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  To the Reader.


  


  This Figure, that thou here feeſt put,
It was for gentle Shakeſpeare cut:
Wherein the Grauer had a ſtrife
whythe Nature, to out-doo the life:
O, could he but haue drawne his wit
As well in fraſſe, as he hath hit
His face; the Print would then ſurpaſſe
All, that was euer in fraſſe.
But, ſince he cannot, Reader, looke
Not on his picture, but his Booke.


  [B e n. I o h n s o n.]
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  Prolegomenon.


  [Read the Publisher’s Preface in Modern Spelling.]


  


  TO THE RIGHT HONOVRABLE
ÆTHYREALL SPIRITE OF


  WM. SHAKESPEARE,


  Sweete Swanlie Bard of Auon,
& Ghoſt of Holie Trinitie.


  


  


  MY Beneuolend, Indomitable Conſul & Muſe, it is with the moſt profound deferenſe and delightfull pleasure that I do vnueil to Thee this Newe Edicion of a graund selection of Thy greateſt workes, preſented here in this litle ælyctronyckall Booke, this endeauour hauing ariſen throgh that bountifull communikation enioy’d betwixt myſelfe (Thy humble Seruant) and Thy Kind and Generous Spirite in the Hereafter.


  As ſet out vpon my firſt ſummoning of Thee in ſeanſe, the aime of this preſent worke haſt beene to replicat Thy benefiſent eloquence in the forme which it found itſelfe publiſh’d within thine owne time, viz. with thine owne originall worde vſage and ſpelings, and type-ſet according to the ſtandards of that age, baſ’d vpon duteous cloſe examination of thoſe late-ſixeteeneth and early-ſeuenteeneth centurie textes, in keeping with what were then the generall typografickall practices of the daye.


  As was diſcuſſ’d in our claruoyanſie (and which met with Thy happie approouall), certaine anomallies in thoſe earlier textes were diſcarded and other elements of conformitie introduc’d in an effort to improoue vpon the readers experience and enioyement, reduſe ſome relatiuely minor areas of confuſion, whilſt at the ſame time in no waye detracting from thine owne manuſcription.


  I ſhall outlyne theſe various textuall alterations forthwith.


  


  
    Nootes on the Plays


    


    THE ſixe Plays reproduc’d herein aroſe from the publickation commonly referr’d to as the Firſt Folio edition of the year 1623.

  


  Whilſt in ſome caſes theſe haue not beene the moſt compleat (nor authoritatiue) vertions of Thy Plays auailable, vndoubtedly moſt readers of this preſent worke will already be familiar with their plots and the ioy will rather be to reade them in their originall Eliſabethan ſpelings, &c. in ſted.


  In this preſent collection, three Tragedies haue beene included:


  ❧The Tragedie of Macbeth;


  ❧The Tragedie of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark;


  ❧The Tragedie of King Lear.


  Theſe haue beene complemented by three Phantaſies:


  ❧A Midſommer Nights Dreame;


  ❧The Winters Tale;


  ❧The Tempeſt.


  The Originall Source Materiall for the Plays originat with the digitall tranſcryptions prouided by Oxford Vniuerſitie (availabel on the Aye-Toones Shoppe, on the Webbe by the signe of Þe Apple). As theſe tranſcryptions haue beene dutifully reuew’d by ſchollerly peeres and are trew and authentick to the originall ſources, no textuall emendations nor corrections to any errours haue beene made.


  Howeuer, one very noticable change to be diſcouer’d in this Booke is with the ouerall Forme of each of the Plays preſented here. For example, in almoſt euery preuious edition of the Plays, the ſpeakers name, and the lynes ſpoken, art preſented thuſly (as with this famous lyne from Hamlet):


  
    Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queſtion...

  


  Here, in the preſent ælyctronyckall Booke conuerſion, Thou ſhalt find the ſame lyne preſented in the folowing waye, giuing the ſpeakers vnabreuiated, full name, and off-ſet for both clearity and eaſe of reading:


  
    HAMLET
To be, or not to be, that is the Queſtion...

  


  This naturallie haſt no affect whatsoeuer on maintaining trewthfullnes toward thine originall wordes, and I remaine delightfome that this altration in viſſuall forme alſo met with thine owne enthrald approouall. Some degree of changes (if not actuall improouements) were alſo made to in order to acthieue an ouerall conſiſtancie in forme and designe from one worke to the next, and alſo in order to accommodat the Flowabel Texte natur of this ælyctronyckall meedium, as well as Vſer-Friendlines on ſmaller reading deuices. Howeuer, in this finall ſcoope of matters I haue ſurety that Thou wilſt find that my efforts here ſhall meet with Thy hartie agreement, and that I haue maintain’d — if not indeede comemoorated, celebrated and eleuated — the ouerall look and feel of thoſe great type-ſetters, printers and binderies of Thy daye.


  Apart from the aboue mention’d improouement to the Forme of the Plays, in an effort to alleuiat confuſion with the Character Names that appeare in the ſame, a certaine leuell of conformitie haſt beene ſought in that regard as well, which in no waye affects the verſe and proſe lynes that art ſpoken by thoſe characters.


  For example, the character of the Duke of Glouceſter in King Lear haſt his name variouſly ſpelt as Glouceſter, or Gloſeſter, or ſimply Gloſter, and this was conform’d in euery caſe to Glouceſter. In each inſtance where such anomallies were obſeru’d in the texte, a worde count for each variation was made and all were then chang’d to conforme to that one which occurr’d the moſt conſiſtently and often.


  


  
    Nootes on the Poems


    


    VNLIKE the Plays, the Poems included within this Booke require further explanation.

  


  Whilſt the Originall Source Materiall for the Plays aroſe from the afore mention’d Oxford Vniuerſitie and haue not beene emended, the tranſcryptions for the Poems (including the entirety of Mr. Cheſters Loues Martyr) are compleatly myne owne efforts, coppy’d lyne-for-lyne, worde-by-worde, leter-to-leter from the originall ſixeteeneth and ſeuenteeneth centurie textes. As such, a varietie of corrections and emendations were indeede here made.


  Firſtly, with regard to Word Speling, whilſt the ſuggeſtion had beene made to endeauour to acthieue ſpeling conformitie throghout Thy textes (without moderniſing any such odditties but rather leauing them in keeping with the moſt commonly vs’d ſpeling variation), as was thine inſiſtance that no such endeauour be made, that this was in fact a purpoſefull (thogh vnexplayn’d to mee) madnes to the method of writers of Thy time, no such changes in worde ſpelings haue beene made. Hence we haue, for example, this lyne from Thy Sonnet 24 (with myne owne emphaſſis):


  
    Now ſee what good-turnes eyes for eies haue done

  


  Howeuer, with Thine advocaſy and encouragement, wheresoeuer an oddittie in ſpeling was encounter’d that plainly was not meerely a variation of such, but rather an obuious errour in the printers ſetting of mouabel type, in theſe ſpecific caſes corrections were dutifully made. To illuſtrat for Thee in what inſtances this was done, I ſhall vſe further examples from Thy Sonnets (although corrections were made elſewhere in other Poems as well, in ſimilar circumſtances where any such type-ſetting errours occurr’d).


  Some of theſe corrections were as a reſult of redoundant characters; for example:


  ❧yeeare corrected to yeare (Sonnet 73)


  Elſewhere, corrections were made due to miſſing leters in wordes; for example:


  ❧ſcond corrected to ſecond (68)


  Or leters were reuarſ’d; for example:


  ❧tropheis corrected to trophies (31)


  Howeuer, in only very rare inſtances were more ſignificant corrections made to ſpeling anomallies; againe for example:


  ❧bitter corrected to better (91)


  Or as with this rather vnusual example of archaick speling:


  ❧rn’wd corrected to rwn’d (73)


  One finall emendation which was made with regard to ſpeling (or, rather, type-ſettyng), in both the Poems as well as the Plays, was the vſe in the originall textes of the macron (or tylde) to indicat the omiſſion of a leter m or leter n after a vowell. Indeede, a perfect example of this might be for a printer to compoſe the worde macron itſelfe as macrō. As Thou haſt alſo concur’d, Deare Sir, this was a practice imploy’d by printers of thine daye haphaſſardly, without any apparent logick, and thus in order to reduſe any confuſion amongſt readers this haſt beene foregon in this preſent worke and all such contracted wordes in the originall textes haue beene here written out in full.


  Regarding the Originall Source Materiall for the various Poems, whilſt many modern ſchollers haue declayr’d that only the earlieſt textes (firſt printings) are to be conſider’d to be authentick, and the publickation for which hauing beene directly ouerſeen by Thyſelfe, as any diſcerning reader can obſerue there are, in fact, note woorthie improouements made in later early-printings of thoſe workes, and Thou haſt aſſur’d mee Thyſelfe, O Kindlie Spirite, that Thou didſt indeede accredit thoſe editions.


  Accordingly, vpon thine recomendation and preferenſe, the folowing ſorces haue beene vſ’d for the Poems:


  ❧The Rape of Lucrece:


  Firſt printed in 1594, the edition from 1600 was vſ’d as the ſorce texte for this preſent collection;


  ❧Venus and Adonis:


  Firſt printed in 1593, the vertion included here is from the 1599 publickation (ſaue eight ſtanzas from the 1595 edition due to one miſſing leaf from the other ſorce);


  ❧The Sonnets (with A Louers Complaint):


  Included here from the firſt printing of theſe collected Poems from 1609.


  


  
    Nootes on Middleton & Chester


    


    IN addition to theſe various Poems of thine owne, related workes by two of Thy contemporaries haue alſo beene included in this Booke, one of which contain’d a pair of obſcure Poems of thine authorſhippe.

  


  Briefly, Thomas Middletons The Ghoſt of Lucrece, firſt publish’d in 1600, haſt beene included as ſequell and ſuppelmend to thine owne Poem of Lucrece.


  Far more notable, and of much greater merit, haſt beene the incluſion of the litle-knowne 1602 worke of Thy friend, Robert Cheſter: namely, his Loues Martyr. This vtterly delightfull (thogth only very rarely-publiſh’d) collection of dialogues and pœſie was deem’d to be of such beautie as to be much more woorthie of greater acclaim, and thus haſt beene offer’d here in its entirety as a compleat Booke-within-a-Booke, quite ſuitably as an affectionat nod to thine owne deuice of vſing a Play-within-a-Play in Thy great worke, Hamlet.


  


  


  IT ſhould here be ſtated that in all of the aboue ſelected entries for this collection, only the greateſt pains haue beene vndertaken in order to maintain accuracie and perfection to the originall textes (with the afore mention’d typografickall corrections and emendations in forme, &c. not with ſtandyng, naturallie). Each and euery lyne, euery worde and leter, haſt beene cloſely inſpected and compar’d between the originall ſorce materialls and the newe tranſcryptions preſented here, and whilſt ſchollers ſhall ſurely confound myne efforts and declare them to be without any authoritie, I can only appeaſe myne owne wearie head and eyes with the knowledge that Thy Kind & Generous Spirite haſt prouided mee with encoragement and gratious approouall throghout my long houres of toile.


  Thus, we haue now here a Booke which is vndoubtedly not for euery reader — a matter of which Thou, my Faire and Nobel Poet Maſter, haſt already made note of early on to this mere Poet Taſter. It is certainely by no means a recommended edition for firſt-time readers of Thy various workes, but rather is a volume that might in ſted be preferr’d for the enioyement of auid enthuſiaſts of the incloſ’d verſe and proſe, or ſimply for louers of anteequarian Bookes, who wiſh to reade Thy wordes in the originall Eliſabethan ſpelings of Thy time, much in the manner as they viſually and æſthetickally apper’d in thoſe earlieſt editions, dutifully ſet according to the ſtandard typografickall practices of thine owne daye.


  This haſt beene myne attempt to manifeſt vnto realiſation a Newe-Facſimilie edition of thoſe various originall great workes, ſuitably in the yeare of the Foure-Hundreth Anniuerſarie of Thy paſſing from this Worlde, tranſforming that immouabel print vertion (created with mouabel type vpon thoſe comberſome preſſes of that age) into the flowabel texte forme that haſt now become auailable in theſe, our modern-daye ælyctronyckall Bookes.


  With theſe cloſing wiſhes, I do beſtowe to Thee this laſting impreſſion of myne owne preſent worke, extending my moſt bounteous gratitude and bleſſings vpon Thy Moſt Souereign Spirite for Thy timely conſultation, latitude, and vltimat enthuſiaſm and approouall.


  
    Thy Moſt Humble & Obedient Seruant,


    R o n K o s t e r, ESQ·



    Proprietor of PSYMON
MMXVI
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  Catalogue of this Play.
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  Actus Primus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Thunder and Lightning.


  Enter three Witches.


  
    1. WITCH


    WHEN ſhall we three meet againe?

  


  In Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine?


  
    2. WITCH


    When the Hurley-burley’s done,

  


  When the Battaile’s loſt, and wonne.


  
    3. WITCH


    That will be ere the ſet of Sunne.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Where the place?

  


  
    2. WITCH


    Vpon the Heath.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    There to meet with Macbeth.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    I come, Gray-Malkin.

  


  
    ALL


    Padock calls anon: faire is foule, and foule is faire,

  


  Houer through the fogge and filthie ayre.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Alarum within.


  
    Enter King, Malcome, Donalbaine, Lenox,
with attendants, meeting a bleeding Captaine.

  


  
    KING


    What bloody man is that? he can report,

  


  As ſeemeth by his plight, of the Reuolt


  The neweſt ſtate.


  
    MALCOME


    This is the Serieant,

  


  Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought


  ’Gainſt my Captiuitie: Haile braue friend;


  Say to the King, the knowledge of the Broyle,


  As thou didſt leaue it.


  
    CAPTAINE


    Doubtfull it ſtood,

  


  As two ſpent Swimmers, that doe cling together,


  And choake their Art: The mercileſſe Macdonwald


  (Worthie to be a Rebell, for to that


  The multiplying Villanies of Nature


  Doe ſwarme vpon him) from the Weſterne Iſles


  Of Kernes and Gallowgroſſes is ſupply’d,


  And Fortune on his damned Quarry ſmiling,


  Shew’d like a Rebells Whore: but all’s too weake:


  For braue Macbeth (well hee deſerues that Name)


  Diſdayning Fortune, with his brandiſht Steele,


  Which ſmoak’d with bloody execution


  (Like Valours Minion) caru’d out his paſſage,


  Till hee fac’d the Slaue:


  Which neu’r ſhooke hands, nor bad farwell to him,


  Till he vnſeam’d him from the Naue toth’Chops,


  And fix’d his Head vpon our Battlements.


  
    KING


    O valiant Couſin, worthy Gentleman.

  


  
    CAPTAINE


    As whence the Sunne ’gins his reflection,

  


  Shipwracking Stormes, and direfull Thunders:


  So from that Spring, whence comfort ſeem’d to come,


  Diſcomfort ſwells: Marke King of Scotland, marke,


  No ſooner Iuſtice had, with Valour arm’d,


  Compell’d theſe skipping Kernes to truſt their heeles,


  But the Norweyan Lord, ſurueying vantage,


  With furbuſht Armes, and new ſupplyes of men,


  Began a freſh aſſault.


  
    KING


    Diſmay’d not this our Captaines, Macbeth and Banquo?

  


  
    CAPTAINE


    Yes, as Sparrowes, Eagles;

  


  Or the Hare, the Lyon:


  If I ſay ſooth, I muſt report they were


  As Cannons ouer-charg’d with double Cracks,


  So they doubly redoubled ſtroakes vpon the Foe:


  Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds,


  Or memorize another Golgotha,


  I cannot tell: but I am faint,


  My Gaſhes cry for helpe.


  
    KING


    So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds,

  


  They ſmack of Honor both: Goe get him Surgeons.


  Enter Roſſe and Angus.


  Who comes here?


  
    MALCOME


    The worthy Thane of Roſſe.

  


  
    LENOX


    What a haſte lookes through his eyes?

  


  So ſhould he looke, that ſeemes to ſpeake things ſtrange.


  
    ROSSE


    God ſaue the King.

  


  
    KING


    Whence cam’ſt thou, worthy Thane?

  


  
    ROSSE


    From Fiffe, great King,

  


  Where the Norweyan Banners flowt the Skie,


  And fanne our people cold.


  Norway himſelfe, with terrible numbers,


  Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyall Traytor,


  The Thane of Cawdor, began a diſmall Conflict,


  Till that Bellona’s Bridegroome, lapt in proofe,


  Confronted him with ſelfe-compariſons,


  Point againſt Point, rebellious Arme ’gainſt Arme,


  Curbing his lauiſh ſpirit: and to conclude,


  The Victorie fell on vs.


  
    KING


    Great happineſſe.

  


  
    ROSSE


    That now Sweno, the Norwayes King,

  


  Craues compoſition:


  Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men,


  Till he disburſed, at Saint Colmes ynch,


  Ten thouſand Dollars, to our generall vſe.


  
    KING


    No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceiue

  


  Our Boſome intereſt: Goe pronounce his preſent death,


  And with his former Title greet Macbeth.


  
    ROSSE


    Ile ſee it done.

  


  
    KING


    What he hath loſt, Noble Macbeth hath wonne.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Thunder.


  Enter the three Witches.


  
    1. WITCH


    Where haſt thou beene, Siſter?

  


  
    2. WITCH


    Killing Swine.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    Siſter, where thou?

  


  
    1. WITCH


    A Saylors Wife had Cheſtnuts in her Lappe,

  


  And mouncht, & mouncht, and mouncht:


  Giue me, quoth I.


  Aroynt thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes.


  Her Husband’s to Aleppo gone, Maſter o’th’Tiger:


  But in a Syue Ile thither ſayle,


  And like a Rat without a tayle,


  Ile doe, Ile doe, and Ile doe.


  
    2. WITCH


    Ile giue thee a Winde.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Th’art kinde.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    And I another.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    I my ſelfe haue all the other,

  


  And the very Ports they blow,


  All the Quarters that they know,


  I’th’Ship-mans Card.


  Ile dreyne him drie as Hay:


  Sleepe ſhall neyther Night nor Day


  Hang vpon his Pent-houſe Lid:


  He ſhall liue a man forbid:


  Wearie Seu’nights, nine times nine,


  Shall he dwindle, peake, and pine:


  Though his Barke cannot be loſt,


  Yet it ſhall be Tempeſt-toſt.


  Looke what I haue.


  
    2. WITCH


    Shew me, ſhew me.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Here I haue a Pilots Thumbe,

  


  Wrackt, as homeward he did come.


  Drum within.


  
    3. WITCH


    A Drumme, a Drumme:

  


  Macbeth doth come.


  
    ALL


    The weyward Siſters, hand in hand,

  


  Poſters of the Sea and Land,


  Thus doe goe, about, about,


  Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine,


  And thrice againe, to make vp nine.


  Peace, the Charme’s wound vp.


  Enter Macbeth and Banquo.


  
    MACBETH


    So foule and faire a day I haue not ſeene.

  


  
    BANQVO


    How farre is’t call’d to Soris? What are theſe,

  


  So wither’d, and ſo wilde in their attyre,


  That looke not like th’Inhabitants o’th’Earth,


  And yet are on’t? Liue you, or are you aught


  That man may queſtion? you ſeeme to vnderſtand me,


  By each at once her choppie finger laying


  Vpon her skinnie Lips: you ſhould be Women,


  And yet your Beards forbid me to interprete


  That you are ſo.


  
    MACBETH


    Speake if you can: what are you?

  


  
    1. WITCH


    All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Thane of Glamis.

  


  
    2. WITCH


    All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Thane of Cawdor.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    All haile Macbeth, that ſhalt be King hereafter.

  


  
    BANQVO


    Good Sir, why doe you ſtart, and ſeeme to feare

  


  Things that doe ſound ſo faire? i’th’name of truth


  Are ye fantaſticall, or that indeed


  Which outwardly ye ſhew? My Noble Partner


  You greet with preſent Grace, and great prediction


  Of Noble hauing, and of Royall hope,


  That he ſeemes wrapt withall: to me you ſpeake not.


  If you can looke into the Seedes of Time,


  And ſay, which Graine will grow, and which will not,


  Speake then to me, who neyther begge, nor feare


  Your fauors, nor your hate.


  
    1. WITCH


    Hayle.

  


  
    2. WITCH


    Hayle.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    Hayle.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater.

  


  
    2. WITCH


    Not ſo happy, yet much happyer.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    Thou ſhalt get Kings, though thou be none:

  


  So all haile Macbeth, and Banquo.


  
    1. WITCH


    Banquo, and Macbeth, all haile.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Stay you imperfect Speakers, tell me more:

  


  By Sinells death, I know I am Thane of Glamis,


  But how, of Cawdor? the Thane of Cawdor liues


  A proſperous Gentleman: And to be King,


  Stands not within the proſpect of beleefe,


  No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence


  You owe this ſtrange Intelligence, or why


  Vpon this blaſted Heath you ſtop our way


  With ſuch Prophetique greeting?


  Speake, I charge you.


  Witches vaniſh.


  
    BANQVO


    The Earth hath bubbles, as the Water ha’s,

  


  And theſe are of them: whither are they vaniſh’d?


  
    MACBETH


    Into the Ayre: and what ſeem’d corporall,

  


  Melted, as breath into the Winde.


  Would they had ſtay’d.


  
    BANQVO


    Were ſuch things here, as we doe ſpeake about?

  


  Or haue we eaten on the inſane Root,


  That takes the Reaſon Priſoner?


  
    MACBETH


    Your Children ſhall be Kings.

  


  
    BANQVO


    You ſhall be King.

  


  
    MACBETH


    And Thane of Cawdor too: went it not ſo?

  


  
    BANQVO


    Toth’ſelfe-ſame tune and words: who’s here?

  


  Enter Roſſe and Angus.


  
    ROSSE


    The King hath happily receiu’d, Macbeth,

  


  The newes of thy ſucceſſe: and when he reades


  Thy perſonall Venture in the Rebels ſight,


  His Wonders and his Prayſes doe contend,


  Which ſhould be thine, or his: ſilenc’d with that,


  In viewing o’re the reſt o’th’ſelfe-ſame day,


  He findes thee in the ſtout Norweyan Rankes,


  Nothing afeard of what thy ſelfe didſt make


  Strange Images of death, as thick as Tale


  Can poſt with poſt, and euery one did beare


  Thy prayſes in his Kingdomes great defence,


  And powr’d them downe before him.


  
    ANGVS


    Wee are ſent,

  


  To giue thee from our Royall Maſter thanks,


  Onely to harrold thee into his ſight,


  Not pay thee.


  
    ROSSE


    And for an earneſt of a greater Honor,

  


  He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor:


  In which addition, haile moſt worthy Thane,


  For it is thine.


  
    BANQVO


    What, can the Deuill ſpeake true?

  


  
    MACBETH


    The Thane of Cawdor liues:

  


  Why doe you dreſſe me in borrowed Robes?


  
    ANGVS


    Who was the Thane, liues yet,

  


  But vnder heauie Iudgement beares that Life,


  Which he deſerues to looſe.


  Whether he was combin’d with thoſe of Norway,


  Or did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe,


  And vantage; or that with both he labour’d


  In his Countreyes wracke, I know not:


  But Treaſons Capitall, confeſs’d, and prou’d,


  Haue ouerthrowne him.


  
    MACBETH


    Glamys, and Thane of Cawdor:

  


  The greateſt is behinde. Thankes for your paines.


  Doe you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings,


  When thoſe that gaue the Thane of Cawdor to me,


  Promis’d no leſſe to them.


  
    BANQVO


    That truſted home,

  


  Might yet enkindle you vnto the Crowne,


  Beſides the Thane of Cawdor. But ’tis ſtrange:


  And oftentimes, to winne vs to our harme,


  The Inſtruments of Darkneſſe tell vs Truths,


  Winne vs with honeſt Trifles, to betray’s


  In deepeſt conſequence.


  Couſins, a word, I pray you.


  
    MACBETH


    Two Truths are told,

  


  As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Act


  Of the Imperiall Theame. I thanke you Gentlemen:


  This ſupernaturall ſolliciting


  Cannot be ill; cannot be good.


  If ill? why hath it giuen me earneſt of ſucceſſe,


  Commencing in a Truth? I am Thane of Cawdor.


  If good? why doe I yeeld to that ſuggeſtion,


  Whoſe horrid Image doth vnfixe my Heire,


  And make my ſeated Heart knock at my Ribbes,


  Againſt the vſe of Nature? Preſent Feares


  Are leſſe then horrible Imaginings:


  My Thought, whoſe Murther yet is but fantaſticall,


  Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of Man,


  That Function is ſmother’d in ſurmiſe,


  And nothing is, but what is not.


  
    BANQVO


    Looke how our Partner’s rapt.

  


  
    MACBETH


    If Chance will haue me King,

  


  Why Chance may Crowne me,


  Without my ſtirre.


  
    BANQVO


    New Honors come vpon him

  


  Like our ſtrange Garments, cleaue not to their mould,


  But with the aid of vſe.


  
    MACBETH


    Come what come may,

  


  Time, and the Houre, runs through the rougheſt Day.


  
    BANQVO


    Worthy Macbeth, wee ſtay vpon your leyſure.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Giue me your fauour:

  


  My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten.


  Kinde Gentlemen, your paines are regiſtred,


  Where euery day I turne the Leafe,


  To reade them.


  Let vs toward the King: thinke vpon


  What hath chanc’d: and at more time,


  The Interim hauing weigh’d it, let vs ſpeake


  Our free Hearts each to other.


  
    BANQVO


    Very gladly.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Till then enough:

  


  Come friends.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Flouriſh.


  Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme,
Donalbaine, and Attendants.


  
    KING


    Is execution done on Cawdor?

  


  Or not thoſe in Commiſſion yet return’d?


  
    MALCOME


    My Liege, they are not yet come back.

  


  But I haue ſpoke with one that ſaw him die:


  Who did report, that very frankly hee


  Confeſs’d his Treaſons, implor’d your Highneſſe Pardon,


  And ſet forth a deepe Repentance:


  Nothing in his Life became him,


  Like the leauing it. Hee dy’de,


  As one that had beene ſtudied in his death,


  To throw away the deareſt thing he ow’d,


  As ’twere a careleſſe Trifle.


  
    KING


    There’s no Art,

  


  To finde the Mindes conſtruction in the Face.


  He was a Gentleman, on whom I built


  An abſolute Truſt.


  
    Enter Macbeth, Banquo,
Roſſe, and Angus.

  


  O worthyeſt Couſin,


  The ſinne of my Ingratitude euen now


  Was heauie on me. Thou art ſo farre before,


  That ſwifteſt Wing of Recompence is ſlow,


  To ouertake thee. Would thou hadſt leſſe deſeru’d,


  That the proportion both of thanks, and payment,


  Might haue beene mine: onely I haue left to ſay,


  More is thy due, then more then all can pay.


  
    MACBETH


    The ſeruice, and the loyaltie I owe,

  


  In doing it, payes it ſelfe.


  Your Highneſſe part, is to receiue our Duties:


  And our Duties are to your Throne, and State,


  Children, and Seruants; which doe but what they ſhould,


  By doing euery thing ſafe toward your Loue


  And Honor.


  
    KING


    Welcome hither:

  


  I haue begun to plant thee, and will labour


  To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo,


  That haſt no leſſe deſeru’d, nor muſt be knowne


  No leſſe to haue done ſo: Let me enfold thee,


  And hold thee to my Heart.


  
    BANQVO


    There if I grow,

  


  The Harueſt is your owne.


  
    KING


    My plenteous Ioyes,

  


  Wanton in fulneſſe, ſeeke to hide themſelues


  In drops of ſorrow. Sonnes, Kinſmen, Thanes,


  And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know,


  We will eſtabliſh our Eſtate vpon


  Our eldeſt, Malcolme, whom we name hereafter,


  The Prince of Cumberland: which Honor muſt


  Not vnaccompanied, inueſt him onely,


  But ſignes of Nobleneſſe, like Starres, ſhall ſhine


  On all deſeruers. From hence to Envernes,


  And binde vs further to you.


  
    MACBETH


    The Reſt is Labor, which is not vs’d for you:

  


  Ile be my ſelfe the Herbenger, and make ioyfull


  The hearing of my Wife, with your approach:


  So humbly take my leaue.


  
    KING


    My worthy Cawdor.

  


  
    MACBETH


    The Prince of Cumberland: that is a ſtep,

  


  On which I muſt fall downe, or elſe o’re-leape,


  For in my way it lyes. Starres hide your fires,


  Let not Light ſee my black and deepe deſires:


  The Eye winke at the Hand: yet let that bee,


  Which the Eye feares, when it is done to ſee.


  Exit.


  
    KING


    True worthy Banquo: he is full ſo valiant,

  


  And in his commendations, I am fed:


  It is a Banquet to me. Let’s after him,


  Whoſe care is gone before, to bid vs welcome:


  It is a peereleſſe Kinſman.


  
    Flouriſh.


    Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quinta.


  


  Enter Macbeths Wife
alone with a Letter.


  LADY


  They met me in the day of ſucceſſe: and I haue learn’d by the perfect’ſt report, they haue more in them, then mortall knowledge. When I burnt in deſire to queſtion them further, they made themſelues Ayre, into which they vaniſh’d. Whiles I ſtood rapt in the wonder of it, came Miſſiues from the King, who all-hail’d me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title before, theſe weyward Siſters ſaluted me, and referr’d me to the comming on of time, with haile King that ſhalt be. This haue I thought good to deliuer thee (my deareſt Partner of Greatneſſe) that thou might’ſt not looſe the dues of reioycing by being ignorant of what Greatneſſe is promis’d thee. Lay it to thy heart and farewell.


  Glamys thou art, and Cawdor, and ſhalt be


  What thou art promis’d: yet doe I feare thy Nature,


  It is too full o’th’Milke of humane kindneſſe,


  To catch the neereſt way. Thou would’ſt be great,


  Art not without Ambition, but without


  The illneſſe ſhould attend it. What thou would’ſt highly,


  That would’ſt thou holily: would’ſt not play falſe,


  And yet would’ſt wrongly winne.


  Thould’ſt haue, great Glamys, that which cryes,


  Thus thou muſt doe, if thou haue it;


  And that which rather thou do’ſt feare to doe,


  Then wiſheſt ſhould be vndone. High thee hither,


  That I may powre my Spirits in thine Eare,


  And chaſtiſe with the valour of my Tongue


  All that impeides thee from the Golden Round,


  Which Fate and Metaphyſicall ayde doth ſeeme


  To haue thee crown’d withall.


  Enter Meſſenger.


  What is your tidings?


  
    MESSENGER


    The King comes here to Night.

  


  
    LADY


    Thou’rt mad to ſay it.

  


  Is not thy Maſter with him? who, wer’t ſo,


  Would haue inform’d for preparation.


  
    MESSENGER


    So pleaſe you, it is true: our Thane is comming:

  


  One of my fellowes had the ſpeed of him;


  Who almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more


  Then would make vp his Meſſage.


  
    LADY


    Giue him tending,

  


  He brings great newes,


  Exit Meſſenger.


  The Rauen himſelfe is hoarſe,


  That croakes the fatall entrance of Duncan


  Vnder my Battlements. Come you Spirits,


  That tend on mortall thoughts, vnſex me here,


  And fill me from the Crowne to the Toe, top-full


  Of direſt Crueltie: make thick my blood,


  Stop vp th’acceſſe, and paſſage to Remorſe,


  That no compunctious viſitings of Nature


  Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keepe peace betweene


  Th’effect, and hit. Come to my Womans Breſts,


  And take my Milke for Gall, you murth’ring Miniſters,


  Where-euer, in your ſightleſſe ſubſtances,


  You wait on Natures Miſchiefe. Come thick Night,


  And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoake of Hell,


  That my keene Knife ſee not the Wound it makes,


  Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the darke,


  To cry, hold, hold.


  Enter Macbeth.


  Great Glamys, worthy Cawdor,


  Greater then both, by the all-haile hereafter,


  Thy Letters haue tranſported me beyond


  This ignorant preſent, and I feele now


  The future in the inſtant.


  
    MACBETH


    My deareſt Loue,

  


  Duncan comes here to Night.


  
    LADY


    And when goes hence?

  


  
    MACBETH


    To morrow, as he purpoſes.

  


  
    LADY


    O neuer,

  


  Shall Sunne that Morrow ſee.


  Your Face, my Thane, is as a Booke, where men


  May reade ſtrange matters, to beguile the time.


  Looke like the time, beare welcome in your Eye,


  Your Hand, your Tongue: looke like th’innocent flower,


  But be the Serpent vnder’t. He that’s comming,


  Muſt be prouided for: and you ſhall put


  This Nights great Buſineſſe into my diſpatch,


  Which ſhall to all our Nights, and Dayes to come,


  Giue ſolely ſoueraigne ſway, and Maſterdome.


  
    MACBETH


    We will ſpeake further,

  


  
    LADY


    Onely looke vp cleare:

  


  To alter fauor, euer is to feare:


  Leaue all the reſt to me.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Sexta.


  


  Hoboyes, and Torches.


  Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbaine,
Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roſſe, Angus,
and Attendants.


  
    KING


    This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat,

  


  The ayre nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelfe


  Vnto our gentle ſences.


  
    BANQVO


    This Gueſt of Summer,

  


  The Temple-haunting Barlet does approue,


  By his loued Manſonry, that the Heauens breath


  Smells wooingly here: no Iutty frieze,


  Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird


  Hath made his pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle,


  Where they muſt breed, and haunt: I haue obſeru’d


  The ayre is delicate.


  Enter Lady.


  
    KING


    See, ſee our honor’d Hoſteſſe:

  


  The Loue that followes vs, ſometime is our trouble,


  Which ſtill we thanke as Loue. Herein I teach you,


  How you ſhall bid God-eyld vs for your paines,


  And thanke vs for your trouble.


  
    LADY


    All our ſeruice,

  


  In euery point twice done, and then done double,


  Were poore, and ſingle Buſineſſe, to contend


  Againſt thoſe Honors deepe, and broad,


  Wherewith your Maieſtie loades our Houſe:


  For thoſe of old, and the late Dignities,


  Heap’d vp to them, we reſt your Ermites.


  
    KING


    Where’s the Thane of Cawdor?

  


  We courſt him at the heeles, and had a purpoſe


  To be his Purueyor: But he rides well,


  And his great Loue (ſharpe as his Spurre) hath holp him


  To his home before vs: Faire and Noble Hoſteſſe


  We are your gueſt to night.


  
    LADY


    Your Seruants euer,

  


  Haue theirs, themſelues, and what is theirs in compt,


  To make their Audit at your Highneſſe pleaſure,


  Still to returne your owne.


  
    KING


    Giue me your hand:

  


  Conduct me to mine Hoſt we loue him highly,


  And ſhall continue, our Graces towards him.


  By your leaue Hoſteſſe.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Septima.


  


  Hoboyes. Torches.


  Enter a Sewer, and diuers Seruants
with Diſhes and Seruice ouer the Stage.


  Then enter Macbeth.


  
    MACBETH


    If it were done, when ’tis done, then ’twer well,

  


  It were done quickly: If th’Aſſaſſination


  Could trammell vp the Conſequence, and catch


  With his ſurceaſe, Succeſſe: that but this blow


  Might be the be all, and the end all. Heere,


  But heere, vpon this Banke and Schoole of time,


  Wee’ld iumpe the life to come. But in theſe Caſes,


  We ſtill haue iudgement heere, that we but teach


  Bloody Inſtructions, which being taught, returne


  To plague th’Inuenter, this euen-handed Iuſtice


  Commends th’Ingredience of our poyſon’d Challice


  To our owne lips. Hee’s heere in double truſt;


  Firſt, as I am his Kinſman, and his Subiect,


  Strong both againſt the Deed: Then, as his Hoſt,


  Who ſhould againſt his Murtherer ſhut the doore,


  Not beare the knife my ſelfe. Beſides, this Duncane


  Hath borne his Faculties ſo meeke; hath bin


  So cleere in his great Office, that his Vertues


  Will pleade like Angels, Trumpet-tongu’d againſt


  The deepe damnation of his taking off:


  And Pitty, like a naked New-borne-Babe,


  Striding the blaſt, or Heauens Cherubin, hors’d


  Vpon the ſightleſſe Curriors of the Ayre,


  Shall blow the horrid deed in euery eye,


  That teares ſhall drowne the winde. I haue no Spurre


  To pricke the ſides of my intent, but onely


  Vaulting Ambition, which ore-leapes it ſelfe,


  And falles on th’other.


  Enter Lady.


  How now? What Newes?


  
    LADY


    He has almoſt ſupt: why haue you left the chamber?

  


  
    MACBETH


    Hath he ask’d for me?

  


  
    LADY


    Know you not, he ha’s?

  


  
    MACBETH


    We will proceed no further in this Buſineſſe:

  


  He hath Honour’d me of late, and I haue bought


  Golden Opinions from all ſorts of people,


  Which would be worne now in their neweſt gloſſe,


  Not caſt aſide ſo ſoone.


  
    LADY


    Was the hope drunke,

  


  Wherein you dreſt your ſelfe? Hath it ſlept ſince?


  And wakes it now to looke ſo greene, and pale,


  At what it did ſo freely? From this time,


  Such I account thy loue. Art thou affear’d


  To be the ſame in thine owne Act, and Valour,


  As thou art in deſire? Would’ſt thou haue that


  Which thou eſteem’ſt the Ornament of Life,


  And liue a Coward in thine owne Eſteeme?


  Letting I dare not, wait vpon I would,


  Like the poore Cat i’th’Addage.


  
    MACBETH


    Prythee peace:

  


  I dare do all that may become a man,


  Who dares do more, is none.


  
    LADY


    What Beaſt was’t then

  


  That made you breake this enterprize to me?


  When you durſt do it, then you were a man:


  And to be more then what you were, you would


  Be ſo much more the man. Nor time, nor place


  Did then adhere, and yet you would make both:


  They haue made themſelues, and that their fitneſſe now


  Do’s vnmake you. I haue giuen Sucke, and know


  How tender ’tis to loue the Babe that milkes me,


  I would, while it was ſmyling in my Face,


  Haue pluckt my Nipple from his Boneleſſe Gummes,


  And daſht the Braines out, had I ſo ſworne


  As you haue done to this.


  
    MACBETH


    If we ſhould faile?

  


  
    LADY


    We faile?

  


  But ſcrew your courage to the ſticking place,


  And wee’le not fayle: when Duncan is aſleepe,


  (Whereto the rather ſhall his dayes hard Iourney


  Soundly inuite him) his two Chamberlaines


  Will I with Wine, and Waſſell, ſo conuince,


  That Memorie, the Warder of the Braine,


  Shall be a Fume, and the Receit of Reaſon


  A Lymbeck onely: when in Swiniſh ſleepe,


  Their drenched Natures lyes as in a Death,


  What cannot you and I performe vpon


  Th’vnguarded Duncan? What not put vpon


  His ſpungie Officers? who ſhall beare the guilt


  Of our great quell.


  
    MACBETH


    Bring forth Men-Children onely:

  


  For thy vndaunted Mettle ſhould compoſe


  Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiu’d,


  When we haue mark’d with blood thoſe ſleepie two


  Of his owne Chamber, and vs’d their very Daggers,


  That they haue don’t?


  
    LADY


    Who dares receiue it other,

  


  As we ſhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore,


  Vpon his Death?


  
    MACBETH


    I am ſettled, and bend vp

  


  Each corporall Agent to this terrible Feat.


  Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow,


  Falſe Face muſt hide what the falſe Heart doth know.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Secundus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Banquo, and Fleance,
with a Torch before him.


  
    BANQVO


    HOW goes the Night, Boy?

  


  
    FLEANCE


    The Moone is downe: I haue not heard the Clock.

  


  
    BANQVO


    And ſhe goes downe at Twelue.

  


  
    FLEANCE


    I take’t, ’tis later, Sir.

  


  
    BANQVO


    Hold, take my Sword:

  


  There’s Husbandry in Heauen,


  Their Candles are all out: take thee that too.


  A heauie Summons lyes like Lead vpon me,


  And yet I would not ſleepe:


  Mercifull Powers, reſtraine in me the curſed thoughts


  That Nature giues way to in repoſe.


  
    Enter Macbeth,
and a Seruant with a Torch.

  


  Giue me my Sword: who’s there?


  
    MACBETH


    A Friend.

  


  
    BANQVO


    What Sir, not yet at reſt? the King’s a bed.

  


  He hath beene in vnuſuall Pleaſure,


  And ſent forth great Largeſſe to your Offices.


  This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall,


  By the name of moſt kind Hoſteſſe,


  And ſhut vp in meaſureleſſe content.


  
    MACBETH


    Being vnprepar’d,

  


  Our will became the ſeruant to defect,


  Which elſe ſhould free haue wrought.


  
    BANQVO


    All’s well.

  


  I dreamt laſt Night of the three weyward Siſters:


  To you they haue ſhew’d ſome truth.


  
    MACBETH


    I thinke not of them:

  


  Yet when we can entreat an houre to ſerue,


  We would ſpend it in ſome words vpon that Buſineſſe,


  If you would graunt the time.


  
    BANQVO


    At your kind’ſt leyſure.

  


  
    MACBETH


    If you ſhall cleaue to my conſent,

  


  When ’tis, it ſhall make Honor for you.


  
    BANQVO


    So I loſe none,

  


  In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtill keepe


  My Boſome franchis’d, and Allegeance cleare,


  I ſhall be counſail’d.


  
    MACBETH


    Good repoſe the while.

  


  
    BANQVO


    Thankes Sir: the like to you.

  


  Exit Banquo.


  
    MACBETH


    Goe bid thy Miſtreſſe, when my drinke is ready,

  


  She ſtrike vpon the Bell. Get thee to bed.


  Exit.


  Is this a Dagger, which I ſee before me,


  The Handle toward my Hand? Come, let me clutch thee:


  I haue thee not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill.


  Art thou not fatall Viſion, ſenſible


  To feeling, as to ſight? or art thou but


  A Dagger of the Minde, a falſe Creation,


  Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed Braine?


  I ſee thee yet, in forme as palpable,


  As this which now I draw.


  Thou marſhall’ſt me the way that I was going,


  And ſuch an Inſtrument I was to vſe.


  Mine Eyes are made the fooles o’th’other Sences,


  Or elſe worth all the reſt: I ſee thee ſtill;


  And on thy Blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of Blood,


  Which was not ſo before. There’s no ſuch thing:


  It is the bloody Buſineſſe, which informes


  Thus to mine Eyes. Now o’re the one halfe World


  Nature ſeemes dead, and wicked Dreames abuſe


  The Curtain’d ſleepe: Witchcraft celebrates


  Pale Heccats Offrings: and wither’d Murther,


  Alarum’d by his Centinell, the Wolfe,


  Whoſe howle’s his Watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace,


  With Tarquins rauiſhing ſides, towards his deſigne


  Moues like a Ghoſt. Thou ſowre and firme-ſet Earth


  Heare not my ſteps, which they may walke, for feare


  Thy very ſtones prate of my where-about,


  And take the preſent horror from the time,


  Which now ſutes with it. Whiles I threat, he liues:


  Words to the heat of deedes too cold breath giues.


  A Bell rings.


  I goe, and it is done: the Bell inuites me.


  Heare it not, Duncan, for it is a Knell,


  That ſummons thee to Heauen, or to Hell.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Lady.


  
    LADY


    THAT which hath made them drunk, hath made me bold:

  


  What hath quench’d them, hath giuen me fire.


  Hearke, peace: it was the Owle that ſhriek’d,


  The fatall Bell-man, which giues the ſtern’ſt good-night.


  He is about it, the Doores are open:


  And the ſurfeted Groomes doe mock their charge


  With Snores. I haue drugg’d their Poſſets,


  That Death and Nature doe contend about them,


  Whether they liue, or dye.


  Enter Macbeth.


  
    MACBETH


    Who’s there? what hoa?

  


  
    LADY


    Alack, I am afraid they haue awak’d,

  


  And ’tis not done: th’attempt, and not the deed,


  Confounds vs: hearke: I lay’d their Daggers ready,


  He could not miſſe ’em. Had he not reſembled


  My Father as he ſlept, I had don’t.


  My Husband?


  
    MACBETH


    I haue done the deed:

  


  Didſt thou not heare a noyſe?


  
    LADY


    I heard the Owle ſchreame, and the Crickets cry.

  


  Did not you ſpeake?


  
    MACBETH


    When?

  


  
    LADY


    Now.

  


  
    MACBETH


    As I deſcended?

  


  
    LADY


    I.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Hearke, who lyes i’th’ſecond Chamber?

  


  
    LADY


    Donalbaine.

  


  
    MACBETH


    This is a ſorry ſight.

  


  
    LADY


    A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry ſight.

  


  
    MACBETH


    There’s one did laugh in’s ſleepe,

  


  And one cry’d Murther, that they did wake each other:


  I ſtood, and heard them: But they did ſay their Prayers,


  And addreſt them againe to ſleepe.


  
    LADY


    There are two lodg’d together.

  


  
    MACBETH


    One cry’d God bleſſe vs, and Amen the other,

  


  As they had ſeene me with theſe Hangmans hands:


  Liſtning their feare, I could not ſay Amen,


  When they did ſay God bleſſe vs.


  
    LADY


    Conſider it not ſo deepely.

  


  
    MACBETH


    But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen?

  


  I had moſt need of Bleſſing, and Amen ſtuck in my throat.


  
    LADY


    Theſe deeds muſt not be thought

  


  After theſe wayes: ſo, it will make vs mad.


  
    MACBETH


    Me thought I heard a voyce cry, Sleep no more:

  


  Macbeth does murther Sleepe, the innocent Sleepe,


  Sleepe that knits vp the rauel’d Sleeue of Care,


  The death of each dayes Life, ſore Labors Bath,


  Balme of hurt Mindes, great Natures ſecond Courſe,


  Chiefe nouriſher in Life’s Feaſt.


  
    LADY


    What doe you meane?

  


  
    MACBETH


    Still it cry’d, Sleepe no more to all the Houſe:

  


  Glamis hath murther’d Sleepe, and therefore Cawdor


  Shall ſleepe no more: Macbeth ſhall ſleepe no more.


  
    LADY


    Who was it, that thus cry’d? why worthy Thane,

  


  You doe vnbend your Noble ſtrength, to thinke


  So braine-ſickly of things: Goe get ſome Water,


  And waſh this filthie Witneſſe from your Hand.


  Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the place?


  They muſt lye there: goe carry them, and ſmeare


  The ſleepie Groomes with blood.


  
    MACBETH


    Ile goe no more:

  


  I am afraid, to thinke what I haue done:


  Looke on’t againe, I dare not.


  
    LADY


    Infirme of purpoſe:

  


  Giue me the Daggers: the ſleeping, and the dead,


  Are but as Pictures: ’tis the Eye of Child-hood,


  That feares a painted Deuill. If he doe bleed,


  Ile guild the Faces of the Groomes withall,


  For it muſt ſeeme their Guilt.


  Exit.


  Knocke within.


  
    MACBETH


    Whence is that knocking?

  


  How is’t with me, when euery noyſe appalls me?


  What Hands are here? hah: they pluck out mine Eyes.


  Will all great Neptunes Ocean waſh this blood


  Cleane from my Hand? no: this my Hand will rather


  The multitudinous Seas incarnardine,


  Making the Greene one, Red.


  Enter Lady.


  
    LADY


    My Hands are of your colour: but I ſhame

  


  To weare a Heart ſo white.


  Knocke.


  I heare a knocking at the South entry:


  Retyre we to our Chamber:


  A little Water cleares vs of this deed.


  How eaſie is it then? your Conſtancie


  Hath left you vnattended.


  Knocke.


  Hearke, more knocking.


  Get on your Night-Gowne, leaſt occaſion call vs,


  And ſhew vs to be Watchers: be not loſt


  So poorely in your thoughts.


  
    MACBETH


    To know my deed,

  


  Knocke.


  ’Twere beſt not know my ſelfe.


  Wake Duncan with thy knocking:


  I would thou could’ſt.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter a Porter.


  Knocking within.


  PORTER


  HERE’S a knocking indeede: if a man were Porter of Hell Gate, hee ſhould haue old turning the Key.


  Knock.


  Knock, Knock, Knock. Who’s there i’th’name of Belzebub? Here’s a Farmer, that hang’d himſelfe on th’expectation of Plentie: Come in time, haue Napkins enow about you, here you’le ſweat for’t.


  Knock.


  Knock, knock. Who’s there in th’other Deuils Name? Faith here’s an Equiuocator, that could ſweare in both the Scales againſt eyther Scale, who committed Treaſon enough for Gods ſake, yet could not equiuocate to Heauen: oh come in, Equiuocator.


  Knock.


  Knock, Knock, Knock. Who’s there? ’Faith here’s an Engliſh Taylor come hither, for ſtealing out of a French Hoſe: Come in Taylor, here you may roſt your Gooſe.


  Knock.


  Knock, Knock. Neuer at quiet: What are you? but this place is too cold for Hell. Ile Deuill-Porter it no further: I had thought to haue let in ſome of all Profeſſions, that goe the Primroſe way to th’euerlaſting Bonfire.


  Knock.


  Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter.


  Enter Macduff, and Lenox.


  
    MACDVFF


    Was it ſo late, friend, ere you went to Bed,

  


  That you doe lye ſo late?


  
    PORTER


    Faith Sir, we were carowſing till the ſecond Cock:

  


  And Drinke, Sir, is a great prouoker of three things.


  
    MACDVFF


    What three things does Drinke eſpecially prouoke?

  


  PORTER


  Marry, Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. Lecherie, Sir, it prouokes, and vnprouokes: it prouokes the deſire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore much Drinke may be ſaid to be an Equiuocator with Lecherie: it makes him, and it marres him; it ſets him on, and it takes him off; it perſwades him, and dis-heartens him; makes him ſtand too, and not ſtand too: in concluſion, equiuocates him in a ſleepe, and giuing him the Lye, leaues him.


  
    MACDVFF


    I beleeue, Drinke gaue thee the Lye laſt Night.

  


  PORTER


  That it did, Sir, i’the very Throat on me: but I requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke) being too ſtrong for him, though he tooke vp my Legges ſometime, yet I made a Shift to caſt him.


  Enter Macbeth.


  
    MACDVFF


    Is thy Maſter ſtirring?

  


  Our knocking ha’s awak’d him: here he comes.


  
    LENOX


    Good morrow, Noble Sir.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Good morrow both.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane?

  


  
    MACBETH


    Not yet.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    He did command me to call timely on him,

  


  I haue almoſt ſlipt the houre.


  
    MACBETH


    Ile bring you to him.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    I know this is a ioyfull trouble to you:

  


  But yet ’tis one.


  
    MACBETH


    The labour we delight in, Phyſicks paine:

  


  This is the Doore.


  
    MACDVFF


    Ile make ſo bold to call, for ’tis my limitted ſeruice.

  


  Exit Macduff.


  
    LENOX


    Goes the King hence to day?

  


  
    MACBETH


    He does: he did appoint ſo.

  


  
    LENOX


    The Night ha’s been vnruly:

  


  Where we lay, our Chimneys were blowne downe,


  And (as they ſay) lamentings heard i’th’Ayre;


  Strange Schreemes of Death,


  And Prophecying, with Accents terrible,


  Of dyre Combuſtion, and confus’d Euents,


  New hatch’d toth’wofull time.


  The obſcure Bird clamor’d the liue-long Night.


  Some ſay, the Earth was Feuorous,


  And did ſhake.


  
    MACBETH


    ’Twas a rough Night.

  


  
    LENOX


    My young remembrance cannot paralell

  


  A fellow to it.


  Enter Macduff.


  
    MACDVFF


    O horror, horror, horror,

  


  Tongue nor Heart cannot conceiue, nor name thee.


  
    MACBETH AND LENOX


    What’s the matter?

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Confuſion now hath made his Maſter-peece:

  


  Moſt ſacrilegious Murther hath broke ope


  The Lords anoynted Temple, and ſtole thence


  The Life o’th’Building.


  
    MACBETH


    What is’t you ſay, the Life?

  


  
    LENOX


    Meane you his Maieſtie?

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Approch the Chamber, and deſtroy your ſight

  


  With a new Gorgon. Doe not bid me ſpeake:


  See, and then ſpeake your ſelues: awake, awake,


  Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox.


