deadly Sinnes, and hate him worse than they hate whores. How much happier had it bin for them, to haue changed their copies, & tro¯ Sciences bin bound to good Occupations, co¯sidering that one London-occupier (dealing vprightly with all men) puts vp more in a weeke, than seuen Bachilers of Art (that euery day goe barely a wooing to them) do in a yeare.

Hath not the Plague (incomparable Nobody: and therefore incomparable, bicause with an Aeneas-like glory, thou hast redeemed the golden-tree of Poesie, euen out of the hellish scorne, that this worlde (out of her Luciferan pride) hopes to dam it with) hath it not I say done all men knights seruice in working the downfal of our greatest & greediest beggers? Dieite Io Paean, You yong Sophisticall Fry of the Vniuersities! breake Priscians pate (if hee crosse you) for ioy: for had not the Plague stuck to you in this case, fixe of your seuen Academicall sweet-hearts (if I saide all seuen I should not lye vpon them) had long ere this (but that some Doctors withstood it) bene begd, (not for Wards, yet some of them haue lodged I can tell you in the knights Warde) but for meere Stones, and Chesters, Fooles, Fooles, and Iesters, because whereas some of their Chymicall & Alchymicall raw disciples haue learnt (at their hands) to distill gold and siluer out of very Tauerne-bushes, old greazy knaues of Diamonds, the dust of bowling Allyes, yea & like Aesops Gallus Gallinaceus, to scrape precious stones euen out of dung-hils, yet they themselues (poore harletries) had neuer the grace, nor the face, to cary one peny in their own purses.

But to speak truth (my noble curer of the poeticall madnesse for nothing) where should they haue it? Let them be sent into the courts of Princes, there they are so lordly, that (vnles they were bigger & taller of their hands, than so many of the Guard) euery one lookes ouer the¯, of it they giue him any thing, its nothing but good lookes. As for the Citie, thats so full of Crafts-men, there is no dealing with their misteries: the nine Muses stand in a brown study, whe¯ they come within their liberties, like so many mad wenches take¯ in a watch & broght before a bench of Brown bils. O Ciues, Ciues! quaerenda pecunia primum! Virtus post Nummos: First open your purses, and then be vertuous, part not with a peny: the rich mizers holde their owne by this Canon lawe. And for those (whom in English we call poore snakes) Alas! they are barde (by the Statute against Beggers) from giuing a dandiprat or a Bawbee. In the Campe there is nothing to be had but blowes and Prouant: for souldiers had neuer worse doings: My sweet Captain, bestowes his pipe of rich Trynidado (taking the Muses for Irish Chimny-sweepers) and thats his Talent.

Being in this melancholy contemplation, and hauing wept a whole ynck-horne full of Verses in bewailing the miseries of the time, on the suddaine I started vp: with my teeth bit my writings, because I would eate my words: condemnd my pen-knife to the cutting of powder-beefe and brewes: my paper to the drying and inflaming of Tobacco: and my Retirements to a more Gentleman-like recreation, viz. Duke Humphres walke in Powles: swearing fiue or sixe poeticall furious oathes, that the Goose-quill should neuer more gull me, to make me shoote paper-bullets into any Stationers shop, or to serue vnder the weather-beaten colours of Apollo, seeing his pay was no better. Yet remembring what a notable good fellow thou wert: the onely Atlas that supports the Olympian honour of learning: and (out of thy horne of Abundance) a continuall Benefactor to all Schollers (Thou matchlesse Nobody!) I set vp my rest, and vowde to consecrate all my blotting-papers onely to thee: And not content to dignifie thee with that loue and honor of my selfe: I sommond all the Rymesters, Play-patchers, Iig-makers, Ballad-mongers, & Pamphlet-stitchers (being the yeomanry of the Company) together with all those whom Theocrytus calls the Muses Byrds (being the Maisters and head-Wardens) and before them all made an uncomiasticall Oration in praise of Nobody, (scilicet your proper selfe) pronouncing them Asses, and threatning to haue them prest to serue at sea in the ship of Fooles, if euer hereafter, they taught their lynes (like water-Spaniels) to fetch any thing that were throwne out for the¯, or to diue into the vnworthy commendations of Lucius Apuleius, or any Golden-Asle of them all, being for their paines clapt only on the shoulder, and sent away dropping, when as thy leatherne bagges stand more open than Seacoale sackes more bounteously to reward them.

I had no sooner cut out thy vertues in these large cantles, but all the Synagogue of Scribes gaue a Plaudite, crying out Viua voce, with one loud throat, that All their verses should henceforth haue more feete, and take longer strides than if they went vpon stilttes, onely to carry thy glorious praises ouer the earth: And that none (but Nobody) should licke the fat of their Inuentions: that Dukes, Earles, Lordes and Ladies, should haue their Il-liberal names torn out of those bookes whose Authors they sent away with a Flea in their eare, And the stile of Nobody in Capitall Romane Letters, brauely Printed in their places.

Herevpon crowding their heads together, and amongst the¯selues canuasing more & more thy inexplicable worth, All of them (as inspirde) burst suddenly forth, and sung extemporall Odes in thine honor, & Palynodes in recanta io¯ of all former good opinions held of niggardly patrons: One of them magnifying thee, for that in this pestiferous shipwrack of Londoners, when the Pilot, Boteswaines, Maister and Maisters-mates, with all the chiefe Mariners that had charge in this goodly Argozy of gouernment, leapt from the sterne, strooke all the sailes from the maine yard to the mizzen; neuer lookt to the Compasse, neuer fownded in places of danger, nor so much as put out their Close-fights, when they saw a most cruel man of warre pursue them, but suffred all to sinke or swim, crying out onely, Put your trust in God my Bullies, & not in vs, whilst they either hid them selues vnder hatches, or else scrambled to shoare in Cockboats: yet thou (vndanted Nobody) then, euen then, didst stand stoutly to thy tackling, step coragiously to the helme, and manfully runne vp & downe, encouraging those (with comfortable words) whose hearts laie coldly in their bellies. Another lifted thee vp aboue the third Heauen, for playing the Constable part so rarely: And (not as your commo¯ Constables, charging poore sick wretches, that had neither meate nor mony, in the kings name to keepe their houses, thats to say, to famish & die: But discharging whole baskets full of victualls (like vollies of shot) in at their windowes: thou, onely thou (most charitable Nobody, madest them as fat as butter, & preseruedst their liues. A third extold thy martiall discipline, in appointing Ambushes of Surgeons and Apothecaries, to lye close in euery ward, of purpose to cut of any co¯uoy that broght the plague succor. A fourth swore at the next Impressio¯ of the Chronicles, to haue thy name, with the yeare of our Lord & certain Hexameter verses under-neath) all in great golde¯ letters, wherin thy Fame should be consecrated to eternall memory, for carefully purchasing conuenient plots of ground, onlie for Burialls (and those out of the Citie too, as they did in Ierusalem) to the intent, that threescore (contrary to an Act of common Councell against In-mates might not be pestred together, in one litle hole, where they lie and rot: but that a poore man might for his mony haue elbow-roome, & not haue his guts thrust out to be eaten vp with paltry worms: least when in hot and drie Sommers (that are yet not dreamed on) those mustie bodies putrifying, the inavoydable stench of their strong breath be smelt out by the Sun, and then theres new worke for Clarkes and Sextons.

Thus had euery one a flirt at thy praises: if thou hadst bene begde to haue plaid an Anatomy in Barber-surgions Hall, thy good parts could not haue bene more curiosly ript vp: they diude into the very bowels of thy hartie commendations. So that I, that (like a Match) scarce gaue fire before, to the dankish powder of their apprehensions, was now burnt vp my self, in the flames of a more ardent affection towards thee, kindled by them. For presently the court brake vp, and (without a quarter-dinner) all parted: their heads being great with childe, and aking very pittifully, till they were deliuered of Hymnes, Hexasticons, Paeans, and such other Panegyricall stuffe, which euery one thought 7. yeare till he had brought forth, to testifie the loue that he bore to Nobody: In aduancement of whose honour (and this was sworne vpon a pen & ynck-horne in stead of a sword, yet they al write Tam marti quàm mercurio, but how lawfully let the Heralds haue an eye toot) they vowd & swore very terribly, to sacrifice the very liues of their inuention; And whe¯ they wanted ynck (as many of them do wanting mony) or had no more (like a Chancery-man) but one pen in all the world, parcell of their oath was, to write with their blood and a broome-stick before they would sit idle.

Accept therefore (for hansell-sake) these curtall Rymes of ours (thou Capon-feaster of schollers:) I call the¯ News fro¯ Graues-end: Be it knowne vnto thy Non-residence, that I come not neare that Graues-end (which takes his beginning in Kent) by twenty miles at least; but the end of those Graues do I shoote at, which were cast vp here in London, to stand as land-marks for euery parish, to teach them how far they were to goe: laying down (so wel as I can) the maner how death & his army of pestilent Archers, entred the field, and how euery arrow that they drew, did almost cleaue a heart in sunder. Reade ouer but one leafe (deare Nobody) & thou purst vpo¯ me an armor of proofe against the rankling teeth of those mad dogs (cald Booke-biters) that run barking vp and downe Powles Church-yard, and bite the Muses by the shinnes Commend thou my labours, and I will labour onely to commend thee: for thy humor being pleasd, all the mewing Critists in the world shall not fright me. I know the Stationers will wish me and my papers burnt (like hereticks) at the Crosse, if thou doest (now) but enter into their Shops by my meanes: It would fret their hearts to see thee at their Stalls reading my Newes. Yet therein they deale doubly, and like notable dissemblers, for all the time of this Plaguy Allarum, they marcht only vnder thy cullors: desirde none but thy company none but thy selle wert welcome to them: none but Nobody (as they all cride out the thine immortall commendatious) bought bookes of them: Nobody was their best, and most bounteous customer. Fye on this hollow-hearted world! Do they shake thee off now? Be wise, and come not neere them by twelue-score at least, so shalt thou not neede to care what disgraces they shoote at thee. But leauing them to their old tune, of What new Bookes do you lack? prick vp thine eares like a March-Hare (at the sudden cry of a kennell of hounds) and listen what newes the Post thats come from Winchester - Terme windes out of his horne.

O that thou hadst taken a lease there (happy Nobody) but for one moneth, the place had (for thy sake) bin well spoken of for euer. Many did heartily pray (especially Watermen, and Players, besides the Drawers, Tapsters, Butchers, and Inholders, with all the rest of the hungry Cominaltie of Westminster) for thy going thither. Ten thousand in London swore to feast their neighbors with nothing but plum-porredge, and mince-pyes all Christmas, (that now for anger will not bestow a crust on a begger) vpon condition that all the Iudges, Sergeants, Barristers, and Atturnies, had not set a foot out of dores, but that thou only (in pomp) (sauing them that labour) hadst rode the iourney, so greedily did they thirst after thy preferment. For hadst thou bin there, those black-buckrom tragedies had neuer bin seene, that there haue bin acted. Alas! its a beastly thing to report. But (truth must out) poore dumb Horses were made meere Iades, being vsed to villanouslie, that they durst neither weihy nor wag taile. And though the riders of them had growne neuer so chollerick, and chaft till they foamd againe, an Hostler to walke them was not to be had for loue or money. Neither could the Geldings (euen of Gentlemen) get leaue (for all they swet til they dropt again) to stand as they had wont at Rack & Manger. (no, no, twas enough for their maisters to haue that honor) but now (aagainst all equitie) were they cald (when they little thought of any such matter) to a deere reckoning for all their old wilde-oates.

A co¯spiracy there was amo¯gst all the Inkeepers, that Iack Straw (an ancient rebell) should choak al the horses: and the better to bring this to passe, a bottle of hay was sold deerer then a bottle of wine at London. A trusse cost more, then maister Maiors trusse of Forduch, with the sleeues & belly-piece all of bare Sattin to boote: Which knauery being smelt out, the horsemen grew pollitick, & neuer sate downe to dinner, but their Nags were still at their elbowes: so that it grew to be as ordinary a question, to aske, What shall I pay for a Chamber for my selfe and my Gelding all night, (because they would not be Iaded any more) as in other countrey townes, For my wife and my selfe, for a beast and a man were entertained both alike, and that in such wonderful sort, that theile speake of it, In aeternam rei memoriam. For most of their roomes were fairely built (out of the ground, but not out of the durt) like Irish Houels, hung round about with cobweb-lawne very richly, and furnished, no Aldermans Parlor in London like them: for heres your bed, there a stable, and that a hogsty, yet so artificially contriud, that they stand all vnder one roofe, to the amazement of all that behold them.

But what a childishnes is it, to get vp thus vpon their Hobby-horses, let them bite a the bridle, whilst we haue about with the men. As for the women, they may laugh and lye downe, its a merry world with them, but some-body payes for it. O Winchester! much mutton hast thou to answer for, which thou hast made away (being sluttishly fryed out in steakes, or in burnt Carbonadoes) thy maid-seruants best know how, if they were cald to an account. It was happy for some, that 4. of the Returnes were cut off, for if they had held together, many a one had neuer returned from thence his owne man. Oh beware! your Winchester-Goose is tenne times more dangerous to surfet vpon, than your S. Nicholas Shambles-Capon.

You talke of a Plague in London, & red Crosses set vpon dores, but ten plagues cannot melt so many crosses of siluer out of Lawyers purses, as the Winchesterians (with a hey-pas, re-pas) iugled out of theirs to put into their owne. Patient they were I must needes confesse, for they would pocket vp any thing, came it neuer so wrongfully, insomuch that very good substantiall householders haue oftentimes gone away with crackt crownes, & neuer co¯plaind of the¯ that gaue the¯. If euer mony were currant (à curre¯do, of ru¯ning away) now was the time, it ran fro¯ the poore clients to the Atturneys & Clarks of bands in small troopes (here 10 & there 20) but when the Leaguers of Winchester cried Charge, Charge, the Lawyers paid fort, they went to the pot full deerely, & the townesmen still caryed away all the noble and royall victories. So that being puft vp with an opinion, that the Siluer Age was crept into the world againe, they denyed (in a manner) the Kings Coyne, for a penny was no money with them. Whensoeuer there shall come forth a Prest for Souldiers, thither let it be sent, for by all the opinion of the best Captaines (that had a charge there, and haue tryed them) the men of Winchester are the onely seruiceable men this day in England: the reason is, they care no more to venture among small shots, than to be at the discharging of so many Cannes of beere: Tush, us their desire, to see those that enter vpon them, to come off soundly, that when they are gone, all the world may beare witnes they came to their cost.

And being thus (night and day) imploid, and continually entring into Action, it makes them haue mightie stomacks, so that they are able to soake and deuoure all that come in their way: A Rapier and a Cloake haue bin eaten vp at a Supper as cleane (and caryed away well too) as if they had bin but two Rabbet-suckers. A Nag serued but one Seruing-man to a breakefast, whilst the Saddle and Bridle were brewd into a quart of strong Beere.

This intollerable destroying of victuals being lookt into, the Inhabitants laid their heads together, and agreed among themselues (for the general good of the whole Towne) to make it a towne of Garrison. And seeing the desperate Termers, that stroue in lawe together, in such a pittifull pickle, and euery day so durty, that when they met their Councell, they lookt like the black Guard, fighting with the Innes of Court, that therefore all the Householders should turne Turke, and be victuallers to the Camp. By this meanes hauing the lawe in their owne hands, they rulde the roast how they listed: insomuch, that a common iugge of double Beere skornd to kisse the lips of a Knight vnder a groate. Sixe howres sleepe could not be bought vnder fiue shillings. Yea in some places a nights lodging was dearer than the hire of a Curtizan in Venice twice so long. And (hauing learnd the tricks of London-Sextons) there they laid foure or fiue in a bed, as here, those other knaues of Spades thrust nine and tenne into one graue. Beds keeping such a iustling of one another in euery roome, that in the day time the lodgings lookt like so many Vpholsters Shops, and in the night time like the Sauoy, or S. Thomas Hospitall. At which, if any guest did but once bite his lip, or grumble, he was cashierd the company for a mutinous fellow, the place was not for him, let him trudge. A number stood with Petitions readie to giue mony for the reuersion of it: for Winchester now durst, (or at least hopt to) stand vpon prowd termes with London. And this (thou beloued of all men) is the very pith and marrow of the best and latest Newes (except the vnmasking of certaine Treasons) that came with the Post from Winchester, where if thou hadst hirde a Chamber (as would to heauen thou hadst) thou wouldst neuer haue gone to any Barbers in London whilst thou hadst liude, but haue bin trimd only there, for they are the true shauers, they haue the right Neapolitan polling.

To whose commendations, let me glew this piece more, that it is the most excellent place for dispatching of old suites in the world, for a number of riding suites (that had lyen long in lauander) were worne out there, only with seruing amongst the hot shots, that marcht there vp and downe: let Westminster therefore, Temple-bar, and Fleetestreete, drinke off this draught of Rosa solis, to fetch life into them againe, after their so often swounding, that those few Iurors that went thither (if any did goe thither) haue tane an oath neuer to sit at Winchester-Ordinary againe, if they can choose, but rather to breake their fasts in the old Abbey behinde Westminster, with Pudding-Pyes, and Furmenty.

Deliuer Copies of these Newes (good Nobody) to none of thy acquaintance (as thou tenderst me) and thou shalt commaund any seruice at my hands: for I haue an intent to hire three or foure Ballad-makers, who I know will be glad for sixe pence and a dinner, to turne all this limping Prose into more perfectly-halting Verse, that it shall doe any true-borne Citizens heart good, to heare such doings sung to some filthie tune, and so farewell. Turne ouer a new leafe, and try if I handle the Plague in his right kind.

Deuoted to none but thy selfe, Some-body.



NEWES FROM GRAUES-ENDE.

TO Sicknes, and to Queazie Tymes,

We drinke a health in wholesome Rymes,

Phisicke we inuoke thy aide,

Thou (that borne in heauen) art made

A lackey to the meanest creature,

Mother of health; thou nurse of nature,

Equall friend to rich and poore,

At whose hands, Kings can get no more,

Than emptie Beggers; O thou wise

In nothing but in Misteries!

Thou that hast of earth the rule,

Where (like an Academe, or Schoole)

Thou readst deep Lectures to thy sonnes,

(Mens Demi-gods) Phisitions;

Who thereby learne the abstruse powers

Of Hearbs, of Roots, of Plants, of Flowers,

And suck from poysonous stinking weede

Preseruatiues, mans life to feede.

Thou nearest to a God, (for none

Can worke it, but a God alone,)

O graue Enchauntresse, deigne to breath

Thy Spells into vs, and bequeath

Thy sacred fires, that they may shine

In quick and vertuall medicine,

Arme vs to conuince this Foe,

This King of dead men, conquering so;

This hungry Plague, Cater to death,

Who eates vp all, yet famisheth:

Teach vs how we may repaire

These Ruines of the rotten Aire,

Or, if the Aires pollution can

So mortall strike through beast and man,

Or, if in blood corrupt, Death lye,

Or if one dead, cause others die,

How ere, thy soueraigne cures disperse,

And with that glory crowne our verse:

That we may yet saue many a soule

(Perchance now merry at his Bowle)

That ere our Tragick Song be don,

Must drinke this thick Contagion:

But (ô griefe) why do we atcite

The charmes of Phisick? whose numbd sprite

Now quakes, and nothing dare, or can,

Checkt by a more dread Magitian?

Sick is Phisicks selfe to see

Her Aphorismes proude a mockery:

For whilst shees turning ore her bookes,

And on her drugs and simples lookes,

Shees run through owne armed heart,

(Thinfection flying aboue Art:)

Come therefore thou the best of Nine,

(Because the Saddest) euery line

That drops from Sorrowes pen is due

Only to thee, to Thee we sue:

Thou Tragick Maid, whose Furys spent

In dismall, and most black Ontent.

In Vprores, and in Fall of Kings,

Thou of Empires change that sings,

Of Dearths, of Warres, of Plagues, and laughes

At Funeralls, and Epitaphes:

Carowse thou to our thirstie soule

A full draught from the Thespian bowle,

That we may powre it out agen,

And drinke, in nombers Iuice to men,

Striking such horrors through their eares

Their haire may vpright stand with feares,

Till rich Heires meeting our strong verse

May not shrinck back, before it pierce

Their marble eye-balls, and there shead

One drop (at least) for him thats dead:

To worke which wonder, we will write

With Penns puld from that bird of night

(The shriking Owle) our Inck weele mix

With teares of widowes, (black as Stix)

The paper where our lynes shall meete,

Shall be a folded winding sheete,

And that the Scene may shew more full,

The Standish is a dead mans scull.

Inspire vs therefore how to tell

The Horror of a Plague, the Hell.

THE CAUSE OF THE PLAGUE.

NOR drops this venome, from that faire

And christall bosome of the Aire,

Whose ceaseles motion clarifies

All vaporous stench, that vpward flies

And with her vniuersall wings,

Thick poisonous fumes abroad she flings,

Till (like to Thunder) rudely tost,

Their malice is (by spreading) lost.

Yet must we graunt that from the veines

Of Rottennes and Filth, that reignes,

Ore heapes of bodies, slaine in warre,

From Carrion (that indangers farre)

From standing Pooles, or from the wombes

Of Vaults, of Muckhills, Graues, & Tombes,

From Boggs; from ranck and dampish Fenns,

From Moorish breaths, and nasty Denns,

The Sun drawes vp contagious Fumes,

Which falling downe burst into Rhewmes,

And thousand malladies beside,

By which our blood growes putrified.

Or, being by windes not swept from thence,

They houer there in cloudes condense,

Which suckt in by our spirits, there flies

Swift poyson through our Arteries,

And (not resisted) strait it choakes

The heart, with those pestiferous smoakes.

Thus Phisicke and Philosophy

Do preach, and (with this) Salues apply:

Which search, and vse with speede: but now

This monster breeds not thus: For how

(If this be proude) can any doubt

But that the Ayre does (round about)

In flakes of poyson drop on all,

The Sore being spread so generall?

Nor dare we so conclude: for then

Fruites, Fishes, Fowle, nor Beasts, nor Men

Should scape vnteinted, Grazing flocks

Would feede vpon their graues: the Oxe

Drop at the plough: the trauelling Horse

Would for a Rider beare a Coarse:

Thambitious Larke, (the Bird of state)

Whose wings do sweep heauens pearled gate,

As she descended (Then) would bring,

Pestilent Newes vnder each wing:

Then Riurs would drink poysond aire:

Trees shed their green and curled haire:

Fish swim to shore full of disease,

(For Pestilence would Fin the seas:)

And we should thinke their scaly barkes,

Hauing small speckles, had the markes.

No soule could moue: but sure there lyes

Some vengeance more then in the skies:

Nor (as a Taper, at whose beames

Ten thousands lights fetch golden streames,

And yet it selfe is burnt to death,)

Can we belieue that one mans breath

Infected, and being blowne from him,

His poyson should to others swim:

For then who breathd vpon the first?

Where did thimbulked venome burst?

Or how scapte those that did diuide

The selfe-same bits with those that dide?

Drunke of the selfe-same cups, and laie

In Vlcerous beds, as close as they?

Or, those, who euery houre, (like Crowes)

Prey on dead carkasies: their nose

Still smelling to a graue: their feete

Still wrapt within a dead mans sheete!

Yet (the sad execution don)

Careles among their Canns they run,

And there (in scorne of Death or Fate)

Of the deceast they widely prate,

Yet snore vntoucht, and next day rise

To act in more new Tragedies:

Or (like so many bullets flying)

A thousand here and there being dying,

Deaths Text-bill clapt on euery dore,

Crosses on sides, behinde, before,

Yet the (ith midst) stands fast: from whence

Comes this? youle say from Prouidence.

Tis so, and thats the common Spell,

That leades our Ignorance, (blinde as hell)

And serues but as excuse, to keepe

The soule from search of things more deepe;

No, no, this black and burning starre

(Whose sulphurd drops, do scald so farre,)

Does neither houer ore our heads,

Nor lyes it in our bloods, nor beds:

Nor is it stitcht to our attires,

Nor like wilde balls of running fires

Or thunderbolts, which where they light

Do either bruise, or kill out-right;

Yet by the violence of that Bound

Leape off, and giues a second wound:

But this fierce dragon (huge and fowle)

Sucks virid poyson from our soule,

Which being spit forth again, there raigns

Showers of Blisters, and of Blaines,

For euery man within him feedes

A worme which this contagion breedes;

Our heauenly parts are plaguy sick,

And there such leaprous spotts do stick,

That God in anger fills his hand

With Vengeance, throwing it on the land;

Sure tis some Capitall offence,

Some high, high Treason doth incense

ThEternall King, that thus we are

Arraignd at Death most dreadfull barre;

ThInditement writ on Englands brest,

When other Countries (better blest)

Feele not the Iudges heauy doome

Whose breath (like Lightning doth consume

And (with a whip of Planets) scourges

The Veines of mortalls, In whom Surges

Of sinfull blood, Billowes of Lust

Stir vp the powres to acts vniust.

Whether they be Princes Errors,

Or faults of Peeres, pull downe these Terrors,

Or (because we may not erre,)

Lets sift it in particuler,

The Courtiers pride, lust, and excesse,

The Church mans painted holinesse;

The Lawyers grinding of the poore,

The Souldiers staruing at the doore,

Ragd, leane, and pale through want of blood,

Sold cheape by him for Countries good.

The Schollers enuy; Farmers curse,

When heauns rich Threasurer doth disburse

In bounteous heapes (to thankles men)

His vniuersall Blessings: then

This deluing Moale, for madness eates

Euen his owne lungs, and strange oathes sweates,

Because he cannot sell for pence,

Deare yeares, in spite of Prouidence.

Adde vnto these, the City sin

(Brought by seuen deadly monsters in)

Which doth all bowndes, and blushing scorne,

Because tis in the Freedome borne,

What Traines of Vice, (which euen Hell hates)

But haue bold passage through her gates?

Pride in Diet, Pride in Cloathing,

Pride in Building, pure in nothing,

And that she may not want disease

She sailes for it beyond the Seas,

With Antwerp will she drinke vp Rhene:

With Paris act the bloodiest Scene:

Or in pyed fashions passe her folly,

Mocking at heauen yet looke most holy:

Of Vsury sheell rob the Iewes,

Of Luxury, Venetian Stewes,

With Spaniards, shees an Indianist,

With barbarous Turks a Sodomist.

So low her Antique walls do stand,

These sinnes leape ore euen with one hand:

And Hee, that all in modest black,

Whose Eye-ball strings shall sooner crack,

Then seeme to note a tempting face,

Measuring streets with a Doue-like pace,

Vnder that oyly vizard weares,

The poore mans sweat, and Orphans teares:

Now whether these particular Fates,

Or generall Moles (disfiguring States)

Whether one sin alone, or whether

This Maine Battalion ioynd together,

Do dare these plagues; we cannot tell,

But downe they beate all humane Spell:

Or, it may be, Iehouah lookes

But now vpon those Audit-Bookes

Of 45. yeares husht account,

For houres mispent, (whose summes surmount

The price of ransomd Kings) and there

Finding our grieuous debts, doth cleere

And crosse them vnder his owne hand,

Being paid with Liues, through all the land.

For since his Maiden. Seruants gone,

And his new Vizeroy fills the Throne,

Heauen meanes to giue him (as his bride)

A Nation new, and purified.

Take breath a while our panting Muse,

And to the world tell gladder newes,

Than these of Burialls, striue a while,

To make thy sullen nombers smile:

Forget the names of Graues, and Ghosts,

The sound of bells: the vnknowne coasts

Of Deaths vast Kingdome: and saile ore

With fresher winde to happier Shore.

For now the maiden Ile hath got,

A Roiall Husband, (heauenly Lott)

Faire Scotland does faire England wed,

And giues her for her maiden-head,

A crowne of gold, wrought in a Ring,

With which Shees maried to a King:

Thou Beldame (whisperer of false Rumors)

Fame; cast aside those Antique humors,

Lift vp thy golden Tromp, and sound

Euen from Tweedes vtmost christ all bownd,

And from the bankes of Siluer Thames

To the greene Ocean, that King Iames

Had made an Iland, (that did stand

Halfe sinking) now the firmest land:

Carry thou this to Neptunes eare,

That his shrill Tritons it may beare,

So farre, vntill the Danish sound

With repercussiue voice rebound,

That Ecchos (doubling more and more)

May reach the parched Indian shore,

For tis heauns care so great a wonder,

Should fly vpon the wings of Thunder.



THE HORROR OF THE PLAGUE.

O Thou my Countrie, here mine eyes

Are almost sunck in waues, that rise

From the rough winde of Sighs, to see

A spring that lately courted thee

In pompous brauery, All thy Bowers

Gilt by the Sunne, perfumde with flowers,

Now like a loathsome Leaperlying,

Her arbors withring, greene Trees dying,

Her Reuells, and May-meriments,

Turned all to Tragick dreeryments:

And thou (the mother of my breath)

Whose soft brest thousandes nourisheth,

Alrar of Ioue, thou throne of Kings:

Thou Fownt, where milke and hony springs,

Europs Iewell; Englands Iem:

Sister to great Ierusalem:

Neptunes minion, (bout whose wast

The Thames is like a girdle cast,)

Thou that (but health canst nothing want,

Empresse of Cities, Troynouant.

When I thy lofty Towers behold,

(Whose Pinnacles were tipt with gold

Both when the Sun did set and rise

So louely wert thou in his eies)

Now like old Monuments forsaken,

Or (like tall Pynes) by winter thaken;

Or, seeing thee gorgeous as a bride

Euen in the heigth of all thy pride

Disrobde, disgracte; And when all Nations

Made loue to thee in amorous passions,

Now scornd of all the world alone,

None seeke thee, nor must thou seeke none,

But like a prisoner must be kept

In thine owne walles, till thou hast wept

Thine eyes out, to behold thy sweete

Dead children heapt about thy feete:

O Derrest! say how can we chuse

But haue a sad and drooping Muse,

When Coarses do so choake thy way

That now thou lookst like Golgatha;

But thus, The altring of a State

Alteis our Bodies, and our Fate,

For Princes deaths do euen bespeake

Millions of liues; when Kingdomes breake,

People dissolue, and (as with Thunder)

Cities proud glories rent asunder.

Witnes thy walls, whose stony armes

But yesterday receiude whole swarmes

Of frighted English: Lord and Lowne,

Lawyer, and Client, Courtier, Clowne,

All sorts did to thy buildings fly,

As to the safest Sanctuary.

And he that through thy gates might passe,

His feares were lockt in Towers of brasse,

Happie that man: now happier they

That from thy reach get first away:

As from a shipwrack, to some shore:

As from a lost field, drownd in gore:

As from high Turrets, whose Ioints faile:

Or rather from, some loathsome Iaile:

But note heauns Iustice, they by flying

That would cozen Death, and saue a dying,

How like to chaffe abroad thare blowne,

And (but for scorne) might walke vnknowne;

Like to plumde Estridges they ride,

Or like Sea-pageants, all in pride

Of Tacklings, Flags, and swelling Sailes,

Borne on the loftiest waues, that veiles

His purple bonnet, and in dread

Bowes downe his snowie curled head,

So from thinfected citie fly

These Swallowes in their Gallantry,

Looking that wheresoere they light,

Gay Sommer, (like a Parasite)

Should waite on them, and buildem bowers

And crowne their nests with wreathed flowers,

And Swaynes to welcome them should sing

And daunce, as for their Whisson King:

Feather of Pride, how art thou tost?

How soone are all thy beauties lost?

How casely golden hopes vn-winde?

The russet boore, and leatherne hinde,

That two daies since did sinck his knee,

And (all vncouered) worshipt thee,

Or being but poore, and meanely cloathed,

Was either laught to scorne or loathed,

Now thee he loathes, and laughes to scorne,

And tho vpon thy back be worne,

More Sattin than a kingdomes worth,

He barrs his doore, and thrusts thee forth:

And they whose pallat Land nor Seas,

Whome fashions of no shape could please,

Whome Princes haue (in ages past)

For rich attires, and sumptuous wast,

Neuer come neere: now sit they rownd

And feede (like beggers) on the grownd,

A field their bed, whose dankish Sheetes

Is the greene grasse: And he that meetes

The flatrings Fortune, does but lie

In some rude barne, or loathsome stie:

Forsooke of all, floured, forlorne:

Owne brother does owne brother scorne,

The trembling Father is vndone,

Being once but breathd on by his sonne;

Or, if in this sad pilgrimage

The hand of vengeance fall in rage,

So heauy vpon anyes head

Striking the sinfull body dead.

O shame to ages yet to come!

Dishonor to all Christendome!

In hallowed ground no heaped gold

Can buy a graue; nor linnen sold

To make (so farre is pittie fled)

The last apparell for the dead:

But as the fashion is for those

Whose desperare handes the knot vnlose

Of their owne liues, In some hye-way

Or barren field, their bones they lay,

Euen such his buriall is; And there

Without the balme of any teare,

Or pomp of Souldiers, But (ô griefe!)

Dragd like a Traitor or some thiefe

At horses tailes, hees rudely throwne,

The coarse being stuck with flowers by none,

No bells (the dead mans Confort) playing,

Nor any holy Churchman saying

A Funerall Dirge: But swift thare gon,

As from some noysome cation

O desolate Citie! now thy wings

(Whose shadowe hath bene loud by Kings)

Should feele sick feathers on each side,

Seeing thus thy sonnes (got in ther pride)

And heate of plenty, In peace borne,

To their owne Nation left a scorne:

Each cowheards feares a Ghost him haunts,

Seeing one of thine inhabitants,

And does a Iew, or Turke prefer,

Before that name of Londoner;

Would this were all: But this black Curse

Doing ill abroad, at home does worse,

For in thy (now dispeopled) streetes,

The dead with dead, so thickly meetes,

As if some Prophets voice should say

None shall be Citizens, but they.

Whole housholds; and whole streets are stricken,

The sick do die, the sound do sicken,

And Lord haue mercy vpon vs, crying

Ere Mercy can come forth, thare dying.

No musick now is heard but bells,

And all their tunes are sick mens knells;

And euery stroake the bell does toll,

Vp to heauen it windes a soule:

Oh, if for euery coarse thats laide

In his cold bed of earth, were made

A chyme of belles, if peales should ring

For euery one whom death doth sting,

Men should be deaffe, as those that dwell

By Nylus fall; But now one Knell,

Giues with his Iron voyce this doome,

That twentie shall but haue one roome;

There friend, and foe, the yong and old,

The freezing coward, and the bold:

Seruant, and maister: Fowle and faire:

One Liuery weare, and fellowes are

Sailing along in this black fleete,

And at the New Graues-end do meete,

Where Church-yards banquet with cold cheere,

Holding a feast once in ten yeere,

To which comes many a Pilgrym worme,

Hungry and faint, beat with the storme

Of galping Famine, which before

Onely pickt bones, and had no more,

But now their messes come so fast,

They know not where, or which to tast;

For before (Dust to Dust) be spoken,

And throwne on One, more Graues be broken.

Thou Iealous man I pittie thee,

Thou that liust in hell to see

A wantons eye cheapening the sleeke

Soft Iewels, of thy faire wiues cheeke,

My verse must run through thy cold heart,

Thy wife has playd the womans part

And lyen with Death: but (spite on spite)

Thou must endure this very night

Close by her side the poorest Groome,

In selfe-same bed, and selfe-same roome:

But ease thy vext soule, thus behold

Theres one, who in the morne with gold

Could haue built Castells: now hees made

A pillow to a wretch, that prayde

For halfe-penny Almes, (with broken lim)

The Begger now is aboue him;

So he that yesterday was clad

In purple robes, and hourely had

Euen at his fingers becke, the fees

Of bared heads, and bending knees,

Rich mens fawnings, poore mens praiers

(Tho they were but hollow aires)

Troopes of seruants at his calling,

Children (like to subiects) falling

At his proude feete: loe, (now hees taken

By death,) he lies of all forsaken.

These are the Tragedies, whose sight

With teares blot all the lynes we write,

The Stage whereon the Scenes are plaide

Is a whole Kingdome: who was made

By some (most prouident and wise)

To hide from sad Spectators eyes

Acts full of Ruth, a priuate Roome

To drowne the horror of deaths doome,

That building now no higher reare

The Pest-House standeth euery where,

For those that on their Beeres are borne,

Are nombred more, than those that mourne.

But you graue Patriots, whom Fate

Makes Rulers of this walled State,

We must not loose you in our verse,

Whose Acts we one day may rehearse

In marble nombers, that shall stand

Aboue Tymes all-destroying hand:

Only (methinkes) you do erre

In flying from your charge so farre.

So coward Captaines shrinke away,

So Shepheards do their flocks betray:

So Souldiers, and so Lambes do perish,

So you kill those, yare bound to cherish:

Be therefore valiant, as yare wife,

Come back again: The man that dies

Within your walls, is euen as neere

To heaun, as dying any where;

But if (ô pardon our bold thought)

You feare your breath is sooner caught

Here then aloofe; and therefore keepe

Out of Deaths reach, whilst thousands weepe

And wring their hands for thousands dying,

No comfort neare the sick man lying:

Tis to be feard (you petty-kings,)

When back you spread your golden wings,

A deadlyer siege (which heauen auert)

Will your replenisht walls ingirt.

Tis now the Beggers plague, for none

Are in this Battaile ouerthrowne

But Babes and poore: The lesser Fly

Now in this Spiders web doth lie.

But if that great, and goodly swarme

(That has broke through, and felt no harme,)

In his inuenomd snares should fall,

O pittie! twere most tragicall:

For then the Vsurer must behold

His pestilent flesh, whislt all his gold

Turns into Tokens, and the chest

(They lie in,) his infections brest:

How well heele play the Misers part

When all his coyne sticks at his heart?

Hees worth so many farthings then,

That was a golden God mongst men.

And tis the aptest death (so please

Him that breath heauen, earth, and Seas)

For euery couetous rooting Mowle

That heaues his drosse aboue his soule,

And doth in coyne all hopes repose

To die with corps, stampt full of those.

Then the rich Glutton, whose swolne eyne

Looke fiery red (being boild in wine)

And in his meales, adores the cup,

(For when he falls downe that stands vp

Therefore a goblet is his Saint,

To whome he kneeles with small constrain:,

When his owne goblet Scull flowes ore

He worships Bacchus on all foure,

For nones his God but Bacchus then,

Who rules and guides all drunken men,)

When He shall wake from wine, and view

More then Tauern-tokens, new

Stampt vpon his brest and armes,

In horrid throngs, and purple swarmes,

Then will he loath his former shapes,

When he shall see blew markes mock grapes,

And hang on clusters on each veine,

Like to wine-bubbles, or the graine

Of staggering sinne, which now appeares

In the December of his yeares,

His last of howers; when heele scarce haue

Time to goe sober to his Graue.

And then to die! (dreadfull to thinke!)

When all his blood is turnd to drinke:

And who knowes not this Sentence giuen,

Mongst all sinnes, none can reele to Heauen?

But woe to him that sinkes in wine,

And dyes so (without heaud vp eyne)

And buried so! O loathsome trench!

His graue is like a Tauerne bench.

Tis fearefull, and most hard to say,

How he shall stand at latter day.

The adulterous and luxurious spirit

Pawnd to hell, and sinnes hot merrit,

That bathes in lust his leaprous soule,

Acting a deed without controll

Or thought of Deitie: through whose bloud,

Runnes part of the Infernall floud:

How will he freeze with horror? lying

In dreadfull trance before his dying:

The heate of all his dambd desires

Coold with the thought of gnashing fires:

His Ryots rauisht, all his pleasures

His marrow wasted with his treasures,

His painted harlots (whose imbraces

Cost him many siluer faces,

Whose only care and thought was then

To keepe them sure from other men)

Now they dance in Russians handes,

Lazy Leiftenents (without bandes,)

With muffled halfe-facde Pandars, laughing,

Whilst he lies gasping, they sit quaffing,

Smile at this plague, and black mischance,

Knowing their deaths come ore from France:

Tis not their season now to die,

Two gnawing poisons cannot lie,

In one corrupted flesh together,

Nor can this poison then fly thether:

Theres not a Strompet mongst them all

That liues and rises by the fall,

Dreads this contagion, or her threats,

Being guarded with French Amulets.

Yet all this while thy selfe liest panting,

Thy Luxurious howers recanting,

Whilst before thy face appeares,

Thadulterous fruit of all thy yeares

In their true forme and horrid shapes,

So many Incests, violent Rapes,

Chambered adulteries, vncleane passions,

Wanton habits, riotous fashions,

And all these Anticks drest in hell,

To dance about the passing bell;

And clip thee round about the bed,

Whilst thousand Horrors graspe thy head.



THE CURE OF THE PLAGNE.

AND therefore this infectious season

That now arrests the Flesh for Treason

Against heauens euerlasting King,

Annointed with theternall spring

(Of life and power) this stroke of Force,

That turnes the world into a Coarse,

Feeding the Dust with what it craues,

Emptying whole houses to fill graues,

These speckled Plagues (which our sinnes leuy)

Are as needfull as thare heauy;

Whose cures to cite, our Muse for beares,

Tho he the Daphnean wreath that weares

(Being both Poesis Soueraigne King,

And God of medicine) bids vs sing

As boldly of those pollicies,

Those Onfets, and those Batteries,

By Phisick cunningly applied,

To beate downe Plagues (so fortified)

And of those Armes defensitiue,

To keep thassaulted Heart aliue,

And of those wardes, and of those sleights,

Vsde in these mortall single fights,

As of the causes that commence

This ciuill warre of Pestilence,

For Poets soules should be confinde

Within no bownds, their towring mindes

Must (like the Sun) a progresse make

Through Arts immensiue Zodiake:

And suck (like Bees) the vertuous power,

That flows in learnings seuen-sold flower,

Distilling forth the same agen

In sweet and wholesome Iuice to men:

But for we see the Army great

Of those whose charge it is to beat

This proud Inuader, and haue skill

In all those weapons, that do kill

Such pestilent foes, we yeeld to them

The glory of that stratagem:

To whose Oraculous voice repaire,

For they those Delphick Prophets are,

That teach dead bodies to respire

By sacred Aesculapian fire:

We meane not those pied Lunatickes,

Those bold fantastick Empirickes,

Quack-saluers, mishrump Mountebancks,

That in one night grow vp in rancks

And liue by pecking Phisickes crummes,

O hate these venemous broodes, there comes

Worse sores from them, and more strange births

Then from ten plagues, or twentie deaths:

Only this Antidote apply,

Cease vexing heauen, and cease to die.

Seeke therefore (after you haue found

Salue naturall for the naturall wound

Of this Contagion,) Cure from thence

Where first the euill did commence,

And thats the Soule: each one purge one,

And Englands free, the Plague is gone.

THE NECESSITIE OF A PLAGUE.

YET to mixe comfortable words

Tho this be horrid, it affords

Sober gladnes, and wise ioyes,

Since desperate mixtures it destroies;

For if our thoughts sit truly trying,

The iust necessitie of dying

How needfull (tho how dreadfull) are

Purple Plagues, or Crimson warre,

We would conclude (still vrging pittie)

A Plagues the Purge to clense a Cittie:

Who amongst millions can deny

(In rought prose, or smooth Poesie)

Of Euils, tis the lighter broode,

A dearth of people, then of foode!

And who knowes not, our Land ran ore

With people; and was onely poore

In hauing too too many, liuing,

And wanting liuing! rather giuing

Themselues to wast, deface and spoyle,

Than to increase (by vertuous toyle)

The banckrout bosome of our Realme

Which naked birthes did ouerwhelme:

This begers famine, and bleake dearth:

When fruites of wombes passe fruites of earth,

Then Famines onely Phisick: and

The medcine for a ryotous Land

Is such a plague: So it may please

Mercies Distributer to appease,

His speckled anger, and now hide

Thold rod of Plagues: no more to chide

And lash our shoulders and sick vaines

With Carbuncles, and shooting Blaines:

Make vs the happiest amongst men,

Immortall by our prophecing pen,

That this last lyne may truly raigne,

The Plagues ceast, heauen is friends againe.

FINIS.


NEWES FROM HELL; BROUGHT BY THE DIUELLS CARRIER.

Et me mihi perfide prodis?
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TO THE VERY WORTHY GENTLEMAN, SIR IOHN HAMDEN KNIGHT.

SIR, the begetting of Bookes, is as common as the begetting of Children: onely heerein they differ, that Bookes speake so soone as they come into the world, and giue the best wordes they ca¯ to al men, yet are they driuen to seek abroad for a father. That hard fortune followes al & fals into, vpo¯ THIS of mine. It gladly coms to you vpo¯ that errand, and if you vouchsafe to receiue it louingly, I shall account my selfe and It, very happie. Theise Paper-monsters are sure to beset vppon, by many terrible encounters; They had neede therefore to get Armour of proofe that may not shrinke for a bullet; The strongest shieldes that I know for such fights, are good Patrons; from whom writers claime such antient priuiledges, that how-soeuer they finde entertainment, they make bold to take acquaintance of them (though neuer so meerely strangers) without blushing: wherein they are like to courtiers, that inuite the¯selus, vnbidden) to other mens tables & thats a most Gentleman-like, quality and yet holde it a disgrace, if they receiue not a complementall welcome. Custome making that shew handsomly, which (if the curious hande of Formality, should apparell) would appeare vile Fashion thereforeis the best Painter, for what pictures soeuer she draws, are workman-ly done: presuming vpon whose warrant, I send vnto you the discouery of a strange country, If it were of both Indyes, my loue could bestow it vpon you. Accept it therefore, and if hereafter I may be a voyager to any happyer coast, the Fruits of (that as now of this) shallbe most affectionately consecrated to you.

From him that wishes he could be a deseruer of you.

Tho. Dekker



TO THE READER.

TO come to the presse is more dangerous, then to bee prest to death, for the payne of those Tortures, last but a few minutes, but he that lyes vpon the rack in print, hath his flesh torne off by the teeth of Enuy, and Calumny, euen when he meanes no body any hurt in his graue. I think therefore twere better to make ten challenges at all manner of weapons, then to play a Schollers Prize, vpon a book-sellers stall, for the one draws but bloud: by the other a man is drawne & quartred, take heed of Criticks. they bite (like fish) at any thing, especially at bookes. But the Diuell being Let loose amongst them, I hope they will not exercise their Coniurations vpon him: Yf they doe, they are dambd. In despight of Brontes and Steropes, that forge Arrowes of Ignorance and contempt, to shoote at Learning, I haue hamerd out this Engine, that has beaten open the Infernall Gates, and discouerd that great Tobaconist the Prince of Smoake & darknes, Don Pluto. A supplicatio¯ was sent to him long since by a poore fellow one Pierce Pennylesse. But the Diuel being ful of busines, could neuer til now haue leasure to answere it: Mary now (since Christmas) he has drawne out some spare howres, & shot 2. Arrowes at one mark, in 2. seuerall Bowes: and of two contrary flights: Wherein hee proues himselfe, a dambd lying Cretan, because hees found in two Tales, about one matter. But it may be, the first Answere, that hee sent by the Post was in the Morning, (fot he striues to speake soberly, grauely, and like a Puritane) The other (sure) in the afternoone, for hee talkes more madly: But so farre from Those fantasticall Taxations &c. Which the Gentleman that drew that forenoones piece, (whom I know not) seemes aloofe off (like a Spy) to discouer, that euen in the most triuiall and merriest Applications, there are Seria locis, how soeuer it bee, sithence wee both haue had to doe with the Deuill, and that hees now [by our meanes) brought to the Barre, let him plead for himselfe: Yshis Answers be good, tis strange, because no goodnes can come from him, Yfbad, and like thee not, thou hast the amends in thyne owne hands: neuer rayle at him: for the Diuell (like a drunkard) cares for no body.

Farewell.



THE DEUILL LET LOOSE, WITH HIS ANSWERE TO PIERCE PENNYLESSE.

GREAT wagers were layd in the world, that when the Supplication was sent, it would not be receyued; or if receyued, it would not be read ouer; or if read ouer, it would not be answered: for Mammon being the god of no beggers, but Burgomasters and rich Cormorants, was woorse thought of than he deserued: Euery man that did but passe through Pauls Church-yard, and had but a glaunce at the Title of the Petition, would haue betted ten to fiue, that the Deuill would hardly (like a Lawyer in a busy Terme) be spoken with, because his Clyent had not a penny to pay sees, but sued in Forma pauperis.

Had it bene a Challenge, it is cleare he would haue answered it: for hee was the first that kept a Fence-schoole, when Cayn was aliue, and taught him the Embrocado, by which he kild his brother: Since which time hee hath made ten thousand Free schollers as cunning as Cayn. At sword and buckler, little Dauy was no bodie to him, and as for Rapier and Dagger, the Germane may be his iourneyman. Mary the question is, in which of the Play-houses he would haue performed his Prize, if it had grown to blowes, and whether the money beeing gathered, he would haue cozende the Fencers, or the Fencers him, because Hell being vnder euerie one of their Stages, the Players (if they had owed him a spight) might with a false Trappe doore haue slipt him downe, and there kept him, as a laughing stocke to al their yawning Spectators. Or had his Infernallship bene arrested to any action howe great so euer, all the Lawe in Westminster-hall could not haue kept him from appearing to it (for the Diuell scornes to be nonsuited) he would haue answered to that too: But the mischiefe would haue bene, where should he haue got any that would haue pleaded for him? who could haue endured to see such a damnable Client euerie morning in his Chamber? what waterman (for double his fare) would haue landed him at the Temple, but rather haue strucke in at White-Fryers, and left him there ashore with a Poxe to him? Tush: there was no such matter, the streame hee was to venter into, was not so daungerous, this Coyner of Light angels knew well enough how the Exchaunge went, he had but bare wordes lent vnto him, and to pay bare words againe (thogh with some Interest) it could be no losse.

Hee resolued therefore to aunswere his humble Orater: But being himselfe not brought vp to learning (for the Diuell ean neyther write not reade) yet he has bene at all the Vniuersities in Christendome, and throwne heresies (like bones for dogges to gnaw vpon) amongst the Doctors themselues: but hauing no skill but in his owne Horne-booke, it troubled his minde where he should get a pen-man fit for his tooth to scribble for him, all the Scriueners ith towne he had at his becke, but they were so set a worke with making bondes betweene Vsurers and Vnthriftie heires, betweene Marchants and Tradesmen (that to coozen and vndoe others, turne Banke-rowtes themselues, and defeate Creditors) and with drawing close conueyances betweene Landlords and Bawdes, that now sit no longer vpon the skirtes of the Cittie, but iett vp and downe, euen in the cloake of the Cittie, and giue more rent for a house, then the proudest London occupier of them all, that Don Lucifer was loth to take them from their Nouerints, because in the ende he knew they were but his Factors, and that he should be a part-owner in their lading himselfe; Lawyers clarkes were so durtied vp to the hammes with trudging vp and downe to get pelfe, and with fishing for gudgeons, and so wrung poore ignorant clients purses, with exacting vnreasonable Fees, that the Paymaster of Perdition would by no meanes take them from their wide lines, and bursten-bellied straddling ffs, but stroking them vnder the chinnes, cald them his white boyes, and told them he would empty the Inke-pot of some others.

Whither then marches Monsieur Malesico? Mary to all the writing Schoolemasters of the town. He tooke them by the fists and likd their handes exceedingly (for some of them had ten or twelue seuerall hands & could counterfeit any thing) but perceiuing by the copies of their countenances, that for al their good letters, they writ abominable bad English, and that the world would thinke the Diuell a Dunce, if there came false Orthographie from him (though there be no truth in his budget) away hee gallops from those tell-tales (the Schoolemasters) damning himselfe to the pit of Hell, if Pierce Pennylesse should euer get a good word at his handes.

I hearing this, and fearing that the poore Suppliant should lose his longing, and bee sent away with Si nihil attuleris, resolued (euen out of my loue to Pierce Pennylesse, because he hath beene alwayes a companion to Schollers,) to doe that for nothing, which a number would not for any money.

I fell to my tooles (pen, inke, and paper) roundly, but the Head warden of the Horners (Signior Beco Diauolo) after hee had cast vp what lay in his stomacke, suspecting that I came rather as a spie to betray him, then as a spirit to runne of his errands, and that I was more likely to haue him to Barber Surgeons hall, there to Anatomize him, then to a Barbers shop to trimme him neately, would by no meanes haue the answere goe forwarde: Notwithstanding, hauing examined him vpon Interrogatories, and thereby sifting him to the very bran. I swore by Hellicon, (which he could neuer abide) that because tis out a fashion to bring a Diuell vpon the Stage, he should (spite of his spitting fire and Brimstone) be a Diuell in print. Inraged at which, he flung away in a fury, and leapt into Barathrum, whilst I mustred all my wits about me, to fight against this Captaine of the damned Crew, and discouer his Stratagems.

Wonder is the daughter of ignorance, none but fooles therfore will maruell, how I and this Grand Sophy of the whore of Babylon came to bee so familiar together, or how wee met, or how I knew where to finde him, or what Charmes I carried about mee whilst I talkt with him, or where (if one had occasion to vse his Diuellship) a Porter might fetch him with a wet finger.

Tush, these are silly inquisitions; his acquaintance is more cheape, then a common Fidlers; his lodging is more known then an English Bawdes, a midwiues or a phisicions; and his walkes, more open to all Nations, then those vpon the Exchaunge, where at every step a man is put in minde of Babell, there is such a confusion of languages. For in the Terme time, my Caualiero Cornuto runnes sweatingvp and downe betweene Temple-barre, and Westminster hall, in the habite of a knight Errant, a swearing knight, or a knight of the Poste: All the Vacation you may eyther meete him at dicing Ordinaries, like a captayne; at cocke-pits, like a young countrey gentleman; or else, at a bowling ally in a flat cap, like a shop keeper: euerie market day you may take him in Cheape-side, poorely attirde like an Ingrosser, and in the afternoones, in the twopeny roomes of a Play-house, like a Puny, seated Cheeke by Iowle with a Punke: In the heate of Summer he commonly turnes Intelligencer, and carries tales betweene the Archduke and the Graue: In the depth of Winter, he sits tippling with the Flemmings in their townes of Garison.

Hauing therefore (as Chamber-maides vse to do sor their Ladies faces ouernight) made readie my cullors, the pencell being in my hand, my carde lined, my needle (that capers ouer two and thirtie pointes of the Compas) toucht to the quicke, East, West, North, and South, the foure Trumpetters of the Worlde, that neuer blow themselues out of breath, like foure dropsie Dutch Captaynes standing Centinells in their quarters, I will ingeniously and boldely giue you the Map of a country, that Iyes lower then the 17. valleyes of Belgia, yea lower then the Cole-pits of Newcastle, is farre more darke, farre more dreadfull, and fuller of knauerie, then the Colliers of those fire-workes are.

The name of this straunge Countrie is Hell; In discouery of which, the Qualitie of the Kingdome, the condition of the Prince, the estate of the people, the Traffique thither (marie no transportation of goods from thence) shalbe painted to the life. It is an Empire, that Iyes vnder the Torrid Zone, and by that meanes is hotter at Christmas, then tis in Spaine or Fraunce (which are counted plaguy hotte Countries) at Midsummer, or in England when the dogge daies bite sorest: for to say truth (because tis sinne to belie the Diuell) the Vniuersall Region is built altogether vpon Stoues and Hotte-houses, you cannot set foote into it, but you haue a Fieri facias serude vpon you: for like the Glasse-house Furnace in Blacke-friers, the bonefiers that are kept there, neuer goe out; insomuch that all the Inhabitants are almost broylde like Carbonadoes with the sweating sicknes, but the best is (or rather the worst) none of them die ont.

And such daungerous hot shottes are all the women there, that whosoeuer meddles with any of them is sure to be burnt: It stands farther off then the Indies: yet to see the wonderfull power of Nauigation, if you haue but aside Winde, you may sayle sooner thither, than a maried man can vpon S. Lukes day to Cuckolds hauen, from S. Katherines, which vpon sound experience, and by the opinion of many good Marriners, may be done in lesse than halfe an hower. If you trauell by land to it, the wayes are delicate, euen, spatious, and very faire, but toward the end very fowle: the pathes are beaten more bare, than the liuings of Church-men. You neuer turne, when you are trauelling thither, but keepe altogether on the left hand, so that you cannot lose your selfe, vnlesse you desperately do it of purpose.

The miles are not halfe so long as those betweene Colchester and Ipswich in England, nor a quarter so durtie in the wrath of Winter, as your French miles are at the fall of the leafe.

Some say, it is an Iland, embracde about with certaine Riuers, called the waters of Sorrow: Others proue by infallible Demonstration, that tis a Continent, but so little beholden to Heauen, that the Sunne neuer comes amongst them.

How so euer it be, this is certaine, that tis exceeding rich, for all Vsurers both Iewes and Christians, after they haue made away their Soules for money here, meete with them there againe: You haue of all Trades, of all Professions, of all States some there: you haue Popes there, aswel as here, Lords there, as well as here, Knights there aswel as here, Aldermen there, aswel as here, Ladies there, aswel as here, Lawyers there, aswell as here, Soldiers march there by millions, soe doe Cittizens, soe doe Farmers, very fewe Poets can be suffred to liue there, the Colonell of Coniurers driues them out of his Circle, because hee feares theyle write libells against him: yet some pittifull fellowes (that haue faces like fire-drakes, but wittes colde as Whetstones, and more blunt) not Poets indeede, but ballad-makers, rub out there, and write Infernals: Marrie players swarme there as they do here, whose occupation being smelt out, by the Cacodaemon, or head officer of the Countrie, to bee lucratiue, he purposes to make vp a company, and to be chiefe sharer himselfe, De quibus suo loco, of whose doings you shall heare more by the next carrier: but heres the mischiefe, you may find the way thither, though you were blinder then Superstition, you may bee set a-shore there, for lesse then a Scullers fare: Any Vintners boy, that has bene cup-bearer to one of the 7. deadly sinnes but halfe his yeres, any Marchant of maiden heads, that brings co¯modities out of Virginia, can direct you thither: But neyther they nor the weather-beatenst Cosmographicall Starre-catcher of em all, can take his oath, that it lyes iust vnder such an Horizon, whereby many are brought into a fooles Paradice, by gladly beleeuing that either theres no such place at all, or else, that tis built by Inchauntment, and standes vpon Fayrie ground, by reason such pinching and nipping is knowne to bee there, and that how well fauourd soeuer wee depart hence, we are turnd to Changelings, if we tarry there but a minute.

These Territories, notwithstanding of Tartarie, will I vndermine and blow vp to the view of all eies, the black & dismal shores of this Phlegetonticke Ocean, shall be in ken, as plainely as the white (now vnmaydend brests of our owne Iland:) China, Peru and Cartagena, were neuer so rifled: the winning of Cales, was nothing to the ransacking of this Troy thats all on fire: the very bowels of these Infernall Antipodes, shall bee ript vp, and pulld out, before that great Dego of Diuels his owne face: Nay, since my flag of defiance is hung forth, I will yeelde to no truce, but with such Tamburlaine-like furie march against this great Turke, and his legions, that Don Belzebub shal be ready to damme himselfe, and be hornemad: for with the coniuring of my pen, al Hell shall breake loose.

Assist me therefore, thou Genius of that ven. trous, but Iealous musicion of Thrace (Euridices husband) who being besotted on his wife (of which sin none but Cuckolds should bee guilty) went aliue (with his fiddle ats back,) to see if he could baile her out of that Adamantyne prison; the fees he was to pay for her, were Iigs and country daunces: he payd the¯: the forfeits, if he put on yellow stockings & lookt back vpon her, was her euerlasting lying there, without baile or Maynprize: the louing coxco¯b could not choose but looke back, and so lost her, (perhaps hee did it, because hee would be rid of her.) The morall of which is, that if a man leaue his owne busines, and haue an eye to his wiues dooings, sheele giue him the slip, though she runne to the Diuell for her labor, Such a iourney (sweet Orpheus) am I to vndertake, but Ioue forbid my occasion should be like thine; for if the Marshall himselfe should rake Hell for wenches, he could not find worse, (no nor so bad) there, as are here vpo¯ earth. It were pity any woma¯ should be damnd, for she would haue tricks (once in a moone) to put the Diuell forth of his wits. Thou (most cleare throated singing man,) with thy harpe (to the twinckling of which, inferior spirits skipt like goats ouer the Welch mountaines) hadst priuiledge, because thou wert a Fiddler, to be sawey, and to passe and repasse through euery roome, and into euery nook of the Diuels wine-celler: Inspire mee therfore with thy cunning that caried thee thither, and thy courage that brought thee from thence, teach me which way thou wentst in, and how thou scaptst out, guide me in true fingering, that I may strike those tunes which thou plaidst (euery dinner and supper) before that Emperor of Low Germanie, and the brabbling States vnder him: Lucifer himselfe daunced a Lancashire Horne-pipe, whilst thou wert there. If I can but harp vpon thy string, hee shall now for my pleasure tickle vp the Spanish Pauin. I will call vpon no Midwiues to help mee in those Throws, which (after my braines are fallen in labour) I must suffer, (yet Midwiues may be had vp at all howres) nor vpon any coniurer, (yet coniurers, thou knowst, are fellow and fellow-like with Monsieur Malediction, as Puncks are, who raize him likewise vp continually in their Circaean Circles) or as Brokers are, who day and night study the black Art: No, no (thou Mr of thy musicall company) I sue to none, but to thee, because of thy Prick-song: For Poetry (like honesty and olde Souldiers) goes vpon lame feete, vnlesse there bee musicke in her.

And thou, into whose soule (if euer there were a Pithagorean Metempsuchosis) the raptures of that fierie and inconfinable Italian spirit were bounteously and boundlesly infused, thou sometimes Secretary to Pierce Pennylesse, and Master of his requests, ingenious, ingenuous, fluent, facetious, T. Nash: from whose aboundant pen, hony flowd to thy friends, and mortall Aconite to thy enemies: thou that madest the Doctor a flat Dunce, and beatst him at two sundry tall Weapons, Poetrie, and Oratorie: Sharpest Satyre, Luculent Poet, Elegant Orator, get leaue for thy Ghost, to come fro¯ her abiding, and to dwell with me a while, till she hath carowsd to me in her owne wo¯ted ful measures of wit, that my plump braynes may swell, and burst into bitter Inuectiues against the Lieftennant of Limbo, if hee casheere Pierce Pennylesse with dead pay. But the best is, Facilis descensus Auerni, we may quickly haue a ring through his nose if he do: Its but slipping down a hil, & you shal fal into the deuils lap prese¯tly. And thats the reason (because his sinfulnes is so double-diligent, as to be at your elbow with a call, wherein he giues good examples to Drawers, if they had grace to follow his steps) that you swalow down that Newes first, which should be eaten last: For you see at the beginning, the Diuell is ready to open his mouth for an Answere, before his howre is come to be set to the Barre.

Since therfore, a Tale of the whole voyage would make any liquorish mouthd Newes-monger lick his lips after it, no mans teeth shall water any longer, hee shal haue it; for a very briefe Cronicle shalbe gathered, of al the memorable occurrents, that presented the¯selues to the view of our wandring Knight in his iourney, the second part of Erra paters Almanacke, whose shooes, Platoes Cap was not worthy to wipe, shal come forth, & without lying (as you Calender-mongers vse to doe,) tell what weather wee had all the way he went, to a drop of raine: wee will not lose him, fro¯ the first minute of his iumping a shipboard, to the last of his leaping a shore, and arriuall at Tamor Chams Court (his good Lord and Master) the Diuell.

The Post therfore hauing put vp his packet, blows his horne, and gallops all the way, like a Citizen, so soone as euer hees on horseback, downe to Billins-gate, for he meant when the Tide serud to angle for Souls & some other fresh fish in that goodly fishpond the Thames, as he passed ouer it, in Grauesend Barge: that was the water coach he would ride in, there he knew he should meete with some voluntaries that would venture along with him: In this passage through the Citty, what a number of Lord Mayors, Aldermens, and rich Commoners sonnes and heyres kept a hallowing out at Tauerne-windowes to our knight, and wafted him to their Gascoigne shores with their hats only, (for they had mol ted away all their fethers) to haue him strike sayle & come vp to them: he vaild, and did so: their phantastick salutations being complemented, with much intreatie (because he stood vpon Thornes) hee was aduauncd (in regard of his Knighthood) to the vpper end of the boord: you must take out your writing tables, and note by the way, that euery roome of the house was a Cage full of such wild fowle, Et crimine ab vno disce omnes, cut vp one, cut vp all, they were birds all of a beake, not a Woodcocks difference among twenty dozen of them; euery man had before him abale of dice, by his side a brace of Punks, and in his fist a nest of bowles. It was spring-tide sure, for all were full to the brimmes, with French beeing turnd into English (for they swum vp and downe the Riuer of Burdeux) signified thus much, that dicing, drinking, and drabbing, (like the three seditious Iewes in Ierusalem) were the ciuil plagues, that very vnciuily destroyed the Sonnes (but not the sinnes) of the Cittie.

The bloud of the grape comming vp into their cheeks, it was hard to iudge, whether they blushed to see themselues in such a pickle, or lookt red with anger one at another: but the troth is, their faces would take any dye but a blush-colour, and they were not made of the right mettle of courage to bee angry, but their wits, (like wheeles in Brunswick clocks) being all wound vp, so far as they could stretch, were all going, but not one going truly.

For some curst their birth, some their bringing vp, some rayled vpon their owne Nation, others vpon Strangers. At the last, one of these Acolasti playing at doublets with his pue-fellow (which they might well doe, being almost driuen to their shirts) and hearing vpon what Theame the rest sung Ex tempore, out draws his ponyard, and stabbing the tables, as if he meant to haue murderd the thirty men, swore he could find in his heart to go presently (hauing drunke vpsie Dutch) and pisse euen vpon the Curmudgion his fathers graue: for, sayes he, no man has more vndone me, than he that has done most for me ile stand toot, its better to be the son of a Cobler, then of a Common councill man: if a Coblers sonne and heyre runne out at heeles, the whoreson patch may mend himselfe; but wee whose friends leaue vs wel, are like howre glasses turnd vp, though we be neuer so full, we neuer leaue running, till wee haue emptied our selues, to make vp the mouths of slaues, that for gaine are content to lye vnder vs, like Spaniels, fawning, and receiue what fals from our superfluity. Who breeds this disease, in our bones? Whores? No, alack lets doe them right, tis not their fault, but our mothers, our cockering mothers, who for their labour make vs to be cald Cockneys, or to hit it home indeede, those golden Asses our fathers.

It is the olde man, it is Adam, that layes a curse vpon his Posterity: As for my Dad, tis well knowne, hee had ships reeling at Sea, (the vnlading of which giues mee my load now, and makes mee stagger on land) hee had ploughs to teare vp deare yeeres out of the guts of the earth ith countrey, and Yeomens sonnes, North countrey-men, fellowes (that might haue beene Yeomen of the Guard for feeding,) great boyes with beards, whom hee tooke to bee Prentizes, (mary neuer any of them had the grace to be free,) and those lads (like Sarieants) tore out mens throats for him to get money in the Citty: hee was richer then Midas, but more wretched then an Alchumist: so couetous that in gardning time, because he would not be at the cost-of a loade of Earth, he parde not his nayles for seauen yeeres together, to the intent the durt that hee filcht vnder them, should serue for that purpose: So that they hung ouer his Fingers, like soe many shooing-hornes: doe but imagine how farre euer any man ventred into Hell for money, and my father went a foote farder by the standard, and why did he this, thinke you? he was so sparing, that hee would not spend so much time as went to the making vp of another childe, so that all was for mee, hee cozend yong gentlemen of their land, onely for me, had acres morgadgde to him by wise-acres for three hundred poundes, payd in hobby horses, dogges, bells, and lutestrings, which if they had bine sold by the drum, or at an outrop, with the cry, of No man better? would neuer haue yelded 50. li. & this he did only for me, he built a Pharos or rather a Block-house beyond the galows at Wapping, to which the black fleet of cole carriers that came from Newcastle, strook saile, were brought a bed, and dischargd their great bellies there, like whores in hugger mugger, at the common price with twelue pence in a chaulderouer and aboue, thereby to make the common wealth blow her nayles till they akde for cold, vnlesse she gaue money to sit by his fire, onely for me: the poore curst him with bel, booke & candle, till he lookt blacker with their execration, then if hee had bene blasted, but hee carde not what doggs barkt at him, so long as they bit not mee: his houskeeping was worse then an Irish Kernes, a Rat could not co¯mit a Rape vpo¯ the paring of a moldy cheese, but he died fort, onely for my sake, the leane Iade Hungarian would not lay out a penny pot of sack for himself, though he had eaten stincking fresh Herring able to poyson a dogge, onely for mee, because his sonne and heire should drinke eggs and muskadine, when hee lay rotting.

To conclude, he made no conscience, to runne quick to the Diuell of an errand, so I had sent him. Might not my father haue beene beggd (thinke you) better then a number of scuruy things that are begd? I am perswaded, fooles would be a rich Monopolie, if a wise man had em in hand: would they had begun with him, Ile be sworne, he was a fat one: for had he fild my pockets with siluer, and the least corner of my coxcomb with wit how to saue that siluer, I might haue bene cald vpon by this, whereas now I am ready to giue vp my cloake: Had he sett me to Grammer schoole, as I set my self to dauncing schoole, in stead of treading Carontoes, and making Fidlers fat with rumps of Capons, I had by this time read Homilyes, and fedde vpon Tithe-pigges of my owne vicaridge, whereas now, I am ready to get into the Prodigals seruice, and eate Iones nuts, thats to say, Acorns with swine: But men that are wisest for officers, are commonly arrand woodcoks, for fathers: Hee that prouides liuing for his child, and robs him of learning, turnes him into a Beetle, that flyes from perfumes and sweet Odours, to feede on a cow-sheard; all such rich mens darlings are eyther christened by some left-handed Priest, or else borne vnder a threepenny Planet, and then theile neuer be worth a groat, though they were left Landlords of the Indies. I confesse, when all my golden veynes were shrunke vp, and the bottome of my Patrimony came within 200. pound of vnraueling, I could for al that haue bene dubd: But whe¯ I saw how mine vncle playd at chesse, I had no stomack to be Knighted. Why, sayes the Post? Mary quoth he, because when I prepard to fight a battayle on the Chesse-board, a Knight was alwayes better then a Pawne: But the Vsurer myne Vnckle made it playne, that a good pawne now was better then a Knight.

At this the whole Chorus summos mouere Cachinnos, laught til they grind agen, and cald for a fresh gallon, all of them falling on their knees, and drawing out siluer and guilt rapyers (the onely monuments that were left of hundreds and thousands in Pecuniis numeratis, swore they would drinke vp these in deepe Healthes, to their howling fathers, so they might be sure the pledging should choake them, because they brought them into the Inne of the World, but left them not enough to pay their ryotous reckonings, at their going out.

The knight was glad he should carry such welcome newes with him, as these, to the clouen-footed Synagogue, and tickled with immoderate ioy, to see the world run vpon such rotten wheeles. Wherevpon, pleading the necessity of his departure, he began first to run ouer his Alphabet of Congees, & then with a French Basilez, slipt out of their company.

But they knowing to what cape he was bound, hung vpon him, like so many beggers on an Almoner, importing, and coniuring him, by the loue he did owe to Knight-hood, and armes, and by his oath, to take vp downe-cast Ladies whom they had there in their companies, and whom they were bound in Nature and humanity, to relieue: that hee would signifie to their fathers, how course the thred of life fell out to be now towards the Fagge end: that therefore, if any of them had (inth dayes of his abomination, and idolatry to money) bound the spirit of gold, by any charmes, in Caues or in iron fetters vnder the ground, they should for their own soules quiet (which questionlesse else would whyne vp and downe) if not for the good of their children, release it, to set vp their decayd estates. Or if there had beene no such coniuring in their life times, that they would take vp mony of the Diuel, (though they forfeyted their bonds) & lay by it for euer, or els get leaue with a Keeper, to try how much they might be trusted for among their olde customers vpon earth, though within two dayes after, they proued Banke-rupts by Proclamation. The Post-master of Hell plainely told them, that if any so Seditious a fellow as gold, were cast into Prison: their fathers would neuer giue their consent to haue him ransomd: because thers more greedines among them below, then can be in the Hye-land cou¯tryes aboue: so that if all the Lordships in Europ were offerd in Morgage for a quarter their value, not so much as 13. pence halfe peny can be had from thence, though a man would hang himselfe for it: And as for their fathers walking abroad with keepers, alas, they lie there vpon such heauy Executions, that they cannot get out for their soules. He counsels them therefore to draw arrowes out of another quiuer, for that these markes stand out of their reach, the ground of which counsell, they all vow to trauerse: Some of them resoluing to cast out liquorish baites, to catch old, (but fleshly) wealthy widdowes, the fire of which sophisticated loue, they make account shal not go out, so lo¯g as any drops of gold can be distild fro¯ them: Others sweare to liue and dye in a man of Warre, though such kind of Theeuerie bee more stale then Sea-beefe: the rest, that haue not the hearts to shed bloud, hauing reasonable stocks of wit, meane to imploy em in the sinnes of the Suburbes, though the Pox lyes there as deaths Legyer: For since man is the clocke of time, theyle all be tymes Sextens, and set the Diall to what howres they list.

Our Vantcurrer applauded the lots which they drew for themselues, and offred to pay some of the Tauerne Items: but they protesting hee should not spend a Baw-bee, as hee was true knight consedere Duces, they sate downe to their Wine, and he hasted to the water.

By this time is hee landed at Graues-end, (for they whom the Deuil driues, feele no lead at their heeles) what stuffe came along with him in the Bargc, was so base in the weauing, that tis too bad to bee set out for sale: It was onely Luggadge, therefore throw it ouer boord. From thence hoysting vp sayle into the Maine, hee struck in among the Dunkerks, where he encountred such a number of all Nations with the dregs of all Kingdomes vices dropping vpon them, and so like the Black Gentleman, his Master, that hee had almost thought himselfe at home, so neere doe those that lye in Garrison there, resemble the Desperuatoes that fill vp Plutoes Muster-Booke: But his head beating on a thousand Anuiles, the scolding of the Cannon drew him speedily from thence: So that creeping vp along by the ranke Flemmish shores (like an Euesdropper) to whisper out what the brabbling was, hee only set downe a note for his memory, that the States sucking Poyson out of the sweet flower of Peace, but keeping their coffers sound and healthfull by the bitter pils of Warre, made their countrey a pointing stock to other Nations, and a miserable Anatomie to themselues.

The next place hee cald in at, was France, where the Gentlemen, to make Apes of Englishmen, whom they tooke dayly practising all the foolish tricks of fashions after their Monsieur-ships, with yards in stead of leading Staues, mustred all the French Taylors together, who, by reason they had thin haire, wore thimbles on their heads in stead of Harnesse caps, euery man being armed with his sheeres and pressing Iron, which he calls there his goose (many of the¯ being in France:) Al the crosse caperers being placd in strong rankes, and an excellent oration cut out and sticht together, perswading them to sweat out their very braines, in deuising new french cuts, new french collors, new french codpeeces, and new french panes in honour of Saint Dennys, onely to make the giddy-pated Englishman consume his reuenues in wearing the like cloathes, which on his back at the least can shew but like cast sutes being the second edition, whilst the poore Fre¯ch peasant iets vp and downe, (like a Pantaloun) in the olde thread-bare cloake of the Englishman, so that wee buy fashions of them to fether our pride, and they borrow rags from vs to couer their beggery. The Spaniard was so busy in touching heauen with a launce, that our Knight of the burning shield, could not get him at so much leysure, as to eat a dish of Pilchers with him. The gulfe of Venice he purposes shal therefore swallow a few howres of his obseruation, where hee no sooner sets footing on shore, but he encou¯ters with Lust, so ciuilly suted, as if it had bin a Marchants wife: Whoremongers there, may vtter their co¯modities as lawfully, as Costermongers here, they are a company as free, and haue as large priuiledges for what they doe, as any of the twelue Companyes in London. In other countreys Lechery is but a Chamber-mayd: Here, a great Lady: Shees a retaylor and has warrant to sel soules, and other smal wares, vnder the Seale of the Cittie: Sinne heere keepes open market: Damnation has a price set vpon it, and dares goe to Lawe for her owne: For a Curtizans action of the Case, will hold aswell as a Vsurers plea of debt, for ten ith hundred. If Bridewell stood in Venice, a golden key (more easily then an yron picklocke) would open all the doores of it: For Lechery heere lyes night and day with one of prides daughters (Liberty,) and so sarre is the infection of this Pestilence spred, that euery boy there has much harlot in his eyes: Religion goes all in changeable silkes, and weares as many maskes as she dos colours: Churches stand like Rocks, to which very few approach, for feare of suffring ship-wrack.

The seuen deadly sinnes, are there in as great authority, as the seuen Electors in Germany, and women in greater then both: In so much as drunkennes, which was once the Dutchmans head-ake, is now become the Englishmans: so ielozy, that at first was whipt out of Hell, because shee tormented euen Diuels, lies now euery howre in the Venecians bosome: Euery noble man growes there like a Beech tree, for a number of beasts couch vnder his shade: euery gentleman aspires rather to bee counted great then good, weighing out good words by pounds, and good deeds by drams: their promises are Eeues, their performances hollidayes, for they worke hard vpon the one, and are idle on the other: Three things there are dog-cheap, learning, poore mens sweat, and othes: farmers in that country are petty Tyrants, and Landlords, Tyra¯ts ouer those farmers, Epicures grow as fat there, as in England, for you shall haue a slaue eat more at a meale, then ten of the Guard, and drink more in two dayes, then all Maningtree dos at a Whitsun ale. Our Rankrider of the Stygia¯ borde¯rs, seeing how wel these Pupils profited vnder their Italian Schole-master, and that all countreys liud obedient to the Luciferan lawes, resolud to change Post-hors no more, but to conclude his Perigrinatio¯, hauing seene fashions, and gotten table-talke enough by his trauell. In a fewe minutes therefore is he come to the banck-side of Acheron, where you are not bayted by whole kennels of yelping watermen, as you are at Westminster-bridge, and ready to be torne in peeces to haue two pence rowed out of your purse: no, Ship wrights there could hardly liue, theres but one boat, & in that one, Charon is the onely Ferri-ma¯, so that if a Cales Knight should bawle his hart out, he ca¯not get a paire of oares there, to do him grace with (I plyed your worship first) but must be glad to goe with a Sculler: By which meanes, though the fare be smal (for the watermans wages was at first but a half penny, then it came to a peny, tis now mended, and is growne to three halfe pence, for all things wax deare in Hell, as well as vpon earth, by reason tis so populous) yet the gaines of it are greater in a quarter, then ten Westerne Barges get in a yeere: Dotchet Ferry comes nothing neere it.

It is for al the world, like Graues-end Barge: and the passengers priuiledged alike, for thers no regard of age, of sex, of beauty, of riches, of valor, of learning, of greatnes, or of birth: He that comes in first, sits no better then the lost.

Will Summers giues not Richard the Third the cushions, the Duke of Guize and the Duke of Shore-ditch haue not the bredth of a bench between them, Iane Shore and a Goldsmiths wife are no better one then another.

Kings & Clownes, Souldiers & Cowards, Churchmen and Sextons, Aldermen, and Coblers, are all one to Charon: For his Naulum, Lucke (the old Recorders foole) shall haue as much mat, as Sir Lancelot of the Lake: He knows, though they had an oare in euery mans Boat in the World, yet in his they cannot challenge so much as a Stretcher: And therfore (though hee sayles continually with wind and Tide,) he makes the prowdest of them all, to stay his leasure. It was a Comedy, to see what a crowding (as if it beene at a new Play) there was vpon the Acherontique Strond, so that the Post was fayne to tarry his turne, because hee could not get neere enough the shore: He purposd therefore patiently to walke vp and downe, till the Coast was cleere, and to note the cödition of all the passengers. Amongst whom there were Courtyers, that brought with em whole trunks of apparell, which they had bought, and large pattents for Monopolyes, which they had begd: Lawyers loaden with Leases, and with purchased Lordships, Cleargy men, so pursy and so windlesse with bearing three or foure Church liuings, that they could scarce speake: Merchants laden with baggs of gold, for which they had robd their princes custome: Schollers with Aristotle and Ramus in cloake-bags, (as if they ment to pull downe the Diuell) in disputation, being the subtillest Logician, but full of Sophistry: Captayns, some in guilt armor (vnbattred,) some in buffe Ierkins, plated ore with massy siluer lace, (rayzd out of the ashes of dead pay,) and banckrupt citizens, in swarmes like porters sweating basely vnder the burdens of that, for which other men had sweat honestly before. All which (like Burgers in a Netherland towne taken by freebooters) were compelled to throw downe bag and baggage, before they could haue pasport to bee shipt into the Flemmish Hoy of Hell: For if euery man should bee sufferd to carry with him out of the world that which hee tooke most delight in, it were inough to drowne him, and to cast away the vessell hee goes in: Charon therefore strips them of all, and leaues them more bare then Irish beggers: And glad they were (for all their howling to see themselues so fleecd) that for their siluer they could haue wastage ouer. In therefore they thrung, some wading vp to the knees, and those were youngmen: they were loth to make too much hast, swearing they came thither before their time:

Some, vp to the middles, and those were women, they seeing young men goe before them, were ashamd not to ve¯ture farder than they: Others waded vp to the chin, & the old men, they seeing their gold taken from them, were desperate, and would haue drownd themselues: but that Charon slipping his Oare vnder their bellies, tost them out of the water, into his Wherry. The boat is made of nothing but the wormeaten ribs of coffins, nayld together, with the splinters of fleshlesse shin-bones, digd out of graues, beeing broken in pieces. The sculls that hee rowes with, are made of Sextons spades, which had bene hung vp at the end of some great Plague, the bench he sits vpon, a ranke of dead mens sculls. The worst of them hauing bene an Emperor, as great as Charlemaine: And a huge heap of their beards seruing for his cushion: the Mast of the boat is an arme of an Yew tree, whose boughs (in stead of Rosemary) had wont to be worn at buryals: The sayle, two patcht winding sheets, wherein a Broker and an Vsurer had bin laid for their linnen, will last longest, because it comes co¯mo¯ly out of Lauender & is seldom worn.

The waterman himselfe is an old grisly-facd fellow: a beard filthyer then a Bakers mawkin that hee sweeps his ouen, which hung full of knotted Elf-locks, and serues him for a Swabber in sowle weather to clense his Hulke: A payre of eyes staring so wide (by beeing bleard with the wind) as if the liddes were lifted vp with gags to keepe them open: More salt Rewmatick water runnes out of them, than would pickle all the Herrings that shall come out of Yarmouth: A payre of hands so hard and scald ouer with durt, that passengers thinke hee weares gantlets, and more stinkingly musty are they than the fists of night-men, or the fingers of bribery, which are neuer cleane: His breath belches out nothing but rotten damps, which lye so thick and foggie, on the face of the Waters, that his Fare is halfe choakt, ere they can get to land: The Sea-cole furnaces of ten Brew-howses, make not such a smoke, nor the Tallow pans of fifteene Chaundlers (when they melt,) send out such a smell: Hees dreadfull in looks, and currish in language, yet as kind as a courtyer where he takes. Hee sits in all stormes bare-headed, for if he had a cap, he would not put it of to a Pope: A gowne girt to him (made all of Wolues skins) tanned (figuring his greedynes) but worne out so long, that it has almost worn away his elbows: Hees thick of hearing to them that sue to him, but to those against whose wils hees sent for, a Fiddler heares not the creeking of a window sooner.

As touching the Riuer, looke how Moore-ditch shews, when the water is three quarters dreynd out, and by reason the Stomake of it is ouer-laden, is ready to fal to casting so does that, it stinks almost worse, is almost as poysonous, altogether so muddy, altogether so black: In tast very bitter, yet to those that know how to distill these deadly waters,) very wholsome.

Charon, hauing discharged his fraight, the Packetcaryer (that all this while wayted on the other side,) cride A boate, a boat: His voyce was knowne by the tune, and (weary though he were) ouer to him comes our Fery-man. To who¯ (so soon as euer he was set) Charon complaines what a bawling there has bin, with what Fares he has bene posted, and how much tugging (his boat being so thwackt) he has split one of his Oares, and broken his Bid-hooke, so that hee can row but lazily, till it bee mended. And were it not that the soule payes excessiue Rent for dwelling in the body, he sweares (by the Stygian Lake,) he would not let em passe thus for a trifle, but raize his price: why may not he do it as wel as Punks and tradesmen? Herevpon he brags what a nomber of gallant felows and goodly wenches went lately ouer with him, whose names he has in his book and could giuehim, but that they earnestly entreated not to haue their names spred any farder (for their heires sakes) because most of them were too great in some mens books already. The onely wonder (sayes Charon) that these passengers driue me into, is, to see how strangely the world is altred since Pluto and Proserpine were maried: For whereas in the olde time, men had wont to come into his boate all slasht, (some with one arme, some with neuer a leg, and others with heads like calues cleft to their shoulders, and the mouths of their very wounds gaping so wide, as if they were crying A boat, a boat,) now contrariwise, his fares are none, but those that are poysoned by their wiues for lust, or by their heires for liuing, or burnt by whores, or reeling into hell out of tauerns: or if they happen to come bleeding, their greatest glory is a stab, vpon the giuing of a lye.

So that if the three Destinies spin no finer threads the¯n these, men must eyther, (like Aesculapius) be made immortall for meere pitty sake, and be sent vp to Iupiter, or else the Land of Blackamoores must be made bigger: for the great Lord of Tartary will shortly haue no roome for all his retayners, which would be a great dishonour to him, considering hees now the onely housekeeper.

By this tyme, Charon looking before him (as Watermen vse to doe) thats to say, behind him, spied he was hard at shoare: wherevpon seeing he had such dooings (that if it held still) hee must needs take a seruant (and so make a payre of oares for Pluto) hee offered great wages to the Knight Passant, to bee his iourneyman: but he beeing only for the Diuels land seruice, told him hee could not giue ouer his seruice, but assuring him, he would enforme his Mr. (the King of Erebus) of al that was spoken, he payd the boat hyre fitting his Knighthood, leapt ashore and so parted.

The wayes are so playne, & our trauayler on foot so familyar with them, that hee came sooner to the court gates of Auernus, then his fellow (the Wherry-man) could fasten his hooke on the other side of Acheron: The porter (though he knew him wel inough and fawnd vpon him,) would not let him passe, till he had his due: for euery officer there is as greedy of his Fees, as they are heere. You mistake, if you imagine that Plutoes porter is like one of those big fellows that stand like Cyants at Lords gates) hauing bellies bumbasted with ale in Lambs-wool, and with Sacks: and cheeks strutting out (like two footebals) being blowen vp with powder beefe & brewis: yet hees as surly as those Key-turners are, but lookes as little more scuruily: No, no, this doorekeeper wayts not to take money of those that passe in, to behold the Infernall Tragedyes, neyther has hee a lodge to dyne & sup in, but only a kennell, and executes his bawling office meerely for victuals: his name is Cerberus, but the howsehold call him more properly, The Black dog of Hell: Hee has three heads, but no hayre vpon them, (the place is too hot to keep hayre on) for in stead of hayr they are al curld ouerwith snakes, which reach fro¯ the crowns of his 3. heads alongst the ridge of his back to his very taile, & thats wreathed like a drago¯s: twenty couple of hounds make not such a damnable noyse, when they howle, as he does whe¯ he barks: his property is to wag his tayle, when any comes for entrance to the gate, & to lick their hands, but vpon the least offer to scape out, he leaps at their throats; sure hees a mad dog, for wheresoeuer he bites, it rankles to the death. His eyes are euer watching, his eares euer listning, his pawes euer catching, his mouths are gaping: Insomuch, that day & night, he lyes howling to bee sent to Paris Garden, rather then to bee vsde, so like a curre as he is.

The Post, to stop his throat, threw him a Sop, and whylst hee was deuouring of that, he passed through the gates. No sooner was he entred, but hee met with thousands of miserable soules, pyneond and dragd in chaines to the Barre, where they were to receiue their triall, with bitter lamentations bewayling (al the way as they went) and with lowd execratio¯s cursing the bodyes with whom they somtimes frollickly kept company, for leading them to those impietyes, for which they must now (euen to their vtter vndoing) deerely answere: it was quarter Sessions in Hell, and though the Post-master had bin at many of their Arraignments, & knew the horror of the Executions, yet the very sight of the prisoners struck him now into an astonishable amazement.

On not withstanding hee goes, with intent to deliuer the Supplication, but so busy was the Behomoth (the prince of the Deuils) and such a presse was within the Court, and about the Barre, that by no thrusting or shouldring, could hee get accesse; the best time for him must be, to watch his rising, at the adiourning of the Sessions, and therefore he skrews himselfe by all the insynuating Arte he can, into the thickest of the crowd, & within reach of the clarke of the Peaces voyce, to heare all their Inditements.

The Iudges are set, (beeing three in number) seuere in looke, sharp in Iustice, shrill in voyce, vnsubiect passion: the prisoners are soules, that haue co¯mitted Treason against their Creation: they are cald to the Barre, their number infinit, their crimes numberlesse: The Iury that must passe vpon them, are their sins, who are impaneld out of the seueral countryes, and are sworne to finde whose Conscience is the witnes, who vpon the booke of their liues, where all their deeds are written, giues in dangerous euidence against them, the Furies (who stand at the elbowe of their Conscience) are there readie with stripes to make them confesse, for either they are the Beadels of Hell that whip soules in Lucifers Bridewell, or else his Executioners to put them to worse Torments: The Inditements are of seueral qualities, according to the seuerall offences; Some are arraigned for ambition in the Court; Some for corruptio¯ in the Church; Some for crueltie in the camp; Some for hollow-hartednes in the Citie; Some for eating men aliue in the Country, euery particular soule has a particular sinne, at his heeles to condemne him, so that to pleade not guiltie, were folly: to begge for mercy, madnesse: for if any should do the one, he can put himselfe vpon none but the diuel & his angels: and they (to make quicke worke) giue him his pasport. If do the other, the hands of ten Kings vnder their great Seales wil not be taken for his pardo¯. For though Conscience comes to this Court, poore in attire, diseased in his flesh, wretched in his face, heauy in his gate, and hoarse in his voice, yet carries he such stings within him, to torture himselfe, if hee speak not truth, that euery word is a Iudges sente¯ce, and when he has spoken, the accused is suffred neyther to pleade for him selfe, nor to fee any Lawier, to argue for him.

In what a lamentable condition therefore stands the vnhappie prisoner, his Inditement is Impleadable, his euidence irrefutable, the fact impardonable, the Iudge impenitrable, the Iudgment formidable: the tortures insufferable, the manner of them invtterable: he must endure a death without dying, torments ending with worse beginnings, by his shrikes others shall be affrighted, himself afflicted, by thousands pointed at, by not one amongst millions pittied, hee shall see no good that may helpe him, what he most does loue, shalbe taken from him, and what he most doth loathe, shalbe powred into his bosom. Adde herevnto the saide cogitation of that dismall place, to which he is condemned, the remembrance of which, is almost as dolorous, as the punishments there to be endured. In what colours shall I laie downe the true shape of it? Assist me Inuention.

Suppose that being gloriously attired, deliciously feasted, attended on maiestically, Musicke charming thine eare, beauty thine eye; & that in the very height of all worldly pompe that thought can aspire to, thou shouldest be tombled downe, from some high goodly pinnacle, (builded for thy pleasure) into the bottome of a Lake, whose depth is immeasurable, and circuit incomprehensible: And that being there, thou shouldest in a moment be ringed about, with all the murtherers that euer haue beene since the first foundation of the world, with all the Atheists, all the Church-robbers, all the Incestuous Rauishers, and all the polluted villaines, that euer suckt damnation from the brests of black Impietie, that the place it selfe is gloomie, hideous, and in accessible, pestilent by damps, and rotten vapors, haunted with spirits, and pitcht all ouer, with cloudes of darknesse, so clammy and palpable, that the eye of the Moone is too dull to pierce through them, and the fires of the Sun too weake to dissolue them, then that a Sulphurous stench must stil strike vp into thy nosthrils, Adders & Toades be still crawling on thy bosome, Mandrakes and night Rauens still shriking in thine eare, Snakes euer sucking at thy breath, and which way soeuer thou turnest, a fire flashing in thine eyes, yet yeelding no more light than what with a glimse may shewe others how thou art torme¯ted, or else shew vnto thee the tortures of others, and yet the flames to bee so deuouring in the burning, that should they but glow vpon mountaines, of Iron, they were able to melt them like mountains of snow. And last of all, that all these horrors are not wouen together, to last for yeeres, but for ages of worlds, yea for worlds of ages; Into what gulf of desperate calamitie, wold not the poorest begger now throw himself headlong, rather then to tast the least dram of this bitternes, If imagination can giue being to a more miserable place than this described? Such a one, or worse than such a one, is that, into which the guiltie soules are led captiue, after they haue their condemnation. And what tongue is able to relate the grones and vlulations of a wretch so distressed, a hundred pennes of steele wold be worne blunt in the description, and yet leaue it vnfinished.

Let vs therfore sithence the Infernal Sessio¯s are reiourned, & the court breaking vp, seek out his knightship who hauing waited all this while for the Diuel, hath by this time deliuered to his pawes, the Supplication for poore Pierce Pennyles, and so, Masuolio his Secretarie is reading it to him, but before he was vp to the middle of it, the worke master of Witches, snatched away the paper, and thrust it into his bosome in great choller, railing at his Letter carrier, & threatning to haue him lasht by the Furies, for his loytring so long, or Cauterizde with hotte Irons for a Fugitiue. But Mephostophiles discoursing from point, to point, what paines he had taken in the Suruey of euery Country, and how he had spent his time there, Serieant Sathan gaue him his blessing, and told him that during his absence) both Pierce Pennyles and the Poet that writ for him, haue bene landed by Charon, of whom he willed to enquire within what part of their dominion, they haue taken vp their lodging, his purpose is, to answere euery word, by word of mouth, yet because he knowes, that at the returne of his post ship, and walking vpon the exchange of the world, (which hee charges him to hasten for the good of the Stygian kingdom that altogether stands vpon quicke traffique) they will flutter about him, crying, What newes, what newes? what squibs, or rather what peeces of ordinance doth the M. Gunner of Gehenna discharge against so sawcie a suitor, that by the Artillerie of his Secretaries penne, hath shaken the walls of his kingdome, and made so wide a breach, that any Syr Giles may looke into his, and his Officers doings: to stoppe their mouthes with some thing, stoppe them with this: That touching the enlargement of Gold, (which is the first branch of the Petition) So it is that Plutus his kinsman (being the onely setter vp of tempting Idols) was borne a Cripple, but had his eye-sight as faire as the day, for hee could see the faces and fashions of all men in the world, in a twinkling. At which time, for all he went vpon Crutches, he made shift to walke abroad with many of his friends, Marrie they were none but good men. A Poet, or a Philosopher, might then haue sooner had his company, than a Iustice of Peace: Vertue at that time, went in good cloathes, and vice fed vpon beggerie. Almes baskets, honestie and plaine dealing, had all the Trades in their owne hands, So that Vnthrifts, Cheaters, and the rest of their Faction, (though it were the greater) were borne downe, for not an Angell durst be seene to drinke in a Tauerne with them: whereupon they were all in danger to be famisht. Which enormitie, Iupiter wisely looking into, and seeing Plutus dispersing his gifts amongst none but his honest brethren, strucke him (either in anger or enuie) starke blinde, so that euer since he hath plaide the good fellow, for now euery gull may leade him vp and downe like Guy, to make sports in any drunken assembly, now hee regards not who thrusts his hands into his pockets, nor what money they take out, nor how it is spent, a foole shall haue his heart now, assoone as a Phisition: And an Asse that cannot spell, goe laden away with double Duckets from his Indian Store-house, when Ibis Homere, that hath laine sick seuenteen yeers together of the Vniuer-sitie plague, (watching and want) onely in hope at the last to finde some cure, shall not for an hundred waight of good Lattine, receiue a two-penny waight in Siluer, his ignorance (arising from his blindnesse) is the only cause of this Comedie of errors: so that vntil some Quack-saluer or other (either by the helpe of Tower hill water, or any other, either Phisical or Chirurgicall meanes) can pick out that pin and a web, which is stuck into both his eyes (and that will very hardly be) It is irreuocably set downe, in the Adamantine booke of Fate, that gold shall be a perpetuall slaue to slaues, a drudge to fooles, a foole to make Woodcocks merry, whilst wisemen mourne: or if at any time he chance to breake prison, and flie for refuge into the chamber of a Courtier, to a meere hawking countrie Gentleman, to an Aldermans heire, to a yong student at the lawe, or to any tradesmans eldest sonne, that rides forth to cast vp his fathers reckonings in fortified Tauerns, Such mighty search shall be made for him, such Hue and Cry after him, and such misrule kept, vntil he be smeltout, that poore golde must bee glad to get out of their companie, Castles cannot protect him, but he must be apprehended, and suffer for it. Now as touching the seauen leaued tree, of the deadly sinnes, (which Peirce-Pennilesse would haue hewen downe,) his request is vnreasonable, for that growes so rancke in euery mans garden, and the flowers of it worne so much in euery womans bosome, that till the last general Autumnian quarter of the dreadful yeare, whe¯ whole kingdoms (like seare and saplesse leaues) must be shaken in peeces by the consuming breath of fire, and all the fruits of the earth be raked together, by the spirit of Stormes, and burnt in one heape like stubble, till then, it is impossible to cleere the oaken forehead of it, or to loppe off any of the branches. And let this satisfie itching Newes-hunters, for so much of mine answere to the poore fellows Supplication, as I meane to haue publisht to the world: what more I haue to vtter, shall be in his eare, because he was more busie in his prating then a Barber, with thee my seruant, about my houshold affaires, & therfore it is to be doubted he lurkes within our Cimerian Prouinces, but as an Intelligencer, which if it be proued, he shal buy it with his soule; dispatch therefore (my faithfull Incarnate Diuel) proclaime these things to the next Region aboue vs.

Go & deliuer my most-most hartie co¯demnations to all those that steale subiects hearts from their Soueraignes, say to althose, they shal haue my letters of Mart for their Piracie: factious Gnyziards, that lay traines of seditio¯ to blow vp the co¯mo¯-wealth, I hug the¯ as my children, to all those churchmen that bind the¯selues together in schismes, like bu¯dles of thorns, onely to pricke the sides of Religion, till her heart bleede: I will giue them newe orders; To all those that strip Orphanes out of their portions, they shall bee mine Ingles: To all those that vntile their Neighbours houses, that whilst stormes are beating the¯ out, they themselues may enter in, bestow vpon such officers of mine, a thousand condemnations from their maister, tho they be sitting at King Arthurs round Table: When thou doest thy message, they shal haue Tenements of me for nothing in hel. In briefe, tell all the Brokers in Long-Lane, Houns-ditch, or else wher, which all the rest of their Colleagned Suburbians, that deale vpon ouerworne commodities, and whose soules are to vs impawned, that they lye safe enough, and that no cheater shal hook them out of our hands, bid them sweat and sweare in their vocation (as they do hourely) if thou being a knight of the Post, canst not helpe them to oathes, that may make the¯ get the diuel & al, they haue a sound Card on their sides, for I my selfe will Abi in malam, goe and mind thy businesse.

His warrant being thus signde, the messenger departs, but before he could get to the vttermost ferrie, he met with an old, leane, meagre fellow, whose eies was sunke so deepe into his head, as if they had bene set in backward, his haire was thinner than his cheekes, and his cheekes so much worne awav, that when he spake his tongue smoakt, & that was burnt blacke, with his hot and valiant breath, was seene to moue too and fro so plainly, that a wise man might haue taken it for the Snuffe of a candle in a Muscouie Lanthorne, the Barbar Surgio¯s had begde the body of a man at a Sessions to make an Anatomie, and that Anatomie this wretched creature begged of them to make him a body, Charon had but newly landed him: yet it seemde he stood in pittifull feare, for his eyes were no bigger then pinnes heads, with blubbring and howling, and keeping a coile to haue some body shew him the nearest way to hell, which he doubted hee had lost, the other puts him into a path, that would directly bring him thither, but before he bid him farewell, our blacke knight inquired of him what he was: who answered, that he was somtimes one that liued vpon the Lecherie of mettalls, for he could make one hundred pound be great with child, and be deliuered with another in a very short time, his mony (like pigions) laide euery month, he had bene in vpright tearmes, an Vsurer: And vnderstanding that he fell into the hands of the hell post, he offered him after a pennie a mile, betweene that and the townes end he was going too, so he would be his guide.

Which mony, when the watermen came to rifle him, he swallowed down, and rakte for it afterwards, because he knewe not what neede he should haue, the waies being damnable: But the goer of the diuels errands, told him, if he would allow him Pursiua¯ts fees, he durst not earne them, he would do him any Knights seruice, but to play the good Angels part, & guide him, he must pardon him. Doctor Diues requests him (in a whining accent) to tell him if ther were any rich men in hel, & if by any base drudgery which the diuel shal put him too, & which heel willingly moile in, he should scrape any muck together, whether he may set vp his trade in hell, & whether there be any Brokers there, that with picking strawes out of poore thatcht houses to build neastes where his twelue pences should ingender, might get feathers to his backe, and their owne too. To all which questions, the vaut curier answers briefly, that hee shall meet a number there, who once went in black veluet coats, and welted gownes, but of Brokers, theres a longer lane of them in hell, than there is in London. Marry for opening shop, & to keepe a Bawdy house for Lady Pecunia, Hoc si fata negant, If the Bailiffe of Barathru¯ deny that priuiledge to those that haue serued twice seuen yeeres in the Freedom, theres no reason a Forrainer should taste the fauour.

This newes tho it went coldly down, yet as those that are troubled with the tooth-ache, enquire of others what the paine is, that haue had them drawne out, and think by that means they lessen their owne; So it is some ease to Sir Timothy, thirtie per centum, to harken out the worst that others haue endured, hee desires therfore to know how far it is from the earth to hell; and being told that hell is iust so many miles fro¯ earth, as earth is fro¯ heaue¯, he stands in a browne study, wondring (sithence the length of the iournies were both alike to him, how it should happe¯, that he tooke rather the one path then the other. But then cursing himself that euer he fell in loue with mony, and that (which is contrary to nature) he euer made a crackt French Crowne, beget an English Angell, he roarde out, & swore, that his gold sure wold damb him. For saies he, my greedinesse to feede mine eye with that, made me starue my belly, and vndo those for sixe pence, that were readie to starue. And into such an Apoplexy of soule, fell I into with the lust of mony, that I had no sense of any other happinesse: So that whilst in my Closet I sat numbring my bags, the last houre of my life was told out, before I could tell the first heap of gold. Birdlime is the sweat of the Oake tree, the dung of the Blackbird falling on that tree, turnes into that slimie snare, and in that snare, is the Bird her selfe taken. So fares it mee, mony is but the excrement of the earth, in which couetous wretches (like swine) rooting continually, eate thorow the earth so long, till at length they eate themselues into hell. I see therefore, that as Harts, being the most cowardly and hartlesse creatures, haue also the largest hornes, So we that are drudges to heapes of drosse, haue base and leane consciences, but the largest damnation. There appeared to Timotheus, an Athenian, Demorij vmbra, and that gaue him a net to catch Cities in, yet for all that he died a begger. Sure it was Vmbra daemonis that taught me the rule of Interest: for in getting that, I haue lost the principall, (my soule). But I pray you tell mee, Sayes my Setter vp of Scriueners, Must I be stript thus out of all? Shall my Fox furde gownes be lockt vp from me? Must I not haue so much as a shirt vpon me? Heers worse pilling & polling the¯ amongst my countrymen the Vsurers, not a rag of linnen about me, to hide my nakednesse.

No, sayes the Light Horse-man of Lymbo, no linnen is worne here, because none can be wouen strong enough to hold, neither doe any such good huswiues come hither as to make cloath; onely the Destinies are allowed to spin, but their yarne serues to make smocks for Proserpina. You are now as you must euer be, you shall neede no cloathes, the Aire is so extreame hot; besides, there be no Tailors suffred to liue here, because (they as well as Plaiers) haue a hell of their owne,) (vnder their shopboard) and there lye their tottered soules, patcht out with nothing but ragges.

This Careere being ended, our Lansquenight of Lowe-Germanie, was readie to put spurres to his horse, and take leaue, because hee sawe what disease hung vpon him, and that his companion was hard at his heeles, and was loth to proceed in his Iourney.

But he, Qui nummos admiratur, the pawn groper, clingde about his knees like a Horsleech, and coniurde him, as euer he pittied a wretch eaten to the bare bones, by the sacred hunger of gold, that he would either bestow vpon him, a short Table (such a one as is tide to the taile of most Almanacks) chalking out the hye-waies, be they neuer so durtie, and measuring the length of al the miles between town, and towne, to the breadth of a haire, or if this Geographicall request tooke vp too much conceald land to haue it granted, that yet (at last) hee would tell him, whether he were to passe ouer any more riuers, and what the name of this filthy puddle was, ouer which hee was lately brought by a dogged waterman, because sithence he must runne into the diuels mouth, hee would runne the neerest way, least hee wearied himselfe.

Of this last request, the Lacquy of this great Leuiathan, promisde he should be maister, but he would not bring him to a miles end by land, (they were too many to meddle with). You shall vnderstand therefore (saies our wild Irish footeman) that this first water (which is now cast behind you) is Acheron, It is the water of trouble, & works like a Sea in a tempest (for indeede this first is the worst) It hath a thousand creekes, a thousand windings, and turnings, It vehemently boyles at the bottome (like a Caldron of molten leade,) when on the top it is smoother then a still streame: And vpon great reason is it calde the Riuer of molestation, for when the soule of man is vpon the point of departing from the Shores of life, and to be shipt away into another world, she is vext with a conscience, and an auxious remembrance of all the parts that euer she plaide on the vnruly stage of the world: She repeats not by roate, but by hart, the iniuries done to others, and indignities wrought against her selfe: She turnes ouer a large volume of accounts, and findes that shees runne out in pride, in lustes, in riots, in blasphemies, in irreligion, in wallowing through so many enormous and detestable crimes, that to looke back vpon them, (being so infinite) and vpon her owne face (being so fowle) the very thought makes her desperate: She neuer spake, or delighted to heare spoken, any bawdy language, but it now rings in her eare, neuer lusted after luxurious meats, but their taste is now vpon her tongue, neuer sed the sight with any licentious obiect, but now they come all into her eye, euerie wicked thought before, is now to her a dagger, euery wicked word a death, euery wicked act a damnation: If she scape falling into this Ocaean, she is miraculously saued from a ship wracke, hee must needs be a churlish but a cunning Waterman, that steeres in a Tempest so dangerous: This first Riuer is a bitter water in taste, and vnsauoury in sent, but whosoeuer drinks downe but halfe a draught of his remembred former follies, Oh it cannot chuse but be Amarulentum poculum, Gall is hony to it, Acheron like is a thick water, and how can it otherwise choose, being stirred with so many thousands fighting perturbations.

Hauing passed ouer this first Riuer (as now you are) you shall presently haue your waie stopt with another, Its a little cut by land thither, but a tedious and dangerous voyage by water.

Lies there a Boate readie (quoth my rich Iew of Malta) to take me in so soone as I call? No, saies the other, you must waite your Marriners leisure, the same wrangling fellow that was your first man, is your last man: Marrie you shall lie at euery Hauens mouth for a winde, till Belzebubs hale you for Acheron, (after many circumgirations) falles into the Stigian Lake (your second Riuer carries that name) It is the water of Loathsomnesse, and runnes with a swifter Current then the former: for when the soule sees deathes Barge tarrying for her, she begins to be sorrie for her ante-acted euils, and then shees sailing ouer Acheron, but when shee drawes the Curtaine, and lookes narrowly vpon the pictures, which her owne hand drew, and findes them to be vglie, shee abhorres her owne workemanship, and makes haste to hoiste vp more Sayles, and to be transported swiftly ouer the Stigian Torrent, whose waters are so reuerend, that the gods haue no other oath to sweare by.

The third Riuer is Cocitus, somewhat clearer then both the other, and is the water of Repentance, being an Armie of Stix, Many haue here bene cast away, and frozen to death, when the Riuer hath waxen cold, (as oftentimes it doth) neither are all sorts of soules suffred to saile vpon it, for to some (as if the water had sense and could not brooke an vnworthy burden) it swells vp into tempests & drowns them, to others more loue cannot appeare in Dolphins to men, then in that does smoothnes.

Besides these, there are Phlegeton and Pyriphlegeton, that fall in with Cocytus (burning Riuers) In which (tho they be dreadfull to looke vpon) are no vtter danger: If the Ferryman wast you safely, ouer the waters of Repentance, otherwise these hot lyquors will scalde you. But what a Traitor am I to the vndiscouered kingdomes, thus to bring to light their dearest treasury; Sworne am I to the Imperiall State Infernall, and what dishonour would it bee to my Knighthood, to be found forsworne? Seale vp your lips therefore I charge you, and drinke downe a full bowle of Lethoean water, which shall wash out of you the remembrance of any thing I haue spoken: Be proude, thou Grandchild of Mammon, that I haue spent these minutes vpon thee, for neuer shal any breathing mortall man, with tortures wring out of me so much againe. There lyes your way: Farewel. In such a strange language was this vltimum vale sent forth, that Mounsieur Mony-monger stood onely staring and yawning vpon him, but could speak no more: yet at the last (coniuring vp his best spirits) he onely in a dumb shewe (with pittifull action, like a Plaier, when hees out of his part) made signes to haue a Letter deliuered by the Carrier of condemnation, to his sonne, (a yong Reueller, prickt down to stand in the Mercers books for next Christmas,) which in a dumbe shewe likewise being receiued, they both turnde backe the Vsurer, looking as hungrily, as if he had kist the post. At the banck end, when Plutoes Pursiuant came to take water, Mercury (that runnes of all the errands betweene the Gods) hauing bene of a message from Ceres, to her daughter Proserpine, (the Queene of lower Affrica) finding Charon ydle in his boate, because (as if it had bene out of Terme time) no Fares was stirring, fell to cast vp old reckonings, betweene himselfe, and the weather-beaten Sculler, for certaine trifling money laid out about Charons businesse. So that the Knight slipping in like a Constable to parta Fraie, was requested to be as Arbitrator. The first Item that stoode in his Bill, was,

For nayles to mend your Wherrie, when twoo Dutch men comming druncke from the Rennish wine-house, splitte three of the boordes with their club fists, thinking they had called for a reckoning: iiij. pence.

Those Butter Boxes (sayes Charon) owe me a peny vpon the foot of that accompt: For I could distill out of them but onely three poore droppes of siluer for the voyage, and all my losse at sea. Whats next?

Item, laid out for Pitch to trim your Boat about the middle of the last plague, because she might goe tight and yare, and do her labour cleanly, xj. pence.

I am ouer-reckoned that odde penny, quoth Charon, & Ile neuer yeeld to pay it, but vi & armis, thats to say, by law. I disburst it (by my Caducens sayes the Herald:) nay, sayes Charon if thou wilt defile thy conscience with a penny-worth of Pitch, touch it still: on.

Item, for glew and whip-coard to mend your broken oare, iij. pence.

Thats reasonable; yet I haue caried some in my Wherry that haue had more whip-cord giuen them for nothing: on.

Item laid out for Iuniper to perfume the boat, when certaine French men were to go by water: j. ob.

I, a pox on them, who got by that? on.

Item lent to a companie of country players, being nine in number, one sharer, & the rest Iornymen, that with strowling were brought to deaths door, xiij. d. ob. vpon their stocke of apparell, to pay for their boat hire, because they would trie if they could be suffred to play in the diuels name, which stocke afterwards came into your hands, & you dealt vpon it: xiij. d. ob.

They had his hand to a warrant (quoth Charon) but their ragges serued to make me Swabbers, because they neuer fetcht it againe, so that belike he proued a good Lord, & master to them, and they made new. Perge mentiri. Tickle the next Minkin.

Item, when a Cobler of Poetrie called a play-patcher, was condemned with his cat to be duckt three times in the Cucking-stole of Pyriphlegeton (being one of the scalding riuers) til they both dropt again, because he scolded against his betters, and those whom he liued vpon, laid out at that time for straw, to haue caried Pusse away if she had kittend, to avoid any catterwalling in Hell. j pennie.

Mew, they were not both worth a pennie: on.

Item, for needle and threed to darne vp aboue two and fiftie holes in your failes, and to a Botcher for halfe a dayes worke about it: vij. pence.

That Botcher I preferd to be Lucifers Tailer, because he workes with a hot needle and burnt threed, and that seuen pence he gaue me for my good will, why should not I take bribes as well as others, I will clip that money, and melt it. Not for my Bill (sayes the Herald of the gods) for it went out of my purse, the Tayler may pay it backe againe, it is but stealing so much the more, or cutting out 5. quarters to a garment, nay, Mercurie, you shall filch for vs both, for all the gods know you are a notable Pick-pocket, as the knight of the Post here can take his oath, but what is your Summa totalis, (quoth Charon,) Summa totalis, answers the other commes to three shillings and a pennie. The Sculler told him, hee was now out of Cash, it was a hard time, he doubts there is some secrete Bridge made ouer to Hell, and that they steale thither in coaches, for euery Iustices wife, and the wife of euerie Citizen must be iolted now.

But howsoeuer the market goes, beare with mee, (quoth Charon) till there come another plague, or til you heare of such another battell as was at Newport, or till the Dunkirks catch a Hoy of Hollenders, and tumble them ouer-boord, or till there be more ciuill warres in France, or if Parris garden would but fall downe againe, I should not onely wipe off this olde score, but hope to make me a new boat. Mercury seeing no remedy (tho he knew well inough he was not without mony) tooke his wings, & away went he to Olympus. The Posts iorny lay nothing nere that path, but inquiring whether one Peerce Pennilesse came not ouer in his Ferry: and vnderstanding, because hee could not pay his Fare, he was faine to goe a great way about to Elizium, thither in an Irish gallop is our swearing knight gone.

Scarce was he out of kenne, but on the other side of the Riuer stoode a Companie crying out lustily, A Boat, hey, a Boat, hey, and who should they bee but a gallant troope of English spirits (all mangled) looking like so manie olde Romans, that for ouercomming death in their manly resolutions, were sent away out of the field, crowned with the military honour of Armes. The formost of them was a personage of so composed a presence, that Nature and Fortune had done him wrong, if they had not made him a souldier. In his countenance, there was a kinde of indignation, fighting with a kinde of exalted ioy, which by his very gesture were apparantly descipherable, for he was jo cond, that his soule went out of him in so glorious a triumph; but disdainfully angry, that she wrought her enlargement through no more daungers: yet were there bleeding witnesses inow on his breast, which testified, he did not yeelde till he was conquered, and was not conquered, till there was left nothing of a man in him to be ouercome. For besides those Mortui & Muti testes, which spake most for him, when he himselfe was past speaking, (though their mouths were stopped with scarres) he made shift to lay downe an ouer-plus of life, (when the debt was discharged at one mortall payment before) onely to shew in what abiect account he held deaths tyranny. Charon glowting vpon him, demanded who he was, but hee skorning to be his owne Chronicle, and not suffering any of the rest to execute the office, they all leaped into the Ferry. Amongst whom, one that sate out of his hearing, but within the reach of the Waterman (to shorten the way) discoursed all, thus:

England (quoth he) gaue him breath, Kent education, he was neuer ouer-maistered, but by his owne affections: against whom, whensoeuer he got the victorie, there was a whole man in him: he was of the sword, and knew better how to end quarrells, then to beginne them; yet was more apt to begin, then others (better bearded) were to answer, with which (some that were euer bound to the peace) vpbraided him as a blemish. His Country barring him (for want of action) of that which he was borne to inherit, (fame) hee went in quest of it into the Low Countries, where (by his deare earnings) hee bequeathed that to those of his name, with nothing, but his name seemed to deprive him of in England. Ost-end being besieged, he lost one of his eyes, whilst he looked ouer the walls, which first storme did rather driue him on to more dangerous aduentures, though to the hazard euen of a shipwracke, (than like a fearefull Merchant) to runne his fortunes and reputation on ground, for the boysterous threatnings of euery idle billow. So that his resolution set vpon this rest, to leaue all the remainer of his bodie to that Country, which had taken from him one of the best iewells of his life, since it had a peece of him, he would not so dishonour the place, as to carry away the rest broken. Into the field therefore comes he, the fates putting both his eyes into one, (of purpose) because hee should looke vpon none but his enemies: where, a battaile being to be fought, the desert aduanced him to aduance the Colours; by which dignitie, he became one of the fairest markes, which was then to be shot at: and where a great part of that daies glorie was to be wonne; for the Regent that followed his Ensigne, (by being hardly set to) giuing ground, and the enemies ambition, thirsting after his Colours, threw at all, in hope to winne them. But the destinies (who fought on their side) mistooke themselues, and in stead of striking the Colours out of his hand, smote him: in so much, that hee was twice shot, and twice runne through the bodie, yet would not surrender his hold for all those breaches, but stripping the prize for which they stroue, off from the staffe that held it vp, and wrapping his dying bodie in it, drew out his weapon, with which before his Colours could be called his winding sheete, hee threw himselfe into the thickest of daunger, where after hee had slaine a horse-man, and two others most valiantly, hee came off (halfe dead, halfe aliue) brauely, deliuering vp his spirit in the armes of none but his friends and fellow souldiers.

So that (as if Fortune had beene iealous of her owne wauering) death (at her intreatie) tooke him away, in the noone-tide of a happinesse, least any blacke euenings ouercasting, should spoile it with alteration. Hee was married to the honour of a fielde in the morning, and died in the Armes of it the same day, before it was spoyled of the mayden-head: so that it went away chaste and vnbleamishable. To conclude, (father Sculler) because I see wee are vppon landing, here is as much as I can speake in his praise: he died auncient in the verie middest of his youth. Charon humde and cried well; and hauing rid his boat of them, directed them to those happie places which were allotted out to none but Martialists.

In this Interim Sir Digoneis worshippe (our wandring knight,) is walking with the monilesse Orator in one of the Elizian gardens, to whom hee relates (aeerbatim) his masters answer and resolution, which he receiues (considering he was now where he would be) with as few wordes as he was woont to carrie pence in his purse. The Post hath as little to say to him, & there for casting a slight eie (because he durst do no other, for that place is not for him) vpon all the Elizian Courtiers, (like a disdainfull phantasticke Frenchman, when he comes into a strange Countrie as though hee trauailed rather to bee seene than to obserue,) vp he gettes vppon one of the Diuels Hackneyes, and away hee rides about his other worldly businesse, about which, whilest hee is sweating, let mee carrie you vppe into those Insulae fortunatae, which are imbraced about with waters sweete, redolent, and Cristoline, the Teares of the Vine are not so precious, the Nectar of the Gods nothing so sweete and delicious. If you walke into the Groaues, you shall see all sortes of Birdes melodiously singing, Shepheardes Swaines deftly pyping, and Virgins the trees euer flourishing, the fruits euer growing, the flowers euer springing: for the very benches whereon they sit, are buds of violets, the buddes whereon they lie, bankes of muske roses, their pillowes are hearts-ease, their sheetes, the silken leaues of willow: vpon which, lest my intranced soule lie too long, and forget herselfe, let me heere (like one started out of a golden dreame) be so delighted with these treasures, which I found in my sleepe, that for a while I stand amazed, and speake nothing. Iam desine Tibia Versas.

FINIS.


THE SEVEN DEADLY SINNES OF LONDON

Drawne in seuen seuerall Coaches, Through the seuen seuerall Gates of the Citie Bringing the Plague with them.

[image: img69.jpg]

Opus septem Dierum.

Tho: Dekker.

At London Printed by E.A. for Nathaniel Butter, and are to bee sold at his shop neere Saint Austens gate. 1606.

READER,

IT is as ordinarie a custome (for vs that are Bookish) to haue about with thee, after wee haue done with a Patron, as for Schollers (in the noble Science) to play at the woodden Rapier and Dagger at the ende of a Maisters prize. In doing which we know not vpon what Speeding points wee runne, for you (that are Readers) are the most desperate and fowlest players in the world, you will strike when a mans backe is toward you, and kill him (if you could for shame) when he lies vnder your feete. You are able (if you haue the tokens of deadly Ignorance, and Boldnes at one time vpon you) to breede more infection on in Pauls Church-yard, then all the bodies that were buried there in the Plague-time, if they had beene left still aboue ground. You stand somtimes at a Stationers stal, looking scuruily (like Mules champing vpon Thistles) on the face of a new Booke bee it neuer so worthy: & goe (as il fauouredly) mewing away: But what get you by it? The Booke-seller euer after when you passe by, pinnes on your backes the badge of fooles to make you be laught to scorne, or of sillie Carpers to make you be pitted: Comadus Gesner neuer writ of the nature of such strange beasts as you are: for where as we call you Lectores, Readers, you turne your selues into Lictores, Executioners, & tormenters. I wold not haue him that writes better than I, to Reade this, nor him that cannot doe so well, to Raile, or if hee cannot chuse but Raile, let him doe it to my face: otherwise being absent) it is done cowardly: for Leonem mortuum mordent etiam Catuli: Cats dare scratch Lions by the face when they lie dead, and none but Colliers will threaten a Lord Maior when they are farre enough from the Cittie. I haue laide no blockes in thy way: if thou findest Strawes, (Vade, vale,) caue ne titubes.

THE NAMES OF THE ACTORS IN THIS OLD ENTERLUDE OF INIQUITIE.

1 Politike Bankeruptisme.

2 Lying.

3 Candle-light.

4 Sloth.

5 Apishnesse.

6 Shauing.

7 Crueltie.



Seuen may easily play this, but not without a Diuell.



THE INDUCTION TO THE BOOKE.

I Finde it written in that Booke where no vntruthes can be read: in that Booke whose leaues shall out-last sheetes of brasse, and whose lynes leade to eternity: yea euen in that Booke that was pend by the best Author of the best wisedome, allowed by a Deity, licensed by the Omnipotent, and published (in all Languages to all Nations) by the greatest, truest, and onely Diuine, thus I find it written, that for Sinne, Angels were throwne out of heauen; for Sinne, the first man that euer was made, was made an outcast: he was driuen ouf of his liuing that was left vnto him by his Creator: It was a goodlier liuing, than the Inheritance of Princes: he lost Paradice by it (he lost his house of pleasure:) hee lost Eden by it, a Garden, where Winter could neuer haue nipt him with cold, nor Summer haue scorcht him with heate. He had there all fruits growing to delight his taste, all flowers flourishing to allure his eye, all Birds singing to content his eare; he had more than he could desire: yet because he desired more than was fit for him, he lost all. For Sinne, all those buildings which that great Worke-master of the world had in sixe dayes raysed, were swallowed at the first by waters, and shall at last be consumed in fire. How many families hath this Leuiathan deuoured? how many Cities? how many Kingdoms? Let vs a while leaue Kingdomes, and enter into Citties. Sodom and Gomorrah were burnt to the ground with brinstone that dropt in flakes from heauen: a hot and dreadfull vengeance. Ierusalem hath not a stone left vpon another of her first glorious foundation: a heauy and fearefull downefall. Ierusalem, that was Gods owne dwelling house; the Schoole where those Hebrew Lectures, which he himselfe read, were taught; the very Nursery where the Prince of Heauen was brought vp; that Ierusalem, whose Rulers were Princes, & whose Citizens were like the sonnes of Kings: whose Temples were paued with gold, and whose houses stood like rowes of tall Cedars; that Ierusalem is now a dezert; It is vnhallowed, and vnto odden: no Monument is left to shew it was a Citty, but only the memoriall of the Iewes hard-hartednes, in making away their Sauiour: It is now a place for barbarous Turks, and poore despised Grecians; it is rather now (for the abominations committed in it) no place at all.

Let vs hoyst vp more Sayles, and lanch into other Seas, till wee come in ken of our owne Countrey. Antwerp (the eldest daughter of Brabant) hath falne in her pride, the Citties of rich Burgundy in theyr greatnes. Those seuenteene Dutch Virgins of Belgia, (that had Kingdomes to theyr dowries, and were worthy to be courted by Nations) are now no more Virgins: the Souldier hath deflowred them, and robd them of theyr Mayden honor: Warre hath still vse of their noble bodyes, and discouereth theyr nakednes like prostituted Strumpets. Famine hath dryed vp the fresh bloud in theyr cheekes, whilst the Pestilence digd vp theyr Fields, and turned them into Graues. Neither haue these punishments bin layd vpon them onely; for bloud hath bin also drawne of their very next neighbours. France lyes yet panting vnder the blowes which her owne Children haue giuen her. Thirty yeeres together suffred she her bowels to be torne out by those that were bred within them: She was full of Princes, and saw them all lye mangled at her feete: She was full of people, and saw in one night a hundred thousand massacred in her streetes: her Kings were eaten vp by Ciuill warres, and her Subiects by fire and famine. O gallant Monarchy, what hard fate hadst thou, that when none were left to conquer thee, thou shouldst triumph ouer thy selfe! Thou hast Wynes flowing in thy veynes: but thou madest thy selfe druncke with thine owne bloud. The English, the Dutch, and the Spanish, stoode aloofe and gaue ayme, whilst thou shotst arrowes vpright, that fell vpon thine owne head, and wounded thee to death. Wouldst thou (and the rest) know the reason, why your bones haue bin bruzed with rods of Iron? It was, because you haue risen in Arch-rebellion against the Supremest Soueraigne: You haue bin Traytors to your Lord, the King of heauen and earth, and haue armed your selues to fight against the Holy Land. Can the father of the world measure out his loue so vnequally, that one people (like to a mans yongest child) should be more made of than all the rest, being more vnruly than the rest? O London, thou art great in glory, and enuied for thy greatnes: thy Towers, thy Temples, and thy Pinnacles stand vpon thy head like borders of fine gold, thy waters like frindges of siluer hang at the hemmes of thy garments. Thou art the goodliest of thy neighbors, but the prowdest; the welthiest, but the most wanton. Thou hast all things in thee to make thee fairest, and all things in thee to make thee foulest: for thou art attirde like a Bride, drawing all that looke vpon thee, to be in loue with thee, but there is much harlot in thine eyes. Thou sitst in thy Gates heated with Wines, and in thy Chambers with lust. What miseries haue of late ouertaken thee? yet (like a foole that laughs when hee is putting on fetters) thou hast bin merry in height of thy misfortunes. She (that for almost halfe a hundred of yeeres) of thy Nurse became thy Mother, and layd thee in her bosome, whose head was full of cares for thee, whilst thine slept vpon softer pillowes than downe. She that wore thee alwayes on her brest as the richest Iewell in her kingdome, who had continually her eye vpon thee, and her heart with thee: whose chaste hand clothed thy Rulers in Scarlet, and thy Inhabitants in roabes of peace: euen she was taken from thee, when thou wert most in feare to lose her: when thou didst tremble (as at an earth-quake) to thinke that bloud should runne in thy Channels, that the Canon should make away through thy Portcullises, and fire rifle thy wealthy houses, then, euen then wert thou left full of teares, and becamst an Orphan. But behold, thou hadst not sat many howres on the banks of sorrow, but thou hadst a louing Father that adopted thee to be his owne: thy mourning turnd presently to gladnes, thy terrors into triumphs. Yet, lest this fulnesse of ioy should beget in thee a wantonnes, and to try how wisely thou couldst take vp affliction, Sicknes was sent to breathe her vnholsome ayres into thy nosthrils, so that thou, that wert before the only Gallant and Minion of the world, hadst in a short time more diseases (then a common Harlot hath) hanging vpon thee; thou suddenly becamst the by-talke of neighbors, the scorne and contempt of Nations.

Heere could I make thee weepe thy selfe away into waters, by calling back those sad and dismall houres, wherein thou consumedst almost to nothing with shrikes and lamentations, in that Wonderfull yeere, when these miserable calamities entred in at thy Gates, slaying 30000. and more as thou heldst them in thine armes, but they are fresh in thy memory, and the story of them (but halfe read ouer) would strike so coldly to thy heart, and lay such heauy sorrow vpon mine (Namque animus meminisse horret, luctuque refugit) that I will not be thine and my owne tormentor with the memory of them. How quickly notwithstanding didst thou forget that beating? The wrath of him that smot thee, was no sooner (in meere pitty of thy stripes) appeased, but howrely (againe) thou wert in the company of euill doers, euen before thou couldst finde leysure to aske him forgiuenes.

Euer since that time hath hee winckt at thy errors, and suffred thee (though now thou art growne old, and lookest very ancient) to goe on still in the follyes of thy youth: he hath ten-fold restorde thy lost sonnes and daughters, and such sweete, liuely, fresh colours hath hee put vpon thy cheekes, that Kings haue come to behold thee, and Princes to delight their eyes with thy bewty. None of all these fauours (for all this) can draw thee from thy wickednes: Graces haue powrd downe out of heauen vpon thee, and thou art rich in all things, sauing in goodnes: So that now once againe hath he gone about (and but gone about) to call thee to the dreadfull Barre of his Iudgement. And no maruaile: for whereas other Citties (as glorious as thy selfe,) and other people (as deare vnto him as thine) haue in his indignation bin quite taken from the face of the earth, for some one peculiar Sinne, what hope hast thou to grow vp still in the pride of thy strength, gallantnes and health, hauing seuen deadly and detestable sinnes lying night by night by thy lasciuious sides? O thou beawtifullest daughter of two vnited Monarchies! from thy womb receiued I my being, fro¯ thy brests my nourishment; yet giue me leaue to tell thee, that thou hast seuen Diuels within thee, and till they be cleane cast out, the Arrowes of Pestilence will fall vpon thee by day, and the hand of the Inuader strike thee by night. The Sunne will shine, but not be a comfort to thee, and the Moone looke pale with anger, whe¯ she giues thee light. Thy Louers will disdayne to court thee: thy Temples will no more send out Diuine oracles: Iustice will take her flight, and dwell else-where; and that Desolation, which now for three yeeres together hath houered round about thee, will at last enter, and turne thy Gardens of pleasure, into Church-yards; thy Fields that serud thee for walks, into Golgotha; and thy hye built houses, into heapes of dead mens Sculs. I call him to witnes, who is all Truth, I call the Cittizens of heauen to witnes, who are all spotlesse, that I slander thee not, in saying thou nourishest seuen Serpents at thy brests, that will destroy thee: let all thy Magistrates and thy officers speake for me: let Strangers that haue but seene thy behauiour, be my Iudges: let all that are gathered vnder thy wings, and those that sleepe in thy bosome, giue their verdict vpon me; yea, try me (as thy brabblings are) by all thy Petit and Graund Iurors, and if I belye thee, let my Country (when I expire) deny me her common blessing, Buriall, Lift vp therefore thy head (thou Mother of so many people:) awaken out of thy dead and dangerous slumbers, and with a full and fearelesse eye behold those seuen Monsters, that with extended iawes gape to swallow vp thy memory: for I will into so large a field single euery one of them, that thou and all the world shall see their vglinesse, for by seeing them, thou mayst auoyd them, and by auoyding them, be the happiest and most renowned of Citties.



POLITICK BANKRUPTISME, OR, THE FIRST DAYES TRIUMPH OF THE FIRST SINNE.

IT is a custome in all Countries, when great personages are to be entertained, to haue great preparation made for them: and because London disdaines to come short of any City, either in Magnificence, State, or expences vpon such an occasion, solemne order was set downe, and seuen seuerall solemne dayes were appointed to receiue these seuen Potentates: for they carry the names of Princes on the earth, and wheresoere they inhabit, in a short time are they Lords of great Dominions.

The first dayes Triumphs were spent in méeting and conducting Politick Bankruptisme into the Fréedome: to receiue whom, the Master, the Kéepers, and all the Prisoners of Ludgate in their best clothes stood most officiously readie: for at that Gate, his Deadlinesse challenges a kind of prerogatiue by the Custome of the Citie, and there loues he most to be let in. The thing they stood vpon, was a Scaffold erected for the purpose, stuck round about with a few gréene boughes (like an Alehouse booth at a Fayre) and couered with two or thrée thréed-bare Carpets (for prisoners haue no better) to hide the vnhandsomnes of the Carpenters worke: the boughes with the very strong breath that was prest out of the vulgar, withered, & like Autumnian leaues dropt to the ground, which made the Broken Gentleman to hasten his progresse the more, and the rather, because Lud and his two sonnes stood in a very cold place, waiting for his comming. Being vnder the gate, there stood one armd with an extemporall speech, to giue him the onset of his welcome: It was not (I would you should well know) the Clarke of a country parish, or the Schoolemaster of a corporate towne, ye euery yéere has a saying to Master Maior, but it was a bird pickt out of purpose (amongst the Ludgathians) that had the basest and lowdest voice, and was able in a Terme time, for a throat, to giue any prisoner great ods for ye bor at the grate: this Organpipe was funde to rore for the rest, who with a hye sound & glib deliuery, made an Encomiastick Paradoxicall Oration in praise of a prison, prouing, that captiuity was ye only blessing yt could happen to man, and that a Politick Bankrupt (because he makes himselfe for euer by his owne wit) is able to liue in any common wealth, and deserues to go vp the ladder of promotion, whe¯ fiue hundred shallowpoted feollwes shall be turnd off. The poore Orator hauing made vp his mouth, Bankruptisme gaue him very good words, & a handful or two of thanks, vowing he would euer liue in his debt. At which, all the prisoners rending the ayre with shouts, the key was turnd, & vp (in state) was he led into king Luds house of Bondage, to suruey the building, and to take possession of ye lodgings; where he no sooner ennred, but a rusty peale of welcomes was shot out of Kannes in stead of Canons, and though the powder was excéeding wet, yet off they went thick and thréefold. The day was proclaymed Holiday in all the wardes; euery prisoner swore if he would stay amongst them, they would take no order about their debts, because they would lye by it too; and for that purpose swarmd about him like Bées about Comfit-makers, and were drunke, according to all the learned rules of Drunkennes, as Vpsy-Freeze, Crabo, Parmizant, &c. the pimples of this ranck and full-humord ioy rising thus in their faces, because they all knew, that though he himselfe was broken, the linings of his bags were whole; & though he had no conscience (but a crackt one) yet he had crownes yt were round. None of all these lookes could fasten him to them: he was (like their clocks) to strike in more places than one, & though he knew many Citizens hated him, and that if he were encountred by some of them, it might cost him déere, yet vnder so good a protection did he go (as he said) because he owed no ill will euen to those that most sought his vndoing; and therefore tooke his leaue of the house, with promise, to be with them, or send to the¯ once euery quarter at the least. So that now, by his wise instructions, if a Puny were there amongst them, he might learne more cases, and more quiddits in law within seuen dayes, that he does at his Inne in fourtéene moneths.

The Politician béeing thus got into the City, caries himself to discreetly, that he steales into the hearts of many: In words, is he circumspect: in lookes, graue: in attire, ciuill: in diet, temperate: in company affable; in his affaires serious: and so cunningly dooes he lay on these colours, that in the end he is welcome to, and familiar with the best. So that now, there is not any one of all the twelue Companies, in which (at one time or other) there are not those that haue forsaken their owne Hall, to be frée of his: yea some of your best Shop-kéepers hath he entited to shut themselues vp from the cares and busines of the world, to liue a priuate life; nay, there is not any great and famous Streete in the City, wherein there hath not (or now doth not) dwell, some one, or other, that hold the points of his Religion. For you must vnderstand, that the Politick Bankrupt is a Harpy that lookes smoothly, a Hyena that enchants subtilly, a Mermaid that sings swéetly, and a Cameleon, that can put himselfe into all colours. Sometimes hées a Puritane, he sweares by nothing but Indéede, or rather does not sweare at all, and wrapping his crafty Serpents body in the cloake of Religion, he does those acts that would become none but a Diuell. Sometimes hees a Protestant, and deales iustly with all men, till he sée his time, but in the end he turnes Turke. Because you shall beléeue me, I will giue you his length by the Scale, and Anatomize his body from head to foote. Héere it is.

Whether he be a Tradesman, or a Marchant, when he first sets himselfe vp, and séekes to get the world into his hands, (yet not to go out of ye City) or first talks of Countries he neuer saw (vpon the Change) he will be sure to kéepe his dayes of payments more truly, then Lawyers kéepe their Termes, or than Executors kéepe the last lawes that the dead inioyned them to, which euen Infidels themselues will not violate: his hand goes to his head, to his meanest customer, (to expresse his humilitie;) he is vp earlier then a Sarieant, and downe later then a Constable, to proclaime his thrift. By such artificiall whéeles as these, he winds himselfe vp into the height of rich mens fauors, till he grow rich himselfe, and when he sées that they dare build vpon his credit, knowing the ground to be good, he takes vpon him the condition of an Asse, to any man that will loade him with gold; and vseth his credit like a Ship freighted with all sorts of Merchandize by ventrous Pilots: for after he hath gotten into his hands so much of other mens goods or money, as will fill him to the vpper deck, away he sayles with it, and politickly runnes himselfe on ground, to make the world beléeue he had sufferd shipwrack. Then flyes he out like an Irish rebell, and kéepes aloofe, hiding his head, when he cannot hide his shame: and though he haue fethers on his back puld fro¯ sundry birds, yet to himselfe is he more wretched, then ye Cuckoo in winter, that dares not be séene. The troupes of honest Citizens (his creditors) with whom he hath broken league and hath thus defyed, muster themselues together, and proclaime open warre: their bands consist of tall Yeomen, that serue on foot, co¯manded by certaine Sarieants of their bands, who for leading of men, are knowne to be of more experie¯ce than the best Low-countrey Captaines. In Ambuscado do these lye day & night, to cut off this enemy to the City, if he dare but come downe. But the politick Bankrupt barricadoing his Sconce with double locks, treble dores, inuincible bolts, and pieces of timber 4. or 5. storyes hye, victuals himselfe for a moneth or so; and then in the dead of night, marches vp higher into ye country with bag and baggage: parlies then are summond; compositions off•ed; a truce is sometimes taken for 3. or 4. yéeres; or (which is more common) a dishonorable peace (séeing no other remedy) is on both sides concluded, he (like the States) being the only gayner by such ciuill warres, whilst the Citizen that is the lender, is the loser: Nam crimine ab vno disce omnes, looke how much he snatches from one mans, hée gleanes from euery one, if they bée a hundred.

The victory being thus gotten by basenes & trechery, back comes he marching with spred colours againe to the City; aduances in the open stréete as he did before; sees the goods of his neighbor before his face without blushing: he iets vp and downe in silks wouen out of other mens stocke, féeds deliciously vpo¯ other me¯s purses, rides on his ten pound Geldings, in other mens saddles, & is now a new man made out of wax, thats to say, out of those bonds, whose seales he most dishonestly hath canceld. O veluet-garded Theeues! O yea-and-by-nay Cheaters! O ciuill, ô Graue and Right Worshipfull Couzeners!

What a wretchednes is it, by such steps to clime to a counterfetted happines? So to be made for euer, is to be vtterly vndone for euer: So for a man to saue himselfe, is to venture his own damnation; like those that laboring by all meanes to escape shipwrack, do afterwards desperatly crown themselues. But alas! how rotten at the bottom are buildings thus raised! How soone do such leases grow out of date! The Third House to them is neuer heard of. What slaues then doth mony (so pur•hast) make of those, who by such wayes thinke to find out perfect fréedome? But they are most truly miserable in midst of their ioyes: for their neighbors scorne them, Strangers poynt at them, good men neglect them, the rich man will no more trust them, the begger in his rage vpbrayde• them. Yet if this were all, this all were nothing. O thou that on thy pillow (lyke a Spider in his •oome) weauest mischeuous nets, beating thy braynes, how by casting downe others, to rayse vp thy selfe!

Thou Politick Bankrupt, poore rich man, thou ill-painted foole, when thou art to lye in thy last Inne (thy loathsome graue) how heauy a loade will thy wealth bée to thy weake corrupted Conscience! those heapes of Siluer, in telling of which thou hast worne out thy fingers ends, will be a passing bell, •olling in thine •are, and calling thée to a fearefull Audit. Thou canst not dispose of thy riches, but the naming of euery parcell will strike to thy heart, worse then the pangs of thy departure: thy last will, at the last day, will be an Inditement to cast thée; for thou art guilty of offending those two lawes (enacted in the vpper House of heauen) which directly forbid thee to steale, or to couet thy neighbors goods.

But this is not all neither: for thou lyest on thy bed of death, and art not carde for: thou goest out of the world, and art not lamented: thou art put into the last linnen y• euer thou shalt weare, (thy winding-shéete) with reproch, and art sent into thy Graue with curses: he that makes thy Funerall Sermon, dares not speake well of thée, because he is ashamd to belye the dead: and vpon so hate full a fyle doest thou hang the records of thy life, that euen when the wormes haue pickt thée to the bare bones, those that goe ouer thee, will set vpon thée no Epitaph but this, Here lyes a knaue.

Alack! this is not the worst neither: thy Wife being in the heate of her youth, in the pride of her beawty, and in all the brauery of a rich London Widow, flyes from her nest (where she was thus fledgd before her time) the City, to shake off the imputation of a Bankrupts Wife, and perhaps marries with some Galla¯t: thy bags then are emptied, to hold him vp in riots: those hundreds, which thou subtilly tookst vp vpon thy bonds, do sinfully serue him to pay Tauerne bills, and what by knauery thou got•t •rom honest men, is as villanously spent vpon Pandars and Whores: thy Widow being thus brought to a low ebbe, grows desperat: curses her birth, her life, her fortunes, yea perhaps curses thée, when thou art in thy euerlasting sléepe, her conscience perswading strongly, that she is punished from aboue, for thy faults: and being poore, friendlesse, comfortlesse, she findes no meanes to raise her selfe, but by Falling, and therfore growes to be a common woma¯. Doth not ye thought of this torment thée? She liues basely by the abuse of that body, to maintaine which in costly garments, thou didst wrong to thine owne soule: nay more to afflict thée, thy children are ready to beg their bread in that very place, where the father hath sat at his dore in purple, and at his boord like Diues, surfeting on those dishes which were earnd by the sweat of other mens browes. The infortunate Marchant, whose estate is swallowed vp by the mercilesse Seas, and the prouident Trades-man, whom riotous Seruants at home, or hard-hearted debters abroad vndermine and euerthrow, blotting them with the name of Bankrupts, deserue to be pitied and relieued, when thou that hast cozend euen thine owne Brother of his Birth-right, art laught at, and not remembred, but in scorne, when thou art plagued in thy Generation.

Be wise therefore, you Graue, and wealthy Cittizens; play with these Whales of the Sea, till you escape them that are deuourers of your Merchants; hunt these English Wolues to death, and rid the land of them: for these are the Rats that eate vp the prouision of the people: these are the Grashoppers of Egypt, that spoyle the Corne-fields of the Husband-man and the rich mans Uineyards: they will haue poore Naboths piece of ground from him, though they eate a piece of his heart for it. These are indéede (and none but these) the Forreners that liue without the fréedome of your City, better than you within it; they liue without the freedome of honestly, of conscience, and of christianitie. Ten dicing-houses cheate not yong Gentlemen of so much mony in a years, as these do you in a moneth. The théefe that dyes at Tyburne for a robbery, is not halfe so dangerous a wéede in a Common-wealth, as the Politick Bankrupt, I would there were a Derick to hang vp him too.

The Russians haue an excellent custome: they beate them on the shinnes, that haue mony, and will not pay their debts; if that law were w•ll cudgeld from thence into England, Barbar-Surgeons might in a few yéeres build vp a Hall for their Company, larger then Powles, only with the cure of Bankrupt broken-shinnes.

I would faine sée a prize set vp, that the welfed Usurer, and the politick Bankrupt might rayle one against another for it: ô, it would heget a riming Comedy. The Challenge of the Germayne against all the Masters of the Noble Science, would not bring in a quarter of the money: for there is not halfe so much loue betweene the Iron and the Loadestone, as there is mortall hate betwéene those two Furies. The Usurer liues by the lechery of mony, and is Bawd to his owne bags, taking a fée, that they may ingender. The Politick Bankrupt liues by the gelding of bags of Siluer. The Usurer puts out a hundred pou¯d to bréede, and lets it run in a good pasture (thats to say, in the lands that are mortgagd for it) till it grow great with Foale, and bring forth ten pound more. But the Politick Bankrupt playes the Alchimist, and hauing taken a hundred pound to multiply it, he kéepes a puffing and a blowing, as if he would fetch the Philosophers stone out of it, yet melts your hundred pound so l•ng in his Crusibles, till at length to either melt it cleane away, or (at the least) makes him that lends it thinke good, if euery hundred bring him home •iue, with Principall and Interest.

You may behold now in this Perspectiue piece which I haue drawne before you, how deadly and dangerous an enemy to the State this Politick Bankrupusme hath bin, & still is: It hath bin long enough in the Citty, and for anything I sée, makes no great haste to get out. His triumphs haue bin great, his entertainement rich and magnificent. He purposes to lye héere as Lucifers Legiar: let him therefore alone in his lodging (in what part of the Citty soeuer it be) tossed and turmoyled with godlesse slumbers, and let vs take vp a standing néere some other Gate, to behold the Entrance of the Second Sinne: but before you go, looke vpo¯ the Chariot that this First is drawne in, and take speciall note of all his Attendants.