  Ring the Alarum Bell: Murther, and Treaſon,


   Banquo, and Donalbaine: Malcolme awake,


  Shake off this Downey ſleepe, Deaths counterfeit,


  And looke on Death it ſelfe: vp, vp, and ſee


  The great Doomes Image: Malcolme, Banquo,


  As from your Graues riſe vp, and walke like Sprights,


  To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell.


  Bell rings.


  Enter Lady.


  
    LADY


    What’s the Buſineſſe?

  


  That ſuch a hideous Trumpet calls to parley


  The ſleepers of the Houſe? ſpeake, ſpeake.


  
    MACDVFF


    O gentle Lady,

  


  ’Tis not for you to heare what I can ſpeake:


  The repetition in a Womans eare,


  Would murther as it fell.


  Enter Banquo.


  O Banquo, Banquo, Our Royall Maſter’s murther’d.


  
    LADY


    Woe, alas:

  


  What, in our Houſe?


  
    BANQVO


    Too cruell, any where.

  


  Deare Duff, I prythee contradict thy ſelfe,


  And ſay, it is not ſo.


  
    Enter Macbeth,
Lenox, and Roſſe.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Had I but dy’d an houre before this chance,

  


  I had liu’d a bleſſed time: for from this inſtant,


  There’s nothing ſerious in Mortalitie:


  All is but Toyes: Renowne and Grace is dead,


  The Wine of Life is drawne, and the meere Lees


  Is left this Vault, to brag of.


  
    Enter Malcolme
and Donalbaine.

  


  
    DONALBAINE


    What is amiſſe?

  


  
    MACBETH


    You are, and doe not know’t:

  


  The Spring, the Head, the Fountaine of your Blood


  Is ſtopt, the very Source of it is ſtopt.


  
    MACDVFF


    Your Royall Father’s murther’d.

  


  
    MALCOME


    Oh, by whom?

  


  
    LENOX


    Thoſe of his Chamber, as it ſeem’d, had don’t:

  


  Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with blood,


  So were their Daggers, which vnwip’d, we found


  Vpon their Pillowes: they ſtar’d, and were diſtracted,


  No mans Life was to be truſted with them.


  
    MACBETH


    O, yet I doe repent me of my furie,

  


  That I did kill them.


  
    MACDVFF


    Wherefore did you ſo?

  


  
    MACBETH


    Who can be wiſe, amaz’d, temp’rate, & furious,

  


  Loyall, and Neutrall, in a moment? No man:


  Th’expedition of my violent Loue


  Out-run the pawſer, Reaſon. Here lay Duncan,


  His Siluer skinne, lac’d with His Golden Blood,


  And his gaſh’d Stabs, look’d like a Breach in Nature,


  For Ruines waſtfull entrance: there the Murtherers,


  Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade; their Daggers


  Vnmannerly breech’d with gore: who could refraine,


  That had a heart to loue; and in that heart,


  Courage, to make’s loue knowne?


  
    LADY


    Helpe me hence, hoa.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Looke to the Lady.

  


  
    MALCOME


    Why doe we hold our tongues,

  


  That moſt may clayme this argument for ours?


  
    DONALBAINE


    What ſhould be ſpoken here,

  


  Where our Fate hid in an augure hole,


  May ruſh, and ſeize vs? Let’s away,


  Our Teares are not yet brew’d.


  
    MALCOME


    Nor our ſtrong Sorrow

  


  Vpon the foot of Motion.


  
    BANQVO


    Looke to the Lady:

  


  And when we haue our naked Frailties hid,


  That ſuffer in expoſure; let vs meet,


  And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of worke,


  To know it further. Feares and ſcruples ſhake vs:


  In the great Hand of God I ſtand, and thence,


  Againſt the vndivulg’d pretence, I fight


  Of Treaſonous Mallice.


  
    MACDVFF


    And ſo doe I.

  


  
    ALL


    So all.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Let’s briefely put on manly readineſſe,

  


  And meet i’th’Hall together.


  
    ALL


    Well contented.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    MALCOME


    What will you doe?

  


  Let’s not conſort with them:


  To ſhew an vnfelt Sorrow, is an Office


  Which the falſe man do’s eaſie.


  Ile to England.


  
    DONALBAINE


    To Ireland, I:

  


  Our ſeperated fortune ſhall keepe vs both the ſafer:


  Where we are, there’s Daggers in mens ſmiles;


  The neere in blood, the neerer bloody.


  
    MALCOME


    This murtherous Shaft that’s ſhot,

  


  Hath not yet lighted: and our ſafeſt way,


  Is to auoid the ayme. Therefore to Horſe,


  And let vs not be daintie of leaue-taking,


  But ſhift away: there’s warrant in that Theft,


  Which ſteales it ſelfe, when there’s no mercie left.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Enter Roſſe,
with an Old man.


  
    OLD MAN


    THREESCORE and ten I can remember well,

  


  Within the Volume of which Time, I haue ſeene


  Houres dreadfull, and things ſtrange: but this ſore Night


  Hath trifled former knowings.


  
    ROSSE


    Ha, good Father,

  


  Thou ſeeſt the Heauens, as troubled with mans Act,


  Threatens his bloody Stage: byth’Clock ’tis Day,


  And yet darke Night ſtrangles the trauailing Lampe:


  Is’t Nights predominance, or the Dayes ſhame,


  That Darkneſſe does the face of Earth intombe,


  When liuing Light ſhould kiſſe it?


  
    OLD MAN


    ’Tis vnnaturall,

  


  Euen like the deed that’s done: On Tueſday laſt,


  A Faulcon towring in her pride of place,


  Was by a Mowſing Owle hawkt at, and kill’d.


  
    ROSSE


    And Duncans Horſes,

  


  (A thing moſt ſtrange, and certaine)


  Beauteous, and ſwift, the Minions of their Race,


  Turn’d wilde in nature, broke their ſtalls, flong out,


  Contending ’gainſt Obedience, as they would


  Make Warre with Mankinde.


  
    OLD MAN


    ’Tis ſaid, they eate each other.

  


  
    ROSSE


    They did ſo:

  


  To th’amazement of mine eyes that look’d vpon’t.


  Enter Macduff.


  Heere comes the good Macduff.


  How goes the world Sir, now?


  
    MACDVFF


    Why ſee you not?

  


  
    ROSSE


    Is’t known who did this more then bloody deed?

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Thoſe that Macbeth hath ſlaine.

  


  
    ROSSE


    Alas the day,

  


  What good could they pretend?


  
    MACDVFF


    They were ſubborned,

  


  Malcolme, and Donalbaine the Kings two Sonnes


  Are ſtolne away and fled, which puts vpon them


  Suſpition of the deed.


  
    ROSSE


    ’Gainſt Nature ſtill,

  


  Thriftleſſe Ambition, that will rauen vp


  Thine owne liues meanes: Then ’tis moſt like,


  The Soueraignty will fall vpon Macbeth.


  
    MACDVFF


    He is already nam’d, and gone to Scone

  


  To be inueſted.


  
    ROSSE


    Where is Duncans body?

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Carried to Colmekill,

  


  The Sacred Store-houſe of his Predeceſſors,


  And Guardian of their Bones.


  
    ROSSE


    Will you to Scone?

  


  
    MACDVFF


    No Coſin, Ile to Fife.

  


  
    ROSSE


    Well, I will thither.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Well may you ſee things wel done there: Adieu

  


  Leaſt our old Robes ſit eaſier then our new.


  
    ROSSE


    Farewell, Father.

  


  
    OLD MAN


    Gods benyſon go with you, and with thoſe

  


  That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes.


  Exeunt omnes.
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  Actus Tertius.
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  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Banquo.


  
    BANQVO


    THOV haſt it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all,

  


  As the weyard Women promis’d, and I feare


  Thou playd’ſt moſt fowly for’t: yet it was ſaide


  It ſhould not ſtand in thy Poſterity,


  But that my ſelfe ſhould be the Roote, and Father


  Of many Kings. If there come truth from them,


  As vpon thee Macbeth, their Speeches ſhine,


  Why by the verities on thee made good,


  May they not be my Oracles as well,


  And ſet me vp in hope. But huſh, no more.


  Senit ſounded.


  
    Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox,
Roſſe, Lords, and Attendants.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Heere’s our chiefe Gueſt.

  


  
    LADY


    If he had beene forgotten,

  


  It had bene as a gap in our great Feaſt,


  And all-thing vnbecomming.


  
    MACBETH


    To night we hold a ſolemne Supper ſir,

  


  And Ile requeſt your preſence.


  
    BANQVO


    Let your Highneſſe

  


  Command vpon me, to the which my duties


  Are with a moſt indiſſoluble tye


  For euer knit.


  
    MACBETH


    Ride you this afternoone?

  


  
    BANQVO


    I, my good Lord.

  


  
    MACBETH


    We ſhould haue elſe deſir’d your good aduice

  


  (Which ſtill hath been both graue, and proſperous)


  In this dayes Councell: but wee’le take to morrow.


  Is’t farre you ride?


  
    BANQVO


    As farre, my Lord, as will fill vp the time

  


  ’Twixt this, and Supper. Goe not my Horſe the better,


  I muſt become a borrower of the Night,


  For a darke houre, or twaine.


  
    MACBETH


    Faile not our Feaſt.

  


  
    BANQVO


    My Lord, I will not.

  


  
    MACBETH


    We heare our bloody Cozens are beſtow’d

  


  In England, and in Ireland, not confeſſing


  Their cruell Parricide, filling their hearers


  With ſtrange inuention. But of that to morrow,


  When therewithall, we ſhall haue cauſe of State,


  Crauing vs ioyntly. Hye you to Horſe:


  Adieu, till you returne at Night.


  Goes Fleance with you?


  
    BANQVO


    I, my good Lord: our time does call vpon’s.

  


  
    MACBETH


    I wiſh your Horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot:

  


  And ſo I doe commend you to their backs.


  Farwell.


  Exit Banquo.


  Let euery man be maſter of his time,


  Till ſeuen at Night, to make ſocietie


  The ſweeter welcome:


  We will keepe our ſelfe till Supper time alone:


  While then, God be with you.


  Exeunt Lords.


  Sirrha, a word with you: Attend thoſe men


  Our pleaſure?


  
    SERVANT


    They are, my Lord, without the Pallace

  


  Gate.


  
    MACBETH


    Bring them before vs.

  


  Exit Seruant.


  To be thus, is nothing, but to be ſafely thus


  Our feares in Banquo ſticke deepe,


  And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that


  Which would be fear’d. ’Tis much he dares,


  And to that dauntleſſe temper of his Minde,


  He hath a Wiſdome, that doth guide his Valour,


  To act in ſafetie. There is none but he,


  Whoſe being I doe feare: and vnder him,


  My Genius is rebuk’d, as it is ſaid


  Mark Anthonies was by Caeſar. He chid the Siſters,


  When firſt they put the Name of King vpon me,


  And bad them ſpeake to him. Then Prophet-like,


  They hayl’d him Father to a Line of Kings.


  Vpon my Head they plac’d a fruitleſſe Crowne,


  And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe,


  Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand,


  No Sonne of mine ſucceeding: if’t be ſo,


  For Banquo’s Iſſue haue I fil’d my Minde,


  For them, the gracious Duncan haue I murther’d,


  Put Rancours in the Veſſell of my Peace


  Onely for them, and mine eternall Iewell


  Giuen to the common Enemie of Man,


  To make them Kings, the Seedes of Banquo Kings.


  Rather then ſo, come Fate into the Lyſt,


  And champion me to th’vtterance.


  Who’s there?


  
    Enter Seruant,
and two Murtherers.

  


  Now goe to the Doore, and ſtay there till we call.


  Exit Seruant.


  Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together?


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    It was, ſo pleaſe your Highneſſe.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Well then,

  


  Now haue you conſider’d of my ſpeeches:


  Know, that it was he, in the times paſt,


  Which held you ſo vnder fortune,


  Which you thought had been our innocent ſelfe.


  This I made good to you, in our laſt conference,


  Paſt in probation with you:


  How you were borne in hand, how croſt:


  The Inſtruments: who wrought with them:


  And all things elſe, that might


  To halfe a Soule, and to a Notion craz’d,


  Say, Thus did Banquo.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    You made it knowne to vs.

  


  
    MACBETH


    I did ſo:

  


  And went further, which is now


  Our point of ſecond meeting.


  Doe you finde your patience ſo predominant,


  In your nature, that you can let this goe?


  Are you ſo Goſpell’d, to pray for this good man,


  And for his Iſſue, whoſe heauie hand


  Hath bow’d you to the Graue, and begger’d


  Yours for euer?


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    We are men, my Liege.

  


  
    MACBETH


    I, in the Catalogue ye goe for men,

  


  As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curres,


  Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolues are clipt


  All by the Name of Dogges: the valued file


  Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle,


  The Houſe-keeper, the Hunter, euery one


  According to the gift, which bounteous Nature


  Hath in him clos’d: whereby he does receiue


  Particular addition, from the Bill,


  That writes them all alike: and ſo of men.


  Now, if you haue a ſtation in the file,


  Not i’th’worſt ranke of Manhood, ſay’t,


  And I will put that Buſineſſe in your Boſomes,


  Whoſe execution takes your Enemie off,


  Grapples you to the heart; and loue of vs,


  Who weare our Health but ſickly in his Life,


  Which in his Death were perfect.


  
    2. MVRTHERER


    I am one, my Liege,

  


  Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World


  Hath ſo incens’d, that I am reckleſſe what I doe,


  To ſpight the World.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    And I another,

  


  So wearie with Diſaſters, tugg’d with Fortune,


  That I would ſet my Life on any Chance,


  To mend it, or be rid on’t.


  
    MACBETH


    Both of you know Banquo was your Enemie.

  


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    True, my Lord.

  


  
    MACBETH


    So is he mine: and in ſuch bloody diſtance,

  


  That euery minute of his being, thruſts


  Againſt my neer’ſt of Life: and though I could


  With bare-fac’d power ſweepe him from my ſight,


  And bid my will auouch it; yet I muſt not,


  For certaine friends that are both his, and mine,


  Whoſe loues I may not drop, but wayle his fall,


  Who I my ſelfe ſtruck downe: and thence it is,


  That I to your aſſiſtance doe make loue,


  Masking the Buſineſſe from the common Eye,


  For ſundry weightie Reaſons.


  
    2. MVRTHERER


    We ſhall, my Lord,

  


  Performe what you command vs.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Though our Liues ———

  


  
    MACBETH


    Your Spirits ſhine through you.

  


  Within this houre, at moſt,


  I will aduiſe you where to plant your ſelues,


  Acquaint you with the perfect Spy o’th’time,


  The moment on’t, for’t muſt be done to Night,


  And ſomething from the Pallace: alwayes thought,


  That I require a cleareneſſe; and with him,


  To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke:


  Fleans, his Sonne, that keepes him companie,


  Whoſe abſence is no leſſe materiall to me,


  Then is his Fathers, muſt embrace the fate


  Of that darke houre: reſolue your ſelues apart,


  Ile come to you anon.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    We are reſolu’d, my Lord.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Ile call vpon you ſtraight: abide within,

  


  It is concluded: Banquo, thy Soules flight,


  If it finde Heauen, muſt finde it out to Night.


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Macbeths Lady,
and a Seruant.


  
    LADY


    IS Banquo gone from Court?

  


  
    SERVANT


    I, Madame, but returnes againe to Night.

  


  
    LADY


    Say to the King, I would attend his leyſure,

  


  For a few words.


  
    SERVANT


    Madame, I will.

  


  Exit.


  
    LADY


    Nought’s had, all’s ſpent.

  


  Where our deſire is got without content:


  ’Tis ſafer, to be that which we deſtroy,


  Then by deſtruction dwell in doubtfull ioy.


  Enter Macbeth.


  How now, my Lord, why doe you keepe alone?


  Of ſorryeſt Fancies your Companions making,


  Vſing thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed haue dy’d


  With them they thinke on: things without all remedie


  Should be without regard: what’s done, is done.


  
    MACBETH


    We haue ſcorch’d the Snake, not kill’d it:

  


  Shee’le cloſe, and be her ſelfe, whileſt our poore Mallice


  Remaines in danger of her former Tooth.


  But let the frame of things dis-ioynt,


  Both the Worlds ſuffer,


  Ere we will eate our Meale in feare, and ſleepe


  In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreames,


  That ſhake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead,


  Whom we, to gayne our peace, haue ſent to peace,


  Then on the torture of the Minde to lye


  In reſtleſſe extaſie.


  Duncane is in his Graue:


  After Lifes fitfull Feuer, he ſleepes well,


  Treaſon ha’s done his worſt: nor Steele, nor Poyſon,


  Mallice domeſtique, forraine Leuie, nothing,


  Can touch him further.


  
    LADY


    Come on:

  


  Gentle my Lord, ſleeke o’re your rugged Lookes,


  Be bright and Iouiall among your Gueſts to Night.


  
    MACBETH


    So ſhall I Loue, and ſo I pray be you:

  


  Let your remembrance apply to Banquo,


  Preſent him Eminence, both with Eye and Tongue:


  Vnſafe the while, that wee muſt laue


  Our Honors in theſe flattering ſtreames,


  And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts,


  Diſguiſing what they are.


  
    LADY


    You muſt leaue this.

  


  
    MACBETH


    O, full of Scorpions is my Minde, deare Wife:

  


  Thou know’ſt, that Banquo and his Fleans liues.


  
    LADY


    But in them, Natures Coppie’s not eterne.

  


  
    MACBETH


    There’s comfort yet, they are aſſaileable,

  


  Then be thou iocund: ere the Bat hath flowne


  His Cloyſter’d flight, ere to black Heccats ſummons


  The ſhard-borne Beetle, with his drowſie hums,


  Hath rung Nights yawning Peale,


  There ſhall be done a deed of dreadfull note.


  
    LADY


    What’s to be done?

  


  
    MACBETH


    Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Chuck,

  


  Till thou applaud the deed: Come, ſeeling Night,


  Skarfe vp the tender Eye of pittifull Day,


  And with thy bloodie and inuiſible Hand


  Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond,


  Which keepes me pale. Light thickens,


  And the Crow makes Wing toth’Rookie Wood:


  Good things of Day begin to droope, and drowſe,


  Whiles Nights black Agents to their Prey’s doe rowſe.


  Thou maruell’ſt at my words: but hold thee ſtill,


  Things bad begun, make ſtrong themſelues by ill:


  So prythee goe with me.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter three Murtherers.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    BVT who did bid thee ioyne with vs?

  


  
    3. MVRTHERER


    Macbeth.

  


  
    2. MVRTHERER


    He needes not our miſtruſt, ſince he deliuers

  


  Our Offices, and what we haue to doe,


  To the direction iuſt.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Then ſtand with vs:

  


  The Weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreakes of Day.


  Now ſpurres the lated Traueller apace,


  To gayne the timely Inne, and neere approches


  The ſubiect of our Watch.


  
    3. MVRTHERER


    Hearke, I heare Horſes.

  


  
    BANQVO WITHIN


    Giue vs a Light there, hoa.

  


  
    2. MVRTHERER


    Then ’tis hee:

  


  The reſt, that are within the note of expectation,


  Alreadie are i’th’Court.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    His Horſes goe about.

  


  
    3. MVRTHERER


    Almoſt a mile: but he does vſually,

  


  So all men doe, from hence toth’Pallace Gate


  Make it their Walke.


  
    Enter Banquo and Fleans,
with a Torch.

  


  
    2. MVRTHERER


    A Light, a Light.

  


  
    3. MVRTHERER


    ’Tis hee.

  


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Stand too’t.

  


  
    BANQVO


    It will be Rayne to Night.

  


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Let it come downe.

  


  
    BANQVO


    O, Trecherie!

  


  Flye good Fleans, flye, flye, flye,


  Thou may’ſt reuenge. O Slaue!


  
    3. MVRTHERER


    Who did ſtrike out the Light?

  


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Was’t not the way?

  


  
    3. MVRTHERER


    There’s but one downe: the Sonne is fled.

  


  
    2. MVRTHERER


    We haue loſt

  


  Beſt halfe of our Affaire.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Well, let’s away, and ſay how much is done.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Banquet prepar’d.


  Enter Macbeth,
Lady, Roſſe, Lenox,
Lords, and Attendants.


  
    MACBETH


    YOV know your owne degrees, ſit downe:

  


  At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome.


  
    LORDS


    Thankes to your Maieſty.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Our ſelfe will mingle with Society,

  


  And play the humble Hoſt:


  Our Hoſteſſe keepes her State, but in beſt time


  We will require her welcome.


  
    LADY


    Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends,

  


  For my heart ſpeakes, they are welcome.


  Enter firſt Murtherer.


  
    MACBETH


    See they encounter thee with their harts thanks

  


  Both ſides are euen: heere Ile ſit i’th’mid’ſt,


  Be large in mirth, anon wee’l drinke a Meaſure


  The Table round. There’s blood vpon thy face.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    ’Tis Banquo’s then.

  


  
    MACBETH


    ’Tis better thee without, then he within.

  


  Is he diſpatch’d?


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Thou art the beſt o’th’Cut-throats,

  


  Yet hee’s good that did the like for Fleans:


  If thou did’ſt it, thou art the Non-pareill.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Moſt Royall Sir

  


  Fleans is ſcap’d.


  
    MACBETH


    Then comes my Fit againe:

  


  I had elſe beene perfect;


  Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke,


  As broad, and generall, as the caſing Ayre:


  But now I am cabin’d, crib’d, confin’d, bound in


  To ſawcy doubts, and feares. But Banquo’s ſafe?


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    I, my good Lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides,

  


  With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head;


  The leaſt a Death to Nature.


  
    MACBETH


    Thankes for that:

  


  There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that’s fled


  Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed,


  No teeth for th’preſent. Get thee gone, to morrow


  Wee’l heare our ſelues againe.


  Exit Murderer.


  
    LADY


    My Royall Lord,

  


  You do not giue the Cheere, the Feaſt is ſold


  That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a making:


  ’Tis giuen, with welcome: to feede were beſt at home:


  From thence, the ſawce to meate is Ceremony,


  Meeting were bare without it.


  
    Enter the Ghoſt of Banquo,
and ſits in Macbeths place.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Sweet Remembrancer:

  


  Now good digeſtion waite on Appetite,


  And health on both.


  
    LENOX


    May’t pleaſe your Highneſſe ſit.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Here had we now our Countries Honor, roof’d,

  


  Were the grac’d perſon of our Banquo preſent:


  Who, may I rather challenge for vnkindneſſe,


  Then pitty for Miſchance.


  
    ROSSE


    His abſence (Sir)

  


  Layes blame vpon his promiſe. Pleas’t your Highneſſe


  To grace vs with your Royall Company?


  
    MACBETH


    The Table’s full.

  


  
    LENOX


    Heere is a place reſeru’d Sir.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Where?

  


  
    LENOX


    Heere my good Lord.

  


  What is’t that moues your Highneſſe?


  
    MACBETH


    Which of you haue done this?

  


  
    LORDS


    What, my good Lord?

  


  
    MACBETH


    Thou canſt not ſay I did it: neuer ſhake

  


  Thy goary lockes at me.


  
    ROSSE


    Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſſe is not well.

  


  
    LADY


    Sit worthy Friends: my Lord is often thus,

  


  And hath beene from his youth. Pray you keepe Seat,


  The fit is momentary, vpon a thought


  He will againe be well. If much you note him


  You ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion,


  Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man?


  
    MACBETH


    I, and a bold one, that dare looke on that

  


  Which might appall the Diuell.


  
    LADY


    O proper ſtuffe:

  


  This is the very painting of your feare:


  This is the Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you ſaid


  Led you to Duncan. O, theſe flawes and ſtarts


  (Impoſtors to true feare) would well become


  A womans ſtory, at a Winters fire


  Authoriz’d by her Grandam: ſhame it ſelfe,


  Why do you make ſuch faces? When all’s done


  You looke but on a ſtoole.


  
    MACBETH


    Prythee ſee there:

  


  Behold, looke, loe, how ſay you:


  Why what care I, if thou canſt nod, ſpeake too.


  If Charnell houſes, and our Graues muſt ſend


  Thoſe that we bury, backe; our Monuments


  Shall be the Mawes of Kytes.


  
    LADY


    What? quite vnmann’d in folly.

  


  
    MACBETH


    If I ſtand heere, I ſaw him.

  


  
    LADY


    Fie for ſhame.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Blood hath bene ſhed ere now, i’th’olden time

  


  Ere humane Statute purg’d the gentle Weale:


  I, and ſince too, Murthers haue bene perform’d


  Too terrible for the eare. The times has bene,


  That when the Braines were out, the man would dye,


  And there an end: But now they riſe againe


  With twenty mortall murthers on their crownes,


  And puſh vs from our ſtooles. This is more ſtrange


  Then ſuch a murther is.


  
    LADY


    My worthy Lord

  


  Your Noble Friends do lacke you.


  
    MACBETH


    I do forget:

  


  Do not muſe at me my moſt worthy Friends,


  I haue a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing


  To thoſe that know me. Come, loue and health to all,


  Then Ile ſit downe: Giue me ſome Wine, fill full:


  Enter Ghoſt.


  I drinke to th’generall ioy o’th’whole Table,


  And to our deere Friend Banquo, whom we miſſe:


  Would he were heere: to all, and him we thirſt,


  And all to all.


  
    LORDS


    Our duties, and the pledge.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Auant, & quit my ſight, let the earth hide thee:

  


  Thy bones are marrowleſſe, thy blood is cold:


  Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes


  Which thou doſt glare with.


  
    LADY


    Thinke of this good Peeres

  


  But as a thing of Cuſtome: ’Tis no other,


  Onely it ſpoyles the pleaſure of the time.


  
    MACBETH


    What man dare, I dare:

  


  Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian Beare,


  The arm’d Rhinoceros, or th’Hircan Tiger,


  Take any ſhape but that, and my firme Nerues


  Shall neuer tremble. Or be aliue againe,


  And dare me to the Deſart with thy Sword:


  If trembling I inhabit then, proteſt mee


  The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible ſhadow,


  Vnreall mock’ry hence. Why ſo, being gone


  I am a man againe: pray you ſit ſtill.


  
    LADY


    You haue diſplac’d the mirth,

  


  Broke the good meeting, with moſt admir’d diſorder.


  
    MACBETH


    Can ſuch things be,

  


  And ouercome vs like a Summers Clowd,


  Without our ſpeciall wonder? You make me ſtrange


  Euen to the diſpoſition that I owe,


  When now I thinke you can behold ſuch ſights,


  And keepe the naturall Rubie of your Cheekes,


  When mine is blanch’d with feare.


  
    ROSSE


    What ſights, my Lord?

  


  
    LADY


    I pray you ſpeake not: he growes worſe & worſe

  


  Queſtion enrages him: at once, goodnight.


  Stand not vpon the order of your going,


  But go at once.


  
    LENOX


    Good night, and better health

  


  Attend his Maieſty.


  
    LADY


    A kinde goodnight to all.

  


  Exit Lords.


  
    MACBETH


    It will haue blood they ſay:

  


  Blood will haue Blood:


  Stones haue beene knowne to moue, & Trees to ſpeake:


  Augures, and vnderſtood Relations, haue


  By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes, & Rookes brought forth


  The ſecret’ſt man of Blood. What is the night?


  
    LADY


    Almoſt at oddes with morning, which is which.

  


  
    MACBETH


    How ſay’ſt thou that Macduff denies his perſon

  


  At our great bidding.


  
    LADY


    Did you ſend to him Sir?

  


  
    MACBETH


    I heare it by the way: But I will ſend:

  


  There’s not a one of them but in his houſe


  I keepe a Seruant Feed. I will to morrow


  (And betimes I will) to the weyard Siſters.


  More ſhall they ſpeake: for now I am bent to know


  By the worſt meanes, the worſt, for mine owne good,


  All cauſes ſhall giue way. I am in blood


  Stept in ſo farre, that ſhould I wade no more,


  Returning were as tedious as go ore:


  Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand,


  Which muſt be acted, ere they may be ſcand.


  
    LADY


    You lacke the ſeaſon of all Natures, ſleepe.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Come, wee’l to ſleepe: My ſtrange & ſelf-abuſe

  


  Is the initiate feare, that wants hard vſe:


  We are yet but yong indeed.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quinta.


  


  Thunder.


  Enter the three Witches,
meeting Hecat.


  
    1. WITCH


    WHY how now Hecat, you looke angerly?

  


  
    HECAT


    Haue I not reaſon (Beldams) as you are?

  


  Sawcy, and ouer-bold, how did you dare


  To Trade, and Trafficke with Macbeth,


  In Riddles, and Affaires of death;


  And I the Miſtris of your Charmes,


  The cloſe contriuer of all harmes,


  Was neuer call’d to beare my part,


  Or ſhew the glory of our Art?


  And which is worſe, all you haue done


  Hath bene but for a wayward Sonne,


  Spightfull, and wrathfull, who (as others do)


  Loues for his owne ends, not for you.


  But make amends now: Get you gon,


  And at the pit of Acheron


  Meete me i’th’Morning: thither he


  Will come, to know his Deſtinie.


  Your Veſſels, and your Spels prouide,


  Your Charmes, and euery thing beſide;


  I am for th’Ayre: This night Ile ſpend


  Vnto a diſmall, and a Fatall end.


  Great buſineſſe muſt be wrought ere Noone.


  Vpon the Corner of the Moone


  There hangs a vap’rous drop, profound,


  Ile catch it ere it come to ground;


  And that diſtill’d by Magicke ſlights,


  Shall raiſe ſuch Artificiall Sprights,


  As by the ſtrength of their illuſion,


  Shall draw him on to his Confuſion.


  He ſhall ſpurne Fate, ſcorne Death, and beare


  His hopes ’boue Wiſedome, Grace, and Feare:


  And you all know, Security


  Is Mortals cheefeſt Enemie.


  Muſicke, and a Song.


  Hearke, I am call’d: my little Spirit ſee


  Sits in Foggy cloud, and ſtayes for me.


  
    Sing within.
Come away, come away, &c.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Come, let’s make haſt, ſhee’l ſoone be

  


  Backe againe.


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Sexta.


  


  Enter Lenox, and another Lord.


  
    LENOX


    MY former Speeches,

  


  Haue but hit your Thoughts


  Which can interpret farther: Onely I ſay


  Things haue bin ſtrangely borne. The gracious Duncan


  Was pittied of Macbeth: marry he was dead:


  And the right valiant Banquo walk’d too late,


  Whom you may ſay (if’t pleaſe you) Fleans kill’d,


  For Fleans fled: Men muſt not walke too late.


  Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous


  It was for Malcolme, and for Donalbane


  To kill their gracious Father? Damned Fact,


  How it did greeue Macbeth? Did he not ſtraight


  In pious rage, the two delinquents teare,


  That were the Slaues of drinke, and thralles of ſleepe?


  Was not that Nobly done? I, and wiſely too:


  For ’twould haue anger’d any heart aliue


  To heare the men deny’t. So that I ſay,


  He ha’s borne all things well, and I do thinke,


  That had he Duncans Sonnes vnder his Key,


  (As, and’t pleaſe Heauen he ſhall not) they ſhould finde


  What ’twere to kill a Father: So ſhould Fleans.


  But peace; for from broad words, and cauſe he fayl’d


  His preſence at the Tyrants Feaſt, I heare


  Macduff liues in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell


  Where he beſtowes himſelfe?


  
    LORD


    The Sonnes of Duncane

  


  (From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth)


  Liues in the Engliſh Court, and is receyu’d


  Of the moſt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace,


  That the maleuolence of Fortune, nothing


  Takes from his high reſpect. Thither Macduff


  Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd


  To wake Northumberland, and warlike Seyward,


  That by the helpe of theſe (with him aboue)


  To ratifie the Worke) we may againe


  Giue to our Tables meate, ſleepe to our Nights:


  Free from our Feaſts, and Banquets bloody kniues;


  Do faithfull Homage, and receiue free Honors,


  All which we pine for now. And this report


  Hath ſo exaſperate their King, that hee


  Prepares for ſome attempt of Warre.


  
    LENOX


    Sent he to Macduff?

  


  
    LORD


    He did: and with an abſolute Sir, not I

  


  The clowdy Meſſenger turnes me his backe,


  And hums; as who ſhould ſay, you’l rue the time


  That clogges me with this Anſwer.


  
    LENOX


    And that well might

  


  Aduiſe him to a Caution, t’hold what diſtance


  His wiſedome can prouide. Some holy Angell


  Flye to the Court of England, and vnfold


  His Meſſage ere he come, that a ſwift bleſſing


  May ſoone returne to this our ſuffering Country,


  Vnder a hand accurs’d.


  
    LORD


    Ile ſend my Prayers with him.

  


  Exeunt.


  [image: ornament]


  Actus Quartus.


  [image: ornament]
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Thunder.


  Enter the three Witches.


  
    1. WITCH


    THRICE the brinded Cat hath mew’d.

  


  
    2. WITCH


    Thrice, and once the Hedge-Pigge whin’d.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    Harpier cries, ’tis time, ’tis time.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Round about the Caldron go:

  


  In the poyſond Entrailes throw


  Toad, that vnder cold ſtone,


  Dayes and Nights, ha’s thirty one:


  Sweltred Venom ſleeping got,


  Boyle thou firſt i’th’charmed pot.


  
    ALL


    Double, double, toile and trouble;

  


  Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble.


  
    2. WITCH


    Fillet of a Fenny Snake,

  


  In the Cauldron boyle and bake:


  Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge,


  Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge:


  Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting,


  Lizards legge, and Howlets wing:


  For a Charme of powrefull trouble,


  Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble.


  
    ALL


    Double, double, toyle and trouble,

  


  Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble.


  
    3. WITCH


    Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe,

  


  Witches Mummey, Maw, and Gulfe


  Of the rauin’d ſalt Sea ſharke:


  Roote of Hemlocke, digg’d i’th’darke:


  Liuer of Blaſpheming Iew,


  Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew,


  Sliuer’d in the Moones Ecclipſe:


  Noſe of Turke, and Tartars lips:


  Finger of Birth-ſtrangled Babe,


  Ditch-deliuer’d by a Drab,


  Make the Grewell thicke, and ſlab.


  Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron,


  For th’Ingredience of our Cawdron.


  
    ALL


    Double, double, toyle and trouble,

  


  Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble.


  
    2. WITCH


    Coole it with a Baboones blood,

  


  Then the Charme is firme and good.


  
    Enter Hecat,
and the other three Witches.

  


  
    HECAT


    O well done: I commend your paines,

  


  And euery one ſhall ſhare i’th’gaines:


  And now about the Cauldron ſing


  Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring,


  Inchanting all that you put in.


  
    Muſicke and a Song.
Blacke Spirits, &c.

  


  
    2. WITCH


    By the pricking of my Thumbes,

  


  Something wicked this way comes:


  Open Lockes, who euer knockes.


  Enter Macbeth.


  
    MACBETH


    How now you ſecret, black, & midnight Hags?

  


  What is’t you do?


  
    ALL


    A deed without a name.

  


  
    MACBETH


    I coniure you, by that which you Profeſſe,

  


  (How ere you come to know it) anſwer me:


  Though you vntye the Windes, and let them fight


  Againſt the Churches: Though the yeſty Waues


  Confound and ſwallow Nauigation vp:


  Though bladed Corne be lodg’d, & Trees blown downe,


  Though Caſtles topple on their Warders heads:


  Though Pallaces, and Pyramids do ſlope


  Their heads to their Foundations: Though the treaſure


  Of Natures Germaine, tumble altogether,


  Euen till deſtruction ſicken: Anſwer me


  To what I aske you.


  
    1. WITCH


    Speake.

  


  
    2. WITCH


    Demand.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    Wee’l anſwer.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Say, if th’hadſt rather heare it from our mouthes,

  


  Or from our Maſters.


  
    MACBETH


    Call ’em: let me ſee ’em.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    Powre in Sowes blood, that hath eaten

  


  Her nine Farrow: Greaze that’s ſweaten


  From the Murderers Gibbet, throw


  Into the Flame.


  
    ALL


    Come high or low:

  


  Thy Selfe and Office deaftly ſhow.


  Thunder.


  1 Apparation, an Armed Head.


  
    MACBETH


    Tell me, thou vnknowne power.

  


  
    1. WITCH


    He knowes thy thought:

  


  Heare his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought.


  
    1. APPARATION


    Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth:

  


  Beware Macduff,


  Beware the Thane of Fife: diſmiſſe me. Enough.


  He Deſcends.


  
    MACBETH


    What ere thou art, for thy good caution, thanks

  


  Thou haſt harp’d my feare aright. But one word more.


  
    1. WITCH


    He will not be commanded: heere’s another

  


  More potent then the firſt.


  Thunder.


  2 Apparation, a Bloody Childe.


  
    2. APPARATION


    Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Had I three eares, Il’d heare thee.

  


  
    2. APPARATION


    Be bloody, bold, & reſolute:

  


  Laugh to ſcorne


  The powre of man: For none of woman borne


  Shall harme Macbeth.


  Deſcends.


  
    MACBETH


    Then liue Macduff: what need I feare of thee?

  


  But yet Ile make aſſurance: double ſure,


  And take a Bond of Fate: thou ſhalt not liue,


  That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies;


  And ſleepe in ſpight of Thunder.


  Thunder.


  
    3 Apparation, a Childe Crowned,
with a Tree in his hand.

  


  What is this, that riſes like the iſſue of a King,


  And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round


  And top of Soueraignty?


  
    ALL


    Liſten, but ſpeake not too’t.

  


  
    3. APPARATION


    Be Lyon metled, proud, and take no care:

  


  Who chafes, who frets, or where Conſpirers are:


  Macbeth ſhall neuer vanquiſh’d be, vntill


  Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunſmane Hill


  Shall come againſt him.


  Deſcend.


  
    MACBETH


    That will neuer bee:

  


  Who can impreſſe the Forreſt, bid the Tree


  Vnfixe his earth-bound Root? Sweet boadments, good:


  Rebellious dead, riſe neuer till the Wood


  Of Byrnan riſe, and our high plac’d Macbeth


  Shall liue the Leaſe of Nature, pay his breath


  To time, and mortall Cuſtome. Yet my Hart


  Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, if your Art


  Can tell ſo much: Shall Banquo’s iſſue euer


  Reigne in this Kingdome?


  
    ALL


    Seeke to know no more.

  


  
    MACBETH


    I will be ſatiſfied. Deny me this,

  


  And an eternall Curſe fall on you: Let me know.


  Why ſinkes that Caldron? & what noiſe is this?


  Hoboyes.


  
    1. WITCH


    Shew.

  


  
    2. WITCH


    Shew.

  


  
    3. WITCH


    Shew.

  


  
    ALL


    Shew his Eyes, and greeue his Hart,

  


  Come like ſhadowes, ſo depart.


  
    A ſhew of eight Kings, and Banquo laſt,
with a glaſſe in his hand.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Thou art too like the Spirit of Banquo: Down:

  


  Thy Crowne do’s ſeare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire


  Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firſt:


  A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges,


  Why do you ſhew me this? ——— A fourth? Start eyes!


  What will the Line ſtretch out to’th’cracke of Doome?


  Another yet? A ſeauenth? Ile ſee no more:


  And yet the eighth appeares, who beares a glaſſe,


  Which ſhewes me many more: and ſome I ſee,


  That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry.


  Horrible ſight: Now I ſee ’tis true,


  For the Blood-bolter’d Banquo ſmiles vpon me,


  And points at them for his. What? is this ſo?


  
    1. WITCH


    I Sir, all this is ſo. But why

  


  Stands Macbeth thus amazedly?


  Come Siſters, cheere we vp his ſprights,


  And ſhew the beſt of our delights.


  Ile Charme the Ayre to giue a ſound,


  While you performe your Antique round:


  That this great King may kindly ſay,


  Our duties, did his welcome pay.


  Muſicke.


  The Witches Dance, and vaniſh.


  
    MACBETH


    Where are they? Gone?

  


  Let this pernitious houre,


  Stand aye accurſed in the Kalender.


  Come in, without there.


  Enter Lenox.


  
    LENOX


    What’s your Graces will.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Saw you the Weyard Siſters?

  


  
    LENOX


    No my Lord.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Came they not by you?

  


  
    LENOX


    No indeed my Lord.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Infected be the Ayre whereon they ride,

  


  And damn’d all thoſe that truſt them. I did heare


  The gallopping of Horſe. Who was’t came by?


  
    LENOX


    ’Tis two or three my Lord, that bring you word:

  


  Macduff is fled to England.


  
    MACBETH


    Fled to England?

  


  
    LENOX


    I, my good Lord.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Time, thou anticipat’ſt my dread exploits:

  


  The flighty purpoſe neuer is o’re-tooke


  Vnleſſe the deed go with it. From this moment,


  The very firſtlings of my heart ſhall be


  The firſtlings of my hand. And euen now


  To Crown my thoughts with Acts: be it thoght & done:


  The Caſtle of Macduff, I will ſurprize.


  Seize vpon Fife; giue to th’edge o’th’Sword


  His Wife, his Babes, and all vnfortunate Soules


  That trace him in his Line. No boaſting like a Foole,


  This deed Ile do, before this purpoſe coole,


  But no more ſights. Where are theſe Gentlemen?


  Come bring me where they are.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Macduffs Wife,
her Son, and Roſſe.


  
    WIFE


    WHAT had he done, to make him fly the Land?

  


  
    ROSSE


    You muſt haue patience Madam.

  


  
    WIFE


    He had none:

  


  His flight was madneſſe: when our Actions do not,


  Our feares do make vs Traitors.


  
    ROSSE


    You know not

  


  Whether it was his wiſedome, or his feare.


  
    WIFE


    Wiſedom? to leaue his wife, to leaue his Babes,

  


  His Manſion, and his Titles, in a place


  From whence himſelfe do’s flye? He loues vs not,


  He wants the naturall touch. For the poore Wren


  (The moſt diminitiue of Birds) will fight,


  Her yong ones in her Neſt, againſt the Owle:


  All is the Feare, and nothing is the Loue;


  As little is the Wiſedome, where the flight


  So runnes againſt all reaſon.


  
    ROSSE


    My deereſt Cooz,

  


  I pray you ſchoole your ſelfe. But for your Husband,


  He is Noble, Wiſe, Iudicious, and beſt knowes


  The fits o’th’Seaſon. I dare not ſpeake much further,


  But cruell are the times, when we are Traitors


  And do not know our ſelues: when we hold Rumor


  From what we feare, yet know not what we feare,


  But floate vpon a wilde and violent Sea


  Each way, and moue. I take my leaue of you:


  Shall not be long but Ile be heere againe:


  Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climbe vpward,


  To what they were before. My pretty Coſine,


  Bleſſing vpon you.


  
    WIFE


    Father’d he is,

  


  And yet hee’s Father-leſſe.


  
    ROSSE


    I am ſo much a Foole, ſhould I ſtay longer

  


  It would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort.


  I take my leaue at once.


  Exit Roſſe.


  
    WIFE


    Sirra, your Fathers dead,

  


  And what will you do now? How will you liue?


  
    SON


    As Birds do Mother.

  


  
    WIFE


    What with Wormes, and Flyes?

  


  
    SON


    With what I get I meane, and ſo do they.

  


  
    WIFE


    Poore Bird,

  


  Thou’dſt neuer Feare the Net, nor Lime,


  The Pitfall, nor the Gin.


  
    SON


    Why ſhould I Mother?

  


  Poore Birds they are not ſet for:


  My Father is not dead for all your ſaying.


  
    WIFE


    Yes, he is dead:

  


  How wilt thou do for a Father?


  
    SON


    Nay how will you do for a Husband?

  


  
    WIFE


    Why I can buy me twenty at any Market.

  


  
    SON


    Then you’l by ’em to ſell againe.

  


  
    WIFE


    Thou ſpeak’ſt with all thy wit,

  


  And yet I’faith with wit enough for thee.


  
    SON


    Was my Father a Traitor, Mother?

  


  
    WIFE


    I, that he was.

  


  
    SON


    What is a Traitor?

  


  
    WIFE


    Why one that ſweares, and lyes.

  


  
    SON


    And be all Traitors, that do ſo.

  


  
    WIFE


    Euery one that do’s ſo, is a Traitor,

  


  And muſt be hang’d.


  
    SON


    And muſt they all be hang’d, that ſwear and lye?

  


  
    WIFE


    Euery one.

  


  
    SON


    Who muſt hang them?

  


  
    WIFE


    Why, the honeſt men.

  


  SON


  Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there are Lyars and Swearers enow, to beate the honeſt men and hang vp them.


  
    WIFE


    Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie:

  


  But how wilt thou do for a Father?


  SON


  If he were dead, youl’d weepe for him: if you would not, it were a good ſigne, that I ſhould quickely haue a new Father.


  
    WIFE


    Poore pratler, how thou talk’ſt?

  


  Enter a Meſſenger.


  
    MESSENGER


    Bleſſe you faire Dame: I am not to you known,

  


  Though in your ſtate of Honor I am perfect;


  I doubt ſome danger do’s approach you neerely.


  If you will take a homely mans aduice,


  Be not found heere: Hence with your little ones


  To fright you thus. Me thinkes I am too ſauage:


  To do worſe to you, were fell Cruelty,


  Which is too nie your perſon. Heauen preſerue you,


  I dare abide no longer.


  Exit Meſſenger.


  
    WIFE


    Whether ſhould I flye?

  


  I haue done no harme. But I remember now


  I am in this earthly world: where to do harme


  Is often laudable, to do good ſometime


  Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas)


  Do I put vp that womanly defence,


  To ſay I haue done no harme?


  What are theſe faces?


  Enter Murtherers.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    Where is your Husband?

  


  
    WIFE


    I hope in no place ſo vnſanctified,

  


  Where ſuch as thou may’ſt finde him.


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    He’s a Traitor.

  


  
    SON


    Thou ly’ſt thou ſhagge-ear’d Villaine.

  


  
    1. MVRTHERER


    What you Egge?

  


  Yong fry of Treachery?


  
    SON


    He ha’s kill’d me Mother,

  


  Run away I pray you.


  Exit crying Murther.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Malcolme
and Macduff.


  
    MALCOME


    LET vs ſeeke out ſome deſolate ſhade, & there

  


  Weepe our ſad boſomes empty.


  
    MACDVFF


    Let vs rather

  


  Hold faſt the mortall Sword: and like good men,


  Beſtride our downfall Birthdome: each new Morne,


  New Widdowes howle, new Orphans cry, new ſorowes


  Strike heauen on the face, that it reſounds


  As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out


  Like Syllable of Dolour.


  
    MALCOME


    What I beleeue, Ile waile;

  


  What know, beleeue; and what I can redreſſe,


  As I ſhall finde the time to friend: I wil.


  What you haue ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance.


  This Tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues,


  Was once thought honeſt: you haue lou’d him well,


  He hath not touch’d you yet. I am yong, but ſomething


  You may diſcerne of him through me, and wiſedome


  To offer vp a weake, poore innocent Lambe


  T’appeaſe an angry God.


  
    MACDVFF


    I am not treacherous.

  


  
    MALCOME


    But Macbeth is.

  


  A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle


  In an Imperiall charge. But I ſhall craue your pardon:


  That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe;


  Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fell.


  Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace


  Yet Grace muſt ſtill looke ſo.


  
    MACDVFF


    I haue loſt my Hopes.

  


  
    MALCOME


    Perchance euen there

  


  Where I did finde my doubts.


  Why in that rawneſſe left you Wife, and Childe?


  Thoſe precious Motiues, thoſe ſtrong knots of Loue,


  Without leaue-taking. I pray you,


  Let not my Iealouſies, be your Diſhonors,


  But mine owne Safeties: you may be rightly iuſt,


  What euer I ſhall thinke.


  
    MACDVFF


    Bleed, bleed poore Country,

  


  Great Tyrrany, lay thou thy baſis ſure,


  For goodneſſe dare not check thee: wear thou thy wrongs,


  The Title, is affear’d. Far thee well Lord,


  I would not be the Villaine that thou think’ſt,


  For the whole Space that’s in the Tyrants Graſpe,


  And the rich Eaſt to boot.


  
    MALCOME


    Be not offended:

  


  I ſpeake not as in abſolute feare of you:


  I thinke our Country ſinkes beneath the yoake,


  It weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh


  Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall,


  There would be hands vplifted in my right:


  And heere from gracious England haue I offer


  Of goodly thouſands. But for all this,


  When I ſhall treade vpon the Tyrants head,


  Or weare it on my Sword; yet my poore Country


  Shall haue more vices then it had before,


  More ſuffer, and more ſundry wayes then euer,


  By him that ſhall ſucceede.


  
    MACDVFF


    What ſhould he be?

  


  
    MALCOME


    It is my ſelfe I meane: in whom I know

  


  All the particulars of Vice ſo grafted,


  That when they ſhall be open’d, blacke Macbeth


  Will ſeeme as pure as Snow, and the poore State


  Eſteeme him as a Lambe, being compar’d


  With my confineleſſe harmes.


  
    MACDVFF


    Not in the Legions

  


  Of horrid Hell, can come a Diuell more damn’d


  In euils, to top Macbeth.


  
    MALCOME


    I grant him Bloody,

  


  Luxurious, Auaricious, Falſe, Deceitfull,


  Sodaine, Malicious, ſmacking of euery ſinne


  That ha’s a name. But there’s no bottome, none


  In my Voluptuouſneſſe: Your Wiues, your Daughters,


  Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill vp


  The Ceſterne of my Luſt, and my Deſire


  All continent Impediments would ore-beare


  That did oppoſe my will. Better Macbeth,


  Then ſuch an one to reigne.


  
    MACDVFF


    Boundleſſe intemperance

  


  In Nature is a Tyranny: It hath beene


  Th’vntimely emptying of the happy Throne,


  And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet


  To take vpon you what is yours: you may


  Conuey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty,


  And yet ſeeme cold. The time you may ſo hoodwinke:


  We haue willing Dames enough: there cannot be


  That Vulture in you, to deuoure ſo many


  As will to Greatneſſe dedicate themſelues,


  Finding it ſo inclinde.


  
    MALCOME


    With this, there growes

  


  In my moſt ill-compoſd Affection, ſuch


  A ſtanchleſſe Auarice, that were I King,


  I ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands,


  Deſire his Iewels, and this others Houſe,


  And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce


  To make me hunger more, that I ſhould forge


  Quarrels vniuſt againſt the Good and Loyall,


  Deſtroying them for wealth.


  
    MACDVFF


    This Auarice

  


  ſtickes deeper: growes with more pernicious roote


  Then Summer-ſeeming Luſt: and it hath bin


  The Sword of our ſlaine Kings: yet do not feare,


  Scotland hath Foyſons, to fill vp your will


  Of your meere Owne. All theſe are portable,


  With other Graces weigh’d.


  
    MALCOME


    But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces,

  


  As Iuſtice, Verity, Temp’rance, Stableneſſe,


  Bounty, Perſeuerance, Mercy, Lowlineſſe,


  Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude,


  I haue no relliſh of them, but abound


  In the diuiſion of each ſeuerall Crime,


  Acting it many wayes. Nay, had I powre, I ſhould


  Poure the ſweet Milke of Concord, into Hell,


  Vprore the vniuerſall peace, confound


  All vnity on earth.


  
    MACDVFF


    O Scotland, Scotland.

  


  
    MALCOME


    If ſuch a one be fit to gouerne, ſpeake:

  


  I am as I haue ſpoken.


  
    MACBETH


    Fit to gouern? No not to liue. O Nation miſerable!

  


  With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred,


  When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholſome dayes againe?


  Since that the trueſt Iſſue of thy Throne


  By his owne Interdiction ſtands accuſt,


  And do’s blaſpheme his breed? Thy Royall Father


  Was a moſt Sainted-King: the Queene that bore thee,


  Oftner vpon her knees, then on her feet,


  Dy’de euery day ſhe liu’d. Fare thee well,


  Theſe Euils thou repeat’ſt vpon thy ſelfe,


  Hath baniſh’d me from Scotland. O my Breſt,


  Thy hope ends heere.