The habit, the qualities and complexion of this Embassador sent from Hell, are set downe before. He rides in a Chariot drawne vpon three whéeles, that run fastest away, when they beare the greatest loades. The bewty of the Chariot is all in-layd work, cunningly & artificially wrought, but yet so strangely, and of so many seuerall-fashiond pieces, (none like another) that a sound wit would mis•rust they had bin stolne from sundry worke-men. By this prowd Counterfet ran two Pages; on the left side Conscience, raggedly attirde, ill-facd, ill-coloured, and misshapen in body. On the right side runs Beggery, who if he out-liue him, goes to serue his children. Hipocrisy driues the Chariot, hauing a couple of fat well-coloured and lusty Coach-horses to the eye, cald Couetousnes and Cosenage, but full of diseases, & rotten about the heart. Behind him follow a crowd of Trades-men, and Merchants, euery one of them holding either a Shop-booke, or an Obligation in his hand, their seruants, wiues and children strawing the way before him with curses, but he carelesly runnes ouer the one, and out-rides the other; at the tayle of whom (like the Pioners of an Army) march troopewise, and without any Drum struck vp, because the Leader can abide no noyse, a company of old expert Sarieants, bold Yeomen, hungry Baylifs, and other braue Martiall men, who because (like the Switzers) they are well payd, are still in Action, and oftentimes haue the enemy in execution; following the héeles of this Citty-Conqueror, so close, not for any loue they owe him, but only (as all those that follow great men do) to get mony by him. We will leaue them lying in Ambush, or holding their Courts of Gard, and take a muster of our next Regiment.



THE SEUEN DEADLY 2. LYING. OR, THE SECOND DAYES TRIUMPH.

WHEN it came to the eares of the Sinfull Synagogue, how the rich Iew of London, (Barabbas Bankruptisme) their brother, was receyued into the Citty, and what a lus•y Reueler he was become, the rest of the same Progeny (being 6. in number) vowd to ryde thither in their greatest State, and that euery one should challenge to himselfe (if be could enter) a seuerall day of Tryumph; for so he might doe by their owne Customes. Another therefore of the Broode, being presently aptly accon••red, and armed Cap-a-pe, with all furniture fit for such an Inuader, sets forward the very next morning, and arriude at one of the Gates, before any Porters eyes were vnglewd. To knocke, hee thought it no policy, because such fellowes are commonly most churlish, when they are most intreated, and are key-cold in their comming downe to Strangers, except they be brybed: to stay there with such • confusion of faces round about him, till light should betray him, might call his Arriuall, being strange and hidden, into question; besides, he durst not send any Spy he had, to listen what newes went amongst the people, and whether any preparation were made for him, or that they did expect his approche, because indéede there was not any one of the Damned Crewe that followed his tayle, whom he durst trust for a true word. He resolues therefore to make his entrance, not by the sword, but by some sleyght, what storme or fayre weather soeuer should happen: And for that purpose, taking asunder his Charriot, (for it stood altogether like a Germane clock, or an English, Iack or Turne-spit, vpon skrewes and vices) he scatters his Troope vpon the fields and hye-way, into small companies, as if they had bene Irish beggers; till at last espying certayne Colliers with Carts most sinfully loaden, for the Citty, and behind them certayne light Country Horse-women ryding to the Markets, hée mingled his Footemen carelesly, amongst these, and by this Stratagem of Coales, brauely thorow Moore-gate, got within the walles; where marching not like a plodding Grasyer with his Droues before him, but like a Citty-Captayne, with a Company (as pert as Taylours at a wedding) close at his héeles, because nowe they knewe they were out of feare) hée musters together all the Hackneymen and Horse-courses in and about Colman-streete.

No sooner had these Sonnes and Heyres vnto Horse-shooes, got him into their eyes, but they wept for ioy to behold him; yet in the ende, putting vp their teares into bottles of Hay, which they held vnder their armes, and wyping their slubberd chéekes with wispes of cleane Strawe, (prouyded for the nonce) they harnessed the Grand Signiors Caroach, mounted his Cauallery vpon Curtals, and so sent him most pompously (like a new elected Dutch Burgomaster) into the Citty.

He was lookt vpon strangely by all whom he met, for at the first, few or none knew him, few followed him, few bid him welcome: But after hée had spent héere a very little péece of time, after it was voycd that Monsieur Mendax came to dwell amongst them, and had brought with him all sorts of politick falshood and lying, what a number of Men, Women and Children fell presently in loue with him! There was of euery Trade in the City, and of euery profession some, that instantly were dealers with him: For you must note, that in a State so multitudinous, where so many flocks of people must be fed, it is impossible to haue some Trades to stand, if they should not Lye.

How quickly after the Art of Lying was once publiquely profest, were false Weights and false Measures inuented! and they haue since done as much hurt to the inhabitants of Cities, as the inuention of Gunnes hath done to their walles: for though a Lye haue but short legs (like a Dwarfes) yet it goes farre in a little time, Et crescit eundo, and at last prooues a tall fellow: the reason is, that Truth had euer but one Father, but Lyes are a thousand mens Bastards, and are begotten euery where.

Looke vp then (Thou thy Countryes Darling,) and behold what a diuelish Inmate thou hast intertained. The Genealogy of Truth is well knowne, for she was borne in Heauen, and dwels in Heauen: Falshood then and Lying must of necessity come out of that hot Country of Hell, from the line of Diuels: for those two are as opposite, as day and darkenes. What an vngracious Generation wilt thou mingle with thine, if thou draw not this from thée: What a number of vnhappy and cursed childre¯ will be left vpo¯ thy hand? for Lying is Father to Falshood, and Grandsire to Periury: Frawd (with two faces) is his Daughter, a very Monster: Treason (with haires like Snakes) is his kinseman; a very Fury! how art thou inclosd with danger? The Lye first deceiues thée, and to shoote the deceit off cleanly, an oath (like an Arrow) is drawne to the head, and that hits the marke. If a Lye, after it is molded, be not smooth enough, there is no instrume¯t to burnish it, but an oath: Swearing giues it cullor, & a bright complexion. So that Oathes are Crutches, vpon which Lyes (like lame soldiers) go, & néede no other pasport. Little oathes are able to beare vp great lyes: but great Lyes are able to beate downe great Families: For oathes are wounds that a man stabs into himselfe, yea, they are burning words that consume those who kindle them.

What fooles then are thy Buyers and Sellers to be abused by such hell-hounds? Swearing and Forswearing put into their hands perhaps the gaines of a little Siluer, but like those pieces which Iudas receiued, they are their destruction. Welth so gotten, is like a trée set in the depth of winter, it prospers not.

But is it possible (Thou leader of so great a Kingdome) that heretofore so many bonfires of mens bodies should be made before thée in the good quarrell of Trueth? and that now thou shouldst take part wish her enemy? Haue so many Triple-pointed darts of Treason bin shot at the heads of thy Princes, because they would not take Truth out of thy Temples, and art thou now in League with false Witches ye would kill thée? Thou art no Traueler, the habit of Lying therefore will not become thée, cast it off.

He that giues a soldier the Lye, lookes to receiue the stab: but what danger does he run vpon, that giues a whole City the Lye? yet must I venture to giue it thée. Let me tell thée then, that Thou doest Lye with Pride, and though thou art not so gawdy, yet are thou more costly in attiring thy selfe than the Court, because Pride is the Queene of Sinnes, thou hast chosen her to be thy Concubine, and hast begotten many base Sonnes and Daughters vpon her body, as Vainglory, Curiosity, Disobedience, Opinion, Disdaine, &c. Pride, by thy Lying with her, is growne impudent: She is now a common Harlot, and euery one hath vse of her body. The Taylor calls her his Lemman, he hath often got her great with child of Phantasticallity and Fashions, who no sooner came into the world, but the fairest Wiues of thy Tennants snatcht them vp into their armes, layd them in their laps and to their brests, and after they had plaid with them their pleasure, into the country were those two children (of the Taylors) sent to be nurst vp, so that they liue sometimes there, but euer and anon with thée.

Thou doest likewise Lye with Vsury: how often hast thou bin found in bed with her! How often hath she bin openly disgraced at the Crosse for a Strumpet! yet still doest thou kéepe her company, and art not ashamed of it, because you commit Sinne together, euen in those houses that haue paynted posts standing at the Gates. What vngodly brats and kindred hath she brought thée? for vpon Vsury hast thou begotten Extortion, (a strong, but an vnmannerly child,) Hardnes of heart, a very murderer, and Bad Conscience, who is so vnruly, that he séemes to be sent vnto thée, to be thy euerlasting paine. Then hath she Sonnes in law, and they are all Scriueners: those Scriueners haue base sonnes, and they are all common Brokers; those Brokers likewise send a number into the world, & they are all Common Theeues.

All of these may easily giue Armes: for they fetch their discent from hell, where are as many Gentlemen, as in any one place, in any kingdome.

Thou doost lye with sundrie others, and committest strange whoredomes, which by vse and boldnesse growe so common, that they seeme to be no whoredomes at all, Yet thine owne abhominations would not appeare so vilely, but that thou makest thy buildings a Brothelry to others: for thou sufferest Religion to lye with Hipocrisie: Charity to lye with Ostentation: Friendship to lye with Hollow-heartednes: the Churle to lye with Simony: Iustice to lye with Bribery, and last of all, Conscience to lye with euerie one. So that now shee is full of diseases: But thou knowest the medicine for al these Feauers that shake thée: be therfore to thy selfe thine owne Phisitian, and by strong Pilles purge away this second infection that is breeding vpon thee, before it strike to the heart.

Falshood and Lying thus haue had their day, and like Almanackes of the last yeare, are now gon out: let vs follow them a step or two farther to see how they ride, and then (if we can) leaue them, for I perceiue it growes late, because Candle-light (who is next to enter vpo¯ the stage) is making himself ready to act his Comicall Scenes. The Chariot then that Lying is drawne in, is made al of whetstones; Wantonnes and euil custome are his Horses: a Foole is the Coachman that driues them: a couple of swearing Fencers sometimes leade the Horses by the reynes, and sometimes flourish before them to make roome. Worshipfully is this Lord of Limbo attended, for Knights thi¯selues follow close at his heeles; Mary they are not Post and Poyre-Knightes but one of the Post. Amongst whose traine is shuffled in a company of scambling ignorant Petti-foggars, leane Knaues and hungrie, for they liue vpon nothing but the scraps of the Law, and heere and there (like a Prune in White-broth, is stucke a spruice but a meer• prating vnpractised Lawyer• Clarke all in blacke. At the tayle of all (when this goodly Pageant is passed by) ollow a crowde of euerie trade some, amongst whome least we be smothered, and bee taken to bee of the same list, let vs strike downe my way.

Nam• Vulgus.

•. CANDLE-LIGHT. OR, THE NOCTURNALL TRYUMPH.

O Candle-light: and art thou one of the Cursed Crew? hast thou bin set at the Table of Princes, & Noble men? haue all su•es of peop•e •oone reuerence vnto thee and stood b•re •ey haue seene thee? haue Theeues, Traytors, and Murderers been affraide to come in thy presence, because they knewe thee iust, and that thou wouldest discouer them? And act thou now a harborer of all kindes of Vices? nay, doost thou play the capitall Vice thy selfe?

Hast thou had so many learned Lectures read before thee, & is the light of thy Vnderstanding now cleane put out, and haue so many profound schollers profited by thee? hast thou doone such good to Vniuersities, beene such a guide to the Lame, and seene the dooing of so many good workes, yet doest thou now looke dimly, and with a dull eye vpon al Goodnes? What comfort haue sickmen taken (in weary and irkesome nights) but onely in thee? thou hast been their Phisition and Apothecary, and when the rellish of nothing could please them, the very shadow of thee hath beene to them a restoritiue Consolation. The Nurse hath stilled her way ward Infant, shewing it but to thee: What gladnes hast thou put into Mariners bosomes, when thou hast met them on the Sea? What Ioy into the faint and benighted Trauailer when he has met thee on the land? How many poore Handy-craftes men by Thee haue earned the best part of their liuing? And art thou now become a Companion for Drunkards, for •eachers, and for prodigalles? Art thou turnd Reprobate? thou wilt burne for it in hell, And so odious is this thy Apostacy, and hiding thy self fro¯ ye light of the truth, ye at thy death & going out of the world, euen they y• loue thée best, wil tread thee vnder their feete: yea I yt haue thus plaid the Herrald, & proclaimd thy good parts, wil now play the Cryer and cal thee into open count, to arraigne thee for thy misdemeanors.

Let the world therefore vnderstand, that this Tallowfacde Gentleman (cald Candle-light) so soone as euer the Sunne was gon out of sight, and that darkenes like a thief out of a hedge crept vpon the earth, sweate till hee dropt agen, with bustling to come into the Cittie. For hauing no more but one onely eye) and that ster•er•• with drinking & sitting vp late) he was ashamed to be seene by day, knowing he should be laught to scorne, and hoo•ed at. He makes his entrance therefore at Aldersgate of set purpose, for though the streete be faire and spatious, yet few lightes in mistie euenings, vsing there to thrust out their golde¯ heads he thought that the aptest circle for him to be raised in, because •here his Glittering would make greatest show. What expectation was there of his co¯ming? setting aside ye, there is not more triumphing on Midsommer night. No sooner was he aduaunced vp into the moste famous Streetes, but a number of shops for ioy beganne to shut in: Mercers •olde vp their silkes and Ueluets: the Goldsmithes drew backe their Plate, & all the Citty lookt like a priuate Play-house, when the windowes are clapt downe, as some Nocturnal, or dismall Tragedy were presently to be acted before all the Trades-men. But Caualiero Candle-light came for no such solemnitie: No he had other Crackers in hand to which hee watcht but his houre to giue fire Sc•rce was his entrance blown abroad, but the Banckrupt, the Fello•, and all that owed any mony, and for feare of arrests, or Iustices warrants, had like so many Snayles kept their houses ouer their heads al the day before, began now to creep out of their shel•, & so stalke vp & down the streets as vprightly, & with as proud a gate as if they meant to knock against the starres with the crownes of their heads.

The damask coated Cittizen, that sat in his sh•p both fo••noone and afternoone, and lookt more sowerly on his poore neighbore, th•n if he had drunke a quart of Uineger at a draught, sneakes out of his owne doores, and slips into a Tauerne, where either alone, or with some other that battles their money together, they so plye themselues with penny pots, which (like small-shot) goe off, powring into their fat paunches, that at length th•y haue not an eye to see withall, nor a good legge to stand vpon. In which pickle if anye of them happen to be iustled downe by a post (that in spite of them will take the wall) and so reeles them into the kennell, who takes them vp or leades them home? who has them to bed, and with a pillow smothes this stealing so of good liquor, but that brazen-face Candle-light? Nay more, hee intices their verie Prentices to make their desperate sallyes out, & quicke retyres in (contrarie to the Oath of their Indentures) which are seauen yeares a swearing, onely for their Pintes, and away.

Tush, this is nothing: yong shopkeepers that haue but newly ventured vpon the pikes of marriage, who are euery houre shewing their wares to their Customers, plying their businesse harder all day then Vulcan does his Anuile, and seeme better husbands than Fidlers that scrape for a poore liuing both day and night, yet euen these if they can but get Candle-light, to sit vp all night with them in any house of Reckning (thats to say in a Tauerne) they fall roundly to play the London prize, and thats at three seuerall weapons, Drinking, Dauncing, & Dicing, Their wiues lying all that time in their beds sighing like widowes, which is lamentable: the giddie-braind husba¯ds wasting the portions they had with them, which lost once, they are (like Maiden-heades) neuer recouerable. Or which is worse, this going a Bat-fowling a nights, beeing noted by some wise yong-man or other, that knowes how to handle such cases, the hush is beaten for them at home, whilest they catch the bird abraode, but what bird is it? the Woodcocke.

Neuer did any Cittie pocket vp such wrong at the hands of one, ouer whom she is so iealous, and so tender, that in Winter nights if he be but missing, and hide himselfe in the darke, I know not how many Beadles are sent vp and downe the streetes to crie him: yet you see, there is more cause she should send out to curse him For what Uillanies are not abroad so long as Candle-light is stirring? The Seruing-man dare then walke with his wench: the Priuate Puncke (otherwise called one that boords in London) who like a Pigeon sits billing all day within doores, and feares to steppe ouer the thresholde, does then walke the round till midnight, after she hath beene swaggering amongst pottle pots and Uintners boyes. Nay, the sober Perpetuana suited Puritane, that dares not (so much as by Moone-light) come neere the Suburb-shadow of a house, where they set stewed Prunes befor you, raps as boldly at the hatch, when he knowes Candle-light is within, as if he were a new chosen Constable. When al doores are lockt vp, when no eyes are open, when birds sit silent in bushes, and beasts lie sleeping vnder hedges, when no creature can be smelt to be vp but they that may be smelt euery night a streets length ere you come at them, euen then doth this Ignis fatuus (Candle-light) walke like a Fire-drake into sundrie corners. If you will not beleeue this, shoote but your eye through the Iron grates into the Cellers of Uintners, there you shall see him hold his necke in a Iin, made of a clift hoope-sticke, to throttle him from telling tales, whilest they most abhominably iumble together all the papisticall drinkes that are brought from beyond-sea: the poore wines are rackt and made to confesse anie thing: the Spanish & the French meeting both in the bottome of the Cellar, conspire together in their cups, to lay the Englishman (if he euercome into their company) vnder the boord.

To be short, such strange mad musick doe they play vpon their Sacke-buttes, that if Candle-light beeing ouer come with the steeme of newe sweete Wines, when they are at worke, shoulde not tell them tis time to goe to bedde, they would make all the Hogges-heads that vse to come to the house, to dannce the Cannaries till they reeld againe. When the Grape-mongers and hee are parted, hee walkes vp and downe the streetes squiring olde Midwiues to anie house, (•e•e s•cretly) where any Bastards •re to be brought into the worlde. From them, (about the houre when Spirits wal•e, and Cats goe a gossipping) hee visits the W•tch where creeping into the Beadles Cothouse (which handes betweene his legges, that are lapt rounde about with peeces of Rugge, as if he had newe strucke of Sh•ckles) and seeing the Watch-men to nodde at him, hee himselfe presently, (knowing the token) vnder the slapp• and teaches them (by instinct) howe to st into their heades, because hee sees all their Cloakes cannot one good nappe vppon them and vppon his warrant snort they so lowde, that to those Night walkers (whose wittes are vp so late) it serues as a Watch-worde so keepe out of the teach of their •rowne : by which meanes they neuer come to aunswere the matter b••ore maister Constable, and the Benc• vppon which his men (t•at shoulde watch) doe sitte: In that the Coun•e•s are cheated of Prisoners, to the great •amm•ge o• these that shoulde haue their mornings draught out of the Garnish.

O Candle-light, Candle-light! to howe manie costly Sacke-posse•s and rea•s Banquets hast thou beene musted by Prentices and -maiden•? When the Bell-man for anger to spie (such a Purloyner of Cittizens goods) so many, hath bounced the doore like a madde man, At which (as if Robin Good-fellow had beene coniurd vp amongst them the We•ches haue, falne into the handes of the Greene-sicknesse, and the yong fellowes into colde Agues, with verie feare least their maister (like olde Ieronimo and Isabella his wife after him) starting out of his naked bed should came downe (with a Weapon in his hande) and this in his mouth: What outcryes pull vs from our naked bedde? Who calles? &c. as the Players can tell you. O Candle-light, howe hast thou stuncke then, when they haue popt thee out of their compayne: howe hast thou taken it in snuffe, when thou hast beene smelt out especially the maister of the house exclayming, that by day that deede of darknesse had not beene. One Uennie more with thee, and then I haue done.

How many lips haue beene worne out with kissing at she street doore, or in yt entry (in a winking blind euening?) how many odde matches and vneuen mariages haue been made there betwéene young Prentises and there maisters daughters, whilest thou (O Candle-light) hast stood watching at the staires h•ade, that none could come stealing downe by thee, but they must bee seene?

It appeares by these articles put in agaynst thee, that thou art partly a Bawd to diuerse loose sinnes, and partly a Coozener: for if any in the Cittie haue badde wares lying deade vppon their handes, thou art better than Aqua vitae to fetch life into them, and to sende them packing. Thou shalt therefore bee taken out of thy proude Chariot, and bee carted: yet first will wee see what workmanship, and what stoffe it is made of, to the intent that if it bee not daungerous for a Cittie to keepe anie Relique belonging to such a crooked Saint, It may bee hung vp as a monument to shewe with what dishonour thou wert driuen out of so noble a lodging, to deface whose buildings thou hast béene so enuious, that when thou hast beene left alone by any thing that woulde take fire, thou hast burnt to the ground many of her goodlyest houses.

Candle lights Ceath is made all of Hor•e, shauen as thin as Changel••yes ate. It is drawne (with ease) by two Rats: the Coachman is a Chaundler who so s•ears wi•h yea•king them, that he drops tallowe, and t•at f•eors them as prouend•r: yet a•e the lashes that hee giues the squeaking Vermine more deadly to them then al the Ratsbane in Buckle•sb•rie. Painefulnesse and Studdy are his two Lac•ey•s and run by him: Darknesse, Conspiracy, Opportunitie, Stratagems and Feare, are his attend•nts: hees sued vnto by Diggars in Mines, Grauers, Schollers, Mariners, Nurses, Drunkards, Vnthriftes and shrote Husbands: hee destroyes that which feedes him, & therefore Ingratitude comes behinde all this, driuing them before her. The next Diuel that is to be commaunded vp, is a very lazie one, and will be long in rising: let vs therefore vnbinde this, and fall to other Charmes.

4. SLOTH: OR THE FOURTH DAYES TRYUMPH.

MAN (doubtlesse) was not created to bee an idle fellow, for then he should bee Gods Vagabond: he was made for other purpose then to be euer eating as swine: euer sleeping as Dormise: euer dumb as fishes in the Sea, or euer prating to no purpose, as Birdes of the ayre: he was not set in this Vniuersall Orchard to stand still as a Tree and so to bee cut downe, but to be cut downe if he should stand still. And to haue him remember this, he carries certaine Watches with Larums about him, that are euer striking: for all the Enginous Wheeles of the Soule are continually going: though the body lye neuer so fast bownde in Slumbers, the imagination runnes too and fro, the phantasie flyes round about, the vitall Spirits walke vp and downe, yea the very pulses shew actiuitie, and their hammers are still beating, so that euen in his very dreames it is whispered in his eare that hee must bee dooing something.

If hee had not these prompters at his elbowe, yet euerie member of his body (if it could speake would chide him) if they were put to no vse, co¯sidering what noble workmanship is bestowed vpon them. For man no sooner gets vpon his legges, but they are made so that either hee may run or goe: when he is weary, they can giue him •ase by sta¯ding still, if he will not stand, the Knees le•ue like Hindges to bow vp and downe, and to let him kneele His armes haue artificiall cordes and stringes, which shorten or flye •ut to their length at pleasure: They winde about the bodye like a siluer Girdle, and being held out before, are weapo¯s to defend it: at the end of the armes, are two beautiful Mathematicall Instruments, with fiue seuerall motions in each of them, and thirtie other mouing Engines, by which they stirre both. His head likewise standes vppon three Skrewes, the one is directly forward to teach him Prouidence, the other two are on eather side one, to arme him with Circumspection: How busie are both the eyes, to keepe d•nger from him euerie way.

But admit hée had none of these Wonderfull Volumes to reade ouer, yet hee sees the clowdes alwaies working: the waters euer labouring: the earth continuallye bringing foorth: he sees the Sunne haue a hye co•our with taking paines for the day. The Moone pale and sickly, with sitting vp for the night: the Stars mustring their armyes together to guard the Moone. •ll of them, and all that is in the world, seruing as Schoolemaisters, & the world it selfe as an Academ to bring vp man in knowledge, and to put him still into action.

How then dares this nastie, and loathsome sin of Sloth venture into a Ci•ie amongst so many people? who doth he hope wil giue him entertainme¯t? what lodging (thinks he) can be tame vp, where he & his •eauy-headed co¯pany may take their afternoones nay soundly? for in euery stréet, carts and Coaches make such a thundring as if the world ranne vpon wheeles: at euerie corner, men, women, and children meete in such shoales, that postes are sette vp of purpose to strengthen the houses, least with iustling one another they should shoulder them downe. Besides, hammers are beating in one place, Tube hooping in another, Pots clincking in a third, water-tankards running at tilt in a fourth: heere are Porters sweating vnder burdens, there Marchants-men bearing bags of money, Chapmen (as if they were at Leape-frog) skippe out of one shop into another: Tradesmen (as if they were dau¯cing Galliards (are iusly) at Legges and neuer stand still: all are as busie as countrie Atturneyes at an Assises: how then can Idlenes thinke to inhabit heere?

Yet the Worshipfull Sir, (that leades a Gentlemans life, and dooth nothing) though he comes but slowly on (as if hee trodde a French March) yet hee comes and with a great trayne at his tayle, as if the countrie had brought vp some Fellon to one of our Gayles, So is hee connaide by nine or tenne drowsie Malt-men, that lye nodding ouer their Sackes, and euen a moste sléepie and still Triumph begins his entrance at Bishopsgate.

An armie of substantiall Housholders (moste of them liuing by the hardnesse of the hand) came in Battaile array, with spred Banners, bearing the Armes of their seuerall occupations to meete this Cowardly Generall and to beate him backe. But hee sommoning a parlee, hammered out such a strong Oration in praise of Ease that they all strucke vp their Drums, flung vp their Round-Cappes, (and as if it had beene another William the Conqueror came marching in with him) and lodged him in the quietest streete in the Cittie, for so his Lazinesse requested.

Hee then presently gaue licenses to all the Uintners, to keepe open house, and to emptye their Hogsheades to all commers, who did so, dying their grates into a drunkards blush (to make them knowne from the Grates of a prison) least customers should re•le away from them, and hanging out new bushes, that if men at their going out, could not sée the signe, yet they might not loose themselues in the bush. He likewise gaue order that dicing-houses, and bowling alleyes should be erected, wherupon a number of poore handy crafts-men, that before wrought night and day, made stocks to the¯selues of ten groates, & crowns a peece, and what by Betting, Lurches, Rubbers and such tricks, they neuer tooke care for a good daies worke afterwards. For as Letchery is patron of al your Suburb Colledges, and sets vp Vaulting-houses, and Daunsing-Schooles: and as Drunkennesse when it least can stand, does best hold vp Alehouses, So Sloth is a founder of the Almeshouses first mentioned, & is a good Benefactor to these last.

The Players prayed for his comming, they lost nothing by it, the comming in of tenne Embassadors was neuer so sweete to them, as this our sinne was: their houses smoakt euerye after noone with Stinkards, who were so glewed together in crowdes with the Steames of strong breath, that when they came foorth, their faces lookt as if they had beene perboylde: And this Comicall Tearme-time they hoped for, at the least all the summer, because tis giuen out that Sloth himselfe will come, and sit in the two-pennie galleries amongst the Gentlemen, and see their Knaueries and their pastimes.

But alas! if these were the sorest diseases (Thou noblest City of the now-noblest Nation) that Idlenes does infect thee with: thou hast Phisick sufficient in thy selfe, to purge thy bodie of them. No, no, hee is not slothfull, that is onelye lazie, that onelye wastes his good houres, and his Siluer in Luxury, & licentious ease, or that onely (like a standing water) does nothing, but gather corruption: no, hee is the true Slothfull man that does no good. And how many would crie Guilty vnto thee, if this were there Inditement? Thy Maiestrate• (that when they see thee most in danger) put vp the swordes that Iustice hath guided, to their loynes, & flie into the conntrie, leauing thee destitute of their Counsell, they would crie guilty, they are slothfull.

Thy Phisitions, that feari•g to die by that which they liue, (sicknes) doe most vnkindely leaue thee when y••rt ready to lye vpon thy death bed, They are slothful, They would crie Guilty. Thy great men, and such as haue been thy Rulers that being taken out of poore Cradles, & nursed vp by thee, haue fild their Cofers with golde, and their names wt honour, yet afterwards growing weary of thee, (like Mules hauing suckt their dammes) most ingratefully haue they stolne from thee, spending those blessings which were thine, vpon those that no way deserue them, Are not These Slothfull? They would crie guiltye. There is yet one more, whome I would not heare to Cry Guilty, because (of al• others) I would not haue them slothfull. O you that speake the language of Angels, and should indeed be Angels amo¯gst vs, you that haue offices aboue those of Kinges, that haue warra¯t to co¯maund Princes, & controle them, if they doe amisse: you that are Stewards ouer the Kings house of heauen, and lye heere as Embassadors about the greatest State-matters in the world: what a dishonour were it to your places, if it should bee knowne that you are Sloathfull? you are sworne labourers, to worke in a Uineyard, which if you dresse not carefully, if you cut it not artificially, if you vnderprop it not wisely whe¯ you see it laden, if you gather not the fruites in it, when they bee ripe, but suffer them to drop downe, and bee eaten vp by Swine. O what a deere account are you to make him that must giue you your hire? you are the Beames of the Sun that must ripen the Grapes of the Uine, & if you shine not cleerely, he will eclipse you for euer: your tongues are the instruments y• must cut off rancke & idle Sprigs, to make the bearing-braunches to spred, and vnlesse you keep them sharpe and be euer pruning with them, he will cast you by, and you shall be eaten vp with rust. The Church is a garden and you must weede it: it is a Fountaine, & you must keepe it cleere: it is her Husbands Iewell, and you must pollish it: it is his best belooued, and you must keepe her chast.

Many Merchants hath this Cittie to her Sonnes, of al which you are the most noble, you trafficke onely for mens Soules, sending them to the Land of Promise, and to the heauenly Ierusalem, and receiuing from thence (in Exchange) the ritchest Commoditie in the world, your owne saluation. O therefore bee not you Slothfull: for if being chosen Pilots, you Sleepe, and so sticke vpon Reckes, you hazard your owne shipwracke more then theirs that venture with you.

What a number of Colours are here grounded, to paint out Sloth in his vglines, and to make him loathed, whilst he (yawning, and his Chin knocking nods into his brest) regardes not the whips of the moste crabbish Satyristes. Let vs therfore looke vpon his Horse-litter that hee rides in, and so leaue him.

A couple of vnshodde Asses carry it betweene them, it is all fluttishly euergrowne with Mosse on the out-side, and on the inside quilted through out with downe pillowes: Sleepe and Plenty leade the Fore-Asse; a pursie double chind Laena, riding by on a Sump•er-horse with proua¯der at his mouth, & she is the Litter-Driuer: shee keepes two Pages, & those are an Irish Beggar on the one side, & One that sayes he has been a Soldier on the other side. His attendants are Sicknes, Want, Ignora¯ce, Infamy, Bo¯dage, Palenes, Blockishnes and Carelesnes. The Retayners that wear his cloth are Anglers, Dumb Ministers Players, Exchange-Wenches, Gamsters, Panders, Whores and Fidlers.



APISHNESSE: OR THE FIFT DAYES TRIUMPH.

SLOTH was not so slow in his march, when hee entred the Citie, but Apishnesse (that was to take his turne next) was as quick. Do you not know him? It cannot be read in any Chronicle, that he was euer with Henrie the eight at Bulloigne or at ye winning of Turwin & Turnay: for (not to belle the sweete Gentleman,) he was neither in the shell then, no nor then when Paules-steeple and the Weathercocke were on fire; by which markes (without looking in his mouth) you may safely sweare, that hees but yong, for hees a feirse, dapper fellow, more light headed then a Musitian: as phantastically attyred as a Court Ieaster: wanton in discourse: lasciuious in behauiour: iocond in good companie: nice in his trencher, and yet he feedes verie hungerly on scraps of songs: be drinkes in a Glasse well, but vilely in a deepe French-bowle: yet much about the year• when Monsieur came in, was hee begotten, betweene a French Tayler, and an English Court-Seamster. This Signior Ioculento (as the diuell would haue it) comes prawncing in at Cripplegate, and he may well doe it, for indeede all the parts hee playes are but coud speeches stolne from others, whose voices and actions hee counterfestes: but so lamely, that all the Cripples in tenne Spittle-houses, sh•we not more halting. The Grauer Browes were bent against him, and by the awfull Charmes of Reuerend Authoritie, would haue sent him downe from whence he came, for they knew howe smooth soeuer his lookes were, there was a diuell in his bosome: But hee hauing the stronger faction on his side, set them in a Mutenie, Saeu•que animis ignobile vulgus, the manie headed Monster fought as it had beene against Saint George, won the gate, and then with showtes was the Gaueston of the Time, brought in. But who brought him in? None but •ichmens sonnes that were left wel•, and had more money giuen by will, then they had wit how to bestow it: none but Prentises almost out of their yéers, and all the Tailors, Haberdashers, and Embroderers that could be got for loue or money, for these were prest secretly to the seruice, by the yong and wanton dames of the Citie, because they would not be seene to shewe their loue to him themselues.

Man is Gods Ape, and an Ape is Zani to a man, doing ouer those trickes (especially if they be knauish) which hee sees done before him: so that Apishnesse is nothing but counterfetting or imitation: and this flower when it first came into the Citie, had a prettie scent, and a delightfull colour, hath bene let to run so high, that it is now feeded, and where it fals there rises vp a stinking weede.

For as man is Gods Ape, striuing to make artificiall flowers, birdes, &c. like to the naturall: So for the same reason are women, Mens Shee Apes, for they will not bee behind them the bredth of a Taylors yard (which is nothing to speake of) in anie new-fangled vpstart fashion. If men get vp French standing collers, women will haue the French standing coller too •• Dublets with little thick skirts, (so sh•rt that none are able to sit vpon them.) womens foreparts are thicke skirted too: by sur•etting vpon which kinde of phantasticall Apishnesse in a short time, they fall into the disease of pride: Pride is infectious, and breedes prodigalitie: Prodigalitie after it has runne a little, closes vp and •ester•, and then turnes to Beggerie. Wittie was that Painter therefore, that when hee had limned one of euery Nation in th••r proper attyres, and beeing at his wittes endes howe to drawe an Englishman: At the last (to giue him a quipp• for his follie in apparell) drewe him starke naked, with Sheeres in his hand, and cloth on his arme, because mans could cut out his fashions but himselfe.

For an English-mans suite is •ke a traitors bodie that hath beene hanged, drawne, and quart, red, and is set vp in se•erall places: his Co•peece is in Denmarke, the collor of his Duble a•d the belly in France: the wing and narrow sleeue in •taly: the short tras•• hangs ouer a Dutch Botchers stall in Vtrich: his huge stoppes speakes Spanish: Polonia giues him the Bootes: the blocke for his heade alters faster then the Feltmaker can fit•e him, and thereupon we are called in scorne Blockheades. And thus we that mocke euerie. Nation, for keeping one fashion, yet steale patches from euerie one of them, to peece out our pride, are now laughing-stocks to them, because their cut so scuruily becomes vs:

This sinne of Apishnesse whether it bee in apparell or in diet, is not of such long life as his fellowes, and for seeing none but women and fooles keepe him companie, the one wil be ashamed of him when they begin to haue wrinckles, the other when they feele their purses light. The Magistrate, the wealthy commoner and the auncient Cittizen, disdaine to come neare him: wee were best therefore, take note of such things as are aboute him, least on a suddaine hee slip out of sight.

Apishnesse ri•es in a Chariot made of nothing but cages, in which are all the strangest out-landish Birds that can be gotten: the Cages are slucke full of Parats feathers: the Coach-man is an Italian Mownti-banck who driues a •awne and a Lambe, for they drawe this Gew-g•w in Winter, when such beasts are r•rest to be had: In Sommer, it goes alone by the motion of wheeles: two Pages in light coloured suites, embrodered full of Butterflies, with wings ••at slutter vp with the winde, run by him, the one being a dauncing boy the other a T•••bler: His attend•nts are Folly Laughter, Inconstancie, Riot, Nicenesse, and Vainglorie: when his Court remoues hee is folowed by Tobacconists, Shittlecock-makers, Feather-makers, Cob-web-lawne-weauers, Perfumers, young Countrie Gentlemen, and Fooles. In whose Ship whilest they all are sayling, let vs obserue what other abuses the Verdimotes Inquest doe present on the lande, albeit they bee neuer reformed, till a second Chaos is to bee refined. In the meane time, In nouafert Animus.

SHAUING: OR THE SIXT DAYES TRIUMPH.

HOW? Shauing! Me thinkes Barbers should crie to their Customers winck hard and come running out of their shoppes into the open streetes, throwing all their Suddes out of their learned Latin Basons into my face for presuming to name the Mysterie of Shauing in so vil•anous a companie as these seuen are. Is that Trade (say they) that for so many yeares hath beene held vp by so many heades, and has out-hearded the stowtest in England to their faces, Is that Trade, that because it is euermore Trimming the Citie, hath beene for many yéers past made vp into a Societie, and •a•e their Guild, and their Priuiledges with as much freedome as the best, must that nowe bee counted a sinne ( and one of the Deadly sinnes) of the Cittie? No, no• be not angry with me, (O you that bandie away none but sweete washing Balles, and cast none other then Rose-waters for any mans pleasure) for there is Shauing within the walles of this Great Metropolis, which you neuer •reamed of: A shauing that takes not only away the rebellious h•ltes, but brings the flesh with it too: and if that cannot suffice, the very bones must follow. If therfore you, and Fiue companies greater then yours, should chuse a Colonel to lead you against this mightie Tamburlaine, you are too weake to make him Retire, and if you should come to a battell, you would loose the day.

For behold what Troopes forsake the Standard of the Citie, and flie to him: neither are they base & commo¯n souldiers, but euen those that haue borne armes a long time. Be silent therfore, and be patient: and since there is no remedie but that (this combatant that is so cunning at the sharp) wil come in, mark in what triumphant and proud manner, he is marshalled through Newgate: At which Bulwarke (& none other) did he (in policy) desire to shew himself. First, because he knew if the Citie should play with him as they did wt Wiat, Newgate held a nu¯ber, that though they were false to all the world, would be true to him. Couragiouously therfore does he enter: All of them that had once serued vnder his colors (and were now to suffer for the Truth, which they had abused) leaping vp to the Iron lattaces, to beholde their General, & making such a ratling with shaking their chaines for •oy, as if Cerberus had bin come fro¯ hell to liue and die amongst them. Shauing is now lodged in the heart of the Citie, but by whom? and at whose charges? Mary at a common purse, to which many are tributaries, & therfore no maruell if he be feasted royally. The first that paid their mony towards it, are cruel and couetous Land-lords, who for the building vp of a Chimny, which stands them not aboue 30. s. and for whiting the wals of a tenement, which is searce worth the daubing raise the rent presently (as if it were new put into ye Subsidy book, assessing it at 3. li. a yéer more then euer it went for before: fi•thy wide-mouthd bandogs they are, that for a quarters rent will pull out their ministers throte, if he were their tena¯t: And (though it turn to the vtter vndoing of a man) being rubd with quicksiluer, which they loue because they haue mangyconsciences, they will let to a drunken Flemming a house ouer his own cou¯try-mans head, thinking hees safe enough from the thunderbolts of their wiues & children, and from curses, and the very vengeance of heauen, if he get by the bargaine but so many Angels as will couer the crowne of his head.

The next that laide downe his share, was no Sharer among the Players, but a shauer of yong Gentlemen, before euer a haire dare peepe out of their chinnes: and these are Vsurers: who for a little money, and a greate deale of trash: (as Fire-shouels, browne-paper, motley cloake-bags, &c. bring yong Nouices into a •ooles Paradice till they haue sealed the Morgage of their landes, and then like Pedlers, goe they (or some Familiar spirit for them ra•zde by the Vsurer) vp and downe to cry Commodities) which scarce yeeld the third part of ye sum for which they take them vp.

There are like wise other Barbers, who are so well customed, that they shaue a whole Citie sometymes in three dayes, and they doe it (as Bankes his horse did his tricks) onely by the eye, and the eare: For if they either see no Magistrate comming towardes them (as being called back by the Common-weale for more serious imployments) or doe but heare that hee lyes sicke, vpon whom the health of a Cittie is put in haza•d: they presently (like Prentises vpon Shroue-tuesday) take the lawe into their owne handes, and doe what they list. And this Legion consists of Market-folkes, Bakers, Brewers, all that weigh their Consciences in Scales. And lastly, of the two degrees of Colliers, viz. those of Char-coles, and those of Newcastle. Then haue you the Shauing of Fatherlesse children, and of widowes, and thats done by Executors, The Shauing of poore Clients especially by the Atturneyes Clearkes of your Courts, and thats done by writing their Billes of costs vpon Cheuerell. The Shauing of prisoners by extortion, first, taken by their kéepers, for a prison is builded on such ranke and fertil ground, that if poore wretches sow it with hand-fulles of small debts when they come in if thery lie thee but a while to see the comming vp of them: the charges of the house will bee treble the demaund of the Creditor. Then haue you Brokers yt shaue poor men by most iewish interest: marry the diuils trimme them so soone as they haue washed others. I wil not tell how Uintners shaue their Guestes with a little peece of Paper not aboue three fingers broade; for their roomes are like Barbars Chaires: Men come into them willingly to bee Shauen. Onely (which is worst) bee it knowne •o thee (O thou Queene of Cities) thy Inhabitants Shaue their Consciences so close, that in the ende they growe baloe, and bring foorth no goodnesse.

Wee haue beene quicke (you see) in Trimming this Cutter of Queene Hith, because tis his propertie to handle others so, let vs bee as nymble in praysing his Houshold-stuffe: The best part of which is his Chariot, richly adorned, It is drawen by foure beasts: the 2. formost are a Wolfe (which will eate till he be readie to burst) and hee is Coach-fellow to a she-Bea•e, who is cruell euen to women great with childe: behinde them are a couple of Blood-houndes: the Coach-man is an Informer. Two Pettifoggers that haue beene turned ouer the barre, a•e his Lackies: his Houshold seruants are Wit (who is his Steward) Audacitie: Shifting: Inexorabilitie: and Disq•ietnesse of mind: The Meanie are (besides some person, before named) skeldring soldiers, and begging schel•ces.

CRUELTIE: OR THE SEUENTH AND LAST DAYES TRIUMPH.

WHAT a weeke of sinfull Reueling hath heere bin with these six p•oud Lords of Miscu•e? to which of your Hundred parishes (O you Citizens) haue not some one of these (if not all) remoued their Courts, and feasted you with them? your Percuilises are not strong inough to keepe them out by day your Watchmen are too sleepy to spie their ••ealing in by night. There is yet another to enter, as great in power as his fellowes, as subtill, as full of mischiefe: If I shoulde name him to you, you would laugh mee to scorne, because you cannot bee perswaded that such a one should euer bee suffered to liue within the freedome: yet if I name him not to you, you may in time, by him (as by the rest) bee vndone. It is Crueltie, O strange! mee thinkes London should start vp out of her sollid foundation, and in anger bee ready to fall vppon him, and grinde him to dust that durst say, shee is possest with such a deuill. Cruelty! the verie sound of it shewes that it is no English word: it is a Fury sent out of hel, not to inhabit within such beautifull walles, but amongst Turkes and Tarta•s. The other sixe Monsters transforme themselues into Amiable shapes, and set golden, inticing Charmes to winne men to their Circaean loue, they haue Angelical faces to allure, and bewitching tongues to inchaunt: But Cruelty is a hag, horred in forme, terrible in voice, formidable in threates, A tyrant in his very lockes, and a murderer in all his actions.

How then comm•th it to passe that heere he seekes entertainment? For what Cittie in the world, does more drie vp the teares of the Widdowe, and giues more warmth to the fatherlesse then this ancient and reuerend Grandam of Citties? Where hath the Orphan (that is to receiue great portions) lesse cause to mourne the losse o• Parents? He findes foure and twentie graue Senators to bee his Fathers instead of one: the Cittie it selfe to bee his Mother: her Officers to bee his Seruants, who see that hee want nothing: her lawes to suffer none to doe him wrong: and though he be neuer so simple in wit, or •o •ender in yeares, shee lookes as warily to that welth which is left him, as to the Apple of her owne eye. Where haue the Leaper and the Lunatick Surgery, and Phisicke so good cheape as heere? their payment is onely than•es: large Hospitalls are erected (of purpose to make them lodgings) and the rent is most easie, onely their prayers: yet for all this that Charitie hath her Armes full of children, & that •ender brested Compassion is still in one street or other dooing good workes: off from the Hindges are one of the 7. Gates readie to bee lifted, to make roome for this Giant: the Whiflers of your inferior and Chiefe companies cleere the wayes before him, men of all trades with shoutes & acclamations followed in thro¯ges behinde him, yea euen the siluer-bearded, & seuearest lookt cittize¯s haue giuen him welcomes in their Parlors.

There are in Lond & within the buildings, yt rou¯d about touch her sides, & stand within her reach, Thirteene strong houses of sorrow, where the prisoner hath his heart wasting away sometimes a whole prentiship of yeres in cares. They are most of them built of Fréestone, but none are frée within the¯: cold are their imbraceme¯ts: vnwholsom is their chear•• dispaireful their lodgings, vnco¯fortable their s•ocieties, miserable their inhabitants: O what a deale of wretchednes can make shift to lye in a little roome! •f those 13 houses were built al together, how rich wold Griefe be, hauing such large inclosures? Doth cruelty challe¯ge a fréemans roome in the City because of these places: no, the politicke body of the Republike wold be infected, if such houses as these were not maintained, to keep vp those that are vnsound. Claimes he then an inheritance here, because you haue whipping postes in your streete• for the Uagabond? the Stocks and the cage for the vnruely beggar? or because you haue Carts for the Bawde and the Harlot, and Beadles for the Lecher? neither. Or is it because so many mo¯thly Sessions are held? so many men, women and Children cald to a reconing at the Bar of death for their liues? and so many lamentable hempen Tragedies acted at Tiburne? nor for this: Iustice should haue wrong, to haue it so reported. No (you Inhabitants of this little world of people) Crueltie is a large Tree & you all stand vnder it: you are cruel in compelling your children (for wealth) to goe into loathed beds, for therby you make them bond-slaues: what ploughman is so foolish to yoake young hecfars & old bullocks together? yet such is your husbandry. In fitting your Coaches with horses, you are very curious to haue them (so neere as you ca¯, both of a colour, both of a height, of an age, of proportion, and will you bee carelesse in coupling your Children? he into whose bosome threescore winters haue thrust their frozen fingars, if hee be rich (though his breath bee rancker then a Muck-hill, his bodye more drye than Mummi, and his minde more lame than Ignorance if selfe) shall haue offered vnto him (but it is offered as a sacrifice) the tender bossome of a Uirgin, vpon whose fore-head was neuer written sixteene yeares: if she refuse this liuing death (for lesse than a death it cannot be vnto her) She is threatned to bee left an out-cast, cursd for disobedience, raild at daily, and reuylde howerlye: to saue herselfe from which basenes, She desprately runnes into a bondage, and goes to Church to be married, as if she went to be buried. But what glorye atcheiue you in these conquests? you doe wrong to Time, inforcing May to embrace December: you dishonour Age, in bringing it into scorne for insufficiency, into a loathing for dotage, into all mens laughter for iealousie. You make your Daughters looke wrinckled with sorrowes, before they be olde, & your sonnes by riot, to be beggars in midst of their youth. Hence comes it, ye murders are often contriued, & as often acted: our countrie is woful in fresh examples Hence •omes it, yt the Courtiers giues you an open scoffe, ye clown a secret mock, the Cittizen yt dwels at your threshald, a ieery fru¯p: Hence it is, yt if you goe by water in the calmest day, you are driuen by some fatall storme into ye vnlucky & dangerous hauen betwéene Greenewich & London. You haue another cruelty in keeping men in prison so long, til sicknes & death deal mildely with them, and (in despite of al tyranny) baile them out of all executions. When you see a poore wretch that to keep life in a loathed body hath not a house left to couer his head from the tempestes, nor a bed (but the common bedde which our Mother the earth allowes him) for his cares to sleepe vppon, when you haue (by keeping or locking him vp, robd him of all meanes to get, what seeke you to haue him loose but his life? The miserable prisoner is ready to famish, yet that ca¯not mooue you, the more miserable wife is readye to runne mad with dispaire, yet that cannot melt you• the moste of all miserable, his Children lye crying at your dores, yet nothin• can awakenin you compassion: if his debts be heauie, the greater and more glorious is your pitt• to worke his freedome, if they be light, the sharper is the Vengeance that will be heaped vpon your heades for your hardnes of hea•t. Wee are moste like to God that made vs, when one to another, and doe moste looke like th• Di•ell that would destroy vs, when wee are one another st•rme If any haue so much flint growing about his bosome, that he will needes make D•ce of mens bones. I would the•e were a lawe to compell him to make drinking bowles of their Sculs too: and that euerie miserable debter that so dyes, might be buried at his Creditors doore, that when hée strides ouer him he might thinke he still rises vp (like the Ghost in Ieronimo) crying Reuenge.

Crueltie hath yet another part to play, it is acted (like the old Morralls at Maningtree) by Trades-men, marrye seuerall companies in the Cittie haue it in study, and they are neuer perfect in it, till the end of seauen yeares at least, at which time, they come off with it roundly. And this it is: When your seruants haue made themselues bondmen to inioy your fruitefull hand-maides, thats to lay, to haue an honest and thriuing Art to liue by: when they haue fared hardly with you by Indenture, & like your Beasts which carry you haue patiently borne al labours, and all wrongs you could lay vpon them.

When you haue gathered the blossomes of their youth, and reaped the fruites of their strength, And that you can no longer (for shame) hold them in Captiuitie, but that by the lawes of your Country and of conscience you must vndoe their fetters, Then, euen then doe you hang moste weightes at their heeles, to make them sincke downe for euer: when you are bound to send them into the world to liue, you send them into the world to beg: they serud you seuen yéeres to pick vp a poore liuing, and therein you are iust, for you will be sure it shall be a poore liuing indéede they shall pick vp: for what do the rich cubs? like foxes they lay their heats together in conspiracy, burying their leaden consciences vnder the earth, to the intent that all waters that are wholesome in taste, and haue the swéetnes of gaine in going downe, may he drawne through them only, being the great pipes of their Company, because they sée tis the custome of the Citty, to haue all waters that come thither, conueyed by such large vessels, and they will not breake the customes of the Citty. When they haue the fullnesse of welth to the brim, that it runs ouer, they scarce will suffer their poore Seruant to take that which runs at waste, nor to gather vp the wind-fals, when all the great trées, as if they grew in the garden of the Hesperides, are laden with golden apples: no, they would not haue them gleane the scattered eares of corne, though they themselues cary away ye full sheafes: as if Trades that were ordaind to be Communities, had lost their first priuiledges, and were now turnd to Monopolyes. But remember (ô you Rich men) that your Seruants are your adopted Children, they are naturalized into your bloud, and if you hurt theirs, you are guilty of letting out your owne, than which, what Cruelty can be greater?

What Gallenist or Paracelsian in the world, by all his water-casting, and minerall extractions, would iudge, that this fairest-fa•••e daughter of Brute, (and good daughter to King Lud, who gaue her her name) should haue so much corruption in her body? vnlesse (that béeing now two thousand and seuen hundred yéeres old) extreme age should fill her full of diseases! Who durst not haue sworne for her, that of all loathsome sinnes that euer bred within her, she had neuer toucht the sinne of cruelty? It had wont to be a Spanish Sicknes, and hang long (incurably) vpon the body of their Inquisition; or else a French disease, running all ouer that Kingdome in a Massacre; but that it had infected the English, especially the people of this now once-againe New-reard-Troy, it was beyond beliefe. But is she cléerely purgd of it by those pills that haue before bin giuen her? Is she now sound? Are there no dregs of this thick and pestilenciall poyson, eating still through her bowels? Yes: the vgliest Serpent hath not vncurld himselfe. She hath sharper and more black inuenomed stings within her, than yet haue bin shot forth.

There is a Cruelty within thée (faire Troynouant) worse and more barbarous then all the rest, because it is halfe against thy owne selfe, and halfe against thy Dead Sonnes and Daughters. Against thy dead children wert thou cruell in that dreadfull, horrid, and Tragicall yeere, when 30000. of them (struck with plagues from heauen) dropt downe in winding-shéets at thy feet. Thou didst then take away all Ceremonies due vnto them, and haledst them rudely to their last beds (like drunkards) without the dead mans musick (his Bell.) Alack, this was nothing: but thou tumbledst them into their euerlasting lodgings (ten in one heape, and twenty in another) as if all the roomes vpo¯ earth had •in full. The gallant and the begger lay together; the scholler and the carter in one bed: the husband saw his wife, and his deadly enemy whom he hated, within a paire of sheetes. Sad & vnséemely are such Funeralls: So felons that are cu• downe from the trée of shame and dishonor, are couered in the earth: So souldiers, after a mercilesse battaile, receiue vnhansome buriall. But suppose the Pestiferous Deluge should againe drowne this little world of thine, and that thou must be compeld to breake open those caues of horror and gastlinesse, so hide more of thy dead houshold in them, what rotten st•nches, and contagious damps would strike vp into thy nosthrils? thou couldst not lift vp thy head into the aire, for that (with her condensed sinnes) would stifle thée; thou couldst not dine into the waters, for that they being teinted by the ayre, would poison thée. Art thou now not cruell against thy selfe, in not prouiding (before the land-waters of Affliction come downe againe vpon thée) more and more conuenient Cabins to lay those in, that are to goe into such farre countries, who neuer looke to come back againe? If thou shouldst deny it, the Graues when they open, will be witnesses against thée.

Nay, thou hast yet Another Cruelty gnawing in thy bosome; for what hope is there yt thou shouldst haue pitty ouer others, when thou art vnmercifull to thy selfe! Looke ouer thy walls into thy Orchards and Gardens, and thou shalt sée thy seruants and apprentises sent out cunningly by their Masters at noone day vpon deadly errands, when they perceiue that the Armed Man hath struck them, yea euen whe¯ they sée they haue tokens deliuered them from heauen to hasten thither, then send they them forth to walke vpon their graues, and to gather the flowers the¯selues that shall stick their own Herse. And this thy Inhabitants do, because they are loth & ashamd to haue a writing ouer their dores, to tell that God hath bin there, they had rather all their enemies in the world should put them to trouble, then that he should visit them.

Looke againe ouer thy walls into thy Fields, and thou shalt heare poore and forsaken wretches lye groaning in ditches, and traualling to seeke out Death vpon thy common hye wayes. Hauing found him, he there throwes downe their infected carcases, towards which, all that passe by, looke, but (till common shame, and common necessity compell• none st•p in to giue them buriall. Thou setst vp pos•s to whip them when they are aliue: Set vp an Hospitall to comfort them being sick, or purchase ground for them to dwell in when they be well, and that is, when they be dead.

Is it not now hye time to so•nd a Retreate, after so terrible a battaile fought betwéene the seuen Electors of the Low Internall Countryes, and one little City? What armyes come marching along with them? What bloudy •••lors do they spread? What •rtillery do they mount to batter the walls? How valiant are their seuen Generalls? How expert? How full of fortune to conquer? Yet nothing sooner ouerthrowes them, than to bid them battaile fi•st, and to giue them defiance.

Who can deny• now, but that Sinne (like the seuen-headed Nylus) hath ouerflowed thy banks and thy buildings (o thou glory of Great Brittaine) and made thée fertile (for many yéeres together) in all kindes of Vices? Volga, that hath fifty streames falling one into another, neuer ranne with •o swift and vnreststable a current as these Black-waters do, to bring vpon thee an Inundation. If thou (as thou hast done) knéelest to worship this Beast with Seuen Crowned Heads, and the Whore that sits vpon it, the fall of thée (that hast out-stood so many Citties) will be greater then that of Babylon. She is now gotten within thy walls; she rides vp and downe thy stréetes, making thee drunke out of her cup, and marking thée in the forhead with pestilence for her owne. She causes Violls of wrath to be powred vpon thee, and goes in triump• away, when she sées thée falling. If thou wilt be safe therefore and recouer health rise vp in Armes against her, and driue her (and the Monster that beares her) out at thy Gates. Thou seest how prowdly and impetuously sixe of these Centaures (that are halfe man, halfe beast, and halfe diuell) come thundring alongst thy Habitations, and what rabbles they bring at their heeles; take now but note of the last, and marke how the seuenth rides: for if thou findest but the least worthy quality in any one of them to make thee loue him, I will write a Retractation of what is inucyd against them before, and pollish such an Apology in their defence, that thou shal• be enamored of them all.

The body and face of this Tyrannous Commander, that leades thus the Reareward, are already drawne: his Chariot is tramed all of ragged Flint so artificially bestowed, that as it runnes, they strike one another, and beate out fire that is able to consume Citties: the wheeles are many, and swift: the Spokes of the wheeles, are the Shinbones of wretches that haue bin eaten by misery out of prison. A couple of vnruly, fierce, and vntamed Tygers (cal•Murder and Rashnes) drew the Char•ot: Ignorance holds the reynes of the one, and Obduration of the other: Selfe-will is the Coach-man. In the vpper end of the Coach, sits Cruelty alone, vpon a bench made of dead mens sculls. All the way that he rides, he sucks the hearts of widdowes and father-lesse children. He kéepes neither foote-men nor Pages, for none will stay long with him. He hath onely one attendant that euer followes him, called Repentance, but the Beast that drawes him, runnes away with his good Lord and Master so fast before, that Repentance being lame (and therefore slow) tis alwayes very late ere he comes to him. It is to be feared, that Cruelty is of great authority where he is knowne, for few or none dare stand against him: Law only now and then beards him, and stayes him, in contempt of those that so terribly gallop before him: but out of the Lawes hands, if he can but snatch a sheathed sword (as oftentimes hée does) presently hée whip• it out, smiting and wounding with it euery one that giues him the least crosse word. He comes into the Citty, commonly at All-gate, beeing drawne that way by the smell of bloud about the Barres, (for by his good will he drinks no other liquour:) but when hee findes it to be the bloud of Beasts (amongst the Butchers) and not of men, he flyes like lightning along the Causey in a madnes, threatning to ouer-runne all whom he méetes: but spying the Brokers of Hownsditch shuffling themselues so long together (like a false paire of Cards) till the Knaues be vppermost, onely to doe homage to him, he stops, kissing all their chéekes, calling them all his déerest Sonnes; and bestowing a damnable deale of his blessing vpon them, they cry, Roome for Cruelty, and are the onely men that bring him into the Citty: To follow whom vp and downe so farre as they meane to goe with him,

 Dii me terrent, & Iupiter hostis.

FINIS.

Tho. Dekker.



WARRES.

THE purple whip of vengeance, (the Plague hauing beaten many thousands of me¯, women, & children to death, and still marking the people of this Cittie, (euery weeke) by hundreds for the graue, is the onely cause, that al her Inhabitance walke vp & downe like mourners at some great soleme funeral, the Citie her selfe being the Chiefe mourners. The poyson of this Lingering infection, strikes so déepe into all mens harts, that their cheekes (like cowardly Souldiers) haue lost their colours? their eyes, (as if they were in debt, and durst not looke abroad,) doe scarce péepe out of their heads; and their tongues (like phisitions ill payd) giue but cold comfort. By the power of their Pestilent Charmes, all mercy méetings are cut off. All frolick assemblyes dissolued, and in their circles are raised vp, the Blacke, Sullen and Dogged spirits of Sadnesse, of Melancholy, and so (consequently) of Mischiefe. Mirth is departed, and lyes dead & buryed in mens bosomes, Laughter dares not looke a man in the face; Iests are (like Musicke to the Deafe, not regarded: Pleasure it selfe finds now no pleasure, but in Seghing, and Bewailing the Miseries of the Time. For (alack) what string is there (now) to bée played vpon whose tench can make vs merry? Play-houses, stand (like Tauernes, that haue cast out their Maisters) the dores locked vp, the Flagges (like their Bushes) taken down, or rather like Houses lately infected, from whence the affrited dwellers are fled, in hope to liue better in the Country. The Players themselues did neuer worke till now, there Comodies are all turned to Tragedies, there Tragedies to Nocturnals, and the best of them all are weary of playing in those Nocturnall Tragedies. Thinke you to delight your selues by kéeping company with our Poets? Proh Dolor! their Muses are more Sullen then old Monkeys, now that mony is not stirring, they neuer Plead chéerfully, but in their Tearme times, when the Two-peny Clients, and Peny Stinkards swarme together to héere the Stagerites:Playing vocations are Diseases now as common and as hurtful to them, as the Fowle Euill to a Northen Man, or the Pox to a French man. O Pittifull Poetry, what a lamentable prentiship hast thou serued, and (which is the greatest spite) canst not yet be made Free! no, no, there is no good doings in these dayes but amongst Lawyers, amongst Vintners, in Bawdy houses and at Pimlico. There is all the Musick, (that is of any reckning) there all the méetings, there all the mirth, and there all the mony. To walke euery day into the fields is wearisome; to drink vp the day and night in a Tauerne, loathsome: to bée euer ryding vpon that Beast with two Heades, Letchery) most damnable, and yet to be euer idle, is as detestable.

What merry Gale shall wée then wish for? vnles it bée to Ferry ouer the Hellespont, and to crosse from Sestus to Abidus, that is to say, from London to the Beare Garden? The company of the Beares hold together still; they play their Tragi-Comaedies as liuely as euer they did: The pide Bul héere kéepes a tossing and a roaring, when the Red Bull dares not stir. Into this Ile of Dogs did I therefore transport my selfe, after I had made tryall of all other pastimes.

No sooner was I entred but the very noyse of the place put me in mind of Hel: the beare (dragd to the stake) shewed like a black rugged soule, that was Damned, and newly committed to the infernall Charle, the Dogges like so many Diuels, inflicting torments vpon it. But when I called to mind, that al their tugging together was but to make sport to the beholders, I held a better and not so damnable an opinion of their beastly doings: for the Beares, or the Buls fighting with the dogs, was a liuely represe¯tation (me thought) of poore men going to lawe with the rich and mightie. The dogs (in whom I figured the poore creatures) and fitly may I doe so, because when they stand at the dore of Diues, they haue nothing (if they haue the¯ but bare bones throwne vnto them, might now & then pinch the great ones, & perhaps vex them a little by drawing a few drops of blood from them: but in the end, they commonly were crushed, & either were carried away with ribs broken, or their skins torne & hanging about their eares, or else (how great so euer their hearts were at the first encounter) they (stood at the last) whining and barking at their strong Aduersaries, when they durst. not, or could not bite them. At length a blinde Beare was tyed to the stake, and in stead of baiting him with dogges, a company of creatures that had the shapes of men, & faces of christians (being either Colliers, Carters, or watermen) tooke the office of Beadles vpon them, and whipt monsieur Hunkes, till the blood ran downe his old shoulders: It was some sport to sée Innocence triumph ouer Tyranny, by beholding those vnnecessary tormentors go away wt scratchd hands, or torne legs from a poore Beast, armd onely by nature to defend himselfe against Violence: yet me thought this whipping of the blinde Beare, moued as much pittie in my breast towards him, as y• leading of poore starued wretches to the whipping posts in London (when they had more néede to be reléeued with foode) ought to moue the hearts of Cittizens, though it be the fashion now to laugh at the punishment.

The last Chorus that came in, was an old Ape drest vp in a coate of changeable cullers (on horsebacke) and he rode his circuit with a couple of curres muzled, that like two footemen ran on each side of his old Apes face, euer and anon leaping vp towards him and making a villanous noise with their chappes, as if they had had some great suites to his Apishnes, and that he by the haste he made had no leisure to heare such base and bashfull Petitioners.

The hunny that I sucked out of this weede, was this: That by séeing these, I called to minde the infortunate co¯dition of Soldiers and old seruitors, who when the stormes of troubles are blowne ouer, being curbd of meanes and so burying that courage and worth that is in their bosoms, are compeld (by the vilenesse of the tune) to follow y• heeles of Asles with gay trappings, not daring so much as once to open their lips in reprehension of those apish beastly and ridiculous vices, vpon whose monstrous backes they are carried vp and downe the world, and they are flattered onely for their greatnes, whilst those of merit liue in a slauish subiection vnder them.

No pleasure thus, nor any place being able to giue perfect contentment to the minde: I left swimming in those common sensuall streames, wherein the world hath béene so often in danger of béeing drowned, and waded onely in those cleare brookes, whose waters had their currents from the springs of learning. I spent my howres in reading of Histories, and for the laying out of a little time, receiued larger interest then the greatest vsurers doe for their money. By looking on those perspectiue glasses. I beheld kingdomes and people a farre off, came acquainted with their manners, their pollicies, their gouernement, their risings, and their downefalles: was present at their battailes, and (without danger to my selfe) vnlesse it were in gréeuing to sée States so ouerthrowne by the mutabilitie of Fortune, I saw those Empires vtterly brought to subuersion, which had béene terrours and triumphers ouer all the nations vppon earth. The backe of Time which was next to mine eie, (because he was gone from me) was written full of Tragicall wonders: but the hinder part of his reuerend head was bare and made bald by mens abusing it, O Histories! you soueraigne balmes to the bodyes of the dead, that preserue them more fresh then if they were aliue, kéepe ye fames of Princes from perishing, when marble monuments cannot not saue their bones from being rotten, you faithfull entelligensers, betwéene Kingdomes and Kingdomes, your truest councellors to Kings, euen in their greatest dangers! Hast thou an ambition to be equall to Princes! read such bookes as are the Chronicles of Ages, gone before thée: there maiest thou finde lines drawre (if vertue be thy guide) to make thee paralell with the greatest Monarch: wouldest thou be aboue him there is ye scale of him ascending Huntst thou after glory? marke in those pathes how others haue run, and follow thou in the same course. Art thou sicke in minde? (and so to be diseased, is to be sicke euen to ye death) there shalt thou finde physicke to cure thée. Art thou sad? where is swéeter musicke then in reading? Art thou poore? open those closets, and inualuable treasures are powred into thy hands.

Whilest I dwelt vpon the contemplation of this happinesse, the dreames of Infants were not more harmelesse then my thoughts were, nor the slumbers of a conscience that hath no sting to kéepe it waking more delicate then the musicke which I found in reading; but the swéetest flower hath his withering, and euery pleasure his ending. This full Sea had a quicke fall, and the day that was warme and bright in the morning, had frosts and gloomy darknesse to spoile the beauty of it ere it grew to be noone: for on a suddaine all the aire was filled with noise, as if heauen had bin angry, and chid the earth for her Villanies, people rush headlong together, like torrents running into the sea, full of fury in shew, but loosing the effect of doing violence because they know not how to do it, their rage and madnesse burning in them like fire in wet straw, it made a great stinking smoake, but had no flame. Wildnesse and afrightment were ill fauouredly drawne in euery face, as if they had all come from acting some fresh murder, and that at euery step they were pursued, Arme was cryed, and swords were drawne, but either they had no hearts to strike, or no hands, for (like so many S. Georges on horse-backe) they threatned, but gaue not a blow, euery one fearing to smite first, least the rest should make that an occasion to kill him for beginning the quarrell. But at the last drummes were heard to thunder, and trumpets to sound alarums, murmure ran vp & downe euery streete, and confusion did beate at the gates of euery City, men met together, and ran in heards like Deere frighted, or rather like Beares chased, or else séeking for prey. But what wild beasts (thinke you) were these that thus kept such a roaring? it was a people sauage and desperate, a nation patchd vp (like a beggers cloake of ye worst péeces) that could be gathered out of all nations and put into one. They were more scattered then the Iewes, and more hated; more beggerly then the Irish, and more vnciuill; more hardy then the Switzers, and more brutish: giuen to drinke, more then the Dutch, to pride more then the French, to irreligion more then the Italian. They were like the Dunkirkes, a mingle mangle of countries, a confusion of languages, yet all vnderstanding one another. Such as the people were, such was the Princesse whom they followed, she had all their conditions, & they all hers, séeming to be made for no other purpose then to gouerne them, because none else could be bad inough to be their gouernour. They obeyed her not for loue, nor feare, but made her onely great amongst them, because it was their will to haue it so, she (amongst a number of vices, that reigned in her) hauing onely this vertue of a Prince, not to see her people take wrong.

Into armes therfore as well for her owne chastity as defence of her subiects doth she determine to put her selfe presently. A faithful & serious inquisition made I to vndersta¯d the cause of this suddaine and vniversall vprore, and by true intelligence (from persons of either side) found that ye quarrell was old, the enmity mortall, the enemies puissant and fierce, many leagues had béene made, and all were broken, no conditious of peace would now be looked vpon, open warre must be the the sword to stricke open wrong.

The fires (kindled by Guizian Leagues) set not France in hotter combustions then these are likely to proue, if the flames in time be not wisely quenched. The showers of bloud which once rained downe vpon the heads of the two kingly families in England, neuer drowned more people, not that braue Romane tragedy acted in our time, at ye battel of Neuport, not the siege of Bommell, where heads flew from sholders faster then bullets from the Cannon. No, nor all those late acts of warre and death, commenced by Hispaniolized Netherlanders, able to make vp a Chronicle to hold all the world reading: did euer giue rumour cause to speak so much as the battailes of these two mighty enemies (so mortally falling out) will force her to proclaime abroade, vnlesse they grow to a reconcilement, to which, by the coniecture of all strangers, that haue trauailed into both their dominions, and know the hot and ambitious spirits of the quarrellers, they cannot easily be drawne: for no one paire of scales being able to hold two Kings at one time: and this law being ingrauen on ye very inside of euery Kings crowne (because it is the wedding ring of his Empire to which hée is the Bride-groome) that,

Nulla fides socijs Regni omnisque potestas,

Impatiens Consortis erit.

At the sterne of a kingdome, two Pilots must not sit, nor principality endure a partner, and againe, that

Non capit Regnum duos,

A Kingdome is heauen, and loues not two suns shining in it. How is it possible, or how agréeable to ye politick grounds of state, that two such potentates should be vnited in firme friendship, sithence their quarrel is deriued from an equall claime of soueraignety.

Ouer Citties is there ambition to bée Superiours, yet not together but alone. and not onely ouer London (the great Metropolis of England) but also ouer Paris in the kingdom of Fraunce; ouer Ciuil, and Madril in Spaine; ouer Rome in Italy: Francfurt and Colin in high Germany: Antwerp in Brabant, Elsinor in Denmarke, Prage in Bohemia; Craconia in Poland: Belgrad in Hungary, and so ouer all the other Capitall Citties, that bewtifies the greatest Kingdomes of Europe. For Signority in these doe they contend.

Haue you not a longing desire, to know the names of the generals that are to commaund these expected armies; and from what countries they come? what forces march with them? and what warlike Stratagems they stand vpon?

I haue a little before roughly drawne the picture of one of them; the Princesse her selfe being barbarous, néedy, of great power by reason of her people, but far vnable to kéepe them in pay, or in order, they themselues (how valiant soeuer they bée) being likewise all together, vntrained and indisciplinable, yet full of courage, and desire to set vpon the Enemy.

Whose Army though it consist not of such multitudes, (number being oftentimes the confusions of battailes) yet is the Empresse, vnder whose collours they fight, full of riches (which are the sinews of Warre) of great commaund, feared and loued, yea adored as a Diety, of a Maiesticall presence of incomparable bewty. Such a one, that euen the very sight of her is a Charme strong enough to make me¯ venture their liues in the quarrell of her right.

Kings are to her beholden, for she often sends them suplies, and therefore pay they homage vnto her. Her Captaines are pollitik & fight rather vpon aduantages, then vpon equality, her soldiers braue & resolute, hardly drawne to venture into dangres, but when they are in, a thousand Stratagems vse they to saue themselues: what they get they kéepe, which is one of ye noblest points belonging to a souldier, for it is more hard to vse a victory wel after it is gotten, then it is to get it. The name of this latter Princesse, is ye renowned Empres Argurion (Mony) The name of the former, is that warlike Virago famd ouer all ye earth, for her hardines, called Pouerty. Now to the intent that ye whole world (as an indifferent Iudge may arbitrate the wrongs done by betwéene these two states, & by that meanes find out which of them both come into the field wt vniust armes: you shal vnderstand ye Pouerty being sundry waies déeply indebted to ye kingdome of Money, as hauing beene from time to time relieued by her and not being well able to maintaine herselfe in her owne dominions, but that Money hath sent her in prouision, it had béene neither policy, neither could it stand with her honour, that Pouerty should first breake the league, neither indéede hath she, but hath euer had a de•ire to be in amity rather with ye excellent Princesse, then with any other Monarch whatsoeuer. But ye golden mines of the west & east Indies, (ouer which the other Empresse is sole Soueraigne, swelling vp her bosome with pride, couetousnesse, and ambition, as they doe her coffers with treasure, made her to disdaine the miserable poore Quéene, & in that height of scorne, to hate the holding of any confederacy with her, that she on the soddaine, (most treacherously and most tyrannously) laboured by all possible courses, not onely to driue the subiects of Pouerty from hauing commerce in any of her rich & so populous Cities, but also wrought (by the cruelty of her own ministers, and those about her) to roote the name, not onely of that infortunate and deiected Princesse, from the earth, but euen to banish all her people to wander into desarts, & to perish, she cared not how or where.

Hereupon strict proclamation went thundring, vp and downe her dominions, charging her wealthy subiects, not to negotiate any longer with these beggers, that flocke dayly to her kingdome, strong guards were planted at euery gate, to barre their entrance into Cities, whipping-postes and other terrible engines, were aduaunced in euery street to send the¯ home bléeding new, if they were take¯ wandring (like shéep broken out of leane pastures into fat) out of their owne liberties, Constables were chosen of purpose that had Marble in their hearts, thornes in their tonges, and flintstones like pearles) in their eies, and none cou•d be admitted into the office of a Beadle, vnles he brought a certificate from Paris Garden, that he had béene a Beare-ward, and could play the Bandog brauely in baiting poore Christians at a stake, better then curres (there) baite the Bull, or then Butchers Mastiues, when they worry one another.

These peales of small shot, thus terribly going off, the poore Hungarians (with their pennilesse Princesse) did not onely not shew a fowle paire of héeles, to flye to saue themselues (as it was to be feared they would haue done, like cowardly peasants) but rather they grew desperate, and sticking closly, (like Prentises vpon Shrouetwuesday one to another, they vowed (come death), come diuels) to stand against whole bands of browne rusty bille-men, though for their labours they were sure to be knockt downe like Oxen for the slaughter; but a number of •ack-strawes being amongst them, and opening whole Cades of councell in a cause so dangerous, they were all turned to dry powder, took fire of resolution, and so went off with this thundring noise, that they would dy like men, though they were but poore knaues, and counted the stinkards and scum of the world: and yet as rash as they were they would not run headlong vpon the mouth of the Canon No, but like snailes pulling in the hornes of their fury, they hid their heades for a time, either (like spies to watch for aduantages, or to try if this rotten whéele of Fortune would turne, and that the broken world could mend, but all the waters of chastity and goodnesse being poisoned, of which they both thirsted, & hoped to drinke: and all the wayes to come to the presence of Money, at whose féete they would haue fallen, and complained of their wrongs, being likewise cut off, & none of their thréed-bare company, vpon paine of death, daring to stand within ten miles of her Court gates, for feare they should either lift them off the hinges and steale them quite away, (being all of beaten gold) or else cunningly in the night time, should file off handfuls (like pin-dust, thereby to enrich themselues, she being their vowed enemie. It was therefore by a generall voice concluded, that they would all put themselues into armes, and for that purpose went in swarmes to the Court of Pouerty, (their good Lady and mistresse) and neuer gaue ouer balling in their eares, till shee had sworne by her crowne, though she had scarce two shillings in her purse, that open warre should presently be proclaimed against that arrogant haughty, ambitious Tyrant Money. Hereupon pouerty summoned her councel for war, together they came, and being set, shée at large laide open what wrongs and dishonors her enemy had done to her & her subiects, withal declaring how willing her poore people were to venture their liues in her quarrell, and that their very fingers itched to be doing with the rich chuffes, and Usurers, and others that were seruants, or rather slaues to Money, adding moreouer, that a number of her enemies subiects too wel known by the name of Banck-rupts (being a great and auncient family in her greatest City) haue of late gotten other mens goods into their hands, spending them basely and villanously in prisons, colouring this their politicke theft, by giuing out, that they are subiects to Pouerty, albeit they were neuer suffered to harbour in her dominions. To cleare herselfe of these, and such like imputations and dishonorable scandals, as also to let Money know, that she hath more right to those townes & Cities to which she pretendeth sole claime then Money hath her selfe, and that like a Prince, though her coffers be not so full, nor he• forces so able, she purposeth to defend her owne title, & not to loose one foote of that which was left to herby her Ancestors, all of them comming out of old & ancient houses, it is therefore her resolution, to send defiance to her insolent enemy, and to that end (for their aide and Aduice, hath she thos called them before her.

Her councellors applauded ye courage of their Princesse, and (being first brought on their knées) g•ue her reasons to goe forward in so iust a warre. All of them for the most part being glad, that the Golden age should now come amongst them, and proudly reioycing that they should bid battaile to so rich an enemy as Money and her to haue about with whom, they haue for a long time had both a desire, and waited for aduantage to picke a quarrell.

Those that were at this time of Pouerties counsel, were then well beaten to the world all of them great , such as had seene many countries: As hardy as they were wise, i• shall not be amisse in this place, to draw the liuelie pictures of them, because if any of their owne countrimen happen to behold them their report may co¯•irme the trueth of all that is h•re related. Their names are these:

COUNCELLORS TO POUERTY.


	Discontent.

	Hunger.

	Sloth.

	Industry.

	Despaire.

	Carelesnesse.

	Repining.

	Beggery.

	Miserie.



DISCONTENT had a graue coun•enance, somewhat inclining to melancholie, temperate of spéech, and sparing in diet, not caring either for pleasures, or gréedy of honours: but (as a man that is wearie of the world for the impieties in it) wishing rather to die then to liue. One thing was noted in him more then in any other Courtier, that in all his life time, hee had neuer béene a teuellor, nor euer courted Lady, he séemd indifferent whether the warres went forward or not: yet inwardly more gréeued at the wrongs of his Prince, then at any iniuries that could be done to himselfe.

Despaire and Carelesnesse were brothers, & in great fauour with Pouety (their Princess•) she neuer was well but when one of them was in her company, yet the wiser sort thought that they did much mischéefe to the State. Despaire was not bel•ued by reason of his crueltie: for if hee got any man into his hands, hee hung him vp presentlie.

Hunger was one of the best commanders for warre, that was in all the Land: a man of almost an inuincible stomack, hée had euerthrowne many armies, & sped most fortunately at the besieging of a Towne or Cittie, where continually he vseth to behaue himselfe so valiantly that no stone w•ll (of what height or strength whatsoeuer) is able to hold him out: yet is hee not accounted so •ound a common wealths man as some of the rest, for that it is imagined, hee loues the enemy better then his owne country, & if occasion were offered, would rather fly to Money then serue Pouerty (his Soueraigne.) A great transporter of corne he hath beene from time to time: for which cause the people hate him in their hearts, and dee now and then openly cry out against him with such clamor•, that he hath béene glad to stop their mouthes. The onely good that he doth, and indéede the only cause for which the kingdome loues him, is that when hee leads men on in any hot piece of seruice, they get such stomacks by séeing ho•• brauely he laies about him, that they neuer come off stil they be satisfied, béeing as good to them as meate and •rinke.

Sloth, by reason that he is troubled with the gout, bu•ies himselfe little with State matters, he hath lyen bed-•id for many yéeres, and gréeues that any stir should be made in the common wealth he was neuer either •ilter or trauellor, his body being weake and subiect to diseases, which made him vnapt for both.

Repining w•s the onely man, that whetted on both his Prince and her subiects to go forward in these warres: for he could by no means abide either Money or her followers, it fretted him more to sée any of them prosper, then if himselfe had fallen into the lowest misfortune. He dealt altogether in Monopolies: for which the people gaue him many bitter curses, and those (I thinke) kéepe his body so leane.

Industry, was a goodly personage, a faithfull friend to his Prince, and a father to his country, a great Lawyer, & a déepe scholler, stout in warre, and prouident in peace. Pouerty (whom he serued) did often say, that two such councellors (as Industry) were able vpon their shoulders onely to support any State in the world. In deare yeeres, when the Land had beene ready to sterue, hath he reléeued it, and turned dearth into plenty: his head is euer full of cares, not for himselfe so much as for the people, whom hee loues and tenders as déerely as if they were his kindred: yet stand they not so well affected to him, because he compelles them to take paines, when tis their naturall inclination (like Drones) to liue basely, and to féede upon the bread that the sweat of other mens browes doe earne. A good States man he is, and a louer of peace, séeking rather to draw Money to be stil in league with Pouerty, then to haue them thus at defiance one against another.

Beggery, and Miserie, are so well knowne to vs, I shall not néede to draw their faces.

These councellors, after many arguments, weighed out to prooue the necessity either of warre or peace at the last concluded vpon the former. The drumme was therefore struck vp, to •ry what voluntaries would offer themselues: but few uoluntaries (or none at all) came in. Then went forth a uery streight command, to presse not onely all masterlesse men, but all others of what condition or profession soeuer, that liued vnder the subiection of Pouerty.

The Captaines Lieftenants, Corporals, Serieants, and the companies that were casheard and cast, vpon concluding of the late league in the low Countries, hearing of these new wa•res, threw vp their old weather-beaten hattes wt torne fethers in them, fetcht capers aboue ground, danced, swere, drunke tobacko, and Dutch béere, and after they had fallen on their knées cursing for halfe an howre together, all truces, leagues, confederacies, & combinations of peace, they bitterly cryed out vpon the proud and tyranous gouernement of Money: some of them damning themselues to the pit of hell, if euer they could but finger her, they would see an vtter confusion and end of her: because for her sake, and vpon her golden promises they had ventured their liues, spent their blood, lost legs and armes, had béene pinched wt cold parched with heate fed vpon cabbage, vpon rootes, & vpon Christmas day (in stead of minched pyes) had no better chéere then prouant (mouldy Holland chéfe, and course browne bread) not a rag to their backes, yes, rags more the¯ they cared for: but not thrée sti•ers among fiue of them. They therefore uowed to serue Pouerty, to liue and dye wt her, and with all their forces to set vpon Money, who had made them slaues to the world, not rewarding the¯ to their merit: and thereupon striking vp their drum, and spreading their tottered cullors which hung full of honour, because it was full of holes, and was indéede no bigger, nay scarce so big, as the flagge of a Play-house, away they came (troopewise) with bag and baggage marching, and were receiued (as old soldiers should be) at the hands of Pouerty, she sweating by her birth, and the fame of her Ancestors (who were well knowne farre and néere) that she would neuer forsake their company, but sticke to them euen to the death.

The businesse thus successefully thriuing at the first, gaue encouragement to all to haue it set forward, so that precepts were forthwith directed to the Hals of euery Company, who albeit they had furnished the Queene of siluer and gold (Mony) with certaine voluntary hands of sound approued souldiers: Yet (because they themselues, that were old growne okes, cared not how many paltry low bushes that nestled vnder their shadowes were cut downe) they prest ten times more of euery trade, to fight vnder the banner of Pouerty, than those were that went to serue her enemy. Yet was it a long time ere the Handicrafts men could be mustred together: for Carelessenes (one of the former councellours) whose ambition consisted in popular greatnesse, and had stolne the hearts of the common people, gaue them a pr•uy inck••ng of the presse before it ca•••orth, and wished them to shut for themselues, by being dispersed, •or a time abroad, whose counsel they following, threw by their tooles, neglected their trades fled from their shops, and spent both their gettings and their goods in common bowlingallies, dicing houses and alehouses. But proclamation being made, That vpon paine of death they should all (by such an howre) be ready to come into the field, and fight for Pouerty (their soueraigne Lady and mistres.) It is incredible to be spoken, what infinite multitudes of all occupations, (some yong, some old, were in a short time assembled together.

Schollers hearing of this, fled from the Uniuersities, and made such hast to be in pay with Pouerty (whom they had knowne a long time) that some of them had scarce put shoes to their seete: The Queene bestowed very good words vppon them, because Schollers had alwayes béene fauored by her progenitors, and (vpon her bare command) they tooke such place vnder her in the Army, as was sutable to their professions.

Young Gentlemen, that neither durst walke vp and downe the Citty, for feare of Rauens and Rites, that houered to catch them in their tallons, and could get no entertainement in the court of Money, because they were yonger brothers, and condemned by the verduict of Silkemen and Mercers to be most Desperate fellowes: yet were they all wellcome to Pouerty.

These yonger Brothers were appointed to stand Insans perdus (or the Forlorne hope) because though they had little to loose but their liues: yet they should wi•ne honour, nay perhaps knighthood, which in these dayes are better then lands: is fat widdewes can be but drawne to nibble at that worshipfull ba•te. And for that purpose did a goodly troupe of knights put them selues (as knights errant) into Armes, in defence of ye innocent wronged Lady, (Pouerty) which Cheualiers, though they durst not (as some ill-tongd people gaue out) shew their heads in the Cittie: yet were they appointed Masters of the field, and had the charge of the most resolute troopes that were to scale the Cittie (If the enemie should cowardly happen to fly thether) and to ransacke all the Mercers and Gold-smiths shops, not so much to set frée the silkes, veluets, plate and iewels imprisond most cruelly in them, as to vndoe the old Cittizens, & then to marry their yong wiues, and so to raise them vp to honour in their most knightly posteritie.

A regiment of old seruingmen were sworne the guard to Pouerties person, of whom there was great hope, that they would both stand stifly to her in any danger, and if ye maine battailes did euer ioyne, would be the onely Canonéeres to breake their ranckes, because they had such excellent skill in charging and discharging of the great Bombard.

There came in some seuen thousand Banckrouts, offering their seruice to the distressed and wronged Princesse, who gaue them thankes for their loue: yet was she fearefull to trust them, because a number in her owne army exclaimed vpon them, as the ranckest villaines in a common wealth, and that they had vndone them, their wiues and children: But the dangers wherein they now all stoode, requiring rather hands to punish the wrongs done by an enemie, then to rip vp old wounds of their owne. Those seuen thousand had the ordering of all fire-workes, Mines, and countermines, as béeing the onely rare fellowes for damnable and spéedy blowing vp of men in any assault.

The vanguard béeing filled vp thus with their troopes before named, a stoute company of honest Housholders, (whose seruants like Acteons dogs, had with whoring, dicing and drinking eaten vp their Masters) came brauely vp in the Reare: their wings consisted of schoolemasters, husbandmen, fencers, Knights of the Poste, and such like, who had all vowed by the crosse of their swords, and by the honour of a souldier to die at Pouerties féete.

It was in the middle of a Terme, when the fire of these ciuill broiles first began to kindle: but Law hauing with many hard words on both sides taken vp a number of brabling matters, and for her healths sake beeing rid into the country, whereby a great crew of her followers, that were not able with bag and baggage to march after her in that progresse) were ready to giue vp their cloakes, (the summer was so hot for them) and because all their practise was but to set people together by the eares, a number of them therfore vpon their bare knées, begd that they might serue Pouertie in her warres, whereupon certaine broken-héeld, gowtie-legd, durty-hamd pettifoggers, with some lack-latine prowling pennurious country Attorneys, were promoted to be Clarkes of Bands, Pandors, Pimpes, and Applesquires came thicke and thréefold, and had the leading of ye Pioners, because they had déepest skill in digging of Trenches.

The victualers to the Camp, were a company of doublechind polt-footed, stincking-breathd Bauds, who with pewter bottles of Aqua vitae at their girdles, rings with deaths heads on their fore fingers, and old stitchd hats, out of fashion on their heads, came along with the bag & baggage, and were ready if any poore soldier fainted, to put life into him againe by a sip from their bottles, and to lift vp his spirits.

The whole Army being thus leuyed, Pouerty was found to be one hundred thousand strong in the field, whom martialling in the best order of warre, they marched forward wt full resolution, either to take Money and her subiects prisoners, or else neuer to come out of the field, so long as they & Pouertie (their mistresse and powrefull commander) could be able to hold life and soule together.



THE PREPARATION, STRENGTH, AND STRATAGEMS OF THE SECOND ARMIE.

NO treason was euer so secretly contriued, so cunningly carried, nor so resolutely attempted: but either in the very growing vp it hath beene discouered, or the head of it cut off, where it was at point to come to the full ripenesse. The workes of Princes are great, and require many hands to finish them, and a number of engines cannot be set, going so closely, that no eare shall heare them: Ioue may talke in his big voice of thunder as soone and not be vnderstoode, as a kingdome may call vp her owne subiects with the yron tongue of warre, and not awaken those people that are her neighbours. The eies of a true State do neuer sléepe, Princes are quickest of hearing, the blowes that forraine enemies giue, are broken for the most part: because the weapon is alwaies séene and put by, otherwise they would cut déepe, and draw blood, where (by such preuention) they scarce giue bruises.

This mercilesse tyrant therefore (Pouerty) could not kindle such fires of vprores, and ciuill mischiefes, but that the flames (like burning beacons) armed her enemies with safetie, euen as they put them into feare. Her ragged troopes were more apt to betray themselues and their procéedings, then polliticke to betray the foe into any danger. With swift wings therefore did the newes of this inuasion fly abroad into all countries, and at last alighted before that glorious and most adored Empresse (Money) whom néerest it concerned, because all the arrowes of their enuie and intended malice were shot at her bosome.

The drom of warre beate in her eare, not in the dead of night, when her glories and beauties were darkened and eclipsed, but when she was seated in the throne of all her pleasures (which a whole world was rifled and trauailed ouer to maintaine in height and fulnesse) when her pallate surfeited on the variety of dishes and delicacy of féeding, when her body shone brighter then the sunne it selfe, who (in his lusty heate begot her) strucke an amazement into those that beh•ld her, by the splendor of those maiesticall roabes which she wore: when musicke went into her eare in ten thousand seuerall shapes, when her walkes were perfumed, her sports varied euery hower, when her chéekes were dimpled with laughters at her iesters her Parasites, her Pandors, and all the rest of those seruile soothing Apes, that in pide colours waite vpon and shew trickes to sate the appetite of that Lord of flesh and bloud, the blacke Prince of the world, her husband. Then, euen then, in the full sea of all these iollities, pompes, and whorish ceremonies, the onely bewitchers of mankinde, came sayling in, the newes of a suddaine insurrection, and an vnexpected inuasion, by that common, fatall, and barbarous spoiler of so many kingdoms, infamous amongst al nations by that beggerly name of Pouerty.

These newes (vpon the first arriuall) did no more moue the great Indian Empresse (Money) then the bleating of a shéepe terrifies the king of forrests (the Lyon.) Money was rich, strong in friends, held league with Princes, had whole countries at her becke, nations were her slaues, no people but did loue her. On the contrary side, Pouerty (her enemy) had small reuenues, fewer friends, a world of followers, but none of any reckoning, except a few Philosophers, Alchemists, &c. She held many townes, and was obeyed in most kingdomes, but how? as théeues are obeyed by true men, for feare, and because they cannot otherwise choose, her owne strength therefore being so good, and her enemies fuller of spite then of power, she onely laughed at the thunder of her threates, and resolued that her pleasure should spread larger sailes.

But her councell being prouident, carefull, and iealous of their owne estates, wisely considering the dangers that a weake enemy (being desperate, and hauing little to loose) may put the best fortefied kingdome to, & the most valiant nation did in the end, with one consent fall on their knées, most humbly intreating thier Soueraigne Mistresse to giue ouer her reuellings, maskes, and other Court-pleasures for a time, and that aswell for the safety of her owne royall person (to take héede of them: for many plots were now, and had oftentimes bin laid) as also for themselues, whose liues and liberties wholly depended on her, either to leuy present forces, which should méete this beggerly Monarch in the field, and so vtterly to driue her out of the kingdome, or else to giue the rich men of her Empire leaue to make strict and seuere lawes to take away the liues of that wretched & scattered people that follow Pouerty in these commotions, wheresoeuer or whensoeuer they take them medling in any of her wealthy dominions.

These words brake forth with such lighning, that Money stampd for very anger, that so base an enemy should put her subiects into feare. Their vigilance awaked her, and like a good Prince that would loose her life rather then her subiects should perish, she began (with the Eagle) to shake her royall wings, and to be rouzd out of her late golden slumbers, & securities, that lay vpon her like enchantments.

To their requests she yéelded, and thereupon to fortifie her kingdome against all the shot of Villany & Vengeance, shee summoned those of her councell together, whom shee know to be most faithfull and most seruiceable in a busines of this nature, state & importance. Her councellors names were these.

COUNCELLORS TO MONEY.


	Couetousnesse.

	Parsimony.

	Deceipt.

	Prouidence.

	Monopoly.

	Violence.

	Vsury.



Couetousnesse was an old wretched leane facd fellow, that seldome sléepd: for his eyes (though they were great, and suncke at least two inches into his head) neuer stood still, but rolled vp and downe, expressing a very enuious longing gréedinesse to enioy euery thing that they looked vpon. He neuer pared his nailes, and being often asked the reason why, he alwaies answered, that he saued them for his heire, for béeing cut off, after hée himselfe was dead, they might be put to sundry good thrifty purposes, as to make hornes (being thinly scraped) for a Scriueners lanthorne to write by a nights, or to nocke arrowes, &c. Hée kept not so much as a Barber, but shaued his owne head and beard himselfe, and when it came to wey a pound, hée sold it to a Frenchman to stuffe tennis balles. Money (his Soueraigne) cared not so much for him, as he did for her, she could make him do any vile office how base soeuer; but because he was saucy, and would often checke her for taking her pleasures, séeking to restraine her of her liberties, she hated him, and was neuer more merry then when one brought her newes once that Couetousnesse lay a dying. Yet was he well beloued af the best Citizens, and neuer rode through the city but he was staid, and feasted by many Aldermen, and wealthy Commoners, few Courtiers loued him heartily, but onely made vse of him, because he was great, and could do much with Money (their empresse.)

Prouidence was but of meane birth, the ladder by which he climbd to such high fortunes, as to be a councellor to Money, being made by himselfe, much giuen to study, yet no great scholler, as desiring rather to be frée of the City, then to serue a long thréed-bare Prentiship in the Uniuersities. He is rarely séene in Minerals, and distillations, and will draw Aurum potabile, or fetch quick-siluer out of horsedung, he will grow rich, and be in time the head warden of a company, though he were left by his friends but thrée shillings thrée pence stocke to set vp, such another he was as Whittington, a very cat shall raise him if he be set vpon•, He is the best that writes Almanackes in these times, and where the rest write whole Calenders of lies for bar• forty shillings a yéere, (seruingmens wages) he foreséeing what will happen, buies vp all the commodities of one or two Countries at one bargaine, when he knowes they will bee déere, and so makes vp his owne mouth, and for it, gets much fauour at the hands of Couetousnesse his elder brother.

Parsimonie is kinsman to those two that go before, he is not vp yet: for he vseth to lie a bed till afternoone, onely to saue dinners, when he rises (which will be presently) the motion shall be shewen and interpreted to you.

Monopoly is a very good man where he takes, that is to say, 9. maner of waies.

Deceipt lookes a little a squint, yet is of déeper reach then any of the rest: for he doth oftentimes fetch ouer Couetousnesse himselfe. He is great in Lawyers bookes, and tradesmen not onely loue him, but their yongest wiues, thinke themselues highly happy, if at a running at Tilt, at a maske or a play at Court, or so (as he ofte¯ doth) he will but voutchsafe to place them (and the sports done) he commonly sends them home lighted. He hath more followers then the 12. Péeres of France, he studies Machiauell, and hath a french face.

Violence hath borne many great offices, and Money hath done much for him. He purchaseth lands daily: but looseth: mens hearts, some of the richer sort follow him & loue him: yet he cannot go thorough the stréetes, but the common people curse him, hee reades Law as men reade Hebrew (backward) and neuer makes one Lawe, but he breaks two. Of all men, he cannot abide a Iustice of Peace, yet oftentimes is hee séene at the Sessions: many of his Ancestors haue béene Traytors, and by that meanes were still cut off before they were old men, the Nobilitie hate him, he is a méere martiall man.

Vsurie was the first that euer taught Money to commit incest with Gold and Siluer, her néerest kinsmen Brokers are now their Baudes, and kéepe the dores till the letchery of ten in the hundred be sated: he hath made many a man, but how? to be damned, he is a great housekéeper, for thousands in the Cittie liue vpon him and would hang themselues but for his sauing them. There is no more conscience in him then in Tauerne faggots, yet yong gentlemen pray for him daily that he may be fetched quick to hell. He is an insatiable féeder: for a Scriuener and he will eate vp foure men at a breakefast, and picke them to the bare bones. He loues not a Preacher, because hee frights him out of his wits: for he neuer heares any of them talke to him but he thinkes himselfe damned. He hath no skill in Arithmeticke, but onely in the rule of Interest. He is the Diuels Tole-taker, and when he dies, lies buried with his ancestors in the widest vault of hell.

These were the councellors whom Money assembled together, to consult vpon hers and their owne safeties, from the base assaults of their wild and desperate enemy: who being solemnely set in their due places and the Quéene of Riches her selfe beeing aduanced vp into her imperial chaire, Parsimonie (who by this time was gotten vp and ready) tooke vpon him to be speaker for all the rest.

This Parsimonie is a nasty batcheller of fourescore, one that neuer went trussed (to preuent hanging) to which end he will not be at charges of a paire of garters (though they were but woollen lists) for feare of temptation, his breches once were veluet, when his great grandfather wore them, and thrée-piled, but the pox of any pile can be seene there now, vnlesse betwéene the clifts of his buttocks, to saue a pennie, hee will damne halfe his soule, hee weares cloathes long, and will sooner alter his religion ten times, then his doublet once, his hatte is like his head, of the old blocke, he buies no gloues but of a groat a paire, and hauing worne them two daies hee quarrels with the poore Glouer that they are too wide, or too ill stitched, & by base scolding and lorldly words gets his money againe, and the wearing of so much leather for nothing. He will be knowne by a paire of white pumpes some 16. or 20. yeares, onely by repairing their decaied complection wt a péece of chalke. This whining Parsimonie (that for a supper of 16. pence will budge & slip his necke out of the coller from his owne father) and that vowes neuer to marry, because he will not spend so much as may kéepe a childe, stood vp so well as he could stand with his crinckling hammes, and knowing that it was high time for him to be stirre his •tumps, thus shot his bolt after much stammering, coughing and hemming, silence béeing first cryed, which accordingly was giuen him.

THE ORATION WHICH PARSIMONIE MADE BEFORE HIS EMPRESSE.

O Sacred Money!Queene of Kingdomes, Mistres ouer the mines of Gold and Siluer, Regent of the whole world: Goddesse of Courtiers, Patronesse of Schollers, Protectresse of Souldiers, Fortresse of Cittizens, & the onely comfort to Saylors. Me seemeth good and fit, (brightest-facde Lady) sithence that bold and saucie begger, with her pennurious sunneburnt troopes, armed onely with short troncheons vnder their arme-pits, and most commonly walking in thred-bare Plimoth cloakes, haue made their impudent and contagious insurrection, that you (at whose feete lie Crownes to tread vpon) being Queene Mother of the west and east Indies, do presently giue ouer your needlesse expences and open houshkeeping in the Country, where your swarming enemies lye in ambushes to attach you vpon the least issuing forth, and betake your selfe to the close safetie of the Cittie, where your seame-rent and white bitten foes dare not (within gun-shot approch, to be further sure of which, and least any spies should be sent to looke into the strength and wealth of that your principall and most secure fortresse, we haue ordeined that through euery ward (for your happie safetie, and their vtter terrifying) there be erected one sound, sufficient, and well painted whipping poste, the very sight of which wil not only scarre them, worse then the scowting face of a Serieant being seen peeping through a red lettice, frights a yong gallant, but also in time driue the whole band of Tatterdemalions from poste to piller. Dixi.

No sooner was Dixi sounded, but the maine points of this Parsimonions oration, came backe againe like an eccho from all the rest of the voices there present. All their breath blew one way, all their councels were directed and went only by this compasse. Money weighing (in the vpright scales of her iudgement) their wise and thirsty opinions, found them not halfe a graine too light, and therefore very royally y•elded to whatsoeuer they consulted vpon, whereupon sodaine order was giuen, and all speedy preparation made for the entertainment and receiuing of Money into the Citie, whose presence all the Cittizens day and night thirsted to behold.

To set downe all the deuices, the intended merriments, the sh•wes, the ceremonies, the diligence of workemen for standings and scaffoldings, the inexplicable ioy of Poets, who did nothing but pen encomious Gratulatorie to bid her welcome, drinking healths in rich malago to the honour of her, and their mistresses, (the nine Muses) and on the other side, to point to the life, the seuerall glad faces, gestures and action of the players, who had pined for her absence a long and tedious vacation: or to t what dressing vp of howses there were, by all the neate dames and Ladies within the fréedome, what starching of ruffes, what poaking, wha• stiffning of falles, what painting of chéekes & lips, as if they had béene y• two leaued gates of a new chose¯ Alderman, are able (if they were set down at large) to adde a third volume to our English Chronicles. Time at length turned vp his Glasse, and the Holliday (so gapingly looked for (was come.

Diuisum imperium cum Ioue,Nummus habet, had Ioue béen hidden to dinner to the Guyld hall on Simon and Iudes day, he could not haue had more welcomes giuen him then Money had. Oh! with what iocund hearts did the Cittizens receiue her? The Mercers swore by their maydenhead, that all their polliticke pent-houses should bee clothed in cloth of siluer, & so they were. The silkemen guarded their very posts with gold lace, and thereupon euer since, the fashion of larding suites with so much lace is come vp: But aboue all, the Company of the Goldsmiths receiued her with the greatest honour, and she againe to pay their loues home, did as much or more honour them: for they spread all their stalles with gréene cotten, and so adorned their shoppes, that they looked like a spring garden, in which grew flowers of gold, set in such order, & comely equipage, it would haue rauished any poore mans eie to behold them. Here (in the very midst of the rowe) she allighted from her Chariot, staid a prety space, & enriched both the shopkéepers and their wiues with her presence, cheapning of 2. or 3. of them some of their fairest iewels, the beautie of their faces béeing of farre richer value then the costliest iewels there, and more worth (beeing rightly estimated) then the best stone in the whole rowe, and by this her staying at their stalles, heaped on their heads this grace besides. All her chosen Courtiers came hereby acquainted with their delicate wiues, and euer after their husbands had of them perpetuall custome. At last mounting againe into her Chariot she rode on: being as richly attended as her selfe was glorious, Desert and Learning ran by her side as her footeme¯, Bounty guided the horses that drew her,Lust, Epicurisme, Pride, and Follie, were 4. Querries of the Stable, and had much adoe to leade a goodly-coloured fatte beast called Sensualitie, that (for more state) went emptie by, Money neuer riding on the backe of that spotted Panther, but onely for speede and to ride away.

Beautie, Honestie, Youth and Pleasure, came in a Caroach behinde her, as her wayting women.

Old Age (her Treasurer) rode bare-headed before her: Thrift carried the priuie purse: Riot (a smooth-facd Ganimed) slept in her lap, whose chéeke she would so often ki••e, that he grew proud and carelesse of her fauours. What a world it was to see men (whose backe bones were almost growne compasse, because their eies should still be fixed vppon their graues) running more gréedily after her, then after Physitions, to take off those diseases that hang most spitefully vpon Age.

Some ran out of the Church to sée her, with greater deuotion following her all the way that she went, then the former deitie they worshipped.

Young men did onely cast a glaunce at her, and staid not long in her ••ght, other women pleased them better, if they we•e young Courtiers, they had their Mistresses, if Merchants men, their maisters maides, that go fine by weight and measure, imitating in darke corners, their maisters profession: if Seruingmen, the waiting wenches doe commonly fit them a peniworth, in this state Magnificence and royalty this Empresse arriues in the very heart of the City, a strong guard being planted about her, Trenches, Bulwarkes and Fortifications (inuincible as walles of Iron) being cast, raised vp, and manned against the assaults of her tottred enemies, who brake like so many wilde Irish, and are left without the Citie onely to rub their backes against the walles. Presently (for more defence) were all the gates shut, the Porcullises let downe, double lockes put to making, thicke barres to hammering, and all ye subtilties which the wit of man could possibly find out, were put in practise to kéepe Money safe within the City. To second which prouident courses proclamations went presently forth to banish all those that were like to be of Pouerties company, for feare they should reuolt in time of most néede, wherupon many thousands, with bagge and baggage, were compelled to leaue the citie, and cling onely to the Suburbs. In whose roomes Money entertaines rich strangers of al nations, hauing those (that should be) these she puts into office, and traines them vp for Soldiers, to be néerest about her, because shee sées they come well prouided and armed out of forraine countries: and therefore dares trust their diligence against those her halfe-shirted enemies, ye rather because they cannot abide to sée a begger amongst them, especially if he be of their owne nation.

The fires of this dissention growing hotter and hotter on both sides, were more likely to flame more fiercely then to be quenched by the aproach of Pouerty and her ragged regiments, who by her scoutes vnderstanding that the golden Idoll (which so many fooles knéele to) was carryed and kept close within the walles of the City, being as the Pollodium was to Troy, thither she marches with all spéed, but perceiuing all places of entrance barred vp, she pitcheth her tents round about the Suburbs, planteth her artilery against the walles, leuelleth her great ordnance vpon the very wickets of the City gates, and by the sound of trumpet, did often summon Money to appeare in her likenesse, and not to hide her proud & cowardly head. Parlies were nine or ten times called on the Forreners part that dwelt without, but no answere returned from those yt slept within the Frée-dome.

Which scornefull disdaine being taken in snuffe by the poore snakes (who already began to shiuer with cold) Pouertie, (their Ringleader) quickned the chilnesse of ther frozen spirits, by the heate of a braue resolution newly kindled in her owne bloud: for calling Scatter-good her owne Herald, that still rides before her, when any tempest of warre is towards, him she chargeth vpon his life and allegiance, to go to the walles, and boldly to throw in her name, a proud defiance in the very face of Money, telling her, that for the safety of liues (which ly in the ballance of warre) she desires that two onely may arbitrate the quarrell in a Monarchy, and that therefore Pouerty challengeth Money to leaue the City if she dare, and hand to hand to grapple with her. Scatter-good (because he was knowne to be an Herald) was admitted to haue a sight of Money, and vpon first presenting himselfe, very stoutly deliuered his Ladies defiance.

Money was no•ed to change colour, and to looke excéeding pale, all the while the challenge was breathing forth, either for very anger, or extreame feare, but those that knew her qualities swore it was with anger, and the conclusion iustified their oath, for on a soddaine shaking her golden tresses with a maiesticall brauery, she defied that base defiance in regard the sender was of slauish and beggerly condition. Her selfe being high-borne, of bloud royall, of Noble discent, the other a penurious fugitiue, a méere canting Mort, traytor to all kingdomes, corrupter to all learning, & mother of none but such as are •urdensome to euery Commonwealth. They both standing therefore vpon so vnequall bases, Money may by the law of Armes, refuse the combat, and in plaine tearmes did so, disdaining to defile her glorious hands vpon so wretched and infamous an enemy, but with a full oath swore and vowed to weary Pouerty and all her lank-bellied army, by driuing them quite from the gates of the City, or else to hold her and them play within so long, till she and her suncke-eyed company, famish and dye vnder the walles. And for that purpose, albeit she her selfe swim in pleasures and in plenty, and though ye earth opens her wombe liberally, powring forth her blessing to all thankfull creatures, yet will she (onely to vndo them and punish their carkases with pennury and famine, send her precepts into euery shire, to all rich Farmers, Land-lords, and Graziers, that they (by exprrsse commandement from her and her Lords, vpon their allegiance and loue they owe to Money, and as they are her slaues, vas••iles and subiects, cause hard times to be made, onely to pinch the poore Hungarians, and to disable their sallow facd Empresse from once approaching the walles. These words she vttred with indignation, and high colour in her chéekes, and hauing eased the greatnesse of her wrath, commanded the messenger away: yet ere he went (to shew that a true Prince when he wrastleth hardest with his owne passions, should be carefull still of his renowne, fame and honours, she bestowed a golden chaine on Scatter-good, which Pouerty tooke from him, as scorning to sée any fauours (giuen by her enemy) worne by any of her subiects, especially her housholde seruants.

Scarce was the Herald turnd out at the Citty gates, but the glorious mother of Plenty, checking her owne great spirit, for giuing her enemy so much cause to triumph ouer her as to proclaime her a coward, was halfe mad with rage at her owne folly, and in that heate of bloud, charged her droms to strike vp, her colours to be spread, her armies to be put in array, and the gates of the City to be set wide open for (in a brauado) she vowed to issue forth, and bid battaile to the beggerly Tartarians that beleagerd her. But her councel (wiser then so) kept her in perforce, doubling the guards about her, and inchaunting her eare with all the bewitched tunes of musicke to cast her into a slumber till these stormes in her were at quiet, which if they had not done, but had pitched the field, as she once determined, it is by many probabilities) thought, that Pouerty had had a great hand ouer her, and would haue put her to the worst. They therefore locked her vp, as it were by Iron force, compelling her against her frée-borne nature and condition, to be directed by them, and to lye close for a time, till noble aduantage should call her into action: and making present vse of her owne former spéeches, a common councell was called: where by the generall head it was ordered that Hard-heartednesse should haue the keyes of the City in kéeping, his office and charge being, not to suffer Money to goe out of the gates, though she her selfe in proper person commanded it, and was further ordained that precepts should presently be drawne, into all Shires, Countries and Cities. The tenor of which precepts followeth.

BY THE QUEENE OF GOLD AND SILUER.

TO all and Singular our Shires, Countries, Cities, Corporations, Townes, Villages Hamblets, &c. by what name or title soeuer, to whom these presents shall come, and to all you our obedient Subiects, Slaues and Vassailes, commonly stiled by the names of Money-mongers, viz. rich Farmers, yong Land-lords, Engrossers, Graziers, Forestallers, Hucksters Haglers, &c. with all the residue of our industrious, hearty & louing people, in all or any of these our shires or places formerly recited, either now resident, or at any time or times hereafter to be resident, greeting.

These are to will and require you vpon especial and expresse commandement deliuered in our owne person, and as you will answere the contrary at your vtmost perrils. First that you (the said rich Farmers) by your best power, meanes, sleights, pollicies, by-waies, and thrifty endeuours, cast all the nets you can, to get all manner of graine that growes within your reach, and being so gotten to aduance, raise, and heighthen the prices of them, worke vpon the least inch of aduantage, make vse of all seasons, hot, cold, wet, dry, foule or faire, in one rainy weeke your wheate may swell from foure shillings the bushell,to six shillings, seuen shillings, nay eight shillings. Sweepe whole markets before you, as you passe through one towne, if you finde the corne (like mens consciences, and womens honesties) low-prized, & sell the same in other townes when the price is enhanced. Let the times be deere, though the grounds be fruitfull, and the Markets kept empty though your barnes (like Cormorants bellies) breake their butten-holes, and rather then any of Pouerties soldiers, who now range vp and downe the kingdome, besieging our Cities, & threatning the confusion, spoile and dishonour both of you and vs, should haue bread to relieue them. I charge you all vpon your allegiance, to hoord vp your corne till it be musty, and then bring it forth to infect these needy Barbarians, that the rot, scuruy, or some other infectious pestilent disease, may •un through the most part of their enfeebled army: Ori• I, who may command, may perswade you, let mice and rats rather bee feast•d by you, and fare well in your garners, then the least and weakest amongst Pouerties starued infantery, should get but one mout•full, let them leape at crusts, it shall be sport enough for vs and our wealthy subiects about vs, to laugh at them whilest they nibble at the baite, and yet be choaked with the hooke.

Next,we will and command, that you the young Land-lords, who haue cause to go dancing to Church after your old rotten fathers funerals, with all might & main stretch your rents, til the heart strings of those that dwell in them be ready to cracke in sunder. Racke your poore neighbours, call in old leases, and turne out old tenants, those which your forefathers haue suffered quietly to enioy their liuings, and thereby to raise fat commodities to themselues, and begger families: Change you their coppy, cancell their old euidences, race out all workes of charity, vndoe them in a minute, that haue stood the stormes of many an Age, make the most of your riches, and the least of such poore snakes. When you let your land, carry many e•es in your head, looke into euery acre, into euery bush, euery ditch, euery turfe, wey euery blade of grasse to the full, that those who take it, may saue nothing by it, no not so much as shall keepe a black-bird, or a sparrow, turne forty pence an acre, into forty shillings, and laugh at the simplicity of your forefathers, make bitter iests vpon your dead Gaffers, now you are made gentlemen of the first head, though it be by their digging in muck-hils, & in your Queanes company pittie the capacity of the kerzy stockingd WHORESONS, for not hauing so much wit to raise profit as you their sonnes haue, nor had euer the meanes to spend it so fast.

Thirdly our high pleasure is, that all you Engrosers of what name soeuer, buy vp the prime and pride of all commodities, that done, keepe them in your hands, to cause a dearth, and in the time of deerenes, marke them with what price you list. First and principally, I charge you, as you loue me, and for my only sake, who haue euer beene good Lady to you all, that in times of plenty you transport your corne, butter, cheese and all needfull commoditiess into other countries, of purpose to famish and impouerish these hated whining wretches, that lye vpon the hands of your Owne. Hire ware-houses, Vaults vnder ground, and cellers in the City, and in them imprison all necessary prouision for the belly, till the long nailes of famine breake open the dores, but suffer not you those treasured victuals, to haue their free liberties till you may make what prey you please of the buyers and cheapners. At which time I will prepare a certaine people that shall giue you your owne asking, and buy vp all you bring by the great, who shall afterwards sell it deerer then it was bought, by three parts, of purpose to choake this starueling scallion-eaters, whose breath is stinking in my nosthrils, and able to infect a quarter of the world. The people whom thus I promise to haue in a readines are well knowne what they are, some call them Huksters or Haglers,but they are to me as honest Purueyers and Takers, and these politicke smooth faced Harpyes, shall out of a dearth raise a second deerenesse.

These and such like omitting my precepts, to Bakers,whose vpright dealing is not now to be weied, no, nor stood vpon, are the effects of my pleasure, which on your allegiance to me your Empresse, I strictly command you to obserue and put in practise.

No sooner was this precept drawne, but it went post into ye country, no sooner was it read there but the world was new moulded, yet some say it neuer looked with a more ill-fauoured face. The Farmers clapt their hands, went vp and downe shrugging their shoulders, Land-lords set all the Scriueners in the country to worke to draw leases, conueiances, defeisances, and I know not what, in thrée market daies, dearth was made Clearke of the maket, the rich Curmudgeons made as though they were sorry, but the poore Husbandman looked heauily, his wife wrang her hands his children pined, his hyndes grumbled, his leane ouer-wrought Iades bit on the bridle. They, who were in fauour with Money, and were on her si•e sp•d wel enough but Pouerties people were driuen to ye wal, or rather downe into the kennell: for corne skipt from foure to ten shillings a bushell, from ten to twelue shillings, stones of boose began to be pretious, and for their price had beene w••re in rings but that the stone cutter spoiled them in the grinding. Mutten grew to be doere, two crownes a buttocke of pee••, and halfe a crowne a wholesome breast of mutton, euery thing (to say truth) riz, except desert and honesty, & they could and nothing to rise by.

Pouerty was somewhat grieued, (but little dismayed) at these tyranous, Godlesse and base procéedings of her enemy, because she herselfe and most of her army, haue béene old Sernitors to the warres, and béen familiarly acquainted with Emptinesse and Necessity, casting therefore all her troopes into seuerall rings, she went from one to one, and in the middest of each, councelled them all not to be disheartened, but with her to endure what miseries soeuer, sithente she would venture formost and fardest in any danger that could come vpon them. She told them by way of encouragement, that where as Money (their daring enemy) brags that she is the daughter to the Sun, and Quéene of both the Indies. It is not so: for she is but of base birth bred, and begotten onely of the earth, whom she cannot deny to be her mother: and albeit it cannot be gainsayed, but that by her gripping of riches into her hands, she is owner of many faire buildings, parkes, forrests, &c. Yet doth she oftentimes so farre forget her high birth, (whereof shee vainly boasteth and those beauties of which a company of old Misers, Churles, & penny-fathers are with dotage enamoured, that now and then (like a base common harlot) she will lye with a Cobler, a Car-man, a Collier, nay with the Diuels owne sonne and heire, a very damned broker, with these will she ly whole yeares together, they shall handle her, embrace her, abuse her and vse her body after any villainous manner to satisfie their insatiable lust, whereas on the contrary part, quoth she, I that am your leader, famous ouer all the world, by my name and stile of Pouerty, vnder whose enfignes, full of rents, as tokens of seruice and honour, you are all now come to fight, am well known to be a Princesse, neither so dangerous nor so base as Money shewes herselfe to be. Money makes all seruice done to her a very bondage in them that do it: those whom she fanours most, are her onely slaues; but Pouerty giues all her subiects liberty to range whither they list, to speake what they list, and to do what they list, her easist impositions are burdens, but the burdens which I throw vpon any, grow light by being bor•e. Who hath béene the Foundresse of Hospitals but I? who hath brought vp Charity but I? am not I the mother of Almes-doedes, and the onely nurse of Deuotion? do not I inspire Poets with those sacred raptures that bind men, how dull and brutish soeuer, to listen to their powerfull charmes, and so to become regular? doe not I sharpen their inuention, and put life into their verse? And whereas Money vaunts and beares her head high, by reason of her glorious and gallant troops that attend her, you all know, and the whole world can witnes with you, that Kings, Lords, Knights, Gentlemen, Aldermen, with infinite others that were her deerest and wantonnest minions, haue vtterly forsaken her and her lasciuious pleasures, onely to liue with Pouerty (your Quéene) though now she be a little deiected in the eye of the world, though not in her owne worth.

Thus she spake, and her spéeches kindled such fi•es of resolution in the hearts of her soldiers, that the Allarum was strucke vp, Ordnance planted for Batterie, sealing Ladders made ready, and all the instruments of terrour and death put in tune, which were set to be played vpon at the assault of a Cittie. They that kept their dennes like Foxes in their holes, slept not, hearing such thundring: but armed themselues with as braue resolution to defend, as the other had to inuade.

It was excellent musicke (considering how many discords there were) to heare how euery particular regiment in Pouerties Camp, threatned to plague the Gold-finches of the Cittie, and to pluck their feathers, if euer they made a breach. Taylors swore to tickle the Mercers, & measure out their Sattins & velvets without a yard before their faces, when the prowdest of them all should not dare to say Bo to a Taylors Goose. Shoomakers, had a spite to none but the rich Curriers, and swore with their very awle, to flea off their skins (and the Tanners) ouer their eares, like old d•ad rabbets. Euery souldier prickt downe one Goldsmiths name or another, or else the signe in stead of ye name, as the Goate, the Vnicorne, the Bull, the Hart. &c. swearing damnable oathes to pisse in nothing but siluer, in méers scorne, because he had oftentimes walked by a stall, when his teeth hath watred at the golden bits lying there: yet could not so much as licke his lips after them. There was one little dwarfish Cobler with a bald pate, and a nose indented like a scotch saddle, who tooke bread and salt, and praid God it might be his last, if he ran not ouer all the fine dames that withstoode him, in blacke reuenge that hee neuer had their custome in his shop, because it could neuer be found out or séene, that any of them did euer treade her shooe awry. And thus as they without shot their terrible threatnings into the aire, so did those within, laugh to thinke how they should domineere ouer the shake-rags, if ye warres might but cease.

All this while were trenches cast vp of a great height by the Poldauies to saue them from shot of the walles, whilst Pouerties Pioners had digd at least a quarter of a mile vnder the earth, and the mine with gun powder to blow vp one quarter of the Cittie: But this béeing quickly descryed, was as spéedily preuented by a countermine, so that all that labour tooke not such fire as was expected: yet went the Artillerie off on both sides, wilde fire flew from one to another, like squibs when Doctor Faustus goes to the diuell, arrowes flew faster then they did at a catte in a basket, whe¯ Prince Arthur, or the Duke of Shordich strucke vp the drumme in the field, many bullets were spent, but no breach into Monies quarters could be made: they that fought vnder her cullers were very wary, polliticke strong, and valiant, yet would they not venture forth but on great aduantages, because they had somthing to loose, but Pouerties wild Bandetti, were desperate, carelesse of danger, gréedy of spoile, and durst haue torne the diuell out of his skinne to haue had their willes of Money, but Night (like a surly constable) commanding them to depart in peace, and to put vp their tooles. This assault (which was the first) gaue ouer, euery Captaine retyring to his place, the Desperueines (on Pouerties side) comming off at this time with the most losse.

Few attempts were after made to any purpose: onely certain yong prodigall Heires, who (as voluntaries) maintained themselues in seruice vnder Money, were appointed to be light-horsemen for discouery of the enemies forces (as she lay incamped) who now and then in a few light skirmishes had the honour to issue forth, and to set vpon the Assailants that beleagured the Cittie: but Pouertie still draue them either in to their owne shame, or else had them in execution (euen in despight of the Cittie forces) and put them euer to the worst.

The Gold-beaters (who knew themselues on a sure ground within the walles) lingred of purpose, and would neuer bring it to a battaile, onely to wearie the aduersarie, whom they meant to vndoe by delay, because she could not hold out long for want of victuals. They within cared not though ten thousand diuels amongst them, so Money (their mistresse) whom they worshipped as a God, would not leaue their company, and the rascoll Déere that (without the walles) were euery howre hunted out of breath, vowed to eate vp one another, before they would raise ye Seige, and be hanged vp like Dogs (at the C•ttie gates) for they were now accounted no better then dogs, but they would haue their peniworths out of Money for a number of wro¯gs which by her meanes they had endured, when she hath seene them and their children ready to starue, yet scornd to reléeue their necessities. Thus both their stomacks beeing great, and aswell the defendants as the assailents resolutely confirmed to sta•d vpon their guard, and to stay the vtmost of any miserie that could waite vppon a lingring warre behold the rich-plumde estridges, who had most fethers on their backes, and least cause to murmure, began to mutinie amongst themselues, the imprisoning of Money (their sole soueraigne) so close within stony battlements, did not shew well: they were loyal• subiects to her & would free both her & themselues, vnlesse she might vse her sports and princ•ly pleasures as she had wont Mercers had their shops musty, and their silkes moldie for want of customers, Goldsmiths had t•eir plate hid in cellors, where it lay most richly, but looked more pittifully and with worse cullour, then prisoners lying in the hole. Haberdashers had more hats then they could finde heads to weare them, if they had béene such arrant blockes themselues to haue giuen their wares away, trades had no doings, all the men were out of heart by beeing kept in, and all the women ready to be spoyled for want of walking to th•ir Gardens: Euerie one spent & spent, but who tasted the sweetenes? In stead of selling their wares, they plyed nothing now but getting of children, and scowring of péeces. In stead of what doe you lacke? was heard Arme, Arme, Arme. This géere was to be looked into, and therefore they desi•ed their gratious Empresse (Money) not to lye lasing thus in a chamber, but either that she would be more stirring, that they (her Subiects might haue better stirrings too, and (opening the Cittie gates) to fight it out brauely, or else they vowed there were at least ten thousand (whose names stood now in her Muster booke) that shortly if this world lasted, would shut vp their dores, shew her a faire paire of héeles, and from her fly into the hands of Pouertie their enemie.

Upon the necke of this, came likewise a supplication from certaine troopes of Uintners without the Barres, Inkéepers, common Uictuallers and such like, who plaid y• iackes on both sides, and were indéede Neuters, a linsey-wolsey people, that tooke no part, but stood indifferent betwéene Money, and Pouerty, the tenor of which petition presents it selfe thus to the world.

THE PITTIFULL PETITION OF VINTNERS, VICTUALLERS, INKEEPERS, &C. WITHOUT THE BARRES: TO THE GREAT EMPRESSE OF OLD MENS HARTS, AND YONG MENS PLEASURES, YCLIPPED MONEY.

HVMBLY sueth to you• currant Excellency, your vncustomd drooping Suppliants, the Vintners, and Innekeepers, and others of the Ale-draperie, that are bard out of the Cittie: Whereas through the extreame deadnesse of time and terme, we all run backward in our condition, hauing great rents to pay, and greater scores, which will neuer bee paid, guests now being glad if they can make vs take chalke for cheese, our wines lying dead vpon our hands, and complaining for want of good doings: we our selues making many signes to passengers, but few comming at vs, and hanging vp new bushes, yet hauing onely beggers hansell, trimming our roomes for no better men then Barbers and Taylors, a rapier scarce beeing seene in a veluet scabert within 40. yards of our precincts.



 Quis talia fando,

Myrmidonum, Dolopumi•e, aut duri miles Vlissi Temperet a lach•imis!

O Neither the Mermaide, no• the Dolphin, not he at mile-end greene, can when he list be in good temper when he lackes his mistres (that is to say Money.)

May it therefore please thee (O thou pay-mistresse to all the fidlers that should haunt our howses, if thou wouldest put them in tune) to send (at least) some of thy Harpers to sound their nine-penie musicke in our eares, but we rather humbly beg it, that thou wouldest enrich vs with thy Angellike-presence, be no longer percullized vp in the Citie, visit the subburbes, against thy comming all her cawseies shall be paued & made euen, how broken soeuer her conscience be left and vnmended. Our houses stand emptie, as if the plague were in them, onely for want of thee, our Drawers cannot be drawne to any goodnesse, nor our Hostlers to deale honestly with horse or man, onely by reason of thee: Issue therefore forth amongst good fellows, that will sooner fight for thee, then those snudges & miserable cormorants that now feede vpon thee.

This lamentable supplication (together with the feare of a mutiny amongst her soldiers) so wrought with the Empresse, that (cleane against the perswasion of her councell) she determined to leaue the Cittie, and to march into the field: hereupon her Army Royall was set in order, to the intent she might take a full view of all her Colonels, Generals, Captaines and men of warre. She went from squadron to squadron, not so much delighting her owne eies wt beholding so many thousands ready to fight in her defence, as they were gréedy to enioy her presence, which with braue encouragement lifted vp the deadest spirit, all swore to follow her, none to leaue her, or if any did, a curse was laid vpon him to die a begger.

The first regiment consisted of Courtiers, some of them being Lords (who came very well prouided) some Knights, (but most of the valiant knights that were true soldiers indéed, serued in the other armie (Councellors at Law gaue directions where to encampe, what ground was best to defend themselues and annoy the foe, by what trickes and stratagems to circumuent her, how to leade the Troopes on, how to come off, and by plaine demonstration shewed how easie it was to put Pouertie to her shifts, and to haue her & her troopes in execution, if Money would be pleased to say the word, and for that purpose they made orations to set the armies together by the eares, which accordingly tooke effect, Attorneys were very busie, and serued as Clarkes to the Bandes, running vp and downe from one rancke to another expressing a kinde of puzled and dizzie distraction in all their businesses.

But that which made the best shew of all, was a lane of Brokers, who handled their Pieces passing well, & were old dog at a marke, they had skill in any weapon, Musket, Caliuer, Petronel, Harguibusse, a Crock, Pollax, Holbert, Browne-hill, Pike, Dimilance, sword, Bow and arrowes, nothing came amisse to them, and which was most strange they fought by the Booke, at a breach none so forward as they, they had beene at the ransacking of many a house, and would vndertake to vndoe all the troopes that were led by Pouertie. These Brokers were armed with thrumd cappes, (but they should haue had Murrions) and those they wore to keepe their wits from taking cold: for they had all diuellish heads, and were suited in sparke of veluet Iackets with out sleeues, tuft taffatie bréeches, close to them like Irish Stroozes, Sattin doublets with sagging bellies, as if •agpuddins had bumbasted them, and huge dutch Aldermens sleeues, armed strongly with back péeces of canuas, dugeon daggers instead of Pistols hanging by their sides, fine p••d silke stockens on their legs, tyed vp smoothly with caddis garters, all which had béene taken as spoiles from the other Armie.

The Inuader vnderstanding that the quarrell would be decided in a pitcht field, and that crackt crownes would be both giuen and taken on either side, grew excéeding ioyfull: and therefore calling for Sharker (one of her boldest & wittiest Heralds) him she sent to Money, to know where the Rendeuous should be made for both armies to meete in, and what péece of ground should be best famous to posterities by their battaile. Money tooke aduice vpon this, most of her old beaten Captaines, laboured earnestly to haue it at Bagshot, but all the gallants cryed baw waw at him that named Bagshot, so that for a quarter of an hower, none could be heard to speake, there was such a Baw wawing. The Herald Sharker, in name of his Mistresse, who sent him, requested it might be at beggers bush. But euery soldier swore that was a lowzy place, and so for a day or two, it rested vncertaine and vndetermined.

In which Interim, a murmuring went vp and downe that not onely Pouerty had maintained this terrible Siege against the City, but that Dearth also, Famine and the Plague, were lately ioyned with the same Army, besides many strange and incurable diseases were crept into the camp, that followed Money: for Ryot her minion, was almost spent, and lay in a consumption. A hundred in a company were drowned in one night in French bowles: fiue times as many more were tormented with a terrible gnawing about their consciences. All the Usurers in the Army had hung themselues in chaines, within lesse then three howers, and all the Brokers, being their Bastards, went crying vp and downe, The Diuell, the Diuell, and thereupon because they should not disquiet the rest of the Soldiers, they were fetched away. These and such other vnexpected mischifes, put Money into many feares, doubts and distractions, so that she inwardly wished that these vnlucky warres had either neuer béene begun, or else that they were well ended by the conclusion, if it might be, of some honourable peace.

And as these stormes of misery fell upon Money and her troopes, so was the army of Pouerty plagued as much, or more on the other side: nothing could be heard amongst the Souldiers but cries, complaints, cursings, blasphemies, Oathes, and ten thousand other blacke and damned spirits, which euer hawnted them and their Generall herselfe. Want pinched them in the day, and wildnesse and rage kept them waking and raueing all the night. Their soules were desperate, their bodies consumed, they were weary of their liues, yet compelled to liue for furder miseries, and nothing did comfort them but a foolish hope they had to be reuenged vpon Money. So that so many plagues, so many diseases, so many troubles and inconueniencies following both the armies (by meanes of the tedious Siege) a perpetuall truce, league and confederacy was confirmed by Money and Pouerty, and the councellors on either part: that in euery Kingdome, euery Shire, and euery City, the one should haue as much to doe as the other: that Pouerties subiects should be euer in a redinesse (as the Switzers are for pay) to fight for Money, if she craued their aid, & that Money againe should help them whensoeuer they did néede: and that sithence they were two Nations so mighty and so mingled together, and so dispersed into all parts of the world, that it was impossible to seuer them. A presently enacted, that Fortune should no longer bee blinde, but that all the Doctors and Surgeons should by waters, and other helpe her to eies, that she might see those vpon whom shee bestowes her blessings, because fooles are serued at her doale with riches, which they know not how to vse, & wise men are sent away like beggers from a misers gate with empty wallets.

The Armies hereupon brake vp, the Siege raised, the Citty gates set wide open. Shop keepers fel••• their old, What doe you lacke: The rich men feast one another (as they were w•nt) and the poore were kept poore in pollicy, because they should doe no more hurt.

FINIS.


FOURE BIRDS OF NOAHS ARKE

Viz.
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1. THE DOVE.

2. The EAGLE.

3. The PELLICAN.

4. The PHOENIX.

The Doue bringeth Comfort.

The Eagle bringeth Courage.

The Pellican bringeth Health.

The Phoenix bringeth Life.

Vigilate & Orate.

LONDON, Printed by H. B. for Nathaniel Butter, and are to be sold at his shop neere S. Austins Gate. 1609.

The Pellican.

The Pellican a figure of Christ vpon the Crosse.

fol. 1.

Christ the Pellican dies to kill sinne.

fol. 6.

1 A Prayer for the morning.

fol. 13.

2 A Prayer against pride.

fol. 16

3 A Prayer against enuie.

fol. 22

4 A Prayer against wrath.

fol. 26.

5 A Prayer against sloth.

fol. 29.

6 A Prayer against couetousnes.

fol. 33.

7 A Prayer against gluttony.

fol. 37.

8 A Prayer against lust.

fol. 40.

9 A Prayer against the temptation of the Diuel.

fol 65.

10 A Prayer for the euening.

fol. 69.

FINIS.

The Phoenix.

THe Phoenix a figure of Christ.

1. A Thankesgiuing for all those benefits which wee reape by the death of Christ.

fol. 1.

2. A Thankesgiuing for all those benefits which wee reape by the buriall of Christ.

fol. 8.

3. A Thankesgiuing for all the benefits which wee reape by the resurrection of Christ.

fol. 14.

4. A Thankesgiuing for all those benefits which wee reape by the ascension of Christ.

fol. 19.

5. A Thankesgiuing for all those benefits which we are to receiue by Christs comming in glorie.

fol. 24.

Also, other short and pitihe sentences, fit to be applied to those purposes for which the former Prayers are made.

FINIS.

The Eagle.

1. A Prayer made by the late Queene Elizabeth. 

fol. 1.

2. A Prayer for the King.

fol. 4.

3. A Prayer for Qu. Anne. 

fol. 8.

4. A Prayer for Prince Henry, Prince of Wales.

fol. 12.

5. A Prayer for the Counsell.

fol. 16.

6. A Prayer for the Nobilitie.

fol. 18.

7. A Prayer for the Church.

fol. 20.

8. A Prayer for the Clergie.

fol 22

9. A Prayer for the Iudges of the land.

fol. 25.

10. A Prayer for the Court.

fol. 27.

11. A Prayer for the Citie.

fol. 29.

12. A Prayer for the Countrie.

fol. 32.

13. A Prayer for a Magistrate.

fol. 34.

14. A Prayer for a Lawyer.

fol. 37.

15. A Prayer for the 2. Vniuersities.

fol. 39

16. A Prayer for confusion of traitors

fo. 42.

17. A Prayer in time of ciuill warre.

fol. 45.

18. A Prayer to stay the pestilence.

fol. 48.

19. A Prayer in time of Famine.

fol. 51.

20. A Prayer in the time of persecution.

fol. 53.

FINIS.

To the Religious, Vertuous, and noble Gentleman, Sir Thomas Smith Knight; the happines of both worlds, this present, and that to come.

SIR, I present vnto your view, a book of prayers; not that you neede my weake instructions: for you are knowne to be a good proficient in Gods Schoole, and haue more of this heauenly language in you by heart, then I can teach you by precept. The tree of sound Religion flourisheth in your bosome, and beareth (both in the eie of man (outwardly) and (inwardly) to God) much, and very much good fruit. You thereby proue your selfe a confirmed Christian: and shall giue further testimonie of your being so, if you incourage others (that are weake) to feed vpon this milke for babes, by tasting of it your selfe. They (by you) shall be led into the path of goodnes, if you but vouchsafe to walk out before them, and commend the way. Foure Birds (of Noahs Arke) haue taken foure seueral flights. The Doue (which is the first) flies to your hand; not by chance, but vpon good choice, as knowing you to be a Doue your selfe. The badge which a Doue weares, is innocence: and by wearing that Christian Armor, you defended your selfe, and returned safe out of the Lions denne with Daniel, whe¯ it was thought you should haue bin deuoured. God hath since heaped Graces on your head, and by the hands of his Anointed hath rewarded you with deserued honours, in the selfe same place, into which you were throwne to be swallowed vp by destructio¯. Receiue therfore (I beseech you) a Doue, sithence her harmeles & spotles wings haue caried you ouer such great danger to so great happines.

In her bill she brings a branch, vpon which growes seueral sorts of fruit, & al of the¯ wholsome for the soule. You are the first to whose ha¯d they are offred: if any others gather the¯ after you, & find in them the sweetnes of the food of life, they shall (as I) pray to God, that his blessings may stil more & more be multiplied so long vpon you, til the last garla¯d which he keepes in store for those that run their race (here) wel, may be to you a crown of heauenly blessednes.

Euer bounden to your worship.



To the Reader.

REader, I haue for thy comfort sent vnto thee 4. Birds of Noahs Ark, vpon foure seuerall messages: and haue changed the notes of those Birds voices into Prayers of different musicke, but all full of sweetnesse. Vnder the wings of the Doue, haue I put Prayers, fitting the nature of the Doue, that is to say, simple Prayers, or such as are fitting the mouthes of yong & the meanest people: and for such blessings as they haue most need of. The Eagle soares more high, & in his beake beareth vp to heauen supplications in behalfe of Kings and Rulers. The Pellican carieth the figure of our Redeemer on the crosse, who shed his blood to nourish vs (hee being the right Pellican): with the drops of which blood, haue I writ Prayers against all those deadly & capitall sinnes, to wash out whose foulenes our Sauiour suffered that ignominious death. And lastly, in the spiced nest of the Phoenix (in which Bird likewise is figured Christ risen againe) shalt thou find a book written ful of Thanks & Wishes: of thankes, for those benefits which grow vnto vs by Christs death and resurrection: of Wishes, that hee would in diuers gifts bestow those blessings vpon vs. Nothing that is set downe is tedious, because I had a care of thy memorie Nothing is done twice, because thou mayst take delight in them. If thou art yong, here is pleasure for thee: if old, here is co¯fort if thou art poore, here is riches; if thou hast enough, here is more: vse this physicke wel, and liue well: runne this circle truely, and die wel: that is the goale: winne that, winne Heauen.

Fare-well.



What Prayer is.

PRayer, is the language in which we talk to God: for when we read (the Booke) God speaketh to vs, but when we Pray, wee speake to him: It is therefore a dialogue between him and vs. It is that leader which Iacob saw ascending vp to the clouds, for by the staires of it do we climb vp to heauen. Prayer is the key that opens all the gates of heauen. It is the compasse by which we saile thither. It is the badge by which a Christian is knowen that he serueth God. It is our best friend that speaketh to him in our behalfe. It is the eloquence that onely ouercommeth him. It is the musicke, that only charmes his anger to sleepe. It is our peace-maker, in the warres betweene God and vs. It is the sword of defence in the combat betweene vs and the diuell. It is the ship, in which if our soule sailes not, we perish. It is the anchor, at which we lie safe in the stormes of death. It is the balme that cureth the wounds of pouertie, of oppression, of imprisonment, of banishment, of despaire, of cares, of sorowes & of all calamities, that like diseases hang vpon our life. Such is Prayer, such armor must we put on if wee meane to winne Heauen.



The Doue, compared to Prayer.

THe Doue was the first Bird that being sent out of Noah his Arke, brought comfort to Noah: So Prayer being sent out of the Arke of our bodyes, is the onely and first bringer of comfort to vs from Heauen. The Doue went out twice ere it could finde an Oliue Branch, (which was the ensigne of peace:) So our Prayers must flie vp againe and againe, and neuer leaue beating at the doores of Heauen, till they fetch from thence the Oliue-Branch of Gods mercie, in signe that wee are at peace with him, and that he hath pardoned our sins. The Doue no sooner broght that bough of good tidings into the Arke, but the vniuersall floud fell, and sunck into the bowels of the deepe: So no sooner doe our hearty Prayers pierce the bosome of the Lord Almightie, but the waters of his indignation shrinke away, melting to nothing like hilles of Snowe, and the vniuersall deluge of sinne that floweth 40. dayes and nights togeather, (that is to say, euery houre, or all our life time) to drowne both soule and body, is driuen backe, & ebs into the bottomlesse gulfe of hell. The Doue is said to be without gall: Our Prayer must be without bitternesse, and not to the hurt of our neighbour (for such Prayers are curses) lest we pull down vengeance on our heads. Such was the Doue that Noah sent out of the Ark, with such wings let our Prayers carry vp our messages to Heauen.



1. A Prayer for a childe before he goeth to his study, or to schoole.

O GOD, that art the fountaine of all wisedome, & founder of all learning: breathe into my soule the spirit of vnderstanding, that in my childhood I may learne, and (as I grow farther into yeres) may practise the study only of thee and of thy lawes. Feed me (O Lord) as babes are fed, with the milke of thy holy word, that I may grow stro¯g in setting forth thy praises. Make me (O Iesus thou Son of God) one of those of whom thou speakekest thus, Suffer little children to come vnto mee, and forbid them not. And as thou hast promised that thy wonders shold be sou¯ded foorth by the tongues of infants & sucking babes; so powre into my lips the waters of the well of life, that whatsoeuer I learne may bee to proclaime thy glorie. Polish thou my mind (O God) that it may shine bright in goodnesse: and that I may not defile or deface this weake temple of my body by corrupted manners or leaud speeches; but so season my tongue that all the lessons which I take foorth, may seeme to be read to mee in thine owne schoole. Bee thou my Schoole-master to instruct mee, so shall I repeate the rules of true wisedome: keepe thou mee in feare of the rod of thy displeasure, so shall I bee sure to haue my name set in the booke of life. Make mee obedient to my Parents: dutiful to my Teachers: louing to my Schoole-fellowes: humble to my superiours; full of reuerence to old men: proud towards no man; & that I may win the loue of all men. Blesse mee, O Lord, this day: guide my feete, direct my mind, sanctifie my studies, gouerne al my actions, preserue my body in health, my soule from vncleannesse. Graunt this, O my God, for thy Sonnes sake (Iesus Christ:) or if it bee thy pleasure to cut me off before night, and that this flower of my youth shall fade in all the beauty of it, yet make me (O my gratious Sheepheard) for one of thy Lambs, to whom thou wilt say, Come you blessed, & clothe mee in a white robe (of righteousnes) that I may be one of those singers, who shall cry to thee Allelluia. Amen.



2. A Prayer for a prentice going to his labour.

O The builder of this world! (whose workemanship is to bee seene excellent euen in the frames of the least and basest creatures which thou hast set together:) Cast a gratious eye vpon mee, and lend me thy directing hand that the labours which this day I am to vndertake may prosper. Let me not (O God) goe about my busines with eye-seruice; but sithence thou hast ordained that (like poore Ioseph) I must enter into the state of a seruant, so humble my mind, that I may perform with a cheereful willingnes whatsoeuer my master commands mee, and that all his commandements may be agreeable to the seruing of thee. Bestow vpon me thy grace that I may deale vprightly with all men, and that I may shew my selfe to him, who is set ouer mee (a Ruler) as I another day would desire to haue others behaue themselues to mee. Take away from him (that is, my master) all thoughts of crueltie, that like the children of Israel vnder the subiection of Pharaohs seruants, I may not be set to a taske aboue my strength: of if I be; stretch thou out my sinewes (O God) that I may with vn-wearied limbs accomplish it. Fill my veynes with blood, that that I may goe thorow the hardest labours: sithence it is a law set downe by thy selfe, that I must earne my bread with the sweat of my owne browes. Giue mee courage to beginne: patience to goe forward: and abilitie to finish them. Cleanse my heart (O thou that art the fountaine of purity) from all falsehood, from all swearing, from all abuse of thy sacred Name, from all foule, loose and vnreuerend languages. Let my thoughts when I am alone bee of thee: let my mirth in company bee to sing Psalmes, and the arguments of my talke onely touching the works of thy hand. Take sloth from my fingers, and drowsinesse from the lids of mine eye; whether I rise early, or lie downe late, so gladly let me doe it, as if my prentiship were to bee consumed in thy seruice. The glasse of my yeares shal thereby run out in pleasure, & I in the end shall be made free of that citie of thine, The heauenly Ierusalem; into whose fellowship, I beseech thee, to enfranchise & enrol me, and that after I haue faithfully laboured six dayes of my life here vpon earth, I may vpon the seuenth rest in thy euerlasting Sabbath. Amen.



3. A Prayer for him that buyes and sels.

O Good God, what is our life but a common Mart, wherein we sel away our bodies to shame for the price of momentarie pleasure, & barter away our soules to sinne, which were bought at the dearest rate (euen thy Sonnes blood?) What are all our labours, but desperate voiages, made to purchase wealth? And what are the riches of a worldly man when they are gotten, but (as thy Prophet singeth) The weauing of a spiders webbe? The spider makes fine nets to catch flyes; and the worldling wasteth his nights, & weareth out his dayes in tying his conscience full of knots to pull vp riches. Sithence then the heaping vp of wealth is for the most part, the heaping vp of wickednesse; and that all the trauailes of our life, are but like buying and selling in a fayre, which wee beginne to day and end to morrow: so direct my steps (deare Lord) that I may neither wa¯der to get goods by vnlawfull courses, nor that I may fal in loue with riches, how well soeuer they bee gotten. Let me not be one of those buyers and sellers, whom thy Sonne Iesus thrust out of the Temple: But rather one of those Merchants that sell all to follow thee. And since to loue our neighbour is the fulfilling of the Law, giue mee grace that I may bee counted no breaker of that Law, but a keeper of it sound, dealing iustly with all men. And for that purpose, let not mine eye look vpon false waights, nor my hand be held out to take vp an vneuen ballance. Hee loseth a piece of his soule, (euery time) that robbeth his chapma¯ of his measure: & he that vniustly gaineth but thirtie pence, selleth (like Iudas) euen his master Christ. As thou (O Father of vs all) hast giuen mee two hands, so appoint those seruants of my bodie to execute none but good and holy offices: Let the one hand buy honestly, and the other sell iustly. Let the left bee to lay vp wealth to maintain my bodie, and the right to distribute thy blessings to those whose bodies are in miserie. Seale vp my lips from lying and forswearing (the two poisons that ouerflow euery citie.) Purge my bosome from corruption: pull out of my heart the stings of enuy, and let me reioyce to see others prosper in the world, & not to murmure if I my selfe wither like trees in Autumne, though I lose the golde¯ leaues of wealth, and be left naked with pouertie. Keep the Wolf from my doore, & the Fox out of my bed-cha¯ber, that other men may neither lye in waite to robbe mee of my goods, nor I sit vp late in the counsell of the wicked, how to deceiue other men of theirs. Be thou (O Lord) at my elbow in all my proceedings, so shall I feare to doe amisse in any. And so mortifie my affections, that euery day casting behinde my backe the comfort, the cares, the vanities, the vilenesse, the pleasures and the sorowes of this bewitching world, I may continually haue this cry aloude in my mouth, I desire to be dissolued and to be with thee. Amen.



4. A Prayer for a mayd-seruant.

STop not thine eares (O Lord) to the requests of thy poore and humble handmaid, but as thou hast laid vpon her the condition of a seruant, so let her mind be subiected to the state to which thou hast called her. And for that thou didst ordaine in that great worke of the Creation of mankinde, that woman should bee the weaker vessell, both in the labours of the body, and endeuours of mind: strengthen mee therefore (O God) with thy assistance, & enlighten my soule with thy diuine inspiration. Bestow vpon my youth a prosperous flourishing, but let it be in goodnes. As I grow vp in yeres, let me grow vp in grace: & write my name (O thou eternal Register) in that general pardon wherein thou forgiuest the follies of our youth. Crown my Virginstate with chaste & religious thoughts: & so temper my desires, that the wanton pleasures of the flesh may not drown in mee the heaue¯ly treasures of the Spirit. Take from me (O God) the health of my bodie, rather then by the possession of it, I shold grow proud of beautie. So thou accountest me faire, I care not how vgly I appeare to the world. And for that I am but poore, so blesse mee, that I may preserue my fame: for an honest reputatio¯ is to a maide¯ an ample dowry. Defe¯d me fro¯ the poiso¯ of euil to¯gues, which are more deadly the¯ the stings of scorpions Defend me fro¯ violating those lawes written downe by thine owne finger: defend me fro¯ shame, whose spots disfigure the liuing, & disgrace the dead. Defend me from sinne, for the wages thereof are death and hell. Make mee a faithfull steward in ordering the goods of my M. & Mris. so shal I be a more carefull disposer of my own. At my going to rest, take thou charge of my soule, for it is thy iewel; at my vprising guard thou my body, for thy Son hath bought it: so shall I at the Sunnes rising pray to thee; when hee is at his height, I shall praise thee; and at his going downe, shall I sing Hymnes of thankes to thy Name. To which bee all honour, for it is due; All glorie, for it is proper; all feare, reuerence and adoration, for they are onely thine.

5. A Prayer for a seruingman.

NO seruice (O God) is like vnto that of thine: It is the highway to the highest honour; It is a preferment to eternitie, a promotion beyond that which is bestowed by Kings. Admit me therfore into thy houshold of Faith: clothe me in the liuery of a true Christian, so shall I euer waite vpon thee (O my Lord:) lead me out of the company of swearers, quarrellers, drunkards, boasters, adulterers, & all those that blaspheme thee. Arme mee with thy grace, assist mee with thy Spirit, blesse me with thy hand, fill me with thy blessings, looke downe vpon my weakenesse; lift me vp in strength: beare with my frailtie: suffer not my heart to swell with pride, mine eye to burne in lust, my tongue to sting with slaunder, my hand to be dipt in blood. But succour me (O my maker) and saue mee, (O saue me) now and euer, (O my Redeemer,) So bee it. Amen.

6. A Prayer for an husband man.

THe earth (O Lord) is thy garden in which thou hast appointed man to be a labourer. Of that stuffe in which hee daily diggeth and delueth was Man made; so that in trimming the earth, Man doeth but dresse himselfe. But albeit Paul planteth and Apollo watereth, no herb or flowre can come vp or tree prosper vnlesse thy hand be at the graffing: send thou therfore forth a wholsome breath from thy nostrils vpon those fruits of the earth which out of the bou¯ty of thy loue thou hast bestowed vpon me thy seruant. Let not the leafe of my labors wither, but prosper it till it grow vp like a Cedar on the top of Libanus, or like a tree planted by the waters side, bringing forth fruite in due season. Checke (O my God) the Northren wind, that it beate not downe the husbandmans hopes, but that the sicke mayl in fit time send in a ripe and plentiful haruest. Strike not the oxe at the plough with death, nor the horse in the pasture with diseases: yet I confesse, that my sinnes deserue to haue the plagues of Egypt fall on mee and my cattell. But the wings of thy mercie (O gracious God) spread further then those of thy Iustice. Shed therefore those comfortable beames vpon mee that am a creeping worme vpon earth. And not onely do I begge these worldly and fading blessings at thy hand, but those rather that are heauenly, & which laste for euer: powre thy abundant grace on my soule, that it may be fruitfull in good workes, and euer bringing foorth seedes of holinesse. Open my heart, that it may not bee barren of vnderstanding thee; cleare thou mine eyes, that they may behold the face of ignora¯ce & lothe her, and that they may look vpon the beautie of thy sacred wisedome, and be enamored of it. For these and whatsoeuer else thou thinkest fit for the health of my bodie or happinesse of my soule: I most humbly beseech thee in the Name of that blessed Son of thine, Iesus Christ.

7. A Prayer for a Marriner going to Sea.

O Thou that ridest vpon the Cherubins and fliest vpon the wings of the winds: Thou, at the brightnesse of whose presence the clouds remoue, & at whose chiding hailestones and coales of fire fall vpon the world, whose arrowes are swiftest lighting, & whose bow at the going off, shooteth forth thunder. Be mercifull vnto me (O my God) that am to venture into the horrors of the deep. There shall I see thy wonders, but let mee not see thy wrath: there shall I looke into hel, but let me not fall into the iawes of feare & desperation. Preserue mee (O Lord) in the wombe of the ship, though the waters climbe round about the ribbes to swallow mee vp, as thou didst saue Ionas in the belly of the Whale. And when with thy seruant Peter I cry out (to thy Sonne) Helpe Lord, or we perish: let his ha¯d be stretched forth, to command the waters to bee quiet. Fill our sayles with gentle & prosperous windes; let not the sunne bee couered in stormes by day, nor the Moone and starres conspire with darkenesse by night, to spoile vs by ship-wracke. But set thou an Angel at our helme, when wee hoist sailes to go forth, & charge the same Angel to guide vs through that wildernes of waters, till wee safely ariue on shore. Or if for our sins it bee thy pleasure that our bodies in this voiage shall perish, yet (O our mercifull Pilot) saue our soules from the great Leuiathan, whose iawes are euer open to deuoure: vpon what rocks soeuer the vessel that beares vs bee split, yet wee (most wretched sinners) beg at thy hands, that our heauenly vessels may arriue at the euerlasting land of promise. Graunt this (O Father) for his sake, that swum thorow a red Sea of pretious blood on the crosse, to bee mans Redeemer.

8. A Prayer for a Marriner at Sea in a storme.

SAue vs (O saue vs miserable wretches.) who haue no hope in the helpe of man, but only (O Lord Almightie) in thee. Heare the cryes of thy seruants, and let them pierce into thine eare, thorow this battell of the clouds & the waters. Wee perish (O Sauiour) we perish in this prison of the deepe, vnlesse by thy miraculous power thou deliuer vs from death. Cast a bridle therefore about the stubburne neckes of the windes, for they are thy seruants: and beate backe this furious armie of the waters, for they are thy slaues. Send (O Lord) a Moses vnto vs, to co¯duct vs thorow this Sea of death: send but a warrant vnder thy dreadful & commaunding voyce, & the tempest shall obey thee. Thou holdest the windes in thy right hand, & the waues in the left; the heauens are thy throne, and earth thy footstoole: All is thine, & thou art all; to thee therefore do we fly for succour, because there is no succour but vnder thy wings. The sorrowes of death doe round encompasse vs, the paines of hell are felt in our bones; gather thou therefore the seas into an heape, and lay these stormes of wrath vp in thy treasure house of ve¯geance, to confound thy professed enemies. Wee (silly wretches) call vpon thy Name, O heare vs: we are the worke of thine own hands, O deface not thine owne buildings: it was a part of thy glorie to make vs, let it be a greater part of thy glorie to saue vs, now that we are vpon the point to perish. Saue vs, O saue vs, for thine owne sake, for thy Sonnes Sake, for thy glories sake, and wee shall sing Psalmes in thy praises vpon the lute, and vpon an instrument of ten strings.

9. A Thankesgiuing for Mariner being safely landed.

EVerlasting thankes doe we pay vnto thee (O thou that art mercie it selfe) in that when our feete were stepping into the graue, thou diddest raise vs (with poore Lazarus) from the dead. Blessed bee the God of hostes, that thus hath redeemed vs from da¯ger. Wee were in the lions denne and yet did he deliuer vs: Wee were in the fornace, yet not a haire hath perished: Wee were at the gates of hell, yet did hee fetch vs backe; the bitter cup of death did hee remoue from our lippes, and out of the pit of desperation hath hee pulled vs vp aliue. He did but say the word, and the winds stood still; hee did but frowne, & the waters shrunke in their heads; hee did but beccon, and his Angel came and brought vs comfort. Wee wil sing therefore vnto our good God a song of tha¯ks: Wee will sound foorth his Name eue¯ amongst Turks and Saracens: and send abroad the miracle of our deliuerance to the furthest corners of the earth. All glorie, honour and praise bee thine, O Lord: for thou art iust without corruption, mercifull beyond our deseruings, and mightie aboue our apprehension. All glorie, honour and praise bee thine for euer and euer. Amen.



10. A Prayer for a Souldier going to a Battell.

ARme mee (O thou God of Battels) with courage this day, that I may not fall before my enemies: The quarrell is thine, let the victorie bee thine; tie to my sinewes the strength of Dauid, that I may with a peeble stone strike to the earth these Giants that fight against thy trueth. The weaker meanes I vse, the greater shall bee thy glory, if I come from the fielde crowned with conquest. I put no co¯fidence (O Lord) either in the strong horse, or the iron-headed speare: the armor that must defend mee, is thy right arme. Bee thou therefore this day my Captaine to conduct mee: let thy word bee the trumpet to incourage mee; the banner of the Church, the colours which I follow; the weapo¯s which I fight with fayth and hope; and the cause for which I fight, The aduancement of true Religion. Keepe my handes (O my God) from playing the bloody executioners; let pitie sit vpon mine eylids, euen in the heate of battell, and mercie on the point of my sword when it is most readie to kill. So let mee fight, that whether I come off, lame or sound, dead or aliue, I may liue or dye thy Souldier. Amen. Blesse me, strengthen mee, guide me, guard mee, saue me, O thou Lord of hosts. Amen.

11. A Prayer, or Thanksgiuing for a Souldier after victorie.

VEngeance is thine, O Lord: and the fall of thy enemies is thy glorie. Immortal honour (like the beames of the sunne) shine about thy Temples, because thou hast this day stood by thy poore seruant. When death trampled vpon heapes of mangled carcases, thou (O Lord) plantedst a guard of Angels about mine. Thou hast circled my browes with Baytree, in signe of conquest, and with the Palme-tree, in token of peace. All that I can giue to thee for these blessings, is but a giuing Thanks. Accept it (O my God) accept this sacrifice of my heart: and so hold in the reines of my passions, that I bee not swolne vp with arrogance and pride, for that which is no worke of mine; but that I may humbly acknowledge thee for the Author both of my owne safety, and my foes deseature. And so instruct me in the heauenly discipline of other wars which I am to fight in, in this world, that I may defie sathan and his troupes, beate downe sin and his damned regiment, & triumph ouer the assaults of the world, that in the ende I may march vnder the banner which Christ shall spread in Heauen. Amen.

12. A Prayer for a woman great with childe.

LOoke downe from Heauen (O Lord) vpon me thy handmaid, look downe from thy throne of mercie. A curse hast thou laid vpon all women, (for their Grand mother Eues sake) which is, that the fruites of their wombes shal fill them with paine and torments: Iust art thou in thy sentence, for all women in that battel of life and death, doe feele the rigour of thy doome. The horrors of the graue doe in that houre stand before them, the terrors of hell, do in that conflict houer-rou¯d about them; yet (O God) one drop of thy mercy hath souereigne power to cure all the wou¯ds of those sorrowes. Shed it therefore (O Father) shed that drop of grace vpon me (most miserable woman) in that minute when I am to encounter with so sterne an enemie. What weight of thy wrath soeuer thou layest vppon mee (for my sinnes,) strengthen mee with patience to beare it, that I may not in that fearfull agony bee vnruly, or vnforgetfull of that modestie fitting a woman beset with such dangers; but rather, that in those throws of child birth, (to which no pangs in the world are comparable) I may verily belieue I see thy blessed Sonne (my Redeemer) torn vpon the crosse: suffering paines insufferable, tortures inexpresseable, and sorrowes of soule in-vttereble, onely for me, onely to pay for my sins, & only to free mee from the shame of death and hell. Let his immensurable & inco¯prehensible agonies on the crosse, put me in mind how much he ventured for mee (a wretch) and that hee can not plague mee with too many miseries, that haue (for all this loue bestowed) euery day, and euery houre in a day, and euery minute of an houre, playd the wa¯ton with his fauour, and haue abused his mercies. Forget my sinnes notwithstanding (O my God) but forget not thy seruant. Forgiue me: and so forgiue me, that the childe in my bodie bee not punished for the mothers offe¯ces Blesse this fruit of my wombe, which thou hast grafted with thine own hand: giue it growth, giue it florishing, giue it forme. And when the time is come that thou wilt cal it out of this close house of flesh, (wher now it inhabiteth) to dwell in the open world. Sanctifie thy creature, and on the forehead of it, set that sacred seale of Baptisme, that it may be known to be a La¯b of thy own flocke. Graunt this, O maker of mankind, grant this (O Redeemer of mankind) at the request of thy seruant and handmaid. Amen.

13. A Praier for a midwife

WIth handes lifted vppe to Heauen, knees prostrated on the earth, & with a soule humbled at thy feete (O Lord) do I beg, that thou wouldst prosper this worke which I am to vndertake. Suffer mee not to bee feareful in my office, fainting in my spirits, or too violent in my duetie: but that I may discharge it to thy honor, this thy handmaids comfort (who is full of paine) and to my owne credit. Blesse me (O God) with skil, sithence thou hast placed me as thy deputie in this great and wonderfull businesse: giue vnto thy seruant an easie & speedy deliuerance. Giue vnto me a quick, a constant & a gentle hand. Giue vnto this new vnborne creature (into whom thou hast breathed a soule) a faire & wel-shape¯ body; that thou mayst haue glorie by thy works, & the mother gladnesse in beholding her infant, after all her sorrowes. Graunt this, O Father, for thy Sons sake Iesus Christ. Amen.

14. A Prayer, or Thanksgiuing, after a womans deliuerie.

GLorified bee thy Name (O God) for this mercy extended to thy seruant: It lay in thy power to strike death into her wombe, but thou hast giuen her a double life: and to heape sorrowes vpon her sorrowes, but her anguishes hast thou sweetened with gladnesse. Praised bee thy blessed Name: Praised be thy wo¯drous workes. Continue (O Lord) these thy fauours to thy weake hand-maide: put stre¯gth into her blood, blood into her veines, and courage into her heart, that her lips may render thee a thanksgiuing. Looke (O God) vpon this babe with an eye of loue; preserue it in health, quicken it with thy grace, and crowne it with long life, that it may growe vp to bee a seruant in thy houshold. Vnty the strings of his vtterance (when thou thinkest it meete) and giue vnto it a tongue that may without stammering or any other imperfect sound speake clearely. Let all other organs of his bodie execute their offices, as in thy mercie thou hast appointed. Sanctifie O Lord, the brests that must giue it sucke, and feed the soule of it (when it shall please thee to fill it with vnderstanding) with the milk of thy word. Blesse vs (O Lord) that are heere met together to behold the glorie of our creation, and the wonders of our creator in this little infant. Tha¯ks, honour, & praise be giuen vnto thee for euer and euer. Amen.

15. A Prayer for a sicke man, to be sayd by himself.

SIcknesse (O Lord) is, I know, thy herald, and summoneth vs to death: It is thy messenger, and thou hast sent it into my body: Welcome it is, because it commeth from thee; yet (O my God) if it bee thy pleasure, let thy anger cease, & cast thou that rod into the fire which hath beaten mee thus long with affliction. My soule is brought lowe, (euen to the dust) hide not therefore thy beames from mee, but shed the light of them vpon my face, that I may lift vp my head and be co¯forted. Mercifully hast thou dealt with mee I confesse, for I deserue, and it lies in thy strength vtterly and in an instant to confound mee in the heate of thy indignation: But thou hast laid a gentle punishment vpon mee, and the blowes are such as fathers giue to children, not to kill them, but to correct them. Thou hast not yet calde me to the barre of death, yet hast thou cald mee to a triall. My sinnes cry out as witnesses against my soule, & my soule pleadeth guiltie of treason against thy Maiestie. Restore mee (O God) by thy pardon vnder that great seale of thy promise, To forgiue a sinner at what time soeuer hee heartily powres out his teares of repentance. Or if it bee set down in thy booke of irreuocable decrees, that my flesh must with this sicknes bee turned into dust, so strengthen mee (O my Redeemer) that to the last houre and latest gaspe, I may hold thy Name betweene my lippes, and die with that musicke onely sounding in my voyce. Grant this request O Lord to me thy seruant; that whensoeuer or howsoeuer the glasse of my mortalitie shall runne out, my soule at her departure may runne and be receiued into Abrahams bosome, which is the sanctuarie for all the faithfull: at which blessed hauen that I may arriue, praier shal for euer be the sailes that shall carrie vp my heart; and aboue all, that, praier which the best preacher of the world hath taught me; saying, Our father, &c.



16. A Prayer to be sayd by them that visit the sicke.

O Thou (O Lord) that art the Physitian both of soule and bodie, stretch foorth, wee beseech thee, thine arme toward this thy seruant: poure out the oile of thy mercy and compassion, and with it balme his temples, that his memorie may not be taken from him, but that hee may call vpon thy glorious Name. Speake vnto him, as thou didst speake to thy seruant, when thou saidst, Arise, take vp thy bedde and walke: for health is thy subiect and obeyes no command but thine. Arme him (O father of vs all) arme this thy sonne with patience to indure this triall, and with constancy to wait thy pleasure: giue him the fortitude of Iob, to beare the burden of all tribulations, of all crosses, and of al calamities, sithence the waight of them is not to beare him downe, but to lift him vp to blessednes. Settle O Lord his spirits, that they may not wander and flie out into any vnruly motions. Lay thy finger vpon his lippes, that they may not fall into cursing or blaspheming thy deity, or into any vaine language. Take fro¯ his eye al delight of this fraile world, and let his soule make readie onely for a voyage to heauen: heare vs O Lord that beg this at thy hands: heare him O Lord, that lifteth vp his hands vnto thee, and begges a pardon for his sinnes: open the gates of mercy: open the doors of thy sauing health: open thine armes, to receiue him into thy fauour, or into the celestiall freedome: adopt him for thine owne: adopt him in the blood of thy Sonne; or if it be thy will, to adde more daies to his life, turne then speedily his weakenes into strength, and his sickenesse into health; so shall he confesse that thou art mighty, that thou art mercifull, and that thou alone art the God of saluation. To thee therefore that art One in Three, and Three in One, and in all things incomprehensible, bee all honour. Amen.

17. A Prayer for a Prisoner.

MY feete (O my Sauiour) are in the snares of the hunter, and like a beast in the Wildernesse haue my enemies pursued mee: I am now entangled in the chaines of captiuitie; yet (O my God) bestow thou vpon mee the freedome of my soule: Soften thou the flintie hearts of those men, that haue cast me into this house of mourning and heauinesse: and as thou didst to Daniel in the Lions denne, defend and keepe mee from the iawes of miserie, that are stretched wide open to swallow mee vp aliue. It is for my sinne that I am thus round beset with pouerty, shame, and dishonour. Receiue thou therefore these sacrifices of my contrition, and turne not away thine eare, when my prayers are flying towards thee. The sighes of a sinner repenting is a sweete breath in thy nostrils, his teares are pretious, and like those teares that washed the feet of Christ. Accept therefore this offring from the altar of an humble, contrite, and wounded heart.

Put into my bosome Good and Charitable thoughts, that I may pray for them that persecute and trouble mee; and that I may vndergoe and passe ouer all their oppressions and bearings of mee downe, with a setled, constant, and suffering spirit. Let this imprisonment (O LORD) bee alwaies vnto mee a Booke wherein I may reade, first, the knowledge of thee (which hitherto I haue not studied) and secondly, the knowledge of my selfe. Let it be a glasse wherein I may see all the blemishes of my youth; as riots, whoredomes, drunkennesse, pride, and such like foule and vlcerous spottes, that haue disfigured my soule. Change (O mercifull God) if it bee thy will, my wants into plentie, my thraledome into liberty, my mourning into gladnesse, for thy Sonne Iesus Christ his sake, who was a prisoner vpon the Crosse, onely to set all mankind free: Worke pitie O my Sauiour, in the brests of my aduersaries, that I may sing with the Prophet: Blessed is hee that considereth the poore and needy: the Lord shall deliuer him in the time of trouble. But if it be thy will and pleasure that I must grone vnder this trouble and affliction; arme mee (O God) with a constant patience to beare all. Amen.

A Prayer for a Gally-slaue.

O THOV that thorow the redde Sea diddest guide the children of Israel, thrust forth the selfe same arme, and pull mee thy seruant, out of the hands of a Tyrant, whose heart is hardened worse then Pharoahs. Hee that hates thy glorious Name (O Lord) and persecuteth thy beloued Sonne in the bodies of Christians; doeth with an iron rodde bruise my bones: O Lord be thou my deliuerer. In penury and woe doe I toyle out my dayes: In cold and hunger doe I passe ouer and waste out my nights: my labours are at the Oare, and my tortures at the will of a barbarous infidell; in whose eye, stripes to a wretched and poore Gally-slaue are but a merriment; and the gushing out of a Christians blood but a mockerie. For the honour of thy beloued Sonne (who laid downe his owne life for my ransome) suffer not these enemies of thy glory to insult ouer one of thy children. For the honor of thy Church (of which I am a member) suffer not thy Religion to be trodden to dust (in mee) by the tyranny and crueltie of a blaspheming Pagan: or if it bee in thy Diuine purpose, to haue me longer to grone vnder this heauie yoake of seruitude and slauerie for the triall of my faith; thy will bee done: yet O LORD, stand thou by my side: shrink not from me, lest thou forsaking mee I fall away from thee, & so vtterly perish in Turkish ignorance: confirm me in my religio¯, infuse into me thy grace, teach my tongue to speake of thee boldly, my thoughts to meditate vpon thee sincerely, and strengthen thou my bodie to maintaine thy cause euen to the death. Amen.

19. A Praier for men that worke in dangerous workes as Colepits mines, &c.

OVT of my Bedde (the image of my Graue) hast thou raised mee (O Lord) thy Angels sat vpon mine eye-liddes, like Centinels to guard me all the while I lay asleepe: O suffer thou the same watchmen to protect me now I am awake. I need thy help alwayes, (for what is man without thee?) but so neere the house of danger must I this day dwell, that on my knees I entreate thee to keepe side by side with mee in my goings. Saue my bodie, O Lord: for death is (at euery turning about) at my elbow. Saue my soule, whatsoeuer fals vpon my bodie. Which diuine part of me, that it may come into thy heauenly treasure-house, inspire mee with that wisedome which descendeth from aboue. Purifie my thoughts, & let them with spotles wings bee continually flying about thy throne. Purge my heart, that it may come before thee like a bride-groome, full of chaste loue. Refine my soule, that like siluer seuentimes tried in the fire, it may beare the bright figure of Saluation. In vaine doeth the builder lay his foundation, vnlesse thy hand bee at the setting vp. Set therefore thy hand to this worke of mine; encourage mee to vndertake it, embolden mee to goe forward, and enable me to finish it. Amen.



20. A Prayer for a poore man.

O Thou King both of Heauen and earth, whose blessings fall vpon man like showers of raine: open that rich fountain of thy grace, and let the drops of it reliue me that am the miserablest of thy creatures. Thou hast clothed mee in the habits of basenesse; but, O LORD, furnish thou my minde with the riches of thy mercie. I am content (O FATHER) with this poore estate, and comfort my selfe with it, knowing that thy blessed Sonne had at his birth but a ma¯ger in stead of a cradle to ly in, & being the Lord of the whole world, not so much as a dwelling house of his his owne to lodge in. The Sparrow lighteth not vppon the ground without thy prouidence, nor doeth the meanest of thy children breath, but thou prouidest for him. Sithence I came naked into the world, this nakednesse of mine is but the badge of my natiuitie: bestow therefore thy grace vpon mee, that I may not enuy those that swim in the abundance of wealth. Feed me, O Lord, with the bread of life: that I may growe stro¯g in health euerlasting; let me drinke of the benefit of my Redeemers blood: Clothe mee (O God) with righteousnesse: and albeit thou hast in thy iudgement and to expresse thy glorie, appointed mee to bee an out-cast amongst men, and to be the scum of the world, yet, O Lord, cast mee not out of thy presence, but for thy deare Sons sake, whose blood bought the begger as well as the Prince, make mee a free-denizen in the citie of Heauen. So be it.

FINIS.

THE Eagle.

The EAGLE bringeth courage.

Vigilate & Orate.

Printed at London by H.B. for N.B. 1609.



To the right worthie and right worshipfull Gentleman, Sir Iohn Scot, knight: a prosperous increase of honour in this world, and a perfect inioying of glorie in the world to come.

SIR, after I had builded vp these foure altars of deuotion, with purpose to present the first of the¯ to your worshipful brother in Law (Sir Thomas Smith;) I knew not where to find a man that did more truely parallell him in goodnesse then you your selfe; aswell for the ornaments of mind, as for that integritie, pietie, zeale, and other riches of the soule, wherewith the world taketh especiall note, that you are (both) abundantly stored. For that cause thefore, (as also in regard that Affinitie hath knit you together in a strong and holy league of loue) am I bold to reare vp this my second altar to the memorie of your name. Vpon it are offered vp Prayers onely, whose incense are as sweet odours in the nostrils of God. They are in behalfe of Princes and Rulers (who are the highest vpo¯ earth) & therfore doeth an Eagle carie them vp to heauen. Shee flieth now to your bosome, there to build her nest: esteeming it a happie place for her to abide in, sithence shee foreseeth (or at least with me praieth) that all your thoughts, words and actions which are bred within you, doe shew themselues, and so may proue still true Eagles, by being able to looke stedfastly on the sunne of righteousnesse. And thus crauing pardon for boldnesse, I rest:

Deuoted yours



To the vertuously-hopefull yong Gentleman, Sir George Hayward, Knight, sonne in law to the right worshipfull, Sir Iohn Scot, Knight.

GOD is the best Schoole-master, his laws the noblest studie: and what lessons (of Him) are taught, (truely) how plaine soeuer the Method be, the wisest need not be ashamed to read them. So that I presume, you will fauour these yong blossomes, because your selfe are but in growing. They are dewed with the drops of a Pellica¯ whose property is to suffer her own bosome to bleed, that others may be fed. It is the bird of Charity, & the true Embleme of Christ on the Crosse, (who was al Loue.) His sids are here pierced, & his blood here runs forth, making a riuer, in which only (& by no other fountain) the leprosie of sin is for euer to be clensed. You shal find only 7. heads of sinne (here) cut off by prayer: not because it hath no more heads but 7. or that these ar the greatest: but being not able to fight (in so narrow a roome) with the multitude of the¯ al, I was contented to set vpo¯ a certain nu¯ber. The Armour to encounter with them is here prepared: it is made fit for any Christian to weare. If you vouchsafe to put it on, others by your example wil vndertake the same quarrell. To fight for Christ is an honorable combat. Sins are his vtter enemies, & here you may learn how to co¯found them. The war is godly: the victorie glorious: your triumph will be in heauen. To wrastle against such foes shall well become your yeres, and to giue the¯ the ouerthrow wil be a crowne to you in olde age. To the honor of which I do as heartily wish you may come, as you are happily ingrafted into religious & vnblemished Families, which (to your co¯fort) you may reckon the first of those good blessings which God hath multiplied vpon you,



To the Reader.

READER: the greatest good that Christ did for thee, was to die for thee: and the greatest pleasure thou canst doe for him, is to die to thy selfe. That is to say, to crucifie all the sinnes and corruptions of thy soule, as he suffered his bodie (to redeeme thine) to be mangled on a Crosse. He was a Pellican for thy sake; bee thou a Pellican to thy selfe and others and flie with two wings (to heauen) Faith and good Workes. If thou vsest the first wing without the second, thy fligpt is but lame: if the last only without the former, thy pace is but losie: exercise both, and be sure thou shalt get thither.

Fare-well.



THE EAGLE.

The EAGLE bringeth courage.

Vigilate & Orate.

Pinted at London, by H. B. for Nathaniel Butter. 1609.



1. A Prayer made by the vertuous and renowmed Queene ELIZABETH, of most happie memorie.

O GOD allmaker, keeper, & guider; Inurement of thy rare-seen, vnused, and seld-heard-of goodnesse, powred in so plentifull sort vpon vs full oft, breeds now this boldnesse, to craue with bowed knees & hearts of humility, thy large hand of helping power, to assist with wonder our iust cause, not fou¯ded on Prides-motion, nor begu¯ on Malice-stock; but as thou best knowest, to whom nought is hid, grou¯ded on iust defence from wrongs, hate, and bloody desire of conquest. For since, meanes thou hast imparted to saue that thou hast giuen, by enioying such a people, as scornes their blood-shedde, where suretie ours is one: fortifie (deare God) such hearts in such sort, as their best part may bee worst, that to the truest part meant worst, with least losse to such a nation, as despise their liues for their Countreys good. That all Forreine lands may laud and admire the Omnipote¯cie of thy work: a fact alone for thee onely to performe. So shall thy Name bee spread for wonders wrought, & the faithfull encouraged, to repose in thy vnfellowed Grace: And wee that minded nought but right, inchained in thy bonds for perpetuall slauerie, and liue & die the sacrificers of our soules for such obteined fauour. Warrant, deare Lord, all this with thy command. AMEN.



2. A Prayer for the King.

KINGS are gods vpo¯ earth, yet (O Lord) they are but thy seruants; they rule kingdomes, yet the chariot of their Empire turnes ouer & ouer, vnlesse thou teach their hands how to holde the bridle. More then men they are amongst men, yet lesse they are then themselues, if they breake thy lawes: for sithence they are thy Stewards, and are trusted with much, it is a great reckoning to which they must answere.

Lay therefore (O God) thy right hand vpon the head of our soueraigne (King IAMES) fasten his Crown to his temples, that no treason may lift it off: bind it about with Oliue-branches, and let peace euer dwell in the circle of it. Plant a guard of Angels about his bed, and a troupe of Saints about his throne: that his sleepes may bee golden slumbers, and his watchings may bee Diuine Meditations. Powre into his bosome thy grace, that all his actions may aduance thy glorie. Be thou his armour in the day of battell, and (like the wings of an Eagle) let thine armes couer him in the sunne-shine of peace. Make him (O Lord) a Priest in thy Church, a sheepheard to thy flockes, a father in the Co¯mo¯ wealth, a Captaine in thy quarrell, a conqueror in thy warres. Crowne his middle age with numbers of yeares, as thou hast crowned his youth with the inheritance of many kingdomes; let the diall of his life mooue slowly on, and suffer not the last houre of his olde age to strike, till those that now stand vp about him like the tender branches of the vine may bee seene growing on the bankes of his kingdome, like so many rowes of tall Cedars. Let his raigne (O Lord) be like the age of Methusalem: his knowledge like the wisedome of Salomon: and his off spring blessed like the seede of Abraham. Giue him Dauids soule, but suffer him not to fall into Dauids sinnes: let him number his people, not to make thee angry with him, but to make him loue them. Tie (O God) all the strings of their hearts to his bosome, like so manie lines drawne to one center, so shall their safety bee his fortresse, their prosperitie his riches, and the houres of his pleasure, the sweetest of their contentation. Grant these and all other blessings fit for such a Prince, grant them (O LORD) for the benefit of thy Church, for the honour of this Kingdome, and the peace of thy people. Amen.

3. A Prayer for the Queene.

SHED (O Lord) thy graces in showers of abundance vpon thy royall hand-maid, ANNE, the wife of our Soueraigne, thy seruant, & the mother to so manie nations, besides the glorie of her own. Co¯tinue that great and excellent worke in her which thou hast begunne; hidde from our eyes for a number of yeares together (now past) & to our Kingdome, the best and onely comfort, which for the present, or for the hopes of future ages, wee doe now enioy: and that is a long, a faire and a certaine line of succession, of which heretofore we stood doubtfull: albeit in the secrets of thy wisedome we were not depriued of it. As she is now a mother to a heap of Princes, that are borne to bee Kings and Queenes, so (O Lord) make her a grandmother to the sonnes of Kings and Queenes, that they may stand about her like so many crowned rulers of nations, and shee in the midsts of them, as the onely tree, vpon which those nations haue beene grafted. Let (O God) such an euen thred of loue bee spunne betweene the King & her, that all her thoughts may be confined to his bosome, & all his desires may sleep only vpo¯ her pillow, and that both their hearts may burne in holy flames of affection towards thee. Sanctifie her wombe, that it may bring foorth none but such fruite as may glorifie thy Name, may shine as sunne-beames to comfort this land, and to bee as rich iewels in the royal eyes of the parents. Keep treason (O Lord) from the throne vpon which shee sits, and parasites (who are as dangerous as traitours) from her princely eare, when thee wanteth counsell. Support her by thy right hand when shee walketh foorth, and let thy Angels goe before her, at her returning home. As thou hast crowned her with happinesse in this world, so when it is thy pleasure, that shee shall put off the robe of mortaltie, grant (O FATHER) that shee may bee crowned with starres, and cloathed in a robe of righteousnesse and of heauenly eternitie. Amen.



4. A Prayer for the Prince of Wales.

WHat are KINGS (O Lord) vnlesse thou standest by the¯ as their guard? And what are the sonnes of Kings, vnlesse thou vouchsafest to be their Father? Let the armes therefore of thy loue be throwen about that hope-full and royall heyre to our Countrey, Prince HENRY: adopt him into thy fauour: couer him with thy wings, let him bee tender to thee as the apple of thine eye. As yet he is but a greene plant; O drop the deaw of thy graces vpon his head, that he may flourish till the shadow of his branches be a co¯fort to this whole Iland Breath thou all wisedome into their soules that are set ouer him as tutors or guardia¯s, that knowledge may, as it were, from so manie pipes bee conueie into his brest, and that from thence againe (as from a fountain) it may flow cleerely and abundantly into all the parts of this thy Church & kingdome. Let Religion be the columne vpon which hee shall alwayes stand, zeale the pillow vpon which hee shall kneele, and the quarrel of the Gospel, for which he shall goe to warre: knit therfore (O Lord) strength to his right arme, and when a good cause calles him (at his manly state) into the field, gird thou about his loines the sword of victorie. No musick (O Lord) is more pleasing to thine eare (as thy kingly Prophet Dauid doth sing) then the vnitie of brethren: It is like the pretious ointment, that ran downe from the head to the beard, euen to the beard of Aaron, and so to the skirts of his clothing, yea, it is like the dewe of Hermon, which fel vpon the hill of Sion: tune therfore (O mercifull God) all the heart-strings of this our young Prince HENRY, & the rest of that royal blood (his Brethren and Sisters) that thy may neuer sound in discord. Let no more the leaues of our two Roses be plucked by ciuill vprore from their stalkes: no more suffer thou ensignes to be spread by Yorkists and Lancastrians one against another: But (according to their names) gra¯t (O Lord) that they may bee good Stewards ouer this great houshold of the now-firmlie vnited Families, and covnited kingdomes. Subscribe to these requests of ours (O God) for thy mercies sake: Seale them vp, vnder the large patent of thy promise for thy Sons saks Iesus Christ: In whose Name whatsoeuer we aske thou hast vowed to grant: grant this, giue this, O God, wee beseech thee. Amen: Amen.

5. A Prayer for the Counsell.

COunsell to a Kingdome is like the Compasse to a ship vnder saile; without the one, a State is shaken by euery tempest, and without the other, men run vpon the rocks of ineuitable danger. Set therefore thy foote (O God) amongst the Lords of our Counsell: sit thou at their Table with them, & suffer no decrees to passe there, but those wherin thou hast a hand. Appoint Prouidence, to dwell vpon their browes, that they may fore see thine and our enemies: bid watchfulnesse to sit on their eye-lids, to meete the stroake when it is co¯ming, and courage to buckle armour to their brests, that they may valiantly beare it off without shrinking: let zeale & integritie go on either side of the¯, to make the¯ walk vpright, whilest concord holdes them hand in hand to preserue them fro¯ factions. Giue them long life with much honour: heape vpon the¯ wisedome, with much loue. As they are one body in Counsell, so let all their counsels bee to the safety of one head. Graunt this, O thou that wey ghest all the actions of Rulers and Princes vpon earth. Amen.



6. A Prayer for the Nobilitie.

LOoke down (O Lord) from heauen vpo¯ this land, and amongst all those in the same, whom, we beseech thee, to blesse, powre vpon our Nobibitie the riches of all thy graces: as euery good man (O Lord) in thy sight is noble, so make thou euerie man that is noble amongst vs to bee good. Teach them to know, that greatnesse of blood is giuen them to the intent they should build vpo¯ the same the greatnes of thy glory. And sithence they are the fairest streames that beautifie this kingdome, preserue them (O Lord) from the poison of ambition, of enuie one against another, and from dessension, lest the common people tasting likewise of the same after them the whole Commonwealth be swallowed vp in confusion. Stand thou before the gates of their houses, that no foule thoughts or acts may enter to staine their Families with the spots of treason; but bee thou the pillar to vpholde them, sithence if thou forsake them, the foundation of their houses must fal, and their posteritie bee rooted fro¯ the earth. Guide them therefore with thy grace, arme them with thy feare assist them with thy loue. So be it. Amen.

17. A Praier for the Church

THE Church (O God) is the Schoole, where thine owne lawes (written by thine owne hand) are taught: It is the Temple where thou thy selfe vtterest thy diuine oracles. It is the house where thou dwellest: It is the palace where (with spiritual eyes) we behold the brightnesse of thy Maiestie: Giue it therefore illumination by the beames of thy glorie: and since it is thy Spouse, let her stand before thee as a virgine (chaste and vndefiled.) Driue all foxes, and rauening wolues out of this thy Temple, and admit none but Lambes (clothed in puritie & innocencie of life) and thy chosen flocke to feede there. Suffer it not to bee (as it was when thy blessed Sonne went vpon earth) a denne of theeues, but (as hee did, so do thou) driue from thence all those that sell thine honour and the soules of thy people. O Lord, weed this great and vniuersall garden of thine from al thornes and briers, that seeke to choake the good seed: plant in it none but grafts of thine owne nurcerie, so shalt thou bee sure they will bring foorth fruite, faire for shew, sweet for taste, wholesome for vse, and such as shall bud out in due season: so shall thy Name bee truely hououred, thy praises duely sung, thy workes (with reuerence) wondred at, and thy wonders magnified from one end of the world to another. Graunt that it may bee so, for the fulnesse of thy Sonnes merits, and for the setting foorth of thine owne mercies. Amen.

8. A Prayer for the Clergie.

O Euerlasting King of glorie, that sendest the Ministers of thy word as thine Embassadours, to treat with men about the peace of their soules, giue them (O Lord) such instructions that they may deliuer their messages boldly, vprightlie, & to the good both of thy kingdome, & of those to whom they are sent. They are those heauenly purseua¯ts that run vpo¯ the erra¯ds of our sauing health: They are Angels that goe and come betweene thee and vs: guide therefore their feete, that sinne may lay no stumbling blockes before them to make them fall; nor that forgetting the high honour in which thou hast placed them, they bee cast downe for their pride, into the pit of darkenesse. And sithence (O God) thou hast placed the¯ on thy holy hil (the Church) as beacons, giue them grace that (with the 7. wise virgins) their lights may neuer goe foorth, but still burne brightly to arme thy people against the inuasion of that enemie of mankind the diuel and his army, that day & night seeketh to deuoure him. Wipe away al mists of errors fro¯ their eies, that seing thee cleerely, they may teach others how to behold thee truely. They are Pastors ouer thy flocks: as they haue the names of Shepheards, so let them haue the natures to feede the sheepe co¯mitted to their charge, & not to fliece them. And as they breake vnto vs the bread of life (which thou sendest, imploying them but as the stewards, or almoners of thy housholds) so graunt, O Lord) that we may not suffer them to starue for earthly bread, but that like brothers wee may relieue them, like children wee may reuerence them, like Lambes of thy fold we may loue the shepheards of thy fields, and like sworne souldiers to the crosse of Christ, wee may liue and die with then vnder his glorious banner. Amen.

9. A Prayer for the Iudges of the land.

IVDGEMENT, O Lord, is thine: yet to keep man in awe hast thou appointed Iudges (as thy deputies on earth) to punish him when hee goeth beyond his bounds. Vnto those therefore that holde the sword of Iustice, giue thou steddy hands, that they may not strike innocence, and that when they are to punish, they may imitate thee, who smitest not to kill, but to beget amendement. Suffer not the left hand of our Iudges to know what the right hand doeth: nor that the eare neere vnto which the rich man stands bee open, till the poore mans wrongs be both heard and redressed. Whip, O Lord, briberie from their gates, and partialitie out of their priuate chambers; let thy lawesly before the¯ when they read the statutes of mens making, that reading what thou hast writ, they may not open their lippes to pronou¯ce false iudgement: but sit, O Lord, so close by them vpon their seates of Iustice, that by thinking they themselues must one day be called to a bar, they may doe nothing here but what (with a good conscience) they may answere there. Amen.

10. A Praier for the Court.

O Lord, bee thou a husband to that great houshold of our King, bee thou a father vnto that familie, and keepe them (as children) both in thy feare and loue. And because the Courts of Princes are the very lights of kingdomes, powre thy oyle of grace into this light of ours that it may not be darkned, but may bring co¯fort to all thy people: preserue those that liue there in brotherly affection one towards another, and in loyaltie to him that is their Soueraigne. Banish fro¯ thence all those vices that commo¯ly blemish the beautie of kings Palaces: and let thy word bee of such power in this place, that it may rather seem the Temple of the euerlasting king of Heauen, then the dwelling house of a king vpon earth. Grant this (O Lord) & whatsoeuer else is requisite for the setting forth of thy glory, wee beseech thee, in the name of thy Sonne Iesus Christ. Amen.



II. A Prayer for the Citie.

O Father of mercy, look downe vpon this cittie, not with an eye of Iustice, for no flesh is righteou in thy sight: but behold this thy sanctuarie, as thy Sonne did Ierusalem, when he wept, that the citie of the Lord should bee so full of iniquitie. If those miracles (O God) which haue bene shewen in this greatest city of thine now vpon earth, had beene done in Tyre and Sidon, they would haue repented in sackcloth and ashes; but wee more and more prouoke thee to anger: yet, O Lord, stay thy hand from striking, and thy lippes from pronouncing those woes that were breathed foorth by thee against Chorazin and Bethsaida. Say not thou, O God, to this Citie, as thou didst to Capernaum: And thou Capernaum which art lifted vp to Heauen, shalt be brought down to hell. But gather thy children together as the Hen gathereth her chickens vnder her wing, and suffer not thy holy habitations to be left desolate. Set, O Lord, an hoste of Angels at the gates, and let trueth spread her banner on the walles: suffer not the arrowes of the inuader to fall vpon our houses by day, nor the sword of the strong man to smite vs by night. Giue wisedome, O Lord, to the Rulers of this Citie, zeale to the Preachers therein and holinesse of life to the Inhabitants. Let the tree of thy Gospel (which so many years hath here flourished) still spread into large branches, and those branches beare abundance of liuely fruit. Saue, O Lord, this Temple of thine; blesse it, defend it, crowne it with honours, that it may out-shine all the Cities in the world in goodnesse as it doeth in greatnesse. Amen.



12. A Prayer for the Countrey.

O Thou that art the Creator of all things that are good for man, giue vnto our corne-fields fatnes and increase, and vpon our medows raine downe the waters of plentie: let our la¯d be like vnto that which thou saidst should flowe with milke and hony: for as the heauens are thine so is the earth thine: Thou hast made also the North and the South: the winds are in thy hand; bridle them therefore, and binde them in the prisons of the earth, that they may not come forth to destroy the labours of the ploughman, nor to defeat the husbandman of his hopes. Set, O gracious Father, faithfull and learned and watchfull shepheards ouer the poore flock of vs thy people, that the blindnesse of ignorance may not cause our soules to wander in the shades of euerlasting death. Guide vs, O Lord, neither in the pathes of our forefathers (if they went astray) nor after the common steppes of the present time, vnles it be according to those wayes which are trode out before vs, by thy Sonne Iesus Christ. Teach vs to loue thee, to know thee, to liue after thy lawes, and to die after thy commandements; so shall we be sure to cha¯ge this countrey of frailtie, of sinne and of miserie, for the land of promise, and the kingdome of all fulnesse & felicitie. Grant this O Father of vs all, grant this O Redeemer of vs all. Amen.

13. A Prayer for a Magistrate.

THou hast called mee (O Lord) being but a worme of the earth, and raised to riches, as it were, euen out of dust, to be a Ruler ouer others: bestow on mee therefore the spirit of Wisedome, that I may first learne how to gouerne my selfe: for the perfect knowledge of a mans self, brings him (O God) to the true knowledge of thee. Humble mee (O my Maker) in this toppe of my height: that my head being lifted vp to honor, my heart may not swell vp with pride: giue mee a mind not to execute my owne will but thine: giue me an eye that may not lust after my owne profit, but the aduancement of thy glorie, and the good of the Commonwealth. As thou hast placed mee, to bee a Pillar to vphold others, so grant that I may not prooue a weake Pillar, to throw my selfe downe; and with my fall to bruise others that stand vnder me. In all my waies (O Lord) goe thou before me, as a Lanthorne to my feet: In all my actions stand thou by me, as my Schoolemaster to direct mee: In all my prosperity let mee looke onely vpon thee: In all my troubles of bodie or mind, turne not thou thine eyes from mee: suffer mee not (O Sauiour) by abundance of wealth to forget thee, nor by feeling want, to fall into despaire, and so forsake thee. Grant this, and whatsoeuer else O Lord, I stand in neede of to guide me in this dangerous Sea, wherein thou hast appointed me to saile. Grant it O God, for thy Sonnes sake, in whose Name I beg thy mercies. Amen.



14. A Prayer for a Lawyer.

O THOV that art the truest Law-giuer, so instruct mee in the holy decrees of thy word, that I may practise nothing but the fulfilling of thy Ordinances: let not my to¯gue plead and bee imployed about purchasing earthly goods for other men, and be forgetfull how to prouide for the saluation of my owne soule. As my profession is the law of man, so let my profession bee to doe right to all men: for equitie is the ground vpon which law is builded. Take from my bosome, O Lord, all moderate and vnmeasurable desires of heaping the riches of this world together by meanes vnlawfull. Suffer mee not by oppression to ioyne house to house, land to land, and lord-shippe to lordship; but that I may euer remember that I am but as a pilgrim vpo¯ earth, and that at my departure from thence I must goe either to glorie eternall or torments to endure without end: grant therefore (O my God) that I may deliuer to euery man his true Epha, & his true Hin, that is to say, Iust measure, of that which of right belongs vnto him. O Lord, giue mee (as thy kingly Prophet beggeth at thy hands, neither pouerty nor abundance of wealth; onely grant vnto me so much as may maintaine my life. For thy Sonnes sake my redeemer, hearken, O Lord, to these requests of thy seruant. So be it. Amen.

15. A Prayer for the two Vniuersities.

O THOV insearchable depth of all wisdome, open thou the fountaines of knowledge, and let the streames of it equally run to the two famous Nurseries of learning (the two Vniuersities of this land) Oxford and Cambridge, that from the brests of those two (as it were from the tender nipples of mothers) the youth and Gentry of this land may sucke the milke both of Diuine and Humane Science. Graft thou, O LORD, vpon those two great Trees infinite numbers of Plants, that in good time may yeelde much fruite to thy Church, and profit to the weale publicke. And seeing that these two Starres of Learning are to giue Comfort, or to fill with darkenesse this our whole Kingdome, bestow vpon them (O Lord) such beames of Heauenly light, that euen forraine countreyes, aswell as our owne, may be glorified in their splendor. Direct all the studies of those that liue vpon the foode of the soule there, (which is wisedome) to a holy end. Make them to loue as brethren, & to liue as Christians: suffer not vaine glorie to ingender pride amongst them, nor phantasticknesse of wit, to drowne them in ridiculous and apish folly. But so mould both their minds & bodies, that they may enter into those sanctified temples as thy children, & come from thence as seruants of thy ministerie. Amen.



16. A Prayer for the confusion of traytors.

O Father of nations, O king of kings, & Lord of Lords, send from thy throne an hoste of Angels to guard our Prince, his Realme & his people from the deuouring iawes of traitours that are stretched wide open to swallow vp this land, where thy Gospel is taught & practised. Arm vs with safety & with boldnesse that we without feare or perill may walke vpon the lyon & the adder, that lye in dennes waiting to sucke our blood: yea couer vs (O God) with thy wings, that wee may tread vpon the yong lyon and the dragon, that spit fire to destroy this noble kingdom, & to drinke the blood of thine anointed. The death of Saul fall vpon the¯ that persecute thy seruant Dauid: let Dauid (O Lord) escape, but let these Sauls perish by the sword. The miserie that struck the house of Ieroboam, because hee made Israel to sinne, round begirt these enemies of thy Church and of our countrey. Smite (O God) in thy iust wrath the rocks, & send the whirlewinds forth to blow the dust of their wicked counsels into their owne eyes: giue to these Achitophels, the shame and confusion that Achitophel met with in his cursed treasons to Absolon against his father Dauid; yea, O Lord, let the proudest of the faction die vpon a tree as proud Absolo¯ did. Vp, Lord arise, and with the breath of thy nostrils, disperse into aire, all these conspiracies: scatter the traytors and their treasons, as chaffe tossed before the wind. Bring to light whatsoeuer they plot in darkenesse, and let their owne counsels bee their owne confusions. Amen.



17. A Prayer in time of ciuill warre.

HEauie are our sinnes, and many in number, yet doe wee run out still in the summe of them, not thinking vpo¯ the last, deere and most dreadfull accompt, to which one day we must be called: our sins are great in quantitie, yet haue they a quicke pace, & are euer at our heeles, flie weneuer so fast from them: so that if thy iustice (O God) pursue vs, we are but as sheepe running to the slaughter, or as soldiers felled to the earth in the day of battell. Haue mercie therefore (O thou God of all mercie) pull in the rod of thy anger, and take pitie of vs thy children. Smite vs not in thy rage, for then wee perish, but beate vs in thy loue, and then we shall amend. But aboue all the punishments which thou hast layd vp in store for vs, and which wee all deserue, deferre, O God, defer, yea, sweare thou wilt no more mowe downe this land (as the haruesters sickle doeth the Corne) with the iron sword of ciuill warre. Beat backe those surges that would drowne their owne shores to whom they owe obedience, and let them serue to quench any fires that by rebellious hands shall bee kindled to burne in the bosome of our kingdome. We haue beene (O Lord) a long time lookers on vpon our neighbour-contreyes, and haue seene their cities turned to cinders, yet haue not beene scorched with the flames. France doeth yet mourne in the ashes of those fires, and Germany is eue¯ now stiffled with the smoaks. O send not thy Angel with a fierie sword from them to vs, to make them spectators of our miseries, nor to shake it ouer our cities, as thou didst whe¯ thou threatnedst destruction to that thine owne citie Ierusalem. Spare vs, O Lord, and looke not vpo¯ vs in the day of indignation, saue vs from the arrowes of strange nations, and suffer not the hands of our owne to bee our own murderers: for thy Sonnes sake Iesus Christ, who lost his blood that ours might not bee cast away, doe we beg this. Grant this, O Lord. Amen: Now, and for euer. Amen.

18. A Prayer to stay the pestilence.

CAll home, O Lord, thy messengers who¯ thou hast sent forth with full vials of thy wrath to powre vpon thy people: O stay the Inuaders arme, who shooteth darts of pestilence so thickly amo¯gst vs, that in heapes we descend into the mericlesse graue. Death is but thy seruant, and can execute none but those whom thou condemnest, yet hee hath (and still doeth) plaid the cruell tyrant: for the liuing whom he spareth, are not able to bury carcases so fast as hee destroyeth them. Checke him therefore, O God, and charge him no more to spoile these temples made by thine owne hands. O God of heauen, wee haue broken thy lawes: we confesse so much: wee repent that wee haue angred so good & gracious a Father. O Sonne of God, wee haue crucified thee againe and againe in our sinnes, wee confesse so much, wee repent that wee haue abused so excellent an Author of our Repemption; yet haue mercie vpon vs: O Father speake in our behalfe, O thou blessed Sonne, plead for our pardon: bee thou our mediator, reconcile vs to the king of heauen and earth, against whom wee haue committed treason. And whatsoeuer becomes of our bodies, or how soon soeuer they must turne into earth, yet haue mercy on our soules, saue them (O Sauiour) challenge them for thine owne, and lay them vp in the treasure-house of Heauen, because they are the iewels bought with the price of thy precious blood Amen.



19. A Prayer in time of Famine.

THree whips (O Lord) thou holdest in thy ha¯d, when thou art displeased with any kingdome, each of the¯ with one blow being able to destroy the mightiest nation: & those are, Warre, Pestilence, and Famine; the last of them being the worst, the sharpest & most terrible: wind vp therefore (O mercifull God) the cords of this thy dreadfullest executioner: bind vp the iawes of this insatiable vulture, that she breath not vpon thy people: but open the entrals of the earth, that shee may giue to man and beast their wonted sustenance. As thou hast made mouthes, so make meate to fill those mouthes; lest otherwise Christians feede vpon the blood of Christians, as heretofore they haue done in other kindgdomes, that haue fallen from thy obedience. Auert, O Lord, this consuming plague fro¯ the gates of our cities, and in stead of peniury, send plentie to relieue vs. Make vs thankfull for thy blessings, let vs not repine at thy punishments, but with patience beare willingly whatsoeuer thou laiest vpo¯ vs; yet, O FATHER, lay no more then flesh & blood may suffer, and let all that thou doest bee onelie for our triall and amendement. Amen.

20. A Prayer in time of persecution.

WOlues (O Lord) & rauenous beasts haue from the beginning broke into thy pastures, and suckt the blood of thy sheepe: now, euen now, are the snares pitched, and the Butchers knife whetted to take away the liues of thy yong ones. Arise therefore from thy throne, and set thy foote on the proude and stiffe neckes of these persecutors of thy Gospell and scoffers of thy glorie. Strike them (O Lord of hosts) with thy right arme, and make them feele what it is to striue against the Almightie: Smite them blind in their own works: and as at the building vp of Babel, thou didst confou¯d the pride of thine enemies by altring their languages; so (O GOD) cast thou downe this Babell of idolatrie which these vngodly ones build vp in their own braines, and by the traditions of men: and put into their mouthes, tongues which none may vnderstand. Bee thou our God, & saue thy people whom thy Sonne hath redeemed; bee thou our Captaine, and fight for thy Church, whom thy Sonne calleth his Spouse: Be thou Iehouah, and command the earth to open and swallow these prophane and professed enemies of thy truth: so shal we thy people worship thee freely; so shall we triumph to see thy honour aduanced; so shall we euer praise thee; so shall all nations glorifie thy Name. Amen.

21. A Praier for the Master of a Family.

SINCE thou hast (O Lord) made me a Steward ouer a familie; direct me by thy owne Lawes, that I may neuer steppe beyond the limits of my duetie: to the intent that when at the great Audit-day I shall bee called to an account, how I haue behaued my selfe in that office; I may receiue from thee (O LOD) the hire of a faithfull Seruant. Blesse (O Father of heauen and earth) the labours of mine owne hand, and of those that are committed to my charge. Suffer mee not to descend into base and indirect wayes, to purchase riches; but (according to thine owne statute) with the sweat of my brow let mee eate my bread. Inspire me with knowledge of thy holy word, that I may learne how to liue well my selfe, and instruct others (about mee) to doe the like. Temper, O Lord, my mind & my affections, that no houshold brawles be kindled vnder my roofe; or if they take fire, giue me patience to endure them, & wisedom how to quench them: preserue my name (O my GOD) from the sting of the slanderer, and let me be so iealous of my reputation, that I enter neuer into any action to the dishonouring of thee, or bringing my own life into infamie. At my vprising, blesse mee: at my downe-lying, lay thy hand ouer me: In my walkes, be thou my guide: In my meditations, be thou my Tutour: let thy booke be my studie, and let all my study bee to get aduancement with those that are preferred to euerlasting life; to which (O Lord) bring me, I must hu¯bly beseech thee, for thine owne glories sake, and for thy Sonnes sake Iesus Christ. Amen.

FINIS.

THE Pellican.

The PELLICAN bringeth health.

Vigilate & Orate.

London printed by H. B. for Nathaniel Butter. 1609.



To the Reader.

READER: as it behoueth thee to become an humble supplia¯t to God, when thou standest in neede of any necessaries to maintaine thine owne life: so art thou bound by duety to thy maker, and by the lawes of religion and Christianitie to bee an earnest suter to his Maiestie in behalfe of others: sithence then that the most righteous man vpon earth sinneth seuen times a day, and that Rulers and Magistrates, who are set ouer others, are but men themselues; God hath appointed thee to make intercession (before him) for them, because it is his custome to lay his blessings vpon one man, through the faithfull and zealous Prayers of another. I haue in few words told thee with what office the king of heauen & earth hath put thee in trust. Read ouer this booke, and it will teach thee how to execute it: and by discharging the place, to be a true Christian. Doe so: Thou knowest thy reward.

Farewell.



THE Pellican.

The PELLICAN bringeth health.

Vigilate & Orate.

Printed at London by H. B. for N. B. 1609.



The Pellican.

THe third Bird that I call out of Noahs Ark, is the Pellican. The nature of the Pellican is to peck her owne bosom, & with the drops of her blood to feede her yong ones: so in our Prayers wee must (in the loue that wee beare to God) beate at our brests till (with the bleeding drops of a contrite and repentant heart) we haue fedde our Soules with the nourishment of euerlasting life. The Pellican is content to yeeld vp her owne life to saue others: so in our Prayers, wee must bee willing to yeeld vp all the pleasures of the world, and to kill all the desires of the body for the preseruation of the soule. As Christ therefore suffered abuses before his death, and agonies at the time of his death (both of them being to the number principally of ten) so (because our Pellican is a figure of him in his passion) doth this third Bird take tenne flights; at euery flight her wings bearing vp a praier, to defend vs fro¯ those sins for which Christ died. The abuses & agonies which Christ put vp & suffred being in number x.) are these: First, the betraying of him by one of his owne seruants: Secondly, the buffeting of him, and scrourging him in the open Hall by his owne nation: Thirdly, his arraignement and condemnation, when nothing could be prooued against him: Fourthly, the compelling of him to carrie his owne crosse, when already he had vndertaken to cary on his backe all our sinnes: Fiftly, the nailing of him to the tree of shame: Sixtly, the crowning of him in scorne, with a crowne of thornes: Seuenthly, the hanging of two common theeues in his company: Eightly, the giuing of Vineger and Gall to him when he was thirsty: Ninthly, the sorrows of hel, which he felt when in the vnspeakable anguish of his soule hee was forced to cry: Eli, Eli, Lamasabacthani. And lastly, the piercing of his glorious side with a speare. These are the ten wings with which Christ (our Pellican) flew to his death. Now cast vp your eyes and behold, and listen with your eares and heare what ten notes our Pellican maketh comming out of Noahs Ark.



CHRIST, the Pellican.

Christ bringeth into the field seuen liuely vertues, to fight against, and confound seuen deadly sinnes.

CHRIST the Sonne of GOD, is the Pellican, whose blood was shet out to feed vs: the Physition made of his owne bodie a medicine to cure vs; looke vpon him well, and behold his bodie hanging on a crosse, his wounds bleeding, his blood trickling on the earth, his head bowed downe (as it were to kisse vs) his verie sides opened, (as it were to shew how in his heart he loued vs) his armes stretched out to their length, (as it were to embrace vs.) And iudge by all these, if Christ be not our truest Pellican. He that was the Son of God, became the mockerie of men: He that was King of heauen and earth, suffered his browes to weare a crowne of thornes: He endured hunger that is our food: he drunk gal that is our fou¯taine of life: He receiued wounds, that is our health: He tasted the bitternesse of death, that is mans only saluatio¯ & what Pellican can do more for her yong ones?

Our bodies were ful of corruptio¯; our soules were spotted: our soules & bodies were forfeited to hell: sinne had pawnd them, sinne had lost them, sinne had made them foule. All the physicke in the world could not purge our corruption: all the fountains in the world could not wash out our spots: al the gold & siluer on earth could not redeeme our forfeitures: al the Kings vnder heauen could not pay our ra¯soms: nothing could free vs fro¯ captiuity, but to make Christ a prisoner Nothing could giue vs life, but the heauenly Pellicanes death, hell, was the goale into which we were to be throwe¯, diuels the keepers, that shold haue fettered vs for euer: our euill actions, the Iudges that should haue called vs to a bar: Conscience the euidence that should haue cast vs away: and sinnes, the executioners that were to bee our tormentors. But note the mercie of our Maker, note the courage of our Redeemer. Against seuen deadly and detestable sinnes, that came into the field (to set vpon all the children of Adam) in that great battell and worke of our Saluation, came Christ, armed with seuen liuely vertues. Thus was his combat, and thus was his victorie. Hee suffered himselfe to bee betrayed by a Iudas; there fought his humilitie, and ouercame pride. Hee left not our safetie, till hee had lost his owne life; there fought his loue, and ouercame enuy. Hee tooke buffets on the face, scourges on the backe, pricking briers on the forehead; there fought his patience, and triumphed ouer wrath. He was ready in all tempests to throw himself ouer-borde to saue vs from shipwrack; there fought his watchfulnesse, and slew the sinne of sloth. He gaue away himself and the world, that the world to come might by his Father be giuen to vs; there fought his liberalitie and ouercame couetousnes. He drunke of the sowrest and bitterest grape, that we might taste of the sweetest; there fought his temperance, and ouer gluttony got the conquest. He could not be tempted with al the kingdomes vpon earth, nor all the pleasures in those kingdomes; there fought his continence, and ouercame lust. Thus with seuen blows strooke hee off the heads of seuen dragons that stood gaping to deuoure vs. We are still in danger of them: let vs therefore arme our selues with those weapons, which Christ hath taught vs to handle in our owne defence, and those are these which follow.



1. A Prayer for the Morning.

WHen I rise from my bed (O my Redeemer) it puts mee in mind of my rising from the graue, when the last trumpet shall sound, & summon vs to the generalll resurrection: and as then I hope to behold thee comming in thy fulnesse of glorie, and thy Father sitting in the brightnes of his maiestie, and that I shall haue a place amongst those that are written in thy booke of life: so (O thou my mediator) make intercession for mee, that all the sinnes of my former dayes and nights being freely pardoned, I may this day be intertained againe into thy seruice. Receiue therefore (O Lord) this earely sacrifice both of my soule and bodie: I offer them vp into thy hands to be disposed at thy pleasure, and with them vnfained sighes for offending thee: & with those sighes my zealous Prayers, for thy pardon: and with those Prayers an assured hope, that (in thy mercie) and in the blood of that louing Pellican (Christ Iesus) that died for mee, I shall be forgiuen. Blessed bee thy Name for blessing me this night from danger. I read in the booke which was written by thine owne finger, that thou didst cast Adam into a sleepe, when thou madest (of his rib) a woman; by which I note, that man of himselfe hath no power to binde slu¯bers to his temples, vnlesse thou giue it him. All thankes therefore be thine, that this night hast couered me with the soft wings of quietnes, and so graciously dost now suffer mee to behold the light of the day. Goe on (O God) with thy fauours towards me thy humble seruant: goe on along by me, and with mee, all this day, and all the dayes of my life; that I may not step into the path of sinne. Grant this, I beseech thee, giue me thy grace, and forgiue mee my debts which I owe to sinne and death. So be it. Amen.

2. A Prayer against pride.

O THOV Son of the euerliuing God, who euen in thy birth thou vouchsafedst to call Ioseph thy Father, and in thy cradle, which was but a poore manger, and who in the height of all thy passions and sorowes vpon the crosse; wert the true patern of true humilitie; teach me, O Lord, to tread that path in all my tribulations: make me thy scholler, and leaue me not till I haue that lesson perfectly by heart. God (thy father) is ouer all the world, the highest; but it is to expresse his Maiestie. Thou (that art God the sonne) of all those that are of thy fold, art the lowliest-minded; but that is to instruct vs (thy children) in obedience. For alack, whereof should I bee proud? Am I not dust and ashes? Am I not made of the clay of the earth? And must I not (in the end) like a potters earthen vessell be broken all into pieces? Thy Prophet Amos told the people, that thou didst hate the pride euen of Iacob, and didst abhorre his palaces: And can I haue any hope (being nothing so deere vnto thee as Iacob) that thou canst loue to behold that Serpent (of pride) with seuen heads, sleeping in my bosome? Now thy hand is armed against the hand of the proud man, and he cannot escape confusion. Pride was the first sin that crept into the world; but so vgly a sinne it was, that it could not be suffered to stay in heauen: for Lucifer (the father of it) from the glory of an Angel, was throwne headlong (for his insolence) into the pitte of hell. Pharaoh was proud, but Pharaoh and his host fell in their pride. Senacherib was proud, but Senacherib was trod vpon by the feete of his owne children. Hammon was proud, but his end was the gallow-tree, which hee set vp for another. Yea so odious a monster in thine eye (O God) is a proud man: that proud Nabuchodonozer being a king, was by thee turned into a beast and eat the grasse, till hee confessed himselfe to be but a man; and that thou onely (O God) wert the God of heauen and earth. And on the contrary side, so pretious a iewell is humilitie in thy sight, that none could bee Christs disciples, but such as wore the Garment of Lowlinesse. Pull therefore downe (O LORD) nay pull vp by the very roote, this tree of Pride, if thou perceiue it growing within me. Suffer (O GOD) none of the branches of this sinne to spread in the world, but lop them off euen in their budding forth: and for the purpose let not vaine glory (one of the pages of Pride) follow learning: let not disdaine sit in the eye of Greatnes, to cast terrifying looks vpo¯ the distressed: let not presu¯ptio¯ of thy mercies make vs tempt thee to destroy vs in our security; nor let thy long suffering and winking at our sinnes, stirre our soules vp to disobedience and rebellion. But turne thou all our affections in such concord, that we may count our glories but shadowes, our strength weakenesse, our riches but temptations, & snars to catch our souls, our wisedome but folly, our life but a bubble in water, and our death our euerlasting iourney to the land of sorrow, vnles at our setting forth thou vndertakest to be the Pilot. Be therefore so our merciful God, & in despite of all the rockes which sinne and her dreadfull Sea-monsters set in the way for our destruction, safely set vs, we beseech thee, vpon the shore of eternall felicity: Amen, O Lord, Amen, So be it, now, and for euer. Amen.

3. A Prayer against Enuie.

IT is a branch in thy heauenly statute (O King of heauen) that wee should loue our enemies, and blesse them that curse vs, and doe good to them that hate vs, and to pray for them that lay plots for our liues: these are the strings (O God) whose musicke is pleasing to thine eare; these are the staires by which we climbe vp to charity, and holding her by the hand, we are led vp into heauen. Purge thou therefore (O Lord) our veines, and suffer not the stincking poison of enuy to infect our blood. But following the steps of Samuel, let vs euen pray for king Saul, albeit king Saul be an enemy to thy seruants: and with Moses, let vs not repine at the stubborne Iewes, though they rebell and threaten to kill vs with death. Enuy (O God) is the destroier of him that nourisheth it in his bosome: it is the tormentor of a mans owne selfe: thou hast commanded vs to loue our neighbours as our selues. But how can wee shew loue to them, when if enuy lie sucking of our owne blood, wee sucke euen the ruine of our owne bodies? As the rust eateth the iron, so doeth this vulture gnawe the soule.

Enuie turnes man into a Diuell; yea into the worser shape of a Diuell, doeth it turne him. The Iewes perished, because they chose rather to enuie Christ and his miracles, then to beleeue him.

Other sinnes haue their limits, but the streame of enuie keepeth within no bounds. If pride were barren, enuie would neuer haue beene borne: but that sinne is the mother to this, and this sin the fountaine of tenne thousand more. By meanes of this sinne the world was drowned, and by meanes of this sinne was thy Sonne betraid to death: cut it therefore off (O Lord) and suffer not the seede of it to grow in mens hearts. How dare we, O God, aske forgiuenes at thy hands, when we are out of charity, and wish the downefall of our neighbour? Poure therefore into our soules thy diuine grace, that wee may striue to be like thee; that is, to be al loue, and all mercy: so shall we liue with thee for euer; so shall wee die thy seruants, and being raised vp againe, shall be thy children. Amen.



4. A Prayer against Wrath.

WRath is a short madnesse: madnesse is the murderer of reason; so that anger transformes a man into a brute beast. Giue vs therefore courage (O Lord) to fight against this strong enemy, and not to fight onely, but to ouercome him: sithence the conquest is harder, to triumph ouer our raging affections, then to subdue a Citie. All vengeance is thine (O God) and if wee offer to take it out of thy hand, it is high treason, for we doe as much as if wee went about to pull thee from thy throne: Inspire vs therefore with patience, that we may beare iniuries as thy Son did vpon earth, and may endure afflictions (as thy seruant Iob did) when it shall please thee to send them on thy message; and that we may not at any time either murmure against thy prouidence, or bee angry with thee for whatsoeuer thou sendest, be it health or sicknes, life or death; nor in the bitternes of our soules, powre downe curses (which are some of the droppes of wrath) vpon whatsoeuer Rulers or Teachers thou settest ouer vs; lest thy heauenly vengeance smite vs, (with Mirian, who murmured against Moses.): But cast (O Lord) such a bridle vppon our stiffe-necked affections, that all contention, quarrels, blood-shed, war, and murder (who are the sonnes of wrath) may bee curbed, and not suffered to doe violence to thy Church, to offer dishonour to thy Saints, or disturbance to the Common-wealth. Sign (O Lord) to this humble petition of thy seruants, that they may liue here like Doues one to another, without gall; and at their departure hence, they may mutually embrace and hold hands together, to meete thee in glory.



5. A Prayer against Sloth.

HOw hatefull the sinne of Sloth is in thine eyes (O Lord) we may gather by the life of our first father Adam; who albeit he had a whole world to himself, and al things made ready to his hand; yet to shew that he was not borne to liue idlely, thou placedst him in the garden of Eden, and there appointedst him to labour. And euen from the beginning hast thou enacted, that man should liue by the sweate of his brow; that he should earne his bread, ere hee tasted bread; and that hee who would not worke should not feede, for as a bird is created to flie in the ayre, as fishes are to swim in the waters, so is man made to take paines vpon earth. What were the sinnes of Sodom but pride, fulnesse of meate, wealth and idlenesse? Keepe these sinnes therefore O Lord, from the gates of our cities, lest they bring vpon vs the like confusion. Haue wee not examples (euen of those that were tender to thy loue) that wee should not nourish this disease in our blood, but that wee should spend our liues as the clouds execute their offices to be still in motion? were not Abraham, Lor, Isac, and Iacob ploughmen and shepheards? Did not thy seruant Moses keepe the sheepe of Iethro his father in law, the Priest of Midia? Was not Dauid, before he was an annointed king, a shepheard likewise? Yea, did not thine owne Sonne take paines continually, whilest hee liued amonst men? Were not his Apostles fishermen, and did not Luke (thy blessed Euangelist, and one of thy Sonnes Chroniclers) practise physicke & painting? In these men (O LORD) and in their liues hast thou set downe rules for vs to follow. Put therefore strength into our armes, that we may endure labour: kindle our mindes with courage, and liuely-hood, that in winter wee may not bee loath to take holde of the plough for feare of the colde, lest when summer commeth, we fall into beggerie. And aboue all things, so encourage vs with thy grace, and so quicken our vnderstandings with thy spirit, that we may not be dulled and so neglect the knowledge of thy lawes, nor by lasines be besotted with ignora¯ce, and so lose the remembrance of our duties. Suffer not (O Lord) this vnprofitable weede (of sloth) to grow vp amongst the Ministers of thy word: let no standing waters be in thy Church, but giue swiftnesse to them, that they may all bee running streames, so shall thy pastures bee watered and bring foorth encrease: so shall thy flockes bee well tended, when the sheepheards bee watchfull; so shall we all set ourhands to the raising vp of thy heauenly tabernacle, & so in the end shall we be lifted vp to sit with thee, and thy Sonne in Heauen. Amen.

6. A Prayer against couetousnesse.

O Father of heauen and giuer of all blessings open thy hand, but so open it, that the powring downe of thy benefits, may not make vs swell into a desire to hoord vp more then is fit for vs to receiue. The loue of worldly honours, maketh vs onely in loue with the world, and to forget thee; the loue of gold & siluer, maketh vs to forsake heauen, and to lose thee. O let not therefore the griping talants of couetousnesse seize vpon our soules. It is a golden diuell that tempteth vs into hell. It is a Mar-maid, whose songs are sweet but full of sorcerie. It is a sinne that turneth courtiers into beggers, and yet maketh them weare monopolies on their backes, when the common-wealth shiuereth through cold. It is a sinne, that sels thy Church (by simonie) and sends soules away at an easie rate. It is a sinne, that blindeth the eye of iustice; It is a bell, whose sound so deafes the poore mans voice, that his wrongs cannot bee heard. Driue therefore this plague out of our land (O Lord) and make vs couetous of nothing but of thy glorie, & of the riches of thy Gospel: let vs bee couetous of doing well one to another, so shall we be sure to stand in fan our with thee. A couetous man is like hell, euer deuouring, neuer satisfied; hee is an insatiable drunkard of gold. Quench, O Lord, this thirst of money in vs: keepe our hands clean from touching riches vnlawfully, lest with Achab and Iezabel wee commit murder, and shed Naboths blood, to wring from him his vineyard: or with Achan bee stoned to death fos taking goods that are to vs forbidden. Grant these blessings (O FATHER Almightie) and with them, giue vs grace to bee content with such estate (how meane soeuer) as thou shalt lay vpon vs: let the wealth we desire be thy kingdome, and the gold we thirst after, be our Saluation. Amen.



7. A Prayer against gluttonie.

HOw manie woes (O Lord) are thundred out by thy Prophets against this bestiall and deuouring sinne of gluttony? Where is woe (crieth out that proclaimer of all wisedome king Salomon) where is wailing? Where is strife? Where are snares laid? Where are wounds taken? Where are bloody eyes? but where the drunkard filleth out his wine, and the epicure feeds on his varietie of dishes? Preserue vs therefore, O God, from falling into this bottomles gulfe. All creatures hast thou giuen to man, to serue his vse, but let not man turne that to his destruction, which was ordained for his comfort. This sinne of intemperance, was the sin of our first parents: it was a lickorish sin, but it was sowerly & seuerely punished: the eating of one apple lost Paradise fro¯ the¯, & brought thy heauie curse vpon vs. This sinne of inordinate eating and drinking, kindled vnnaturall lust in the Sodomites, which afterwards in flakes of burning brimstone fell from heauen, and destroyed their cities. This sinne in Lot, made him fall into incest: and this in the people of Israel, turned the¯ into idolatrie. Strengthen therefore our hearts (O God) with thy grace, and not with the fulnesse of meates: giue vs the waters of life to taste, & not strong wines to ouercome vs: sithence drunkards shall not inherite the kingdome of heauen: and lastly, set still before our eyes the pictures of the rich glutton, and of poore Lazarus; the one fared deliciously euery day, and drunke of the purest grape, but afterwards hee lay howling in hel & could not get a drop of cold water to quench his burning thirst. The other fed vpon crummes, and he was caried into Abrahams bosome. To vs: that place, O Lord, send & grant that we may sit at that table of thy Saints, where neither hunger nor thirst shal afflict, but where is all fulnesse, all gladnesse, all riches, all rest, all happinesse. Amen.

8. A Prayer against lust.

MY bodie (O Lord) is a temple consecrated to thee, keep it then, I beseech thee, cleane and free from the pollution of sinne, and amongst all that lay siege to destroy it, defend it from vnbrideled flames of lust: with which poison, who so are infected, haue their part in the lake that burneth with fire and brimstone, which is the second death. Close vp my lippes (O God) from speaking vnchast language; sanctifie my thoughts, that no wanton desires may burne in my bosome: be thou present in all my actions, that no temptations of the flesh may lead my soule into wickednesse. The sinne of lust (O Lord) is a couetous sinne, and not content with the spoile of one bodie, but worketh the euerlasting perdition of two at once. It is a sinne so foule, that by a strait law thou hast forbidden it in thy tables: yea, and hast vowed that the offender therein shall goe downe into hell, whereas hee that goeth from it shall be saued. Place modesty therefore in mine eye, that lasciuious glances may not there haue entrance: let mee with Ioseph rather suffer imprisonment, then to make any body a slaue to intemperate lust. It is written vpon those Records of thine which cannot lie, that foure & twentie thousand Iewes were slaine for the whoredomes by them committed; yea the deflowring of a Leuites wife, cost the liues of an hundred thousand people. And so hatefull vnto thee (O God) was Dauids adultery with the wife of Vrias; that albeit he were thy chosen seruant, hee could not scape thy punishment. Forgiue therefore the follies of my youth and let my body hereafter be a vessell of purity, that at the last day when all creatures must stand before thee, I may appeare in whitenes, and receiue that crowne of glory, prepared for the blessed. Amen.

9. A Prayer against the temptation of the Diuel.

OVr life (O Lord) passing thorow so dangerous a wildernes, cannot chuse but meete with many sins: euery sin is a temptation; to ouercome euerie temptation is a glorious victory; and the reward of that victory, is an euerlasting crowne of starres: for there can be no conquest without a combat; & there can be no combat without an enemy to encou¯ter with; and no enemy is more ready to set vpon vs, and more subtil in his fight, nor more cruell where he subdues, then that arch-traytor to thy kingdome, and old enemy to mankind, the Diuell. Giue him therfore (O Lord) no power ouer me: or if it be thy pleasure that I must enter into the lists with him, let my trials bee like those of Iob, to exercise my faith, and not to confound my soule: to which battel when I must be summoned, stand thou (O my Sauiour) in my sight to inspire mee with courage, and plant a guard of Angels on either side of mee, to take my part if I shrink; that in the end I may bee ledde away in triumph. Breake (O my God) all the snares which daily and howerly this politick hunter pitcheth to intrap me, in the lustines of my health and youth. But aboue all, suffer mee not to fall into those, which he spreadeth at the houre of my death, to catch my soule at her departure. O Lord driue away despaire, that it may not enter at that time (nor any other) into my bosome; neither let mee be afraid that I knock at the gates of thy mercy too late, or distrust thy grace, because so many thousands of sins do muster themselues before me: but comfort me with the sweet physicke of thy promises, and with the examples of thy holiest seruants, who all sinned grieuously; yet didst thou seale them a pardon. In my meditations stand, O Lord, at my elbow, that my soule may not wander and so bee lost. Defend mee from the arrow of death eternall: saue mee from the iawes of the redde Dragon: keepe me from entring into the gates of hell. Amen.



10. A Prayer for the Euening.

THus (O God) am I neerer to old age then I was in the morning, but (I feare) not neerer to goodnes: for he that striues to do best, comes short of his duety. The night now stealeth vpon me (like a thiefe.) O defend me from the horrors of it. When I am to lie downe in my bedde, let me imagine I am to lie in my winding sheete: and suffer me not to close mine eyes, til my soule & I haue reckoned and made euen, for all the offences which not only this day, but all the former minuts of my life, I haue committed against thy diuine Maiestie. Pardon them, O LORD, forgiue mee my sinnes, which are more infinite then the starres, and more heauie then if mountaines lay vpon my bosome; but thy mercy, and the merits of my Redeemer do I trust in. In his Name doe I sue for a pardon. Suffer, O LORD, no vncleane thoughts this night to pollute my body and soule: but keep my cogitations chaste, and let my dreames be like those of innoce¯ts & sucking babes. Gra¯t, O Lord, that the Sun may not go down vpo¯ my wrath. But if any man this day hath done me wrong, that I may freely and heartily forgiue him, as I desire at thy hands to bee forgiuen. Whether I sleepe or wake, giue thy Angels charge ouer mee, that at what houre soeuer thou callest mee, I may like a faithfull souldier be found ready to encounter death, and to follow the Lambe wheresoeuer he goeth. Amen.

FINIS.

The Phoenix.

THE fourth and last Bird which you are to behold, flying out of Noahs Arke, is the Phoenix. The Phoenix of all other birds liueth to the longest age: so must our Prayers fly vp in bright flames all the dayes of our life: wee must be petitioners euen to the houre and last minute of our breath. The Phoenix hath the goodliest feathers in the world: and Prayers are the most beautifull wings by which we may mount into heauen. There is but one Phoenix vpo¯ earth, as there is but one tune, in which God delighteth, and that is the Prayer of a sinner. When the Phoenix knoweth shee must die, shee buildeth a nest of al the sweetest spices, and there looking stedfastly on the Sunne: shee beateth her wings in his hottest beames, and betweene the¯ kindleth a fire amongst those sweet spices, & so burneth her selfe to death. So when we desire to die to the vanities of the world, wee must build vp a nest, and fill it with faithfull sighes, grones, teares, fasting, and prayer, sackecloth & ashes, (all which in the nostrils of the Lord are sweete spices) and then fixing our eyes vpon the crosse where the glorious Sonne of God payed the ransome of our sinnes, we must not cease till with the wings of faith and repentance, wee haue kindled his mercie, and in that sweete flame haue all our fleshly corruptions consumed & purified. Out of those dead ashes of the Phoenix, doeth a new Phoenix arise. And euen so out of the ashes of that one repentance, shall we bee regenerate and borne anew.



CHRIST is the true Phoenix. 

CHrist (out of the purest flames of loue) kindled a fire which drunk vp the wrath of his father, wherein all men should haue beene drowned for sinne, and in that fire did hee die to redeeme vs that were lost. Yet left hee not there. To haue died for vs had beene nothing, vnlesse like a true Phoenix he had beene raised vp againe: as therefore a graine of wheat is cast into the earth, and there first rots and then quickens againe, & after yeeldeth it selfe in a tenfold measure: so was our Sauiour cast into his sepulcher, there lay his dead body for a time, & then was quickened, and then raised vp: and in that rising did hee multiply those benefits which before hee sowed amongst vs, when he was torne in pieces and scattered on the crosse. Whe¯ he died; he died alone, but when he did rise, he did not rise alone. for in his resurrection do we all ascend vp into heauen. Hee fought hand to hand with death, that death might not kill vs, & shewed vs his resurrection, that wee might die more willingly, because wee haue hope to liue eternally. Vpo¯ those fiue altars therefore, of the death, burial, resurrection, ascension, & comming of Christ in glorie, doe wee offer vp fiue Thanksgiuings, or rather fiue Sacrifices, (imitating therein the Phoenix, who maketh her owne bodie a burnt offering)



THE Phoenix.

The PHOENIX bringeth life.

Vigilate & Orate.
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To the two worthie and worthily admired Ladies, Sarah, wife to the right Worshipful, Sir Thomas Smith Knight, and Catharine, wife to the right Worshipfull Sir Iohn Scot, Knight.

Vertuous Ladies:

NO tunes (I know) can be more welcome to ears so chast and vndefiled as yours are, then the Diuine Musicke of Prayers and Meditations. And therefore am I bold to bestow vpon you both a Bird, whose voice yeeldeth none but heauenly sounds. There is but one Phoenix (at one time) in the world: It is rare in shape, and rare in quality; for which cause, I send it flying to your bosoms; sithence you both are like the Phoenix (Rare) as well in the perfection of bodie, as the excellency of minde. It is a Bird to which Christ suffereth himselfe to bee compared. And it may aptly bee a figure of his resurrection: so that my hopes are, you will gladly receiue it, because Christ his death and rising again, are two strong, stedfast, and maine anchors to which (as appeareth by your liues) your faith is fastned, thereby to lay hold on saluation. You are sisters in loue, as you are sisters by the lawes of marriage: Indifferently therefore to you both doeth this our Phoenix offer vp his heauenly songs. Heare them, I beseech you, if not for any worth that is in them, yet for the loue you zealously beare to him, of whose glorious resurrection, ascension, &c. they make onely mention. And thus crauing pardon of both your Ladiships, for this my boldnesse, which groweth out of my loue and respect to your Names & Families. I wish you all the happinesse that this earthly paradise can yeeld, and pray, that at your going from thence, you may enter into the euerlasting Paradise of Heauen.

Humbly deuoted to your Ladyships, Tho. Dekker.



To the Reader. Christian Reader:

THou hast by these three former birds of Noahs Arke, gotten three blessings. The Doue hath ministred comfort to thine afflicted mind, in a number of those stormes of tribulation which shal fall vpon man in this life. The Eagle hath armed thy Soule with courage, and taught it to soare high with the wings of Prayer, till they beat at the very gates of heauen, & from thence receiue mercie. The Pellican hath playd the true Physition, and (where thou art full and foule with diseases bred by sinne) that teacheth the way to cure thee, and to attaine to the health of saluation. The fourth & last bird is now flying out towards thee; spred therfore thine armes wide open to welcome it: and this Phoenix will carie thee vp to a second life, that shall be euer, euerlasting.

The fiue Altars stand prepared before in order, the Sacrifices are at hand. And thus much to shew that our Prayer must resemble the Phoenix. And thus much to shew that the true and only Phoenix is Christ Iesus.



1. SACRIFICE. A Thankesgiuing for all those benefits which wee reape by the death of Christ.

WHat thankes (O Lord) can wee powre foorth? What Hymnes shall we sing? What praises haue wee to crowne thee with, or what giftes can we bestow worthy enough vpon thee, that didst not spare thine owne and only deerest Sonnes blood, to saue vs? (that were miserable and condemned castaways) But, O Lord, thou in thy prouidence didst foresee, that all thy glorie, and in thy wisedome and compassion didst consent that all the health of mankind should consist in the death of thy blessed Sonne. Wee were the arch-traytors, but hee answered all our treasons at a most dreadfull barre. Wee had transgressed, but hee was the Lamb that was to bee sacraficed. Glorified bee thy Name for being so full of pitie: Glorified be thy Sonnes death, for being so full of charitable pietie. For let vs reckon before thee (O Father) and betweene vs & our soules, how much we are indebted for this thy Sonnes suretie-ship. Wee owed all, and hee payed the vtmost farthing. Let vs summe vp the foote of this accompt, and take a note of our gaines, and his losses in this voiage. Hee ventured his life, and lost it: wee ventured nothing, but were vpon point of shipwrake, and yet came home sauers. By his death wee are ingrafted into the Tree of life, his blood doeth giue it nourishment. His nailing on the crosse cleft the dores of hell in sunder, and set wide open the gates of heauen: Christ by this meanes is become our way, our guide, our hauen. Would we walke safely? Christ is our path: would we not stumble? Cstrist is our leader: would wee not be cast away? Christ is our Pilot.

What need wee now to feare? whom should we fly from now, for sathans head is broken in sunder: sinne is vanquished: death is ouercome: hell is swallowed vp: the diuel that had power ouer death, is put to flight. Before wee liued in slauerie, but now we dwell within the liberties of the holy citie. Before we were spotted, & foule as leapers, but the precious drops that fell from Christs side, haue clensed our soules, & now they look as white as snow. In a most desperate state liued we before, but now in the most happie: for wee are bought, and payd for, and none can lay claime to vs now, but Iesus Christ. To quit which loue of his (albeit there is nothing in vs of value that can giue him satisfaction) yet rather then to pay no part of the debt, let vs tender downe so much as wee can make. And that is, not to forget his kindnesse: which that wee may neuer doe; let vs print him in our hearts, ingraue him on our hands, write him on our brests, yea, weare him in our garments. Set the sorowes of his suffering for euer before our eyes.

When wee sit to meate, let vs thinke vpon the traitour that dipt his finger with him in the dish: when the night approcheth, let it bee a memoriall of his apprehension with bils and staues: It was a deed of darkenesse, and therfore done in the night. When wee doe but stretch foorth our armes, let vs call to mind how hee was racked vpon the crosse. The branches of these meditations shall beare this fruit; by turning ouer the leaues of his death and passion, we shall still read the storie of our owne end: and nothing can more fright a man out of the companie of sinne, then when hee looketh vpon that which he is sure to goe to, and that is his graue: so to meditate, is to liue well: so to liue, is to die well; for no pil remaines to make death taste bitter afterward, vnlesse it were taken downe before. He that thus fights is sure to conquer: he that thus conquers is sure to be crowned; he that is ambitious of that crowne, will desire to bee dissolued and to be with Christ: hee that so desires, doeth not die patiently, but hee liues patiently, and dieth ioyfully. Such a death, O Lord, let me die, for in the sepulcher of thy Sonne, death (that once was terrible) is swallowed vp: so that now we may triumphantly sing, Where is thy sting, O death? Where is thy victorie, O hell?

The sting of death is sinne, but that is taken out: the power of sinne is the Law, but that is satisfied. Thankes therefore, and immortall honour be giuen to our glorious GOD, who hath giuen vs so noble a victorie, through the death onely of his Sonne Iesus Christ. Amen.

2. SACRIFICE. A Thankesgiuing for all those benefits which we reape by the buriall of Christ.

THE graue is full of horror, the house of the dead is the habitation of sadnesse, for the body receiueth no comfort, when it commeth to lodge in this last & fardest Inne. When our feete step vpon that shore, wee are robd of all our honours, stript out of all our gay attires, spoiled of all our gold and siluer, forsaken by our friends, fled fro¯ by our kinsfolkes, yea, abhorred to bee looked vpon by our owne children: nothing is left vs but a poore mantle of linnen to hide our nakednesse; that is the last apparell wee must weare, and when that is worne out, wee must bee turned out of all.

A dreadfull thing therefore would it bee to dwell in this land of euerlasting silence and darkenesse, but that Christ himselfe hath gone thither before vs. How infinitelie are wee bound to him, that (in this battell of death) wee are not thrust vpon any danger, but what he hath gone thorow. How aboue measure doeth hee loue vs, to trie the ice first, before he suffer vs to venture ouer? Hee went into the graue before vs, to shew that we all must follow him. But what riches may we gather out of this his sepulcher? What treasure lieth hid in these coffins of the dead? This cleere gaines we gather; this profitable knowledge wee gaine, that as Adam was made of a piece of clay, so all the sonnes of Adam must crumble into dust. The wombes of our mothers are the first lodgings that wee lie in, and the womb of the earth is appointed to be the last. The graue is a But at which all the arrowes of our life are shot; and the last arrowe of all hits the marke.

Yet suffer vs, O Lord, not to repine, whether in the morning, at noone, or at mid night, that is to say, in our cradle, in our youth, or old age, wee go to take our long sleepe, but let vs make this reckoning of our yeres, that if we can liue no longer, that is vnto vs our old age; for hee that liueth so long as thou appointest him (though hee die in the pride of his beautie) dieth an olde man. Sithence then that wormes must bee our last companions, & that the pillowes vpon which wee are to rest for euer, are within but dead mens sculles, whereof should wee bee proud? Why should wee disdaine the poorest begger? when the hand that swayes a Scepter, and the hand that holdes a sheepe-hooke, being found together in the earth are both alike. What madnesse is it so to pamper the flesh with curious meates, and costly wines, when (doe what we can) we do but fatten it for crawling vermine? What folly is it, to cloth our bodie in sumptuous attires, when (let them be neuer so gorgeous) we shall carry with vs but a winding-sheete? Why doe we bathe our limmes in sweete waters, and embalme our bodies with rich perfumes, when no carion in the world can smel more noisome, then must our carcases? Blessed therefore bee the sepulcher that held our Sauiours bodie, sithence it is a booke wherein wee may learne how to contemne this foolish loue of our selues. Happie was thy buriall (O IESVS) that prepared our way to our last habitation. Thanks bee rendred vnto thee for thy loue; glorie to GOD thy FATHER, for his compassion towards mankind. So be it. Amen.

3. SACRIFICE. A Thankesgiuing for all the benefits which wee reape by the resurrection of Christ.

CHRIST is risen againe. O happie tidings! O blessed message! He is risen from an ignominious death, to a life full of glorie. Hee is risen now, to fall no more: the Iewes haue done their crueltie: death hath done his worst: hell hath spitte forth her venome: for in spite of all their malice, Christ is risen in triumph. Receiue your lights againe you lamps of heauen: darknes flie from the world: you graues that yawned and cast out your dead, close vp your deuouring iawes. Sithence Christ is risen, let all the world reioyce; As at his crucifying all the whole world felt paines in his suffering. How happy is miserable man made by this resurrection of his glorious Redeemer? For now is he sure, that his body fals not like the body of a beast (for then his estate were more then most wretched) but that the Lord killeth, and maketh aliue againe, and that he bringeth downe to the graue, and fetcheth vp againe. My Redeemer now liueth, and by his life, doe I know that I shall rise out of the earth at the latter day; and that I shall bee clothed againe in my frailtie, as my Sauiour was at his resurrection in his owne flesh. What a blessing therefore is by this meanes powred vpon vs? For albeit our bodies are laid downe (to rest) in deformity, in vglines, in contempt, in basenes, in pouerty, and in dishonour; yet shall they be raised in beauty, in brightnesse, in fulnes of riches and in glory. We were afflicted in Christ when we saw him hanging on the crosse in torments: But we are made ioyfull in Christ, seeing him raised from the dead in triumph. The cogitation of this his resurrection, and so consequently of our owne calling vp from death to life, is a spurre vnto vs whilst we are vpon earth, to runne the race of blessednes. We are not to awaken out of our dead sleepes, and to be apparelled with the selfe same flesh, skinne and bone for nothing: but there is a goale, proposed, and a garland propounded; and to winne that must we begin to runne in this life. Giue therefore (O God) alacrity to our hearts, that we with cheerefulnes may set forward. Giue wings to our souls, that with swiftnes we may make our flight: giue strength to vs in our race, that wee faint not till wee come to the end; and giue vs grace to run wel without stumbling, that we may win the prize with honor. Gra¯t (O Lord) that we may goe into our graues in peace; so shall we be sure to come from our graues in gladnes. Glorified for euer be thy Name, that workest these wonders of saluation for vs: With all admiration let vs adore thee, that holdest out such bright crownes of immortality for vs. Suffer vs, O Lord, to deserue them on earth, to be promised them at our departure from earth, and to weare them with thee in heauen. Amen.

4. SACRIFICE. A Thankesgiuing for all those benefits which we reape by the ascension of Christ.

LIft vp your eies (O you sonnes of Adam) and beholde your Sauiour ascending vp into the clouds: bitter was his death, his resurrection victorious, but his ascension glorious. He died like a Lamb, he rose againe like a Lion, but hee ascended like an Egle. By his death did he quicken vs to life: By his resurrection did he raise vs to faith: By his ascension did he lift vs vp to glorie. The resurrection of Christ is our hope, but the ascension of Christ is our glorification. He ascended into heauen; but how? he shut not the gates of heauen vppon vs, but of purpose went thither to make the way plaine before vs. His bodie is in heauen, but his maiesty abides vpon earth. Here hee was once according to the flesh, and here he is still according to his diuinitie. Absent is Christ from vs, yet is he still present with vs. Wouldst thou see him? Wouldst thou touch him? Wouldst thou embrace him? Thine eies haue sight too weake to pierce thorow the clouds; his brightnes is too great, and would strik thee blind with dazeling: thy hands are too short to reach vp to the seat where he sits; and thine armes not of compasse bigge enough to bee throwne about his bodie. But let thy faith open her eyes, for shee can behold him: let thy faith put out her hand, and with the least finger she can touch him. As our forefathers held him in the flesh, so we must hold him in our hearts. By his ascending vp into heauen are we sure that he is the very Son of God: for none can ascend thither, but hee that comes from thence. Celebrate therefore this his ascension with faith, and with deuotion, and thou shalt presently be in heauen with him. There he sitteth at the right hand of his father, like an Atturney in our behalf, pleading for mercy; and like a petitioner, stil preferring vp our prayers and complaints to his heauenly father. How happy is man to haue such a speaker for him? How miserable were man, if Christ were not his Intercessiour? Sithence then that our Redeemer hath begunne so happie and glorious a voyage, onely to kindle in vs an ambition to follow him; let vs therefore hoist vp all the sailes of duetie and obedience, of zeale and holinesse, to arriue in that same hauen. The ladder which must reach vp to heauen, and by which wee must climb, hath many steps of righteousnes; the burdens which keepe vs from getting vp, are infinite in number, and they are our sinnes. Giue vs strength, O Lord, to throw them down. Giue vs grace to lay hold on the other. The reward of this conquest shal be ours; the glory shal be thine: the path which we must tread to the land of happines is beaten out by thy Sonne, but our welcome must be from thy lippes. Say therefore vnto vs, come you blessed: enter the citie of the Lord; fall downe before his Throne, and cry, Glory, glory, glory, now and to the worlds end. Amen.

5. SACRIFICE. A Thanksgiuing for all those benefits which we are to receiue by Christs comming in glory.

BEhold the gates of heauen stand wide open: Armies of Angels are mustred together, the Apostles keepe their places, the Euangelists their offices, the Saints their degrees and all are attendant vpon our Lord and Sauiour Christ Iesus; who sittes vpon a Throne of maiesty, and is comming to iudge the world. The wicked at sight of this tremble, and call for mountaines to couer them; but the godlie reioyce and are proud of this high day of triumph. The Goats howle, for they are to be sent to hell, with Goe you cursed; but the Lambes skippe vp and downe for ioy that they shall heare a voice crie, Come you blessed. Who therefore would not put on his wedding garment to meete such a bridegroome? Who would not put on the Armor of faith, to fight vnder such a banner? Vpon this daie shall we behold him that in himselfe is Alpha and Omega: In the world is the maker and the maintainer: In his Angels is their power and their beautie: In the Church is as a father to a Family: In our soules as a bridegroom to a bride: To the iust as a bulwarke: To the reprobate as a Battry. What eie hath seene, what eare hath heard, what vnderstanding can comprehend the excellencies of this heauenly Citie; from whence the King of it (so ful of Maiestie) comes in person, and in progresse to conduct vs thither? There is security without feare; peace without inuasion; wealth without diminishing; honours without enuie: there is all blessednes, all sweetenes, all life, all eternity. Thy hunger shall there be filled with bread of life; thy thirst with the fountaine of goodnesse; thy nakednesse clothed with a garment of immortalitie. The comforts wee shall receiue vpon this blessed day of peace are, that wee shall see and behold our God, who hath created vs; our Lord Iesus, who hath redeemed vs; and the holy Ghost that hath sanctified vs. Come therefore speedily, O God, for thine Elects sake hasten to this great and generall Sessions: and grant, O mercifull Father, that our accounts may bee found so iust, that we may receiue the rewards of good Stewards. Make vs, O LORD, to be Doues in our liues, innocent and without gall: to be Eagles in our meditations, cleere sighted, and bold to looke vpon thee: to be Pellicans in our workes, charitable and religious: and last, to be as the Phoenix in our deaths, that after we haue slept in our graues, wee may rise vp in ioy with thy Son. Ascend with him vp into heauen, and there at thy hands receiue an immortal crowne of euerlasting glory. Amen.

FINIS.

Short and pithie Sentences, fit to be applied to those purposes, for which the former Prayers are made.

1. GOd is to thee all things: if thou art hu¯gry he is thy bread; if thou art thirsty, he is thy drinke; if thou art in darkenes, he is thy light; if in nakednes, he puts vpon thee the garment of immortality. Aug.

2. God the true and only life: in whom and from whom, and by whom all good things are, that are good indeede. God; from whom to be turned, is to fal; to whom to turne, is to rise again; in whom to abide, is to dwell for euer. God; from whom to depart, is to die: to whom to come againe, is to reuine: and in whom to lodge, is to liue. Idem.

3. Whatsoeuer is not of God, hath no sweetenesse: Whatsoeuer he wil giue me, let him take all away, so he giues mee onely himselfe. Idem.

4. God in himselfe is Alpha & Omega, (beginning & ending) In the world, he is the Ruler: In Angels hee is their Glorie: In the Church, hee is as a Father in his Family: in the soule as a Bridegroome in his bed chamber: in the good, hee is as a helper and protector: in the wicked as feare and horrour. Idem.

5. If God heare our prayers, he is merciful: if he will not heare them, yet is he iust.

6 God is length, bredth, heigth, and depth. Hee is length in his Eternity: bredth in Charity: heigth in Maiestie: depth in Wisdome. Bernard.

7. Hast thou a desire to walke? I am the way (saith Christ:) Wouldst thou not be deceiued? I am the truth: Wouldst thou not die? I am the life. Aug.

8. No man can take Christ from thee, vnlesse thou takest thy selfe from him. Ambrose.

9. Christ (our Redeemer) in his birth was a man: in his death a lamb: in his resurrection a Lion: in his ascension vp to heauen an Eagle. Greg.

10. Christ is honny in the mouth, musicke in the eare, and gladnesse in the heart. Bernard.

11. In Christs doctrine is found true wisedome: in Christs mercie is found iustice: in his life is found temperance: in his death is found courage. Idem.

12. Christ is so much the more worthie of honour amongst men, by how much he suffred the more dishonor in the behalfe of men. Gregorie.

O man, see what I suffer for thee. There is no griefe comparable to this of mine on the crosse: I that die for thee, cry vnto thee: see what punishments I endure, see how I am nailed, and how I am pierced. If my outward sorowes be so great, the grief that is within me must needs bee greater, because I find thee vnthankefull. Bernard.

14. In vaine doeth hee weare the name of a Christian who is not a follower of Christ. What good is it for thee to bee taken for that which thou art not? and to vsurpe a title which is not thine owne? if needs thou wilt bee a Christian, doe those things that belong to Christianity, and then challenge the name. Augustine.

15. Hee is a Christian, that euen in his owne house acknowledgeth himselfe to be a stranger. Our countrie is aboue: in that Inne we shal not be guests. Idem.

16. A Christian can take no hurt by beeing throwne into [Turkish] captiuity; for euen in those his fetters, wil his God come to him. Idem.

17. A Christian is not so much to stand vpon beginning, as vpon the end. Gregory.

18. Thou art a fresh-water souldier (O thou that art a Christian) if thou hopest to ouercome without a battell, or to triumph without a victorie. Chrysostome.

19. It is not such an honour to bee good amongst those that are good, but to bee good amongst them that are euill. Gregorie.

20. A godly conuersation ouercommeth thine enemie, edifieth thy neighbour, and glorifieth thy maker. Isidore.

21. Hee that waiteth on Christ, must bee of such a conuersation, that his outward manners may bee but the glasse to shew the inward mind. Bernard.

22. Such as wee are our selues, in such companie wee delight. Hierom.

23. Our lookes and our eyes cannot put on maskes close euough to hide a bad conscience: for the wantonnesse of the mind is drawen in the face, and the actions of the bodie, betray the conditions of the soule. Idem.

24. Woe to the heart that is double, it giueth one halfe to God, and another to the diuell. God (being angry that the diuell hath a share in it) giueth away his part too, and so the diuell hath all to himselfe. Augustine.

25. The heart of the glutto¯ is in his belly: of the adulterer in his lust: of the couetous man, in his vsurie. Idem.

26. Amongst men, the heart is weighed by the words; but with God, our words are weighed by the heart. Bernard.

27. Let not thy face and thy heart be of two colors: thy face lookes vpward, let not thy heart looke downward. Idem.

28. The heart hath foure offices to look to, viz. What to loue, what to feare, what to reioyce in, and for what to bee sad. Idem.

29. Amongst all the creatures that liue vnder the Sunne, there is none hath a heart more excellent then that of man, nor more noble, nor more like to God: and that is the reason that God asketh nothing at thy hands, but thy heart. Hugo.

30. The heart of man is of it selfe but little, yet great things cannot fill it: it is not big enough at one meale to satisfie a bird, and yet the whole world cannot satisfie that. Idem.

31. The diuell hath a will to hurt, but not power because a greater controles this; for if hee should doe asmuch hurt as hee desireth to doe, there would not be left one righteous man liuing. Augustine.

32. The diuels seruice is the worst of all others, because he is neuer pleased with any duetie is done to him. Gregory.

33. Where discord dwels, God neuer commeth neere the dore. Aug.

34. As God taketh delight in nothing so much as in loue: so the diuell taketh pleasure in nothing more then in the death of charitie. Gregory.

35. No miserie is greater then to leaue God for the loue of gold. Hierom.

36. What good can a chest full of riches do thee, if thou cariest about thee an emptie conscience? Thy desire is to haue goods, but not to bee good. Blush therefore at thy wealth, for if thy house be ful of goods it hath a master to it that is naught. What profit doth a rich man get by that which he hath, if hee haue not God too, who is the giuer? Hierome.

37. The disease of riches is pride. Idem.

38. Riches are not sin, but it is sin, not to let the poore haue a part in them. August.

39. So liue, that whatsoeuer thou doest, may bee as if it were done in presence of thine enemie.

40. There is nothing more high then humilitie, which (as if it were alwaies in the superior) knoweth not how to be extolled higher Amb.

41. Our contrie is aloft, the way to it is below: if then thou wouldst trauell vpward, why doest thou goe out of the path that leadeth thee thither? [which path is humilitie.] Aug.

42. Humilitie is a glorious robe, which pride her selfe doeth desire to put on, lest she should bee disdained. Bernard.

43. It is more honour to auoid an iniurie by silence, then to get the better of it by words. Gregory.

44 If thou wouldst bee reuenged, onely hold thy to¯gue: & thou giuest thine enemy amortal wou¯d. Chr.

45. He that maketh his belly his god, maketh to himselfe a new God. So many sinnes as wee haue, so many gods wee haue. I am angrie: anger is then my god. I haue seene a woma¯, & haue lusted after her; I make lust my god. Whatsoeuer we desire and make much of, that we make our God. Hierome.

46. When man is proud, it is a great miserie; but when God is humble, it is a greater mercie.

FINIS.
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TO ALL GULS IN GENERALL, WEALTH AND LIBERTIE.

WHOM can I choose (my most worthie Mecaen-asses) to be Patrons to this labour of mine fitter the¯ your selues? your hands are euer open, your purses neuer shut. So that you stand not in the Common Rancke of Dry-fisted Patrons, (who giue nothing) for you giue all. Schollers therefore are as much beholden to you, as Vintners, Players and Puncks are. Those three trades gaine by you more then Vsurers do by thirty in the hundred: You spend the wines of the one, you make suppers for the other, and change your Gold into White-money with the third. Who is more liberall then you? who (but onely Cittizens) are more free? Blame me not therefore if I pick you out from the bunch of Booke-takers, to consecrate these fruits of my braine (which shall neuer die) onely to you. I know that most of you (O admirable Guls!) can neither write nor reade. A Horne-booke haue I inuented, because I would haue you well schooled. Powles is your WALKE; but this your Guid: if it lead you right, thanke me: if astray, men will beare with your errors, because you are Guls. Fare-well.

T. D.



TO THE READER.

GENTLE Reader, I could willingly be content that thou shouldest neither be at cost to buy this booke, nor at the labour to reade it. It is not my ambition to bee a man in Print, thus euery Tearme; Ad praelum, tanquàm ad praelium; Wee should come to the Presse as we come to the Field (seldome.) This Tree of Guls was planted long since, but not taking roote, could neuer beare till now. It hath a relish of Grobianisme, and tastes very strongly of it in the beginning. The reason thereof is, that hauing translated many Bookes of that into English Verse, and not greatly liking the Subiect, I altred the Shape, and of a Dutchman, fashioned a meere Englishman, it is a Table wherein are drawne sundry Pictures: the callors are fresh: if they bee well laid on, I thinke my workmanship well bestowed: if ill, so much the better, because I draw the pictures onely of Guls.

T. D.



PRAEMIUM.

I Sing (like the Cuckooe in Iune) to bée laught at: if therefore I make a scuruy noise, and that my tunes sound vnmusically (the Ditty being altogether lame in respect of the bad féete, and vnhansome in regard of the worme-eaten fashion) you that haue authority vnder the broad seale of mouldy custom, to be called the Gentle Audience, set your goodly great hands to my pardon: or else because I scorne to be vpbraided that I professe to instruct others in an Art, whereof I my selfe am ignorant, Doe your worst: chuse whether you will let my notes haue you by the eares or no: hisse or giue plaudities, I care not a nut-shell which of either: you can neither shake our Comick Theater with your stinking breath of hisses, nor raise it wt the thunder claps of your hands: vp it goes in Despetto del fato: ye motley is bought, & a coat with foure elbowes (for any one that will weare it) is put to making in defiance of the seuen wise maisters: for I haue smelt out of the musty shéetes of an old Almanacke, that (at one time or other) euen he that iets vpon the neatest and sprucest leather, euen he that talkes all Adage & Apothegme, even he that will not haue a wrinckle in his new Satten suit, though his mind be vglier then his face, and his face so ill fauoredly made, that he lookes at all times as if a tooth-drawer were fumbling about his gommes with a thousand lame Heteroclites more, that cozen the world with a guilt spurre, and a ruffled boote, will be all glad to fit themselues in Will Somme• his wardrob, and be driuen (like a Flemish Hoy in foule weather) to slip into our Schoole, and take out a lesson. Tush, Caelum p•timus stultitia, all that are chosen Cunstables for their wit go not to heauen.

A fig therefore for the new found Colledge of Criticks. You Courtiers that do nothing but sing the Gamuth-Are of complementall courtesie, and at the rusticall behauiour of our Countrie Muse, will skrew forth worse faces then those which God and the Painter has bestowed vpon you, I defie your perfumd scorne: and vow to poyson your Muske cats, if their ciuet excrement doe but once play with my nose. You ordinary Gulles, that through a poore and silly ambition to be thought you inherit the reuenues of extraordinary wit will spend your shallow censure vpon the most elaborate Poeme, so lauishly, that all the painted table-men about you, take you to be heires apparant to rich Midasle, that had more skill in Alchimy, then Kelly with the Phylosophers stone: (for all that he could lay his fingers on, turned into heaten gold) dry Tobacco with my leaues (you good dry brained Polipragmonists) till your pipe offices smoake with your pittifully stinking girds shot out against me. I coniure you (as you come of the right Goose-caps) staine not your house; but when at a new play you take vp the twelue-penny roome next the stage, (because the Lords & you may seeme to be haile fellow wel met) there draw forth this booke, read alowd, laugh alowd, and play the Antickes, that all the garlike mouthd stinkards may cry out, Away with the Foole: As for thée Zoylus, goe hang thy selfe: and for thée Momus chew nothing but hemlock, & spit nothing but the sirrup of Aloes vpon my papers, till thy very rotten lungs come forth for anger. I am Snake-proofe: and though with Hanniball you bring whole hogs-heads of vinegar railings, it is impossible for you to quench or come ouer my Alpine-resolution: I will saile boldly and desperately alongst the shore of ye Ile of Guls: & in defiance of those terrible blockhouses their loggerheads, make a true discouery of their wild (yet habitable) Country.

Sound an Allarum therefore (O thou my couragious Muse) and like a Dutch cryer make proclamation with thy Drum: the effect of thine O-yes, being, That if any man, woman, or child, be he Lord, be he Lowne, be he Courtier, be he Carter, of ye Innes a Court, or Innes of Citty, that hating from the bottome of his heart, all good manners and generous education, is really in loue, or rather doates on that excellent country Lady, Innocent simplicity, being the first, fairest, and chiefest Chamber-maide that our great Grandame Eue, entertained into seruice: Or if any person aforesaid longing to make a voyage in the ship of Fooles, would venture all the wit that his mother left him, to liue in the country of Guls, Cockneyes, and Coxcombs; to the intent that hau¯ting Theaters, he may fit there like a popiniay, onely to learne Play-spéeches, which afterward may furnish ye necessity of his bare knowledge, to maintaine table talke, or else heating Tauernes, desires to take the Bacchanalian degrées, and to waite himselfe in Arte bibendi magister: that at ordinaries would sit like Bias•e, and in the stréets walke like a braggart, that on foote longs to goe like a French Lacque, and on horse-backe rides like an English Tailor, or that from seuen yeares and vpward, till his dying day, has a monethes mind to haue ye Guls Horn-booke by heart, by which in time he may be promoted to serue any Lord in Europ, as his crafty Foole or his bawdy Iester, yea and to be so déere to his Lordship, as for the excellency of his fooling, to be admitted both to ride in Coach with him, and to lie at his very féete on a truckle-bed. Let all such (and I hope the world has not left her olde fashions. but there are ten thousand such) repaire hither. Neuer knocke, you that striue to be Ninny-hammer) but with your féete spurne open the doore and enter into our Schoole: you shall not néede to buy bookes, no, scorne to distinguish a B from a battle doore, onely looke that your eares be long enough to reach our Rudiments, and you are made for euer. It is by heart that I would haue you to con my lessons, and therefore be sure to haue most deuouring stomaches. Nor be you terrified with an opinion that our Rules be hard and indigestible, or that you shall neuer be good Graduates in these rare sciences of Barbarisme, and Idiotisme: Oh fie vppon any man that carries that vngodly minde! Tush, tush, Tarleton, Kemp, nor Singer, nor all the litter of Fooles that now come drawling behinde them, neuer plaid the Clownes more naturally then the arrantest Sot of you all, shall, if hee will but boyle my Instructions in his brainepan.

And lest I my selfe, like some Pedanticall Vicar, stammering out a most false and crackt latine oration to maiester Maior of the towne, and his brethren, should cough and hem in my deliueries, by which meanes you (my Auditors) should be in danger to depart more like woodcockes then when you came to me: O thou venerable father of antient (and therefore hoary) customes, Syluanus, I inuoke thy assistance; thou that first taughtest Carters to weare hob-nailes, and Lobs to play Christmas gambols, and to shew the most beastly horse-trickes: O do thou, or (if thou art not at leasure) let thy Mountibancke goat-footed Fauni, inspire me, with the knowledge of all those silly and ridiculous fashions, which the old dunsticall world woare euen out at elbowes: draw for me the pictures of the most simple fellowes then liuing, that by their patterns I may paint the like. Awake thou noblest drunkerd Bacchus, thou must likewise stand to me (if at least thou canst for réeling) teach me ( you soueraigne Skinker) how to take the Germanies vpsy freeze; the Danish Rowsa, the Switzers stoap of Rhenish, the Italians Parmizant: the Englishmans healthes, his hoopes, cans, halfe cans, Gloues, Frolicks and flap dragons, together with the most notorious qualities of the truest tospots, as when to cast, when to quarrell, when to fight, and where to sléepe: hide not a drop of thy moist mystery from me, (thou plumpest swil-bowle) but (like an honest red-nosed wine bibber) lay open all thy secrets & ye mystical Hierogliphick of Rashers ath coales, Modicums & Shooing hornes, and why they were inuented, for what occupations, and when to be vsed. Thirdly (because I will haue more then two strings to my bow) Comus, thou Clarke of Gluttonies Kitchen, doe thou also bid me proface, and let me not rise from table, till I am perfect in all the generall rules of Epicures and Cormorants. Fatten thou my braines that I may féede others, and teach them both how to squat downe to their meat, and how to munch, so like Loobies, that the wisest Solon in the world shall not be able to take them for any other. If there be any strength in thée, thou beggerly monarke of Indians, and setter-vp of rotten-lungd chimney-swéepers (Tobacco) I beg it at thy smoaky hands: make me thine adopted heire, that inheriting the vertues of thy whiffes, I may distribute them amongst all nations, and make the phantastick Englishmen (aboue the rest) more cunning in the distinction of thy Rowle Trinidado, Leafe and Pudding, then the whitest toothd Blackamoore in all Asia. After thy pipe, shal ten thousands be taught to daunce, if thou wilt but discouer to me the swéetnesse of thy snuffes, with the manner of spawling, slauering, spetting and driueling in all places, and before all persons. Oh what songs will I charme out in praise of those valiantly-strong-stinking breaths. which are easily purchast at thy hands, if I can but get thée to trauell through my nose. All the fohs in the fairest Ladies mouth that euer kist Lord, shall not fright me from thy browne presence: for thou art humble, and from the Courts of Princes hast vouchsafed to be acquainted with penny galleries, and (like a good-fellow) to be drunke for company, with Water-men, Carmen and Colliers, wheras before, and so still, Knights and wis• Gentlemen were, & are thy companions. Last of all, thou Lady of Clownes and Carters, Schoolemistres of fooles and wisacres, thou hemely (but harmelesse) Rusticity, Oh breath thy dull and dunsticall spirit into our ganders quill; crowne me thy Poet, not with a garland of Bayes, (oh no! the number of those that steals Lawret is too monstrous already) but swaddle thou my browes with those vnhansome boughes, which (like Autums rotten haire) hang dangling ouer thy dusty eye-lids. Helpe me (thou midwife of vnmannerlinesse) to be deliuered of this Embryon that lies tumbling in my braine: direct me in this hard and dangerous voyage, that being safely arriued on the desired shore, I may build vp Altars to to thy Vnmatcheable Rudenesse: the excellency whereof I know will be so great, that Grout-nowles and Moames will in swannes fly buzzing about thee. So Herculean a labour is this that I vndertake, that I am enforcd to ball out for all your succours, to the intent I may aptly furnish this feast of Fooles, vnto which I solemnely inuite all the world: for at it shall sit not only those whom Fortune fauours, but euen those whose wits are naturally their owne. Yet because your artificiall Fooles beare away the bell, all our best workmanship (at this time) shall be spent to fashion such a Creature.



CHAP. I. THE OLD WORLD & THE NEW WAIGHED TOGETHER: T THE TAILORS OF THOSE TIMES AND THESE COMPARED: THE APPARELL AND DYET OF OUR FIRST FATHERS.

GOOD Cloathes are the embrodred trappings of pride, and good cheere the very Eringo-roote of gluttony: so that fine backes, and fat bellies are Coach-horses to two of the seuen deadly sins: In the bootes of which Coach, Lechery and Sloth fit like the waiting-maide. In a most desperate state therefore doe Taylors and Cookes stand by meanes of their offices, for both those trades are Apple-squices, to that couple of sinnes. The one inuents more phantasticke fashions, then Fraunce hath worne since her first stone was laid: the other more likerish Epvcurean dishes, then were euer serud vp to Gallonius table. Did man (thinke you) come wrangling into the world, about no better matters, then all his life time to make priuy searches in Bucch•n-law for Whalebone doublets, or for pies of Nightingale tongues in Heliogabalus his kitchin? No no, the first suit of apparell that euer mortall man put on, came neither from the Mercers shop, nor the Merchants ware-house: Adams bill would haue béene taken then sooner then a Knights bond now, yet was hee great in no bodies bookes for satten and veluets: the silk-wormes had something else to do in those dayes then to set vp loomes and be frée of the weauers, his bréeches were not so much worth as K. Stephens that cost but a poore noble: for Adam holyday hose and doublet were of no better stuffe then plaine fig leaues, and Eues best gowne of the same péece, there went but a paire of sheeres betwéene them. An Antiquary in this towne, has yet some of the powder of those leaues dryed to shew. Taylors then were none of the twelue Companies: their Hall that now is larger then some Dorpes among the Netherlands, was then no bigger then a Dutch Butchers shop• they durst not strike downe their customers with large hilles: Adam cared not an apple-paring for all their lowzy hems. There was then neither the Spanish slop, nor the Skippers galligas••: the Switzers blistred Cod-péece, nor the Danish sléeue, sagging downe like a Welsh wallet, the Italians close strosser, nor the French standing coller: your trebble-quadruple Daedalian ruffes, nor your stiffe necked Rebatoes (that haue more arches for pride to row vnder, then can stand vnder fiue London Bridges) durst not then set themselues out in print: for the pattent for starch could by no meanes bee signd. Fashions then was counted a disease, and horses dyed of it: But now (thankes to folly) it is held the onely rare phisicke, and the purest golden Asses liue vpon it.

As for the dyet of that Saturnian age, it was like their attire, homely: A sallad, and a messe of léeke porridge, was a dinner for a farre greater man then euer the Turke was: Potato-pies and Custards, stood like the sinfull suburbs of Cookery, and had not a wall (so much as a handfull hie) built rownd about them. There were no daggers then, nor no Chayres Crookes his ordinary in those parsimonious dayes, had not a Capons leg to throw at a dog. Oh golden world, the suspicious Venecian carued not his meate with a siluer pitch forke: neither did the swéet toothd Englishman shift a dozen of trenchers at one meale. Peirs ploughman layd the cloth, and Simplicity brought in the voyder. How wonderfully is the world altered? and no maruell, for it has lyen sicke almost fiue thousand yeares: So that it is no more like the old Theater du munde then old Paris garden is like the Kings garden at Paris.

What an excellent workeman therefore were he that could cast the Globe of it into a new mould: And not to make it looke like Mullineux his Globe with arownd face sleekt and washt ouer with whites of egges; but to haue it in Plano, as it was at first, with all the ancient circles, lines, paralels and figures, representing indéede, all the wrinckles, crackes, creuises and flawes that (like the Mole on Hartens chéeke, being os amoris) stuck vpon it at the first creation, and made it looke most louely; but now those surrowes are fild vp with Ceruse and Uermilion, yet all will not doe, it appeares more vgly. Come, come, it would be but a bald world, but that it weares a periwig. The body of it is fowle (like a birding-péece) by being too much heated: the breath of it stinks like the mouthes of Chamber-maides by féeding on so many swéet meats. And though to purge it wil be a sorer labour then the clensing of Augeaes stable, or the scowring of Moore-ditch: yet Ille ego, qui quondam, I am the Pasquilles mad-cap, that will doot.

Draw néere therefore all you that loue to walke vpon single and simple soules, and that with to kéepe company with none but Innocents, and the sonnes of ciuill Citizens, out with your tables, and naile your eares, (as it were to the pillary) to the Musique of our instructions: nor let ye title Gullery, fright you fro¯ schoole: for marke what an excellent ladder you are to clime by. How many worthy, and men of famous memory (for their learning of all offices, from the scauenger and so vpward) haue flourished in London, of ye ancient familie of ye Wiseacres, being now no better estéemd then fooles and yonger brothers? This geare must be lookt into, lest in time (O lamentable time when that houre-glasse is turnd vp) a rich mans sonne shall no sooner péepe out of the shell of his minority, but he shall straight waies be begd for a concealement, or set vpon (as it were by frée-booters) and tane in his owne purse-nets by fencers and cony-catchers. To driue which pestilent infection from the heart, heeres a medicine more potent and more precious then was euer that mingle mangle of drugs which Mithrydates boyld together. Feare not to tast it, a cawdle will not goe downe halfe so smoothly as this will: you néede not call the honest name of it in question, for Antiquity puts off his cap, and makes a bare oration in praise of the vertues of it: the Receipt hath béene subscribed vnto, by all those that haue had to doe with Simples with this moth-eaten Motto, Probatum est: your Diacatholicon aureum, that with gun-powder brings threatens, to blow vp all diseases that come in his way, & smels worse then Assa soetida in respect of this. You therefore whose bodyes either ouerflowing with the corrupt humours of this ages phantasticknesse, or else being burnt vp with the infla¯mation of vpstart fashions, would faine be purgd: and to shew that you truly loath this polluted and mangy-fisted world, turne Pimonists, not caring either for men or their maners; doe you pledge me: spare not to •ake a déepe draught of our homely councell: the cup is full, and so •rge, that I holdly drinke a health vnto all commers.



CHAP. II. HOW A YOUNG GALLANT SHALL NOT ONELY KEEPE HIS CLOTHES (WHICH MANY OF THEM CAN HARDLY DOE FOR BROKERS) BUT ALSO SAUE THE CHARGES OF TAKING PHYSICKE: WITH OTHER RULES FOR THE MORNING. THE PRAISE OF SLEEPE AND OF GOING NAKED.

YOU haue heard all this while nothing but the Prologue, and séene no more but a dumbe shew: Our Vetus Comaedia steps out now. The fittest stay, vpon which you (that study to be an Actor there) are first to present your selfe, is in my approued iudgement) the softest and largest Downe-bed: from whence (if you will but take sound councell of your pillow) you shall neuer rise till you heare it ring noone at least. Sléepe in the name of Morpheus your belly full, or (rather) sléepe till you heare your belly grombies and waxeth empty. Care not for those coorse painted cloath rimes, made by ye Uniuersity of Salerne, that come ouer you, with

S• breuis, aut nullus; tibi somnus meridianus.

Short let thy sleepe at noone be,

Or rather let it none be.

Swéete candied councell, but theres rats-bane vnder it: trust neuer a Bachiler of Art of them all, for he speakes your health faire but to steale away the maidenhead of it: Salerne stands in the luxurious country of Naples, and who knowes not that the Neapolitan, will (like Derick the hang-man) embrace you with one arme, and rip your guts with the other? theres not a haire in his Mustachoo, but if he kisse you; will stabbe you through the chéekes like a penyard: the slaue to be auenged on his enemy, will drink off a pint of poison himselfe, so ye he may be sure to haue the other pledge him but halfe so much: And it may be that vpon some secret grudge to worke the generall destruction of all mankinde, those verses were composed. Phisitians I know (and none else) tooke vp the bucklers in their defence, railing bitterly vpon that venerable and princely custome of Long lying a bed: Yet now I remember me, I cannot blame them: for they which want sléepe (which is mans naturall rest become either meere Naturals, or else fall into the Doctors hands, and so consequently into the Lords: whereas he that snorts profoundly scornes to let Hippocrates himselfe stand tooting on his Urinall: and thereby saues that charges of a groates-worth of Physicke: And happy is that man that saues it: for phisick is, Non minus venefica, quàm benefica, it hath an ounce of gall in it, for euery dram of hony. Ten Tyburnes cannot turne men ouer ye pearch so fast as one of these brewers of purgations: the very nerues of their practise, being nothing but Ars Homicidiorum, an Art to make poore soules kick vp their héeles. In so much that euen their sicke grunting patients, stand in more danger of M. Doctor and his drugs then of all the Cannon shots which the desperate disease it selfe can discharge against them. Send them packing therefore to walke like Italian Mountibankes, beate not your braines to vnderstand their parcell-gréeke, parcell-latine gibrish: let not all their sophisticall buzzing into your eares, nor their Satyricall canuasing of feather-beds and tossing men out of their warme blanckers, awake you till the houre that héere is prescribed.

For doe but consider what an excellent thing sléepe is: It is so inestimable a Iewell, that if a Tyrant would giue his crowne for an houres slumber, it cannot be bought: of so beautifull a shape is it, that tho a man lye with an Empresse, his heart can not be at quiet, till he leaues her embracements to be at rest with the other: yea so greatly indebted are we to this kinseman of death, that we owe the better tributary, halfe of our life to him: and thers good cause why we should do so: for sleepe is that golden chaine that ties health and our bodies together. Who complaines of want? of woundes? of cares? of great mens oppressions? of captiuity? whilest hée sléepeth? Beggers in their beds take as much pleasure as Kings: can we therefore surfet on this delicate Ambrosia? can we drink too much of that whereof to tast too little, tumbles vs into a Church-yard, and to vse it but indifferently, throwes vs into Bedlam? No, no, looke vppon Endymion, the Moones Minion, who stept thréescore & fiftéene yeares and was not a haire the worse for it. Can lying abedde till noone then (being not the thréescore and fifteenth thousand part of his nap be hurtfull?

Besides, by the opinion of all Phylosophers and Physitians, it is not good to trust the aire with our bodies till the Sun with his flame-coloured wings hath fand away the mistrie smoake of the morning, and refind that thicke tobacco-breath which the rheumaticke night throwes abroad of purpose to put out the eye of the Clement: which worke questionlesse cannot be perfectly finisht till the Sunnes Car-horses stand prancing on the very top of highest noone: so yt then, (and not till then) is the most healthfull houce to be stirring. Do you require examples to perswade you? At what time do Lords and Ladies vse to rise but then? your simpring Merchants wiues are the fairest lyers in the world, and is not eleuen a clocke their common houre? they finde (no doubt) vnspeakeable swéet•esse in such lying, else they would not day by day put it so in practise. In a word, mid day slumbers are golden, they make the body fat, the skin faire, the flesh plump delicate and tender; they set a russet colour on the chéekes of young women, and make lusty courage to rise vp in men: they make vs thirfty, both in sparing victuals (for breakefasts thereby are sand from the hell-mouth of the belly) and in preseruing apparell: for whilest wée warme vs in our beds, our cloathes are not worne.

The casements of thine eyes being then at this commendable time of the day, newly set open, choose rather to haue thy wind-pipe cut in péeces then to salute any man. Bid not good morrow so much as to thy father, tho he be an Emperour. An idle ceremony it is, and can doe him little good; to thy selfe it may bring much harme: for if he be a wise man that knowes how to hold his peace, of necessity must he be counted a foole that cannot kéepe his tongue?

Amongst all the wild men, that runne vp and downe in this wide forrest of fooles (the world) none are more superstitious then those notable Ebritians, the Iewes: yet a Iewe neuer weares his cap thréed-hare with putting it off: neuer bends ith hammes with casting away a leg: neuer cries God saue you, tho he sées the Diuell at your elbow. Play the Iewes therefore in this, and saue thy lips that labour, onely remember that so soone as thy eye lids be vnglewd thy first exercise must be (either sitting vpright on thy pillow, or rarely loling at thy bodies whole le••th, to yawne, to stretch and to gape wider then any oysterwise: for thereby thou doest not onely send out the liuely spirits (like Vaunt-currers) to fortifie and make good the vttermost borders of the body; but also (as a cunning painter) thy goodly lineame•ts are drawne out in their fairest proportion.

This lesson being playd: turne ouer a new leafe, and (vnlesse that Fréezela•d Curre cold winter, offer to bite thée) walke a while, vp and downe thy chamber, either in thy thin shirt onely, or else (which at a bare word is both more decent aad more delectable) strip thy selfe starke naked. Are we not borne so? and shall a foolish custome make vs to breake the lawes of our Creation? our first parents so long as they went naked, were suffered to dwell in paradice, but after they got coates to their backes, they were turnd out a doores: Put on therefore either no apparel at all, or put it on carelesly: for looke how much more delicate libertie is then bondage, so much is the loosenesse in wearing of our attire, aboue the imprisonment of being neatly and Tailorlike drest vp in it: To be ready in our clothes, is to be ready for nothing else. A man lookes as if hee hung in chaines; or like a scar-crow: and as those excellent birds (whom Pliny could neuer haue the wit to catch in all his sprindges commonly called woodcocks (whereof there is great store in England) hauing all their feathers pluckt from their backes, and being turnd out as naked as Platoes cocke was before all Diogenes his Schollers: or as the Cuckooe in Christmas, are more fit to come to any Knights board, and are indéede more seruiceable then when they are lapt in their warme liueries: euen so stands the case with man. Truth (because the bald-pate her father Time, has no haire to couer his head) goes (when she goes best) starke naked; But falshood has euer a cloake for the raine. You sée likewise that the Lyon, being the king of beasts, the horse being the lustiest creature, the Unicorne, whose horne is worth halfe a City, all these go with no more clothes on their backes, then what nature hath bestowed vpon them; But you Babiownes, and you Iack-anapes (being the scum, and rascality of all the hedge-créepers) they go in ierkins and mandilions: marry how? they are put into these rags onely in mockery.

Oh beware therefore both what you weare, and how you weare it, and let this heauenly reason moue you neuer to be hansome, for when the Sunne is arising out of his bed, does not the element séeme more glorious then (being onely in gray) at noone when hées in all his brauery? it were madnesse to deny it. What man would not gladly sée a beautifull woman naked, or at least with nothing but a lawne or some loose thing ouer her, and euen highly lift her vp for being so? Shall wee then abhorre that in our selues, which we admire and hold to be so excellent in others? Absit.

CHAP. III. HOW A YONG GALLANT SHOULD WARME HIMSELFE BY THE FIRE: HOW ATTIRE HIMSELFE: THE DESCRIPTION OF A MANS HEAD: THE PRAISE OF LONG HAIRE.

BUT if (as it often happens vnlesse the yeare catch the sweating sicknesse) the morning like charity waxing cold, thrust his frosty fingers into thy bosome, pinching thée black and blew, (with her nailes made of yce) like an inuisible Goblin, so that thy téeth (as if thou wert singing prick-song) stand coldly quauering in thy head, and leap vp and downe like the nimble Iackes of a paire of Uirginals: be then as swift as a whirle-winde, and as boystrous in tossing all thy cloathes in a rude heape together: With which bundle filling thine armes, steppe brauely forth, crying Roome, what a coyle keepe you about the fire? The more are set round about it, the more is thy commendation, if thou either bluntly ridest ouer their shoulders, or tumblest aside their stooles to créepe into the chimney corner: there toast thy body, till thy scorched shinne be speckled all ouer, being staind with more motley colours then are to be séene on the right side of the rainebow.

Neither shall it be fit for the state of thy health, to put on thy Apparell, till by sitting in that hot house of the chimney, thou féelest the fat dew of thy body (like basting) runne trickling down thy sides: for by that meanes thou maist lawfully boast that thou liuest by the sweat of thy browes.

As for thy stockings and shoos, •o weare them, that all men may point at thee and make thee amous by th•t glorious name of a Male content Or if thy quicksiluer can runne so •arre on thy errant as to fetch three bootes out of S. Ma•ren• let it be thy prudence to haue the tops of them wide as ye mouth of a wallet, and those with fringed boote-hose ouer them to hang downe to thy ankles. Doues are accounted innocent & louing creatures: thou in obseruing this fashion, shalt seeme to be a rough-•ooted doue, and bée held as innocent. Besides, the strawling, which of necessity so much lether betwéen thy legs must put thée into, will bee thought not to grow from thy disease, but from that gentleman-like habit.

Hauing thus apparelled thée from top to toe, according to that simple fashion which the best Goose-caps in Europ striue to imitate, it is now high time for me to haue a blow at thy head, which I will not cut off with sharp documents, but rather set it on faster, bestowing vpon it such excellent caruing, that if all the wise men of Gottam should lay their heades together, their Iobber-nowles should not bee able to compare with thine.

To maintaine therefore that sconce of thine, strongly guarded, and in good reparation, neuer suffer combe to fasten his téeth there: let thy haire grow thick and bushy like a forrest, or some wildernesse, lest those sixe-footed creatures that bréede in it, and are Tenants to that crowne-land of thine, bee hunted to death by euery base barbarous Barber; and so that delicate and ticling pleasure of scratching, be vtterly taken from thée: For the H•ad is a house built for Reason to diuell in: and thus is the tenement framd. The two Eyes are the glasse windowes, at which light disperses it selfe into euery roome, hauing goodly penthouses of haire to ouershaddow them: As for the nose, tho some (most iniuriously and improperly) make it serue for an Indian chimney yet surely it is rightly a bridge with two arches, vnder which are neat passages to conuey as well perfumes to aire and sweeten euery chamber, as to •arry away all noisome filth that is swept out or vncle•ne corners. The cherry lippes open like the new painted gates of a Lords Maiors house, to take in prouision. The tongue is a bell, hanging iust vnder the middle of the roofe, and lest it should be rung out too déepe (as sometimes it is when women haue a peale) whereas it was cast by the first founder, but onely to tole softly, there are two euen rowes of Iuory pegs (like pales set to kéep it in. The eares are two Musique roomes into which as well good sounds as bad, descend downe two narrow paire of staires, that for all the world haue crooked windings like those that lead to the top of Powles stéeple: & because when the tunes are once gotten in, they should not too quickly slip out, all the walles of both places are plaistred with yellow wax round about them. Now as the fairest lodging, tho it be furnisht with walles chimnies, chambers, & all other parts of Architecture, yet if the féeling be wanting, it stands subiect to raine, and so consequently to ruine. So would this goodly palace, which wée haue moddeld out vnto you, bee but a cold and bald habitation, were not the top of it rarely couered. Nature therfore has plaid the Tyler, and giuen it a most curious couering, or (to speake more properly) she has thatcht it all ouer, and that Thatching is haire. If then thou desirest to reserue that Fée-simple of wit, (thy head) for thée and the lawfull heires of thy body, play neither the scuruy part of the Frenchman, that pluckes vp all by ye rootes, nor that of the spending Englishman, who to maintaine a paltry warren of vnprofitable Conies, disimparkes the stately swift-footed wild Deere: But let thine receiue his full growth that thou maiest safely and wisely brag tis thine owne Bush-Naturall.

And with all consider, that as those trées of Cob-web-lawne, (wouen by Spinners the fresh May-mornings) doe dresse the curled heads of the mountaines, and adorne the swelling bosomes of the valleyes: Or as those snowy fléeces which the naked bryer steales from the innocent nibling shéepe, to make himselfe a warme winter liuery, are to either of them both an excelcellent ornament: So make thou account that to haue fethers sticking héere and there on thy head, will embellish and set thy crowne out rarely None dare vpbraid thée, that like a begger thou hast lyen on straw or like a trauelling Pedler vpon musty flockes: for those feathers will rise vp as witnesses to choake him that sayes so, and to proue that thy bed was of the softest Downe.

When your noblest Gallants consecrate their houres to their Mistresses and to Reuelling, they weare fethers then chiefly in their hattes, being one of the fairest ensignes of their brauery: But thou a Reueller and a Mistris-seruer all the yeare by wearing fethers in thy haire whose length, before the rigorous edge of any puritanicall paire of scizzers should shorten the breadth of a finger, let the thrée huswifely spinsters of Destiny rather curtall the thréed of thy life. O no, long haire is the onely nette that women spread abroad to entrappe men in; and why should not men be as farre aboue women in that commodity, as they go beyond men in others? The merry Greekes were called 〈 in non-Latin alphabet 〉 long haird: loose not thou (being an honest Troian) that honour, sithence it will more fairely become thée. Grasse is the haire of the earth, which so long as it is suffred to grow, it becomes the wearer, and carries a most pleasing colour, but when the Sunne-burnt clowne makes his mowes at it, and like a Barber) shaues it off to the stumps, then it withers and is good ••r nothing, but to be trust vp and thrown amongst Iades. How vgly is a bald pate? it lookes like a face wanting a nose: or like ground eaten bare with the arrowes of Archers, wheras a head al hid in haire, giues euen to a most wicked face a swéet proportion, & lookes like a meddow newly marryed to the Spring: which beauty in men the Turkes enuying, they no sooner lay hold on a Christian, but the first marke they set vpon him, to make him know hées a slaue, is to shaue off all his haire close to the scull. A Mahumetan cruelty therefore is it, to stuffe bréeches and tennis balles with that, which when tis once lost, all the hare-hunters in the world may sweat their hearts out and yet hardly catch it againe.

You then to whom chastity has giuen an heire apparant, take order that it may be apparant, and to that purpose let it play openly wt the lasciuious wind eue¯ on ye top of your shoulders. Experience cries out in euery Citty, that those selfe-same Criticall Saturnists, whose haire is shorter then their eye-browes, take a pride to haue their hoary beards hang slauering like a dozen of Fox tailes, downe so low as their middle. But (alas) why should the chinnes and lippes of old men lick vp that excrement which they vyolently clip away from the heads of yong men? Is it because those long béesomes (their beards) with swéeping the soft bosomes of their beautiful yong wiues, may tickle their tender breasts, and make some amends for their maisters vnrecouerable dulnesse? No, no there hangs more at the ends of those long gray haires, then all the world can come to the knowledge of. Certaine I am, that when neue but the golden age went currant vpon earth, it was hither treason to clip haire, then to clip money: the combe and scizers were condemned to the currying of hackneyes: he was di•franchized for euer, that did but put on a Barbers apron. Man, woman and child, woare then haire longer then a law-suit: euery head, when it stood bare or vncouered, lookt like a butter-boxes •owle hauing his thrumbd cap on. It was frée for all Nations to haue shaggy pates, as it is now onely for the Irishman: But since this polling and shauing world crept vp, locks-were lockt vp and haire sell to decay. Reuiue thou therefore the old buryed fashion, on and (in scorne of per•wigs and shéep-shearing kéep thou that qu•lted head-péece on continually. Long haire will make thée looke dreadfully to thine enemies, and manly to thy friends. It is in peace, an ornament: in warre, a strong helmet! It blunts the edge of a sword, and deads the len•en thunip of a bullet. In winter it is a warme night-cap, in sommer a cooling •a•ne of fethers.

CHAP. IIII. HOW A GALLANT SHOULD BEHAUE HIMSELFE IN POWLES-WALKES.

BEEING weary with sayling vp & downe almost these shores of Barbaria, héere let vs cast our Anchor and nimbly leape to land in one coast•, whose fresh aire shall be so much the more pleasing to vs, if the Ninny hammer (whose perfection we labour to set forth) haue much •oolish wit le•t him as to choose the place where to suche in: •or that true humorous Gallant that desires to powre himselfe into all fashions ( his ambition be such to excell euer Complement it selfe) must as well practise to diminish his as to bee various in his salle•s curious in his ; or ingenious in the tru••ing vp of a new Sretchhose: All which vertues are excellent and able to maintaine him, especially if the old worme-eaten Farmer, (his father) bée dead, and left him fiue hundred a yeare, onely to kéepe an Irish hobby, an Irish horse-boy, and himselfe (like a gentleman.) Hée therefore that would striue to fashion his legges to his silke stockins, and his proud gate to his broad garters, let him whiffe downe these obseruations, for if he once get but to walke by the booke (and I sée no reason but hee may as well as fight by the booke) Powles may be prowd of him, Will Clarke shall ring forth Encomiums in his honour, Iohn in Powles Church-yard, shall fit his head for an excellent blocke, whilest all the Innes of Court reioyce to behold his most hansome calfe.

Your Mediterranean Ile, is then the onely gallery, wherein the pictures of all your true fashionate and complementall Guls are and ought to be hung vp: into that gallery carry your neat body, but take héede you pick out such an houre, when the maine Shoale of Ilanders are swimming vp and downe: and first obserue your doores of entrance, and your Exit, not much vnlike the plaiers at the Theaters, kéeping your Decorums euen in phantasticality. As for example: if you proue to be a Northerne Gentleman I would wish you to passe through the North doore more often (especially) then any of the other: and so according to your countries, take note of your entrances.

Now for your venturing into the Walke be circumspect and wary what piller you come in at, and take héede in any case (as you loue the reputation of your honour) that you auoide the Seruing mans Logg, and approch not within fiue fadom of that Piller, but bend your course directly in the middle line, that the whole body of the Church may appeare to be yours, where, in view of all, you may publish your suit in what manner you affect most, either with the slide of your cloake from the one shoulder, and then you must (as twere in anger) suddenly snatch at the middle of the inside (if it be taffata at the least) and so by ye meanes your costly lining is betrayd, or else by the pretty aduantage of Complement. But one note by the way do I especially we•e you to, the neglect of which, makes many of our Gallants cheape and ordinary, that by no meanes you be séene aboue foure turnes, but in the fift make your selfe away, either in some of the Sempsters shops, the new Tobacco-office, or amongst the Booke-sellers, where, if you cannot reade, exercise your smoake, and inquire who has writ against this diuine wéede: &c. For this withdrawing your selfe a little, will much benefite your suit, which else by too long walking, would be stale to the whole spectators: but howsoeuer, if Powles Iacks bee once vp wt their elbowes, and quarrelling to strike eleuen, as soone as euer the clock has parted them, and ended the fray with his hammer, let not the Dukes gallery conteyne you any longer, but passe away apace in open view. In which departure, if by chance you either encounter, or aloofe off throw your inquisitiue eye vpon any knight or Squire, being your familiar, salute him not by his name of Sir such a one, or so, but call him Ned or Iack &c. This will set off your estimation with great men: and if (tho there be a dozen companies betwéene you, tis the better) hee call alowd to you (for thats most gentile) to know where he shall find you a• two a clock, tell him at such an Ordinary or such, and bée sure to name those that are déerest, and whither none but your Gallants resort. After dinner you may appeare againe hauing translated yourselfe out of your English cloth cloak, into a light Turky-grogram (if you haue that happinesse of shifting) and then we séene (for a turne or two) to correct your téeth with some quill, or siluer instrument, and to cleanse your gummes with a wrought handkercher: It skilles not whether you dinde or no, (thats best knowne to your stomach) or in what place you dinde, though it were with chéese (of your owne mothers making) in your chamber or study.

Now if you chance to bee a Gallant not much crost amongst Citizens, that is, a Gallant in the Mercers bookes, exalted for Sattens and veluets, if you be not so much blest to bée crost (as I hold it the greatest blessing in the world, to bee great in no mans bookes) your Powles walke is your onely refuge: the Dukes Tomb is a Sanctuary, and will kéepe you aliue from wormes and land-rattes, that long to be féeding on your carkas: there you may spend your legs in winter a whole after-noone: conuerse, plot, laugh, and talke any thing, iest at your Creditor, euen to his face, and in the euening, euen by lamp-light, steale ant, & so cozen a whole coup of abhominable catch-pols.

Neuer be séene to mount the steppes into the quire, but vpon a high Festiuall day, to preferre the fashion of your doublet, and especially if the singing boyes séeme to take note of you: for they are able to buzze your praises, aboue their An•hems if their v•y•es haue not lost their maiden-heads, but be sure your siluer spurres dogge your heeles, and then the B•yes will sw•rme about you like so many white when you in the open Quire shall dr•we forth a embrodred purse, (the glorious •ight of which will ent•ce ma•y Country-men from their deu•sion to wondring) Siluer into the Boyes handes that it may hea•d the first lesson, although it be reade in a voy•e as big as one of the great Organs.