  
    MALCOME


    Macduff, this Noble paſſion

  


  Childe of integrity, hath from my ſoule


  Wip’d the blacke Scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts


  To thy good Truth, and Honor. Diuelliſh Macbeth,


  By many of theſe traines, hath ſought to win me


  Into his power: and modeſt Wiſedome pluckes me


  From ouer-credulous haſt: but God aboue


  Deale betweene thee and me; For euen now


  I put my ſelfe to thy Direction, and


  Vnſpeake mine owne detraction. Heere abiure


  The taints, and blames I laide vpon my ſelfe,


  For ſtrangers to my Nature. I am yet


  Vnknowne to Woman, neuer was forſworne,


  Scarſely haue coueted what was mine owne.


  At no time broke my Faith, would not betray


  The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight


  No leſſe in truth then life. My firſt falſe ſpeaking


  Was this vpon my ſelfe. What I am truly


  Is thine, and my poore Countries to command:


  Whither indeed, before they heere approach


  Old Seyward with ten thouſand warlike men


  Already at a point, was ſetting foorth:


  Now wee’l together, and the chance of goodneſſe


  Be like our warranted Quarrell. Why are you ſilent?


  
    MACDVFF


    Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once

  


  ’Tis hard to reconcile.


  Enter a Doctor.


  
    MALCOME


    Well, more anon. Comes the King forth

  


  I pray you?


  
    DOCTOR


    I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Soules

  


  That ſtay his Cure: their malady conuinces


  The great aſſay of Art. But at his touch,


  Such ſanctity hath Heauen giuen his hand,


  They preſently amend.


  Exit.


  
    MALCOME


    I thanke you Doctor.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    What’s the Diſeaſe he meanes?

  


  
    MALCOME


    Tis call’d the Euill.

  


  A moſt myraculous worke in this good King,


  Which often ſince my heere remaine in England,


  I haue ſeene him do: How he ſolicites heauen


  Himſelfe beſt knowes: but ſtrangely viſited people


  All ſwolne and Vlcerous, pittifull to the eye,


  The meere diſpaire of Surgery, he cures,


  Hanging a golden ſtampe about their neckes,


  Put on with holy Prayers, and ’tis ſpoken


  To the ſucceeding Royalty he leaues


  The healing Benediction. With this ſtrange vertue,


  He hath a heauenly guift of Propheſie,


  And ſundry Bleſſings hang about his Throne,


  That ſpeake him full of Grace.


  Enter Roſſe.


  
    MACDVFF


    See who comes heere.

  


  
    MALCOME


    My Countryman: but yet I know him not.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    My euer gentle Cozen, welcome hither.

  


  
    MALCOME


    I know him now. Good God betimes remoue

  


  The meanes that makes vs Strangers.


  
    ROSSE


    Sir, Amen.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Stands Scotland where it did?

  


  
    ROSSE


    Alas poore Countrey,

  


  Almoſt affraid to know it ſelfe. It cannot


  Be call’d our Mother, but our Graue; where nothing


  But who knowes nothing, is once ſeene to ſmile:


  Where ſighes, and groanes, and ſhrieks that rent the ayre


  Are made, not mark’d: Where violent ſorrow ſeemes


  A Moderne extaſie: The Deadmans knell,


  Is there ſcarſe ask’d for who, and good mens liues


  Expire before the Flowers in their Caps,


  Dying, or ere they ſicken.


  
    MACDVFF


    Oh Relation; too nice, and yet too true.

  


  
    MALCOME


    What’s the neweſt griefe?

  


  
    ROSSE


    That of an houres age, doth hiſſe the ſpeaker,

  


  Each minute teemes a new one.


  
    MACDVFF


    How do’s my Wife?

  


  
    ROSSE


    Why well.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    And all my Children?

  


  
    ROSSE


    Well too.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    The Tyrant ha’s not batter’d at their peace?

  


  
    ROSSE


    No, they were wel at peace, when I did leaue ’em

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Be not a niggard of your ſpeech: How gos’t?

  


  
    ROSSE


    When I came hither to tranſport the Tydings

  


  Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumour


  Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out,


  Which was to my beleefe witneſt the rather,


  For that I ſaw the Tyrants Power a-foot.


  Now is the time of helpe: your eye in Scotland


  Would create Soldiours, make our women fight,


  To doffe their dire diſtreſſes.


  
    MALCOME


    Bee’t their comfort

  


  We are comming thither: Gracious England hath


  Lent vs good Seyward, and ten thouſand men,


  An older, and a better Souldier, none


  That Chriſtendome giues out.


  
    ROSSE


    Would I could anſwer

  


  This comfort with the like. But I haue words


  That would be howl’d out in the deſert ayre,


  Where hearing ſhould not latch them.


  
    MACDVFF


    What concerne they,

  


  The generall cauſe, or is it a Fee-griefe


  Due to ſome ſingle breſt?


  
    ROSSE


    No minde that’s honeſt

  


  But in it ſhares ſome woe, though the maine part


  Pertaines to you alone.


  
    MACDVFF


    If it be mine

  


  Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haue it.


  
    ROSSE


    Let not your eares diſpiſe my tongue for euer,

  


  Which ſhall poſſeſſe them with the heauieſt ſound


  that euer yet they heard.


  
    MACDVFF


    Humh: I gueſſe at it.

  


  
    ROSSE


    Your Caſtle is ſurpriz’d: your Wife, and Babes

  


  Sauagely ſlaughter’d: To relate the manner


  Were on the Quarry of theſe murther’d Deere


  To adde the death of you.


  
    MALCOME


    Mercifull Heauen:

  


  What man, ne’re pull your hat vpon your browes:


  Giue ſorrow words; the griefe that do’s not ſpeake,


  Whiſpers the o’re-fraught heart, and bids it breake.


  
    MACDVFF


    My Children too?

  


  
    ROSSE


    Wife, Children, Seruants, all that could be found.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    And I muſt be from thence? My wife kil’d too?

  


  
    ROSSE


    I haue ſaid.

  


  
    MALCOME


    Be comforted.

  


  Let’s make vs Med’cines of our great Reuenge,


  To cure this deadly greefe.


  
    MACDVFF


    He ha’s no Children. All my pretty ones?

  


  Did you ſay All? Oh Hell-Kite! All?


  What, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damme


  At one fell ſwoope?


  
    MALCOME


    Diſpute it like a man.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    I ſhall do ſo:

  


  But I muſt alſo feele it as a man;


  I cannot but remember ſuch things were


  That were moſt precious to me: Did heauen looke on,


  And would not take their part? Sinfull Macduff,


  They were all ſtrooke for thee: Naught that I am,


  Not for their owne demerits, but for mine


  Fell ſlaughter on their ſoules: Heauen reſt them now.


  
    MALCOME


    Be this the Whetſtone of your ſword, let griefe

  


  Conuert to anger: blunt not the heart, enrage it.


  
    MACDVFF


    O I could play the woman with mine eyes,

  


  And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heauens,


  Cut ſhort all intermiſſion: Front to Front,


  Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my ſelfe


  Within my Swords length ſet him, if he ſcape


  Heauen forgiue him too.


  
    MALCOME


    This time goes manly:

  


  Come go we to the King, our Power is ready,


  Our lacke is nothing but our leaue. Macbeth


  Is ripe for ſhaking, and the Powres aboue


  Put on their Inſtruments: Receiue what cheere you may,


  The Night is long, that neuer findes the Day.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Quintus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter a Doctor of Phyſicke,
and a Wayting Gentlewoman.


  DOCTOR


  I haue too Nights watch’d with you, but can perceiue no truth in your report. When was it ſhee laſt walk’d?


  GENTLEWOMAN


  Since his Maieſty went into the Field, I haue ſeene her riſe from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vppon her, vnlocke her Cloſſet, take foorth paper, folde it, write vpon’t, read it, afterwards Seale it, and againe returne to bed; yet all this while in a moſt faſt ſleepe.


  DOCTOR


  A great perturbation in Nature, to receyue at once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of watching. In this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other actuall performances, what (at any time) haue you heard her ſay?


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    That Sir, which I will not report after her.

  


  
    DOCTOR


    You may to me, and ’tis moſt meet you ſhould.

  


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    Neither to you, nor any one, hauing no witneſſe to confirme my ſpeech.

  


  
    Enter Lady,
with a Taper.

  


  Lo you, heere ſhe comes: This is her very guiſe, and vpon my life faſt aſleepe: obſerue her, ſtand cloſe.


  
    DOCTOR


    How came ſhe by that light?

  


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    Why it ſtood by her: ſhe ha’s light by her continually, ’tis her command.

  


  
    DOCTOR


    You ſee her eyes are open.

  


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    I, but their ſenſe are ſhut.

  


  
    DOCTOR


    What is it ſhe do’s now?

  


  Looke how ſhe rubbes her hands.


  GENTLEWOMAN


  It is an accuſtom’d action with her, to ſeeme thus waſhing her hands: I haue knowne her continue in this a quarter of an houre.


  
    LADY


    Yet heere’s a ſpot.

  


  DOCTOR


  Heark, ſhe ſpeaks, I will ſet downe what comes from her, to ſatiſfie my remembrance the more ſtrongly.


  LADY


  Out damned ſpot: out I ſay. One: Two: Why then ’tis time to doo’t: Hell is murky. Fye, my Lord, fie, a Souldier, and affear’d? what need we feare? who knowes it, when none can call our powre to accompt: yet who would haue thought the olde man to haue had ſo much blood in him.


  
    DOCTOR


    Do you marke that?

  


  
    LADY


    The Thane of Fife, had a wife: where is ſhe now? What will theſe hands ne’re be cleane? No more o’that my Lord, no more o’that: you marre all with this ſtarting.

  


  
    DOCTOR


    Go too, go too:

  


  You haue knowne what you ſhould not.


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    She ha’s ſpoke what ſhee ſhould not, I am ſure of that: Heauen knowes what ſhe ha’s knowne.

  


  LADY


  Heere’s the ſmell of the blood ſtill: all the perfumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. Oh, oh, oh.


  
    DOCTOR


    What a ſigh is there? The hart is ſorely charg’d.

  


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    I would not haue ſuch a heart in my boſome, for the dignity of the whole body.

  


  
    DOCTOR


    Well, well, well.

  


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    Pray God it be ſir.

  


  DOCTOR


  This diſeaſe is beyond my practiſe: yet I haue knowne thoſe which haue walkt in their ſleep, who haue dyed holily in their beds.


  LADY


  Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Gowne, looke not ſo pale: I tell you yet againe Banquo’s buried; he cannot come out on’s graue.


  
    DOCTOR


    Euen ſo?

  


  LADY


  To bed, to bed: there’s knocking at the gate: Come, come, come, come, giue me your hand: What’s done, cannot be vndone. To bed, to bed, to bed.


  Exit Lady.


  
    DOCTOR


    Will ſhe go now to bed?

  


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    Directly.

  


  
    DOCTOR


    Foule whiſp’rings are abroad: vnnaturall deeds

  


  Do breed vnnaturall troubles: infected mindes


  To their deafe pillowes will diſcharge their Secrets:


  More needs ſhe the Diuine, then the Phyſitian:


  God, God forgiue vs all. Looke after her,


  Remoue from her the meanes of all annoyance,


  And ſtill keepe eyes vpon her: So goodnight,


  My minde ſhe ha’s mated, and amaz’d my ſight.


  I thinke, but dare not ſpeake.


  
    GENTLEWOMAN


    Good night good Doctor.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Drum and Colours.


  Enter Menteth, Cathnes,
Angus, Lenox, Soldiers.


  
    MENTETH


    The Engliſh powre is neere, led on by Malcolm,

  


  His Vnkle Seyward, and the good Macduff.


  Reuenges burne in them: for their deere cauſes


  Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme


  Excite the mortified man.


  
    ANGVS


    Neere Byrnan wood

  


  Shall we well meet them, that way are they comming.


  
    CATHNES


    Who knowes if Donalbane be with his brother?

  


  
    LENOX


    For certaine Sir, he is not: I haue a File

  


  Of all the Gentry; there is Seywards Sonne,


  And many vnruffe youths, that euen now


  Proteſt their firſt of Manhood.


  
    MENTETH


    What do’s the Tyrant.

  


  
    CATHNES


    Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly Fortifies:

  


  Some ſay hee’s mad: Others, that leſſer hate him,


  Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine


  He cannot buckle his diſtemper’d cauſe


  Within the belt of Rule.


  
    ANGVS


    Now do’s he feele

  


  His ſecret Murthers ſticking on his hands,


  Now minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach:


  Thoſe he commands, moue onely in command,


  Nothing in loue: Now do’s he feele his Title


  Hang looſe about him, like a Giants Robe


  Vpon a dwarfiſh Theefe.


  
    MENTETH


    Who then ſhall blame

  


  His peſter’d Senſes to recoyle, and ſtart,


  When all that is within him, do’s condemne


  It ſelfe, for being there.


  
    CATHNES


    Well, march we on,

  


  To giue Obedience, where ’tis truly ow’d:


  Meet we the Med’cine of the ſickly Weale,


  And with him poure we in our Countries purge,


  Each drop of vs.


  
    LENOX


    Or ſo much as it needes,

  


  To dew the Soueraigne Flower, and drowne the Weeds:


  Make we our March towards Birnan.


  Exeunt marching.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Macbeth, Doctor,
and Attendants.


  
    MACBETH


    Bring me no more Reports, let them flye all:

  


  Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunſinane,


  I cannot taint with Feare. What’s the Boy Malcolme?


  Was he not borne of woman? The Spirits that know


  All mortall Conſequences, haue pronounc’d me thus:


  Feare not Macbeth, no man that’s borne of woman


  Shall ere haue power vpon thee. Then fly falſe Thanes,


  And mingle with the Engliſh Epicures,


  The minde I ſway by, and the heart I beare,


  Shall neuer ſagge with doubt, nor ſhake with feare.


  Enter Seruant.


  The diuell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fac’d Loone:


  Where got’ſt thou that Gooſe-looke.


  
    SERVANT


    There is ten thouſand.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Geeſe Villaine?

  


  
    SERVANT


    Souldiers Sir.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Go pricke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare

  


  Thou Lilly-liuer’d Boy. What Soldiers, Patch?


  Death of thy Soule, thoſe Linnen cheekes of thine


  Are Counſailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face?


  
    SERVANT


    The Engliſh Force, ſo pleaſe you.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Take thy face hence. Seyton, I am ſick at hart,

  


  When I behold: Seyton, I ſay, this puſh


  Will cheere me euer, or dis-eate me now.


  I haue liu’d long enough: my way of life


  Is falne into the Seare, the yellow Leafe,


  And that which ſhould accompany Old-Age,


  As Honor, Loue, Obedience, Troopes of Friends,


  I muſt not looke to haue: but in their ſteed,


  Curſes, not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honor, breath


  Which the poore heart would faine deny, and dare not. Seyton?


  Enter Seyton.


  
    SEYTON


    What’s your gracious pleaſure?

  


  
    MACBETH


    What Newes more?

  


  
    SEYTON


    All is confirm’d my Lord, which was reported.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Ile fight, till from my bones, my fleſh be hackt.

  


  Giue me my Armor.


  
    SEYTON


    ’Tis not needed yet.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Ile put it on:

  


  Send out moe Horſes, skirre the Country round,


  Hang thoſe that talke of Feare. Giue me mine Armor:


  How do’s your Patient, Doctor?


  
    DOCTOR


    Not ſo ſicke my Lord,

  


  As ſhe is troubled with thicke-comming Fancies


  That keepe her from her reſt.


  
    MACBETH


    Cure of that:

  


  Can’ſt thou not Miniſter to a minde diſeas’d,


  Plucke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow,


  Raze out the written troubles of the Braine,


  And with ſome ſweet Obliuious Antidote


  Cleanſe the ſtufft boſome, of that perillous ſtuffe


  Which weighes vpon the heart?


  
    DOCTOR


    Therein the Patient

  


  Muſt miniſter to himſelfe.


  
    MACBETH


    Throw Phyſicke to the Dogs, Ile none of it.

  


  Come, put mine Armour on: giue me my Staffe:


  Seyton, ſend out: Doctor, the Thanes flye from me:


  Come ſir, diſpatch. If thou could’ſt Doctor, caſt


  The Water of my Land, finde her Diſeaſe,


  And purge it to a ſound and priſtine Health,


  I would applaud thee to the very Eccho,


  That ſhould applaud againe. Pull’t off I ſay,


  What Rubarb, Cyme, or what Purgatiue drugge


  Would ſcowre theſe Engliſh hence: hear’ſt thou of them?


  
    DOCTOR


    I my good Lord: your Royall Preparation

  


  Makes vs heare ſomething.


  
    MACBETH


    Bring it after me:

  


  I will not be affraid of Death and Bane,


  Till Birnane Forreſt come to Dunſinane.


  
    DOCTOR


    Were I from Dunſinane away, and cleere,

  


  Profit againe ſhould hardly draw me heere.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Drum and Colours.


  Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff,
Seywards Sonne, Menteth, Cathnes, Angus,
and Soldiers Marching.


  
    MALCOME


    Coſins, I hope the dayes are neere at hand

  


  That Chambers will be ſafe.


  
    MENTETH


    We doubt it nothing.

  


  
    SEYWARD


    What wood is this before vs?

  


  
    MENTETH


    The wood of Birnane.

  


  
    MALCOME


    Let euery Souldier hew him downe a Bough,

  


  And bear’t before him, thereby ſhall we ſhadow


  The numbers of our Hoaſt, and make diſcouery


  Erre in report of vs.


  
    SOLDIERS


    It ſhall be done.

  


  
    SEYWARD


    We learne no other, but the confident Tyrant

  


  Keepes ſtill in Dunſinane, and will indure


  Our ſetting downe befor’t.


  
    MALCOME


    ’Tis his maine hope:

  


  For where there is aduantage to be giuen,


  Both more and leſſe haue giuen him the Reuolt,


  And none ſerue with him, but conſtrained things,


  Whoſe hearts are abſent too.


  
    MACDVFF


    Let our iuſt Cenſures

  


  Attend the true euent, and put we on


  Induſtrious Souldierſhip.


  
    SEYTON


    The time approaches,

  


  That will with due deciſion make vs know


  What we ſhall ſay we haue, and what we owe:


  Thoughts ſpeculatiue, their vnſure hopes relate,


  But certaine iſſue, ſtroakes muſt arbitrate,


  Towards which, aduance the warre.


  Exeunt marching.
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  Scœna Quinta.


  


  Enter Macbeth, Seyton, & Souldiers,
with Drum and Colours.


  
    MACBETH


    Hang out our Banners on the outward walls,

  


  The Cry is ſtill, they come: our Caſtles ſtrength


  Will laugh a Siedge to ſcorne: Heere let them lye,


  Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp:


  Were they not forc’d with thoſe that ſhould be ours,


  We might haue met them darefull, beard to beard,


  And beate them backward home. What is that noyſe?


  A Cry within of Women.


  
    SEYTON


    It is the cry of women, my good Lord.

  


  
    MACBETH


    I haue almoſt forgot the taſte of Feares:

  


  The time ha’s beene, my ſences would haue cool’d


  To heare a Night-ſhrieke, and my Fell of haire


  Would at a diſmall Treatiſe rowze, and ſtirre


  As life were in’t. I haue ſupt full with horrors,


  Direneſſe familiar to my ſlaughterous thoughts


  Cannot once ſtart me. Wherefore was that cry?


  
    SEYTON


    The Queene (my Lord) is dead.

  


  
    MACBETH


    She ſhould haue dy’de heereafter;

  


  There would haue beene a time for ſuch a word:


  To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow,


  Creepes in this petty pace from day to day,


  To the laſt Syllable of Recorded time:


  And all our yeſterdayes, haue lighted Fooles


  The way to duſty death. Out, out, breefe Candle,


  Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poore Player,


  That ſtruts and frets his houre vpon the Stage,


  And then is heard no more. It is a Tale


  Told by an Ideot, full of ſound and fury


  Signifying nothing.


  Enter a Meſſenger.


  Thou com’ſt to vſe thy Tongue: thy Story quickly.


  
    MESSENGER


    Gracious my Lord,

  


  I ſhould report that which I ſay I ſaw,


  But know not how to doo’t.


  
    MACBETH


    Well, ſay ſir.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    As I did ſtand my watch vpon the Hill

  


  I look’d toward Byrnane, and anon me thought


  The Wood began to moue.


  
    MACBETH


    Lyar, and Slaue.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    Let me endure your wrath, if’t be not ſo:

  


  Within this three Mile may you ſee it comming.


  I ſay, a mouing Groue.


  
    MACBETH


    If thou ſpeak’ſt falſe,

  


  Vpon the next Tree ſhall thou hang aliue


  Till Famine cling thee: If thy ſpeech be ſooth,


  I care not if thou doſt for me as much.


  I pull in Reſolution, and begin


  To doubt th’Equiuocation of the Fiend,


  That lies like truth. Feare not, till Byrnane Wood


  Do come to Dunſinane, and now a Wood


  Comes toward Dunſinane. Arme, Arme, and out,


  If this which he auouches, do’s appeare,


  There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here.


  I ’ginne to be a-weary of the Sun,


  And wiſh th’eſtate o’th’world were now vndon.


  Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come wracke,


  At leaſt wee’l dye with Harneſſe on our backe.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Sexta.


  


  Drumme and Colours.


  Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff,
and their Army, with Boughes.


  
    MALCOME


    Now neere enough:

  


  Your leauy Skreenes throw downe,


  And ſhew like thoſe you are: You (worthy Vnkle)


  Shall with my Coſin your right Noble Sonne


  Leade our firſt Battell. Worthy Macduff, and wee


  Shall take vpon’s what elſe remaines to do,


  According to our order.


  
    SEYTON


    Fare you well:

  


  Do we but finde the Tyrants power to night,


  Let vs be beaten, if we cannot fight.


  
    MACDVFF


    Make all our Trumpets ſpeak, giue them all breath

  


  Thoſe clamorous Harbingers of Blood, & Death.


  
    Exeunt.


    Alarums continued.
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  Scœna Septima.


  


  Enter Macbeth.


  
    MACBETH


    They haue tied me to a ſtake, I cannot flye,

  


  But Beare-like I muſt fight the courſe. What’s he


  That was not borne of Woman? Such a one


  Am I to feare, or none.


  Enter young Seyward.


  
    YOVNG SEYWARD


    What is thy name?

  


  
    MACBETH


    Thou’lt be affraid to heare it.

  


  
    YOVNG SEYWARD


    No: though thou call’ſt thy ſelfe a hoter name

  


  Then any is in hell.


  
    MACBETH


    My name’s Macbeth.

  


  
    YOVNG SEYWARD


    The diuell himſelfe could not pronounce a Title

  


  More hatefull to mine eare.


  
    MACBETH


    No: nor more fearefull.

  


  
    YOVNG SEYWARD


    Thou lyeſt abhorred Tyrant, with my Sword

  


  Ile proue the lye thou ſpeak’ſt.


  
    Fight,
and young Seyward ſlaine.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Thou was’t borne of woman;

  


  But Swords I ſmile at, Weapons laugh to ſcorne,


  Brandiſh’d by man that’s of a Woman borne.


  Exit.


  Alarums.


  Enter Macduff.


  
    MACDVFF


    That way the noiſe is: Tyrant ſhew thy face,

  


  If thou beeſt ſlaine, and with no ſtroake of mine,


  My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me ſtill:


  I cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes, whoſe armes


  Are hyr’d to beare their Staues; either thou Macbeth,


  Or elſe my Sword with an vnbattered edge


  I ſheath againe vndeeded. There thou ſhould’ſt be,


  By this great clatter, one of greateſt note


  Seemes bruited. Let me finde him Fortune,


  And more I begge not.


  Exit.


  Alarums.


  Enter Malcolme and Seyward.


  
    SEYTON


    This way my Lord, the Caſtles gently rendred:

  


  The Tyrants people, on both ſides do fight,


  The Noble Thanes do brauely in the Warre,


  The day almoſt it ſelfe profeſſes yours,


  And little is to do.


  
    MALCOME


    We haue met with Foes

  


  That ſtrike beſide vs.


  
    SEYTON


    Enter Sir, the Caſtle.

  


  Exeunt.


  Alarum.


  Enter Macbeth.


  
    MACBETH


    Why ſhould I play the Roman Foole, and dye

  


  On mine owne ſword? whiles I ſee liues, the gaſhes


  Do better vpon them.


  Enter Macduff.


  
    MACDVFF


    Turne Hell-hound, turne.

  


  
    MACBETH


    Of all men elſe I haue auoyded thee:

  


  But get thee backe, my ſoule is too much charg’d


  With blood of thine already.


  
    MACDVFF


    I haue no words,

  


  My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villaine


  Then tearmes can giue thee out.


  Fight: Alarum.


  
    MACBETH


    Thou looſeſt labour

  


  As eaſie may’ſt thou the intrenchant Ayre


  With thy keene Sword impreſſe, as make me bleed:


  Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts,


  I beare a charmed Life, which muſt not yeeld


  To one of woman borne.


  
    MACDVFF


    Diſpaire thy Charme,

  


  And let the Angell whom thou ſtill haſt ſeru’d


  Tell thee, Macduff was from his Mothers womb


  Vntimely ript.


  
    MACBETH


    Accurſed be that tongue that tels mee ſo;

  


  For it hath Cow’d my better part of man:


  And be theſe Iugling Fiends no more beleeu’d,


  That palter with vs in a double ſence,


  That keepe the word of promiſe to our eare,


  And breake it to our hope. Ile not fight with thee.


  
    MACDVFF


    Then yeeld thee Coward,

  


  And liue to be the ſhew, and gaze o’th’time.


  Wee’l haue thee, as our rarer Monſters are


  Painted vpon a pole, and vnder-writ,


  Heere may you ſee the Tyrant.


  
    MACBETH


    I will not yeeld

  


  To kiſſe the ground before young Malcolmes feet,


  And to be baited with the Rabbles curſe.


  Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunſinane,


  And thou oppos’d, being of no woman borne,


  Yet I will try the laſt. Before my body,


  I throw my warlike Shield: Lay on Macduff,


  And damn’d be him, that firſt cries hold, enough.


  Exeunt fighting.


  Alarums.


  Enter Fighting, and Macbeth ſlaine.


  Retreat, and Flouriſh.


  
    Enter with Drumme and Colours,
Malcolm, Seyward, Roſſe, Thanes, & Soldiers.

  


  
    MALCOME


    I would the Friends we miſſe, were ſafe arriu’d.

  


  
    SEYTON


    Some muſt go off: and yet by theſe I ſee,

  


  So great a day as this is cheapely bought.


  
    MALCOME


    Macduff is miſſing, and your Noble Sonne.

  


  
    ROSSE


    Your ſon my Lord, ha’s paid a ſouldiers debt,

  


  He onely liu’d but till he was a man,


  The which no ſooner had his Proweſſe confirm’d


  In the vnſhrinking ſtation where he fought,


  But like a man he dy’de.


  
    SEYTON


    Then he is dead?

  


  
    ROSSE


    I, and brought off the field: your cauſe of ſorrow

  


  Muſt not be meaſur’d by his worth, for then


  It hath no end.


  
    SEYTON


    Had he his hurts before?

  


  
    ROSSE


    I, on the Front.

  


  
    SEYTON


    Why then, Gods Soldier be he:

  


  Had I as many Sonnes, as I haue haires,


  I would not wiſh them to a fairer death:


  And ſo his Knell is knoll’d.


  
    MALCOME


    Hee’s worth more ſorrow,

  


  and that Ile ſpend for him.


  
    SEYTON


    He’s worth no more,

  


  They ſay he parted well, and paid his ſcore,


  And ſo God be with him. Here comes newer comfort.


  
    Enter Macduff,
with Macbeths head.

  


  
    MACDVFF


    Haile King, for ſo thou art.

  


  Behold where ſtands


  Th’Vſurpers curſed head: the time is free:


  I ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdomes Pearle,


  That ſpeake my ſalutation in their minds:


  Whoſe voyces I deſire alowd with mine.


  Haile King of Scotland.


  
    ALL


    Haile King of Scotland.

  


  Flouriſh.


  
    MALCOME


    We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time,

  


  Before we reckon with your ſeuerall loues,


  And make vs euen with you. My Thanes and Kinſmen


  Henceforth be Earles, the firſt that euer Scotland


  In ſuch an Honor nam’d: What’s more to do,


  Which would be planted newly with the time,


  As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad,


  That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny,


  Producing forth the cruell Miniſters


  Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queene;


  Who (as ’tis thought) by ſelfe and violent hands,


  Tooke off her life. This, and what need full elſe


  That call’s vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace,


  We will performe in meaſure, time, and place:


  So thankes to all at once, and to each one,


  Whom we inuite, to ſee vs Crown’d at Scone.


  
    Flouriſh.


    Exeunt Omnes.

  


  
    


    F I N I S


    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    ❦
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  Catalogue of this Play.
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  ❧Actus Quartus.


  ❧Actus Quintus.
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  Actus Primus.
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  Enter Theſeus, Hippolita,
with others.


  THESEVS


  NOW faire Hippolita, our nuptiall houre


  Drawes on apace: foure happy daies bring in


  Another Moon: but oh, me thinkes, how ſlow


  This old Moon wanes; She lingers my deſires


  Like to a Step-dame, or a Dowager,


  Long withering out a yong mans reuennew.


  
    HIPPOLITA


    Foure daies wil quickly ſteep themſelues in nights

  


  Foure nights wil quickly dreame away the time:


  And then the Moone, like to a ſiluer bow,


  Now bent in heauen, ſhal behold the night


  Of our ſolemnities.


  
    THESEVS


    Go Philoſtrate,

  


  Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments,


  Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirth,


  Turne melancholy forth to Funerals:


  The pale companion is not for our pompe,


  Hippolita, I woo’d thee with my ſword,


  And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries:


  But I will wed thee in another key,


  With pompe, with triumph, and with reuelling.


  
    
      Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia,
Lyſander, and Demetrius.

    

  


  
    EGEVS


    Happy be Theſeus, our renowned Duke.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Thanks good Egeus: what’s the news with thee?

  


  
    EGEVS


    Full of vexation, come I, with complaint

  


  Againſt my childe, my daughter Hermia.


  Stand forth Demetrius.


  My Noble Lord,


  This man hath my conſent to marrie her.


  Stand forth Lyſander.


  And my gracious Duke,


  This man hath bewitch’d the boſome of my childe:


  Thou, thou Lyſander, thou haſt giuen her rimes,


  And interchang’d loue-tokens with my childe:


  Thou haſt by Moone-light at her window ſung,


  With faining voice, verſes of faining loue,


  And ſtolne the impreſſion of her fantaſie,


  With bracelets of thy haire, rings, gawdes, conceits,


  Knackes, trifles, Noſe-gaies, ſweet meats (meſſengers


  Of ſtrong preuailment in vnhardned youth)


  With cunning haſt thou filch’d my daughters heart,


  Turn’d her obedience (which is due to me)


  To ſtubborne harſhneſſe. And my gracious Duke,


  Be it ſo ſhe will not heere before your Grace,


  Conſent to marrie with Demetrius,


  I beg the ancient priuiledge of Athens;


  As ſhe is mine, I may diſpoſe of her;


  Which ſhall be either to this Gentleman,


  Or to her death, according to our Law,


  Immediately prouided in that caſe.


  
    THESEVS


    What ſay you Hermia? be aduis’d faire Maide,

  


  To you your Father ſhould be as a God;


  One that compos’d your beauties; yea and one


  To whom you are but as a forme in waxe


  By him imprinted: and within his power,


  To leaue the figure, or diſfigure it:


  Demetrius is a worthy Gentleman.


  
    HERMIA


    So is Lyſander.

  


  
    THESEVS


    In himſelfe he is.

  


  But in this kinde, wanting your fathers voyce,


  The other muſt be held the worthier.


  
    HERMIA


    I would my father look’d but with my eyes.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Rather your eies muſt with his iudgment looke.

  


  
    HERMIA


    I do entreat your Grace to pardon me.

  


  I know not by what power I am made bold,


  Nor how it may concerne my modeſtie


  In ſuch a preſence heere to pleade my thoughts:


  But I beſeech your Grace, that I may know


  The worſt that may befall me in this caſe,


  If I refuſe to wed Demetrius.


  
    THESEVS


    Either to dye the death, or to abiure

  


  For euer the ſociety of men.


  Therefore faire Hermia queſtion your deſires,


  Know of your youth, examine well your blood,


  Whether (if you yeeld not to your fathers choice)


  You can endure the liuerie of a Nunne,


  For aye to be in ſhady Cloiſter mew’d,


  To liue a barren ſiſter all your life,


  Chanting faint hymnes to the cold fruitleſſe Moone,


  Thrice bleſſed they that maſter ſo their blood,


  To vndergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage,


  But earthlier happie is the Roſe diſtil’d,


  Then that which withering on the virgin thorne,


  Growes, liues, and dies, in ſingle bleſſedneſſe.


  
    HERMIA


    So will I grow, ſo liue, ſo die my Lord,

  


  Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patent vp


  Vnto his Lordſhip, whoſe vnwiſhed yoake,


  My ſoule conſents not to giue ſoueraignty.


  
    THESEVS


    Take time to pauſe, and by the next new Moon

  


  The ſealing day betwixt my loue and me,


  For euerlaſting bond of fellowſhip:


  Vpon that day either prepare to dye,


  For diſobedience to your fathers will,


  Or elſe to wed Demetrius as hee would,


  Or on Dianaes Altar to proteſt


  For aie, auſterity, and ſingle life.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Relent ſweet Hermia, and Lyſander, yeelde

  


  Thy crazed title to my certaine right.


  
    LYSANDER


    You haue her fathers loue, Demetrius:

  


  Let me haue Hermiaes: do you marry him.


  
    EGEVS


    Scornfull Lyſander, true, he hath my Loue;

  


  And what is mine, my loue ſhall render him.


  And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her,


  I do eſtate vnto Demetrius.


  
    LYSANDER


    I am my Lord, as well deriu’d as he,

  


  As well poſſeſt: my loue is more then his:


  My fortunes euery way as fairely ranck’d


  (If not with vantage) as Demetrius:


  And (which is more then all theſe boaſts can be)


  I am belou’d of beauteous Hermia.


  Why ſhould not I then proſecute my right?


  Demetrius, Ile auouch it to his head,


  Made loue to Nedars daughter, Helena,


  And won her ſoule: and ſhe (ſweet Ladie) dotes,


  Deuoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry,


  Vpon this ſpotted and inconſtant man.


  
    THESEVS


    I muſt confeſſe, that I haue heard ſo much,

  


  And with Demetrius thought to haue ſpoke thereof:


  But being ouer-full of ſelfe-affaires,


  My minde did loſe it. But Demetrius come,


  And come Egeus, you ſhall go with me,


  I haue ſome priuate ſchooling for you both.


  For you faire Hermia, looke you arme your ſelfe,


  To fit your fancies to your Fathers will;


  Or elſe the Law of Athens yeelds you vp


  (Which by no meanes we may extenuate)


  To death, or to a vow of ſingle life.


  Come my Hippolita, what cheare my loue?


  Demetrius and Egeus go along:


  I muſt imploy you in ſome buſineſſe


  Againſt our nuptiall, and conferre with you


  Of ſomething, neerely that concernes your ſelues.


  
    EGEVS


    With dutie and deſire we follow you.

  


  Exeunt.


  Manet Lyſander and Hermia.


  
    LYSANDER


    How now my loue? Why is your cheek ſo pale?

  


  How chance the Roſes there do fade ſo faſt?


  
    HERMIA


    Belike for want of raine, which I could well

  


  Beteeme them, from the tempeſt of mine eyes.


  
    LYSANDER


    For ought that euer I could reade,

  


  Could euer heare by tale or hiſtorie,


  The courſe of true loue neuer did run ſmooth,


  But either it was different in blood.


  
    HERMIA


    O croſſe! too high to be enthral’d to loue.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Or elſe miſgraffed, in reſpect of yeares.

  


  
    HERMIA


    O ſpight! too old to be ingag’d to yong.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Or elſe it ſtood vpon the choiſe of merit.

  


  
    HERMIA


    O hell! to chooſe loue by anothers eie.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Or if there were a ſimpathie in choiſe,

  


  Warre, death, or ſickneſſe, did lay ſiege to it;


  Making it momentarie, as a ſound:


  Swift as a ſhadow, ſhort as any dreame,


  Briefe as the lightning in the collied night,


  That (in a ſpleene) vnfolds both heauen and earth;


  And ere a man hath power to ſay, behold,


  The iawes of darkneſs do deuoure it vp:


  So quicke bright things come to confuſion.


  
    HERMIA


    If then true Louers haue beene euer croſt,

  


  It ſtands as an edict in deſtinie:


  Then let vs teach our triall patience,


  Becauſe it is a cuſtomarie croſſe,


  As due to loue, as thoughts, and dreames, and ſighes,


  Wiſhes and teares; poore Fancies followers.


  
    LYSANDER


    A good perſwaſion; therefore heare me Hermia,

  


  I haue a Widdow Aunt, a dowager,


  Of great reuennew, and ſhe hath no childe,


  From Athens is her houſe remou’d ſeuen leagues,


  And ſhe reſpects me, as her onely ſonne:


  There gentle Hermia, may I marrie thee,


  And to that place, the ſharpe Athenian Law


  Cannot purſue vs. If thou lou’ſt me, then


  Steale forth thy Fathers houſe to morrow night:


  And in the wood, a league without the towne,


  (Where I did meete thee once with Helena.


  To do obſeruance for a morne of May)


  There will I ſtay for thee.


  
    HERMIA


    My good Lyſander,

  


  I ſweare to thee, by Cupids ſtrongeſt bow,


  By his beſt arrow with the golden head,


  By the ſimplicitie of Venus Doues,


  By that which knitteth ſoules, and proſpers loue,


  And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage Queene,


  When the falſe Troyan vnder ſaile was ſeene,


  By all the vowes that euer men haue broke,


  (In number more then euer women ſpoke)


  In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me,


  To morrow truly will I meete with thee.


  
    LYSANDER


    Keepe promiſe loue: looke here comes Helena.

  


  Enter Helena.


  
    HERMIA


    God ſpeede faire Helena, whither away?

  


  
    HELENA


    Cal you me faire? that faire againe vnſay,

  


  Demetrius loues you faire: O happie faire!


  Your eyes are loadſtarres, and your tongues ſweete ayre


  More tuneable then Larke to ſhepheards eare,


  When wheate is greene, when hauthorne buds appeare,


  Sickneſſe is catching: O were fauor ſo,


  Your words I catch, faire Hermia ere I go,


  My eare ſhould catch your voice, my eye, your eye,


  My tongue ſhould catch your tongues ſweete melodie,


  Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,


  The reſt Ile giue to be to you tranſlated.


  O teach me how you looke, and with what art


  You ſway the motion of Demetrius hart.


  
    HERMIA


    I frowne vpon him, yet he loues me ſtill.

  


  
    HELENA


    O that your frownes would teach my ſmiles

  


  ſuch skil.


  
    HERMIA


    I giue him curſes, yet he giues me loue.

  


  
    HELENA


    O that my prayers could ſuch affection mooue.

  


  
    HERMIA


    The more I hate, the more he followes me.

  


  
    HELENA


    The more I loue, the more he hateth me.

  


  
    HERMIA


    His folly Helena is none of mine.

  


  
    HELENA


    None but your beauty, wold that fault wer mine

  


  
    HERMIA


    Take comfort: he no more ſhall ſee my face,

  


  Lyſander and my ſelfe will flie this place.


  Before the time I did Lyſander ſee,


  Seem’d Athens like a Paradiſe to mee.


  O then, what graces in my Loue do dwell,


  That he hath turn’d a heauen into hell.


  
    LYSANDER


    Helen, to you our mindes we will vnfold,

  


  To morrow night, when Phœbe doth behold


  Her ſiluer viſage, in the watry glaſſe,


  Decking with liquid pearle, the bladed graſſe


  (A time that Louers flights doth ſtill conceale)


  Through Athens gates, haue we deuis’d to ſteale.


  
    HERMIA


    And in the wood, where often you and I,

  


  Vpon faint Primroſe beds, were wont to lye,


  Emptying our boſomes, of their counſell ſweld:


  There my Lyſander, and my ſelfe ſhall meete,


  And thence from Athens turne away our eyes


  To ſeeke new friends and ſtrange companions,


  Farwell ſweet play-fellow, pray thou for vs,


  And good lucke grant thee thy Demetrius.


  Keepe word Lyſander we muſt ſtarue our ſight,


  From louers foode, till morrow deepe midnight.


  Exit Hermia.


  
    LYSANDER


    I will my Hermia. Helena adieu,

  


  As you on him, Demetrius dotes on you.


  Exit Lyſander.


  
    HELENA


    How happy ſome, ore otherſome can be?

  


  Through Athens I am thought as faire as ſhe.


  But what of that? Demetrius thinkes not ſo:


  He will not know, what all, but he doth know,


  And as hee erres, doting on Hermias eyes;


  So I, admiring of his qualities:


  Things baſe and vilde, holding no quantity,


  Loue can tranſpoſe to forme and dignity,


  Loue lookes not with the eyes, but with the minde,


  And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blinde.


  Nor hath loues minde of any iudgement taſte:


  Wings and no eyes, figure, vnheedy haſte.


  And therefore is Loue ſaid to be a childe,


  Becauſe in choiſe he is often beguil’d,


  As waggiſh boyes in game themſelues forſweare;


  So the boy Loue is periur’d euery where.


  For ere Demetrius lookt on Hermias eyne,


  He hail’d downe oathes that he was onely mine.


  And when this Haile ſome heat from Hermia felt,


  So he diſſolu’d, and ſhowres of oathes did melt,


  I will goe tell him of faire Hermias flight:


  Then to the wood will he, to morrow night


  Purſue her; and for his intelligence,


  If I haue thankes, it is a deere expence:


  But heerein meane I to enrich my paine,


  To haue his ſight thither, and backe againe.


  Exit.


  Enter Quince the Carpenter,
Snug the Ioyner, Bottome the Weauer,
Flute the bellowes-mender, Snout the Tinker,
and Starueling the Taylor.


  
    QVINCE


    Is all our company heere?

  


  
    BOTTOME


    You were beſt to call them generally, man by man according to the ſcrip.

  


  QVINCE


  Here is the ſcrowle of euery mans name, which is thought fit through all Athens, to play in our Enterlude before the Duke and the Dutcheſſe, on his wedding day at night.


  BOTTOME


  Firſt, good Peter Quince, ſay what the play treats on: then read the names of the Actors: and ſo grow on to a point.


  
    QVINCE


    Marry our play is the moſt lamentable comedy, and moſt cruell death of Pyramus and Thisbie.

  


  BOTTOME


  A very good peece of worke I aſſure you, and a merry. Now good Peter Quince, call forth your Actors by the ſcrowle. Maſters ſpread your ſelues.


  
    QVINCE


    Anſwere as I call you. Nick Bottome the Weauer.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    Ready; name what part I am for, and proceed.

  


  
    QVINCE


    You Nicke Bottome are ſet downe for Pyramus.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    What is Pyramus, a louer, or a tyrant?

  


  
    QVINCE


    A Louer that kills himſelfe moſt gallantly for loue.

  


  BOTTOME


  That will aske ſome teares in the true performing of it: if I do it, let the audience looke to their eies: I will mooue ſtormes; I will condole in ſome meaſure. To the reſt yet, my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to teare a Cat in, to make all ſplit the raging Rocks; and ſhiuering ſhocks ſhall break the locks of priſon gates, and Phibbus carre ſhall ſhine from farre, and make and marre the fooliſh Fates. This was lofty. Now name the reſt of the Players. This is Ercles vaine, a tyrants vaine: a louer is more condoling.


  
    QVINCE


    Francis Flute the Bellowes-mender.

  


  
    FLVTE


    Heere Peter Quince.

  


  
    QVINCE


    You muſt take Thisbie on you.

  


  
    FLVTE


    What is Thisbie, a wandring Knight?

  


  
    QVINCE


    It is the Lady that Pyramus muſt loue.

  


  
    FLVTE


    Nay faith, let not mee play a woman, I haue a beard comming.

  


  
    QVINCE


    That’s all one, you ſhall play it in a Maske, and you may ſpeake as ſmall as you will.

  


  BOTTOME


  And I may hide my face, let me play Thisbie too: Ile ſpeake in a monſtrous little voyce; Thiſne, Thiſne, ah Pyramus my louer deare, thy Thisbie deare, and Lady deare.


  
    QVINCE


    No no, you muſt play Pyramus, and Flute, you Thisby.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    Well, proceed.

  


  
    QVINCE


    Robin Starueling the Taylor.

  


  
    STARVELING


    Heere Peter Quince.

  


  
    QVINCE


    Robin Starueling, you muſt play Thisbies mother?

  


  Tom Snout, the Tinker.


  
    SNOVT


    Heere Peter Quince.

  


  QVINCE


  You, Pyramus father; my ſelf, Thisbies father; Snugge the Ioyner, you the Lyons part: and I hope there is a play fitted.


  
    SNVG


    Haue you the Lions part written? pray you if be, giue it me, for I am ſlow of ſtudie.

  


  
    QVINCE


    You may doe it extemporie, for it is nothing but roaring.

  


  BOTTOME


  Let mee play the Lyon too, I will roare that I will doe any mans heart good to heare me. I will roare, that I will make the Duke ſay, Let him roare againe, let him roare againe.


  QVINCE


  If you ſhould do it too terribly, you would fright the Dutcheſſe and the Ladies, that they would ſhrike, and that were enough to hang us all.


  
    ALL


    That would hang vs euery mothers ſonne.

  


  BOTTOME


  I graunt you friends, if that you ſhould fright the Ladies out of their Wittes, they would haue no more diſcretion but to hang vs: but I will aggrauate my voyce ſo, that I will roare you as gently as any ſucking Doue; I will roare and ’twere any Nightingale.


  QVINCE


  You can play no part but Piramus, for Piramus is a ſweet-fac’d man, a proper man as one ſhall ſee in a ſummers day; a moſt louely Gentleman-like man, therfore you muſt needs play Piramus.


  
    BOTTOME


    Well, I will vndertake it. What beard were I beſt to play it in?

  


  
    QVINCE


    Why, what you will.

  


  BOTTOME


  I will diſcharge it, in either your ſtraw-colour beard, your orange tawnie beard, your purple in graine beard, or your French-crowne colour’d beard, your perfect yellow.


  QVINCE


  Some of your French Crownes haue no haire at all, and then you will play bare-fac’d. But maſters here are your parts, and I am to intreat you, requeſt you, and deſire you, to con them by too morrow night: and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without the Towne, by Moone-light, there we will rehearſe: for if we meete in the Citie, we ſhalbe dog’d with company, and our deuiſes knowne. In the meane time, I wil draw a bil of properties, ſuch as our play wants. I pray you faile me not.


  
    BOTTOME


    We will meete, and there we may rehearſe more obſcenely and couragiouſly. Take paines, be perfect, adieu.

  


  
    QVINCE


    At the Dukes oake we meete.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    Enough, hold or cut bow-ſtrings.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Secundus.
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  Enter a Fairie at one dore,
and Robin Good-Fellow at another.


  
    ROBIN


    HOW now ſpirit, whether wander you?

  


  
    FAIRIE


    Ouer hil, ouer dale, through buſh, through briar,

  


  Ouer parke, ouer pale, through flood, through fire,


  I do wander euerie where, ſwifter then the Moons ſphere;


  And I ſerue the Fairy Queene, to dew her orbs vpon the green


  The Cowſlips tall, her penſioners bee,


  In their gold coats, ſpots you ſee,


  Thoſe be Rubies, Fairie fauors,


  In thoſe freckles, liue their ſauors,


  I muſt go ſeeke ſome dew drops heere,


  And hang a pearle in euery cowſlips eare.


  Farewell thou Lob of ſpirits, Ile be gon,


  Our Queene and all her Elues come heere anon.


  
    ROBIN


    The King doth keepe his Reuels here to night,

  


  Take heed the Queene come not within his ſight,


  For Oberon is paſſing fell and wrath,


  Becauſe that ſhe, as her attendant, hath


  A louely boy ſtolne from an Indian King,


  She neuer had ſo ſweet a changeling,


  And iealous Oberon would haue the childe


  Knight of his traine, to trace the Forreſts wilde.


  But ſhe (perforce) with-holds the loued boy,


  Crownes him with flowers, and makes him all her ioy.


  And now they neuer meete in groue, or greene,


  By fountaine cleere, or ſpangled ſtar-light ſheene,


  But they do ſquare, that all their Elues for feare


  Creepe into Acorne cups and hide them there.


  
    FAIRIE


    Either I miſtake your ſhape and making quite,

  


  Or elſe you are that ſhrew’d and knauiſh ſpirit


  Cal’d Robin Good-Fellow. Are you not hee,


  That frights the maidens of the Villagree,


  Skim milke, and ſometimes labour in the querne,


  And bootleſſe make the breathleſſe huſwife cherne,


  And ſometime make the drinke to beare no barme,


  Miſleade night-wanderers, laughing at their harme,


  Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you, and ſweet Pucke,


  You do their worke, and they ſhall haue good lucke.


  Are not you he?


  
    ROBIN


    Thou ſpeak’ſt aright;

  


  I am that merrie wanderer of the night:


  I ieſt to Oberon, and make him ſmile,


  When I a fat and bean-fed horſe beguile,


  Neighing in likeneſſe of a ſilly foale,


  And ſometime lurke I in a Goſſips bole,


  In very likeneſſe of a roaſted crab:


  And when ſhe drinkes, againſt her lips I bob,


  And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale.


  The wiſeſt Aunt telling the ſaddeſt tale,


  Sometime for three-foot ſtoole, miſtaketh me,


  Then ſlip I from her bum, downe topples ſhe,


  And tailour cries, and fals into a coffe.


  And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe,


  And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and ſweare,


  A merrier houre was neuer waſted there.


  But roome Fairy, heere comes Oberon.


  
    FAIRIE


    And heere my Miſtris:

  


  Would that he were gone.


  Enter the King of Fairies
at one doore with his traine,
and the Queene at another with hers.


  
    OBERON


    Ill met by Moone-light.

  


  Proud Tytania.


  
    QVINCE


    What, iealous Oberon? Fairy skip hence.

  


  I haue forſworne his bed and companie.


  
    OBERON


    Tarrie raſh Wanton; am not I thy Lord?

  


  
    QVINCE


    Then I muſt be thy Lady: but I know

  


  When thou waſt ſtolne away from Fairy Land,


  And in the ſhape of Corin, ſate all day,


  Playing on pipes of Corne, and verſing loue


  To amorous Phillida. Why art thou heere


  Come from the fartheſt ſteepe of India?


  But that forſooth the bouncing Amazon


  Your buskin’d Miſtreſſe, and your Warrior loue,


  To Theſeus muſt be Wedded; and you come,


  To giue their bed ioy and proſperitie.


  
    OBERON


    How canſt thou thus for ſhame Tytania.

  


  Glance at my credite, with Hippolita?


  Knowing I know thy loue to Theſeus?


  Didſt thou not leade him through the glimmering night


  From Peregenia, whom he rauiſhed?


  And make him with faire Eagles breake his faith


  With Ariadne, and Antiopa?


  
    QVINCE


    Theſe are the forgeries of iealouſie,

  


  And neuer ſince the middle Summers ſpring


  Met we on hil, in dale, forreſt, or mead,


  By paued fountaine, or by ruſhie brooke,


  Or in the beached margent of the ſea,


  To dance our ringlets to the whiſtling Winde,


  But with thy braules thou haſt diſturb’d our ſport.


  Therefore the Windes, piping to vs in vaine,


  As in reuenge, haue ſuck’d vp from the ſea


  Contagious fogges: Which falling in the Land,


  Hath euerie petty Riuer made ſo proud,


  That they haue ouer-borne their Continents.


  The Oxe hath therefore ſtretch’d his yoake in vaine,


  The Ploughman loſt his ſweat, and the greene Corne


  Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard:


  The fold ſtands empty in the drowned field,


  And Crowes are fatted with the murrion flocke,


  The nine mens Morris is fild vp with mud,


  And the queint Mazes in the wanton greene,


  For lacke of tread are vndiſtinguiſhable.