This noble and notable Act being performed you are to vanish presently out of the Quire, & to appeare againe the •alk; But in any wise be not obserued to t•e•d there long alone, for feare you be suspected to be a Gallant, ••sh••rd from the of Captens and Figh•ers.

Sucke this humour vp especially Put off to none vnlesse his hatband be of a •uainter: but for him that about his h•tte, (though he were an Aldermans sonne) neuer moue to him: for hees suspected to be worse then a Gull,• not worth the putting off to, that cannot obserue the time of his hat•band, nor know what fashiond block is most kin to his head: for in my opinion, ye braine that cannot choise his Felt well, (being the head ornament) must needes powre folly into all the rest of the members, and bée an absolute confirmed Foole, in Summa Totali.

All the diseasd horses in a tedious seige, cannot shew so many fashions, as are to be séene for nothing euery day in Duke Humfryes walke. If therefore you determine to enter into a new suit, warne your T•lor to atte•d you in Powles who, with his hat in his hand, shall like a spy discouer the stuffe, colour, and fashion of any doublet or hose that dare be séene there and stepping behind a pilles to fill his table-bookes with those notes, will presently send you into the world an accomplisht man, by which meanes you shall weare your clothes in print wt the first edition.

But if Fortune fauour you so much as to make you no more then a méere country gentleman, or but some degrées remoud fi• him (for which I should be very sor•e, because your London-experience wil cost you before you shal haue ye wit to know what you are) then take this lesson along with you: The first time that you Powles, passe through the body of the Church like a P•r•er, yet presume not to fetch so much as one whole turne in the middle Ile, no nor to cast an eye to Siquis d•o•e (pasted & plais••ed vp with Seruingmens supplications) before you haue paid tribute to the top of Powles steeple with a single penny when you are mounted there, take heede how you •oo•e downe into the yard; for the ra••es are as as your great Grand-father: and therupon it will not be if you how •it Woodros•e durst vault ouer, and what reason h• had •or•, to put his necke in hazard of reparations. From hence you may descend to talke about the horse that went vp, and to know his keeper, take the day of the Moneth, and the number of the steppes, and suffer your selfe to beleeue verily that it was not a horse, but something else in the likenesse of one. Which wonders you may publish when into the country, to the great amazement of all Farme•s daughters that will almost swound at the report, and neuer recouer till their ba•es bee asked twice in the Church.

But I haue not left you yet: Before you come downe againe, I would desire you to draw your knife, and graue your name, (or for want of a name, the marke which you clap on your shéep) in great Caracters vpon the leades by a number of your brethren (both Citizens and country Gentlemen) and so you shall be sure to haue your name lye in a coffin of lead when your selfe shall be wrapt in a winding-shéete: and indeed the top of Powles conteins more names then Stowes Cronicle. These lofty tricks being plaid, and you (thanks to your féete) being safely ariud at the st••es •oote againe, your next worthy worke is, to repaire to my Lord Chancellors Tomb (and if you can but reasonably spel) bestow some time vpon ye reading of sir Phillip Sydneyes briefe Epitaph in the compasse of an houre you may make shift to stumble it out. The great Dyall is your last monument, there bestow some halfe of the thréescore minutes, to obserue the sawcinesse of the Iackes, that are aboue the man in the moone there: the strangenesse of the motion will quit your labour. Besides, you may héere haue fit occasion to discouer your watch by taking it forth, and setting the whéeles to the time of Powles, which I assure you goes truer by fiue notes then S. Sepulchers Chimes. The benefit that wil arise from hence is this, yt you publish your Change in maintaining a gilded clocke; and withall the world shall know that you are a time-pleaser. By this I imagine you haue walkt your belly ful, & therupon being weary, or (which rather I beléeue) being most Gentleman-like hungry, it is fit that as I brought you into the Duke, so (because he followes the fashion of great men, in kéeping no house, and that therefore you must go séeke your dinner) suffer me to take you by the hand, and lead you into an Ordinary.

CHAP. V. HOW A YONG GALLANT SHOULD BEHAUE HIMSELFE IN AN ORDINARY.

FIRST, Hauing diligently enquired out an Ordinary of the largest reckoning, whither most of your Courtly Gallants do resort, let it be your vse to repaire thither some halfe houre after eleuen, for then you shall find most of your fashion-mongers planted in the roome waiting for meate: ride thither vpon your galloway-nag, or your Spanish Iennet, a swift ambling pace, in your hose and doublet (gilt rapier & poniard bestowd in their places) and your French Lackey, carrying your cloake, and running before you, or rather in a coach, for that will both hide you from the baseliske-eyes of your creditors, and out-runne a whole kennell of bitter mouthd Serieants.

Being ariud in the roome, salute not any but those of your acquaintance: walke vp and downe by the rest as scornfully and as carelesly as a Gentleman Usher: Select some friend (hauing first throwne off your cloake) to walke vp and downe the roome with you, let him be suited if you can, worse by farre then your selfe, he will be a foyle to you: & this will be a meanes to publish your clothes better then Powles, a Tennis-court, or a Play-house: discourse as lowd as you can, no matter to what purpose, if you but make a noise, and laugh in fashion, and haue a good sower face to promise quarrelling, you shall bée much obserued.

If you be a souldier, talke how often you haue béene in action: as the Portingale voyage Cales voiage, the Iland voiage, besides some eight or nine imploiments in Ireland and the low Countries: then you may discourse how honorably your Graue vsed you: obserue that you cal your Graue Maurice your Graue; How often you haue drunk with Count such a one, and such a Count on your knées to your Graues health: and let it bee your vertue to giue place neither to S. Kynock, nor to any Dutchman, whatsoeuer in the seuentéene Prouinces for that Souldiers complement of drinking. And if you perceiue that the vntraueld company about you take this downe well, ply them with more such stuffe, as, how you haue interpreted betwéene the French King, and a great Lord of Barbary, when they haue béen drinking healthes together, and that will be an excellent occasion to publish your languages, if you haue them; if not, get some fragments of french, or smal parcels of Italian to fling about the table; but beware how you speake any latine there, your Ordinary most commonly hath no more to do with Latine then a desperate towne of Garison hath.

If you be a Courtier, discourse of the obtaining of Suits: of your mistresses fauours, &c. Make inquiry if any gentleman at boord haue any suit to get, which he would vse ye good means of a great mans Interest with the King: and withall (if you haue not so much grace left in you as to blush) that you are (thankes to your starres) in mightie credit, though in your owne conscience you know, and are guilty to your selfe that you dare not, (but onely vpon the priuiledges of hansome clothes) presume to péepe into the presence. Demand if there bee any Gentleman, (whom any there is acquainted with) that is troubled with two offices; or any Uicar with two Church-liuings; which will pollitickly insinuate, that your inquiry after them, is because you haue good meanes to obtaine them; yea; and rather then your tongue should not be heard in the roome, but that you should sit (like an A••e) with your sinner in your mouth and speake nothing: discourse how often this Lady hath sent her Coach for you: and h•w o•ten you haue swe•t in the Tennis-court with that great Lord: for indéede the sweating together in Fraunce (I meane the society of Tennis) is a great argument ••most déere affection, euen betweene noble men and Pesants.

If you be a Poet and come into the Ordinary (though it can be no great glory to be an ordinary Poet) order your se••e thus: Obserue no man, dost not cap to that Gentleman to day at dinner, to whom not two nights since you were behold•n for a supper, but after a turne or two in the roome, take occasion (pulling out your gloues) to haue some Epigram, or Satyre or Sonnet, fastned in one of them, that may (as it were vomittingly to you) offer it selfe to the Gentlemen: they will presently desire it: but without much coiuration from them, and a pretty kind of counterfet loathnes in yourselfe, do not read it: and though it be none of your owne, sweare you made it. Mary chaunce to get into your hands any witty thing of another mans that is somewhat better, I would councell you then, if demand bee made who composd it, you may say, faith a learned Gentleman, a very worthy friend: And this séeming to lay it on another man will be counted either modestie in you or a signe that you are not ambitious of praise, or else that you dare not take it vpon you for feare of the sharpnesse it carries with it. Besides, it will adde much to your fame to let your tongue walke faster then your téeth, though you be neuer so hungry, and rather then you should sit like a dumb Coxcomb, to repeat by heart, either some verses of your owne, or of any other mans stretching euen very good lines vpon the rack of censure, though it be against all law, honestie or conscience, it may chaunce saue you the price of your Ordinary, & be•et you other Suppliments. Ma•y I would further intreat our Poet to be in league with the Mistresse of the Ordinary because from her vpon condition that he will but ryme Knights and yong gentlemen to her house, and maintaine the table in good sooling) he may eas•y make vp his mouth at her cost, Gratis.

Thus much for particular men but in generall let all that are in Ordinary-pay, march after the sound of these directions Before the meate come smoaking to the board, our Gallant must draw out his Tobacco-box, the ladell for the cold snuffe into the nosthrill, the tongs and prining Iron: All which artillery may be of gold or siluer (if he can reach to the price of it) it will bée a reasonable vsefull pawne at all times, when the current of his money falles out to run low. And heere you must obserue to know in what state Tobacco is in towne, better then the Merchants, and to discourse of the Potecaries where it is to be sold, and to be able to speake of their wiues as readily as the Pottecary himselfe reading the barbarous hand of a Doctor: then let him shew his seuerall tricks in taking it. As the Whiffe, the Ring, &c. For these are complements that gaine Gentlemen no meane respect, and for which indéede they are more worthily noted, I ensure you, then for any skill that they haue in learning.

When you are set downe to dinner, you must eate as impudently as can be (for thats most Gentleman like) when your Knight is vpon his stewed Mutton, be you presently (though you be but a Capten) in the bosome of your goose: and when your Iustice of peace is knuckle déepe in goose, you may without disparagement to your bloud, though you haue a Lady to your mother, fall very manfully to your woodcocks.

You may rise in dinner time to aske for a close stoole, protesting to all the gentlemen that it costs you a hundred pound a yeare in physicke, besides the Annuall pension which your wife allowes her Doctor: And (if you please) you may (as your great French Lord doth) inuite some speciall frind of yours, from the table to hold discourse with you as you sit in that withdrawing chamber: from whence being returned againe to the board, you shall sharpen the wits of all the eating Gallants about you, and doe them great pleasure to aske what Pamphlets or Poems a man might thinke fittest to wipe his taile with (mary this talke will bée some what fowle if you carry not a strong perfume about you) and in propounding this question, you may abuse the workes of any man, depraue his writings that you cannot equall, and purchase to your selfe in time the terrible name of a seuere Criticke: nay and be one of the Colledge, if youle be liberall inough: and (when your turne comes) pay for their suppers.

After dinner, euery man as his busines leades him: some to dice some to drabs, some to playes, some to take vp friends in the Court, some to take vp money in the Citty, some to lende testers in Powles, others to bo¯rrow Crownes vpon the Exchange: and thus as the people is sayd to bee a beast of many heads (yet all those heads like Hydraes) euer growing as various in their hornes as wondrous in their budding & branching, so in an Ordinary you shal find the variety of a whole kingdome in a few Apes of the kingdome.

You must not sweare in your dicing: for that Argues a violent impatience to depart from your money, and in time will betray a mans néede. Take héede of it. No! whether you be at Primero or Hazard, you shal sit as patiently (though you loose a whole halfe-yeares exhibition) as a disarmd Gentleman does when hées in ye vnmerciful fingers of Serieants. Mary I will allow you to sweat priuatly, and teare six or seuen score paire of cards, be the damnation of some dozen or twenty baile of dice, & forsweare play a thousand times in an houre, but not sweare. Dice your selfe into your shirt: and if you haue that your frind wil lend but an angell vpon, shaue it of• and pawne that rather then to goe home blinde to your lodging.

Further, it is to be remembred, He that is a great Gamester, may be trusted for a quarters board at all tunes, and apparell prouided if néede be.

At your twelue-penny Ordinary you may giue any Iustice of peace, or yong Knight (if hee sit but one degrée towards the Equinoctiall of the Salt-seller) leaue to pay for the wine, and hée shall not refuse it, though it be a wéeke before the receiuing of his quarters rent, which is a time albeit of good hope, yet of present necessity.

There is another Ordinary to which your London Usurer, your stale Batchilor, and your thrifty Atturney do resort: the price thrée-pence: the roomes as full of company as a Iaile, and indéede diuided into seuerall wards, like the beds of an Hospital. The complement betwéene these is not much, their words few: for the belly hath no eares, euery mans eie héere is vpon the other mans trencher, to note whether his fellow lurch him or no: if they chaunce to discourse, it is of nothing but of Statutes, Bonds, Recognizances, Fines, Recoueries, Audits, Rents, Subsidies, Suerties, Inclosures, Liueries, Indicements, outlaries, Feoffments, Iudgments, Commissions, Bankerouts, Amercements, and of such horrible matter, that when a Lifetenant dines with his punck in the next roome, hee thinkes verily the men are coniuring. I can find nothing at this Ordinary worthy the sitting downe for: therefore the cloth shall bee taken away, and those that are thought good enough to be guests héere, shall be too base to bee waiters at your Grand Ordinary. At which, your Gallant tastes these commodities; he shall fare wel, enioy good company receiue all the newes ere the post can deliuer his packet, be perfect where the best bawdy-houses stand, proclaime his good clothes, know this man to drinke well, that to féede grosly, the other to swaggar roughly: he shall if hee hée minded to trauell, put out money vpon his returne, and haue hands enough to receiue it, vpon any termes of repaiment: And no question if he be poore, he shall now and then light vpon some Gull or other, whom he may skelder (after the gentile fashion) of mony: By this time the parings of Fruit and Chéese are in the voyder, Cards and dice lie stinking in the fire, the guests are all vp, the guilt rapiers ready to be hangd, the French Lacquey, and Irish Footeboy, shrugging at the doores with their masters hobby-horses, to ride to the new play: thats the Randenous: thither they are gallopt in post, let vs take a paire of Dares, and now lustily after them.

CHAP. VI. HOW A GALLANT SHOULD BEHAUE HIMSEFE IN A PLAY-HOUSE.

THE Theater is your Poets Royal-Exchange, vpon which, their Muses (ye are now turnd to Merchants) meeting, barter away that light commodity of words for a lighter ware then words. Plaudities and the Breath of the great Beast, which (like the threatnings of two Cowards) vanish all into aire. Plaiers and their Factors, who put away the stuffe, and make the best of it they possibly can (as indéed tis their parts so to doe) your Gallant, your Courtier and your Capten, had wont to be the soundest paymaisters, and I thinke are still the surest chapmen: and these by meanes that their heades are well stockt, deale vpo¯ this comical freight by the grosse: when your Groundling, and Gallery Commoner buyes his sport by the penny, and, like a Hagler, is glad to vtter it againe by retailing.

Sithence then the place is so frée in entertainement, allowing a stoole as well to the Farmers sonne as to your Templer: that your Stinkard has the selfe same libertie to be there in his Tobacco-Fumes, which your swéet Courtier hath: and that your Car-man and Tinker claime as strong a voice in their suffrage, and sit to giue iudgement on the plaies life and death as well as the prowdest Momus among the tribe of Critick: It is fit y• hée, whom the most tailors bils do make roome for, when he comes should not be basely (like a vyoll) casd vp in a corner.

Whether therefore the gatherers of the publique or priuate Play-house stand to receiue the afternoones rent, let our Gallant (hauing paid it) presently aduance himselfe vp to the Throne of the Stage. I meane not into the Lords roome, (which is now but the Stages Suburbs) No, those boxes by the iniquity of custome, conspiracy of waiting-women and Gentlemen-Ushers, that there sweat together, and the couetousnes of Sharers, are contemptibly thrust into the reare, and much new Satten is there dambd by being smothred to death in darknesse. But on the very Rushes where the Commedy is to daunce, yea and vnder the state of Cambises himselfe must our fetherd Estridge like a péece of Ordnance be planted valiantly (because impudently) beating downe the mewes & hisses of the opposed rascality.

For do but cast vp a reckoning, what large cummings in are pursd vp by sitting on the Stage, First a conspicuous Eminence is gotten, by which meanes the best and most essenciall parts of a Gallant (good cloathes, a proportionable legge, white hand, the Persian lock, and a tollerable beard) are perfectly reuealed.

By sitting on the stage you haue a signd pattent to engrosse the whole commodity of Censure; may lawfully presume to be a Girder: & stand at the helme to stéere the passage of S•aenes yet no man shal once offer to hinder you from obtaining the title of an insolent ouer-wéening Coxcombe.

By sitting on the stage, you may (without trauelling for it) at the very next doore, aske whose play it is: and by that Quest of Inquiry, the law warrants you to auoid much mistaking: if you know not the author, you may raile against him: and peraduenture so behaue your selfe, that you may enforce the Author to know you.

By sitting on the stage, if you be a Knight, you may happily get you a Mistresse: if a méere Fleet-street Gentleman, a wife; but assure your selfe by continuall residence, you are the first and principall man in election to begin the number of We three.

By spreading your body on the stage, and by being a Iustice in examining of plaies, you shall put your selfe into such true Scaenicall authority that some Poet shall not dare to present his Muse rudely vpon your eyes, without hauing first vnmaskt her, rifled her, and discouered all her bare and most mysticall parts before you at a Tauerne, when you most knighly shal for his paines, pay for both their suppers.

By •itting on the stage, you may (with small cost) purchase the déere acquaintance of the boyes: haue a good stoole for sixpence: at any time know what particular part any of the infants present: get your match lighted, examine the play-suits lace, and perhaps win wagers vpon laying tis copper, &c. And to conclude whether you be a foole or a Iustice of peace, a Cuckold or a Capten, a Lord Maiors sonne or a dawcocke, a knaue or an vnder Shreife, of what stamp soeuer you be, currant or counterfet, the Stagelike time will bring you to most perfect light, and lay you open: neither are you to be hunted from thence though the Scar-crowes in the yard, hoot at you, hisse at you, spit at you, yea throw durt euen in your téeth: tis most Gentleman like patience to endure all this, and to laugh at the silly Animals; but if the Rabble with a full throat, crie away with the foole, you were worse then a mad-man to tarry by it: for the Gentleman and the foole should neuer sit on the Stage together.

Mary let this obseruation go hand in hand with the rest: or rather like a country-seruingman, some fiue yards before them Present not your selfe on the Stage (especially at a new play) vntill the quaking prologue hath (by rubbing) got cullor into his chéekes, and is ready to giue the trumpets their Cue that hées vpon point to enter: for then it is time, as though you were one of the Properties, or that you dropt out of ye Hangings to créepe from behind the Arras with your Tripos or thrée-sooted stoole in one hand, and a teston mounted betwéene a fore-finger and a thumbe in the other: for if you should bestow your person vpon the vulgar, when the belly of the house is but halfe full, your apparell is quite eaten vp, the fashion lost, and the proportion of your body in more danger to be deuoured, then if it were serud vp in the Counter amongst the Powltry: auoid that as you would the Bastome. It shall crowne you with rich commendation to laugh alowd in the middest of the most serious and saddest scene of the terriblest Tragedy: and to let that clapper (your tongue) be tost so high that all the house may ring of it: your Lords vse it; your Knights are Apes to the Lords, and do so too: your Inne-a-court-man is Zany to the Knights, and (many very scuruily) comes likewise limping after it: bee thou a beagle to them all, and neuer lin snuffing till you haue sented them: for by talking and laughing (like a Plough-man in a Morris) you heape Pelion vpon Ossa, glory vpon glory: As first, all the eyes in the galleries will leaue walking after the Players, and onely follow you: the simplest dolt in the house snatches vp your name, and when he méetes you in the stréetes, or that you fall into his hands in the middle of a Watch, his word shall be taken for you, héele cry, Hees such a Gallant, and you passe. Secondly, you publish your temperance to the world, in that you séeme not to resort thither to taste vaine pleasures with a hungrie appetite; but onely as a Gentleman, to spend a foolish houre or two, because you can doe nothing else. Thirdly you mightily disrelish the Audience, and disgrace the Author: mary you take vp (though it be at the worst hand) a strong opinion of your owne iudgement and inforce the Poet to take pitty of your weakenesse, and by some dedicated sonnet to bring you into a better paradice, onely to stop your mouth.

If you can (either for loue or money) prouide your selfe a lodging by the water side: for aboue the conueniencie it brings, to shun Shoulder-clapping, and to ship away your Cockatrice betimes in the morning it addes a kind of state vnto you, to be carried from thence to the staires of your Play-house: hate a Sculler (remember that) worse then to be acquainted with one ath Scullery. No, your Oares are your onely Sea-crabs, boord them, & take héed you neuer go twice together wt one paire: often shifting is a great credit to Gentlemen: & that diuiding of your Fare wil make ye poore watersnaks be ready to pul you in péeres to enioy your custome: No matter whether vpon landing you haue money or no, you may swim in twentie of their boates ouer the riuer, vpon Ticket: mary when siluer comes in, remember to pay trebble their fare, & it will make your Flounder-catchers to send more thankes after you, when you doe not draw, then when you doe: for they know, It will be their owne another daie.

Before the Play begins, fall to cardes, you may win or loose (as Fencers doe in a prize) and beate one another by confederacie, yet share the money when you méete at supper: notwithstanding, to gul the Ragga-muffins that stand a loofe gaping at you, throw the cards (hauing first torne foure or fiue of them) round about the Stage, iust vpon the third sound, as though you had lost: it skils not if the foure knaues ly on their backs, and outface the Audience, theres none such fooles as dare take exceptions at them, because ere the play go off, better knaues then they will fall into the company.

Now sir, if the writer be a fellow that hath either epigramd you, or hath had a flirt at your mistris, or hath brought either your feather or your red beard, or your little legs &c. on the stage, you shall disgrace him worse then by tossing him in a blancket, or giuing him the bastinado in a Tauerne, if in the middle of his play, (bee it Pastorall or Comedy, Morall or Tragedie) you rise with a skreud and discontented face from your stoole to be gone: no matter whether the Scenes be good or no, the better they are, the worse doe you distast them: and béeing on your féete, sneake not away like a coward, but salute all your gentle acquaintance, that are spred either on the rushes, or on stooles about you, and draw what troope you can from the stage after you: the Mimicks are beholden to you, for allowing them elbow roome: their Poet cries perhaps a pox go with you, but care not you for that, theres no musick without frets.

Mary if either the company, or indisposition of the weather hinde you to sit it out, my counsell is then that you turne plaine Ape, take vp a rush and tickle the earnest eares of your fellow gallants, to make other fooles fall a laughing: mewe at passionate spéeches, blare at merrie, finde fault with the musicke, whew at the childrens Action, whistle at the songs: and aboue all, curse the sharers, that whereas the same day you had bestowed forty shillings on an embrodered Felt and Feather, (scotch-fashion) for your mistres in the Court, or your punck in the Cittie, within two houres after, you encounter with the very same block on the stage, when the haberdasher swore to you the impression was extant but that morning.

To conclude, hoord vp the finest play-scraps you can get, vppon which your leaue wit may most sauourly féede for want of other stuffe, when the Arcadian and Euphuird gentlewomen haue their tongues sharpened to set vpon you: that qualitie (next to your shittlecocke) is the onely furniture to a Courtier thats but a new beginner, and is but in his ABC of complement. The next places that are fild, after the Playhouses bée emptied, are (or ought to be) Tauernes, into a Tauerne then let vs next march, where the braines of one Hogshead must be beaten out to make vp another.

CHAP. 8. HOW A GALLANT SHOULD BEHAUE HIMSELFE IN A TAUERNE.

WHOSOEUER desires to bee a man of good reckoning in the Cittie, and (like your French Lord) to haue as many tables furnisht, as Lackies (who when they kéepe least, kéepe none (whether he be a yong Quat of the first yéeres reuennew, or some nustere and sullenfacd steward, who (in despight of a great heard, a satten suite, and a chaine of gold wrapt in cipers) proclaimes himselfe to any (but to those to whom his Lord owes money) for a ranck coxcombe, or whether he be a country gentleman that brings his wife vp to learne the fashion, sée the Tombs at Westminster, the Lyons in the Tower, or to take physicke, or else is some yong Farmer, who many times makes his wife (in the country) beléeue he hath suits in law, because he will come vp to his letchery: be he of what stamp he will that hath money in his purse, and a good conscience to spend it, my councell is that hée take his continuall diet at a Tauerne, which (out of question) is the onely Rende-vous of boone company; and the Drawers the most nimble, the most bold, and most sudden proclaimers of your largest bounty.

Hauing therefore thrust your selfe into a case most in fashion (how course soeuer the stuffe be, tis no matter so it hold fashion) your office is (if you meane to do your iudgement right) to enquire out those Tauernes which are best customd, whose maisters are oftenest drunke (for that confirmes their taste, and that they choose wholesome wines) and such as stand furthest from ye counters, where landing your self & your followers, your first complement-shall be-to grow most inwardly acquainted with the drawers, to learne their names, as Iack, and Will, and Tom, to diue into their inclinations, as whether this fellow vseth to the Fencing Schoole, this to the Dauncing Schoole; whether that yong coniurer (in Hogsheads) at midnight, kéepes a Gelding now and then to visit his Cockatrice, or whether he loue dogs, or be addicted to any other eminent and Citizen-like quality: and protest your selfe to be extreamely in loue, and that you spend much money in a yeare, vpon any one of those exercises which you perceiue is, followed by them. The vse which you shall make of this familiarity is this: If you want money fiue or six daies together, you may still pay the reckoning, with this most Gentlemanlike language Boy, fetch me money from the Barre, and kéepe your selfe most, prouidently from a hungry melancholly in your chamber. Besides, you shal be sure (if there be but one fawcet that can betray neate wine to the barre) to haue that arraignd before you, sooner then a better and worthier person.

The first question you are to make (after the discharging of your pocket of Tobacco and pipes, and the houshold stuffe thereto belonging) shall be for an inuentorie of the Kitchen: for it were more then most Tailor-like, and to be suspected you were in •eague with some Kitchen-wench, to descend your selfe, to offend your stomach with the sight of the Larder, and happily to greaze your Acconstrements. Hauing therefore receiued this bill, you shal (like a Capten putting vp déere paies) haue many Sallads stand on your table, as it were for blankes to the other more seruiceable dishes: and according to the time of the yeare, vary your face, as Capon is a stirring meate sometime, Oisters are a swelling meate sometimes, Trowt a tickling meate sometimes, gréene Goose, and Woodcock a delicate meate sometimes, especially in a Tauerne, where you shall sit in as great state as a Church-warden amongst his poore Parishioners at Pentecost or Christmas.

For your drinke, let not your Physitian confine you to any one particular liquor: for as it is requisite that a Gentleman should not alwaies be plodding in one Art, but rather bée a generall Scholler (that is, to haue a licke at all sorts of learning & away) So tis not fitting a man should trouble his head with sucking at one Grape, but that he may be able (now there is a generall peace) to drink any stranger drinke in his owne element of drinke, or more properly in his owne mist language.

Your discourse at the table must be such as that which you vtter at your Ordinary: your behauiour the same, but somewhat more carelesse: for where your expence is great, let your modesty be lesse: and though you should be mad in a Tauerne, the largenesse of the Items will beare with your inciuility, you may without prick to your conscience set the want of your wit against the superfluity and sawcines of their reckonings.

If you defice not to be haunted with Fidlers (who by the statute haue as much libertie as Roagues to trauell into any place, hau•ng the pasport of the house about them) bring then no women along with you; but if you loue the company of all the drawers, neuer suppe without your Cockatrice: for hauing her there, you shall be sure of most officious attendance. Enquire what Gallants sup in the next roome, and if they be any of your acquaintance, do not you (after the City fashion) send them in a •ottle of wine, and your name swéetned in two pittifull papers of Suger, with some filthy Apologie cramd into the mouth of a Drawer; but rather kéepe a boy in fée, who vnder hand shall proclaime you in euery roome, what a gallant fellow you are, how much you spend yearely in Tauernes, what a great gamester, what custome you bring to the house, in what witty discourse you maintaine a table, what Gentlewomen, or Cittizens wiues you can with a wet finger haue at any time to sup with you, and such like. By which Encomiasticks of his, they that know you not: shall admire you; and thinke themselues to bée brought into a paradice but to be meanely in your acquaintance: and if any of your endéered friends be in the house, and beate the same Iuy-bush that your selfe does, you may ioyne companies and bee drunke together most publikly.

But in such a deluge of drinke, take héede that no man counterfeit him selfe drunck, to frée his purse from the danger of the shot: tis an vsuall thing now amongst gentlemen, it had wont bée the qualitie of Cockne•es, I would aduise you to leaue so much braines in your head, as to preuent this. When the terrible Reckoning (like an inditement) bids you hold vp your hand, and that you must answere it at the barre, you must not abate one peny in any particular, no, though they reckon chéese to you when you haue neither eaten any, nor could euer abide it, raw or toasted: but cast your eie onely vpon the Totalis and no furder; for to trauerse the bill, would betray you to be acquainted with the rates of the market, nay more, it would make the Uintners beléeue, you were Pater-familias, and kept a house which I assure you is not now in fashion.

If you fall to dice after Supper, let the drawers be as familier with you as your Barber, and venture their siluer amongst you: no matter where they had it, you are to cherish the vnthriftinesse of such yong tame pigions, if you be a right gentleman: for when two are yoakt together by the purse strings & draw the Charriot of Madam Prodigalitie, when one faints in the way, and slips his hornes, let the other reioice and laugh at him.

At your departure forth the house, to kisse mine Hostis ouer the barre, or to accept of the courtesie of the Celler, when tis offered you by the drawers (and you must know that kindnes neuer créepes vpon them, but when they sée you almost cleft to the shoulders) or to bid any of the Uintuers good night, is as commendable, as for a Barber after trimming to laue your face with swéete water.

To conclude, count it an honour either to inuite, or to be inuited to any Rifling, for commonly though you finde much satten there, yet you shall likewise find many cittisens sonnes, and heires, and yonger brothers there who smell out such feasts more gréedily then Taylors hu¯t vpon sundaies after weddings. And let any hooke draw you either to a Fencers supper, or to a Players that acts such a part for a wager: for by this meanes you shall get experience by béeing guilty to their abhominable shauing.

CHAP. 8. HOW A GALLANT IS TO BEHAUE HIMSELFE PASSING THROUGH THE CITTIE AT ALL HOURES OF THE NIGHT, AND HOW TO PASSE BY ANY WATCH.

AFTER the sound of pottle pots is out of your eares, and that the spirit of Wine and Tobacco walkes in your braine, the Tauerne doore béeing shut vppon your backe, cast about to passe through the widest and goodliest stréetes in the Cittie. And if your meanes cannot reach to the kéeping of a boy, hire one of the drawers, to be as a lanthorne vnto your féete, and to light you home: and still as you approch néere any night-walker that is vp as late as your selfe, curse and sweare (like one that speaks hie dutch) in a lofty voice, because your men haue v•d you so like a rascoll in not waiting vpon you, and vow the next morning to pull their blew cases ouer their eares, though if your chamber were well searcht, you giue onely six pence a wéeke to some old woman to make your bed, and that she is all the seruing-creatures you giue wages to. If you smell a watch, (and that you may easily doe, for commonly they eate onions to kéep them in sléeping, which they account a medicine against cold) But if you come within danger of their browne bils, let him that is your candlestick, and holds vp your torch from dropping (for to march after a lin•k, is shoomaker like) let Ignis Fatuus, I say béeing within the reach of the Constables staffe, aske alowd, Sir Giles, or Sir Abram, will you turne this way, or downe that stréete? It skils not, though there be none dubd in your Bunch, the watch will winke at you, onely for the loue they beare to armes and knighthood: mary if the Centinell and his court of Guard stand strictly vpon his martiall Law and cry stand, co¯manding you to giue the word, and to shew reason why your Ghost walkes so late, doe it in some Iest, (for that will shew you haue a desperate wit, and perhaps make him and his halberdiers afraid to lay fowle hands vpon you,) or if you read a mittimus in the Constables booke, counterfeit to be a French man, a Dutchman, or any other nation, whose country is in peace with your owne, and you may passe the pikes: for béeing not able to vnderstand you, they cannot by the customes of the Citie take your examination, and so by consequence they haue nothing to say to you.

If the night be old, and that your lodging bée in some place into which no Artillery of words can make a breach, retire, & rather assault the dores of your punck, or (not to speak broken English) your swéete mistris: vpon whose white bosome you may languishingly consume the rest of darkenesse that is left, in rauishing (though not restoratiue) pleasures without expences, onely by vertue of foure or fiue oathes (when the siege breakes vp, & at your marching away with bag and baggage) that the last night you were at dice, and lost so much in gold, so much in siluer, and séeme to vex most that two such Elizabeth twenty shilling péeces, or foure such spur-ryals (sent you with a chéese and a bakt meate from your mother) rid away amongst the rest. By which tragicall yet pollitick spéech, you may not only haue your night worke done Gratis, but also you may take dyet ther• the next day and depart with credit onely vpon the bare word of a Gentleman to make her restitution.

All the way as you passe (especially being approcht néere some of the Gates) talke of none but Lords, and such Ladies with whom you haue plaid at Primero, or daunced in the Presence the very same day: It is a chaunce to lock vp the lippes of an inquisitiue Bel-man: and being arriud at your lodging doore, which I would councell you to choose in some rich Cittizens house, salute at parting no man but by the name of Sir, (as though you had supt with Knights) albeit you had none in your company, but your Perinado or your Inghle.

Happily it will be blowne abroad that you and your Shoale of Gallants swom through such an Ocean of wine, that you danced so much money out at héeles, and that in wild-•oule there slew away thus much, and I assure you to haue the of your reckoning lost of purpose, so that it may be •ublisht, will make you to be held in déere estimation: onely the danger is, if you owe money, and that your reuealing ge•s your Creditors by the eares; for then looke to haue a peale of ordinance thundring at your chamber doore the next morning. But if either your Tailor, Mercer, Haberdasher, Silkeman, Cutter, Linnen-Draper, or Sempster, stand like a guard of Switzers about your lodging watching your vprising, or if they misse of that, your downe lying in one of the Counters, you haue no meanes to auoid the galling of their small shot, then by sending out a light-horseman to call your Potecary to your aide, who encountring this desperate band of your Creditors, only with 2. or 3. glasses in his hand, as though that day you purgd, is able to driue them all to their holes like so many Foxes: for the name of taking physicke is a sufficient Quietus est, to any endangered Gentleman, and giues an acquittance (for the time) to them all, though the twelue Companies stand with their hoods to attend your comming forth, and their Officers with them.

I could now fetch you about noone (the houre which I prescribed you before to rise at) out of your chamber, and carry you with mee in to Paules Church-yard, where planting your selfe in a Stationers shop, many instructions are to bée giuen you, what bookes to call for, how to censure of new bookes, how to mew at the old, how to looke in your tables and inquire for such and such Greeke, French, Italian or Spanish Authors, whose names you haue there, but whom your mother for pitty would not giue you so much wit as to vnderstand. From thence you should blow your selfe into the Tobacco-Ordinary, where you are likewise to spend your iudgement (like a Quacksaluer) vpon that mysticall wonder, to bee able to discourse whether your Cane or your Pudding be sweetest, and which pipe has the best boare, and which •urnes black, which breakes in the burning, &c. Or if you itch, to step into the Barbers, a whole Dictionary cannot afford more words to set downe notes what Dialologues you are to maintaine whilest you are Doctor of the Chaire there. After your shauing, I could breath you in a Fence-schoole, and out of that cudgell you into a Dauncing Schoole, in both which I could weary you by shewing you more tricks then are in 5. galleries, or 15. prizes. And to close vp the stomach of this feast, I could make Cockneies, whose fathers haue left them well, acknowledge themselues infinitely beholden to me for teaching them by familiar demonstration, how to spend their patrimony, and to get themselues names when their fathers are dead and rotten. But lest too many dishes should cast you into a surfet, I will now take away: yet so that if I perceiue you relish this well, the rest shall be (in time) prepared for you.

Fare-well.

FINIS.
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TO THE VERRY WORTHY GENTLEMAN MAISTER FRANCIS MUSTIAN OF PECKAM.

Sir.

IT may (happily) seeme strange vnto you, that such an army of Idle-words should march into the open field of the world vnder the Ensigne of your Name, (you beeing not therewith made acquainted till now you may iudge it in me an Error, I my selfe confesse it a boldnesse. But such an ancient & strong Charter hath Custome confirmed to This Printing age of ours, (by giuing men authoritie to make choice of what Patrons they like,) that some Writers do almost nothing contrary to ye custome, and some by vertue of that Priuiledge, dare doe any thing. I am neither of that first order, nor of this last. The one is too fondly-ceremonious, the other too impudently audacious I walk in the midst (so well as I can) betweene both: with some fruites that haue growne out of my Brain, haue I bin so farre from being in loue, that I thought them not worthy to be tasted by any particular friend & therefore haue they bin exposed only to those that would entertain them: neither did I thinke the Fairest that euer was Mine, so worthy, that it was to be lookd vpon with the Eye of vniuersal censure. Two sorts of mad-men trouble the stationers shops in Pauls Church-yard: they that out of a Mee and Idle vaine-glory will euer be Pamping (tho their bookes beeing printed are scarse worth so much Browne paper) and this is a very poore, and foolish ambition: Of the other sort are they that beeing free of Wits Merchant-venturers, do euery new moon (for gaine onely) make 5. or 6. voiages to the Presse, and euery Term-time (vpon Booksellers stalles) lay whole litters of blinde inuention: fellowes ye (if they do but walke in the middle Ile) spit nothing but ynck, and speake nothing but Poeme. I would keepe company with neither of these two mad-men, if I could auoid them, yet I take the last to be the wisest and lesse dangerous for sithence al the arrowes that men shoote in the world, flye to two marks only (either pleasure or profit) he is not much to be co¯demned that hauing no more Acres to liue vppon then those that lie in his head) is euery houre hammering out one peice or other out of this rusty Iron age, sithence the golden and siluer Globes of the world are so locked vp, that a Scholler can hardly be suffred to behold them. Some perhaps wil say, that this lancing of the pestilent fores of a Kingdome so openly, may infect those in it that are found, and that in this our schoole, (where close abuses & grose villanies are but discouered and not punished) others that neuer before knew such euils, wil be now instructed (by the booke) to practise them. If so, then let not a traitor, or a Murderer be publikely arraigned, lest the one laying open to the world, how his plots were wouen to contriue a treason, or the other, what pollicies he was armed with, for the shedding of blood, the standers-by (that are honest) be drawn (by their rules) to run head-long into the same mischiefe: no, Our strong phisicke works otherwise. What more makes a man to loath that Mongrell Madnesse (that halfe English, halfe Dutch sinne) Drunkennesse: then to see a common Drunkard acting his Scaenes in the open streete? Is any Gamester so foolish to play with false Dice, when he is assured that al who are about him know him to be a Sworne Cheator? The letting therfore of Uice blood in these seuerall Veines, which the Bel-man hath opend, cannot by any Iudicial rules of phisicke, endanger the Bodie of the Common-wealth, or make it feeble, but rather restore those parts to perfect strength, which by disorder haue ben diseased.

Giue mee leaue to lead you by the hand into a Wildernesse (where are none but Monsters, whose crueltie you need not feare because I teach the way to tame them: vgly they are in shape and diuelish in conditions: yet to behold them a far off, may delight you, and to know their quallities (if euer you should come neere them (may saue you from much danger. Our Country breedes no Wolues nor Serpents, yet Theise ingender here and are either Serpents or Wolues, or worse then both: whatsoeuer they are, I send vnto you not the Heard of the one, or the Bed of the other, but only a Picture of either, View them I pray, and where the cullours are not well layde on, shadow them with your finger: if you spy any disproportion, thus excuse it, such Painting is fit for Monsters: How rudely soeuer the Peeceis drawne, call it a Picture. And when one more worthe your viewe lies vnder the workemans pencil, this Bad-one shall bring you home a Better: In the meane time, I cease, and begin to be (if you please)

All yours,

THOMAS DEKKER



TO MY OWNE NATION.

Readers,

AFTER it was proclaimed abroad, that (vnder the conduct of the Bel-man of London,) new forces were (once more, to bee leauied against certaine Wilde and Barbarous Rebells, that were vp in open armes against the Tranquilitie of the Weale publique: It cannot bee tolde, what numbers of voluntaries offred themselues dayly to fight against so common, so bolde, so strange, and so dangerous an enemy. Light Horse-men came in hourely, with discouerie where these Mu•ineeres lay intrenched: deliuering (in briefe notes of intelligence) who were their Leaders, how they went Armed, and that they serued both on Horse & Foot: only their Strengthes could not hee discryed, because their Numbers were held infinite. Yet instructions were written and sent euerie minute by th•se that were Fauourers of Goodnesse shewing what Militarie Disciplines the foe vsed in his Battailes, and what Forts (if hee were put at any time to flight) he wold retire to; vvhat stratagems hee would practize, and where he did determine to lye in Ambuscado. They that could not serue in person in This Noble quarrell, sent their Auxiliary Forces, well armed with Counsell. So that the Bel-man (contrarie to his owne hopes,) seeing himselfe so strongly and strangely seconded by friends doth now brauely aduance forward, in maine battalion. The day of encounter is appointed to be in this Michaelmas Tearme. The place, Paules-Churh-yard, Fleetestreet, and other parts of the Ciitie. But before they ioyne, let me giue you note of one thing, and that is this.

There is an Vsurper, that of lat• hath taken vppon him the name of the Bel-man, but being not able to maintaine that Title, hee doth now call himselfe the Bel-mans brother, his ambition is (rather out of vaine glorie then the true courage of an Experienced Soldier) to haue the leading of the Van, but it shall be honor good enough for him (if not too good) to tome vp with the Rere. You shall know him by his Habiliments, for (by the furniture he weares) hee will bee taken for a Beadle of Bridewell. It is thought he is rather a Newter than a friend to the cause: and therefore the Bel-man dooth heere openly protest that he comes into the field as no fellowe in armes with Him.

Howsoeuer it be strucke, or whosoeuer giues the first blow, the victorie depends vpon the vallor of you that are the Winges to the Bels-mans army, for which conquest he is in hope you will valiantly fight sithence the quarrel is against the head of monstrous abus•, and the blowes which you must giue are in defence of Law, Iustice, Order, Ceremony, Religion, Peace, and that honorable title of Goodnesse.

Saint George! I see the two Armies mooue forward: and beholde, the Bel-man himselfe first chargeth vppon the face of the Enemy. Thus:



TO THE AUTHOR.

HOW ere thou maist by blazing all Abuse,

Incurre suspect, thou speakst what thou hast proud,

(Tho then to keepe it close it thee behoud,

S•, Reason makes for thee a iust excuse)

Yet of thy paines, the B•st may make good vse,

Then of the Best, thy paines should be approud,

And for the same of them shouldst be beloud.

Sith thou of Falsehoods Floud d•st ope the Sluce,

That they at wast• continually may runne,

By she wing men •he R•aches that they haue,

That honest men may so ore-reach a Knaue,

Or •ound their swallowing Deepes, the same to shunne:

But if from hence, a Knaue more cunning growes,

That Spider sucks but poison from thy Rose.

Thy friend if thine owne, Io: Da:

TO HIS FRIEND.

OF Vice, whose Counter-mine a state confounds,

Worse then Sedition: of those Mortall Woundes

Which (throughly searchd) doe Kingdomes hearts endanger:

Of Plagues that ore run Citties: of those stranger

Big-swolne Impostumes, poisning the strong health

Of the most Sound, best Dieted Common-wealth,

Thou tellst the Causes, and doest teach the Cure,

By Meacine well-compounded, cheape, and sure:

And (as One read in deepe Chirurgery,)

Drawst of these Eulls, the true Anatomy.

Then, on thy Plainnesse let none lay reproofe,

Thou takst Sinnes heigth (as men doe starres) aloofe.

M: R:



TO MY INDUSTRIOUS FRIEND.

IN an ill Time thou writst, when Tongues had rather

Spit venome on thy lines, then from thy labours

(As Druggists doe from poison) medicine gather;

This is no Age to crowne Desert with Fauors.

But be thou Constant to thy selfe, and care not

What Arrowes Mallice shootes: the Wise will neuer

Blame thy Lowd singing, and the Foolish dare not:

None else but Wolues will barke at thine Endeuor.

When thou (in thy dead Sleepe) liest in thy Graue,

These Charmes to after-Ages vp shall raise thee;

What heere thou leaust, aliue thy Name shall saue,

And what thou now dispraisest, shall then praise thee.

Tho, Not to know ill, be wise Ignorance,

Yet thou (by Reading Euill) doest Goodnesse teach,

And, of abuse the coullors doost aduance

Onely vpon abuse to force a breach;

The honor that thy pen shall earne thereby,

Is this: that tho Knaues Liue, their flights (Here) dye.

E: G:



LANTHORNE & CANDLE-LIGHT, OR THE BELL-MANS SECOND NIGHTS WALKE.

Of Canting. How long it hath beene a language: how it comes to bee a language: how it is deriued, & by whom it is spoken.

CHAP. I.

WHEN all the World was but one Kingdome, all the People in that Kingdome spake but one language. A man could trauell in those dayes neither by Sea nor land, but he mett his Country-men & none others.

Two could not then stand gabling with strange tongues, and conspire together (to his owne face) how to cut a third mans throat, but he might vnderstand them. There was no Spaniard (in that Age) to Braue his enemy in the Rich and Lofty Castilian: no Romaine Orator to plead in the Rethoricall and Fluent Latine: no Italian to court his Mistris in the swéete and Amorous Thuscane• no French-man to parley in the full and stately phrase of Orleans: no Germaine to thunder out the high and ratling Dutch: the vnfruitfull crabbed Irish, and the Uoluble significant Welch, were not then so much as spoken of: the quick Scottish Dialect (sister to the •nglish) had not then a tongue, neither were the stringes of the English spéech (in those times) vntyed. When she first learnd to speake, it was but a broken language: the singlest and the simplest Words flowed from her vttera¯ce: for she dealt in nothing but in Monosillables, (as if to haue spoken words of greater length would haue crackt her Uoice) by which meanes her Eloquence was poorest, yet hardest to learne, and so (but for necessity) not regarded amo¯gst Stran¯gers. Yet afterwards those Noblest Languages lent her Words and phrazes, and turning those Borrowings into Good husbandry, shée is now as rich in Elocution, and as aboundant as her prowdest & Best-stored Neighbors.

Whilst thus (as I said before) there was but one Alphabet of Letters, for all the world to Read by all the people that then liued, might haue wrought vpon one péece of worke in countries farre distant a sunder, without mistaking one another, and not néeding an interpreter to runne betwéene them. Which thing Nymrod (the first Idolater,) perceiuing, and not knowing better how to imploy so many thousand Millio¯s of Subiects as bowed before him: a fire of Ambition burnd within him, to climbe vp so high that hee might sée what was done in heauen: And for that purpose, workmen were summoned from all the corners of the Earth, who prese¯tly were set to Build the Tower of Babell. But the Maisterworkema¯ of this Great Vniuerse, (to check the Insole¯ce of such a Sawcie builder) that durst raize vp Pynnacles, equall to his owne (aboue) commanded the selfe-same Spirit that was both bred in the Chaos and had mainteind it in disorder, to bee both Surueyor of those workes and Comptroller of the Labourers. This Messenger was called Confusion. It was a Spirit swift of sight, & faithfull of seruice. Her lookes wilde, terrible and inconstant. Her attire, carelesly, loose, and of a thousand seuerall coulors. In one hand shée gripd a heape of stormes with which (at her pleasure) she could trouble ye waters: In the other she held a whip, to make three Spirits that drew her, to gallop fastes before her: the Spirits names were Treason, Sedition & War, who at euery time w• they went abroad, were ready to set Kingdomes in vproare. She roade vpon a Chariot of Clownes, w• was alwayes furnished with Thunder, Li•htning, Winds, Raine, Haile-stones, Snow, & all the other Artillery belonging to the seruice of Diuine Vengeance: & when she spake, her Voyce sounded like the roaring of many Torrents, boystrously strugling together: for betwéene her Iawes did she carry 1000000. Tongues.

This stra¯ge Linguist, stepping to euery Artificer that was there at worke, whispred in his eare whoses lookes were there vpon (presently) with a strange distraction: and on a suddaine whilst euery man was speaking to his fellow, his language altred and no man could vnderstand what his fellow spake. They all stared one vpon another, yet none of them all could tell wherefore so they stared Their Tongues went, and their hands gaue action to their Tongues: yet neither words nor action were vnderstood. It was a Noise of a thousand sounds, and yet the sound of the noise was nothing. Hée that spake, knew hée spake well: and he that heard, was madde that the other could speake no better. In the end they grew angry one with another, as thinking they had mocked one another of purpose. So that the Mason was ready to strike the Bricklayer, the Bricklayer to beats out the braines of his Labourer: the Carpenter tooke vp his Axe to throw at the Caruer, whilst the Caruer was stabbing at the Smith, because hee brought him a Ha¯mer when he should haue made him a Chizzell. He that called for Timber, had Stones laide before him: & when one was sent for Nailes, he fetcht a Tray of Mortar.

Thus Babell should haue béene raized, and by this meanes Babell fell. The Frame could not goe forward, the staffe was throwne by, the workemen made hollyday. Euery one packd vp his tooles to be gone, yet not to goe the same way that he came but glad was he, that could méete another, whose spéech hee vnderstood for to what place soeuer he went, others (that ran madding vp and downe) hearing a man speake like themselues, followed onely him: so that they who when the worke began were all countrimen, before a quarter of it was finished, fled from one another, as from enemies & stra¯gers: And in this maner did Men at the first make vp natio¯s: thus were words coynd into Languages, & out of those Languages haue others beene molded since, onely by the mixture of nations, after kingdomes haue béen subdued. But I am now to speake of a People & a Language, of both which (many thousands of yeares since that Wonder wrought at Babell) the world till now neuer made mention: yet confusion neuer dwelt more amongst any Creatures. The Bell-ma¯ (in his first Voyage which he made for Discoueries) found them to bée sauages, yet liuing in an Iland very te¯pera•e, fruitfull, full of a Noble Nation, and rarely gouerned. The Lawes, Ma¯ners and habits of these Wild-men, are plainly set downe, as it were in a former painted Table. Yet least happily a stranger may looke vpon this second Picture of them, who neuerbeheld The first, it shall not bée amisse (in this place) to repeate ouer againe the Names of all the Tribes into which they Diuide themselues, both when they Serue abroad in the open fields, and when they lye in garrison within Townes & walled Citties.

AND THESE ARE THEIR RANKES AS THEY STAND IN ORDER. VIZ.


	Rufflers.

	Vpright-men.

	Hookers, alias Anglers,

	Roagues.

	Wilde Roagues.

	Priggers of Prancers.

	Paillards.

	Fraters.

	Prigges.

	Swadders.

	Curtalls.

	Irish Toyles.

	Swigmen.

	Iarkmen.

	Patricoes.

	Kinchin-Coes.

	Abraham-men,

	Mad Tom alias of Bedlam

	Whip-Iackes.

	Counterfet Crankes.

	Dommerats.

	Glymmerers.

	Bawdy-Baskets.

	Autem Morts.

	Doxies.

	Dells.

	Kinchin-Morts.



Into thus many Regiments are they now deuided: but in former times (aboue foure hundred yeares now past) they did consist of fiue Squadrons onely.

viz.


	1 Cur•ors, alias Vagabondes.

	2 Faytors.

	3 Robardsemen.

	4 Draw-latches.

	5 Sturdy Beggars.



And as these people are strange both in names and in their conditions, so doe they speake a Language (proper only to the¯selues) called canting, which is more strange. By none but the souldiers of These tottred bandes is it familiarly or vsually spoken, yet within lesse then fourescorce yeares (now past) not a word of this La¯guage was knowen. The first Inuentor of it, was hangd, yet left he apt schollers behind him, who haue reduced that into Methode, which he on his death-bed (which was a paire of gallowes) could not so absolutely perfect as he desired.

It was necessary, that a people (so fast increasing, & so daily practising new & strange Villanies, should borrow to themselues a spéech, we (so neere as they could (none but themselues should vnderstand: & for that cause was this Language, (which some call Pedlers Fre¯ch,) Inue¯ted, to thintent that (albeit any Spies should secretly steale into their co¯panies to discouer th•) they might fréely vtter their mindes one to another, yet auoide ye da¯ger. The Language therefore of canting, they study euen from their Infancy, that is to say, from the very first houre, that they take vpon them the names of Kinchin Coes, tillthey are grown Rufflers, or Vpright-men, which are the highest in degrée amongst them.

This word canting séemes to bee deriued from the latine verbe (canto) which signifies in English, to sing, or to make a sound with words, thats to say to speake. And very aptly may canting take his deriuatio¯ a cantando, from singing, because amongst these beggerly consorts that can play vpon no better instruments, the language of canting is a k•de of musicke, and he that in such assemblies can c•nt best, is counted the best Musitian.

Now as touching the Dialect or phrase it selfe, I sée not that it is grounded vpon any certaine rules; And no meruaile if it haue none, for sithence both the Father of this new kinde of Learning, and the children that study to speake it after him, haue beene from the beginning and stil are, the Breeders and Norishers of albase disorder, in their liuing and in their Manners: how is it possible, they should obserue any Method in their speech, and especialy in such a Language, as serues but onely to vtter discourses of villanies?

And yet (euen out of all that Irregularity, vnhansomnesse, & Fountaine of Barbarisme) do they draw a kinde of forme: and in some wordes, (aswell simple as compounds) retaine a certaine salte, tasting of some wit and some Learning. As for example, they call a cloake (in the canting tongue) a Togeman, and in Latin, Toga signifies a gowne, or an vpper garment. Pannam is bread: & Panis in Lattin is likewise bread, cassan is cheese, and is a worde barbarously coynd out of the substa¯tiue caseus which also signifies chéese. And so of others.

Then by ioyning of two simples, doe they make almost all their compounds. As for example: Nab (in the canting tongue) is a head, & Nab-cheate, is a hat or a cap, Which word cheate beeing coupled to other wordes, stands in verry good stead, and dees excellent seruice: For a Smelling cheate, signifies a Nose: a Prat-ling chete, is a tongue. Crashing chetes, are teeth: Hearing chetes are Eares: Fambles are Hands: and therevpon a ring is called a Fa¯bling chete. A Muffling chete, signifies a Napkin. A Belly chete, an Apron A Grunting chete, A Pig: A Cackling Chete, a Cocke or a Capon: A Quacking chete, a duck: A Lowghing chete, a Cow: A Bleating chete, a Calfe, or a Shee•e: and so may that word be marryed to many others besides.

The word Coue, or Cofe, or Cuffin, signifies a Man, a Fellow, &c. But differs something in his propertie, according as it meetes with other wordes: For a Gen, tleman is called a Gentry Coue, or Cofe: A good fellow is a Bene Cofe: a Churle is called, a Quier Cuffin; Quier signifies naught, and Cuffin (as I said before) a man: and in Canting they terme a Iustice of peace, (because he punisheth them belike) by no other name then by Quier cuffin, that is to say a Churle, or a naughty man. And so, Ken signifiing a house, they call a prison, a Quier ken, thats to say, an ill house.

Many peeces of this strange coyne could I shew you, but by these small stampes, you may iudge of the greater.

Now because, a Language is nothing els then heapes of wordes, orderly wouen and composed together: and that (within so narrow a circle as I haue drawne to my selfe) it is impossible to imprint a Dictionarie of all the Canting phrases: I wil at this time not make you surfet on too much, but as if you were walking in a Garden, you shall openly pluck here a flower, and there another, which (as I take it) will be more delightfull then if you gathered them by handfulls.

But before I lead you into that walke, stay and heare a Canter in his owne language, making , albeit (I thinke) those charmes of Poesie which (at the first) made the barbarous tame, and brought them to ciuil•y, can (vpon these sauage Monsters) worke no such wonder. Yet thus he singes (vppon demaund whether any of his own crue did come that way) to which he answers, yes (quoth he)



CANTING RITHMES.

ENOUGH  with bowsy Coue maund Nace,

Tour the Patring Coue in the Darkeman Case,

Docked the Dell, for a Coper meke,

His wach shall feng a Prounces Nab-chete,

Cyar•m, by Salmon, and thou shalt pek my Iere

In thy Gan, for my watch it is nace gere,

For the bene bowse my watch hath a win &c.

This short Lesson I leaue to be construed by him that is desirous to try his skill in the language, which he may do by helpe of the following Dictionary; into which way that he may more redily come, I will translate into English, this broken French that followes in Prose. Two Canters hauing wrangled a while about some idle quarrell, at length growing friends, thus one of them speakes to the other. viz.

A CANTER IN PROSE.

STOWE you beene Cofe: and cut benar whiddes and bing we to Rome vile, to nip a boung: so shall wee haue lowre for the bowsing ken, & when we beng back to the Dewese a vile, we will filch some Duddes, off the Ruffmans, or mill the Ken for a lagge of Dudes.

THUS IN ENGLISH

Stowe you, beene cofe: hold your peace good fellow,

And cut benar whiddes: and speake better words.

And bing we to Rome vile: and goe we to London.

To nip a boung: to cut a purse.

So shall we haue lowre: so shall we haue mony.

For the bowsing Ken, for the Ale-house.

And when we bing backe: and when we come backe.

To the Dewse-a-vile: into the Country.

We will filch some duddes: we will filch some clothes,

Off the Ruffmans: from the hedges,

Or mill the Ken: or rob the house,

For a lagge of Duddes: for a bucke of clothes.



NOW TURNE TO YOUR DICTIONARY.

AND because you shall not haue one dish twice set before you, none of those Canting wordes that are englished before shall here be found: for our intent is to feast you with varietie.

THE CANTERS DICTIONARIE.

AVTEM, a church.

Autem-mort, a married waman.

Boung, a purse.

Borde, a shilling.

Halfe a Borde, six pence.

Bowse, drinke.

Bowsing Ken, an ale-house.

Bene, good.

Beneship, very good:

Bufe, a Dogge,

Bing a wast, get you hence.

Caster, a Cloake.

A Commission, a shirt.

Chates, the Gallowes.

To cly the Ierke, to be whipped.

To cutt, to speake.

To cutt bene, to speake gently.

To cutt bene whiddes, to speake good wordes.

To cutt quier whiddes, to giue euill language.

To Cant, to speake.

To couch a Hogshead, to lye downe a sleepe.

Drawers, Hosen.

Dudes, clothes.

Darkemans, the night.

Dewse-a-vile, the country,

Dup the Giger, open the dore.

Fambles, hands.

Fambling Chete, a King.

Flag, a Goat

Glasiers, eyes.

Gan, a mouth.

Gage, a Quart pott.

Grannam, Corne.

Gybe, a writing.

Glymmer, fire.

Gigger, a doore

Gentry Mort, a Gentlewoman

Gentry cofes Ken, a Noble mans house

Harman bek, a Constable.

Harmans, the Stockes.

Heaue a bough, rob a Boothe.

Iarke, a Seale.

Ken, a house.

Lage of Dudes, a Bucke of clothes.

Libbege, a bed.

Lowre, money.

Lap, Butter, Milke, or Whaye.

Libken, a house to lye in.

Lage, Water.

Light-mans, the day.

Mynt, Golde.

A Make, a halfe-penny.

Margery prater, a Henne.

Mawnding, asking.

To Mill, to steale.

Mill a Ken, rob a house.

Nosegent, a Nunne.

Niggling, companying with a woman.

Pratt, a Buttock.

Peck, meate.

Poplars. Pottage.

Prancer, a Horse.

Prigging, Kiding.

Patrico, a Priest.

Pad, a way.

Quaromes, a body.

Ruff-peck, Bacon.

Roger, or Tib of the Buttry, a Goose.

Rome-vile, London.

Rome-bowse, Wine.

Rome-mort, a Quéene.

Ruffmans, the woodes, or bushes.

Ruffian, the Diuell.

Stampes: legges.

Stampers? shooes.

Slate: a shéete.

Skew: a cup.

Salomon: the masse.

Stuling ken: a house to receiue stolne goods.

Skipper: a barne.

Strommel, straw.

Smelling chete, an Orchard or Garden.

To scowre the Cramp-ring: to weare boults.

Stalling: making or ordeyning.

Tryning: hanging.

To twore: to sée.

Wyn: a penny.

Yarum: milke.

And thus haue I builded vp a little Mint, where you may coyne wordes for your pleasure. The payment of this was a debt: for the Belman at his farewell (in his first Round which hée walkd) promised so much. If hée kéepe not touch, by tendring the due Summe, hée desires forbearance, and if any that is more rich in this Canting commodity will lend him any more, or any better, hée will pay his loue double: In the meane time, receiue this, and to giue it a little more weight, you shall haue a Ca¯ting song, wherein you may learne, how This cursed Generation pray, or (to speake truth) curse such Officers as punish them.



A CANTING SONG.

THE Ruffin cly the nab of the Harman beck,

If we mawn•d Pannam, lap or Ruff-peck,

Or poplars of yarum: he cuts, bing to the Ruffmans,

Or els he sweares by the light-mans,

To put our stamps in the Harmans.

The ruffian cly the ghost of the Harmanbeck,

If we heaue a booth we cly the Ierke.

If we niggle, or mill a bowsing Ken,

Or nip a boung that has but a win,

Or dup the giger of a Gentry cofes ken,

To the quier cuffing we bing,

And then to the quier Ken, to scowre the Cramp-ring,

And then to the Trinde on the chates, in the lightmans

The Bube & Ruffian cly the Harman beck & harmans.

THUS ENGLISHED.

THE Diuell take the Constables head,

If we beg Bacon, Butter-milke or bread.

Or Pottage, to the hedge he bids vs hie,

Or sweares (by this light) ith stocks we shall lie.

The Deuill haunt the Constables ghoast,

If we rob but a Booth, we are whipd at a poast.

If an ale-house we rob, or be tane with a whore,

Or cut a purse that has iust a penny and no more,

Or come but stealing in at a Gentlemans dore,

To the Iustice straight we goe,

And then to the Iayle to be shackled: And so

To be hangd on the gallowes ith day time: the pox

And the Deuill take the Constable and his stocks.

We haus Canted (I feare) too much, let vs now giu••are to the Bel-man, and heare what he speaks in english.



THE BEL-MANS SECOND NIGHTS WALKE. CHAP. 2

IT was Terme-time in hel (for you must vnderstand, a Lawyer liues there aswell as heere:) by which meanes don Lucifer (being the iustice for that Countie, where the Brimstone mines are) had better dooings and more rapping at his gates, then all the Doctors & Empericall Quack-saluers of ten citties haue at theirs in a great plague-time. The hal where these Termers were to try their causes, was very large and strongly built, but it had one fault: it was so hot that people could not indure to walk there: Yet to walke there they were compelled, by reason they were drawne thither vppon occasions, and such iustling there was of one another, that it would haue grieued any man to be in the thronges amongst em. Nothing could bee heard but noise, and nothing of that noise be vnderstood, but that it was a sound as of men in a kingdome, when on a suddaine it is in an vprore. Euery one brabled with him that he walked with, or if he did but tell his tale to his Councell, he was so eager in the verry deliuery of that tale, that you would haue sworne he did brabble: and such gnashing of teeth there was when aduersaries met together, that the fyling of ten thousand Sawes cannot yeeld a sound more horrible. The Iudge of the Court had a diuelish countenance, and as cruell hee was in punishing those that were condemned by Lawe, as hée was crabbed in his lookes, whilst he sat to heare their tryals. But albeit there was no pittie to be expected at his hands, yet was he so vpright in iustice, that none could euer fasten bribe vppon him, for he was ready and willing to heare the cries of all commers. Neither durst any Pleader (at the infernall Barre) or any officer of the Court, exact any Fee of Plaintiffes, and such as complained of wrongs and were opprest: but onely they paide that were the wrong dooers, those would they sée dambd ere they should gette out of their fingers, such fellowes they were appointed to vexe at the very soule.

The matters that here were put in sute, were more then could bee bred in twentie Uacations, yet should a man be dispatched out of hand. In one Terme he had his Iudgement, for heare they neuer stand vppon Returnes, but presently come to Triall. The causes decided here are many; the Clients that complaine many; the Counsellors (that plead till they be hoarse,) many; the Attornies (that runne vp and downe,) infinite; the Clarkes of the Court, not to be numbred. All these haue their hands full; day and night are they so plagued with the bawling of Clients that they neuer can rest.

The Inck where-with they write, is the blood of Coniurers: they haue no Paper, but all thinges are engrossed in Parchment, and that Parchment is made of Scriueners skinnes flead off, after they haue beene puni•ed for Forgerie: their Standishes are the Scu•s of Usurers: their Pennes, the bones of vnconscionable Brokers, and hard-hearted Creditors, that haue made dice of other mens bones, or else of periured Excecutors and blind Ouer-séeers, that haue eaten vp Widdowes and Orphanes to the bare bones: and those Pennes are made of purpose without Nebs, because they, may cast Inck but slowly, in mockery of those who in their life time were slowe in yeelding drops of pitty.

Would you know what actions are tried here? I wil but turne ouer the Recordes, and read them vnto you as they hang vppon the Fyle.

The Cou••er is sued heere, and condemned for Ryots.

The Soldier is sued heere and condemned for murders

The Scholler is sued here & condemned for He•ezies.

The Citizen is sued here and condemned for the cityfins.

The Farmer is sued heere vpon Penal Statutes, and condemned for spoyling the Markets.

Actions of batterie are brought against Swaggerers, and heere they are bound to the peace.

Actions of Waste are brought against drunkards and Epicures, and heere they are condemned to begge at the Grate for one drop of colde water to coole their tongues, or one of breade to stay their hunger, yet are they denyed it.

Harlots haue processe sued vpon them heere, and are condemned to Howling, to Rottennesse and to Stench. No Actes of Parliament that haue passed the Upperhouse, can be broken, but here the breach is punished, and that seuerely, and that suddenlly: For here they stand vppon no demurres; no Audita-Queraela can heere be gotten, no writs of Errors to Reuerse Iudgement: heere is no flying to a court of Chancery for relee•, yet euerie one that comes heather is serued with a Sub-poena. No, they deale altogether in this Court vpon the Habeas Corpus, vpon the Capias, vppon the Ne exeat Regneum, vpon Rebellion, vppon heauie Fines (but no Recoueries) vpon writers of Out-lary, to attache the body for euer, & last of all vppon Executions, after Iudgement, which being serud vpon a man is his euerlasting vnd•oing.

Such are the Customes and courses of proceedings in the Offices belonging to the Prince of Darknesse. These hot dooings hath he in his Terme-times. But vpon a day when a great matter was to be tryed betweene an Englishman and a Dutchman, which of the two were the fowlest Drinkers, and the case being a long time in arguing, by reason that strong euidence came in re•ling on both sides, (yet it was thought that the English-man would carry it away, and cast the Dutchman) on a sudden all was staid by the sound of a horne that was heard at the lower end of the Hall. And euerie one looking back (as wondring at the strangenesse) too me room was cride and made through the thickest of the crowde, for a certaine spirit in the likenesse of a post who made away on a little leane Nagge by to the Bench where Iudge Rad amanth with his two grim Brothers (Minos and Aeacus) sat. This spirit was an intelligencer sent by Belzebub of Batharum into some Countries of Christe¯dome, to lye there as a spie, •had brought with him a packet of letters from seuerall Leigiars, that lay in those Countries, for the seruice of the Tartarian their Lord and Maister, which packet being opened, all the Letters, (because they concernd the generall good and state of those lowe Countries in Hell) were publikely reade. The contents of that Letter stung most, and put them all out of their lawcases, were to this purpose.

THAT whereas the Lord of Fiery Lakes, had his Ministers in all kingdomes aboue the earth, whose Offices were not onely to winne subiects of other Princes to his obedience, but also to giue notice when any of his owne sworn houshold, or any other that held league with him should reuolt or flye from their duty & allegiance: as also discouer from time to time all plots, conspiracies, machinations, or vnderminings, that skold be laid (albeit they that durst lay them should dig deepe enough) to blow vp his great Internall cittie: so that if his Horned Regiment were not suddenly mustred together, and did not lustely bestirre their clouen stumps, his Territories weld be shaken, his dominions left in time vnpeopld, his forces lookd into, and his authoritie which hee held in the world, contemned & laughed to scorne. The reason was, yt a certaine fellow. The Childe of Darkenes, a commonNight-walker, a man that had no man to waite vppon him but onely a Dog, one that was a disordered person,and at midnight would beate at mens doores, bidding them (in meere mockerie) to look to their candles when they themselues were in their dead sleeps: and albeit he was an Officer, yet he was but of Light-carriage, being knowne by the name of the Bell-man of London, had of late not only drawne a number of the Deuils owne kindred into question for their liues, but had also (only by the help of the lanthorn & candle) lookt into the secrets of the best trades that are taught in hell, laying them open to the broad eye of the world, making them infamous, edious, and ridiculous: yea, and not satisfied with dooing this wrong to his diuellship, very spitefullye hath hee set them out in print, drawing their pictures so to the life, that now a horse-stealet shall not shew his head, but a balter with the Hang-mans noose is ready to bee fastned about it: A Foyst nor a Nip shall not walke into a Fayre or a Play-house, but euerie cracke will cry looke to your purses: nor a poore common Rogue come to a mans doore, but he shall be examined if he can cant? If this Baulling fellow therefore haue not his mouth stopd, the light Angels that are coynd below, will neuer bee able to passe as they haue done, but be naild vp for counterfeits, Hell will haue no dooings, and the deuill be no-body.

This was the lyning of the Letter, and this Letter draue them al to a Non-plus, because they knew not how to answere it. But at last aduice was taken, the Court brake vp, the Tearme was adiournd, (by reason that the Hell-houndes were thus Plagud) and a common counsell in hell was prese¯tly called how to redres these abuses.

The Sathanicall Sinagogue beeing set, vp startes the Father of Hell and damnation, and looking verrie terribly with a paire of eies that stared as wide as the mouth gapes at Bishops-gate, fetching foure or fiue deep sighes (which were nothing else but the Smoke of fire & brimstone boyling in his stomacke, and shewed as if hee were taking tobacco, which be often times does) tolde his children & serua¯ts (& the rest of the citizens that dwelt wichin the freedome of Hel, and sat there before him vpon narow low formes) that they neuer had more cause to lay their heads together, and to grow pollititians. Hee and they all knew, that from the Corners of the earth, some did euerie houre in a day creepe forth, to come and serue him: yea, that many thousands were so be witched with his fauours, and his rare partes, that they would come running quick to him, his dominions (he said) were great and full of people: Emperors and Kings, (in infinit numbers) were his slaues: his court was ful of Princes: if the world were deuided (as some report) but into three parts two of those three were his: or if (as others affirme) into foure parts, almost three of that foure had hee firme footing.

But if such a fellow as a treble voicd Bel-man, should be suffered to pry into the infernal Misteries, & into those Black Acts which command the spirits of the Déep, & hauing sucked what knowledge he can from them, to turne it al into poison, & to spit it in the verie faces of the professors, with a malicious intent to make them appeare vgly and so to grow hatefull and out of fauor with ye world: if such a coniurer at midnight should dance in their circles and not be driuen out of them, hell in a few yeares would not bee worth the dwelling in. The great Lord of Limbo did therefore commaund all his Blacke Guard that stood about him, to bestirre them in their places, and to defend the Court wherein they liued: threatning (besides) that his cursse, & all the plagues of stinking hel shold fall vpon his officers, seruants, and subiects, vnlesse they either aduizd him, how, or take some speedy order themselues to punish that saucy intelligencer, the Bel-man of London. Thus he spake and then sat.

At last, a foolish Deuill rose vp, and shot the bolt of his aduice, which flew thus farre, That the Blacke-dogge of New-gate should againe bee let loose, and a farre off, follow the Balling Bel-man, to watch into what plac•s hee went, and what deedes of darkenesse (euerie night) hee did. Hinc risus! The whole Syniodicall assembly, fell a laughing at this Wise-acre, so that neither he nor his blacke-Dogge durst barke any more.

Another, thinking to cleaue the verrie pinne with his arrow, drew it home to the head of Wisdome (as he imaginde) and yet that lighted wide too, But thus shot his Counsell, that the Ghosts of all those theeues, Cheaters, and others of the damned crew, (who by the Bel-mans discouerie, had bene betraied, were taken and sent westward) should bee fetched from those fields of Horror, where euerie night they walke, disputing with Doctor Story, who keepes them company there in his corner Cap: & that those wry-neckd spirits should haue charge giuen them to haunt the Bel-man in his walkes, and so fright him out of his wittes. This Deuill for all his roaring, went away neither with a Plaudite, nor with a hisse: Others stepd vp, some pronouncing one verdict some another: But at the last, it beeing put into their Diuelish heads, that they had no power ouer him farther then what shold be giueu vnto them, it was concluded and set downe as a rule in Court, that some one strange spirit, could transport himselfe into all shapes, should bee sent vppe to London, and scorning to take reuenge vppon so meane a person as a Bel-ringer, should thrust himselfe into such companyes, (as in a warrant to bee signed for that purpose) should bee nominated: and beeing once growne familiar with them, hee was to worke and winne them by all possible meanes to fight vnder the dismall and blacke collours of the Grand Sophy, (his Lord and Master:) the fruite that was to grow vppon this tree of euill, would bee greate, for it should bee fit to bee serued vp to Don Lucifers Table, as a new banqueting Dish, sithence all his other meates, (though they fatted him well) were grown stale

Hereupon Pamersiell the Messenger was called, a pasport was drawne, signed and deliuered to him, with certaine instruments how to carry himselfe in this trauell. And thus m•ch was openly spoken to him by word of mouth.

Fly•Pamersi•l with speede to the great and populous citie in the West: winde thy selfe into all shapes: bee a Dogge (to fawne) a Dragon (to confound) bee a Dou• (seeme innocent) bee a Deuill (as thou art) and shew that thou art a Iorniman to hel. Build rather thy nest amo¯gst willowes that bend euerie way, then on tops of Oakes, whose hearts are hard to be broken: Fly with the Swallow, close to ye earth, when stormes are at hand, but keep company with Birdes of greater tallants, when the weather is cleere, & neuer leaue them till they looke like Rauens: creepe into bosom• that are buttond vp in sattin and there spred the wings of thine infection: make euerie head thy pillow to leane vpon, or vse it like a Mill, onely to grinde mischiefe. If thou meetst a Dutchman, drinke with him: if a Frenchman, stab: if a Spaniard, betray: if an Italian poyson: if an Englishman doe all this.

Haunt Tauerns, there thou shalt yrodigalls: pay thy two-pence to a Player, in his gallerie maist thou sitte by a Harlot: at Ordinaries maist thou dine with silken fooles: when the day steales out o••orld, thou shalt meete rich drvnkards, vnder wel• gownes search for threescore in the hundred, hugge those golden villaines, they shine bright, and will make a good shew in hell, shriek we a cricket in the brew-house, & watch how they coniure there: Ride vp and downe Smith-field, and play the Iade ther•: Uisit prisons, and teach Iaylors how to make nets of Iron there: binde thy selfe Prentice to the best trades: but if thou canst grow extreame ritch in a very short time, (honestly) I banish thee my kingdome, come no more into hell, I haue red thee a lecture, follow• it, farewell.

No sooner was farwell spoken, but the spirit to whom all these matters were giuen in charge, vanished: the clo•en footed Orator arose, and the whole assembly went about their damnable businesse.



GUL-GROPING.

How Gentlemen are cheated at Ordinaries.

CHA

THE Diuels foote-man was very nimble of his héeles (for no wilde-Irish man could out-runne him, and therefore in a few houres, was he come vp to London: the miles betweene Hell and any place vpon earth being shorter then those betweene London and Saint Albones, to any man that trauels from thence thither, or to any Lackey that comes from hence hether on the Deuils errands: but to any other poore soule, that dwells in those low contries, they are neuer at an end, and by him are not possible to bee measured.

No sooner was he entred into the Cittie, but hee met with one of his Maisters daughters called Pride, drest like a Matchants wife, who taking acquaintance of him, and vnderstanding for what hee came, tolde him, that the first thing hee was to doe, hee must put himselfe in good cloathes, such as were sutable to the fashion of the time, for that here, men were lookd vppon onely for their outsides: he that had not ten-pounds-worth of wares in his shop, would carry twentie markes on his back: that there were a number of sumpter-borses in the citty, who cared not how coursely they fed, so they might were gay trappings: pea, that some pied fooles, to put on satin and veluet but foure daies in the yeare did often-times vndoe themselues, wiues and Children euer after. The spirit of the Deuils Buttry hearing this, made a legge to Pride for her counsell, and knowing by his owne experience that euerie Taylor hath his bell to himselfe, vnder his Shop-board, (where he dammes new Sattin) amongst them he thought to finde best welcome, and therefore into Burchin-lane hee stalkes verie mannerly, Pride going along with him, and taking the vpper hand.

No sooner was he entred into the rankes of the LinnenArmorers, (whose weapons are Spanish needles) but he was most terribly and sharpely set vppon euerie: prentice boy had a pull at him: he feared they all had bin Serieants, because they all had him by the back: neuer was poore deuil so tormented in hell, as he was amongst them: he thought it had bene Saint Thomas his day, & that he had bene called vpon to be Constable: there was such balling in his eares: and no strength could shake them off, but that they must shews him some suites of apparell, because they saw what Gentlewoman was in his company (whom they all knew) Seeing no remedie, into a shop he goes, was fitted brauely, and beating the price, found the lowest to be vnreasonable, yet paide it, and departed, none of them (by reason of their crowding about him befor) perceiuing what customer they had met with, but now the Taylor spying the deuill, suffered him to go, neuer praying that he wold know the shop another time, but looking round about his ware-house if nothing were missing, at length he found that he had lost his co¯science: yet remembring himselfe, that they who deale with the diuel, can hardly keepe it, he stood vpon it the lesse.

THE FASHIONS OF AN ORDINARIE.

THE Stigian traueller beeing thus translated into an accomplishd gallant, with all acoutrements belonging (as a fether for his head, gilt rapier for his sides, & new boots to hide his polt foote (for in Bed-lam bee met with a shoemaker, a mad slaue, that knew the length of his last) it rested, onely that now he was to enter vppon company sutable to his cloathes: and knowing that your most selected Gallants are the onelye table-men that are plaid with al at Ordinaries, into an Ordinary did he most gentleman like, conuay himselfe in state.

It seemed that al who came thether, had clocks in their bellies, for they all struck into the dyning roome much aabout the very minute of feeding. Our Caualier had all the eyes (that came in (throwne vpon him, (as beeing a stranger• for no Ambassador from the diuell euer dined amongst them before,) and he asmuch tooke especiall notes of them. In obseruing of whom and of the place he found, that an Ordinary was the only Rendeuouz for the most ingenious, most terse, most trauaild, and most phantastick gallant: the very Exchange for newes out of al countries: the only Booke-sellers shop for conference of the best Editions, that if a woma¯ (to be a Lady (would cast away herself vpon a knight, there a man should heare a Catalogue of most of the richest London widowes: last, that it was a schoole where they were all fellowes of one Forme, & that a country gentleman was of as great comming as ye proudest Iustice that sat there on ye bench aboue him: for he that had the graine of the table with his trencher, payd no more then he that placd himself beneath the salt.

The diuers intelligencer could not be contented to fill his eye onely with these obiects, and to féed his belly with delicate chéere: But hée drew a larger picture of all that were there, and in these collours.

The vcider hauing cléered the table; Cardes & Dice (for the last Messe) are serued vp to the boord: they that are ful of coyne, draw: they that haue little, stand by & giue ayme: they shuffle and cut on one side: the bones rattle on the other: long haue they not plaide, but others fly vp & down the roome like haile-shot: if the poore dumb dice be but a little out of square, the pox & a thousand •plagues breake their neckes out at window: presently after, the foure knaues are sent packing the same way, or els (like heretikes are) condemned to be burnt.

In this battaile of Cardes and Dice, are seuerall Regiments & seuerall Officiers.

They that sit downe to play, are at first cald Leaders.

They that loose, are the Forlorne Hope.

He that winnes all, is the Eagle.

He that stands by & Uentures, is the Wod-pecker.

The fresh Gallant that is fetcht in is The Gull,

H• that stands by, and lends, is the Gull-groper.



THE GULL-GROPER.

THIS Gul-groper is commonly an old Mony-mo¯ger, who hauing trauaild through all the follyes of the world in his youth, knowes them well, and shunnes them in his age, his whole felicitie being to fill his bags with golde and siluer: hee comes to an Ordinary, to saue charges of house-keeping, and will eate for his two shillings, more meate then will serue thrée of the guard at a dinner, yet sweares hée comes thether onely for the company, and to conuerse with trauailers. Its a Gold-Finch that fildome flies to these Ordinary Nests, without a hundred or two hundred pound in twenty shilling péeces about him. After the tearing of some seauen paire of Cardes, or the damning of some ten baile of Dice, steps hée vpon the Stage, and this part he playes. If any of the Forlorne Hope bée a Gentleman of Meanes, either in Esse, or in Posse (and that the olde Fox will bée sure to know to halfe an Acre,) whose money runnes at a low ebbe, as may appeare by his scratching of the head, and walking vp and downe the roome, as if he wanted an Ostler: The Gull-groper takes him to a side window and tels him, hées sorry to sée his hard luck, but the Dice are made of womens bones, and will cozen any man, yet for his fathers sake (whom he hath knowne so long) if it please him, he shal not leaue off play for a hundred pound or two. If my yong Estrich gape to swallow downe this mettall (& for the most part they are very gréedy, hauing such prouander set before them) then is the gold powred on the board, a Bond is made for repaiment, at the next quarter day when Exhibition is sent in: and because it is all gold, and cost so much the changing, The Scriuener (who is a whelpe of the old Mastiues owne bréeding) knows what words will bite, which thus he fastens vpo¯ him, and in this Nette the Gull is sure to be taken (howsoeuer:) for if he fall to play againe, & loose, the hoary Goat-bearded Satyre that stands at his elbow, laughes in his sléeue: if his bags be so recouered of their Fallingsicknes, that they be able presently to repay the borrowed gold, then Monsieur Gul-groper steales away of purpose to auoide the receipt of it; he hath fatter Chickens in hatching: tis a fayrer marke he shootes at. For the day being come when the bond growes due, the within named Signior Auaro will not be within: or if he be at home, he hath wedges enough in his pate, to cause the bond to bée broken, or else a little before the day, he féeds my young Maister with such swéet words, that surfetting vpon his protestations, hée neglects his paiment, as presuming hée may do more But the Law hauing a hand in the forfeiture of the bond, laies presently hold of our yong Gallant with the helpe of a couple of Serieants, and iust at such a time when old Erra Pater (the Iew,) that lent him the money, knowes by his owne Prognostication, that the Moone with the siluer face is with him in the waine. Nothing then can frée him out of the phanges of those bloudhounds, but he must presently confesse a iudgment, for so much money, or for such a Manor or Lordship (thrée times worth the bond forfeited) to be paid or to be entred vpon by him, by such a day or within so many moneths after he comes to his land. And thus are young heires coozend of their Acres, before they well know where they lye.

THE WOOD-PECKER.

THE Wood-pecker is a bird that sits by vpon a perch too: but is nothing so dangerous, as this Uulture spoken of before. He deales altogether vpon Returnes, (as men do that take thrée for one, at their comming back from Ierusalem &c.) for hauing a Iewell, a Clock, a King with a Diamond, or any such like commoditie, he notes him well that commonly is best acquainted with the Dire, and hath euer good luck: to him he offers his prize, rating it at ten or fiftéene pound, when happily tis not worth aboue six and for it he bargaines to receiue fiue shillings or ten shillings (according as it is in value) at euery hand, second, third, or fourth hand he brawed: by which means be perhaps in a short time, makes that yeeld h•nforty or fifty pound, which cost not halfe twenty, Many of these Merchant venturers saile from Ordinary to Ordinary, being sure alwayes to make sauing •oiages, when they that put in ten times more then they, are for the most part loosers,

THE GULL.

NOW if either The Leaders, or The Forlorne Hope, or any of the rest, th•ce to heare of a yong Fresh-water soldier that neuer before followed these strange warres, and yet hath a Charge newly giuen him (by the old fellow Soldado Vecchio his father, when Death had shotit him into the Graue) of some ten or twelue thousand in ready money, besides so many hundreds a yeare: first are Scoutes sent out to discouer his Lodging, that knowne: some lie in ambush to note what Apothecaries shop hée resorts too euery morning, or in what Tobacco-shop in Fléet-street he takes a pipe of Smoake in the afternoone: that fort which the Puny holds, is sure to be beleaguerd by the whole troope of the old weather beaten Gallants: amongst whom some one, whose thought to be of a better block for his head, than therest, is appointed to single out our Nouice, and after some faure or fiue dayes spent in Complement, our heire to seauen hundred a yeare is drawne to an Ordinary, into which he no sooner enters, but all the old-ones in that Nest slutter about him, embrace, protest, kisse the hand, Conge to the very garter, and in the end (to shew that hee is no small foole, but that he knows his father left him not so much monie for nothing,) the yong Cub suffers himselfe to be drawne to the stake: to flesh him, Fortune and the Dice (or rather the False dice, that coozen Fortune, & make a foole of him too) shall so fauor him, that he marches away from a battaile or two, the onely winner. But after wards, let him play how warily soeuer he can, the damned Dice shall crosse him, & his siluer crosses shall blesse those that play against him: for euen they that séeme déerest to his bosome, shall first be ready, and be the formost to enter with the other Leaders into conspiracy, how to make spoile of his golden bags. By such ransacking of Cittizens sonnes wealth, the Leaders maintaine themselues braue, the Forlorne-hope, that droopd before, does now gallantly come on. The Eagle fethers his nest, the Wood-pecker pickes vp his crums, the Gul-groper growes fat with good féeding: and the Gull himselfe, at whom euery one has a Pull, hath in the end scarce fethers enough to kéepe his owne back warme.

The Post-maister of Hell, séeing such villanies to go vp and downe in cloakes lind cleane through with Ueluet, was glad he had such newes to send ouer, and therefore sealing vp a letter full ot it, deliuered the same to filthybearded Charon) their owne Water-man) to be conuaide first to the Porter of Hell, & then (by him) to the Maister •éeper of the Diuels.

OF FERRETING.

The Man•f vndooing Gentlemen by taking vp of commodities.

CHAP. IIII.

HUNTING is a noble, a manly, & a healthfull exercise, it is a very true picture of warre, nay it is a war in it selfe, for engines are brought into the field, stratagems are contriued, ambushes are laide, onsets are giuen, al•arums struck vp, braue incounters are made, fierce assailings are resisted by strength, by courage, or by pollicy: the enemy is pursued, and the Pursuers neuer giue ouer till they haue him in execution: then is a Retreate sounded, then are spoiles diuided, then come they home wearied, but yet crowned with honor & victory. And as in battailes there be seuerall maners of fight: so in the pastime of hunting, there are seuerall degrées of game. Seme hunt the Lion, and that shewes as when subiects rise in Armes against their King: Some hunt the Vnicorne for the treasure on his head, and they are like couetous men, that care not whome they kill for riches: some hunt the Sp•tted Panther and the freckled Leopard, they are such as to inioy their pleasures, regard not how blacke an infamy stickes vpon them: All these are barbarous & vnnaturall Huntsemen, for they range vp and downe the Deserts, the Wildernes, and inhabitable Mountaines. Others pursue the long liued Hart, the couragious Stag or the nimble footed Deere: these are the Noblesthunters, and they exercise the Noblest game: these by following the Chace get strength of body, a frée and vndisquieted minde, magnanimity of spirit, alacrity of heart and an vnwearisomnesse to breake through the hardest labours: their pleasures are not insatiable but are contented to be kept within limits, for these hunt within Parkes inclosed, or within bounded Forrests. The hunting of the Hare teaches feare to be bould, and puts simplicity so to her shifts, that she growes cunning and prouident: the turnings and cresse windings that she makes, are embleames of •fes vncertainty: when she thinkes she is furdest from danger, it is at he héeles, and when it is nerest to her, the hand of safety defends her. When she is wearied and has runne her race, she takes her death patiently, onely to teach man, that he should make himselfe redy, when the graue gapes for him.

All these kinds of hunting are abroad in the open field, but there is a close citty hunting onely within the walls, that pulles downe Parkes, layes open forrests, destroies Chaces, woundes the Déere of the land, and make such hauocke of the goodliest Heards, that by their wills, (who are the rangers,) none should be left a liue but the Rascalls: This kinds of hunting is base, and ignoble, It is the meanest, yet the most mischieuous, & it is called Ferreting. To behold acourse or two at this, did the light horseman of Hell one day leape into the saddle.



CITTY-HUNTING.

THIS Ferret-hunting hath his Seasons as other games haue, and is onely followed at such a time of yeare, when the Gentry of our kingdome by riots, hauing chased them-selues out of the faire reuenewes and large possession left to them by their ancestors, are forced to hide their heads like Conies, in little caues and in vnfrequented places: or else being almost windles, by running after sensuall pleasures too feircely, they are glad (for keeping them-selues in breath so long as a they can) to tal to Ferret-hunting, yt is to say, to take vp commodities. No warrant can bée graunted for a Bucke in this forrest, but it must passe vnder these fiue hands.


	1 He that hunts vp and downe to find game, is called the Tombler.

	2 The commodities that are taken vp are cald Pursenets.

	3 The Cittizen that selles them is the Ferret.

	4 They that take vp are the Rabbet-suckers.

	5 He, vpon whose credit these Rabbet-suckers runne, is called the Warren.



HOW THE WARREN IS MADE.

AFTER a raine, Conies vse to come out of their Holes and to sit nibling on wéeds or any thing in the coole of the euening, and after a reueling when younger brothers haue spent al, or in gaming haue lost al, they sit plotting in their chambers with necessity how to be furnished presently with a new supply of money. They would take vp any commodity whatsoeuer, but their names stand in too many texted letters all ready in Mercers and Scriueners bookes: vpon a hundred poundes worth of Roasted bée•e they could finde in their hearts to venture, for that would away in turning of a hand: but where shall they find a Butcher or a Cooke that will let any man runne so much vpon the score for flesh onely? Suppose therefore that Foure of such loose fortund gallants were tied in one knot, and knew not how to fasten themselues vpon some welthy cittizen. At the length it runnes into their heads, that such a young Nouice (who daily serues to fill vp their company) was neuer intangled in any citty limebush: they know his present meanes to be good, and thos to come to be great: him therefore they lay vpon the Anuill of their wits, till they haue wrought him like war, for him-selue as well as for them: to doe any thing in war, or indéed till they haue won him to slide vpon this ice, because he knowes not the danger) is he easily drawne: for he considers within himselfe that they are all gentlemen well descended, they haue rich fathers, they weare good clothes, haue bin gallant spenders, and do now and then (still) let it fly fréely: hee is to venture vppon no more rockes than all they, what then should hée feare? hée therefore resolues to do it, and the rather because his owne exhibition runnes low, & that there lacke a great many wéekes to the quarter day, at which time, he shalbe refurnished from his father. The Match being thus agréed vpon, one of them that has béene an ould Ferret-monger, & knowes all the trickes of such Hu¯ting, séekes out a Tumb••hat is to say a fellow, who beates the bush for them till •hey catch the birds, he himselfe being contented (as he protests & sweares) onely with a few fethers.

THE TUMBLERS HUNTING DRY-FOOTE.

THIS Tumbler being let loose runnes Snuffing vp and downe close to the ground, in the shoppes either of Mercers, Gouldsmithes, Drapers, Haber-bashers, or of any other trade, where hée thinckes hee may méete with a Ferret: and tho vpon his very first course, hee can find his ga•e, yet to make his gallants more hungry, and to thinke he wearies himselfe in hunting the more, hee comes to them sweating and swearing that the Citty Ferrets are so coaped (thats to say haue their lips stitched vp so close) that hee can hardly get them open to so great a sum as siue hundred roundes which they desire. This heat be beeing chewd towne by the Rabber-suckers almost his their hearts, and is worse to them then dabbing on the neckes to Connies. They bid him if he cannot fasten his teeth vpon plate or Cloth, or Silkes, to lay hold on browne paper or Tobacco, Bartholmew babies, Lute stringes or Hobnailes, or two hundred poundes in Saint Thomas Onions and the rest in mony; the Onions they coulde get wenches enough to cry and sell them by the Rope, and what remaines should serue them with mutton. Uppon this, their Tumbler trottes vppe and downe agen, and at last lighting on a Cittizen that will deale, the names are receiued, and deliuered to a Scriuener, who enquiring whether they bee good men and true, that are to passe vppon the life and death of fiue hundred poundes, findes that foure of the fiue, are winde-shaken, and ready to fall into the Lordes handes, Marry the fift man, is an Oake, and theres hope that he cannot bee hewed downe in haste. Uppon him therefore the Cittizen buildes so much as comes to fiue hundred poundes, yet takes in the other foure to make them serue as scaffolding, till the Farme bee furnished, and if then it hold, he cares not greatly who takes them downe. In al hast, are the bondes seald, and the commodities deliuered, And then does the Tumbler fetch his second carreere, and thats this.

THE TUMBLERS HUNTING COUNTER.

THE wares which they fished for beeing in the hand of the fiue shauers, do now more trouble their wits how to turne those Wares into reddy mony, then beefore they were troubled to turn their credits into wares. The Tree being once more to be shaken, they knowe it must loose fruite, and therefore their Factor must barter away theiMarchandise, tho it be withlosse: Abroad is into the Cittie he Sailes for that purpose, and deales with him that sold, to buy his owne Commodities againe for ready mony; He will not doe it vnder 30. l. losse in the Hundred: Other Archers bowes are tryed at the same marke, but al keepe much about one scantling: back therfore comes their Carrier with this newes, that no man will disburse so much present money vppon any wares whatsoeuer. Onely he met by good fortune with one friend (and that friend is himselfe) who for 10 l. wil procure them a Chapman, marry that chapman wil not buy vnlesse he may haue them at 30. l. losse in the Hundred: fuh, try all the Sharers, a por on these Fox-furd Curmudgions, giue that fellow your friend 10. l. for his paines, & fetch the rest of his money: within an houre after, it is brought, and powrd downe in one heape vppon a tauerne table; where making a goodly shew as if it could neuer be spent, al of the¯ consult what fée the Tumbler is to haue for Hunting so wel, and conclude that lesse then 10. l they cannot giue him, which 10. l. is ye first mony told out Now let vs cast vp this Account: In euery 100. l. is lost 30. which being 5. times 30. l. makes 150. l. that Sum the Ferret puts vp cleer besides his ouer-prising the wares: vnto which 1•0. l lost, ad 10, l more which the Tumbler guls them off, & other 10. l. which he hath for his voyage, al which makes 170. l. which deducted from 500. l. there remaineth onely 330. to be deuided amongst 5. so that euery one of ye partners shall haue but 66. l. yet this they all put vp merily, washing down their losses we Sack and Sugar, whereof they drinke that night profoundly.

HOW THE WARREN IS SPOYLED.

WHILST this faire weather lasteth, and that• sthere is any grasse to nibble vpon. These Rabbee uckers kéep to the Warren wherein they fatned. but th cold day of repaiment approaching, they retire deepe into their Caues; so that when the Ferret makes account to haue fiue before him in chase, foure of the fiue ly hidde¯, & are stolne into other grounds. No maruell then if the Ferret growe fierce & teare open his owniawes, to suck blood from him that is left: no maruaile if he seratch what wool he can fro¯ his back: the Pursnets yt were Set are all Taken vp and carried away. The Warren therfore must bee Searched, That must pay for all, ouer that does hee range like a little •ord. Sargeants, Marshals-men, and Baliffes are sent forth, who lie scowting at euery corner, & with terrible pawes haunt euery walke. In conclusion the bird that these Hawkes flie after, is seazd vpon, then are his fethers pluckd, his estate lookd into, the¯ are his wings broken, his la¯•s made ouer to a stra¯ger: then must our yong son and heire pay 500. l (for which he neuer had but 66. l.) or else lie in prison. To kéep himselfe from which, he seales to any bond, enters into any statut, morgageth any Lordship, Does any thing, Saies any thing, yéelds to pay any thing, And these Citty stormes (which will wet a man till be haue neuer a dry threed about him, tho he be kept neuer so warme) fall not vpon him once or twise: But being a little way in, he cares not how déepe he wades: ye greater his possessions are, the apter he is to take vp & to be trusted: the more he is trusted, the more he comes in debt, the farther in debt, the neerer to danger. Thus Gentlemen are wrought vpo¯, thus are they Cheated, thus are they Ferreted, thus are they Vndonne.

FAWLCONERS.

Of a new kinde of Hawking, teaching how to catch birds by bookes.

HVNTING and Hawking are of kin, and therefore it is fit they should kéepe company together: Both of them are noble Games, and Recreations, honest and healthful, yet they may so be abused that nothing can be more hurtfull. In Hunting, the Game is commonly still before you, or •th hearing, and within a little compasse: In Hawking the game flies farre off, and oftentunes out of sight: A Couple of Rookes therefore (that were birds of the last feather) conspired together to leaue their nest in the Citty, and to flutter abroad, into the countrie: Upon two leane hac•eies were these two Doctor doddipols horst, Ciuilly suited, that they might carry about them some badge of a Scholler.

The diuels Ranck-ryder, that came from the last Citty-hu¯ting, vnderstanding that two such Light-horsemen, were gon a Hawking, posts after and ouer-takes them. After some ordinary high-way talk, he begins to question of what profession they were? One of them smyling scornfully in his face, as thinking him to be some Gull, (and •indeed such fellowes take all men for Gulles who they thinke to be beneath them in quallitie) tolde him they were Falconers. But the Fore that followed them seeing no properties, (belonging to a Falconer) about them smelt knauery, took them for a paire of mad rascals, & therfore resolued to see at what these Falconers would let flie.

HOW TO CEST VP THE LURE.

AT last on a suddaine saies on of them to him, sir, wee haue Sprung a Patridge, and so fare you wel which wordes came stammering out with the haste that they made, for presently the two Forragers of the Countrie, were vppon thr Spurre: Plutoes Post seeing this stood still to watch them, and at length saw them in maine gallop make toward a goodly faire place, where either some Knight or some great Gentleman kept, and this goodly house belike was the Partridge which those falconers had sprung. Hee beeing loath to loose his share in this Hawking, and hauing power to transforme himselfe as hee listed, came thither as soone as they, but beheld all (which they did) inuisible. They both like two Knights Errant alighted at the Gate, knocked and were lette in: the one walkes the Hackneyes in an outward Court, as if hee had bene but Squire to Sir Dagonet. The other (as boldly as Saint George when he dard the dragon at his verrie Den) marcheth vndauntedly vp to the Hall, where looking ouer those poore creatures of the house, that weare but the bare Blew coates (for A quila non capit Muscas) what should a Falconer meddle with flies? hee onely salutes him that in his eye seemes to bee a Gentleman like fellow: Of him he askes for his good Knight or so, and saies that he is a * Gentleman come from London on a businesse, which he must deliuer to his owne Worshipfull Eare. Up the staires does braue Mount-Dragon ascend, the Knight and he encounter, and with this staffe does he valiantly charge vpon him.

HOW THE BIRD IS CAUGHT.

SIR I am a poore * Scholler, and the report of your vertues hath drawne me hither, venturously bolde to fixe your worthy name as a patronage to a poore short discourse which here I dedicate (out of my loue) to your noble and eternall Memory: this speech he vtters barely.

The Hawking pamphleter is then bid to put on, whilst his Miscellane Maecenas; opens a booke fairely aparreld in vellom with gilt fillets & fore-penny silke ribbon at least, like little streamers on the top of a Marchpane Castle, hanging dandling by at ye foure corners, the title being superficially suruaide, in the next leafe he sees that the Author hee, hath made him one of his Gossips for the booke carries his worships name, & vnder it stands an Epistle iust the length of a Hench-mans grace before dinner, which is long inough for any booke in conscience, vnlesse the writer be vnreasonable.

The knight being told before hand, that this little sunbeame of Phoebus (shining thus briskly in print) hath his Mite or At my wayting vppon him in the outward court) thankes him for his loue and labour, and considering with himselfe, what cost he hath beene at, and how farre he hath ridden to come to him, he knowes that Patrons and Godfathers, are to pay scot and lot alike, and therefore to cherish his young and tender Muse, he giues him foure or sixe Angells, inuiting him either to stay breakefast, or if the sun-diall of the hou•e points towards eleuen, then to tary dinner.

HOW THE BIRD IS DREST.

BUT the fish being caught (for which our Heliconian Angler threw out his lines) with thankes, and legs and kissing his own hand, he parts. No sooner is he horst, but his Hostler (who all this while walked the iades, and trauailes vp & down with him (like an vnde seruing plaier for halfe a share) askes this question Strawes or not? Strawes cries the whole sharer and a halfe, away then replies the first, flie to our nest: This nest is neuer in the same towne but commonly a mile or two off and it is nothing els but the next Tauerne they come to. But the Uillage into which they rode being not able to maintaine an Iuybush, an Ale-house was their Inne: where aduancing themselues into the fairest Chamber, and beespeaking the best cheere in the towne for dinner, down they sit, & share before they speake of any thing els: That done, he that ventures vpon all he meetes, and discharges the paper Bullets, (for to tell truth, the other serues but as a signe, and is méerely nobody) beginnes to discourse, how he caried himselfe in the action, how he was encountred: how he stood to his tackling and how well hee came off: he cals the Knight, a Noble fellow, yet they both shrug, and laugh, and sweares they are glad they haue Guld him.

More arrowes must they shoote of the same length that this first was off, and therfore there is Trunck ful of Trinckets, thats to say, their budget of Bookes, is opend againe, to see what leafe they are to turne ouer next, which whilst they are dooing, the Ghost that al this space haunted them and hard what they said, hauing excellent, skill in the blacke-art, thats to say in picking of lockes, maks the dore suddenly flye open (which they had closely shut. At his strange entrance they being somwhat agast, began to shuffle away their bookes, but he knowing what cardes they plaide withal, offred to cut, and turnd vp two Knaues by this trick. My maisters (quoth he) I knowe where you haue bin, I know what you haue don, I know what you meane to do, I sée now you are Falconers indeed, but by the (and then he swore a damnable oth) vnlesse you teach me to shoote in this Birding peece, I will raise the Uillage, send for the knight whome you boast you haue guld, and so disgrace you: for your money I care not.

The two Frée-booters seeing themselues smoakd, told their third Brother, he seemd to be a gentleman and a boone companion, they prayed him therefore to sit downe with silence, and sithence dinner was not yet ready, hée should heare all.

This new kinde of Hawking (qd. one of them) which you see vs vse can afford no name vnles•, be at it. viz.


	1. He that casts vp the Lure is calld the Falconer.

	2 The Lure that is cast vp is an idle Pamphlet.

	3. The Tercel Gentle that comes to the Lure, is some knight or some gentle man of like qualitie.

	4. The Bird that is preied vpon, is Money.

	5. Hee that walkes the horses, and hunts dry foote is cald a Mongrell.



THE FALCONER AND HIS SPANIELL.

THE Falconer hauing scraped together certaine small paringes of witte, he first cuttes them hansomely in pretty peeces, and of those peeces does he patch vppe a booke. This booke he prints at his own charge, the Mongrell running vppe ano downe to look to the workemen, and béaring likewise some parte of the cost, (for which he enters vpon his halfe share) When it is fully finished, the Falconer and his Mongrell, or it may bée two Falconers ioyne in one,) but howsoeuer, it is by them deuised what Shire in England it is best to forrage next: that beeing set downe, the Falconers deale either with a Herauld for a note of all the Knights and Gentlemens names of worth that dwell in that circuit, which they meane to ride, or els by inquiry get the chiefest of them, printing of so many Epistles as they haue names, ye epistles Dedicatory being all one, and vary in nothing but in the titles of their patrons.

Hauing thus furnished themselues and packed vp their wa•es, away they trudge like tinckers, with a budget at one of their backes, or it may be the circle they meane to coniure in shall not be out of London, especially if it be Tearme-time, or when a Parliament is holden (for then they haue choise of sweete-meats to féed vppon. (If a gentleman seeing one of these bookes Dedicated onely to his name, suspect it to be a bastard, that hath more fathers besides himselfe, and to try that, does deferre the Presenter for a day or two, sending in the meane time (as some haue done) into Paules Church-yard amongst the stationers, to inquire if any such worke be come forth, & if they cannot tell, then to steppe to the Printers: Yet haue the Falconers a tricke to goe beyond such Hawkes too, for all they flye so hie. And that is this: The bookes lye all at the Printers, but not one line of an epistle to any of them (those bug-bears lurke in T•ebris) if then the Spy that is sent by his Maister, ask why they haue no dedications to them, Mounsier Printer tels him, the author would not venture to adde any to them all, (sauing onely to that which was giuen to his Maister, vntill it was knowne whether he could accept of it or no.

This sati•es the Patron, this fetches money from him: and this Cozens fiue hundred besides. Nay there bée othere Bird catchers that vse stranger Quaile-pipes: you shal haue fellowes, foure or fiueina contry, that buying vp any old Booke (especially a Sermon, or any other matter of Diuinity) that lies for wast-paper, and is clean forgotten, ad a new-printed Epistle to it, and with an Alphabet of letters which they cary about them, being able to print any mans names (for a Dedication) on the suddaine, trauaile vp and downe most• Shires in Engla¯d, and liue by this Hawking.

Are we not excellent Falconers now (quoth three half shares?) excellent v•laines cryed the deuils Deputy: by this the meate (for dinner came smoaking in, vpon which they f•ll most tirannically, yet (for maners sake) offring first, to the Bali• of Belzebub the vpper end of the table, but he fearing they would make a Hauke or a Buzzard of him too, and report they had ridden him like an Asse, as they had done others, out a doores hee flung with a vengeance as he came.

O sacred Learning why doost thou suffer thy seauen leaued tree, to be plucked by barbarous and most vnhallowed handes? Why is thy beatifull Maiden-body, polluted like a strumpets, and prostituted to beastly and slauish Ignorance? O thou Base-broode, that make the Muses harlots: yet say they are your Mothers? You Theeues of Wit, Cheators of Arte, traitors of schooles of Learning: murderers of Schollers. More worthy you are, to vndergoe the Romane Furca like slaues, and to be brandedith fore-head deeper then they that forge testaments to vndoe Orphants: Such doe but rob children of goods that may be lost: but you rob Schollers of their Fame, which is deerer then life. You are not worth an Inuectiue, not worthy to haue your names dropp out of a deseruing pen, you shall onely bee executed in Picture: (as they vse to handle Malefactors in France) and the picture (though it were drawne to be hang vp in another place) shal leaue you impudently-arroga¯t to yourselues, and ignominiously-ridiculous to after ages: in these collours, are you drawne.

THE TRUE PICTURE OF THESE FALCONERS.

 There be Fellowes

Of course and common bloud; Mechanicke knaues,

Whose wits lye deeper buried then in graues:

And indeede smell more earthy, whose creation

Was but to giue a Boote or Shooe good fashion.

Yet these (throwing by the Apron and the Awle)

Being drunck with their own wit, cast vp their gall

Onely ofyncke: and in patchd, beggerly Rimes,

(As full of fowle corruption, as the Times)

From towne to towne they s•rowle in soule, as poore

As thare in clothes: yet these at euery doore,

Their labors Dedicate. But (as at Faires)

Like Pedlars, they shew still one sort of wares

Vnto all commers (with some filde oration)

And thus to giue bookes, nows an occupation.

One booke hath seauen score patrons: thus desart

Is cheated of her due: thus noble art

Giues Ignorance (that common strumpet) place,

Thus the true schollers name growes cheap & base, &c

IACKS OF THE CLOCK-HOUSE.

A new and cunning drawing of money from Gentlemen.

CHA

THERE is another Fraternitie of wandring Pilgrims who merrily call themselues Iackes of the Clocke-house, and are verry neere allyed to the Falconers that went a Hawking before. The Clarke of Erebus set downe their names too in his Tables, with certain bréefe notes of their practises: and these they are.

The Iacke of a Clocke-house goes vppon Screws, and his office is to do nothing but strike: so does this noise, (for they walke vp and downe like Fi•lers) trauaile with Motions, and whatsoeuer their Motions get them, is called striking.

Those Motions are certaine Collections, or wittie Inuentions, some-times of one thing, and then of an other (there is a new one now in •ime, in praise of the Vnion) And these are fairely written and engrossed in Uell•m, Parcheme•, or Royall paper, richly adorned with compartiments, and set out with letters both in gold and in vations coullo•s.

This labour being taken, the Maister of the Motion hearkens where such a Nobleman, such a Lord, or such a Knight lyes, that is liberall: hauing found one to his liking, The Motion (with his Patrons name fairely texted out, in manner of a Dedication,) is presented before him: he receiues it, and thinking it to be a work onely vndertaken for his sake, is bounteous to the giuer, esteeming him a Scholler, and knowing that not without great trauaile, hee hath drawne so many little •gling streames into so faire and smoothe a Riuer: whereas the Worke is the labour of some other (copied out by stealth) be an impudent ignorant fellow, that runnes vp and downe with the Transcripts, and euery Ale-house may haue one of them (hanging in the basest drinking roome) if they will bee but at the charges of writing it out. Thus the liberallitie of a Nobleman, or of a Gentleman is abused: thus learning is brought into scorne and contempt: Thus men are cheated of their bountie, giuing much for that (out of their free mindes) which is common abroad, and put away for base prices. Thus villanie some-times walkes alone, as if it were giuen to Melancholly, and some-times knaues tie them-selues in a knot, because they may be more merry, as by a mad sort of Comrades whome I see leaping into the Saddle, anon it will apeare.

RANCKE RIDERS,

The manner of Cozening Inn-keepers. Post-maisters and Hackny men.

CHA.

THERE is a troope of Horsemen, that runne vp and downe the whole kingdome, they are euer in a gallop, their businesse is weightie, their iournies many, their expences greate, their Innes rustie where, their lands no where: they haue onely a certaine Fr•e-holde cald Tyborne (scituate neere London, and many a faire paire of Gallowes in other Countries besides,) vppon which they li•e verie poorely fill they dye, and dye for the moste part wickedly, because their liues are villanous and desperate. But what •ce so euer they runne, there they end it there they set vp their rest, there is their last baste, whether soeuer their •ourney lyes. And these horse-men haue no other names but ranck Riders.

To furnish whome foorth for any iourney, they must haue Kiding sutes cut out of these foure peeces.


	1 The Inne-kéeper or Hackney-man, of whome they haue horses, is cald A Colt.

	2 He that neuer alights off a rich Farmer or country Gentleman, till he haue drawne money from him, is called The Snaffle.

	3 The money so gotten, is The Ring

	4 He that feedes them with mony is called The prouander.



These Ranck-riders (like Butchers to Rumford market) sildome goe vnder sire or seauen in a company, and these Careeres they fetch. Their pursses being warmly lined with some purchase gotten before, and they the¯selues well booted and spurd, and in reasonable good outsides, arriue at the fairest Inne they can choose, either in Westminster, the Strand, the Cittie, or the Suburbes. Two of them who haue cloathes of purpose to fitte the play, carrying the shew of Gentlemen: the other a• their partes in blew coates, as they were their Seruingmen, though indeede they be all fellowes. They enter all durted or dustied (according as it shall please the high way to vse them) and the first bridle they put into the Colts mouth (thats to say the Inkeepers) is at their comming in to asks alowde if the footeman begone backe with the horses? tis answered yes, Heere, the Ranck-riders lye three or foure daies, spending moderately enough, yet aabating not a penny of any reckoning to shew of what house they came: in wt space their counterfeit followers learne what country-man the maister of the house is, where the Hostlars and Chamberlaines were borne, and what other countrie Gentlemen are guests to the Inne? which lessons being presently gotten by heart, they fal in studdy with the Generall rules of their knauerie: and those are, first to giue out, that their Maister is a Gentleman of such and such meanes, in such a shire (which shall be sure to stand farre enough from those places where any of the house, or of other guests were borne,) that hee is come to receiue so many hundred poundes vppon land which he hath solde, and that hee meanes to Inne there some quarter of a yeare at least.

This Brasse money passing for currant through the house, hée is more obserued and better attended, is worshipped at euerie word: and the easier to breake and bridle the Colt, his Worship will not sit downe to Dinner or supper, till the Maister of the house be placed at the vpper end of the boord by him.

In the middle of Supper, or else verie earely in the following morning, comes in a counterfeit footeman, sweatingly, deliuering a message that such a Knight hath sent for the head-Maister of these Rancke-ryders, and that hee must bee with him by such an houre, the iourney being not aboue twelue or foureteene miles. Upon deliuerie of this message: (from so deere and noble a friend) he sweares and chafes, because all his horses are out of Towne, curseth the sending of them backe, offers any money to haue himselfe, his couzen with him, and his me¯ but reasonably horst. Mine host being a credulous Asse, suffers them all to get vppe vpon him, for hee prouides them horses either of his owne (thinking his Guest to be a man of great accompte; and beeing loath to loose him, because hee spends well) or else sendes out to hire them of his neighbours, passing his word for their forthcomming with in a day or two, Up they get and away Gallopour Ranck-riders, as far as the poore Iades can carry them.

The two daies being ambled out of the worlde, and perhaps three more after them, yet neither a supply of Horse-men or Foote-men, (as was promised) to be set eye vppon. The lamentable In-keeper (or Hac•ney man, if he chance to be Sadled for this iourney too) loose their Colts teeth, and finde that they are made olde arrant Iades: Search, then runnes vp and downe like a Constable halfe out of his wittes (vppon a Shroue-tuesday) and hue and cry followes after, some twelue or foureteene miles off, (round about London) which was the farthest of their iourney as they gaue out. But (alas!) the horses are at pasture foure score or a hundred miles from their olde mangers: they were sould at some blinde drunken theeuish faire, (there beeing enow of them in company to saue themselues, by their Toll-booke,) the Seruing-men cast off their blew-coates, and cried All fellowes: the money is spent vpon wine, vpon whores, vpon fidlers, vpo¯ fooles (by whom they wil loose nothing) and the tyde beeing at an ebbe, they are as ready to practise their skill in horse-manship to bring Coltes to the saddle in that Towne, and to make Nags run a race of three-score or a hundred miles of from that place, as before they did from London.

RUNNING AT THE RING.

THUS, solong as Horseflesh can make them fat, they neuer leaue feeding. But when they haue beaten so many high-waies in seuerall countries, that they feare to be ouer-taken by Tracers, then (like Soldiers comming from a Breach) they march faire & softly on foot, lying in garrison as it were, close in some out townes, til the foule Rumor of their Uillanies (like a stormy durty winter) be blown ouer: In which time of lurking in ye shel, they are not idle neither, but like snailes they venture abroad tho the law hath threatned to rain down neuer so much puuish•t vpon them: and what do they? they are not bees, to liue by their owne painfull labors, but Drones that must eat vp the sweetnesse, and be fedde with the earnings of others: This therefore is their worke. They carelesly inquire what gentleman of worth, or what rich Farmers dwell within fiue, six or seauen miles of the Fort where they are (which they may do without suspition) and hauing go•te their names, they single out themselues in a morning, and each man takes a seuerall path to himselfe: one goes East, one West, one North, and the other South: walking either in bootes with wandes in their handes, or otherwise, for it is all to one purpose. And note this by the way, that when they trauell thus on foot, they are no more calld Ranck-riders but Strowlers, a proper name giuen to Country plaiers, that (without Socks) trotte from towne to towne vpon the hard hoofe.

Being arriud at the Gate where the Gentleman or Farmer dwelleth, he boldly knocke, inquiring for him by name, and steppes in to speake with him: the seruant séeing a fashionable person, tells his Maister there is a Gentleman desires to speake with him: the maister come and salutes him, but eying him well, saies he does not know him: No Sir, replies the other (with a face bolde ynough) it may be so, but I pray you Sir, will you walke aturne or two in your Orchard or Garden, I would there conferre: Hauing got him thether, to this tune he plaies vppon him.

HOW THE SNAFFLE IS PUT ON

SIR, I am a Gentleman, borne to better meanes then my present fortunes doe allow me: I serued in the field, and had commaunde there, But long peace (you knowe Sir) is the Cancker that eates vp Sould•ers, and so it hath mee. I lie heere not far off, in the Country at mine Inn•, where staying vppon the dispatch of some businesse, I am indebted to the house in m•neys, so that I cannot with the credit of a Gentleman leaue toe house till I haue paide them. Make mee sir so much beholden to your loue as to lend me fortye or fiftie shilings to beare my horse and my selfe to London, from whence within a day or two, I shall send you many thanks with a faithful repayment of your curtesie.

The honest Gentleman, or the good naturd Farmer beholding a personable man, fashionably attitd, and not carrying in outward coullors, the face of a cogging knaue giues credit to his words, are forty that they are not at this present time so well furnished as they could wish, but if a matter of twenty shillings can stead him, he shall commaund it, because it were pi•tie any honest Gentleman should for so small a matter mistarry. Happilye they meete with some Chap-men that giue them their owne asking; but howsoeuer, all is fish that comes to net, they are the most conscionable market folkes that euer rode betweene two paniers, for from fortie they will fall to twentie, from twenty to ten, from ten to fiue: nay these mountibanckes are so base, that they are not ashamed to take two shillings of a plaine husbandman, and sometimes sixe pence (which the other giues simply and honestly) of whome they demaunded a whole fifteene.

In this mann•r doe they digge siluer out of mens purses, all the day, and at night meet together at the appointed Rendeuouz, where all these Snaffles are loosed to their full length, the Ringes which that day they haue made are worne. The Prouender is praised or dispraised, as they finde it in goodnesse, but it goes downe all, whilst they laugh at all.

And thus does a Common-wealth bring vp children, that care not how they discredit her, or vndoe her: who would imagine that Birdes so faire in shewe, and so sweete in voice, should be so dangerous in condition? but Ra•ens thinke carryon the daintiest meate, and villains estéeme most of that mony which is purchast by basenes.

The Under Shriffe for the county of the Cacodemo¯s, knowing into what arrerages these Rank-tiders were runne for horse-flesh to his maister, (of whome he farmed the office) sent out his writs to attach them, and so narrowly pursued the¯, that for all they were wel horst, some he sent post to the gallowes, and the rest to seuerall iayles: After which, making all the hast he posibly could to get to London againe, he was way-layd by an army of a strange & new found people.

MOONE MEN.

A discouery of a strange wild people, very dangerous to townes and country villages.

CHAP. VIII.

A Moone-man signifies in English, a mad-man, because the Moone hath greatest domination (aboue any other Planet) ouer the bodies of Frantick persons. But these Moone-men (whose Images are now to be carued) are neither absolutely mad, not yet perfectely in their wits) Their name they borrow from the Moone, because as the Moone is neuer in one shape two nights together, but wanders vp & downe Heauen, like an Anticke, so these changeable-stuffe-companions neuer tary one day in a place, but are the onely, and the onely base Ronnagats vpon earth. And as in the Moone there is a man, that neuer stirres without a bush of thornes at his backe, so these Moone-men lie vnder bushes, & are indéed no better then Hedge creepers.

They are a people more scattred then Iewes, and more hated: beggerly in apparell, barbarous in condition, beastly in behauior: and bloudy if they meete adua¯tage. A man that sees them would sweare they ha• all the yellow Iawndis, or that they were Tawny Moores bastardes, for no Red-oaker man caries a face of a more filthy complexion, yet are they not borne so, neither has the Sunne burnt them so, but they are painted so, yet they are not good painters neither: for they do not make faces, but marre faces. By a by name they are called Gipsies, they call themselues Egiptians, others in mockery call them Moone-men.

If they be Egiptians, sure I am they neuer discended from the tribes of any of those people that came out of the Land of Egypt: Ptolomy (King of the Egiptians) I warrant neuer called them his Subiects: no nor Pharao before him. Looke what difference there is betwéene a ciuell cittizen of Dublin & a wilde Irish Kerne, so much difference there is betwéene one of these counterfeit Egiptians and a true English Begger. An English Roague is iust of the same liuery.

They are commonly an army about foure-score cong, yet they neuer march with all their bagges and baggages together, but (like boot-halers) they forrage vp and downe countries, 4. 5. 026. in a company. As the swizer has his wench and his Cocke with him whe¯ he goes to the warres, so these vagabonds haue their harlots with a number of litle children following at their héeles: which young brood of Beggers, are sometimes caried (like so many gréene geese aliue to a market) in payres of panieres, or in dossers like fresh-fish from Rye ye comes on horsebacke, (if they be but infants.) But if they can stradle once, then aswell the shee-roagues as the hee-roagues are horst, seauen or eight vpon one iade, strongly pineond, and strangely tyed together.

One Shire alone & no more is sure stil at one time, to haue these Egiptian lice swarming within it, for like flockes of wild-géese, they will euermore fly one after another: let them be scattred worse then the quarters of a traitor are after hées hangd drawne and quartred, yet they haue a tricke (like water cut with a swoord) to come together instantly and easily againe: and this is their pollicy, which way soeuer theformost• anckes lead, they sticke vp small boughes in seuerall places, to euery village where they passe, which serue as ensignes to waft on the rest.

Their apparell is od, and phantasticke, tho it be neuer so full of rents: the men weare scarses of Callico, or any other base stuffe, hanging their bodies like Morris-dancers, with bels, & other toyes, to intice the cou¯trey people to flocke about them, and to wounder at their fooleries or rather rancke knaueryes. The women as ridiculously attire them-selues, and (like one that plaies, the Roague on a Stage) weare rags, and patched filthy mantles vpermost, when the vnder garments are hansome and in fashion.

The battailes these Out-lawes make, are many and very bloudy. Whosoeuer falles into their hands neuer escapes aliue, & so cruell they are in these murders, that nothing can satisfie the¯ but the very heart bloud of those whom they kill. And who are they (thinke you) that thus go to the pot? Alasse! Innocent Lambs, Shéep, Calues, Pigges, &c. Poultrie-ware are more churlishly handled by them, the¯ poore prisoners are by kéepers in the counter ith Poultry. A goose comming amongst them learnes to be wise, that hee neuer wil be Goose any more. The bloudy tragedies of al these, are only acted by ye Wome¯, who carrying long kniues or Skeanes vnder their mantles, do thus play their parts: The Stage is some large Heath: or a Firre bush Common, far from any houses: Upo¯ which casting them-selues into a King, they inclose the Murdered, till the Massacre be finished. If any passenger come by, and wondring to sée such a co¯iuring circle kept by Hel-hou¯des, demaund what spirits they raise there? one of the Murderers steps to him, poysons him sweete wordes and shifts him off, with this lye, ye one of the womé is falne in labour. But if any mad H•let hearing this, smell villanie, & rush in by violence to sée what the taw•y Diuels are dooing: the¯ they excuse the fact, lay the blame on those that are the Actors, & perhaps (if they see no reme•e) deliuer them to an officer, to be had to punishment: But by the way a rescue is utely laid and very valiantl• (tho very villanously) do they fetch them off, a guard them.

The Cabbines where these Land-pyrates lodge in the night, are the Out-ba•es of Farmers & Husband-men, (in some poore Uillage or other) who dare not deny them, for feare they should ere morning haue their thatched houses burning about their eares: inthese Ba•nes, are hoth their Cooke-roomes, their Supping P•ors and their Bed-chambers: for there they dresse after a beastly manner: what soeuer they purchast after a théeu•h fashion: sometimes they eate Uenison, & haue Grey houndes that kill it for the¯, but if they had not, they are Houndes them-selues & are damnable Hunters after flesh: Which appeares by their vgly-facd queanes that follow them: with whom in these barnes they lie, as Swine do together in Hogsties.

These Barnes are the beds of Incests, Whoredomes Adulteries, & of all other blacke and deadly-damned Impi•ies; here growes the Cursed Tree of Bastardie, that is so fruitfull: here are writte¯ the Bookes of al Blasphemies, Swearings & Curses, yt are so dreadfull to be read. Yet the simple country people will come running out of their houses to gaze vpo¯ them whilst in the meane time one steales into the next Roome, and brings away whatsoeuer hee can lay hold on. Upon daies of pastime & libertie, they Spred them-selues in smal companies amo¯gst the Uillages: and when young maids & batchelers (yea sometimes old doting fooles, that should be beate¯ to this world of villanies, & forewarn others) do flock about the¯, they then professe shil in Palmestry, & (forsooth) can tel fortunes which for the most part are infallibly true, by reason that they worke vppon rules, which are grou¯ded vpon certainty: for one of them wil tel you that you shal shortly haue some euill luck fal vpon you, & within halfe an houre after you shal find your pocket pickd, or your purse cut. These are those Egiptian Grashoppers that eate vp the fruites of the Earth, and destroy the poore corne fieldes: to sweepe whose swarmes out of this kingdome, there are no other meanes but the sharpnes of the most infamous & basest kinds of punishment. For if the vgly body of this Monster be suffred to grow & fatten it selfe with mischiefs and disorder, it will haue a neck so Sine •y & so brawny, that the arme of ye law will haue much ado to strike of ye Head, sithence euery day the me¯bers of it increase & it gathers new ioints & new forces by Priggers, Anglers, Cheators, Morts, Yeomens Daughters (that haue taken some by blowes, & to auoid shame, fall into their Sinnes: and other Seruants both men & maides that haue beene pil•erers, with al the rest of that Damned Regiment, marching together in ye first Army of the Bell-man, who running away from theyr own Coulours (wt are bad ynough) serue vnder these, being the worst. Lucifers Lansprizado that stood aloof to behold the mustrings of these Hell-hou¯ds took delight to see them Double their Fyles so nimbly, but held it no pollicy to come neere the¯ (for the Diuell him-selfe durst scarce haue done that.) Away therefore hee gallops, knowing that at one time or other they would all come to fetch their pay in Hell.

THE INFECTION

Of the Suburbs.

CHAP. IX.

THE Infernall Promoter béeing wearied we riding vp & downe the Country, was glad when he had gotten the Citty ouer his head, but the Citty being not able to hold him within the freedome, because he was a Forreiner, the gates were sette wide open for him to passe through, & into the Suburbes hee went. And what saw hee there? More Ale-houses than there are auernes in all Spayne & Fran•e Are they so dry in the Suburb•? Yes, pockily dry. What saw he besides?

Hée saw the dores of notorious Carted Bawdes, (like Hell gates) stand night and day wide open, with a paire of Harlots in Taffata gownes (like two painted posts) garnishing out those dores, beeing better to the house then a Double signe: when the dore of a poore Artificer (if his child had died but one Toke¯ of death about him) was close ramd vp and Guarded for seare others should haue beene infected: Yet the plague that a Whore-house layes vpo¯ a Citty is worse, yet is laughed at •f not laugh ed at, yet not lookd into, or if lookd into, Wincked at.

The Trades•an hauing his house lockd vp, looseth his customers, is put from worke and vndone: whilst in the meane time the strumpet is set on worke and maintaind (perhaps) by those that vndee the other: giue thankes O wide mouthd Hell! laugh Lucifer at this Dance for ioy all you Diuells.

Belz. b•b keepes the Register booke, of al ye Bawdes, Panders & Curtizans: & hee knowes, that these Subutb sinners haue nolandes to liue vpon but their legges: euery prentice passing by them, can say, There sits a whore: Without putting them to their booke, they will sweare so much themselues: if so, are not Counstables, Church-wardens, Bayliffes, Beadels & other Officers, Pillars and Pillowes to all the villanies, that are by these committed? Are they not parcell-Bawdes to winck at such damned abuses, considering they haue whippes in their owne handes, and may draw bloud if they please? Is not the Land-lord of such rentes the Graund-Bawde? •f the Dore Kéeping mistresse of such a house of sinne, but his Under-Bawd? sithence hee takes twenty pounds euery year•, for a vaulting schoole (which fro¯ no Artificer liuing by the hardnesse of the hand could bee worth fiue pound.) And that twenty pound rent, hé knowes must bée prest out of petticoates:) his money smells of sin: the very siluer lookes pale, because it was earned by lust.

How happy therefore were Citties if they had no Suburbes, sithence they serue but as caues, where monsters are bred vp to deuowre the Citties them-selues? Would the Diuell hire a villaine to spil bloud? there he shall finde him. One to blaspheme? there he hath choice. A Pandar that would court a matron at her praiers? hées there. A cheator that would turne his owne father a begging? Hées there too: A harlot that would murder her newborne Infant? Shée lies in there.

What a wretched wombe hath a strumpet, which being (for the most part) barren of Children, is notwithsta¯ding the onely Bedde that breedes vp these serpents? vpo¯ that one stalke grow all these mischiefes. Shee is the Cockatrice that hatcheth all these egges of euills. When the Diuell takes the Anatomy of all da¯nable sinnes, he lookes onely vpon her body. Whe she dies, he sits as her Coroner. When her soule comes to hell, all shunne that there, as they flie from a body struck with the plague here. She hath her dore-kéeper, and she herselfe is the Diuells cha¯ber-maide. And yet for all this, that shées so dangerous and detestable, when she hath croakd like a Raue¯ on the Eues, then comes she into the house like a Doue. When her villanies (like the mote about a castle) are rancke, thicke, and muddy, with standing long together, then (to purge herself) is she dreind out of the Suburbes (as though her corruption were there left behind her (and) a• a cleere streame) is let into the Citty.

WHAT ARMOR A HARLOT WEARES COMMING OUT OF THE SUBURBES TO BESIEGE THE CITTY WITHIN THE WALS.

VPON what perch then does she sit? what part plaies the then? onely the Puritane. If before she ruffled in silkes, now is she more ciuilly attird then a Mid-wife. I• before she swaggred in Tauernes, now with the Snaile she stirrethnot out of dores. And where must her lodging be take¯ vp, but in the house of some citt•, whose known reputation, she borrowes (or rather steales) putting it on as a cloake to couer her deformities. Yet eue¯ in that, hath she an art too, for he shalbe of such a profession, that all co¯mers may enter, without the da¯ger of any eyes to watch the¯. As for example she wil lie in some Scriueners house, & so vnder the collour of comming to haue a Bond made, she herselfe may write Noue int vniuersi. And the the law th•eaten to hit her neuer so often, yet hath she subtile defences to ward off the blowes. For, if Gallants hau¯t the house, then spreds she these collours: she is a captaine or a lieutena¯ts wife in the Low-cou¯tries, & they come with letters, from the souldier her husband. If Marchants resort to her, then hoistes she vp these sayles, she is wife to the Maister of a shippe, & they bring newes yt her husba¯d put in at the Straytes, or at Venice, at Aleppo, Alexandria, or Scanderoon, &c. if shop keepers come to her, with what do you lack in their mouthes, the¯ she takes vp such & such commodities, to send them to Rye, to Bristow, to Yorke, &c where her husband dwells. But if the streame of her fortunes runne low, and that none but Apronmen lanch forth there, then keepes she a pollitick tempsters, shop, or she starches them.

Perhaps shee is so pollitick, that none shalbe noted to board her: if so, then she sailes vpo¯ these points of the co¯passe: so soone as euer she is rigd, and all her furniture on, forth she lancheth into those streetes that are most freque¯ted: where the first man that she meetes of her acquaintance, shal (without much pulling) get her into a Tauerne: out of him she kisses a breakefast & then leaues him: the next she meetes, does vpon as easie pullies, draw her to a Tauerne againe, out of him she cogs a dinner, & then leaues him: the third man, squires her to a play, wt being ended, & the wine offred & taken (for shes no Recusant, to refuse any thing) him she leaues too: and being set vpon by a fourth, him she answers at his own weapo¯, sups with him, & drincks Vpsie Freeze, til the clok striking Twelue, and the Drawers being drowzy, away they march arme in arme, being at euery foot-step fearful to be set vpo¯ by the Band of Halberdiers, that lie scowting in rug gownes to cut of such mid-night straglers. But the word being giuen, & who goes there, with come before the Constable, being shot at them, they vaile presently & come, she taking vpon her to answer al the Bil-men and their Leader, Betweene whome & her, suppose you heare this sleepy Dialogue. where haue you bin so late? at supper forsooth with my vncle here (if he be wel bearded) or with my brother (if the haire bee but budding forth) and he is bringing me home. Are you married? yes forsooth: whats your husband? such a Noble-mans man, or such a Iustices clarke, (And then names some Alderman of London, to whom she perswades herselfe, one or other of the bench of browne billes are beholding) where lye you? At such a mans house: Sic tenues euanescit in Auras: and thus by stopping the Constables muoth with sugar-plummes (thats to say,) whilst she poisons him with sweete wordes, the punck vanisheth. O Lanthorne and Candle-light, how art thou made a blinde Asse? because thou hast but one eye to see withall: Be not so guld, bee not so dull in vnderstanding: do thou but follow aloofe, those two tame Pigeons, & thou shalt finde, that her new Vncle lies by it al that night, to make his kinse-woman on of mine Aunts: or if shee bee not in trauell all night, they spend some halfe an houre together, but what doe they? marry, they doe that, which the Constable should haue done for them both in the streetes thats to say commit, commit,

You Guardians ouer so great a Princesse as the eldest daughter of King Brutus: you twice twelue fathers and gouernours ouer the Noblest Cittie, why are you so careful to plant Trees to beautifie your outward walks, yet suffer the goodliest garden (within) to be ouer-run with stincking wéedes? You are the proining kniues that should loppe off such idle, such vnprofitable and such destroying branches from the Uine: The beames of your Authoritie should purge the ayre of such infection: your breath of Iustice should scatter those foggy vapors, and driue them out of your gates as cha•e tossed abroad by the windes.

But stay: is our walking spirit become an Orator to perswade? no: but the Bel man of London with whom he met in this pera•bulation of his and to whom hée betraied himselfe & opened his very bosome, (As hereafter you shall heare,) is bould to take vpon him that speakers Office.

OF GINGLERS.

Or the knauery of Horse-Coursers in Smith-field discouered.

CHAP. X.

AT the end of fierce battailes, the onely Rendeuouz for lame souldiers to retire vnto, is an Hospitall: and at the end of a long Progresse, the onely ground for a tyred Ia•e to runne in, is some blind country faire, where he may be sure to be sold, To these Markets of vnwholesome Horse-flesh, (like so many Rites to féede vpon Carion) do• all the Horse-coursers (that roost about the Citty) flie one after another. And whereas in buying all other commodities, men striue to haue the best, how great so euer the price be, onely the Horse-courser is of a baser minde, for the woorst hors-flesh (so it be cheape) does best goe downe with him. He cares for nothing but a fayre out-side, and a hansome shape (like those that hyre whores, (though there be a hundred diseases within: he (as the other) ventures vpon the¯ all.

The first lesson therefore that a Horse-courser takes out, when he comes to one of these Markets, is to make choyce of such Nags, Geldings, or Mares, especially, as are fatte, fayre, and well-fauord to the eye: and because men delight to behold beautifull coullors, and that some coulours are more delicate (euen in beasts) then others are, he will so néere as he can, bargaine for those horses that haue the daintiest complexion: as the Milke-white, the Gray, the Dapple-Gray, the Cole blacke with his proper markes (as t•e white starre in the forehead, the white héele, &c.) or the bright Bay, with the like proper markes also. And the goodlier proportion ye beast carries or the fayrer markes or coulour that hee beares, are or ought to bee watch-words as it were to him that afterwards buyes him of the horse-courser, that he bee not coozend with an ouer-price for a bad peny-worth, because such Horses (belonging for the most part to Gentlemen) are seldome or neuer solde away, but vpon some fowle quallty, or some incurable disease, which the Beast is falne into. The Best coulours are therefore the best Cloakes to hide those faults that most disfigure a Horse: and next vnto coulour, his Pace doth often-times deceiue and goe beyond a very quick Iudgement.

Some of these Horse-hunters, are as nimble Knaues in finding out the infirmities of a Iade, as a Barber is in drawing of téeth: and albeit (without casting his water) hee does more readily reckon vp all the Aches, Crampes, Crickes, and whatsoeuer disease else lyes in his bones: and for those diseases seemes vtterly to dislike him, yet if by looking vpon the Dyall within his mouth, he finde that his yeares haue struck but fiue, sixe, or seauen: and that he prooues but young, or that his diseases are but newly growing vpon him, if they be outward, or haue but hayre and skin to hide them, if they bee inward, let him sweare neuer so damnably, that it is but a Iade, yet he will be sure to fasten vpon him.

So then, a Horse-courser to the Merchant, (that out of his sound iudgement buyes the fairest, the best-bred, and the noblest Horses, selling them againe for breede or seruice, with plainnesse and honesty.) is as the Cheator to the faire Gamester: hee is indeed a meere Iadish Nonopolitane, and deales for none but tyred, taited, dull and diseased horses. By which meanes, if his picture bee drawne to the l••e, you shall finde euery Horse-courser for the most part to bee in quality a coozener, by profession a knaue, by his running a Uarlet, in fayres a Hagling Chapman, in the Citty a Cogging dissembler, and in Smith-field a common forsworne Uillaine. Hee will sweare any thing, but the faster hee sweares, the more danger tis to beleeue him: In one forenoone, and in selling a Iade not worth fiue Nobles, will hee forsweare himselfe fifteene times, and that forswearing too shall bee by Equiuocation. As for example, if an ignorant Chapman comming to beate the price, say to the Horse-courser your nagge is verie olde or thus many yeares olde, and reckon ten or twelue; hee claps his hand presently on the buttocke of the beast, and praies he may bee dambd if the Horse be not vnder fiue, meaning that the horse is not vnder fiue yeares of age, but that he standes vnder fiue of his fingers, when his hand is clapd vppon him. These Horse-coursers are called Iynglers, and these Iynglers hauing laide out their money on a company of Iades at some drunken fayre, vp to London they driue them, and vppon the Market day into Smithfield brauely come they prauncing. But least their Iades should shew too many horse trickes in Smith-field, before so greate an Audience as commonly resort thither, their maisters doe therefore Schoole them at home after this manner.

HOW A HORSE-COURSER WORKES VPON A IADE IN HIS OWN STABLE, TO MAKE HIM SERUICEABLE FOR A COUZENING RACE IN SMITH-FIELD.

THE Glanders in a horse is so filthy a disease, that he who is troubled with it can neuer keep his nose cleane: so that when such a foule-nosed Iade happens to serue a Horse-courser, hee hath more strange pils (then a Pothecarie makes) for the purging of his head, he knowes that a horse with such a qualitie, is but a beastly companion to trauell vppon the high way with anye Gentleman.

Albeit therefore that the Glanders haue played with his Nose so long, that hee knowes not how to mend himselfe, but that the disease beeing suffered to runne vppon him many yeares together, is grown inuincible, yet hath our Iingling Mountibancke Smith-field rider a tricke to cure him, fiue or sixe waies and this isone of them.

In the verie morning when he is to bee rifled away aamongst the Gamsters in Smithfield, before hee thrust his head out of his Maisters Stable, the Horse-courser tickles his nose (not with a Pipe of Tobacco) but with a good quantitie of the best Neesing powder that can bee gotten: which with a quil being blown vp into the Nostrills, to make it worke the better, he stands p•aking there vp and downe with two long feathers plucked from the wing of a Goose, they beeing dipt in the iuice of Garlick, or in any strong oyle, and thrust vp to the verie top of his head, so farre as possibly they can reach, to make the pore dumbe beast auoide the filth from his nostrils, which hee will doe in great aboundance: this being done, he comes to him with a new medicine for a sicke horse, and mingling the iuyce of Bruzed Garlike, sharpe biting Mustard, and strong Ale together, into both the Nostrils (with a Horne) is powred a good quantitie of this filthy Broth, which by the hand being held in by stopping the nostrils close together, at length with a little neezing more, his nose will be cleaner then his Maisters the Horse-courser, and the filth bee so Artificially stopd that for eight or ten houres a Iade will holde vp his head with the prowdest Gelding that gallops scornefully by him, and neuer haue neede of wiping.

This is one of the Comedies a Common horse-courser playes by himselfe at home, but if when hee comes to act the second part abroad, you would disgrace him, and haue him hissd at for net playing the Knaue well, then handle him thus: If you suspect that the Nagge which he would Iade you with, bee troubled with that or any other such like disease, gripe him hard about the wesand pipe, close toward ther•ofe of the tongue, and holding him there so long and so for•bly, that he cough twice or thrice, it then (after you let goe your holde) his chappes begin to walke as if he were chewing downe a Horseloafe, shake hands with old Mounsier Cauiliero Hors-Courser, but c•ap no bargain vpon •t, for his Iade is as full of infirmitie, as the maister f Uillan•e.

OTHER GAMBALS THAT HORSE-COURSERS PRACTISE VPON FOWNDRED HORSES, OLD IADES, &C.

Smithfield is the Stage vpon which the Mou¯tibank English Horse-courser adua¯cing his banner, deffes any disease that dares touch his Prancer: Insomuch that if a horse be so olde, as that foure legs can but carry him, yet shall he beare the markes of an Nag not aboue sixe or seauen peares of age: & that counterseit badge of youth, he weares thus: The Horse-courser with a smal round yro¯ made very hot, burnes two black holes in the top of the two out-most teeth of each side the out-side of the Horses mouth vpon the nether teeth, & so likewise of the teeth of the vpper chap, which stand opposite to ye nether, the quallitie of which marks is to shew that a horse is but yong: but if the iade be so old that those teeth are dropt out of his head, the¯ is there a tricke still to be fumbling about his olde chaps, & in that stroaking his chin, to pricke his lips closely with a pin or a naile, till they be so tender, that albeit be were a giuen horse none could bee suffered to looke him in the mouth (which is one of the best Calenders to tell his age) but a reasonable sighted eie (without helpe of spectacles) may easily discouer this Iugling, because it is grosse and common.

If now a Horse (hauing beene asore Traualler) happe¯ by falling into a colde sweate to bee Foundred, so that (as if hee were drunck or had the staggers) bee can scarce stand on his legges, then will his maister, before hee enter into the lists of the field against all commers, put him into a villanous chasing by ryding him vp and downe a quarter or halfe an houre, till his limbes bee thoroughly heated, and this hee does, because so long as hee can discharge that false fire, or that (beingso collerickly hotte) hee tramples onely vppon soft ground, a very cu¯ning Horsema¯ shal hardly find where his shoo wrings him, or that hee is Fowndred. And (to blinde the eyes of the Chapman) the Horse-courser will bee euer tickling of him with his wand, because hee may not by standing still like an Asse, shew of what house hee comes.

It a Horse come into the fielde (like a lame soldier) Halting, hee has not Crutches made for him, as the soldier hath, but because you shall thinke the Horses shooemaker hath serud him like a Iade, by not fitting his foote well, the shooe shall bee take¯ off purposely from that foote which halts, as though it had beene lost by chance: And to proue this, witnesses shall come in, if at least twenty or thirty damnable oathes can be take¯, that the want of the Shooe is onely the cause of his Halting. But if a Horse cannot be lustie at legges: by reason that either his hoofes bee not good, or that there be Splents, or any other Eye-sore about the nether Ioynt, the Hors-courser vses him then as Cheating Swaggerers handle Nouices: what they cannot winne by the Dyce, they will haue by Foule play: & in that foule manner, deales hee with the poore horse, ryding him, vp and downe in the thickest & the durtiest places, till that durt, like a ruffled boote drawne vppon an ill-fauourd gowtie legge, couer the Iades infirmitie from the eyes of the Buyer.

HOW A HORSE-COURSER MAKES A LADE THAT HAS NO STOMACH, TO EATE LAMB-PYE.

ALBEIT Lamb-pie be good meat vpo¯ a table, yet it is so offensiue to a horses stomach, yt he had rather besed a moneth together with mustie oates, tha¯ to taste it; Yet are not all Horses•idde¯ to his Lamb-pye-Breakefasts but onely such as ate dyeted with no other meate: and those are Dull, Blockish, Sullen, and heauie footed Iades. When-soeuer therefore a Horse-courser hath such a Dead commoditie, as a Lumpish slow Iade, that goes more heauily then a Cow when shee trots, and that neither by a sharpe bitte nor a tickling spurre he can put him out of his lazie and dogged pace, what does hee with him then? Duelye he giues him Lambpie. That is to say, euery morning when the Horse-courser comes into the Stable, he takes vp a tough round cudgell, and neuer leaues fencing with his Quarter staffe at the poore Horses sides and buttockes, till with blowes hee hath made them so tender, that the verry shaking of a bough will be able to make the horse ready to runne out of his wittes, And to keep the horse still in this mad mood, because he shall not forget his lesson, his maister will neuer come neer him, but he will haue a fling at him: If he doe touch him, hee strikes him: if he spepkes to him, there is but a worde and a blow: if he doe but looke vpon him, the Horse flings and takes on, as though he would breaks through the walles, or had bene a Horse bredde vp in Bedlam amongst mad-folkes. Hauing thus gotten this hard lesson by heart, forth comes he into Smithfield to repeat it, where the Rider shall no sooner leap into the saddle but the Horse-courser giuing the Iade (that is halfe scarred out of his wits already) three or foure good bangs, away flies Bucephalus as if yo¯g Alexander wer vpon his backe. No ground can holde him, no bridle raine him in, he gallops away as if the Deuill had hired him of some Hackney-man, and scuds through thicke and thinne, as if crackers had hung at his heeles. If his taile play the wag, and happen to whilke vp and downe (which is a signe that he does his feates of Actiuitie like a Tumblers prentice by compulsion and without taking pleasure in them (then shall you sée the Hors•-courser late about him like a thrasher, till with blowes he made him carry his taile to his Bottocks: which in a Horse (contrary to the nature of a Dog) is an argument that he hath mettall in him and Spirrit, as in the other it is the note of cowardise.

These and such other base iuglings are put in practise, by the Horse-courser; in this maner comes he armd into the field: with such had and deceiptfull co¯modities does he furnish the markets. Neither steps he vpon the diuels stage alone, but others are likewise Actors in the selfe•ame Scene, and sharers with him: for no sooner shall money be offred for a Horse, but presently one Snake thrusts out his head and stings the buyer with false praises of the Horses goodnesse: An other throwes out his poisoned hooke and whispers in the Chapmans eare, that vpon his knowledge so much or so much hath bene offred by foure or fiue, and would not be taken and of these Rauens there vesundry nests, but all of them as blacke in soule us the Horse-courser (with whome they are yoaked) in conscience. This Regiment of Horse-men is therefore deuided into foure Squadrons. viz.


	1 When Horse-coursers trauaile to country faires, they are called Iynglers.

	2 When they haue the leading of the Horse & serue in Smithfield, they are Drouers.

	3 They that stand by and conycatche the Chapman either with Out-bidding, false-praises, &c. are called Goades.

	4 The boyes, striplings, &c. that haue the ryding of the Iades vp and downe are called Skip-iacks.





IACKE IN A BOX.

Or a new kinde of Cheating, teaching how to change golde into Siluer, vnto which is added a Map, by which a man may learn how to trauell all ouer England and haue his charges borne.

CHAP. II

HOW many Trees of Euill are growing in this cou¯trie? how tall they are? how Mellow is their fruit? and how greedily gathered? so much ground doe they take vp, and so thickly doe they stand together, that it séemeth a kingdom can bring forth no more of their nature, yes, yes, there are not halfe so many Riuers in Hell, in which a soule may saile to damnation, as there are Black Streames of Mischiefe and Villany (besides all those which in our Now-two Ueyages, we haue ventured so many leagues vp, for discouerie) in which thousandes of people are continually swimming, and encrie minute in danger vtterly to be cast away.

The Horse-Courser of hell, after he had durtyed himselfe with ryding vp and downe Smithfield and hauing his beast vnder him, gallopped away amaine to beholde a race of fiue myles by a couple of Running-Horses, vppon whose swiftnesse great summes of money were laide in wagers. In which Schoole of Horse-manshippe (wherein for the moste part none but Gallants are the Studients) hee construed but strange Lectures of Abuses: he could make large Comments vppon those that are the Runners of those Races, and could teach others how to loose fortie or fiftie pound pollitickly in the forenoone, and in the after noone (with the selfe-same Gelding) to winne a thousand markes in fiue or sire miles riding. Hee could tell how Gentlemen are fetchd in and made younger brothers, and how your new Knight comes to be a Couzen of this Race. He could drawe the true pictures of some fellowes, that dyet these Running-Horses, who for a bride of fortie or fiftie shillings can by a false Dye make their owne Maisters loose a hundred pound a race. He could shew more craftie Foxes in this wilde-goose chase the¯ there are white Foxes in Russia, & more strange Horse-trickes plaide by such Riders, then Bankes his curtall did euer practise (whose Gamballs of the two, were the honester.

But because this sort of Birdes haue many feathers to loose, before they can feele any colde, he suffers them to make their owne flight, knowing that prodigalls doe but iest at the stripes which other mens rods giue them, and neuer complaine of smarting till they are whipd with their owne.

In euerie Corner did he finde Serpents ingendering: vnder euerie roofe, some impyetie or other lay breeding: but at last perceining that the most part of men were by the sorcerie of their own diuelish conditions transformed into Wolues, and being so changed, were more brutish & bloody, then those that were Wolues by nature: his spleene leapd against his ribbes with laughter, and in the height of that ioy resolued to write the villanies of the world in Folio, and to dedicate them in priuate to his Lord and Maister, because hee knew him to bee an openhanded patron, albeit he was no great louer of schollers.

But hauing begunne one picture of a certaine strange Beast, (called Iacke in a Boxe) that onely (because the Cittie had giuen money already to see it) hee finished: and in these colours was Iack in a Boxe drawn. It hath the head of a man (the face well bearded) the eyes of a Hawke, the tongue of a Lap-wing, which saies heere it is, when the nest is a good way off: it hath the stomacke of an Estrich, and can disgest siluer as easily, as that Bird dooth Yron. It hath the pawes of a Beare instead of handes, for whatsoeuer it fastneth vppon, it holdes: From the middle downe-wardes, it is made like a Grey-hound, and is so swift of foote, that if it once get the Start of you, a whole Kennel of Hounds cannot ouertake it. It loues to hunt dry-foote, and can Scent a Traine in no ground so well as the Cittie, and yet not in all places of the Cittie. But he is best in Scenting betweene Ludgate and Temple-barre: and tis thought that his next hunting shall bee betweene Lumbard-streete and the Gold smithes Rowe in Cheapeside: Thus much for his out ward parts, now you shall haue him vnripd, and see his inward.

This Iacke in a Boxe, or this Deuill in mans shape, wearing (like a player on a Stage) good cloathes on his backe, comes to a Golde-smithes Stall, to a Drapers, a Haberdashers, or into any other shop where he knows good store of siluer faces are to be seene. And there drawing foorth a faire new box, hammered all out of Siluer Plate, hee opens it, and powres foorth twentie or forty Twentie-shilling-peeces in New-golde. To which heape of Worldly-Temptation, thus much hee addes in words, that either he him-selfe, or such a Gentleman (to whom he belongs) hath an occasion for foure or fiue daies to vse fortie pound But because he is verie shortly, (nay he knowes not how suddenly) to trauaile to Venice, to Ierusalem or so, and would not willingly be disfurnished of Golde, he dooth therefore request the Cittizen to lend (vpon those Forty twenty shilling peeces) so much in white money (but for foure, fiue or sixe daies at most) and for his good-will he shall receiue any reasonable satisfaction. The Cittizen (knowing the pawne to be better the¯ a Bond) powres downe fortie pound in siluer, the other drawes it, and leauing so much golde in Hostage, marcheth away with Bag and Baggage.

Fiue daies being expited, Iacke in a box (according to his Bargaine) being a man of his word comes againe to the Shop or stall (at which hee angles for fresh Fish) and there casting out his line with the siluer hooke, thats to say, pouring out the forty pound which hee borrowed, The Citizen sends in, or steps himselfe for the Boxe with the Golden deuill in it: it is opened, and the army of angels being mustred together, they are all found to bee there. The Box is shut agen and set on the Stall, whilst the Cittizen is telling of his money: But whilst this musicke is sounding, Iacke in a Boxe actes his part in a dumb shew thus; hee shifts out o his fingers another Boxe of the same mettall and making, that the former beares, which second Boxe is filled onely with shillings & being p•zed in the hand, shall seeme to cary the weight of the former, and is clapd down in place of the first. The Citizen in the meane time (whilst this Pit-fall is made for him) telling the fortie poundes, misseth thirtie or fortie shillinges in the whole summe, at which the Iacke in a Boxe starting backe (as if it were a matter strange vnto him) at last making a gathering within himselfe) for his wits, hee remembers (he saies) that hee laid by so much money as is wanting (of the fortie poundes to dispatch some businesse or other, and forgot to put it into the Bag again•, notwithstanding, hee intreates the Citizen, to keepe his golde still, hee will take the white money home to fetch the rest, and make vp the Summe, his absence shall not bee aboue an houre or two: before which time he shall bee sure to heare of him, and with this the little Diuell vanisheth, carrying that away with him, which in the end will send him to the Gallowes, (thats to say his owne golde,) and fortie pound besides of the Shop-keepers, which hee borrowed, the other béeing glad to take forty shillings for the whole debt, and yet is soundly boxd for his labour.

This Iacke in a boxe, is yet but a Chicken, and hath laide verie few Egges, if the Hang-man doe not spoyle it with treading, it will prooue and excellent Henne of the Game. It is a knot of Cheators but newly tyed, they are not yet a company. They flie not like Wilde-Geese (in flockes) but like Kites (single) as loath that any should share in their pray. They haue two or thrée names, (yet they are no Romaines, but errant Rogues) for some-times they call themselues Iacke in a boxe, but now that their infantrie growes strong, and that it is knowne abroad, that they carrie the Philosophers stone •bout them, and are able of fortie shillings to make fortie pound, they therefore vse a deade March, and the better to cloake their villanies, doe put on these Masking suites: viz.


	1. This art or sleight of changing golde into siluer, is called Trimming.

	2. They that practise it, terme them-selues Sheepeshearers.

	3 The Gold which they bring to the Cittizen, is cald Iasons Fleece.

	4 The siluer which they pick vp by this wandring, is White-wooll.

	5 They that are Cheated by Iacke in a Boxe, are called Bleaters.



Oh Fleete-streete, Fleete-streete! how hast thou bene trimd, washed, Shauen and Polde by these deere and damnable Barbers? how often hast thou mette with these Sheep-shearers? how many warme flakes of wooll haue they pulled from thy Back? yet if thy Bleating can make the flockes that graze nere vnto thee and round about thee, to lift vp thy eyes, and to shunne such Wolues and Foxes, when they are approaching, or to haue them worryed to death before they sucke the blood of others, thy misfortunes are the lesse, because thy neighbours by them shall be warned from danger.

Many of thy Gallants (O Fleete-streete) haue spent hundreds of poundes in thy presence, and yet neuer were so much as drunke for it: but for euerie fortye pound that thou layest out in this Indian commoditie (of gold) thou hast a Siluer Boxe bestowed vpon thee, to carry thy Tobacco in, because thou hast euer loued that costlye and Gentleman-like Smoak. Iacke in a Boxe hath thus plaide his part. There is yet another Actor to step vpon the stage, and he seemes to haue good skil in Cosmography for he holdes in his hand a Map, wherein hee hath layde downe a number of Shires in England, and with small pricks hath beaten out a path, teaching how a man may easily, (tho not verry honestly) trauell from Country to Country, and haue his charges borne; and thus it is.

He that vnder-takes this strange iourney, layes his first plotte how to be turned into a Braue man, which he findes can be done by none better then by a trusty Tailor: working therefore hard with him, till his suite be granted, Out of the Cittie, beeing mounted on a good gelding, he tides vpon his owne bare credit, not caring whether •e trauell to meete the Sunne at his Rysing or at his going downe. He knowes his Kitchin smokes in euery Countie, and his table couered in euery Shire. For when he comes within a mile of the Towne, where hee meanes to catche Quas•es, setting Spurres to his horse, away he gallops, with his cloake off (for in these Beseigings of Townes hee goes not armd with any (his Hatte thrust into his Hose, as if it were lost, and onely an emptie paire of Hangers by his side, to shew that hee has bene disarmed. And you must note, that this Hot spurre does neuer set vppon any places but onely such, where hee knowes (by intelligence) there are store of Gentlemen, or wealthy Farmers at the least. Amongst whome when hee is come, hee tels with distracted lookes, and a voice almoste breathlesse, how many Uillaines set vppon him, what golde & siluer they tooke from him, what woods they are fled into, from what part of Engla¯d he is come, to what place he is going, how farre he is from home, how farre from his iornies end, or from any Gentleman of his acquaintance, and so liuely personates the lying Greek (Synon) in telling a lamentable tale: that the mad Troianes (the Gentlemen of the towne, beleeuing him, & the rather because he carries the shape of an honest man in shew, and of a Gentleman in his apparrell) are liberall of their purses, lending him money to beare him on his iourney, to pay which he offers either his bill or bond (naming his lodging in London) or giues his word (as hées a Gentleman, which they rather take, knowing the like misfortu¯e may be theirs at any time.

And thus with the feathers of other birdes, is this Monster stuck, making wings of sundry fashions, with which he thus basely flies ouer a whole kingdom. Thus doth he ride from Towne to Towne, from Citty to City as if he were a La¯d-lord in euery shire and that he were to gather Rents vp of none but Gentlemen.

There is a Twin-brother to this False galloper, and hee cheats Inne-keepers onely, or their Tapsters, by learning first what Country-men they are, and of what kindred: and then bringing counterfeit letters of commendations from such an Uncle, or such a Coozen (wherin is requested, that the Bearer thereof may bee vsed kindely) hee lyes in the Iune till he haue fetcht ouer the Maister or Seruant for some mony (to draw whome to him he hath many bookes) and when they •ang fast enough by the Gills, vnder water Our Sharke diues, and is neuer seene to swimme againe in that Riuer.

Uppon this Scaffold, also might be mounted a number of Quack-saluing Empericks, who ariuing in some Country towne, clappe vp their Terrible Billes, in the Market-place, and filling the Paper with such horrible names of diseases, as if euery disease were a Diuell, and that they could coniure them out of any Towne at their pleasure. Yet these Beggerly Mountibancks are meate Coozeners, and haue not so much skill as Horsele•es. The poore people not giuing money to them to be cured of any infirmities, but rather with their money buying worse infirmities of them:

Uppon the same post, doe certain stragling Scribling Writers deserue to haue both their names and them-selues hung vp, insteed of those faire tables which they hang vp in Townes, as gay pictures to intice Schollers to them: the Tables are witten with sundry kindes of hands, but not one finger of those hands (not one letter there) drops from the Penne of such a false wandring Scribe. He buyes other mens cunning good cheape in London, and sels it deere in the Country. These Swallowes bragge of no qualitie in them so much as of swiftnesse. In foure & twenty houres, they will worke foure and twenty wonders, and promise to teach those, that know no more what belongs to an A. then an Asse, to bee able (in that narrow compasse) to write as faire and as fast as a country Uicar, who commonly reads all the Townes Letters.

But wherefore doe these counterfeit Maisters of that Noble Science of Writing, kéepe such a florishing with the borrowed weapons of other Mens Pennes? onely for this to gette halfe the Birdes (which they striue to catch) into their hands, thats to say, to bee payde halfe the money which is agréed vpon for the Scholler, and his nest being halfe fild with such Gold-finches, he neuer stayes till the rest be fledge, but suffers him that comes next, to beate the bush for the other halfe. At this Caréere the Ryder that set out last from Smithfield, stopd: and alighting from Pacolet (the horse that carried him) his next iourney was made on foote.

THE BEL-MANS SECOND NIGHT-WALKE. CHAP. XII.

SIR Lancelot of the infernall Lake, or the Knight Errant of Hell, hauing thus (like a yong country gentleman) gone round about the Citty, to see the sights not onely within the walles but those also in the Subburbes, was glad when hee sawe hauing put on the vizard that Hell lends her (cald darkenes to leap in to her Coach) because now he knew he should meete with other strange birdes and beasts fluttring from their nests, and crawling out of their dennes. His prognostication held currant, and the foule-weather (which hee fore-told,) fell out accordingly. For Candle-light ha• scarce opend his eye (to looke at the Citty like a gunner shooting at a marke,) but fearefully (their feet trembling vnder the¯) their •es suspitiously rouling from euery nooke to nooke round about them, & their heads (as if they stood vppon oyled shrewes) still turning back behinde them, came créeping out of hollow-trées, where they lay hidden, a number of couzning Bankrupts in the shapes of Owles, who when the Marshall of light, the sunne, went vp and downe to search the Citty, durst not stir abroad, for feare of •éeing houted at and followed by whole flockes of vndon creditors.

But now when the stage of the world was hung in blacke, they ietted vppe & downe like proud Tragedians O what thankes they gaue to Darknesse! what songes they balladed out in praise of Night, for bestowing vpon them so excellent a cleake wherein they might so safely walke muftled! Now durst they, as if they had beene Constables, rappe alowd at the dores of those to whom they owed most money, & braue them with hie wordes, tho they payd them not a penny.

Now did they boldly step into some priuiledged Tauerne, and there drinke healthes, dance with Harlets, & pay both Drawers and Fidlers after mid-night with other mens money, & then march home againe fearelesse of the blowes that any showlder-clapper durst giuethe¯. Out of another Nest flew certaine Murderers and Theeues in the shapes of Skreech-owles, who, being set on by the Night, did beate with their bold and ve¯turous fatall wings at the very dores whereas, informer times, their villanies had entred.

Not farre fro¯ These, came crawling out of their bushes a company of graue & wealthy Lechers in the shapes of Glowe-wormes, who with gold, Iyngling in their pockets, made such a shew in the night, that the dores of Common Brothelryes flew open to receiue them, the in the day time they durst not passe that way, for seate that noted Curtizans should challenge them of acquaintance, or that others should laugh at them to see white heads growing vpon greene stalkes.

Then came forth certaine infamou• earthy minded Creatures in the shapes of Snailes, who all the day time hyding their heads in their shells, lea• b•ies should we two fingers point at them for liuing b•ly vpo¯ the prostitutio¯ of their wiues bodies, cared not now, before candle-light, to shoote out their largest & longest Hornes.

A number of other monsters, like These, were seene (as the sunne went downe) to venture from their de¯nes, only to ingender with Darknesse: but candle-lights eyesight growing dimmer & dimmer, and hée at last falling starke blind, Lucifers Watch-man went strumbling vp and down in the darke.

HOW TO WEANE HORSES.

EUERY dore on a sudden was shut, not a candle stood peeping through any window, not a Vintner was to be séene brewing in his Cellor, not a drunkerd to be met réeling, not a Mouse to be heard stiring: al ye Citty shewed like one Bed, for all in that Bed were sou¯dly cast into a •éepe. Noyse made no noise, for euery one that wrought with the ha¯mer was put to silence. Yet notwithsta¯ding when euen the Diuel himselfe could haue béene conte¯ted to take a nap, there were few Inkeepers about ye towne but had their spirits walking. To watch which spirits what they did, our Spy, that came lately out of ye Lowercountries, stole into one of their Circles, where lucking very closely, hée perceiued ye whe¯ all the guests were profoundly sleeping, when Cariers were soundly snorting, & not so much as the Chamberlaine of the house but was layd vp, suddenly out of his bed started an Hostler. who hauing no apparell on but his shirt, a paire of slip-shooes on his feete, and a Candle burning in his hand like olde Ieronimo stepd into the stable amo¯gst a number of poore hungry Iades, as if that night he had beene to ride poast to ye Diuell. But his iorney not lying that way till some other time, he neither bridled nor sadled any of his fourefooted guests that stood there at racke and manger, but seeing them so late at supper, and knowing that to ouereate them-selues would fill them full of diseases, (they being subiect to aboue a hundred & thirty already) hée first (without a voyder) after a most vnmanerly fashion tooke away, not onely all the Prouander that was set before them, but also all the hay, at which before they were glad to lick their lippes. The poore Horses looked very rufully vpon him for this, but hee rubbing their teeth onely with the end of a Candle (in steed of a Cortall) tolde them, that for their Iadish trickes it was now time to weane them: And so wishing them not to bee angry if they lay vpon the hard boards, co¯sidering all the beddes in the house were full, back againe hee stole to his Coach, till breake of day: yet fearing least the sunne should rise to discouer his knauery, vp hee started, & into the stable he stumbled, scarce halfe awake, giuing to euery Iade a bottle of hay for his breake-fast, but al of them being troubled we the greazy tooth-ach, could eate none, which their maisters in the •ing espying swore they were either fullen or els that prouender pricked them.

This Hostler for this peece of seruice was afterwards preferred to be one of the Groomes in Belzebubs stable.

ANOTHER NIGHT-PEECE DRAWNE IN SUNDRY COLLOURS.

SHALL I shew you what other bottomes of mischiefe, Plutos Beadle saw wound vpon the blacke spindels of the Night, in this his priuy search? In some streetes he met Mid-w•ies running, till they sweat, & following them close at hecles, he spied them to be let in, at the backe dores of houses, seated either in blind lanes, or in by-gardens: which houses had roomes builded for the purpose, where young Maides, being bigge with child by vnlawful Fathers, or young wiues (in their husbands abscence at sea, or in the warres) hauing wrastled with batchilers or maried men, til they caught falls, lay safely til they wer deliuered of them. And for reasonable summes of mony, the bastards that at these windows crept into the world, were as closely now and then sent presently out of the world, or els were so vnmannerly brought vp, that they neuer spake to their owne parents that begot them.

In some streetes he met seruants in whose brest albeit the arrowes of the plague stuck halfe way, yet by cruell maisters were they driuen out of dores at mid-night and conuaid to Garden-houses, where they either died before next morning, or else were carried thither dead in their coffins as tho they had lien sicke there before and there had dyed.

Now and then at the corner of a turning hee spyed seruants purloyning fardels of their maisters goods, and deliuering them to the hands of common strumpets.

This dore opend, and Lust with Prodigality were heard to stand closely kissing: and (wringing one another by the hand) softly to whisper out foure of fiue goodnights, till they met abroad the next morning.

A thousand of these comedies were acted in dumb shew, and onely in the priuat houses: at which the Diuells messenger laught so loud that Hell heard him, and for ioy range foorth loude and lustie Plaudities. But beeing driuen into wonder why the night would fall in labour, and bring foorth so many Uillantes, whose births she practised to couer (as she had reason) because so many watchmen were co•tinually called and charged to haue an eye to her dooings, at length he perceiued that Bats (more vgly and more in number then these) might flye vp and downe in darkenesse: for tho with their Letherne Wings they should strike the verry billes out of those Watchmens handes, such leaden plummets were commo¯ly hung by sleepe at all their eyelids, that hardly they could be awakned to strike them agen.

On therefore he walkes, with intent to hasten home, as hauing fild his Table Bookes with sufficient notes of intelligence. But, at the last, meeting with the Bell-man, and not knowing what he was because he went without his Lanthorne and some other implements: for the man in the Moone was vp the most part of the night and lighted him which way soeuer he turned, he tooke him for some churlish Hobgoblin, seeing a long staffe on his necke, and therefore to be one of his owne fellowes. The Bel-ringer Smelling what strong scent he had in his nose, soothed him vp, and questioning with him how he had spent his time in the citty, and what discouery of Land-villanies he had made in this Iland voiage: ye Mariner of hell, opened his chart, which he had linedwith all abuseslying either East, West, North, or South: he shewed how he had pricked it, vpon what points he had saild, where he put in: vnder what height he kept him-selfe: where he went a shore, what stra¯ge people he met: what land he had discouered, and what commodities he was laden with from the¯ce. Of all which the Bell-man drawing forth a perfect Map, they parted: which Map he hath set out in such collors as you see, tho not with such cunning as he could wish: the paines are his owne, the pleasure, if this can yeelde any pleasure, onely yours, on whome he bestowes it: to him that embraceth his labours, he dedicats both them and his loue: with him that either knowes not how, or cares not to entertaine them, he will not be angry, but onely to Him sayes thus much for a farrewell.

 Si quid Nouisti rectius istis,

Candidus imperti: Si non, His vtere mecum:

FINIS.


WORKE FOR ARMOROURS: OR, THE PEACE IS BROKEN.

THE CHIEFE THINGS CONTAINED IN THIS BOOKE.

[image: img69.jpg]

THE PREPARATION OF two mighty Armies to come into the field.

Their leaders names.

Their Discipline.

The place of Battaile.

The manner of their weapons.

The Euils that follow both Armies.



TO THE WORTHY DESERUER OF THAT ANTIENT AND HONORABLE TITLE, SIR THOMAS HEWET KNIGHT.

SIR THOMAS,

YOU shall behold drawne (on this paper) certaine Plat-formes of ground, vppon which two mightie, and (almost) inuincible Armies are this present Summer to ioyne Battaile: Here you may knowe what Trenches they cast vp, what fortifications they raise, what Rampires, what Parapets, what Counterscapes, &c. Let it not appeare strange, that from the Regiment of knights Military, I make choise of you, to be a Chiefe in the best of these armies (you beeing no professed Warriour.) But I my selfe serue on the one side, and the World markes you out to be an able Commaunder in the other. Before the Allarum be strucke vp, behold I offer my selfe (and all the forces which I leade) into your hands. With the Pen, (a most daungerous peece of Artillery) doe I vse to come into the field: That shall be discharged to do you all the Honour it may, and I be ready, in any seruice fitting such a souldier, to Fight.

Yours vnder the Cullors of your Loue, Thomas Dekker.



TO ALL THAT EITHER HAUE BENE, OR STILL ARE THE PROFESSORS OF ARMES AND TO ALL THOSE THAT, TO WINNE FAME, HAUE NOW AN INTENT OR DESIRE TO FOLLOW THE WARRES.

SOVLDIERS,

AND to a Name more full of antient Honour, or of more Honorable worth, I cannot speake: You haue for a long time scarce made sauing voyages into the Field: So far as the Red Sea (of bloud) haue you venturde, and yet instead of Purchasing Glory, haue brought home nothing but Contempt and Begg•…ry, or atleast little or no money. The Hollander and the Spaniard haue bene (and I thinke still are) your best Lords and Maisters: If euer Captaines did pray, they haue prayed for them onely. Cutlers and Armorers, haue got more by them within these few yeares, then by any fowre Nation (besides them) in Christendome all their whole liues. But for this Beyond-sea quarell, the people of this vtmost end of the world (if all the Fence Schooles had bene put downe too) had (I thinke) forgotten how to handle their weapons. The Low-Countries therefore haue (in Renowne) gone beyond kingdomes of higher Fame, onely for thus repairing and keeping open those old and Ruinated Temples of Bellona, which had beene shut vp in these latter Ages, and stood despised because defaced. Yet euen those Dutch warres, haue bene vnto you that serud in them, but as wares in these dead times are to Merchants and Tradsemen: you were the richer for hauing them in your hands, but you had not such hot doings, as you desired. You came often to the cracking of crownes, but neuer to the true cutting of throats: your Commanders had too much of the Martiall Theoricke, your souldiers too little of the Practicke. But be of good courage, the wind shifts his point, better dayes are comming vp, the sicke world lies on the Mending hand: For in this present yeare of 1609 drummes will be strucke vp, and cullors spread, vnder which you may all fight, and all haue good pay: Forsake therefore the townes where you lye ingarisond (during this Abstinence from warre) leaue your drinking there, sithence here you may be in action, and drinke healths in bloud; The battaile is expected, the place appointed, the Generals well knowne, the Armies leauying, their munition preparing: If you desire either to be Voluntaries, or to be Prest, giue your names presently: for this is the Muster-booke, Farewell.

T. D.



WARRES.

THE purple whip of vengeance, (the Plague hauing beaten many thousands of me¯, women, & children to death, and still marking the people of this Cittie, (euery weeke) by hundreds for the graue, is the onely cause, that al her Inhabitance walke vp & downe like mourners at some great solome funeral, the Citie her selfe being the Chiefe mourne•…s. The poyson of this Lingering infection, strikes so déepe into all mens harts, that their cheekes (like cowardly Souldiers) haue lost their colours their eyes, (as if they were in debt, and durst not looke abroad,) doe scarce peepe out of their heads; and their tongues (like phisitions ill payd) giue but cold comfort. By the power of their Pestilent Charmes, all merry meetings are cut off. All frolick assemblyes dissolued, and in their circles are raised vp, the Blacke, Sullen and Dogged spirits of Sadnesse, of Melancholy, and so (consequently) of Mischiefe Mirth is departed, and lyes dead & buryed in mens bosomes, Laughter dares not looke a man in the face; Iests, are (like Musicke to the Deafe, not regarded: Pleasure it selfe finds now no pleasure, but in Seghing, and Bewailing the Miseries of the Time. For (alack) what string is there (now) to bée played vpon whose tench can make as merry? Play-houses, stand (like Tauernes, that haue cast out their Maisters) the dores locked vp, the Flagges (like their Bushes) taken down, or rather like Houses lately infected, from whence the affri•…ed dwellers are fled, in hope to liue better in the Country. The Players themselues did neuer worke till now, there Comodies are all turned to Tragedies, there Tragedies to Nocturnals, and the best of them all are weary of playing in those Nocturnall Tragedies. Thinke you to delight your selues by kéeping company with our Poets? Proh Dolor! their Muses are more Sullen then old Monkeys, now that mony is not stirring, they neuer Plead chéerfully, but in their Tearme times, when the T•…o-peny Chents, and Peny Stinkards swarme together to héere the Stagerites: Playing vocations are Diseases now as common and as hurtful to them, as the Fowle Euill to a Northen Man, or the Pox to a French man. O Pittifull Poetry, what a lamentable prentiship hast thou serued, and (which is the greatest spite) caust not yet be made Free! no, no, there is no good doings in these dayes but amongst Lawyers, amongst Vintners, in Bawdy houses and at Pimlico. There is all the Musick, (that is of any reckning) there all the meetings, there all the mirth, and there all the m•…ny. To walke euery day into the fields is wearisome; to drink vp the day and night in a Tauerne, loathsome: to bée euer rydiug vpon that Beast with two Heades, Letchery) most damnable, and yet to be euer idle, is as detestable.

What merry Gale shall wée then wish for? vnles it bée to Ferry ouer the Hellespont, and to crosse from Sestus to Abidus, that is to say, from London to the Beare Garden? The company of the Beares hold together still; they play their Tragi-Comaedies as liuely as euer they did: The pide Bul héere kéepes a tossing and a roaring, when the Red Bull dares not stir. Into this Ile of Dogs did I therefore transport my selfe, after I had made tryall of all other pastimes.

No sooner was I entred but the very noyse of the place put me in mind of Hel: the beare (dragd to the stake) shewed like a black rugged soule, that was Damned, and newly committed to the infernall Charle, the Dogges like so many Diuels, inflicting torments vpon it. But when I called to mind, that al their tugging together was but to make sport to the beholders, I held a better and not so damnable an opinion of their beastly doings: for the Beares, or the Buls fighting with the dogs, was a liuely represe¯tation (me thought) of poore men going to lawe with the rich and mightie. The dogs (in whom I figured the poore creatures) and fitly may I doe so, because when they stand at the dore of Diues, they haue nothing (if they haue the¯ but bare bones throwne vnto them, might now & then pinch the great ones, & perhaps vex them a little by drawing a few drops of blood from them: but in the end, they commonly were crushed, & either were carried away with ribs broken, or their skins torne & hanging about their eares, or else (how great so euer their hearts were at the first encounter) they (stood at the last) whining and barking at their strong Aduersaries, when they durst not, or could not bite them. At length a blinde Beare was tyed to the stake, and in stead of baiting him with dogges, a company of creatures that had the shapes of men, & faces of christians (being either Colliers, Carters, or watermen) tooke the office of Beadles vpon them, and whipt monsieur Hunkes, till the blood ran downe his old shoulders: It was some sport to sée Innocence triumph ouer Tyranny, by beholding those vnnecessary tormentors go away wt scratchd hands, or torne legs from a poore Beast, armd onely by nature to defend himselfe against Violence: yet me •…hought this whipping of the blinde Beare, moued as much pittie in my breast towards him, as ye leading of poore starued wretches to the whipping posts in London (when they had more neede to be reléeued with foode) ought to moue the hearts of Cittizens, though it be the fashion now to laugh at the punishment.

The last Chorus that came in, was an old Ap•…e drest vp in a coate of changeable cullers (on horsebacke) •…d he rode his circuit with a couple of curres muzled, that like two footemen ran on each side of his old Apes face, euer and anon lea•…ing vp towards him and making a villanous noise with their chappes, as if they had had some great suites to his Apishues, and that he by the haste he •…ade had no leisure to heare such base and bashfull Petitioners.

The hunny that I sucked out of this weede, was this: That by seeing these, I called to minde the infortunate co¯dition of Soldiers and old seruitors, who when the stormes of troubles are blowne ouer, being curbd of meanes and so hurying that courage and worth that is in their bosoms, are compeld (by the vilenesse of the time) to follow ye héeles of Asses with gay trappings, not daring so much as once to open their lips in reprehension of those apish beastly and ridiculous vices, vpon whose monstrous backes they are carried vp and downe the world, and they are flattered onely for their greatnes, whilst those of merit liue in a slauish subiection vnder them.

No pleasure thus, nor any place being able to giue perfect contentment to the minde: I left swimming in those common sensuall streames, wherein the world hath béene so often in danger of beeing drowned, and waded onely in those cleare brookes, whose waters had their currents from the springs of learning. I spent my howres in reading of Histories, and for the laying out of a little time, receiued larger interest then the greatest vsurers doe for their money. By looking on those perspectiue glasses. I beheld kingdomes and people a farre off, came acquainted with their manners, their pollicies, their gouernement, their risings, and their downefalles: was present at their battailes, and (without danger to my selfe) vnlesse it were in greeuing to sée States so ouerthrowne by the mutabilitie of Fortune, I saw those Empires vtterly brought to subu•…rsion, which had béene terrours and triumphers ouer all the nations vppon earth. The backe of Time which was next to mine eie, (because he was gone from me) was written full of Tragicall wonders: but the hinder part of his reuerend head was bare and made bald by mens abusing it. O Histories! you soueraigne balmes to the bodyes of the dead, that preserue them more fresh then if they were aliue, kéepe ye fames of Princes from perishing, when marble monuments cannot saue their bones from being rotten, you faithfull entelligensers, betwéene Kingdomes and Kingdomes, your truest councellors to Kings, euen in their greatest dangers! Hast thou an ambition to be equall to Princes! read such bookes, as are the Chronicles of Ages, gone before thee: there there maiest thou find lines drawne (if vertue be thy guide) to make thee paralell with the greatest Monarch: wouldest thou be aboue him, there is ye scale of him ascending. Huntst thou after glory? marke in those pathes how others haue run, and follow thou in the same course. Art thou ficke in minde? (and so to be diseased, is to be sicke euen to ye death) there shalt thou finde physicke to cure thée. Art thou sad? where is swéeter musicke then in reading? Art thou poore? open those closets, and inualuable treasures are powred into thy hands.

Whilest I dwelt vpon the contemplation of this happinesse, the dreames of Infants were not more harmelesse then my thoughts were, nor the slumbers of a conscience that hath no sting to kéepe it waking more delicate then the musicke which I found in reading: but the swéetest flower hath his withering, and euery pleasure his ending. This full Sea had a quicke fall, and the day that was warme and bright in the morning, had frosts and gloomy darknesse to spoile the beauty of it ere it grew to be noone: for on a suddaine all the aire was filled with noise, as if heauen had bin angry, and chid the earth for her Villanies, people rush headlong together, like torrents running into the sea, full of fury in shew, but loosing the effect of doing violence because they know not how to do it, their rage and madnesse burning in them like fire in wet straw, it made a great stinking smoake, but had no flame. Wildnesse and afrightment were ill fauouredly drawne in euery face, as if they had all come from acting some fresh murder, and that at euery step they were pursued, arme was cryed, and swords were drawne, but either they had no hearts to strike, or no hands, for (like so many S. Georges on horse-backe) they threatned, but gaue not a blow, euery one fearing to smite first, least the rest should make that an occasion to kill him for beginning the quarrell. But at the last drun•…nes were heard to thunder, and trumpets to sound alarums, murmure ran vp & downe euery streete, and confusion did beate at the gates of euery City, men met together, and ran in heards like Deere frighted, or rather like Beares chased, or else seeking for prey. But what wild beasts (thinke you) were these that thus kept such a roaring? it was a people sauage and desperate, a nation patchd vp (like a beggers cloake of ye worst péeces) that could be gathered out of all nations and put into one. They were more scattered then the Iewes, and more hated, more beggerly then the Irish, and more vnciuill, more hardy then the Switzers, and more brutish: giuen to drinke, more then the Dutch, to pride more then the French, to irreligion more then the Italian. They were like the Dunkirkes, a mingle mangle of countries, a confusion of languages, yet all vnderstanding one another. Such as the people were, such was the Princesse whom they followed, she had all their conditions, & they all hers, seeming to be made for no other purpose then to gouerne them, because none else could be bad inough to be their gouernour. They obeyed her not for loue, nor feare, but made her onely great amongst them, because it was their will to haue it so, she (amongst a number of vices, that reigned in her) hauing onely this vertue of a Prince, not to see her people take wrong.

Into armes therfore as well for her owne chastity as defence of her subiects doth she dote•…ine to put her selfe presently. A faithful & serious •…tion mad•… I to vndersta¯d the cause of this suddaine and vniuersall vprore, and by true intelligence (from persons o•… side) found that ye quarrell was old, the e•…ty mortall, the enemies puissant and fierce, many leagues had béene made, and all were broken, no conditions of peace would now be looked vpon, open warre must be the the sword to st•…ke open wrong.

The fires (kindled by Guizian Leagues) set not France in hotter combustions then these are likely to proue if the flames in time be not wisely quenched. The showers of bloud which once rained downe vpon the heads of the two kingly families in England, neuer drowned more people, not that braue Romane tragedy acted in our time, at ye battel of Neuport, not the siege of Bommell, where heads flew from sholders faster then bullets from the Cannon. No, nor all those late acts of warre and death, commenced by Hispaniolized Netherlanders, able to make vp a Chronicle to hold all the world reading: did euer giue rumour cause to speak so much as the battailes of these two mighty enemies (so mortally falling out) will force her to proclaime abroade, vnlesse they grow to a reconcilement, to which, by the coniecture of all strangers, that haue trauailed into both their dominions, and know the hot and ambitious spirits of the quarrellers, they cannot easily be drawne: for no one paire of scales being able to hold two Kings at one time: and this law being ingrauen on ye very inside of euery Kings crowne (because it is the wedding ring of his Empire to which hee is the Bride-groome) that,

Nulla fides socijs Regni: omnisque potestas, Impatiens Consortis erit.

At the sterne of a kingdome, two Pilots must not sit, nor principality endure a partner, and againe, that

Non capit Regnum duos,

A Kingdome is heauen, and loues not two suns shining in it. How is it possible, or how agréeable to ye politick grounds of state, that two such potentates should be vnited in firme friendship, sithence their quarrel is deriued from an equall claime of soueraignety.

Ouer Citties is there ambition to bée Superiours, yet not together but alone. and not onely ouer London (the great Metropolis of England) but also ouer Paris in the kingdom of Fraunce; ouer Ciuil, and Madril in Spaine; ouer Rome in Italy: Francfurt and Colin in high Germany: Antwerp in Brabant, Elsinor in Denmarke, Prage in Bohemia; Craconia in Poland: Belgrad in Hungary, and so ouer all the other Capitall Citties, that bewtifies the greatest Kingdomes of Europe. For Signority in these doe they contend.

Haue you not a longing desire, to know the names of the generals that are to commaund these expected armies; and from what countries they come? what forces march with them? and what warlike Stratagems they st and vpon?

I haue a little before roughly drawne the picture of one of them; the Princesse her selfe being barbarous, néedy, of great power by, reason of her people, but far vnable to keepe them in pay, or in order, they themselues (how valiant soeuer they bée) being likewise all together, vntrained and indisciplinable, yet full of courage, and desire to set vpon the Enemy.

Whose Army though it consist not of such multitudes, (number being oftentimes the confusions of battailes) yet is the Empresse, vnder whose collours they fight, full of riches (which are the sinews of Warre) of great commaund, feared and loued, yea adored as a Die•…y, of a Maiesticall presence of incomparable bewty Such a one, that euen the very sight of her is a Charme strong enough to make me venture their liues in the quarrell of her right.

Kings are to her beholden for she often sends them suplies, and therefore pay they homage vnto her. Her Captaines are pollitik & fight rather vpon aduantages, then vpon equ•…lity, her soldiers braue & resolute, hardly drawne to venture into dangres, but when they are in, a thousand Stratagems vse they to saue themselues: what they get they kéepe, which is one of ye noblest points belonging to a soulder, for it is more hard to vse a victory wel after it is gotten, then it is to get it. The name of this latter Princesse, is ye renowned Empres Argur•…on (Mony) The name of the former, is that warlike Vi•…ago•…amd ouer all ye earth, for her hardines, called P•…uerty. Now to the intent that ye whole world (as an indifferent Iudge may arbitrate the wrongs done betwéene these two states, & by that meanes find out which of them both come into the field we vniust armes: you shal vnderstand ye Pouerty being sundry waies d•…eply indebted to ye kingdome of Money, as hauing b•…ene from time to time relieued by her, and not being well able to maintaine herselfe in her owne d•…minions, but that Money hath sent her in prouision, it had b•…ene neither policy, neither could it stand with her honour, that Pouerty should first breake the league, neither indéede hath she, but hath euer had a desire to be in amity rather with ye excellent Princesse; then with any other Monarch whatsoeuer. But ye golden mines of the west & east Indies, (ouer which the other Empresse is sole Soueraigne, swelling vp her bosome with pride, couetousnesse, and ambition, as they doe her coffers with treasure, made her to disdaine the miserable poore Quéene, & in that height of scorne, to hate the holding of any confederacy with her, that she on the soddaine, (most treacherously and most tyrannously) laboured by all possible courses, not onely to driue the subiects of Pouerty from hauing commerce in any of her rich & so populous Cities but also wrought (by the cruelty of her own ministers, and those about her) to roote the name, not onely of that infortunate and deiected Princesse, from the earth, but euen to banish all her people to wander into desarts, & to perish, she cared not how or where.

Hereupon strict proclamation went thundring, vp and downe her dominions, charging her wealthy subiects, not to negotiate any longer with those beggers, that flocke dayly to her kingdome, strong guards were planted at euery gate, to barre their entrance into Cities, whipping-postes and other terrible engines, were aduaunced in euery stréet to send the¯ home bléeding new, if they were take¯ wandring (like shéep broken out of leane pastures into fat) out of their owne liberties, Constables were chosen of purpose that had Marble in their hearts; thornes in their tonges, and flintstones (like pearles) in their eies, and none could be admitted into the office of a Beadle, vnles he brought a certificate from Paris Garden, that he had béene a Beare-ward, and could play the Bandog brauely in baiting poore Christians at a stake, better then curres (there) baite the Bull, or then Butchers Mastiues, when they worry one another.

These peales of small shot, thus terribly going off, the poore Hungarians (with their pennilesse Princesse) did not onely not shew a fowle paire of héeles, to flye to saue themselues (as it was to be feared they would haue done, like cowardly peasants) but rather they grew desperate, and sticking clos•…y, (like Prentises vpon Shrouetwuesday one to another, they vowed (come death, come diuels) to stand against whole bands of browne rusty bille men, though for their labours they were sure to be knockt downe like Oxen for the slaughter; but a number of Iack-strawes being amongst them, and opening whole Cades of councell in a cause so dangerous, they were all turned to dry powder, took fire of resolution, and so went off with this thundring noise, that they would dy like men, though they were but poore knaues, and counted the stinkards and scum of the world: and yet as rash as they were, they would not run headlong vpon the mouth of the Canon; No, but like snailes pulling in the hornes of their fury, they hid their heades for a time, either (like spies to watch for aduantages, or to try if this rotten whéele of Fortune would turne, and that the broken world could mend, but all the waters of chastity and goodnesse being poisoned, of which they both thirsted, & hoped to drinke: and all the wayes to come to the presence of Money, at whose féete they would haue fallen, and complained of their wrongs, being likewise cut off, & none of their thréed-bare company, vpon paine of death, daring to stand within ten miles of her Court gates, for feare they should either lift them off the hinges and steale them quite away, (being all of beaten gold) or else cunningly in the night time, should file off handfuls (like pin-dust, thereby to enrich themselues, she being their vowed enemie. It was therefore by a generall voice concluded, that they would all put themselues into armes, and for that purpose went in swarmes to the Court of Pouerty, (their good Lady and mistresse) and neuer gaue ouer balling in their eares, till shee had sworne by her crowne, though she had scarce two shillings in her purse, that open warre should presently be proclaimed against that arrogant haughty, ambitious Tyrant Money. Hereupon pouerty summoned her councel for war, together they came, and being set, shée at large laide open what wrongs and dishonors her enemy had done to her & her subiects, withal declaring how willing her poore people were to venture their liues in her quarrell, and that their very fingers itched to be doing with the rich chuffes, and Usurers, and others that were seruants, or rather slaues to Money, adding moreouer, that a number of her enemies subiects too welknown by the name of Banck-rupts (being a great and auncient family in her greatest City) haue of late gotten other mens goods into their hands, spending them basely and villanously in prisons, colouring this their politicke theft, by giuing out, that they are subiects to Pouerty, albeit they were neuer suffered to harbour in her dominions. To cleare herselfe of these, and such like imputations and dishonorable scandals, as also to let Money know, that she hath more right to those townes & Cities to which she pretendeth sole claime then Money hath herselfe, and that like a Prince, though her coffers be not so full, nor her forces so able, she purposeth to defend her owne title, & not to loose one foote of that which was left to her by her Ancestors, all of them comming out of old & ancient houses it is therefore her resolution, to send defiance to her insolent enemy, and to that end (for their aide and Aduice, hath she thus called them before her.

Her councellors applauded ye courage of their Princesse, and (being first brought on their knées) gaue her reasons to goe forward in so iust a warre. All of them for the most part being glad, that the Golden age should now come amongst them, and proudly reioycing that they should bid battaile to so rich an enemy as Money and her subiects, to haue about with whom, they haue for a long time had both a desire, and waited for aduantage to picke a quarrell.

Those that were at this time of Pouerties councel, were men well beaten to the world, all of them great trauellers, such as had séene many countries: As hardy as they were wise, it shall not be amisse in this place, to draw the liuelie pictures of them, because if any of their owne countrimen happen to behold them, their report may co¯firme the trueth of all that is here related. Their names are these:

COUNCELLORS TO POUERTY.


	Discontent.

	Hunger.

	Sloth.

	Industry.

	Despaire.

	Carelesnesse.

	Repining.

	Beggery.

	Miserie.



DISCONTENT had a graue countenance, somewhat inclining to melancholie, temperate of spéech, and sparing in diet, not caring either for pleasures or greedy of honours: but (as a man that is wearie of the world for the impieties in it) wishing rather to die then to liue. One thing was noted in him more then in any other Courtier, that in all his life time, hee had neuer béene a reuellor, nor euer courted Lady, he seemd indifferent whether the warres went forward or not: yet inwardly moregréeued at the wrongs of his Prince, then at any iniuries that could be done to himselfe.

Despaire and Carelesnesse were brothers, & in great fauour with Pouety (their Princesse) she neuer was well but when one of them was in her company, yet the wiser sort thought that they did much mischéefe to the State. Despaire was not beloued by reason of his crueltie: for if hee got any man into his hands, hee hung him vp presentlie.

Hunger was one of the best commanders for warre, that was in all the Land: a man of almost an inuincible stomack, hée had ouerthrowne many armies, & sped most fortunately at the besieging of a Towne or Cittie, where continually he vseth to behaue himselfe so valiantly that no stone wall (of what height or strength whatsoeuer) is able to hold him out: yet is hee: not accounted so sound a common wealths man as some of the rest, for that it is imagined, hee loues the enemy better then his owne country, & if occasion were offered, would rather fly to Money then serue Pouerty (his Soueraigne.) A great transporter of corne he hath béene from time to time: for which cause the people hate him in their hearts, and doe now and then openly cry out against him with such clamors, that he hath béene glad to stop their mouthes. The onely good that he doth, and indéede the only cause for which the kingdome loues him, is that when hee leads men on in any hot péece of seruice, they get such stomacks by séeing how brauely he laies about him, that they neuer come off till they be satisfied, victory béeing as good to them as meate and drinke.

Sloth, by reason that he is troubled with the gout, busies himselfe little with State matters, he hath lyen bed-rid for many yéeres, and gréeues that any stir should be made in the common wealth he was neuer either tilter or trauellor, his body being weake and subiect to diseases, which made him vnapt for both.

Repining was the onely man, that whetted on both his Prince and her subiects to go forward in these warres: for he could by no means abide either Money or her followers, it fretted him more to sée any of them prosper, then if himselfe had fallen into the lowest misfortune. He dealt altogether in Monopolies: for which the people gaue him many bitter curses, and those (I thinke) kéepe his body so leane.

Industry, was a goodly personage, a faithfull friend to his Prince, and a father to his country, a great Lawyer, & a déepe scholler, stout in warre, and prouident in peace. Pouerty (whom he serued) did often say, that two such councellors (as Industry) were able vpon their shoulders onely to support any State in the world. In deare yeeres, when the Land had béene ready to sterue, hath he reléeued it, and turned dearth into plenty: his head is euer full of cares, not for himselfe so much as for the people, whom hee loues and tenders as déerely as if they were his kindred: yet stand they not so well affected to him, because he compelles them to take paines, when tis their naturall inclination (like Drones) to liue basely, and to féede vpon the bread that the sweat of other mens browes doe earne. A good States man he is, and a louer of peace, séeking rather to draw Money to be stil in league with Pouerty, then to haue them thus at defiance one against another.

Beggery, and Miserie, are so well knowne to vs, I shall not néede to draw their faces.

These councellors, after many arguments, weighed out to prooue the necessity either of warre or peace, at the last concluded vpon the former. The drumme was therefore struck vp, to try what voluntaries would offer themselues: but few voluntaries (or none at all) came in. Then went forth a very streight command, to presse not onely all masterlesse men, but all others of what condition or profession soeuer, that liued vnder the subiection of Pouerty.

The Captaines, Lieftenants, Corporals, Serieants, and the companies that were casheard and cast, vpon concluding of the late league in the low Countries, hearing of these new warres, threw vp their old weather-beaten hattes we torne sethers in them, fetcht capers aboue ground, danced, swore, drunke tobacko, and Dutch béere, and after they had fallen on their knées cursing for halfe a•… howre together, all truces, leagues, confederacies, & combinations of peace, they bitterly cryed out vpon the proud and tyranous gouernement of Money: some of them damning themselues to the pit of hell, if euer they could but finger her, they would sée an vtter confusion and end of her: because for her sake, and vpon her golden promises they had ventured their liues, spent their blood, lost legs and armes, had béene pinched we cold, parched with heate fed vpon cabbage, vpon rootes, & vpon Christmas day (in stead of minched pyes) had no better chéere then prouant, (mouldy Holland chéese, and course browne bread) not a rag to their backes, yes, rags more the¯ they cared for: but not thrée stiuers among fiue of them. They therefore vowed to serue Pouerty, to liue and dye we her, and with all their forces to set vpon Money, who had made them slaues to the world, not rewarding the¯ to their merit: and thereupon striking vp their drum, and sprea ding their tottered cullors which hung full of honour, because it was full of holes, an•… was indéede no bigger, nay scarce so big, as the flagge of a Play-house, away they came (troopewise) with bag and baggage marching, and were receiued (as old soldiers should be) at the hands of Pouerty, she sweating by her birth, and the fame of her Ancestors (who were well knowne farre and néere) that she would neuer forsake their company, but sticke to them euen to the death.

The businesse thus successefully thriuing at the first, gaue encouragement to all to haue it set forward, so that precepts were forthwith directed to the Hals of euery Company, who albeit they had furnished the Queene of siluer and gold (Mony) with certaine voluntary bands of sound approued souldiers: Yet (because they themselues, that were old growne okes, cared not how many paltry low bushes that nestled vnder their shadowes were cut downe) they prest ten times more of euery trade, to fight vnder the banner of Pouerty, than those were that went to serue her enemy. Yet was it a long time ere the Handicrafts men could be mustred together: for Carelessenes (one of the former councellours) whose ambition consisted in popular greatnessé, and had stolne the hearts of the common people, gaue them a priuy inckling of the presse before it came forth, and wished them to shift for themselues, by being dispersed, for a time abroad, whose counsel they following, threw by their tooles, neglected their trades, fled from their shops, and spent both their gettings and their goods in common bowlingallies, dicing houses and alehouses. But proclamation being made, That vpon paine of death they should all (by such an howre) be ready to come into the field, and fight for Pouerty (their soueraigne Lady and mistres.) It is incredible to be spoken, what infinite multitudes of all occupations, (some yong, some old) were in a short time assembled together.

Schollers hearing of this, fled from the Uniuersities, and made such hast to be in pay with Pouerty (whom they had knowne a long time) that some of them had scarce put shoes to their seete: The Queene bestowed very good words vppon them, because Schollers had alwayes béene fauored by her progenitors, and (vpon her bare command) they tooke such place vnder her in the Army, as was sutable to their professions.

Young Gentlemen, that neither durst walke vp and downe the Citty, for feare of Rauens and Kites, that houered to catch them in their tallons, and could get no entertainement in the court of Money, because they were yonger brothers, and condemned by the verduict of Silkemen and Mercers to be most Desperate fellowes: yet were they all wellcome to Pouerty.

These yonger Brothers were appointed to stand Infans perdus (or the Forlorne hope) because though they had little to loose but their liues: yet they should winne honour, nay perhaps knighthood, which in these dayes are better then lands: if fat widdowes can be but drawne to nibble at that worshipfull baite. And for that purpose did a goodly troupe of knights put themselues (as knights errant) into Armes, in defence of ye innocent wronged Lady, (Pouerty) which Cheualiers, though they durst not (as some ill-tongd people gaue out) shew their heads in the Cittie: yet were they appointed Masters of the field, and had the charge of the most resolute troopes that were to scale the Cittie (If the enemie should cowardly happen to fly thether) and to ransacke all the Mercers and Gold-smiths shops, not so much to set frée the silkes, veluets, plate and iewels imprisond most cruelly in them, as to vndoe the old Cittizens, & then to marry their yong wiues, and so to raise them vp to honour in their most knightly posteritie.

A regiment of old seruingmen were sworne the guard to Pouerties person, of whom there was great hope, that they would both stand stifly to her in any danger, and if ye maine battailes did euer ioyne, would be the onely Canonéeres to breake their ranckes, because they had such excellent skill in charging and discharging of the great Bombard.

There came in some seuen thousand Banckrouts, offering their seruice to the distressed and wronged Princesse, who gaue them thankes for their loue: yet was she fearefull to trust them, because a number in her owne army exclaimed vpon them, as the ranckest villaines in a common wealth, and that they had vndone them, their wiues and children: But the dangers wherein they now all stoode, requiring rather hands to punish the wrongs done by an enemie, then to rip vp old wounds of their owne. Those seuen thousand had the ordering of all fire-workes, Mines, and countermines, as béeing the onely rare fellowes for damnable and spéedy blowing vp of men in any assault.

The vanguard béeing filled vp thus with their troopes before named, a stoute company of honest Housholders, (whose seruants like Acteons dogs, had with whoring, dicing, and drinking eaten vp their Masters) came brauely vp in the Reare: their wings consisted of schoolemasters, husbandmen, fencers, Knights of the Poste, and such like, who had all vowed by the crosse of their swords, and by the honour of a souldier to die at Pouerties féete.

It was in the middle of a Terme, when the fire of these ciuill broiles first began to kindle: but Law hauing with many hard words on both sides taken vp a number of brabling matters, and for her healths sake beeing rid into the country, whereby a great crew of her followers, that were not able with bag and baggage to march after her in that progresse) were ready to giue vp their cloakes, (the summer was so hot for them) and because all their practise was but to set people together by the eares, a number of them therfore vpon their bare knees, begd that they might serue Pouertie in her warres, whereupon certaine broken-héeld, gowtie-legd, durty-hamd pettifoggers, with some lack-latine prowling pennurious country Attorneys were promoted to be Clarkes of Bands, Pandors, Pimpes, and Applesquires came thicke and thréefold, and had the leading of ye Pioners, because they had déepest skill in digging of Trenches.

The victualers to the Camp, were a company of doublechind polt-footed, stincking-breathd Bauds, who with pewter bottles of Aqua vitae at their girdles, rings with deaths heads on their fore fingers, and old stitchd hats, out of fashion on their heads, came along with the bag & baggage, and were ready if any poore soldier fainted, to put life into him againe by a sip from their bottles, and to lift vp his spirits.

The whole Army being thus leuyed, Pouerty was found to be one hundred thousand strong in the field, whom martialling in the best order of warre, they marched forward we full resolution, either to take Money and her subiects prisoners, or else neuer to come out of the field, so long as they & Pouertie (their mistresse and powrefull commander) could be able to hold life and soule together.



THE PREPARATION, STRENGTH, AND STRATAGEMS OF THE SECOND ARMIE.

NO treason was euer so secretly contriued, so cunningly carried, nor so resolutely attempted: but either in the very growing vp it hath beene discouered, or the head of it cut off, where it was at point to come to the full ripenesse. The workes of Princes are great, and require many hands to finish them, and a number of engines cannot be set, going so closely, that no eare shall heare them: Ioue may talke in his big voice of thunder as soone and not be vnderstoode, as a kingdome may call vp her owne subiects with the yron tongue of warre, and not awaken those people that are her neighbours. The eies of a true State do neuer sléepe, Princes are quickest of hearing, the blowes that forraine enemies giue, are broken for the most part: because the weapon is alwaies séene and put by, otherwise they would cut déepe, and draw blood, where (by such preuention) they scarce giue bruises.

This mercilesse tyrant therefore (Pouerty) could not kindle such fires of vprores, and ciuill mischiefes, but that the flames (like burning beacons) armed her enemies with safetie, euen as they put them into feare. Her ragged troopes were more apt to betray themselues and their procéedings, then polliticke to betray the foe into any danger. With swift wings therefore did the newes of this inuasion fly abroad into all countries, and at last alighted before that glorious and most adored Empresse (Money) whom néerest it concerned, because all the arrowes of their enuie and intended malice were shot at her bosome.

The drom of warre beate in her eare, not in the dead of night, when her glories and beauties were darkened and eclipsed, but when she was seated in the throne of all her pleasures (which a whole world was rifled and trauailed ouer to maintaine in height and fulnesse) when her pallate surfeited on the variety of dishes and delicacy of féeding, when her body shone brighter then the sunne it selfe, who (in his lusty heate begot her) strucke an amazement into those that beheld her, by the splendor of those maiesticall roabes which she wore: when musicke went into her eare in ten thousand seuerall shapes, when her walkes were perfumed, her sports varied euery hower, when her chéekes were dimpled with laughters at her iesters, her Parasites, her Pandors, and all the rest of those seruile soothing Apes, that in pide colours waite vpon and shew trickes to fate the appetite of that Lord of flesh and bloud, the blacke Prince of the world, her husband. Then, euen then, in the full sea of all these iollities, pompes, and whorish ceremonies, the onely bewitchers of mankinde, came sayling in, the newes of a suddaine insurrection, and an vnexpected inuasion, by that common, fatall, and barbarous spoiler of so many kingdoms, infamous amongst al nations by that beggerly name of Pouerty.

These newes (vpon the first arriuall) did no more moue the great Indian Empresse (Money) then the bleating of a shéepe terrifies the king of forrests (the Lyon.) Money was rich, strong in friends, held league with Princes, had whole countries at her becke, nations were her slaues, no people but did loue her. On the contrary side, Pouerty (her enemy) had sinall reuenues, fewer friends, a world of followers, but none of any reckoning, except a few Philosophers, Alchemists, &c. She held many townes, and was obeyed in most kingdomes but how? as théeues are obeyed by true men, for feare, and because they cannot otherwise choose, her owne strength therefore being so good, and her enemies fuller of spite then of power, she onely laughed at the thunder of her threates, and resolued that her pleasure should spread larger sailes.

But her councell being prouident, carefull, and iealous of their owne estates, wisely considering the dangers that a weake enemy (being desperate, and hauing little to loose) may put the best fortefied kingdome to, & the most valiant nation did in the end, with one consent fall on their knées, most humbly intreating thier Soueraigne Mistresse to giue ouer her reuellings, maskes, and other Court-pleasures for a time, and that aswell for the safety of her owne royall person (to take héede of them: for many plots were now, and had oftentimes bin laid) as also for themselues, whose liues and liberties wholly depended on her, either to leuy present forces, which should méete this beggerly Monarch in the field, and so vtterly to driue her out of the kingdome, or else to giue the rich men of her Empire leaue to make strict and seuere lawes to take away the liues of that wretched & scattered people that follow Pouerty in these commotions, wheresoeuer or whensoeuer they take them medling in any of her wealthy dominions.

These words brake forth with such lighning, that Money stampd for very anger, that so base an enemy should put her subiects into feare. Their vigilance awaked her, and like a good Prince that would loose her life rather then her subiects should perish, she began (with the Eagle) to shake her royall wings, and to be rouzd out of her late golden slumbers, & securities, that •…ay vpon her like enchantments.

To their requests she yéelded, and thereupon to fortifie her kingdome against all the shot of Villany & Vengeance, shee summoned those of her councell together, whom shee know to be most faithfull and most seruiceable in a busines of this nature, state & importance. Her councellors names were these.

COUNCELLORS TO MONEY.


	Couetousnesse.

	Parsimony.

	Deceipt.

	Prouidence.

	Monopoly.

	Violence.

	Vsury.



Couetousnesse was an old wretched leane facd fellow, that seldome sléepd: for his eyes (though they were great, and suncke at least two inches into his head) neuer stood still, but rolled vp and downe, expressing a very enuious longing gréedinesse to enioy euery thing that they looked vpon. He neuer pared his nailes, and being often asked the reason why, he alwaies answered, that he saued them for his heire, for béeing cut off, after hée himselfe was dead, they might be put to sundry good thrifty purposes, as to make hornes (being thinly scraped) for a Scriueners lanthorne to write by a nights, or to nocke arrowes, &c. Hée kept not so much as a Barber, but shaued his owne head and beard himselfe, and when it came to wey a pound, hée sold it to a Frenchman to stuffe tennis balles. Money (his Soueraigne) cared not so much for him, as he did for her, she could make him do any vile office how base soeuer; but because he was saucy, and would often checke her for taking her pleasures, séeking to restraine her of her liberties, she hated him, and was neuer more merry then when one brought her newes once that Couetousnesse lay a dying. Yet was he well beloued af the best Citizens, and neuer rode through the city but he was staid, and feasted by many Aldermen, and wealthy Commoners, few Courtiers loued him heartily, but onely made vse of him, because he was great, and could do much with Money (their empresse.)

Prouidence was but of meane birth, the ladder by which he climbd to such high fortunes, as to be a councellor to Money, being made by himselfe, much giuen to study, yet no great scholler, as desiring rather to be frée of the City, then to serue a long thréed-bare Prentiship in the Universities. He is rarely séene in Minerals, and distillations, and will draw Aurum potabile, or fetch quick-siluer out of horsedung, he will grow rich, and be in time the head warden of a company, though he were left by his friends but thrée shillings thrée pence stocke to set vp, such another he was as Whittington, a very cat shall raise him if he be set vpont, He is the best that writes Almanackes in these times, and where the rest write whole Calenders of lies for bare forty shillings a yéere, (seruingmens wages) he foreséeing what will happen, buies vp all the commodities of one or two Countries at one bargaine, when he knowes they will bee déere, and so makes vp his owne mouth, and for it, gets much fauour at the hands of Couetousnesse his elder brother.

Parsimonie is kinsman to those two that go before, he is not vp yet: for he vseth to lie a bed till afternoone, onely to saue dinners, when he rises (which will be presently) the motion shall be shewen and interpreted to you.

Monopoly is a very good man where he takes, that is to say, 9. maner of waies.

Deceipt lookes a little a squint, yet is of déeper reach then any of the rest: for he doth oftentimes fetch ouer Couetousnesse himselfe. He is great in Lawyers bookes, and tradesmen not onely loue him, but their yongest wines, thinke themselues highly happy, if at a running at Tilt, at a maske or a play at Court, or so (as he ofte¯ doth) he will but voutchsafe to place them (and the sports done) he commonly sends them home lighted. He hath more followers then the 12. Péeres of France, he studies Machiauell, and hath a french face.

Violence hath borne many great offices, and Money hath done much for him. He purchaseth lands daily: but looseth mens hearts, some of the richer sort follow him & loue him: yet he cannot go thorough the stréetes, but the common people curse him, hee reades Law as men reade Hebrew (backward) and neuer makes o•…e Lawe, but he breaks two. Of all men, he cannot abide a Iustice of Peace, yet oftentimes is hee séene at the Sessions: many of his Ancestors haue béene Traytors, and by that meanes were still cut off before they were old men, the Nobilitie hate him, he is a méere martiall man.

Vsurie was the first that euer taught Money to commt incest with Gold and Siluer, her néerest kinsmen Brokers are now their Baudes, and kéepe the dores till the letchery of ten in the hundred be sated: he hath made many a man, but how? to be damned, he is a great housekéeper, for thousands in the Cittie liue vpon him, and would hang themselues but for his sauing them. There is no more conscience in him then in Tauerne faggots, yet yong gentlemen pray for him daily that he may be fetched quick to hell. He is an insatiable féeder: for a Scriuener and he will eate vp foure men at a breakefast, and picke them to the bare bones. He loues not a Preacher, because hee frights him out of his wits: for he neuer heares any of them talke to him but he thinkes himselfe damned. He hath no skill in Arithmeticke, but onely in the rule of Interest. He is the Diuels Tole-taker, and when he dies, lies buried with his ancestors in the widest vault of hell.

These were the councellors whom Money assembled together, to consult vpon hers and their owne safeties, from the base assaults of their wild and desperate enemy: who being solemnely set in their due places and the Quéene of Riches her selfe beeing aduanced vp into her imperial chaire, Parsimonie (who by this time was gotten vp and ready) tooke vpon him to be speaker for all the rest.

This Parsimonie is a nasty batcheller of fourescore, one that neuer went trussed (to preuent hanging) to which end he will not be at charges of a paire of garters (though they were but woollen lists) fore of temptation, his breches once were veluet, when his great grandfather wore them, and thrée-piled, but the pox of any pile can be seene there now, vnlesse betwéene the clifts of his buttocks, to saue a pennie, hee will damne halfe his soule, hee weares cloathes long, and will sooner alter his religion ten times, then his doublet once, his hatte is like his head, of the old blocke, he buies no gloues but of a great a paire, and hauing worne them two daies hee quarrels with the poore Glouer that they are too wide, or too ill stitched, & by base scolding and lorldly words gets his money againe, and the wearing of so much leather for nothing. He will be knowne by a paire of white pumpes some 16. or 20. yeares, onely by repairing their decaied complection we a péece of chalke. This whining Parsimonie (that for a supper of 16. pence will budge & slip his necke out of the coller from his owne father) and that vowes neuer to marry, because he will not spend so much as may kéepe a childe, stood vp so well as he could stand with his crinckling hammes, and knowing that it was high time for him to bestirre his stumps, thus shot his bolt after much stammering, coughing and hemming, silence béeing first cryed, which accordingly was giuen him.

THE ORATION WHICH PARSIMONIE MADE BEFORE HIS EMPRESSE.

O Sacred Money! Queene of Kingdomes, Mistres ouer the mines of Gold and Siluer, Regent of the whole world. Goddesse of Courtiers, Patronesse of Schollers, Protectresse of Souldiers, Fortresse of Cittizens, & the onely comfort to Saylors. Me seemeth good and fit, (brightest-facde Lady) sithence that bold and saucie begger, with her pennurious sunneburnt troopes, armed onely with short troncheons vnder their arme-pits, and most commonly walking in thred-bare Plimoth cloakes, haue made their impudent and contagious insurrection, that you (at whose feete lie Crownes to tread vpon) being Queene Mother of the west and east Indies, do presently giue ouer your needlesse expences and open houshkeeping in the Country, where your swarming enemies lye in ambushes to attach you vpon the least issuing forth, and betake yourselfe to the close safetie of the Cittie, where your seame-rent and white bitten foes dare not (within gun-shot approch, to be further sure of which, and least any spies should be sent to looke into the strength and wealth of that your principall and most secure fortresse, we haue ordeined that through euery ward (for your happie safetie, and their vtter terrifying) there be erected one sound, sufficient, and well painted whipping poste, the very sight of which wil not only scarre them, worse then the scowting face of a Serieant being seen peeping through a red lettice, frights a yong gallant, but also in time driue the whole band of Tatterdemalions from poste to piller. Dixi.

No sooner was Dixi sounded, but the maine points of this Parsimonions oration, came backe againe like an eccho from all the rest of the voices there present. All their breath blew one way, all their councels were directed and went only by this compasse. Money weighing (in the vpright scales of her iudgement) their wise and thirsty opinions, found them not halfe a graine too light, and therefore very royally yéelded to whatsoeuer they consulted vpon, whereupon sodaine order was giuen, and all speedy preparation made for the entertainment and receiuing of Money into the Citie, whose presence all the Cittizens day and night thirsted to behold.

To set downe all the deuices, the intended merriments, the showes, the ceremonies, the diligence of workemen for standings and scaffoldings, the inerplicable ioy of Poets, who did nothing but pen encomious Gratulatorie to bid her welcome, drinking healths in rich malago to the honour of her, and their mistresses, (the nine Muses) and on the other side, to point to the life, the seuerall glad faces, gestures and action of the players, who had pined for her absence a long and tedious vacation: or to tell what dressing vp of howses there were, by all the neate dames and Ladies within the fréedome, what starching of ruffes, what poaking, what stiffning of falles, what painting of chéekes & lips, as if they had béene ye two leaued gates of a new chose Alderman, are able (if they were set down at large) to adde a third volume to our English Chronicles. Time at length turned vp his Glasse, and the Holliday (so gapingly looked for (was come.

Diuisum imperium cum Ioue, Nummus habet, had Ioue béen bidden to dinner to the Guyld hall on Simon and Iudes day, he could not haue had more welcomes giuen him then Money had. Oh! with what •…cund hearts did the Cittizens receiue her? The Mercers swore by their maydenhead, that all their polliticke pent-houses should bee clothed in cloth of siluer, & so they were. The silkemen guarded their very posts with gold lace, and thereupon euer since, the fashion of larding suites with so much lace is come vp: But aboue all, the Company of the Goldsmiths receiued her with the greatest honour, and she againe to pay their loues home, did as much or more honour them: for they spread all their stalles with gréene cotten, and so adorned their shoppes, that they looked like a spring garden, in which grew flowers of gold, set in such order, & comely equipage, it would haue rauished any poore mans eie to behold them. Here (in the very midst of the rowe) she allighted from her Chariot, staid a prety space, & enriched both the shopkéepers and their wiues with her presence, cheapning of 2. or 3. of them some of their fairest iewels, the beautie of their faces béeing of farre richer value then the costliest iewels there, and more worth (beeing rightly estimated) then the best stone in the whole rowe, and by this her staying at their stalles, heaped on their heads this grace besides. All her chosen Courtiers came hereby acquainted with their delicate wiues, and euer after their husbands had of them perpetuall custome. At last mounting againe into her Chariot she rode on: being as richly attended as her selfe was glorious, Desert and Learning ran by her side as her footeme¯, Bounty guided the horses that drew her, Lust, Epicurisme,Pride, and Follie, were 4. Querries of the Stable, and had much adoe to leade a goodly-coloured fatte beast called Sensualitie, that (for more state) went emptie by, Money neuer riding on the backe of that spotted Panther, but onely for spéede and to ride away.

Beautie, Honestie, Youth and Pleasure, came in a Caroach behinde her, as her wayting women.

Old Age (her Treasurer) rode bare-headed before her: Thrift carried the priuie purse: Riot (a smooth-facd Ganimed) slept in her lap, whose chéeke she would so often kisse, that he grew proud and carelesse of her fauours. What a world it was to sée men (whose backe-bones were almost growne compasse, because their eies should still be fixed vppon their graues) running more gréedily after her, then after Physitions, to take off those diseases that hang most sp•…efully vpon Age.

Some ran out of the Church to sée her, with greater deuotion following her all the way that she went, then the former deitie they worshipped.

Young men did onely cast a glaunce at her, and staid not long in her fight, other women pleased them better, if they were young Courtiers, they had their Mistresses, if Merchants men, their maisters maides, that go fine by weight and measure, imitating in darke corners, their maisters profession: if Seruingmen, the waiting wenches doe commonly fit them a peniworth in this state Magnificence and royalty this Empresse arriues in the very heart of the City, a strong guard being planted about her, Trenches, Bulwarkes and Fortifications (inuincible as walles of Iron) being cast, raised vp, and manned against the assaults of her tottred enemies, who brake like so many wilde Irish, and are left without the Citie, onely to rub their backes against the walles. Presently (for more defence) were all the gates shut, the Porcullises let downe, double lockes put to making, thicke barres to hammering, and all ye subtilties which the wit of man could possibly find out, were put in practise to kéepe Money safe within the City. To second which prouident courses proclamations went presently forth to banish all those that were like to be of Pouerties company, for feare they should reuolt in time of most néede, wherupon many thousands, with bagge and baggage, were compelled to leaue the citie, and cling onely to the Suburbs. In whose roomes Money entertaines rich strangers of al nations, hauing those (that should be) these she puts into office, and traines them vp for Soldiers, to be néerest about her, because shee sées they come well prouided and armed out of forraine countries: and therefore dares trust their diligence against those her halfe-shirted enemies, ye rather because they cannot abide to sée a begger amongst them, especially if he be of their owne nation.

The fires of this dissention growing hotter and hotter on both sides, were more likely to flame more fiercely then to be quenched by the aproach of Pouerty and her ragged regiments, who by her scoutes vnderstanding that the golden Idoll (which so many fooles knéele to) was carryed and kept close within the walles of the City, being as the Pollodium was to Troy, thither she marches with all spéed, but perceiuing all places of entrance barred vp, she pitcheth her tents round about the Suburbs, planteth her artilery against the walles, leuelleth her great ordnance vpon the very wickets of the City gates, and by the sound of trumpet, did often summon Money to appeare in her likenesse, and not to hide her proud & cowardly head. Parlies were nine or ten times called on the Forreners part that dwelt without, but no answere returned from those ye slept within the Frée-dome.

Which scornefull disdaine being taken in snuffe by the poore snakes (who already began to shiuer with cold) Pouertie, (their Ringleader) quickned the chilnesse of ther frozen spirits, by the heate of a braue resolution newly kindled in her owne bloud: for calling Scatter-good her owne Herald, that still rides before her, when any tempest of warre is towards, him she chargeth vpon his life and allegiance, to go to the walles, and boldly to throw in her name, a proud defiance in the very face of Money, telling her, that for the safety of liues (which ly in the ballance of warre) she desires that two onely may arbitrate the quarrell in a Monarchy, and that therefore Pouerty challengeth Money to leaue the City if she dare, and hand to hand to grapple with her. Scatter-good (because he was knowne to be an Herald) was admitted to haue a sight of Money, and vpon first presenting himselfe, very stoutly deliuered his Ladies defiance.

Money was noted to change colour, and to looke excéeding pale, all the while the challenge was breathing forth, either for very anger, or extreame feare, but those that knew her qualities swore it was with anger, and the conclusion iustified their oath, for on a soddaine shaking her golden tresses with a maiesticall brauery, she defied that base defiance in regard the sender was of slauish and beggerly condition. Her selfe being high-borne, of bloud royall, of Noble discent, the other a penurious fugitiue, a méere canting Mort, traytor to all kingdomes, corrupter to all learning, & mother of none but such as are burdensome to euery Common-wealth. They both standing therefore vpon so vnequall bases, Money may by the law of Armes, refuse the combat, and in plaine tearmes did so, disdaining to defile her glorious hands vpon so wretched and infamous an enemy, but with a full oath swore and vowed to weary Pouerty and all her lank-bellied army, by driuing them quite from the gates of the City, or else to hold her and them play within so long, till she and her suncke-eyed company, famish and dye vnder the walles. And for that purpose, albeit she her selfe swim in pleasures and in plenty, and though ye earth opens her wombe liberally, powring forth her blessing to all thankfull creatures, yet will she (onely to vndo them and punish their carkases with pennury and famine, s•…d her precepts into euery shire, to all rich Farmers, Land-lords, and Graziers; that they (by expr•…sse commandement from her and her Lords, vpon their allegiance and loue they owe to Money, and as they are her slaues, vassailes and subiects, cause hard times to be made, onely to pinch the poore Hungarians, and to disable their sallow facd Empresse from once approaching the walles. These words she vttred with indignation, and high colour in her cheekes, and hauing eased the greatnesse of her wrath, commanded the messenger away: yet ere he went (to shew that a true Prince when he wrastleth hardest with his owne passions, should be carefull still of his renowne, fame and honours, she bestowed a golden chaine on Scatter-good, which Pouerty tooke from him, as scorning to sée any fauours (giuen by her enemy) worne by any of her subiects, especially her housholde seruants.

Scarce was the Herald turnd out at the Citty gates but the glorious mother of Plenty, checking her owne great spirit, for giuing her enemy so much cause to triumph ouer her as to proclaime her a coward, was halfe mad with rage at her owne folly, and in that heate of bloud, charged her droms to strike vp, her colours to be spread, her armies to be put in array, and the gates of the City to be set wide open for (in a brauado) she vowed to issue forth, and bid battaile to the beggerly Tartarians that beleagerd her. But her councel (wiser then so) kept her in perforce, doubling the guards about her, and inch•…nting her eare with all the bewitched tunes of musicke to cast her into a slumber till these stormes in her were at quiet, which if they had not done, but had pitched the field, as she once determined, it is by many probabilities) thought, that Pouerty had had a great hand •…uer her, and would haue put her to the worst. They therefore locked her vp, as it were by Iron force, compelling her against her frée-borne nature and condition, to be directed by them, and to lye close for a time, till noble aduantage should call her into action: and making present vse of her owne former spéeches, a common councell was called: where by the generall head it was ordered that Hard-heartednesse should haue the keyes of the City in kéeping, his office and charge being, not to suffer Money to goe out of the gates, though she herselfe in proper person commanded it, and was further ordained that precepts should presently be drawne, into all Shires, Countries and Cities. The tenor of which precepts followeth.

BY THE QUEENE OF GOLD AND SILUER.

TO all and Singular our Shires, Countries, Cities, Corporations, Townes, Villages Hamblets, &c. by what name or title soeuer, to whom these presents shall come, and to all you our obedient Subiects, Slaues and Vassailes, commonly stiled by the names of Money-mongers, viz. rich Farmers, yong Land-lords, Engrossers, Graziers, Forestallers, Hucksters Haglers, &c. with all the residue of our industrious, hearty & louing people, in all or any of these our shires or places formerly recited, either now resident, or at any time or times hereafter to be resident, greeting.

These are to will and require you vpon especial and expresse commandement deliuered in our owne person, and as you will answere the contrary at your vtmost perrils. First that you (the said rich Farmers) by your best power, meanes, sleights, pollicies, by-waies, and thrifty endeuours, cast all the nets you can, to get all manner of graine that growes within your reach, and being so gotten to aduance, raise, and heighthen the prices of them, worke vpon the least inch of aduantage, make vse of all seasons, hot, cold, wet, dry, foule or faire, in one rainy weeke your wheate may swell from foure shillings the bushell, to six shillings, seuen shillings, nay eight shillings. Sweepe whole markets before you, as you passe through one towne, if you finde the corne (like mens consciences, and womens honesties) low-prized, & sell the same in other townes when the price is enhanced. Let the times be deere, though the grounds be fruitfull, and the Markets kept empty though your barnes (like Cormorants bellies) breake their butten-holes, and rather then any of Pouerties soldiers, who now range vp and downe the kingdome, besieging our Cities, & threatning the confusion, spoile and dishonour both of you and vs, should haue bread to relieue them. I charge you all vpon your allegiance, to hoord vp your corne till it be musty, and then bring it forth to infect these needy Barbarians, that the rot, scuruy, or some other infectious pestilent disease, may run through the most part of their enfeebled army: Or if I, who may command, may perswade you, let mice and rats rather bee feasted by you, and fare well in your garners, then the least and weakest amongst Pouerties starued infantery, should get but one mouthfull, let them leape at crusts, it shall be sport enough for vs and our wealthy subiects about vs, to laugh at them whilest they nibble at the baite, and yet be choaked with the hooke.

Next, we will and command, that you the young Land-lords, who haue cause to go dancing to Church after your old rotten fathers funerals, with all might & main stretch your rents, til the heart strings of those that dwell in them be ready to cracke in sunder. Racke your poore neighbours, call in old leases, and turne out old tenants, those which your forefathers haue suffered quietly to enioy their liuings, and thereby to raise fat commodities to themselues, and begger families: Change you their coppy, cancell their old euidences, race out all workes of charity, vndoe them in a minute, that haue stood the stormes of many an Age, make the most of your riches, and the least of such poore snakes. When you let your land, carry many eies in your head, looke into euery acre, into euery bush, euery ditch, euery turfe, wey euery blade of grasse to the full, that those who take it, may saue nothing by it no not so much as shall keepe a black-bird, or a sparrow, turne forty pence an acre, into forty shillings, and laugh at the simplicity of your forefathers, make bitter iests vpon your dead Gaffers, now you are made gentlemen of the first head, though it be by their digging in muck-hils, & in your Queanes company pittie the capacity of the kerzy stockingd WHORESONS, for not hauing so much wit to raise profit as you their sonnes haue, nor had euer the meanes to spend it so fast.

Thirdly our high pleasure is, that all you Engrosers of what name soeuer, buy vp the prime and pride of all commodities, that done, keepe them in your hands, to cause a dearth, and in the time of deerenes, marke them with what price you list. First and principally, I charge you, as you loue me, and for my only sake, who haue euer beene good Lady to you all, that in times of plenty you transport your corne, butter, cheese and all needfull commoditiess into other countries, of purpose to famish and impouerish these hated whining wretches, that lye vpon the hands of your Owne. Hire ware-houses, Vaults vnder ground, and cellers in the City, and in them imprison all necessary prouision for the belly, till the long nailes of famine breake open the dores, but suffer not you those treasured victuals, to haue their free liberties till you may make what prey you please of the buyers and cheapners. At which time I will prepare a certaine people that shall giue you your owne asking, and buy vp all you bring by the great, who shall afterwards sell it deerer then it was bought, by three parts, of purpose to choake this starueling scallion-eaters, whose breath is stinking in my nosthrils, and able to infect a quarter of the world. The people whom thus I promise to haue in a readines, are well knowne what they are, some call them Huksters or Haglers, but they are to me as honest Purueyers and Takers, and these politicke smooth faced Harpyes, shall out of a dearth raise a second deerenesse.

These and such like omitting my precepts, to Bakers, whose vpright dealing is not now to be weied, no, nor stood vpon, are the effects of my pleasure, which on your allegiance to me your Empresse, I strictly command you to obserue and put in practise.

No sooner was this precept drawne, but it went polt into ye country, no sooner was it read there, but the world was new moulded, yet some say it neuer looked with a more illfauoured face. The Farmers clapt their hands, Braziers went vp and downe fhrugging their shoulders, Land-lords set all the Scriueners in the country to worke to draw leases, conueiances, defeisances, and I know not what, in thrée market daies, dearth was made Clearke of the maket, the rich Curmudgeons made as though they were sorry; but the poore Husbandman looked heauily, his wife wrang her hands, his children pined, his hyndes grumbled, his leane ouer-wrought Iades bit on the bridle. They, who were in fauour with Money, and were on her side, sped wel enough; but Pouerties people were driuen to ye wal, or rather downe into the kennell: for corne skipt from foure to ten shillings a bushell, from ten to twelue shillings, stones of béefe began to be pretious, and for their price had béene w•…rne in rings, but that the stone cutter spoiled them in the grinding. Mutten grew to be déere, two crownes a buttocke of péefe, and halfe a crowne a wholesome breast of mutton, euery thing (to say truth) riz, except desert and honesty, & they could find nothing to rise by.

Pouerty was somewhat grieued, (but little dismayed) at these tyrranous, Godlesse and base procéedings of her enemy, because she herselfe and most of her army, haue béene old Seruitors to the warres, and béen familiarly acquainted with Emptinesse and Necessity, casting therefore all her troopes into seuerall rings, she went from one to one, and in the middest of each, councelled them all not to be disheartened, but with her to endure what miseries soeuer, sithence she would venture formost and fardest in any danger that could come vpon them. She told them by way of encouragement, that whereas Money (their daring enemy) brags that she is the daughter to the Sun, and Duéene of both the Indies. It is not so: for she is but of base birth bred, and begotten onely of the earth, whom she cannot deny to be her mother: and albeit it cannot be gainsayed, but that by her griping of riches into her hands, she is owner of many faire buildings, parkes, forrests, &c. Yet doth she oftentimes so farre forget her high birth, (whereof shee vainly boasteth and those beauties of which a company of old Misers, Churles, & penny-fathers are with dotage enamoured, that now and then (like a base common harlot) she will lye with a Cobler, a Car-man, a Collier, nay with the Diuels owne sonne and heire, a very damned broker, with these will she ly whole yeares together, they shall handle her, embrace her, abuse her, and vse her body after any villainous manner to satisfie their insatiable lust, whereas on the contrary part, quoth she, I that am your leader, famous ouer all the world, by my name and stile of Pouerty, vnder whose ensignes, full of rents, as tokens of seruice and honour, you all are now come to fight, am well known to be a Princesse, neither so dangerous, nor so base as Money shewes herselfe to be. Money makes all seruice done to her a very bondage in them that do it: those whom she fanours most, are her onely slaues; but Pouerty giues all her subiects liberty to range whither they list, to speake what they list, and to do what they list, her easist impositions are burdens, but the burdens which I throw vpon any, grow light by being borne. Who hath béene the Foundresse of Hospitals but I? who hath brought vp Charity but I? am not I the mother of Almes-déedes, and the onely nurse of Deuotion? do not I inspire Poets with those sacred raptures that bind men, how dull and brutish soeuer, to listen to their powerfull charmes, and so to become regular? doe not I sharpen their inuention, and put life into their verse? And whereas Money vaunts and beares her head high, by reason of her glorious and gallant troops that attend her, you all know, and the whole world can witnes with you, that Kings, Lords, Knights, Gentlemen, Aldermen, with infinite others that were her déerest and wantonnest minions, haue vtterly forsaken her and her lasciuious pleasures, onely to liue with Pouerty (your Quéene) though now she be a little derected in the eye of the world, though not in her owne worth.

Thus she spake, and her spéeches kindled such fires of resolution in the hearts of her soldiers, that the Allarum was strucke vp, Ordnance planted for Batterie, scaling Ladders made ready, and all the instruments of terrour and death put in tune, which were set to be played vpon at the assault of a Cittie. They that kept their dennes like Foxes in their holes, slept not, hearing such thundring: but armed themselues with as braue resolution to defend, as the other had to inuade.

It was excellent musicke (considering how many discords there were) to heare how euery particular reg•…nent in Pouerties Camp, threatned to plague the Gold-finches of the Cittie, and to pluck their feathers, if euer they made a breach. Taylors swore to tickle the Mercers, & measure out their Sattins & veluets without a yard before their faces, when the prowdest of them all should not dare to say Bo to a Taylors Goose. Shoomakers, had a spite to none but the rich Curriers, and swore with their very awle, to flea off their skins (and the Tanners) ouer their eares, like old dead rabbets. Euery souldier prickt downe one Gold-smiths name or another, or else the signe in stead of ye name, as the Goate, the Vnicorne, the Bull, the Hart. &c. swearing damnable oathes to pisse in nothing but siluer, in méere scorne, because he had oftentimes walked by a stall, when his téeth hath watred at the golden bits lying there: yet could not so much as licke his lips after them. There was one little d•…arfish Cobler with a bald pate, and a nose indented like a scotch saddle, who tooke bread and salt, and praid God it might be his last, if he ran not ouer all the fine dames that withstoode him, in blacke reuenge that hee neuer had their custome in his shop, because it could neuer be found out or séene, that any of them did euer treade her shooe awry. And thus as they without shot their terrible threatnings into the aire, so did those within, laugh to thinke how they should domineere ouer the shake-rags, if ye warres might but cease.

All this while were trenches cast vp of a great height by the Poldauies, to saue them from shot of the walles, whilst Pouerties Pioners had digd at least a quarter of a mile vnder the earth, and the mine with gun powder to blow vp one quarter of the Cittie: But this béeing quickly descryed, was as spéedily preuented by a countermine, so that all that labour tooke not such fire as was expected: yet went the Artillerie off on both sides, wilde fire flew from one to another, like squibs when Doctor Faustus goes to the diuell, arrowes flew faster then they did at a catte in a basket, whe¯ Prin•…Arthur, or the Duke of Shordich strucke vp the drumme in the field, many bullets were spent, but no breach into Monies quarters could be made: they that fought vnder her cullers were very wary, polliticke, strong, and valiant, yet would they not venture forth but on great aduantages, because they had somthing to loose, but Pouerties wild Bandetti, were desperate, carelesse of danger, gréedy of spoile, and durst haue torne the diuell out of his skinne to haue had their willes of Money, but Night (like a surly constable) commanding them to depart in peace, and to put vp their tooles. This assault (which was the first) gaue ouer, euery Captaine retyring to his place, the Desperueines (of Pouerties side) comming off at this time with the most losse.

Few attempts were after made to any purpose: onely certain yong prodigall Heires, who (as voluntaries) maintained themselues in seruice vnder Money, were appointed to be light-horsemen for discouery of the enemies forces (as she lay incamped) who now and then in a few light skirmishes had the honour to issue forth, and to set vpon the Assailants that beleagured the Cittie: but Pouertie still draue them either in to their owne shame, or else had them in execution (euen in despight of the Cittie forces) and put them euer to the worst.

The Gold-beaters (who knew themselues on a sure ground within the walles) lingred of purpose, and would neuer bring it to a battaile, onely to wearie the aduersarie, whom they meant to vndoe by delay, because she could not hold out long for want of victuals. They within cared not though ten thousand diuels amongst them, so Money (their mistresse) whom they worshipped as a God, would not leaue their company, and the rascoll Déere that (without the walles) were euery howre hunted out of breath, vowed to eate vp one another, before they would raise ye Seige, and be hanged vp like Dogs (at the Cittie gates) for they were now accounted no better then dogs, but they would haue their peniworths out of Money for a number of wro¯gs which by her meanes they had endured, when she hath seene them and their children ready to starue, yet scornd to reléeue their necessities. Thus both their stomacks beeing great, and aswell the defendants as the assailents resolutely confirmed to stand vpon their guard, and to stay the vtmost of any miserie that could waite vppon a lingring warre: behold the rich-plumde estridges, who had most fethers on their backes, and least cause to murmure, began to mutinie amongst themselues, the imprisoning of Money (their sole soueraigne) so close within stony battlements, did not shew well: they were loyall subiects to her, & would frée both her & themselues, vnlesse she might vse her sports and princely pleasures, as she had wont, Mercers had their shops musty, and their silkes moldie for want of customers, Goldsmiths had their plate hid in cellors, where it lay most richly, but looked more pittifully and with worse cullour, then prisoners lying in the hole. Haberdashers had more hats then they could finde heads to weare them, if they had béene such arrant blockes them selues to haue giuen their wares away, trades had no doings, all the men were out of heart by beeing kept in, and all the women ready to be spoyled for want of walking to their Gardens: Euerie one spent & spent, but who tasted the sweetenes? In stead of selling their wares, they plyed nothing now but getting of children, and scowring of péeces. In stead of what doe you lacke? was heard Arme, Arme, Arme. This géere was to be looked into, and therefore they desired their gratious Empresse (Money) not to lye lasing thus in a chamber, but either that she would be more stirring, that they (her Subiects might haue better stirrings too, and (opening the Cittie gates) to fight it out brauely, or else they vowed there were at least ten thousand) whose names stood now in her Muster booke) that shortly if this world lasted, would shut vp their dores, shew her a faire paire of héeles, and from her fly into the hands of Pouertie their enemie.

Upon the necke of this, came likewise a supplication from certaine troopes of Uintners without the Barres, Inkéepers, common Uictuallers and such like, who plaid ye iackes on both sides, and were indéede Neuters, a linsey-wolsey people, that tooke no part, but stood indifferent betwéene Money, and Pouerty, the tenor of which petition presents it selfe thus to the world.

THE PITTIFULL PETITION OF VINTNERS, VICTUALLERS, INKEEPERS, &C. WITHOUT THE BARRES:

TO THE GREAT EMPRESSE OF OLD MENS HARTS, AND YONG MENS PLEASURES, YCLIPPED MONEY.

HVMBLY sueth to your currant Excellency, your vncustomd drooping Suppliants, the Vintners, and Innekeepers, and others of the Ale-draperie, that are bard out of the Cittie: Whereas through the extreame deadnesse of time and terme, we all run backward in our condition, hauing great rents to pay, and greater scores, which will neuer bee paid, guests now being glad if they can make vs take chalke for cheese, our wines lying dead vpon our hands, and complaining for want of good doings: we our selues making many signes to passengers, but few comming at vs, and hanging vp new bushes, yet hauing onely beggers hansell, trimming our roomes for no better men then Barbers and Taylors, a rapierscarce beeing seene in a veluet scabert within 40. yards of our precincts.



 Quis talia fando,

Myrmidonum, Dolopumue, aut duri miles Vlissi Temperet a lachrimis!

O Neither the Mermaide, nor the Dolphin, nor he at mile-end greene, can when he list be in good temper when he lackes his mistres (that is to say Money.)

May it therefore please thee (O thou pay-mistresse to all the fidlers that should haunt our howses, if thou wouldest put them in tune) to send (at least) some of thy Harpers to sound their nine-penic musicke in our eares, but we rather humbly beg it, that thou wouldest enrich vs with thy Angellike-presence, be no longer percullized vp in the Citie, visit the subburbes, against thy comming all her cawseies shall be paued & made euen, how broken soeuer her conscience be left and vnmended. Our houses stand emptie, as if the plague were in them, onely for want of thee, our Drawers cannot be drawne to any goodnesse, nor our Hostlers to deale honestly with horse or man, onely by reason of thee: Issue therefore forth amongst good fellows, that will sooner fight for the•…, then those snudges & miserable cormorants that now feede vpon thee.

This lamentable supplication (together with the feare of a mutiny amongst her soldiers) so wrought with the Empresse, that (cleane against the pers•…uasion of her councell) she determined to leaue the Cittie, and to march into the •…ield: hereupon her Army Royall was set in order, to the intent she might take a full view of all her Colonels, Generals, Captaines and men of warre. She went from squadron to squadron, not so much delighting her owne eies beholding so many thousands ready to fight in her defence, as they were gréedy to enioy her presence, which with braue encouragement lifted vp the deadest spirit, all swore to follow her, none to leaue her, or if any did, a curse was laid vpon him to die a begger.

The first regiment consisted of Courtiers, some of them being Lords (who came very well prouided) some Knights, (but most of the valiant knights that were true soldiers indéed, serued in the other armie (Conncellors at Law gaue directions where to encampe, what ground was best to defend themselues and annoy the foe, by what trickes and stratagems to circumuent her, how to leade the Troopes on, how to come off, and by plaine demonstration shewed how easie it was to put Pouertie to her shifts, and to haue her & her troopes in execution, if Money would be pleased to say the word, and for that purpose they made orations to set the armies together by the eares, which accordingly tooke effect, Attorneys were very busie, and serued as Clarkes to the Bandes, running vp and downe from one rancke to another expressing a kinde of puzled and dizzie distraction in all their businesses.

But that which made the best shew of all, was a lane of Brokers, who handled their Pieces passing well, & were old dog at a marke, they had skill in any weapon, Musket, Caliuer, Petronel, Harguibusse, a Crock, Po•…lax, Holbert, Browne-bill, Pike, Dimilance, sword, Bow and arrowes, nothing came amisse to them, and which was most strange they fought by the Booke, at a breach none so forward as they, they had beene at the ransacking of many a house, and would vndertake to vndoe all the troopes that were led by Pouertie. These Brokers were armed with thrumd cappes, (but they should haue had Murrions) and those they •…ore to keepe their wits from taking cold: for they had all diuellish heads, and were suited in sparke of veluet Iackets with out sleeues, tust taffatie bréeches, c•…ose to them like Irish Stroozes, Sattin doublets with sagging bellies, as if bagpuddins had bumbasted them, and huge dutch Ald•…mens sleeues, a•…ed strongly with back péeces of canuas, dugeon daggers instead of Pistols hanging by their sides, •…ine peird silke stockens on their legs, tyed vp smoothly with caddis garters, all which had béene taken as spoiles from the other Armie.

The Inuader vnderstanding that the quarrell would be decided in a pitcht field, and that crackt crownes would be both giuen and taken on either side, grew exceeding ioyfull: and therefore calling for Sharker (one of her boldest & wittiest Heralds) him she sent to Money, to know where the Rendeuous should be made for both armies to meete in, and what péece of ground should be best famous to posterities by their battaile. Money tooke aduice vpon this, most of her old beaten Captaines, laboured earnestly to haue it at Bagshot, but all the gallants cryed baw waw at him that named Bagshot, so that for a quarter of an hower, none could be heard to speake, there was such a Baw wawing. The Herald Sharker, in name of his Mistresse, who sent him, requested it might be at beggers bush. But euery soldier swore that was a lowzy place, and so for a day or two, it rested vncertaine and vndetermined.

In which Interim, a murmuring went vp and downe that not onely Pouorty had maintained this terrible Siege against the City, but that Dearth also, Famine and the Plague, were lately ioyned with the same Army, besides many strange and incurable diseases were crept into the camp, that followed Money: for Ryot her minion, was almost spent, and lay in a consumption. A hundred in a company were drowned in one night in French bowles: fiue tunes as many more were tormented with a terrible gnawing about their consciences. All the Usurers in the Army had hung themselues in chaines, within lesse then three howers, and all the Brokers, being their Bastards, went crying vp and downe, The Diuell, the Diuell, and thereupon because they should not disquiet the rest of the Soldiers, they were fetched away. These and such other vnexpected mischifes, put Money into many feares, doubts and distractions, so that she inwardly wished that these vnlucky warres had either nener béene begun, or else that they were well ended, by the conclusion, if it might be, of some honourable peace.

And as these stormes of misery fell vpon Money and her troopes, so was the army of Pouerty plagued as much, or more on the other side: nothing could be heard amongst the Souldiers but cries, complaints, cursings, blasphemies, Oathes, and ten thousand other blacke and damned spirits, which euer hawnted them and their Generall herselfe. Want pinched them in the day, and wildnesse and rage kept them waking and raueing all the night. Their soules were desperate, their bodies consumed, they were weary of their liues, yet compelled to liue for furder miseries, and nothing did comfort them but a foolish hope they had to be reuenged vpon Money. So that so many plagues, so many diseases, so many troubles and inconueniencies following both the armies (by meanes of the tedious Siege) a perpetuall truce, league and confederacy was confirmed by Money and Pouerty, and the councellors on either part: that in euery Kingdome, euery Shire, and euery City, the one should haue as much to doe as the other: that Pouerties subiects should be euer in a redinesse (as the Switzers are for pay) to fight for Money, if she craued their aid, & that Money againe should help them whensoeuer they did néede: and that sithence they were two Nations so mighty and so mingled together, and so dispersed into all parts of the world, that it was impossible to seuer them. A law was presently enacted, that Fortune should no longer bee blinde, but that all the Doctors and Surgeons should by waters, and other m•…s helpe her to eies, that she maight see those vpon whom shee bestowes her blessings, because fooles are serued at her doalewith riches, which they know not how to vse, & wise men are sent away like beggers from a misers gate with empty wallets.

The Armies hereupon brake vp, the Siege raised, the Citty gates set wide open. Shop-keepers fell to their old, What doe you lacke: The rich men feast one another (as they were wont) and the poore were kept poore still in pollicy, because they should doe no more hurt.

FINIS.


O PER SE O. OR A NEW CRYER OF LANTHORNE AND CANDLE-LIGHT

Being an Addition, or Lengthening, of the Bell-mans Second Night-walke.
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In which, are Discouered those Villanies, which the Bell-man (because hee went ith darke) could not see: now laid open to the world.

Together With the shooting through the arme vsed by counterfeit Souldiers: The making of the great Soare, (commonly called The great Cleyme:) The Mad-mens markes: Their phrase of Begging: The Articles and Oathes giuen to the Fraternitie of Roagues, Vagabonds, and sturdy Beggers at their Meetings.

And last of all, A new Canting-Song.

Printed at London for Iohn Busbie, and are to be sould at his shop in S. Dunstans Church-yard in Fleete-street. 1612.

TO MY OWNE NATION.

Readers,

AFTER it was proclaymed abroad, that (vnder the conduct of the Bel-man of London) new Forces were (once more) to be leauied against certaine Wilde and barbarous Rebels, that were vp in armes against the tranquilitie of the Weale-publicke: It cannot be told what numbers of voluntaries offred themselues daily to fight against so common, so bold, so strange, and so dangerous an enemie. Light horse men came in hourely with discouery where these Mutiners lay intrenched: deliuering (in briefe notes of intelligence) who were their Leaders, how they went armed, and that they serued both on horse and foote: onely their Strengths could not be discried, because their Numbers were held infinite. Yet instructions were written, and sent euery minute by those that were fauourers of Goodnesse, shewing what militarie discipline the Foe vsed in his battailes, and what Forts (if he were put at any time to flight) he would retire to; what stratagems he would practise, and where he did determine to lye in Ambuscado. They that could not serue in person, in this Noble quarrell, sent their Auxiliary Forces, well armed with Counsell. So that the Bel-man (contrary to his hopes) seeing himselfe so strongly and strangely seconded by friends, doth now brauely aduance forward, in maine battalion. The day of encounter is appointed to be in this Michaelmas Tearme: the place, Paules Church-yard, Fleetstreete, and other parts of the Citie. But before they ioyne let me giue you note of one thing, and that is this.

There is an Vsurper, that of late hath taken vpon him the name of the Bel-man, but being not able to maintaine that title, hee doth now call himselfe the Bel-mans brother, his ambition is (rather out of vaine-glory then the true courage of an experienced Souldier) to haue the leading of the Van, but it shall be honor good enough for him (if not too good) to come vp with the Rere. You shall know him by his Habiliments, for (by the furniture he weares) he will be taken for a Beadle of Bridewell. It is thought he is rather a Nevvter then a friend to the cause: and therefore the Bel-man doth here openly protest that hee comes into the field as no fellow in armes with Him.

Howsoeuer it be strucke, or whosoeuer giues the first blow, the victorie depends vpon the valour of you that are the Wings to the Bel-mans army, for which conquest he is in hope you will valiantly fight, sithence the quarrell is against the head of monstrous abuses, and the blowes which you must giue are in defence of Law, Iustice, Order, Ceremonie, Religion, Peace, and that honourable title of Goodnesse.

Saint George I see the two Armies moue forward: and behold, the Bel-man himselfe first chargeth vpon the face of the Enemy, Thus:



A TABLE OF ALL THE MATTERS THAT ARE CONTAINED IN THIS BOOKE.

Cha.

Of Canting.

Cha.

1 What matters were tryed at a Tearme that was in Hell.

2 The proceedings of that Court.

3 A Counsell held in Hell about the Bel-man.

4 A messenger sent from thence with instructions.

Cha. Of Gull-groping.

How Gentlemen are cheated at Ordinaries.

To furnish which feast, these Guests are bidden, viz.

The Leaders.

The Forlorne Hope.

The Eagle.

The Wood-pecker.

The Gull.

The Gull-groper.

Cha. Of Ferreting.

How Gentlemen are vndone by taking vp commodities.

Which Tragedy hath these fiue Acts, viz.

A Tumbler.

Pursenets.

A Ferret.

Rabbet-suckers.

A Warren.

Cha. Of Hawking.

How to catch Birds by the Booke.

Which is done with these fiue Nets, viz.

A Falconer.

A Lure.

A Tercell-Gentle.

A Bird.

A Mongril.

Cha.

Of Iackes of the Clocke-house.

Cha. Of Ranckeriders.

How Inne-keepers and Hackney men are sadled.

To make whom goe a round pace, you must haue

A Colt.

A Snaffle.

A Ring.

Prouander.

Cha.

Of Moone-men.

Cha.

The infection of the Suburbs.

Cha. Of Iynglers.

The villanie of Horse-coursers.

Who consists of  

Iynglers.

Drouers.

Goades.

skip-iackes.

Cha.

Of Iack in a Boxe, or a new kind of cheating, teaching how to change gold into siluer: vnto which is added a Map, by which a man may learne to trauell all ouer England, and haue his charges borne.

Cha.

The Bell mans second Nights walke, in which hee meetes with a number of Monsters that liue in darkenesse.



LANTHORNE AND CANDLE-LIGHT. OR THE BEL-MANS SECOND NIGHTS WALKE.

OF CANTING. HOW LONG IT HATH BEENE A LANGUAGE: HOW IT COMES TO BE A LANGUAGE: HOW IT IS DERIUED: AND BY WHOM IT IS SPOKEN. CHAP. 1.

WHEN all the World was but oneKingdome, all the people in that Kingdome spake but one Language. A man could trauell in those dayes neyther by Sea nor Land, but he met his Countreymen, & none others. Two could not then stand gabling with strange tongues, and conspire together (to his owne face) how to cut a third mans throate, but he might vnderstand them. There was no Spaniard (in that age) to braue his enemie in the rich and loftie Castilian: no Romaine Orator to plead in the Rethoricall and Fluent Latine: no Italian to court his Mistressa in the sweet and amorous Tuscane: no French-man to parley in the full and stately phrase of Orleans no Germaine to thunder out the high and ratling Dutch: the vnfruitfull crabbed Irish, and the voluble significant Welch, were not then so much as spoken of: the quicke Scottish Dialect (sister to the English) had not then a tongue, neyther were the strings of the English speech (in those times) vntyed. When she first learned to speake, it was but a broken language: the singlest and the simplest words flowed from her vtterance; for she dealt in nothing but in Monosillables, (as if to haue spoken words of greater length would haue crackt her voyce) by which meanes her Eloquence was ••rest yet hardest to learne, and so (but for necessitie) not regarded amongst Strangers. Yet afterwards those noblest languages lent her words and phrases, and turning those Borrowings into Good husbandry, shée is now as rich in Elocution, and as abundant, as her prowdest and beststored neighbours.

Whilst thus (as I said before) there was but one Alphabet of Letters for all the world to read by: all the people that then liued, might haue wrought vpon one piece of worke in countries farre distant a sunder, without mistaking one another, and not néeding an Interpreter to run betwéene them. Which thing Nymrod (the first Idolater) perceiuing, and not knowing better how to imploy so many thousand millions of Subiects as bowed before him: a fire of Ambition burned within him, to climbe vp so high that he might sée what was done in heauen. And for that purpose, work-men were summoned from all the corners of the Earth, who presently were set to build the tower ofBabell. But the Maister-workman of this great Vniuerse, (to checke the insolence of such a sawcie builder) that durst raise vp pinnacles equall to his owne (aboue) commanded the selfe-same Spirit, that was both bred in the Chaos, and had maintained it in disorder, to be both Surueyor of those workes, and Comptroller of the Labourers. This Messenger was called Confusion. It was a Spirit swift of sight, & faithfull of seruice. Her lookes wilde, serrible and inconstant: her attire carelesly loose, and of a thousand seuerall colours. In one hand shée gripd an heape of stormes, with which (at her pleasure) she could trouble the waters: in the other she held a whip, to make thrée Spirits that drew her to gallop fast before her: the Spirits names were Treason, Sedition; and Warre, who at euery time when they went abroad; were ready to see Kingdomes in an vproare. She roade vpon a Chariot of clowdes, which was alwayes furnished with Thunder, Lightning, Windes, Raine, Haile-stones, Snow, and all the other Artillerie belonging to the seruice of Diuine Vengeance: and when she spake, her voyce founded like the roaring of many Torrents; voysterously strugling together, for betwéene her iawes did she carry 1000000 tongues.

This strange Linguist stepping to euery artificer that was there at worke, whispered in his eare: whose lookes were there-vpon (presently) with a strange distraction: and on a sodaine, whilst euery man was speaking to his fellow, his language altered, and no man could vnderstand what his fellow spake. They all stared one vpon another, yet none of them all could tell wherefore, so they stared. Their tongues went, and their hands gaue action to their tongues, yet neyther words nor action were vnderstood. It was a noise of a thousand sounds, and yet the sound of the noise was nothing. Hée that spake knew hée spake well: and hée that heard, was madde that the other could speake no better. In the end they grew angry one with another, as thinking they had mocked one another of purpose: so that the Mason was ready to strike the Bricklayer, the Bricklayer to beate out the braines of his Labourer: the Carpenter tooke vp his Are to throw at the Caruer, whilst the Caruer was stabbing at the Smith, because he brought him an Hammer, when hée should haue made him a Chizzell: He that called for Timber had stones laid before him: and when one was sent for Nayles, hée fetcht a Tray of Morter.

Thus Babel should haue béene raized, and by this meanes Babell fell. The Frame could not goe forward, the stuffe was throwne by, the worke-men made holy-day. Euery one packd vp his Tooles to be gone, yet not to goe the same way that he came, but glad was hée, that could méete another whose speech hée vnderstood: for to what place soeuer hee went, others (that ran madding vp and downe) hearing a man speak like themselues, followed onely him: so that they who when the worke began were all Countrey-men, before a quarter of it was finished, fled from one another, s from enemies and strangers. And in this manner did men at the first make vp nations: thus were words coyned into Languages, & out of those Languages haue others béene molded since, onely by the mixture of nations after Kingdomes haue béene subdued. But I am now to speake of a People and a Language, of both which (many thousands of yéeres since that Wonder wrought at Babell) the world till now neuer made mention: yet confusion neuer dwelt more amongst any Creatures. The Bell-man (in his first Voyage which he made for Discoueries) found them to be sauages, yet liuing in an Iland very temperate, fruitfull, full of a noble Nation, rarely gouerned. The Lawes, manners, and habits of these Wild-men are plainly set downe, as it were in a former painted Table. Yet least happily a stranger may looke vpon this second Picture of them, who neuer beheld The first. it shall not be a misse (in this place) to repeate ouer againe, the Names of all the Tribes, into which they Diu•de themselues, both when they Serue abroad in the open fields, and when they lye in garrison within Townes & walled Cities.

AND THESE ARE THEIR RANCKES, AS THEY STAND IN ORDER, VIZ.


	RVFFLERS.

	Vpright-men.

	Hookers, alias Anglers.

	Roagues.

	Wilde Roagues.

	Priggers of Prancers.

	Pallyards.

	Fraters.

	Prigges.

	Swadders.

	Curtals.

	Irish Toyles.

	Swigmen.

	Iarkmen.

	Patri-coes.

	Kitchin-Coes.

	Abraham-men,

	Mad Tom, alias of Bedlam.

	Whip-Iackes.

	Counterfet Crankes.

	Dommerats.

	Glymmerers.

	Bawdy-Baskets.

	Autem Morts.

	Doxies.

	Dells.

	Kinchin-Morts.



Into thus many Regiments are they now deuided: but in former times (aboue foure hundred yeares now past) they did consist of fiue Squadrons onely.

viz.


	1 Cursitors, alias Vagabondes.

	2 Faytors.

	3 Robardsemen.

	4 Draw-latches.

	5 Sturdy Beggars.



And as these people are strange both in names and in their conditions, so doe they speake a Language (proper only to the¯selues) called canting, which is more strange. By none but the souldiers of These tottred bandes, is it familiarly or vsually spoken, yet within lesse then foure-score yeares (now past) not a word of this language was knowen. The first Inuentor of it, was hangd, yet left he apt schollers behind him, who haue reduced that into Methode, which he on his death-bed (which was a paire of gallowes) could not so absolutely perfect as he desired.

It was necessary, that a people (so fast increasing, & so daity practising new & strange Villanies, should borrow to themselues a spéech, which (so néere as they could) none but themselues should vnderstand: & for that cause was this Language, (which some call Pedlers French) Inuented, to thintent that (albeit any Spies should secretly steale into their companies to discouer them) they might fréely vtter their mindes one to another, yet auoide the danger. The language therefore of canting, they study euen from their Infancy, that is to say, from the very first houre, that they take vpón them the names of Kinchin Coes, till they are growne Rufflers, or Vpright-men, which are the highest in degrée amongst the¯.

This word canting séemes to be deriued from the latine verbe (canto) which signifies in English, to sing, or to make a sound with words, that is to say, to speake. And very aptly may canting take his deriuation a cantando, from singing, because amongst these beggerly consorts that can play vpon no better instruments, the language of canting is a king of musicke, and hée that in such assemblies can cant best, is counted the best Musitian.

Now as touching the Dialect or phrase it selfe, I sée not that it is grounded vpon any certaine rules; And no meruaile if it haue none, for sithence both the Father of this new kinde of Learning, and the children that study to speake it after him, haue béene from the beginning and stil are the Breeders and Norishers of al base disorder, in their liuing and in their Manners: how is it possible, they should obserue any Method in their spéech, and especialy in such a Language, as serues but onely to vtter discourses of villanies?

And yet (euen out of all that Irregularity, vnhansomnesse, and fountaine of Barbarisme) doe they draw a kinde of forme: and in some wordes, (aswell simple as compounds) retaine a certaine salte, tasting of some wit, and some Learning. As for example, they call a cloake (in the canting tongue) a Togeman, and in Latin, Toga signifies a gowne, or an vpper garment. Pannam is bread: & Panis in Lattin is likewise bread, cassan is chéese, and is a word barbarously coynde out of the substantiue caseus, which also signifies chéese. And so of others.

Then by ioyning of two simples, doe they make almost all their compounds. As for example: Nab (in the canting tongue) is a head, and Nab-cheate, is a hat, or a cap: Which word cheate, being coupled to other wordes, stands in very good stead, and does excellent seruice: For a Smelling cheate, signifies a Nose: a Prat-ling cheate, is a tongue Crashing cheates, are téeth: Hearing. cheates are Eares: Fambles are Hands: and there vpon a ring is called a Fambling chete. A Muffling chete, signifies a Napkin. A Belly chete, an Apron: A Grunting chete, A Pig: A Cackling Chete, a Cocke or a Capon: A Quacking chete, a ducke: A Lowghing chete, a Cow: A Bleating chete, a Calfe, or a Shéepe: and so may that word be marryed to many others besides.

The word Coue, or Cofe, or Cuffin, signifies a Man, a Fellow, &c. But differs something in his propertie, according as it méetes with other wordes: For a Gentleman is called a Gentry Coue, or Cofe: A good fellow is a Bene Cofe: a Churle is called, a Quier Cuffin; Quier signifies naught, and Cuffin (as I said before) a man: and in Canting they terme a Iustice of peace, (because hée punisheth them belike) by no other name then by Quier cuffin, that is to say, a Churle, or a naughty man. And so, Ken signifing a house, they call a prison, a Quire Ken, that is to say, an ill hous.

Many péeces of this strange coyne could I shew you, but by these small stampes, you may iudge of the greater.

Now because, a Language is nothing els, then heapes of wordes, orderly wouen and composed together: and that (within so narrow a circle as I haue drawne to my selfe) it is impossible to imprint a Dictionarie of all the Canting phrases: I will at this time not make you surfet on too much, but as if you were walking in a Garden, you shall openly plurke here a flower, and there another, which (as I take it) will bemore delightfull then if you gathered them by handfulls.

But before I lead you into that walke, stay and heare a Canter in his owne language, making Rithmes, albeit (I thinke) those tharmes of Poesie which (at the first) made the barbarous tame, and brought them ciuillity, can (vpon these sauage Monsters) worke no such wonder. Yet thus hée sing• (vpon demaund whether any of his owne crue did come that way) to which hée answers, yes (quoth he.)



CANTING RITHMES.

ENOUGH with bowsy Coue maund Nace,

Tour the Patring Coue in the Darkeman Case,

Docked the Dell, for a Coper meke,

His watch shall feng a Prounces Nab-chere,

Cya••m, by Salmon, and thou shalt pek my Iere,

In thy Ga•, for my watch it is nace gere.

For the beene bowse my watch hath a win, &c.

This short Lesson I leaue to be constraued by him that is desirous to try his skill in the language, which he may use by helpe of the following Dictionary; into which way that he may more readily come, I will translate into English, this broken French that followes in prose. Two Canters hauing wrangled a while about some idle quarrell at length growing friends, thus one of them speakes to the other. viz.

A CANTER IN PROSE.

STOWE you beene Cofe; and cut benar whiddes and bing wee to Rome vile, to nip a boung: so shall wee haue lowre for the bowsing ken, and when wee beng back to the Dewese a vile, wee will filch some Dudes, off the Ruffmans, or mill the Ken for a lagge of Dudes.

Thus in English.

Stowe you beene cofe: hold your peace good fellow,

And cut bena• whiddes: and speake better words.

And bing we to Romevile: and goe we to London.

To nip a boung: to cut a purse.

So shall we haue lowre: so shall we haue mony.

For the bowsing Ken, for the Ale house.

And when wee bing back: and when we come backe.

To the Dewse-a-vile: into the Country.

Wee will filch some dudes: we will filth some clothes,

Off the Ruffmans: from the hedges,

Or mill the Ken: or rob the house,

For a lagge of Duddes: for a bucke of clothes,



NOW TURNE TO YOUR DICTIONARY.

AND because you shall not haue one dish twice set before you, none of those Canting wordes that are englished before, shal here be found: for our intent is to frast you with varietie.

THE CANTERS DICTIONARIE.


	AVTEM, a church.

	Autem-mort, a married woman.

	Boung, a purse.

	Borde, a shilling.

	Halfe a Borde, six pence.

	Bowse, drinke.

	Bowsing Ken, an Ale-house.

	Bene, good.

	Beneship, very good:

	Bufe, a Dogge.

	Bing a wast, get you hence.

	Caster, a cloake.

	A Commission, a shirt.

	Chates, the Gallowes.

	To cly the Ierke, to be whipped.

	To cut, to speake.

	To cut bene, to speake gently.

	To cut bene whiddes, to speake good wordes,

	To cut quier whiddes, to giue euill language.

	To Cant, to speake.

	To couch a Hogshead, to lye downe a sléepe.

	Drawers, Hosen.

	Dudes, clothes.

	Darke mans, the night.

	Dewse-a-vile, the country,

	Dup the Giger, open the dore.

	Fambles, hands.

	Fambling Chete, a King.

	Flag, a Goat.

	Glasiers, eyes.

	Gan, a mouth.

	Gage, a Quart pot.

	Grannam, Corne.

	Gybe, a writing.

	Glymmer, fire.

	Gigger, a doore.

	Gentry Mort, a Gentlewoman.

	Gentry cofes Ken, a Noblemans house.

	Harman beck, a Constable.

	Harmans, the Stockes.

	Heaue a bough, rob a Booth.

	Iarke, a Seale.

	Ken, a House.

	Lage of Dudes, a Bucke of Clothes.

	Libbege, a Bed.

	Lowre, money.

	Lap, Butter, Milke, or Whay.

	Libkin, a House to lye in.

	Lage, Water.

	Light-mans, the day.

	Mynt, Golde.

	A Make, a Halfe-penny.

	Margery prater, a Henne.

	Mawnding, asking.

	To Mill, to steale.

	Mill a Ken, rob a house.

	Nosegent, a Nunne.

	Niggling, companying with a woman.

	Pratt, a Buttocke.

	Peck, meate.

	Poplars, Pottage.

	Prancer, a Horse.

	Prigging, Riding.

	Patrico, a Priest.

	Pad, a way.

	Quaromes, a body.

	Ruff-peck, Bacon.

	Roger, or Tib of the Buttry, a Goose.

	Rome-vile, London.

	Rome-bowse, Wine.

	Rome-mort, a Queane.

	Ruffmans, the woodes, or bushes.

	Ruffian, the Diuell.

	Stampes: legges.

	Stampers? shooes.

	Slate: a shéete.

	Skew: a cup.

	Salomon: the masse.

	Stuling ken: a house to receiue stolne goods.

	Skipper: a barne.

	Strommel, straw.

	Smelling chete, an Orchard or Garden.

	To scowre the Cramp-ring: to weare boults.

	Stalling: making or ordeyning.

	Tryning: hanging.

	To twore: to sée.

	Wyn: a penny.

	Yarum: milke.



And thus haue I builded vp a little Mint, where you may coyne wordes for your pleasure. The payment of this was a debt: for the Belman at his farewell (in his first Round which hée walkd) promised so much. If hée kéepe not touch, by tendring the due Summe, he desires forbearance, and if any that is more rich in this Canting commodity will lend him any more, or any better, hée will pay his loue double: In the meane time, receiue this, and to giue it a little more weight, you shall haue a Canting song, wherein you may learne, how This cursed Generation pray, or (to speake truth) curse such Officers as punish them.



A Canting song.

THE Ruffin cly the nab of the Harman beck,

If we mawnd Pannam, lap, or Ruff pecke,

Or poplars of yarum: he cuts, bing to the Ruffmans,

Or els he sweares by the light-mans,

To put our stamps in the Harmans.

The ruffian cly the ghost of the Harmanbeck,

If we heaue a booth we cly the Ierke.

If we niggle, or mill a bowsing Ken,

Or nip a boung that has but a win,

Or dup the giger of a Gentry cofes ken,

To the quier cuffing we bing,

And then to the quier Ken, to scowre the Cramp-ring,

And then to the Trinde on the chutes, in the lightmans

The Bube & Ruffian cly the Harman beck & harmans.

Thus Englished.

THE Diuell take the Constables head,

If we beg Bacon, Butter-milke or bread,

Or Pottage, to the hedge he bids vs hie,

Or sweares (by this light) ith stocks we shall lie.

The Deuill haunt the Constables ghoast,

If we rob but a Booth, we are whipt at a poast.

If an Ale-house we rob, or be tane with a Whore,

Or cut a purse that has iust a penny and no more,

Or come but stealing in at a Gentlemans dore,

To the Iustice straight we goe,

And then to the Iayle to be shackled: And so,

To be hangd on the gallowes ith day time: the pox

And the Deuill take the Constable and his stocks.

We haue Canted (I feare) too much, let vs now giue eare to the Bel-man, and heare what he speaks in english.



THE BEL-MANS SECOND NIGHTS WALKE. CHAP. II.

IT was Terme time in hell (for you must vnderstand, a Lawyer liues there aswell as héere:) by which meanes don Lucifer (being the iustice for that Countie, where the Brimstone mines are) had better dooings and more rapping at his gates, then all the Doctors and unpericall Quack-saluers of ten Cities haue at theirs in a great plague time. The hall where these Termers were to try their causes, was very large and strongly built, but it had one fault, it was so hot that people could not indure to walk there: Yet to walke there they were compelled, by reason they were drawne thither vpon orcasions, and such iustling there was of one another, that it would haue grieued any man to be in the thronges amongst me. Nothing could be heard but noise, and nothing of that noise be vnderstood, but that it was a sound, as of men in a kingdome, when on a sodaine it is in an vprore. Euery one brabled with him that he walked with, or if hée did but tell his tale to his Councell, heè was so eager in the very deliuery of that tale, that you would haue sworne hée did brabble: and such gnashing of téeth there was when aduersaries met together, that the fyling of ten thousand Sawes cannot yéeld a sound more horrible. The Iudge of the Court had a diuelish countenance, and as cruell he was in punishingthose that were condemned by Lawe, as he was crabbed in his lookes, whilst he sat to heare their tryals.

But albeit there was no pittie to be expected at his hands, yet was hée so vpright in iustice, that none could euer fasten bribe vpon him, for hée was ready and willing to heare the cryes of all commers. Neither durst any Pleader (at the infernall Barre) or any officer of the Court, exact any Fée of Plaintiffes, and such as complained of wrongs and were opprest: but onely they paide that were the wrong dooers, those would they sée dambd ere they should get out of their fingers, such fellowes they were appointed to vexe at the very soule.

The matters that here were put in sute, were more then could be bred in twentie Vacations, yet should a man be dispached out of hand. In one Terme hée had his Iudgement, for heare they neuer stand vpon Returnes, but presently come to Triall. The causes decided here are many; the Clients that complaine many; the Counsellors (that plead till they be hoarse,) many; the Attornies (that runne vp and downe,) infinite; the Clarkes of the Court, not to be numbred. All these haue their hands full; day and night are they so plagued with the bawling of Clients, that they neuer can rest.

The Inck where-with they write, is the blood of Coniurers: they haue no Paper, but all things are engrossed in Parchment, and that Parchment is made of Scriueners skinnes flead off, after they haue béene punished for Forgerie: their Standishes are the Seuls of Vsurers: their Pennes, the bones of vnconscionable Brokers, and hard-hearted Creditors, that haue made dice of other mens bones, or else of periured Excecutors and blind Ouer-séeers, that haue eaten vp Widdowes and Orphanes to the bare bones: and those Pennes are made of purpose without Nebs, because they may cast Incke but slowly, in mockery of those, who in their life time were slowe in yéelding drops of pitty.

Would you know what actions are tried here? I will but turne ouer the Recordes, and read them vnto you as they hang vpon the Fyle.

The Courtier is sued héere, and condemned for Ryots.

The Soldier is sued héere, and condemned for murders.

The Scholler is sued héere, & condemned for Heresies.

The Citizen is sued héere, and condemned for the Citiesinnes.

The Farmer is suedchéere vpon Penal Statutes, and condemned for spoyling the Markets.

Actions of batterie are brought against Swaggerers, and héere they are bound to the peace.

Actions of Waste are brought against Drunkards and Epicures, and héere they are condemned to begge at the Grate for one drop of colde water to coole their tongues, or one crum of breade to stay their hunger, yet are they denyed it.

Harlots haue processe sued vpon them héere, and are condemned to Howling, to Rottennesse and to Stench. No Actes of Parliament that haue passed the Vpperhouse, can be broken, but here the breach is punished, and that seuerely, and that suddenly: For here they stand vpon no demurres; no Audita Queraela can héere be gotten, no writs of Errores to Reuerse Iudgement: héere is no flying to a court of Chancery for reléef, yet euerie one that comes hether is serued with a Sub-poena. No, they deale altogether in this Court vpon the Habeas Corpus, vpon the Capias, vpon the Ne exeat Regnum, vpon Rebellion, vpon heauie Fines (but no Recoueries) vpon writs of Out-lary, to attache the body for euer, and last of all vpon Executions after Iudgement, which being serued vpon a man is his euerlasting vndoing.

Such are the Customes and courses of procéedings in the Offices belonging to the Prince of Darknesse. These hot dooings hath hée in his Terme-times. But vpon a day when a great matter was to be tryed betwéene an Englishman and a Dutchman, which of the two were the fowlest Drinkers, and the case being a long time in arguing, by reason that strong euidence came in réeling on both sides, (yet it was thought that the English-man would carry it away, and cast the Dutchman) on a sodaine all was staid by the sound of a horne that was heard at the lower end of the Hall. And euery one looking back (as wondring at the strangenes) roome, roome, was cryed and made through the thickest of the crowde, for a certain Spirit, in the likenesse of a Post, who made away on a little leane Nagge vp to the Bench where indge Radamanth with his two grime Brothers (Minos and Aecus) sat. This Spirit was an intelligencer sent by Belzebub of Batharum, into some Countries of christendome, to lye there as a Spie, and had brought with him a packet of letters from seuerall Leigiers that lay in those Countries, for the seruice of the Tartarian, their Lord and Maister. Which packet being opened, all the Letters (because they concerned the generall good and state of those low Countries in Hell) were publikely reade. The contents of that Letter that stung most, and put them all out of their law cases, tended to this purpose.

That whereas she Lord of the Fiery Lakes had his Ministers in all kingdomes aboue the earth, whose Offices were not onely to win the subiects of other Princes to his obadience, but also to giue notice when any of his owne sworne houshold, or any other that held league with him should reuolt or flie from their allegiance: also discouer from time to time all plots, conspiracies, machinations, or vnderminings, that should be laid (albeit they that durst lay them should digge déepe inough) to blow vp his great Infernall Citie: so that if his Horned Regiment were not sodainely mustred together, and did not ••stely bestirre their clouen stumps, his territories would be shaken, his dominions left in time vnpeopled, his forces looked into, and his authoritie which he held in the world, contemned and laughed to scorne. The reason was, that a certaine fellow. The Childe of Darkenesse, a common Night-walker, a man that had no man to waite vponhim but onely a Dogge, one that was a disordered person, and at midnight would beate at mens doores, bidding them (in meere mockerie) to looke to their candles, when they themselues were in their dead sleepes: and albeit hee was an Officer, yet hee was but of Light-carriage, being knowne by the name of the Bel-man of London, had of late not onely drawne a number of the Deuils owne kindred into question for their liues, but had also (onely by the help of the lanthorn & candle) lookt into the serrets of the best trades that are taught in hell, laying them open to the broad eye of the world, making them infamous, odious, and ridiculous: yea, and not satisfied with dooing this wrong to his diuelship, very spitefullie hath hée set them out in print, drawing their pictures so to the life, that now a horse-stealer shall not shew his head, but a hailter with the Hang-mans noose is ready to be fastned about it: A Foyst, nor a Nip shall not walke into a Fayre or a Play-house, but euerie tracke will cry, looke to your purses: nor a poore common Rogue come to a mans doore, but he shall be examined if hée can cant. If this Baulling fellow therefore haue not his mouth stopd, she light Angels that are coynd below, will neuer be able to passe as they haue done, but be naild vp for counterfeits, Hell will haue no dooings, and the deuill be no body.

This was the lyking of the Letter, and this Letter draue them all to a Non-plus, because they knew not how to answere it. But at last aduice was taken, the Court brake vp, the Tearme was adiournd, (by reason that the Hell houndes were thus Plagud) & a common counsell in hell was presently called how to redresse these abuses.

The Sathanicall Sinagogue being set, vp startes the Father of Hell and damnation, and looking verie terribly, with apaire of eies that stared as wide as the mouth gapes at Bishops-gate, fetching foure or fiue déep sighes (which were nothing else but the Smoke of fire & brimstone boyling in his stomacke, and shewed as if hée were taking Tobacco, which be oftentimes does) tolde his children & seruants (and the rest of the citizens that dwelt within the freedome of Hell, and sat there before him vpon narrow low formes) that they neuer had more cause to lay their heads together, and to grow politicians. Hée and they all knew that from the corners of the earth, some did euery houre in a day créepe forth, to come and serue him: yea, that many thousands were so bewitched with his fauours, and his rare parts, that they would come running quick to him: his dominions (he said) were great, and ful of people, Emperors, and Kings, (in infinit number) were his slaues, his court was full of Princes, if the world were denided (as some report) but into thrée parts, two of those thrée were his: or if (as others affirme) into foure parts, almost thrée of that foure hée had firme footing in.

But if such a fellow as a treble voicd Bel-man, should be suffer to pry into the infernall Misteries, & into those blacke Acts which command the spirits of the Déepe, and hauing sucked what knowledge he can from them, to turn it all into poison, and to spit it in the very faces of the professors, with a malicious intent to make them appeare vgly, and so to grow hatefull and out of fauour with the world, if such a coniurer at midnight should dance in their circles, and not be driuen out of them, Hell in a few yéers would not be worth the dwelling in. The great Lord of Limbo did therefore command all his blacke guard that stood about him, to bestirre them in their places, and to defend the court wherein they liued: threatning (besides) that his curse, and all the plagues of stincking Hell should fall vpon his officers, seruants, and subiects, vnlesse they either aduizd him, how, or take some spéedie order themselues to punish that saucie intelligencer, the Bel-man of London. Thus hée spake, and then sat downe.

At last, a foolish Diuell rose vp, and shot the bolt of his aduice, which flew thus farre: That the Black-dogge of New-gate should againe be let loose, and a farre off, follow the Bauling Bel-man, to watch into what places hée went, and what déedes of darkenesse (euerie night) hée did. Hinc risus! The whole Synodicall assembly, fell a laughing at this Wise-acre, so that neither he, nor his blacke Dogge durst barke any more.

Another, thinking to cleaue the very pinne with his arrow, drew it home to the head of Wisdome (as he imagined) and yet that lighted wide too. But thus shot his counsell, that the Ghosts of all those Théeues, Cheaters, and others of that damned crew, (who by the Bel-mans discouerie, had béene betraied, were taken and sent westward) should be fetched from those fields of Horror, where euery night they walke, disputing with Doctor Story, who kéepes them company there in his corner Cap: and that those wry neckt spirits should haue charge giuen them to haunt the Bel-man in his walkes, and so fright him out of his wits. The Diuell for all his roaring went away neither with a Plaudite, nor with a hisse. Others stept vp, some pronouncing one verdict, some another: But at the last, it being put into their Diulish heads, that they had no power ouer him further then what should be giuen vnto them, it was concluded and set downe as a rule in Court, that some one strange Spirit, who could transport himselfe into all shapes, should be sent vp to London, and scorning to take reuenge vpon so meane a person as a Bel-ringer, should thrust himselfe into such companyes (as in a warrant to be signed for that purpose) should be nominated: and being once growne familiar with them, hée was to worke and win them by all possible meanes to fight vnder the dismall and blacke colours of the Grand Sophy (his Lord and Maister) the fruit that was to grow vpon this trée of euill, would be great, for it should be fit to be serued vp to Don Lucifers Table, as a new banquetting Dish, sithence all his other meates, (though they fatted him well) were growne stale.

Hereupon Parmersiell the Messenger was called, a Pasport was drawne, signed, and deliuered to him, with certaine instructions how to carry himselfe in his trauell. And thus much was openly spoken to him by word of mouth.

Flye Pamersiel with spéede to the great and populous citie in the West: winde thy selfe into all shapes: be a Dogge (to •awne,) a Dragon (to confound,) be a Doue (séeme innocent,) be a Deuill (as thou art,) and shew that thou art a Iorniman to hel. Build rather thynest amongst willowes that bend euerie way, then on tops of Oakes, whose hearts are hard to be broken: Fly with the Swallow, close to the earth, when stormes are at hand, but kéepe company with Birdes of greater tallants, when the weather is cléere, and neuer leaue them till they looke like Rauens: créepe into bosomes that are buttond vp in sattin and there spred the wings of thine infection: make euerie head thy pillow to leane vpon, or vse it like a Mill, onely to grinde mischiefe. If thou méetst a Dutchman, drinke with him: if a Frenchman, stab: if a Spaniard, betray: if an Italian poyson: if an Englishman doe all this.

Haunt Tauerns, there thou shalt finde prodigalls: pay thy two-pence to a Player, in his gallerie maist thou sit by a Harlot: at Ordinaries maist thou dine with filken fooles: when the day steales out of the world, thou shalt méete rich drunkards, vnder welted gownes search for thréescore in the hundred, hugge those golden villaines, they shine bright, & will make a good shew in hell, shricke with a cricket in the brew-house, and watch how they coniure there: Ride vp and downe Smith-field, and play the Iade there: Visit prisons, and teach Iaylors how to make nets of Iron there: binde thy selfe Prentice to the best trades: but if thou canst grow extreame ritch in a very short time (honestly) I banish thée my kingdome, come no more into hell, I haue red thée a lecture, follow it, farewell.

No sooner was farewell spoken, but the spirit to whom all these matters were giuen in charge, vanished: the clouen footed Orator arose, and the whole assembly went about their damnable businesse.



GUL-GROPING. HOW GENTLEMEN ARE CHEATED AT ORDINARIES. CHAP. III.

THE Diuels foote-man was very nimble of his héeles (for no wilde-Irish man could out-runne him, and therefore in a few houres, was hée come vp to London: the miles betwéene Hell and any place vpon earth, being shorter then those betwéene London and Saint Albones, to any man that trauels from hence thither, or to any Lacky that comes from thence hether, on the Deuils errands: but to any other poore soule, that dwells in those low countries, they are neuer at an end, and by him are not possible to be measured.

No sooner was hée entred into the Citie, but hée met with one of his Maisters daughters, called Pride, drest like a Marchants wife, who taking acquaintance of him, and vnderstanding for what he came, tolde him, that the first thing hée was to doe, hée must put himselfe in good cloathes, such as were sutable to the fashion of the time, for that here, men were lookd vpon onely for their out-sides: he that had not ten-pounds-worth of wares in his shop, would carry twentie markes on his backe: that there were a number of sumpter-horses in the citie, who cared not how coursely they fed, so they might were gay trappings: yea, that some pied fooles, to put on satin and veluet but foure daies in the yeare, did often-times vndoe themselues, wiues and Children euer after. The spirit of the Deuils Buttery hearing this, made a legge to Pride for here counsell, and knowing by his owne experience that euerie Taylor hath his hell to himselfe, vnder his Shop-board, (where he dammes new Sattin) amongst them hée thought to finde best welcome, and therefore into Burchin-lane hée stalkes verie mannerly, Pride going along with him, and taking the vpper hand.

No sooner was hée entred into the rankes of the LinnenArmorers, (whose weapons are Spanish néedles) but hée was most terribly and sharpely set vpon, euerie prentise boy had a pull at him: hee feared they all had bin Serieants, because they all had him by the backe: neuer was poore deuill so tormented in hell, as he was amongst them: he thought it had béene Saint Thomas his day, and that he had béene called vpon to be Constable, there was such bauling in his eares, and no strength could shake them off, but that they must shew him some suites of apparell, because they saw what Gentlewoman was in his company (whom they all knew,) Seeing no remedie, into a shop hée goes, was fitted brauely, and beating the price, found the lowest to be vnreasonable, yet paide it, and departed, none of them (by reason of their crowding about him before) perceiuing what customer they had met with, but now the Taylor spying the deuill, suffered him to goe, neuer praying that hée wold know the shop another time, but looking round about his ware-house if nothing were missing, at length he found that he had lost his conscience: yet remembring himselfe, that they who deale with the diuell, can hardly kéepe it, he stood vpon it the lesse.

THE FASHIONS OF AN ORDINARIE.

THE Stigian traueller being thus translated into an accomplished gallant, with all acoutrements belonging (as a •ether for his head, gilt rapier for his sides, & new boots to hide his polt foote, for in Bed-lam he met with a shoemaker, a mad slaue, that knew the length of his last) it rested, onely that now hée was to enter vpon company sutable to his cloathes: and knowing that your most selected Gallants are the onely-tablemen that are plaid with all at Ordinaries, into an Ordinary did he most gentleman like, conuay himselfe in state.

It seemed that all who came thether, had clocks in their bellies, for they all strucke into the dyning roome much aabout the very minute of féeding. Our Caualier had all the eyes (that came in) throwne vpon him, (as being a stranger: for no Ambassador from the diuell euer dined amongst them before,) and he asmuch tooke especiall notice of them. In obseruing of whom and of the place, he found, that an Ordinary was the onely Randeuouz for the most ingenious, most terse, most trauaild, and most phantastick gallant: the very Exchange for newes out of all countries: the only Booke-sellers shop for conference of the best Editions, that if a woman (to be a Lady) would cast away herselfe vpon a Knight, there a man should heare a Catalogue of most of the richest London widowes: & last, that it was a schoole where they were all fellowes of one Forme, & that a country gentleman was of as great comming as the proudest Iustice that sat there on the bench aboue him: for hée that had the graine of the table with his trencher, payd no more then he that placed himselfe beneath the salt.

The diuels intelligencer could not be contented to fill his eye onely with these obiects, and to féed his belly with delicate chéere: but hée drew a larger picture of all that were there, and in these collours.

The voider hauing cléered the table, Cardes & Dice (for the last Messe) are serued vp to the boord: they that are full of coyne draw: they that haue little, stand by & giue ayme: they shuffle and cut on one side: the bones rattle on the other: long haue they not plaide, but oathes fly vp & downe the roome like haile-shot: if the poore dumb Dice be but a little out of square, the pox & a thousand-plagues breake their neckes out at window: presently after, the foure knaues are sent packing the same way, or els (like heretikes) are condemned to be burnt.

In this battaile of Cardes and Dice, are seuerall Regiments and seuerall Officers.

They that sit downe to play, are at first cald Leaders.

They that loose, are the Forlorne Hope.

He that winnes all, is the Eagle.

He that stands by and Ventures, is the Wood-pecker.

The fresh Gallant that is fetcht in, is The Gul.

He that stands by, and lends, is the Gul-groper.



THE GUL-GROPER.

THIS Gul-groper is commonly an old Mony-monger, who hauing trauaild through all the follyes of the world in his youth, knowes them well, and shunnes them in his age, his whole felicitie being to fill his bags with golde and siluer: hée comes to an Ordinary, to saue charges of house-kéeping, and will eate for his two shillings, more meate then will serue thrée of the guard at a dinner, yet sweares hée comes thether onely for the company, and to conuerse with trauailers. It is a Gold-Finch that sildome flies to these Ordinary Nests, without a hundred or two hundred pound in twenty shilling péeces about him. After the tearing of some seauen paire of Cardes, or the damning of some ten baile of Dice, steps hée vpon the Stage, and this part hée playes. If any of the Forlorne Hope be a Gentleman of Meanes, either in Esse, or in Posse, (and that the olde Foxe will be sure to know to halfe an Acre) whose money runnes at a low ebbe, as may appeare by his scratching of the head, and walking vp and downe the roome, as if hée wanted an Ostler: The Gul-groper takes him to a side window and tels him, hée is sorry to sée his hard lucke, but the Dice are made of womens bones, and will cozen any man, yet for his fathers sake (whom hée hath knowne so long) if it please him, he shall not leaue off play for a hundred pound or two. If my yong Estrich gape to swallow downe this mettall (as for the most part they are very gréedy, hauing such prouander set before them) then is the gold powred on the board, a Bond is made for repaiment, at the next quarter day, when Exhibition is sent in: and because it is all gold, and cost so much the changing, the Scriuener (who is a whelpe of the old Mastiues owne bréeding) knows what words will bite, which thus he fastens vpon him, and in this Net the Gull is sure to be taken (howsoeuer:) for if hée fall to play againe, and loose, the hoary Goat-bearded Satyre that stands at his elbow, laughes in his sléeue: if his bags be so recouered of their Fallingsicknes, that they be able presently to repay the borrowed gold, then Monsieur Gul-groper steales away of purpose to auoide the reccipt of it; hée hath fatter Chickens in hatching: it is a fayrer marke hée shootes at. For the day being come when the bond growes due, the within named Signior Auaro, will not be within: or if hée be at home, hée hath wedges enough in his pate, to cause the bond to be broken, or else a little before the day, hée féeds my young Maister with such swéete words, that surfetting vpon his protestations, hée neglects his paiment, as presuming hée may doe more But the Law hauing a hand in the forfeiture of the bond, laies presently hold of our yong Gallant with the helpe of a couple of Serieants, and iust at such a time when old Erra Pater (the Iew) that lent him the money, knowes by his owne Prognostication, that the Moone with the siluer face is with him in the waine. Nothing then can frée him out of the phangs of those bloudhounds, but he must presently confesse a iudgement, for so much money, or for such a Manor or Lordship (thrée times worth the bond forfeited) to be paid, or to be entred vpon by him, by such a day, or within so many moneths after he comes to his land. And thus are young heires coozend of their Acres, before they well know where they lye.

THE WOOD-PECKER.

THE Wood-pecker is a bird that sits by vpon a perch too: but is nothing so dangerous, as this Vulture spoken of before. He deales altogether vpon Returnes, (as men doe that take thrée for one, at their comming back from Ierusalem, &c.) for hauing a Iewell, a Clock, a ring with a Diamond, or any such like commoditie, hée notes him well that commonly is best acquainted with the Dice, and hath euer good lucke: to him he offers his prize, rating it at ten or fiftéene pound, when happily it is not worth aboue six, and for it hée bargaines to receiue fiue shillings or ten shillings (according as it is in value) at euery hand, second third, or fourth hand hée drawes: by which means he perhaps in a short time, makes that yéeld him forty or fifty pound, which cost not halfe twenty. Many of these Merchant venturers saile from Ordinary to Ordinary, being sure alwayes to make sauing Voiages, when they that put in ten times more then they, are for the most part loosers.

THE GULL.

NOWIFEITHER The Leaders, or The forlorne Hope, or any of the rest, chance to heare of a yong Fresh-water souldier that neuer before followed these strange warre, and yet hath a Charge newly giuen him (by the old fellow Soldado Vecchio his father, when Death had shutte him into the Graue) of some ten or twelue thousand in ready money, besides so many hundreds a yeare: first are Scoutes sent out to discouer his Lodging: that knowne some lye in ambush to note what Apothecaries shop hée resorts too euery morning, or in what Tobacco shop in Fléet-stréet he takes a pipe of Smoake in the afternoone: that fort which the Puny holds, is sure to be beleaguerd by the whole troope of the old weather beaten Gallants: amongst whom some one, whose wit is thought to be of a better blocke for his head, than the rest, is appointed to single out our Nouice, and after some foure or fiue dayes spent in Complement, our heire to seauen hundred a yeare is drawne to an Ordinary, into which hee no sooner enters, but all the old ones in that Nest flutter about him, embrace, protest, kisse the hand, Conge to the very garter, and in the end (to shew that hée is no small foole, but that he knows his father left him not so much mony for nothing,) the yong Cub suffers himselfe to be drawne to the stake: to flesh him, Fortune and the Dice (or rather the False Dice, that coozen Fortune, & make a foole of him too) shall so fauor him, that he marches away from a battaile or two the onely winner. But afterwards, let him play how warily soeuer hée can, the damned Dice shall crosse him, and his siluer crosses shall blesse those that play against him: for euen they that seeme deerest to his bosome, shall first be ready, and be the formost to enter with the other Leaders into conspiracy, how to make spoile of his golden bags. By such ransacking of Cittizens sormes wealth, the Leaders maintaine themselues braue, the Forlome hope, that drooped before, does now gallantly come on. The Eagle fethers his nest, the Wood-pecker pickes vp his crums, the Gul-groper growes fat with good feeding: and the Gul himselfe, at whom euery one has a Pull, hath in the end scarce fethers enough to kéepe his owne backe warme.

The Post maister of Hell, séeing such villaine to goe vp and downe in cloakes lined cleane through with Veluet, was glad hée had such newes to send ouer, and therefore sealing vp a letter full of it, deliuered the same to filthybearded Charon (their owne Water-man) to be conuaied first to the Porter of Hell, & then (by him) to the Maister Keeper of the Diuels.

OF FERRETING. THE MANNER OF VNDOOING GENTLEMEN BY TAKING VP OF COMMODITIES. CHAP. IIII.