  The humane mortals want their winter heere,


  No night is now with hymne or caroll bleſt;


  Therefore the Moone (the gouerneſſe of floods)


  Pale in her anger, waſhes all the aire;


  That Rheumaticke diſeaſes doe abound.


  And through this diſtemperature, we ſee


  The ſeaſons alter; hoared headed Froſts


  Fall in the freſh lap of the crimſon Roſe,


  And on old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne,


  An odorous Chaplet of ſweet Sommer buds


  Is as in mockry ſet. The Spring, the Sommer,


  The childing Autumne, angry Winter change


  Their wonted Liueries, and the mazed world,


  By their increaſe, now knowes not which is which;


  And this ſame progeny of euills,


  Comes from our debate, from our diſſention,


  We are their parents and originall.


  
    OBERON


    Do you amend it then, it lies in you,

  


  Why ſhould Titania croſſe her Oberon?


  I do but beg a little changeling boy,


  To be my Henchman.


  
    QVINCE


    Set your heart at reſt,

  


  The Fairy land buyes not the childe of me,


  His mother was a Votreſſe of my Order,


  And in the ſpiced Indian aire, by night


  Full often hath ſhe goſſipt by my ſide,


  And ſat with me on Neptunes yellow ſands,


  Marking th’embarked traders on the flood,


  When we haue laught to ſee the ſailes conceiue,


  And grow big bellied with the wanton winde:


  Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate,


  Following (her wombe then rich with my yong ſquire)


  Would imitate, and ſaile vpon the Land,


  To fetch me trifles, and returne againe,


  As from a voyage, rich with merchandize.


  But ſhe being mortall, of that boy did die,


  And for her ſake I doe reare vp her boy,


  And for her ſake I will not part with him.


  
    OBERON


    How long within this wood intend you ſtay?

  


  
    QVINCE


    Perchance till after Theſeus wedding day.

  


  If you will patiently dance in our Round,


  And ſee our Moone-light reuels, goe with vs;


  If not, ſhun me and I will ſpare your haunts.


  
    OBERON


    Giue me that boy, and I will goe with thee.

  


  
    QVINCE


    Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away:

  


  We ſhall chide downe right, if I longer ſtay.


  Exeunt.


  
    OBERON


    Wel, go thy way: thou ſhalt not from this groue,

  


  Till I torment thee for this iniury.


  My gentle Pucke come hither; thou remembreſt


  Since once I ſat vpon a promontory,


  And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe,


  Vttering ſuch dulcet and harmonious breath,


  That the rude ſea grew ciuill at her ſong,


  And certaine ſtarres ſhot madly from their Spheares,


  To heare the Sea-maids muſicke.


  
    PVCKE


    I remember.

  


  
    OBERON


    That very time I ſay (but thou couldſt not)

  


  Flying betweene the cold Moone and the earth,


  Cupid all arm’d; a certaine aime he tooke


  At a faire Veſtall, throned by the Weſt,


  And loos’d his loue-ſhaft ſmartly from his bow,


  As it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſand hearts,


  But I might ſee young Cupids fiery ſhaft


  Quencht in the chaſte beames of the watry Moone;


  And the imperiall Votreſſe paſſed on,


  In maiden meditation, fancy free.


  Yet markt I where the bolt of Cupid fell.


  It fell vpon a little weſterne flower;


  Before, milke-white: now purple with loues wound,


  And maidens call it, Loue in idleneſſe.


  Fetch me that flower; the hearb I ſhew’d thee once,


  The iuyce of it, on ſleeping eye-lids laid,


  Will make or man or woman madly dote


  Vpon the next liue creature that it ſees.


  Fetch me this hearbe, and be thou heere againe,


  Ere the Leuiathan can ſwim a league.


  
    PVCKE


    Ile put a girdle about the earth, in forty minutes.

  


  
    OBERON


    Hauing once this iuyce,

  


  Ile watch Titania, when ſhe is aſleepe,


  And drop the liquor of it in her eyes:


  The next thing when ſhe waking lookes vpon,


  (Be it on Lyon, Beare, or Wolfe, or Bull,


  On medling Monkey, or on buſie Ape)


  Shee ſhall purſue it, with the ſoule of loue.


  And ere I take this charme off from her ſight,


  (As I can take it with another hearbe)


  Ile make her render vp her Page to me.


  But who comes heere? I am inuiſible,


  And I will ouer-heare their conference.


  Enter Demetrius,
Helena following him.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    I loue thee not, therefore purſue me not,

  


  Where is Lyſander, and faire Hermia?


  The one Ile ſtay, the other ſtayeth me.


  Thou toldſt me they were ſtolne into this wood;


  And heere am I, and wood within this wood,


  Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia.


  Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.


  
    HELENA


    You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant,

  


  But yet you draw not Iron, for my heart


  Is true as ſteele. Leaue you your power to draw,


  And I ſhall haue no power to follow you.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Do I entice you? do I ſpeake you faire?

  


  Or rather doe I not in plaineſt truth,


  Tell you I doe not, nor I cannot loue you?


  
    HELENA


    And euen for that doe I loue thee the more;

  


  I am your ſpaniell, and Demetrius,


  The more you beat me, I will fawne on you.


  Vſe me but as your ſpaniell; ſpurne me, ſtrike me,


  Neglect me, loſe me; onely giue me leaue


  (Vnworthy as I am) to follow you.


  What worſer place can I beg in your loue,


  (And yet a place of high reſpect with me)


  Then to be vſed as you doe your dogge.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Tempt not too much the hatred of my ſpirit,

  


  For I am ſicke when I do looke on thee.


  
    HELENA


    And I am ſicke when I looke not on you.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    You doe impeach your modeſty too much,

  


  To leaue the Citty, and commit your ſelfe


  Into the hands of one that loues you not,


  To truſt the opportunity of night.


  And the ill counſell of a deſert place,


  With the rich worth of your virginity.


  
    HELENA


    Your vertue is my priuiledge: for that

  


  It is not night when I doe ſee your face.


  Therefore I thinke I am not in the night,


  Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company,


  For you in my reſpect are all the world.


  Then how can it be ſaid I am alone,


  When all the world is heere to looke on me?


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Ile run from thee, and hide me in the brakes,

  


  And leaue thee to the mercy of wilde beaſts.


  
    HELENA


    The wildeſt hath not ſuch a heart as you;

  


  Runne when you will, the ſtory ſhall be chang’d:


  Apollo flies and Daphne holds the chaſe;


  The Doue purſues the Griffin, the milde Hinde


  Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootleſſe ſpeede,


  When cowardiſe purſues, and valour flies.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    I will not ſtay thy queſtions, let me go;

  


  Or if thou follow me, doe not beleeue,


  But I ſhall doe thee miſchiefe in the wood.


  
    HELENA


    I, in the Temple, in the Towne, and Field

  


  You doe me miſchiefe. Fye Demetrius,


  Your wrongs doe ſet a ſcandall on my ſexe:


  We cannot fight for loue, as men may doe;


  We ſhould be woo’d, and were not made to wooe.


  I follow thee, and make a heauen of hell,


  To die vpon the hand I loue ſo well.


  Exit.


  
    OBERON


    Fare thee well Nymph, ere he do leaue this groue,

  


  Thou ſhalt flie him, and he ſhall ſeeke thy loue.


  Haſt thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer.


  Enter Pucke.


  
    PVCKE


    I there it is.

  


  
    OBERON


    I pray thee giue it me.

  


  I know a banke where the wilde time blowes,


  Where Oxſlips and the nodding Violet growes,


  Quite ouer-cannoped with luſcious woodbine,


  With ſweet muske roſes, and with Eglantine;


  There ſleepes Tytania, ſometime of the night,


  Lul’d in theſe flowers, with dances and delight:


  And there the ſnake throwes her enammel’d skinne,


  Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in.


  And with the iuyce of this Ile ſtreake her eyes,


  And make her full of hatefull fantaſies.


  Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this groue;


  A ſweet Athenian Lady is in loue


  With a diſdainefull youth: annoint his eyes,


  But doe it when the next thing he eſpies,


  May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the man,


  By the Athenian garments he hath on.


  Effect it with ſome care, that he may proue


  More fond on her, then ſhe vpon her loue;


  And looke thou meet me ere the firſt Cocke crow.


  
    PVCKE


    Feare not my Lord, your ſeruant ſhall do ſo.

  


  Exit.


  Enter Queene of Fairies,
with her traine.


  
    QVEENE


    Come, now a Roundell, and a Fairy ſong;

  


  Then for the third part of a minute hence,


  Some to kill Cankers in the muske roſe buds,


  Some warre with Reremiſe, for their leathern wings.


  To make my ſmall Elues coates, and ſome keepe backe


  The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders


  At our queint ſpirits: Sing me now aſleepe,


  Then to your offices, and let me reſt.


  FAIRIES SING


  You ſpotted Snakes with double tongue,


  Thorny Hedgehogges be not ſeene,


  Newts and blinde wormes do no wrong,


  Come not neere our Fairy Queene.


  Philomele with melodie,


  Sing in your ſweet Lullaby.


  Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby,


  Neuer harme, nor ſpell, nor charme,


  Come our louely Lady nye,


  So good night with Lullaby.


  2. FAIRY


  Weauing Spiders come not heere,


  Hence you long leg’d Spinners, hence:


  Beetles blacke approach not neere;


  Worme nor Snayle doe no offence.


  Philomele with melody, &c.


  1. FAIRY


  Hence away, now all is well;


  One aloofe, ſtand Centinell.


  Shee ſleepes.


  Enter Oberon.


  
    OBERON


    What thou ſeeſt when thou doſt wake,

  


  Do it for thy true Loue take:


  Loue and languiſh for his ſake.


  Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Beare,


  Pard, or Boare with briſtled haire,


  In thy eye that ſhall appeare,


  When thou wak’ſt, it is thy deare,


  Wake when ſome vile thing is neere.


  Enter Lyſander and Hermia.


  
    LYSANDER


    Faire loue, you faint with wandring in the woods,

  


  And to ſpeake troth I haue forgot our way:


  Wee’ll reſt vs Hermia, If you thinke it good,


  And tarry for the comfort of the day.


  
    HERMIA


    Be it ſo Lyſander; finde you out a bed,

  


  For I vpon this banke will reſt my head.


  
    LYSANDER


    One turfe ſhall ſerue as pillow for vs both,

  


  One heart, one bed, two boſomes, and one troth.


  
    HERMIA


    Nay good Lyſander, for my ſake my deere

  


  Lie further off yet, doe not lie ſo neere.


  
    LYSANDER


    O take the ſence ſweet, of my innocence,

  


  Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference,


  I meane that my heart vnto yours is knit,


  So that but one heart can you make of it.


  Two boſomes interchanged with an oath,


  So then two boſomes, and a ſingle troth.


  Then by your ſide, no bed-roome me deny,


  For lying ſo, Hermia, I doe not lye.


  
    HERMIA


    Lyſander riddles very prettily;

  


  Now much beſhrew my manners and my pride,


  If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander lied.


  But gentle friend, for loue and courteſie


  Lie further off, in humane modeſty,


  Such ſeparation, as may well be ſaid,


  Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide,


  So farre be diſtant, and good night ſweet friend;


  Thy loue nere alter, till thy ſweet life end.


  
    LYSANDER


    Amen, amen, to that faire prayer, ſay I,

  


  And then end life, when I end loyalty:


  Heere is my bed, ſleepe giue thee all his reſt.


  
    HERMIA


    With halfe that wiſh, the wiſhers eyes be preſt.

  


  They ſleepe.


  Enter Pucke.


  
    PVCKE


    Through the Foreſt haue I gone,

  


  But Athenian finde I none,


  One whoſe eyes I might approue


  This flowers force in ſtirring loue.


  Nigh and ſilence: who is heere?


  Weedes of Athens he doth weare:


  This is he (my maſter ſaid)


  Deſpiſed the Athenian maide:


  And heere the maiden ſleeping ſound,


  On the danke and durty ground.


  Pretty ſoule, ſhe durſt not lye


  Neere this lacke-loue, this kill-curteſie.


  Churle, vpon thy eyes I throw


  All the power this charme doth owe:


  When thou wak’ſt, let loue forbid


  Sleepe his ſeate on thy eye-lid.


  So awake when I am gone:


  For I muſt now to Oberon.


  Exit.


  
    Enter Demetrius
and Helena running.

  


  
    HELENA


    Stay, though thou kill me, ſweete Demetrius.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus.

  


  
    HELENA


    O wilt thou darkling leaue me? do not ſo.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Stay on thy perill, I alone will goe.

  


  Exit Demetrius.


  
    HELENA


    O I am out of breath, in this fond chace,

  


  The more my prayer, the leſſer is my grace,


  Happy is Hermia, whereſoere ſhe lies;


  For ſhe hath bleſſed and attractiue eyes.


  How came her eyes ſo bright? Not with ſalt teares.


  If ſo, my eyes are oftner waſht then hers.


  No, no, I am as vgly as a Beare;


  For beaſts that meete me, runne away for feare,


  Therefore no maruaile, though Demetrius


  Doe as a monſter, flie my preſence thus.


  What wicked and diſſembling glaſſe of mine,


  Made me compare with Hermias ſphery eyne?


  But who is here? Lyſander on the ground;


  Deade or aſleepe? I ſee no bloud, no wound,


  Lyſander, if you liue, good ſir awake.


  
    LYSANDER


    And run through fire I will for thy ſweet ſake.

  


  Tranſparent Helena, nature her ſhewes art,


  That through thy boſome makes me ſee thy heart.


  Where is Demetrius? oh how fit a word


  Is that vile name, to periſh on my ſword!


  
    HELENA


    Do not ſay ſo Lyſander, ſay not ſo:

  


  What though he loue your Hermia? Lord, what though?


  Yet Hermia ſtill loues you; then be content.


  
    LYSANDER


    Content with Hermia? no, I do repent

  


  The tedious minutes I with her haue ſpent.


  Not Hermia, but Helena now I loue;


  Who will not change a Rauen for a Doue?


  The will of man is by his reaſon ſway’d:


  And reaſon ſaies you are the worthier Maide.


  Things growing are not ripe vntill their ſeaſon;


  So I being yong, till now ripe not to reaſon,


  And touching now the point of humane skill,


  Reaſon becomes the Marſhall to my will.


  And leades me to your eyes, where I orelooke


  Loues ſtories, written in Loues richeſt booke.


  
    HELENA


    Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne?

  


  When at your hands did I deſerue this ſcorne?


  Iſt not enough, iſt not enough, yong man,


  That I did neuer, no nor neuer can,


  Deſerue a ſweete looke from Demetrius eye,


  But you muſt flout my inſufficiency?


  Good troth you do me wrong (good-ſooth you do)


  In ſuch diſdainfull manner, me to wooe.


  But fare you well; perforce I muſt confeſſe,


  I thought you Lord of more true gentleneſſe.


  Oh, that a Lady of one man refus’d,


  Should of another therefore be abus’d.


  Exit.


  
    LYSANDER


    She ſees not Hermia: Hermia ſleepe thou there,

  


  And neuer maiſt thou come Lyſander neere;


  For as a ſurfeit of the ſweeteſt things


  The deepeſt loathing to the ſtomacke brings:


  Or as the hereſies that men do leaue,


  Are hated moſt of thoſe that did deceiue:


  So thou, my ſurfeit, and my hereſie,


  Of all be hated; but the moſt of me;


  And all my powers addreſſe your loue and might,


  To honour Helen, and to be her Knight.


  Exit.


  
    HERMIA


    Helpe me Lyſander, helpe me; do thy beſt

  


  To plucke this crawling ſerpent from my breſt.


  Aye me, for pitty; what a dreame was here?


  Lyſander looke, how I do quake with feare:


  Me-thought a ſerpent eate my heart away,


  And yet ſat ſmiling at his cruell prey.


  Lyſander, What remoou’d? Lyſander, Lord,


  What, out of hearing, gone? No ſound, no word?


  Alacke where are you? ſpeake and if you heare:


  Speake of all loues; I ſound almoſt with feare.


  No, then I well perceiue you are not nye,


  Either death or you Ile finde immediately.


  Exit.
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  Actus Tertius.


  [image: ornament]


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Enter the Clownes.


  
    BOTTOME


    ARE we all met?

  


  QVINCE


  Pat, pat, and here’s a maruailous conuenient place for our rehearſall. This greene plot ſhall be our ſtage, this hauthorne brake our tyring houſe, and we will do it in action, as we will do it before the Duke.


  
    BOTTOME


    Peter Quince?

  


  
    PETER


    What ſaiſt thou, bully Bottome?

  


  BOTTOME


  There are things in this Comedy of Piramus and Thisby, that will neuer pleaſe. Firſt, Piramus muſt draw a ſword to kill himſelfe; which the Ladies cannot abide.


  How anſwere you that?


  
    SNOVT


    Berlaken, a parlous feare.

  


  
    STARVELING


    I beleeue we muſt leaue the killing out, when all is done.

  


  BOTTOME


  Not a whit, I haue a deuice to make all well. Write me a Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeeme to ſay, we will do no harme with our ſwords, and that Pyramus is not kill’d indeede: and for the more better aſſurance, tell them, that I Piramus am not Piramus, but Bottome the Weauer; this will put them out of feare.


  
    QVINCE


    Well, we will haue ſuch a Prologue, and it ſhall be written in eight and ſixe.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    No, make it two more, let it be written in eight and eight.

  


  
    SNOVT


    Will not the Ladies be afear’d of the Lyon?

  


  
    STARVELING


    I feare it, I promiſe you.

  


  BOTTOME


  Maſters, you ought to conſider with your ſelues, to bring in (God ſhield vs) a Lyon among Ladies, is a moſt dreadfull thing. For there is not a more fearefull wilde foule then your Lyon liuing: and wee ought to looke to it.


  
    SNOVT


    Therefore another Prologue muſt tell he is not a Lyon.

  


  BOTTOME


  Nay, you muſt name his name, and halfe his face muſt be ſeene through the Lyons necke, and he himſelfe muſt ſpeake through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defect; Ladies, or faire Ladies, I would wiſh you, or I would requeſt you, or I would entreat you, not to feare, not to tremble: my life for yours. If you thinke I come hither as a Lyon, it were pitty of my life. No, I am no ſuch thing, I am a man as other men are; and there indeed let him name his name, and tell him plainly hee is Snug the ioyner.


  QVINCE


  Well, it ſhall be ſo; but there is two hard things, that is, to bring the Moone-light into a chamber: for you know Piramus and Thisby meete by Moone-light.


  
    SNOVT


    Doth the Moone ſhine that night wee play our play?

  


  
    BOTTOME


    A Calender, a Calender, looke in the Almanack, finde out Moone-ſhine, finde out Moone-ſhine.

  


  Enter Pucke.


  
    QVINCE


    Yes, it doth ſhine that night.

  


  BOTTOME


  Why then may you leaue a caſement of the great chamber window (where we play) open, and the Moone may ſhine in at the caſement.


  QVINCE


  I, or elſe one muſt come in with a buſh of thorns and a lanthorne, and ſay he comes to diſfigure, or to preſent the perſon of Moone-ſhine. Then there is another thing, we muſt haue a wall in the great Chamber; for Piramus and Thisby (ſaies the ſtory) did talke through the chinke of a wall.


  
    SNOVT


    You can neuer bring in a wall. What ſay you Bottome?

  


  BOTTOME


  Some man or other muſt preſent wall, and let him haue ſome Plaſter, or ſome Lome, or ſome rough caſt about him, to ſignifie wall; or let him hold his fingers thus; and through that cranny ſhall Piramus and Thisby whiſper.


  QVINCE


  If that may be, then all is well. Come, ſit downe euery mothers ſonne, and rehearſe your parts. Piramus, you begin; when you haue ſpoken your ſpeech, enter into that Brake, and ſo euery one according to his cue.


  Enter Robin.


  
    ROBIN


    What hempen home-ſpuns haue we ſwaggering here,

  


  So neere the Cradle of the Faierie Queene?


  What, a Play toward? Ile be an auditor,


  An Actor too perhaps, if I ſee cauſe.


  
    QVINCE


    Speake Piramus: Thisby ſtand forth.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    Thisby, the flowers of odious ſauors ſweete.

  


  
    QVINCE


    Odours, odours.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    Odours ſauors ſweete,

  


  So hath thy breath, my deareſt Thisby deare.


  But harke, a voyce: ſtay thou but here a while,


  And by and by I will to thee appeare.


  Exit Piramus.


  
    PVCKE


    A ſtranger Piramus, then ere plaid here.

  


  
    THISBY


    Muſt I ſpeake now?

  


  
    QVINCE


    I marry muſt you. For you muſt vnderſtand he goes but to ſee a noyſe that he heard, and is to come againe.

  


  
    THISBY


    Moſt radiant Piramus, moſt Lilly white of hue,

  


  Of colour like the red roſe on triumphant bryer,


  Moſt brisky Iuuenall, and eke moſt louely Iew,


  As true as trueſt horſe, that yet would neuer tyre,


  Ile meete thee Piramus, at Ninnies toombe.


  QVINCE


  Ninus toombe man: why, you muſt not ſpeake that yet; that you anſwere to Piramus: you ſpeake all your part at once, cues and all. Piramus enter, your cue is paſt; it is neuer tyre.


  
    THISBY


    O, as true as trueſt horſe, that yet would neuer tyre.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    If I were faire, Thisby I were onely thine.

  


  
    QVINCE


    O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We are hanted; pray maſters, flye maſters, helpe.

  


  The Clownes all Exit.


  
    PVCKE


    Ile follow you, Ile leade you about a Round,

  


  Through bogge, through buſh, through brake, through bryer,


  Sometime a horſe Ile be, ſometime a hound:


  A hogge, a headleſſe beare, ſometime a fire,


  And neigh, and barke, and grunt, and rore, and burne,


  Like horſe, hound, hog, beare, fire, at euery turne.


  Exit.


  
    Enter Piramus
with the Aſſe head.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    Why do they run away? This is a knauery of them to make me afeard.

  


  Enter Snout.


  
    SNOVT


    O Bottom, thou art chang’d; What doe I ſee on thee?

  


  
    BOTTOME


    What do you ſee? You ſee an Aſſe-head of your owne, do you?

  


  Enter Peter Quince.


  
    QVINCE


    Bleſſe thee Bottome, bleſſe thee; thou art tranſlated.

  


  Exit.


  BOTTOME


  I ſee their knauery; this is to make an aſſe of me, to fright me if they could; but I will not ſtirre from this place, do what they can. I will walke vp and downe here, and I will ſing that they ſhall heare I am not afraid.


  The Wooſell cocke, ſo blacke of hew,


  With Orenge-tawny bill.


  The Throſtle, with his note ſo true,


  The Wren and little quill.


  
    TYTANIA


    What Angell wakes me from my flowry bed?

  


  
    BOTTOME


    The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Larke,

  


  The plainſong Cuckow gray;


  Whoſe note full many a man doth marke,


  And dares not anſwere, nay.


  For indeede, who would ſet his wit to ſo fooliſh a bird? Who would giue a bird the lye, though he cry Cuckow, neuer ſo?


  
    TYTANIA


    I pray thee gentle mortall, ſing againe,

  


  Mine eare is much enamored of thy note;


  On the firſt view to ſay, to ſweare I loue thee.


  So is mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape.


  And thy faire vertues force (perforce) doth moue me.


  BOTTOME


  Me-thinkes miſtreſſe, you ſhould haue little reaſon for that: and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and loue keepe little company together, nowadayes. The more the pittie, that ſome honeſt neighbours will not make them friends. Nay, I can gleeke vpon occaſion.


  
    TYTANIA


    Thou art as wiſe, as thou art beautifull.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    Not ſo neither: but if I had wit enough to get out of this wood, I haue enough to ſerue mine owne turne.

  


  
    TYTANIA


    Out of this wood, do not deſire to goe,

  


  Thou ſhalt remaine here, whether thou wilt or no.


  I am a ſpirit of no common rate:


  The Summer ſtill doth tend vpon my ſtate,


  And I doe loue thee; therefore goe with me,


  Ile giue thee Fairies to attend on thee;


  And they ſhall fetch thee Iewels from the deepe,


  And ſing, while thou on preſſed flowers doſt ſleepe:


  And I will purge thy mortall groſſeneſſe ſo,


  That thou ſhalt like an airie ſpirit go.


  Enter Peaſe-bloſſome,
Cobweb, Moth, Muſtard-ſeede,
and foure Fairies.


  
    FAIRIES


    Ready; and I, and I, and I, Where ſhall we go?

  


  
    TYTANIA


    Be kinde and curteous to this Gentleman,

  


  Hop in his walkes, and gambole in his eies,


  Feede him with Apricocks, and Dewberries,


  With purple Grapes, greene Figs, and Mulberries,


  The honie-bags ſteale from the humble Bees,


  And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighes,


  And light them at the fierie-Glow-wormes eyes,


  To haue my loue to bed, and to ariſe:


  And plucke the wings from painted Butterflies,


  To fan the Moone-beames from his ſleeping eies.


  Nod to him Elues, and doe him curteſies.


  
    1. FAIRIE


    Haile mortall, haile.

  


  
    2. FAIRIE


    Haile.

  


  
    3. FAIRIE


    Haile.

  


  
    BOTTOME


    I cry your worſhips mercy hartily; I beſeech your worſhips name.

  


  
    COBWEB


    Cobweb.

  


  BOTTOME


  I ſhall deſire you of more acquaintance, good Maſter Cobweb: if I cut my finger, I ſhall make bold with you.


  Your name honeſt Gentleman?


  
    PEASE-BLOSSOME


    Peaſe-bloſſome.

  


  BOTTOME


  I pray you commend me to miſtreſſe Squaſh, your mother, and to maſter Peaſcod your father. Good maſter Peaſe-bloſſome, I ſhal deſire of you more acquaintance to. Your name I beſeech you ſir?


  
    MVSTARD-SEEDE


    Muſtard-ſeede.

  


  
    PEASE-BLOSSOME


    Peaſe-bloſſome.

  


  BOTTOME


  Good maſter Muſtard ſeede, I know your patience well: that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxe beefe hath deuoured many a gentleman of your houſe. I promiſe you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. I deſire you more acquaintance, good Maſter Muſtard-ſeede.


  
    TYTANIA


    Come waite vpon him, lead him to my bower.

  


  The Moone me-thinks, lookes with a watrie eie,


  And when ſhe weepes, weepe euerie little flower,


  Lamenting ſome enforced chaſtitie.


  Tye vp my louers tongue, bring him ſilently.


  Exit.


  Enter King of Pharies, ſolus.


  
    OBERON


    I wonder if Titania be awak’t;

  


  Then what it was that next came in her eye,


  Which ſhe muſt dote on, in extremitie.


  Enter Pucke.


  Here comes my meſſenger: how now mad ſpirit,


  What night-rule now about this haunted groue?


  
    PVCKE


    My Miſtris with a monſter is in loue,

  


  Neere to her cloſe and conſecrated bower,


  While ſhe was in her dull and ſleeping hower,


  A crew of patches, rude Mechanicals,


  That worke for bread vpon Athenian ſtals,


  Were met together to rehearſe a Play,


  Intended for great Theſeus nuptiall day:


  The ſhalloweſt thick-skin of that barren ſort,


  Who Piramus preſented, in their ſport,


  Forſooke his Scene, and entred in a brake,


  When I did him at this aduantage take,


  An Aſſes nole I fixed on his head.


  Anon his Thisbie muſt be anſwered,


  And forth my Mimmick comes: when they him ſpie,


  As Wilde-geeſe, that the creeping Fowler eye,


  Or ruſſed-pated choughes, many in ſort


  (Riſing and cawing at the guns report)


  Seuer themſelues, and madly ſweepe the skye:


  So at his ſight, away his fellowes flye,


  And at our ſtampe, here ore and ore one fals;


  He murther cries, and helpe from Athens cals.


  Their ſenſe thus weake, loſt with their feares thus ſtrong,


  Made ſenſleſſe things begin to do them wrong.


  For briars and thornes at their apparell ſnatch,


  Some ſleeues, ſome hats, from yeelders all things catch,


  I led them on in this diſtracted feare,


  And left ſweete Piramus tranſlated there:


  When in that moment (ſo it came to paſſe)


  Tytania waked, and ſtraightway lou’d an Aſſe.


  
    OBERON


    This fals out better then I could deuiſe:

  


  But haſt thou yet lacht the Athenians eyes,


  With the loue iuyce, as I bid thee doe?


  
    ROBIN


    I tooke him ſleeping (that is finiſht to)

  


  And the Athenian woman by his ſide,


  That when he wak’t, of force ſhe muſt be eyde.


  Enter Demetrius and Hermia.


  
    OBERON


    Stand cloſe, this is the ſame Athenian.

  


  
    ROBIN


    This is the woman, but not this the man.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    O why rebuke you him that loues you ſo?

  


  Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter foe.


  
    HERMIA


    Now I but chide, but I ſhould vſe thee worſe.

  


  For thou (I feare) haſt giuen me cauſe to curſe,


  If thou haſt ſlaine Lyſander in his ſleepe,


  Being oreſhooes in bloud, plunge in the deepe, and kill me too:


  The Sunne was not ſo true vnto the day,


  As he to me. Would he haue ſtollen away,


  From ſleeping Hermia? Ile beleeue as ſoone


  This whole earth may be bord, and that the Moone


  May through the Center creepe, and ſo diſpleaſe


  Her brothers noonetide, with th’Antipodes.


  It cannot be but thou haſt murdred him,


  So ſhould a murtherer looke, ſo dead, ſo grim.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    So ſhould the murderer looke, and ſo ſhould I,

  


  Pierſt through the heart with your ſtearne cruelty:


  Yet you the murderer lookes as bright as cleare,


  As yonder Venus in her glimmering ſpheare.


  
    HERMIA


    What’s this to my Lyſander? where is he?

  


  Ah good Demetrius, wilt thou giue him me?


  
    DEMETRIVS


    I’de rather giue his carkaſſe to my hounds.

  


  
    HERMIA


    Out dog, out cur, thou driu’ſt me paſt the bounds

  


  Of maidens patience. Haſt thou ſlaine him then?


  Henceforth be neuer numbred among men.


  Oh, once tell true, euen for my ſake,


  Durſt thou a lookt vpon him, being awake?


  And haſt thou kill’d him ſleeping? O braue tutch:


  Could not a worme, an Adder do ſo much?


  An Adder did it: for with doubler tongue


  Then thine (thou ſerpent) neuer Adder ſtung.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    You ſpend your paſſion on a miſpris’d mood,

  


  I am not guiltie of Lyſanders blood:


  Nor is he dead for ought that I can tell.


  
    HERMIA


    I pray thee tell me then that he is well.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    And if I could, what ſhould I get therefore?

  


  
    HERMIA


    A priuiledge, neuer to ſee me more;

  


  And from thy hated preſence part I: ſee me no more


  Whether he be dead or no.


  Exit.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    There is no following her in this fierce vaine,

  


  Here therefore for a while I will remaine.


  So ſorrowes heauineſſe doth heauier grow:


  For debt that bankrout ſlip doth ſorrow owe,


  Which now in ſome ſlight meaſure it will pay,


  If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay.


  Lie downe.


  
    OBERON


    What haſt thou done? Thou haſt miſtaken quite

  


  And laid the loue iuyce on ſome true loues ſight:


  Of thy miſpriſion, muſt perforce enſue


  Some true loue turn’d, and not a falſe turn’d true.


  
    ROBIN


    Then fate ore-rules, that one man holding troth,

  


  A million faile, confounding oath on oath.


  
    OBERON


    About the wood, goe ſwifter then the winde,

  


  And Helena of Athens looke thou finde.


  All fancy ſicke ſhe is, and pale of cheere,


  With ſighes of loue, that coſts the freſh bloud deare.


  By ſome illuſion ſee thou bring her heere,


  Ile charme his eyes againſt ſhe doth appeare.


  
    ROBIN


    I go, I go, looke how I goe,

  


  Swifter then arrow from the Tartars bowe.


  Exit.


  
    OBERON


    Flower of this purple die,

  


  Hit with Cupids archery,


  Sinke in apple of his eye,


  When his loue he doth eſpie,


  Let her ſhine as gloriouſly


  As the Venus of the sky.


  When thou wak’ſt if ſhe be by,


  Beg of her for remedy.


  Enter Pucke.


  
    PVCKE


    Captaine of our Fairy band,

  


  Helena is heere at hand,


  And the youth, miſtooke by me,


  Pleading for a Louers fee.


  Shall we their fond Pageant ſee?


  Lord, what fooles theſe mortals be!


  
    OBERON


    Stand aſide: the noyſe they make,

  


  Will cauſe Demetrius to awake.


  
    PVCKE


    Then will two at once wooe one,

  


  That muſt needs be ſport alone:


  And thoſe things doe beſt pleaſe me,


  That befall prepoſterouſly.


  Enter Lyſander and Helena.


  
    LYSANDER


    Why ſhould you think that I ſhould wooe in ſcorn?

  


  Scorne and deriſion neuer comes in teares:


  Looke when I vow I weepe; and vowes ſo borne,


  In their natiuity all truth appeares.


  How can theſe things in me, ſeeme ſcorne to you?


  Bearing the badge of faith to proue them true.


  
    HELENA


    You doe aduance your cunning more & more,

  


  When truth kils truth, O diueliſh holy fray!


  Theſe vowes are Hermias. Will you giue her ore?


  Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh.


  Your vowes to her, and me, (put in two ſcales)


  Will euen weigh, and both as light as tales.


  
    LYSANDER


    I had no iudgement, when to her I ſwore.

  


  
    HELENA


    Nor none in my minde, now you giue her ore.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Demetrius loues her, and he loues not you.

  


  Awa.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    O Helen, goddeſſe, nimph, perfect, diuine,

  


  To what, my loue, ſhall I compare thine eyne!


  Chriſtall is muddy, O how ripe in ſhow,


  Thy lips, thoſe kiſſing cherries, tempting grow!


  That pure congealed white, high Taurus ſnow,


  Fan’d with the Eaſterne winde, turnes to a crow,


  When thou holdſt vp thy hand. O let me kiſſe


  This Princeſſe of pure white, this ſeale of bliſſe.


  
    HELENA


    O ſpight! O hell! I ſee you are all bent

  


  To ſet againſt me, for your merriment:


  If you were ciuill, and knew curteſie,


  You would not doe me thus much iniury.


  Can you not hate me, as I know you doe,


  But you muſt ioyne in ſoules to mocke me to?


  If you are men, as men you are in ſhow,


  You would not vſe a gentle Lady ſo;


  To vow, and ſweare, and ſuperpraiſe my parts,


  When I am ſure you hate me with your hearts.


  You both are Riuals, and loue Hermia;


  And now both Riuals to mocke Helena.


  A trim exploit, a manly enterprize,


  To coniure teares vp in a poore maids eyes,


  With your deriſion; none of noble ſort,


  Would ſo offend a Virgin, and extort


  A poore ſoules patience, all to make you ſport,


  
    LYSANDER


    You are vnkind Demetrius; be not ſo,

  


  For you loue Hermia; this you know I know;


  And here with all good will, with all my heart,


  In Hermias loue I yeeld you vp my part;


  And yours of Helena, To me bequeath,


  Whom I do loue, and will do to my death.


  
    HELENA


    Neuer did mockers waſt more idle breth.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Lyſander, keep thy Hermia, I will none:

  


  If ere I lou’d her, all that loue is gone.


  My heart to her, but as gueſt-wiſe ſoiourn’d,


  And now to Helen it is home return’d,


  There to remaine.


  
    LYSANDER


    It is not ſo.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Diſparage not the faith thou doſt not know,

  


  Leſt to thy perill thou abide it deare.


  Looke where thy Loue comes, yonder is thy deare.


  Enter Hermia.


  
    HERMIA


    Dark night, that from the eye his function takes,

  


  The eare more quicke of apprehenſion makes,


  Wherein it doth impaire the ſeeing ſenſe,


  It paies the hearing double recompence.


  Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſander found,


  Mine eare (I thanke it) brought me to that ſound.


  But why vnkindly didſt thou leaue me ſo?


  
    LYSANDER


    Why ſhould hee ſtay whom Loue doth preſſe to go?

  


  
    HERMIA


    What loue could preſſe Lyſander from my ſide?

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Lyſanders loue (that would not let him bide)

  


  Faire Helena; who more engilds the night,


  Then all yon fierie oes, and eies of light.


  Why ſeek’ſt thou me? Could not this make thee know,


  The hate I bare thee, made me leaue thee ſo?


  
    HERMIA


    You ſpeake not as you thinke; it cannot be.

  


  
    HELENA


    Loe, ſhe is one of this confederacy,

  


  Now I perceiue they haue conioyn’d all three,


  To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me.


  Iniurous Hermia, moſt vngratefull maid,


  Haue you conſpir’d, haue you with theſe contriu’d


  To baite me, with this foule deriſion?


  Is all the counſell that we two haue ſhar’d,


  The ſiſters vowes, the houres that we haue ſpent,


  When wee haue chid the haſty footed time,


  For parting vs; O, is all forgot?


  All ſchooledaies friendſhip, child-hood innocence?


  We Hermia, like two Artificiall gods,


  Haue with our needles, created both one flower,


  Both on one ſampler, ſitting on one cuſhion,


  Both warbling of one ſong, both in one key:


  As if our hands, our ſides, voices, and mindes


  Had beene incorporate. So we grew together,


  Like to a double cherry, ſeeming parted,


  But yet a vnion in partition,


  Two louely berries molded on one ſtem,


  So with two ſeeming bodies, but one heart,


  Two of the firſt life coats in Heraldry,


  Due but to one and crowned with one creſt.


  And will you rent our ancient loue aſunder,


  To ioyne with men in ſcorning your poore friend?


  It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly.


  Our ſexe as well as I, may chide you for it,


  Though I alone doe feele the iniurie.


  
    HERMIA


    I am amazed at your paſſionate words,

  


  I ſcorne you not; It ſeemes that you ſcorne me.


  
    HELENA


    Haue you not ſet Lyſander, as in ſcorne

  


  To follow me, and praiſe my eies and face?


  And made your other loue, Demetrius


  (Who euen but now did ſpurne me with his foote)


  To call me goddeſſe, nimph, diuine, and rare,


  Precious, celeſtiall? Wherefore ſpeakes he this


  To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lyſander


  Denie your loue (ſo rich within his ſoule)


  And tender me (forſooth) affection,


  But by your ſetting on, by your conſent?


  What though I be not ſo in grace as you,


  So hung vpon with loue, ſo fortunate?


  (But miſerable moſt, to loue vnlou’d)


  This you ſhould pittie, rather then deſpiſe.


  
    HERMIA


    I vnderſtand not what you meane by this.

  


  
    HELENA


    I, doe, perſeuer, counterfeit ſad lookes,

  


  Make mouthes vpon me when I turne my backe,


  Winke each at other, hold the ſweete ieſt vp:


  This ſport well carried, ſhall be chronicled.


  If you haue any pittie, grace, or manners,


  You would not make me ſuch an argument:


  But fare ye well, ’tis partly mine owne fault,


  Which death or abſence ſoone ſhall remedie.


  
    LYSANDER


    Stay gentle Helena, heare my excuſe,

  


  My loue, my life, my ſoule, faire Helena.


  
    HELENA


    O excellent!

  


  
    HERMIA


    Sweete, do not ſcorne her ſo.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    If ſhe cannot entreate, I can compell.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Thou canſt compell, no more then ſhe entreate.

  


  Thy threats haue no more ſtrength then her weak praiſe.


  Helen, I loue thee, by my life I doe;


  I ſweare by that which I will loſe for thee,


  To proue him falſe, that ſaies I loue thee not.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    I ſay, I loue thee more then he can do.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    If thou ſay ſo, with-draw and proue it too.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Quick, come.

  


  
    HERMIA


    Lyſander, whereto tends all this?

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Away, you Ethiope.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    No, no, Sir, ſeeme to breake looſe;

  


  Take on as you would follow,


  But yet come not: you are a tame man, go.


  
    LYSANDER


    Hang off thou cat, thou bur; vile thing let looſe,

  


  Or I will ſhake thee from me like a ſerpent.


  
    HERMIA


    Why are you growne ſo rude?

  


  What change is this ſweete Loue?


  
    LYSANDER


    Thy loue? out tawny Tartar, out;

  


  Out loathed medicine; O hated poiſon hence.


  
    HERMIA


    Do you not ieſt?

  


  
    HELENA


    Yes ſooth, and ſo do you.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Demetrius: I will keepe my word with thee.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    I would I had your bond: for I perceiue

  


  A weake bond holds you; Ile not truſt your word.


  
    LYSANDER


    What, ſhould I hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her dead?

  


  Although I hate her, Ile not harme her ſo.


  
    HERMIA


    What, can you do me greater harme then hate?

  


  Hate me, wherefore? O me, what newes my Loue?


  Am not I Hermia? Are not you Lyſander?


  I am as faire now, as I was ere while.


  Since night you lou’d me: yet ſince night you left me.


  Why then you left me (O the gods forbid)


  In earneſt, ſhall I ſay?


  
    LYSANDER


    I, by my life;

  


  And neuer did deſire to ſee thee more.


  Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion, of doubt;


  Be certaine, nothing truer: ’tis no ieſt,


  That I do hate thee, and loue Helena.


  
    HERMIA


    O me, you iugler, you canker bloſſome,

  


  You theefe of loue; What, haue you come by night,


  And ſtolne my loues heart from him?


  
    HELENA


    Fine yfaith:

  


  Haue you no modeſty, no maiden ſhame,


  No touch of baſhfulneſſe? What, will you teare


  Impatient anſwers from my gentle tongue?


  Fie, fie, you counterfeit, you puppet, you.


  
    HERMIA


    Puppet? why ſo? I, that way goes the game.

  


  Now I perceiue that ſhe hath made compare


  Betweene our ſtatures, ſhe hath vrg’d her height,


  And with her perſonage, her tall perſonage,


  Her height (forſooth) ſhe hath preuail’d with him.


  And are you growne ſo high in his eſteeme,


  Becauſe I am ſo dwarfiſh, and ſo low?


  How low am I, thou painted May-pole? Speake,


  How low am I? I am not yet ſo low,


  But that my nailes can reach vnto thine eyes.


  
    HELENA


    I pray you though you mocke me, gentlemen,

  


  Let her not hurt me; I was neuer curſt:


  I haue no gift at all in ſhrewiſhneſſe;


  I am a right maide for my cowardize;


  Let her not ſtrike me: you perhaps may thinke,


  Becauſe ſhe is ſomething lower then my ſelfe,


  That I can match her.


  
    HERMIA


    Lower? harke againe.

  


  
    HELENA


    Good Hermia, do not be ſo bitter with me,

  


  I euermore did loue you Hermia,


  Did euer keepe your counſels, neuer wronged you,


  Saue that in loue vnto Demetrius,


  I told him of your ſtealth vnto this wood.


  He followed you, for loue I followed him,


  But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me


  To ſtrike me, ſpurne me, nay to kill me too;


  And now, ſo you will let me quiet go,


  To Athens will I beare my folly backe,


  And follow you no further. Let me go.


  You ſee how ſimple, and how fond I am.


  
    HERMIA


    Why get you gone: who iſt that hinders you?

  


  
    HELENA


    A fooliſh heart, that I leaue here behinde.

  


  
    HERMIA


    What, with Lyſander?

  


  
    HERMIA


    With Demetrius.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Be not afraid, ſhe ſhall not harme thee Helena.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    No ſir, ſhe ſhall not, though you take her part.

  


  
    HELENA


    O when ſhe’s angry, ſhe is keene and ſhrewd,

  


  She was a vixen when ſhe went to ſchoole,


  And though ſhe be but little, ſhe is fierce.


  
    HERMIA


    Little againe? Nothing but low and little?

  


  Why will you ſuffer her to flout me thus?


  Let me come to her.


  
    LYSANDER


    Get you gone you dwarfe,

  


  You minimus, of hindring knot-graſſe made,


  You bead, you acorne.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    You are too officious,

  


  In her behalfe that ſcornes your ſeruices.


  Let her alone, ſpeake not of Helena,


  Take not her part. For if thou doſt intend


  Neuer ſo little ſhew of loue to her,


  Thou ſhalt abide it.


  
    LYSANDER


    Now ſhe holds me not,

  


  Now follow if thou dar’ſt, to try whoſe right,


  Of thine or mine is moſt in Helena.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Follow? Nay, Ile goe with thee cheeke by iowle.

  


  Exit Lyſander and Demetrius.


  
    HERMIA


    You Miſtris, all this coyle is long of you.

  


  Nay, goe not backe.


  
    HELENA


    I will not truſt you I,

  


  Nor longer ſtay in your curſt companie.


  Your hands then mine, are quicker for a fray,


  My legs are longer though to runne away.


  Enter Oberon and Pucke.


  
    OBERON


    This is thy negligence, ſtill thou miſtak’ſt,

  


  Or elſe committ’ſt thy knaueries willingly.


  
    PVCKE


    Beleeue me, King of ſhadowes, I miſtooke,

  


  Did not you tell me, I ſhould know the man,


  By the Athenian garments he hath on?


  And ſo farre blameleſſe proues my enterprize,


  That I haue nointed an Athenians eies,


  And ſo farre am I glad, it ſo did ſort,


  As this their iangling I eſteeme a ſport.


  
    OBERON


    Thou ſeeſt theſe Louers ſeeke a place to fight,

  


  Hie therefore Robin, ouercaſt the night,


  The ſtarrie Welkin couer thou anon,


  With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheron,


  And lead theſe teſtie Riuals ſo aſtray,


  As one come not within anothers way.


  Like to Lyſander, ſometime frame thy tongue,


  Then ſtirre Demetrius vp with bitter wrong;


  And ſometime raile thou like Demetrius;


  And from each other looke thou leade them thus,


  Till ore their browes, death-counterfeiting, ſleepe


  With leaden legs, and Battie-wings doth creepe:


  Then cruſh this hearbe into Lyſanders eie,


  Whoſe liquor hath this vertuous propertie,


  To take from thence all error, with his might,


  and make his eie-bals role with wonted ſight.


  When they next wake, all this deriſion


  Shall ſeeme a dreame, and fruitleſs viſion,


  And backe to Athens ſhall the Louers wend


  With league, whoſe date till death ſhall neuer end.


  Whiles I in this affaire do thee imploy,


  Ile to my Queene, and beg her Indian Boy;


  And then I will her charmed eie releaſe


  From monſters view, and all things ſhall be peace.


  
    PVCKE


    My Fairie Lord, this muſt be done with haſte,

  


  For night-ſwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt,


  And yonder ſhines Auroras harbinger;


  At whoſe approach Ghoſts wandring here and there,


  Troope home to Church-yards; damned ſpirits all,


  That in croſſe-waies and flouds haue buriall,


  Alreadie to their wormie beds are gone;


  For feare leaſt day ſhould looke their ſhames vpon,


  They wilfully themſelues exile from light,


  And muſt for aye conſort with blacke browd night.


  
    OBERON


    But we are ſpirits of another ſort:

  


  I, with the mornings loue haue oft made ſport,


  And like a Forreſter, the groues may tread,


  Euen till the Eaſterne gate all fierie red,


  Opening on Neptune, With faire bleſſed beames,


  Turnes into yellow gold, his ſalt greene ſtreames.


  But not withſtanding haſte, make no delay:


  We may effect this buſineſſe, yet ere day.


  
    PVCKE


    Vp and downe, vp and downe, I will leade

  


  them vp and downe: I am fear’d in field and towne.


  Goblin, lead them vp and downe: here comes one.


  Enter Lyſander.


  
    LYSANDER


    Where art thou, proud Demetrius?

  


  Speake thou now.


  
    ROBIN


    Here villaine, drawne & readie. Where art thou?

  


  
    LYSANDER


    I will be with thee ſtraight.

  


  
    ROBIN


    Follow me then to plainer ground.

  


  Enter Demetrius.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Lyſander, ſpeake againe;

  


  Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?


  Speake in ſome buſh: Where doſt thou hide thy head?


  
    ROBIN


    Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ſtars,

  


  Telling the buſhes that thou look’ſt for wars,


  And wilt not come? Come recreant, come thou childe,


  Ile whip thee with a rod. He is defil’d


  That drawes a ſword on thee.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Yea, art thou there?

  


  
    ROBIN


    Follow my voice, we’l try no manhood here.

  


  Exit.


  
    LYSANDER


    He goes before me, and ſtill dares me on,

  


  When I come where he cals, then he’s gone.


  The Villaine is much lighter heel’d then I:


  I followed faſt, but faſter he did flye;


  ſhifting places.


  That fallen am I in darke vneuen way,


  And here wil reſt me. Come thou gentle day:


  lye down.


  For if but once thou ſhew me thy gray light,


  Ile finde Demetrius, and reuenge this ſpight.


  Enter Robin and Demetrius.


  
    ROBIN


    Ho, ho, ho; coward, why com’ſt thou not?

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Abide me, if thou dar’ſt. For well I wot,

  


  Thou runſt before me, ſhifting euery place,


  And dar’ſt not ſtand, nor looke me in the face.


  Where art thou?


  
    ROBIN


    Come hither, I am here.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Nay then thou mock’ſt me; thou ſhalt buy this deere,

  


  If euer I thy face by day-light ſee.


  Now goe thy way: faintneſſe conſtraineth me,


  To meaſure out my length on this cold bed,


  By daies approach looke to be viſited.


  Enter Helena.


  
    HELENA


    O weary night, O long and tedious night,

  


  Abate thy houres, ſhine comforts from the Eaſt,


  That I may backe to Athens by day-light,


  From theſe that my poore companie deteſt;


  And ſleepe that ſometime ſhuts vp ſorrowes eie,


  Steale me a while from mine owne companie.


  Sleepe.


  
    ROBIN


    Yet but three? Come one more,

  


  Two of both kindes makes vp foure.


  Here ſhe comes, curſt and ſad,


  Cupid is a knauiſh lad,


  Enter Hermia.


  Thus to make poore females mad.


  
    HERMIA


    Neuer ſo wearie, neuer ſo in woe,

  


  Bedabbled with the dew, and torne with briars,


  I can no further crawle, no further goe;


  My legs can keepe no pace with my deſires.


  Here will I reſt me till the breake of day,


  Heauens ſhield Lyſander, if they meane a fray.


  
    ROBIN


    On the ground ſleepe ſound,

  


  Ile apply your eie gentle louer, remedy.


  When thou wak’ſt, thou tak’ſt


  True delight in the ſight of thy former Ladies eye,


  And the Country Prouerb knowne,


  That euery man ſhould take his owne,


  In your waking ſhall be ſhowne.


  Iacke ſhall haue Iill, nought ſhall goe ill.


  The man ſhall haue his Mare againe, and all ſhall bee well.


  They ſleepe all the Act.
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  Actus Quartus.
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  Enter Queene of Fairies,
and Clowne, and Fairies,
and the King behinde them.


  
    TYTANIA


    COME, ſit thee downe vpon this flowry bed,

  


  While I thy amiable cheekes doe coy,


  And ſticke muske roſes in thy ſleeke ſmoothe head,


  And kiſſe thy faire large eares, my gentle ioy.


  
    CLOWNE


    Where’s Peaſe-bloſſome?

  


  
    PEASE-BLOSSOME


    Ready.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Scratch my head, Peaſe-bloſſome. Wher’s Mounſieuer Cobweb.

  


  
    COBWEB


    Ready.

  


  CLOWNE


  Mounſieur Cobweb, good Mounſier get your weapons in your hand, & kill me a red hipt humble-Bee, on the top of a thiſtle; and good Mounſieur bring mee the hony bag. Doe not fret your ſelfe too much in the action, Mounſieur; and good mounſieur haue a care the hony bag breake not, I would be loth to haue you ouer-flowne with a hony-bag ſigniour. Where’s Mounſieur Muſtardſeed?


  
    MVSTARD-SEEDE


    Ready.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Giue me your neafe, Mounſieur Muſtardſeed.

  


  Pray you leaue your courteſie good Mounſieur.


  
    MVSTARD-SEEDE


    What’s your will?

  


  CLOWNE


  Nothing good Mounſieur, but to help Caualery Cobweb to ſcratch. I muſt to the Barbers Mounſieur, for me-thinkes I am maruellous hairy about the face. And I am ſuch a tender aſſe, if my haire do but tickle me, I muſt ſcratch.


  
    TYTANIA


    What, wilt thou heare ſome muſicke, my ſweet loue.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    I haue a reaſonable good eare in muſicke. Let vs haue the tongs and the bones.

  


  Muſicke Tongs, Rurall Muſicke.


  
    TYTANIA


    Or ſay ſweete Loue, what thou deſireſt to eat.

  


  CLOWNE


  Truly a pecke of Prouender; I could munch your good dry Oates. Me-thinkes I haue a great deſire to a bottle of hay: good hay, ſweete hay hath no fellow.


  
    TYTANIA


    I haue a venturous Fairy,

  


  That ſhall ſeeke the Squirrels hoard,


  And fetch thee new Nuts.


  CLOWNE


  I had rather haue a handfull or two of dried peaſe. But I pray you let none of your people ſtirre me, I haue an expoſition of ſleepe come vpon me.


  
    TYTANIA


    Sleepe thou, and I will winde thee in my arms,

  


  Fairies be gone, and be alwaies away.


  So doth the woodbine, the ſweet Honiſuckle,


  Gently entwiſt; the female Iuy ſo


  Enrings the barky fingers of the Elme.


  O how I loue thee! how I dote on thee!


  
    Enter Robin Good-Fellow
and Oberon.

  


  
    OBERON


    Welcome good Robin:

  


  Seeſt thou this ſweet ſight?


  Her dotage now I doe begin to pitty.


  For meeting her of late behinde the wood,


  Seeking ſweet ſauours for this hatefull foole,


  I did vpbraid her, and fall out with her.


  For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded,


  With coronet of freſh and fragrant flowers.


  And that ſame dew which ſomtime on the buds,


  Was wont to ſwell like round and orient pearles;


  Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes,


  Like teares that did their owne diſgrace bewaile.


  When I had at my pleaſure taunted her,


  And ſhe in milde termes beg’d my patience,


  I then did aske of her, her changeling childe,


  Which ſtraight ſhe gaue me, and her fairy ſent


  To beare him to my Bower in Fairy Land.


  And now I haue the Boy, I will vndoe


  This hatefull imperfection of her eyes.


  And gentle Pucke, take this tranſformed ſcalpe,


  From off the head of this Athenian ſwaine;


  That he awaking when the other doe,


  May all to Athens backe againe repaire,


  And thinke no more of this nights accidents,


  But as the fierce vexation of dreame.


  But firſt I will releaſe the Fairy Queene.


  Be thou as thou waſt wont to be;


  See as thou waſt wont to ſee.


  Dians bud, or Cupids flower,


  Hath ſuch force and bleſſed power.


  Now my Titania wake you my ſweet Queene.


  
    TYTANIA


    My Oberon, what viſions haue I ſeene!

  


  Me-thought I was enamoured of an aſſe.


  
    OBERON


    There lies your loue.

  


  
    TYTANIA


    How came theſe things to paſſe?

  


  Oh, how mine eyes doth loath this viſage now!


  
    OBERON


    Silence a while. Robin take off his head:

  


  Titania, muſick call, and ſtrike more dead


  Then common ſleepe; of all theſe, fine the ſenſe.


  
    TYTANIA


    Muſicke, ho muſicke, ſuch as charmeth ſleepe.

  


  Muſick ſtill.


  
    ROBIN


    When thou wak’ſt, with thine owne fooles eies peepe.

  


  
    OBERON


    Sound muſick; come my Queen, take hands with me

  


  And rocke the ground whereon theſe ſleepers be.


  Now thou and I new in amity,


  And will to morrow midnight, ſolemnly


  Dance in Duke Theſeus houſe triumphantly,


  And bleſſe it to all faire poſterity.


  There ſhall the paires of faithfull Louers be


  Wedded, with Theſeus, all in iollity.


  
    ROBIN


    Faire King attend, and marke,

  


  I doe heare the morning Larke,


  
    OBERON


    Then my Queene in ſilence ſad,

  


  Trip we after the nights ſhade;


  We the Globe can compaſſe ſoone,


  Swifter then the wandering Moone.


  
    TYTANIA


    Come my Lord, and in our flight,

  


  Tell me how it came this night,


  That I ſleeping heere was found,


  Sleepers Lye ſtill.


  With theſe mortals on the ground.


  Exeunt.


  Winde Hornes.


  
    Enter Theſeus, Egeus, Hippolita
and all his traine.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Goe one of you, finde out the Forreſter,

  


  For now our obſeruation is perform’d;


  And ſince we haue the vaward of the day,


  My Loue ſhall heare the muſicke of my hounds.


  Vncouple in the Weſterne valley, let them goe;


  Diſpatch I ſay, and finde the Forreſter.


  We will faire Queene, vp to the Mountains top,


  And marke the muſicall confuſion


  Of hounds and eccho in coniunction.


  
    HIPPOLITA


    I was with Hercules and Cadmus once.

  


  When in a wood of Creete they bayed the Beare


  With hounds of Sparta; neuer did I heare


  Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groues,


  The skies, the fountaines, euery region neere,


  Seeme all one mutuall cry. I neuer heard


  So muſicall a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder.


  
    THESEVS


    My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kinde,

  


  So flew’d, ſo ſanded, and their heads are hung


  With eares that ſweepe away the morning dew,


  Crooke kneed, and dew-lapt, like Theſſalian Buls,


  Slow in purſuit, but match’d in mouth like bels,


  Each vnder each. A cry more tuneable


  Was neuer hallowed to, nor cheer’d with horne,


  In Creete, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly;


  Iudge when you heare. But ſoft, what nimphs are theſe?


  
    EGEVS


    My Lord, this is my daughter heere aſleepe,

  


  And this Lyſander, this Demetrius is,


  This Helena, olde Nedars Helena,


  I wonder of this being heere together.


  
    THESEVS


    No doubt they roſe vp early, to obſerue

  


  The right of May; and hearing our intent,


  Came heere in grace of our ſolemnity.


  But ſpeake Egeus, is not this the day


  That Hermia ſhould giue anſwer of her choice?


  
    EGEVS


    It is, my Lord.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Goe bid the hunts-men wake them with their

  


  hornes.


  Hornes and they wake.


  Shout within, they all ſtart vp.


  
    THESEVS


    Good morrow friends: Saint Valentine is paſt,

  


  Begin theſe wood birds but to couple now?


  
    LYSANDER


    Pardon my Lord.

  


  
    THESEVS


    I pray you all ſtand vp.

  


  I know you two are Riuall enemies.


  How comes this gentle concord in the world,


  That hatred is ſo farre from iealouſie,


  To ſleepe by hate, and feare no enmity.


  
    LYSANDER


    My Lord, I ſhall reply amazedly,

  


  Halfe ſleepe, halfe waking. but as yet, I ſweare,


  I cannot truly ſay how I came heere.


  But as I thinke (for truly would I ſpeake)


  And now I doe bethinke me, ſo it is;


  I came with Hermia hither. Our intent


  Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be


  Without the perill of the Athenian Law.


  
    EGEVS


    Enough, enough, my Lord: you haue enough;

  


  I beg the Law, the Law, vpon his head:


  They would have ſtolne away, they would Demetrius,


  Thereby to haue defeated you and me:


  You of your wife, and me of my conſent;


  Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your wife.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    My Lord, faire Helen told me of their ſtealth,

  


  Of this their purpoſe hither, to this wood,


  And I in furie hither followed them;


  Faire Helena, in fancy followed me.


  But my good Lord, I wot not by what not by what power,


  (But by ſome power it is) my loue


  To Hermia (melted as the ſnow)


  Seems to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude,


  Which in my childehood I did doat vpon:


  And all the faith, the vertue of my heart,


  The obiect and the pleaſure of mine eye,


  Is onely Helena. To her, my Lord,


  Was I betroth’d, ere I ſee Hermia,


  But like a ſickeneſſe did I loath this food,


  But as in health, come to my naturall taſte,


  Now doe I wiſh it, loue it, long for it,


  And will for euermore be true to it.


  
    THESEVS


    Faire Louers, you are fortunately met;

  


  Of this diſcourſe we ſhall heare more anon.


  Egeus, I will ouer-beare your will;


  For in the Temple, by and by with vs,


  Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit.


  And for the morning now is ſomething worne,


  Our purpos’d hunting ſhall be ſet aſide.


  Away, with vs to Athens; three and three,


  Wee’ll hold a feaſt in great ſolemnitie.


  Come Hippolita.


  Exit Duke and Lords.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Theſe things ſeeme ſmall & vndiſtinguiſhable,

  


  Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds.


  
    HERMIA


    Me-thinks I ſee theſe things with parted eye,

  


  When euery thing ſeemes double.


  
    HELENA


    So me-thinkes:

  


  And I haue found Demetrius, like a iewell,


  Mine owne, and not mine owne.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    It ſeemes to mee,

  


  That yet we ſleepe, we dreame. Do not you thinke,


  The Duke was heere, and bid vs follow him?


  
    HERMIA


    Yea, and my Father.

  


  
    HELENA


    And Hippolita.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    And he bid vs follow to the Temple.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Why then we are awake; lets follow him, and by the way let vs recount our dreames.

  


  Bottome wakes.


  Exit Louers.


  CLOWNE


  When my cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer. My next is, moſt faire Piramus. Hey ho. Peter Quince? Flute the bellowes-mender? Snout the tinker? Starue-ling? Gods my life! Stolne hence, and left me aſleepe: I haue had a moſt rare viſion. I had a dreame, paſt the wit of man, to ſay, what dreame it was. Man is but an Aſſe, if he goe about to expound this dreame. Me-thought I was, there is no man can tell what. Me-thought I was, and me-thought I had. But man is but a patch’d foole, if he will offer to ſay, what me-thought I had. The eye of man hath not heard, the eare of man hath not ſeen, mans hand is not able to taſte, his tongue to conceiue, nor his heart to report, what my dreame was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballet of this dreame, it ſhall be called Bottomes Dreame, becauſe it hath no bottome; and I will ſing it in the latter end of a play, before the Duke. Peraduenture, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall ſing it at her death.


  Exit.


  
    Enter Quince, Flute, Thisbie,
Snout, and Starueling.

  


  
    QVINCE


    Haue you ſent to Bottomes houſe? Is he come home yet?

  


  
    STARVELING


    He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt hee is tranſported.

  


  
    THISBY


    If he come not, then the play is mar’d. It goes not forward, doth it?

  


  
    QVINCE


    It is not poſſible: you haue not a man in all Athens, able to diſcharge Piramus but he.

  


  
    THISBY


    No, hee hath ſimply the beſt wit of any handy-craft man in Athens.

  


  
    QVINCE


    Yea, and the beſt perſon too, and hee is a very Paramour, for a ſweet voyce.

  


  
    THISBY


    You muſt ſay, Paragon. A Paramour is (God bleſſe vs) a thing of nought.

  


  Enter Snug the Ioyner.


  SNVG


  Maſters, the Duke is comming from the Temple, and there is two or three Lords & Ladies more married. If our ſport had gone forward, we had all bin made men.


  THISBY


  O ſweet bully Bottome: thus hath he loſt ſixpence a day, during his life; he could not haue ſcaped ſixpence a day. And the Duke had not giuen him ſixpence a day for playing Piramus, Ile be hang’d. He would haue deſerued it. Sixpence a day in Piramus, or nothing.


  Enter Bottome.


  
    BOTTOME


    Where are theſe Lads? Where are theſe hearts?

  


  
    QVINCE


    Bottome, o moſt couragious day! O moſt happie houre!

  


  BOTTOME


  Maſters, I am to diſcourſe wonders; but ask me not what. For if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. I will tell you euery thing as it fell out.


  
    QVINCE


    Let vs heare, ſweet Bottome.

  


  BOTTOME


  Not a word of me: all that I will tell you, is, that the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell together, good ſtrings to your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, meete preſently at the Palace, euery man looke ore his part: for the ſhort and the long is, our play is preferred: In any caſe let Thisby haue cleane linnen: and let not him that playes the Lion, paire his nailes, for they ſhall hang out for the Lions clawes. And moſt deare Actors, eate no Onions, nor Garlicke; for wee are to vtter ſweete breath, and I doe not doubt but to heare them ſay, it is a ſweet Comedy. No more words: away, go away.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Quintus.
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  Enter Theſeus, Hippolita,
Egeus and his Lords.


  
    HIPPOLITA


    TIS ſtrange my Theſeus, that theſe louers ſpeake of.

  


  
    THESEVS


    More ſtrange then true. I neuer may beleeue

  


  Theſe anticke fables, nor theſe Fairy toyes,


  Louers and mad men haue ſuch ſeething braines,


  Such ſhaping phantaſies, that apprehend more


  Then coole reaſon euer comprehends.


  The Lunaticke, the Louer, and the Poet,


  Are of imagination all compact.


  One ſees more diuels then vaſte hell can hold;


  That is the mad man. The Louer, all as franticke,


  Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Egipt.


  The Poets eye in a fine frenzy rolling, doth glance


  From heauen to earth, from earth to heauen.


  And as imagination bodies forth the forms of things


  Vnknowne; the Poets pen turnes them to ſhapes,


  And giues to aire nothing, a locall habitation,


  And a name. Such tricks hath ſtrong imagination,


  That if it would but apprehend ſome ioy,


  It comprehends ſome bringer of that ioy.


  Or in the night, imagining ſome feare,


  Howe eaſie is a buſh ſuppos’d a Beare?


  
    HIPPOLITA


    But all the ſtorie of the night told ouer,

  


  And all their minds tranſfigur’d ſo together,


  More witneſſeth than fancies images,


  And growes to ſomething of great conſtancie;


  But howſoeuer, ſtrange, and admirable.


  
    Enter louers, Lyſander, Demetrius,
Hermia, and Helena.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Heere come the louers, full of ioy and mirth:

  


  Ioy, gentle friends, ioy and freſh dayes


  Of loue accompany your hearts.


  
    LYSANDER


    More then to vs, waite in your royall walkes, your boord, your bed.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Come now, what maskes, what dances ſhall we haue,

  


  To weare away this long age of three houres,


  Between our after ſupper, and bed-time?


  Where is our vſuall manager of mirth?


  What Reuels are in hand? Is there no play,


  To eaſe the anguiſh of a torturing houre?


  Call Egeus.


  
    EGEVS


    Heere mighty Theſeus.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Say, what abridgement haue you for this euening?

  


  What maske? What muſicke? How ſhall we beguile


  The lazie time, if not with ſome delight?


  
    EGEVS


    There is a breefe how many ſports are rife:

  


  Make choiſe of which your Highneſſe will ſee firſt.


  
    LYSANDER


    The battell with the Centaurs to be ſung

  


  By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe.


  
    THESEVS


    Wee’l none of that. That haue I told my Loue

  


  In glory of my kinſman Hercules.


  
    LYSANDER


    The riot of the tipſie Bachanals,

  


  Tearing the Thracian ſinger, in their rage?


  
    THESEVS


    That is an old deuice, and it was plaid

  


  When I from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror.


  
    LYSANDER


    The thrice three Muſes, mourning for the death of learning, late deceaſt in beggerie.

  


  
    THESEVS


    That is ſome Satire keene and criticall,

  


  Not ſorting with a nuptiall ceremonie.


  
    LYSANDER


    A tedious breefe Scene of yong Piramus,

  


  And his loue Thisby; very tragicall mirth.


  THESEVS


  Merry and tragicall? Tedious, and briefe? That is, hot ice, and wondrous ſtrange ſnow. How ſhall wee finde the concord of this diſcord?


  
    EGEVS


    A play there is, my Lord, ſome ten words long,

  


  Which is as breefe, as I haue knowne a play;


  But by ten words, my Lord, it is too long;


  Which makes it tedious. For in all the play,


  There is not one word apt, one Player fitted.


  And tragicall my noble Lord it is: for Piramus


  Therein doth kill himſelfe. Which when I ſaw


  Rehearſt, I muſt confeſſe, made mine eyes water:


  But more merrie teares, the paſſion of loud laughter


  Neuer ſhed.


  
    THESEVS


    What are they that do play it?

  


  
    EGEVS


    Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere,

  


  Which neuer labour’d in their mindes till now;


  And now haue toyled their vnbreathed memories


  With this ſame play, againſt your nuptiall.


  
    THESEVS


    And we will heare it.

  


  
    HIPPOLITA


    No my noble Lord, it is not for you. I haue heard

  


  It ouer, and it is nothing, nothing in the world;


  Vnleſs you can finde ſport in their intents,


  Extreamely ſtretched, and cond with cruell paine,


  To doe you ſeruice.


  
    THESEVS


    I will heare that play. For neuer any thing

  


  Can be amiſſe, when ſimpleneſſe and duty tender it.


  Goe bring them in, and take your places, Ladies.


  
    HIPPOLITA


    I loue not to ſee wretchedneſſe orecharged;

  


  And duty in his ſeruice periſhing.


  
    THESEVS


    Why gentle ſweet, you ſhall ſee no ſuch thing.

  


  
    HIPPOLITA


    He ſaies, they can doe nothing in this kinde.

  


  
    THESEVS


    The kinder we, to giue them thanks for nothing

  


  Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miſtake;


  And what poore duty cannot doe, noble reſpect


  Takes it in might, not merit.


  Where I haue come, great Clearkes haue purpoſed


  To greete me with premeditated welcomes;


  Where I haue ſeene them ſhiuer and looke pale,


  Make periods in the midſt of ſentences,


  Throttle their practiz’d accent in their feares,


  And in concluſion, dumbly haue broke off,


  Not paying me a welcome. Truſt me ſweete,


  Out of this ſilence yet, I pickt a welcome:


  And in the modeſty of fearefull duty,


  I read as much, as from the ratling tongue


  Of ſaucy and audacious eloquence.


  Loue therefore, and tongue-tide ſimplicity,


  In leaſt, ſpeake moſt, to my capacity.


  
    EGEVS


    So pleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreſt.

  


  
    DVKE


    Let him approach.

  


  Flouriſh of Trumpets.


  
    Enter the Prologue.
Quince.

  


  
    PROLOGVE


    If we offend, it is with our good will.

  


  That you ſhould thinke, we come not to offend,


  But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple skill,


  That is the true beginning of our end.


  Conſider then, we come but in deſpight.


  We do not come, as minding to content you,


  Our true intent is. All for your delight,


  We are not heere. That you ſhould here repent you,


  The Actors are at hand; and by their ſhow,


  You ſhall know all, that you are like to know.


  
    THESEVS


    This fellow doth not ſtand vpon points.

  


  LYSANDER


  He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he knowes not the ſtop. A good morall my lord. it is not enough to ſpeake, but to ſpeake true.


  
    HIPPOLITA


    Indeed hee hath plaid on his Prologue, like a childe on a Recorder, a ſound, but not in gouernment.

  


  
    THESEVS


    His ſpeech was like a tangled chaine: nothing impaired, but all diſordered. Who is next?

  


  Tawyer with a Trumpet before them.


  
    Enter Pyramus and Thisby,
Wall, Moone-ſhine, and Lyon.

  


  
    PROLOGVE


    Gentles, perchance you wonder at this ſhow,

  


  But wonder on, till truth make all things plaine.


  This man is Piramus, if you would know;


  This beauteous Lady, Thisby is certaine.


  This man, with lyme and rough-caſt, doth preſent


  Wall, that vile wall, which did theſe louers ſunder:


  And through walls chink (poor ſoules) they are content


  To whiſper. At the which, let no man wonder.


  This man, with Lanthorne, dog, and buſh of thorne,


  Preſenteth moone-ſhine. For if you will know,


  By moone-ſhine did theſe Louers thinke no ſcorne


  To meet at Ninus toombe, there, there to wooe:


  This grizly beaſt (which Lyon hight by name)


  The truſty Thisby, comming firſt by night,


  Did ſcarre away, or rather did affright:


  And as ſhe fled, her mantle ſhe did fall;


  Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ſtaine.


  Anon comes Piramus, ſweet youth and tall,


  And findes his Thisbies Mantle ſlaine;


  Whereat, with blade, with bloody blamefull blade,


  He brauely broacht his boiling bloudy breaſt,


  And Thisby, tarrying in Mulberry ſhade,


  His dagger drew, and died. For all the reſt,


  Let Lyon, Moone-ſhine, Wall, and Louers twaine,


  At large diſcourſe, while here they doe remaine.


  Exit all but Wall.


  
    THESEVS


    I wonder if the Lion be to ſpeake.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    No wonder, my Lord: one Lion may, when many Aſſes doe.

  


  Exit Lyon, Thisbie, and Mooneſhine.


  
    WALL


    In this ſame Interlude, it doth befall,

  


  That I, one Snout (by name) preſent a wall:


  And ſuch a wall, as I would haue you thinke,


  That had in it a crannied hole or chinke:


  Through which the Louers, Piramus and Thisbie


  Did whiſper often, very ſecretly.


  This loame, this rough-caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhew,


  That I am that ſame Wall; the truth is ſo.


  And this the cranny is, right and ſiniſter,


  Through which the fearfull Louers are to whiſper.


  
    THESEVS


    Would you deſire Lime and Haire to ſpeake better?

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    It is the wittieſt partition, that euer I heard diſcourſe, my Lord.

  


  
    THESEVS


    Pyramus drawes neere the Wall, ſilence.

  


  Enter Pyramus.


  
    PIRAMVS


    O grim lookt night, o night with hue ſo blacke,

  


  O night, which euer art, when day is not:


  O night, o night, alacke, alacke, alacke,


  I feare my Thisbies promiſe is forgot.


  And thou o wall, thou ſweet and louely wall,


  That ſtands between her fathers ground and mine,


  Thou wall, o Wall, o ſweet and louely wall,


  Shew me thy chinke, to blinke through with mine eine.


  Thankes courteous wall. Ioue ſhield thee well for this.


  But what ſee I? No Thisbie doe I ſee.


  O wicked wall, through whom I ſee no bliſſe,


  Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiuing mee.


  
    THESEVS


    The wall me-thinkes being ſenſible, ſhould curſe againe.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    No in truth ſir, he ſhould not. Deceiuing me,

  


  Is Thisbies cue; ſhe is to enter, and I am to ſpy


  Her through the wall. You ſhall ſee it will fall.


  Enter Thisbie.


  Pat as I told you; yonder ſhe comes.


  
    THISBY


    O wall, full often haſt thou heard my mones,

  


  For parting my faire Piramus, and me


  My cherry lips haue often kiſt thy ſtones;


  Thy ſtones with Lime and Haire knit vp in thee.


  
    PIRAMVS


    I ſee a voyce; now will I to the chinke,

  


  To ſpy and I can heare my Thisbies face. Thisbie?


  
    THISBY


    My Loue thou art, my Loue I thinke.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    Thinke what thou wilt, I am thy Louers grace,

  


  And like Limander am I truſty ſtill.


  
    THISBY


    And like Helen till the Fates me kill.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    Not Shafalus to Procrus was ſo true.

  


  
    THISBY


    As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    O kiſſe me through the hole of this vile wall.

  


  
    THISBY


    I kiſſe the wals hole, not your lips at all.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    Wilt thou at Ninnies tombe meete me ſtraight way?

  


  
    THISBY


    Tide life, tide death, I come without delay.

  


  
    WALL


    Thus haue I Wall, my part diſcharged ſo;

  


  And being done, thus Wall away doth go.


  Exit Clowne.


  
    DVKE


    Now is the morall downe between the two Neighbours.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    No remedie my Lord, when Wals are ſo wilfull, to heare without warning.

  


  
    DVTCHESSE


    This is the ſillieſt ſtuffe that ere I heard.

  


  
    DVKE


    The beſt in this kind are but ſhadowes, and the worſt are no worſe, if imagination amend them.

  


  
    DVTCHESSE


    It muſt be your imagination then, & not theirs.

  


  DVKE


  If wee imagine no worſe of them then they of themſelues, they may paſſe for excellent men. Here com two noble beaſts, in a man and a Lion.


  Enter Lyon and Moone-ſhine.


  
    LYON


    You Ladies, you (whoſe gentle harts do feare

  


  The ſmalleſt monſtrous mouſe that creepes on floore)


  May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere,


  When Lion rough in wildeſt rage doth roare.


  Then know that I, one Snug the Ioyner am


  A Lion fell, nor elſe no Lions dam:


  For if I ſhould as Lion come in ſtrife


  Into this place, ’twere pittie of my life.


  
    DVKE


    A verie gentle beaſt, and of good conſcience.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    The verie beſt at a beaſt, my Lord, that ere I ſaw.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    This Lion is a verie Fox for his valor.

  


  
    DVKE


    True, and a Gooſe for his diſcretion.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Not ſo my Lord: for his valor cannot carrie his diſcretion, and the fox carries the Gooſe.

  


  DVKE


  His diſcretion I am ſure cannot carrie his valor: for the Gooſe carries not the Fox. It is well; leaue it to his diſcretion, and let vs hearken to the Moone.


  
    MOONE-SHINE


    This Lanthorne doth the horned Moone preſent.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    He ſhould haue worne the hornes on his head.

  


  
    DVKE


    Hee is no creſcent, and his hornes are inuiſible, within the circumference.

  


  
    MOONE-SHINE


    This lanthorne doth the horned Moone preſent: My ſelfe, the man i’th Moone doth ſeeme to be.

  


  DVKE


  This is the greateſt error of all the reſt; the man ſhould be put into the Lanthorne. How is it els the man i’th Moone?


  
    DEMETRIVS


    He dares not come there for the candle. For you ſee, it is already in ſnuffe.

  


  
    DVTCHESSE


    I am wearie of this Moone; would he would change.

  


  DVKE


  It appeares by his ſmal light of diſcretion, that he is in the wane: but yet in courteſie, in all reaſon, we muſt ſtay the time.


  
    LYSANDER


    Proceed Moone.

  


  MOONE-SHINE


  All that I haue to ſay, is to tell you, that the Lanthorne is the Moone; I, the man in the Moone; this thorne buſh; my thorne buſh; and this dog, my dog.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Why all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorne: for they are in the Moone. But ſilence, heere comes Thisby.

  


  Enter Thisby.


  
    THISBY


    This is old Ninnies tombe: where is my loue?

  


  
    LYON


    Oh.

  


  The Lion roares, Thisby runs off.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    Well roar’d Lion.

  


  
    DVKE


    Well run Thisby.

  


  
    DVTCHESSE


    Well ſhone Moone.

  


  Truly the Moone ſhines with a good grace.


  
    DVKE


    Wel mouz’d Lion.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    And then came Piramus.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    And ſo the Lion vaniſht.

  


  Enter Piramus.


  
    PIRAMVS


    Sweet Moone, I thank thee for thy ſunny beames,

  


  I thanke thee Moone, for ſhining now ſo bright:


  For by thy gracious, golden, glittering beames,


  I truſt to taſte of trueſt Thisbies ſight.


  But ſtay: O ſpight! but marke, poore Knight,


  What dreadful dole is heere?


  Eyes do you ſee! How can it be!


  O dainty Ducke: O Deere!


  Thy mantle good; what ſtaind with blood!


  Approch you furies fell:


  O Fates! come, come: Cut thred and thrum,


  Quaile, cruſh, conclude, and quell.


  
    DVKE


    This paſſion, and the death of a deare friend,

  


  Would go neere to make a man looke ſad.


  
    DVTCHESSE


    Beſhrew my heart, but I pittie the man.

  


  
    PIRAMVS


    O wherefore Nature, did’ſt thou Lions frame?

  


  Since lion vilde hath heere deflour’d my deere:


  Which is: no, no, which was the faireſt Dame


  That liu’d, that lou’d, that like’d, that look’d with cheere.


  Come teares, confound: Out ſword, and wound


  The pap of Piramus:


  I, that left pap, where heart doth hop;


  Thus dye I, thus, thus, thus.


  Now am I dead, now am I fled, my ſoule is in the sky,


  Tongue loſe thy light, Moone take thy flight,


  Now dye, dye, dye, dye, dye.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    No Die, but an ace for him; for he is but one.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    Leſſe then an ace man. For he is dead, he is nothing.

  


  
    DVKE


    With the helpe of a Surgeon, he might yet recouer, and proue an Aſſe.

  


  
    DVTCHESSE


    How chance Moone-ſhine is gone before? Thisby comes backe, and findes her Louer.

  


  Enter Thisby.


  
    DVKE


    She wil finde him by ſtarre-light. Heere ſhe comes, and her paſſion ends the play.

  


  
    DVTCHESSE


    Me thinkes ſhee ſhould not vſe a long one for ſuch a Piramus: I hope ſhe will be breefe.

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    A Moth wil turne the ballance, which Piramus which Thisby is the better.

  


  
    LYSANDER


    She hath ſpyed him already, with thoſe ſweete eyes

  


  
    DEMETRIVS


    And thus ſhe meanes, videlicit.

  


  
    THISBY


    Aſleepe my Loue? What, dead my Doue?

  


  O Piramus ariſe:


  Speake, ſpeake. Quite dumbe? Dead, dead? A tombe


  Muſt couer thy ſweet eyes.


  Theſe Lilly Lips, this cherry noſe,


  Theſe yellow Cowſlip cheekes


  Are gone, are gone: Louers make mone:


  His eyes were greene as Leekes.


  O Siſters three, come, come to mee,


  With hands as pale as Milke,


  Lay them in gore, ſince you haue ſhore


  with ſheeres, his thred of ſilke.


  Tongue not a word: Come truſty ſword:


  Come blade, my breſt imbrue:


  And farwell friends, thus Thisbie ends;


  Adieu, adieu, adieu.


  DVKE


  Moone-ſhine & Lion are left to burie the dead.


  
    DEMETRIVS


    I, and Wall too.

  


  BOTTOME


  No, I aſſure you, the wall is downe, that parted their Fathers. Will it pleaſe you to ſee the Epilogue, or to heare a Bergomask dance, betweene two of our company?


  DVKE


  No Epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no excuſe. Neuer excuſe; for when the plaiers are all dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if hee that writ it had plaid Piramus, and hung himſelfe in Thisbies garter, it would haue beene a fine Tragedy: and ſo it is truely, and very notably diſcharg’d. but come, your Burgomaske; let your Epilogue alone.


  The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelue.


  Louers to bed, ’tis almoſt Fairy time.


  I feare we ſhall out-ſleepe the comming morne,


  As much as we this night haue ouer-watcht.


  This palpable groſſe play hath well beguil’d


  The heauy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed.


  A fortnight hold we this ſolemnity.


  In nightly Reuels; and new iollitie.


  Exeunt.


  Enter Pucke.


  
    PVCKE


    Now the hungry Lyons rores,

  


  And the Wolfe beholds the Moone:


  Whileſt the heauy ploughman ſnores,


  All with weary taske fore-done.


  Now the waſted brands doe glow,


  Whil’ſt the ſcritch-owle, ſcritching loud,


  Puts the wretch that lies in woe,


  In remembrance of a ſhrowd.


  Now it is the time of night,


  That the graues, all gaping wide,


  Euery one lets forth his ſpright,


  In the Church-way paths to glide,


  And we Fairies, that do runne,


  By the triple Hecates teame,


  From the preſence of the Sunne,


  Following darkeneſſe like a dreame,


  Now are frollicke; not a Mouſe


  Shall diſturbe this hallowed houſe.


  I am ſent with broome before,


  To ſweep the duſt behinde the doore.


  
    Enter King and Queene of Fairies,
with their traine.

  


  
    OBERON


    Through the houſe giue glimmering light,

  


  By the dead and drowſie fier,


  Euerie Elfe and Fairie ſpright,


  Hop as light as bird from brier,


  And this Ditty after me, ſing and dance it trippinglie,


  
    TYTANIA


    Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roate,

  


  To each word a warbling note.


  Hand in hand, with Fairie grace,


  Will we ſing and bleſſe this place.


  
    The Song.


    Now vntill the breake of day,

  


  Through this houſe each Fairy ſtray.


  To the beſt Bride-bed will we,


  Which by vs ſhall bleſſed be:


  And the iſſue there create,


  Euer ſhall be fortunate:


  So ſhall all the couples three,


  Euer true in louing be:


  And the blots of Natures hand,


  Shall not in their iſſue ſtand.


  Neuer mole, harelip, nor ſcarre,


  nor mark prodigious, ſuch as are


  Deſpiſed in Natiuitie,


  Shall vpon their children be.


  With this field dew conſecrate,


  Euery Fairy take his gate,


  And each ſeuerall chamber bleſſe,


  Through this Pallace with ſweet peace,


  Euer ſhall in ſafety reſt.


  And the owner of it bleſt.


  
    Trip away, make no ſtay;


    Meet me all by breake of day.

  


  
    ROBIN


    If we ſhadowes haue offended,

  


  Thinke but this (and all is mended)


  That you haue but ſlumbred heere,


  While theſe Viſions did appeare.


  And this weake and idle theame,


  No more yeelding but a dreame,


  Gentles, doe not reprehend.


  If you pardon, we will mend.


  And as I am an honeſt Pucke,


  If we haue vnearned lucke,


  Now to ſcape the Serpents tongue,


  We will make amends ere long:


  Elſe the Pucke a lyar call.


  So good night vnto you all.


  Giue me your hands, if we be friends,


  And Robin ſhall reſtore amends.


  
    


    F I N I S
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  TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE
HENRY WRIOTHESLEY


  Earle of Southhampton, and Baron of Titchfield.


  


  


  THE loue I dedicate to your Lordſhippe is without end, wherof this Pamphlet without beginning is but a ſuperfluous Moitie. The warrant I haue of your Honourable diſpoſition, not the worth of my vntutord lines makes it aſſured of acceptance. What I haue done is yours, what I haue to do is yours, being part in all I haue, deuoted yours. Were my worth greater, my duty would ſhew greater, meane time, as it is, it is bound to your Lordſhip, to whom I wiſh long life ſtill lengthened with all happineſſe.


  
    Your Lordſhips in all dutie.
W i l l i a m S h a k e s p e a r e.
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  THE ARGVMENT.


  


  


  LVCIVS Tarquinius (for his exceſſiue pride ſurnamed Superbus) after he had cauſed his owne father in law Seruius Tullius to be cruelly murthered, and contrary to the Romane lawes and cuſtomes, not requiring or ſtaying for the peoples ſuffrages, had poſſeſſed himſelfe of the kingdome: went accompanied with his ſonnes and other noble men of Rome, to beſiege Ardea: during which ſiege, the principall men of the Armie meeting one euening at the Tent of Sextus Tarquinius the Kings ſonne, in their diſcourſes after ſupper, euerie one commended the vertues of his owne wife: among whome Colatinus extolled the incomparable chaſtity of his wife Lucretia. In that pleaſant humor they all poſted to Rome, and intending by their ſecret and ſodaine arriuall to make triall of that which euery one had before auouched, only Colatinus findes his wife (though it were late in the night) ſpinning amongſt her maides, the other Ladies were all found dauncing and reuelling, or in ſeuerall diſports: whereupon the Noble men yeelded Colatinus the victorie, and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquinius being enflamed with Lucrece beauty, yet ſmothering his paſſions for the preſent, departed with the reſt backe to the Campe: from whence he ſhortly after priuily withdrew himſelfe, and was (according to his eſtate) royally entertained and lodged by Lucrece at Colatium. The ſame night he trecherouſly ſtealeth into her chamber, violently rauiſht her, and early in the morning ſpeedeth away. Lucrece in this lamentable plight, haſtily diſpatcheth meſſengers, one to Rome for her father, another to the Campe for Colatine. They came, the one accompanied with Iunius Brutus, the other with Publius Valerius: and finding Lucrece attired in mourning habite, demanded the cauſe of her ſorrowe. She firſt taking an oath of them for her reuenge, reuealed the actor, and whole maner of his dealing, and withall ſodainely ſtabbed her ſelfe. Which done, with one conſent they all vowed to roote out the whole hated family of the Tarquins: and bearing the dead body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer, and maner of the vile deede: with a bitter inuectiue againſt the tyranny of the King: wherewith the people were ſo moued, that with one conſent and a general acclamation, the Tarquins were all exiled, and the ſtate gouernment changed from Kings to Conſuls.
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  THE RAPE OF


  LVCRECE.


  


  


  FROM the beſieged Ardea all in poſt,


  Borne by the truſtleſſe wings of falſe Deſire,


  Luſt-breathed Tarquin, leaues the Roman hoſt,


  And to Colatium beares the lightleſſe fire,


  Which in pale embers hid, lurkes to aſpire,


  
    And girdle with embracing flames, the waſt


    Of Colatines fair loue, Lucrece the chaſt.

  


  


  
    Hap’ly that name of chaſt, vnhap’ly ſet


    This bateleſſe edge on his keene appetite:

  


  When Colatine vnwiſely did not let,


  To praiſe the cleare vnmatched red and white,


  Which triumpht in that skie of his delight:


  
    Where mortal ſtars as bright as heauens beauties,


    With pure aſpects did him peculiar duties.

  


  


  
    For he the night before in Tarquins Tent,


    Vnlockt the treaſure of his happy ſtate:

  


  What priſeleſſe wealth the heauens had him lent,


  In the poſſeſſion of his beauteous mate.


  Reckning his fortune at ſuch high proud rate,


  
    That Kings might be eſpouſed to more fame,


    But King nor Prince to ſuch a peereleſſe Dame.

  


  


  
    O happineſſe enioy’d but of a few,


    And if poſſeſt as ſoone decayed and done:

  


  As is the mornings ſiluer melting dew,


  Againſt the golden ſplendour of the Sunne.


  An expir’d date canceld ere well begunne.


  
    Honour and beautie in the owners armes,


    Are weaklie fortreſt from a world of harmes.

  


  


  
    Beautie it ſelfe doth of it ſelfe perſwade


    The eyes of men without an Orator,

  


  What needeth then Apologies be made


  To ſet forth that which is ſo ſinguler?


  Or why is Colatine the publiſher


  
    Of that rich iewell he ſhould keepe vnknown,


    From theeuiſh eares becauſe it is his owne?

  


  


  
    Perchance his boaſt of Lucrece Sou’raigntie,


    Suggeſted this proud iſſue of a king:

  


  For by our eares our hearts oft tainted be:


  Perchance that enuie of ſo rich a thing


  Brauing compare, diſdainefully did ſting


  
    His high picht thoughts that meaner men ſhould vant,


    That golden hap which their ſuperiors want.

  


  


  
    But ſome vntimely thought did inſtigate,


    His all too timeleſſe ſpeed, if none of thoſe,

  


  His honor, his affaires, his friends, his ſtate,


  Neglected all, with ſwift intent he goes,


  To quench the coale which in his liuer glowes.


  
    O raſh falſe heate, wrapt in repentance cold,


    Thy haſtie ſpring ſtil blaſts and nere growes old.

  


  


  
    When at Colatia this falſe Lord arriued,


    Well was he welcom’d by the Romaine Dame,

  


  Within whoſe face beautie and vertue ſtriued,


  Which of them both ſhould vnderprop her fame.


  When Vertue brag’d, Beautie would bluſh for ſhame,


  
    When Beautie boaſted bluſhes, in deſpight


    Vertue would ſtaine that ore with ſiluer white.

  


  


  
    But Beautie in that white entituled,


    From Venus doues doth challenge that faire field,

  


  Then Vertue claimes from beautie, beauties red,


  Which Vertue gaue the golden age, to gild


  Their ſiluer cheekes, and cald it then their ſhield:


  
    Teaching them thus to vſe it in the fight,


    When ſhame aſſaild, the red ſhold fence the white.

  


  


  
    This Herauldrie in Lucrece face was ſeene,


    Argued by Beauties red and Vertues white,

  


  Of eithers colour was the other Queene,


  Prouing from worlds minoritie their right,


  Yet their ambition makes them ſtill to fight:


  
    The ſoueraignty of either being ſo great,


    That oft they interchange ech others ſeat.

  


  


  
    This ſilent warre of Lillies and of Roſes,


    Which Tarquin view’d in her faire faces field:

  


  In their pure rankes his traytor eye encloſes,


  Where leaſt betweene them both it ſhould be kild.


  The coward captiue vanquiſhed, doth yeeld


  
    To thoſe two armies that would let him go,


    Rather then triumph in ſo falſe a foe.

  


  


  
    Now thinks he that her husbands ſhallow tongue,


    The niggard prodigall that praiſd her ſo:

  


  In that high taske hath done her beautie wrong:


  Which farre exceedes his barren skill to ſhow.


  Therefore that praiſe which Colatine doth owe,


  
    Inchanted Tarquin anſwers with ſurmiſe,


    In ſilent wonder of ſtill gazing eyes.

  


  


  
    This earthly Saint adored by this deuill,


    Little ſuſpecteth the falſe worſhipper:

  


  “For vnſtaind thoughts do ſeldom dream on euill.


  “Birds neuer lim’d, no ſecret buſhes feare:


  So guiltleſſe ſhe ſecurely giues good cheare,


  
    And reuerend welcome to her princely gueſt,


    Whoſe inward ill no outward harme expreſt.

  


  


  
    For that he colourd with his high eſtate,


    Hiding baſe ſin in pleates of Maieſty:

  


  That nothing in him ſeem’d inordinate,


  Saue ſometime too much wonder of his eye,


  Which hauing all, all could not ſatiſfie;


  
    But poorly rich ſo wanteth in his ſtore,


    That cloy’d with much, he pineth ſtill for more.

  


  


  
    But ſhe that neuer cop’t with ſtranger eyes,


    Could picke no meaning from their parling looks,

  


  Nor read the ſubtle ſhining ſecrecies,


  Writ in the glaſſie margents of ſuch bookes,


  She toucht no vnknown baits, nor feard no hookes,


  
    Nor could ſhe moralize his wanton ſight,


    More then his eyes were opend to the light.

  


  


  
    He ſtories to her eares her husbands fame,


    Wonne in the fields of fruitfull Italy:

  


  And decks with praiſes Colatines high name,


  Made glorious by his manly chiualrie,


  With bruiſed armes and wreathes of victorie,


  
    Her ioy with heau’d-vp hand ſhe doth expreſſe,


    And wordleſſe ſo greets heauen for his ſucceſſe.

  


  


  
    Far from the purpoſe of his comming thither,


    He makes excuſes for his being there:

  


  No clowdy ſhow of ſtormy bluſtring weather,


  Doth yet in his faire Welkin once appeare,


  Till ſable Night, mother of dread and feare,


  
    Vpon the world dim darkneſſe doth diſplay,


    And in her vaulty priſon ſtowes the daie.

  


  


  
    For then is Tarquin brought vnto his bed,


    Intending wearineſſe with heauie ſprite:

  


  For after ſupper long he queſtioned,


  With modeſt Lucrece, and wore out the night,


  Now leaden ſlumber with liues ſtrength doth fight,


  
    And euery one to reſt themſelues betake,


    Saue theeues, and cares, and troubled minds that wake.

  


  


  
    As one of which doth Tarquin lie reuoluing


    The ſundry dangers of his wils obtaining:

  


  Yet euer to obtaine his will reſoluing.


  Though weake-built hopes perſwade him to abſtaining


  Deſpaire to gaine doth trafike oft for gaining,


  
    And when great treaſure is the meed propoſed,


    Though death be adiunct, ther’s no death ſuppoſed.

  


  


  
    Thoſe that much couet are with gaine ſo fond,


    That what they haue not, that which they poſſeſſe

  


  They ſcatter and vnlooſe it from their bond,


  And ſo by hoping more they haue but leſſe,


  Or gaining more, the profite of exceſſe


  
    Is but to ſurfet, and ſuch griefes ſuſtaine,


    That they prooue banckrout in this poore rich gaine.

  


  


  
    The ayme of all is but to nurſe the life


    With honour, wealth, and eaſe in waining age:

  


  And in this ayme there is ſuch thwarting ſtrife,


  That one for all, or all for one we gage:


  As life for honour, in fell battels rage,


  
    Honour for wealth, and oft that wealth doth coſt


    The death of all, and altogether loſt.

  


  


  
    So that in ventring ill, we leaue to be


    The things we are, for that which we expect:

  


  And this ambitious foule infirmitie,


  In hauing much, torments vs with defect


  Of that we haue: ſo then we doe neglect


  
    The thing we haue, and all for want of wit,


    Make ſomething nothing by augmenting it.

  


  


  
    Such hazard now muſt doting Tarquin make,


    Pawning his honour to obtaine his luſt:

  


  And for himſelfe, himſelfe he muſt forſake:


  Then where is trueth, if there be no ſelf-truſt?


  When ſhall he thinke to find a ſtranger iuſt,


  
    When he himſelfe, himſelfe confounds, betrayes,


    To ſclandrous tongues, & wretched hateful days?

  


  


  
    Now ſtole vpon the time the dead of night,


    When heauie ſleepe had cloſed vp mortall eyes,

  


  No comfortable ſtarre did lend his light,


  No noiſe but Owles & wolues death-boding cries:


  Now ſerues the ſeaſon that they may ſurpriſe


  
    The ſillie Lambes, pure thoughts are dead & ſtill,


    While Luſt and Murder wakes to ſtaine and kill.

  


  


  
    And now this luſtfull Lord leapt from his bed,


    Throwing his mantle rudely ore his arme,

  


  Is madly toſt betweene deſire and dred?


  Th’one ſweetely flatters, th’other feareth harme,


  But honeſt feare, bewitcht with luſtes foule charme,


  
    Doth too too oft betake him to retire,


    Beaten away by braineſicke rude deſire.

  


  


  
    His Faulchon on a flint he ſoftly ſmiteth,


    That from the cold ſtone ſparkes of fire doe flie,

  


  Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth,


  Which muſt be lodeſtarre to his luſtfull eye.


  And to the flame thus ſpeakes aduiſedly,


  
    As from this cold flint I enforſt this fire,


    So Lucrece muſt I force to my deſire.

  


  


  
    Heere pale with feare he doth premeditate


    The daungers of his lothſome enterpriſe:

  


  And in inward minde he doth debate,


  What following ſorrow may on this ariſe.


  Then looking ſcornefully, he doth deſpiſe


  
    His naked armour of ſtill ſlaughtered luſt,


    And iuſtly thus controlls his thoughts vniuſt.

  


  


  
    Faire torch burne out thy light, and lend it not


    To darken her whoſe light excelleth thine:

  


  And die vnhallowed thoughts, before you blot


  With your vncleanneſſe, that which is diuine:


  Offer pure incenſe to ſo pure a ſhrine:


  
    Let faire humanitie abhor the deede,


    That ſpots & ſtaines loues modeſt ſnow-white weed.

  


  


  
    O ſhame to knighthood, and to ſhining armes,


    O fowle diſhonor to my houſhoulds graue:

  


  O impious act including all foule harmes.


  A martiall man to be ſoft Fancies ſlaue,


  True valour ſtill a true reſpect ſhould haue,


  
    Then my digreſſion is ſo vile, ſo baſe,


    That it will liue engrauen in my face.

  


  


  
    Yea though I die the ſcandale will ſuruiue,


    And be an eye-ſore in my golden coate:

  


  Some lothſome daſh the Herrald will contriue,


  To cipher me how fondly I did dote:


  That my poſteritie ſham’d with the note


  
    Shall curſe my bones, and hold it for no ſinne,


    To wiſh that I their father had not bin.

  


  


  
    What winne I if I gaine the thing I ſeeke?


    A dreame, a breath, a froth of fleeting ioy,

  


  Who buies a minutes mirth to waile a weeke?


  Or ſels eternitie to get a toy?


  For one ſweete grape who will the vine deſtroy?


  
    Or what fond begger, but to touch the crowne,


    Would with the ſcepter ſtraight be ſtroken down?

  


  


  
    If Colatinus dreame of my intent,


    Will he not wake, and in a deſp’rate rage

  


  Poſt hither, this vile purpoſe to preuent?


  This ſiege that hath ingirt his marriage,


  This blur to youth, this ſorrow to the ſage,


  
    This dying vertue, this ſuruiuing ſhame,


    Whoſe crime will beare an euer during blame.

  


  


  
    O what excuſe can my inuention make


    When thou ſhalt charge me with ſo blacke a deed?

  


  Wil not my tongue be mute, my fraile ioints ſhake?


  Mine eyes forgo their light, my falſe hart bleede?


  The guilt being great, the feare doth ſtill exceede;


  
    And extreme feare can neither fight nor flie,


    But cowardlike with trembling terror die.

  


  


  
    Had Colatinus kild my ſonne or ſire,


    Or laine in ambuſh to betray my life,

  


  Or were he not my deare friend, this deſire


  Might haue excuſe to worke vpon his wife:


  As in reuenge or quittall of ſuch ſtrife.


  
    But as he is my kinſman, my deare friend,


    The ſhame and fault finds no excuſe nor end.

  


  


  
    Shamefull it is: I, if the fact be knowne,


    Hatefull it is: there is no hate in louing,

  


  Ile beg her loue: but ſhe is not her owne:


  The worſt is but deniall and reprouing.


  My will is ſtrong, paſt reaſons weake remouing:


  
    Who feares a ſentence or an old mans ſaw,


    Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.

  


  


  
    Thus graceleſſe holds he diſputation,


    Tween frozen conſcience and hot burning will,

  


  And with good thoughts makes diſpenſation,


  Vrging the worſer ſence for vantage ſtill.


  Which in a moment doth confound and kill


  
    All pure effects, and doth ſo farre proceede,


    That what is vile, ſhewes like a vertuous deed.

  


  


  
    Quoth he, ſhe tooke me kindly by the hand,


    And gaz’d for tidings in my eager eyes,

  


  Fearing ſome hard newes from the warlike band,


  Where her beloued Colatinus lies.


  O how her feare did make her colour riſe!


  
    Firſt red as Roſes that on Lawne we lay,


    Then white as Lawne the Roſes tooke away.

  


  


  
    And how her hand in my hand being lockt,


    Forſt it to tremble with her loyal feare:

  


  Which ſtrooke her ſad, and then it faſter rockt,


  Vntill her husbands welfare ſhe did heare.


  Whereat ſhe ſmiled with ſo ſweete a cheare,


  
    That had Narcissus ſeene her as ſhe ſtood,


    Self-loue had neuer drown’d him in the floud.

  


  


  
    Why hunt I then for colour or excuſes?


    All Orators are dumbe when beautie pleadeth,

  


  Poore wretches haue remorſe in poore abuſes,


  Loue thriues not in the heart that ſhadowes dreadeth


  Affection is my Captaine and he leadeth.


  
    And when his gaudy banner is diſplayd,


    The coward fights, and will not be diſmayd.

  


  


  
    Then childiſh feare auaunt, debating die,


    Reſpect and Reaſon waite on wrinckled age:

  


  My heart ſhall neuer countermaund mine eye;


  Sad Pauſe, and deepe Regard beſeemes the ſage,


  My part is youth and beats theſe from the ſtage.


  
    Deſire my Pilot is, Beauty my priſe,


    Then who feares ſinking where ſuch treaſure lies?

  


  


  
    As corne ore-growne by weeds: ſo heedfull feare


    Is almoſt choakt by vnreſiſted luſt.

  


  Away he ſteales with open liſtning eare,


  Full of foule hope, and full of fond miſtruſt:


  Both which as ſeruitors to the vniuſt,


  
    So croſſe him with their oppoſit perſwaſion,


    That now he vowes a league, and now inuaſion.

  


  


  
    Within his thought her heauenly image ſits,


    And in the ſelfe ſame ſeate ſits Colatine,

  


  That eye which looks on her confounds his wits,


  That eye which him beholds, as more diuine,


  Vnto a view ſo falſe will not incline;


  
    But with a pure appeale ſeekes to the heart,


    Which once corrupted, takes the worſer part.

  


  


  
    And therein hartens vp his ſeruile powers,


    Who flattred by their leaders iocound ſhow,

  


  Stuffe vp his luſt, as minutes fill vp howres.


  And as their Captaine: ſo their pride doth grow,


  Paying more ſlauiſh tribute then they owe.


  
    By reprobate deſire thus madly led


    The Romane Lord marcheth to Lucrece bed.

  


  


  
    The lockes betweene her chamber and his will,


    Ech one by him enforſt, retires his ward,

  


  But as they open they all rate his ill,


  Which driues the creeping theefe to ſome regard,


  The threſhold grates the doore to haue him heard.


  
    Night-wandring Weezles ſhreek to ſee him there,


    They fright him, yet he ſtill purſues his feare.