HVNTING is anoble, a manly, and a healthfull exercise, it is a very true picture of warre, nay it is a war in it selfe, for engines are brought into the steid, stratagems are contriued, ambushes are laide, onsets are giuen, allarums strucke vp, braue incounters are made, fierce assailings are resisted by strength, by courage, or by pollicy: the enemy is pursued, and the Pursuers neuer giue ouer till they haue him in execution, then is a Retreate sounded, then are spoiles diuided, then come they home wearied, but yet crowned with honor & victory. And as in battailes there be seuerall maners of fight: so in the pastime of hunting, there are seuerall degrées of game.

Some hunt the Lyon, and that shewes as when subiects rise in Armes against their King. Some hunt the Vnicorne, for the treasure on his head, and they are like couetous men, that care not whom they kill for riches. Some hunt the spotted Panther, & the freckled Leopard, they are such as to inioy their pleasures regard not how blacke an infamie stickes vpon them: All these are barbarous and vnnaturall Huntsmen, for they range vp and downe the deserts, the Wildernes, and the Mountaines, Others pursue the long-liued Hart, the couragious Stag or the nimble footed Déere: these are the noblest hunters, and they exercise the Noblest game: these by following the Chace, get strength of body, a frée and vndisquieted minde, magnanimitie of spirit, alacritie of heart, and an vnwearisomnesse to breake through the hardest labours: their pleasures are not insatiable, but are contented to be kept within limits, for these hunt within Parkes inclosed, or within bounded Forrests. The hunting of the Hare teaches feare to be bould, and puts simplicitie so to her shifts, that she growes cunning and prouident: the turnings and crosse windings that shée makes are embleames of this lifes vncertaintie: when shée thinkes she is further from danger, it is at her héeles, and when it is néerest to her, the hand of safety defends her. When shée is wearied and hath runne her race, shée takes her death patiently, thereby to teach man to make himselfe ready, when the graue gapes for him.

All these kindes of hunting are abroad in the open field, but there is a close Citie hunting, onely within the wals, that pulles downe Parkes, layes open Forrests, destroyes Chaces, wounds the Déere of the land, and makes such hauocke of the goodliest Heards, that by their wils, (who are the rangers,) none should be lest aliue but the Rascalls. This kinde of hunting is base and ignoble. It is the meanest, yet she most mischieuous, and it is called Ferreting. To behold a course or two at this, did the light-horseman of Hell one day leape into the saddle.



CITIE-HUNTING.

THIS Ferret-hunting hath his Seasons as other games haue, and is onely followed at such a time of yeare, when the Gentry of our kingdome by riots, hauing chased them selues out of the faire reuenewes and large possessions left to them by their ancestors are forced to hide their heads like Conies, in little caues, and in vnfrequented places: or else being almost windelesse, by running after sensuall pleasures too fiercely, they are glad (for keeping them-selues in breath so long as they can) to fal to Ferret-hunting, that is to say, to tak vp commodities.

No warrant can be graunted for a Bucke in this forrest, but it must passe vnder these fiue ha¯nds.


	1 He that hunts vp and downe to finde game, is called, the Tumbler.

	2 The commodities that are taken vp are called Pursenets.

	3 The Citizens that selles them is the Ferret.

	4 They that take vp are the Rabbet-suckers.

	5 Hee vpon whose credit these Rabbet-suckers runne, is called the Warren.



HOW THE WARREN IS MADE.

AFTER a raine, Conies vse in come out of their Holes, and to sit nibling on wéeds, or any thing in the coole of the euening, and after a reueling, when younger brothers haue spent all, or in gaining haue lost all, they sit plotting in their chambers, with necessity, how to be furnished, presently with a new supply of . They would take vp any commodity whatsoeuer, but the•• names in too many texted letters all ready in Mercers and Soriueners bookes: vpon a hundred poundes worth of Roasted béefe they could finde in their hearts to venture, for that would away of a hand: but where shall they finde Butcher, or a Cooke, that will let any so much vpon the score for flesh onely Suppose therefore that foure of such loose-fortuned gallants were tied in one knot, and knew not how to fasten themselues vpon some wealthy cittizen. At the length it runnes into their heads, that such a young Nouice (who daily serues to fill vp their company) was neuer intangled in any citie limebush: they know his present meanes to be good, and those to come to be great: him therefore they lay vpon the Anuill of their wits, till they haue wrought him like wax, for him-selfe as well as for them, to doe any thing in wax, or indéed till they haue won him to slide vpon this Ice, because hée knowes not the danger) he is easily drawne: for hée considers within him-selfe that they are all gentlemen well descended, they haue rich fathers, they weare good clothes, haue bin gallant spenders, and doe now and then (still) let it flye fréely: hée is to venture vpon no more rockes than all they, what then should hée feáre? hée therefore resolues to doe it, and the rather because his owne exhibition runnes low, & that there lacke a great many wéekes to the quarter day, at which time, he shall be refurnished from his father. The Match being thus agréed vpon, one of them that has béene an ould Ferret-monger, & knowes all the trickes of such Hunting, séeks out a Tumbler, that is to say, a fellow, who beates the bush for them till they catch the birds, he himselfe being contented (as he protests & sweares) onely with a few fethers.

THE TUMBLERS HUNTING DRY-FOOTE.

THIS Tumbler being let loose, runnes Snuffing vp and downe close to the ground, in the shoppes either of Merrers, Gouldsmithes, Drapers, Haberdashers, or of any other trade, where hée thinckes hée may méete with a Ferret: and the vpon his very first course, hée can finde his game, yet to make his gallants more hungry, and to thinke hée wearies himselfe in hunting the more, hée comes to them sweating and swearing that the Citie Ferrets are so coaped (that is to say, haue their lippes stitched vp close) that hée can hardly get them open to so great a sum as fiue hundred pounds, which they desire. This heache being chewd downe by the Rabbet-suckers almost kils their hearts, and is worse to them then dabbing on the neckes to Connies. They bid him if hée cannot fasten his tieth vpon plate or Cloth, or Silkes, to lay hold on browne paper or Tobacco, Bartholmew babies, Lute stringes or Hobnailes, or two hundred poundes in Saint Thomas Onions, and the rest in mony; the Onions they coulde get wenches enough to cry and sell them by the Rope, and what remaines should serue them with Mutton. Vpon this, their Tumbler trottes vp and downe againe. And at last lighting on a Cittizen that will deale, the names are receiued, and deliuered to a Scriuener, who enquiring whether they be good men and true, that are to passe vpon the life and death of fiue hundred poundes, findes that foure of the fiue, are winde-shaken, and ready to fall into the Lordes handes: marry the fist man, is an Oake, and theres hope that hée cannot be hewed downe in haste. Vpon him therefore the Cittizen buildes so much as comes to fiue hundred poundes, yet takes in the other foure to make them serue as scaffolding, till the Frame be furnished, and if then it hold, hée cares not greatly who takes them downe. In all hast, are the bondes sealed and the commodities deliuered, And then does the Tumbler fetch his second carréere, and thats this.

THE TUMBLERS HUNTING COUNTER.

THE wares which they fished for being in the hand of the fiue shauers, doe now more trouble their wits how to turne those Wares into ready mony, then before they were troubled to turne their credits into wares. The Trée being once more to be shaken, they know it must loose fruit, and therefore their Factor must barter away their Marchandise, tho it be with losse: Abroad into the Citie he Sailes for that purpose, and deales with him that sold, to but his owne Commodities againe for ready mony; Hée will not doe it vnder. 30 l. losse in the Hunored: other Archers bowes are tryed at the same marke, but all kéepe much about one scantling: backe therfore comes their Carrier with this newes, that no man will disburse so much present money vpon any whatsoeuer. Onely hée met by good fortune with one friend (and that friend is himselfe) who for 10 l. will procure them a Chapman, marry that chapman will not buy vnlesse hée may haue them at 30. l. losse in the Hundred: •u•h, cry all the Sharers, these Curmudgions, giue that your friend 10. l. for his paines, and •etch the rest of the money: within an houre after, it is brought, and powred downe in one heape vpon a tauerne table; where making a goodly shew as if it could neuer be spent, all of them consult what sée the Tombler is to haue, for Hunting so well, and conclude that lesse then 10 l. they cannot giue him, which 10. l. is the first told out. Now let vs cast vp this Account: In euery 100. l. is lost 30. which being 5. times 30. l. makes 150. l. that Sum the Ferret puts vp cléer besides his ouer-prising the wares: vnto which 150. l. lost, ad 10. l. more, which the Tumbler guls them off, and other 10. l. which hée hath for his voyage, all which makes 170. l. which deducted from 500. l. there remaineth onely 330. to be deuided amongst 5. so that euery one of the partners shall haue but 66. l. yet this they all put vp merily, washing downe their losses with Sacke and Suger, whereof they drinke that night profoundly.

HOW THE WARREN IS SPOYLED.

WHILST this weather lasteth lasteth, and that there is any grake to nibble vpon, These Rabbet-suckers keepe to the Warren wherein they fatned: but the cold day of repaiment approaching, they retire déepe into their Caues; so that when the Ferret makes account to haue fiue before him in chase; foure of the fiue lye hidden, and are stolne into other groun vs. No maruell then if the Ferret growe fierce and teare open his own iawes, to suck blood from him that is left: no maruaile if he scratch what woolhe can from his back: the Pursnets that were Set, are all taken vp & carried away. The Warren therefore must be Searched, That must pay for all: ouer that does hée range like a little Lord. Sargeants, Marshals-men, and Baliffes are sent forth, who lye scowting at euery corner, and with terrible pawes haunt euery walke. Inconelusion the bird that these Hawkes slie after, is seazd vpon, then are his fethers pluckd, his estate lookd into, then are his wings broken, his lands made ouer to a stranger: then must our yong son & heire pay 500. l. (for which he neuer had but 66. l.) or else lie in prison. To kéepe himselfe from which, he feales to any bond, enters into any statute, morgageth any Lordship, Does any thing, Sales any thing, yéews to pay any thing. And these Citie stormes (which will wet a man, till he haue neuer a dry thried about him, tho he be kept neuer so warme) fall not vpon him once or twise: But being a little way in, hee cares not how déepe he wades: the greater his possessions are, the apter he is to take vp & to be trusted: the more he is trusted, the more he comes in debt, the farther in debt, the néerer to danger. Thus Gentlemen are wrought vpon, thus are they Cheated, thus are they Ferreted, thus are they Vndone.

FAWLCONERS. OF A NEW KINDE OF HAWKING, TEACHING HOW TO CATCH BIRDS BY BOOKES.

HVNTING and Hawking are of kin, and therefore it is sit they should kéepe company together: both of them are noble Games, and Recreations, honest and healthfull, yet they may so be abused that nothing can be more hurtfull. In Hunting, the Game is commonly still before you, or hearing, and within a little compasse: In Hawking, the game flies farre off, and oftentimes out of sight: A Couple of Rookes therefore (that were birds of the last feather) conspired together to leaue their nest in the Citie, and to flutter abroad, into the Countrie: Vpon two leane hackneies were these two Doctor doddipols horst, Ciuilly suited, that they might carry about them some badge of a Scholler.

The diuels Ranck-ryder, that came from the last Cityhunting, vnderstanding that two such Light-horsemen were gone a Hawking, posts after, and ouer-takes them. After some ordinary high-way talke, he begins to question of what profession they were? One of them smyling scornfully in his face, as thinking him to be some Gul, (and * indéed such fellowes take all men for Gulles, who they thinke to be beneath them in qualitie) tolde him they were Falconers. But the Foxethat followed them, séeing no properties, (belonging to a Falconer) about them, smelt knauery, tooke them for a paire of mad rascals, and therefore resolued to sée at what these Falconers would let flie.

HOW TO CAST VP THE LURE.

AT last on a suddaine sayes one of them to him, Sir, we haue Sprung a Partridge, & so fare you well: which words came stammering out with the haste that they made, for presently the two Forragers of the Countrie, were vpon the Spurre: Plutoes Post séeing this, stood still to watch them, and at length saw them in maine gallop make toward a goodly fayre place, where eyther some Knight, or some great Gentleman kept; and this goodly house belike was the Partridge which those Falconers had sprung. Hee being loath to loose his share in this Hawking, and hauing power to transforme himselfe as he listed, came thither as soone as they, but beheld all (which they did) inuisible. They both, like two Knights Errant, alighted at the Gate, knocked, and were let in: The one walkes the Hackneyes in an outward Court, as if he had béene but Squire to Sir Dagonet. The other (as boldly as S. George, when hee dard the Dragon at his very Den) marcheth vndauntedly vp to the Hall, where, looking ouer those poore creatures of the house, that weare but the bare Blew-coates (for Aquila non capit Muscas) what should a Falconer meddle with files? he onely salutes him that in his eye séemes to be a Gentleman-like fellow: Of him he askes for his good Knight, or so, and sayes that he is a * Gentleman come from London on a businesse, which he must deliuer to his owne Worshipfull Eare. Vp the staires does braue Mount Dragon ascend; the Knight and he encounter, and with this staffe does he valiantly charge vpon him.

HOW THE BIRD IS CAUGHT.

SIR, I am a poore * Scholler, and the report of your vertues hath drawne me hither, venturously bold to fixe your worthy name as a patronage to a poore short discourse, which here I dedicate (out of my loue) to your noble and eternal Memorie: this spéech he vtters barely.

The Hawking pamphleter is then bid to put on, whilst his Miscellane Maecenas, opens a Booke fayrely aparreld in Vellom, with gilt-fillets, and foure-penny silke ribbon at least, like little streamers on the top of a March-pane Castle, hanging dandling by at the foure corners: the title being superficially suruaid, in the next leafe hee sées that the Author hee, hath made him one of his Gossips, for the Booke carries his Worships name, and vnder it stands an Epistle iust the length of a Hench-mans grace before dinner, which is long inough for any Booke in conscience, vnlesse the writer be vnreasonable.

The Knight being told before hand, that this little sunbeame of Phoebus (shining thus briskly in print) hath his Mite or Atmy wayting vpon him in the outward court, thankes him for his loue and labour, and considering with himselfe, what cost he hath béene at, and hold farre hee hath ridden to come to him, hee knowes that Patrons and Godfathers, are to pay scot and lot alike, and therefore to cherish his young and tender Muse, he giues him foure or sixe Angles, inuiting him either to stay breakefast, or if the sun-diall of the house points towards eleauen, then to tary dinner.

HOW THE BIRD IS DREST.

BVT the fish being caught (for which our Heliconian Angler threw out his lines) with thankes, and legs, and kissing his owne hand, he parts. No sooner is he horst, but his Hostler (who all this while walked the iades, and trauailes vp & downe with him (like an vndeseruing plaier for halfe a share) askes this question, Strawes or not? Strawes cries the whole sharer and a halfe, away then replies the first, flie to our nest: This nest is neuer in the same towne but commonly a mile or two off, and it is nothing els but the next Tauerne they come to. But the Village into which they rode being not able to maintaine an Iuybush, an Ale-house was their Inne: where aduancing themselues into the fairest Chamber, and bespeaking the best chéere in the towne for dinner, downe they sit, and share before they speake of any thing els: That done, he that ventures vpon all he méetes, and discharges the paper Bullets, (for to tel truth, the other serues but as a signe, and is méerely no-body) beginnes to discourse, how he caried himselfe in the action, how hée was encountred: how hée stood to his tackling, and how well hée came off: hée cals the Knight, a Noble fellow, yet they both shrug, and laugh, and sweares they are glad they haue Guld him.

More arrowes must they shoote of the same length that this first was of, and therefore there is Truncke full of Trinckets, that is to say, their budget of Bookes is opend againe, to sée what leafe they are to turne ouer next, which whilst they are dooing, the Ghost that all this space haunted them, and hard what they said, hauing excellent, skill in the blacke art, that is to say, in picking of lockes, makes the dore suddenly flye open (which they had closely shut. At his strange entrunce they being somwhat agast, began to shustle away their bookes, but he knowing what cardes they plaide withall, offred to cut, and turnd vp two Knaues by this tricke: my Maisters (quoth he) I know where you haue bin, I know what you haue done, I know what you meane to doe, I sée now you are Fakoners indéed, but by the (and then hée swore a danuiable oth) vnlesse you teach me to shoote in this Birding peece, I will raise the Village, send for the Knight whom you boast you haue guld, and so disgrace you: for your mony I care not.

The two Frée-booters séeing themselues smoaked, told their third Brother, hée séemed to be a gentleman and a boone companion, they prayed him therefore to sit downe with silence, and sithence dinner was not yet ready, hée should heare all.

This new kinde of Hawking (qd. one of them) which you sée vs vse, can afford no name vnles 5. be at it. viz.


	1 He that casts vp the Lure is called the Falconer.

	2 The Lure that is cast vp is an idle Pamphlet.

	3 The Tercel-Gentle that comes to the Lure, is some Knight, or some gentleman of like qualitie.

	4 The Bird that is preied vpon, is Mony.

	5 Hee that walkes the horses, and hunts dry-foote is called a Mongrell.



THE FALCONER AND HIS SPANIELL.

THE Falconer hauing scraped together certaine small parings of witte, hée first cuttes them hansomely in pretty péeces, and of those péeces does hée patch vp a booke. This booke hée priúits at his own charge, the Mongrell running vp and downe to looke to the workemen, and bearing likewise some part of the cost, (for which he enters vpon his halfe share.) When it is fully finished, the Falconer and his Mongrell, or it may be two Falconers ioyne in one,) but howsoeuer, it is by them deuised what Shire in England it is best to forrage next: that being set downe, the Falconers •ea either with • Herauld for a note of all the Knights and Gentlemens names of worth that dwell in that circuit, which they meane to ride, or els by inquiry, get the chiefest of them, printing of so many Epistles as they haue names, the Epistles Dedicatory being all one, & vary in nothing but in the titles of their patrons.

Hauing thus furnished themselues, and packed vp their wares, away they trudge, like tinckers, with a budget at one of their backes, or it may be the circle they meane to coniure in shall not be out of London, especially if it be Tearme-time, or when a Parliament is holden (for then they haue choise of swéete-meats to féed vpon. (If a gentleman séeing one of these bookes Dedicated onely to his name, suspect it to be a bastard, that hath more fathers besides himselfe, and to try that, does deferre the Presenter for a day or two, sending in the meane time (as some haue done) into Paules Church-yard amongst the Stationers to inquire if any such worke be come forth, and if they cannot tell, then to steppe to the Printers: Yet haue the Falconers a tricke to goe beyond such Hawkes too, for all they flye so hie: and that is this: The bookes lye all at the Printers, but not one line of an epistle to any of them (those bug-beares lurke in Tenebris) if then the Spy that is sent by his Maister, aske why they haue no dedications to them, Mounsier Printer tels him, the author would not venture to adde any to them all, (sauing onely to that which was giuen to his Maister, vntill it was knowne whether he would accept of it or no.

This satisfies the Patron, this fetches money from him, and this Cozens fiue hundred besides. Nay there be other Bird-catchers, that vse stranger Quaile-pipes: you shall haue fellows, foure or fiue in a country, that buying vp any old Booke (especially a Sermon, or any other matter of Diuinity) that lies for wast paper, and is cleane forgotten, ad a new printed Epistle to it, and with an Alphabet of letters which they cary about them, being able to print any mans name (for a Dedscation) on the suddaine trauaile vp and downe most Shires in England, and liue by this Hawking.

Are we not excellent Falconersnow (quoth thrée halfe shares?) excellent villaines, cryed the deuils Deputy: by this the meate (for dinnet came smoaking in, vpon which they fell most firannically, yet (for manners sake) offring first, to the Balife of Belzebub the vpper end of the table, but he fearing they would make a Hauke, or a Buzzard of him too, and report they had ridden himlike an Asse, as they had done others, out a doores hée flung with a vengeance as he came.

O sacred Learning why doost thou suffer thy seauen leaued trée, to be plucked by barbarous and most vnhallowed handes? Why is thy beantifull Maiden-body, polluted like a strumpets, and prostituted to beastly and slanish Ignoraike? O then Base-broode, that make the Muses harlots, yet say they are your Mothers? You Theeues of Wit, Cheators of Arte, Traitors of schooles of Learning: murderers of Schollers: More worthy you are, to vndergoe the Romane Furca, like slaues, and to be branded ith fore-head déeper then they that forge Testaments to vndoe Orphants: Such doe but rob children of goods that may be lost: but you rob Schollers of their Fame, which is déerer then life. You are not worth an Inuectiue, not worthy to haue-your names drop out of a deseruing pen, you shall onely be executed in Picture, (as they vse to handle Malefactors in France) and the picture (though it were drawne to be hung vp in another place) shal leaue you impudently arrogant to your selues, and ignominiously rioiculeus to after ages: in these collours, are you drawne.

The true picture of these Falconers.

 There be Fellowes

Of course and common bloud; Mechanicke knaues,

Whose buried then in graues:

And indeed earthy, whose creation.

Was but to giue a Boote or Shooe good fashion.

Yet these (shrowing by the Apron and the Awle)

Being druncke with their own wit, cast vp their gall

Onely of yncke: and in patchd, beggerly Rimes,

(As full of fowle corruption, as the Times)

From towne to towne they strowle in soule, as poore

As th are in clothes: yet these at euery doore,

Their labors Dedicate. But (as at Faires)

Like Pedlars, they shew still one sort of wares

Vnto all commers (with some filde oratlon)

And thus to giue bookes nows an occupation.

One booke hath seauen score patrons: thus desart

Is cheated of her due: thus noble art

Giues Ignorance (that common strumpet) place,

Thus the true schollers name growes cheap and base, &c.

IACKS OF THE CLOCK-HOUSE. A NEW AND CUNNING DRAWING OF MONEY FROM GENTLEMEN. CHAP. VI.

THERE is another Fraternitie of wandring Pilgrims who merrily call themselues, Iackes of the Clocke-house, and are very néere allyed to the Falconers, that went a Hawking before. The Clarke of Erebus set downe their names too in his Tables, with certaine bréefe notes of their practises: and these they are.

The Iacke of a Clocke-house goes vpon Screws, and his office is to doe nothing but strike: so does this noise, (for they walke vp and downe like Fidlers) trauaile with Motions, and whatsoeuer their Motions get them, is called striking.

Those Motions are certaine Collections, or wittie Inuentions, some-times of one thing, and then of an other (there is a new one now in towne, in praise of the Vnion.) And these are fairely written and engrossed in Vellum, Parchement, or Royall paper, richly adorned with compartiments, and set out with letters both in gold, and in various coulours.

This labour being taken, the Maister of the Motion hearkens where such a Nobleman, such a Lord, or such a Knight lyes, that is liberall: hauing found one to his liking, The Motion (with his Patrons name fairely texted out, in manner of a Dedication,) is presented before him: hée receiues it, and thinking it to be a worke onely vnder-taken for his sake, is bounteous to the giuer, estéeming him a Scholler, and knowing that not without great trauaile, hée hath drawne so many little stragling streames into so faire and smoothe a Riuer: whereas the Worke is the labour of some other (copied out by stealth) by an impudent ignorant fellow, that runnes vp and downe with the Transcripts, and euery Ale-house may haue one of them (hanging in the basest drinking roome) if they will be but at the charges of writing it out. Thus the liberallitie of a Nobleman, or of a Gentleman is abused: thus learning is brought into scorne and contempt: Thus men are cheated of their bountie, giuing much for that (out of their frée mindes) which is common abroad, and put away for base prices. Thus villanie some-times walkes alone, as if it were giuen to Melancholy, and some-times knaues tie themselues in a knot, because they may be more merry, as by a mad sort of Comrades whom I sée leaping into the Saddle, anon it will apeare.

RANCKE RIDERS, THE MANNER OF COZENING INNE-KEEPERS. POST-MASTERS AND HACKNEY-MEN. CHAP. VII.

THERE is a troope of Horsemen, that runne vp and downe the whole kingdome, they are euer in a gallop, their businesse is weightie, their iournyes many, their expences great, their Innes euerie where, their lands no where: they haue onely a certaine Frée-holde called Tyborne, (scituate néere London, and many a faire paire of Gallowes in other Countries besides,) vpon which they liue verie poorely, till they dye, and dye for the most part wickedly, because their liues are villanous and desperate. But what race so euer they runne, their they end it, there they set vp their rest, there is their last baite, whether soeuer their iourney lyes. And these horsmen haue no other names but rancke Riders.

To furnish whem foorth for any iourney, they must haue Riding sutes cut out of these foure péeces.


	1 The Inne-kéeper or Hackney-man, of whom they haue horses, is called, A Colt.

	2 He that neuer alights off a rich Farmer or country Gentleman, till he haue drawne mony from him, is called, The Snaffle.

	3 The money so gotten, is The Ring.

	4 He that féedes them with mony is called, The prouander.



These Ranck-riders (like Butchers to Rumford market) sildome goe vnder sixe or seauen in a company, and these Caréeres they fetch. Their pursses being warmely lined with some purchase gotten before, and they themselues well booted and spurd, and in reasonable good outsides, arriue at the fairest Inne they can choose, either in Westminster, the Strand, the Citie, or the Suburbes.

Two of them who haue cloathes of purpose to fit the play, carrying the shew of Gentlemen, the other act their partes in blew coates, as they were their Seruingmen, though indéede they be all fellowes. They enter all durted or dustied (according as it shall please the high way to vse them) and the first bridle they put into the Colts mouth (that is to say, the Inkéepers) is at their comming in to aske alowde if the footeman be gone backe with the horses? tis answered yes. Héere, the Ranck-riders lye thrée or foure daies, spending moderately enough, yet abating not a penny of any reckoning, to shew of what house they come: in which space their counterfeit followers learne what country-man the maister of the house is, where the Hostlars and Chamberlaines were borne, and what other countrie Gentlemen are guests to the Inne: which lessons being presently gotten by heart, they fall in study with the generall rules of their knauerie: and those are, first to giue out, that their Maister is a Gentleman of such and such meanes, in such a shire (which shall be sure to stand farre enough from those places where any of the house, or of other guests were borne,) that hée is come to receiue so many hundred poundes vpon land which hée hath solde, and that hée meanes to Inne there some quarter of a yeare at least.

This Brasse money passing for currant through the house, hée is more obserued and better attended, is worshipped at euerie word: and the easier to breake and bridle the Colt, his Worship will not sit downe to Dinner or supper, till the Maister of the house be placed at the vpper end of the boord by him.

In the middle of Supper, or else verie earely in the following morning, comes in a counterfeit footeman, sweatingly deliuering a message, that such a Knight hath sent for the head-Maister of these Rancke-ryders, and that hée must be with him by such an houre, the iourney being not aboue twelue or fouretéene miles. Vpon deliuerie of this message, (from so déere and noble a friend) hée sweares and chafes, because all his horses are out of Towne, curseth the sending of them backe, offers any mony to haue himselfe, his couzen with him, and his men but reasonably horst. Mine host being a credulous Asse, suffers them all to get vp vpon him, for hée prouides them horses, either of his owne (thinking his Guest to be a man of great accompt, and being loath to loose him, because hée spends well) or else sendes out to hire them of his neighbours, passing his word for their forthcomming within a day or two, Vp they get and away Gallop our Ranck-riders, as far as the poore Iades can carry them.

The two daies being ambled out of the world, and perhaps thrée more after them, yet neither a supply of Horse-men or Foote-men, (as was promised) to be set eye vpon. The lamentable In-kéeper (or Hackney man, if hée chance to be Sadled for this iourney too) loose their Colts téeth, and finde that they are made olde arrant Iades: Search, then runnes vp and downe, like a Constable halfe out of his wittes (vpon a Shroue-tuesday) and hue and cry followes after, some twelue or fouretéene miles off, (round about London) which was the farthest of their iourney as they gaue out. But (alas!) the horses are at pasture fourescore or a hundred miles from their olde mangers: they were sould at some blinde drunken théeuish faire, (there being enow of them in company to saue themselues, by their Toll-booke,) the Seruing-men cast off their blew-coates, and cried, All fellowes: the money is spent vpon wine, vpon whores, vpon fidlers, vpon fooles, (by whom they wil loose nothing) and the tyde being at an ebbe, they are as ready to practise their skill in horse-manship to bring Coltes to the saddle in that Towne, and to make Nags run a race of thrée-score or a hundred miles of from that place, as before they did from London.

RUNNING AT THE RING.

THUS, so long as Horseflesh can make them fat, they neuer leaue féeding. But when they haue beaten so many high-waies in seuerall countries, that they feare to be ouer-taken by Tracers, then (like Soldiers comming from a Breach) they march faire & softly on foote, lying in garrison, as it were, close in some out townes, till the foule Rumor of their Villanies (like a stormy durty winter) be blown ouer: In which time of lurking in the shel, they are not idle neither, but like snailes, they venture abroad tho the law hath threatned to rain down neuer so much punishment vpon them: & what doe they? they are not bées, to liue by their owne painfull labors, but Drones that must eate vp the swéetnesse, and be fedde wilh the earnings of others: This therefore is their worke. They carelesly inquire what gentleman of worth, or what rich Farmers dwell within fiue, six or seauen miles of the Fort where they are insconcd (which they may doe without suspition) and hauing got their names, they single out themselues in a morning, and each man takes a seuerall path to himselfe: one goes East, one West, one North, and the other South: walking either in bootes with wandes in their handes, or otherwise, for it is all to one purpose. And note this by the way, that when they trauell thus one foot, they are no more called Ranck-riders but Ttrowlers, a proper name giuen to Country plaiers, that (without Sockes) trot from towne to towne vpon the bare hoofe.

Being ariued at the Gate where the Gentlemen, or Farmer dwelleth, he boldly knockes, inquiring for him by name, and steppes into speake with him: the seruant séeing a fashionable person, tells his Maister there is a Gentleman desires to speake with him: the maister coms and salutes him, but eying him well, saies he does not know him: No Sir, replies the other (with a face bolde ynough) it may be so, but I pray you Sir, will you walke a turne or two in your Orchard or Garden, I would there conferre: Hauing got him thether, to this tune he plaies vpon him.

HOW THE SNAFFLE IS PUT ON.

SIR, I am a Gentleman, borne to better meanes then my present fortunes doe allow me: I serued in the field, and had commaunde there, But long peace (you know Sir) is the Cancker that eates vp Souldiers, and so it hath mée. I lie héere not far off, in the Country, at mine Inne, where staying vpon the dispatch of some businesse, I am indebted to the house in monies, so that I cannot with the credit of a Gentleman leaue the house till I haue paide them. Make mée sir so much beholden to your loue as to lend mée fortye or fiftie shillings to beare my horse and my selfe to London, from whence within a day or two, I shall send you many thankes, with a faithfull repayment of your curtesie.

The honest Gentleman, or the good naturd Farmer beholding a personable man, fashionably attired, and not carrying in outward coullors, the face of a cogging-knaue, giues credit to his words, are sorry that they are not at this present time so well furnished as they could wish, but if a matter of twentie shillings can stead him, he shall commaund it, because it were pittie any honest Gentleman should for so small a matter miscarry. Happily they meete with some Chapmen that giue them their owne asking; but howsoeuer, all is fish that comes to net, they are the most conscionable market folkes that euer rode betwéene two paniers, for from forty they will fall to twentie, from twenty to ten, from ten to fiue: nay these Mountibanekes are so base, that they are not ashamed to take two shillings of a plaine Husbandman, and sometimes sixe pence (which the other giues simply and honestly) of whom they demaunded a whole fifteene.

In this manner doe they digge siluer out of mens purses all the day, and at night meet together at the appointed Rendeuouz, where all these Snaffles are loosed to their full length, the Ringes which that day they haue made, are worne. The Prouender is praised or dispraised, as they finde it in goodnesse, but it goes downe all, whilst they laugh at all.

And thus does a Common Wealth bring vp children, that care not how they discredit her, or vndoe her: who would imagine that Birdes so faire in shewe, and so sweete in voice, should be so dangerous in condition-but Kanens thinke carryon the daintiest meate, and villaines estéeme most of that mony which is purchast by basenes.

The Vnder-Shriffe for the county of the Cacodemons, knowing into what arrerages these Rank-riders were runne, for horse-flesh to his maister, (of whom hée farmed the office) sent out his writs to attach them, and so narrowly pursued them, that for all they were well horst, some hée sent post to the gallowes, and the rest to seuerall iayles: After which, making all the hast hée possibly could to get to London againe, hée was way-layd by an army of a strong and new found people.

MOONE-MEN. A DISCOUERY OF A STRANGE WILD PEOPLE, VERY DANGEROUS TO TOWNES AND COUNTRY VILLAGES. CHAP. VIII.

A Moone-man, signifies in English, a mad-man, because the Moone hath greatest domination (aboue any other Planet) ouet the bodies of Franticke persons. But these Moone-men (whose Images are now to be carued) are neither absolutely mad, nor yet perfectly in their wits.) Their name they borrow from the Moone, because as the Moone is neuer in one shape two nights together, but wanders vp and downe Heauen, like an Anticke, so these changeable-stuffe-companions neuer tary one day in a place, but are the onely, and the onely base Runnagats vpon earth. And as in the Moone there is a man, that neuer stirres without a bush of thornes at his backe, so these Moone-men lie vndes bushes; and are indeed no better then Hedge créepers.

They are a people more scattred then Iewes, and more hated: beggerly in apparrell, barbarous in condition, beastly in behauior, and bloudy if they meete aduantage. A man that sées them would sweare they had all thè yellow Iawndis, or that they were To••y, Moores bastardes, for no Red-oaker man caries a face of a more filthy complexion, yet are they not borne so, neither has the Sunne burnt them so, but they are painted so, yet they are not good painters neither: for they doe not make faces, but marte faces. By a by-name they are called Gipsies, they call themselues Egiptians, others in mockery call them Moone-men.

If they be Egiptians, sure I am they neuer discended from the tribes of any of those people that came out of the Land of Egypt: Ptolomy (King of the Egiptians) I warrant neuer called them his Subiects: no nor Pharao before him. Looke what difference their is betweene a ciuell cittizen of Dublin, & a wilde Irish Kerne, so much difference there is betweene one of these counterfeit Egiptians and a true English Begger. An English Roague is iust of the same liuery.

They are commonly an army about foure-score strong, yet they neuer march with all their bagges and baggages together, but (like boot-halers) they forrage vp and downe countries, 45. or 6. in a company. As the swizer has his wench and his Cocke with him when he goes to the warres, so these vagabonds haue their harlots with a number of little children following at their héeles: which young brood of Beggers, are sometimes caried (like so many gréene géese aliue to a market) in payres of pameres, or in dosters like fresh-fish from Kye that comes on horsebacke, (if they be but infants.) But if they can stradle once, then aswell the shée roagues as the héeroagues are horst, seauen or eight vpon one iade, strongly pineond, and strangely tyed together.

One Shire alone & no more is sure stil at one time, to haue these Egiptian-tice swarming within it, for like flockes of wild géese, they will euermore fly one after another: let them be scattred worse then the quarters of a traitor are after hées hangd drawne and quartred, yet they haue a tricke (like water cut with a sword) to come together instantly and easily againe: and this is their pollicy, which way soeuer the formostranckes lead, they sticke vp small boughes in seuerall places, to euery village where they passe, which serue as ensignes to waft on the rest.

Their apparell is old, and phantasticke, tho it be neuer so full of rents: the men weare scarfes of Callico, or any other base stuffe, hanging their bodies like Morris-dancers, with bels, & other toyes, to intice the countrey people to flocke about them, and to wounder at their fooleries, or rather rancke-knaueryes. The women as ridiculously attire them-selues, and (like one that plaies, the Roague on a Stage) weare rags, and patched filthy mantles vppermost, when the vnder garments are hansome and in fashion.

The battailes these Out-lawes make, are many and very bloudy. Whosoeuer falles into their hands neuer escapes aliue, and so cruell they are in these murders, that nothing can satisfie them but the very heart bloud of those whom they kill. And who are they (thinke you) that thus goe to the pot? Alasse! Innocent Lambs, Shéep, Calues, Pigges, &c. Poultrie-Ware are more churlishly handled by them, then poore prisoners are by kéepers in the counter ith Pouitry. A goose comming amongst them learnes to be wise, that hée neuer will be Goose any more. The bloudy trage dies of al these, are only acted by the women, who carrying long kniues or Skeanes vnder their mantles, doe thus play their parts: The Stage is some large Heath: or a Firre-bush Common, far from any houses: Vpon which casting them-selues into a King, they inclose the Murdered, till the Massacare be finished. If any passenger come by, and wondring to sée such a coniuring circle kept by Hel hounds & demaund what spirits they raise there: one of the Murderers steps to him, poysons him with swéete wordes and shifts him off, with this lye, that one of the women is falne in labour: but if any made Hamlet hearing this, smell villanie, & rush in by violence to fée what the tawny. Diuels are dooing, then they excuse the fact, lay the blame on those that are the actors, a perhaps (it they sée no remedie) deliuer them to an officer, to be had to punishment: But by the way a rescue is surely laid, and very valiantly (tho very villanously) doe they fetch them off, and guard them.

The Cabbines where these Land-pyrates lodge in the night, are the Out-barnes of Farmers and Husbandmen, (in some poore Village or other) who dare not deny them, for feare they should ere Morning haue their thatched houses burning about their eares: in these Barnes, are both their Cooke-rooines, their Supping Parlors, and their Bed-chambers: for there they dresse after a beastly manner, what soeuer they purchast after a théeuish fashion: sometimes they eate Venison, & haue Gray-hounders that kill it for them, but if they had not, they are Houndes themseiues and are damnable Hunters after flesh: Which appeares by their vgly-faced queanes that follow them, with whom in these barnes they lye, as Swine doe together in Hogsties.

These Barnes are the beds of Incests, Whoredomes Adulteries, and of all other blacke and deadly-damned Impieties; here growes the cursed Tree of bastardie, that is so fruitfull: here are written the Bookes of all Blasphemies, Swearings and Curses, that are so dreadfull to be read. Yet the simple country-people will come running out of their houses to gaze vpon them, whilst in the meane time one steales into the next Roome, and brings away whatsoeuer he can lay hold on. Vpon daies of pastime and libertie, they Spred themselues in small companies amongst the Villages: and when young maids and batchelers (yea sometimes old doting fooles; that should be beaten to this world of villanies, and forewarn others (doe flocke about them, they then professe skil in Palmestry, & (forsooth) can tell fortunes, which for the most part are infallibly true, by reason that they worke vpon rules, which are grounded vpon certamty: for one of them will tell you that you shall shortly haue some euill lucke fall vpon you, & within halfe an houre after you shall find your pocket pickd, or your purse cut. These are those Egiptian Grashoppers that eate vp the fruites of the Earth, and destroy the poore corne fieldes: to swéepe whose swarmes out of this kingdome, there are no other meanes but the sharpnes of the most infamous and basest kinds of punishment. For if the vgly body of this Monster be suffred to grow and fatten it selfe with mischiefes and disorder, it will haue a necke so Sinewy & so brawny, that the arme of the law will haue much a doe to stricke of the Head, sithence euery day the members of it increase, and it gathers new ioints and new forces by Priggers, Anglers, Cheators, Morts, Yeomens Daughters (that haue taken some by blowes, and to auoid shame, fall into their Sinnes) and other Seruants, both men and maides, that haue béene pilferers, with all the rest of that Damned Regiment, marching together in the first Army of the Bel-man, who running away from their own Coulours (which are bad ynough) serue vnder these, being the worst. Lucifers Lansprizado that stood alooft to behold the mustrings of these Hell-hounds tooke delight to sée them Double their Fyles so nimbly, but held it no pollicy to come néere them (for the Diuell him-selfe durst scarse haue done that.) Away therefore hée gallops, knowing that at one time or other they would all come to fetch their pay in Hell.

THE INFECTION OF THE SUBURBS. CHAP. IX.

THE Infernall Promoter being wearied with riding vp and downe the Country, was glad when hée had gotten Citie ouer his head, but the Citie being not able to hold him within the fréedome, because hée was a Forrener, the gates were sette wide open for him to passe through, and into the Suburbes hée went. And what saw hée there? More Ale houses than there are Tauernes in all Spayne and France. Are they so dry in the Suburbes? Yes, pockily dry. What saw he besides?

Hée saw the dores of notorious Carted Bawdes, (like Hell gates) stand night and day wide open, with a paire of Harlots in Taffata gownes (like two painted posts) garnishing out those dores, being better to the house then a Double signe: when the dore of a poore Artificer (if his childe had died but with one Token of death about him) was close ramd vp and Guarded for feare others should haue béene infected: Yet the plague that a Whorehouse layes vpon a Citie is worse, yet is laughed at: if not laughed at, yet not looked into, or if looked into Wincked at.

The Tradesman hauing his house locked vp, looseth his customers, is put from worke and vndone: whilst in the meane time the strumpet is set on worke and maintained (perhaps) by those that vndoe the other: giue thankes O wide mouthd Hell! laugh Lucifer at this, Dance for ioy all you Diuells.

Belzebub kéepes the Register booke, of all the Bawdes, Panders and Curtizans: & he knows, that these Suburb sinners haue no landes to liue vpon but their legges: euery prentice passing by them, can say, There sits a whore: Without putting them to their booke, they will sweare so much themselues: if so, are not Counstables, Churchwardens, Bayliffes, Beadels, other Officers, Pillars and Pillowes to all the villanies, that are by these committed? Are they not parcell-Bawdes to wincke at such damned abuses, considering they haue whippes in their owne handes, and may draw bloud if they please? Is not the Land-lord of such rentes the Graund-Bawde? and the Dore-Kéeping mistresse of such a house of sinne, but his Vnder-Bawd? sithence hée takes twenty pounds rent euery yeare, for a vaulting schoole (which from no Artificer liuing by the hardnesse of the hand could be worth fiue pound.) And that twenty pound rent, hée knowes must be prest out of petticoates:) his mony smells of sinne, the very siluerlookes pale, because it was earned by lust.

How happy therefore were Cities if they had no Suburbes, sithence they serue but as caues, where monsters are bred vp to deuoure the Cities them-selues? Would the Diuell hire a villaine to spil bloud? there he shall finde him. One to blaspheme? there hée hath choice. A Pandar that would court a matron at her praiers? he is there. A cheator that would turne his owne father a begging? Hée is there too: A harlot that would murder her new borne Infant? She lies in there.

What a wretched wombe hath a strumpet, which being (for the most part) barren of Children, is notwithstanding the onely Bedde that bréedes vp these Serpente? vpon that one stalke grow all these mischiefes. Shee is the Cockatrice that hatcheth all these egges of euills. When the diuell takes the Anatomy of all damnable sinnes, he lookes onely vpon her body. When she dies, he sits as her Coroner. When her soule comes to hell, all shunne that there, as they flie from a body strucke with the plague here shee hath her dore-keeper, and she her selfe is the Diuells chamber-maide. And yet for all this, that shées so dangerous and detestable, when she hath croakd like a Rauen on the Eues, then comes she into the house like a Doue. When her villaines (like the mote about a castle) are rancke, thicke, and muddy, with standing long together, then (to purge herselfe) is shee dreind out of the Suburbes (as though her corruption were there left behind her) and (as a cléere streame) is let into the Citie.

WHAT ARMOR A HARLOT WEARES COMMING OUT OF THE SUBURBES TO BESIEGE THE CITIE WITHIN THE WALS.

VPON what perch then does she sit? what part plaies she then? onely the Puritane. If before she ruffled in filkes, now is she more ciuilly attired then a Mid wife. If before she swaggred in Tauernes, now with the Snaile she stirreth not out of dores. And where must her lodging be taken vp, but in the house of some cittizen, whose known reputation, she borrowes (or rather steales) putting it on as a cloake to couer her deformities. Yet euen in that, hath she an art too, for he shal be of such a profession, that all commers may enter, without the danger of any eyes to watch them. As for example, she wil lie at some Scriueners house, and so vnder the collour of comming to haue a Bond made, she herselfe may write Nouerint vniuersi. And tho the law threaten to hit her neuer so often, yet hath she subtile defences to ward off the blowes. For, if Gallants haunt the house, then spreds shée these collours: she is a captaine or a lieutenants wife in the Low-countries, & they come with letters, from the souldier her husband. If Marchants resort to her, then hoistes shée vp these sayles, she is wife to the Maister of a shippe, & they bring newes that her husband put in at the Straytes, or at Venice, at Aleppo, Alexandria, or Scanderoon, &c. If shop-keepers come to her, with what doe you lacke, in their mouthes, then she takes vp such and such commodities, to send them to Rye, to Bristow, to Yorke, &c. where her husband dwells. But if the streame of her fortunes runne low, and that none but Apron-men lanch forth there, then kéepes shée a polliticke sempsters shop, or shée starches them.

Perhaps shée is so polliticke, that none shall be noted to board her: if so then she sailes vpon these points of the compasse, so soone as euer shée is rigd, and all her furniture on, forth shée lancheth into those stréetes that are most frequented: where the first man that shée méetes of her acquaintance, shall (without much pulling) get her into a Tauerne: out of him she kisses a breakefast, and then leaues him: the next shée méetes, does vpon as easie pullies, draw her to a Tauerne againe, out of him she cogs a dinner, and then leaues him: the third man, squires her to a play, which being ended, and the wine offred and taken (for shes on Recusant, to refuse any thing) him shée leaues too: and being set vpon by a fourth, him she answers at his own weapon, sups with him, & drinckes Vpsie Freeze, till the clock striking Twelue, and the Drawers being drowzy, away they march arme in arme, being at euery foot-step fearfull to be set vpon by the Band of Halberdiers, that lye scowting in rug-gownes to cut off such mid-night straglers. But the word being giuen, and who goes there, with come before the Constable, being shot at them, they vaile presently and come, she taking vpon her to answere all the Bil-men and their Leader. Betwéene whom and her, suppose you heare this sléepy Dialogue, where haue you bin so late? at supper forsooth with my Vncle, here, (if he be well bearded) or with my brother (if the haire be but budding forth) and hee is bringing me home. Are you married? yes forsooth: what is your husband? such a Noble-mans man, or such a Iustices Clarke, (And then names some Alderman of London, to whom shée perswades herselfe, one or other of the bench of browne billes are beholding:) where lye you? At such a mans house: Sic tenues euanescit in Auras: and thus by stopping the Constables mouth with sugur-plummes (that is to say,) whilst shée poisons him with sweet wordes, the puncke vanisheth. O Lanthorne and Candle-light, how art thou made a blinde Asse? because thou hast but one eye to sée withall: Be not so guld, be not so dull in vnderstanding: doe thou but follow aloofe; those two tame Pigeons, and thou shalt finde, that her new Vncle lies by it all that night, to make his kins-woman on of mine Aunts: or if shée be not in trauell all night, they spend some halfe an houre together, but what doe they? marry, they doe that which the Constable should haue done for them both in the stréetes, that is to say, commit, commit.

You Guardians ouer so great a Princesse as the eldest daughter to King Brutus: you twice twelue fathers and gouernours ouer the Noblest Cittie, why are you so careful to plant Trees to beautifie your outward walks, yet suffer the goodliest garden (within) to be ouer-run with stincking wéedes: You are the proining kniues that should loppe off such idle, such vnprofitable, and such destroying branches from the Vine: The beames of your authoritie should purge the ayre of such infection: your breath of Iustice should scatter those foggy vapors, & driue them out of your gates, as chaffe tossed abroad by the windes.

But stay: is our walking spirit become an Orator to perswade? no: but the Bel-man of London, with whom he met in this perambulation of his, and to whom hée betraied himselfe and opened his very bosome, (as hereafter you shall heare,) is bould to take vpon him that speakers Office.

OF GINGLERS. OR THE KNAUERY OF HORSE-COURSERS IN SMITH-FIELD DISCOUERED. CHAP. X.

AT the end of fierce battailes, the onely Rendeuouz for lame souldiers to retire vnto, is an Hospitall: and at the end of a long Progresse, the onely ground for a tyred Iade to runne in, is some blind country faire, where hée may be sure to be sold. To these Markets of vnwholesome Horse-flesh, (like so many Kites to f•ede vpon Carion) doe all the Horse-coursers (that roost about the Citie) flye one after another. And whereas in buying all other commodities, men striue to haue the best, how great so euer the price be, onely the Horsecouser is of a baser minde, for the worst Horse-flesh (so it be cheape) does best goe downe with him. Hée cares for nothing but a fayre out-side, and a hansome shape (like those that hyre whores,) though there be an hundred diseases within: he (as the other) ventures vpon them all.

The first lesson therefore that a Horse-courser takes out, when he comes to one of these Markets, is to make choyce of such Nags, Geldings, or Mares, especially, as are fat, fayre, and well-fauord to the eye: and because men delight to behold beautifull colours, and thath some colours are more delicate (euen in beasts) then others are, hée will so néere as hée can, bargaine for those horses that haue the daintiest complexion: as the Milke-white, the Gray, the Dapple-Gray, the Cole blacke with his proper markes (as the white starre in the fore-head, the white héele, &c.) or the bright Bay, with the like proper ••arkes also. And the goodlier proportion the beast carries or the fayrer markes or colour that hée •eares, are or ••ght to be watch-words as it were to him that after•ards buyes him of the horse courser, that hée be not coozend with an ouer-price for a had peny-worth, because such Horses (belonging for the most part to Gentlemen) are seldome or neuer solde away, but vpon some fowle quality, or some incurable disease, which the Beast is falne into. The Best colours are therefore the best Cloakes to hide those fa••ts that most disfigure a Horse: and next vnto colour, his Pace doth often-times deceiue and goe beyond a very quicke Iudgement.

Some of these Horse-hunters, are as nimble Knaues in finding out the infirmities of a Iade, as a Barber is in drawing of téeth: and albeit (without casting his water) hée does more readily reckon vp all the Aches, Crampes, Crickes, and whatsoeuer disease else lyes in his bones: and for those diseases seemes vtterly to dislike him, yet if by looking vpon the Dyall within his mouth, he finde that his yeeres haue struck but fiue, sixe, or seuen: and that he prooues but young, or that his diseases are but newly growing vpon him, if they be outward, or haue but hayre and skin to hide them, if they be inward, let him sweare neuer so damnably, that it is but a Iade, yet he will be sure to fasten vpon him.

So then, a Horse-courser to the Merchant, (that out of his sound iudgement buyes the fairest, the best bred, and the noblest Horses, selling them againe for bréede or seruice, with plainnesse and honesty,) is as the Cheator to the faire Gamester: hée is indéed a meere Iadish Nonopolitane, and deales for none but tyred, tainted, dull and diseased horses. By which meanes, if his picture be drawne to the life, you shall finde euery Horse-courser for the most part to be in quality a coozener, by profession a knau, by his cunning a Varlet, in fayres a Hagling Chapman, in the Citie a Cogging dissembler, and in Smith-field a common forsworne Villaine. Hée will sweare any thing, but the faster hée sweares, the more danger tis to beleeue him: In one forenoone, and in seiling a Iade not worth fiue Nobles, will hée forsweare himselfe fiftéene times, and that forswearing too shall be by Equiuocation. As •ée example, if an ignorant Chap-man comming to beatethe price, say to the Horse-courser your nagge is verie old, or thus many yéeres old, and reckon ten or twelue: hée claps his hand presently on the buttocke of the beast, and prayes he may be dambs if the Horse be not vnder fiue, meaning that the horse is not vnder fiue yeeres of age, but that hée standes vnder fiue of his fingers, when his hand is clapd vpon him. These Horse-coursers are called Iynglers, and these Iynglers hauing laide out theirmony on a company of Iades, at some drunken fayre, vp to London they driue them, and vpon the Market day into Smithfield brauely come they prauncing. But least their Iades should shew too many horse-trickes in Smith-field, before so great an Audience as commonly resort thither, their maisters doe therefore Schooe them at home after this manner.

HOW A HORSE-COURSER WORKES VPON A IADE IN HIS OWN STABLE, TO MAKE HIM SERUICEABLE FOR A COUZENING RACE IN SMITH-FIELD.

THE Glanders in a horse is so filthy a disease, that he who is troubled with it can neuer kéepe his nose cleane: so that when such a foule-nosed Iade happens to serue a Horse-courser, hée hath more strange pil• (then a Pothecarie makes) for the purging of his head, he knows that a horse with such a qualitie, is but a beastly companion to trauell vpon the high way with any Gentleman.

Albeit therefore that the Glanders haue played with his Nose so long, that hée knowes not how to mend him-selfe, but that disease being suffered to runne vpon him many yeeres together is growne inumcible, yet hath our Ingling Mountihancke Smith-field-rider, a trick to cure him, fiue or sixe waies: and this is one of them.

In the very morning when hée is to be rifled away amongst the Gamsters in Smithfield, before hée thrust his head out of his Maisters Stable, the Horse courser tickles his nose (not with a Pipe of Tobacco) but with a good quantitie of the best Néesing powder that can be gotten: which with a quil being blown vp into the Nostrills, to make it worke the better, he stands poaking there vp and downe with two long feathers plucked from the wing of a Goose, they being dipt in the iuyce of Garlicke, or in any strong oyle, and thrust vp to the verie top of his head, so farre as possibly they can reach, to make the pore dumbe beast auoide the filth from his nostrils, which hée will doe in great aboundance: this being done, hée comes to him with a new medicine for a sicke horse, and mingling the iuyce of Bruzed Garlike, sharpe biting Mustard, and strong Ale together, into both the Nostrils (with a Horne) is powred a good quantitie of this filthy Broth, which by the hand being held in by stopping the nostrils close together, at length with a little néezzing more, his nose will be cleaner then his Maisters the Horse-courser, and the filth be so Artificially stopd that for eight or ten houres a Iade will holde vp his head with the prowdest Gelding that gallops scornefully by him, and neuer haue néed of wiping.

This is one of the Comedies a Common horse-courser playes by himselfe at home, but if when hée comes to act the second part abroad, you would disgrace him, and haue him hissed at for not playing the Knaue well, then handle him thus: If you suspect that the Nagge which hee would Iade you with, be troubled with that or any other such like disease, gripe him hard about the wesand pipe, close toward the roofe of the tongue, and holding him there so long and so forcibly, that hée cough twice or thrice, if then (after you let goe your hold) his chappes begin to walke as if hée were chewing downe a Horseleafe, shake hands with old Mounsier Cauiliero Horse-Courser, but clap no bargain vpon it, for his Iade is as full of infirmitie, as the Maister Villanie.

OTHER GAMBALS THAT HORSE-COURSERS PRACTISE VPON FOUNDRED HORSES, OLD LADES, &C.

SMITHFIELD is the Stage vpon which the Mountibanke English Horse-courser aduancing his banner, defies any disease that dares touch his Prancer: Insomuch that if a horse be so olde, as that foure legs can but carry him, yet shall he beare the markes of an Nag not aboue sixe or seauen yeeres of age: and that counterfeit badge of youth, hée weares thus: The Horse-courser with a small round yron made very hot, burnes two blacke hoses in the top of the two out-most téeth of each side the out-side of the Horse mouth vpon the nether téeth, and so likewise of the téeth of the vpper chap, which stand opposit to the nether, the qualitie of which markes is to shew that a horse is but yong: but if the iade be so old that those téeth are dropt out of his head, then is there a tricke still to be fumbling about his old chaps, and in that strooking his chin, to pricke his lips closely with a pin or a naile, till they be so tender, that albeit be were a giuen horse none could be suffered to looke him in the mouth (which is one of the best Calender to tell his age) but a reasonable sighted eye (without helpe of spectacles) may easily discouer this Iugling, because it is grosse and common.

If now a Horse (hauing béene a sore Trauailer) happen by falling into a cold sweate to be Foundred, so that (as if hée were druncke or had the staggers) he can scarce stand on his legges, then will his maister, before hée enter into the lists of the field against all commers, put him into a villanous chasing by ryding him vp and downe a quarter, or halfe an houre, till his limbes be thoroughly heated, and this hée does, because so long as hée can discharge that false fire, or that (being so collerickly hatte) hée tramples onely vpon soft ground, a very cunning Horseman shall hardly finde where his shooe wrings him, or that hée is Fowndred. And (to blinde the eyes of the Chapman) the Horse-courser will be euer tickling of him with his wand, because hée may not by standing still like an Asse, shew of what house he comes.

If a Horse come into the fielde (like a lame soldier) Halting, hée has not Crutches made for him, as the soldier hath, but because you shall thinke the Horses shooemaker hath serued him like a Iade, by not fitting his foote well, the shooe shall be taken off purposely from that foote which halts, as though it had béene lost by chance: And to proue this, witnesses shall come in, if at least twenty or thirty damnable oathes can be taken, that the want of the Shooe is onely the cause of his Halting. But if a Horse cannot be lustie at legges, by reason that either his hoofes be not good, or that there be Splents, or any other Eye-sore about the nether Ioynt, the Horse-courser vses him then as Cheating Swaggerers handle Nouices, what they cannot winne by the Dyce, they will haue by Foule-play: and in that foule manner, deales hée with the poore horse, ryding him vp and downe in the thickest and the durtiest places, till that durt, like a ruffled boote drawne vpon an ill-fauourd gowtie legge, couer the Iades infirmitie from the eye of the Buyer.

HOW A HORSE-COURSER MAKES A IADE THAT HAS NO STOMACH, TO EATE LAMB-PYE.

ALBEIT Lamb-pie be good meat vpon a table, yet it is so offensiue to a horses stomach, that he had rather be fed a moneth together with mustie oates, than to taste it: Yet are not all Horses bidden to this Lamb-pye-Breakefasts, but onely such as are dyeted with no other meate: and those are Dull, Blockish, Sullen, and heauie footed Iades, When-soeuer therefore a Horse-courser hath such a Dead commoditie, as a Lumpish slow Iade, that goes more heauily then a Cow when shée trots, and that neither by a sharpe bitte nor a tickling spurre he can put him out of his lazie and dogged pace, what does hée with him then? Onely hee giues him Lambpie. That is to say, euery morning when the Horse-courser comes into the Stable, hée takes vp a tough round cudgell, and neuer leaues fencing with his Quarter-staffe at the poore Horses sides and buttockes, till with blowes hée hath made them so tender, that the verry shaking of a bough will be able to make the horse ready to runne out of his wittes. And to kéepe the horse still in this mad mood, because he shall not forget his lesson, his maister will neuer come néer him, but he will haue a fling at him: If he doe touch him, hée strikes him: if he speakes to him, there is but a word and a blow: if he doe but looke vpon him, the Horse flings and takes on, as though hée would breake through the walles, or had béene a Horse bredde vp in Bedlam amongst mad folkes. Hauing thus gotten this hard lesson by heart, forth comes he into Smithfield to repeat it, where the Rider shall no sooner leap into the saddle but the Horse-courser giuing the Iade (that is halfe scarred out of his wits already) thrée or foure good bangs, away flies Bucephalus as if young Alexander were vpon his backe. No ground can holde him, no bridle raine him in, hée gallops away as if the Diuell had hired him of some Hackney-man, and scuds through thicke and thinne, as if crackers had hung at his héeles. If his taile play the wag, and happen to whiske vp and downe (which is a signe that hée does his feates of Actiuitie, like a Tumblers prentice, by compulsion and without taking pleasure in them (then shall you sée the Horse-courser laie about him like a thrasher, till with blowes hée make him carry his taile to his Buttockes: which in a Horse (contrary to the nature of a Dog) is an argument that hée hath mettell in him and Spirit, as in the other it is the note of cowardise.

These and such other base iuglings are put in practise, by the Horse-courser; in this manner comes hée armd into the field: with such bad and deceiptfull commodities does he furnish the markets. Neither steps he vpon the diuels stage alone, but others are likewise Actors in the selfe-same Scene, and sharers with him: for no sooner shall mony be offred for a Horse, but presently one Snake thrusts out his head and stings the buyer with false praises of the Horses goodnesse: An other throwes out his poisoned hooke and whispers in the Chapmans erre, that vpon his knowledge so much or so much hath béene offred by foure or fiue, and would not be taken: and of these Rauens there be sundry nests, but all of them as blacke in soule as the Horse-courser (with whom they are yoaked) is in conscience. This Regiment of Horse-men is therefore deuided into foure Squadrons. viz.


	1 When Horse-coursers trauaile to country faires, they are called Iynglers.

	2 When they haue the leading of the Horse, and serue in Smithfield, they are Drouers.

	3 They that stand by and cony-catch the Chapman, either with Out-bidding, false-praises, &c. are called Goades.

	4 The hoyes, striplings, &c. that haue the ryding of the Iades vy and downe, are called Skip-iackes.





IACKE IN A BOXE: OR A NEW KINDE OF CHEATING, TEACHING HOW TO CHANGE GOLDE INTO SILUER: VNTO WHICH IS ADDED A MAP, BY WHICH A MAN MAY LEARNE HOW TO TRAUELL ALL OUER ENGLAND, AND HAUE HIS CHARGES BORNE. CHAP. XI.

HOW many Trees of Euill are growing in this countrie, how tall they are, how Mellow is their fruit, and how gréedily gathered, so much ground doe they take vp, and so thickly doe they stand together, that it séemeth a kingdom can bring forth no more of their nature, yes, yes, there are not halfe so many Riuers in Hell, in which a soule may saile to damnation, as there are BlackeStreames of Mischiefe and Villany (besides all those which in our Now-two Voyages wée haue ventured so many leagues vp, for discouerie) in which thousandes of people are continually swimming, and euerie minute in danger vtterly to be cast away.

The Horse-Courser of hell, after hée had durtyed him-selfe with ryding vp and downe Smithfield, and hauing his beast vnder him, gallopped away amaine to beholde a race of fiue myles by a couple of Running-Horses, vpon whose swiftnesse great summes of money were laide in wagers. In which Schoole of Horse-manship (wherein for the most part none but Gallants are the Studients) hée construed but strange Lectures of Abuses: hée could make large Comments vpon those that are the Runners of those Races, and could teach others how to loose fortie or fiftie pound pollitickely in the fore-noone, and in the after-noone (with the selfe-same Gelding) to winne a thousand markes in fiue or sixe myles riding. Hée could tell how Gentlemen are fetched in and made younger brothers, and how your new Knight comes to be a Couzen of this Race. Hée could draw the true pictures of some fellowes, that dyet these Running-Horses, who for a bribe of forty shillings can by a false Dye, make their owne Maisters loose a hundred pound a race. Hée could shew more craftie Foxes in this wildegoose chase, then there are white Foxes in Russia, and more strange Horse-trickes plaide by such Riders, then Bankes his curtall did euer practise (whose Gamballs of the two, were the honester.)

But because this sort of Birdes haue many feathers to loose, before they can féele any colde, hée suffers them to make their owne flight, knowing that prodigalls doe but test at the stripes which other mens rods giue them, and neuer complaine of smarting, till they are whipd with their owne.

In euerie Corner did he finde Serpents ingendering: vnder euerie roofe some impyetie or other lay breeding: but at last perceiuing that the most part of men were by the sorcerie of their own diuelish conditions transformed into Wolues, and being so changed were more brutish & bloody, then those that were Wolues by nature: his spléene leapd against his ribbes with laughter, and in the height of that ioy, resolued to write the villanies of the world in Folio, and to dedicate them in priuate to his Lord and Maister, because hée knew him to be an openhanded patron, albeit he was no great louer of schollers.

But hauing begunne one picture of a certaine strange Beast, (called Iacke in a Boxe) that onely (because the Citie had giuen money already to sée it) hée finished: and in these colours was Iacke in a Boxe drawne. It hath the head of a man (the face well bearded) the eyes of a Hawke, the tongue of a Lap-wing, which saies heere it is, when the nest is a good way off: it hath the stomacke of an Estrich, and can disgest siluer, as easily as that Bird doth Yron. It hath the pawes of a Beare instead of handes, for whatsoeuer it fastneth vpon it houldes: From the middle downe-wardes, it is made like a Gray-hound, and is so swift of foote, that if it once get the Start of you, a whole Kennel of Hounds cannot ouertake it. It loues to hunt dry-foote, and can Scent a Traine in no ground so well as the Citie, and yet not in all places of the Citie. But hée is best in Scenting betwéene Ludgate and Temple-barre: and it is thought that his next hunting shall be betwéene Lumbard-streete and the Gold smithes Row in Cheadeside. Thus much for his outward parts, now you shall haue him vnripd, and sée his inward.

This Iacke in a Boxe, or this Deuill in mans shape, wearing (like a player on a Stage, good cloathes on his backe, comes to a Golde-smithes Stall, to a Drapers, a Haberdashers, or into any other shop where hée knows good store of siluer faces are to be séene. And there drawing foorth a faire new boxe, hammered all out of Siluer Plate, hée opens it, and powres foorth twentie or forty Twentie-shilling-peeces in New Golde. To which heape of Worldly-Temptation, thus much hée addes in words, that either hee him-selfe, or such a Gentleman (to whom hée belongs) hath an occasion for foure or fiue daies to vse fortie pound. But because hée is verie shortly, (nay hée knows not how suddenly) to trauaile to Venice, to Ierusalem or so, and would not willingly be disfurnished of Golde, hée dooth therefore request the Cittizen to lend (vpon those Forty twenty-shilling-peeces) so much in white money (but for foure, fiue or sixe daies at most) and for his good-will hée shall receiue any reasonable satisfaction. The Cittizen (knowing the pawne to be better then a Bond) powres downe fortie pound in siluer, the other drawes it, and leauing so much golde in Hostage, marcheth away with Bag and Baggage.

Fiue daies being expired, Iacke in a boxe (according to his Bargaine) being a man of his word, comes againe to the Shop or stall (at which hée angles for fresh fish) and there casting out his line with the siluer hooke, that is to say, pouring out the fortie pound which hée borrowed, The Cittizen sends in, or steps himselfe for the Boxe with the Golden deuill in it: it is opened, and the army of angels being mustred together, they are all found to be there. The Boxe is shut agen and set on the Stall, whilst the Cittizen is telling of his money: But whilst this musicke is sounding, Iacke in a Boxe actes his part in a dumb shew thus; hée shifts out of his fingers another Boxe of the Tame mettall and making, that the former beares, which second Boxe is filled onely with shillings and being poized in the hand, shall séeme to cary the weight of the former, and is clapd down in place of the first. The Cittizen in the meane time (whilst this Pit-fall is made for him) telling the fortie poundes, mi••eth thirtie or fortie shilling in the whole summe, at which the Iacke in a Boxe starting backe (as if it were a matter strange vnto him) at last making a gathering within himselfe) for his wits, hée remembers (hée saies) that hée said by so much money as is wanting (of the fortie poundes) to dispatch some businesse or other, and forgot to put it into the Bag againe, notwithstanding, hée intreates the Cittizen, to kéepe his Golde still, hée will take the white money home to fetch the rest, and make vp the Summe, his absence shall not be aboue an houre or two: before which time hée shall be sure to heare of him, and with this the little Diuell vanisheth, carrying that away with him, which in the end will send him to the Gallowes, (that is to say, his owne Gold,) and fortie pound besides of the Shop-kéepers, which hée borrowed, the other being glad to take fortie shillings for the whole debt, and yet is soundly boxd for his labour.

This Iacke in a Boxe, is yet but a Chicken, and hath laide verie few Egges, if the Hang-man doe not spoyle it with treading, it will prooue an excellent Henne of the Game. It is a knot of Cheators but newly tyed, they are not yet a company. They flie not like Wilde-Géese (in stockes) but like Kites (single) as loath that any should share in their pray. They haue two or thrée names, (yet they are no Romanes, but errant Rogues) for some-times they call themselues Iacke in a Boxe, but now that their infantrie growes strong, and that it is knowne abroad, that they carrie the Philosophers stone about them, and are able of fortie shillings to make fortie pound, they therefore vse a deade March, and the better to cloake their villanies, doe put on these Masking suites: viz.


	1 This art or sleight of changing golde into siluer, is called Trimming.

	2 They that practise it, terme them-selues Sheepe-shearers.

	3 The Gold which they bring to the Cittizen, is called Iasons Fleece.

	4 The siluer which they picke vp by this wandring, is White-wooll.

	5 They that are Cheated by Iacke in a Boxe, are called Bleaters.



Oh Fléete-stréete, Fléete-stréete! how hast thou béene trimd, washed, Shauen and Polde, by these déere and damnable Barbers? how often hast thou mette with these Sheepe-shearers? how many warme flakes of wooll haue they pulled from they Backe, yet if thy Bleating can make the flockes that graze néere vnto thée and round about thée, to lift vp their eyes, & to shunne such Wolues and Fores, when they are approaching, or to haue them worryed to death before they sucke the blood of others, thy misfortunes are the lesse, because thy neighbours by them shall be warned from danger.

Many of thy Gallants (O Fléete-stréete) haue spent hundreds of poundes in thy presence, and yet neuer were so much as drunke for it: but for euerie fortye pound that thou layest out in this Indian commoditie (of Gold) thou hast a Siluer Boxe bestowed vpon thée, to carry thy Tobacco in, because thou hast euer loued that costlye and Gentleman-like Smoake. Iacke in a Boxe hath thus plaide his part. There is yet another Actor to step vpon the stage, and he séemes to haue good skil in Cosmography for hée holdes in his hand a Map, wherein hée hath layde downe a number of Shires in England, and with small prickes hath beaten but a path, teaching how a men may easily, (tho not verry honestly) trauell from Country to Country, and haue his charges borne; and thus it is.

He that vnder-takes this strange iourney, layes his first plotte how to be turned into a Braue man, which he findes can be done by none better then by a trusty Tailor: working therefore hard with him, till his suite be granted, Out of the Citie, being mounted on a good gelding hée rides, vpon his owne bare credit, not caring whether hée trauell to méete the Sunne at this Rysing, or at his going downe. Hée knowes his Kitchin smokes in euery countie, and his table is couered in euery Shire. For when he comes within a mile of the Towne, where hée meanes to catche Quailes, setting Spurres to his Horse, away hée gallops, with his cloake off (for in these Beseigings of Townes hée goes not armed with any, his Hatte thrust into his Hose, as if it were lost, and onely an emptie paire of Hangers by his side, to shew that hée had béene disarmed. And you must note, that this Hot-spurre does neuer set vpon any places but onely such, where hée knowes (by intelligence) there are store of Gentlemen, or wealthy Farmers at the least. Amongst whom when hée is come, hée tels with distracted lookes, and a voice almost breathlesse, how many Villaines set vpon him, what golde and siluer they tooke from him, what woods they are fled into, from what part of England hée is come, to what place he is going, how farre hée is from home, how farre from his fornies end, or from any Gentleman of his acquaintance, and so liuely personates the lying Greeke (Synon) in telling a lamentable tale, that the mad Troianes (the Gentlemen of the towne, beléeuing him, and the rather because hée carries the shape of an honest man in shew, and of a Gentleman in his apparrell) are liberall of their purses, lending him money to beare him on his iourney, to pay which hée offers either his bill or bond (naming his lodging in London) or giues his word (as he is a Gentleman) which they rather take, knowing the like misfortune may be theirs at any time.

And thus with the feathers of other birdes, is this Monster stucke, making wings of sundry fashions, with which hée thus basely flies ouer a whole kingdom. Thus doth he ride from Towne to Towne, from Citie to Citie as if he were a Land-lord in euery shire, and that hée were to gather Rents vp of none but Gentlemen.

There is a Twin-brother to this Falsegalloper, and hée cheats Inne-keepers onely, or their Tapsters, by learning first what Country-men they are, and of what kindred: and then bringing counterfeit letters of commendations from such an Vncle, or such a Coozen (wherin is requested, that the Bearer thereof may be vsed kindely) he lyes in the Inne till he haue fetcht ouer the Maister or seruant for some mony (to draw whom to him he hath may hookes) and when they hang fast enough by the gils, vnder water Our Sharke diues, and is neuer séene to swimme againe in that Riuer.

Vpon this Scaffold; also might be mounted a number of Quack-saluing Emperickes, who ariuing in some Country towne, clappe vp their Terrible Billes, in the Market-place, and filling the Paper with such horrible names of diseases, as if euery disease were a Diuell, and that they could coniure them out of any Towne at their pleasure. Yet these Beggerly Mountibanckes are méere Coozeners, and haue not so much skill as Horseléeches. The poore people not giuing money to them to be cured of any infirmities, but rather with their money buying worse infirmities of them.

Vpon the same post, doe certain stragling ScriblingWriters deserue to haue both their names and themselues hung vp, in stéede of those faire tables which they hang vp in Townes, as gay pictures to intice Schollers to them: the Tables are written with sundry kindes of hands, but not one finger of those hands (not one letter there) drops from the Penne of such a false wandring Scribe. Hée buyes other mens cunning good cheape in London, and sels it déere in the Country. These Swallowes bragge of no qualitie in them so much as of swiftnesse. In foure and twenty houres, they will worke foure and twenty wonders, and promise to teach those, that know no more what belongs to an A then an Asse, to be able (in that narrow compasse) to write as faire and as fast as a country Vicar, who commonly reads all the Townes Letters.

But wherefore doe these counterfeit Maisters of that Noble Science of Writing, kéepe such a florishing with the borrowed weapons of other Mens Pennes? onely for this, to gette halfe the Birdes (which they striue to catch) into their hands, that is to say, to be payed halfe the money which is agréed vpon for the Scholler, and his nest being halfe fild with such Gold-finches, hée neuer stayes till the rest be fledge, but suffers him that comes next, to beate the bush for the other halfe. At this Caréere the Ryder that set out last from Smith field, stopd: and alighting from Pacolet (the horse that carried him) his nextiourney was made on foote.

THE BEL-MANS SECOND NIGHT-WALKE. CHAP. XII.

SIR Lancelot of the infernall Lake, or the Knight Errant of Hell, hauing thus (like a young Country gentleman) gone round about the Citie, to sée the sights not onely within the walles, but those also in the Suburbes, was glad when hée sawe night hauing put on the vizard that Hell lends her (called darkenes to leap into her Coach) because now hée knew hée should méete with other strange birdes and beasts fluttring from their nests, and crawling out of their dennes. His prognostication held currant, and the foule weather (which hée fore-told) fell out accordingly. For Candle-light had scarce opened his eye (to looke at the Citie, like a gunner shooting at a marke,) but fearefully (their féet trembling vnder them) their eyes suspitiously rouling from euery nooke to nooke round about them, and their heads (as if they stood vpon oyled skrewes) still turning backe behinde them, came créeping out of hollow trées, where they lay hidden, a number of couzning Bankrupts, in the shapes of Owles, who when the Marshall of light, the Sunne, went vp and downe to search the Citie, durst not stir abroad, for feare of being houted at and followed by whole flockes of vndone creditors.

But now when the stage of the world was hung in blacke, they ietted vp and downe like proud Tragedians. O what thankes they gaue to Darknesse! what songs they balladed out in praise of Night, for bestowing vpon them so excellent a cloake, wherein they might so safely walke muffled Now durst they, as if they had béene Constables, rap alowd at the dores of those to whom they owed most mony, and braue them with hie wordes, tho they payd them not a penny.

Now did they boldly step into some priuiledged Tauerne, and there drinke healths, dance with Harlots, and pay both Drawers and Fidlers after mid-night with other mens money, and then march home againe fearelesse of the blowes that any showlder-clapper durst giue them. Out of another nest flew certaine Murderers and Theeues in the shapes of Skreech-owles, who, being set on by the Night, did beate with their bold and venturous fatall wings at the very dores, whereas in former times, their villanies had entred.

Not farre from These, came crawling out of their bushes a company of graue and wealthy Lechers, in the shapes of Glowe-wormes, who with Gold, Iyngling in their pockets, made such a shew in the night, that the dores of Common Brothelryes flew open to receiue them, tho in the day time they durst not passe that way, for feare that noted Currizans should challenge them of acquaintance, or that others should laugh at them to sée white heads growing vpon greene stalkes.

Then came forth certaine infamous earthy minded Creatures, in the shapes of Snailes, who all the day time hiding their heads in their shells, least boies should with two fingers point at them for liuing basely vpon the prostitution of their wiues bodies, cared not now, before candle-light to shoote out their largest Hornes.

A number of other monsters, like These, were séene (as the sunne went downe) to venture from their dennes, onely to ingender with Darknesse: but candle-lights eyesight growing dimmer and dimmer, and he at last falling starke blind, Lucifers Watch-man went stumbling vp and downe in the darke.

HOW TO WEANE HORSES.

EVERY dore on a sudden was shut, not a candle stood péeping through any window, not a Vintner was to be séene brewing in his Cellor, not a drunkerd to be met reeling, not a Mouse to be heard stiring: al the citie shewed like one Bed, and al in that Bed were soundly cast into a sléepe. Noyse made no noise, for euery one that wrought with the hammer was put to silence. Yet notwithstanding when euen the Diuel himselfe could haue béene contented to take a nap, there were few Inkeepers about the towne but had their spirits walking. To watch which spirits what they doe, our Spy, that came lately out of the Lowercountries, stole into one of their Circles, where lurking very closely, he perceiued that when all the guests were profoundly sléeping, when Carriers were soundly snorting, and not so much as the chamberlaine of the house but was layd vp, suddenly out of his bed started an hostler, who hauing no apparrell on but his shirt, a paire of slipshooes on his féete, & a Candle burning in his hand, like olde Ieronimo, stepd into the stable amongst a number of poore hungry Iades, as if that night he had béene to ride poast to the Diuell. But his iorney not lying that way till some other time, he neither bridled nor sadled any of his fourefooted guests that stood there at racke and manger, but séeing them so late at supper, and knowing that to ouereate them-selues would fill them full of diseases, (they being subiect to aboue a hundred & thirty already) hée first (without a voyder) after a most vnmanerly fashion tooke away, not onely all the Prouander that was set before them, but also all the hay, at which before they were glad to licke their lippes. The poore Horse looked very rufully vpon him for this, but hée rubbing their téeth onely with the end of a Candle (in stéed of a Corrall) tolde them, that for their Iadish trickes it was now time to weane them: And so wishing them not to be angry if they lay vpon the hard boards, considering all the beddes in the house were full, backe againe hée stole to his Couch, till breake of day: yet fearing least the sunne should rise to discouer his knauery, vp hée started, and into the stable hée stumbled, scarce halfe awake, giuing to euery Iade a bottle of hay for his breake-fast, but all of them being troubled with the greazy tooth-ach, could eare none; which their maisters in the morning espying swore they were either sullen or els that prouender pricked them.

This Hostler for this péece of seruice was afterwards preferred to be one of the Groomes in Belzebubs stable.

ANOTHER NIGHT-PEECE DRAWNE IN SUNDRY COLLOURS.

SHALL I shew you what other bottomes of mischiefe Plutos Beadle saw wound vpon the blacke spindels of the Night, in this his priuy search? In some stréetes hée met Mid-wiues running, till they sweat, & following them close at héeles, hée spied them to be let in, at the backe dores of houses, seated either in blind lanes, or in by-gardens: which houses had roomes builded for the purpose, where young Maides, being bigge with child by vnlawfull Fathers, or young wiues (in their husbands abscence at sea, or in the warres) hauing wrastled with batchilers or married men, till they caught falls, lay safely till they were deliuered of them. And for reasonable summes of mony, the bastards that at these windows crept into the world, were as closely now and then sent presently out of the world, or else were so vnmannerly brought vp, that they neuer spake to their owne parents that begot them.

In some stréetes he met seruants, in whose brest albeit the arrowes of the plague stucke halfe way, yet by cruelll maisters were they driued out of dores at mid-night and conuaid to Garden-houses, where they either died before next morning, or else were carried thither dead in their coffins, as tho they had lien sicke there before and there had dyed.

Now and then at the corner of a turning hée spied seruants purloying fardels of their maisters goods, & deliuering them to the hands of common strumpets.

This dore opened, and Lust with Prodigality were heard to stand closely kissing: and (wringing one another by the hand) softly to whisper out foure or fiue goodnights till they met abroad the next morning.

A thousand of these comedies were acted in dumbe shew, and onely in the priuate houses: at which the Diuells messenger laught so loude that Hell heard him, and for ioy rang foorth loud and lustie Plaudities. But being driuen into wonder why the night would fall in labour, and bring foorth so many Villanies, whose births she practised to couer (as shée had reason) because so many watchmen were continually called and charged to haue an eye to her dooings, at length hée perceiued that Bats (more vgly and more in number then these) might flye vp and downe in darkenesse: for tho with their Letherne Wings they should strike the very billes out of those Watchmens handes, such leaden plummets were commonly hung by sléepe at all their eyelids, that hardly they could be awakned to strike them agen.

On therefore hée walkes, with intent to hasten home, as hauing fild his Table-Bookes with sufficient notes of intelligence. But, at the last, méeting with the Bel-man, and not knowing what hée was, because hée went without his Lanthorne and some other implements: for the man in the Moone was vp the most part of the night, and lighted him which way soeuer hée turned, hée tooke him for some churlish Hobgoblin, séeing a long staffe on his necke, and therefore to be one of his owne fellowes. The Bel-ringer Smelling what strong scent hée had in his nose, soothed him vp, and questioning with him how hée had spent his time in the citie, and what discouery of Land-villanies hée had made in this Iland voiage: tho Mariner of hell, opened his chart, which he had lined with all abuses, lying either East, West, North, or South: hée shewed how hée had pricked it, vpon what points hée had saild, where hée put in: vnder what height hée kept him-selfe: where hée went a shore, what strange people he met: what land hée had discouered, and what commodities hée was laden with from thence. Of all which the Bel-man drawing forth a perfect Map, they parted: which Map hée hath set out in such collors as you sée, tho not with such cunning as hée could wish: the paines are his owne, the pleasure, if this can yéelde any pleasure, onely yours, on whom hée bestowes it: to him that embraceth his labours, hée dedicates both them and his loue: with him that either knows not how, or cares not to entertaine them, hée will not be angry, but onely to Him sayes thus much for a farrewell.

 Si quid Nouisti rectius istis,

Candidus imperti: Si non, His vtere mecum,

Heere endeth the Bel-man.



O per se O.
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O, PER SE O.

AND so Good-morrow (Goodman Bel-man of London:) your Night-piece is drawne, and my Day-worke is now to begin. Let my morning therefore I pray you be your midnight, and now when all others rise to goe to their labours, (who could scarce sléepe by reason of the noyse you made with your Clapper) get you to your bed, and dreame vpon your pillow vpon some new discouerie. In that Map of Villanies, which you haue drawne in Print already, I like the handling of your Pensill, but not the laying on of your colours: they are smooth enough, but you haue not giuen them their true Swéetning, Heightning, and Shadowing. But I cannot blame you, because nocte latent mendae, Women, Horses and Colours are not to be chosen by candle-light: and you (Gaffer Bell-man) hauing no better guide, it is a wonder you stumbled no wore, considering you walked ith darke. If therefore by my spectacles (being clearer then yours) I haue discouered more nests of Blacke-birds, (I meane more Villanies of the Diuels owne hatching) then euer flew to your ••st, and were sold afterwards to sing in Shops in Paules Church-yard, it ought not to raise vp your coller an inch higher for all that, sithence in both our Land-discoueries our sailes are hoysted vp onely to doe good to the Common-wealth, and because the Notes which I sing may appeare to be of mine owne setting, and not eyther borrowed or stolne from any other. You shall know that seruing (in the late Quéenes time) many yéeres together in the office of an High-Constable, in that Countie, wherein I now dwell, I drew from the examination of such lewd persons as came before mée, the truth of all those villaynes which here I publish.

In the mustring of this damned Regiment, I found, that whether they were Roagues taken in Romboyles (that is to say, in Watches or Wardes) by the Petty Harman Beck, (who in their Company, signifies a petty Constable) or whether they were such as in the Canting tongue are called Mawnderers (of begging or demanding,) whether they liued in Bowsing Kennes (Ale-houses) or what other course thread of life soeuer any of them all spunne, it was euer wound in a blacke bottome of the most pernicious making vp that the Diuell could teach them: insomuch that albeit the very Sun-beames could possibly haue written downe the discouerie of any grosse villanies, by them committed, they would as easily venture vpon damning, in denyall of it with oates, as if there had beene no hell for such offenders.

For my better painting forth these Monsters, I once tooke one of them into my seruice (being a sturdy, biglimde young fellow) of him I desired some knowledge in their gibrish, but hée swore hée could not Cant, yet his Roague-ship séeing himselfe vsed kindly by mée, would now and then shoote out a word of Canting, and being thereupon asked why with oathes hée denyed it before, hée told mée, that they are sworne neuer to disclose their skill in Canting to any Housholder, for if they doe, the other Mawnderers or Roagues, Mill them (kill them,) yet hée for his part (hée said) was neuer sworne, because hée was a Clapperdogeon, that is to say, a Begger-borne. This Clapperdogeon staid with mée so long as hée durst, and then bingd a waste in a darkmans, stoole away from mée in the night time. So that what intelligence I got from him, or any other trained vp in the same Rudiments of Roaguery, I will briefely, plainely, and truely set downe, as I had it from my Diuellish Schoolemaister, whom I call by the name of O per se O.

Of him I learned, that the cause why so many of this wicked Generation wander vp and downe this Kingdome is, the frée command, and abundant vse they haue of Women: for if you note them well, in their marching, not a Tatterdemalion walkes his round, (be hée young, be hée olde) but hée hath his Mort, or his Doxie at his héeles, (his Woman, or his Whore) for in hunting of their Rascall-déere this Law they hold, when they come to strike a Doe, if shée will not wap for a wyn; let her Trine for a make, if shée will not  O per se O for a penny, let her hang for a halfe-penny.

And this libertie of Wenching is increased by the almost infinite numbers of tipling houses, called Bowsing Kennes, or of Stalling Kennes, that is to say, houses where they haue ready money for any stolne goods: vnto which nests, birds flye of the same feather, that the owner is of: for if the Ale-seller, be a Horse-stealer, a Cut-purse, a Robber by the High way, a Cheater, &c. of the same coate are his guests. These houses are the Nurseries of Roagues and Thorues: for how could they bestow cloakes, shéetes, shirts, and other garments being stolne, if they had not Stalling Kennes to receiue them? Why should Grunters (Pigges) goe whining out of the world, hauing their throates cut by Roagues, if they had not Bowsing Kennes to eate them in? In the Ceremonie of whose ragged Assemblies, the Bell-man a little mistooke himselfe, for Driggers, Filchers and Cloyers being all (in English) Stealers, vse neyther roastmeate, nor spits in their Feastings, as hée furnisheth them, but when they entend to strike a hand, they leuie their damnable troopes in the day, but they sally forth, & share the spoyles in the night. For some one sturdy hell-hound aboue the rest, vndertakes to be the Miller) that is to say, the Killer:) I hope this can be no disgrace to any honest Miller, who is no théefe with a false Hopper) And this Killer brings to the flaughter-house of the Diuell (viz. a Bowsing Kenne) a Bleating Chete, (a Shéepe) Another, Mils a Crackmans, breakes a hedge, and that wood heates the Ouen, whilest the Shéepe is dressed, cut in pieces, and put into earthen Pots, made for the purpose to bake their victuals in. The Ouens mouth being thus dawbed vp, out flye the little Diuels (more dambde then the Ouen) eyther to breake an house some two or thrée miles off, or to doe as bad a Villanie. The piece of Seruice being performed, a Retraite is sounded, and about mid-night they returne merrily, fall to their good-cheare manfully, and then diuide their spoyles of stolne shirts, smockes, or any thing else, most théeuishly. In which Partnership the Host and Hostesse are chiefe sharers, but such subtill shop-kéepers are these Habberdashers of the Diuels small Wares, that they neuer set out to sell, but when the coast is cleare, and that (as théeues doe among Brokers) the Hue and Cryes throate be stopt that went balling after them: for about a seuennight after, (when all is hushd) to the Stalling Kenne goes the Duds for Loure, to the théeuing house are the stolne cloathes sent roundly for money: which being told out and diuided, away flye these Rauens scatteringly, the next prey that they light vpon, being euer at some Faire, or else a market.

And now that we talke of Fayres, let my penne gallop ouer a few lines, and it shall bring you (without spurring) swiftlier into Glocesser-shire, then if you rode vpon Pacolet: there if you please to alight néere Tewksbury, at a place called Durrest-Fayre, (being kept there vpon the two Holy-Roode dayes) you shall sée more Roagues, then euer were whipt at a Carts-arse through London, and more Beggers then euer came dropping out of Ireland. If you looke vpon them, you would thinke you liued in Henry the sixt time, and that Iacke Cade, and his rebellious rag-amuffins were there mustring. Dunkirke cannot shew such sharkes. The wilde Irish are but flockes of wilde-Géese to them. And these swarmes of Locusts come to this lowste Fayre, from all parts of the Land, within an hundred myles compasse. To describe the Boothes is lost labour, for let the Hang-man shew but his wardrop, and there is not a ragge difference betwéene them. None here stands crying, What doe you lacke? for you can aske for nothing that is good, but here it is lacking. The Buyers and Sellers are both alike, tawnie Sunne-burnt Rasealds, and they flocke in such troopes, that it shewes as if hell were broke loose. The Shoppe-kéepers are Théeues, and the Chap-men Roagues, Beggers and Whores: so that to bring a purse-full of money hither, were madnesse: for it is sure to be cut.

But would you know what Wares these Marchants of Eele-skinnes vtter? onely Duds for the Quarrons, that is to say, cloathes for the body, which they haue pilfered from hedges or houses. And this filthy Fayre beginnes before day, and endeth before nine in the same morning: at which breaking vp, they doe not presently march away with their bagges and their baggages, but hée who is chosen the Lord of the Fayre, (who is commonly the lustiest Roague in the whole Bunch) leades his •ottered foote-men and foote-women from Ale-house, to Ale-house, where being armed all in Ale-of-proofe, and their Ben Bowse (the strong Liquor) causing them to haue Nase Nabs (drunken Coxecombes) vp fling they the Cannes, downe goe the Boothes, about ••ye broken Iugges: here lyes a Roague bléeding, there is a •ort cursing, here a Doxie stabbing with her knife: and thus this Fayre which beginnes merrily, ends madly: for Knaues set it vp, and Queanes pull it downe.

Yet to méete at this assembly, (how farre off soeuer they be) they will kéepe their day, though they hoppe thither vpon one crutch: and it is for seauen causes that thus they bestirre their stumps to be at this vpsitting, which are these, viz.

1 Euery one as his Roague-shippe is of bulke, or can best swagger, desireth to be chosen Lord of the Fayrs: or if hée loose his Lord-ship, yet to be a Retayner at least, and to fight vnder his tottered colours.

2 To méete with the Sister-hood and Brother-hood of Whores and Wallet-mongers.

3 To share such money as is taken for (Duds and Cheates wonne) cloathes and things stolne.

4 To know how the world goes abroad, what newes in the Deusuile, (the Countrey, and where is Benship, (Good) or where (Quire) Naught.

5 To be Bowsie (drunken) for company.

6 To bandy their tawny and weather-beaten forces of Mawderers (being of their owne Fraternitie) against any other troope of Mountibankes, at any other Fayre or Market, where the lowesi Randeuouz is to be made.

7 Lastly, to enact new warme orders, for fresh stealing of cloathes, &c. with all manner of Armour for the body, but especially, Stamps (Shooes) because (being Beggers) they are seldome set on horse-backe.

These are the seauen halters that draw these Hell-hounds to this Fayre, for the least of which seauen, they will venture a hanging.

The Fayre is broken vp, and because it is their fashion at the trushing vp of their packes, to trudge away merrily, I will here teach you what O per se O is, being nothing else but the burden of a Song, set by the Diuell, and sung by his Quire: of which I will set no more downe but the beginning, because the middle is detestable, the end abhominable, and all of it damnable

Thus it sounds:

Wilt thou a begging goe,

O per se, O. O per se, O.

Wilt thou a begging goe?

Yes verily, yea.

Then thou must God forsake,

and to stealing thee betake.

O per se, O. O per se, O.

Yes verily yea, &c.

This is the Musicke they vse in their Libkens (their lodgings) where thirtie or fourtie of them being in a swarme, one of the Maister Diuels sings, and the rest of his damned crew follow with the burden: In which mid-night Catter-wallings of theirs, nothing is heard but cursing and prophanation, and such swearing, as if they were all Knights of the Poste. Iewes did neuer crucifie Christ with more dishonour, then these Rakehels, who with new inuented fearefull oathes teare him in pieces: and no meruaile, for most of those who are Beggers borns, are neuer Christened: besides, they haue in their Canting, a word for the Diuell, or the plague, &c. as Ruffin for the one, and Cannikin for the other: but for God they haue none: onely they name him, but it is not in reuerence, but abuse: all their talke in their nasty Libk•ns, (where they lye like Swine) being of nothing, but Wapping, Nigling, Prigging, Cloying, Filching, Cursing, and such stuffe. Who therefore would pittie such impostors, whose faces are full of dissembling, hearts of villanie, mouthes of curses, bodies of soares (which they call their great Cleymes) but laid vpon their flesh by cunning whose going Abram (that is to say naked) is not for want of cloathes, but to stirre vp men to pittie, and in that pittie to coozen their deuotion: now whereas the Bel-man (in his priuie search) found out the nests of these Scréech-Owles, pulling off some of their feathers, onely to shew their vglinesse, but for want of good and perfect eye sight, not ••eaing off their skinnes, as I here purpose to doe, and so to draw bloud. I will finish that which the Bell-man (by being ouerwatchd) left lame, and shew those abuses naked to the world, which hée neuer discouered.

First therefore shall you behold the Abram-man in his true colours, his right shape, his owne ragges, and then shall you heare the phrase of his Mawnd or Begging.

Next him comes marching the Counterfeit Souldier, with his Mawnding note too. At his taile follow Ben-feakers of Iybes, (that is to say) Counterfeiters of Passe-ports.

Then Dommerars.

Then Clapperdogeons in their true abiliments, and their true beggerly Rhetoricke they vse in begging.

Then will I shew you how they hang together in Fraternities, and what Articles of Brother-hood they are sworne too: with a note (as good as any Roagues marke they carry about them) how to know these Knots of Knaues, or these Brother-hoods, their Names, their Libkins, or Lodgins, their Stawling Kennes, to which all stolne goods are brought. And lastly, to shew you that euen in their mirth they are Diuels, you shall heare their true Canting Songs now vsed among them.

In setting downe all which hidden villanies, (neuer till this day discouered) you shall finde a mixture not onely of all those detestable subtilties, vsed in making those Soares which eate into their flesh, but also the trickes and medicines they haue (without help of Surgeons) to cure them. I will besides (in their descriptions) here and there sticke words and phrases of their gibbrish or beggerly language, giuing them the stampe presently of true English, which labour I take of purpose to procure delight to the Reader.



OF THE ABRAM, HIS DESCRIPTION.

THE Abram Coue, is a lustie strong Roague, who walketh with a Slade about his Quarrous (a shéete about his body) Trining, hanging to his hammes, bandeliere-wise, for all the world as Cut-purses and Théeues weare their shéetes to the Gallowes, in which their Tru•s are to bury them: oftentimes (because hée scornes to follow any fashions of Hose,) hée goes without bréeches, a cut Ierkin with hanging fléeues (in imitation of our Gallants,) but no Sa•tin or Chamblet elbowes, for both his legges and armes are bare, hauing no Commission to couer his body, that is to say, no shirt: A face staring like a Sarasin, his hayre long and filthily knotted, for hée kéepes no Barber: a good Filch (or Staffe) of growne Ash, or else Hazell, in his Famble (in his Hand) and sometimes a sharpe sticke, on which hée hangeth Ruffe-pecke (Bacon.) These, walking vp and downe the Countrey, are more terribly to women and Children, then the name of Raw-head and Blo•dy-bones, Robbin Good-fellow, or any other Hobgobling Crackers tyed to a Dogges tayle, make not the poore Curre runne faster, then these Abram Ninnies doe the silly Villages of the Countrey, so that when they come to any doore a begging, nothing is deuyed them.



THEIR MARKES.

SOME of these Abrams haue the Letters E. and R. vpon their armes: some haue Crosses, and some other marke, all of them carrying a blew colour: some weare an iron ring, &c. which markes are printed vpon their flesh, by tying their arme hard with two strings thrée or feure inches asunder, and then with a sharpe Awle pricking or raizing the skinne, to such a figure or print as they best fancy, they rub that place with burnt paper, pisse and Gunpowder, which being hard rubd in, and suffered to dry, stickes in the flesh a long time after, when these markes faile, they renew them at pleasure. If you examine them how these Letters or Figures are printed vpon their armes, they will tell you it is the Marke of Bedlam, but the truth is, they are made as I haue reported.

And to colour their villanie the better, euery one of these Abrams hath a seuerall gesture in playing his part: some make an horrid noyse, hollowly sounding: some whoope, some hollow, some shew onely a kinde of wilde distracted vgly looke, vttering a simple kinde of Mawnding, with these addition of words (Well and Wisely.) Some daunce, (but kéepe no measure) others leape vp and downe, and fetch Gambals, all their actions shew them to be as drunke as Beggers: for not to belye them, what are they but drunken Beggers? All that they begge being eyther Loure or Bouse, (money or drinke.)



THEIR MAWND, OR BEGGING.

THE first beginnes Good Vrship. Maister, or good Vrships Rulers of this place, bestow your reward on a poore man that hath lyen in Bedlam without Bishops-gate three yeeres, foure moneths, and nine dayes, And bestow one piece of your small siluer towards his fees, which he is indebted there, the summe of three pounds, thirteene shillings, seauen pence, halfe-penny, (or to such effect,) and hath not wherewith to pay the same, but by the good help of Vrshipfull and well disposed people, and God to reward them for it.

The second beginnes: Now Dame, well and wisely: what will you giue poore Tom now? one pound of your sheepes feathers to make poore Tom a blanket: or one cutting of your Sow side, no bigger then my arme, or one piece of your Salt meate to make poore Tom a sharing horne: or one crosse of your small siluer towards the buying a paire of Shooes, (well and wisely:) Ah, God blesse my good Dame (well and wisely) giue poore Tom an old sheete to keepe him from the cold, or an old dublet, or Ierkin of my Maisters, God saue his life.

Then will he daunce and sing, or vse some other Anticke, and ridiculous gesture, shutting vp his counterfeite Puppet-play, with this Epilogue or Conclusion, Good Dame giue poore Tom one cup of the best drinke, (well and wisely,) God saue the King and his Counsell, and the Gouernour of this place, &c.



OF COUNTERFEIT SOULDIERS.

THESE may well be called Counterfeit Souldiers, for not one (scarce) among the whole Armie of them, euer discharged so much as a Caliner: nothing makes them Souldiers but old Mandilions, which they buy at the Broakers. The weapons they carry are short Crabtrée Cudgels: and these, (because they haue the name of Souldiers,) neuer march but in troopes two or thrée in a company: of all sorts of Roagues these are the most impudent and boldest, for they knocke at mens doores, as if they had serious businesse there, whereas the doore being opened to them, they beginne this parle.

THEIR MAWNDING.

GENTLE Rulers of this place, bestow your reward vpon poore Souldiers, that are viterly maymed and spoyled in her Maiesties late warres, as vvell for Gods cause as her Maiesties and yours. And bestow one piece of your smal siluer vpon poore men, or somwhat towards a meales meate, to succour them in the way of truth, &c. for Gods cause.

These Fellowes goe commonly hurt in the left arme, beneath the elbow, hauing a Iybe ierked, (that is to say, a Passeport sealed) with license to depart the colours, (vnder which if you rightly examine them, they neuer fought,) yet wheresoeuer the warres are, and how far off soeuer, thus can they wound themselues at home.



THEIR MAKING OF THEIR SOARES.

TAKE vnslaked lime and Sope, with the rust of olde yron: these mingled together, and spread thicke on two pieces of leather which are clap vpon the arme, one against the other: two small pieces of wood (fitted to the purpose) holding the leathers downe, all which are bound hard to the arme with a Garter: which in a few howers fretting the skin with blisters, and being taken off, the flesh will appeare all raw, then a linnen cloath being applyed to the raw blistered flesh, it stickes so fast, that vpon plucking it off, it bléedes: which bloud (or else some other,) is rubd all ouer the arme, by which meanes (after it is well dryed o•) the arme appeares blacke, and the soare raw and reddish, but white about the edges like an old wound: which if they desire to heale, a browne paper with butter and ware being applyed, they are cured: And thus (without weapon) doe you see how our Mawndering Counterfeite Souldiers come maymed.

OF PLACING THEIR SOARES.

THE Souldier hath his Soare alwayes on his left arme, (vnlesse hée be left-handed, for then because of the better vse of that hand it is vpon the right) betwixt the elbow and the wrest, and is called by the name of Souldiers Mawnd.

When a Soare is placed on the backe of the hand, and that hée saith hée was hurt by an horse, then it is called Foote-mans Mawnd.

When the soare is aboue the elbow, as if it were broken, or hurt by falling from a Scaffold, it is called Masons Mavvnd. And thus the altring the place of the soare altereth the Mawnd.

Of these counterfeit Souldiers, some of them being examined, will say they were lately Seruing-men, but their Maister being dead, and the Houshold dispersed, they are compelled to this basenesse of life for want of meanes. Some of them can play the Abram, (be madde Toms,) or else begge Rum Mawnd (counterfeit to be a Foole) or else that his tongue is tyed, and cannot speake, and such like.

OF BEN-FEAKERS OF IYBES.

THEY who are Counterfeiters of Passeports, are called Ben-feakers, that is to say, Good-Makers: and these makers (like the Diuels Hackney-men) lye lurking in euery Countrey, to send his Messengers p•ste to hell. The best Passeports that euer I saw, were made in S.-shire, with the hand of one M. W. subscribed vnto them. There was another excellent Ben-feaker about P. a Towne in G.-shire. In S. dwelt another, who tooke two shillings and sire pence (two Bordes and sire Winnes,) or two Bordes and a Flagge, for euery Passeport that went out of his beggerly Office: hée counterfeited the Seale of L. D.

Of these Ben-feakers I could say much more, if I would be counted a blabbe: but now the very best of them are made in L. to carry men from thence vnto W.



HOW TO KNOW COUNTERFEITE PASSE-PORTS.

THE Seales of Noblemen, Gentlemen, Iustices, or any other who haue authoritie to vse Seales, are grauen in Siluer, Copper, or some hard stuffe: and those things which are so grauen seale the Armes or such like with sharpe edges, and with a round circle enclosing it, as if it were cut with an instrument of Stéele, and it maketh a neate and déepe impression: but these counterfeit Ierkes (or Seales) are grauen with the point of a knife, vpon a stickes end, whose roundnesse may well be perceiued from the circle of a common turnde Seale: these for the most part bearing the ill fauoured shape of a Buhars Nab, or a Prancers Nab (a Dogges head, or a Horses,) and sometimes an Vnicornes, and such like: the Counterfeit Ierke hauing no Circle about the edges. Besides, in the Passeport you shall lightly finde these wordes, viz. For Salomon saith; Who giueth the poore, lendeth the Lord, &c. And that Constables shall help them to lodgings: And that Curates shall perswade their Parishioners, &c.

Another note is, let them be in what part of the Land soeuer they will, yet haue they an hundred miles to goe at least: euery one of them hauing his Doxie at his héeles. And thus much of Ben-feakers.

OF DOMMERARS.

THE Bell-man tooke his markes amisse in saying that a Dommerar is equall to the Cranke, for of these Dommerars I neuer met but one, and that was at the house of one M. L. of L. This Dommerars name was W. hée made a strange noyse, shewing by fingers acrosse, that his tongue was cut out at Cha•ke-hill. In his hand hée carryed a sticke, about a foote in length, and sharpe at both ends, which he would thrust into his mouth, as if hée meant to shew the shew of his tongue. But in doing so, hée did of purpose hit his tongue with the stiche to make it bléede, which filling vp his month, you could not for bloud perceiue any tongue at all, because hée had turned it vpwards, and with his sticke thrust it into his throate. But I caused him to be held fast by the strength of men, vntill such time that opening his téeth with the end of a small cudgell, I pluckt forth his tongue, and made him speake.

OF CLAPPERDOGEONS.

A Clapperdogeon is in English a Begger borne: some call him a Pallyard: of which sorts there are two: first, Naturall: secondly, Artificiall. This fellow (aboue all other that are in the Regiment of Roagues) goeth best armed against the crueltie of Winter: hée should be wise, for hée loues to kéepe himselfe warme, wearing a patched Castor (a Cloake) for his vpper roabe: vnder that a Togmans (a Gowne) with high Stampers (shooes) the soles an inch thicke pegged, or else patches at his Girdle, ready to be clapt on: a great Scue (a browne dish) hanging at his girdle, and a tassell of Thrummes to wipe it. A brace of greasie Night-caps on his head, and ouer them (least hée should catch a knauish colde) a hat, (or Nabcheate,) a good Filch (or Staffe) in his hand, hauing a little yron pegge in the end of it: a Bugher (a little Dogge) following him, with a smugge Dorie, attyred fit for such a Roaguish Companion. At her backe shée carryeth a great packe, couered with a patched Saueguard, vnder which shée conueyeth all such things as shée filcheth: her skill sometimes is to tell Fortunes, to helpe the diseases of Women or Children. As shée walkes, shée makes bals or shirtstrings, (but now commonly they knit) and weares in her hat a néedle with a thread at it. An excellent Angler shée is: for when her Coue mawnds at any doore, if any Poultrie-ware be picking vp their crummes néere them, shée féedeth them with bread, and hath a thread tyed to a hooked pinne, baited for the nonce, which the Chickin swallowing is choaked, and conueyed vnder the Castor: Chickins, linnen or woollen, or any shing that is worth the catching, comes into her net.

Vnder this Banner of the patched Clapperdogeon, doe I leuie all Pallyards, as well those of the great Cleyme, (or Soares,) as others, whom I tearme Artificiall Clapperdogeons, albeit they are not Beggersborue.

OF THEIR MAWND.

THIS Pallyard (or Artifieiall Clapperdogeon, who carryeth about him the great Cleyme) to stirre compassion vp in peoples hearts, thus acteth his part: Hée slides to the earth by his staffe, and lying pittiously on the ground, makes a fearefull horrid strange noyse, through an hoarse throate vttering these lamentable tunes: Ah the vrship of God looke out with your mereifull eyne, one pittifull looke vpon sore, lame, grieued and impudent (for impotent) people, sore troubled with the grieuous disease, and haue no rest day nor night by the Canker and Worme, that continually eateth the flesh from the bone: for the Vrship of God bestow one Crosse of your small siluer; to buy him salue and oyntment, to case the poore wretched body; that neuer taketh rest: and to reward you for it in heauen. These Pallyards walke two or thrée together, and as one giues ouer this note, the second catcheth it at the rebound, vsing the selfe-same howling and grunting, which ended, they say the Lords Prayer, and in many places the Aue, neuer ceasing till something be giuen them.



HOW THEY MAKE THEIR GREAT SOARES, CALLED THE GREAT CLEYME.

THEY take Crow-foote, Sperewort, and Salt, and bruising these together, they lay them vpon the place of the body which they desire to make sore: the skinne by this meanes being fretted, they first clappe a linnen cloath, till it sticke fast, which plucked off, the raw flesh hath Rats-bane throwne vpon it, to make it looke vgly: and then cast ouer that a cloath, which is alwayes bloudy and filthy, which they doe so often, that in the end in this hurt they féele no paine, neyther desire they to haue it healed, but with their Doxies will trauell (for all their great Cleymes) from Fayre to Fayre, and from Market to Market, being able by their Mawnding to get fiue Bordes (that is, fiue shillings) in a wéeke, in money and Corne. Which money they hide vnder blew and gréene patches: so that some-times they haue about them, sixe pound or seauen pound together.

The Clapperdogeons that haue not the great Cleyme, are called Farmarly Beggers.

OF THEIR FRATERNITIES.

THERE is no lustie Roague, but hath many both sworne Brothers, and the Morts his sworne Sisters: who vow themselues body and soule to the Diuell to performe these tenne Articles, following, viz.

ARTICLES OF THEIR FRATERNITIES.


	1 THOU shalt my true Brother be, kéeping thy faith to thy other Brothers (as to my selfe) if any such thou haue.

	2 Thou shalt kéepe my counsell, and all other my brothers, being knowne to thée.

	3 Thou shalt take part with mée, and all other my brothers in all matters.

	4 Thou shalt not heare me ill spoken of without reuenge to thy power.

	5 Thou shalt sée mée want nothing, to which thou canst help mée.

	6 Thou shalt giue mée part of all thy winnings whatsoeuer.

	7 Thou shalt not but kéepe true pointments with mée for méetings, be it by day or night, at what place soeuer.

	8 Thou shalt teach no Housholder to Cant, neyther confesse any thing to them, be it neuer so true, but deny the same with oathes.

	9 Thou shalt doe no hurt to any Mawnder, but with thine owne hands: and thou shalt forbeare none that disclose these secrets.

	10 Thou shalt take Cloathes, Hennes, Géese, Pigs, Bacon, and such like, for thy Winnings, where-euer thou canst haue them.



HOW TO KNOW THEIR BROTHERHOODS.

WHEN at the end of a Towne, wherein a Fayre or Market is kept, you sée an assembly of them together chiding & brawling, but not fighting, then those Coues are sworne brothers. If likewise two Doxies fall together by the eares, whilest the Roagues themselues stand by and fight not, that also is a Brother-hood: for it is one branch of their Lawes to take part with their Doxies in any wrong.



OF THEIR NAMES.

EVERY one of them hath a peculiar Nicke-name, proper to himselfe, by the which hée is more knowne, more inquired after by his brothers, and in common familiaritie more saluted, then by his owne true name: yea, the false is vsed so much that the true is forgotten. And of these Nick-names, some are giuen to them for some speciall cause: as Olli Compolli, is the By-name of some one principall Roague amongst them, being an Abram, being bestowed vpon him, because by that hée is knowne to be the head or chiefe amongest them: In like manner these Sir-names following belong to other Grand Signiors and Commanders, viz. Dimber Damber, and Hurly Burly, Generall Nurse, The Hye Shreue, The High Constable, and such like: and some Nicke-names are eyther vpon mockery, or vpon pleasure giuen vnto them: as The Great Bull, The little Bull, and many other such like. The great Bull is some one notable lustie Roague, who gets away all their Wenches: for this Great Bull (by report) had in one yéere, thrée and twenty Doxies, (his Iockie was so lustie) such libertie haue they in sinning, and such damnable and most detestable manner of life doe they lead.

As the men haue Nicke-names, so likewise haue the Women: for some of them are called The white Ewe, The Lambe, &c. And (as I haue heard) there was an Abram, who called his Mort, Madam Wap-apace.



OF THEIR LIBKINS OR LODGINGS.

AS these fugitiue Vagabonds haue Nicke names to themselues, so haue they Libkins, or Lodgings, and places of méeting: as one of the méeting places (as I haue heard) bring a Shéepe-cote, is by the Quest of Roagues who nightly assemble there, called by the name of Stophole Abbey: so likewise another of their Lodgings is called by the same name. Then haue they others, as the blew Bull, the Prancer, the Buls belly, the Cowes vdder, the gréene Arbour, the blasing starre, &c. Such like By names giue they also to their Stawling Kennes: and note this, that after a robbery done, they lye not within twelue miles at the least of the place where they doe it, but hauing eaten vp their stolne mutton (baked as afore-said (away they trudge through thicke and thinne, all the hauens of hell into which they put in, being alwayes for the most part of an equall distance one from another: for looke howfarre as the one Stophole Abbey stands from the other, and iust so farre is the Buls belly from the Cowes vdder, and so of the rest: so that what waysoeuer these night Spirits doe take after they haue done their déedes of darknesse, they know what pace to kéepe, because (what stormes soeuer) fall) they are sure of harbour, all their iourneyes being but of one length. Yet dare they not but let their Morts and their Doxies méete them at some of these places, because how cold soeuer the weather be, their female furies come hotly and smoaking from thence, carrying about them Glymmar in the Prat (fire in the touch-bore) by whose flashes oftentimes there is Glymmar in the Iocky, (the flaske is blowne vpto) of which dangerous and deadly skirmishes the fault is laid vpon Seruing-men, dwelling thereabouts, who like Frée-booters are so hungry of flesh, that a Doxie (if shée haue a smug face) cannot péepe out, but shée is taken vp for Hawkes-meate. And it is no wonder, there is such stealing of these wilde Buckes, because there is such store of them: nor is it a meruaile there is such store, sithence hée is not held worthy to walke, or to be counted one of the foure and twenty Orders, but to be banished (as a silly Animall and a stinckard) from all good fellowship, societie, and méetings at Fayres, Markets, and merry Bowsing Kennes, who when the Trumpet sounds, (that is to say, when the Cuckoe sings) thrusts not out his head like a Snayle out of his shell, and walkes not abroad about the Deusuile (the Countrey) with his spirit of Lechery and théeuing, (his Doxie) at his héeles.

WHY THE STAFFE IS CALLED A FILCH.

THUS much for their Fraternities, Names, Lodgings, and Assemblies, at all which times euery one of them carryes a short staffe in his hand, which is called a Filch, hauing in the Nab or head of it, a Ferme (that is to say, a hole) into which vpon any piece of seruice, when he goes a Filching; he putteth a hoake of yron, with which hooke hée angles at a window in the dead of night, for shirts, smockes, or any other linnen or woollen: and for that reason is the staffe tearmed a Filch. So that it is as certaine that hée is an Angler for Duds, who hath a Ferme in the Nab of his Filch, as that hée is a théefe, who vpon the high-way cryes stand, and takes a purse. This Staffe serueth to more vses, then eyther the Crosse-staffe or the Iacobs, but the vses are not so good nor so honest: for this Filching-staffe being artificially handled, is able now and then to mill a Grunter, a bleating Cheate, a Redshanke, a Tib of the Buttry, and such like, or to Fib a Coues Quarrons in the Rome-pad, for his Loure in his bung, that is to say, to kill a Pigge, a Shéepe, a Ducke, a Goose, and such like, or to beate a man by the high-way for the money in his purse. And yet for all these base villanies and others, of what blackenesse soeuer they be, you shall at euery Assises and Sessions, sée swarmes of them boldly ventering amongst the Prisoners: one cause of their tempting their owne danger so, is, that being sworne brothers in league, and partnerts in one and the same théeuery, it behooues them to listen to the Prisoners confession (which they doe secretly) and so to take their héeles, if they spye a storme comming. Another cause is, to learne what time-twigges caught the Bird ith Cage, and how he was entangled by the Iustice in his examination, that thereby hee abroad may shunne the like: but the Diuell is their Tutor, Hell their Schoole, Théeuery, Roaguery and Whoredome the Arts they Study, before Doctor Story they dispute, and at the Gallowes are made Graduates of Newgate and other Gaoles, (the Hang-mans Colledges.) To shut vp this feast merrily, (as swéete meates are best last,) your last dish which I set before you, to digest the hardnesse of the rest, is a Canting Song, not fained or composed as those of the Bel-mans were, out of his owne braine, but by the Canters themselues, and sung at their méetings.





The Canting Song.

1

BIng out bien Morts, and toure, and toure,
bing out bien Morts and toure:
For all your Duds are bingd awaste,
the bien Coue hath the loure.

2

I met a Dell, I viewde her well,
she was benship to my watch:
So she and I, did stall and cloy
what euer we could catch.

3

This Doxie dell, can cut bien whids,
and wap well for a win:
And prig and cloy so benshiply,
all the Dewse-auile within.

4

The boyle was vp, wee had good lucke,
in frost, for and in snow:
When they did seeke, then we did creepe,
and plant in ruffe-mans low.

5

To Stawling Kenne, the Mort bings then,
to fetch loure for her cheates:
Duds and Ruffe-pecke, rumboild by Harman becke,
and won by Mawnders feates.

6

You Mawnders all, stow what you stall,
to Rome-coues watch so quire:
And wapping Dell, that niggles well,
and takes loure for her hire.

7

And Iybe well Ierkt, tick rome comfeck,
for backe by glymmar to mawnd:
To mill each Ken, let coue bing then,
through ruffe-mans lague or launde.

8

Till Cramprings quier, tip Coue his hire,
and quier kens doe them catch:
A canniken; mill quier Cuffen,
so quier to ben coues watch.

9

Bein darkmans then, bouse, mort and ken,
the bien coues bingd a wast:
On chates to trine, by Rome-coues dine,
for his long lib at last.

10

Bingd out bien morts, and toure, and toure,
bing out of the Rome-vile:
And toure the coue, that cloyde your duds,
vpon the chates to trine.
FINIS.

Thus for satisfaction of the Readers, Englished.

1

GOe forth (braue girles) looke out, looke out,
looke out I say (good Connies)
For all your cloathes are stolne (I doubt)
mad shauers share the monyes.

2

I met a Drab, I likde her well,
(my bowles did fit her alley:)
We both did vow to rob pell-mell,
and so abroad did sally.

3

This bowncing Trull can rarely talke,
a penny will make her  :
Through any towne which she doth walke,
nought can her filching scape.

4

The house being raizde aside wée stept,
and through the mire did wade:
To auoid Hue and Cry, to a hedge we crept,
and vnder it close were laid.

5

Toth Broakers then my hedge-bird flyes,
for stolne goods bringing coyne:
Which (tho the Constable after hies)
our trickes away purloyne.

6

You mawnding rogues, how you steale beware
for priuie search is made:
Take héede thou to, (thou hackney-mare)
whoneer art ridden, but paid.

7

A Licence got with counterfeit Seale
to begge (as if vndone
By fire) to breake each house, and steale,
oer hedge and ditch then runne.

8

Till Shackels soundly pay vs home,
and to the Iayle compell vs:
Ill may the Iustice euer thriue,
so cruell to Good Fellowes.

9

Swéet Punck, béere-house, & béere, good night,
the honest Roagues departed
To hanging, (by the Iustice spite)
to his long home hées carted.

10

Away swéete Duckes, with gréedy eyes,
from London walke vp Holbourne:
Sue him who stole your cloathes: hée flyes
with hempen-wings to Tybourne.

FINIS.


THE COLD YEARE

A deepe Snow: In which Men and Cattell haue perished, To the generall losse of Farmers, Grasiers, Husbandmen, and all sorts of people in the Countrie; and no lesse hurtfull to Citizens. Written Dialogue-wise, in a plaine familiar talke betweene a London Shop-keeper, and a North-Country-man. In which, the Reader shall finde many thinges for his profit.
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THE GREAT SNOW. A DIALOGVE.

The speakers: A Cittizen, a North-Country-man.

North-Country-man.

GOD saue you Sir: heres a Letter directs me to such a signe as that hanging ouer your doore; (and if I be not deceaued) this is the Shoppe: Is not your name Maister N. B?

Cittizen.

N. B. is my name (Father:) What is your businesse?

Nor.

I haue Letters to you out of the North.

Cit.

From whom, I pray?

Nor.

From one Maister G. M. of Y.

Cit.

I know him very well; and if I may heare by you that he is in health. I shall thinke you a bringer of good and happie newes.

Nor.

Good and happy newes doe I bring you then; (for thankes be to God) health and hee haue not parted this many a yeare.

Cit.

Trust me, your tidings warmes my heart, as cold as the weather is.

Nor.

A Cup of muld Sacke (I thinke) would doe you more good. But to put a better heate into you, I haue from your Friende and mine, brought you two Bagges full of comfort, each of them weighing a hundred pound of currant English money.

Citt.

Birlady Sir, the Sacke you spake of, would not goe downe halfe so merrily, as this newes: For Money was neuer so welcome to Londoners (especially tradesmen) as it is now.

Nor.

Why? Is it as scanty heere, as with vs? I thought if the Siluer age had been any where, your Cittie had challenged it. Mee thinkes our Northerne Climate, should onely be without Siluer Mynes, because the Sunne (the soueraigne breeder of rich Mettals) is not so prodigall of his beames to vs. Why haue been told, that all the Angels of the Kingdome fly vp & downe London: Nay I haue heard, that one of our ruffling Gallants in these dayes, weares more Riches on his Backe, in Hatte, Garters, and Shooe-stringes, then would maintaine a good pretty Farme in our Country, and keepe a Plough-land for a whole yeare.

Cit.

Wee care not how braue our Gallants goe, so their names stand not in our Bookes: For when a Cittizen crosses a Gentleman, hee holdes it one of the chiefest Cheapeside-blessings.

Nor.

I vnderstand you Sir: You care not what Cullours they weare, so you keepe them not in Blacke and White.

Citt.

You measure vs rightly: for the keeping of some so, (that carry their heads full high) makes many a good Shop-keeper oftentimes to hide his Head. So that albeit you that dwell farre off, and know not what London meanes, thinke (as you say) that al the Angels of the Kingdome, fly vp & downe heere. We, whole Wares lie dead vpon our hands for want of quicke Customers, see no such matter: but if any Angels doe fly, they haue either their Winges broken and fly not farre; or else are caught like Partidges, a few in a Couie. Albeit Sir, I haue all this while helde talke with you, yet mine eye hath runne ouer these Letters, and acknowledge my selfe your debtor, in respect an Age so reuerend (as your head warrants you are) hath been the Messenger. But I hope Sir, some greater especiall businesse of your owne besides, drew you to so troublesome a Iorney.

Nor.

Troth Sir, no extraordinarie businesse: The Countimans hands are now held aswell in his Pocket, as the Shopkeepers. That drew mee to London, which drawes you Cittizens out of your Houses; or to speake more truely, driues you rather into your Houses.

Cit.

How meane you Sir, the Weather?

Nor.

The very same. I haue been an old Brier, and stood many a Northerly Storme: the Windes haue often blowne bitterly in my Face, Frostes haue nipped my Blood, Ysickles (you see) hang at my Beard, and a hill of Snow couers my Head. I am the Sonne of Winter, and so like the Father, that as hee does, I loue to be seene in all places. I had as leife walke vp to the knees in Snow, as to tread vpon Turkie Carpets: And therefore my Iorney to see London once more ere I die, is as merry to mee, as if I were a Woman and went a Gossipping; For the Earth shewes now, as if shee lay inne, (All in White.)

Cit.

Belike then you haue heard she hath been deliuered of some strange prodigious Birthes, that you come thus farre, to see her Child-bed?

Nor.

I haue from my Childhood spent my best daies in trauell, and haue seene the wonders of other Countries, but am most in loue with this of mine owne.

Cit.

Where, if any be borne neuer so well proportiond, within a day or two it growes to be a Monster.

Nor.

You say true, and iumpe wich me in that: For I haue but two Eares; yet these two Eares bring me home a thousand tales in lesse then seuen dates: Some I hearken to, some I shake my head at, some I smile at, some I thinke true, some I know false. But because this world is like our Millers in the Countrey, knauish and hard to be trusted; though mine eares be mine owne, and good, yet I had rather giue credite to mine Eyes, although they see but badly, yet I know they will not couzeu me: these foure score yeares they haue not; and that is the reason I haue them my Guides now in this Iourney, and shall be my witnesses (when I get home) againe, and sitte (as I hope I shall, turning a Crabbe by the fire) of what wonders I haue seene.

Cit.

In good sadnes Father, I am proude that such a heape of yeers (lying on your back) you stoope no lower for them: I come short of you by almost forty at the least, and mee thinks I am both more vnlusty, and (but for head and beard) looke as aged.

Nor.

Oh Sir! riotts, riotts, surfets ouernights, and early potting it next morning, sticke white haires vpon Young-mens chinnes, when sparing dyets holds colour: Your cramd Capons feed you fatte beere in London; but our Beefe and Bacon feeds vs strong in the Countrey. Long sleepes and past-midnights-watchings, dry vp your blouds, and wither your cheekes: Wee goe to bedde with the Lambe, and rise with the Larke, which makes vs healthfull as the Spring. You are still sending to the Apothecaries, and still crying out, Fetch Maister Doctor to me: But our Apothecaries shoppe, is our Garden full of Pot-hearbes; and our Docter is a cloue of Garlicke: Besides, you fall to Wenching, and marry heere in London, when a Stranger may thinke you are all Girles in Breeches, (your chinnes are so smooth,) and like Cock-sparrows, are treading so soone as you creepe out of the shell, which makes your liues short as theirs is: But in our Countrey, wee hold it as dangerous to venture vpon a Wife, as into a Set-battaile: It was 36. eare I was prest to that Seruice; and am now as lusty and sound at heart (I praise my God) as my yoake of Bullockes, that are the seruants to my Plough.

Citt.

Yet I wonder, that hauing no more Sande in the Glasse of your life, how you durst set foorth, and how you could come thus farre?

Nor.

How I durst set foorth? If it were 88. againe, and all the Spanish Fire-workes at Sea, I would thrust this old battered Breast-plate into the thickest of them. Wee haue Trees in our Towne that beare Fruite in Winter; I am one of those Winter-plummes: And though I taste a little sower, yet I haue an Oake in my Belly, and shall not rotte yet (I hope) for all this blustering weather.

Citt.

It were pietie you should yet be felled downe, you may stand (no doubt) and grow many a faire yeare.

Nor.

Yes Sir, my growing must now be downeward, like an Eare of Corne when it is ripe. But I beseech you tell mee, Are all those Newes currant, which wee heare in the County?

Cit.

What are they pray?

Nor.

Marry sir, that your goodly Riuer of Thames, (I call it yours, because you are a Cittizen; and because it is the Nurse that giues you Milke and Hony) Is that (as tis reported) all frozen ouer againe, that Coaches run vpon it?

Cit.

No such matt••

Nor.

When I it I prayed God to helpe the Fishes; it would hard world with them, if their Houses were taken their heads Nay Sir, I heard it constantly affirmed that all the Youth of the Cittie, did muster vpon it in battaile Array, one halfe against the other: And by my truth, I would haue ambled on my bare ten-Toes a brace of hundred Miles, to haue seene such a triumph.

Citt.

In sadnesse (I thinke) so would thousands besides your selfe: But neither hath the Riuer been this yeare (for all the vehement cold) so hard-hearted, as to haue such a glassy crusted floare; neither haue our Youth been vp in Armes in so dangerous a Fielde: Yet true it is, that the Thames began to play a few cold Christmas Gambols; and that very Children (in good Array) great numbers, and with War-like furniture of Drummes, Cullours, Pikes, and Gunnes, (fit to their handling) haue sundry times mette Armie against Armie, in-most of the Fieldes about the Cittie; to the great reioycing of their Parents, and numbers of beholders.

Nor.

In good sooth I am sory, I was not one of those standers by: I haue been brought vp as a Scholler my selfe; and when I was young, our Warres were wrangling disputations: but now it seemes, that Learning surfets, hauing too many Schollers; And that wee shall need Souldiers, when such young Cockrels addresse to a Battaile: It shewes like the Epitome of Warre; and it is a wonder for men to read it. Our Painters in former Ages haue not drawne such Pictures. But you cut mee off from what I was about else to know.

Citt.

What is that, Father?

Nor.

A Bird came flying into the North, and chattered, that Snowfell in such abundance within and round about the Cittie of London that none without could enter; nor any within passe •o .

Citt.

Fables, Fables A may by the shadow, haue some guesse how great the substance is: Your owne eye (vpon now being in London) can witnesse that your Northern song went to a wrong tune.

Nor.

And yet by your fauour, I thinke you haue not seene your Cittie so whited this fourtie yeares.

Cit.

Indeede our Chronicles speake of one deepe Snow onely, memorable to our time; and that was about 34. or 36. yeares agoe.

Nor.

Nay, not so much, but of your white Beares, Bulles, Lions, &c. we had the description as fully, as if with Snow-bals in our hands, your Prentises and wee silly Country clownes had been at their bayting. I remember when I traueld into Russia, I haue there seene white Beares, and white Foxes: But some credulous fooles would needes sweare vs downe, that your Cittie was full of such Monsters; and that they ran aliue in the Strees, and deuowred people: But I see your Gyants, and tirrable heardes of Beastes, haue done your Cittie good seruice; for in stead of Grasse, they haue had cold Prouander, and helped to rid away the greater part of your Snow.

Citt.

They haue indeede: And yet albeit an Arme from Heauen hath for seuerall yeares one after another, shaken Whips ouer our Land, sometimes scourging vs with strange Inundations of Flouds; then with mercilesse Fires, destroying whole Townes: then with intollerable and killing Frostes, nipping the Fruites of the earth: also for a long season, with scarcitie of Uictuals, or in therein great plentie, exceedingly sold deare: And now last of all, with deepe and most dangerous Snowes. Yet (as all the former lashes, the prints being worne out, are forgotten; so of this, wee make but a May-game, fashioning ridiculous Monsters of that, which God in vengeance poures on our heades; when in doing so, wee mocke our owne selues, that are more monstrous and vgly in all the shapes of sinne.

Nor.

You melt (Sir) out of a heape of Snow, very profitable and holsome instructions.

Citt.

To increase which, I pray good Father, tell me what of your selfe you know, or haue heard from others touching the effects of this wenderfull Snow, in those Countries Northward, through which you haue trauelled?

Nor.

My Countrie affaires (sometimes vsing Grasing, sometimes following other profitable courses, as the seasons and aduantages of times lead me) haue made me or my Seruants, continuall traders and trauellers into all the North parts of England: And vpon mine owne knowledge I can assure you, that at other times, when Winter hath but shewen his ordinarie tyrannie, the Countries of Cumberland, Northumberland, Yorkshire, Lancashire, and all those adioyning, haue been so hid in Snow, that a man would haue thought, there was no more possibly to be found in the world.

Citt.

So then you must conclude, that the heapes of Snow in those former times, being this yeare doubled and trebled, the miserie that falles with it, must by consequence, be multiplyed.

Nor.

Multiplyed! I haue met with some that haue come from the Peake in Darbyshire, others (since my comming to Towne) that haue been in Nottingham, Cambridge-shire, and the Ile of Ely; who verily beleeue (vpon the daily cryes of poore people, not onely there, but in many other Countries besides) that neuer any Calamitie did happen to them so full of terrour, and so sodainely to vndoe them, their Wiues and Children, as this Snow.

Citt.

It is lamentable.

Nor.

Mine Eyes are witnesses (bad though they be) that some Countries which stand high, shew for all the world, like the Alpyne Hilles parting France and Italie: (I thanke God, in younger dayes I haue trauelled that way, and therefore know what I speake) for the heads of those Hilles are couerd with these white Winter-lockes in the hottest dayes of Sommer. And it is to be feared, that in some of our farre Countries, Sommer will haue made his progresse a good way into our Land, before the Earth will disgest these cold Pellets off from her stomacke.

Citt.

It is to be feared indeed: the more is the pitty.

Nor.

Why I will tell you Sir, if you saw some places by which I haue passed but within these three weeks, you would verily thinke, that Freezland were come ouer Sea, swimming on a cake of Ice, and that it was lodged in England. Nay you would, if you dwelt as coldly and miserably, as some poore people of our owne Nation doe, you would almost sweare, that those partes of England lay vnder the Frozen Zone, and scarce remember there were a Sunne in Heauen, so seldome doe his fyres cast any heate vpon them.

Citt.

But I pray Sir. What are the greatest hurtes and miseries, that people with you (so farre from vs) complaine of? And what kind of world is it with you in the Countrie?

Nor.

The world with vs of the Country runns vpon the old retten wheeles; for all the Northern Cloth that is wouen in our Country, will scarce make a Gowne to keepe Charitie warme, shee goes so a-cold: Those that are Rich, had neuer more Money; and Couetousnesse had neuer lesse pittie. There was neuer in any Age, more Money stirring, (if Curmundgions would let it come foorth,) nor euer in any Age more stirre to get Money. Farmers now are slaues to racking prodigall Landlords; and those Landlords are more seruile slaues to their owne Riots and Luxurie. But these are the common Diseases of euery Kingdome, and therfore but common newes. But your desire Sir, is to know how wee spend the dayes of our frosty and snowy-lockd Age in the Countrie.

Citt.

That I would heare indeed, Father.

Nor.

Beleeue me Sir, as wickedly (you must thinke) as you can heere in the Cittie: It goes as hard with vs, as it does with you, if not harder. The same cold hand of Winter is thrust into our bosomes, the same sharpe and bitter Ayre strikes woundes into our bodyes: the same Snowy flakes and flockes of Heauen fall on our Heades, and couer our Houses: the same Sunne shines vpon vs, but the same Sunne scarce heates vs so much as it does you. The poore Plough-mans children sit crying and blowing their Nayles as lamentably, as the Children & Seruants of your poore Artificers: Hunger pincheth their Cheekes as deepe into the Flesh, as it doth into yours heere. You cry out, you are vndone by the extreame prices of Foode and Fuell; and wee complaine wee are ready to die for want both of Uictualles and Wood. All your care is to prouide for your Wiues, Children, and Seruants, in this time of sadnesse: but Wee goe beyonde you in cares; not onely our Wiues, our Children, and household Seruants, are vnto vs a cause of sorrow, but wee grieue asmuch to beholde the miserie of our poore Cattell (in this frozen-hearted season) as it doth to looke vpon our owne Affliction. Our Beastes are our faythfull Seruants, and doe their labours truely when wee set them to it: they are our Nurses that giue vs Milke; they are our Guides in our Iornies; they are our Partners, and helpe to inrich our State: yea, they are the very Upholders of a poore Farmers Lands and Liuings.

Alas then! what Maister (that loues his Seruant as hee ought) but would almost breake his owne heartstringes with sighing, to see those pine and mourne, as they doe. Nay, to see Flockes of Sheepe lustie and liuely to day, and to morrow, lying in heapes strangled in the Snow.

The Ground is bare, and not worth a poore handfull of Grasse. The Earth seemes barren, and beares nothing; or if shee doth, most vnnaturally shee killes it presently, or suffers it (through cold) to perish. By which meanes, the lustie Horse abates his flesh, and hanges the head, feeling his strength goe from him: the Oxe standes bellowing, the ragged Sheepe bleating, the poore Lambe shiuering and staruing to death.

The poore Cottager that hath but a Cow to liue vpon, must feed vpon hungry meales (God knowes) when the Beast her selfe hath but a bare Commons; nay, in searching to fill her belly with those hungry Meales, is perhaps on a sodaine, drowned in a ditch.

Hee that is not able to bid all his Cattell home, and to feast them with Fodder out of his Barnes, shall scarce haue Cattell at the end of Sommer to fetch in his Haruest: which charge of feeding so many Mouthes, is able to eate a Country-mans estate, it by prouidence hee cannot preuent such stormes. Adde vnto these Mischiefes, these following Miseries, that Hay (to feed Cattell) is not onely excessiue deare, but so scant, that none almost is to be had: the like of Straw, which is raysed to an exceeding price: Then the spoyling of whole Warrens, the rotting of our Pastures and Meddowes: And last of all, the vndooing of poore Carriers, they being not able, (by reason of deepe Waters, deepe Snowes, and dangerous Wayes) either to transport commodities and benefites from vs to your Cittie, or from your Cittie to vs. And thus haue I to fatisfie your desire, giuen you in a few wordes a description of an ample, and our lamentable countrie Miserie, happening vnto vs, by reason of this cold and vncomfortable Weather.

Cit.

The Story you haue told (albeit, it yet makes my heart bleed, to thinke vpon the calamity of my poore Countreymen;) was vttered with so graue a iudgement, and in a time so well befitting your age, that I kept mine eares open, and my lippes lockt vppe, for I was loath to interupt you till all was told. But I pray Sir, besides this generall hurtes (of which, the whole Kingdome hath a smarting share,) what particuler accidents can you report, worthy to be remembred for the strangenesse of them?

Nor.

There is no mischeefe borne alone (you know:) Calamities commonly are (by birth) Twinnes; I will therefore (like one of your London Traders,) giue ouer selling these sadde and bad Commodities in grosse and whole-saile, and fall to put them away by retaile.

Cit.

As I haue been your Customer for the one, so I will pay you ready thankes (as my best payment) for the other.

Nor.

I wish no better; neyther doe I promise to put these Wares into your hands for the best that are, but in such sort as they came to me; so I hope you will receiue them.

Cit.

Gladly.

Nor.

Because then you are a Cittizen your selfe, I will tell you what was truely reported to mee of a mischaunce happening to a couple of Londoners now since Christmas.

Citt.

I hearken to you Sir.

Nor.

They two hauing great occasion to ride into the North, it fortuned that in passing ouer a great Heath or Commons, on either side of which, were Woods; and beeing not aboue two Miles (to their thinking) from the next towne; yet night approching, and the Snow (which then coldly and thickly fell) being by the winde so sharply driuen, and beating in their faces, that they could not looke vp to obserue the way; they were thereby forced to muffle themselues in their Cloakes ouer head and cares, and to trust to the poore Beastes vnder them, to guide them to the Towne, which they knew was not farre off.

Citt.

So sir.

Nor.

But their Horses, hauing libertie of Reynes giuen them, sought to receiue as little of the blustering Stormes as their Maisters did, and turning their heads as much as they could out of it, left the beaten Path (all hidden in Snow,) and forsaking the direct way to the Towne, had gotten on a suddaine into one of the Woods as least foure or fiue Miles: By which time, the two Londoners wondring they were not yet at the Towne; and being halfe dead with cold, looked vp, & found themselues not onely out of their way, but that the Sky was so darke, that they had no hope to come into the right way againe: Trees they saw on euery side, and thicke Groues, but not so much as the glimpse of a Candle a farre off in any house, (which is as a Loadstarre to a discomforted Traueller in the night,) no neither (for all their listning) could they heare the voyce either of Man or Beast, to assure them that people were not farre off from them.

Citt.

Most lamentable.

Nor.

To stay there still was dangerous; to goe forward (they knew not whither) more dangerous: of two euils, they made choyce of the least; and that was, to trust to the merry of Almighty God, to preserue them in that place till morning. Their Horses they tyed vp, to a cold Maunger, and to worse Prouander: their Maisters had as bad an Inne, as the Seruants: Meate had they none, Fire had they none, no Bedde but the Earth, no Light but the Starres of Heauen.

Citt.

You make Water euen stand in mine Eyes at the report.

Nor.

In this dolefull estate chearing vp one another the best that they could; and walking vp and downe to keepe their numbed bodyes in heate, behold, one of the two, what with cold, and what with conceite of so vnfortunate an accident, fell sodainely sicke. What comfort was neere him? none, but his friend, that stood at the same doore of mercie with him.

Citt.

Alacke, alacke.

Nor.

That dangerous cold Feauer more and more shaking him; the last fitte that held him, ended both his sicknesse, and his life.

Citt.

Dyed hee there?

Nor.

There, in the Armes of his Friend, and his mother (the Earth) hee dyed.

Citt.

What a terrour was this to his dessolate Companion?

Nor.

How could it be otherwise? Yet God suffering one to liue, least the Fowles of the Ayre, should haue deuowred both, and so their deaths not haue bin knowne. Hee, so soone as euer any light from heauen shewen-foorth, tooke his way and leaue of his dead Friend, to finde out some Towne; and did so: where, to some of the dwellers relating the sadde storie of himselfe and Friend, pittie (as it could not otherwise choose) so stirred in their bosomes, that along they went with him to the dolefull place and spectacle; which taking vp, and hauing bestowed due rites of Buriall vpon it; the other Friend, ouer grieuing at the losse of his Companion, and at so rare and vnheard of a Calamitie, fell likewise extreamely sicke in the same Towne: And whether he did recouer or not, I haue not heard.

Citt.

I haue not heard of a Newes that so deepely hath strucke sorrow into mee.

Nor.

I beleeue you: Let blacke Cloudes fly togeather; heere be more of the same sadde coloure, which I report not for certaine truthes, but as flying Newes; and these they are. I heard, that a company of Horse-men riding togeather, spyed another Horseman ryding singly by himselfe, some quarter of a Mile before them in plaine view, and on a sodaine was vanished cleane out of sight; at which they all much wondring, considering the planenesse of the way; and misdoubting the worst, noted the place (so neere as they could) where they lost a sight of him: And putting Spurres to their Horse, came, and found both Man and Horse into a Pitte of Snow, strugling and striuing for life. Whereupon, leaping from their Horses, with much adoe they saued both Horse and Man, and drew them foorth. In labouring to doe which, not farre from him, lay three or foure men more, and their Horses vnder them, buried in the same Pitte of Snow.

Citt.

To second this report of youres: A Customer of mine, no longer agone then yesterday, told mee heere in my Shoppe, that vpon New-market Heath in Cambridge shire, three men in seuerall places, were found dead in the same manner.

Nor.

Not vnlikly. And in many other Countries, many more, both Men, Women, and Children, haue perished, that neuer will come within reach of our knowledge.

Cit.

It is to be feared.

Nor.

Amongst so much sowre meate, I should do you wrong, if I did not set one pleasing Dish before you; I will therefore tell you a merry Tale of a Collier, that happened since this great Snow.

Cit.

I shall be glad to heare it.

Nor.

I call it merry, in respect of the sodaine accident attending on it, albeit it fell out sadly enough for the poore Collier: And thus it was.

Citt.

Come on Sir.

Nor.

In my approching neere London, I ouertooke a Collier, and his Teame loaden, walking as stately as if they scornd to carry Coales; for their pace was iust like that of Malt-mens Horses when they march to London with full Sackes on their backes. I asked honest Grimme, Why hee made no more haste, to put heate into his Horses and him selfe, seeing the Weather so cold? Not so (cryed hee) no more haste then good; Soft Fire makes sweete Malt: Let mee trotte to day, that I may amble more easily to morrow. If I should put my Horses into a chafe, they may hap put me into such a cold sweate, as the last day a Brother of mine (a Coale-carrier too) fell into, which strucke him so to the heart, that fiue loade of Coales cannot yet warme him.

Cit.

Belike then, hee tooke an extraordinary cold.

Nor.

You shall heare. I prayde my black-facde Gentleman to tell the Newes out: And so (his whissle lying still) he reported, That a Collier going to London with a load of Coales, hee himselfe ryding by, on a little sorrie Nagge, it fortuned that a Gentleman discharging his Birding-peece at Fowle, some of the small Shott flying through a Hedge, happened to tickle my fellow Colliers Nagge: which hotte showre put more courage into him, then euer the Whip was able to giue him, insomuch that he ran away with the Collier as fast, as if hee had been ryding to Hell, to serue their Fornaces there with Fyring: the whole Teame spying their Maister in his vn-vsuall post-gallop, and frighted with the noyse of the Peece, left the High-way (their ordinarie beaten path,) and as if the Diuell had dauncd in one of the Sackes, after the Collier they ran, who cryed, Hey, and Hoe, and Ree, and Gee; but none of his carterly Rethoricke was able to stay them, vntill Cart & Coales were ouerthrowne, and with the fall, the Axletree broken. By which time, albeit the Colliers Nagge were halfe come to his wittes, yet the Collier himselfe began to be starke mad.

Cit.

By my fayth hee had reason.

Nor.

And in that furie (quoth the other Collier) hee fell a cursing of Gunnes, bade a Pox of all Powder; cryed out, It was a shame, that poore harmelesse Birds could not be suffered in such pittifull cold weather, to saue them-selues vnder a Bush, when euery lowsie Beggar had the same libertie, but that euery paltrie Peter-gunner, must fart Fire and Brimstone at them. But, the wofull spectacle of his Great Coale, turude and grinded into Small, by the iogging and ioulting: And his Horses beeing in such a durtie pickle, made him giue ouer cursing: So that taking his Teame out of the Cart, and tying the Fore-horse to a Hedge, backe gallops my fellow Goose-stealer, to the next Towne for a new Axeltree. In whose vnhappie blacke absence, the former Bird-killer making another shoote, the whole Teame (now madder then before, as beeing not vsed to such Musicke, brake from the Hedge; and beeing out of their Croydon Caronto, vp Hill, and downe Dale, they flye, as if Wild-fire had been tyed to their tayles; vntill at last, happening into a narrow Lane, deepely filled vp with Snow, on they rushe: the first (like ill Companie on a Shroue-tuesday) drawing on the second, and so hee the third; and then not beeing able to turne backe, but strugling and beating way in that cold passing, where none was to be had: In the ende beeing tyred with striuing, downe the poore Beastes fell, and there were styffled in the Snow. Thus was the Colliers Tale to mee; but what the lamentations of the other Collier were at his comming backe, I thinke you may guesse.

Cit.

Such, that I warrant you, he wept more warme water, then euer he had at any countrie Barbers to wash his smutty Face on a Satterday night.

Nor.

You haue heard of some misfortunes, lately happening vnto certaine Grasiers?

Cit.

No indeede, Sir.

Nor.

Then take it for truth and on my credite, that a good company of them comming vp togeather to London, with great store both of Sheepe and Bullocks, they lost, by reason of the Snowes and deepe Wayes, so many of either (especially of Sheepe) that perished in great numbers, euen on the way, and before their faces, that if they had been sold to their value, it had been a sufficient estate to haue maintainde a very good man, and haue kept him rich all his life time.

Cit.

I beleeue you Sir: But I pray Sir, What is your opinion of this strange Winter? Giue mee your iudgement I beseeth you, of these Frostes and Snowes; and what (in the schoole of your Experience) you haue read, or can remember, may be the effects, which they may produce, or which of consequence are likely now to follow.

Nor.

I shall doe my best to satisfie you. When these great Hilles of Snow, and these great Mountaines of Yee be digged downe, and be made leuell with the Waters; when these hard Rockes shall melt into Riuers, and these white Fethers of Heauen sticke vpon the backes of Floodes; and that sodaine Thawes shall shew, that the Anger of these Winter stormes are mollified: then it is to be feared, that the swift, violent, and vnresistable Land-currents (or rather Torrents) will beare downe Bridges, beate downe Buildings, ouer-flow our Corne-fields, ouer-run the Pastures, drowne our Cattell, and endanger the liues both of Man and Beast, traualing on their way; And, vnlesse Gods hand of Plentie be held open, a Dearth, to strike the Land in the following Sommer.

Citt.

You say right. This Prognostication which your Iudgement thus lookes into, did alwayes fall out to be true.

Nor.

These extraordinarie Feauers (shaking a whole Kingdome) haue alwayes other mortall Diseases wayting vpon them.

Cit.

Wee are best to feare it; and by fearing, prouide against them.