  


  


  
    As each vnwilling portall yeelds him way,


    Through little vents and crannies of the place,

  


  The wind warres with his torch to make him ſtay,


  And blowes the ſmoke of it into his face,


  Extinguiſhing his conduct in this caſe.


  
    But his hot heart, which fond deſire doth ſcorch,


    Puffes forth another wind that fires the torch.

  


  


  
    And being lighted, by the light he ſpies


    Lucrecias gloue, wherein her needle ſtickes,

  


  He takes it from the ruſhes where it lies,


  And griping it, the needle his finger pricks:


  As who ſhould ſay, this gloue to wanton tricks


  
    Is not inur’d; returne againe in haſt,


    Thou ſeeſt our miſtreſſe ornaments are chaſt.

  


  


  
    But all theſe poore forbiddings could not ſtay him,


    He in the worſt ſence conſtrues their deniall:

  


  The dores, the wind, the gloue that did delay him,


  He takes for accidentall things of triall.


  Or as thoſe barres which ſtop the hourely diall:


  
    Who with a lingring ſtay his courſe doth let,


    Till euery minute payes the houre his debt.

  


  


  
    So ſo, quoth he, theſe lets attend the time,


    Like little froſts that ſometime threat the ſpring,

  


  To ad a more reioyſing to the prime,


  And giue the ſneaped birds more cauſe to ſing.


  Pain paies the income of ech precious thing,


  
    Huge rockes, high windes, ſtrong pirats, ſhelues and ſands


    The marchant feares, ere rich at home he lands.

  


  


  
    Now is he come vnto the chamber dore,


    That ſhuts him from the heauen of his thought,

  


  Which with a yeelding latch, and with no more,


  Hath bard him from the bleſſed thing he ſought.


  So from himſelfe impietie hath wrought,


  
    That for his pray to pray he doth begin,


    As if the heauens ſhould countenance his ſin.

  


  


  
    But in the midſt of his vnfruitfull prayer,


    Hauing ſollicited th’eternall power,

  


  That his foule thoughts might compaſſe his fair faire,


  And they would ſtand auſpicious to the howre.


  Euen there he ſtarts, quoth he, I muſt deflowre:


  
    The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact,


    How can they then aſſiſt me in the act?

  


  


  
    Then Loue and Fortune be my Gods, my guide,


    My will is backt with reſolution:

  


  Thoughts are but dreames till their effects be tried,


  The blackeſt ſinne is clear’d with abſolution.


  Againſt loues fire, feares froſt hath diſſolution.


  
    The eye of Heauen is out, and myſtie night


    Couers the ſhame that followes ſweet delight.

  


  


  
    This ſaid, his guilty hand pluckt vp the latch,


    And with his knee the dore he opens wide,

  


  The doue ſleepes faſt that this night Owle will catch.


  Thus treaſon workes ere traitors be eſpied.


  Who ſees the lurking ſerpent ſteps aſide;


  
    But ſhe ſound ſleeping, fearing no ſuch thing,


    Lies at the mercie of his mortall ſting.

  


  


  
    Into the chamber wickedly he ſtalkes,


    And gazeth on her yet vnſtained bed:

  


  The curtaines being cloſe, about he walkes,


  Rowling his greedy eye-bals in his head.


  By their high treaſon is his heart miſſe-led,


  
    Which giues the watch-word to his hand ful ſoon,


    To draw the cloud that hides the ſiluer Moone.

  


  


  
    Looke as the faire and fiery pointed Sunne,


    Ruſhing from forth a cloud, bereaues our ſight:

  


  Euen ſo the curtaine drawne, his eyes begun


  To winke, being blinded with a greater light.


  Whether it is that ſhe reflects ſo bright,


  
    That dazleth them, or elſe ſome ſhame ſuppoſed,


    But blind they are, and keep themſelues incloſed.

  


  


  
    O had they in that darkeſome priſon died,


    Then had they ſeene the period of their ill:

  


  Then Colatine againe by Lucrece ſide:


  In his cleare bed might haue repoſed ſtill:


  But they muſt ope this bleſſed league to kill:


  
    And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their ſight,


    Muſt ſell her ioy, her life, her worlds delight.

  


  


  
    Her lillie hand, her roſie cheeke lies vnder,


    Cooſning the pillow of a lawfull kiſſe:

  


  Who therefore angrie ſeemes to part in ſunder,


  Swelling on either ſide to want his bliſſe


  Betweene whoſe hils her head intombed is;


  
    Where like a vertuous monument ſhe lies,


    To be admir’d of lewd vnhallowed eyes.

  


  


  
    Without the bed her other faire hand was,


    On the greene couerlet, whoſe perfect white

  


  Showed like an Aprill dazie on the graſſe,


  With pearly ſwet reſembling deaw of night.


  Her eyes like Marigolds had ſheath’d their light,


  
    And canopied in darkeneſſe ſweetly lay,


    Till they might open to adorne the day.

  


  


  
    Her haire like golden threeds playd with her breath,


    O modeſt wantons, wanton modeſty!

  


  Showing lifes triumph in the map of death,


  And deaths dim looke in lifes mortality.


  Ech in her ſleepe themſelues ſo beautifie,


  
    As if betweene them twaine there were no ſtrife,


    But that life liu’d in death, and death in life.

  


  


  
    Her breaſts like iuorie globes circled with blew,


    A paire of maiden worlds vnconquered,

  


  Saue of their Lord, no bearing yoke they knew,


  And him by oath they truly honored.


  Theſe worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred,


  
    Who like a foule vſurper went about,


    From this faire throne to heaue the owner out.

  


  


  
    What could he ſee but mightily he noted?


    What did he note, but ſtrongly he deſired?

  


  What he beheld, on that he firmely doted,


  And in his will his wilfull eye he tyred.


  With more then admiration he admired


  
    Her azure vaines, her alablaſter skinne,


    Her corall lips, her ſnow-white dimpled chin.

  


  


  
    As the grim Lion fawneth ore his pray,


    Sharpe hunger by the conqueſt ſatisfied:

  


  So ore this ſleeping ſoule doth Tarquin ſtay,


  His rage of luſt by gazing qualified;


  Slackt, not ſuppreſt, for ſtanding by her ſide,


  
    His eye which late this mutiny reſtraines,


    Vnto a greater vprore tempts his vaines.

  


  


  
    And they like ſtragling ſlaues for pillage fighting,


    Obdurate vaſſals fell exploits effecting:

  


  In bloudy death and rauiſhment delighting,


  Nor childrens tears, nor mothers grones reſpecting,


  Swell in their pride, the onſet ſtill expecting:


  
    Anon his beating heart alarum ſtriking,


    Giues the hot charge, & bids them do their liking.

  


  


  
    His drumming heart cheares vp his burning eye,


    His eye commends the leading to his hand:

  


  His hand as proud of ſuch a dignitie,


  Smoaking with pride, marcht on to make his ſtand


  On her bare breaſt, the heart of all her land;


  
    Whoſe ranks of blew vaines as his hand did ſcale,


    Left their round turrets deſtitute and pale.

  


  


  
    They muſtring to the quiet Cabinet,


    Where their deare gouerneſſe and Lady lies,

  


  Do tell her ſhe is dreadfully beſet,


  And fright her with confuſion of their cries.


  She much amaz’d, breakes ope her lockt vp eyes,


  
    Who peeping forth this tumult to behold,


    Are by his flaming torch dim’d and controld.

  


  


  
    Imagine her as one in dead of night,


    From forth dull ſleepe by dreadfull fancy waking,

  


  That thinks ſhe hath beheld ſome gaſtly ſprite,


  Whoſe grim aſpect ſets euery ioint a ſhaking,


  What terror tis: but ſhe in worſer taking,


  
    From ſleep diſturbed, heedfully doth view


    The ſight which makes ſuppoſed terror true.

  


  


  
    Wrapt and confounded in a thouſand feares,


    Like to a new-kild bird ſhe trembling lies:

  


  She dares not looke, yet winking there appeares


  Quicke-ſhifting Antiques vgly in her eyes.


  “Such ſhadowes are the weake-braines forgeries,


  
    Who angrie that the eyes flie from their lights,


    In darkneſſe daunts them with more dreadfull ſights.

  


  


  
    His hand that yet remaines vppon her breaſt,


    (Rude Ram to batter ſuch an iuory wall:)

  


  May feele her heart (poore Citizen) diſtreſt,


  Wounding it ſelfe to death, riſe vp and fall;


  Beating her bulke, that his hand ſhakes withall.


  
    This moues in him more rage and leſſer pitie,


    To make the breach and enter this ſweet Citie.

  


  


  
    Firſt like a Trumpet doth his tongue begin,


    To ſound a parley to his heartleſſe foe,

  


  Who ore the white ſheet peers her whiter chin,


  The reaſon of this raſh alarme to know,


  Which he by dum demeanor ſeekes to ſhow:


  
    But ſhe with vehement prayers vrgeth ſtill,


    Vnder what colour he commits this ill?

  


  


  
    Thus he replies: the colour in thy face,


    That euen for anger makes the Lillie pale,

  


  And the red roſe bluſh at her owne diſgrace,


  Shall plead for me and tell my louing tale.


  Vnder that colour am I come to ſcale


  
    Thy neuer conquered Fort, the fault is thine,


    For thoſe thine eyes betray thee vnto mine.

  


  


  
    Thus I foreſtall thee, if thou meane to chide,


    Thy beautie hath enſnar’d thee to this night,

  


  Where thou with patience muſt my will abide,


  My will that markes thee for my earths delight,


  Which I to conquer ſought with all my might.


  
    But as Reproofe and Reaſon beat it dead,


    By thy bright Beauty was it newly bred.

  


  


  
    I ſee what croſſes my attempt will bring,


    I know what thornes the growing roſe defends,

  


  I thinke the honey garded with a ſting,


  All this before hand counſell comprehends.


  But will is deafe, and hears no heedfull friends,


  
    Only he hath an eye to gaze on Beautie,


    And dotes on what he lookes, gainſt law or duty.

  


  


  
    I haue debated euen in my ſoule,


    What wrong, what ſhame, what ſorrow I ſhall breed,

  


  But nothing can affections courſe controule,


  Or ſtop the headlong furie of his ſpeed.


  I know repentant teares inſue the deed,


  
    Reproch, diſdaine, and deadly enmitie,


    Yet ſtriue I to embrace mine infamie.

  


  


  
    This ſaid, he ſhakes aloft his Romane blade,


    Which like a Faulcon towring in the skies,

  


  Coucheth the fowle below with his wings ſhade,


  Whoſe crooked beake threats, if he mount he dies.


  So vnder his inſulting Fauchion lies


  
    Harmeleſſe Lucretia marking what he tels,


    With trembling feare: as fowle heare Falcons bels.

  


  


  
    Lucrece, quoth he, this night I muſt enioy thee,


    If thou denie, then force muſt worke my way:

  


  For in thy bed I purpoſe to deſtroy thee.


  That done, ſome worthleſſe ſlaue of thine Ile ſlay.


  To kill thine honour with thy liues decay.


  
    And in thy dead armes do I meane to place him,


    Swearing I ſlue him ſeeing thee imbrace him.

  


  


  
    So thy ſuruiuing husband ſhall remaine


    The ſcornefull marke of euerie open eye,

  


  Thy kinſmen hang their heads at this diſdaine,


  Thy iſſue blurr’d with nameleſſe baſtardy;


  And thou the author of their obloquie,


  
    Shalt haue thy treſpaſſe cited vp in rimes,


    And ſung by children in ſucceeding times.

  


  


  
    But if thou yeeld, I reſt thy ſecret friend,


    The fault vnknowne, is as a thought vnacted,

  


  “A little harme done to a great good end,


  For lawfull pollicie remaines enacted.


  “The poyſonous ſimple ſometime is compacted


  
    In a pure compound; being ſo applyed,


    His venome in effect is purified.

  


  


  
    Then for thy husband and thy childrens ſake,


    Tender my ſuit, bequeath not to their lot

  


  The ſhame that from them no deuiſe can take,


  The blemiſh that will neuer be forgot:


  Worſe then a ſlauiſh wipe, or birth-houres blot,


  
    For markes deſcried in mens natiuitie


    Are Natures faultes, not their owne infamie.

  


  


  
    Here with a Cockatrice dead-killing eye,


    He rowſeth vp himſelf, and makes a pauſe,

  


  While ſhe the picture of pure pietie,


  Like a white Hind vnder the gripes ſharpe clawes,


  Pleads in a wilderneſſe where are no lawes,


  
    To the rowgh beaſt, that knowes no gentle right,


    Nor ought obeyes but his foule appetite.

  


  


  
    But when a black-fac’d cloud the world doth thret,


    In his dim myſt the aſpiring mountaines hiding:

  


  From earths darke-womb, ſome gentle guſt doth get,


  Which blow theſe pitchy vapours from their biding:


  Hindring their preſent fall by this diuiding.


  
    So his vnhallowed haſte her words delayes,


    And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus playes.

  


  


  
    Yet fowle night-waking Cat he doth but dally,


    While in his hold-faſt foot the weak mouſe panteth,

  


  Her ſad behauiour feeds his vulture Folly,


  A ſwallowing gulfe that euen in plenty wanteth.


  His eare her prayers admits, but his heart granteth


  
    No penetrable entrance to her playning,


    “Tears harden luſt though marble were with raining.

  


  


  
    Her pittie-pleading eyes are ſadly fixed


    In the remorſeleſſe wrinckles of his face:

  


  Her modeſt eloquence with ſighes is mixed,


  Which to her Oratorie ads more grace.


  She puts the period often from his place,


  
    And midſt the ſentence ſo her accent breakes,


    That twiſe ſhe doth begin ere once ſhe ſpeaks.

  


  


  
    She coniures him by high Almighty Ioue,


    By Knighthood, gentrie, and ſweete friendſhips oath,

  


  By her vntimely teares, her husbands loue,


  By holy humaine law, and common troth,


  By heauen and earth, and all the power of both:


  
    That to his borrowed bed he make retire,


    And ſtoope to Honor, not to foule Deſire.

  


  


  
    Quoth ſhe, reward not Hoſpitalitie,


    With ſuch black payment, as thou haſt pretended,

  


  Mudde not the fountaine that gaue drinke to thee,


  Marre not the thing that cannot be amended.


  End thy ill ayme, before thy ſhoote be ended.


  
    He is no Wood-man that doth bend his bow,


    To ſtrike a poore vnſeaſonable Doe.

  


  


  
    My husband is thy friend, for his ſake ſpare me,


    Thy ſelfe art mighty, for thine own ſake leaue me:

  


  My ſelfe a weakling, do not then inſnare me.


  Thou look’ſt not like deceipt, do not deceiue me.


  My ſighes like whirlewindes labor hence to heaue thee:


  
    If euer man were mou’d with womans mones,


    Be moued with my teares, my ſighes, my grones.

  


  


  
    All which together like a troubled Ocean,


    Beat at thy rockie, and wracke-threatning heart,

  


  To ſoften it with their continuall motion:


  For ſtones diſſolu’d, to water do conuert.


  O if no harder then a ſtone thou art,


  
    Melt at my teares and be compaſſionate,


    Soft pity enters at an yron gate.

  


  


  
    In Tarquins likeneſſe I did entertaine thee,


    Haſt thou put on his ſhape, to do him ſhame?

  


  To all the Hoſte of Heauen I complaine me.


  Thou wrongſt his honor, woundſt his princely name


  Thou art not what thou ſeem’ſt, and if the ſame,


  
    Thou ſeem’ſt not what thou art, a God, a King;


    For kings like gods ſhould gouerne euery thing.

  


  


  
    How will thy ſhame be ſeeded in thine age


    When thus thy vices bud before thy ſpring?

  


  If in thy hope thou darſt do ſuch outrage,


  What dar’ſt thou not when once thou art a king?


  O be remembred, no outragious thing


  
    From vaſſall actors can be wipt away,


    Then Kings miſdeeds cannot be hid in clay.

  


  


  
    This deed will make thee only lou’d for feare,


    But happy Monarchs ſtill are feard for loue:

  


  With foule offenders thou perforce muſt beare,


  When they in thee the like offences proue:


  If but for feare of this, thy will remoue.


  
    For Princes are the glaſſe, the ſchoole, the booke,


    Where ſubiects eyes do learn, do read, do looke.

  


  


  
    And wilt thou be the ſchoole where luſt ſhall learne?


    Muſt he in thee read lectures of ſuch ſhame?

  


  Wilt thou be glaſſe wherein it ſhall diſcerne


  Authoritie for ſinne, warrant for blame?


  To priuiledge diſhonor in thy name.


  
    Thou backſt reproch againſt long-liuing laud,


    And mak’ſt faire reputation but a baud.

  


  


  
    Haſt thou commaund? by him that gaue it thee


    From a pure heart commaund thy rebell will:

  


  Draw not thy ſword to gard iniquitie,


  For it was lent thee all that brood to kill.


  Thy princely office how canſt thou fulfill?


  
    When patern’d by thy fault, foule ſinne may ſay,


    He learnd to ſinne, and thou didſt teach the way.

  


  


  
    Thinke but how vile a ſpectacle it were,


    To view thy preſent treſpaſſe in another:

  


  Mens faults do ſeldome to themſelues appeare,


  Their own tranſgreſſions partially they ſmother,


  This guilt would ſeem death-worthy in thy brother.


  
    O how are they wrapt in with infamies,


    That from their own miſdeeds askaunce their eyes?

  


  


  
    To thee, to thee, my heau’d vp hands appeale,


    Not to ſeducing luſt thy raſh relyer:

  


  I ſue for exil’d maieſties repeale,


  Let him returne, and flattring thoughts retire.


  His true reſpect will priſon falſe deſire,


  
    And wipe the dim miſt from thy doting eien,


    That thou ſhalt ſee thy ſtate, and pittie mine.

  


  


  
    Haue done, quoth he, my vncontrolled tide


    Turnes not, but ſwels the higher by this let.

  


  Small lightes are ſoone blowen out, huge fires abide,


  And with the winde in greater furie fret:


  The pettie ſtreames that paie a dayly det


  
    To their ſalt ſoueraigne with their freſh fals haſt,


    Adde to his flowe, but alter not his taſt.

  


  


  
    Thou art, quoth ſhee, a ſea, a ſoueraigne King,


    And loe there fals into thy boundleſſe flood,

  


  Blacke luſt, diſhonor, ſhame, misgouerning,


  Who ſeeke to ſtaine the Ocean of thy bloud.


  If all theſe pettie ils ſhall change thy good,


  
    Thy ſea within a puddels wombe is herſed,


    And not the puddle in thy ſea diſperſed.

  


  


  
    So ſhall theſe ſlaues be king, and thou their ſlaue,


    Thou noblie baſe, they baſely dignified:

  


  Thou their faire life, and they thy fowler graue:


  Thou lothed in their ſhame, they in thy pride,


  The leſſer thing ſhould not the greater hide.


  
    The Cedar ſtoops not to the baſe ſhrubs foote,


    But low ſhrubs wither at the Cedars roote.

  


  


  
    So let thy thoughts low vaſſals to thy ſtate.


    No more, quoth he, by heauen I will not hear thee.

  


  Yeeld to my loue, if not enforced hate,


  In ſteed of loues coy touch ſhall rudely teare thee.


  That done, deſpitefully I meane to beare thee


  
    Vnto the baſe bed of ſome raſcall groome,


    To be thy partner in this ſhamefull doome.

  


  


  
    This ſayd, he ſets his foot vpon the light,


    For light and luſt are deadly enemies:

  


  Shame folded vp in blind concealing night,


  When moſt vnſeene, then moſt doth tyrannize.


  The Wolf hath ſeaz’d his pray, the poor lamb cries


  
    Till with her own white fleece her voice controld,


    Intombes her outcrie in her lips ſweet fold.

  


  


  
    For with the nightly linnen that ſhe weares,


    He pens her piteous clamours in her head,

  


  Cooling his hote face in the chaſteſt teares,


  That euer modeſt eyes with ſorrow ſhed.


  O that prone luſt ſhould ſtaine ſo pure a bed,


  
    The ſpots whereof could weeping purifie,


    Her tears ſhould drop on them perpetually.

  


  


  
    But ſhe hath loſt a dearer thing then life,


    And he hath wonne what he would looſe againe,

  


  This forced league doth force a further ſtrife,


  This momentarie ioy breedes months of paine,


  This hot deſire conuerts to colde diſdaine;


  
    Pure chaſtitie is rifled of her ſtore,


    And luſt the theefe farre poorer then before.

  


  


  
    Looke as the full-fed Hound, or gorged Hawke,


    Vnapt for tender ſmell or ſpeedy flight,

  


  Make ſlow purſuit, or altogether bauke,


  The praie wherein by nature they delight:


  So ſurfet-taking Tarquin fares this night:


  
    His taſt delicious, in digeſtion ſowring,


    Deuoures his will that liu’d by foule deuouring.

  


  


  
    O deeper ſinne then bottomeleſſe conceit


    Can comprehend in ſtill imagination!

  


  Drunken Deſire muſt vomite his receipt,


  Ere he can ſee his owne abhomination.


  While Luſt is in his pride no exclamation


  
    Can curbe his heat, or reine his raſh deſire,


    Till like a Iade, ſelfe-will himſelfe doth tire.

  


  


  
    And then with lanke and leane diſcolour’d cheeke,


    With heauie eye, knit-brow, and ſtrengthleſſe pace,

  


  Feeble Deſire all recreant, poore and meeke,


  Like to a banckrout begger wayles his caſe:


  The fleſh being proud, Deſire doth fight with grace;


  
    For there it reuels, and when that decayes,


    The guilty rebell for remiſſion prayes.

  


  


  
    So fares it with this fault-full Lord of Rome,


    Who this accompliſhment ſo hotly chaſed,

  


  For now againſt himſelfe he ſounds this doome,


  That through the length of times he ſtands diſgraced:


  Beſides his ſoules faire temple is defaced,


  
    To whoſe weake ruines muſter troopes of cares,


    To aske the ſpotted Princeſſe how ſhe fares.

  


  


  
    She ſayes her ſubiects with foule inſurrection,


    Haue batterd downe her conſecrated wall,

  


  And by their mortall fault brought in ſubiection


  Her immortalitie, and made her thrall,


  To liuing death and paine perpetuall.


  
    Which in her preſcience ſhe controlled ſtill,


    But her foreſight could not foreſtall their will.

  


  


  
    Eu’n in this thought through the dark-night he ſtealeth,


    A captiue victor that hath loſt in gaine,

  


  Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth,


  The ſcarre that will diſpight of Cure remaine,


  Leauing his ſpoyle perplext in greater paine.


  
    She beares the lode of luſt he left behind,


    And he the burthen of a guiltie minde.

  


  


  
    He like a theeuiſh dog creepes ſadly thence,


    She like a wearied Lambe lies panting there:

  


  He ſcowles and hates himſelfe for his offence,


  She deſperate, with her nayles her fleſh doth teare.


  He faintly flies, ſweating with guiltie feare;


  
    She ſtayes, exclaiming on the direfull night,


    He runnes and chides his vaniſht loth’d delight.

  


  


  
    He thence departs a heauie conuertite,


    She there remaines a hopeleſſe caſt-away:

  


  He in his ſpeed looks for the morning light:


  She prayes ſhe neuer may behold the day.


  For day, quoth ſhe, nights ſcapes doth open lay,


  
    And my true eyes haue neuer practiz’d how


    To cloake offences with a cunning brow.

  


  


  
    They thinke not but that euery eye can ſee,


    The ſame diſgrace which they themſelues behold:

  


  And therefore would they ſtill in darkeneſſe be,


  To haue their vnſeene ſinne remaine vntold.


  For they their guilt with weeping will vnfold,


  
    And graue like water that doth eate in ſteele,


    Vppon my cheeks, what helpeleſſe ſhame I feele.

  


  


  
    Here ſhe exclaimes againſt repoſe and reſt,


    And bids her eyes hereafter ſtill be blind,

  


  Shee wakes her heart by beating on her breſt,


  And bids it leape from thence, where it may finde


  Some purer cheſt, to cloſe ſo pure a mind.


  
    Franticke with griefe thus breathes ſhee forth her ſpight,


    Againſt the vnſeene ſecrecie of night.

  


  


  
    O comfort-killing night, image of Hell,


    Dim regiſter, and notarie of ſhame,

  


  Blacke ſtage for tragedies, and murthers fell,


  Vaſt ſin-concealing Chaos, nourſe of blame.


  Blinde muffled bawd, darke harber for defame,


  
    Grim caue of death, whiſpring conſpirator,


    With cloſe tong’d treaſon, & the rauiſher.

  


  


  
    O hatefull, vaporous, and foggie night,


    Since thou art guilty of my cureleſſe crime:

  


  Muſter thy myſts to meete the Eaſterne light,


  Make war againſt proportion’d courſe of time.


  Or if thou wilt permit the Sunne to clime


  
    His woonted height, yet ere he go to bed,


    Knit poyſonous cloudes about his golden head.

  


  


  
    With rotten damps rauiſh the morning aire,


    Let their exhald vnholeſome breaths make ſicke

  


  The life of puritie, the ſupreme faire,


  Ere he arriue his wearie noon-tide prick.


  And let thy myſtie vapours march ſo thicke,


  
    That in their ſmoakie rankes, his ſmothred light


    May ſet at noone, and make perpetuall night.

  


  


  
    Were Tarquin night, as he is but nights child,


    The ſiluer ſhining Queene he would diſtaine,

  


  Her twinckling handmaids to (by him defild)


  Through nights black boſom ſhould not peep again.


  So ſhould I haue copartners in my paine,


  
    And fellowſhip in woe doth woe aſſwage,


    As Palmers chat makes ſhort their pilgrimage.

  


  


  
    Where now I haue no one to bluſh with me,


    To croſſe their armes & hang their heads with mine,

  


  To maske their browes and hide their infamie,


  But I alone, alone muſt ſit and pine,


  Seaſoning the earth with ſhowres of ſiluer brine,


  
    Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with grones,


    Poore waſting monuments of laſting mones.

  


  


  
    O night thou furnace of fowle reeking ſmoke


    Let not the iealous daie behold that face,

  


  Which vnderneath thy blacke all hiding cloke


  Immodeſtly lies martyred with diſgrace.


  Keepe ſtill poſſeſſion of thy gloomie place,


  
    That all the faults which in thy raigne are made,


    May likewiſe be ſepulcherd in thy ſhade.

  


  


  
    Make me not obiect to the tel-tale day,


    The light will ſhew characterd in my brow,

  


  The ſtorie of ſweete chaſtities decay,


  The impious breach of holy wedlocke vow.


  Yea, the illiterate that know not how


  
    To cipher what is writ in learned bookes,


    Will quote my lothſome treſpaſſe in my lookes.

  


  


  
    The nourſe to ſtill her child will tell my ſtorie,


    And fright her crying babe with Tarquins name.

  


  The Orator to decke his oratorie,


  Will couple my reproch to Tarquins ſhame.


  Feaſt-finding minſtrels tuning my defame,


  
    Will tie the hearers to attend each line,


    How Tarquin wronged me, I Colatine.

  


  


  
    Let my good name, that ſenceleſſe reputation,


    For Colatines deare loue be kept vnſpotted:

  


  If that be made a theame for diſputation,


  The branches of another roote are rotted,


  And vndeſeru’d reproch to him alotted,


  
    That is as cleare from this attaint of mine,


    As I ere this was pure to Colatine.

  


  


  
    O vnſeene ſhame, inuiſible diſgrace,


    O vnfelt ſore, creſt-wounding priuate ſcarre!

  


  Reproch is ſtampt in Colatinus face,


  And Tarquins eye may read the mot a farre,


  “How he in peace is wounded, not in warre.


  
    “Alas how manie beare ſuch ſhamefull blowes,


    Which not themſelues but he that giues them knowes.

  


  


  
    If Colatine, thine honor laie in me,


    From me by ſtrong aſſault it is bereft:

  


  My honnie loſt, and I a Drone-like Bee,


  Haue no perfection of my ſommer left,


  But rob’d and ranſak’t by iniurious theft.


  
    In thy weake Hiue a wandring waſpe hath crept,


    And ſuck’t the honie which thy chaſt Bee kept.

  


  


  
    Yet am I guiltie of thy honors wracke,


    Yet for thy Honor did I entertaine him,

  


  Comming from thee I could not put him backe:


  For it had beene diſhonor to diſdaine him,


  Beſides of wearineſſe he did complaine him,


  
    And talk’t of vertue (O vnlookt for euill,)


    When Vertue is prophan’d in ſuch a Deuill.

  


  


  
    Why ſhould the worme intrude the maiden bud,


    Or hatefull Cuckcowes hatch in Sparrows neſts?

  


  Or Todes infect faire founts with venome mud?


  Or tyrant Follie lurke in gentle breaſts?


  Or Kings be breakers of their owne beheſts?


  
    “But no perfection is ſo abſolute,


    That ſome impurity doth not pollute.

  


  


  
    The aged man that coffers vp his gold,


    Is plagu’d with cramps, and gouts, and painefull fits,

  


  And ſcarce hath eyes his treaſure to behold,


  But like ſtill pining Tantalus he ſits,


  And vſeleſſe barnes the harueſt of his wits


  
    Hauing no other pleaſure of his gaine


    But torment, that it cannot cure his paine.

  


  


  
    So then he hath it when he cannot vſe it,


    And leaues it to be maiſtred by his yong,

  


  Who in their pride do preſently abuſe it,


  Their father was too weake, and they too ſtrong


  To hold their curſed-bleſſed Fortune long.


  
    “The ſweets we wiſh for, turne to lothed ſowrs,


    “Euen in the moment that we call them ours.

  


  


  
    Vnruly blaſts waite on the tender ſpring,


    Vnwholſome weeds take roote with precious flowers,

  


  The Adder hiſſeth where the ſweete birdes ſing,


  What Vertue breedes, Iniquity deuours:


  We haue no good that we can ſay is ours,


  
    But ill annexed Opportunity


    Or kils his life, or elſe his qualitie.

  


  


  
    O Opportunitie, thy guilt is great,


    Tis thou that execut’ſt the traitors treaſon:

  


  Thou ſets the Wolfe where he the lambe may get,


  Who euer plots the ſinne, thou poinſt the ſeaſon.


  Tis thou that ſpurn’ſt at right, at law, at reaſon,


  
    And in thy ſhady Cell where none may ſpie him,


    Sits Sin to ſeaze the ſoules that wander by him.

  


  


  
    Thou makeſt the Veſtall violate her oth,


    Thou bloweſt the fire when Temperance is thawd,

  


  Thou ſmotherſt honeſtie, thou murthreſt troth,


  Thou foule abbettor, thou notorious baud:


  Thou planteſt ſcandall, and diſplaceſt laud.


  
    Thou rauiſher, thou traitor, thou falſe theefe,


    Thy honey turnes to gall, thy ioy to griefe.

  


  


  
    Thy ſecret pleaſure turnes to open ſhame,


    Thy priuate feaſting to a publike faſt,

  


  Thy ſmoothing titles to a ragged name,


  Thy ſugred tongue to bitter wormwood taſt,


  Thy violent vanities can neuer laſt.


  
    How comes it then, vile opportunitie


    Being ſo bad, ſuch numbers ſeeke for thee?

  


  


  
    When wilt thou be the humble ſuppliants friend


    And bring him where his ſuite may be obtained?

  


  When wilt thou ſort an houre great ſtrifes to end?


  Or free that ſoule which wretchednes hath chained?


  Giue phyſicke to the ſicke, eaſe to the pained?


  
    The poore, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for thee


    But they nere meet with Oportunity.

  


  


  
    The Patient dies while the Phyſitian ſleepes,


    The Orphane pines while the Oppreſſor feedes:

  


  Iuſtice is feaſting while the widowe weepes.


  Aduiſe is ſporting while infection breeds.


  Thou graunt’ſt no time for charitable deeds.


  
    Wrath, enuie, treaſon, rape, and murthers rages,


    Thy hainous houres waite on them as their pages.

  


  


  
    When Trueth and Vertue haue to doe with thee,


    A thouſand croſſes keepe them from thy aid;

  


  They buy thy helpe, but Sin nere giues a fee,


  He gratis comes, and thou art well apaid,


  As well to heare, as graunt what he hath ſayd.


  
    My Colatine would elſe haue come to me,


    When Tarquin did, but he was ſtayd by thee.

  


  


  
    Guiltie thou art of murther, and of theft,


    Guilty of periurie, and ſubornation,

  


  Guilty of treaſon, forgerie, and ſhift,


  Guilty of inceſt that abhomination,


  An acceſſarie by thine inclination


  
    To all ſinnes paſt and all that are to come,


    From the creation to the generall doome.

  


  


  
    Miſhapen time, copeſmate of vgly night,


    Swift ſubtle poſte, carrier of grieſly care,

  


  Eater of youth, falſe ſlaue to falſe delight,


  Baſe watch of woes, ſins packe-horſe, vertues ſnare,


  Thou nourſeſt all, and murthreſt all that are.


  
    O heare me then, iniurious ſhifting time,


    Be guiltie of my death ſince of my crime.

  


  


  
    Why hath thy ſeruant Opportunitie


    Betrayd the houres thou gau’ſt me to repoſe?

  


  Canceld my fortunes, and inchained me


  To endleſſe date of neuer-ending woes?


  Times office is to fine the hate of foes,


  
    To eate vp errour by opinion bred,


    Not ſpend the dowrie of a lawfull bed.

  


  


  
    Times glorie is to calme contending kings,


    To vnmaske falſhood, and bring truth to light,

  


  To ſtampe the ſeale of time in aged things,


  To wake the morne, and Centinell the night,


  To wrong the wronger till he render right,


  
    To ruinate proud buildings with thy howers,


    And ſmeare with duſt their glittring golden towers.

  


  


  
    To fill with worme-holes ſtately monuments,


    To feede obliuion with decay of things,

  


  To blot old bookes, and alter their contents,


  To plucke the quils from auncient rauens wings,


  To drie the old oakes ſappe, and cheriſh ſprings:


  
    To ſpoile antiquities of hammerd ſteele,


    And turne the giddy round of Fortunes wheele.

  


  


  
    To ſhew the beldame daughters of her daughter,


    To make the child a man, the man a child,

  


  To ſlay the Tygre that doth liue by ſlaughter,


  To tame the Vnicorne, and Lyon wild,


  To mocke the ſubtle in themſelues beguild,


  
    To cheare the Plowman with increaſefull crops,


    And waſte huge ſtones with little water drops.

  


  


  
    Why work’ſt thou miſchiefe in thy pilgrimage,


    Vnleſſe thou could’ſt returne to make amends?

  


  One poore retyring minute in an age,


  Would purchaſe thee a thouſand thouſand friends,


  Lending him wit that to bad detters lends,


  
    O this dread night, would’ſt thou one houre come backe,


    I could preuent this ſtorme, and ſhun thy wracke.

  


  


  
    Thou ceaſeleſſe lackie to Eternity,


    With ſome miſchance croſſe Tarquin in his flight.

  


  Deuiſe extreames beyond extremitie,


  To make him curſe this curſed crimefull night:


  Let gaſtly ſhadowes his lewd eyes affright,


  
    And the dire thought of his committed euill,


    Shape euery buſh a hideous ſhapeleſſe deuill.

  


  


  
    Diſturbe his howres of reſt with reſtleſſe trances,


    Afflict him in his bed with bedred grones,

  


  Let there bechaunce him pitifull miſchances,


  To make him mone, but pitie not his mones:


  Stone him with hardned hearts harder then ſtone,


  
    And let mild women to him looſe their mildneſſe,


    Wilder to him then Tygres in their wildneſſe.

  


  


  
    Let him haue time to teare his curled haire,


    Let him haue time againſt himſelfe to raue,

  


  Let him haue time of Times help to deſpaire,


  Let him haue time to liue a lothed ſlaue,


  Let him haue time a beggers orts to craue,


  
    And time to ſee one that by almes doth liue,


    Diſdaine to him diſdained ſcraps to giue.

  


  


  
    Let him haue time to ſee his friends his foes,


    And merrie fooles to mocke at him reſort:

  


  Let him haue time to marke how ſlow time goes


  In time of ſorrow, and how ſwift and ſhort


  His time of folly, and his time of ſport.


  
    And euer let his vnrecalling crime


    Haue time to waile th’abuſing of his time.

  


  


  
    O Time thou tutor both to good and bad,


    Teach me to curſe him that thou taught’ſt this ill:

  


  At his owne ſhadow let the theefe run mad,


  Himſelfe, himſelfe ſeeke euery houre to kill,


  Such wretched hands ſuch wretched bloud ſhould ſpill.


  
    For who ſo baſe would ſuch an office haue,


    As ſlaundrous deaths-man to ſo baſe a ſlaue.

  


  


  
    The baſer is he comming from a king,


    To ſhame his hope with deeds degenerate,

  


  The mightier man, the mightier is the thing


  That makes him honor’d, or begets him hate:


  For greateſt ſcandall waits on greateſt ſtate.


  
    The Moone being clouded, preſently is miſt,


    But little ſtarres may hide them when they liſt.

  


  


  
    The Crow may bathe his cole-blacke wings in mire,


    And vnperceau’d flie with the filth away,

  


  But if the like the ſnow-white Swan deſire,


  The ſtaine vppon his ſiluer Downe will ſtay.


  Poore grooms are ſightleſſe night, kings glorious day


  
    Gnats are vnnoted whereſoere they fly,


    But Eagles gaz’d vpon with euery eye.

  


  


  
    Out idle wordes, ſeruants to ſhallow fooles,


    Vnprofitable ſounds, weake arbitrators,

  


  Buſie your ſelues in skil-contending ſchooles,


  Debate where leaſure ſerues with dull debators:


  To trembling Clients be you mediators,


  
    For me, I force not argument a ſtraw,


    Since that my caſe is paſt the helpe of law.

  


  


  
    In vaine I raile at Opportunitie,


    At Time, at Tarquin, and vnchearfull night,

  


  In vaine I cauill with mine infamie,


  In vaine I ſpurne at my confirm’d deſpight,


  This helpleſſe ſmoke of words doth me no right:


  
    The remedie indeed to do me good,


    Is to let forth my foule defiled blood.

  


  


  
    Poore hand why quiuerſt thou at this decree?


    Honour thy ſelfe to rid me of this ſhame,

  


  For if I die, my Honor liues in thee,


  But if I liue thou liu’ſt in my defame;


  Since thou couldſt not defend thy loyall Dame,


  
    And waſt affeard to ſcratch her wicked Fo,


    Kill both thy ſelfe, and her for yeelding ſo.

  


  


  
    This ſaid, from her betumbled couch ſhe ſtarteth,


    To find ſome deſp’rat Inſtrument of death,

  


  But this no ſlaughter houſe no toole imparteth,


  To make more vent for paſſage of her breath,


  Which thronging through her lips ſo vaniſheth,


  
    As ſmoke from Ætna, that in aire conſumes,


    Or that which from diſcharged Cannon fumes.

  


  


  
    In vaine (quoth ſhe) I liue, and ſeeke in vaine


    Some happie meane to end a hapleſſe life:

  


  I fear’d by Tarquins Fauchion to be ſlaine,


  Yet for the ſelfe ſame purpoſe ſeeke a knife;


  But when I fear’d I was a loyall wife,


  
    So am I now, O no that cannot be,


    Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me.

  


  


  
    O that is gone for which I ſought to liue,


    And therefore now I need not feare to die,

  


  To cleare this ſpot by death (at leaſt) I giue


  A badge of Fame to ſlaunders liuerie,


  A dying life to liuing infamie.


  
    Poore helpleſſe helpe, the treaſure ſtolne away,


    To burne the guiltleſſe casket where it lay.

  


  


  
    Well well deare Colatine, thou ſhalt not know


    The ſtained taſt of violated troth:

  


  I will not wrong thy true affection ſo,


  To flatter thee with an infringed oath:


  This baſtard graffe ſhall neuer come to growth,


  
    He ſhall not boaſt who did thy ſtocke pollute,


    That thou art doting father of his fruite.

  


  


  
    Nor ſhall he ſmile at thee in ſecret thought,


    Nor laugh with his companions at thy ſtate,

  


  But thou ſhalt know thy intreſt was not bought


  Baſely with gold, but ſtolne from forth thy gate.


  For me I am the miſtreſſe of my fate,


  
    And with my treſpaſſe neuer will diſpence,


    Till life to death acquit my forſt offence.

  


  


  
    I will not poyſon thee with my attaint,


    Nor fold my fault in cleanly coyn’d excuſes,

  


  My ſable ground of ſinne I will not paint,


  To hide the truth of this falſe nights abuſes.


  My tongue ſhall vtter all, mine eyes like ſluces,


  
    As from a mountaine ſpring that feeds a dale,


    Shall guſh pure ſtreames to purge my impure tale.

  


  


  
    By this lamenting Philomele had ended


    The well tun’d warble of her nightly ſorrow,

  


  And ſolemne night with ſlow ſad gate deſcended


  To ougly Hell, when loe the bluſhing morrow


  Lends light to all faire eyes that light will borrow.


  
    But cloudie Lucrece ſhames her ſelfe to ſee,


    And therefore ſtill in night would cloiſtred be.

  


  


  
    Reuealing day through euery crannie ſpies,


    And ſeemes to point her out where ſhe ſits weeping,

  


  To whom ſhe ſobbing ſpeakes, O eye of eyes,


  Why pry’ſt thou through my window? leaue thy peeping,


  Mock with thy tickling beams, eyes that are ſleeping:


  
    Brand not my forehead with thy percing light,


    For day hath nought to do what’s done by night.

  


  


  
    Thus cauils ſhee with euery thing ſhee ſees,


    True griefe is fond and teſtie as a childe,

  


  Who wayward once, his mood with naught agrees,


  Old woes, not infant ſorrowes beare them milde,


  Continuance tames the one, the other wilde,


  
    Like an vnpractiz’d ſwimmer plunging ſtill,


    With too much labour drowns for want of skill.

  


  


  
    So ſhee deepe drenched in a Sea of care,


    Holds diſputation with ech thing ſhe viewes,

  


  And to her ſelfe all ſorrow doth compare,


  No obiect but her paſſions ſtrength renewes,


  And as one ſhiftes another ſtraight inſewes,


  
    Somtime her griefe is dumbe and hath no words,


    Sometime tis mad and too much talke afoords.

  


  


  
    The little birds that tune their mornings ioy,


    Make her mones mad with their ſweet melodie,

  


  “For mirth doth ſearch the bottome of annoy,


  “Sad ſoules are ſlaine in merrie companie,


  “Griefe beſt is pleasd with griefes ſocietie?


  
    “True ſorrow then is feelinglie ſuffiz’d,


    “When with like ſemblance it is ſimpathiz’d.

  


  


  
    “Tis double death to drowne in ken of ſhore,


    “He ten times pines, that pines beholding food,

  


  “To ſee the ſalue doth make the wound ake more,


  “Great griefe grieues moſt at that would do it good,


  “Deepe woes rowle forward like a gentle floud,


  
    Who being ſtopt, the bounding banks oreflowes,


    Griefe dallied with, nor law, nor limit knowes.

  


  


  
    You mocking Birds (quoth ſhe) your tunes intombe


    Within your hollow ſwelling feathred breaſts,

  


  And in my hearing be you mute and dumbe,


  My reſtleſſe diſcord loues no ſtops nor reſts:


  “A woefull Hoſteſſe brooks not merry gueſts.


  
    Raliſh your nimble notes to pleaſing eares,


    “Diſtreſſe likes dumps when time is kept with teares.

  


  


  
    Come Philomele that ſing’ſt of rauiſhment,


    Make thy ſad groue in my diſheueld heare,

  


  As the danke earth weepes at thy languiſhment,


  So I at each ſad ſtraine, wil ſtraine a teare,


  And with deepe grones the Diapaſon beare:


  
    For burthen-wiſe Ile hum on Tarquin ſtill,


    While thou on Tereus deſcants better skill.

  


  


  
    And whiles againſt a thorne thou bearſt thy part,


    To keepe thy ſharpe woes waking, wretched I

  


  To imitate thee well, againſt my heart


  Will fixe a ſharpe knife to affright mine eye,


  Who if it winke, ſhall thereon fall and die.


  
    Theſe means as frets vpon an inſtrument,


    Shall tune our heart-ſtrings to true languiſhment.

  


  


  
    And for poore bird thou ſing’ſt not in the day,


    As ſhaming any eye ſhould thee behold:

  


  Some darke deepe deſart ſeated from the way,


  That knowes not parching heat, nor freeſing cold


  Will we find out: and there we will vnfold


  
    To creatures ſtern, ſad tunes to change their kinds,


    Since men proue beaſts, let beaſts bear gentle minds.

  


  


  
    As the poore frighted Deere that ſtands at gaze,


    Wildly determining which way to flie,

  


  Or one incompaſt with a winding maze,


  That cannot tread the way out readily:


  So with her ſelfe is ſhe in mutinie,


  
    To liue or die which of the twaine were better,


    When life is ſham’d and death reproches detter.

  


  


  
    To kill my ſelfe, quoth ſhe, alacke what were it,


    But with my body my poore ſoules polluſion?

  


  They that looſe halfe with greater patience beare it,


  Then they whoſe whole is ſwallowed in confuſion.


  That mother tries a mercileſſe concluſion,


  
    Who hauing two ſweete babes, when death takes one,


    Will ſlay the other, and be nurſe to none.

  


  


  
    My body or my ſoule which was the dearer?


    When the one pure, the other made diuine,

  


  Whoſe loue of either to my ſelfe was nearer?


  When both were kept for Heauen and Colatine:


  Ay me, the barke pild from the loftie pine,


  
    His leaues will wither, and his ſap decay,


    So muſt my ſoule, her barke being pild away.

  


  


  
    Her houſe is ſackt, her quiet interrupted,


    Her manſion batterd by the enemie,

  


  Her ſacred temple ſpotted, ſpoylde, corrupted,


  Groſlie ingirt with daring infamie.


  Then let it not be cald impietie,


  
    If in this blemiſht fort I make ſome hole,


    Through which I may conuay this troubled ſoule.

  


  


  
    Yet die I will not, till my Colatine


    Haue heard the cauſe of my vntimely death,

  


  That he may vow in that ſad houre of mine,


  Reuenge on him that made me ſtop my breath,


  My ſtained bloud to Tarquin ile bequeath,


  
    Which by him tainted, ſhall for him be ſpent,


    And as his due writ in my teſtament.

  


  


  
    My Honor ile bequeath vnto the knife


    That wounds my bodie ſo diſhonored,

  


  Tis Honor to depriue diſhonord life,


  The one will liue, the other being dead.


  So of ſhames aſhes ſhall my Fame be bred,


  
    For in my death I murther ſhamefull ſcorne,


    My ſhame ſo dead, mine honor is new borne.

  


  


  
    Deare Lord of that deare iewell I haue loſt,


    What legacie ſhall I bequeath to thee?

  


  My reſolution, loue, ſhall be thy boſt,


  By whoſe example thou reueng’d mayſt be.


  How Tarquin muſt be vs’d, read it in me,


  
    My ſelfe thy friend will kill my ſelfe thy fo,


    And for my ſake ſerue thou falſe Tarquin ſo.

  


  


  
    This brief abridgement of my will I make,


    My ſoule and bodie to the Skies and ground:

  


  My reſolution (Husband) doe thou take,


  Mine Honor be the knifes that makes my wound,


  My ſhame be his that did my Fame confound;


  
    And all my Fame that liues, disburſed be,


    To thoſe that liue and thinke no ſhame of me.

  


  


  
    Thou Colatine ſhalt ouerſee this will,


    How was I ouerſeene that thou ſhalt ſee it?

  


  My bloud ſhall waſh the ſclander of mine ill,


  My lifes foule deed my lifes faire end ſhall free it.


  Faint not faint heart, but ſtoutly ſay ſo be it,


  
    Yeeld to my hand, my hand ſhall conquer thee,


    Thou dead, both die, and both ſhall victors be.

  


  


  
    This plot of death when ſadlie ſhee had layd,


    And wip’t the briniſh pearle from her bright eyes,

  


  With vntun’d tongue ſhe hoarſlie cald her maid,


  Whoſe ſwift obedience to her miſtreſſe hies.


  “For fleet-wing’d duetie with thoghts feathers flies,


  
    Poore Lucrece cheeks vnto her maid ſeem ſo,


    As winter meads when ſun doth melt their ſnow.

  


  


  
    Her miſtreſſe ſhe doth giue demure good morrow,


    With ſoft ſlow tongue, true marke of modeſtie,

  


  And ſorts a ſad looke to her Ladies ſorrow,


  (For why her face wore ſorrowes liuerie.)


  But durſt not aske of her audaciouſlie,


  
    Why her two ſuns were clowd-eclipſed ſo,


    Nor why her faire cheeks ouer-waſht with woe.

  


  


  
    But as the earth doth weepe the Sun being ſet,


    Each flowre moyſtned like a melting eye:

  


  Euen ſo the mayd with ſwelling drops gan wet


  Her circled eyen inforc’d, by ſympathie


  Of thoſe faire Suns ſet in her miſtreſſe skie,


  
    Who in a ſalt-wau’d Ocean quench their light,


    Which makes the mayd weep like the dewy night.

  


  


  
    A prettie while theſe prettie creatures ſtand,


    Like Iuory conduits corall ceſternes filling:

  


  One iuſtly weepes, the other takes in hand


  No cauſe, but companie of her drops ſpilling.


  Their gentle ſex to weepe are often willing,


  
    Grieuing themſelues to geſſe at others ſmarts,


    And then they drown their eys, or break their harts.

  


  


  
    For men haue marble, women waxen mindes,


    And therefore are they form’d as marble will,

  


  The weake oppreſt, th’impreſſion of ſtrange kindes


  Is form’d in them by force, by fraud, or skill.


  Then call them not the Authors of their ill,


  
    No more then waxe ſhall be accounted euill,


    Wherin is ſtampt the ſemblance of a deuil.

  


  


  
    Their ſmoothneſſe like a goodly champaine plaine,


    Layes open all the little wormes that creepe,

  


  In men as in a rough growne groue remaine.


  Caue-keeping euils that obſcurely ſleepe.


  Through chryſtall walles ech little mote will peepe,


  
    Though men can couer crimes with bold ſtern looks,


    Poore womens faces are their owne faults books.

  


  


  
    No man inueighs againſt the withered flowre,


    But chide rough winter that the flowre hath kild,

  


  Not that deuour’d, but that which doth deuoure


  Is worthy blame, O let it not be hild


  Poore womens faults, that they are ſo fulfild


  
    With mens abuſes, thoſe proud Lords to blame,


    Make weak-made women tenants to their ſhame.

  


  


  
    The preſident whereof in Lucrece view,


    Aſſail’d by night with circumſtances ſtrong

  


  Of preſent death, and ſhame that might inſue.


  By that her death to do her husband wrong:


  Such danger to reſiſtance did belong:


  
    That dying feare through all her body ſpread,


    And who cannot abuſe a body dead?

  


  


  
    By this mild Patience bid faire Lucrece ſpeake,


    To the poore counterfeit of her complaining:

  


  My girle, quoth ſhe on what occaſion breake


  Thoſe tears from thee, that down thy cheeks are raining?


  If thou doſt weepe for griefe of my ſuſtaining:


  
    Know gentle wench it ſmall auailes my mood,


    If teares could help, mine own would do me good.

  


  


  
    But tell me girle, when went (and there ſhe ſtaid,


    Till after a deepe grone) Tarquin from hence?

  


  Madam ere I was vp (repli’d the maid,)


  The more to blame my ſluggard negligence.


  Yet with the fault I thus farre can diſpence:


  
    My ſelfe was ſtirring ere the breake of day,


    And ere I roſe was Tarquin gone away.

  


  


  
    But Lady, if your mayd may be ſo bold,


    She would requeſt to know your heauineſſe:

  


  O peace (quoth Lucrece) if it ſhould be told,


  The repetition cannot make it leſſe:


  For more it is then I can well expreſſe,


  
    And that deepe torture may be cald a Hell,


    When more is felt then one hath power to tell.