Nor.

I pray God (at whose commaund, the Sunne sendes foorth his heate, and the Windes bitter Stormes to deface the fruites of it,) that in this last Affliction sent downe in Flakes from the angry Element, all other Miseries may be hidden, swallowed, and confounded.

Citt.

I gladly, and from my heart, play the Clarke, crying, Amen.

Nor.

But I pray Sir, now you haue melted a great part of our North-country Snow out of mee, How hath your Cittie heere (with all their Castles, and S. George a horsebacke to helpe it,) borne off the storme?

Cit.

Mary, I will tell you how, sir: Iust as our London Fencers often times doe in their Challenges: Shee has taken it full vpon the Head.

Nor.

Mee thinkes, and I see it with mine eyes, it cannot hurt you much; for your Strees are fuller of people then euer they were.

Cit.

True sir: but full Streetes, make Shoppes emptie: Its a signe that Tradesmen and Handy-crafts, haue either little to doe, or else can doe little, by reason of the Weather, when they throw by their Tooles, fall & to flinging of Snow-bals. I assure you Father, the tyranny of this Season, killes all trading (vnlesse in villanie, which shrinks for no Weather,) so that all commerce lies dead. Besides, it lessens our Markets for prouision, so that all sort of Food was neuer more deare: It eates vp Firing, and almost starues the Poore, who are not able to buy Coale or Wood, the rates vpon euery Frostie Morning, being lifted vp and raysed at the pleasure of euery paultry Chandler. Men of Occupations, for the most part lie still; as Carpenders, Bricklayers, Playsterers, and such like: not one of these, nor of many other, turnes Alchimist, for (vnlesse they bee Shooe-makers) none can extract or melt a penny of Siluer out of all these heapes of Snow.

Nor.

You now haue giuen mee a large satisfaction.

Cit.

Nay, if you should walke but alongst one streete onely in London; and that is Thames streete, and to see their Cellers & Ware-houses full of rich Merchandize drownd, and vtterly spoyld, you would both wonder at the losse, which cannot be set downe; and lament it, albeit you know it to be none of your owne.

Nor.

I doe already (by your report, to which I giue much credite) lament it in others, as if it were mine one I loue not these Tragicall passions, I suffer for them vpon the reporting. But putting them by, I pray Sir, seeing I haue vnladen my selfe to you here in your shop, send not you mee home like a Colliers Horse, onely with an empty Sacke on my backe: let mee haue some good Newes to carry with mee.

Cit.

The best, & most noble, that I haue at this time, to bestow vpon you, is to request you to step into Smithfield, where you shall see by the carefull prouidence, care, and industrie, of our Honorable Senators (the Fathers of our Cittie) much Money buried vnder that durtie Fielde, by the hyring of hundreds of Labourers to reduce it (as it is reported) to the fairest and most famous Market-place, that is in the whole Kingdome.

Nor.

A Market-place! now trust mee, it standes fit for so noble a purpose, and will be a memorable Monument to after Ages, of the royaltie, diligence, wisedome, and brauerie, of this. But where shall your Cheapside Market be then kept, this must either hinder that, or that this?

Citt.

Cheapside shall by this meanes, haue her Streetes freed from that trouble, by sending it hither, if (as it is reported) it proue a Market place.

Nor.

It will adde that beautie to that spacious place, which in former times hath by Horses and Pa••ers, and Butter-wiues, been taken from it: Nay, the very Street it selfe, by this meanes, will shew like a large new Exchange, or Rialta; such a commerce of Gentlemen and Cittizens will be seene there dayly by walking vpon it: I thanke you for this Newes; this goes with mee into the North: And when I heare that the worke is finished, Ile take off one ten yeares of mine, because Ile come vp lustily to London once againe, to see such an honour to your Cittie.

Cit.

And when you doe, you shall finde (as Report already giues it out) besides the Market, two goodly Receiptes for Water, fairely vuilt, to adde vnto it the greater glory and beautie.

Nor.

Your Cittie is full of honourable deedes; and euer may it be so. I haue troubled you long: your Mony will I bring to you to Morrow morning; in the meane time, because (as durty your Streets are) I must trot vp and downe, to dispatch many businesses. I will for this time, take my leaue of you; and the rather, for that (you see) it hath now left snowing.

Cit.

Sir, you are most heartily wel-come.

FINIS.


DEKKER HIS DREAME

In which, beeing rapt with a Poeticall Enthusiasme, the great Volumes of Heauen and Hell to Him were opened, in which he read many Wonderfull Things.
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Est Deus in Nobis, agitante calescimus Illo.
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1620.

TO THE TRVELY-ACCOMPLISHED GENTLEMAN, AND WORTHY DESERUER OF ALL MENS LOUES, MASTER ENDYMION PORTER.

SIR:

IF you aske why, from the heapes of Men, I picke out you onely to bee that Murus ahaeneus, which must defend mee, let me tell you (what you know already,) that Bookes are like the Hungarians in Paules, who haue a Priuiledge to holde out their Turkish History for any one to reade. They beg nothing, the Texted Past-bord talkes all; and if nothing be giuen, nothing is spoken, but God knowes what they thinke. If you are angry, that I thrust into your hands a Subiect of this Nature; O good Sir, take me thus far into your pardon; that it was impossible for me to beget a Better: For, the Bed on which seuen years I lay Dreaming, was filled with thornes instead of fethers, my pillow a rugged flint, my Chamberfellowes (sorrowes that day and night kept me company) the very, or worse than the very Infernall Furies. Besides, Iherein imitate the most Courtly Reuellings; for if Lords be in the Grand Masque, in the Antimasque are Players: So in these of mine, though the Diuell bee in the one, God is in the other; nay in Both. What I send you, may perhaps seeme bitter, yet is it wholesome; your best Physicke is not a Iulep; sweete sawces leaue rotten bodies. There is a Hell named in our Creede, and a Heauen, and the Hell comes before: If we looke not into the first, we shall neuer liue in the last. Our tossing vp and downe (here) is the Sea, but the land of Angels is our Shoare. Sayle so long as we can beare vp, through Honors, Riches, Pleasures, and all the sensuall Billowes of the World: yet there is one Harbour to put in at, and safely to arriue (There) is all the Hardnesse, all the Happinesse. Bookes are Pilots in such voyages: would mine were but one point of the Compasse, for any man to steere well by I doe not thinke, but euen those Courtiers, who are most taken with the glittering of Pallaces, doe from those glorious Enter-viewes, masques, tilt-triumphs, & such like, (with which their eyes are so often banqueted) reade sometimes excelle¯t lectures to their soules, by a comparatiue laying those transitory Ones, and those immortall beauties of heauen together. The very Roofes of kings Courts, do almost draw vs vpto such a contemplation: For when the Pauements of such Places are at the best but Marble, yet the vpper seelings are like Firmaments of Starres: There you see the golden Embosments, and curious Enchainings: The true brauery is aboue.

An excellent Dinner was that in France, when the King and Queen sáte at Table, and with them, Thomas Aquinas and Bonauentura (the two great Schoolemen.) whilst the others were feeding, one of these cast an earnest and fixed eye vpon the beauty of the Queene: at which the King wondring, asked, why hee did so? O (quoth he) if the great Worke-maister, out of a peece of clay, can mould and fashion so admirable a creature as your Queen is; I am rapt into an astonishable amazme¯t, to thinke, how glorious those Bodyes are, who are Courtiers attending vpon his Maiesticall Throne. If I hold the Pen longer in my hand, I shall fall asleepe againe: But howsoeuer I wake, or haue mine eyes closed,  Irest

Euer ready to do you seruice,

Tho. Dekker.



TO THE READER.

OVT of a long Sleepe, which for almost seuen yeares together, seized al my sences, drowning them in a deep Lethe of forgetfulnesse, and burying mee to the World, in the lowest graue of Obliuion: Meeting in that drowzy voyage with nothing but frightfull Apparitions, by reason (as now I guesse) of the place in which I lay, beeing a Caue strongly shut vp by most Diuellish & dreadfull Enchantments; I did at last fall into a Dreame, which presented to my waking Soule, infinite Pleasures, commixd with In-vtterable Horrors. More did I behold thus Sleeping, then euer I could before, when my eies were wide open. I climbed to the tops of all the trees in Paradise, and eate sweeter Apples then Adam euer tasted. I went into the Star-Chamber of Heauen, where Kings and Princes were set to the Barre, and vvhen the Court arose, I fed vpon Manna, at a table vvith Angels. Ierusalem vvas the Pallace I liued in, and Mount Sion the hil, from vvhose top, I vvas dazled vvith glories brighter than Sun-beames. This vvas my Banquet: The Course-meate vvas able to kill mee. For I vvas throvvne (after all this Happinesse) into a sea Infernall, and forced to svvim through Torrents of vnquenchable fire. All the Iayles of Hell vvere set open. And albeit the Arraignements vvere horrid, yet the Executions vvere ten-times more terririble. Ioyes tooke me by the hand in the first dance, but feares & sorrovves vvhipt me forward in the second. I must not novv tell, vvhat I savv, neither can I now see so much as I haue told. What Musicke led both these measures, do but open my song-Booke, and the Lessons are there set downe.

If the Notes please thee, my paines are well bestowed. If to thine care they sound vntuneable, much are they not to be blamed, in regard they are the Aires of a Sleeping Man.

Farewell.



DEKKER HIS DREAME.

WHICH BEEING TRUELY INTERPRETED, IS ABLE TO COMFORT THE GOOD, AND TERRIFIE THE BAD.

WHEN downe, the Sun his golden Beames had layd;

And at his westerne Inne his iourney stayd,

That Sleepe the eyes of man and beast did seize,

Whilest Hee gaue light to the Antipodes:

I slepd with others, but my Sences streamd

In frightfull formes, for a Strange Dreame I Dreamd.

SIGNES BEFORE THE LAST DAY.

PEACE fled to Heauen (me thought.) And as she went,

Her Roabe fell from her, which Warre finding Rent

Into a thousand Ragges, dying them in Gall,

Mixd with Mans bloud, and chargd the World to call

Those spoyles his Ensignes: then (all-Armd) bestriding

A Canon, and with Thundring voyce diuiding

Nations Colleagud, downe fell the Golden Chaine

Of Sweete Commerce, linckd both by Loue & Gaine:

Order ran mad, Disorder fild his Roome,

When beating at Hell gates the Fatall Dromme,

Out-yssued Vengeance, Horror, Incest, Rape,

Famine and Death, in the most vgly shape

That Hell could send them out in. At these Sights

Seas threatned Shores, The Earth (in strange affrights)

Shooke at the Center: then (me thought) one drew

From his Full Quiuer, poysned shafts, which flew

With burning feat ••••s of Hot Pestilence,

Filling the wide-worlds vast Circumference

With blaines, and blisters, whilest each Kingdome raues,

To see the whole Earth but one field of Graues.

Anon (me thought) Treason, and Murther cryde

Kill, Kill; wilde Vproares Gates flew open wide:

The Father stabd the Sonne, the Sonne the Brother,

Man was not Man, till he destroyd Another;

Each man was both the Lyon and the Prey,

And euery Corne-field, an Aceldema:

A Citty on a Citties ruines stood,

And Townes (late peopled) now were Lakes of Bloud.

As boystrous billowes, boystrous waues confound,

So Nations, are in Nations glories drownd

The Turkish Halfe Moone on her siluer Hornes,

Tosses the Christian Diadem, and adornes

The Sphaere of Ottoman with Starry light,

Stolne euen from Those, vnder the Crosse who fight:

The Sacred Empire did it Selfe ore whelme,

State, on State trampled, Realm did beat downe Realme:

Religion (all this while) a Garment wore,

Staynd like a Painters Apron, and turnd Whore

To seuerall Countries, till from deepe Abysme

Vp her Two Bastards came (Error and Schisme),

She in That motley Cloake, with her Two Twinnes,

Trauelld from land to land, sowing Ranck Sinnes,

Which choakd the Good Corne, and from them did rise,

Opinions, Factions, black leaud Heresies;

Pride, Superstition, Rancor, Hate, Disdaine,

So that (me thought) on earth no good did Reigne.

All this afore named (and more terrible praedictions then the weake Pen of a silly man can set down) are liuely written in Gods Eternall Calendar: where his Prophet Ezechiel thus thundereth forth the Terrors fore-going the later Day.

The fish of the Seas, Birds of the aire, Beasts of the field, and al that creepeth on the ground, together with all humane generations, which liue vpon the face of the earth, shall be in an vproare. Hils shall bee ouerturned, Hedges broken downe, euery strong wall fall to the ground. I will call against them the sword from the tops of all Mountaines, and euery mans sword shall bee bent against his owne brother; my Iudgement shalbee in pestilence and bloud, &c. And I will raine fire and brimstone.

Marke, how an Euangelist seconds a Prophet, with this new battry vppon the world. When (saith hee) you shall heare the fame or bruite of warres and vproares, be not afraid, for that these things must bee. And yet presently the end of the world shall not ensue. One Nation shall rise against another, and one Kingdome shall inuade another; there shall be great earth-quakes, pestilence, and famine, most terrible Signes and tokens from Heauen.

THE LATTER DAY.

THESE transitory, poore Terrestriall terrors,

Serud but as Heralds to sound forth the Horrors

Of woes Eternall: this, was but a Sceane

To the Great following Tragedy. So that then

(Me thought) one fitting on a Raine-bow, sounded

A trumpet, which in earth-quakes Earth confounded.

And then a voyce, shrill (but Angelicall)

Full of Command and Dreade, from heauen did call,

To Summon the whole world to stand toth Barre,

Both All that euer haue beene, and now are,

To giue a strict account how they had spent

That Tallent of their life, which was but lent.

We must All be Summoned before the Tribunall Seate of Christ, and euery man receiue either Good or Euill, according as he hath behaued himselfe whilst he liued vpon earth. Christ taketh Account of all his Tallents, Luke 12. 16. 19. 10. Math. 26.



TERRORS OF THE LATER DAY.

THE Leaues of Heauen (me thought) the¯ rent in sunder,

Out of which, Lightning brake, and Horrid Thunder,

Which pashd (in peeces) Kingdomes: whizzing flakes

Of Brimstone raind, that Seas seemd Burning Lakes:

Rocks crumbled into powder; Scalded Mountaines

In their drie Iawes, dranck riuers vp and fountaines:

Fury, with Snaky locks, and Smeared hands,

(Tossing about her eares two firy brands)

Met Wrath, and Indignation, raving-mad,

Tearing each others flesh, and wildly clad

In Skins of spotted Tygers: vp and downe

They ran, and spied (at last) Confusion:

With whom swearing a League, black stormes they Hurld.

With whirlewind violence to crush the world,

And bury her ins quick Ruines. All the Floore

Celestiall, crackd and fell downe in a shower

Of Bloud, whilst the Terrestriall Pauement burnd,

In which the Starres to spent-out Snuffes were turnd.

The Sun leapd from his Chariot, and in feare

Of Firing, headlong ran toth Moones cold Sphaere,

But she (for all her Flouds, Ice, Frosts and Snow)

Did like a lampe of steele, ith Furnace glow.

The Sun and Moone were neither Sun nor Moone,

Their Shining could be cald, nor Night nor Noone:

This Massy, Vniuersall, Earthly Ball,

Was All one Bonfire, and it burnt out All.

In an eies Twinkling, more by Fire was lost,

Than Twenty Earthes, and all their wealth ere cost.



CHRIST HIS COMMING IN GLORY.

AS in an Army Royall (led by a King)

After the Canons Sulphurous thundering,

Battring downe Bulwarkes, Rampires, Parapets,

Forts, Gabions, Palizadoes, Cazimates,

Horror on all sides Roaring, Wings here flying

At Wings (like armed Eagles) here Troopes dying.

A butcherous Execution through the field,

Bellowing with Fiend-like threats, when yet none yeeld,

Though Death stalkes vp and downe, ghastly and pale,

The Victors Wreath lying in a doubtfull Scale;

The King himselfe, safe guarded on a Hill,

Seeing this black day, yet stirring not vntill

He findes fit time to Strike: then downe, amayne,

Whorrying he comes, a glorious dreadfull Trayne

Of High-Heroick Spirits, circling him round,

Who with swift Vengeance do their Foes confound,

And slaue-like drag them at prowd Chariot wheeles,

Whilst miseries (worse then Death) tread on their heeles:

So (but with greater Terror, State, and Wonder)

Heauens Supreme Monarch (one hand griping thunder,

The other stormes of Haile, Whirle-winds. and fire,

Ensignes of his hot-burning quenchlesse Ire)

When the Worlds buildings, smothered lay in smoake,

(With sparkling eyes) Maiestically broke

Out of his Pallace, nere set ope before,

And stood like a Triumphant Conqueror.

Trampling on Death and Hell: About him, round

(Like petty Viz-royes) Spirits (me thought) all-Crownde,

Shewd, as if none but Kings, had bin his Guard;

Whole Hierarchies of Saints were then preferd,

With Principalities, Powers, and Dominations,

Thrones, Angels, and Archangels, (all att once)

Filling the Presence: Then like heauen-borne Twinnes,

Flew fiery Cherubins, and Seraphins,

Whilst the old Patriarches, cloathd all in white,

Were rapd with Ioy, to see beames far more bright,

About the Prophets and th Apostles runne,

Than those whose Flames were kindled at the Sun.

Martyrs (me thought) with selfe-same lustre shinde,

As Gold, which seuen times was by fire refinde:

Virgins, whose Soules in life from Lust liud cleare,

Had Siluer robes, and on their heads did weare

Coronets of Diamonds. Were my Fingers flint,

My Pen, of pointed Adamant timprint

Characters in tough Iron, or hammered brasse,

Mine inke, a depthlesse Sea; All these (alas!)

Would be worne out, ere I one lyne should draw,

Of those Full Glories, which (I dreamd) I saw:

Nor could I write this (though it be but meane)

Did not some Angell guide my Fainting Pen.

Gods Heire Apparent (here once made away)

Triumphd in this his Coronation day,

In which Heauen was his Kingdome, Mercy his Throne,

Iustice his Scepter, a Communion

Of Sanctified soules, the Courtly Peeres,

And his Star Chamber Lords: who now had yeeres

Which neuer turnd them Gray, by Times rough wether,

Greatnesse was now, no more cald Fortunes fether,

Nor Honor held a fruitlesse golden Dreame,

Nor Riches, a bewitching swallowing streame,

Nor Learning laughd at as the Beggers Dower,

Nor beauties painted cheeke a Summers Flower.

No, no; life endlesse was, yet without loathing,

Honor and Greatnesse wore Immortall cloathing,

Riches were Subiect to no base Consuming,

Learning burnt bright, without Contentious fuming,

Beauty no painting bought, but still renewd,

Each one had (heere) his full Beatitude.

O my weake eyes! how did your Balls (me thought)

Burne out their Ielly, when they had but caught

One little-little glimpse of those Diuine

And in-accessible Beames, which did out-shine

Hot-glowing coales of Fire? no mortall Sight

Can stand a Maiesty so infinite.

That Face whose Picture might haue ransomd Kings,

Yet put vp Spettings, Baffulings, Bufferings.

Esa. 50. Ierem. 3. Math. 26. Marke. 14. Luk. 22.

That Head, which could a Crowne of Starres haue worne,

Yet spightfully was wrenchd with wreathes of Thorne,

Math. 27. Mark. 15. Iohn 19.

Those Hands, and Feete, where Purest stamps were set;

Yet Naild-vp like to Pieces Counterfet.

Psal. 77.

Those Lippes, which though they had Command ore All,

Being thirsty, Vineger had to drinke, and Gall.

Luk. 23.

That Body, scourgd and torne with many a wound,

That his deere Bloud (like Balme) might leaue vs Sound.

Luk. 23. Psal. 129. Zach. 13.

The Well of Life, which with a Speare being tride,

Two Streames (Mysterious) gushd out from the Side.

Iohn 19.

Messias, great Iehouah, God on hie,

Yet Haild, King of the Iewes, in Mockery.

Math. 27. Mark. 15. Luk. 23.

The Manger-Cradled Babe, the Begger borne,

The poorest Worme on earth, the Heighth of Scorne.

Math. 2. Psal. 22.

That Lord, by his Owne Subiects Crucified,

Lo, at this Grand Assize comes Glorified,

With troopes of Angels, who his Officers are,

To call by sound of Trumpe his Foes to a Bar.

Thus stood be Armd; Iustice his Breast-plate was,

Iudgement his Helmet, stronger farre than Brasse:

On his Right Arme, Truths Shield he did aduance,

And turnde his Sharpned Wrath into a Lance:

Out of his Mouth, a Two-edgd Sword did flie,

To Wound, Body and Soule, eternally;

Armd (Cap-a-pe) thus, who gainst him durst fight?

There was no ground for Strength, nor yet for Flight.

At this (me thought) All Graues that euer held

Dead Coarses, yawnd wide-open, and compelld

The bones of Dead-men, vp with Flesh to rise;

Yea, those on whom the Seas did tyrannize,

And drownd in wrackes, and which were peece-meale eaten,

With liuely bodies to the shoares were beaten:

Whom Sword, or Fire, Iibbets, or Wheeles had torne,

Had their owne limbes againe, and new were borne:

From the first Man God made, toth last that died,

The Names of All, were here Examplified,

Emprours and Kings, Patriarches, and Tribes forgotten,

The Conquerors of the world (moldred and rotten)

Lords, beggers, Men and Women, young and old,

Vp (at a Bar set forth) their Hands did hold.

The Iudge being set, in open Court were layd

Huge Bookes: at sight of which, All were dismaid,

Would faine haue shrunck back, and fell downe with feare:

In sheetes of Brasse, all Stories written were

(Which those Great volumes held) Charactred deepe

With Pens of Steele, Eternall Files to keepe

Of euery Nation, since the Earth began,

And euery Deede, Word, thought, of euery Man:

Sins hatchd in Caues, or such whose Bawd was Night,

The Minutes of the Act were here set right.

Great men, whose secret Damnd sins vizards wore

so close, that none vpon their Browes could score

The least Black line (because none durst) had here

A Bill of Items in particular,

What their Soules owed for Sin, to Death and Hell;

Or, if it happened that they ere did well,

In these True Iournals, it at large was found,

And with rich promise of Reward was Crownd.

The Bookes were opened, &c. Apoc. 20.

Which done (me thought) the Sessions thus began,

Conscience the Cryer, cald forth euery Man,

To make appearance, and (though to my sight

The Numbers that were there were infinite)

In an Eies-twinkling yet they parted were,

The Good from Bad, the Spotted from the cleare;

The Wolues and Goates, to th left Hand howling went,

The Lambs, and Harmelesse Sheep, to th Right were sent.

After this Separation, vp did rise

Heauens-Lord-chiefe-Iustice, and this Sentence flies

Out of his Dreadfull Breast: O you (quoth he)

That haue my Lambs bin, and did follow me,

As your true Shepheard, and did know my Voyce,

As I in you, you shall in Mee reioyce:

And now is come the day: this is the Houre,

In which my Blessings on your Heads I poure:

Beloued of my Father, Come and Take

A Kingdome layd vp onely for your sake;

For me you haue bin Mockd, Reuild, and Beate,

Mount therefore now into a Glorious Seate:

O blessed word! which none but he can speake,

O word of Loue Diuine! when (not with weake

But Armes Omnipotent-strong, spread ope-wide-)

He cries, Come, Come? How is Man dignifide

(Being but a Vassaile groueling on the ground)

Next to his Kings owne Throne thus to sit Crownd?

Come and possesse: O what shall you possesse?

A Kingdome, whose vast Boundes none can expresse:

Had all the Peebles in the world bin cut

Into Rich Diamonds, and both Indies put

Into Two Hils of Siluer, and fine Gold,

Nor all Kings hoorded Treasures downe being sold,

Can this Inheritance buy, which for your Good

Is purchast at a High Rate (Christs deere blood.)

Come, and Possesse, what Time can neuer Rot,

Theeues steale, Warres spoyle, or Cankrous Enuy blot;

Come, and possesse, a State whose Title, Law,

Attorneys Wiles, no, nor the Scarlet Awe

Of corrupt Iudges euer can Intangle,

No Bawling Pleader at the Barre shall wrangle

To proue the Right of This, being Stronglier Grounded

Than Descents Lineall, by which Realmes are Bounded.

Sit at his Table, which doth Euer lie

Couered with banquets of Eternitie:

Saluations Cup stands filld for you toth Brim,

Come Drinke, where Immortality doth swim.

Come and Possesse you blessed. Blest in This,

The deere Sonne giues you a Coelestiall Kisse

For welcome: Come you blessed, and possesse

Wealth, Honor, Glories, Pleasures numberlesse.

Forth-with (me thought) they All were Crownd with Gold,

Set thick with Starres, and in their hands did hold

Scepters of sparkling Diamonds, which out shinde

Sun-beames, or Siluer, seuen times being Re-finde.

The Ioy at this, was wondrous: All the Skies

Dancd to the soundes of seuerall Harmonies,

Both Angels, and Arch-angels loudly sung,

All Heauen was but One Instrument well strung,

But They, who on the Left-hand were set by,

(As Out-casts) shooke and trembled fearefully,

Like falling Towers: their Sinnes and Soules were black,

And troopes of Hel-hounds waited at their Back:

They beat their breasts, they tore their flesh and haire,

And cursd that houre in which they first drew aire.

And then with Grones (able to split in sunder

Their very Soules, like trees riuen through with Thunder)

They wrung their hands, sobd, shrikd, & howld, & praid

That Rocks and Hils might on their backs be layd,

And they to dust be grinded, so that they

Might from the Iudges face but turne away:

And seeing themselues inforcd to stand the Doome,

They gnashd their teeth, and cursd their mothers wombe.

They who on earth were reard (Colossus-high)

Spurnd Kingdomes, trod on Thrones, and did de fie

Omnipotence it selfe, into base graues

Tombling prowd Monarches, here tooke place with Slaues,

And like to broken Statues downe were throwne,

Trampled, and (but in scorne) not lookd vpon.

Their cries, nor yellings did the Iudge regard,

For all the doores of Mercy vp were bard,

Iustice and Wrath in wrinkles knit his forhead,

And thus he spake: You cursed and abhorred,

You brood of Sathan, sonnes of death and hell,

In fires that still shall burne, you still shall dwell:

In hoopes of Iron, then were they bound vp strong,

(Shrikes being the Burden of their dolefull Song.)

Scarce was the Sentence breathd-out, but mine eies

Euen saw (me thought) a Caldron, whence did rise

A pitchy Steeme of Sulphure and thick Smoake,

Able whole coapes of Firmament to choake:

About This, Diuels stood round, still blowing the fire,

Some, tossing Soules, some whipping them with wire

A-crosse the face, as vp toth chins they stood,

In boyling brimstone, lead, and oyle, and bloud.

Millions were here tormented, and together

(All at this Sessions doomd) were condemnd hither.

My frighted Soule (me thought) with terrors shooke

To see such Horrid Obiects: bloud forsooke

The conduite-pipes of each Exterior part,

And ran to comfort and defend the Heart.

But the worlds Glorious Frame being racd in fire

And none aliue left, I had then desire

(•e thought) to see That black Infernall Court,

Whither (in thousands) Soules did so resort.

The way was quickly found: paths numberlesse

(Beaten with feete which thither fast did presse)

Lay trodden bare, but not One Path returning,

Was euer seene from this dark house of Mourning.

This Flaming Kingdome hath One Ferriman,

And he One Boate: he rowes through Acheron

Styx, and Cocytus, Riuers that in Hell

Spread all the Countrey ouer: Fogges still dwell

Stinking and thick, vpon them, and there growes

Vpon their bankes (in wild disordered rowes)

The Poplar (white and black) with blasted Ewgh,

The deadly Poppy, Cypresse, Gall, and Rew,

(Emblems of Graues, Tombes, Funerals, and beeres)

And on the boughes no other Bird appeares,

But Schriches, Owles, and Rauens, and the shrill throates

Of Whistlers; death still listning to their Notes.

These Riuers of Hell, Poetically inuented, cary a Morall and Mysticall Interpretation: for Acheron (the first water) signifies Bitternesse: Styx, a detestation; and Cocytus, a Sorrow or Repentance, and are thus applyed. When Soules, by reason of their Sinnes, are to passe ouer the troublesome Riuers of Death, being tormented with remembrance of the losse of worldly Honors, Riches, &c. then they passe Acheron, it is a bitter draught: Styx is the next, for when they see no remedy, but they must passe ouer to their last shoare, they begin to haue a loathing of their Ante-acted life: and then comming to ferry ouer Cocytus, they mourne and howle: so that all the conflicts, combats, and earthly wrastlings about the time of a Mans departure, are figured vnder those Three Riuers.

I hollowed to the Ferriman (me thought)

And with a stretchd voyce, cryd a Boate, a boate.

Hee came at first call, and when neere he drew,

That of his Face and Forme, I had full view,

My bloud congeald to ice with a cold feare,

To see a Shape so horribly appeare:

His eyes flashd fire, grizled and shaggd his Haire,

(Snarld all in felt-lockes) Terror and Despaire

Lay in his wrinckled cheekes, his voyce was hoarse,

And grumbling, he lookd ghastlier than a Coarse.

This description of the Vgly Ferriman, is but an Argument how terrible the apparence of death is vnto vs, at our last voyage, which we take in departing from the world.

By those who there stood thronging on the Shoare,

I heard his name was Charon: A black Oare

And dirty, held he in his brawny hand.

And though mongst those who stood vpon the Strond

He saw some Kings, some Beggers, None had roome

For Birth, or Bloud, but sate as they did come:

None gaue the Cushions here, for there was none,

But in heaps tumbling in, All were as One:

Some thither came, laden with bags of gold,

Some with braue cloaths; then did he barke, and scold,

And snatchd all from them, with looke sharpe and grim,

All Fares (he sayd) must Naked goe with him.

As Death hath no respect of persons, for the beggers dish & the kings standing cup of gold, are to him of one weight; so he spoyleth all men of all that they possesse, Princes of their Crownes, Lords of their Mannors, Iudges of their Scarlet, Gentlemen of their Reuenues, Citizens of Riches, Souldiers of Strength, Scholers of Learning, Women of Beauty, Age of Experience, Youth of Comelinesse. And as they enter into the Lists of the world, weake and vnfurnished; So must they go forth, Beaten, Vanquished, and Disarmed.

At last (me thought) I leapd into the boate,

Which seene, the Sculler pluckd me by the throate

To haue his Fare first; asking what it was,

He cryd a Penny. I for That did passe:

Being glad for bought experience I could tell,

That Auarice house stood the next doore to hell.

Charon, by interpretation is Ioy; for after we haue ferried ouer the troublesome passage of death, and landed on the shoares of Blessednesse, then the Ferriman (how churlish and terrible soeuer hee seemed at first) hath a countenance merry and comfortable. Charon also, is pictured Old, thereby signifying Good Councell, & Sweete Perswasion to prepare for death, and that brings Ioy: For what Ioy can bee greater, than that which ariseth out of an assured knowledge of a spotlesse Innocence, or of an hope that sins committed are repented and pardoned?

Anon (to see with what a Restlesse Gyre

The Soule entrancd is whirld, some times through fire,

Then waues, then Racking Clowdes: earth, heaun and hell

Lying (then) all-open, free, and passible)

Me thought, being in a Twinkling ferried ore,

And trembling on the horrid Stygian shore,

I saw the Brazen gates of deepe Abysse

In a vast bottome standing: none can misse

The way, it is so beaten, and so wide

That ten Caroches (breast-wise) in may ride.

To is there is a Headlong base Descent,

Slippery in whorrying downe, yet turbulent

Through throngs of people dayly poasting thither,

For Day nor Night are the Gates closde together.

As at some direfull Tragoedy (before

Not Acted) men prease round-about the dore

Crowding for Entrance, yet none entrance haue,

But (like tossd billowes) this and that way Waue:

So Here; I askd the cause, and thousands cryd,

Hell is so Full, theres roome for Few beside.

In thrust Imongst the thickst, and sweating got

(For all the Aire mee thought was sulphry hot)

With much a-doe toth Gate, where stood a grim

And churlish Porter, being in voyce and limbe

A Dog; yet like the Porter of a Iayle,

On new-come guests he Fawnd and waggd his taile,

But bawld aloud for Fees, ready to teare

Their throats, who without bribes beggd Entrance ther,

I choakd the Curre with what he craud, and went

On with bold steps to the Black Regiment.

The Feeding and Feeing of Cerberus, taxeth those in office, who wey the gift, not the cause; and haue no other language in their mouthes, but Quid dabis? yet S. Paul willeth him that hath an office, to looke to his office: And as for-taking of Bribes, there is a direct Statute against it, set downe by the Vpper house of Heauen, in these expresse words, Thou shalt take no Bribe, Exod. 23.

Noyse was my Guide (mee thought) by which being led,

I got toth Court where Soules were Sentenced:

Full was it of braue Fellowes and fine Dames,

Their Haire (once so perfumd) all turnd to Flames.

The Prince of Darkenesse, sate vpon a Throne

Of red-hot Steele, and on his head a Crowne

Of Glowing Adamant: As in he drew

The noysome Ayre, flames from his nostrils flew,

His Eyes flashd fire, and when with dreadfull sound

He Roard (for thats his Voyce) he shooke the grownd

Of his Tartarean Pallace) massy Keyes

(The Ensignes of his Empire) held (as Stayes)

A Canopy of Brasse aboue his head,

Which hard (to last) in Hell was Hammered.

Those Keyes being Emblems of Eternall paine,

For who there enter nere come forth againe,

Being lockd-vp Euer: At his clouen feete

Three Iudges sate, whom I did lowly greete.

Those Iudges names are Minos, Rhadamanth, and AEACUS: the Infernall King is called Pluto. Now, albeit by the lawes of God we both beleeue, and are bound to acknowledge Him onely to bee Supreme Lord and Iudge both of Heauen, Earth, and Hell, yet sithence those former figured Names (drawne from Poeticall Inuention) carry in them a Morall and Instructiue Meaning, they are not altogether to be reiected; and the rather because in Picturing forth so Terrible an Obiect as the Kingdome of Hell, and Tortures of the Damned, I striue to shaddow the Horrors of them, and to set them off with heightning both of Profit and Delectation.

The Iudges in their hands held Whips of Wire,

Dippd in boyld brimstone to pay Soules their hire

According to their Facts: The King of Fiends

Spying me there ith throng, roares out and sends

Two of his Furies (Beadles of the Court)

To drag me to him, who in currish sort

(Like flesh-hooke-fingred Sergeants) hald me on:

Being there, the Iawes of Black Damnation

Thus yawnd, and bellowed: Wherefore art thou come

Hither (thou Slaue) ere Death sets downe thy Doome?

Thou art aliue, and not a soule that drawes

Breath Vitall, by our dread infernall Lawes

Must here set Footing. Humbly then (mee thought)

With pale and fright full lookes I Him besought,

That since I was a Stranger, and aliue,

Hee by his Hellish large Praerogatiue

Would signe my Passe, but to walke all the Rounds

Of his vast Countries and to view their Bownds:

A yelling Out-cry all-about was hurld,

Thattwas not fit one of the Vpper World

Should be a close intelligencing Spy

Of their scorchd shores to make discouery.

But the Crim Tartar, with distorted brow

Thwarting their grumbling, held it scorne to bow

To any wish of theirs, and Vnder-writ

The Passe, with to ades bloud from the Witches pit,

Charging me as my soule (if ere it fell

Into his Pawes) should answere it in hell,

Not to a next World that my Pen betrayd

What there I saw. His threatning being obayd,

From him I tooke my way, nor did I feare

To lose my path, Hels path was euery where.



HEERE BEGIN THE DESCRIPTIONS BOTH OF THE DARKENESSE AND FIRES OF HELL, &C.

AS ALSO OF THE PARTICULAR TORMENTS ASSIGNED TO EUERY MAN, ACCORDING TO HIS PARTICULAR SINNES.

ON wings of hot desire I flew from thence

With whirle-wind swiftnesse, noyse, and violence,

Being mounted on a Spirits back, which ran

With Mandrake-shrikes, and like a Lubrican:

Whilst round (mee thought) about me there did roare

Ten thousand Torrents, beating on a shoare

Made all of Rocks, where huge Leuiathans lay

Gaping to swallow Soules, new cast away.

THE DARKENESSE OF HELL.

WERE all the Rowndure betwixt Hell and Heauen

One Clowd condensd, & into blacknesse driuen,

Not That; no, nor the Chaos vn-refinde,

(When in one Bundle Darknesse vp did binde

That confusd Lumpe of Mixtures) being put too,

Not That: no nor if since the world was new,

All Nights (that euer were) might grow in One,

Neither could That: nor that AEGYPTIAN

Caliginous, Black vapor, which did rise

From Caues infernall to blind Pharaohs eyes,

Clammy as if that pitch from Heauen did melt,

And glutinously-thick it might be felt:

Adde to all these, that hideous direfull howre,

When all the lamps Coelestiall out did powre,

Their lights like spent oyle, dropping from their Sphaere

(As in my dreame at first it did appeare:)

Not all these Darkenesses together glowd,

And ten-times-ten Redoubled and Renewde,

Are halfe so dismall as the Night infernall,

Black, Stinking, Stiflling, Poysning, and Eternall.

See for this Darkenesse Math. 22. 13. Iud. 13. Iob 10. Prou. 4. 14. Psal. 107. 10.

HORROR OF HELL FIRE.

HOW then (it may be asked) did my weake Sight

Pierce these thick walles of Horror, where no light

Euer shed Beame? why, on that Sorcerous Coast

Where Hagges and Witches dwelt was not I lost?

My Spirit had balls of Wild-fire in his head

For Eyes (me thought) and I by them was led:

For All these coale-pits (faddomd deepe as hell)

Still burne, yet are the Flames Inuisible.

This fire is none of that, which God lent Man,

When (driuen by sinne out) he from Paradise ran,

Bitten with cold, beaten with frosts and Snow,

And in meere pitty did that Warmth bestow,

Teaching him how to kindle it at first,

And then with food combustible haue it nurst:

No; this Red, Gloomy Fornace is a Firing,

Deuouring, yet not wasting nor selfe-tiring.

Arithmetick cannot in Figures set

An Age of Numbred yeares to swell so Great,

As to fill vp that time when these shall dye,

Being NEVER, for it burnes Eternally,

From the Worlds first Foundation, toth Confounding:

Were Deluges on Deluges abounding,

Not All that Raine (able to drowne the World,

Reachd it to heauen) nor thousand Oceans hurld

On top of all those Waters, can euer slake

Or quench the least drop of this brimstone Lake.

For (which most dreadfull is) the Flames cease Neuer

To torture Soules, and yet no light seene Euer:

It is a Burning which doth Brightnesse lack,

The Coales being infinite-hot, and infinite black.

Yet through my horse of Hell galloppd amaine,

Now plungd in Boyling lakes, then vp-againe;

Leaping into vast Caues, where heate neuer comes:

For sharper cold then Winters breath, benummes.

The Aire so stiffe, it freezeth All to ice,

And Clowdes of Snow; whose Flakes are harder thrice

Than those Quadrangled Haile-stones, which in Thunder

Kill Teemes, and Plough-men, and riue Oakes in sunder.



THE EXTREMITIES OF COLD IN HELL.

THE Hyperborean wind, whose Rough hand flings

Mountaines for Snow-balls, and ons Marble wings

Beares Rocks of ice, fetchd from the Frigid zone,

Which stuck ith North Seas, Seas and shoares were One;

Ten thousand wild Waues hardned in the Aire

Rattling like Isicles on his grizly Haire,

And in his driueling Beard Snow ten-times more

Than ere the bald-pate Alpes in Periwigs wore,

When from his Caues of brasse (bound there in Giues

Of Adamant) out he whorries, and fore him driues

(In whirlewindes,) Haile, Frosts, Sleete, and Stormes; and

With rugged Winter, whom he Roaring greetes, (meetes

Then clapping their obstreperous Squallid Wings,

Each of them on the frozen Russian dings

Such bitter blasts downe, that they flye in Droues

(Though swadled all in furres) to Sweltring Stoues:

The Muffe, the Scythian, nor the Freeze-land-boore,

Nor the Laplandian Witch once peeping ore

A threshold, left their Noses, Cheekes, and Eyes

(Pinchd off by his Clumzy Nailes) be made a prize

To snarling Boreas. O yet! all this cold

(Were it pild vp in heapes a hundred fold,

In stifned Clowdes to freeze ten thousand yeere)

Is a Warme Thaw, toth piercing Horrors heere.

Hells Cold so biting, so Inuincible,

Insufferable, Inexpressible,

That from all cold else the sharpe nips doth steale;

Should fire come neare it, it would fire congeale,

Till Flames turne icy Flakes, and force fire leese

His Vertue so, that coales Red-hot will freeze.

Here I beheld (mee thought) Soules Scar-crow-like,

Some bound, some hang bith heeles, whose heads did strike

The Icy-knobbed-roofe, tossd too and fro,

By Gusts implacable, able downe to throw

Rampires of Brasse; which still beate out the Braines.

And still Renewde them with Plangiferous Paines.

Here, I beheld Kennels of fat-paunchd Dogges,

From one to one howling in Dialogues

Of Hellish Language, cursing that they sat

At prowd Voluptuous Tables, yet forgat

Nummd Charity, when at their gawdy gates

She beggd but Scraps of their worst Delicates,

Yet starud for want; whilst they at Toasting fires

Bathd their Ranke Guts: and with sharpe whips of Wires

(But nothing else) heated her Shiuering limbes:

They quaffing Bowles (ith mean time) crownd toth Brims.

And when raggd Souldiers, of their Bodies making

Anatomies in Wounds, with chill blasts quaking

And shrunke-vp mawes, did to their Worships come,

A Whipping-Poast, and Halter was their Doome.

Or when Thin-pale-cheekd Schollers held but forth

Their Thread-bare armes, and did beseech their Worth

To pittie haplesse Learning once so much

As not to see her beg: No, theyd not Touch

A Poore bookes couer, though within it lay

Their Soules wealth, but (in scorne) Shuffled away.

O Diuine Vengeance! how most Iust thou art?

What they Stung ochers with, is Now their smart.

Bleake Agues, Apoplexies, Murres, Catarrhes,

Coughes, Dropsies, Rhewmes, diseases that make wars,

And in cold bloud kill Health, did here reigne rife,

And though they could not Wast, yet Worried life.

Death from his earthy hands flung here and there

Cold Snakes, and Scorpions, which did piece-male teare

Frost-bitten Soules, and spewd them vp againe

Wanting Disgestion: And to whip Paine with Paine,

Ten thousand Salamanders (whose chill thawing

Puts Bonfires out) their stark-stiffe lunges were gnawing:

Harsh was their Musicke therefore, on no string

But Yels; Teeth-gnashing, Chattring, Shiuering.

When thus farre I was transported by my Dreame: I called to minde (me thought) that vpon earth I had heard many great Schollers defend, that there was no Cold in hell: But then (turning ouer the leaues of my memory) I found writteu there, that Iob once spake thus.

They shal passe from the waters of Snow, to too much Heate. And that vpon those wordes Reuerend Bede did inferre, that Iob seemed to point (with his finger as it were) at Two Hels, the one of Fire, the other of Cold. And that S. Hierome vpon the tenth of Mathew, did auouch the same thing: And againe, that Hugo Victorinus, in his Booke De Anima, had ser downe, that in Hell there was a Passage from the waters of Snow, to the heate of Fire, and both of these were Insufferable, &c. Iob 24.

I likewise (me thought) remembred, that the Author of the Booke (intituled De Triplici Habitaculo, that is to say, Of Heauen, Earth, and Hell) being thought to be the worke of Saint Augustine, had these wordes, There are two principall Torments in Hell; viz. Intollerable Colde, and Intollerable Heate. Whereupon the Euangelists wrote, there shall bee in Hell, Weeping, and Gnashing of Teeth: Teares, melting from the eyes through the extremity of Fire, and that of the Teeth, proceeding from the Sharpenesse of Colde.

Then called I to minde, that Iustinianus, in his Booke De casto Connubio Animae, sayd thus: There is in Hell, a Fire Corporeall, Inextinguible, wanting Combustible matter to nourish it: It shines to Punishment, not to Consolation. In that place there is Colde Incomparable, Gnashing of Teeth, and Smoake most Horrible-Stinking, &c. And that Haymo commenting vpon Mathew, sung the same Tune, thus: That among all the Tortures in Hell, the greatest were Heate and Cold.

My memory (me thought) amongst these mustred, Anselmus in his Elucidary, Innocentius with his booke DeContempta Mundi, with many others, all fighting vnder the same Opinion.

Againe, I tooke hold vpon the 39. Chapter of Ecclesiasticus, speaking thus: They are Spirits created for Reuenge, and in their fury they haue fortified their Torments; when the finall Day shall come, they shall powre forth the force and rage of him that created them, Fire, Hayle, Famine, &c.

These, & other Fortifications of Reading defending me, were Armors sufficient & of proofe, that there was Cold in Hell: And that haply the Infernall torments did so change, that some times the Soules of men were scorched in fires, and anon as grieuously plagud with inexpressible anguish of cold: yet considering with my selfe, that it was no Pillar for Saluation to leane vpon, to beleeue that there was or was not any such thing, it could (me thought) be no offence to Perswade, It was so, or not so: and the rather, because it was but a Dreame.

My Mephostophilan Nag (which foamd before

With a white frothy Sweate, by scudding ore

The Fields of Flames) had now the Glanders got

Through sudden Cold, when he was Extreame hot:

Foundred he was besides (halting downe-right)

So that I durst nor on, nor yet Allight;

My selfe (mee thought) being almost frozen dead.

Back therefore did I reyne his stubborne Head,

When quick as Thought, he galloppd thence away,

And came againe where Soules all broyling lay:

Vpon them fell downe stormes of burning Speares,

Trumpets red-hot, blowing Flames into their Eares,

Each Sence, and Member, that on earth had bin

An Armour in the quarrell of Damnd Sin

To fight gainst Heauen, were (here) in pieces rent,

And Faults weighd out with equall punishment.

The Glutton roard for Cookes to giue him meate,

Drunkards for Wine, to quench their scalding Heate,

Adulterers for their Whoores, to coole those Fires

Which now burnt hotter then their old Desires:

Some for Caroches cryd, some for their Trayne

Of Vassailes to attend, but cryd in vaine.

They shall cry to the gods whom they serued in this life, and they shall not saue them in this time of affliction. Ier. 2.

Gay gawdy women, who spent yeares of Noones

In tricking vp their Fronts with Chaperoones,

And powdred Haire: whose Taylors sheares did quarrell

With Pride, how to cut onely their apparrell,

Whose Backs wore out more Fashions then their Wit,

Phantasticknesse being short to alter it

Into so many shapes, as they did vary

The loades, being more then those when fed Mules carry

(In Sumpters) Great Lords things: whose heads were

Ith Aire high as a Stags, boue all the Heard; reard

And when they rode (their Foote-men running by)

They seemd prowd Ships in all their Gallantry,

Newly-arriud, full-fraighted, vnder sayle,

Slight empty Cock-boates dancing at their Tayle;

These Dames, who each day in French Chariots sat

Glistring like Angels, a prowd-bounding Trot

From foure faire Steedes drawing all on them to wonder,

That the Clowdes ecchod, and the Earth shooke vnder:

But when their Coursers tooke their full Cariere,

It lookd like that Day, when the Thunderer

Struck with his Triple-fire Heauens Rider downe;

For (from their horses nostrils) Breath was throwne

Hot-quick as lightning, and their Hoofs vp-hurld

Such Clowdes of Smoake, as when he fird the world.

O horrid sight! These (once so much Adord)

In hell were drudges, spurnd at, and abhorrd;

Their Painted cheekes, turnd into Witches looks,

Bright Haire to Snakes, long Fingers into hooks,

Pearle-Chaines to roapes, their gawdy Robes to Ragges,

And delicate bodies, vglier farre then Hagges.

They that for Table-crums refusd to buy

And (for their soules) hoord vp Eternity,

Here offred worlds of Treasure, but to get

One drop of Water: (O hels infinite Heate!)

Yet not a drop was sufferd once to fall:

To quench their thirst, Diuels held out caps of Gall.

Diues the patterne of such vncharitable wretches, cries out in that Language: O Father Abraham, haue compassion vpon me, and send down Lazarus vnto me, that he may dippe the toppe of his finger in water and coole my tongue, &c. Luke 16.

Cramd-vp in stinking corners I beheld

Base Heapes tumbled together, who all yelld

Like bandogs tyed in kennels: High-way-standers,

Foists, Nips, and Iylts, Prinadoes, Bawdes, Pimpes, Pan-

Olde sunck-eyde Beldames, hird to keepe the doors, (ders,

Till their owne Daughters were by slaues made whoores:

Catchpolles, and Varlets, who did poore men fleece

(To their vndoing) for a Twelue-peny peece.

Mongst these were mingled Periurd common-Baile,

With Petti-foggers, that set Law to sale

With Cauterized Consciences; Theeues, Cheates,

Tradesmen that fed vpon the Broken Meates

Of Oathes and Rotten-wares; and those to sell

Card not for single money to buy Hell.

Ten thousand Packs (like these) were basely throwne

Into a Ware-house of Damnation,

Where Fire their foode was, Adders galls their Drinke,

And their Tobacco, a strong Brimstone stinke.

His bread (speaking of the wicked Worldling) in his belly shall be turned into the gall of Serpents, hee shall be constrained to vomit out againe the riches which he hath deuoured, God shall pull them forth of his belly, he shall be constrained to suck the gals of Cockatrices, and the tongues of Adders shall slay him, &c. Iob 10.

THE WORME OF CONSCIENCE.

THE whips that lashd the Damnd, were some of wire,

And some of Iron; others were roapes of Fire

Knotted with ragged stones of glowing Flint,

Which though in thousand formes they did imprint

Tortures vpon their Soules, yet there was One

To which all Torments else compard, were None.

A kinde of Worme there was, all speckled black,

That shot tenthousand Prickles from his back,

Sharper then quils of Porcupines, and longer,

And further flying, and more swift and stronger;

It bare a Tearing forked sting behinde,

Which in the Striking did so strangely winde,

It wounded euery way where it did Hit,

Nor could it be put by, by force or Wit:

This Worme had Teeth of needles, and lay gnawing

Both night and day, Black Soules in peeces drawing:

The more tis rackd, it liues; the more it Fries

In Flames, the lesse it Burnes, and Neuer dies.

Our Sauiour speaking of the paines of the Damned, saith; that their Worme dieth not. Mar. 9. 44.

To call but this Worme to minde (amongst the other Torments of that Infernall Lake) marke in what passions one powreth forth his feares: Gehennam timeo, quippe interminatam, exhorreo Tartarum vt cui nimium insitCaloris, paueo Tenebras quoniam nihil admittunt Lucis, Formido pectiferum VERMEM, quoniam est perennis, &c.

I feare Gehenna, because it hath no end, Hell to me is horrible, because it hath too much Fire, the Darkenesse I tre¯ble at, because it hath no Light, the Deadly WORME affrights me, because it is Euer-lasting.

Holy Bernard beeing pierced to the Soule with the same Agony of Feare, thus confesseth it: Paueo Gehennam,Contremisco a Dentibus Bestiae infernalis, Horreo VERMEM rodentem, et ignem torrentem, Fumum, et Vaporem, et Sulphur, et Spiritum Procellarum, &c.

I am (saies hee) afraid of Hell, I tremble at the teeth of the Infernall Dragon, the Gnawing WORME is a Horror to me, and the Roasting Fire, and the Smoake, and the Brimstone, and the Spirit of Stormes, &c.

One Soule, me thought, boyling in Sulphurous flame,

Cursd God, and on his Rigor did exclame,

Raild at him for Iniustice, and thus Crid:

If for my Sin thy Sonne was Crucified,

Why am I helld in Execution

In this Damnd Iayle, euer to be Vndone?

If Hee layd downe his life to set me Cleere

From all my Debts, why am I Dungeond Here?

Why for a life no longer then a Span,

Am I an Euerlasting damned Man?

He whom the First bad woman did intice,

Was but once driuen out of Paradice,

Yet hee (euen then) was Sole Monarchall Lord

Ore the whole Globe, Seas did to him Accord

In sweete Obedience: all the Beasts on Earth,

As vnder his Dominion they tooke birth,

So from him had they Names, they all did Bow

Their knees to him, and did obserue his Brow.

He lost a Garden, but an Orchard found,

Walld in with Seas, with Sun-beames compast round,

Where Birds (whose Notes were neuer since so cleare)

Serud as Musitians All, to tune his Eare:

A Serpent cozened Him by sorcerous Charmes,

But (in his stead) a woman fild his Armes:

A woman! in whose Face more Beauties shone

Then all the Beauties after made in One:

He was Mans Maister-thiefe, Robd him of All,

Droue him from Eden, and (so) forcd him Fall

Out of the Sphaere of Innocence: and yet

Those Crownes of Blessings God on him did set.

Why then for Sin but of a minutes date,

Must I for Euer be a Rebrobate?

Gods holy hunger though it oft did kill me,

Gods holy Banquet yet did neuer fill me;

The Silke worme nere for me wrought in her Loome,

I neuer slept in a Rich Lordly Roome,

Neuer eate Pies of Nightingales Tongues, or sate

Like Diues at my table serud in Plate.

My Beldame Nurse (the Earth) when she gaue Suck

To me, her left Breast still she forth did pluck,

Being Iuicelesse; or from thence if Drops did fall,

How could I quench my thirsty Iawes with Gall?

I neuer lackeyed by proud Fortunes wheele:

For all the taste of Pleasures I did feele,

Was in the warme Embracements of my Whore:

If that were Sin, why then did Nature store

My Veines with hot bloud, blowing lust full fire?

Twas her Corruption, and not my Desire.

I likewise (now and then) was washd within

All-ore with Wines, but why should that be Sin,

When God the Vineyard planted, and ins word

Bid Man drinke wine? Thou art a Rigorous Lord,

(Mee thought) the Hell-hound howld, for trifling Crimes

To Damne me in a World out-lengthning Times.

Say, that full sixty yeares my Glasse did run,

More then that halfe I slept, there was won

Little to Hell in sleepe: but my lifes thread

Reachd but to thirty, so that I lay dead

Fifteene of those, and of those fifteene, fiue

At least were childish: O must I aliue

Be held for Euer in Damnations Iayle

For poore ten yeares! when I perhaps did saile

Some part of them towards Heauen? What cursed waue

Threwst Thou to drowne me in th Infernall Graue?

My Parents blest me Mornings, Noones and Nights,

Were all those spent in Vayne? I tooke delights

Inplucking Apples from tHesperian Trees,

Which Eating, I grew Learnd: adde to All these

My Priuate Readings, which more Schoold my Soule,

Then Tutors, when they sternliest did Controll

With Frownes or Rods: some Dayes in This were Spent:

So that if All my Faire-writ leaues were Rent

Out of Gods Memory, alack! it were

A Thin Booke of the Foule: yet must I (here)

For sowing some Few Acres vn-awares

Of Bad Corne, reape an Endlesse Field of Tares?

At this, ten thousand Soules (rauing mad) Roard

That on their Heads the selfe-same shot was scoard:

But then, a Voice (tund to an Angels Sound)

With repercussiue Ecchoes did rebound

Through all the Court of Barathrum, thus Thundering

Terrors that shooke Hells Center: Ceasse thy wondring

(Thou Bawling Reprobate,) a recompence

Is giuen thee to the Weight of thine Offence.

For had thy yeares out-reachd Methuslems Age,

Thy Black lifes Torrent (with impetuous rage)

Had Boundlesse, Bottomlesse, Restlesse bin;

So that as Thy Eternity did Sin

Tortured thou art in Gods Eternity:

Thy faults to him, his rods for thee doe buy:

Nor can he in his Iustice pittie those,

Who pitty not themselues, but do expose

Their Soules to Foule Acts, scorning threatned Paine,

Like Whoores, who buy Damnation for small Gaine.

Thou on the bread thy Sins did earne doest feede,

Not paying by the Day, but by the Deede.

What was thy whole life but a Mutinous Warre

Gainst thy Creator? Euery Sense did Iarre

From his Obedience: like to Mad-mens swords

Thy works were wounds, and blowes flew from thy words:

Thy Lips, Eares, Eyes, haue still bin Gates set wide

To let in Blasphemy, Lust, Auarice, Pride,

And Legions of such Diuels. Thou didst Dwell

First in a House of Flesh, but now in Hell:

That was thy Partner, and (as Partners doe)

Hath thee Vndone for Euer: Thou shalt Rue

His Ryots, WHORINGS, Swearings, his Disorders

Are thy Damnations: euery Sense now furders

Thy Torments; the loose Glances of the Eyes,

The Liquorishnesse of Taste, the Melodies

To the Lasciuious Eare; All-all these turne

To thy Perdition, thou for these shalt burne.

To no hand holden-vp can helpe be giuen,

The Left is Hels, the Right beat back from Heauen:

In Flames go it Wher, and grow Green againe;

Paine kill thee, yet thou still shalt liue in paine.

On was he going but to drowne this Voice,

All Hell broke loose, and then were heard no Noyse

But Vlulations, Shrikings, Horred Soundings

Of Ratling-Chaynes, and thousand strange Confoundings

Of Indisting guishable dire-mixd Terrors: (rors.

At which (I Trembling) WAKDE; and though the Er-

Of my Sleepe-wandring-Soule, were now left Cleare,

And that my cold hands had tane leaue of feare,

Yet my Heart panted, and my Haire turnd white,

More through the Ghastly Obiects of this Night,

Then with the Snow of Age: And yet euen then,

Collecting vp my selfe, I read of Men

The Volumes ouer, and the world, so well

That I found Here worse Diuels then are in Hell

FINIS.


A ROD FOR RUN-AWAYES

[image: img69.jpg]

TO THE NOBLE GENTLEMAN, MR. THOMAS GILHAM, CHIRVRGIAN.

SIR,

IN this Vniuersall sicknesse, giue mee leaue (in a few Leaues) to salute your Health, and I am glad I can do so. To whom, in an Epidemiall confusion of Wounds, should a man flye, but to Physicke and Chirurgery? In both which you haue skill. In the last, the World crownes your Fame (as beeing a great Master.) Many of your excellent Pieces haue beene (and are to bee) seene in this City. No Painter can shew the like, no Limner come neere such curious Workemanship. What you set out, is truely to the life; theirs but counterfeit. I honour your Name, your Art, your Practice, your profound Experience: And, to testifie I doe so, let this poore Monument of my loue bee looked vpon, and you shall finde it. The Sender beeing sorry, it is not worth your acceptation: But if you thinke otherwise, he shall be glad,

And euer rest, at your seruice, THO. Dekker.



TO THE READER.

READER, how farre soeuer thou art, thou maist here see (as through a Perspectiue-Glasse) the miserable estate of London, in this heauy time of contagion. It is a picture not drawne to the life, but to the death of aboue twelue thousand, in lesse then six weekes. If thou art in the Countrey, cast thine eye towards vs here at home, and behold what wee indure. If (as thou canst not choose) thou art glad thou art out of this Tempest, haue a care to man thy Ship well, and doe not ouer-lade it with bad merchandize (foule Sins) when thou art bound for this place: for all the danger will be at thy putting in. The Rockes of insection lye hid in our deepe Seas, and therefore it behoues thy soule to take heed what sayles she hoyses, and thy body, what Pylote it carries aboord. Wee doe not thinke, but numbers of you wish your selues here againe: for your entertainement a far off cannot be courteous, when euen not two miles from vs, there is nothing but churlishnesse. But it is to be feared, some of you will get such falls in the Corne-Fields of the Country, that you will hardly bee able (without halting) to walke vp and downe London. But take good hearts, and keepe good legges vnder you, and be sure, you haue hung strong Pad-lo•…es vpo•… your doores; for in many Streetes, there are none to guard your goods, but the Houses themselues. If one Shop be open, sixteene in a row stand shut vp together, and those that are open, were as good to be shut; for they take no Money.



None thriue but Apothecaries, Butchers, Cookes, and Coffin-makers. Coach-men ride a cock-horse, and are so full of Iadish trickes, that you cannot be iolted sixe miles from London, vnder thirty or forty shillings. Neuer was Hackney-flesh so deare. Few woollen Drapers sel any Cloth, but euery Church-yard is euery day full of linnen Drapers: and the Earth is the great Warehouse, which is piled vp with winding-sheetes. To see a Rapier or Feather worne in London now, is as strange, as to meet a Low-countrey Souldier with Money in his Purse: The walkes in Pauls are empty: the walkes in London too wide, (heres no lustling;) but the best is, Cheape-side is a com fortable Garden, where all Phisicke-Herbes grow. Wee wish that you (the Run-awayes) would suffer the Market-Folkes to come to vs, (or that they had hearts to come) for the Statute of fore-stalling is sued vpon you. Wee haue lost your companies, and not content with that, you robbe vs of our victuals: but when you come backe, keepe open house (to let in ayre) and set good cheere on your Tables, that we may bid you welcome.

Yours, T. D.



GODS TOKENS, OF HIS FEAREFULL IUDGEMENTS.

WEE are now in a set Battaile; the Field is Great Britaine, the Vantguard (which first stands the brunt of the Fight) is London: the Shires, Counties and Countries round about, are in danger to be prest, & to come vp in the Reare: the King of Heauen and Earth is the Generall of the Army; reuenging Angels, his Officers; his Indignation, the Trumpet summoning and sounding the Alarum; our innumerable sinnes, his enemies; and our Nation, the Legions which he threatens to smite with Correction.

Sinne then being the quarrell and ground of this warre, there is no standing against so inuincible a Monarch (as God is) no defending a matter so foule, as our sinnes are.

Would you know how many Nations (for sinne) haue beene rooted vp, and swept from the face of the earth, that no memory of them is left but their name, no glories of their Kings or great Cities remaining but only this, Here they liued, Here they stood? Reade the Scriptures, and euery Booke is full of such Histories, euery Prophet sings songs of such lamentable desolations.

For, Iehouah, when he is angry, holds three Whips in his hand, and neuer drawes bloud with them, but when our Faults are heauy, our Crimes hainous: and those three Whips are, the Sword, Pestilence and Famine.

What Country for sinne hath not smarted vnder these? Ierusalem felt them all. Let vs not trauell so farre as Ierusalem, but come home, looke vpon Christendome, and behold Hungaria made desolate by sword and fire, Poland beaten downe by battailes, Russia by bloudy inuasions: the Turke and Tartar haue here their insolent triumphs.

Looke vpon Denmarke, Sweden, and those Easterne Countries: How often hath the voice of the Drumme called them vp? Euen now, at this houre, the Marches are there beating. How hath the Sword mowed downe the goodly Fields of Italy? What Massacres hath in our memory beene in France? Oh Germany! what foundations of bloud haue thy Cities beene drowned in? what horrors, what terrors, what hellish inuentions haue not warre found out to destroy thy buildings, demollish thy Free States, and vtterly to confound thy 17. Prouinces? Gods three whips haue printed deepe markes on thy shoulders; the Sword for many yeeres together hath cut thy people in pieces; Famine hath beene wearied with eating vp thy children, and is not yet satisfied; the Pestitence hath in many of thy Townes, in many of thy Sieges and Leagers; plaid the terrible Tyrant. In all these thy miseries, the Spaniard hath had his triumphs; his Fire-brands haue been flung about to kindle and feede all thy burnings; his furies haue for almost foure score yeeres stood, and still stand beating at the Anuils, and forging Thunder-bolts to batter thee, and all thy neighbouring Kingdomes in pieces.



Whilst these dreadfull Earth-quakes haue shaken all Countries round about vs, we haue felt nothing: England hath stood and giuen aime, when Arrowes were shot into all our bosomes. But (alas!) hath this Happinesse falne vpon her because of her goodnesse? Is shee better then others, because of her purity and innocence? Is shee not as vgly as others? Yes, yes, the Sword is how whetting; Dearth and Famine threaten our Cornefields, and the rauing Pestilence in euery part of our Kingdome is digging vp Graues. The three Rods of Vengeance are now held ouer vs.

And shall I tell you why these Feares are come amongst vs? Looke vpon the Weapon which hath struck other Nations; and the same Arme that wounded them, smites now at vs, and for the same quarrell (Sinne.)

The Gospell (and Gods Heralds, Preachers) haue a long time cryed out against our iniquities, but we are deafe, sleepy and sluggish; and now there is a Thunder speakes from Heauen to wake vs.

We flatter our selues, that the Pestilence serues but as a Broome, to sweep Kingdomes of people, when they grow ranke and too full: when the Trees of Cities are ouer-laden, then onely the Plague is sent to shake the Boughs, and for no cause else: As in Turky and Barbary; where when a mortality happens, they fall sometimes ten thousand in a day by the Pestilence. But we that are Christians, and deale in the merchandise of our soules, haue other bookes of account to turne ouer, then to reckon that we dye in great numbers, onely because we are so populous, that we are ready (as the Fishes of the Sea) to eat vp one another.

Our eyes haue beene witnesses, that for two whole Reignes together of two most excellent Princes, & now at the beginning of a third (as excellent as they) we haue liued in all fulnesse: yet at the end of Queene Elizabeths foure and forty yeeres, when she dyed, she went not alone, but had in a traine which followed her, in a dead march of a twelue-moneth long, onely within London and the Liberties, the numbers of 38244. those, who then dyed of the Plague, being 35578. the greatest totall in one weeke being 3385. of all diseases, and of the Plague 3035.

Thus shee went attended from her earthly Kingdome, to a more glorious one in Heauen, it being held fit in the vpper-House of the Celestiall Parliament, that so great a Princesse should haue an Army of her subiects with her, agreeing to such a Maiesty. But what numbers God will muster vp to follow our Peace-maker (King Iames of blessed memory) none knowes: by the beginning of this Prest which Death makes amongst the people, it is to bee feared, they shall be a greater multitude.

To Queene Elizabeth and to King Iames; wee were an vnthankfull and murmuring Nation, and therefore God tooke them from vs; they were too good for vs; we too bad for them and were therefore then, at the decease of the one, and now, of the other, are deseruedly punished: our sinnes increasing with our yeeres, and like the Bells, neuer lying still.

We are punished with a Sicknesse, which is dreadfull three manner of wayes: In the generall spreading; in the quicknesse of the stroke; and in the terror which waites vpon it. It is generall: for the spotted wings of it couer all the face of the Kingdome. It is quicke: for it kills suddenly; it is full of terror, for the Father dares not come neere the infected Son, nor the Son come to take a blessing from the Father, lest hee bee poysoned by it: the Mother abhors to kisse her owne Children, or to touch the sides of her owne Husband: no friend in this battell will relieue his wounded friend, no Brother shake his brother by the hand at a farewell.

This is something, yet this is nothing: many Physicians of our soules flye the City, and their sicke Patients want those heauenly medicines which they ear tyed to giue them, & those that stay by it, stand aloofe.

The rich man, when hee is dead, is followed by a troupe of Neighbours: a troupe of Neighbours, not a troupe of Mourners. But the poore man is hurried to his Graue by nasty and slouenly Bearers, in the night, without followers, without friends, without rites of buriall due to our Church, due to our Religion, to our Nation, to the Maiesty of our Kingdome; nay, to the decency of a Christian. O lamentable! more honour is giuen to a poore Souldier dying in the field, more regard to many a Fellon, after hee is cut downe from the Gallowes.

I need not write this to you, my fellow Sufferers in London; for you know this to be too true, you behold this, you bewaile this. But I send this newes to you, the great Masters of Riches, who haue for saken your Habitations, left your disconsolate Mother (the City) in the midst of her sorrowes, in the height of her distresse, in the heauinesse of her lamentations. To you that are merry in your Country houses, and fit safe (as you thinke) from the Gun-shot of this Contagion, in your Orchards and pleasant Gardens; into your hands doe I deliuer this sad Discourse, to put you in minde of our miseries, whom you haue left behind you. To you that are fled, and to you to whom they flye, let me tell thus much, That there were neuer so many burials, yet neuer such little weeping. A teare is scarce to be taken of from the cheeke of a whole Family (nay, of a whole Parish:) for they that should shead them, are so accustomed, and so hardned to dismall accidents, that weeping is almost growne out of fashion. Why, saies a Mother, doe I showre teares downe for my Husband or Childe, when I, before to morrow morning, shall goe to them, and neuer haue occasion to weepe any more?

Whilst I am setting these things downe, word is brought me, that this weeke haue departed 3000. soules (within 200.) and that the Plague is much increased. O dismall tidings! O discomfortable Relation! Three thousand men would doe good seruice in desending a City: but when in euery weeke so many thousands and more shall drop downe of our great Armies, what poore handfuls will be left?

To see three thousand men together in Armour in a field; is a goodly sight: but if wee should behold three thousand Coffins piled (in heapes) one vpon another, or three thousand Coarses in winding sheetes, laid in some open place, one on the top of each other, what a sight were this? Whose heart would not throb with horror at such a frightfull obiect? What soule, but would wish to be out of her body, rather then to dwell one day in such a Charnell house?

O London! (thou Mother of my life, Nurse of my being) a hard-hearted sonne might I be counted, if here I should not dissolue all into teares, to heare thee powring forth thy passionate condolements. Thy Rampiers and warlike prouision might haply keepe out an Enemy: but no Gares, none of thy Percullises; no, nor all thy Inhabitants can beate backe the miseries which come rushing in vpon thee. Who can choose but break his heart with sighings, to see thee (O London) the Grandame of Cities, sit mourning in thy Widdowhood? Thy rich Children are runne away from thee, and thy poore ones are left in sorrow, in sicknesse, in penury, in vnpitied disconsolations.

The most populous City of Great Brittaine is almost desolate; and the Country repines to haue a Haruest before her due season, of Men, Women, and Children, who fill their Houses, Stables, Fields and Barnes, with their inforced and vnwelcommed multitudes. Yet still they flie from hence, and still are they more and more feared and abhorred in the Country.

How many goodly streets, full of beautifull and costly houses, haue now few people or none at all (sometimes) walking in the one, and not so much as any liuing rationall creature abiding in the other? Infection hath shut vp, from the beginning of Iune, to the middle of Iuly, almost (or rather altogether) foure thousand doores. Foure thousand Red-Crosses haue frighted the Inhabitants in a very little time: but greater is their number who haue beene frighted, and fled out of the City at the setting vp of those Crosses.

For euery thousand dead here, fiue times as many are gotten hence: with them must I haue about; to them onely doe I now bend my Discourse.



TO THE RUN-AWAIES FROM LONDON.

WE are warranted by holy Scriptures to flie from Persecution, from the Plague, and from the Sword that pursues vs: but you flye to saue your selues, and in that flight vndoe others.

In Gods Name flye, if you flye like Souldiers, not to discomfort the whole Army, but to retire, thereby to cut off the Enemy, which is, Famine, amongst the poore (your fellow Souldiers) and discomfort amongst your brethren and fellow-Citizens, who in the plaine field are left to abide the brunt of the day.

Fly, so you leaue behind you your Armour for others to weare (some pieces of your Money for others to spend) for others to defend themselues by.

Liue not (as Captaines doe in the Low-Countries) vpon dead pay; you liue by dead pay, if you suffer the poore to dye, for want of that meanes which you had wont to giue them, for Christ Iesus sake, putting the Money vp into your fugitiue purses.

How shall the lame, and blinde, and halfe starued be fed? They had wont to come to your Gates: Alas! they are barred against them: to your doores, (woe vnto misery!) you haue left no Key behinde you to open them; These must perish.



Where shall the wretched prisoners haue their Baskets filled euery night and morning with your broken meat? These must pine and perish.

The distressed in Ludgate, the miserable soules in the Holes of the two Counters, the afflicted in the Marshallseas, the Cryers-out for Bread in the Kings Bench, and White Lyon, how shall these be sustayned? These must languish and dye. You are fled that are to feed them, and if they famish, their complaints will flye vp to heauen, and be exhibited in the open Court of God and Angels, against you. For, you be but Gods Almoners; and if you ride away, not giuing that siluer to the needy, which the King of Heauen and Earth puts into your hands to bestow as he inioynes you, you robbe the poore, and their curse falls heauy where it once lights. This is not good, it is not charitable, it is not Christianlike.

In London, when Citizens (being chosen to be Aldermen) will not hold, they pay Fines; why are they not fined now, when such numbers will not hold, but giue them the slip euery day?

It were a worthy act in the Lord Maior, and honourable Magistrates in this City, if, as in the Townes to which our Merchants, and rich Tradesmen flye, the Countrey-people stand there, with Halberds and Pitchforkes to keepe the¯ out; so, our Constables & Officers, might stand with Bils to keepe the rich in their owne houses (when they offer to goe away) vntill they leaue such a charitable piece of Money behinde them, towards the maintenance of the poore, which else must perish in their absence. They that depart hence, would then (no doubt) prosper the better; they that stay, fare the better, and the generall City (nay the vniuersall Kingdome) prosper in blessings from Heauen, the better.

To forsake London, as one worthy Citizen did, were noble; it would deserue a Crowne of commendations: for hee, being determined to retyre into the Countrey, sent for some of the better sort of his Neighbours, asked their good wils to leaue them, and because (the poyson of Pestilence so hotly reigning) hee knew not whether they and he should euer meet againe, he therefore deliuered to their hands, in trust, (as faithfull Stewards) fourescore pounds to be distributed amongst the poore. I could name the Gentleman, and the Parish, but his charity loues no Trumpet. Was not this a rare example? but, I feare, not one amongst a thousand that goe after him, will follow him.

But you are gone from vs, and we heartily pray, that God may go along in all your companies. Your doores are shut vp, and your Shops shut vp; all our great Schooles of learning (in London) are shut vp; and would to Heauen, that, as our numbers (by your departing) are lessened, so our sinnes might be shut vp, and lessened too. But I feare it is otherwise: For all the Kings Iniunction of Prayer and Fasting, yet on those very dayes (acceptable to God, were they truely kept, and comfortable to our soules) in some Churches you shall see empty Pewes, not filled as at first, not crowding, but sitting aloofe one from another, as if, whilest they cry, Lord, haue mercy vpon vs, the Plague were in the holy Temple amongst them. Where, if you looke into the Fields, looke into the Streetes, looke into Tauernes, looke into Ale-houses; they are all merry, all iocund; no Plague frights them, no Prayers stirre vp them, no Fast tyes the¯ to obedience. In the Fields they are (in the time of that diuine celebration) walking, talking, laughing, toying, and sporting together. In the Streets, blaspheming, selling, buying, swearing. In Tauernes, and Ale-houses, drinking, roaring, and surfetting: In these, and many other places, Gods Holy-day is their Worke-day; the Kings Fasting-day, their day of Riot. I wash an Aethiope, who will neuer be the whiter for all this water I spend vpon him, and therefore let mee saue any further labour.

And now to you, who, to saue your houses from Red Crosses, shift your poore seruants away to odde nookes in Gardens: O take heed what you doe; in warding off one blow, you receiue sometimes three or foure. I haue knowne some, who hauing had a Childe or Seruant dead, and full of the TOKENS, it has beene no such matter, a little bribe to the Searchers, or the conniuence of Officers, or the priuate departure and close buriall of such a party, hath hushed all; but within a day or two after, three, foure, or fiue haue in the same House deceased, and then the badge of Gods anger hath beene worne by them, as openly as by other Neighbours.

For, God will not haue his Strokes hidden: his markes must bee seene: Hee strikes not one at once, (when hee is vexed indeed) but many one may bee couered, many cannot. As his mercy will bee exalted in our weekely Bills (when the totall summes fall) so will hee haue his iustice and indignation exemplified, in the increasing of those Bills: and therefore let no man goe about to abare the number: His Arithmerick brookes no crossing.



To arme you therefore with patience (in this great day of Battell, where so many thousands fall) take a strong heart, a strong faith vnto you; receiue your wounds gladly, beare them constantly, be not ashamed to carry them about you, considering vnder what Commander you receiue them, and that is, The great Omnipotent Generall of Heauen.

Why should any man, (nay, how dare any man) presume to escape this Rod of Pestilence, when at his back, before him, round about him, houses are shut vp, Coarses borne forth, and Coffins brought in? or what poore opinion, what madnesse fastneth that man, who goes about to conceale it, when the smiting Angell goes from doore to doore, to discouer it? Hee makes choyce in what Roomes, and what Chambers such a disease shall lye, such a sicknesse bee lodged in, and where Death must (as Gods Embassadour) be entertained. There is no resisting this authority, such Purseuants as these cannot be bribed.

Stay therefore still where you are, (sicke or in health) and stand your ground: for whither will you flye? Into the Countrey? Alas! there you finde worse enemies then those of Breda had in Spinolas Campe. A Spaniard is not so hatefull to a Dutch-man, as a Londoner to a Country-man. In Terme-time, a Sergeant cannot more fright a Gentleman going muffled by Chancery-lane end, than a Citizen frights one of your Lobcocks, though hee spies him fiue Acres off.

In middest of my former compassionate complaynings (ouer the misery of these times) let mee a little quicken my owne and your spirits, with telling you, how the rurall Coridons doe now begin to vse our Run-awayes; neyther doe I this out of an idle or vndecent merriment (for iests are no fruit for this season) but onely to lay open what foolery, infidelity, inhumanity, nay, villany, irreligion, and distrust in God (with a defiance to his power) dwell in the bosomes of these vnmannerly Oasts in these our owne Netherlandish Dorpes.

When the Brittaines heere in England were opprest by Pictes and Scots, they were glad to call in the Saxons, to ayd them, and beate away the other: The Saxons came, and did so, but in the end, tasting the sweetnesse of the Land, the Brittaines were faine to get some other Nation to come and driue out the Saxons. So, the Countrey people, being of late inuaded by the Pictes, (beaten with wants of Money to pay their rackt Rents to their greedy Land-lords) with open armes, and well-comming throats, calld to them, and receiued a pretty Army of our Saxon-Citizens; but now they perceiue they swarme; now they perceiue the Bels of London toll forty miles off in their eares; now that Bils come downe to them euery Weeke, that there dye so many thousands; they would with all their hearts call in very Deuils (if they were but a little better acquainted with them) to banish our briske Londoners out of their grassy Territories.

And for that cause, they stand (within thirty and forty miles from London) at their Townes ends, forbidding any Horse, carrying a London load on his back, to passe that way, but to goe about, on paine of hauing his braynes beaten out: and, if they spy but a foot-man (not hauing a Russet Sute on, their owne Country liuery) they cry, Arme, charge their Pike-Staues, before he comes neere them the length of a furlong; and, stopping their noses, make signes that he must be gone, there is no roome for him, if the open Fields be not good enough for him to reuell-in, let him pack. O you that are to trauell to your friends into the Countrey, take heed what Clothes you weare, for a man in black, is as terrible there to be looked vpon, as a Beadle in blue is (on Court-dayes at Bridewell) being called to whip a Whore-master for his Letchery. A treble Ruffe makes them looke as pale, as if, in a darke night, they should meet a Ghost in a white Sheet in the middle of a Church-yard. They are verily perswaded, no Plagues, no Botches, Blaynes, nor Carbuncles can sticke vpon any of their innocent bodies, vnlesse a Londoner (be he neuer so fine, neuer so perfumed, neuer so sound) brings it to them. A Bill printed, called, The Red Crosse, or, Englands Lord haue mercy vpon vs, being read to a Farmers Sonne in Essex, hee fell into a swound, and the Calfe had much a doe to be recouered. In a Towne not farre from Barnet (in Hartfordshire) a Citizen and his Wife riding downe to see their Childe at Nurse, the doores were shut vpon them, the poore Childe was in the Cradle carryed three Fields off, to shew it was liuing: the Mother tooke the Childe home, and the Nurses valiant Husband (beeing one of the Traind-Souldiers of the Countrey) set fire of the Cradle, and all the Clothes in it.

A Broker in Houndes-ditch hauing a Brother in Hamshire, whom hee had not seene in fiue yeeres, put good store of money in his Purse, and rode downe to visit his beloued Brother, beeing a Tanner; to whose House when hee came, the Tanner-clapped to his doores, and from an vpper woodden window (much like those in a Prison) comming to a Parlee, hee out-faced the Broker to be no Brother of his, hee knew not his face, his fauour, his voyce: such a Brother hee once had, and if this were hee, yet his Trade (in being a Broker) was enough to cut off the kindred, his Clothes smelt of infection, his red Beard (for he hath one) was poyson to him; and therefore, if hee would not depart to the place from whence hee came, hee would eyther set his Dogges vpon him, or cause his Seruants to throw him into a Tan-Fat; and if (quoth hee) thou art any Brother of mine, bring a Certificate from some honest Brokers dwelling by thee (when the Plague is ceast) that thou art the man, and, it may bee, mine eyes shall bee then opened to behold thee: So, farewell.  With a vengeance (replyed the Broker) and so came home, a little wiser then hee went.

No further from London then Pancridge, two or three Londoners, on a Sunday (being the seuenteenth of this last past Iuly) walking to the Village there-by, called Kentish-Towne, and spying Pancridge-Church doores open (a Sermon being then preached) a company of Hobnayle-fellowes, with Staues, kept them out; and foure or fiue Hay-makers, (who out of their Countries came hither to get worke) offering likewise to goe in, to heare the Preacher, they were threatned by the worshipfull wisdome of the Parish, to bee set in the Stockes, if they put but a foot within the Church-doores.

Hath not God therefore iust cause to be angry with this distrust, this infidelity of our Nation? How can wee expect mercy from him, when wee expresse such cruelty one towards another? When the Brother defies the Brother, what hope is there for a Londoner to to receiue comfort from Strangers?

Who then would flye from his owne Nest, which hee may command, to be lodged amongst Crowes and Rauens, that are ready to picke out our Eyes, if we offer to come amongst them? The braue Parlors, stately dining-Roomes, and rich Chambers to lye in, which many of our Citizens had here in London, are now turned to Hay-lofts, Apple-lofts, Hen-roosts, and Back-houses, no better then to keepe Hogges in: I doe not say in all places, but a number that are gone downe, and were lodged daintily heere, wish themselues at home, (as complayning Letters testifie) but that the heat of Contagion frights them from returning, and it were a shame (they thinke) to come so soone backe to that City, from whence with such greedy desire, they were on the wings of feare hurryed hence.

Flocke not therefore to those, who make more account of Dogges then of Christians. The smelling to your Iuory Boxes does not so much comfort your Nosthrils, as the Sent of your perfumed brauery, stinkes in the Noses (now) of Countrey-people. It may bee perceyued, by the comming backe of many Carts laden with goods, which in scorne are returned to London, and cannot for any Gold or Siluer be receyued. What talke I of Cart-loades of Stuffe? If some more tender-hearted amongst the rest, giue welcome to his brother, kinseman, or friend; a Beare is not so woorried by Mastiffes, as hee shall bee by vncharitable Neighbours, when the Stranger is departed. They loue your Money, but not your persons; yet loue not your money so well, but that if a Carrier brings it to them from London, they will not touch a penny of it, till it be twice or thrice washed in a Pale or two of water.

But leauing these Creatures to be tormented by their owne folly and ignorance; yet praying that God would open their eyes, and inlighten their soules with a true vnderstanding of his diuine Iudgements; I will now shut vp my Discourse with that which is first promised in the Title-page of the Booke, and those are, Gods Tokens, &c.

GODS TOKENS.

AND now, O you Citizens of LONDON, abroad or at home, be you rich, bee you poore, tremble at the repetition of these horrors which here I set downe: and of which ten thousand are earewitnesses, great numbers of you that are in the City, hauing likewise beheld some of these, or their like, with your eyes. Neither are these warnings to you of London onely, but to you (who-euer you bee) dwelling in the farthest parts of the Kingdome.

Shall I tell you how many thousands haue been borne on mens shoulders within the compasse of fiue or six weekes? Bills sent vp and downe both Towne and Countrie, haue giuen you already too fearefull informations.



Shall I tell you, that the Bels call out night and day for more Burials, and haue them, yet are not satisfied? Euery street in London is too much frighted with these terrors.

Shall I tell you, that Church-yards haue letten their ground to so many poore Tenants, that there is scarce roome left for any more to dwell there, they are so pestred? The Statute against Inmates cannot sue these, for hauing taken once possession; no Law can remoue them.

Or shall I tell you, that in many Church-yards (for want of roome, they are compelled to dig Graues like little Cellers, piling vp forty or fifty in a Pit? And that in one place of buriall, the Mattocke and Shouell haue ventured so farre, that the very Common-shore breakes into these ghastly and gloomy Ware-houses, washing the bodies all ouer with foule water, because when they lay downe to rest, not one eye was so tender to wet the ground with a teare? No, I will not tell you of these things, but of These, which are true (as the other) and fuller of horror.

A woman (with a Child in her armes) passing thorow Fleet-street, was strucke sicke vpon a sudden; the Childe leaning to her cheeke, immediatly departed: the Mother perceiuing no such matter, but finding her owne heart wounded to the death, she sate downe neere to a shop where hot Waters were sold; the charitable woman of that shop, perceiuing by the poore wretches countenance how ill she was, ranne in all haste to fetch her some comfort; but before she could come, the Woman was quite dead: and so her childe and she went louingly together to one Graue.



A Gentleman (knowne to many in this Towne) hauing spent his time in the Warres, and comming but lately ouer in health, and lusty state of body, going along the streets, fell suddenly downe and dyed, neuer vttering more words then these, Lord, haue mercy vpon me. Another dropped downe dead by All gate, at the Bell-Tauerne doore.

A Flax-man in Turnebull street, being about to send his Wife to market, on a sudden felt a pricking in his arme, neere the place where once he had a sore, and vpon this, plucking vp his sleeue, he called to his Wife to stay; there was no neede to fetch any thing for him from Market: for, see (quoth he) I am marked: and so shewing Gods Tokens, dyed in a few minutes after.

A man was in his Coffin, to be put into a Graue, in Cripple-gate Church-yard, and the Bearers offring to take him out, he opened his eyes, and breathed; but they running to fetch Aqua vita for him, before it came, he was full dead.

A lusty country fellow, that came to towne to get Haruest-worke, hauing sixteene or eighteene shillings in his Purse, fell sicke in some lodging he had, in Old-street; was in the night time thrust out of doores, and none else receiuing him, he lay vpon Straw, vnder Suttons Hospitall wall, neere the high way, and there miserably dyed.

A woman going along Barbican, in the moneth of Iuly, on a Wednesday, the first of the Dog-daies, went not farre, but suddenly fell sicke, and sate downe; the gaping multitude perceiuing it, stood round about her, afarre off; she making signes for a little drinke, money was giuen by a stander by, to fetch her some: but the vncharitable Woman of the Ale-house denyed to lend her Pot to any infected companion; the poore soule dyed suddenly: and yet, albeit all fled from her when she liued, yet being dead, some (like Rauens) seized vpon her body (hauing good clothes about her) stripped her, and buried her, none knowing what she was, or from whence she came.

Let vs remoue out of Barbican, into one of the Churches in Thames-street, where a Gentleman passing by, who on a sudden felt himselfe exceeding ill, and spying a Sexton digging a Graue, stept to him, asked many strange questions of the fellow, touching Burials, and what he would take to make a Graue for him: but the Sexton amazed at it, and seeing (by his face) hee was not well, perswaded him to get into some house, and to take something to doe him good. No (said he) helpe me to a Minister, who comming to him, and conferring together about the state of his soule, hee deliuered a summe of Money to the Minister, to see him well buried, and gaue ten shillings to the Sexton to make his Graue, and departed not till he dyed.

Now, suppose you are in Kent, where you shall see a young handsome Maid, in very good apparell, ready to goe into the Towne, to a Sister, which dwelt there: but then as you cast an eye on her (comming into the City) so behold a company of vnmercifull, heathenish, and churlish Townesmen, with Bils and Glaues, driuing her by force backe againe; enter there shee must not (it being feared she came from London) neither could her Sister be suffred to goe forth to her. Whereupon, all comfort being denyed her, all doores bard against her, no lodging being to be had for her; shee, full of teares in her eyes, full of sorrow in her heart, sighing, wailing, and wringing her hands, went into the open fields, there sickned, there languished, there cracked her heart-strings with griefe, and there dyed, none being by her: When she was dead, the Den of a Serpent was not more shunned then the place she lay in. It was death (in any Townesmans thinking) but to stand in the wind of it: there the body lay two or three daies, none daring to approach it; till at the last, an old woman of Kent, stealing out of the Towne, ventured vpon the danger, rifled her Purse and Pockets, found good store of Money, stript her out of her apparell, which was very good, digged a homely Graue (with the best shift she could make) and there in the field buried her.

The Kentish Synagogue hearing of this, presently laid their heads together, and fearing lest the breath of an old woman might poison the whole Towne, pronounced the doome of euerlasting banishment vpon her. And so was she driuen from thence, with vpbraidings and hard language, and must neuer come to liue more amongst them.

Into another part of this Kingdome (not full forty miles from London) did a Citizen send his man for thirty pound, to a country Customer, which was honestly payed to him; the young man departed merry, and in good health from him: and, albeit he had so much money about him, yet in his returne to London, hee could get no loging in any place; at which, being much afflcted in his minde, and offring an extraordinary rate to be entertained, neither Money, nor Charity, nor common Humanity, could get a doore opened to receiue him. Patient he was to endure this cruelty, and comforted himselfe, that carrying health about him, he should make shift to get to the City: but God had otherwaies bestowed him, his time was come, the Glasse of his life almost runne out, and his iourney must bee shortned. For taking vp his lodging (by compulsion) in the open field, there he fell sicke, and wanting all humane helpe and comfort, there dyed. It was soone knowne by those that walked out of the Towne, into their grounds, that there he lay dead, and as soone did they consult together what to doe with his body. None was so valiant as to come neere it: It was an eminent danger, to suffer the Carkasse lye aboue ground, and a greater danger for any one (as they thought) to remoue it from thence. In the end, one more couragious then the other, was hyred (for money) to rid the Towne of this mortall feare; who (whatsoeuer should become of them) purposing to saue himselfe, muffled his mouth, went into the same field where the dead body lay, a far off digged a Pit (a Graue hee knew not how to make) and then, with a long Pole, hauing a hooke to it, taking hold of the young mans clothes, he dragged him along, threw him in, and buried him.

The Master of this seruant, musing at his long staying, and being loth to lose both man and money, rode downe to see how both of them were bestowed; and vnderstanding, that the Money was paid, and which way his man went for London, came to the same towne, where (by ghesse) he thought he must needs put in for lodging; and vpon strict inquiry, if such a young fellow had not beene seene amongst them; it was confest, Yes, with all the former Relations of his death, and where he lay buried. The much-perplexed Londoner hearing this, did, by faire meanes and money, get his Graue opened, had his body in the clothes taken vp, and found all his Money about him, and then in the Towne bestowed vpon him, a friendly, louing, and decent buriall.

It fell out better with a company of merry Companions, who went not aboue ten miles from London; for they, getting with much adoe, into a country Victualing-house, were very iouiall, and full of sport, though not full of money. Beere and Ale they called for roundly, downe it went merrily, and the Cakes were as merrily broken. When the round Os beganne to increase to foure or six shillings, quoth one mad fellow amongst the rest, What will you say, my Masters, if I fetch you off from the Reckoning, and neuer pay a penny? A braue Boy, cryed all the company, if thou canst doe this. Hereupon, the Oastesse being called vp for tother Pot, and whilest it was drinking, some speech being made of purpose, about the dangerous time, and the sicknesse, it fortuned that the Tokens were named. Vpon which, the Woman wondring what kinde of things they were, and protesting she neuer saw any, nor knew what they were like; this daring companion (who vndertooke the shot) clapping his hand on his brest; How (quoth hee) neuer saw any? Why then I feare, I can now shew you some about me; and with that, hastily vnbuttoning his Doublet, opened his bosome, which was full of little blue Markes, receiued by Haile-shot out of a Birding-piece through a mischance. At sight of these, his Comrades seemed to bee strucke into a feare; but the innocent Oastesse was ready to drop downe dead. They offred to flye, and leaue him there. Shee fell on her knees, crying out, Shee was vndone. A reckoning then being calld for, because they would be honest to the house; the poore woman cared for no reckoning, let them call for as much more (so they dranke it quickly) and there was not a penny to pay; prouided, that they would take the spotted man away with them. They did so, and being gotten some little distance from the house, the counterfeit si•…ke Companion danced and skipped vp and downe, to shew hee was well: Shee cursing them for cheating Raskalls, that so had gulled her. This was a tricke of merriment, but few men, I thinke, would fill their bellies with drink so gotten. It is not safe to kisse Lightning, mocke at Thunder, or dally with diuine Iudgements.

The Bells, euen now toll, and ring out in mine eares, so that here againe and againe I could terrifie you with sad Relations. An ample Volume might be sent downe to you in the Country, of dismall and dreadfull Accidents; not onely here within London, but more in the Townes round about vs. Death walkes in euery street: How many step out of their Beds into their Coffins? And albeit, no man at any time is assured of life, yet no man (within the memory of man) was euer so neere death as now: because he that breakes his fast, is dead before dinner; and many that dine, neuer eat supper more. Let these then (as terrifying Scourges) serue to admonish the proudest of vs all, to haue a care to our footing, lest we fall suddenly.

How many euery day drop downe staggering (being strucke with infection) in the open Streets? What numbers breathe their last vpon Stalles? How many creepe into Eatries, and Stables, and there dye? How many lye languishing in the common High-wayes, and in the open Fields, on Pads of Straw, end their miserable liues, vnpittyed, vnrelieued, vnknowne?

The great God of mercy defend vs all from sudden death: and so defend you (the rich Run-awayes) at your comming backe to this desolate and forsaken City, that, as you fled hence to scape the Stroke of Contagion, you bring not, nor lay heauier strokes of mortality and misery vpon vs, when you returne to your Houses. It so fell out in the last great time of Pestilence, at the death of the Queene, and comming in of the King: The Weekes did rize in their numbers of dead, as the numbers of the liuing did increase, who then came flocking to Towne: As the fresh houses were filled with their old Owners, so new Graues were opened for the fresh commers.

A heauy and sad welcome they had at home, after their peaceable being in the Countrey: and how could it happen otherwise? They went out in haste, in hope to preuent death; in iollity, to preserue life; But when they came backe, then began their terrours, then their torments: The first foot they sit out of their Countrey-Habitations, was to them a first step to their Graues: the neerer to London, the neerer to death. As condemned persons, going to execution, haue oftentimes good colour in their faces, cheerefull contenances, and manly lookes all the way that they are going: but the neerer and neerer they approch the place where they are to leaue the World, the greater are their feares, the paler they looke, the more their hearts tremble; so did it fare with Londoners in those dayes; but we that are heere, pray that you may speed better: that you may returne full of health, full of wealth, full of prosperity; that your Houses may bee as Temples to you. your Chambers as Sanctuaries; that your Neighbours, Kindred, Friends, and acquaintance may giue you ioyfull and hearty welcomes; that the City may not mourne then for your thronging in vpon it, as shee lamented to behold you (in shoales) forsaking her in her tribulation; but that God would be pleased to nayle our sinnes vpon the Crosse of his Sonne Christ Iesus, restore vs to his mercy, render vs a Nation worthy of his infinite blessings, and plucking in his reuengefull Arme from striking vs downe continually into Graues, wee all (abroad and at home, in Countrey and City) may meete and imbrace one another, and sing an Allelniah to his Name.

FINIS.


BRITTANNIAS HONOR: BRIGHTLY SHINING IN SEUERALL MAGNIFICENT SHEWES OR PAGEANTS

TO CELEBRATE THE SOLEMNITY OF THE RIGHT HONORABLE RICHARD DEANE, AT HIS INAUGURATION INTO THE MAJORALTY OF THE HONOURABLE CITTY OF LONDON, ON WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER THE 29TH. 1628. AT THE PARTICULAR COST, AND CHARGES OF THE RIGHT WORSHIPFULL, WORTHY, AND ANCIENT SOCIETY OF SKINNERS.
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Mart. lib. 7. E. Rursus 10, Magnos clamat noua-Troia Triumphos.

Inuented by THO. DEKKER.

TO GOD ONLY BE ALL GLORY

TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE, RICHARD DEANE LORD MAIOR OF THE MOST RENOWNED CITTY OF LONDON: AND TO THE TWO WORTHY SHERIFFES, MR. ROWLAND BACKHOUSE, AND MR. WILLIAM ACTON.

Honorable Praetor: Noble Consuls.

YOU are (this Yeare) the Subiect of my Verse,

In You lye hid the Fires which heate my Braines,

To You, my Songs Triumphant I rehearse:

From you, a thankes brings in a golden Gaines,

Since You are then the Glory of my Muse,

But You, whom can shee for her Patrons chuse?

WHILST I rest, Deuoted To your Lordship, And worships In all seruice, Tho. Dekker.



BRITTANNIAS HONOR: BRIGHTLY SHINING IN SEUERALL MAGNIFICENT SHEWES OR PAGEANTS, TO CELEBRATE THE SOLEMNITY OF THE RIGHT HONORABLE RICHARD DEANE, AT HIS INAUGURATION INTO THE MAJORALTY OF THE HONORABLE CITTY OF LONDON, ON WENSDAY THE 29. OF OCTOBER. 1628.

WHAT Honor can bee greater to a Kingdome, than to haue a Citty for beauty, able to match with the Fairest in the World? A Citty, renowned Abroad, admired at Home. London, and her Royall Daughter (Westminster) are the Representatiue body of the general State; for, here our Kings and Queenes keepe their Courts; heere are our Princes, the Peeres, Nobility, Gentry, Lords Spirituall and Temporall, with the Numerous Communalty.

London in Forraine Countries is called the Queene of Cities, and the Queene-mother ouer her owne. She is her Kings Chamber-royall, his Golden-Key: His Store-house: The Magazine of Merchandize; the Mistris of Sciences; a Nurse to all the Shieres in England.

So famous shee is for her Buildings, that Troy has leapd out of her own Cinders, to build Her Wals. So remarkable for Priority and Power, that hers is the Master-wheele of the whole Kingdome: As that moues, so the maine Engine works.

London is Admirall ouer the Nauy royall of Cities: And as she sayles, the whole Fleete of them keepe their course.

Fully to write downe all the Titles, Stiles, and Honors of this our Metrapolis, would weary a 1000. pennes: Apollo shall haue a New Garland of Bayes, to vndertake it.

As thus in State, shee her selfe is Glorious; so haue all our Kings held it fit to make her chiefe Ruler eminent, and answerable to her greatnesse. The Praetorian Dignity is therefore come from the ancient Romans, to inuest with Robes of Honor, our Lord Maior of London: Their Consuls are our Sheriefes; their Senators our Aldermen.

The extention of a Lord Maiors power, is euery yeare to bee seene both by Land and Water: Downe as low as Lee in Essex: Vp, as high as Stanes in Middlesex: In both which places, he keepes personall Courts. His House is a Chancery: He the Chancellor to mittigate the fury of Law: Hee the Moderator betweene the griping Rich and the wrangling Poore.

All the City Orphans call him Father: All the Widdowes call him their Champion. His Table lyes spread to Courtiers, and Free to all Gentlemen of fashion.

More to Proclaime his Greatnesse, what Vice-roy is installd with louder popular acclamations? What Deputie to his Soraigne goes along with such Triumphes? To behold them, Kings, Queenes, Princes, and Embassadors (from all parts of the World) haue with Admiration, reioyced.

These Triumphall passages are full of Magnificence for State, Munificence for Cost, and Beneficence for doing good. For besides all the twelue Companies, (euery one of which is a gayner by this imployment:) it would puzzle a good memory to reckon vp all those Trades-men (with other extraordinary Professions which liue not in the City) who get money by this Action.

Then by this meanes, are euery Yeare added to those that were before, three Faire, Spacious, and Pallacious Houses, Beautified, Painted, and Adorned.

The Lord Maior of London (like a Prince) hath likewise his Variety of Noble Recreations: As Hunting, Shooting, Wrastling, before him, and such like.

Thus hauing (as it were in Lantschip) a farre off shewne you the Toppes onely of our City-Buildings; and in a little Picture drawne the Face of her Authority, giuing but a glimpse of her Praetor as hee passes by; let mee now open a Booke to you, of all those Ceremonies, which this great Festiuall day hath prouided to Attend vppon him, and doe him Honor.

THE FIRST SHEW, IS CALLED A SEA-CONSORT.

The first Salutation being on the WATER, is furnished with Persons and Properties fitting the quality of that Element. An Artificiall Rocke therefore is queintly contriued: On whose highest Ascent fits Amphitrite Queene of the Seas, habited to her State; a Mantle frindgd with siluer crossing her Body: Her hayre long, and disheuelled, on her head, a phantasticke dressing made out of a Fishes writhen shell, interwouen with Pearle, the shell is siluer, on the top of it stands an Artificiall moouing Torroyse: On each side of her, swimme two Mermaides. These two inticd by the variety of seuerall instruments (ecchoing to one another) haue followed the SeaSoueraigne, and waite vppon her, as Maides of Honor.

Round about the Rocke are Sea-Nimphes, and in places conuenient for them are bestowed our three famous Riuers, Humber, Trent, and Seuerne, aptly attired according to the quality of such Marine Persons, who play vpon Cornets.

Amphitryte is the Speaker. From whom are deliuered these lines.

HAILE worthy Praetor, (Haile Graue Senators)

The Queene of Waues (leauing Gray Neptunes Bowres)

waites here (Faire Lord) to serue you. Fames Report,

(so farre as old Oceanus Christall Court)

what Tryumphes Ceremony forthwould Call

To Swell the Ioyes of This Grand Festiuall,

Iuticde me with my Mermaydes and a Traine

Of Sea-Nymphes hither. Here (this day) shall Reigne

Pleasures in State Maiesticke: And to lend

A brighter Splendor to them, do Attend

Three of my Noblest Children, Humber, Trent,

And Seuerne (Glorious made by Punishment.)

The Siluer-footed Thames (my eldest sonne)

To Grace your Tryumphes, by your Barge shall runne.

Your Fortunes (led by a white-handed Fate

Vp to this High Fame) I Congratulate:

Glad am I to behold you Thus Set Round

With Glories, Thus with Acclamations Crownd,

So Circled, and Hembd in, on Euery side

With Ecchoing Musicke, Fishes euen take pride

To Swimme along, and listen, Goe, and Take

The Dignity stayes for you, whilst I make

Smooth way Before you, on This Glassy Floore,

Vshering your glad Arriuall to the Shore.

To Honors Temple now you haue not farre,

Hye, and Come backe more Great than yet you Are, On,

And so the Cornets playing one to Another, they goe forward. If her Maiestie be pleased on the Water, or Land, to Honor These Tryumphes with her Presence; This following Speech in French is then deliuered to her, with a Booke of the Presentatiens, All the Couer, being set thicke with Flowre de Luces in Gold.

MADAME,

VOICY, maintenant les Quatre Elements qui vos Attendent pour vous faire Honneur. Leau est Couverte de Triomphes flottans, pour Dancer en LAir: ELAir est Remply de Mille Echos, & Retentit de la doulce Musique, que leur voix resonne, pour Attirer vos oreilles fauorables à les Escouter. Puis vous auez sur la, Terre dix mille Mains qui vous Applaudissent pour Ioy & Allegresse quelles ressentent de voir vostre Maieste dans la Ville. LElement du Feu, Bruit & Tonne vostre Bien Venue. Vos Subjects accourent à grand Foùlle, rauis de voir les Graces qui ont choisi leur Throsne sur vostre Front. Toutes les Deliees d Amour se Iouënt sur vos paupieres, La Rose d Angleterre, & les Fleurs de lis de France Sentrebaisent sur le Vermeil de vos Iouës. Soyez Saine comme le printemps, Glorieuse comme lEste, Autant Fructeuse que la vigne. Que seurte guarde, & Enuironne vostre Chariot le Iour: Et le Sommeil dore Dresse & orne vostre Chambre de Nuict. Viuez longuement: Viuez Heureuze: Viuez aimee, & Cherie. Bonte vous guarde; Vertu vous Couronne; Et les Anges vous guident.

THUS ENGLISHED.

ROYALL LADY,

BEHOLD, the foure Elements waite vpon you to do you Honor: Water hath prouided Floating Tryumphes to Dance in the Aire: In the Aire are a Thousand Ecchoes with Musick in their Mouthes, to Intice you to heare them: On the Shore shall ten thousand paire of hands giue you Plaudits in the Citty: The Element of Fire, Thunders aloud your welcomes. Thronges of Subjects here, are glad to see the Graces Inthroand on your Forehead: All the Delicacies of Loue, playing on your Eye-lids, The Roses of England, and the Lillies of France, Kissing one Another on your cheekes. Be you healthfull as the Spring; Glorious as Summer: Fruitfu•l as the Vine: Safety runne along your Chariot by Day; Golden Slumbers dresse vp your Chamber at Night.

Liue long,

Liue happy,

Liue beloude;

Goodnesse Guard you,

Vertues Crowne you,

Angels Guide you.

THE SECOND PRESENTATION, NEW TROYES TREE OF HONOR.

A Person in a rich Romane Antique Habit, with an ornament of Steeples, Towers, and Turrets on her head, Sits in a queint Arbor, Interwouen with seuerall Branches of Flower•.

In her Left han•, she holds a golden Truncheon (leaning on the ground) to shew that shees a Leader & Conductresse of a Mighty People: Her Right Hand (thrusting through the Arbor) takes hold of a Tree, out of which spread Twelue Maine and Goodly Branches.

This Lady (thus si•ting) Represents London: The Tree (guarded, and supported by her) The 12. Superior Companies.

Vpon euery particular Branch, is bestowed the Armes of some One of the Twelue, exprest in the True Cullors within a faire shield. The highest Branch of all (as ouer-topping the Rest at This Time) bearing the Armes of the Skinners in a more large and glorious Escuchion.

Among the Leaues in the Top, is a Tablet, in which is written, in letters of gold, Viuite Concordes, Liue in Loue: Or Agree in one.

Ouer the Person, Representing London, is likewise Inscribed in golden Capitals, This,

Me ••nctus Lauro perducit ad astra Triumphus.

Each Triumph Crownd with Bayes,

Mee to the Starres does raize.

In places conuenient, and in a Triangular forme, vnder the twelue branches of the Tree, are seated Minerua, (Inuentresse and Patronesse of Artes, Handy-crafts, and Trades) in Ornaments proper to her quality: And not farre from her, is Bellona goddesse of WARRE, in a Martiall habit, on her head a Helme and Plume, in her hands a golden Speare and Shield, with Medusaes••ad. Heereby intimating, that both Artes and Armes, are (in a high degree and fulnesse of honor,) nurcd vp and maintaind by and in the City: And, that either of them flourish brauely vnder the shaddow and protection of the twelue Branches, shooting forth from that. New Troys Tree of Honor.

Vpon a border of Flowers, inclosing this Tree, are fitly bestowed the Armes of as many of the inferior Companies in lesse Escucheons, as for the quantity of roome, can there be hansomely placed.

WITHIN the same Border, (where lesse Trees also grow) are presented Peace, Religion, Ciuill Gouernment, Iustice, Learning, Industry, and close to Industry, Honor. For as all these are golden Columnes, to beare vp the Glories of the City, so is the City an indulgent and carefull Mother, to bring vp them to their Glories. And as these twelue Noble Branches couer these Persons, (as it were with the wings of Angels,) so the Persons watch day and night to defend the twelue Branches.

These Persons are adorned fitting their state and condition, and hold such properties in their hands, as of right belong vnto them.

1. Peace hath a Doue on her fist, and a Palme-tree Branch in her hand.

2. Religion is in a white glittering roabe, with a Coronet of Starres on her head, holding in one hand, a Booke open, in the other, a golden ladder, (embleme of prayer, by whose steppes wee climbe to Heauen.)

3. Ciuill Gouernment is in a roabe full of eyes, and a Dyall in her hand to expresse her Vigilance: For shee must watch euery houre, and keepe all eyes open, yet all little enough.

4. Iustice holds a Sword.

5. Learning a Booke, and a Iacobs Staffe.

6. Industry, a golden Hammer, and a Sea-mans Compasse, as taking paines to get wealth, both by Sea and Land.

7. Honor sits in Scarlet.

The Person, in whom is figured London, is the Speaker, who thus salutes his Lordship.

TEN thousand welcomes Greete you on the shore,

(My long expected Praetor,) O before

You looke on Others, fixe your eyes on Mee,

On Mee, your second Mother, (London.) Shee

Whom all Great Brittaines Citties, stile their Queene,

For still I am, and have her Darling beene.

The Christian World, in Me, reads Times best stories,

And Reading, fals blind at my dazling Glories,

But now the Snow of age, couers my head:

As therefore you, by Mee haue vp binbred

You (Sir) must Nurse me now: with a quicke eye

View then my Tree of Honor, branching high

For hundreds of past yeares, with 12. large Stems,

Twelue Noble Companies, which like 12. Iems

So shine, they adde new Sun beames to the Day:

Guard all these 12. maine-Boughes; but you must lay:

A soft hand, on the Topping-branch, for there

(Thriue the Roote well) your Selfe grows al this yeare:

The lesser twigges which lowly runne along

My tall Tree, Border, you must shield from wrong,

There the poore Bee, (the sweating Trades man) flies

From Flower to Flower, and home with Honey byes.

With me Minerua; and Bellona come,

For Artes aud Armes, must at your Board haue roome,

Your Gates will spred, the Rich to entertaine,

But whilst the Mightyones within remaine,

And feast: Remember at the same Gate stands

The Poore, with crying Papers in their hands,

To watch when Iustice vp the Glasse shall turne,

Let those sands runne, the Poore can neuer mourne.

Place in your eyes two Beacons, to descry

Dangers farre off, which strike ere home they flie;

Kisse Peace; let Order euer steere the Helme,

Left-handed Rule, a State does ouer-whelme.

You are your Soueraignes Gardner for one yeare,

The Plot of Ground, yare trusted with, lies here,

(A Citty,) and your care must all bee spent,

To prune aud and dresse the Tree of Gouernment.

Lop off Disorders, Factions, Mutiny,

And Murmurations against those sit high,

May your yeares last day, end as this beginnes,

Sphard in the loues of Noble Citizens.

OUR THIRD PRESENTATION IS CALLD, THE GLORY OF FURRES.

THIS is a Chariot Triumphant, garnished with Trophies of Armors. It is drawne by two Luzernes, The Supporters of the Skinners Armes. On the two Luzernes ride two Antickes, who dance to a Drum beating before them, there aptly placed. At the vpper end of this Chariot, in the most eminent Seate, carrying the proportion of a Throne, are aduanced a Russian Prince and Princesse; richly habited in Furres, to the custome of the Country.

1. Vnder them, sits an old Lord, Furred vp to his chin in a short cloake.

2. By him, a Lady with Martin skinnes about her necke, and her hands in a Muffe.

3. Then, a Iudge in Robes Furred.

4. Then, an Vniuersity Doctor, in his Robes furred.

5. Then, a Fro• in a short furred Cassocke, girt to her.

6. Then a Skipper in a furred Cap.

IN all these Persons, is an implication of the necessary, anci•nt and general vse of Furres, from the highest to the lowest.

On the Top of this Throne, (at the foure corners) are erect•d the Armes of the Citty, in foure Pendants: On the point of the •ore front, a large square Banner plaies with the wind, which Fame (who is in this Chariot,) holds in her hand, as she stands vpright, Being the Speaker.

FAMEs turne is now to Speake; for who but Fame

Can with her thousand Tongues abroad Proclaime,

Your this dayes Progresse (rising like the Sunne,)

Which through the yearely Zodiacke on must runne.

Fame hath brought hither from great Moscos Court,

(The seauen-mouthd Volga, spreading the report,)

Two Russian Princes, who to feast their eies,

With the rich Wonders of these rarities,

Ride in this glorious Chariot; How amazde

They looke, to see streetes throngd, and windowes glazd

With beauties, from whose eyes such beames are sent,

Here moues a second starry Firmament.

Much, on them, startling admiration winnes,

To see these Braue, Graue, Noble Citizens,

So streamd in mu•titudes, yet flowing in State,

For all their Orders are Proportionate.

Russia, now enuies London, seeing (here) spent

Her richest Furres, in gracefull ornament,

More Braue and more Abounding, than her owne:

A golden Pen he earnes, that can make knowne

The vse of Furres, so Great, so Generall,

All men, may these, their WINTER Armors call.

Thinuention of warme Furres the Sunne did fret,

For Russians lapd in these, slighted his heate,

Which seene, his fiery Steedes he droue from thence,

And so the Muff has dwelt in cold ere since.

WHAT royalties, adde Furres to Emperors, Kings,

Princes, Dukes, Earles, in the distinguishings,

Of all their seuerall Robes? The Furres worne here,

Aboue thold Romane State make Ours appeare:

The reuerend Iudge, and all that climbe the trees

Of sacred Artes, ascend to their Degrees,

And by the colours changd of Furres are knowne:

WHAT Dignity, each Corporation

Puts on by Furres, witnesse these infinite eyes,

Thanke then the bringers of these Rarities.

I wish (Graue Praetor) that as Hand in Hand,

Plenty and Bounty bring you safe to Land,

So, Health may be chiefe Caruer at that Board,

To which you hasten. Bee as Good a Lord

Itheyes of Heauen, as this day you are Great

In Fames applause: Hye to your Honord Seate.

THE FOURTH PRESENTATION IS CALLED BRITTANNIAS WATCH-TOWER.

THIS is a Magnificent Structure, Aduancing it selfe from the Platforme, or Ground-worke vpward, with the Bew•y of eight Antique Termes, By whose strength is supported a Foure square Building; The Toppe of which is a Watch-Tower, or Lanthorne, with eight Columnes of siluer: And, on the Highest poynt of this Watch-Tower, is Aduanced a Banner, bearing the Cullo•s of the Kingdome.

At foure Corners of the vpper Square, stand foure Pendants; In which are the Armes of the foure Companies of which his Lordship is Free.

At rach end of this Platforme, stands a great Corynthian Brazen Pillar, on a Pedestall of Marble.

On the Capitals of those Pillars, stand two Angels, in Postures ready to flye: holding Garlands of Victory in one hand, stucke with White and Red Roses, and Branches of Palme in the other.

The Capitals and Bases of the Pillars are Gold, and are Emblemes of the two Houses of Yorke and Lancaster; once diuided, but now Ioyned into One Glorious Building, to Support This Royal Kingdom, & Consequently This Citty.

At Night, in place of the Angels, are set two Great Lights: and so is the Watch-Tower at that Time, Filld with lighted Tapers.

Vpon the same Square, in foure seuerall Places, are Aduanced foure stately Pyramides, being Figures, of the foure Kingdomes Embellished with Escutcheons.

In the vpper seate of all (fashioned into a Throne) is placed Britannia, Maiestically attirde, fitting to her Greatnesse.

Beneath Her, and round about Her, are these Petsons: viz. Magnanimity with a drawne Sword.

A Shipwright with a Mallet, holding a Scutcheon, in which is drawne a Ship vnder sayle. Then, A person representing Victory, with a Palme Tree. Prouidence with a Trumpet, ready to Foresee Dangers, and awaken Men to meete them.

All These haue bene, and still are, Watch-Towers, and Lanthornes, in the Nighrs of Feare and Trouble, to Guard the Kingdome, and in the Kingdome, This Citty.

In other Eminent places are seated some of those Kiuges of England(in Robes Ermynd) whose loues and Royall fauors, in former times were Watch-Towers to Grace London, stucke full with the Beames and Lights of Honors, Titles, Offices, Magistracies and Royalties, which they Bestowed vppon Her.

Edward Confessor, called Londons Chiefe Ruler, a Port-reue. Richard 1. appointed two Bayliffes ouer London.

King Iohn gaue the Citty a Lord Maior and two Sheriffes. Henry 3. added Aldermen.

These were Tender ouer the Renowne of the Citty, and still heaped on her head, Royalties vpon Royalties.

And albeit most of our Kinges, haue in most of all of the twelue Companies, Entred their Names, as Free of the Societies, thereby to Royallize their Brotherhoods: And that many of our Kinges likewise, besides Princes and Great Personages, haue bin Free of This Company, whose Names I forbeare to set downe, because they haue in former yeeres beene fully exprest: yet no Company, did euer, or can hereafter, receiue such Graces from Kinges, as This Antient, and Honord Corporation of Skinners, hath had, and still haue, In regard that All our Kinges and Princes, sit in their high Courts of Parliament in Robes Ermynd, (being the richest Furre) the workemanship of which goes through the Skinners fingers, wearing likewise vnder their Crownes, Royall Caps of Honor Ermynd.

Three of such Crownes, beeing the rich Armes of This Company, thereby expressing as well their Honor, as Antiquity.

Britannia deliuers thus much.

SHALL the proud wife of Neptune, or shrill Fame,

Or Troynouant her selfe, Ring out your Name:

And I be Dumbe, or sparing, to Sound high,

The Glories of This Day? No, They shall Fly

Like Soaring Eagles, to That Curled Maine

whose Head my Rocky Bridle, In does Reyne:

The Great Britannia, Bred you in her Wombe,

Heare then a Mothers Counsell; You are Come

Aboard a Goodly Ship, where all your State,

Fame, Honor and Renowne (Imbarqud) must waite

The voyage of twelue Moones. High A•mirall

You are to All That Fleete, which Thus you Call

To s•yle in This vast Ocean. Nor must you

Walke Heartlesse on the Hatches, I heres a New

State-Nauigation, to be studied Now,

With an High reard, Vndanted, Fixed Brow.

Be su•e to haue Braue Ordnance, and chargd well;

In this your S•ip, Trust None, For Officers Sell

Their Captaines Trust; let None but your owne Eyes,

Rule Chart and Compasse, There your Safety lyes.

Your Owne Hands steere the Helme, But strongly Steere,

And spite of stormes, be stoute when you stand There.

Embleme of Mercy! Your Keene sword does sleepe,

But why a Sword, if not to Kul, and Keepe

Vices (like Slaues) in Awe? Fulnesse of Wine

Is a Fowle Dropsie, That and Lust Entwine:

Pride a swolne Timpany, Sloth, the Beggars Goute,

(In Tradesmens Hands and Feete, It runnes about,)

No Cure for this! Oathes thicke as Small-shot flye

From Children, No Defence to Put this by!

You May, you Must. I Counsell not, but Reade

A Lesson of my loue; By which Loue led

Ile on, and Bring you to your Honord Chaire,

Whi•st Aues (Round about you) Dance ith Aire.

THE LAST PRESENTATION IS CALLED THE SUNS BOWER.

The vpper part of this, is adorned with seuerall Flowers, which in•erwou•n together, dresse vp a comely Greene Arbor, in which the Sunne si•s, with golden Beames about his Face; an Attire glittering like gold; and a mantle bright as his garment, fringed with gold, his haire curled and yellow. About him are placed, Spring, Summer, Autumne, and Winter, in proper Habiliments. Beneath these, is a WILDERNESSE, in which are many sorts of such Beasts, whose rich Skinnes serue for Furres: As the Reare, Wolfe, Leopard, Luzerne, Cat- A-Mountaine, Foxes, Sables, Connies, Ferrets, Squirrels, &c. Of these Beasts, some are climbing, some standing, some grinning, with liuely, naturall postures. In a Scrole, hanging on a Bough, This is written in Capitall letters.

Deus ecce Furentibus obstat.

See, for all some Beasts are fell,

Theres one, that can their curstnesse quell.

Sol is the Speaker.

HEAUENS bright Orientall Gates I opd this Morne,

And Hither wheeld my Chariot to adorne

These splendors with my Beames: nere did the Sun

In his Caelestiall Circle faster runne

Than Now, to see these Sight•s: O how I ioy

To view a Kingdome, and a New-built Troy

So flourishing so full, so faire, so deare

To th Gods. they leaue Ioues Court to reuell here.

All ore the WORLD, I trauell in one Day,

Yet oft am forcd to leaue my beaten way,

Frighted with Vproares, Battailes, Massacres,

Famines, and all that Hellish brood of warres:

I meete no Peace but here. O blessed Land!

That seest fires kindling round, and yet canst stand

Vnburnt for all their flames; O Nation blest!

WHEN all thy Neighbours shrike, none wound thy brest.

To Crowne these ioyes, with me are come along,

The foure Lords of the yeare, who by a strong

Knit Charme, bring in this goodly Russian prize,

As earnest of a more rich Merchandize:

Halfe of our Race, Time, and my Houres haue runne,

Nor shall they giue ore till the Goale be wonne.

The Sunne at Night being couered with a vaile of Darknesse: The Person, representing London, thus takes leaue.

THE Sunne is mantled in thicke Clouds of Blacke,

And by his hidden Beames, threatens the wracke

Of all these Glories: Euery pleasure dyes

WHEN Rauen-winged Night, from her Caue flyes;

None but these Artificiall Starres keepe fire

To Light you Home, these burne with a desire

To lengthen your braue Triumphes; but their heate

Must coole, and dye at length, tho nere so Great.

Peace therefore guide you on: Rest, charme your eyes,

And Honors waite to cheere you when you Rise.

Let it be no Ostentation in Me the Inuentor, to speak thus much in praise of the workes, that for many yeares, none haue beene able to Match them for curiosity: They are not Vast, but Neate, and Comprehend as much Arte for Architecture, as can be bestowed vpon such little Bodies. The commendations of which must liue vppon Mr. Gerard Chrismas the Father, and Mr. Iohn Chrismas the Sonne.

FINIS.
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ARMA VIRUM{QUE} CANO.

Into the Field I bring,

Souldiers and Battailes:

Boeth their Fames I sing.

Imprinted at London 

1628.

TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE HVGH HAMERSLEY, LORD MAIOR OF THIS RENOWNED CITY OF LONDON: AND COLONELL OF THE ARTILLERY GARDEN. THE RIGHT WORSHIPFVLL, AND WORTHY GENTLE-MEN, SR MAVRICE ABBOT, KNIGHT; AND MR HENRY GARRAWAY, SHRIEFES OF THE SAME CITTY.

Honourable Praetor: Worthy Consuls.

THOSE Titles (taking both Descension and Deriuation from the Ancient Roman, Praetorian, and Consular Dignities) are happy Honors, in that they are lent vnto you, from the noblest Nation, that euer carried Armes in the World. Your Places are High, Offices Great; yet giue me leaue to sit at the Roote of your Glories, (like a Passenger on the way) and to lift vp mine eyes to your spreading Branches, leauing this poore Tablet hid amongst your Leaues, containing nothing but an Inscription of my Loue.

It was some ioy to me, to bee imployed in the Praesentation of your Triumphs, on the day of your Lordships Inauguration; and it shalbe as great a happinesse to me now, if this my second Praesentation, may from your Hands receiue a free entertainment.

What I offred vp then, was a Sacrifice Ex officio: Custome tooke my Bond for the Performance: And on the Day of Ceremony, I hope the Debt was fully discharged. This Oblation is voluntary, and shall prosper well enough, if it meete acceptance. A braue Company of Gentlemen in Armes, were Additions of much splendor, to that Day, (which of it selfe was bright enough) to grace your Lordship, being at this Time their Sole and Worthy Colonell: I come to you now, speaking still in their Warlike Language. Drums, Fifes, Ensignes, Pikes, and Shot, Marched before you, to your Gates: Drums, Fifes, Ensignes, Pikes, and Shot, doe now come Marching into your Parlors: I know not how to handle either; yet I handle all. Trumpets here sound a Charge, yet no noise heard: A Battaile is fought, but without Bloud shed: I am no Herald, yet I Crye, Warres, Warres, Warres: No Souldier, yet my Pen playes the Captayne, and Drils a Company of Verses on Foote, in a Field of white Paper. The Discipline I teach them, is so Printed in their Memories, that vnlesse their Limbes be torne in peeces, the World cannot chuse but take notice of their Postures. What scorne, other men (out of Malice, rather than Iudgement) shall throw vpon these my Martiall darings, I will put by, with an Odi prophanum Vulgus, and not care what Canons they Plant against mee, so I may lye safely Intrenched, Sub Triplici Clipeo, Of your Three noble Defences. To which I prostrate, my Loue, Labour, and Seruice:

Resting, Deuoted euer To your Lordship, And Worships. THO. DEKKER.



TO ALL NOBLE SOULDIERS.

IF (noble Spirits) as well you may, you wonder

How I, who nere fird Cannon, speake in Thunder;

Your pardon easly thus vnties my Charmes.

He that wants legges, may be in loue, with Armes.



WARRES, WARRES, WARRES.

ARMA VIRUM{QUE} CANO.

BRAUE Musicke! harke: The ratling Drum beates high,

And with the scolding Fife, deaffens the skye,

The Brazen Herald in a shrill Tone, tels

We shall haue Warres, (ring out for ioy, your Bels:)

We shall haue Warres, when Kingdoms are at odds,

Pitchd Fields those Theaters are, at which the Gods

Look downe from their high Galleries of Heauen,

Where Battailes, Tragedies are, to which are giuen

Plaudits from Cannons, Buskind Actors tread

Knee deep in blood, and trample on the Dead:

Death, the graue •••ame, of which is writ the story,

Keene Swords the Pens, texting (at large) the glory

Of Generals, Colonels; Captaines, and Commanders,

With common fighting Men, (the hardy standers

Against all Hellish Horrors.) Souldiers all,

And Fellowes (in that name,) toth Generall.

O Warre! thou Shoole where honor takes degrees

(Nobler then those are bought for Heralds Fees,)

Thou Hiue of Bees industrious, bringing

Thighes laden with rich spoiles, which may become

The King of Bees to carry: Thou Refiner

Of drossie states; Mischiefes rare vnderminer!

Thou great Magi••••, whose inchanted rounds

Haue spirits, can bind Ambition within bounds.

Thou souereigne Chymist that art sent from heauen,

To cleanse the rancke-world, for to thee is giuen

The skill of Minerals, (lead, iron and steele,)

Which can set Realmes vpright when they do reele.

By a strang Powders helpe, which strikes it dead,

What ere the Soare be, or how euer Bred.

O teach me (all vnskilfull) how to sing

Some of thy Wonders on my vn-tund string:

For, my heart danceth sprightly, when I see

(Old as I am) our English Gallantry

(Albeit no silken Downe playes with their Chin,

Being fa•d• like women, yet all man within,)

With new bloomd Roses blushing on each cheeke,

To Plough vp seas, bright Fame (abroad) to seeke,

And (found) neuer to leaue her, till she sets)

Plumes, rich and glorious in their Burgonets;

Whose actes, the¯ breaking forth in generous flames.

Mongst Turks or Spanish, each his worth proclaimes,

Else writes his faire deserts with his owne hands,

In bloudy letters mongst the Netherlands,

So folly, that their Stories shalbee read,

Whilst the proud Germaine Eagle reares a Head.

These men I loue, O these! who high Preferre

Before all stiles, the name of Souldier:

Which Title in a Diadem beeing set,

Addes glittring Dyamonds to the Coronet.

O see• the Armies glorious body mooues,

In whose proud front match vp so many Ioues:

As there are Leaders: How the Sunne, enuies

That from bright armors, and mens sparkling eyes,

Beames farre more dazling through the ayre are throwne

Than all those golden Rayes, which are his owne.

What sight ith world (but Nauies on proud Seas,

Is so stupendious rare? or can so please?

Had Memphis clozd her wonders, all in One,

Las! they had lackd that sweet Proportion,

Which a maine Army carries, that can fall

Into all Figures, Geometricall,

At turning of a Hand, to checke all stormes,

And yet, not Order breake, nor loose their Formes.

Faces about, the Captaine cryes; they doot

In an eyes twinkling, changing scarce a Foote:

Then, as you were; tis done; double your Files,

To note the quicknesse, Time himselfe beguiles.

Come vp in maine Battalia; vp they come

In a proud dance, toth Musicke of the Drum:

Diuide your selues in Squadrons; flye out in wings;

Now a halfe Moone; the word (but spoken) brings

Men into decent Postures, fit to fight

Gainst horse or foote; the left hand, or the Right:

All mooue like wheeles in clockes, some great, some lesse,

And numerous strings, do but one tune expresse.

But this is nothing, did they (but thus) still•

O harke! the Fight begins, for loud shoutes fill

Heauen with rebounding Ecchoes. Trumpets sound

A charge; Drums rattle, noise doth noise counfound,

Yet tis all-musicall: Barbd Horses beate

Their hoofes through madnes, & their Riders sweat

With rage, because That moouing wall (of Pikes)

They cannot enter, for it guards and strikes,

Yet groues of Pikes, by groues of Pikes are shiuerd

Ten thousand Bullets from iron wombes deliuer d,

Flye whurrying in the Ayre: steele Targets clatter,

Swords clash, whilst Battle-axes, Helmets batter,

The Cannon roares; by thousands, men dye groning,

But Drums so cheere the rest; none minds their moning:

Gold lacde Buffe-ierkins drop; Feathers look pale,

Whilst tottred de sperue•wes, all stormes of Haile

Stand like tough Briers: Heads are for foot-bals tost:

Armes flye to seeke their Maisters, yet both lost,

Whose mangled Carcases (besmeetd in gore;)

Troupes of Carbines in Tryumph trample ore.

Here may you see, hot spirits as fiercely meete,

As Whirle-winds do, whilst rocks or oakes they greet;

Yet by strong tugging when their Flames are spent,

Lye like deere friends (tho into wounds all rent,)

Whose streames gush out so fast, they o•• are found

Suffring two deaths, and are both kild and drownd.

A thousand windings, and a thousand wayes

The General beates (euen whilst the ordnance plaies)

To winne the Wind, the Sun, the Wood, the Hell,

None know what cares the noble Souldier fill.

Blacke fate! theres dropd a Leader to the ground,

Courage he cryes yet (Souldiers) slights the wound;

And though death stare ins face, death him doth feare,

To fall (saith he) is Fortune de la Guerre.

As when a Ph••nix, to her death-bed comes,

She buildes a nest of spice, and odorous gummes,

Then in the Sunnes hot flames, clapping her wings

She burnes to Death: out of whose ashes springs

A second Phaenix So, when Leaders fall,

(Ere the last gaspe) about them quicke they call

Their souldiers, whom they heat with their own fire

To fight it out, who seeing their soules retire

To heauenly Tents: Ten thousand Leaders rise

From them; and, On, a maine On, each man cries,

A fare-well vollied loud from one to one,

Thus Epitaphd; Theres a braue fellow gon.

Nor, (tho a hundred Captaines should lye slaine)

Run the rest head-long on: twere poore and vaine,

By quitting others Deaths, to meete their Owne,

No, euery Souldier when the Dice are throwne

Waites his owne Cast and wa•ebe• his owne Game,

The vpshot of all faire-play being true Fame.

For, as yong flowers make garlands for the spring,

As Coronets of Lillies, honor bring

To amorous Riuers: As those smells are rare,

Which Summers warme hand throwes into the aire:

As Incense, from the Tyrannizing Fire

Breaks in sweet clouds and more the flames conspire

To choake her odorous breath, with richer sent

Her Roseall wings fanne all the Firmament:

So mooues a Souldier in his constant Sphaere,

His great Desires still burning, sweete and cleare.

Nor seekes he blood but high deeds: rather Fame

Than a fought Battaile; for a nobler Name

Is grauen vpon the sword, thats dipd in Oyle

Than that in blood, which does all brightnesse foile

When horror will spare none, tis Law, to Kill:

But Honor sayes, Tis better saue than spill.

Who then with lippes prophane dare curses lay

On Warre, who to all Glory beates the way,

Nay to all goodnesse? Downe the Court pride falls,

When Hes in place, Church-Simony, no man calls

To a fat Benefice: Bribery dares not feele

The Lawyers pulse; nor Vsuries golden wheele

Whirle in the City: Country Foxes hide

Their ill got spoyles, which Warre can soone deuide.

Breake then (thou thunder) that foule bed of snakes.

Which a Luxurious peace, her darling makes,

Dandling the Plump Brood on her wanton knees.

Whose Braines War would beat out, & fro¯ the Lees

Racke the pure wine, whose heate should kindle fires

For deeds Heroicall. Warre, more admires

One Bethlem Gabor, or one Spinola,

Than all the braue men on St. George his Day.

But why doe I Out-Landish coyne thus raise,

When our own English stamps deserue more praise!

Giue me a stout Southampton and hi•Sonne,

A fiery Oxford who toth Top would runne

Of the most dangerous, hottest, high designe,

An Essex, which does euen himselfe cut shine

In noble Darings: would I had a Pen,

To set the worths downe of the best of Men

The farre famd Warwicke, Holland, Willoughby,

Whose Actes too high a Pitch for me doe flye:

I am no Eagle to behold such Sunnes,

My humble Muse in her owne circle runnes.

And thats in thee (O Troynonant:) Old Rome,

Couldst thou thy gray head, lift vp from thy Tombe

Glorious, as when thy Browes were deckd with Bayes,

Higher in fame, thy Sons thou couldst not rayse,

Then London now can here: Thy Citizens

Had not more honors from the Roman pens

Than ours now me•rit: Like a brazen well

Shee (should War thunder) vp braue spirits can call

To guard her towers and pinnacles, sonnes here bred,

Vnder her wing, and by her cherished.

Nor needs she send to Forraine shores for men

To lead her Troupes: How many a Citizen

(Stood horror at the Gates) could fairely steere,

And in a rough storme, guide both Van and Reare:

But (aboue all the rest) why should not I,

The Fames sing of our twice Decemviri,

(Our twenty Citty Captaines,) Bond, Leate, Fen.

(A chiefe, yet Gound amongst our Aldermen:)

Stiles, Williams, Smith, & Andrewes, march vp here.

Lasher, and Henshaw, ith next Front appeare:

Walker and Halsey then, with Rowdon lead

Their Companies stoutly on: lyes Milward dead!

No, with a brow vp-reard toth Field He hyes;

Wallers and Langhams Drums, deafning the skies:

Lee, Fen, and Dichfield, come in braue array,

Whilst Wilde, and Marshall, striue to win the Day;

Win may they, other notes our Muse must sing,

And to the Sunne, play on a louder string



WARRE AND THE SUNNE COMPARED.

WAR and the Sun are Twinnes; as the Sun rides

Ins chariot (all of flames) which himself guides

Through heauen, the vast earth measuring inon day,

And of all Countries (so) takes full suruay;

Cheering all Nations, which his god-like eyes,

Who sets as he sets; rise as he does rise.

And in a yeare this princely Bridegroome shines,

Twelue times, in his 12. houses, (the 12 Signes.)

So War holds the whole world in Souereigne awe,

(His not the Common, but the Cannon Law.)

What Kingdomes are not glad to see him ride

On thunder, (lightning lackying by his side?

Turkes, Tartars, Persians, Indians, all adore

The god of Warre; all dance to heare him rore:

The Pole, Russe, Hungar, Sweue, and yellow Dane,

English, French, Spanish, Dutch, waite on Wars traine,

And to such heigth, their Empires nere had brought,

But for the braue old battailes they haue Fought.

Warre and the Sunne you see then, may be Twins,

For dey being borne, Warres teeming Birth begins:

Nay, one perpetuall motion, they both keepe,

The Sunne still wakes and Warre can neuer sleepe.

Last, of the Sunne, that he no point may lacke,

Warre has found out a rare new Zodiacke,

With signes of selfe-same names, in which the Sunne

Does in his euerlasting Progresse runne.

Warre his Zodiacke.1. Aries.

WHEN into horned Moones the Squadrons change,

Then the Battalia does in Aries Range:

Here the braue Van comes vp, (a Souldiers pride,)

Who dye here, Winne a Death thats dignified.

2. Taurus.

WHEN like two stiffe-neckd Buls, fell Armies meete,

Being goard quite through with wounds, from head to feete,

The bellowing Taurus is a lusty signe,

That souldiers, then, in Scarlet-triumphes shine.

3. Gemini.

HONOR and warlike Anger, single forth,

Troupes against Troupes, and Wings to shew their worth:

Men then with men, their masculine valours trie,

Which makes the Battaile mooue in Gemini.

4. Cancer.

HOT growes the Day, the strong, the weaker Beate;

Which seene, the wearied Van with soft Retreate

Giues backe; and in this polliticke Retire,

Cancer winnes time to kindle fresher Fire.

5. Leo.

LIGHTNING and Thunder then, bring vp the Reare,

And with it, Death, who playes the Murderer:

Hels Furies are the Marshalls for the Day,

For, Leo roares, and does his fanges display.

6. Virgo.

STILL to bee Killing, is a Belluine Rage,

The thirst of Vengeance therefore to asswage.

Mercy puts forth a Hand and Prisoners takes,

And then milde Virgo from her Tent awakes.

7. Libra.

AS when two Dragons, breathlesse through deepe wounds,

Tis doubtfull, which the others life confounds:

So, twixt two Armies whilst coy Victory houers,

The hopes and feares of both, Libra discouers.

8. Scorpio.

PEL-mell, then toot agen; the chaine-shot flyes,

And sweepes downe lanes of Men; tossing ith Skies

Armors and limbes, to shew that Scorpio throwes

His rancorous breath forth, poisoning where it goes

9. Sagitarius.

O Thou olde English Archer, (Sagitary)

Now laughd at is the Bow which thou doest carry;

Thy gray Goose wing, which once braue battailes won,

Hangs loose; for bullets on thy errands runne.

10. Capricornus.

WHAT Coward flyes the field! and wounds does feigne,

To saue himselfe out of Warres sulphurous raine,

For a few drops! off is the Pezant borne!

His signe shalbe the skipping Capricorne.

11. Aquarius.

WINTER now comes, Heauens sluces powre out rayne;

Or, Fields are standing pooles through Armies slayne:

Else, a torne Country swims in her owne teares,

And then Aquarius vp his Standard reares.

12. Pisces.

BVT, when Pay slackes; and health with Victuals) •on,

Souldiers being forcd to liue on dry poore Iohn;

Ye•, two by two (like sharkes) themselues combine

For booties; Pisces, is this lucklesse Signe.

To All.

THUS, Home at last, the Souldier comes,

As vselesse as the Hung-vp Drums:

And (but by Noble hands being Fed,

May beg hard; hardly yet get Bread.

Nulla salus Bello,

THOUGH thus of War, a Paradox I write,

War is a Kingdomes darke and gloomy night,

Ecclipsing all her face: Peace is bright day,

That Sun shine send vs, keep• the •ight away.

Pacem, te posci nus on nes.

Because mention is made before of the City Captaines; their Lieutenants at that time not being in place. Here behold them.



THE 20 CITY LIEUTENANTS.

CAPTAINES without Lieutenants are like men

Borne with one hand (the right) Lieutenants then,

Serue for the Left, and when that Right is lame,

The Left workes hard to reare an Armies Fame:

In dangers they with Captaines crye halfe parts,

These, are their seconds, nay, are halfe their hearts:

Lieutenants are the Vshers in Warres schoole,

Captaines, head-masters; and they beare such rule,

As Viceroyes vnder Kings: Then, vnder these

(Our twenty London-leaders,) who so please

To reckon their Lieutenants, here they stand,

The Captains them, these honoring their Command.

Bring vp your wings, your squadrons then, & files,

And read what Story your owne worth compiles.

Lieutenant Tompson comes by order first;

Then Pierce, (a sonne vnder Bellona nurst;)

Yong lifts his head vp in the thickest throng:

Davies, and Hanson, I should doe you wrong,

Did not you step in heere, and claime your due;

Mannering, and Smart, the next voice cries vp you:

Couel, and Adams, walke their warlike Round,

Whilst Parker souldierlike, makes good his ground.

Close to him, Cuthbert labours to win Fame:

Forster, will nothing loose in Warres great Game.

Loud peales of Muskets, Slauey loues to heare;

Midst groues of Pikes does Normington appeare:

Crusos heart dances, when the proud Drum beates;

Trauers cryes on; and scornes all base retreates:

Shepheard is like a Lyon in the Field;

Gawthorne, for skill and heart, to none will yeild:

Manby (though last but one) in worth not least,

With Phillips, marches vp with manly breast.

These Chiefes, and these Lieutenants, are the Ring,

Their Troupes, the Diamonds, fit to serue a King.

FINIS.


THE BLACKE ROD: AND THE WHITE ROD

(Iustice and Mercie.) Striking, and Sparing, LONDON.
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PSAL. 91.

Surely hee will deliver thee from the snare of the Hunter. And from the noisome Pestilence. Hee will couer thee vnder his wings, and thou shalt be sure vnder his Feathers. Thou shalt not bee afraid of the Pestilence, that walketh in the Darke, nor of the Plague that Destroyeth at Noone-day.

Pugna suum Finem, cum jacet Hostis, habet.

LONDON. Printed by B.A. and T.F. for IOHN COWPER. 

1630.

THE BLACKE AND WHITE ROD.

THIS World is a Royall Exchange, where all sorts of Men are Merchants: Kings hold Commerce with Kings, and their Voyages are vpon high Negotiations: As, the deare buying of anothers Country, with their owne Subiects Bloud: The Purchasing of new Crownes, and new Scepters, not satisfied with the old.

And, as Kings, so Princes, Dukes, Earles, Lords, Clergy-men, Iudges, Souldiers, haue their Trading in particular Marchandizes, and walke euery day for that purpose vpon this Old Royall Exchange.

They talke in seuerall Languages, And (like the murmuring fall of Waters) in the Hum of seuerall businesses: insomuch that the place seemes Babell, (a Confusion of tongues.)

The best, (yet most incertaine) Commodity, which all these Merchants striue for, is Life: if Health begot into the bargaine, He is a Made man, into whose hands it comes. Yet when these two inestimable Treasures are shipped in one Bottome, together; There are Winds, and Waues, and Woes, which still fill the Sayles, and hang vpon the Tacklings.

Whats the end of this Voyage.

Currit Mercator ad Indos.

To heape vp Gold.

The Merchants Name ith Indies, is inrolld.

Nay, though he casts a Girdle about the World, yet, Anchor he must in one Harbour or another, to come to shore, and Proclaime his Lading on this Ryalta, this Burse, or this Royall Exchange, And when the Exchange-Bell rings. (his passing-Bell tolles) Thats the warning-Peece to tell him hee must goe off, he must for that time talke there no more of his Transitorie Commodities, the Exchange of this world with him is then done, and Home does he hasten to dine with Wormes.

This Earthly spacious Building, in which we Dwell, (as Tenants onely for life) is likewise a glorious Theater, full of admirable Conueyances and Curiosities; The Frame or Module of it is round, with a Siluer mouing Roofe (calld the Heauens) to couer it by day, and a Golden Canopy of Starres to Curtaine about it by Night.

In stead of Arras and Tapestrie, (which commonly doe now, and euer haue adorned, the old Amphitheaters, this is richly hung round about with the Element of Ayre.

The beauties of the Earth are the Stage: Furnished bounteously, and set forth in all Brauery, with Woods, full of Trees, Gardens full of Flowers, Orchards full of Fruit, Fields full of standing Corne, (like so many Speares ready for a Battaile) Mountaines high in Pride, Valleys sweet in Pleasure.

Our Mothers Wombe is the Tyring-house, where we make vs ready; And our Cradle, the Musicke-Roome, for there we are sweetly strung with Innocence. Nothing (then) puts vs out of tune, but a peale of crying, And whats that? Onely a little Note, a little too high; which being mended, the Melodie is Heauenly; for, there is no Concord without Discord.

Vpon this goodly Stage, all sorts of People (Men, Women, and Children) are Actors; Some play Emperours, some, Kings, some Beggars, some Wise-men, some Fooles. The hardest part to play is a good Man: and tis rare to see a long part giuen him to study.

On this stage are presented Tragedies, and Comedies; The terriblest Tragedie is that, of the Soule, fighting to get off (well,) from the Body. The best and most pleasing Comedie, is that of a white Conscience, and the Peace of Mind.

Some haue Plaudits, Showts and Acclamations, and those are such who haue playd good parts, and playd them Brauely-well. Some goe hissed off the Stage. And that is for want of being perfect in those good parts, which are put into them.

Some, play very long Parts, (and they are old Men) some, haue done in the midst of the Play, (And they are young Men) some, being but in a Scaene, before they speake, are out, and lost, (And they are Children.)

Euery Actor hath his Entrance, euery one his Exit: As one comes out, another goes off, and sometimes meeting on the Stage together, they leaue the Stage together. But in the Conclusion, He that can get Angels to sit, in the Galleries of Heauen, and clap his action with theyr Immortall hands, he is the onely Roscius of the time, and one of the best Actors that euer stept on stage.

The sum, vpshot, and cloze of all, is this That, as many Men as that walke on that Royall Exchange, and seeme rich, doe often breake and are layd in Prison: So in this World; when we appeare neuer so strong in Body, neuer so stirring in minde; yet, if health turnes Banquerupt once, and that the Sergeant with the Blacke Rod, (Sicknesse) Arrests vs; if eyther Casualties, by Sea or Land, if losses, vexations, misfortunes or miseries, breake our hearts, whether then are we carried! To our euerlasting Prison the Graue.

And so, when in this Magnificent Theater, we haue Ietted long on the Stage, And borne our Heads high; yet, our Parts being done, we are inforced to put off, our gay borrowed garments, and wrapping our selues in poore winding-Sheets, Hasten to our owne homes, and (still) thats the Graue.

The Graue then, is the Rendez-vouz where we all meet; The Market-place where the Drum of Death beates, to haue vs come together: The Towne-Hall, where all our brablings are ended: The Castle, to appeare at, which at the Assizes, the Body is bound ouer, and there it is Cast: In the Feild of dead mens Sculs, and fleshlesse bones, must the great Army of all Mankind muster, on Mount Caluary, CHRIST lost his life, And in Dust and Ashes must we leaue Ours.