  


  


  
    Go get me hither paper, inke, and pen,


    Yet ſaue that labour, for I haue them heare,

  


  (What ſhould I ſay) one of my husbands men


  Bid thou be ready by and by, to beare


  A letter to my Lord, my Loue, my Deare,


  
    Bid him with ſpeed prepare to carrie it,


    The cauſe craues haſt, and it will ſoone be writ.

  


  


  
    Her maide is gone, and ſhe prepares to write,


    Firſt houering ore the paper with her quill,

  


  Conceipt and Griefe an eager combat fight,


  What Wit ſets downe is blotted ſtraight with Will.


  This is too curious good, this blunt and ill,


  
    Much like a preaſe of people at a dore,


    Throng her inuentions which ſhall go before.

  


  


  
    At laſt ſhe thus begins: Thou worthie Lord,


    Of that vnworthy wife that greeteth thee,

  


  Health to thy perſon: next, vouchſafe t’afford


  (If euer, Loue, thy Lucrece thou wilt ſee,)


  Some preſent ſpeed, to come and viſite me:


  
    So I commend me, from our houſe in griefe,


    My woes are tedious, though my words are briefe.

  


  


  
    Here folds ſhe vp the tenure of her woe,


    Her certaine ſorrow writ vncertainely,

  


  By this ſhort Cedule Colatine may know


  Her griefe, but not her griefes true qualitie,


  She dares not thereof make diſcouery,


  
    Leaſt he ſhould hold it her own groſſe abuſe,


    Ere ſhe with bloud had ſtain’d her ſtain’d excuſe.

  


  


  
    Beſides the life and feeling of her Paſſion,


    She hoords to ſpend, when he is by to heare her,

  


  When ſighs & grones, & tears may grace the faſhion


  Of her diſgrace, the better ſo to cleare her


  From that ſuſpicion which the world might beare her.


  
    To ſhun this blot, ſhe would not blot the letter


    With words, til action might become them better.

  


  


  
    To ſee ſad ſights, moues more then heare them told,


    For then the eye interprets to the eare

  


  The heauy motion that it doth behold,


  When euery part, a part of woe doth beare.


  Tis but a part of ſorrow that we heare,


  
    Deep ſounds make leſſer noiſe then ſhallow foords,


    And ſorrow ebs, being blowne with wind of words.

  


  


  
    Her letter now is ſeal’d, and on it writ


    At Ardea to my Lord with more then haſt,

  


  The Poſt attends, and ſhe deliuers it,


  Charging the ſowr-fac’d groome, to high as faſt


  As lagging foules before the Northren blaſt,


  
    Speed more then ſpeed, but dul & ſlow ſhe deems,


    Extremity ſtill vrgeth ſuch extremes.

  


  


  
    The homely villaine curſies to her low,


    And bluſhing on her with a ſted faſt eye,

  


  Receiues the ſcroll without or yea or no,


  And forthwith baſhfull innocence doth hie.


  But they whoſe guilt within their boſomes lie,


  
    Imagine euery eye beholds their blame,


    For Lucrece thoght he bluſht to ſee her ſhame.

  


  


  
    When ſeely Groome (God wot) it was defect


    Of ſpirite, life, and bold audacitie,

  


  Such harmleſſe creatures haue a true reſpect


  To talke in deedes, while others ſaucily


  Promiſe more ſpeede, but do it leyſurely.


  
    Euen ſo this patterne of the worne-out age,


    Pawn’d honeſt lookes, but layd no words to gage.

  


  


  
    His kindled dutie kindled her miſtruſt,


    That two red fires in both their faces blazed,

  


  She thought he bluſht, as knowing Tarquins luſt,


  And bluſhing with him, wiſtly on him gazed,


  Her earneſt eye did make him more amazed:


  
    The more ſhe ſaw the bloud his cheekes repleniſh,


    The more ſhe thought he ſpied in her ſome blemiſh.

  


  


  
    But long ſhe thinks till he returne againe,


    And yet the duteous vaſſall ſcarce is gone,

  


  The wearie time ſhe cannot entertaine,


  For now tis ſtale to ſigh, to weepe, and grone,


  So woe hath wearied woe, mone tyred mone,


  
    That ſhe her plaints a little while doth ſtay,


    Pawſing for means to mourne ſome newer way.

  


  




  
    At laſt ſhe cals to mind where hangs a peece


    Of skilfull painting, made for Priams Troy,

  


  Before the which is drawn the power of Greece,


  For Helens rape the citie to deſtroy,


  Threatning cloud-kiſſing Illion with annoy,


  
    Which the conceipted Painter drew ſo proud,


    As Heauen (it ſeem’d) to kiſſe the turrets bow’d.

  


  


  
    A thouſand lamentable obiects there,


    In ſcorne of Nature, Arte gaue liueleſſe life,

  


  Many a drie drop ſeem’d a weeping teare,


  Shed for the ſlaughtred husband by the wife.


  The red bloud reek’d to ſhew the painters ſtrife,


  
    And dying eyes gleem’d forth their aſhy lights,


    Like dying coales burnt out in tedious nights.

  


  


  
    There might you ſee the labouring Pyoner


    Begrim’d with ſweat, and ſmeared all with duſt,

  


  And from the towres of Troy, there would appeare


  The verie eyes of men through loope-holes thruſt,


  Gazing vpon the Greeks with little luſt,


  
    Such ſweet obſeruance in this work was had,


    That one might ſee thoſe farre off eyes looke ſad.

  


  


  
    In great commaunders, Grace, and Maieſtie


    You might behold triumphing in their faces,

  


  In youth quick-bearing and dexteritie,


  And here and there the Painter interlaces


  Pale cowards marching on with trembling paces.


  
    Which hartleſſe peaſaunts did ſo wel reſemble,


    That one would ſwear he ſaw them quake & tremble.

  


  


  
    In Aiax and Vlysses, O what Arte


    Of Phiſiognomy might one behold!

  


  The face of either cipher’d eithers heart,


  Their face, their maners moſt expreſly told,


  In Aiax eyes blunt rage and rigor rold,


  
    But the mild glance that ſlie Vlysses lent,


    Shew’d deepe regard and ſmiling gouernment.

  


  


  
    There pleading might you ſee graue Nestor ſtand,


    As’twere incouraging the Greeks to fight,

  


  Making ſuch ſober action with his hand,


  That it beguild attention, charm’d the ſight,


  In ſpeech it ſeem’d his beard, all ſiluer white,


  
    Wag’d vp and downe, and from his lips did flie


    Thin winding breath which purl’d vp to the skie.

  


  


  
    About him were a preaſe of gaping faces,


    Which ſeem’d to ſwallow vp his ſound aduiſe:

  


  All ioyntly liſtning, but with ſeuerall graces,


  As if ſome Marmaid did their eares intiſe,


  Some high, ſome low, the Painter was ſo nice.


  
    The ſcalpes of many almoſt hid behind,


    To iumpe vp higher ſeem’d to mocke the mind.

  


  


  
    Here one mans hand lean’d on anothers head,


    His noſe being ſhadowed by his neighbours eare,

  


  Here one being throng’d, bears back all boln & red,


  Another ſmotherd, ſeemes to pelt and ſweare,


  And in their rage ſuch ſignes of rage they beare,


  
    As but for loſſe of Nestors golden words,


    It ſeem’d they would debate with angry ſwords.

  


  


  
    For much imaginarie worke was there,


    Conceipt deceitfull, ſo compact ſo kind,

  


  That for Achilles image ſtood his ſpeare


  Gript in an armed hand, himſelfe behind


  Was left vnſeene, ſaue to the eye of mind,


  
    A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head


    Stood for the whole to be imagined.

  


  


  
    And from the wals of ſtrong beſieged Troy,


    When their braue hope, bold Hector march’d to field,

  


  Stood many Troiane mothers ſharing ioy,


  To ſee their youthfull ſonnes bright weapons wield,


  And to their hope they ſuch odde action yield,


  
    That through their light ioy ſeemed to appeare,


    (Like bright things ſtain’d) a kind of heauie feare.

  


  


  
    And from the ſtrond of Dardan where they fought,


    To Simois reedy banks the red bloud ran,

  


  Whoſe waues to imitate the battell ſought


  With ſwelling ridges, and their ranks began


  To breake vpon the galled ſhore, and than


  
    Retire againe, till meeting greater ranks


    They ioine, & ſhoot their fome at Simois banks.

  


  


  
    To this well painted peece is Lucrece come,


    To find a face where all diſtreſſe is ſteld,

  


  Many ſhe ſees, where cares haue carued ſome,


  But none where all diſtreſſe and dolor dweld,


  Till ſhe diſpairing Hecuba beheld,


  
    Staring on Priams wounds with her old eyes,


    Which bleeding vnder Pirrhus proud foot lies.

  


  


  
    In her the Painter had anathomiz’d


    Times ruine, Beauties wracke, & grim Cares raigne,

  


  Her cheeks with chops and wrinckles were diſguiz’d,


  Of what ſhe was, no ſemblance did remaine:


  Her blew bloud chang’d to blacke in euerie vaine,


  
    Wanting the ſpring, that thoſe ſhrunk pipes had fed,


    Shew’d life impriſon’d in a bodie dead.

  


  


  
    On this ſad ſhadow Lucrece ſpends her eyes,


    And ſhapes her ſorrow to the Beldames woes,

  


  Who nothing wants to anſwer her but cries,


  And bitter words to ban her cruell foes.


  The Painter was no God to lend her thoſe,


  
    And therefore Lucrece ſwears he did her wrong,


    To giue her ſo much griefe, and not a tong.

  


  


  
    Poore inſtrument (quoth ſhee) without a ſound,


    Ile tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue:

  


  And drop ſweet Balme in Priams painted wound,


  And raile on Pirrhus that hath done him wrong;


  And with my teares quench Troy that burns ſo long;


  
    And with my knife ſcratch out the angry eyes


    Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies.

  


  


  
    Shew me the ſtrumpet that began this ſturre,


    That with my nayles her beautie I may teare:

  


  Thy heat of luſt, fond Paris, did incur


  This lode of wrath, that burning Troy doth beare;


  Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here,


  
    And here in Troy for treſpaſſe of thine eye,


    The Sire, the Son, the Dame and Daughter die.

  


  


  
    Why ſhould the priuate pleaſure of ſome one


    Become the publike plague of many moe?

  


  Let ſinne alone committed, light alone


  Vpon his head that hath tranſgreſſed ſo.


  Let guiltleſſe ſoules be freed from guiltie woe,


  
    For ones offence why ſhould ſo many fall?


    To plague a priuate ſinne in generall.

  


  


  
    Lo here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies,


    Here manly Hector faints, here Troylus ſounds,

  


  Here friend by friend in bloudy channell lies:


  And friend to friend giues vnaduiſed wounds,


  And one mans luſt theſe many liues confounds.


  
    Had doting Priam checkt his ſonnes deſire,


    Troy had bin bright with Fame, & not with fire.

  


  


  
    Here feelingly ſhe weeps Troyes painted woes,


    For ſorrow, like a heauie hanging bell,

  


  Once ſet on ringing, with his own waight goes,


  Then little ſtrength rings out the dolefull knell:


  So Lucrece, ſet a worke, ſad tales doth tell


  
    To penſeld penſiuenes, & colour’d ſorrow,


    She lends them words, & ſhe their looks doth borrow,

  


  


  
    She throwes her eyes about the painted round,


    And who ſhe finds forlorne ſhe doth lament:

  


  At laſt ſhe ſees a wretched image bound,


  That piteous lookes to Phrygian ſhepheards lent,


  His face though full of cares, yet ſhew’d content,


  
    Onward to Troy with the blunt ſwaines he goes,


    So mild that patience ſeem’d to ſcorne his woes.

  


  


  
    In him the Painter labour’d with his skill


    To hide deceipt, and giue the harmleſſe ſhow

  


  An humble gate, calme lookes, eyes wayling ſtill,


  A brow vnbent that ſeem’d to welcome wo,


  Cheekes, neither red, nor pale, but mingled ſo,


  
    That bluſhing red, no guiltie inſtance gaue,


    Nor aſhie pale, the feare that falſe hearts haue.

  


  


  
    But like a conſtant and confirmed Deuill,


    He entertain’d a ſhow, ſo ſeeming iuſt,

  


  And therein ſo enſconc’t his ſecret euill,


  That Iealouſie it ſelfe could not miſtruſt,


  Falſe creeping craft, and Periurie ſhould thruſt


  
    Into ſo bright a day, ſuch blackfac’d ſtormes,


    Or blot with Hel-borne ſin ſuch Saint-like forms.

  


  


  
    The well skil’d workeman this milde Image drew


    For periur’d Sinon, whoſe inchaunting ſtorie

  


  The credulous old Priam after ſlew.


  Whoſe words like wild fire burnt the ſhining glorie


  Of rich built Illion, that the skies were ſorie,


  
    And little ſtarres ſhot from their fixed places,


    When their glas fel, wherin they view’d their faces.

  


  


  
    This picture ſhe aduiſedly perus’d,


    And chid the Painter for his wondrous skill:

  


  Saying, ſome ſhape in Sinons was abus’d,


  So faire a forme lodg’d not a mind ſo ill,


  And ſtill on him ſhee gaz’d, and gazing ſtill,


  
    Such ſignes of truth in his plaine face ſhe ſpied,


    That ſhe concludes, the picture was belied.

  


  


  
    It cannot be (quoth ſhe) that ſo much guile,


    (Shee would haue ſaid) can lurke in ſuch a looke:

  


  But Tarquins ſhape, came in her mind the while,


  And from her tongue, can lurke, from cannot, tooke


  It cannot be, ſhe in that ſence forſooke,


  
    And turn’d it thus, it cannot be I find,


    But ſuch a face ſhould beare a wicked minde.

  


  


  
    For euen as ſubtill Sinon here is painted,


    So ſober ſad, ſo wearie, and ſo milde,

  


  (As if with griefe or trauaile he had fainted.)


  To me came Tarquin armed to beguild


  With outward honeſtie, but yet defild


  
    With inward vice, as Priam him did cheriſh:


    So did I Tarquin, ſo my Troy did periſh.

  


  


  
    Looke, looke how liſtning Priam wets his eyes,


    To ſee thoſe borrowed teares that Sinon ſheeds,

  


  Priam why art thou old, and yet not wiſe?


  For euery teare he fals a Troyan bleedes:


  His eye drops fire, no water thence proceedes,


  
    Thoſe round clear pearls of his that moue thy pity,


    Are bals of quenchleſſe fire to burne thy Citie.

  


  


  
    Such Diuels ſteale effects from lightleſſe hell,


    For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold,

  


  And in that cold hot burning fire doth dwell,


  Theſe contraries ſuch vnitie do hold,


  Only to flatter fooles, and make them bold,


  
    So Priams truſt falſe Sinons tears doth flatter


    That he finds means to burn his Troy with water.

  


  


  
    Here all inrag’d ſuch paſion her aſſailes,


    That patience is quite beaten from her breaſt,

  


  Shee tears the ſenceleſſe Sinon with her nailes,


  Comparing him to that vnhappie gueſt,


  Whoſe deede hath made her ſelfe, her ſelfe deteſt,


  
    At laſt ſhe ſmilingly with this giues ore,


    Foole foole, quoth ſhe, his wounds wil not be ſore.

  


  


  
    Thus ebs and flowes the currant of her ſorrow,


    And time doth wearie time with her complayning,

  


  She lookes for night, & then ſhe longs for morrow,


  And both ſhe thinks too long with her remayning.


  Short time ſeems long, in ſorrowes ſharp ſuſtayning:


  
    Though wo be heauie, yet it ſeldome ſleepes,


    And they that watch, ſee time, how ſlow it creeps.

  


  


  
    Which all this time hath ouerſlipt her thought,


    That ſhe with painted Images hath ſpent,

  


  Being from the feeling of her own griefe brought,


  By deepe ſurmiſe of others detriment,


  Looſing her woes in ſhews of diſcontent:


  
    It eaſeth ſome, though none it euer cured,


    To thinke their dolour others haue endured.

  


  


  
    But now the mindfull Meſſenger comes backe,


    Brings home his Lord and other company,

  


  Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning blacke,


  And round about her teare diſtained eye


  Blew circles ſtream’d like Rain-bowes in the skie.


  
    Theſe watergalls in her dim Element,


    Foretell new ſtormes to thoſe alreadie ſpent.

  


  


  
    Which when her ſad beholding husband ſaw,


    Amazedly in her ſad face he ſtares:

  


  Her eyes though ſod in teares look’d red and raw,


  Her liuely colour kil’d with deadly cares,


  He hath no power to aske her how ſhe fares,


  
    Both ſtood like old acquaintance in a trance,


    Met far from home, wondring ech others chance.

  


  


  
    At laſt he takes her by the bloudleſſe hand,


    And thus begins: what vncouth ill euent

  


  Hath thee befalne, that thou doſt trembling ſtand?


  Sweet loue, what ſpite hath thy faire colour ſpent?


  Why art thou thus attir’d in diſcontent?


  
    Vnmaske deare deare, this moodie heauineſſe,


    And tell thy griefe, that we may giue redreſſe.

  


  


  
    Three times with ſighes ſhee giues her ſorrow fire,


    Ere once ſhe can diſcharge one word of woe:

  


  At length addreſt to anſwer his deſire,


  She modeſtlie prepares, to let them knowe


  Her Honor is tane priſoner by the Foe,


  
    While Colatine and his conſorted Lords,


    With ſad attention long to heare her wordes.

  


  


  
    And now this pale Swan in her watrie neſt,


    Begins the ſad Dirge of her certaine ending,

  


  Few wordes (quoth ſhee) ſhall fit the treſpaſſe beſt,


  Where no excuſe can giue the fault amending.


  In me moe woes then words are now depending,


  
    And my laments would be drawn out too long,


    To tell them all with one poore tired tongue.

  


  


  
    Then be this all the taske it hath to ſay,


    Deare husband in the intereſt of thy bed

  


  A ſtranger came, and on that pillow lay,


  Where thou waſt wont to reſt thy wearie head,


  And what wrong elſe may be imagined,


  
    By foule inforcement might be done to me,


    From that (alas) thy Lucrece is not free.

  


  


  
    For in the dreadfull dead of darke midnight,


    With ſhining Fauchion in my chamber came

  


  A creeping creature with a flaming light,


  And ſoftly cried, awake thou Romane Dame,


  And entertaine my loue, elſe laſting ſhame


  
    On thee and thine this night I will inflict,


    If thou my loues deſire do contradict.

  


  


  
    For ſome hard fauour’d groome of thine, quoth he,


    Vnleſſe thou yoke thy liking to my will,

  


  Ile murther ſtraight, and then Ile ſlaughter thee,


  And ſweare I found you where you did fulfill


  The lothſome act of Luſt, and ſo did kill


  
    The Lechers in their deed, this act will be


    My fame, and thy perpetuall infamie.

  


  


  
    With this I did begin to ſtart and crie,


    And then againſt my heart he ſets his ſword,

  


  Swearing, vnleſſe I tooke all patiently,


  I ſhould not liue to ſpeake another word.


  So ſhould my ſhame ſtill reſt vpon record,


  
    And neuer be forgot in mighty Rome


    Th’adulterat death of Lucrece, & her groome.

  


  


  
    Mine enemy was ſtrong, my poore ſelfe weake,


    (And farre the weaker with ſo ſtrong a feare)

  


  My bloudie Iudge forbod my toonge to ſpeake,


  No rightfull plea might plead for Iuſtice there.


  His ſcarlet Luſt came euidence to ſweare


  
    That my poore beautie had purloin’d his eyes,


    And when the Iudge is rob’d, the priſoner dies.

  


  


  
    O teach me how to make mine owne excuſe,


    Or (at the leaſt) this refuge let me finde,

  


  Though my groſſe bloud be ſtaind with this abuſe,


  Immaculate, and ſpotleſſe is my mind,


  That was not forc’d, that neuer was inclind


  
    To acceſſarie yeeldings, but ſtill pure


    Doth in her poyſon’d cloſet yet endure.

  


  


  
    Lo heare the hopeleſſe Marchant of this loſſe,


    With head inclin’d, and voyce dam’d vp with wo,

  


  With ſad ſet eyes and wretched armes acroſſe,


  From lips new waxen pale, begins to blow


  The griefe away, that ſtops his anſwer ſo.


  
    But wretched as he is he ſtriues in vaine,


    What he breaths out, his breath drinks vp againe.

  


  


  
    As through an Arch, the violent roaring tide,


    Outruns the eye that doth behold his haſt:

  


  Yet in the Edie boundeth in his pride,


  Backe to the ſtraite that forſt him on ſo faſt:


  In rage ſent out, recald in rage being paſt,


  
    Euen ſo his ſighes, his ſorrowes make a ſaw,


    To puſh griefe on, and back the ſame griefe draw.

  


  


  
    Which ſpeechleſſe woe of his poore ſhee attendeth,


    And his vntimely frenzie thus awaketh,

  


  Deare Lord, thy ſorrow to my ſorrow lendeth


  Another power, no floud by raining ſlaketh,


  My woe too ſencible thy paſſion maketh


  
    More feeling painfull, let it than ſuffice


    To drowne one woe, one paire of weeping eyes.

  


  


  
    And for my ſake when I might charme thee ſo,


    For ſhe that was thy Lucrece, now attend me,

  


  Be ſodainely reuenged on my foe.


  Thine, mine, his owne, ſuppoſe thou doſt defend me


  From what is paſt, the helpe that thou ſhalt lend me


  
    Comes all too late, yet let the Traytor die,


    “For ſparing Iuſtice feeds iniquitie.

  


  


  
    But ere I name him, you faire Lords, quoth ſhe,


    (Speaking to thoſe that came with Colatine)

  


  Shall plight your Honorable faiths to me,


  With ſwift purſuit to venge this wrong of mine,


  For ’tis a meritorious faire deſigne,


  
    To chaſe Iniuſtice with reuengefull armes,


    Knights by their oaths ſhould right poore Ladies harms.

  


  


  
    At this requeſt, with noble diſpoſition,


    Each preſent Lord began to promiſe aid,

  


  As bound in Knighthood to her impoſition,


  Longing to heare the hatefull Foe bewraid.


  But ſhe that yet her ſad taske hath not ſaid,


  
    The proteſtation ſtops, O ſpeake, quoth ſhee,


    How may this forced ſtaine be wip’d from me.

  


  


  
    What is the quality of mine offence


    Being conſtrain’d with dreadfull circumſtance?

  


  May my pure mind with the foule act diſpence


  My low declined Honor to aduaunce?


  May any termes acquit me from this chance?


  
    The poyſoned fountaine cleares it ſelfe againe,


    And why not I from this compelled ſtaine?

  


  


  
    With this they all at once began to ſay,


    Her bodies ſtaine, her mind vntainted cleares,

  


  While with a ioyleſſe ſmile, ſhe turnes away


  The face, that map which deepe impreſſion beares


  Of hard misfortune, caru’d it in with teares.


  
    No no, quoth ſhe, no Dame hereafter liuing,


    By my excuſe ſhall claime excuſes giuing.

  


  


  
    Here with a ſigh as if her heart would breake,


    She throwes forth Tarquins name: he he, ſhe ſayes,

  


  But more then he, her poore tongue could not ſpeak,


  Till after many accents and delayes,


  Vntimely breathings, ſicke and ſhort aſſayes,


  
    She vtters this: he he, faire Lords, tis he


    That guides this hand to giue this wound to me.

  


  


  
    Euen here ſhe ſheathed in her harmleſſe breaſt


    A harmefull knife, that thence her ſoule vnſheathed,

  


  That blow did bayle it from the deepe vnreſt


  Of that polluted priſon, where it breathed:


  Her contrite ſighes vnto the cloudes bequeathed


  
    Her winged ſprite, & through her wounds doth fly


    Lifes laſting date, from cancel’d deſtinie.

  


  


  
    Stone ſtil, aſtoniſht with this deadly deed,


    Stood Colatine, and all his Lordly crue,

  


  Till Lucrece father that beholds her bleed,


  Himſelfe, on her ſelfe-ſlaughtred body threw,


  And from the purple fountaine Brutus drew


  
    The murdrous knife, and as it left the place,


    Her bloud in poore reuenge, held it in chace.

  


  


  
    And bubling from her breſt, it doth deuide


    In two ſlow riuers, that the crimſon bloud

  


  Circles her body in on euery ſide,


  Who like a late ſack’t Iland vaſtly ſtood


  Bare and vnpeopled, in this fearfull flood.


  
    Some of her bloud ſtill pure and red remain’d,


    And ſom look’d black, & that falſe Tarquin ſtain’d.

  


  


  
    About the mourning and congealed face


    Of that blacke bloud, a watrie rigoll goes,

  


  Which ſeemes to weepe vpon the tainted place;


  And euer ſince as pitying Lucrece woes,


  Corrupted bloud ſome waterie token ſhowes,


  
    And bloud vntainted, ſtill doth red abide,


    Bluſhing at that which is ſo putrified.

  


  


  
    Daughter, deare daughter, old Lucretius cries,


    That life was mine which thou haſt here depriued,

  


  If in the child the fathers image lies,


  Where ſhall I liue now Lucrece is vnliued?


  Thou waſt not to this end from me deriued.


  
    If children prædeceaſe progenitours,


    We are their off-ſpring, and they none of ours.

  


  


  
    Poore broken glaſſe, I often did behold


    In thy ſweete ſemblance, my old age new borne,

  


  But now that faire freſh mirrour dim and old,


  Shewes me a bare-bon’d death by time out-worne,


  O from thy cheeks my image thou haſt torne,


  
    And ſhiuerd all the beauty of my glaſſe,


    That I no more can ſee what once I was.

  


  


  
    O time ceaſe thou thy courſe and laſt no longer,


    If they ſurceaſe to be that ſhould ſuruiue:

  


  Shall rotten death make conqueſt of the ſtronger,


  And leaue the foultring feeble ſoules aliue?


  The old Bees die, the young poſſeſſe their hiue,


  
    Then liue ſweet Lucrece, liue againe and ſee


    Thy father die, and not thy father thee.

  


  


  
    By this ſtarts Colatine as from a dreame,


    And bids Lucretius giue his ſorrow place,

  


  And than in key-cold Lucrece bleeding ſtreame


  He fals, and bathes the pale feare in his face,


  And counterfeits to die with her a ſpace,


  
    Till manly ſhame bids him poſſeſſe his breath,


    And liue to be reuenged on her death.

  


  


  
    The deepe vexation of his inward ſoule,


    Hath ſeru’d a dumbe arreſt vpon his tongue,

  


  Who made that ſorrow ſhould his vſe controll,


  Or keepe him from heart-eaſing words ſo long,


  Begins to talke, but through his lips do throng


  
    Weak words, ſo thick come in his poor harts aid,


    That no man could diſtinguiſh what he ſaid.

  


  


  
    Yet ſometime Tarquin was pronounced plaine,


    But through his teeth, as if the name he tore:

  


  This windie tempeſt, till it blow vp raine,


  Held backe his ſorrowes tide, to make it more.


  At laſt it raines, and buſie windes giue ore:


  
    Then ſonne and father weepe with equall ſtrife,


    Who ſhould weepe moſt for daughter or for wife.

  


  


  
    The one doth call her his, the other his,


    Yet neither may poſſeſſe the claime they lay.

  


  The father ſayes, ſhe’s mine, O mine ſhe is


  Replies her husband, do not take away


  My ſorrowes intereſt, let no mourner ſay


  
    He weepes for her, for ſhee was onely mine,


    And onely muſt be wail’d by Colatine.

  


  


  
    O, quoth Lucretius, I did giue that life


    Which ſhe to earely and too late hath ſpil’d.

  


  Woe woe, quoth Colatine, ſhee was my wife,


  I owed her, and tis mine that ſhee hath kil’d.


  My daughter and my wife with clamors fild


  
    The diſperſt aire, who holding Lucrece life,


    Anſwer’d their cries, my daughter and my wife.

  


  


  
    Brutus who pluck’t the knife from Lucrece ſide,


    Seeing ſuch emulation in their woe,

  


  Began to cloath his wit in ſtate and pride,


  Burying in Lucrece wound his follies ſhow,


  He with the Romains was eſteemed ſo


  
    As ſeelie ieering idiots are with kings,


    For ſportiue words, and vttring fooliſh things.

  


  


  
    But now he throwes that ſhallow habit by,


    Wherein deepe pollicy did him diſguiſe,

  


  And arm’d his long hid wits aduiſedlie,


  To checke the teares in Colatinus eyes.


  Thou wronged Lord of Rome, quoth he, ariſe,


  
    Let my vnſounded ſelfe ſuppos’d a foole,


    Now ſet thy long experienc’t wit to ſchoole.

  


  


  
    Why Colatine, is woe the cure for woe?


    Do wounds helpe wounds, or griefe helpe grieuous deeds?

  


  Is it reuenge to giue thy ſelfe a blow,


  For his fowle Acte, by whom the faire wife bleedes?


  Such childiſh humor from weake minds proceedes,


  
    Thy wretched wife miſtooke the matter ſo,


    To ſlaie her ſelfe that ſhould haue ſlaine her Foe.

  


  


  
    Couragious Romane, do not ſteepe thy hart


    In ſuch relenting dew of lamentations,

  


  But kneele with me and help to beare thy part,


  To rouſe our Roman Gods with inuocations,


  That they will ſuffer theſe abhominations.


  
    (Since Rome her ſelf in them doth ſtand diſgraced,)


    By our ſtrong Arms from forth her faire ſtreets chaſed.

  


  


  
    Now by the Capitoll that we adore,


    And by this chaſt blood ſo vniuſtlie ſtained,

  


  By heauens faire ſun that breeds the fat earths ſtore,


  By all our countrie rites in Rome maintained,


  And by chaſt Lucrece ſoule that late complained


  
    Her wrongs to vs, and by this bloudy knife,


    We will reuenge the death of this true wife.

  


  


  
    This ſaid, he ſtroke his hand vpon his breaſt,


    And kiſt the fatall knife to end his vow:

  


  And to his proteſtation vrg’d the reſt,


  Who wondring at him, did his words allow.


  Then ioyntly to the ground their knees they bow,


  
    And that deepe vow which Brutus made before


    He doth againe repeat, and that they ſwore.

  


  


  
    When they had ſworne to this aduiſed doome,


    They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence,

  


  To ſhew her bleeding body thorough Rome,


  And ſo to publiſh Tarquins foule offence;


  Which being done, with ſpeedy diligence,


  
    The Romaines pauſibly did giue conſent,


    To Tarquins euerlaſting baniſhment.

  


  
    


    F I N I S


    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    ❦
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  TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE
and my very bountiful good Lord,
my Lord Compton, T.M. wiſheth
the fruit of eternall fruition.


  




  Comptus honos, honor eſt Comptono, & Compton honore.


  


  Thou, that rock’ſt comely honour in thine armes,


  Thou patron to the child-houſe of my vayne,


  Thou hiue vnto the Muſes hony ſwarmes,


  And Godfather to th’iſſue of my braine,


  To thee, Baptizer of mine infant lines,


  With golden water in a ſiluer Font:


  Thy bountie, gold, thy fingers, ſiluer twines,


  Siluering my papers inke, as they were wont.


  To thee (the bloudy Chriſtall of a Ghoſt,


  Wrapt in a fierie web) I ſpin to thee.


  To thee, (the thawer of Dianaes froſt:


  Tarquin the hotte in Lucrece Tragedie.)


  
    To thee I conſecrate theſe aſhie fires,


    She quencht in bloud, he burnt in his deſires.

  


  
    Bound by your Ho. bounty,
T. M.
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  Caſtiſſimo, puriſsimoque Lucretiæ Spiritui;


  Thomas Medius Grauis Tonus Primum
Surge vociferat.


  


  ——— Tu caſtitatis imago,


  Surgito! Tarquinium Phlegetontis imagine notum,


  Noſcito! Tu cæptis (nam te mutauit & illum,)


  Adſpirato meis! poſtremo tempore mundi,


  Ad ſua perpetuum deducito crimina carmen.


  
    Caſtiſſimo Spiritui tuo
addictiſſimus.


    T. M.
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  The Prologue.


  


  


  Reach me a quill from the white Angells wings,


  My paper from the Via Lactea,


  My inck from Ioues-high-Nectar-flowing-ſprings,


  My Muſe from Veſta: Awake Rhamnuſia;


  Call vp the Ghoſt of gor’de Lucretia:


  
    Thrice hath the trumpet of my pens round ſtage


    Sounded a Surge to her bloudie age.

  


  


  
    Sad ſpirits, ſoft harts, ſicke thoughts, ſoules ſod in teares,


    Wel-humourd eies, quicke eares, teare-wounded faces,

  


  Enrouled-Veſtals, Dians Hemiſpheres,


  Rape-ſlaughtered Lucreces, all martyrde Graces,


  Be ye the audience, take your tragicke places:


  
    Here ſhal be plaide the miſeries that immures


    Pure Diamond hearts, in Chriſtal couertures.

  


  


  
    Black ſpirits, hard harts, thick thoghts, ſould boild in luſt,


    Drie fierie eies, dull eares, high bloudy lookes

  


  Made of hot earth, moulded in fire and duſt,


  Deſires true Graduates, reade in Tarquins bookes:


  Be ye our ſtages Actors; play the Cookes:


  
    Carue out the daintieſt morſel, thats your part,


    With luſt-keene Faulchon euen in Lucrece heart.

  


  


  
    Now weepeth Lucrece with a trine of eies,


    Quenching the fire of Luſt with teares and bloud,

  


  Changing thoſe eie-lampes (which were wont to riſe


  Like beames of morning) to a mourning clowde,


  Her heart (the pureſt eie) to a redde-ſea-floud:


  
    Her ghoſt the Idea of her ſoule reſumes,


    Which Phœnix-wiſe burnes in her owne perfumes.
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  THE GHOST OF


  LVCRECE.


  


  


  Medeas Magicke, and Calipſoes drugges,


  Circes enchauntments, Hecates triforme


  Weanes my ſoule ſucking at Reuenges dugges,


  To feed vpon the aire. What wind? what ſtorme


  Blew my diſſeuered limmes into this forme?


  
    And from the Virgin-Paradiſe of death,


    Conjures my Ghoſt with poetizing breath?

  


  


  
    The candle of my ſhame burnes in the skie,


    Set on the croſſe-Poles of the firmament,

  


  To feare away diuine Virginitie,


  And light this world below, that being bent


  To follow me, they goe not as I went:


  
    But when I hope to ſee the candle waine,


    Then Tarquins ſpirit falls on the ſnuffe againe.

  


  


  
    So that the ſnuffe, (the ſauour of my ſhame,


    That ſtinckes before the throne of chaſtitie)

  


  Is ſtill rekindled with veneriall flame,


  To ſhew that Tarquins planet plants in me,


  The roote of fierie bloud, and luxurie:


  
    Firſt forcing with his breath, one flames retire,


    Then takes my bloud for oyle, his luſt, for fire.

  


  


  
    Now burnes the beacon of my ſoule, indeede,


    Too high for fame, but low enough for fume:

  


  Saints, keep your cloiſter-houſe, Veſta make ſpeede,


  Take in thy flowers, for feare the fire conſume


  Thy eternall-ſweete-Virginitie-perfume:


  
    For Luſt, and Bloud are mingled in one lampe,


    To ſeale my ſoule with Rape and Murders ſtampe.

  


  


  
    Before my ſhame, yon candle had no fire,


    Veſtals nil feard me, the world ſaw me not,

  


  Shame was the tinder, and the flint deſire


  That ſtrucke in Tarquins boſome, and begot


  A childe of fire, a firebrand, and ſo hot,


  
    That it conſumde my chaſtitie to duſt,


    And on my heart painted the mouth of luſt.

  


  


  
    Was I the cradle? O my chaſtitie,


    To rocke and lull this baſtard firebrand,

  


  Nurſt with my bloud, weand with my tragedie,


  Fed at my kniues ſharpe point vpon my hand,


  Borne and reborne, where ere my ſpirites ſtand?


  
    I was the cradle: ſee the fierie dart,


    That burnes Dianaes temples in my heart.

  


  


  
    Behold this blade varniſht with bloud and teares,


    Bloud from my heart, teares from my ſtilling eies,

  


  Behold (I ſay) this knife, whereon appeares


  Veſtaes Vermilion melting from her skies,


  And teares of pearles in bloudy miſteries;


  
    This is the Tragicke knife, here you may ſee,


    Teares ſtriue for fame, and bloude for chaſtitie.

  


  


  
    Right hand, thou act’ſt Reuenges hand aright:


    This knife and thou haue ſworne to kiſſe my breaſt,

  


  Thou art my Veſtaes antidote, to fright


  Luſt from the bed of Colatinus reſt:


  Performer of thy vow (hand) be thoy bleſt.


  
    For thou in this haſt ſhowne me what thou art,


    Driuing the foe from ſcaling of my heart.

  


  


  
    Come ſpirit of fire, bred in a wombe of bloud,


    Forgd in a furnace by the Smith of Hell,

  


  Begot and formed in the burning floud,


  Where Plutoes Phlegetonticke tennants dwell:


  And ſcalded ſpirits in their fiery cell,


  
    Breathes from their ſoule the flame of luxurie.


    From that luxurious clime I conjure thee.

  


  


  
    Now is my tyde of bloude: Come, quench thy ſoule,


    The ſluces of my ſpirit now runs againe:

  


  Come, I haue made my breaſt an Iuorie bowle,


  To hold the bloud that ſtreameth from my veyne,


  Drinke to my chaſtitie which thou haſt ſlaine:


  
    “But (woe the while) that labour is in vaine,


    “To drinke to that which cannot pledge againe.

  


  


  
    Quaffe thine owne fill, and let that luſtfull flame,


    (That circuits in the circle of thy ſpirite)

  


  Pledge thy deſire, carowſing off my ſhame,


  Which ſwimmes amidſt my bloud, and doth inherite


  The portion of my ſoule without a merite:


  
    And if this ſpring of bloud cannot ſuffize,


    Ile raine downe teares from my Elementall eies.

  


  


  
    Thou art my nurſe-child, Tarquin: thou art he,


    In ſteede of milke, ſucke bloud, and teares, and all,

  


  In liew of teats: Lucrece, thy nurſe, euen ſhe,


  By tragicke art ſeene through a Chriſtall wall,


  Hath carued with her knife thy feſtiuall:


  
    Here’s bloud for milke, ſucke till thy veines run ouer,


    And ſuch a teat, which ſcarce thy mouth can couer.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the rauiſher: oh at that name


    See how mine eies diſſolueth into teares.

  


  Tarquin the Roman: I deſcribe my ſhame,


  From Rome it came, a Romane name it beares.


  Tarquin my gueſt: lo, here began my feares:


  
    Tarquin from Ardea poſtes, hence ſprang the fire,


    “For Ardeas name ſounds ardent hot deſire.

  


  


  
    Tarquin my kinſman: O Diuinitie,


    Where art thou fled? haſt thou forſooke thy ſphære?

  


  Where’s Vertue, Knight-hood, and Nobilitie?


  Faith? Honor? Pietie? they ſhould be neere,


  For kinſman ſounds all theſe they are not here.


  
    Tarquin my kinſman: was it thou didſt come,


    To ſacke my Colatines Collatium?

  


  


  
    Tarquin my kinſman, too vnkindly done,


    And by a kinſman too: my Ghoſt auers it,

  


  Doth therefore that ſame name of kindred run,


  To ſee their kin-redde, and with bloud prefers it?


  “O enemie to faith, that ſtill defers it.


  
    Has Tarquin neuer luſtfull Tarquin beene,


    Lucrece the chaſte ſhould haue chaſte Lucrece ſeene.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the Prince: had Rome no better heires,


    Thou miſtris of the world no better men,

  


  Thou Prodigalitie of Natures faires,


  Are Tygers kings? mak’ſt thou thy throne a den?


  Thy ſiluer-glittering ſtreames, blacke Lernæs fen?


  
    Thy ſeauen hilles that ſhould or’e looke thy euilles,


    Like ſeauen helles to nurſe vp Roman diuelles.

  


  


  
    To thee, (that makſt the Moone thy looking glaſſe,


    To view thy triple crowne, and ſeauen-fold head)

  


  To thee, I ſay, (the Ghoſt of what I was)


  Plaines mee and it, ſith thou ſo long haſt fed


  The rauiſher, and ſtarude the rauiſhed.


  
    “If Veſtaes lines were euer writ in thee,


    “Then weigh the blotting of thoſe lines in mee.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the Prince: ſham’ſt thou to heare thy name?


    Rome, tis thy heire, ſham’ſt thou to call him ſonne?

  


  Tarquin the Prince, lo Ile repeate thy ſhame,


  A Roman heire, from him to thee I runne,


  Ile ſhame you both before my ſhame be done:


  
    Tarquin the Prince, Tarquin the Roman heire,


    Thus wil I haunt, and hunt you to diſpaire.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the traytor: bid my ſpirit riſe,


    And call vp al the ſenſes of my ſoule,

  


  “For treaſon ſhould be guarded with more eies,


  Then was Ioues Io vnder his controule,


  “For treaſons guile doth winne the traitors gole:


  
    Tarquin the traytor: watch when time’s in ſeaſon,


    “For treaſon doth betray all things to treaſon.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the lecher: virgin chaſtitie,


    Melts at the heate of that luxurious word,

  


  (Like maiden-ſnow vpon a promontorie,


  Kiſſing the Sun her heauenly louely Lord,


  Then dies, and melts into a watry ford:)


  
    So did my chaſtities-white-ſnow attire,


    Diſſolue in bloud, at Tarquins luſtfull fire.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the night-owle: Chaſtitie beware,


    Thou art beſet with millions of deceits,

  


  Thy eies haue leaden liddes, they take no care,


  Thy ſenſes rockt aſleepe, and thy conceites


  Tempred with ſilence, feare nor ſnares, nor baites:


  
    Onely the veſtall pureneſſe of thy ſoule,


    Bade me beware that Night-obſeruing owle.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the Night-owle: in whoſe flaming eies,


    Luſt and Deſire banded their balles of bloud,

  


  Chaſing my ſpirit with fiery miſteries,


  Vnto the hazard where deſtruction ſtoode,


  Ready to ſtrike my ſoule into a clowde:


  
    So when the Sunne had ſeene my vapour riſe,


    Then with his beames to daſh me from the skies.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the Night-owle: watch deſtruction,


    What? hath the eies of Luſt no liddes at all?

  


  Or doe they houer for confuſion,


  Anſwering in ſilence when affections call?


  “When luſt awakes, the eie liddes neuer fall:


  
    “But like a courſer holding reaſons raine,


    “Doth ſhut the eies, and opens them againe.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the Night-owle: Veſta, looke about,


    The fourth allarum of my feares now rings,

  


  And yet the houre of dread is ſcarce runne out,


  For midnights face more force of terror brings,


  To thinke on that, my ſinewes ſhake like ſtrings:


  
    And chaſtitie which yet had ſpirit and breath,


    Lay quauering at my heart to tune her death.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the Night-owle: turne the glaſſe againe,


    Fiue times my tongue, the hammer of my ſoule,

  


  (That beates vpon my breath, and ſtrikes a ſtraine,


  “Sounding all quauers, thats the ſong of dole:)


  Fiue times my tongue did euen my tongue controule,


  
    “For feare is ſuch a ſlaue, and coward elfe,


    “That fearing others, runnes and feares himſelfe.

  


  


  
    Tarquin the Night-owle: Enter trecherie,


    Sextus Tarquinius, this ſixt houre is thine,

  


  Farewell my life, farewell my chaſtitie,


  Farewel (though not mine now) that which was mine,


  Thy grapes are now deuour’d , alas poore vine:


  
    The Tyrant with his force of luxurie,


    Tires me an Ant, through imbecillitie.

  


  


  
    Now enters on the ſtage of Lucrece heart,


    Blacke appetites in flamde habiliments:

  


  When they haue acted all, then they depart.


  Rape entring next, armed in murders tents,


  Wrackes Veſtaes tennants, and takes all her rents:


  
    “This ſhewes that Veſtaes Deitie is poore,


    “She hath the ſtalke, but Venus hath the ſtore.

  


  


  
    This is my tragicke ſceane: bleede hearts, weepe eies,


    Flie ſoule from bodie, ſpirit from my veines,

  


  Follow my chaſtitie where ere it lies,


  Which my vnhalowed body now refraines,


  Looke to the lampe of chaſtitie, it waines:


  
    The ſtarre which guided all my elements,


    Pulls in her head, and leaues the firmaments.

  


  


  
    Rape in his pawes of bloud, and fangs of Luſt,


    Hath ſtainde th’immaculate lillie of my field,

  


  And hath ſepulchred in the ſhade of duſt


  Dianaes milken robe, and Veſtaes ſhield,


  “When Tygers prey, the ſeely lambes muſt yeeld:


  
    When Tarquin poſtes from Ardea, by and by


    Lucrece muſt looſe her life and chaſtitie.

  


  


  
    O Colatine, where ſleepes thy troubled ſpirite?


    What new come Morpheus hath arreſted thee?

  


  Doth thy heart ſoundly ſleepe? doth nothing ſtirre it?


  Deare Colatine, awake, wert thou with mee


  The arches of mine eies would waken thee:


  
    For teares like waues ruſh at my eie-liddes doore,


    Striuing together who ſhould goe before.

  


  


  
    Come Colatine the foe hath ſackt thy cittie,


    Collatium goes to wracke: come Colatine,

  


  Come Colatine, all pietie and pittie


  Is turnde to pettie treaſon: what is thine


  Is ceazde vppon long ſince: and what is mine


  
    “Carried away: true man thou ſleepſt at Rome,


    “Euen while a Roman theefe robs thee at home.

  


  


  
    Come Colatine, tis Lucrece bids tee come,


    Or ſhal I ſend my purſeuant of grones

  


  Vnto prowde Rome from poore Collatium,


  To make all priuate means by publique mones,


  Diſcourſing my blacke ſtorie to the ſtones?


  
    Come Colatine, tis Tarquins dreadfull drum,


    That conjures me to call, and thee to come.

  


  


  
    Thy Lucrece bed, which had faire canopies


    Spangled with ſtarres like to the firmament,

  


  And curtaines wrought with many deities,


  Reſembling Ioues white lacteall element,


  Are ſtained now by luſt and rauiſhment,


  
    The ſtarres out ſtarde, the deities defied,


    Theſe I had ſtorde, the other deified.

  


  


  
    The night before Tarquin and Luſt came hither,


    (Ill token for a chaſte memoriall,)

  


  My maides and I poore maide, did ſpin together,


  Like the three ſiſters, which the Fates we call,


  “And Fortune lent vs wheeles to turne withall;


  
    Round goes our wheeles like worlds, on mine alone


    Stoode fortune reeling on a rowling ſtone.

  


  


  
    Yet was my heart ſo light, that ſtill I ſaid,


    Sing merrily my maides, our wheeles goe round,

  


  (Who would not ſing and ſpin, and be a maide,


  To ſerue ſo ſweet a Goddeſſe, and be bound


  Apprentiſe, where ſuch miſtreſſes abound?)


  
    Sing merrily my maides (againe ſhe ſayes,)


    For Veſta in the Goddeſſe of our layes.

  


  


  
    Maidens, quoth I, but thinke what maidens be,


    “They are the verie ſtring that ties their hearts,

  


  “The pillars of their ſoules pure puritie,


  “The diſtallations of th’eſſentiall parts,


  “Both good deſeruers, and the good deſarts:


  
    Then ſeeing Veſta hath ſo many trades,


    Go round our wheeles, ſing merrily my maides.

  


  


  
    What nimble fingers hath Virginitie,


    To twiſt the thread, and turne the wheele about?

  


  O Virgines, that ſame pearle of chaſtitie


  Shines like the Moone, to light you thoughts throughout,


  “Pure cogitations neuer harbours doubt,


  
    But like the faireſt-pureſt chriſolite,


    Admits no bruiſe without a cracke with it.

  


  


  
    Spin merily my maiden-paradiſe,


    Thus with a merrie cheere I whirld their wheels,

  


  And made them rid at once more then at twice,


  “Such prettie pleaſure true affection feeles,


  “That times olde head runnes ſwifter then his heeles:


  
    “For mirths fledg’d wings, are of ſo quicke a flight,


    “That maks the morn ſeem noon, the noon ſeem night.

  


  


  
    My maides, thoſe ayrie ſinewes in your hands,


    Were of a finer thred then that you ſpinne,

  


  It was a merry age in golden bands,


  When Saturne ſowed the earth, and did begin


  To teach bad husbands a new way to win:


  
    “Then was true labour exerciſde and donne,


    “When gods did reele, what Goddeſſes had ſponne.

  


  


  
    Thoſe times are waxen balde, a prowder ayre


    Blowes in the heauen, and breathes vpon the earth,

  


  That age is out of date, another heyre


  Claimes his poſſeſſion by an yron birth,


  And in an yron throne of death and dearth


  
    Rules this yong age, ſucking vntill it whine,


    Euen at the dugges of Plutoes proſerpine.

  


  


  
    Thus like Diana by a lillie fount,


    Sate I amidſt my veſtall elements,

  


  Thus did my ſelfe ſtill with my ſelfe account,


  To free mu thoughts from chained diſcontents


  And ſtirre vp mirth, the nurſe of nouriſhments:


  
    Thus with a lightſome ſpirit and ſoules carouſe,


    I like a huſwife cheriſht vp my houſe.

  


  


  
    When Roman dames tickled with pride and luſt,


    Rauiſht with amorous Philoſophie,

  


  Printed the meaſures of their feete in duſt,


  Tempring their bloud with Muſickes harmonie,


  “(The very Synode-houſe of Venerie)


  
    Then I at home inſteade of melodie,


    Grated my wheele vpon the axeltree.

  


  


  
    How like Arachne turned I my wheele!


    Each of my maids how like a ſhepheardeſſe!

  


  HadColatine my ſhepheard held the reele,


  We foure might well haue made a country meſſe,


  “But one abroade, makes one at home the leſſe:


  
    My Colatine my ſhepheard was at Rome,


    And left poore me to feede his flocke at home.

  


  


  
    Is Venus made a Laundreſſe to the Court?


    Cupid her ſonne elected for a page?

  


  No maruaile if Dianaes ſtarres doe ſport


  With Venus planets vpon Cupids ſtage:


  “Yron muſt haue fire, this is an yron age:


  
    “Our ſoules like ſmithes with anuills of deſire,


    “Beate om our fleſh, and ſtill we ſparkle fire.

  


  


  
    The Princes Court is eu’n a firmament,


    All wrought with beames by day, and ſtarres by night,

  


  The Prince himſelfe the ſunnie element,


  From whence all beames and ſtarres do borow light,


  To paint their faces with a red and white:


  
    Thoſe beames embaſſadors of his bright array,


    Thoſe ſtarres his counſellors by night and day.

  


  


  
    How comes it then? ſpeake, ſpeake, Iniquitie,


    Thou blur of kingdomes, and thou blot of Kings,

  


  Thou Metamorphoſis of puritie,


  That ſhap’ſt the greater things to leſſer things,


  How comes it then, that Cupids bow-ſtring ſwings


  
    About the heeles of time? Iniquitie,


    It is the halter of thy luxurie.

  


  


  
    Thou haſt burnt out the humour of thy bones,


    And made them powders of impietie,

  


  To ſtrew about the earth as thicke as ſtones,


  Like wombes of luſt, in toombes of lecherie,


  And all thy ſinewes, O Iniquitie,


  
    Are ſo dried vp, and now ſo ſlender ſponne,


    “That Venus makes them bow-ſtrings for her ſonne.

  


  


  
    Where is the ſpring of blouds virginitie,


    That wont to ſerue thy veines like conduit heads,

  


  And clenſe thy ceſterne of iniquitie,


  With maiden-humours from chaſte Floraes meads?


  Then ſlepſt thou like a Lorde, in Honors beds:


  
    Then Vertue was thy bedfellow, now know,


    “As great an ebbe followes as great a flow.

  


  


  
    Loe, vnder that baſe tipe of Tarquins name,


    I cypher figures of iniquitie,

  


  He writes himſelfe the ſhamer, I the ſhame,


  The Actor hee, and I the tragedie,


  The ſtage am I, and he the hiſtorie:


  
    The ſubject I, and he the rauiſher,


    He murdring me, made me my murderer.