We need not read any Bookes to proue this: Euery man holds a Pen in his hand, to write a story of it.

To passe ouer the Volumes of the Graue, (filled by Adam and his Children,) in the first World; And clasping-vp, those likewise which haue beene euer since, after the Deluge, in this second World: Let vs cast our Eyes onely at that Blacke Rod, and that white Rod, which from time to time, haue first smitten, and then spared, This Kingdome of Great Britaine.

In the Raignes of William the Conquerour, Rufus, and Hen: 1. (his Brother,) Death walked vp and downe this Land in strange shapes: Men, Women, and Children, fell by the Pestilence: So great were the numbers of those who dyed, that the numbers of the liuing could harldy bury them. Cattell were stricken in the Feild, Birds dropd from the Ayre, Fishes, perishd in the Waters, Famine followed, Tillage went to Ruine, so that the Earth, which wont to feed others, had in the end no meate for her selfe.

Then, for foure Kings together, little mention is made of any deuouring mortality of people by the Pestilence; yet were there blazing Starres, Earthquakes, Stormes of Hayle, which killd Cattell, and beat downe Corne: with the Apparition of Spirits in the Ayre, in the likenesse of strange, vgly Fowle, flying with fire in theyr Beakes, and doing much mischiefe to Houses.

But presently after in the Raigne of Hen: 3. the Kingdome in generall was torne in pieces, by two Dragons, (Dearth, or want of victuals, and an exceeding great sweeping Plague.)

So, Edward the second, saw the fall of his people, and the famishing of his Countrey by the two fore-named Tyrants.

So, Edw. 3. in his long Raigne of fiftie yeeres, lamented the losse of his then warlike Nation, so struck downe by a Pestilent Contagion, that many who had he•l•h in the morning, lay in their Graues at night: Forty Bodies at one time, crowding in those cold Beds together, for want of more and better roome.

Thirteene yeares after, Death spread his Cullors againe, and then in that dismall Battell Henry Duke of Lancaster, his Dutchesse, and the Earle of Warwicke, fell vnder the cruell Conquerours hands.

Besides in one yeare, in a plot of ground, being at that time in Compasse, thirteene Acres, (then called Spittle-Croft, or the Charter-house, founded by Gualter Manny Knight of the Garter, who there lyes Intoombd,) were buried 50000. Persons, besides those who tooke vp their euerlasting lodgings in other places. In this yeare, the Blacke Rod smarted deeply: The Sword of Diuine Iustice had a sharpe terrible edge, and where it hit, it strucke home.

Few of the then following Kings, but had their Subjects snatched from them by these hot and speeding calamities. We will now, (omitting all the rest) looke onely, at these two great Plagues indeed, (fresh, too fresh in our memories) the first, beginning when Q. Elizabeth left vs, and that K. Iames, tooke vs to be his people: The second, when K. Iames tooke his way to Heauen, and left both all his Kingdomes, and their mighty Nations, to his Royall Sonne, our most gracious Soueraigne King Charles, whose yeares the great Arithmetician of Heauen, multiply, and blesse the numbers, till they bee all golden ones. But, let vs now draw our Arrowes, to the Marke we ayme at; Those two last Visitations, this Hydra-Sicknesse with so many Heads, The Plague! Why carryes it the Name of Plague? Plaga signifies a stripe, and this Sicknesse, comes with a blow, or stripe, giuen by the hand of Gods Angell, when (as he did to Dauid) he sends him to strike a people for their sins.

Our sinnes therefore, were and are the Whirlewinds, breaking open Iehouahs Armory, and forcing him (the better to keepe vs from further Rebellion) to shoot his fiery and consuming indignation against vs. He hath seuerall sorts of weapons; seuerall Punishments, for seuerall Offences.

When Q. Elizabeth departed, and went on her Progresse to Heauen; what a Traine followed her! How many thousands of Coffins, wayted on her Herse! Tis fit, at the Deaths of great Princes, that there should be a great number of Mourners. And so, at the comming in of new Kings, there is a kind of State to be obserued, that multitudes of the old Subiects, who haue done seruice to their Country before, should giue way to others, to step into their places.

At the Arriuall therefore of King Iames, vpon this, his Crowne-Land, God beate a Path (narrow at first, though it stretched wider) to lead vs by the hand as it were, to this Funerall Ceremony of dying Subiects.

We were at the Coronation of our new King, (King Iames) not a new Nation, but the selfe-same stiffe-necked people we were before. As mighty in our sinnes, as in our Multitudes. Roome therefore must be made; for our sins were so Ru••ianly, and such roaring Boyes, they did nothing but iustle one another for the wall, to try, which sinne should haue the vpper hand.

The Thunderer looking downe vpon this, was loath, to shoot his Arrowes feathered with Lightning, and headed with Vengeance, vtterly to confound the Mis-dooer. No; Pitty stood in his eyes, and Compassion leand vpon his Bosome. So that spying two Rods lying before him, A White one, and a Blacke, the Blacke he threw by, till he should haue time (by compulsion) to vse it; And then, taking vp the white Rod, he layd it gently, vpon the head onely of one, who forthwith dyed of the Plague: And this was on the thirteenth of Ianuary, in the yeare 1602. Now almost twenty eight yeares agoe.

There dyed then but one of the Plague! O sparing Mercy! From such a huge Tree (as London is,) so laden with all sorts of Fruit, but one Apple to drop to the ground! No more to be shaken downe! But one windfall! A Mountainous Quarry of stony hearts, to haue but one poore pibble, diggd away!

In the next weeke (that yeere) soft Mercy forgot the white Rod too and strucke None, None at all; Not One! In the Weeke after, foure felt the smart: Then 1. againe. Then none againe: then 3. then none: then 3. then 2. then 3. then 2. then 6. then 4. then 4. and then 8. So that in 15. Weekes, which by this time reached to the end of Aprill, there dyed of the Plague but 39. This was the Rod of Mercy, the white Rod, the Fatherly Correction! It goes on a little quicker; for then the Number swelling vp, and increasing by Tens, amounted in Iune (23. day) to 72. (the highest;) So there dyed in these other 9. weekes, the full number of 297.

It increased then to hundreds weekely, so that in Iuly there dyed 917. in one weeke here. The white Rod, (no amendment in our liues being seene) was for a time layd by, and the blacke officer of Death, comming abroad, thousands were stricken downe euery weeke: So that from Iuly 28. to October 13. being 12. weekes, were buried, twenty fiue thousand, sixe hundred and sixe. Here, the Diuine Iustice, sate in her full Throne, roabd in Scarlet, with a face threatning Terrors.

But Mercy then stepd in, and held hands with Iustice, so that a Retreat was sounded; The terrible Execution, was not so hotly pursued; The Pestilentiall Enemy, retyrd a little, and fell backe, yet so; that from October the 20. to Decemb. the 1. being seauen weekes, there dyed 600. and odde, 500. and odde, 400.200.100. and odde still euery weeke. And then abated againe to tens, (as at first it did rise by tens,) the greatest number of the Dead, in December 22. being onely 74.

So that in all these maine Battels, Seidges, Sallyes, Batteries, and skyrmishes; (Continuing for a whole yeare together, in and about London, (then the most desolate of Cities,) there dyed, of all Diseases, 38244. Out of which number the Plague challenged, 30578. for her share: yet the yeare immediately following, (Giue thankes (ô noble Troynouant) giue thankes) thou then didst freely walke vp, and downe in health, when all thy Neighbours and Friends (when all the Shires in England) were mortally beleaguerd by the same furious Enemy.

Now, as when Q. Elizabeth resigned her Crowne and Scepter to King Iames, and that he fate in the Throne, all these changes were visibly seene: So, when the Royall Father went to rest, and that his most Princely Sonne (CHARLES, our Royall succeeding King, and now gracious Soueraigne) was the Top-branch, of the Tree, (Nay, the Caedar it selfe,) A second Angell was sent downe, to turne ouer the Audit-Bookes of our Transgressions.

And finding London (for her part) to be run out, in deepe Arrerages, she was not too suddainly nor too Rigorously calld vpon, but the Steward of Gods Court, (Mercy) pointing with her white wand, onely at One, set a fine of Death vpon his head, and that party was taken from thence on the sixth of Ianuary, Anno 1624. And this was the first Weekes worke of the Plague for that yeare. It began at One.

Death then had little to doe within the Walles or without, for his Infections, by the space of 12. weekes following; In which time there dyed no more but 26. of the Sicknesse. And then for 11. weekes following the former, it amounted to 480. The other foure weeks succeeding them, (wherein they fell by hundreds,) could shew in their Bils, of all Diseases, 3314, out of which the Plague tooke 1387.

And all these three Reckonings, grew to this last heighth, from the sixth of Ianuary, Anno 1624. to the 7. of Iuly, Anno 1625. being fully seauen and twenty weekes. But then on the 14. of Iuly, (being the same Moneth) the dead Marches began to come in by thousands in a company.

Obserue therefore in what dreadfull Equipage, the two Armies of both our Kings, (I meane King IAMES, and King CHARLES,) went along to those fearefull Encounters.



King IAMES. 1603.





	
28. Iuly. 


	
1728


	
1496





	
4. August. 


	
2256


	
1922





	
11. August. 


	
2077


	
1745





	
18. Aug. 


	
3054


	
2713





	
25. Aug. 


	
2853


	
2539





	
1. Septemb. 


	
3385


	
3035





	
8. Septemb. 


	
3078


	
2724





	
15. Sept. 


	
3129


	
2818





	
22. Sept. 


	
2456


	
2195





	
29. Sept. 


	
1961


	
1732





	
6. October. 


	
1831


	
1641





	
13. October. 


	
1312


	
1146





	



	
In all.


	
Plague





	



	
29120


	
25606






King CHRLES. 1625.



	
14. Iuly. 


	
1741


	
1004





	
21. Iuly. 


	
2850


	
1819





	
28. Iuly. 


	
3583


	
2471





	
4. August. 


	
4517


	
3659





	
11. Aug. 


	
4855


	
4115





	
18. Aug. 


	
3205


	
4463





	
25. Aug. 


	
4841


	
4218





	
1. Septemb. 


	
3897


	
3344





	
8. Septemb. 


	
3157


	
2550





	
14. Sept. 


	
2148


	
1672





	
22. Sept. 


	
1994


	
1561





	



	
In all.


	
Plague.





	



	
38788


	
30876






So, by this Accompt, there fell in that great ouerthrow giuen to King Iames his Subjects, for 12. Weeks together, (when they dropd downe by thousands) the full number of twenty nine thousand, one hundred and twenty: The terror and cruelty of the Plague sweeping from that number, twenty fiue thousand, sixe hundred and sixe.

But in that lamentable defeature of Bodies, which fell vpon vs in the raigne of K. Charles, Anno 1624. to the end of that yeere in 1625. There dyed in all, (within the Compasse of eleuen Weeks, thirty eight thousand, seauen hundred fourescore and eight: of which the blacke Rod of Pestilence smote, thirty thousand, eight hundred seauenty and sixe. The difference of the numbers in those twelue Weekes in King Iames his Raigne, and those eleuen in that yeere of King Charles, being: 14. thousand, nine hundred, thirty and eight: The latter exceeding the former (in a few weekes) by so much. The number of all the dead for those two yeares of the two Kings, Amounting to one hundred fifty, eight thousand, fiue hundred and foure.

Now, if within so small a Compasse, as a Citty, and the adiacent places, so many went out of the world, how many millions, did the whole Kingdome loose!

But note the exceeding, Incomprehensible loue of a Father to vs his Children; The mildnesse and Mercy, of our Iudge! On the 22. of December, which ended that yeere of 1604. (going on to 1605.) there was strucke but one: It began with one, and ended with one. O iust and euen Ballance, of the Heauenly Compassion! How much are we in Thankes indebted (for more we are not able to pay) for this wonderfull sparing vs, Now, in this third Visitation! In that former yeares Iuly, about this time, there dyed 2471. of the Sicknesse; Now (praised be Heauen) the greatest number is but sixty seauen. Here was a Fall! There is a Fauour.

In the end, this fall from such a great number to one, came to nothing,- (A Cypher.) And so continued a long time. Heauen held out a Flagge of Truce, and all was quiet; The Bils proclaimed no such mortall wars; The Sexton opened some few Graues for common Diseases, to lye in, and for fiue yeares together, the burning Pestilence, had not kindled her fires amongst vs

Yet in that interim of yeares, other calamities afflicted vs; Warres eate vp many of our Gallants, the Sea swallowed others; Quarrels tooke away some, by the fatall stabbe or desperate fighting in the Feild. We haue but one doore, at which we come into the World, but a thousand Gates (set wide open) to send vs out of it. For such ill bargaines doe we make with life, that the Body and the Soule, being deere Partners, and setting vp together, doe euery day, by many deuises, plots, and conspiracies vndoe one another.

What one sinne, Vice or ill custome, since the Departure of the last great Sicknesse is gone out of the Kingdome, or hath forsaken the City?

Fasting and Prayer, (whilst Gods Artillery shot off, and battered downe the Wals of our flesh, making breaches into the liues and estates of thousands) Ran euery weeke to the holy Temples. Much Condoling, there was, much crying for Mercy, and mercy came downe. But where is fasting now, vnlesse with those that are almost starud with hunger? At how few mens dores sits Charity? Yet are there great numbers of Religious, Godly, and Faithfull Relieuers of the Poore: But take all this City in a lumpe together, and how little true Charity, true Loue, true Christianity, true Friendship is there one to another? What cruelty dwels in our hearts, if we catch a man (by Law) at aduantage? How doe we grinde his Bones, and gnaw his heart in peeces? How doe Tradesmen enuy one another? How doe Gentlemen vndoe themselues and their Posterities by Ryots? How doe an infinite number of Schollers complaine of want? How doe Souldiers gape after spoyle! What Couetous Farmer, but is glad of a deere yeare? A dearth of Corne makes such Cormorants Fat? Is not Pride, (which fiue yeares agoe shewd not her face in the Citty, being afraid of the Plague) now to bee seene jetting vp and downe in euery street! Does not the Drunkard that was then, haunt still the same Tauernes!

The Body is both the Caroach, in which, the Soule (being the Queene of life) rides, and the Coachman too, that driues her from one place to another, from one wickednesse to a worse; And the Horses, that draw vs, are our wilde passions, or our intemperate desires. Our sinnes with a Dyals motion, leade vs to destruction, in a soft pace, but insensible: Our Ruines steale vpon vs with woolly feet, all the time it comes after vs, but being ouertaken, It smites home: for, sinne is such a Boone companion, it goes to Bed with vs, and all night sits waking, on those very Pillowes, on which we lay our heads: when we rise, It makes vs ready, waytes when we goe forth, followes vs all day, and is more seruile, more fawning, more flattering then a slaue; And neuer goes in mourning, till he sees vs going to our Graues.

The Soule is the Mistresse, the Body the Chambermaid, that rules that Mistresse; if the Soule sayes, I will rise, and doe good to day: O sayes the Chambermaid you are young enough, lye longer, take your ease, be merry, and care for nothing; Twenty yeeres hence you may doe these pious deeds, and by this wicked Councell of the Mayd, the Mistresse pulls backe her hand.

Thus from time to time, we deferre doing well, and thus from houre to houre, we headlong run vpon our owne miseries.

This being perceiued by him, whose eye measures all mens Actions. Now againe, (this yeare) hath he opened his Quiuer, and is still shooting the blacke and dismall Arrowes of the Pestilence, both at Country, and City: In many places of the Country, these darts of Contagion sticke vp to the very feathers; some harts haue beene strucke quite through here in the City, yet nothing to that Army which fell in the last Plague.

This began in March last, and then, from the eleuenth day of March, to the eighteenth, it rise to foure. The totall of all that dyed that weeke, being 153. And of the Christenings 187. So that 34. came into the World more then went out of it.

Then, the Sicknesse fell, and at the beginning of Aprill was but one againe. Another Weeke dyed 2. then 7. then 3. the highest it hath since mounted to, in any one Weeke (and that was now in August) being 75.

So that in 8. of the greatest Weekes of sicknesse this Summer, (omitting the rest) there haue dyed of all Diseases, within London (being 97. Parishes within the Walles,) and the nine out-Parishes, and the Pest-house 1593.

Of the Plague in those 8. Weekes, 165. to which adde 54. of the sicknesse last Weeke, and 67. this Bartholmew weeke, it maketh 286.

Of Children in that short time, 402. of Consumptions some 300.

And to repaire these losses and ruines amongst vs, obserue the numbers of Children christened, which in those few weeks amount to 1434. out of which deduct 402. buried, there remaines 1032. aliue. Then take that Number from the former 1594. of all diseases, there haue for these 8. Weekes but 561. departed out of the World more than are come into it: Westminster being not reckoned in this Accompt, The Burials there being very few, Neither is the greatest number of dead Bodies formerly set downe, so terrible as so to hurt, spartle, and afflict so mighty and populous a City, as we see it does, but that Country Townes round about, are infected, and for that cause onely are Faires and Concurses of People forbidden, for feare the Contagion by Throngs meeting together, (mingled with some infected Persons) should increase.

In the former passages of this yeares sicknesse, Note the great Mercy of God extended to Infants, in calling such a number of them to Heauen, because he would haue that place glorified with some white pure, and vnspotted Soules, snatched from the Societie of the wicked.

Oh happy Fathers and Mothers, that are sure you haue so many Saints entertained aboue, before they could haue time to offend their Maker. You weepe for them when you follow them to their Graues, but you should rather call it a Tryumph, for they then are going to a Coelestiall Coronation. If you but looke vpon your Childrens cloathes, you call them to mind, and then, beat your breasts, and teare your hayre, but remember, they are cloathed in the roabes of immortality. When you but talke of your little darlings, you tell how beautifull they were, how well-fauoured, how forward: but now, where they are, all the beauty of the world is vglinesse to that sweetnesse which they possesse: They haue faces and formes Angelicall, and are Play-fellowes and Companions with none but blessed Creatures.

Be glad therefore, that they are ridde from the miseries of the World; that Time neuer layd foule hands on them; they are free from want, hunger, thirst, diseases, cold, heat, weeping and wayling, and all other Calamities, which euen rocke vs in our Cradles; they are well and happy, we left behind them, miserable.

As therefore here you are counselled, to beare the absence of your little-ones with patience, so comfort you others, with this, that both their Children and yours, are gone to that high Starre-Chamber Office, where their names are entred into the Booke of Life.

Now albeit in so many set Battailes of the Pestilence in yeares before, and in the light skyrmislies of this Summer, so many haue falne: Yet (blessed be Heauen) wee are a populous Nation still; we haue Peace and Plenty, and all Blessings that Heauen and Earth can bestow vpon a people: sing therefore Hymnes vnto the Almighty IEHOVAH; send vp Sacrifices of Feare, Loue and Obedience to him: Cry to him, as DAVID did, when he numbred his people, and euery one say, I haue sinned exceedingly, in that I haue done: therefore now LORD I beseech thee, take away the Trespasse of thy Seruant, for I haue done very foolishly, And then, though there dye of the people from Dan euen to Beer-sheba, seauenty thousand men, in three dayes: yet when the Angell, is stretching out his hand vpon Ierusalem to Destroy it, The LORD will repent him of the Euill, and say to the Angell that destroyeth the people;It is sufficient, Hold now thine hand. And then the blacke Warder shall be throwne downe to part Death and our Kingdome from falling into so terrible a Combat.

But art thou in feare of an Arrest, now that Writs are gone out (from the Kings-Bench Office of Heauen,) to Attach seuerall Mens Bodies! Art thou in doubt to be laid vp! In danger to be imprisoned in thy Graue! Hath sicknesse knockd at thy doore! Does she sit on thy Beds side! Hath Infection blowne vpon thee with her Contagious, noysome and stinking breath! Hath the Pestilence, (Now in this present drooping, and sick-wingd season) Printed her nayles within thy Flesh, and hast thou tokens sent thee to come away!

Fall on thy knees, Call for Mercy, to helpe thee, Cry out vpon thy sinnes, send for thy Heauenly Physitian, to minister good things to thy Soule, settle thy minde in peace, shake off the world, looke vp at Heauen, Thither is thy Iourney, prepare for no voyage else?

Art thou all-spotted ouer! They are GODS rich Ermines; to Inroabe thee like a King, and to set a Crowne of Glory on thy Head.

Art thou markd with Tokens, and hast thou thy Memory! Make vse of that Memory, and seeing those Markes are so set vp, That thine eye may shoote at them and hit them, now draw the last Arrow home, and winne the game of thy euerlasting Saluation.

Remember why those Tokens are sent: To make all the hast thou canst to set forward, for away thou must: Hug them therefore, as thy Louer; Kisse, and bid them welcome, th•nke that sweet Token-sender for his guift, and hauing nothing (which thou canst call thine) to send backe to him, leaue thy Body with some Friend in Trust, and bid thy Soule goe cheerfully on her journey.

Cheerfully indeed, and with all Alacrity, for now thou art trauailing into a farre Country, where all thy Friends are. There, thou shalt meet with thy old Parents, (thy old Father and Mother) ADAM and EVE.

There shalt thou see that great Nauigator of the World (NOAH) who in one ship, carried all the people in the world then liuing. There wilt thou find ABRAHAM and his Sonne ISAAC; Old IACOB, and his twelue Sonnes the Patriarches. MOSES and AARON will there receiue thee into GODS Sanctum Sanctorum; In that glorious Pallace, shalt thou behold, all the Kings of ISRAEL, all the Tribes of IVDA, all the ancient Prophets, all the Apostles, all the Saints and glorious Army of Martyrs, with branches of Palme-trees in their Hands, and golden Starres sticking on their fore-heads.

Nay, there thou shalt see thy Redeemer sitting at the right hand of this Father; There (face to face) shalt thou see GOD himselfe, attended on by Angels Archangels, Principalities, and Powers, Cherubins, and Seraphins; And who would not reioyce, to be setting forward on this blessed Iourney, to the end he may at length come to be a fellow-Citizen, in the Heauenly HIERVSALEM.

All the Kingdomes on the Earth, are not worth the Seeling of that glorious Chamber of Presence, which is in this Court: This is a Kingdome, where there are no changes of Kings; No alterations of State: No losse of Peeres: No Warres: No Reuenges: No Citizens flying for feare of Infection: None dying of Them, that stay, No Women-keepers to rob you of your Goods, nor to hasten you to your End: In this Coelestiall Kingdome, there is true Majestie, True Glory, True Honour, True Beauty, True Peace, True Liberty, True Health: There is all Life, All Happinesse, All Immortality. To this-Kingdome, the King of Heauen and Earth, call vs when it is his Pleasure.

FINIS.


The Criticism
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Thomas Dekker by Algernon Charles Swinburne
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From The Age of Shakespeare, 1908

Of all English poets, if not of all poets on, record, Dekker is perhaps the most difficult to classify. The grace and delicacy, the sweetness and spontaneity of his genius are not more obvious and undeniable than the many defects which impair and the crowning deficiency which degrades it. As long, but so long only, as a man retains some due degree of self-respect and respect for the art he serves or the business he follows, it matters less for his fame in the future than for his prosperity in the present whether he retains or discards any vestige of respect for any other obligation in the world. François Villon, compared with whom all other reckless and disreputable men of genius seem patterns of austere decency and elevated regularity of life, was as conscientious and self-respectful an artist as a Virgil or a Tennyson: he is not a great poet only, but one of the most blameless, the most perfect, the most faultless among his fellows in the first class of writers for all time. If not in that class, yet high in the class immediately beneath it, the world would long since have agreed to enrol the name of Thomas Dekker, had he not wanted that one gift which next to genius is the most indispensable for all aspirants to a station among the masters of creative literature. For he was by nature at once a singer and a maker: he had the gift of native music and the birthright of inborn invention. His song was often sweet as honey; his fancy sometimes as rich and subtle, his imagination as delicate and strong, as that of the very greatest among dramatists or poets. For gentle grace of inspiration and vivid force of realism he is eclipsed at his very best by Shakespeares self alone. No such combination or alternation of such admirable powers is discernible in any of his otherwise more splendid or sublime compeers. And in one gift, the divine gift of tenderness, he comes nearer to Shakespeare and stands higher above others than in any other quality of kindred genius.

And with all these gifts, if the vulgar verdict of his own day and of later days be not less valid than vulgar, he was a failure. There is a pathetic undertone of patience and resignation not unqualified by manly though submissive regret, which recurs now and then, or seems to recur, in the personal accent of his subdued and dignified appeal to the casual reader, suggestive of a sense that the higher triumphs of art, the brighter prosperities of achievement, were not reserved for him; and yet not unsuggestive of a consciousness that, if this be so, it is not so through want of the primal and essential qualities of a poet. For, as Lamb says, Dekker had poetry enough for anything; at all events, for anything which can be accomplished by a poet endowed in the highest degree with the gifts of graceful and melodious fancy, tender and cordial humor, vivid and pathetic realism, a spontaneous refinement and an exquisite simplicity of expression. With the one great gift of seriousness, of noble ambition, of self-confidence rooted in self-respect, he must have won an indisputable instead of a questionable place among the immortal writers of his age. But this gift had been so absolutely withheld from him by nature or withdrawn from him by circumstance that he has left us not one single work altogether worthy of the powers now revealed and now eclipsed, now suddenly radiant and now utterly extinct, in the various and voluminous array of his writings. Although his earlier plays are in every way superior to his later, there is evidence even in the best of them of the authors infirmity of hand. From the first he shows himself idly or perversely or impotently prone to loosen his hold on character and story alike before his plot can be duly carried out or his conceptions adequately developed. His pleasant Comedie of The Gentle Craft, first printed three years before the death of Queen Elizabeth, is one of his brightest and most coherent pieces of work, graceful and lively throughout, if rather thin-spun and slight of structure: but the more serious and romantic part of the action is more lightly handled than the broad light comedy of the mad and merry Lord Mayor Simon Eyre, a figure in the main original and humorous enough, but somewhat over-persistent in ostentation and repetition of jocose catch-words after the fashion of mine host of the Garter; a type which Shakespeare knew better than to repeat, but of which his inferiors seem to have been enamoured beyond all reason. In this fresh and pleasant little play there are few or no signs of the authors higher poetic abilities: the style is pure and sweet, simple and spontaneous, without any hint of a quality not required by the subject: but in the other play of Dekkers which bears the same date as this one his finest and rarest gifts of imagination and emotion, feeling and fancy, color and melody, are as apparent as his ingrained faults of levity and laziness. The famous passage in which Webster couples together the names of Mr. Shakespeare, Mr. Dekker, and Mr. Heywood, seems explicable when we compare the style of Old Fortunatus with the style of A Midsummer Nights Dream. Dekker had as much of the peculiar sweetness, the gentle fancy, the simple melody of Shakespeare in his woodland dress, as Heywood of the homely and noble realism, the heartiness and humor, the sturdy sympathy and joyful pride of Shakespeare in his most English mood of patriotic and historic loyalty. Not that these qualities are wanting in the work of Dekker: he was an ardent and a combative patriot, ever ready to take up the cudgels in prose or rhyme for England and her yeomen against Popery and the world: but it is rather the man than the poet who speaks on these occasions: his singing faculty does not apply itself so naturally to such work as to the wild wood-notes of passion and fancy and pathos which in his happiest moments, even when they remind us of Shakespeares, provoke no sense of unworthiness or inequality in comparison with these. It is not with the most popular and famous names of his age that the sovereign name of Shakespeare is most properly or most profitably to be compared. His genius has really far less in common with that of Jonson or of Fletcher than with that of Webster or of Dekker. To the last-named poet even Lamb was for once less than just when he said of the frantic Lover in Old Fortunatus that he talks pure Biron and Romeo; he is almost as poetical as they. The word almost should be supplanted by the word fully; and the criticism would then be no less adequate than apt. Sidney himself might have applauded the verses which clothe with living music a passion as fervent and as fiery a fancy as his own. Not even in the rapturous melodies of that matchless series of songs and sonnets which glorify the inseparable names of Astrophel and Stella will the fascinated student find a passage more enchanting than this:

Thou art a traitor to that white and red Which sitting on her cheeks (being Cupids throne) Is my hearts sovereign: O, when she is dead, This wonder, Beauty, shall be found in none. Now Agripynes not mine, I vow to be In love with nothing but deformity. O fair Deformity, I muse all eyes Are not enamoured of thee: thou didst never Murder mens hearts, or let them pine like wax, Melting against the sun of thy disdain; Thou art a faithful nurse to Chastity; Thy beauty is not like to Agripynes, For cares, and age, and sickness, hers deface, But thines eternal: O Deformity, Thy fairness is not like to Agripynes, For, dead, her beauty will no beauty have, But thy face looks most lovely in the grave.



As even Lamb allowed the meaningless and immetrical word destiny to stand at the end of this line in place of the obviously right reading, it is not wonderful that all later editors of this passage should hitherto have done so.

Shakespeare has nothing more exquisite in expression of passionate fancy, more earnest in emotion, more spontaneous in simplicity, more perfect in romantic inspiration. But the poets besetting sin of laxity, his want of seriousness and steadiness, his idle, shambling, shifty way of writing, had power even then, in the very prime of his promise, to impede his progress and impair his chance of winning the race which he had set himself  and yet which he had hardly set himself  to run. And if these things were done in the green tree, it was only too obvious what would be done in the dry; it must have been clear that this golden-tongued and gentle-hearted poet had not strength of spirit or fervor of ambition enough to put conscience into his work and resolution into his fancies. But even from such headlong recklessness as he had already displayed no reader could have anticipated so singular a defiance of all form and order, all coherence and proportion, as is exhibited in his Satiromastix. The controversial part of the play is so utterly alien from the romantic part that it is impossible to regard them as component factors of the same original plot. It seems to me unquestionable that Dekker must have conceived the design, and probable that he must have begun the composition, of a serious play on the subject of William Rufus and Sir Walter Tyrrel, before the appearance of Ben Jonsons Poetaster impelled or instigated him to some immediate attempt at rejoinder; and that being in a feverish hurry to retort the blow inflicted on him by a heavier hand than his own he devised  perhaps between jest and earnest  the preposterously incoherent plan of piecing out his farcical and satirical design by patching and stitching it into his unfinished scheme of tragedy. It may be assumed, and it is much to be hoped, that there never existed another poet capable of imagining  much less of perpetrating  an incongruity so monstrous and so perverse. The explanation so happily suggested by a modern critic that William Rufus is meant for Shakespeare, and that Lyly is Sir Vaughan ap Rees, wants only a little further development, on the principle of analogy, to commend itself to every scholar. It is equally obvious that the low-bred and foul-mouthed ruffian Captain Tucca must be meant for Sir Philip Sidney; the vulgar idiot Asinius Bubo for Lord Bacon; the half-witted underling Peter Flash for Sir Walter Raleigh; and the immaculate Celestina, who escapes by stratagem and force of virtue from the villanous designs of Shakespeare, for the lady long since indicated by the perspicacity of a Chalmers as the object of that lawless and desperate passion which found utterance in the sonnets of her unprincipled admirer  Queen Elizabeth. As a previous suggestion of my own, to the effect that George Peele was probably the real author of Romeo and Juliet, has had the singular good-fortune to be not merely adopted but appropriated  in serious earnest  by a contemporary student, without  as far as I am aware  a syllable of acknowledgment, I cannot but anticipate a similar acceptance in similar quarters for the modest effort at interpretation now submitted to the judgment of the ingenuous reader.

Gifford is not too severe on the palpable incongruities of Dekkers preposterous medley: but his impeachment of Dekker as a more virulent and intemperate controversialist than Jonson is not less preposterous than the structure of this play. The nobly gentle and manly verses in which the less fortunate and distinguished poet disclaims and refutes the imputation of envy or malevolence excited by the favor enjoyed by his rival in high quarters should have sufficed, in common justice, to protect him from such a charge. There is not a word in Jonsons satire expressive of anything but savage and unqualified scorn for his humbler antagonist: and the tribute paid by that antagonist to his genius, the appeal to his better nature which concludes the torrent of recrimination, would have won some word of honorable recognition from any but the most unscrupulous and ungenerous of partisans. That Dekker was unable to hold his own against Jonson when it came to sheer hard hitting  that on the ground or platform of personal satire he was as a light-weight pitted against a heavy-weight  is of course too plain, from the very first round, to require any further demonstration. But it is not less plain that in delicacy and simplicity and sweetness of inspiration the poet who could write the scene in which the bride takes poison (as she believes) from the hand of her father, in presence of her bridegroom, as a refuge from the passion of the king, was as far above Jonson as Jonson was above him in the robuster qualities of intellect or genius. This most lovely scene, for pathos tempered with fancy and for passion distilled in melody, is comparable only with higher work, of rarer composition and poetry more pure, than Jonsons: it is a very treasure-house of verses like jewels, bright as tears and sweet as flowers. When Dekker writes like this, then truly we seem to see his right hand in the left hand of Shakespeare.

To find the names of Ben Jonson and Thomas Dekker amicably associated in the composition of a joint poem or pageant within the space of a year from the publication of so violent a retort by the latter to so vehement an attack by the former must amuse if it does not astonish the reader least capable of surprise at the boyish readiness to quarrel and the boyish readiness to shake hands which would seem to be implied in so startling a change of relations. In all the huge, costly, wearisome, barbaric, and pedantic ceremonial which welcomed into London the Solomon of Scotland, the exhausted student who attempts to follow the ponderous elaboration of report drawn up by these reconciled enemies will remark the solid and sedate merit of Jonsons best couplets with less pleasure than he will receive from the quaint sweetness of Dekkers lyric notes. Admirable as are many of Ben Jonsons songs for their finish of style and fulness of matter, it is impossible for those who know what is or should be the special aim or the distinctive quality of lyric verse to place him in the first class  much less, in the front rank  of lyric poets. He is at his best a good way ahead of such song-writers as Byron; but Dekker at his best belongs to the order of such song-writers as Blake or Shelley. Perhaps the very finest example of his flawless and delicate simplicity of excellence in this field of work may be the well-known song in honor of honest poverty and in praise of honest labor which so gracefully introduces the heroine of a play published in this same year of the accession of James Patient Grissel; a romantic tragicomedy so attractive for its sweetness and lightness of tone and touch that no reader will question the judgment or condemn the daring of the poets who ventured upon ground where Chaucer had gone before them with such gentle stateliness of step and such winning tenderness of gesture. His deepest note of pathos they have not even attempted to reproduce: but in freshness and straightforwardness, in frankness and simplicity of treatment, the dramatic version is not generally unworthy to be compared with the narrative which it follows afar off. Chettle and Haughton, the associates of Dekker in this enterprise, had each of them something of their colleagues finer qualities; but the best scenes in the play remind me rather of Dekkers best early work than of Robert, Earl of Huntington or of Englishmen for My Money. So much has been said of the evil influence of Italian example upon English character in the age of Elizabeth, and so much has been made of such confessions or imputations as distinguish the clamorous and malevolent penitence of Robert Greene, that it is more than agreeable to find at least one dramatic poet of the time who has the manliness to enter a frank and contemptuous protest against this habit of malignant self-excuse. Italy, says an honest gentleman in this comedy to a lying and impudent gull, Italy infects you not, but your own diseased spirits. Italy? Out, you froth, you scum! because your soul is mud, and that you have breathed in Italy, youll say Italy has denied you: away, you boar: thou wilt wallow in mire in the sweetest country in the world.



I may here suggest a slight emendation in the text of the spirited and graceful scene with which this play opens. The original reads:

So fares it with coy dames, who, great with scorn, Shew the care-pinèd hearts that sue to them.

The word Shew is an obvious misprint  but more probably, I venture to think, for the word Shun than for the word Fly, which is substituted by Mr. Collier and accepted by Dr. Grosart.

There are many traces of moral or spiritual weakness and infirmity in the writings of Dekker and the scattered records or indications of his unprosperous though not unlaborious career: but there are manifest and manifold signs of an honest and earnest regard for justice and fair dealing, as well as of an inexhaustible compassion for suffering, an indestructible persistency of pity, which found characteristic expression in the most celebrated of his plays. There is a great gulf between it and the first of Victor Hugos tragedies: yet the instinct of either poet is the same, as surely as their common motive is the redemption of a fallen woman by the influence of twin-born love and shame. Of all Dekkers works, The Honest Whore comes nearest to some reasonable degree of unity and harmony in conception and construction; his besetting vice of reckless and sluttish incoherence has here done less than usual to deform the proportions and deface the impression of his design. Indeed, the connection of the two serious plots in the first part is a rare example of dexterous and happy simplicity in composition: the comic underplot of the patient man and shrewish wife is more loosely attached by a slighter thread of relation to these two main stories, but is so amusing in its light and facile play of inventive merriment and harmless mischief as to need no further excuse. Such an excuse, however, might otherwise be found in the plea that it gives occasion for the most beautiful, the most serious, and the most famous passage in all the writings of its author. The first scene of this first part has always appeared to me one of the most effective and impressive on our stage: the interruption of the mock funeral by the one true mourner whose passion it was intended to deceive into despair is so striking as a mere incident or theatrical device that the noble and simple style in which the graver part of the dialogue is written can be no more than worthy of the subject: whereas in other plays of Dekkers the style is too often beneath the merit of the subject, and the subject as often below the value of the style. The subsequent revival of Infelice from her trance is represented with such vivid and delicate power that the scene, short and simple as it is, is one of the most fascinating in any play of the period. In none of these higher and finer parts of the poem can I trace the touch of any other hand than the principal authors: but the shopkeeping scenes of the underplot have at least as much of Middletons usual quality as of Dekkers; homely and rough-cast as they are, there is a certain finish or thoroughness about them which is more like the careful realism of the former than the slovenly naturalism of the latter. The coarse commonplaces of the sermon on prostitution by which Bellafront is so readily and surprisingly reclaimed into respectability give sufficient and superfluous proof that Dekker had nothing of the severe and fiery inspiration which makes a great satirist or a great preacher; but when we pass again into a sweeter air than that of the boudoir or the pulpit, it is the unmistakable note of Dekkers most fervent and tender mood of melody which enchants us in such verses as these, spoken by a lover musing on the portrait of a mistress whose coffin has been borne before him to the semblance of a grave:

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 womans excellence In her white bosom, look, a painted board Circumscribes all!

Is there any other literature, we are tempted to ask ourselves, in which the writer of these lines, and of many as sweet and perfect in their inspired simplicity as these, would be rated no higher among his countrymen than Thomas Dekker?

From the indisputable fact of Middletons partnership in this play Mr. Dyce was induced to assume the very questionable inference of his partnership in the sequel which was licensed for acting five years later. To me this second part seems so thoroughly of one piece and one pattern, so apparently the result of one mans invention and composition, that without more positive evidence I should hesitate to assign a share in it to any colleague of the poet under whose name it first appeared. There are far fewer scenes or passages in this than in the preceding play which suggest or present themselves for quotation or selection: the tender and splendid and pensive touches of pathetic or imaginative poetry which we find in the first part, we shall be disappointed if we seek in the second: its incomparable claim on our attention is the fact that it contains the single character in all the voluminous and miscellaneous works of Dekker which gives its creator an indisputable right to a place of perpetual honor among the imaginative humorists of England, and therefore among the memorable artists and creative workmen of the world. Apart from their claim to remembrance as poets and dramatists of more or less artistic and executive capacity, Dekker and Middleton are each of them worthy to be remembered as the inventor or discoverer of a wholly original, interesting, and natural type of character, as essentially inimitable as it is undeniably unimitated: the savage humor and cynic passion of De Flores, the genial passion and tender humor of Orlando Friscobaldo, are equally lifelike in the truthfulness and completeness of their distinct and vivid presentation. The merit of the play in which the character last named is a leading figure consists mainly or almost wholly in the presentation of the three principal persons: the reclaimed harlot, now the faithful and patient wife of her first seducer; the broken-down, ruffianly, light-hearted and light-headed libertine who has married her; and the devoted old father who watches in the disguise of a servant over the changes of her fortune, the sufferings, risks, and temptations which try the purity of her penitence and confirm the fortitude of her constancy. Of these three characters I cannot but think that any dramatist who ever lived might have felt that he had reason to be proud. It is strange that Charles Lamb, to whom of all critics and all men the pathetic and humorous charm of the old mans personality might most confidently have been expected most cordially to appeal, should have left to Hazlitt and Leigh Hunt the honor of doing justice to so beautiful a creation  the crowning evidence to the greatness of Dekkers gifts, his power of moral imagination and his delicacy of dramatic execution. From the first to the last word of his part the quaint sweet humor of the character is sustained with an instinctive skill which would do honor to a far more careful and a far more famous artist than Dekker. The words with which he receives the false news of his fallen daughters death: Dead? my last and best peace go with her!  those which he murmurs to himself on seeing her again after seventeen years of estrangement: The mothers own face, I ha not forgot that  prepare the way for the admirable final scene in which his mask of anger drops off, and his ostentation of obduracy relaxes into tenderness and tears. Dost thou beg for him, thou precious mans meat, thou? has he not beaten thee, kicked thee, trod on thee? and dost thou fawn on him like his spaniel? has he not pawned thee to thy petticoat, sold thee to thy smock, made ye leap at a crust? yet wouldst have me save him?  What, dost thou hold him? let go his hand: if thou dost not forsake him, a fathers everlasting blessing fall upon both your heads! The fusion of humor with pathos into perfection of exquisite accuracy in expression which must be recognized at once and remembered forever by any competent reader of this scene is the highest quality of Dekker as a writer of prose, and is here displayed at its highest: the more poetic or romantic quality of his genius had already begun to fade out when this second part of his finest poem was written. Hazlitt has praised the originality, dexterity, and vivacity of the effect produced by the stratagem which Infelice employs for the humiliation of her husband, when by accusing herself of imaginary infidelity under the most incredibly degrading conditions she entraps him into gratuitous fury and turns the tables on him by the production of evidence against himself; and the scene is no doubt theatrically effective: but the grace and delicacy of the character are sacrificed to this comparatively unworthy consideration: the pure, high-minded, noble-hearted lady, whose loyal and passionate affection was so simply and so attractively displayed in the first part of her story, is so lamentably humiliated by the cunning and daring immodesty of such a device that we hardly feel it so revolting an incongruity as it should have been to see this princess enjoying, in common with her father and her husband, the spectacle of imprisoned harlots on penitential parade in the Bridewell of Milan; a thoroughly Hogarthian scene in the grim and vivid realism of its tragicomic humor.

But if the poetic and realistic merits of these two plays make us understand why Webster should have coupled its author with the author of Twelfth Night and The Merry Wives of Windsor, the demerits of the two plays next published under his single name are so grave, so gross, so manifold, that the writer seems unworthy to be coupled as a dramatist with a journeyman poet so far superior to him in honest thoroughness and smoothness of workmanship as, even at his very hastiest and crudest, was Thomas Heywood. In style and versification the patriotic and anti-Catholic drama which bears the Protestant and apocalyptic title of The Whore of Babylon is still, upon the whole, very tolerably spirited and fluent, with gleams of fugitive poetry and glimpses of animated action; but the construction is ponderous and puerile, the declamation vacuous and vehement. An Aeschylus alone could have given us, in a tragedy on the subject of the Salamis of England, a fit companion to the Persae; which, as Shakespeare let the chance pass by him, remains alone forever in the incomparable glory of its trumphant and sublime perfection. Marlowe perhaps might have made something of it, though the task would have taxed his energies to the utmost, and overtasked the utmost of his skill; Dekker could make nothing. The Empress of Babylon is but a poor slipshod ragged prostitute in the hands of this poetic beadle: non ragioniam di lei, ma guarda e passa.

Of the three plays in which Dekker took part with Webster, the two plays in which he took part with Ford, and the second play in which he took part with Middleton, I have spoken respectively in my several essays on those other three poets. The next play which bears his name alone was published five years later than the political or historical sketch or study which we have just dismissed; and which, compared with it, is a tolerable if not a creditable piece of work. It is difficult to abstain from intemperate language in speaking of such a dramatic abortion as that which bears the grotesque and puerile inscription, If this be not a good Play, the Devil is in it. A worse has seldom discredited the name of any man with a spark of genius in him. Drydens delectable tragedy of Amboyna, Lees remarkable tragicomedy of Gloriana, Popes elegant comedy of Three Hours after Marriage, are scarcely more unworthy of their authors, more futile or more flaccid or more audacious in their headlong and unabashed incompetence. Charity would suggest that it must have been written against time in a debtors prison, under the influence of such liquor as Catherina Bountinall or Doll Tearsheet would have flung at the tapsters head with an accompaniment of such language as those eloquent and high-spirited ladies, under less offensive provocation, were wont to lavish on the officials of an oppressive law. I have read a good deal of bad verse, but anything like the metre of this play I have never come across in all the range of that excruciating experience. The rare and faint indications that the writer was or had been an humorist and a poet serve only to bring into fuller relief the reckless and shameless incompetence of the general workmanship.



As I have given elsewhere a sample of Dekker at his best, I give here a sample taken at random from the opening of this unhappy play:

Hie thee to Naples, Rufman; thou shalt find A prince there newly crowned, aptly inclined To any bendings: lest his youthful brows Reach at stars only, weigh down his loftiest boughs With leaden plummets, poison his best thoughts with taste Of things most sensual: if the heart once waste, The body feels consumption: good or bad kings Breed subjects like them: clear streams flow from clear springs. Turn therefore Naples to a puddle: with a civil Much promising face, and well oiled, play the court devil.

The vigorous melody of these masculine numbers is not more remarkable for its virile force and honied fluency than is the lighter dialogue of the play for such brilliant wit or lambent humor as flashes out in pleasantries like this:

King. What are you, and whence come you?Rufman. From Helvetia.Spendola. What hell says he?Jovinelli. Peace; you shall know hot hell [sic] time enough.

I hope here be proofs that my strictures on the worst work of a poet whose best work I treasure so heartily, and whose best qualities I rate so highly, are rather too sparing than too severe.

This supernatural and superlunatical attempt at serious farce or farcical morality marks the nadir of Dekkers ability as a dramatist. The diabolic part of the tragicomic business is distinctly inferior to the parallel or similar scenes in the much older play of Grim the Collier of Croydon, which is perhaps more likely to have been the writers immediate model than the original story by Machiavelli. The two remaining plays now extant which bear the single name of Dekker give no sign of his highest powers, but are tolerable examples of journeymans work in the field of romantic or fanciful comedy. Match Me in London is the better play of the two, very fairly constructed after its simple fashion, and reasonably well written in a smooth and unambitious style: The Wonder of a Kingdom is a light, slight, rough piece of work, in its contrasts of character as crude and boyish as any of the old moralities, and in its action as mere a dance of puppets: but it shows at least that Dekker had regained the faculty of writing decent verse on occasion. The fine passage quoted by Scott in The Antiquary and taken by his editors to be a forgery of his own, will be familiar to many myriads of readers who are never likely to look it up in the original context. Of two masks called Britannias Honor and Londons Tempe it must suffice to say that the former contains a notable specimen of cockney or canine French which may serve to relieve the conscientious readers weariness, and the latter a comic song of blacksmiths at work which may pass muster at a pinch as a tolerably quaint and lively piece of rough and ready fancy. But Jonson for the court and Middleton for the city were far better craftsmen in this line than ever was Dekker at his best.

Two plays remain for notice in which the part taken by Dekker would be, I venture to think, unmistakable, even if no external evidence were extant of his partnership in either. As it is, we know that in the winter which saw the close of the sixteenth century he was engaged with the author of The Parliament of Bees and the author of Englishmen for My Money in the production of a play called The Spanish Moors Tragedy. More than half a century afterward a tragedy in which a Spanish Moor is the principal and indeed the only considerable agent was published, and attributed  of all poets in the world  to Christopher Marlowe, by a knavish and ignorant bookseller of the period. That Lusts Dominion; or, the Lascivious Queen, was partly founded on a pamphlet published after Marlowes death was not a consideration sufficient to offer any impediment to this imposture. That the hand which in the year of this plays appearance on the stage gave Old Fortunatus to the world of readers was the hand to which we owe the finer scenes or passages of Lusts Dominion, the whole of the opening scene bears such apparent witness as requires no evidence to support and would require very conclusive evidence to confute it. The sweet spontaneous luxury of the lines in which the queen strives to seduce her paramour out of sullenness has the very ring of Dekkers melody: the rough and reckless rattle of the abrupt rhymes intended to express a sudden vehemence of change and energy; the constant repetition or reiteration of interjections and ejaculations which are evidently supposed to give an air of passionate realism and tragic nature to the jingling and jerky dialogue; many little mannerisms too trivial to specify and too obvious to mistake; the occasional spirit and beauty, the frequent crudity and harshness, of the impetuous and uncertain style; the faults no less than the merits, the merits as plainly as the faults, attest the presence of his fitful and wilful genius with all the defects of its qualities and all the weakness of its strength. The chaotic extravagance of collapse which serves by way of catastrophe to bring the action headlong to a close is not more puerile in the violence of its debility than the conclusions of other plays by Dekker; conclusions which might plausibly appear, to a malcontent or rather to a lenient reader, the improvisations of inebriety. There is but one character which stands out in anything of life-like relief; for the queen and her paramour are but the usual diabolic puppets of the contemporary tragic stage: but there is something of life-blood in the part of the honest and hot-headed young prince. This too is very like Dekker, whose idle and impatient energy could seldom if ever sustain a diffused or divided interest, but except when working hopelessly and heartlessly against time was likely to fix on some special point, and give life at least to some single figure.

There is nothing incongruous in his appearance as a playwright in partnership with Middleton or with Chettle, with Haughton or with Day; but a stranger association than that of Massingers name with Dekkers it would not be easy to conceive. Could either poet have lent the other something of his own best quality, could Massinger have caught from Dekker the freshness and spontaneity of his poetic inspiration, and Dekker have learned of Massinger the conscientious excellence and studious self-respect of his dramatic workmanship, the result must have been one of the noblest and completest masterpieces of the English stage. As it is, the famous and beautiful play which we owe to the alliance of their powers is a proverbial example of incongruous contrasts and combinations. The opening and the closing scenes were very properly and very fortunately consigned to the charge of the younger and sedater poet: so that, whatever discrepancy may disturb the intervening acts, the grave and sober harmonies of a temperate and serious artist begin and end the concert in perfect correspondence of consummate execution. The first act of The Virgin Martyr, said Coleridge, is as fine an act as I remember in any play. And certainly it would be impossible to find one in which the business of the scene is more skilfully and smoothly opened, with more happiness of arrangement, more dignity and dexterity of touch. But most lovers of poetry would give it all, and a dozen such triumphs of scenical and rhetorical composition, for the brief dialogue in the second act between the heroine and her attendant angel. Its simplicity is so childlike, its inspiration so pure in instinct and its expression so perfect in taste, its utterance and its abstinence, its effusion and its reserve, are so far beyond praise or question or any comment but thanksgiving, that these forty-two lines, homely and humble in manner as they are if compared with the refined rhetoric and the scrupulous culture of Massinger, would suffice to keep the name of Dekker sweet and safe forever among the most memorable if not among the most pre-eminent of his kindred and his age. The four scenes of rough and rank buffoonery which deface this act and the two following have given very reasonable offence to critics from whom they have provoked very unreasonable reflections. That they represent the coarser side of the genius whose finer aspect is shown in the sweetest passages of the poem has never been disputed by any one capable of learning the rudiments or the accidence of literary criticism. An admirable novelist and poet who had the misfortune to mistake himself for a theologian and a critic was unlucky enough to assert that he knew not on what ground these brutal buffooneries had been assigned to their unmistakable author; in other words, to acknowledge his ignorance of the first elements of the subject on which it pleased him to write in a tone of critical and spiritual authority. Not even when his unwary and unscrupulous audacity of self-confidence impelled Charles Kingsley to challenge John Henry Newman to the duel of which the upshot left him gasping so piteously on the ground selected for their tournament  not even then did the author of Hypatia display such a daring and immedicable capacity of misrepresentation based on misconception as when this most ingenuously disingenuous of all controversialists avowed himself aware of no canons of internal criticism which would enable us to decide as boldly as Mr. Gifford does that all the indecency is Dekkers and all the poetry Massingers. Now the words of Giffords note on the dialogue of which I have already spoken, between the saint and the angel, are these: What follows is exquisitely beautiful.... I am persuaded that this also was written by Dekker. And seeing that no mortal critic but Kingsley ever dreamed of such absurdity as Kingsley rushes forward to refute, his controversial capacity will probably be regarded by all serious students of poetry or criticism as measurable by the level of his capacity for accurate report of fact or accurate citation of evidence.

There are times when we are tempted to denounce the Muse of Dekker as the most shiftless and shameless of slovens or of sluts; but when we consider the quantity of work which she managed to struggle or shuffle through with such occasionally admirable and memorable results, we are once more inclined to reclaim for her a place of honor among her more generally respectable or reputable sisters. I am loath to believe what I see no reason to suppose, that she was responsible for the dismal drivel of a poem on the fall of Jerusalem, which is assigned, on the surely dangerous ground of initials subscribed under the dedication, to a writer who had the misfortune to share these initials with Thomas Deloney. The ballad-writing hack may have been capable of sinking so far below the level of a penny ballad as to perpetrate this monstrous outrage on human patience and on English verse; but the most conclusive evidence would be necessary to persuade a jury of competent readers that a poet must be found guilty of its authorship. And we know that a pamphlet or novelette of Deloneys called Thomas of Reading; or, the Six Worthy Yeomen of the West, was ascribed to Dekker until the actual author was discovered. Dr. Grosart, to whom we owe the first collected edition of Dekkers pamphlets, says in the introduction to the fifth of his beautiful volumes that he should have doubted the responsibility of Dekker for a poem with which it may perhaps be unfair to saddle even so humble a hackney on the poetic highway as the jaded Pegasus of Deloney, had he not been detected as the author of another religious book. But this latter is a book of the finest and rarest quality  one of its authors most unquestionable claims to immortality in the affection and admiration of all but the most unworthy readers; and Canaans Calamity is one of the worst metrical samples extant of religious rubbish. As far as such inferential evidence can be allowed to attest anything, the fact of Dekkers having written one of the most beautiful and simple of religious books in prose tends surely rather to disprove than to prove his authorship of one of the feeblest and most pretentious of semi-sacred rhapsodies in verse.



It would be a very notable addition to Dekkers claims on our remembrance if he had indeed written the admirable narrative, worthy of Defoe at his very best, which describes with such impressive simplicity of tragic effect the presageful or premonitory anguish of a man on his unconscious way to a sudden and a secret death of unimaginable horror. Had Deloney done more such work as this, and abjured the ineffectual service of an inauspicious Muse, his name would now be famous among the founders and the masters of realistic fiction.

Among his numerous pamphlets, satirical or declamatory, on the manners of his time and the observations of his experience, one alone stands out as distinct from the rest by right of such astonishing superiority in merit of style and interest of matter that I prefer to reserve it for separate and final consideration. But it would require more time and labor than I can afford to give an adequate account of so many effusions or improvisations as served for fuel to boil the scanty and precarious pot of his uncertain and uncomfortable sustenance. The Wonderful Year of the death of Elizabeth, the accession of James, and the devastation of London by pestilence, supplied him with matter enough for one of his quaintest and liveliest tracts: in which the historical part has no quality so valuable or remarkable as the grotesque mixture of horror and humor in the anecdotes appended like a merry epilogue to a dull play, of purpose to shorten the lives of long winters nights that lie watching in the dark for us, with touches of rude and vivid pleasantry not unworthy to remind us, I dare not say of the Decameron, but at least of the Cent Nouvelles Nouvelles. In The Seven Deadly Sins of London  one of the milder but less brilliant Latter-day Pamphlets of a gentler if no less excitable Carlyle  there are touches of earnest eloquence as well as many quaint and fitful illustrations of social history; but there is less of humorous vigor and straightforward realism than in the preceding tract. And yet there are good things to be gathered out of this effusive and vehement lay sermon; this sentence, for example, is worth recollection: He is not slothful that is only lazy, that only wastes his good hours and his silver in luxury and licentious ease:  no, he is the true slothful man, that does no good. And there is genuine insight as well as honesty and courage in his remonstrance with the self-love and appeal against the self-deceit of his countrymen, so prone to cry out on the cruelty of others, on the blood-thirstiness of Frenchmen and Spaniards, and to overlook the heavy-headed brutality of their own habitual indifference and neglect. Although the cruelty of penal laws be now abrogated, yet the condition of the poorest among us is assuredly not such that we can read without a sense of their present veracity the last words of this sentence: Thou setst up posts to whip them when they are alive: set up an hospital to comfort them being sick, or purchase ground for them to dwell in when they be well; and that is, when they be dead. The next of Dekkers tracts is more of a mere imitation than any of his others: the influence of a more famous pamphleteer and satirist, Tom Nash, is here not only manifest as that of a model, but has taken such possession of his disciple that he is hardly more than a somewhat servile copyist; not without a touch of his masters more serious eloquence, but with less than little of his peculiar energy and humor. That rushing wind of satire, that storm of resonant invective, that inexhaustible volubility of contempt, which rages through the controversial writings of the lesser poet, has sunk to a comparative whisper; the roar of his Homeric or Rabelaisian laughter to a somewhat forced and artificial chuckle. This News from Hell, brought by the Devils Carrier, and containing The Devils Answer to Pierce Penniless, might have miscarried by the way without much more loss than that of such an additional proof as we could have been content to spare of Dekkers incompetence to deal with a subject which he was curiously fond of handling in earnest and in jest. He seems indeed to have fancied himself, if not something of a Dante, something at least of a Quevedo; but his terrors are merely tedious, and his painted devils would not terrify a babe. In this tract, however, there are now and then some fugitive felicities of expression; and this is more than can be said for either the play or the poem in which he has gone, with feebler if not more uneasy steps than Miltons Satan, over the same ground of burning marl. There is some spirit in the prodigals denunciation of his miserly father: but the best thing in the pamphlet is the description of the soul of a hero bound for paradise, whose name is given only in the revised and enlarged edition which appeared a year later under the title of A Knights Conjuring; done in earnest; discovered in jest. The narrative of William Eps his death is a fine example of that fiery sympathy with soldiers which glows in so many pages of Dekkers verse, and flashes out by fits through the murky confusion of his worst and most formless plays; but the introduction of thil hero is as fine a passage of prose as he has left us:

The foremost of them was a personage of so composed a presence, that Nature and Fortune had done him wrong, if they had not made him a soldier. In his countenance there was a kind of indignation, fighting with a kind of exalted joy, which by his very gesture were apparently decipherable; for he was jocund, that his soul went out of him in so glorious a triumph; but disdainfully angry, that she wrought her enlargement through no more dangers: yet were there bleeding witnesses enow on his breast, which testified, he did not yield till he was conquered, and was not conquered, till there was left nothing of a man in him to be overcome.

That the poets loyalty and devotion were at least as ardent when offered by his gratitude to sailors as to soldiers we may see by this description of The Seaman in his next work:

A progress doth he take from realm to realm, With goodly water-pageants borne before him; The safety of the land sits at his helm, No danger here can touch, but what runs oer him: But being in heavens eye still, it doth restore him To livelier spirts; to meet death with ease, If thou wouldst know thy maker, search the seas.



The italics are here the authors.

These homely but hearty lines occur in a small and mainly metrical tract bearing a title so quaint that I am tempted to transcribe it at length: The Double PP. A Papist in Arms. Bearing Ten several Shields. Encountered by the Protestant. At Ten several Weapons. A Jesuit Marching before them. Cominùs and Eminùs. There are a few other vigorous and pointed verses in this little patriotic impromptu, but the greater part of it is merely curious and eccentric doggrel.

The next of Dekkers tracts or pamphlets was the comparatively well-known Gulls Hornbook. This brilliant and vivid little satire is so rich in simple humor, and in life-like photography taken by the sunlight of an honest and kindly nature, that it stands second only to the authors masterpiece in prose, The Bachelors Banquet, which has waited so much longer for even the limited recognition implied by a private reprint. There are so many witty or sensible or humorous or grotesque excerpts to be selected from this pamphlet  and not from the parts borrowed or copied from a foreign satire on the habits of slovenly Hollanders  that I take the first which comes under my notice on reopening the book; a study which sets before us in fascinating relief the professional poeticule of a period in which as yet clubs, coteries, and newspapers were not  or at the worst were nothing to speak of:

If you be a Poet, and come into the Ordinary (though it can be no great glory to be an ordinary Poet) order yourself thus. Observe no man, doff not cap to that gentleman to-day at dinner, to whom, not two nights since, you were beholden for a supper; but, after a turn or two in the room, take occasion (pulling out your gloves) to have Epigram, or Satire, or Sonnet fastened in one of them, that may (as it were unwittingly to you) offer itself to the Gentlemen: they will presently desire it: but, without much conjuration from them, and a pretty kind of counterfeit lothness in yourself, do not read it; and, though it be none of your own, swear you made it.

This coupling of injunction and prohibition is worthy of Shakespeare or of Sterne:

Marry, if you chance to get into your hands any witty thing of another mans, that is somewhat better, I would counsel you then, if demand be made who composed it, you may say: Faith, a learned Gentleman, a very worthy friend. And this seeming to lay it on another man will be counted either modesty in you, or a sign that you are not ambitious of praise, or else that you dare not take it upon you, for fear of the sharpness it carries with it.

The modern poetaster by profession knows a trick worth any two of these: but it is curious to observe the community of baseness, and the comparative innocence of awkwardness and inexperience, which at once connote the species and denote the specimens of the later and the earlier animalcule.

The Jests to make you merry, which in Dr. Grosarts edition are placed after The Gulls Horn-book, though dated two years earlier, will hardly give so much entertainment to any probable reader in our own time as The Misery of a Prison, and a Prisoner, will give him pain to read of in the closing pages of the same pamphlet, when he remembers how long  at the lowest computation  its author had endured the loathsome and hideous misery which he has described with such bitter and pathetic intensity and persistency in detail. Well may Dr. Grosart say that it shocks us to-day, though so far off, to think of 1598 to 1616 onwards covering so sorrowful and humiliating trials for so finely touched a spirit as was Dekkers; but I think as well as hope that there is no sort of evidence to that surely rather improbable as well as deplorable effect. It may be possible, but it is barely possible, that some seven years continuous imprisonment is the explanation of an ambiguous phrase which is now incapable of any certain solution, and capable of many an interpretation far less deplorable than this. But in this professedly comic pamphlet there are passages as tragic, if not as powerful, as any in the immortal pages of Pickwick and Little Dorrit which deal with a later but a too similar phase of prison discipline and tradition:

The thing that complained was a man: Thy days have gone over thee like the dreams of a fool, thy nights like the watchings of a madman.  Oh sacred liberty! with how little devotion do men come into thy temples, when they cannot bestow upon thee too much honor! Thy embracements are more delicate than those of a young bride with her lover, and to be divorced from thee is half to be damned! For what else is a prison but the very next door to hell? It is a mans grave, wherein he walks alive: it is a sea wherein he is always shipwrackt: it is a lodging built out of the world: it is a wilderness where all that wander up and down grow wild, and all that come into it are devoured.

In Dekkers next pamphlet, his Dream, there are perhaps half a dozen tolerably smooth and vigorous couplets immersed among many more vacuous and vehement in the intensity of their impotence than any reader and admirer of his more happily inspired verse could be expected to believe without evidence adduced. Of imagination, faith, or fancy, the ugly futility of this infernal vision has not  unless I have sought more than once for it in vain  a single saving trace or compensating shadow.

Two years after he had tried his hand at an imitation of Nash, Dekker issued the first of the pamphlets in which he attempted to take up the succession of Robert Greene as a picaresque writer, or purveyor of guide-books through the realms of rascaldom. The Bellman of London, or Rogues Horn-book, begins with a very graceful and fanciful description of the quiet beauty and seclusion of a country retreat in which the author had sought refuge from the turmoil and forgetfulness of the vices of the city; and whence he was driven back upon London by disgust at the discovery of villany as elaborate and roguery as abject in the beggars and thieves of the country as the most squalid recesses of metropolitan vice or crime could supply. The narrative of this accidental discovery is very lively and spirited in its straightforward simplicity, and the subsequent revelations of rascality are sometimes humorous as well as curious: but the demand for such literature must have been singularly persistent to evoke a sequel to this book next year, Lantern and Candle-light; or, the Bellmans Second Night-walk, in which Dekker continues his account of vagrant and villanous society, its lawless laws and its unmannerly manners; and gives the reader some vivid studies, interspersed with facile rhetoric and interlarded with indignant declamation, of the tricks of horse-dealers and the shifts of gypsies  or moon-men as he calls them; a race which he regarded with a mixture of angry perplexity and passionate disgust. A Strange Horse-race between various virtues and vices gives occasion for the display of some allegoric ingenuity and much indefatigable but fatiguing pertinacity in the exposure of the more exalted swindlers of the age  the crafty bankrupts who anticipated the era of the Merdles described by Dickens, but who can hardly have done much immediate injury to a capitalist of the rank of Dekker. Here too there are glimpses of inventive spirit and humorous ingenuity; but the insufferable iteration of jocose demonology and infernal burlesque might tempt the most patient and the most curious of readers to devote the author, with imprecations or invocations as elaborate as his own, to the spiritual potentate whose last will and testament is transcribed into the text of this pamphlet.

In The Dead Term such a reader will find himself more or less relieved by the return of his author to a more terrene and realistic sort of allegory. This recriminatory dialogue between the London and the Westminster of 1608 is now and then rather flatulent in its reciprocity of rhetoric, but is enlivened by an occasional breath of genuine eloquence, and redeemed by touches of historic or social interest. The title and motto of the next years pamphlet Work for Armourers; or, the Peace is Broken.  God help the Poor, the rich can shift  were presumably designed to attract the casual reader, by what would now be called a sensational device, to consideration of the social question between rich and poor  or, as he puts it, between the rival queens, Poverty and Money. The forces on either side are drawn out and arrayed with pathetic ingenuity, and the result is indicated with a quaint and grim effect of humorous if indignant resignation. The Ravens Almanack of the same year, though portentous in its menace of plague, famine, and civil war, is less noticeable for its moral and religious declamation than for its rather amusing than edifying anecdotes; which, it must again be admitted, in their mixture of jocular sensuality with somewhat ferocious humor, rather remind us of King Louis XI. than of that royal novelists Italian models or precursors. A Rod for Runaways is the title of a tract which must have somewhat perplexed the readers who came to it for practical counsel or suggestion, seeing that the very title-page calls their attention to the fact that, if they look back, they may behold many fearful judgments of God, sundry ways pronounced upon this city, and on several persons, both flying from it and staying in it. What the medical gentleman to whom this tract was dedicated may have thought of the authors logic and theology, we can only conjecture. But even in this little pamphlet there are anecdotes and details which would repay the notice of a social historian as curious in his research and as studious in his condescension as Macaulay.

A prayer-book written or compiled by a poet of Dekkers rank in Dekkers age would have some interest for the reader of a later generation even if it had not the literary charm which distinguishes the little volume of devotions now reprinted from a single and an imperfect copy. We cannot be too grateful for the good-fortune and the generous care to which we are indebted for this revelation of a work of genius so curious and so delightful that the most fanatical of atheists or agnostics, the hardest and the driest of philosophers, might be moved and fascinated by the exquisite simplicity of its beauty. Hardly even in those almost incomparable collects which Macaulay so aptly compared with the sonnets of Milton shall we find sentences or passages more perfect in their union of literary grace with ardent sincerity than here. Quaint as are several of the prayers in the professional particulars of their respective appeals, this quaintness has nothing of irreverence or incongruity: and the subtle simplicity of cadence in the rhythmic movement of the style is so nearly impeccable that we are perplexed to understand how so exquisite an ear as was Dekkers at its best can have been tolerant of such discord or insensible to such collapse as so often disappoints or shocks us in the hastier and cruder passages of his faltering and fluctuating verse. The prayer for a soldier going to battle and his thanksgiving after victory are as noble in the dignity of their devotion as the prayers for a woman in travail and for them that visit the sick are delicate and earnest in their tenderness. The prayer for a prisoner is too beautiful to stand in need of the additional and pathetic interest which it derives from the fact of its authors repeated experience of the misery it expresses with such piteous yet such manful resignation. The style of these faultlessly simple devotions is almost grotesquely set off by the relief of a comparison with the bloated bombast and flatulent pedantry of a prayer by the late Queen Elizabeth which Dekker has transcribed into his text  it is hardly possible to suppose, without perception of the contrast between its hideous jargon and the refined purity of his own melodious English. The prayer for the Council is singularly noble in the eloquence of its patriotism: the prayer for the country is simply magnificent in the austere music of its fervent cadences: the prayer in time of civil war is so passionate in its cry for deliverance from all danger of the miseries then or lately afflicting the continent that it might well have been put up by a loyal patriot in the very heat of the great war which Dekker might have lived to see break out in his own country. The prayer for the evening is so beautiful as to double our regret for the deplorable mutilation which has deprived us of all but the opening of the morning prayer. The feathers fallen from the wings of these Four Birds of Noahs Ark would be worth more to the literary ornithologist than whole flocks of such tame villatic fowl as people the ordinary coops and hen-roosts of devotional literature.



A noticeable instance of the use of a common word in the original and obsolete sense of its derivation may be cited from the unfortunately truncated and scanty fragment of a prayer for the court: Oh Lord, be thou a husband (house-band) to that great household of our King.

One work only of Dekkers too often overtasked and heavy-laden genius remains to be noticed: it is one which gives him a high place forever among English humorists. No sooner has the reader run his eye over the first three or four pages than he feels himself, with delight and astonishment, in the company of a writer whose genius is akin at once to Goldsmiths and to Thackerays; a writer whose style is so pure and vigorous, so lucid and straightforward, that we seem to have already entered upon the best age of English prose. Had Mr. Matthew Arnold, instead of digging in Chapman for preposterous barbarisms and eccentricities of pedantry, chanced to light upon this little treatise, or had he condescended to glance over Daniels compact and admirable Defence of Rhyme, he would have found in writers of the despised Shakespearean epoch much more than a foretaste of those excellent qualities which he imagined to have been first imported into our literature by writers of the age of Dryden. The dialogue of the very first couple introduced with such skilful simplicity of presentation at the opening of Dekkers pamphlet is worthy of Sterne: the visit of the gossip or kinswoman in the second chapter is worthy of Molière, and the humors of the monthly nurse in the third are worthy of Dickens. The lamentations of the lady for the decay of her health and beauty in consequence of her obsequious husbands alleged neglect, no more like the woman I was than an apple is like an oyster; the description of the poor man making her broth with his own hands, jeered at by the maids and trampled underfoot by Mrs. Gamp; the preparations for the christening supper and the preliminary feast of scandal  are full of such bright and rich humor as to recall even the creator of Dogberry and Mrs. Quickly. It is of Shakespeare again that we are reminded in the next chapter, by the description of the equipage to which the husband of a woman that hath a charge of children is reduced when he has to ride to the assizes in sorrier plight than Petruchio rode in to his wedding; the details remind us also of Balzac in the minute and grotesque intensity of their industrious realism: but the scene on his return reminds us rather of Thackeray at the best of his bitterest mood  the terrible painter of Mrs. Mackenzie and Mrs. General Baynes. The humor of a woman that marries her inferior by birth deals with more serious matters in a style not unworthy of Boccaccio; and no comedy of the time  Shakespeares always excepted  has a scene in it of richer and more original humor than brightens the narrative which relates the woes of the husband who invites his friends to dinner and finds everything under lock and key. Hardly in any of Dekkers plays is the comic dialogue so masterly as here  so vivid and so vigorous in its life-like ease and spontaneity. But there is not one of the fifteen chapters, devoted each to the description of some fresh humor, which would not deserve, did space and time allow of it, a separate note of commentary. The book is simply one of the very finest examples of humorous literature, touched now and then with serious and even tragic effect, that can be found in any language; it is generally and comparatively remarkable for its freedom from all real coarseness or brutality, though the inevitable change of manners between Shakespeares time and our own may make some passages or episodes seem now and then somewhat over-particular in plain speaking or detail. But a healthier, manlier, more thoroughly good-natured and good-humored book was never written; nor one in which the authors real and respectful regard for womanhood was more perceptible through the veil of a satire more pure from bitterness and more honest in design.

The list of works over which we have now glanced is surely not inconsiderable; and yet the surviving productions of Dekkers genius or necessity are but part of the labors of his life. If he wanted  as undoubtedly he would seem to have wanted  that infinite capacity for taking pains which Carlyle professed to regard as the synonyme of genius, he was at least not deficient in that rough-and-ready diligence which is habitually in harness, and cheerfully or resignedly prepared for the days work. The names of his lost plays  all generally suggestive of some true dramatic interest, now graver and now lighter  are too numerous to transcribe: but one at least of them must excite unspeakable amazement as well as indiscreet curiosity in every reader of Ariosto or La Fontaine who comes in the course of the catalogue upon such a title as Jocondo and Astolfo. How on earth the famous story of Giocondo could possibly be adapted for representation on the public stage of Shakespearean London is a mystery which the execrable cook of the execrable Warburton has left forever insoluble and inconceivable: for to that female fiend, the object of Sir Walter Scotts antiquarian imprecations, we owe, unless my memory misguides me, the loss of this among other irredeemable treasures.

To do justice upon the faults of this poet is easy for any sciolist: to do justice to his merits is less easy for the most competent scholar and the most appreciative critic. In despite of his rare occasional spurts or outbreaks of self-assertion or of satire, he seems to stand before us a man of gentle, modest, shiftless, and careless nature, irritable and placable, eager and unsteady, full of excitable kindliness and deficient in strenuous principle; loving the art which he professionally followed, and enjoying the work which he occasionally neglected. There is no unpoetic note in his best poetry such as there is too often  nay, too constantly  in the severer work and the stronger genius of Ben Jonson. What he might have done under happier auspices, or with a tougher fibre of resolution and perseverance in his character, it is waste of time and thought for his most sympathetic and compassionate admirers to assume or to conjecture: what he has done, with all its shortcomings and infirmities, is enough to secure for him a distinct and honorable place among the humorists and the poets of his country.


Dekker by Andrew Lang
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From History of English Literature, 1921

Thomas Dekker, as genial as Marston is crabbed, was a playwright and booksellers hack, concerning whose life little is known except that he was one of Henslowes hands in 1597; was redeemed by Henslowe from prison in the Poultry in 1598; and was still producing pamphlets in 1637. A Londoner by birth, he knew some Dutch, and as his Bryan in The Honest Whore proves, a little Gaelic. His most popular work in prose was The Gulls Hornbook, which is full of the details of life in the taverns; the thieves; the bona robas, usurers, fops, gamblers, all the world which is best known to the modern reader in The Fortunes of Nigel.

The social historian finds matter gloomy enough as a rule, in The Wonderful Year of the accession of James I; and The Seven Deadly Sins of London shows a helpless horror of the crowded poverty of the town. Mr. Swinburne found in one of Dekkers tracts a genius akin to Goldsmiths, Thackerays, Sternes, Molières, Dickenss, and not unlike Shakespeares; with Goldsmith he is often compared; he has given men medicines to make them love him.

Dekker collaborated with other playwrights, and his contributions are discerned by the bewildering light of internal evidence. Of his own pieces, The Shoe Makers Holiday (1600) is a broadly cheerful comedy; the jolly son of St. Hugh, Simon Eyre, becomes Lord Mayor, and, in the upper plot, the hero, Lacy, is very readily pardoned after deserting his regiment in France to woo another Mayors daughter in the disguise of a shoemaker.

The Honest Whore, in two parts, shows Bellafront as a Magdalen redeemed by a sudden love which does not find its earthly close; she marries a scamp to whom, in the Second Part, she plays the Patient Grizel, backed by her father disguised as an old serving-man. There is abundance of the inevitable ribaldry.

In a play devoted to Patient Grissil, that ideal of the dramatists, occurs the lovely lyric Art thou poor, Yet hast thou golden slumbers; in Old Fortunatus (in the story of the Magical Purse) is Fortunes kind, cry holiday: other pretty songs occur in The Suns Darling (Ford and Dekker).

Satiromastix, as we have seen, secures for Dekker the praise of audacity, for no craven would have attacked Ben Jonson. There are fine tirades of imaginative blank verse in Fortunatus. Dekker admired a thoroughly good woman, whether converted or needing no conversion, as most of his fraternity and as Fielding did. But Fortune, if she sometimes cried holiday to Dekker, was never kind. He is best remembered for his songs and for the words

the best of men
That eer wore earth about him was a sufferer,
A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit;
The first true gentleman that ever breathed.

When Lamb tells us that Dekker had poetry enough for anything: when Mr. Swinburne declares that Dekker was endowed in the highest degree with the gifts of graceful and melodious fancy, tender and cordial humour, vivid and pathetic realism, a spontaneous refinement, and an exquisite simplicity of expression, we wish to search for his privately reprinted works in prose, and the solitary edition of his plays.

But on the other hand we are told that his Satiromastix is not too severely called a preposterous medley: that his besetting vice is reckless and sluttish incoherence; that one play can be best explained as the work of an intoxicated man in a debtors prison; that there are times when we are tempted to denounce the Muse of Dekker as the most shiftless and shameless of slovens and of sluts. Dekker wrote several pamphlets, which, in a sort, resemble some minor work of Daniel de Foe.
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Reconstruction of the Fortune Theatre, drawn by Walter Godfrey in 1911 many of Dekkers early plays were performed here. The playhouse was located between Whitecross Street and the modern Golden Lane, just outside the City of London.
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The plaque commemorating the site of the theatre


Thomas Dekker by Ernest Rhys
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In Henslowes Diary, among the curious items which Alleyns fellow manager in the Fortune and other theatres set down concerning his transactions in the plays of the time, the name of a certain Mr. Dickers, will be found under date 8th of January, 1597. In this way, the adventure of Thomas Dekker into the precarious field of dramatic authorship is first recorded for us. The entry refers to some twenty shillings lent unto Thomas Dowton to buy a book of Dekkers, no doubt the MS. of some play written by him, the name of which, however, is not given. A week later, a second entry notes again a disbursement, this time of four pounds, also for a book of his called Fayeton (Phaeton), possibly a further part of the same work. The third entry referring to him is ominous: Lent unto the companey, the 4 of febreary 1598, to disecharge Mr. Dicker owt of the cownter in the powltrey, the some of fortie shillings. I saye dd to Thomas Dowton ... xxxxs. In the sorry indication of these three entries, showing first the promising emergence of the young playwright, and then immediately the coming of disaster upon him, and his being lodged for debt in the Counter in the Poultry, we have at once the key to Dekkers career. Dekker, perhaps the most original and most striking figure among the lesser known men of that brilliant array which follows Marlowe, is at the same time one of the most unfortunate in his life and its artistic outcome, judged by the standard of his own genius. It was as if Fortune, to take a figure from his own play, having first presented him with the gift which, as a poet of the time, he most desired,  the playwrights great opportunity, then turned upon him, and said,  

But now go dwell with cares, and quickly die.

If, however, he lived with cares, he laughed at them, and he was too strong to let them kill him outright. But, nevertheless, there they were; they never perhaps quite upset that undaunted good-humour of his, but they defeated him as an artist, they allied themselves insidiously with his own natural weaknesses to defeat the consummation of a really great poetic faculty.

Dekker, however, is one of those authors whose personal effect tends to outgo the purely artistic one. He has the rare gift of putting heart into everything he says, and because of this abounding heartiness of his, it is hard to measure him by the absolute standards of criticism. Indeed, after the endless shortcomings and disappointments of his verse and prose have been estimated and written against him, he remains, after all has been set down, still the same lovable, elusive being, a man of genius, a child of nature. For this reason, it is disappointing that so little is to be actually known of his life. As one reads his plays, and marks the strong individuality shown in them, the desire to know how he adjusted himself to the everyday life, and took its little defeats and encouragements, springs very strongly. It is the natural interest that one takes in men of his cordial humanity, and it is disappointing to be balked of its satisfaction.

The outline of Dekkers life is indeed singularly blank. We do not know exactly when he was born, or where; there is scarcely any clue to the important period of his youth, and his early struggles as a poet and playwright; we do not even know when he died. A few further entries in Henslowes Diary, whose value an uneasy sense of J. Payne Colliers editorial methods tends to depreciate, and a few incidental references in Dekkers own works, chiefly in the dedications and introductions to his plays, form the whole of the exact record which we have to rely upon.

In the dedication to Match Me in London, perhaps the most interesting of all the plays by him not included in this volume, which was published in 1631, he says, sadly enough, I have been a Priest in Apollos Temple many years, my voice is decaying with my Age, yet yours being clear and above mine shall much honour me, if you but listen to my old tunes. Again in 1637, in the dedicatory epistle of his prose tract, English Villainies Seven Several Times Pressed to Death, he refers more definitely to his three-score years. Sixty years back from 1637 gives us 1577, but as Collier tells us that he was married before 1594, and as we know that he had already won recognition as a young playwright in 1597, it will be well to read the term three-score years pretty freely, as meaning generally the term between sixty and seventy, and to put down the date of his birth at about the year 1569-70, or even a little earlier.

There is less uncertainty about his birthplace: various references in his prose tracts prove pretty certainly that he was born in London, as seems so fit in one of the most devoted of those poets who have celebrated the English capital. O thou beautifullest daughter of two united Monarchies! he cries, in his Seven Deadly Sins of London; from thy womb received I my being, from thy breasts my nourishment. This is confirmed by similar passages in the Dead Term, The Rod for Runaways, and other of the prose pamphlets. The particular spot in London where he was born is not however to be learnt, although Collier surmises that he was born in Southwark. The name itself,  whether Dekker or Decker, suggests a Dutch origin, which is further corroborated by the curious knowledge shown in the plays and prose tracts of Dutch people and Dutch books, to say nothing of the frequent Dutch realism of Dekkers dramatic method. Dr. Grosart, whose indefatigable energy of research was probably never exercised to so little purpose in the case of any author, discovered on the title-page of one copy of the civic Entertainment by Dekker, Troia-Nova-Triumphans, or London Triumphing, the words Merchant-Tailor written opposite his name, as if by one who had known him. From this we may again conjecture that his father was a tailor, and that possibly the boy went to Merchant Tailors School, and was intended for that trade. The intimate knowledge of the daily routine of tailors and shoemakers shops displayed in The Shoemakers Holiday, and other of the plays, bear every evidence of being drawn from actual experience. It is not a very wild imagination, therefore, to imagine that the boy Dekker may have been apprenticed in the ordinary way as a shoemaker or tailor, making escape from the craftsmans life as his poetic ambition grew hot, and at last inevitable, in its hazardous issue upon the path of a playwright and man of letters.

It is only by free inference from his works that we can possibly fill up the early part of his life, until, in 1597, as already noted, we find him committed to the life of an author and playwright, and tasting, no doubt, of its sweets, as in the early part of 1598 he had a sharp foretaste of its bitterness. Much of the description in his plays casts a vivid light upon this wild life of the playhouse and tavern which he, with other young poets of the extraordinary decade terminating the sixteenth century must have lived. Some of the scenes in The Honest Whore, and again in Satiromastix and other of the lesser known comedies, are full of this interest; and luminous passages also occur in the plays of his various collaborators. In some of his own prose works, especially in his singular guide to the gallants life in Elizabethan London, The Gulls Horn Book, Dekker has indirectly supplied a still more realistic account of the life lived by the young bloods who frequented the playhouses and taverns. From this inimitable book one gathers much curious detail for the picture of Dekkers daily surroundings. In Chapter V., which is headed, How a Gallant should behave himself in an Ordinary, the young hero of the period is advised to repair to the ordinary, or eating-house, so early as some half-hour after eleven; for then you shall find most of your fashion-mongers planted in the room waiting for meat. Amongst the types of gallant to whom Dekker gives special advice as to behaviour at the ordinary, is the poet:  

If you be a Poet, he says, and come into the Ordinary; though it can be no great glory to be an ordinary Poet; order yourself thus. Observe no man; doff not cap to that gentleman to-day at dinner, to whom, not two nights since, you were beholden for a supper; but, after a turn or two in the room, take occasion, pulling out your gloves, to have some Epigram, or Satire, or Sonnet fastened in one of them.... Marry, if you chance to get into your hands any witty thing of another mans, that is somewhat better; I would counsel you then, if demand be made who composed it, you may say: Faith, a learned Gentleman, a very worthy friend. And this seeming to lay it on another man will be counted either modesty in you, or a sign that you are not ambitious of praise, or else that you dare not take it upon you for fear of the sharpness it carries with it.

At dinner, directions are given in the same vein of irony, as to the manner of eating and so forth; and after dinner, among other occupations and diversions proposed for the afternoon figures the play. The next chapter is devoted accordingly to expounding How a Gallant should behave himself in a Playhouse. From the point of view of Dekkers dramatic work, this is naturally the most interesting part of the book. It gives us a vivid idea of the associations which would colour his thoughts as, the dinner hour over, the stream of gallants, prentices and so forth, issued from the ordinaries, the fashionable promenade in the Middle Aisle of St. Pauls, and elsewhere, and wended their way at afternoon to the play. Dekker, it is quite evident, speaks feelingly, remembering his own troubles, in these ironical counsellings to the Gull, who in his seat on the stage seems to have acted as a sort of irresponsible chorus, hindering rather than aiding the understanding of the play, however, and resented equally by the playwright and the playgoers in pit or gallery. Whither, proceeds the Horn Book,  

Whither therefore the gatherers of the public, or private Playhouse stand to receive the afternoons rent; let our Gallant having paid it, presently advance himself up to the Throne of the stage; I mean not into the lords room, which is now but the stages suburbs; no, ... but on the very rushes where the comedy is to dance, yea, and under the state of Cambyses himself, must our feathered ostrich, like a piece of ordnance, be planted valiantly, because impudently, beating down the mews and hisses of the opposed rascality. Here it continues By sitting on the stage, you may, without travelling for it, at the very next door ask whose play it is; and, by that Quest of Inquiry, the law warrants you to avoid much mistaking; if you know not the author, you may rail against him, and peradventure so behave yourself, that you may enforce the author to know you.

The refinements of torture to which the Elizabethan playwright was subject under this arrangement, must indeed have been infinite. Dekker further enlarges with the piteous irony of a long-suffering experience:  

It shall crown you with rich commendation, to laugh aloud in the middest of the most serious and saddest scene of the terriblest tragedy; and to let that clapper, your tongue, be tossed so high, that all the house may ring of it.

Again, even more suggestively  

Now, sir; if the writer be a fellow that hath either epigrammed you, or hath had a flirt at your mistress, or hath brought either your feather, or your red beard, or your little legs, etc., on the stage; you shall disgrace him worse than by tossing him in a blanket, or giving him the bastinado in a tavern, if, in the middle of his play, be it Pastoral or Comedy, Moral or Tragedy, you rise with a screwed and discontented face from your stool to be gone.

From another passage, it is clear that the first arrival of the gallant upon the stage, as seen from the front of the house, must have been almost as striking as this precipitate exit.

Present not yourself on the stage, it advises especially at a new play, until the quaking Prologue hath, by rubbing, got colour into his cheeks, and is ready to give the trumpets their cue that he is upon point to enter; for then it is time, as though you were one of the properties, or that you dropt out of the hangings, to creep from behind the arras, with your tripos or three-footed stool, in one hand, and a teston (tester,  sixpence) mounted between a forefinger and a thumb in the other.

From the ordinary to the playhouse, from the playhouse to the tavern, the satirist follows still as good-humouredly: the next places that are filled, after the playhouses be emptied are, or ought to be, taverns; into a tavern then let us next march, where the brains of one hogshead must be beaten out to make up another.

The ordinary, the playhouse, the tavern:  Dekker no doubt knew them only too well, but it is not to be inferred because of this that his life was an idle one. His extraordinary energy, at the beginning of his career at any rate, becomes clear when we turn to the record of his plays. We have already referred to those which he had been engaged to write for Henslowe, and which no doubt were written and duly performed before the appearance of The Shoemakers Holiday, the first of those actually remaining to us. The year 1599 especially, towards the middle of which The Shoemakers Holiday was published, must have been a year of immense activity. On the 9th and 16th April, Henslowe records a play by Dekker and Chettle, Troilus and Cressida. On the 2nd of May, a payment of five shillings was made to him, in earnest of a book called Orestes Furies, and again in the same month there are payments to him and Chettle, for The Tragedy of Agamemnon. In July and August, The Step-mothers Tragedy, is mentioned; and on the 1st of August, he receives forty shillings for a book called Bear-a-brain. In September he is associated with Jonson and Chettle, on account of a play called Robert the Second, King of Scots Tragedy. In January, 1599-1600, a book called Truths Supplication to Candlelight is mentioned, and the next month The Spanish Moors Tragedy in which Haughton and Day appear to have collaborated, and which, it has been thought, is the same as the play called Lusts Dominion sometime assigned to Marlowe. This has brought us past the time of the publication of The Shoemakers Holiday, the first edition of which probably appeared in July, 1599, if we are right in taking the entry against the 17th of that month in Henslowes Diary to refer to the buying of a book actually published, and not one merely in MS.

The Shoemakers Holiday represents Dekker admirably on the side of his facile humour and bright dramatic realism, as Old Fortunatus, which must have followed it very closely, represents him on the more purely poetical side. Taken as a whole, and as a successful accomplishment of what it attempts, this hearty comedy  so full of overflowing good humour  gives us Dekker on his happiest side. It displays all that genial interest in everything human, all that ready democratic sympathy, which, among the Elizabethans, Dekker has peculiarly displayed. The comedy is indeed the most perfect presentation of the brightness and social interest of the everyday Elizabethan life which is to be found in the English drama. It realises with admirable vividness certain simpler types of character, of which the people, as opposed to the aristocratic classes from which most of the dramatists drew their characters, was formed. The craftsmans life, merging itself in the citizens, is the end and all of the play; the King himself is but a shadow of social eminence compared with the Lord Mayor. Simon Eyre, the shoemaker, jolliest, most exuberant of all comedy types, is the very incarnation of the hearty English character on its prosperous workaday side, untroubled by spiritual misgivings and introspections; and he is so set amidst the rest of the characters as to delightfully fulfil the joyous main intention of the play.

The plot proper, as stated in the prose Argument, dealing with the romance of Lacy and his disguise as a shoemaker in order to win the love of Rose, is of less consequence indeed than the interest centred in the doings of Simon Eyre and his journeymen in the shoemakers shop. Of these Firk is a capital low-comedy character, a healthy, lusty animal, serving as an excellent dramatic foil to his more delicate companion Ralph, and to Lacy in his disguise as Hans, the Dutchman. Of the female characters, Eyres wife is a good sample of foolish, conventional femininity, well realised in the little she has to say and do. The most taking of the female parts, however, is Jane: the whole episode of Ralphs going to the wars, his delayed return to her, her wooing by Hammon, and her final rescue at the last moment by the band of shoemakers, is worked out with singular sweetness, and with great feeling for simple dramatic effect. One of the prettiest scenes in the whole of Dekker, is that where Jane is shown sitting alone in the shop sewing when Hammon approaches, and tries by fair means and foul to win her love. Compared with her, Rose, the heroine in chief, is indistinct. Sybil, the maid, however, is an excellent counterpart to Firk, the feminine to his masculine,  as unabashed in her innuendo as he in his blunt animalism.

Taken all through, this Pleasant Comedy of the Gentle Craft is one to be remembered with the score or so of the best comedies of pure joy of life which were produced by the Elizabethans; and remembered it probably will be even when Dekkers stronger and maturer work is overlooked. The abounding happiness that fills it is contagious; only here and there the note of trouble for Ralph and Jane occurs to set off the unadulterated comedy of the rest. The whole spirit of the play is expressed in the words of Simon Eyre when he sums up his philosophy for the edification of the Lord Mayor, who says to him, laughing Ha, ha, ha! I had rather than a thousand pound, I had an heart but half so light as yours; and Eyre replies, Why, what should I do, my Lord? A pound of care pays not a dram of debt. Hum, lets be merry whiles we are young; old age, sack and sugar, will steal upon us, ere we be aware. As pointed out in the notes to the play, it is worth remembering that Robert Herrick, who was a goldsmiths apprentice in London when the play was first performed there, seems to have in part appropriated these words of Eyres, and paraphrased them in one of his inimitable verses. Dekker has himself twice overflowed into song in the play, and the shoemakers drinking-song shows at once the exquisite lyric faculty which he possessed. Its chorus lingers long in the memory as an echo of the happy, boisterous life, well nourished with cakes and ale, of the Elizabethan craftsman:  

Trowl the bowl, the jolly nut-brown bowl,
And here, kind mate, to thee:
Lets sing a dirge for Saint Hughs soul,
And down it merrily.

The Shoemakers Holiday serves well as an instance of Dekkers realistic method. One sees in it a natural outcome of his prentice life in London, as a shoemaker, a seamster, or what not. In coming to Old Fortunatus on the other hand, we have Dekker as pure poet and idealist. Instead of the lusty zest of comedy, we have the romantic spirit in its perfection; the glamour of romance is cast over everything. Founded upon one of those fabulous histories in which the sixteenth century so loved to indulge its imagination, the play appeals directly to the sense of wonder and adventure which the poets, playwrights and story-tellers of the day, could always count upon in their audience. As pointed out in the preliminary note to the play, Dekkers version is founded upon an earlier one which was performed some three years before he began his. It would be interesting to discover what the character of the original version was, both in its general lines and in its details. In his admirable book, Studies in the Literary Relations of England and Germany in the sixteenth century, Mr. C. H. Herford has pointed out the resemblance in certain parts of the original legend and of the play to the story of Faustus. This indirectly leads us to the consideration of how far the writer of the earlier play may have been influenced, if at all, by the dramatic method of Marlowe. For in some parts of Dekkers version, the resemblance in the structure of the blank verse on occasion, and in the scenic and other detail, to Marlowe is striking. Only, in the verse, it is Tamburlaine rather than Dr. Faustus that is suggested, as for instance in Fortunes address to Fortunatus, when she appears to him with her array of discrowned kings and kings new-created.

These have I ruined, and exalted those:
These hands have conquered Spain: these brows fill up
The golden circle of rich Portugal.
Viriat a monarch now, but born a shepherd:
This Primislaus, a Bohemian King,
Last day a carter; this monk Gregory,
Now lifted to the Papal dignity.

The preceding passage, beginning Thou shalt be one of Fortunes minions, which contains too a direct reference to  

that great Scythian swain,
Fortunes best minion, warlike Tamburlaine,

is still more like Marlowe. Dekkers verse, it is true, does not march mail-clad like Marlowes: it has a plasticity and a suppleness which the others mighty line lacked, while it fails to achieve the same state and sustained dignity. But after all differences are allowed for, there is much in the blank verse in some parts of Old Fortunatus, which only Marlowe could have inspired.

This is not said with any thought of depreciating Dekker, who has so often been depreciated in order to add to the lustre of others, but because it marks an interesting point in his development as a poet and dramatist. Two things were enough in themselves to prevent his carrying on the tradition of Marlowe: one, and an insuperable one, his faculty of humour; the second, springing from the first, his lack of that sense of his own artistic dignity, failing which his genius never rose to its potential height. Signs of the power to achieve the very highest in poetry are scattered extravagantly all through Old Fortunatus, so that one does not wonder at Charles Lambs tremendous compliment. There are lines in it which have rarely been surpassed, and there are fewer lapses in the play than is usual with Dekker, in the inspired recklessness of his method. Dekkers theory of blank verse, in especial, was not a severe one. It admitted of a free interspersion of rhymed lines, and of other dubious modifications of the strict measure. But it is remarkable how successful many of the passages are in spite of these irregularities. Dekker had the privilege of genius, and the faculty of putting into words that rhythmical unction and natural charm which defy the exacter laws of prosody.

Part of the structural defects of the play are due to one of those exigencies to which the Elizabethan playwrights were peculiarly liable. Mr. C. H. Herford, in the book before alluded to, has shewn that Dekker had practically finished the play on the lines of the original fable of Fortunatus, when it was ordered for performance at Court, whereupon further special additions were made with a view to this. Thus, it will be perceived that there are two prologues; while a serious interference with the original lines of the play is shown in the intrusion of Virtue and Vice, in the fashion of a Masque or Triumph, so as to upset the simple dramatic motive of the supremacy of Fortune. In this way, as Mr. Herford says, the right moral tension of the tragedy gives way to the decorous conventionalities of the Masque. For, the apparent moral effect gained by the triumph of Virtue over Vice and over Fortune is only one of appearance. Dekker had already, according to his wont, moralised the original story, which is innocent of moral intention. For instance, Andelocia, who like Fortunatus is in Dekkers hands a prodigal upon whom Fortune wreaks a tragic retribution, is in the original romance a hero to the last, using the immoral supremacy afforded by the Purse and Wishing Cap without either moral recoil or material injury to himself.

There are other parts, fine in themselves, but insufficiently related to the main line of the plot, whose inconsequence can not be excused because of any exterior later addition, as for instance, the Orleans episode. It is hard, at the same time, to have to find fault with an intrusion which has resulted so delightfully in itself; and we may best take leave of the play in the tempered eulogy of Mr. J. Addington Symonds, who, after speaking of certain of these defects, goes on to say, Among the poets most perfect achievements, however, are the scenes in which Orleans indulges a lovers lunacy in a passion of wild fancies. To quote passages would be to murder the effect. Nothing can be imagined finer than the paradoxes of this witty fanatic, in whose opinion the whole world is mad and he the only wise man left; who scorns the scorn of sober folk, extols deformity, and adores the very horns that sprout upon his ladys brow. The mastery of Dekker is shown throughout this comedy in the flesh and blood reality which he has given to abstractions; even the subordinate characters define each a clearly defined quality. Fortunatus and his sons have a higher degree of reality; while Virtue, Vice, and Fortune, withdrawn from human action and anxiety, survey the world from thrones and feel such passions only as befits immortals. They enter and depart in pomps and pageants to solemn strains of music.... To have conceived the comedy of Old Fortunatus proves Dekker a poet of no common order. A little more firmness in its ground-plan would have made it a masterpiece.

It may seem that undue attention has been given to these two plays, but in them will be found so characteristic an embodiment of Dekkers qualities as a playwright,  as a realistic writer of comedy and as a romantic poet, that they serve as an admirable illustration of the whole of his dramatic works. The next play of which we have any record is the famous burlesque upon Ben Jonson, Satiromastix, which was published in 1602. As an artistic whole, this deserves, no doubt, all that has been said against it; Dekkers awkward fashion of interweaving two more or less inconsequent dramatic motives was never displayed more unfortunately. But as a young poets retort upon an unsparing antagonist of Ben Jonsons autocratic position, the thing is surely not contemptible. The exaggerated reproduction of Jonsons Captain Tucca, in especial, which has been pointed to as proving a lack of invention on Dekkers part, was no doubt one of the favourite hits of the piece, an out-Heroding of Herod which could not fail to immensely tickle the playgoers of the day. And the appearance of Horace cleverly got up in imitation of the author of The Poetaster, labouring over an ode by candlelight, must have brought down the house.

O me thy priest inspire,
For I to thee and thine immortal name,
In  sacred raptures flowing, flowing  swimming, swimming:
In sacred raptures swimming,
Immortal name, game, dame, tame, lame, lame, lame,
 hath,  shame, proclaim, oh?  
In sacred raptures flowing, will proclaim, not  
O me thy priest inspire!
For I to thee and thine immortal name,
In flowing numbers filled with sprite and flame,
(Good, Good!) In flowing numbers filled with sprite and flame.

What is remarkable about Dekkers retort is its perfect good-humour; there is not a trace of vindictiveness in all its satire. Dekker probably took up the cudgels, as beforetime he first entered upon the literary career, more for the fun of it, than with any very deliberate or serious intention. Though the episode of Cœlestine has no conceivable reference to the Untrussing of the Humourous Poet, it is worth turning to for its own sake. Mr. Swinburnes conjecture that this part of the play was originally designed for another purpose, and was only used here for want of material to fill out the Jonson burlesque to the required length, is probably the correct one.

The reputation which Dekker won by Satiromastix seems to have been the cause of something of a new departure in the year following its publication; we find him then appearing for the first time as a prose-writer. He had already been engaged in writing Canaans Calamity; the Destruction of Jerusalem, in sensational doggrel,  the wretched hack-work of a few hasty hours, no doubt, written for some urgent bookseller, which I am afraid there is no sufficient reason to think with Mr. Swinburne that he did not compose. And now he may be said to have seriously begun his career as a man of letters, as distinct from a playwright, by the publication of an interesting work whose title-page well suggests its contents. The title runs:  The Wonderful Year: Wherein is shewed the picture of London lying sick of the Plague. At the end of all (like a merry Epilogue to a dull Play) certain tales are cut out in sundry fashions of purpose to shorten the lives of long winters nights, that lie watching in the dark for us. Passages in this work show clearly enough that Dekker had the making in him too of a prose writer, if he could only learn to master and rightly direct his faculty of words, but there is no pervading sense of the art of prose in it. Immediately following The Wonderful Year, however, came another prose-work which in its way is perfect. The Bachelors Banquet is a delightful satire on the life matrimonial, pleasantly discoursing the variable humours of women, their quickness of wits and unsearchable deceits. Here we have Dekker at his best. His facile humour for once served him capably from beginning to end, and the result is a satire of inimitable pleasantry, full of his hearty spontaneity of fun, and all the more effective because, like Satiromastix, it is so devoid of any real offence. As if to offer atonement for having satirised woman-kind at all, it must have been about this time that he collaborated with Haughton and Chettle, in The Pleasant Comedy of Patient Grissill, with its charming picture of a womans ideal patience. As this play is to be given in a later volume, it need not be examined at length here.

And now, in 1604, we come to the work, of all Dekkers, which most fully and characteristically represents his genius, with its fund of great qualities and great defects  The Honest Whore. The second part of the play, it is true, was not published until many years later, but it will be convenient to take both parts together in considering it here, noting only significant changes in style and so forth. With the play as a whole, Hazlitts well-known criticism has become so inseparably identified and forms so incomparable an exposition, that I prefer to give it here instead of commentary of my own, completing it by what further notes seem to be required.

Old honest Dekkers Signior Orlando Friscobaldo I shall never forget! I became only of late acquainted with this last-mentioned worthy character! but the bargain between us is, I trust, for life. We sometimes regret that we had not sooner met with characters like this, that seem to raise, revive, and give a new zest to our being.... The execution is, throughout, as exact as the conception is new and masterly. There is the least colour possible used; the pencil drags; the canvas is almost seen through: but then, what precision of outline, what truth and purity of tone, what firmness of hand, what marking of character! The words and answers all along are so true and pertinent, that we seem to see the gestures, and to hear the tone with which they are accompanied. So when Orlando, disguised, says to his daughter, Youll forgive me, and she replies, I am not marble, I forgive you; or again, when she introduces him to her husband, saying simply, It is my father, there needs no stage-direction to supply the relenting tones of voice or cordial frankness of manner with which these words are spoken. It is as if there were some fine art to chisel thought, and to embody the inmost movements of the mind in every-day actions and familiar speech.

Simplicity and extravagance of style, homeliness and quaintness, tragedy and comedy, interchangeably set their hands and seals to this admirable production. We find the simplicity of prose with the graces of poetry. The stalk grows out of the ground; but the flowers spread their flaunting leaves in the air. The mixture of levity in the chief character bespeaks the bitterness from which it seeks relief; it is the idle echo of fixed despair, jealous of observation or pity. The sarcasm quivers on the lip, while the tear stands congealed on the eyelid. This tough senior, this impracticable old gentleman, softens into a little child; this choke-pear melts in the mouth like marmalade. In spite of his resolute professions of misanthropy, he watches over his daughter with kindly solicitude; plays the careful housewife; broods over her lifeless hopes; nurses the decay of her husbands fortune, as he had supported her tottering infancy; saves the high-flying Matheo from the gallows more than once, and is twice a father to them. The story has all the romance of private life, all the pathos of bearing up against silent grief, all the tenderness of concealed affection: there is much sorrow patiently borne, and then comes peace.... The manner too in which Infelice, the wife of Hippolito, is made acquainted with her husbands infidelity, is finely dramatic; and in the scene where she convicts him of his injustice, by taxing herself with incontinence first, and then turning his most galling reproaches to her into upbraidings against his own conduct, she acquits herself with infinite spirit and address. The contrivance by which, in the first part, after being supposed dead, she is restored to life, and married to Hippolito, though perhaps a little far-fetched, is affecting and romantic.



It must be constantly borne in mind, when reading the two parts of the play, that an interval of twenty-five years separates them, and that Orlando Friscobaldo is the creation of an obviously more matured imagination than are the characters of the earlier part. Indeed, the way in which Bellafronts casual mention of her fathers name in the earlier part is developed into so masterly a characterisation is very significant. In the period between, Dekker had gone through strange and bitter experience. According to Collier, he married early, and a daughter was baptised in his name as early as 1594, and we can only wonder what dark sorrow he had known, that he came to shape out of himself the inexpressible tragi-comedy of Bellafronts shame and her fathers love. There is all the difference between youth and age, indeed, in the two parts; and it is impressive to note how a conception, prompted mainly by the humourists artistic interest in the first instance, came to be wrought out and carried to the end with such a bitter freight of actuality. In this grim masterpiece, Dekker has used his realistic method with terrible sincerity, and yet, with so cunning a grasp of the nettle of shame that with its sting it yields a fragrance as of the perfect flower of love. The weakest parts of the play are those where Dekker conforms most to conventional dramatic methods, as in the forensic contest between Bellafront and Hippolito, which is dramatically weak, though in passages not ineffective. In Henslowes Diary, Middleton is mentioned as a collaborator in the play with Dekker, and there are parts of it which might very well be from his hand. Mr. A. H. Bullen conjectures that the scenes where Bellafront is first discovered in her chamber and again the shop scenes where the gallants try to irritate Candido, are chiefly Middletons. Mr. J. Addington Symonds considers also that the play as a whole has the movement of one of Middletons acknowledged plays. Making due allowance for every assistance of the kind, the essential merit of the whole work is so unmistakeably Dekkers, however, that the reader may safely leave Middleton out of court in considering the play as a whole, and put it down as Dekkers to all intents and purposes.

Before the publication of the first part, Dekker had, in 1603, in his Magnificent Entertainment given to King James, inserted some lines of Middletons, which proves that they were in contact about the time when the play was being written. After its publication Dekker apparently gave himself up for a while to prose-writing. In 1606, one of his best known pamphlets, The Seven Deadly Sins of London, appeared, which he himself affirmed on the title-page was only a weeks work, Opus Septem Dierum. The satire, though here and there forced, and roughly written, is not unimpressive, and contains many passages of vivid imaginative power. The Seven Deadly Sins, or as Dekker has it, The Names of the Actors in this Old Interlude of Iniquity, are not at all what one would be likely to expect. The terms by which they are designated are extravagantly metaphorical, and including Politic Bankruptism, Candlelight, and Shaving, and there is a special addendum to say that Seven may easily play this, but not without a Devil. Published in the same year, News from Hell, brought by the Devils Carrier, which resolves itself into The Devils Answer to Pierce Pennylesse, is a confused, gruesomely humoresque description of the nether regions, and of a Mephistophelian journey thence to London and other places in the upper world. The Double PP, a rather ungainly satire on the Papists, partly in prose, partly in verse, inspired by the Gunpowder Plot of 1605, also appeared in 1606.

The year 1607 shows Dekker at his worst as a playwright. The production of The Whore of Babylon marks the low-water mark of his unfortunate career. It is a sort of allegory, presenting Elizabeth as Titania, and other national and international topics in a hopelessly cumbrous disguise. As a rule Dekker illuminates even his hastiest productions with some gleam of true humour or imagination, but here there is hardly a redeeming touch of either, or, if one does exist, the dull atmosphere of the whole keeps it hidden from sight. Dekker atoned a little for his sins as a playwright in this year, however, by the issue of an interesting miscellany of prose writings, whose comprehensive title may be quoted in full:  Jests to make you Merry: With the Conjuring up of Cock Watt (the Walking Spirit of Newgate) to tell tales. Unto which is added the Misery of a Prison, and a Prisoner. And a Paradox in Praise of Serjeants. Written by T. D. and George Wilkins. George Wilkins, says Dr. Grosart, was in a small way a contemporary playwright; and it is impossible to say exactly what share he may have had in this strange composition. But some of the little stories among the Jests bear very clearly Dekkers touch, and The Misery of a Prison and a Prisoner is unmistakeably the pitiful and bitter expression of his own sorry experiences. In this year was also re-issued under the new title of A Knights Conjuring done in Earnest, discovered in Jest, the before-mentioned News from Hell, without anything to show that the book was chiefly a republication. There are some few additions to it, however, including an interesting vision of Chaucer, Spenser, Marlowe, Greene, Peele, and Nash in the haunts of Apollo.

Now, too, we find Dekker in collaboration with Webster, in the plays Westward Ho, Northward Ho, and Sir Thomas Wyatt. Of these, the first two are lively comedies of intrigue, affording many striking pictures of contemporary life, grossly realistic often, but not more so than is usual in comedies of the time. In Northward Ho the social diversions of the Greenshields and the Mayberrys are amusingly contrived, and there are passages in Westward Ho of a higher and poetic kind, as in the passage (Act iv., Sc. ii.) quoted by Mr. J. A. Symonds in his essay on Dekker:  

Go let Music
Charm with her excellent voice an awful silence
Through all this building, that her sphery soul
May, on the wings of air, in thousand forms,
Invisibly fly, yet be enjoyed.

The speeches of the earl in this play contain other rare imaginative touches, in strange contrast with the reckless farcical tenour of the piece generally. Sir Thomas Wyatt is less satisfactory, a medley of absurd printers errors adding to the confusion of what was probably a confused work at best. Marstons protest, as to the unfairness of taking seriously and critically plays which were hastily and carelessly written to meet the demand of the hour, must be remembered in judging plays like this. In addition to the plays which their authors revised and set forth with their deliberate imprimatur, many were written without any idea of publication; the playwrights looked upon them merely as a sort of journalism, which they did not wish to have judged by permanent artistic standards. It would be waste of time to deliberate over the exact share to be alloted to Dekker and Webster in these three plays. It will be noted, however, in the two comedies, that certain of the characters, as the Welsh captain and Hans in Northward Ho, speak in a dialect suspiciously like that of the dialect parts in Dekkers other plays.



For the next two or three years Dekker appears to have occupied himself again chiefly with prose. In 1608 appeared The Bellman of London, which is a sort of unconventional cyclopedia of thieving and vagabondage, containing much curious information about the shady side of Elizabethan life. Its importance in relation to Dekkers fondness for the same subject-maker in his plays, however, is somewhat lessened when we discover that the work is partly appropriated from a book first published about forty years before, in 1567, entitled A Caveat or Warning for Common Cursitors, vulgarly called Vagabonds; by Thomas Harman. The Bellman of London seems to have been successful; for it was followed the next year by a second book of the same kind, Lanthorn and Candle-light; or, The Bellmans Second Night Walk: also in part taken from Harman. In 1609 The Gulls Horn-book, which has already been referred to, was published,  by far the most important and interesting of all Dekkers prose works. Its value will be apparent from the passages already quoted, but to anyone who wishes to realise intimately the everyday life of the time, and its relation to Dekkers own environment, the book is simply indispensable. The initial conception, like most of Dekkers conceptions, was not original. The idea of it is taken from a Dutch book which Dekker had thought of translating into English verse, but, finding difficulties in the way, he decided instead to write a new prose work on the same lines. The earlier parts of the book are the least reliable, as here Dekker made free use of the Dutch original; but from Chap. iv., How a Gallant should behave Himself in Pauls Walk, onwards, the book is probably as true as it is humorously realistic in its descriptions, forming a delightful prose complement to the plays. The rest of Dekkers prose works, interesting as they are in themselves, have not enough bearing upon the plays to warrant me in any lengthy examination of them. Between the two Bellman books appeared The Dead Term; or, Westminsters Complaint for Long Vacations and Short Terms, which, amid some extravagance, contains a great deal in the way of description of London life, which is picturesque and historically valuable. In 1609 two other works followed or preceded The Gulls Horn-book. The most valuable of the two is entitled, Work for Armourers; or, the Peace is Broken, which contains some suggestive autobiographical references to Dekkers delight in history, to the hard lot of poetry and the drama, and to many other matters, interesting, personally, in approaching its main fancifully treated thesis of the struggle between Poverty and Money. The Ravens Almanack, the second of the two, is chiefly a budget of stories, with A Song sung by an Old Woman in a Meadow, which has something of Dekkers rougher lyrical quality in it.

In 1611 Dekker and Middleton came together again, and wrote conjointly The Roaring Girl, a vigorous comedy, whose heroine, Moll Cutpurse, goes about in the guise of a gallant, and wreaks summary vengeance upon offenders. In spite of her aggressive masculinity, she is somehow made in her way really attractive. Some of the scenes, as those in the Sempsters shop, and those in which the Gallipots and Tiltyards go duck-hunting, are full of contemporary colour. The Mayoralty Pageant of 1612 has already been mentioned. In that year also appeared an absurd semi-allegorical dramatic fantasy by Dekker, founded upon Machiavellis Belphegor,  If this be not a Good Play the Devil is in it, in which Devils, Zanies, Friars, Dancing Girls, and other human and superhuman elements are wrought into a curious medley of utter nonsense with real humour and fancy. From 1613 to 1616, Oldys informs us that Dekker was in prison again. An interesting and pathetic letter exists from him to Alleyne, who must have acted generously towards him throughout; the letter is dated Kings Bench, Sept. 12, 1616. It is significant that in the first year of his re-imprisonment, he issued a very remarkable book of prayers, entitled The Four Birds of Noahs Ark, to the profound eloquence and power of devotional expression in which, as in A Prayer for a Soldier, Mr. Swinburne has paid a well-deserved tribute. With A Strange Horse-Race, published also in 1613, were included the singular piece of humour, The Devils last Will and Testament, and another prose fantasy, The Bankrupts Banquet. A much more notable work is Dekker his Dream, which is mainly in verse. It is a rough and unpolished piece of work, most interesting autobiographically, but full of vigorous and sometimes very imaginative descriptions, and with occasional fine passages, as two lines, taken almost at random, will testify:  

Each man was both the lion and the prey,
And every corn-field an Aceldema.

Dekker did not emerge again as a playwright until 1622, when he appears with still another collaborator, the last man whom one would have expected him to work with,  Massinger. They wrote together The Virgin Martyr, which is, as might be expected, a patchwork of incongruous qualities. Dekker probably supplied both the weakest and the strongest parts of the play, the atrocious humorous passages, equally with the exquisitely tender scene, for instance, between Dorothea, the Virgin Martyr, and Angelo, a good spirit, serving Dorothea in the habit of a Page. This is the scene which won from Charles Lamb in his Specimens of the Elizabethan Dramatists, his unbounded tribute to Dekkers genius; and as the scene can be turned to there, I need not repeat it here, as I should otherwise be inclined to do.

There is no record of the next five years of Dekkers life. In 1628 and 1629 he again wrote the Mayoralty pageants under title Britannias Honour, and Londons Tempe, which at best contain glimpses of his true quality. In 1631, Match Me in London, a comedy of court intrigue in civic life, has something of his real genius again. It was in the dedicatory note of this play, to The Noble Lover, and deservedly beloved, of the Muses, Ludovick Carlisle, Esquire, Gentleman of the Bows, and Groom of the King and Queens Privy-Chamber, that Dekker so pathetically referred to his voice, Decaying with my Age. But comparatively with some of the second-rate pieces of ten, and even twenty years before, there is little sign of decay. Match Me in London shows, it is true, the prose side of Dekkers dramatic faculty, rather than its side of poetic exuberance; but the piece is as full of Dekkers old picturesque realism and genial humanity, as ever. The street and shop scenes, supposed to be placed chiefly in Seville, might just as well be in London: Dekker transfers the Counter there without hesitation, and except for occasional doubtful attempts at Spanish local colour, the whole play is as native as anything Dekker has done. The plot turns chiefly upon the attempt of the King to corrupt Tormiella, one of the brightest and most taking of all Dekkers heroines, whose guileless fidelity to her husband is delicately portrayed. The usual sub-plot in which Don John, the Kings brother, conspires for the throne, is less inconsequent than most of Dekkers supplementary plots, and the whole comedy is managed with a higher sense of dramatic form than Dekker often showed. Match Me in London, as being entirely Dekkers own composition, certainly deserves to rank with his half-dozen best plays, and I am sorry that it was not possible to find room for it in this edition, although the same ground has already been partly covered in his other comedies.

I confess I find it hard to understand how anyone can seriously prefer The Wonder of a Kingdom, which appeared some few years later, to Match Me in London, as Mr. J. A. Symonds has done. In the former we find Dekker for once working without any real pervading humanity; there are touches of his usual heartiness in it, but as a whole it is a heartless production  more a cold study of motives and passions than a sympathetic re-creation of them in forms of art. It was highly appropriate, indeed, that Dekker long before had been chosen as a champion to meet Ben Jonson, for the two men mark very clearly two types of poet and artist. Jonson in his plays worked largely from the mere curiosity about mens passions and motives, he wrought conceptions which sprang too often from an analytical interest, rather than the emotional human impulse which drives the poet to reflect mens strifes and destinies for simple loves sake. With Dekker it was different. Without perhaps consciously realising it, he worked mainly from this impulse of the heart, putting himself passionately into all that he characterised, in his exuberant, careless way. For once, however, in The Wonder of a Kingdom, he seems to have laid aside something of his natural kindliness. The episode of old Lord Vannis intrigue with Alphonsina is repulsive, unvisited as it is by even ordinary comedy retribution. It is only fair to allow, however, that Dekkers kindlier quality crops up in some scenes of the play, and Hazlitts testimony to Gentili, that truly ideal character of a magnificent patron, may be set against the comment of the German critic, Dr. Schmidt, who has said very truly, That the youthful fire which fills Fortunatus is in this drama extinguished.

Although the two remaining plays which Dekker wrote with Ford, The Suns Darling and The Witch of Edmonton, were not published till 1656 and 1658 respectively, they were certainly written and performed long before Match Me in London, probably helping to fill up the five blank years following that in which The Virgin Martyr appeared. The Suns Darling is a charming conception, inadequately wrought out, but nevertheless full of facile and exuberant poetic quality. The lyrics, especially, the best of which are undoubtedly Dekkers, are so fresh and full of impulse that one inclines to think that they date back to the first half of his life. Some of these have found their way, infrequently, into the anthologies, as that beginning, What bird so sings, yet so does wail, and again the delightful country song, in which one can forgive the mixture of musk-roses and daffodils, haymaking and hunting, lambs and partridges, in defiance of all rustic tradition, for the sake of its catching tune:  

Hay-makers, rakers, reapers and mowers,
Wait on your Summer Queen.
Dress up with musk-rose her eglantine bowers,
Daffodils strew the green....

The hero of this Moral Masque, as the authors term it,  Raybright, The Suns Darling, is shown in progression through the seasons under the Suns guidance, which he perverts in his restless pursuit of sensuous pleasure. All these scenes are full of suggestions of beauty, but they are imperfectly realised. Exquisite passages occur, however, as in the scene where Spring, Health, Youth, and Delight appear to Raybright, and Spring, wooing him in vain, proffers him the bay-tree:  

That tree shall now be thine, about it sit
All the old poets, with fresh laurel crowned,
Singing in verse the praise of chastity.

When it is too late, Raybright, filled with love for the Spring, is seized with remorse: so in turn all the seasons pass by, while Humour and Folly lead him always astray. The Suns peroration in addressing Raybright at the end of his foiled career is a solemn and profound, if rather fanciful, summing-up of life. Altogether The Suns Darling forms a valuable later complement to Old Fortunatus, and it is only to be regretted that its authors did not bestow upon it the longer, patient labour which would have made it worthy of its conception.

The Witch of Edmonton, the second play in which Ford and Dekker worked conjointly, is so utterly different to The Suns Darling that one finds it difficult to believe that the same hands can have been concerned in its production. Possibly the initial conception was Rowleys, and though it would not be easy to differentiate his exact share in any special scene or passage, there is a considerable residuum which marks itself off as unlike the work of Dekker or Ford. Dekkers share is more apparent. The scenes where Cuddy Banks and his fellow villagers disport themselves, some of those where the Witch herself appears, and again those of Susans love and sorrow, have by general critical consent been awarded to him. Part of the severer tragedy in the terrible hallucination of Mother Sawyer, however, which has generally been considered Dekkers, I fancy bears the stamp of Ford. In his essay on Ford, Mr. Swinburne has essayed a comparison of the parts due severally to Dekker and to Ford, which is too important to be overlooked. He would assign the part of Mother Sawyer chiefly to Dekker. In all this part of the play I trace the hand of Dekker; his intimate and familiar sense of wretchedness, his great and gentle spirit of compassion for the poor and suffering with whom his own lot in life was so often cast, in prison and out. The part of Susan also, he allots to Dekker; and of the scene where Frank Thorneys guilt is discovered, he remarks suggestively: The interview of Frank with the disguised Winifred in this scene may be compared by the student of dramatic style with the parting of the same characters at the close; the one has all the poignant simplicity of Dekker, the other all the majestic energy of Ford.

The dates of publication of the two last plays bring us far beyond the time of Dekkers death, of which, however, we have no record at all. None of his prose works reach so late a period; the last is A Rod for Runaways, published in 1625. Collier, who always made his evidence go as far as possible, himself admits that there is no further trace of him after 1638, the year when Milton wrote Lycidas, the year when Scotland was ominously signing the Covenant. In the further oncoming of the Civil War, Dekker disappears altogether, as uncertainly as he first entered the scene.

In summing up this strange life and its dramatic outcome, it is easily seen what is to be said on the adverse side. Dekker had, let us admit, great defects. He was the type of the prodigal in literature,  the kindhearted, irresponsible poet whom we all know, and love, and pardon seventy times seven. But it is sad to think that with a little of the common talent which every successful man of affairs counts as part of his daily equipment, he might have left a different record. He never attained the serious conception of himself and his dignity as a worker which every poet, every artist must have, who would take effect proportionate to his genius. He never seemed to become conscious in any enduring way of his artistic function, and he constantly threw aside, under pressure of the moment, those standards of excellence which none knew better than he how to estimate. But after all has been said, he remains, by his faults as well as by his faculties, one of the most individual, one of the most suggestive, figures of the whole Elizabethan circle. Because of the breath of simple humanity in them, his works leave a sense of brightness and human encouragement whose charm lingers when many more careful monuments of literary effort are forgotten. His artistic sincerity has resulted in a picture of life as he saw it, unequalled for its sentiment, for its living spirit of tears and laughter, as well as for its outspoken truth. His homely realism brings before us all the pleasant everyday bustle of the Elizabethan streets  the craftsmen and prentices, the citizens at their shop doors, the gallants in the Middle Aisle of St. Pauls. The general feeling is that of a summers morning in the pleasant Cheapside of those days  more like the street of a little market-town than the Cheapside of to-day  where in the clear sunny air the alert cry of the prentices, What do you lack? rings out cheerily, and each small incident of the common life is touched with vivid colour. And if the night follows, dark and haunted by grim passions and sorrows, and the Kings Bench waits for poor poets not far away, this poet who had known the night and the prison only too well! sang so undauntedly, that the terrors of them fell away at the sound.



As he had this faith in the happy issue out of his own troubles, so Dekker looked unflinchingly as a poet upon the grim and dark side of human life, seeing it to emerge presently, bright in the higher vision of earth and Heaven. Much that at first seems gratuitously obscene and terrible in his dramatic presentation may in this way be accepted with the same vigorous apprehension of the comedy and tragedy of life, which he himself showed. The whole justification of his lifework, indeed, is to be found in these words of his, from the dedicatory epistle to His Dream, which we may well take as his parting behest: So in these of mine, though the Devil be in the one, God is in the other: nay in both. What I send you, may perhaps seem bitter, yet it is wholesome; your best physic is not a julep; sweet sauces leave rotten bodies. There is a Hell named in our Creed, and a Heaven, and the Hell comes before; if we look not into the first, we shall never live in the last.

Ernest Rhys



THE OLD FORTUNE THEATRE.
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The original Fortune Theatre was built on the site of an old timber house standing in a large garden near Golden Lane, Cripplegate, and said to have been formerly a nursery for Henry the Eighths children, who were sent to this then suburban spot for the benefit of the air. Edward Alleyn the actor acquired the lease of the house and grounds on December 22, 1599, and, early the following year, supported by the Lord Admiral (the Earl of Nottingham), to whose company of players he belonged, he, in conjunction with Henslowe, his father-in-law, employed Peter Streete to build there a newe house and stadge for a Plaiehowse for the sum of £440.

Alleyn notes his acquisition of the lease and his expenditure upon the new theatre in the following terms:  

What the Fortune cost me Novemb., 1599 .

First for the leas to Brew, £240.

Then for the building the playhouse, £520.

For other privat buildings of myn owne, £120.

So in all it has cost me for the leasse, £880.

Bought the inheritance of the land of the Gills of the Ile of Man, which is the Fortune, and all the howses in Whight crosstrett and Gowlding lane, in June, 1610, for the some of £340.

Bought in John Garretts lease in revertion from the Gills for 21 years, for £100.

So in all itt cost me £1320.

Blessed be the Lord God everlasting.

It was at the Fortune that Alleyns fame as an actor reached its height. He was especially popular in the character of Barabas in Marlowes Jew of Malta, which he revived at the new theatre. Here also many of the plays written in the whole or part by Dekker were originally performed, as Dekker generally wrote for the Lord Admirals company, who played regularly at the Fortune under Alleyn and Henslowes management, while the Lord Chamberlains company, with whom Shakespeare and Burbadge were associated, played at the Globe.

Some twenty years after the erection of the theatre Alleyn records in his diary under date December 9, 1621, This night, att 12 of ye clock, ye Fortune was burnt. The year following the theatre was rebuilt, and leased by Alleyn to various persons, he having then decided to retire from the stage. On the suppression of the theatres by the Puritans the inside of the Fortune was destroyed by a company of soldiers, and the lessees failed to pay their rent, whereby a considerable loss was sustained by the authorities of Dulwich College, in whom the property of the Fortune was vested. This eventually led to the Court of Assistants ordering the more dilapidated portions of the theatre to be pulled down, and to their leasing the ground belonging to it for building purposes. So recently, however, as the year 1819, the front of the old theatre was still standing, as represented in the frontispiece to the present volume  a reduced copy of an engraving in Wilkinsons Londina.

The shoemakers holiday, or a Pleasant Comedy of the Gentle Craft, was first published in 1599, as we learn from a passage in Henslowes Diary; but the earliest known edition is the quarto of 1600, which describes the play as acted before the Queens most excellent Maiestie New-years day at night last, by the right honourable the Earle of Nottingham, Lord High Admirall of England, his seruants. Other editions followed in 1610, 1618, and 1657. Of modern editions, Germany has produced the only one which is at all reliable, and upon this edition, admirably collated and edited by Drs. Karl Warnke and Ludwig Proescholdt, and published at Halle in 1886, the present reprint is based, the excellence of text, notes and introduction, leaving little beyond the modernising and some elucidation here and there to be done.

Dekker appears to have had a collaborator in the play in Robert Wilson, the actor, who is said to have created the part of Firk on its performance, but although Wilson may have provided some of the situations and dialogue, the credit of the play as a whole is undoubtedly Dekkers. The Shoemakers Holiday is the first of Dekkers plays, in order of publication, which has survived, although according to Henslowe he began to write for the stage in 1596.

The conception of Simon Eyre, the Shoemaker, is taken from a real person of that name, who, according to Stow, was an upholsterer, and afterwards a draper. He built Leadenhall in 1419, as referred to by Dekker in Act V., Sc. 5, became Sheriff of London in 1434, was elected Lord Mayor in 1445, and died in 1459. About his character nothing certain is known. It may well be, say the editors of the Halle edition, that long after Eyres death the builder of Leadenhall was supposed to have been a shoemaker himself, merely because Leadenhall was used as a leather-market. This tradition was probably taken up by the poet, who formed out of it one of the most popular comedies of the age.


Thomas Dekker by Arthur Henry Bullen ‎
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From Dictionary of National Biography, 1885-1900, Volume 14

THOMAS DEKKER (1570?1641?), dramatist, was born about 1570. His birthplace was London, as he intimates in The Seuen Deadly Sinnes, 1600, and in A Rod for Run-awayes, 1625. In Warres, Warres, Warres, a tract published in 1628, he describes himself as an old man; and in the dedication to Match Mee in London, 1631, addressing Lodowick Carlell, he writes: I haue beene a priest in Apollos temple many yeares, my voice is decaying with my age. If a passage in the preface to his English Villainies, 1637, in which he speaks of my three score yeares, could be taken literally, the date of his birth would be 1577. A Thomas Dycker, gent., had a daughter Dorcas christened at St. Giless, Cripplegate (near the Fortune Theatre), on 27 Oct. 1594; a daughter of Thomas Dekker was buried there in 1598; and a son of Thomas Dekker was buried in 1598 at St. Botolphs, Bishopsgate; but it is not clear that these baptismal and burial entries refer to the dramatists family. On the title-page of a copy (preserved in the British Museum) of the lord mayors pageant for 1612, Troja Nova Triumphans, is written near Dekkers name, in a contemporary handwriting, marchan-tailor; but Dekkers connection with the Merchant Tailors Company has not hitherto been traced.

The first definite notice of Dekker is in Henslowes Diary, under date January 15971598: Lent unto Thomas Dowton, the 8 of Jenewary 1597, twenty shillinges, to by a booke of Mr. Dickers, xxxs. On 15 Jan. 15978 Henslowe paid four pounds to bye a boocke of Mr. Dicker, called Fayeton. In February of the same year Dekker was lodged in the Counter, and Henslowe paid forty shillings to have him discharged (Diary, ed. Collier, ). After his release from the Counter his pen was very active. The Diary records the titles of eight plays that he wrote single-handed between 1598 and 1602: (1) The Triplicity of Cuckolds, 1598; (2) First Introduction of the Civil Wars of France, 15989; (3) Orestes Furies, 1599; (4) The Gentle Craft, 1599, published anonymously in 1600 under the title of The Shomakers Holiday, or the Gentle Craft; (5) Bear a Brain, 1599; (6) Whole History of Fortunatus, 1599, published anonymously in 1600 under the title of The Pleasant Comedie of Old Fortunatus; (7) Truths Supplication to Candlelight, 15991600 (8) Medicine for a Curst Wife, 1602. In conjunction with Drayton, Wilson, and Chettle, he wrote: (1) Earl Godwin and his Three Sons (Goodwine and iij Sones), 1598; (2) a Second Part of Godwin, 1598; (3) Pierce of Exton, 1598; (4) Black Bateman of the North, 1598. Drayton and Wilson were his coadjutors in (1) The Mad Mans Morris (the made manes mores), 1598; (2) Hannibal and Hermes, or Worse feared than hurt, 1598; (3) Chance Medley, 1598 (to which Chettle or Munday also contributed). In 1598 he also joined Drayton in the authorship of (1) First Civil Wars in France; (2) Connan Prince of Cornwall; (3) Second Part of the Civil Wars in France; (4) Third Part of the Civil Wars in France. On 30 Jan. 15989 Henslowe paid three pounds ten shillings to descarge Thomas Dickers frome the areaste of my lord chamberlains men. Three plays by Dekker and Chettle were produced in 1599: (1) Troilus and Cressida; (2) Agamemnon; (3) The Stepmothers Tragedy. In the same year Dekker wrote with Ben Jonson a domestic tragedy (1) Page of Plymouth; with Jonson, Chettle, and other jentellman a chronicle-play (2) Robert the Second, King of Scots; with Chettle and Haughton (3) Patient Grissel (which was published anonymously in 1603). To 1600 belong (1) The Spanish Moors Tragedy (rashly identified by Collier with Lusts Dominion), by Dekker, Day, and Haughton; (2) Seven Wise Masters, by Dekker, Chettle, Haughton, and Day; (3) The Golden Ass, and Cupid and Psyche; (4) Fair Constance of Rome, by Dekker, Munday, Drayton, and Hathway. In 1601 the Diary mentions only one play in which he was concerned, King Sebastian of Portingale, his coadjutor being Chettle. With Drayton, Middleton, Webster, and Munday, he wrote in May 1602 a play which Henslowe calls too harpes (Two Harpies?). In October of the same year he joined Heywood, Wentworth Smith, and Webster in the composition of Two Parts of Lady Jane Grey (which are probably represented by the corrupt and mutilated play published in 1607 under the title of The Famous History of Sir Thomas Wyat … written by Thomas Dickers and Iohn Webster); and in November he wrote with Heywood and Webster Christmas comes but once a Year. To 1602 also belongs a scriptural play, Jeptha, which Dekker wrote in company with Munday. There are a few other entries relating to Dekker in the Diary. Under date 6 Sept. 1600 Henslowe records the payment to Dekker of twenty shillings for the boocke called the forteion tenes. Collier conjectures that the reference is to some alteration of the comedy Fortunatus, but it is not improbable that the title was Fortunes Tennis. In December 1600 Dekker was paid forty shillings for altering his play Phaeton on the occasion of its representation at court. On 12 Jan. 16012 he received ten shillings for writing a prologue and epilogue for the play of Ponesciones pillet (Pontius Pilate); and four days afterwards he received twenty shillings for making alterations in an old play on the subject on Tassos Melancholy. In August and September 1602 he was employed to make some additions to the play of Oldcastle; and in November and December of the same year he was again engaged in mending of the playe of Tasso. The entry in the Diary (ed. Collier, ), under date 20 Dec. 1597, respecting the payment to Dekker of twenty shillings for additions to Marlowes Dr. Faustus, and of five shillings for a prologue to Marlowes Tamburlaine, has been conclusively shown to be a forgery (Warner, Catalogue of Dulwich MSS. p60). One of the latest entries in the Diary, dated 1604, records the payment of five pounds to Dekker and Middleton in earneste of their playe called the pasyent man and the onest hore, which was published in the same year under the title of The Honest Whore, with the Humours of the Patient Man, and the Longing Wife. Tho. Dekker. Of The Second Part of the Honest Whore … written by Thomas Dekker, the earliest extant edition is dated 1630, and there is no evidence to show whether Middleton was concerned in its authorship.

The first of Dekkers works in order of publication was Canaans Calamitie, Jerusalems Miserie, and Englands Mirror, 1598, 4to, a very popular poem (reprinted in 1617, 1618, 1625, and 1677) of little interest. The Shomakers Holiday, 1600, 4to, reprinted in 1610, 1618, and 1631, is a delightful comedy, full of frolic mirth. In 1600 was also published The Pleasant Comedie of Old Fortunatus, 4to, which displays all the riches of Dekkers luxuriant fancy, and amply justifies Lambs assertion that Dekker had poetry enough for anything. Satiromastix, or the vntrussing of the Humorous Poet, 1602, 4to, is a satirical attack on Ben Jonson. It is difficult to ascertain the origin of the quarrel between Jonson and Dekker. In August 1599 they wrote together Page of Plymouth, and in September of the same year they were engaged upon Robert the Second. They had quarrelled before the publication (in 1600) of Every Man out of his Humour and Cynthias Revels, which plays undoubtedly contain satirical reflections on Dekker. The quarrel culminated in 1601, when Dekker and Marston (under the names of Demetrius Fannius and Crispinus) were unsparingly ridiculed in The Poetaster. Jonson declares, in the Apology at the end of the play, that for three years past he had been provoked by his opponents, with their petulant styles on every stage; but there are no means of testing the accuracy of this statement. Satiromastix was Dekkers vigorous reply to The Poetaster, all the more effective by reason of its good humour. Dekker never republished his play; but Jonson included The Poetaster among his Works in 1616, and told Drummond of Hawthornden in 1619 that Dekker was a knave. In 1603 was published The Wonderfull Yeare 1603, wherein is shewed the picture of London lying sicke of the Plague, 4to, a very vivid description (doubtless well known to Defoe) of the ravages caused by the plague. Dekkers name is not on the title-page, but he acknowledged the authorship in the Seven Deadly Sinnes. The Batchelors Banquet, 1603, 4to, reprinted in 1604, 1630, 1660, 1661, and 1677, is founded on the fifteenth-century satire, Les Quinze Joyes de Mariage; but the subject is treated with such whimsical ingenuity of invention that Dekker is entitled to claim for his brilliant tract the merit of originality. Patient Grissil, 1603, 4to, was written in conjunction with Haughton and Chettle. The songs have been unanimously ascribed to Dekker, and there can be little doubt that the old play owes to him rather than to his associates its many touches of tenderness. Of the Magnificent Entertainment given to King James three separate editions were published in 1604, two at London and one at Edinburgh. The Honest Whore, 1604, reprinted in 1605, 1615, 1616, and 1635, and the Second Part of the Honest Whore, 1630, contain powerful and pathetic scenes, marred by coarseness and exaggeration. The Seuen Deadly Sinnes of London, 1606, 4to, described on the title-page as Opus Septem Dierum, is a notable example of Dekkers literary agility. Newes from Hell. Brought by the Diuells Carrier, 1606, 4to, reprinted with additions in 1607 under the title of A Knights Coniuring, Done in Earnest, Discouered in Jest, 4to, is written in imitation of ingenious, ingenuous, fluent, facetious T. Nash. An anonymous attack (in verse) on the Roman catholics, The Double P.P., a Papist in Armes, Bearing Ten seuerall Sheilds, encovntered by the Protestant, &c., 1606, 4to, has been ascribed to Dekker. There is extant a presentation copy with his autograph (Collier, Bibl. Cat. i. 197). In 1607 appeared Jests to make you Merie. … Written by T[homas?] D[ekker?] and George Wilkins, 4to; the Famous History of Sir Thomas Wyat. … Written by Thomas Dickers and John Webster, 4to, a corrupt abridgment of the two parts of Lady Jane; two comedies, written in conjunction with Webster, Westward Ho, 4to (composed in or before 1605, as there is a reference to it in the prologue to Eastward Ho, published in that year), and Northward Ho, 4to; and an allegorical play of little value, The Whore of Babylon, 4to, setting forth the virtues of Queen Elizabeth and the inueterate malice, Treasons, Machinations, Vnderminings, & continuall bloody stratagems of that Purple whore of Rome. The Dead Tearme, or Westminsters Complaint for long Vacations and short Tearmes, 1608, 4to, dedicated to Sir John Harington, is a hasty piece of patchwork. The Belman of London: Bringing to Light the Most Notorious Villanies that are now practised in the Kingdome, 4to, which passed through three editions in 1608, is partly taken, as Samuel Rowlands noticed in Martin Markall, Beadle of Bridewell, from Harmans Caveat or Warneing for Common Cursitors, 1566 and 1567. It gives a lively description of the practices of the rogues and sharpers who infested the metropolis. At the end of The Belman Dekker promised to write a second part, which should bring to light a number of more notable enormities (dayly hatched in this Realme) then euer haue yet beene published to the open eye of the world. The second part was published in 1608, under the title of Lanthorne and Candlelight, or the Bell-mans Second Nights Walke, 4to. Two editions appeared in 1609, and a fourth, under the title of O per se O, or a new cryer of Lanthorne and Candlelight. Being an addition or Lengthening of the Bell-mans Second Night-walke, 4to, in 1612. Between 1608 and 1648 there appeared eight or nine editions of the second part, all differing more or less from each other. The Ravens Almanacke, Foretelling of a Plague, Famine, and Ciuill Warre, 1609, 4to, was intended as a parody on the prognostications of the almanac makers. There are no grounds for ascribing to Dekker the anonymous tract, The Owles Almanacke, 1618, 4to. In 1609 appeared The Guls Hornebooke, 4to, which gives a more graphic description than can be procured elsewhere of the manners of Jacobean gallants. The tract is to some extent modelled on Dedekinds Grobianus, and Dekker admits that it hath a relish of Grobianisme. It had been his intention to turn portions of Grobianus into English verse, but on further reflection he altered the shape, and of a Dutchman fashioned a mere Englishman. In 1609 also appeared Worke for Armourers, or the Peace is Broken, 4to (prose), and a devotional work, of which no perfect copy is extant, Fowre Birds of Noahs Arke, 12mo (prose). The vivacious comedy of the Roaring Girl, 1611, 4to, was written in conjunction with Middleton, and probably Middleton had the larger share in the composition. If it be not good, the Diuell is in it, 1612, 4to, an ill-constructed tragi-comedy, is wholly by Dekker, who in the same year wrote the lord mayors pageant, Troja Nova Triumphans, 4to. A Strange Horse Race, at the end of which comes in the Catchpols Masque, 1613, 4to, exposes the rogueries of horse-dealers, and touches on other forms of swindling. From 1613 to 1616, if Oldyss assertion may be credited, Dekker was confined in the kings bench prison. On 12 Sept. 1616 he addressed to Edward Alleyn, from the kings bench, some verses (which have not come down) as poore testimonies of a more rich affection; and there is extant an undated letter, probably written about the same time, in which he thanks Alleyn for the last remembrance of your love, and commends to him a young man as a servant. In 1620 appeared Dekker his Dreame, in which, beeing rapt with a Poeticall Enthusiasme, the great volumes of Heauen and Hell to him were opened, in which he read many Wonderfull Things, 4to, a very rare tract in verse (of little interest), with a woodcut portrait on the title-page of a man  presumably the author  dreaming in bed. The Virgin Martyr, 1622, by Massinger and Dekker, is more orderly and artistic than any of the plays that Dekker wrote alone; but there can be no doubt that Lamb was right in assigning to Dekker the tender and beautiful colloquy (act. ii. scene 1) between Dorothea and Angelo. A Rod for Run-Awayes, 1625, 4to, describes the state of terror caused by the plague in 1625. Warres, Warres, Warres, 1628, 12mo, is an excessively rare tract. Extracts from it are given by Collier (in his Bibliographical Catalogue), but no copy can at present be traced. In 1628 and 1629 Dekker composed the mayoralty pageants, Britannias Honour, 4to, and Londons Tempe, 4to. Match Mee in London, 4to, a tragi-comedy, was published in 1631, but was written several years earlier; for it is mentioned in Sir Henry Herberts Diary under date 21 Aug. 1623 as an old play, which had been licensed by Sir George Buc. In May 1631 a play called The Noble Spanish Souldier was entered by John Jackman in the Stationers Register as a work of Dekker, and was again entered as Dekkers in December 1633 by Nicholas Vavasour. It was published by Vavasour in 1634 under the title of The Noble Sovldier, or a Contract Broken Justly Revengd. A tragedy, written by S. R., 4to, and has been usually attributed to Samuel Rowley; but it is probable that the play was largely, if not entirely, written by Dekker. Some passages from The Noble Sovldier are found in Days Parliament of Bees, 1641, which also contains passages from Dekkers The Wonder of a Kingdom, a tragi-comedy published in 1636, 4to. The Suns Darling, by Dekker and Ford, first published in 1656, 4to, may perhaps be an alteration of Dekkers lost Phaeton. There can be no doubt that the lyrical portions should be ascribed to Dekker. In Sir Henry Herberts Diary, under date 3 March 1624, is the entry for the Cock-pit Company, the Suns Darling in the nature of a masque, by Deker and Forde. Another play or masque by Ford and Dekker, The Fairy Knight, is mentioned in the Diary under date 11 June 1624, but it was not printed. The Witch of Edmonton, by Ford, Rowley, and Dekker, was first published in 1658. The characters of Winifrede and Susan are drawn in Dekkers gentlest manner. In 1637 Dekker republished Lanthorne and Candlelight, under the title of English Villainies, 4to. This was his last publication, and it is supposed that he died shortly afterwards.

A poem of Dekkers, entitled The Artillery Garden, was entered in the Stationers Register, 29 Nov. 1615, but no copy of it has been hitherto traced. Among the plays destroyed by Warburtons servant were two of Dekkers works: a comedy entitled Jocondo and Astolfo, and an historical play, The King of Swedland. They had been entered in the Stationers Register, 29 June 1660, but were not printed. Another unpublished play of Dekker, The Jew of Venice, was entered in the Stationers Register, 9 Sept. 1653. A French Tragedy of the Bellman of Paris, written by Thomas Dekkirs and John Day, for the Company of the Red Bull, was licensed by Sir Henry Herbert, 30 July 1623, but was not printed. Commendatory verses by Dekker are prefixed to The Third and Last Part of Palmerin of England, 1602; A True and Admirable Historie of a Mayden of Confolens, 1603, 8vo; the Works of Taylor the Water-poet, 1630; and Richard Bromes Northern Lass, 1632. A tract entitled Greevous Grones for the Poore, 1622, has been assigned without evidence to Dekker. Collier plausibly suggests that Dekker may have been the author of the anonymous Newes from Graves End, 1604.

Dekkers dramatic works were collected by Mr. R. H. Shepherd in 1873, 4 vols. 8vo. His miscellaneous works, 5 vols., are included in Dr. Grosarts Huth Library. When all deductions have been made on the score of inartistic and reckless workmanship, Dekkers best plays rank with the masterpieces of the Elizabethan drama; and his numerous tracts, apart from their sterling literary interest, are simply invaluable for the information that they afford concerning the social life of Elizabethan and Jacobean times.

[Henslowes Diary, passim; Langbaines Dramatick Poets with Oldyss manuscript annotations; biographical notice prefixed to Dekkers Dramatic Works, 1874; Grosarts Memorial Introduction; Corsers Collectanea; Hazlitts Bibl. Collections; Colliers Bibl. Cat.; Brit. Mus. Cat.; article by A. C. Swinburne in Nineteenth Century, January 1887.]
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It is believed that Dekker was buried at the Old Church of St. James in Clerkenwell, London


[image: img94.png]

The new St. James Church was built in 1792
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