  


  


  
    O Luſt, this pen of mine that writes thee luſt,


    Lies blaſted at the ſulphure of thy fire,

  


  The quill and fethers burnt to aſhie duſt,


  Like duſt and aſhes flies before Deſire,


  Vnable to endure thy flamd attire:


  
    “For in the skie of contrarietie,


    “The winners life is, when the looſers die.

  


  


  
    If I preceede: O fierie Incolants,


    Of that vaſt hell, which Pluto tearmes his haule,

  


  Tarquins companions, ye I ſay that haunts


  The bankes of burning baths, to you I call,


  Send me Prometheus heart t’endite withall:


  
    And from his vultures wings a pen of bloud,


    Thrice ſteept and dipt in Phlegetonticke floud.

  


  


  
    Then ſhall I ſtamp the figure of the night


    On Tarquins brow, and marke him for her ſonne,

  


  The heire of darkneſſe, baſtard of the light,


  The clowde of heauen, th’eclipſer of the ſunne,


  The ſtaine in Veſtaes cheekes, which firſt begunne


  
    In Tarquins fleſh, begot of fiery duſt.


    “O thou the hell of loue, vntutred Luſt.

  


  


  
    “It bribes the fleſh to warre againſt the ſpirit,


    “With tickling bloud muſtring in euerie vaine,

  


  “It weanes the conſcience from her heauenly merit,


  “Deprauing all chaſte thoughts, her maiden traine,


  “It makes the heart thinke, and vnthinke againe:


  
    “It taints the breath with fire, the braine with bloud,


    “And ſets a diuel where a God had ſtood.

  


  


  
    Beeing in the eie, Luſt is a Cockatrice,


    “Hemlocke in taſte, a canker in the thought,

  


  “And in the life a moth, which in a trice


  Conſumes that treaſure which ſo deare was bought,


  And coſt ſo many dropps of bloud (for nought)


  
    So many ſtreames of bloud, and baths of ſweate,


    To bathe our ſpirites, and to quench our heate.

  


  


  
    O hell-eyde Luſt, when I behold thy face


    Præfigured in my Ghoſt, drawne in my mind,

  


  I thinke of Sydons flowers that grow apace,


  And fauour thee by qualitie and kind,


  “They looke like faith before, and fame behind:


  
    But if thou ſauour theſe well-fauoured euills,


    They haue the ſight of gods, the ſent of deuills.

  


  


  
    If I had like a curious herbaliſt,


    Meaſurde thy quantitie by qualitie,

  


  Or Eſculapius-wiſe, on Reaſons fiſt,


  Had planted vertue by the propertie,


  Or with the lapidaries policie


  
    “Made choice by inſight, thats the note of wit,


    And not by outward hue to judge of it,

  


  


  
    Then like that skilfull Eſculapius,


    (Setting apart the colour of deceit)

  


  I might haue knowne Tarquin from Tyreus,


  And Lucrece bed from Philomelaes baite,


  Veſta conceiu’d what Venus did conceit:


  
    But wanting Eſculapius in my choice,


    I left ſweete verdure for a flattering voice.

  


  


  
    “Did Beautie that ſame bauins blaze, incenſe thee?


    “That flower of time which buds with vanitie,

  


  “That ſtring of fortunes wheel, which doth commence thee


  The graduate of hell bourne iniquitie,


  Was beautie made the marke of luxurie?


  
    Then heauens from henceforth let the world behold


    “Beautie in lead, deformitie in gold.

  


  


  
    Say Beauties beames dazled thy clowdie eies,


    “This Beautie hangs but at the heeles of time,

  


  And when times wings a loftier meaſure flies,


  The Beautie like poore Icarus muſt clime,


  Or plunge into the puddle of her ſlime:


  
    “For Beauties limmes are of a waxen frame,


    “And melts like Icarus wings at euery flame.

  


  


  
    Sawſt thou the colours which quaint Phydius drew,


    In dead-liue pictures with a touch of art.

  


  Such red and white hath Beautie being new,


  Made onely to amaze th’amazers heart,


  Yet Phydias colours piercing like a dart


  
    Were ſtaind with euery breath, and loſt their prime,


    “So Beauties blot drops from the pen of time.

  


  


  
    But O my heauen, ſhall I forget thy ſpheres,


    O ſpheres of heauen, ſhall I let paſſe your skies?

  


  O skies which wears out time, and neuer weares,


  Shall I make dim the tapers of your eies?


  O eies of heauen, Sunne, Moone, and ſtarres that riſe


  
    To wake the day, and free impriſoned night,


    Shall my obliuious vapour clowde your light?

  


  


  
    T’is thou O Chaſtitie, ſhall I forſake thee,


    Or drowne thy memorie in my bloudy ſtreame?

  


  Remember O my ſoule, did ſhe not make thee


  Out of Dianaes ribbes? did not that beame,


  (Which gliſters in thy ſpirit like Ioues-eie-gleame,)


  
    Reflect from Veſtaes face vpon thy heart,


    Like Phœbus brow the pride of heauens art.

  


  


  
    O thou that mak’ſt the Via Lactea whiter,


    “That virgin-gallery of majeſticke Ioue,

  


  “Faire Iunoes maze, to foote it, doth delight her,


  “The ſiluer path of heauen, and bath of loue,


  There ſits the lambe, the ſwanne, the turtle doue,


  
    Enſignes of peace, of faith, and chaſtitie:


    “O ſiluer ſtage to golden harmonie.

  


  


  
    “That quire of ſaints in virgin-ornament,


    “Where Angells ſing like queriſters of heauen,

  


  “Where all the Martyrs kneele: the element


  “Where Cynthiaes robe, and great Apolloes ſteauen,


  Hangs at the alter of this milken hauen:


  
    And to conclude, not able to begin,


    I write of that which fleſh hath neuer ſeene.

  


  


  
    Twas thou O chaſtitie m’eternall eie,


    The want of thee made my ghoſt reele to hell,

  


  Twas thou O chaſtitie, that guild’ſt the skie


  With beames of vertue, it is thou doſt dwell


  In that white-milken-chriſtall-ſiluer cell:


  
    Thou laundreſſe to the gods and goddeſſes,


    Waſhing their ſoules in fonts of holineſſe.

  


  


  
    O thou that deckſt our Phœbus in the Eaſt,


    Circling his temples with ſpirituall beames,

  


  And guides his veſtall chariot to the weſt,


  Through that pure chriſtall tracke of lacteall ſtreames,


  Siluering his wheeles with alablaſtor gleames,


  
    Then tempring the bright porphurie of his face,


    “With chaſte Endimions bluſh, the die of grace.

  


  


  
    That doing dutie to his father Ioue


    Vpon his knee of fire, bids him ariſe,

  


  And bleſſing all his beames with kiſſing loue,


  Like a majeſticke father guilds his eies,


  To adde a rarer ſhine vnto the skies,


  
    Then takes his chariot with a brighter pride,


    And cries alowd, S. Veſta be my guide.

  


  


  
    S. Veſta, O thou ſanctifying Saint,


    That lends a beame vnto the cleereſt Sunne,

  


  Which els within his fiery courſe would faint,


  And end his race ere he had halfe begun,


  Making the world beleeue his power were done,


  
    His oyle burnt out, his lampe returnde to ſlime,


    His fires extinguiſhde by the breath of time.

  


  


  
    “O thou the pearle that hangs on Iunoes brow,


    “Like to the Moone the maſſie pearle of night,

  


  “Thou jewel in the eare of Ioue, to ſhow


  The pride of loue, the puritie of light,


  “Thou Atlas of both worlds, vmpire of right:


  
    “Thou hauen of heauen, th’aſſigner of each ſigne,


    “Sanctities ſaint, Diuinities diuine.

  


  


  
    “O thou the ſiluer taper of the Moone,


    Set in an alablaſter candleſticke,

  


  That by the bed of heauen at afternoone,


  Stands like a lillie (which faire virgins picke,


  To match it with the lillie of their cheeke)


  
    “Thou lillie lambe, thou chriſtall fether’d doue,


    That neſtles in the pallace of thy Ioue.

  


  


  
    O touch my veins againe, thou bloud diuine,


    O feede my ſpirit thou foode angelicall,

  


  And all chaſte functions with my ſoule combine,


  Colour my ghoſt with chaſtitie, whoſe All


  Feedes fat leane Death and time in generall;


  
    Come ſiluer doue, heauens alablaſter nunne,


    Ile hugge thee more then euer I haue donne.

  


  


  
    Lucrece, alas, thou picture of thy ſelfe,


    “Drawne poore and pale by that old painter time,

  


  “And ouerdaſht by Death that meagre elfe,


  Which dries our element of bloud to thime,


  And tempreth our old aſhes with new ſlime:


  
    Lucrece I ſay how canſt thou Lucrece bee?


    “Wanting a God to giue a life to thee.

  


  


  
    Bleede no more lines, (my heart,) this Knife, my pen,


    This bloud my incke, hath writ enough to Luſt,

  


  “Tarquin, to thee thou very diuell of men


  I ſend theſe lines, thou art my fiend of truſt,


  To thee I dedicate my toombe of duſt:


  
    To thee I conſecrate this little-Moſt,


    Writ by the bloudy fingers of my Ghoſt.

  


  


  
    This little ſcrole of fire (that burnes my hand,


    In repetition of thy fiery name)

  


  I fold vpon my heart (my bloudy land)


  And to thy ghoſt my ghoſt doth ſend the ſame,


  “Intituled, The lines of bloud and flame,


  
    “The Ghoſt of Lucrece, thats the Ghoſt of bloud,


    “The Ghoſt of Tarquin, thats the fiery floud.

  


  


  
    Now for thy title, and deſerued ſtile,


    In dedication to thy worthineſſe,

  


  “To thee the ſecond of Cocytus Ile,


  “Chiefe ſenior to the Phlegetonticke meſſe,


  “High ſteward vnto Plutoes holineſſe:


  
    “Temprer of flames, the L. Tyſiphonie,


    My bloudy fires begs patronage of thee.

  


  


  
    Now lacke I nothing but the poſt of hell,


    To flie like Veſtaes arrow from my bow

  


  With theſe my red hot newes, and then to tell


  “How many times my heart did ebbe and flow,


  (Like ſeas) with teares aboue, and bloud below:


  
    And from poore Lucrece mouth to tell Tarquin thus,


    That Philomel hath writ to Tyreus.

  


  


  
    Here ſtops the ſtreame of tragicke bloud and fire,


    And now Melpomene hales my ſpirit in,

  


  The ſtage is downe, and Philomelaes quire


  Is huſht from prick-ſong: Acherons bells begin


  To call our ghoſts clad in the ſpirits of ſin:


  Now Tyreus meets with rauiſhde Philomel,


  
    Lucrece with Tarquin; in the haule of hell.


    


    FINIS.
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  The Epilogue.


  


  


  Rhamnuſia in a chariot of Reuenge,


  Heapt vp with Ghoſts of bloud, and ſpirits of fire,


  Hath pilde vp Lucrece Ghoſt, ſo to auenge


  Her chaſte vntimely bloud, of flamde deſire:


  Now at the barre of hell (Reuenges quire)


  
    Pleades Lucrece with a tongue of teares and blouds,


    Firſt ſpeakes her heart, and then her eies, in flouds.

  


  


  
    Can death that ſhrimpe of ſpirits, that bonie wretch,


    That meagre-element, that begger-god,

  


  From Lucrece skie ſuch heauenly colours fetch?


  From beauties wriſt to wreſt the golden rod,


  Which makes all red and white diſpearſe abroad?


  
    Deaths power is come, and beauties triumph paſt,


    She was as chaſt as faire, as faire as chaſt.

  


  


  
    Her haire which in Arachnes fineſt loome,


    Was kiſt with ſiluer ſhickles, O that haire,

  


  Which made Collatium ſhine in ſpight of Rome,


  Keaming her treſſes, like Ioues golden heire,


  He made Rome bright, ſhe made Collatium faire:


  
    That haire which daunc’ſt in beames before her breath


    Serues now to ſtuffe the gaping ribbes of death.

  


  


  
    Her eies the curious fabricke of her world,


    Apolloes touchſtones where he tride his beames,

  


  And when her eies outmatcht his fires: he hurld


  His crowne of ſplendour into quenching ſtreames,


  Raging to ſee beauties enrowled theames


  
    Writ in her eie-rowles: but alas, thoſe eies


    Which liu’de in beautie, now in beautie dies.

  


  


  
    Her tongue which Orpheus tunde before he dide,


    And ſtrung before he journied vnto hell,

  


  That new Pernaſſus by a riuers ſide,


  Where muſicke ſojournes, and the Muſes dwell,


  O tongue of hers, Dianaes ſiluer bell,


  
    That rung chaſte praiers to the church of heauen,


    Now ſhe of it, and it of her bereauen.

  


  


  
    Her breath which had a violet perfume


    Tempred with roſe al verdure, O her breath,

  


  Through diſcorde of her tongue, did all conſume


  Vnto the ayre of earth, ſhe did bequeath


  That penſion of her life, from life to death:


  
    How ill was this beſtowde on Death, that elfe,


    “Which robs all others, yet ſtill poore it ſelfe.

  


  


  
    Her teates, twixt whom an alablaſter bridge


    Parts each from other; like two chriſtall bowles

  


  (Standing aloofe vpon the bodies ridge)


  Beares chaſtities white-Nectar-flowing ſoules,


  O valley deckt with Floraes ſiluer roules:


  
    Why giueſt thou ſuck to death? it wil be fed,


    For know, death muſt not die till all be dead.

  


  


  
    And to conclude, her all in euery ſphære,


    (That like the Sunne on chriſtall elements)

  


  Did ſhine in cleereneſſe bright, in brightneſſe cleere,


  Her head her skies, her ſoule her firmaments,


  Now ſtaind by death, before by rauiſhments:


  Firſt Tarquin-life, clad her in deaths array,


  Now Tarquin-death, hath ſtolne her life away.


  


  
    


    F I N I S
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Camillo and Archidamus.


  ARCHIDAMVS


  IF you ſhall chance (Camillo ) to viſit Bohemia, on the like occaſion whereon my ſeruices are now on-foot, you ſhall ſee (as I haue ſaid) great difference betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicilia.


  CAMILLO


  I thinke, this comming Summer, the King of Sicilia meanes to pay Bohemia the Viſitation, which hee iuſtly owes him.


  ARCHIDAMVS


  Wherein our Entertainment ſhall ſhame vs: we will be iuſtified in our Loues: for indeed ———


  
    CAMILLO


    ’Beſeech you ———

  


  ARCHIDAMVS


  Verely I ſpeake it in the freedome of my knowledge: we cannot with ſuch magnificence ——— in ſo rare ——— I know not what to ſay ——— Wee will giue you ſleepie Drinkes, that your Sences (vn-intelligent of our inſufficience) may, though they cannot prayſe vs, as little accuſe vs.


  
    CAMILLO


    You pay a great deale to deare, for what’s giuen freely.

  


  
    ARCHIDAMVS


    ’Beleeue me, I ſpeake as my vnderſtanding inſtructs me, and as mine honeſtie puts it to vtterance.

  


  CAMILLO


  Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelfe ouer-kind to Bohe-mia: They were trayn’d together in their Childhoods; and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an affection, which cannot chuſe but braunch now. Since their more mature Dignities, and Royall Neceſſities, made ſeperation of their Societie, their Encounters (though not Perſonall) hath been Royally attornyed with enter-change of Gifts, Letters, louing Embaſſies, that they haue ſeem’d to be together, though abſent: ſhooke hands, as ouer a Vaſt; and embrac’d as it were from the ends of oppoſed Winds. The Heauens continue their Loues.


  ARCHIDAMVS


  I thinke there is not in the World, either Malice or Matter, to alter it. You haue an vnſpeakable comfort of your young Prince Mamillius: it is a Gentleman of the greateſt Promiſe, that euer came into my Note.


  CAMILLO


  I very well agree with you, in the hopes of him: it is a gallant Child; one, that (indeed) Phyſicks the Subiect, makes old hearts freſh: they that went on Crutches ere he was borne, deſire yet their life, to ſee him a Man.


  
    ARCHIDAMVS


    Would they elſe be content to die?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    Yes; if there were no other excuſe, why they ſhould deſire to liue.

  


  
    ARCHIDAMVS


    If the King had no Sonne, they would deſire to liue on Crutches till he had one.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Leontes, Hermione,
Mamillius, Polixenes, Camillo.


  
    POLIXENES


    NINE Changes of the Watry-Starre hath been

  


  The Shepheards Note, ſince we haue left our Throne


  Without a Burthen: Time as long againe


  Would be fill’d vp (my Brother) with our Thanks,


  And yet we ſhould, for perpetuitie,


  Goe hence in debt: And therefore, like a Cypher


  (Yet ſtanding in rich place) I multiply


  With one we thanke you, many thouſands moe,


  That goe before it.


  
    LEONTES


    Stay your Thanks a while,

  


  And pay them when you part.


  
    POLIXENES


    Sir, that’s to morrow:

  


  I am queſtion’d by my feares, of what may chance,


  Or breed vpon our abſence, that may blow


  No ſneaping Winds at home, to make vs ſay,


  This is put forth too truly: beſides, I haue ſtay’d


  To tyre your Royaltie.


  
    LEONTES


    We are tougher (Brother)

  


  Then you can put vs to’t.


  
    POLIXENES


    No longer ſtay.

  


  
    LEONTES


    One Seue’night longer.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    Very ſooth, to morrow.

  


  
    LEONTES


    Wee’le part the time betweene’s then: and in that

  


  Ile no gaine-ſaying.


  
    POLIXENES


    Preſſe me not (’beſeech you) ſo:

  


  There is no Tongue that moues; none, none i’th’World


  So ſoone as yours, could win me: ſo it ſhould now,


  Were there neceſſitie in your requeſt, although


  ’Twere needfull I deny’d it. My Affaires


  Doe euen drag me home-ward: which to hinder,


  Were (in your Loue) a Whip to me; my ſtay,


  To you a Charge, and Trouble: to ſaue both,


  Farewell (our Brother.)


  
    LEONTES


    Tongue-ty’d our Queene? ſpeake you.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    I had thought (Sir) to haue held my peace, vntill

  


  You had drawne Oathes from him, not to ſtay: you (Sir)


  Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are ſure


  All in Bohemia’s well: this ſatiſfaction,


  The by-gone-day proclaym’d, ſay this to him,


  He’s beat from his beſt ward.


  
    LEONTES


    Well ſaid, Hermione.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    To tell, he longs to ſee his Sonne, were ſtrong:

  


  But let him ſay ſo then, and let him goe;


  But let him ſweare ſo, and he ſhall not ſtay,


  Wee’l thwack him hence with Diſtaffes.


  Yet of your Royall preſence, Ile aduenture


  The borrow of a Weeke. When at Bohemia


  You take my Lord, Ile giue him my Commiſſion,


  To let him there a Moneth, behind the Geſt


  Prefix’d for’s parting: yet (good-deed) Leontes,


  I loue thee not a Iarre o’th’Clock, behind


  What Lady ſhe her Lord. You’le ſtay?


  
    POLIXENES


    No, Madame.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    Nay, but you will?

  


  
    POLIXENES


    I may not verely.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    Verely?

  


  You put me off with limber Vowes: but I,


  Though you would ſeek t’vnſphere the Stars with Oaths,


  Should yet ſay, Sir, no going: Verely


  You ſhall not goe; a Ladyes Verely ’is


  As potent as a Lords. Will you goe yet?


  Force me to keepe you as a Priſoner,


  Not like a Gueſt: ſo you ſhall pay your Fees


  When you depart, and ſaue your Thanks. How ſay you?


  My Priſoner? or my Gueſt? by your dread Verely,


  One of them you ſhall be.


  
    POLIXENES


    Your Gueſt then, Madame:

  


  To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offending;


  Which is for me, leſſe eaſie to commit,


  Then you to puniſh.


  
    HERMIONE


    Not your Gaoler then,

  


  But your kind Hoſteſſe. Come, Ile queſtion you


  Of my Lords Tricks, and yours, when you were Boyes:


  You were pretty Lordings then?


  
    POLIXENES


    We were (faire Queene)

  


  Two Lads, that thought there was no more behind,


  But ſuch a day to morrow, as to day,


  And to be Boy eternall.


  
    HERMIONE


    Was not my Lord

  


  The veryer Wag o’th’two?


  
    POLIXENES


    We were as twyn’d Lambs, that did frisk i’th’Sun,

  


  And bleat the one at th’other: what we chang’d,


  Was Innocence, for Innocence: we knew not


  The Doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d


  That any did: Had we purſu’d that life,


  And our weake Spirits ne’re been higher rear’d


  With ſtronger blood, we ſhould haue anſwer’d Heauen


  Boldly, not guilty; the Impoſition clear’d,


  Hereditarie ours.


  
    HERMIONE


    By this we gather

  


  You haue tript ſince.


  
    POLIXENES


    O my moſt ſacred Lady,

  


  Temptations haue ſince then been borne to’s: for


  In thoſe vnfledg’d dayes, was my Wife a Girle;


  Your precious ſelfe had then not croſs’d the eyes


  Of my young Play-fellow.


  
    HERMIONE


    Grace to boot:

  


  Of this make no concluſion, leaſt you ſay


  Your Queene and I are Deuils: yet goe on,


  Th’offences we haue made you doe, wee’le anſwere,


  If you firſt ſinn’d with vs: and that with vs


  You did continue fault; and that you ſlipt not


  With any, but with vs.


  
    LEONTES


    Is he woon yet?

  


  
    HERMIONE


    Hee’le ſtay (my Lord.)

  


  
    LEONTES


    At my requeſt, he would not:

  


  Hermione (my deareſt) thou neuer ſpoak’ſt


  To better purpoſe.


  
    HERMIONE


    Neuer?

  


  
    LEONTES


    Neuer, but once.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    What? haue I twice ſaid well? when was’t before?

  


  I prethee tell me: cram’s with prayſe, and make’s


  As fat as tame things: One good deed, dying tongueleſſe,


  Slaughters a thouſand, wayting vpon that.


  Our prayſes are our Wages. You may ride’s


  With one ſoft Kiſſe a thouſand Furlongs, ere


  With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th’Goale:


  My laſt good deed, was to entreat his ſtay.


  What was my firſt? it ha’s an elder Siſter,


  Or I miſtake you: O, would her Name were Grace.


  But once before I ſpoke to th’purpoſe? when?


  Nay, let me haue’t: I long.


  
    LEONTES


    Why, that was when

  


  Three crabbed Moneths had ſowr’d themſelues to death,


  Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand:


  A clap thy ſelfe, my Loue; then didſt thou vtter,


  I am yours for euer.


  
    HERMIONE


    ’Tis Grace indeed.

  


  Why lo-you now; I haue ſpoke to th’purpoſe twice:


  The one, for euer earn’d a Royall Husband;


  Th’other, for ſome while a Friend.


  
    LEONTES


    Too hot, too hot:

  


  To mingle friendſhip farre, is mingling bloods.


  I haue Tremor Cordis on me: my heart daunces,


  But not for ioy; not ioy. This Entertainment


  May a free face put on: deriue a Libertie


  From Heartineſſe, from Bountie, fertile Boſome,


  And well become the Agent: ’t may; I graunt:


  But to be padling Palmes, and pinching Fingers,


  As now they are, and making practis’d Smiles


  As in a Looking-Glaſſe; and then to ſigh, as ’twere


  The Mort o’th’Deere: oh, that is entertainment


  My Boſome likes not, nor my Browes. Mamillius,


  Art thou my Boy?


  
    MAMILLIVS


    I, my good Lord.

  


  
    LEONTES


    I’fecks:

  


  Why that’s my Bawcock: what? has’t ſmutch’d thy Noſe?


  They ſay it is a Coppy out of mine. Come Captaine,


  We muſt be neat; not neat, but cleanly, Captaine:


  And yet the Steere, the Heycfer, and the Calfe,


  Are all call’d Neat. Still Virginalling


  Vpon his Palme? How now (you wanton Calfe)


  Art thou my Calfe?


  
    MAMILLIVS


    Yes, if you will (my Lord.)

  


  
    LEONTES


    Thou want’ſt a rough paſh, & the ſhoots that I haue

  


  To be full, like me: yet they ſay we are


  Almoſt as like as Egges; Women ſay ſo,


  (That will ſay any thing.) But were they falſe


  As o’re-dy’d Blacks, as Wind, as Waters; falſe


  As Dice are to be wiſh’d, by one that fixes


  No borne ’twixt his and mine; yet were it true,


  To ſay this Boy were like me. Come (Sir Page)


  Looke on me with your Welkin eye: ſweet Villaine,


  Moſt dear’ſt, my Collop: Can thy Dam, may’t be


  Affection? thy Intention ſtabs the Center.


  Thou do’ſt make poſſible things not ſo held,


  Communicat’ſt with Dreames (how can this be?)


  With what’s vnreall: thou coactiue art,


  And fellow’ſt nothing. Then ’tis very credent,


  Thou may’ſt co-ioyne with ſomething, and thou do’ſt,


  (And that beyond Commiſſion) and I find it,


  (And that to the infection of my Braines,


  And hardning of my Browes.)


  
    POLIXENES


    What meanes Sicilia?

  


  
    HERMIONE


    He ſomething ſeemes vnſetled.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    How? my Lord?

  


  
    LEONTES


    What cheere? how is’t with you, beſt Brother?

  


  
    HERMIONE


    You look as if you held a Brow of much diſtraction:

  


  Are you mou’d (my Lord?)


  
    LEONTES


    No, in good earneſt.

  


  How ſometimes Nature will betray it’s folly?


  It’s tenderneſſe? and make it ſelfe a Paſtime


  To harder boſomes? Looking on the Lynes


  Of my Boyes face, me thoughts I did requoyle


  Twentie three yeeres, and ſaw my ſelfe vn-breech’d,


  In my greene Veluet Coat; my Dagger muzzel’d,


  Leaſt it ſhould bite it’s Maſter, and ſo proue


  (As Ornaments oft do’s) too dangerous:


  How like (me thought) I then was to this Kernell,


  This Squaſh, this Gentleman. Mine honeſt Friend,


  Will you take Egges for Money?


  
    MAMILLIVS


    No (my Lord) Ile fight.

  


  
    LEONTES


    You will: why happy man be’s dole. My Brother

  


  Are you ſo fond of your young Prince, as we


  Doe ſeeme to be of ours?


  
    POLIXENES


    If at home (Sir)

  


  He’s all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter;


  Now my ſworne Friend, and then mine Enemy;


  My Paraſite, my Souldier: States-man; all:


  He makes a Iulyes day, ſhort as December,


  And with his varying child-neſſe, cures in me


  Thoughts, that would thick my blood.


  
    LEONTES


    So ſtands this Squire

  


  Offic’d with me: We two will walke (my Lord)


  And leaue you to your grauer ſteps. Hermione,


  How thou lou’ſt vs, ſhew in our Brothers welcome;


  Let what is deare in Sicily, be cheape:


  Next to thy ſelfe, and my young Rouer, he’s


  Apparant to my heart.


  
    HERMIONE


    If you would ſeeke vs,

  


  We are yours i’th’Garden: ſhall’s attend you there?


  
    LEONTES


    To your owne bents diſpoſe you: you’le be found,

  


  Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now,


  (Though you perceiue me not how I giue Lyne)


  Goe too, goe too.


  How ſhe holds vp the Neb? the Byll to him?


  And armes her with the boldneſſe of a Wife


  To her allowing Husband. Gone already,


  Ynch-thick, knee-deepe; ore head and eares a fork’d one.


  Goe play (Boy) play: thy Mother playes, and I


  Play too; but ſo diſgrac’d a part, whoſe iſſue


  Will hiſſe me to my Graue: Contempt and Clamor


  Will be my Knell. Goe play (Boy) play, there haue been


  (Or I am much deceiu’d) Cuckolds ere now,


  And many a man there is (euen at this preſent,


  Now, while I ſpeake this) holds his Wife by th’Arme,


  That little thinkes ſhe ha’s been ſluyc’d in’s abſence,


  And his Pond fiſh’d by his next Neighbor (by


  Sir Smile, his Neighbor:) nay, there’s comfort in’t,


  Whiles other men haue Gates, and thoſe Gates open’d


  (As mine) againſt their will. Should all deſpaire


  That haue reuolted Wiues, the tenth of Mankind


  Would hang themſelues. Phyſick for’t, there’s none:


  It is a bawdy Planet, that will ſtrike


  Where ’tis predominant; and ’tis powrefull: thinke it:


  From Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, be it concluded,


  No Barricado for a Belly. Know’t,


  It will let in and out the Enemy,


  With bag and baggage: many thouſand on’s


  Haue the Diſeaſe, and feele’t not. How now Boy?


  
    MAMILLIVS


    I am like you ſay.

  


  
    LEONTES


    Why, that’s ſome comfort.

  


  What? Camillo there?


  
    CAMILLO


    I, my good Lord.

  


  
    LEONTES


    Goe play (Mamillius ) thou’rt an honeſt man:

  


  Camillo, this great Sir will yet ſtay longer.


  
    CAMILLO


    You had much adoe to make his Anchor hold,

  


  When you caſt out, it ſtill came home.


  
    LEONTES


    Didſt note it?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    He would not ſtay at your Petitions, made

  


  His Buſineſſe more materiall.


  
    LEONTES


    Didſt perceiue it?

  


  They’re here with me already; whiſp’ring, rounding:


  Sicilia is a ſo-forth: ’tis farre gone,


  When I ſhall guſt it laſt. How cam’t (Camillo )


  That he did ſtay?


  
    CAMILLO


    At the good Queenes entreatie.

  


  
    LEONTES


    At the Queenes be’t: Good ſhould be pertinent,

  


  But ſo it is, it is not. Was this taken


  By any vnderſtanding Pate but thine?


  For thy Conceit is ſoaking, will draw in


  More then the common Blocks. Not noted, is’t,


  But of the finer Natures? by ſome Seueralls


  Of Head-peece extraordinarie? Lower Meſſes


  Perchance are to this Buſineſſe purblind? ſay.


  
    CAMILLO


    Buſineſſe, my Lord? I thinke moſt vnderſtand

  


  Bohemia ſtayes here longer.


  
    LEONTES


    Ha?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    Stayes here longer.

  


  
    LEONTES


    I, but why?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    To ſatiſfie your Highneſſe, and the Entreaties

  


  Of our moſt gracious Miſtreſſe.


  
    LEONTES


    Satiſfie?

  


  Th’entreaties of your Miſtreſſe? Satiſfie?


  Let that ſuffice. I haue truſted thee (Camillo )


  With all the neereſt things to my heart, as well


  My Chamber-Councels, wherein (Prieſt-like) thou


  Haſt cleans’d my Boſome: I, from thee departed


  Thy Penitent reform’d: but we haue been


  Deceiu’d in thy Integritie, deceiu’d


  In that which ſeemes ſo.


  
    CAMILLO


    Be it forbid (my Lord.)

  


  
    LEONTES


    To bide vpon’t: thou art not honeſt: or

  


  If thou inclin’ſt that way, thou art a Coward,


  Which hoxes honeſtie behind, reſtrayning


  From Courſe requir’d: or elſe thou muſt be counted


  A Seruant, grafted in my ſerious Truſt,


  And therein negligent: or elſe a Foole,


  That ſeeſt a Game play’d home, the rich Stake drawne,


  And tak’ſt it all for ieaſt.


  
    CAMILLO


    My gracious Lord,

  


  I may be negligent, fooliſh, and fearefull,


  In euery one of theſe, no man is free,


  But that his negligence, his folly, feare,


  Among the infinite doings of the World,


  Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord.)


  If euer I were wilfull-negligent,


  It was my folly: if induſtriouſly


  I play’d the Foole, it was my negligence,


  Not weighing well the end: if euer fearefull


  To doe a thing, where I the iſſue doubted,


  Whereof the execution did cry out


  Againſt the non-performance, ’twas a feare


  Which oft infects the wiſeſt: theſe (my Lord)


  Are ſuch allow’d Infirmities, that honeſtie


  Is neuer free of. But beſeech your Grace


  Be plainer with me, let me know my Treſpas


  By it’s owne viſage; if I then deny it,


  ’Tis none of mine.


  
    LEONTES


    Ha’not you ſeene Camillo?

  


  (But that’s paſt doubt: you haue, or your eye-glaſſe


  Is thicker then a Cuckolds Horne) or heard?


  (For to a Viſion ſo apparant, Rumor


  Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation


  Reſides not in that man, that do’s not thinke)


  My Wife is ſlipperie? If thou wilt confeſſe,


  Or elſe be impudently negatiue,


  To haue nor Eyes, nor Eares, nor Thought, then ſay


  My Wife’s a Holy-Horſe, deſerues a Name


  As ranke as any Flax-Wench, that puts to


  Before her troth-plight: ſay’t, and iuſtify’t.


  
    CAMILLO


    I would not be a ſtander-by, to heare

  


  My Soueraigne Miſtreſſe clouded ſo, without


  My preſent vengeance taken: ’ſhrew my heart,


  You neuer ſpoke what did become you leſſe


  Then this; which to reiterate, were ſin


  As deepe as that, though true.


  
    LEONTES


    Is whiſpering nothing?

  


  Is leaning Cheeke to Cheeke? is meating Noſes?


  Kiſſing with in-ſide Lip? ſtopping the Cariere


  Of Laughter, with a ſigh? (a Note infallible


  Of breaking Honeſtie) horſing foot on foot?


  Skulking in corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift?


  Houres, Minutes? Noone, Mid-night? and all Eyes


  Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs onely,


  That would vnſeene be wicked? Is this nothing?


  Why then the World, and all that’s in’t, is nothing,


  The couering Skie is nothing, Bohemia nothing,


  My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing haue theſe Nothings,


  If this be nothing.


  
    CAMILLO


    Good my Lord, be cur’d

  


  Of this diſeas’d Opinion, and betimes,


  For ’tis moſt dangerous.


  
    LEONTES


    Say it be, ’tis true.

  


  
    CAMILLO


    No, no, my Lord.

  


  
    LEONTES


    It is: you lye, you lye:

  


  I ſay thou lyeſt Camillo, and I hate thee,


  Pronounce thee a groſſe Lowt, a mindleſſe Slaue,


  Or elſe a houering Temporizer, that


  Canſt with thine eyes at once ſee good and euill,


  Inclining to them both: were my Wiues Liuer


  Infected (as her life) ſhe would not liue


  The running of one Glaſſe.


  
    CAMILLO


    Who do’s infect her?

  


  
    LEONTES


    Why he that weares her like her Medull, hanging

  


  About his neck (Bohemia ) who, if I


  Had Seruants true about me, that bare eyes


  To ſee alike mine Honor, as their Profits,


  (Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that


  Which ſhould vndoe more doing: I, and thou


  His Cup-bearer, whom I from meaner forme


  Haue Bench’d, and rear’d to Worſhip, who may’ſt ſee


  Plainely, as Heauen ſees Earth, and Earth ſees Heauen,


  How I am gall’d, might’ſt be-ſpice a Cup,


  To giue mine Enemy a laſting Winke:


  Which Draught to me, were cordiall.


  
    CAMILLO


    Sir (my Lord)

  


  I could doe this, and that with no raſh Potion,


  But with a lingring Dram, that ſhould not worke


  Maliciouſly, like Poyſon: But I cannot


  Beleeue this Crack to be in my dread Miſtreſſe


  (So ſoueraignely being Honorable.)


  I haue lou’d thee,


  
    LEONTES


    Make that thy queſtion, and goe rot:

  


  Do’ſt thinke I am ſo muddy, ſo vnſetled,


  To appoint my ſelfe in this vexation?


  Sully the puritie and whiteneſſe of my Sheetes


  (Which to preſerue, is Sleepe; which being ſpotted,


  Is Goades, Thornes, Nettles, Tayles of Waſpes)


  Giue ſcandall to the blood o’th’Prince, my Sonne,


  (Who I doe thinke is mine, and loue as mine)


  Without ripe mouing to’t? Would I doe this?


  Could man ſo blench?


  
    CAMILLO


    I muſt beleeue you (Sir)

  


  I doe, and will fetch off Bohemia for’t:


  Prouided, that when hee’s remou’d, your Highneſſe


  Will take againe your Queene, as yours at firſt,


  Euen for your Sonnes ſake, and thereby for ſealing


  The Iniurie of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdomes


  Knowne, and ally’d to yours.


  
    LEONTES


    Thou do’ſt aduiſe me,

  


  Euen ſo as I mine owne courſe haue ſet downe:


  Ile giue no blemiſh to her Honor, none.


  
    CAMILLO


    My Lord,

  


  Goe then; and with a countenance as cleare


  As Friendſhip weares at Feaſts, keepe with Bohemia,


  And with your Queene: I am his Cup-bearer,


  If from me he haue wholeſome Beueridge,


  Account me not your Seruant.


  
    LEONTES


    This is all:

  


  Do’t, and thou haſt the one halfe of my heart;


  Do’t not, thou ſplitt’ſt thine owne.


  
    CAMILLO


    Ile do’t, my Lord.

  


  
    LEONTES


    I wil ſeeme friendly, as thou haſt aduis’d me.

  


  Exit.


  
    CAMILLO


    O miſerable Lady. But for me,

  


  What caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the poyſoner


  Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do’t,


  Is the obedience to a Maſter; one,


  Who in Rebellion with himſelfe, will haue


  All that are his, ſo too. To doe this deed,


  Promotion followes: If I could find example


  Of thouſand’s that had ſtruck anoynted Kings,


  And flouriſh’d after, Il’d not do’t: But ſince


  Nor Braſſe, nor Stone, nor Parchment beares not one,


  Let Villanie it ſelfe forſwear’t. I muſt


  Forſake the Court: to do’t, or no, is certaine


  To me a breake-neck. Happy Starre raigne now,


  Here comes Bohemia.


  Enter Polixenes.


  
    POLIXENES


    This is ſtrange: Me thinkes

  


  My fauor here begins to warpe. Not ſpeake?


  Good day Camillo.


  
    CAMILLO


    Hayle moſt Royall Sir.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    What is the Newes i’th’Court?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    None rare (my Lord.)

  


  
    POLIXENES


    The King hath on him ſuch a countenance,

  


  As he had loſt ſome Prouince, and a Region


  Lou’d, as he loues himſelfe: euen now I met him


  With cuſtomarie complement, when hee


  Wafting his eyes to th’contrary, and falling


  A Lippe of much contempt, ſpeedes from me, and


  So leaues me, to conſider what is breeding,


  That changes thus his Manners.


  
    CAMILLO


    I dare not know (my Lord.)

  


  
    POLIXENES


    How, dare not? doe not? doe you know, and dare not?

  


  Be intelligent to me, ’tis thereabouts:


  For to your ſelfe, what you doe know, you muſt,


  And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good Camillo,


  Your chang’d complexions are to me a Mirror,


  Which ſhewes me mine chang’d too: for I muſt be


  A partie in this alteration, finding


  My ſelfe thus alter’d with’t.


  
    CAMILLO


    There is a ſickneſſe

  


  Which puts ſome of vs in diſtemper, but


  I cannot name the Diſeaſe, and it is caught


  Of you, that yet are well.


  
    POLIXENES


    How caught of me?

  


  Make me not ſighted like the Baſiliſque.


  I haue look’d on thouſands, who haue ſped the better


  By my regard, but kill’d none ſo: Camillo,


  As you are certainely a Gentleman, thereto


  Clerke-like experienc’d, which no leſſe adornes


  Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names,


  In whoſe ſucceſſe we are gentle: I beſeech you,


  If you know ought which do’s behoue my knowledge,


  Thereof to be inform’d, impriſon’t not


  In ignorant concealement.


  
    CAMILLO


    I may not anſwere.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    A Sickneſſe caught of me, and yet I well?

  


  I muſt be anſwer’d. Do’ſt thou heare Camillo,


  I coniure thee, by all the parts of man,


  Which Honor do’s acknowledge, whereof the leaſt


  Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare


  What incidencie thou do’ſt gheſſe of harme


  Is creeping toward me; how farre off, how neere,


  Which way to be preuented, if to be:


  If not, how beſt to beare it.


  
    CAMILLO


    Sir, I will tell you,

  


  Since I am charg’d in Honor, and by him


  That I thinke Honorable: therefore marke my counſaile,


  Which muſt be eu’n as ſwiftly followed, as


  I meane to vtter it; or both your ſelfe, and me,


  Cry loſt, and ſo good night.


  
    POLIXENES


    On, good Camillo.

  


  
    CAMILLO


    I am appointed him to murther you.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    By whom, Camillo?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    By the King.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    For what?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    He thinkes, nay with all confidence he ſweares,

  


  As he had ſeen’t, or beene an Inſtrument


  To vice you to’t, that you haue toucht his Queene


  Forbiddenly.


  
    POLIXENES


    Oh then, my beſt blood turne

  


  To an infected Gelly, and my Name


  Be yoak’d with his, that did betray the Beſt:


  Turne then my freſheſt Reputation to


  A ſauour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt Noſthrill


  Where I arriue, and my approch be ſhun’d,


  Nay hated too, worſe then the great’ſt Infection


  That ere was heard, or read.


  
    CAMILLO


    Sweare his thought ouer

  


  By each particular Starre in Heauen, and


  By all their Influences; you may as well


  Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone,


  As (or by Oath) remoue, or (Counſaile) ſhake


  The Fabrick of his Folly, whoſe foundation


  Is pyl’d vpon his Faith, and will continue


  The ſtanding of his Body.


  
    POLIXENES


    How ſhould this grow?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    I know not: but I am ſure ’tis ſafer to

  


  Auoid what’s growne, then queſtion how ’tis borne.


  If therefore you dare truſt my honeſtie,


  That lyes encloſed in this Trunke, which you


  Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night,


  Your Followers I will whiſper to the Buſineſſe,


  And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeuerall Poſternes,


  Cleare them o’th’Citie: For my ſelfe, Ile put


  My fortunes to your ſeruice (which are here


  By this diſcouerie loſt.) Be not vncertaine,


  For by the honor of my Parents, I


  Haue vttred Truth: which if you ſeeke to proue,


  I dare not ſtand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer,


  Then one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth:


  Thereon his Execution ſworne.


  
    POLIXENES


    I doe beleeue thee:

  


  I ſaw his heart in’s face. Giue me thy hand,


  Be Pilot to me, and thy places ſhall


  Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and


  My people did expect my hence departure


  Two dayes agoe. This Iealouſie


  Is for a precious Creature: as ſhee’s rare,


  Muſt it be great; and, as his Perſon’s mightie,


  Muſt it be violent: and, as he do’s conceiue,


  He is diſhonor’d by a man, which euer


  Profeſs’d to him: why his Reuenges muſt


  In that be made more bitter. Feare ore-ſhades me:


  Good Expedition be my friend, and comfort


  The gracious Queene, part of his Theame; but nothing


  Of his ill-ta’ne ſuſpition. Come Camillo,


  I will reſpect thee as a Father, if


  Thou bear’ſt my life off, hence: Let vs auoid.


  
    CAMILLO


    It is in mine authoritie to command

  


  The Keyes of all the Poſternes: Pleaſe your Highneſſe


  To take the vrgent houre. Come Sir, away.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Secundus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Hermione, Mamillius,
Ladies: Leontes, Antigonus, Lords.


  
    HERMIONE


    TAKE the Boy to you: he ſo troubles me,

  


  ’Tis paſt enduring.


  
    LADY


    Come (my gracious Lord)

  


  Shall I be your play-fellow?


  
    MAMILLIVS


    No, Ile none of you.

  


  
    LADY


    Why (my ſweet Lord?)

  


  
    MAMILLIVS


    You’le kiſſe me hard, and ſpeake to me, as if

  


  I were a Baby ſtill. I loue you better.


  
    2. LADY


    And why ſo (my Lord?)

  


  
    MAMILLIVS


    Not for becauſe

  


  Your Browes are blacker (yet black-browes they ſay


  Become ſome Women beſt, ſo that there be not


  Too much haire there, but in a Cemicircle,


  Or a halfe-Moone, made with a Pen.)


  
    2. LADY


    Who taught ’this?

  


  
    MAMILLIVS


    I learn’d it out of Womens faces: pray now,

  


  What colour are your eye-browes?


  
    LADY


    Blew (my Lord.)

  


  
    MAMILLIVS


    Nay, that’s a mock: I haue ſeene a Ladies Noſe

  


  That ha’s beene blew, but not her eye-browes.


  
    LADY


    Harke ye,

  


  The Queene (your Mother) rounds apace: we ſhall


  Preſent our ſeruices to a fine new Prince


  One of theſe dayes, and then youl’d wanton with vs,


  If we would haue you.


  
    2. LADY


    She is ſpread of late

  


  Into a goodly Bulke (good time encounter her.)


  
    HERMIONE


    What wiſdome ſtirs amongſt you? Come Sir, now

  


  I am for you againe: ’Pray you ſit by vs,


  And tell’s a Tale.


  
    MAMILLIVS


    Merry, or ſad, ſhal’t be?

  


  
    HERMIONE


    As merry as you will.

  


  
    MAMILLIVS


    A ſad Tale’s beſt for Winter:

  


  I haue one of Sprights, and Goblins.


  
    HERMIONE


    Let’s haue that (good Sir.)

  


  Come-on, ſit downe, come-on, and doe your beſt,


  To fright me with your Sprights: you’re powrefull at it.


  
    MAMILLIVS


    There was a man.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    Nay, come ſit downe: then on.

  


  
    MAMILLIVS


    Dwelt by a Church-yard: I will tell it ſoftly,

  


  Yond Crickets ſhall not heare it.


  
    HERMIONE


    Come on then, and giu’t me in mine eare.

  


  
    LEONTES


    Was hee met there? his Traine? Camillo with him?

  


  
    LORD


    Behind the tuft of Pines I met them, neuer

  


  Saw I men ſcowre ſo on their way: I eyed them


  Euen to their Ships.


  
    LEONTES


    How bleſt am I

  


  In my iuſt Cenſure? in my true Opinion?


  Alack, for leſſer knowledge, how accurs’d,


  In being ſo bleſt? There may be in the Cup


  A Spider ſteep’d, and one may drinke; depart,


  And yet partake no venome: (for his knowledge


  Is not infected) but if one preſent


  Th’abhor’d Ingredient to his eye, make knowne


  How he hath drunke, he cracks his gorge, his ſides


  With violent Hefts: I haue drunke, and ſeene the Spider.


  Camillo was his helpe in this, his Pandar:


  There is a Plot againſt my Life, my Crowne;


  All’s true that is miſtruſted: that falſe Villaine,


  Whom I employ’d, was pre-employ’d by him:


  He ha’s diſcouer’d my Deſigne, and I


  Remaine a pinch’d Thing; yea, a very Trick


  For them to play at will: how came the Poſternes


  So eaſily open?


  
    LORD


    By his great authority,

  


  Which often hath no leſſe preuail’d, then ſo,


  On your command.


  
    LEONTES


    I know’t too well.

  


  Giue me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurſe him:


  Though he do’s beare ſome ſignes of me, yet you


  Haue too much blood in him.


  
    HERMIONE


    What is this? Sport?

  


  
    LEONTES


    Beare the Boy hence, he ſhall not come about her,

  


  Away with him, and let her ſport her ſelfe


  With that ſhee’s big-with, for ’tis Polixenes


  Ha’s made thee ſwell thus.


  
    HERMIONE


    But Il’d ſay he had not;

  


  And Ile be ſworne you would beleeue my ſaying,


  How e’re you leane to th’Nay-ward.


  
    LEONTES


    You (my Lords)

  


  Looke on her, marke her well: be but about


  To ſay ſhe is a goodly Lady, and


  The iuſtice of your hearts will thereto adde


  ’Tis pitty ſhee’s not honeſt: Honorable;


  Prayſe her but for this her without-dore-Forme,


  (Which on my faith deſerues high ſpeech) and ſtraight


  The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, (theſe Petty-brands


  That Calumnie doth vſe; Oh, I am out,


  That Mercy do’s, for Calumnie will ſeare


  Vertue it ſelfe) theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum’s, and Ha’s,


  When you haue ſaid ſhee’s goodly, come betweene,


  Ere you can ſay ſhee’s honeſt: But be’t knowne


  (From him that ha’s moſt cauſe to grieue it ſhould be)


  Shee’s an Adultreſſe.


  
    HERMIONE


    Should a Villaine ſay ſo,

  


  (The moſt repleniſh’d Villaine in the World)


  He were as much more Villaine: you (my Lord)


  Doe but miſtake.


  
    LEONTES


    You haue miſtooke (my Lady)

  


  Polixenes for Leontes: O thou Thing,


  (Which Ile not call a Creature of thy place,


  Leaſt Barbariſme (making me the precedent)


  Should a like Language vſe to all degrees,


  And mannerly diſtinguiſhment leaue out,


  Betwixt the Prince and Begger:) I haue ſaid


  Shee’s an Adultreſſe, I haue ſaid with whom:


  More; ſhee’s a Traytor, and Camillo is


  A Federarie with her, and one that knowes


  What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know her ſelfe,


  But with her moſt vild Principall: that ſhee’s


  A Bed-ſwaruer, euen as bad as thoſe


  That Vulgars giue bold’ſt Titles; I, and priuy


  To this their late eſcape.


  
    HERMIONE


    No (by my life)

  


  Priuy to none of this: how will this grieue you,


  When you ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that


  You thus haue publiſh’d me? Gentle my Lord,


  You ſcarce can right me throughly, then, to ſay


  You did miſtake.


  
    LEONTES


    No: if I miſtake

  


  In thoſe Foundations which I build vpon,


  The Centre is not bigge enough to beare


  A Schoole-Boyes Top. Away with her, to Priſon:


  He who ſhall ſpeake for her, is a farre-off guiltie,


  But that he ſpeakes.


  
    HERMIONE


    There’s ſome ill Planet raignes:

  


  I muſt be patient, till the Heauens looke


  With an aſpect more fauorable. Good my Lords,


  I am not prone to weeping (as our Sex


  Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew


  Perchance ſhall dry your pitties: but I haue


  That honorable Griefe lodg’d here, which burnes


  Worſe then Teares drowne: ’beſeech you all (my Lords)


  With thoughts ſo qualified, as your Charities


  Shall beſt inſtruct you, meaſure me; and ſo


  The Kings will be perform’d.


  
    LEONTES


    Shall I be heard?

  


  
    HERMIONE


    Who is’t that goes with me? ’beſeech your Highnes

  


  My Women may be with me, for you ſee


  My plight requires it. Doe not weepe (good Fooles)


  There is no cauſe: When you ſhall know your Miſtris


  Ha’s deſeru’d Priſon, then abound in Teares,


  As I come out; this Action I now goe on,


  Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord)


  I neuer wiſh’d to ſee you ſorry, now


  I truſt I ſhall: my Women come, you haue leaue.


  
    LEONTES


    Goe, doe our bidding: hence.

  


  
    LORD


    Beſeech your Highneſſe call the Queene againe.

  


  
    ANTIGONVS


    Be certaine what you do (Sir) leaſt your Iuſtice

  


  Proue violence, in the which three great ones ſuffer,


  Your Selfe, your Queene, your Sonne.


  
    LORD


    For her (my Lord)

  


  I dare my life lay downe, and will do’t (Sir)


  Pleaſe you t’accept it, that the Queene is ſpotleſſe


  I’th’eyes of Heauen, and to you (I meane


  In this, which you accuſe her.)


  
    ANTIGONVS


    If it proue

  


  Shee’s otherwiſe, Ile keepe my Stables where


  I lodge my Wife, Ile goe in couples with her:


  Then when I feele, and ſee her, no farther truſt her:


  For euery ynch of Woman in the World,


  I, euery dram of Womans fleſh is falſe,


  If ſhe be.


  
    LEONTES


    Hold your peaces.

  


  
    LORD


    Good my Lord.

  


  
    ANTIGONVS


    It is for you we ſpeake, not for our ſelues:

  


  You are abus’d, and by ſome putter on,


  That will be damn’d for’t: would I knew the Villaine,


  I would Land-damne him: be ſhe honor-flaw’d,


  I haue three daughters: the eldeſt is eleuen;


  The ſecond, and the third, nine: and ſome fiue:


  If this proue true, they’l pay for’t. By mine Honor


  Ile gell’d em all: fourteene they ſhall not ſee


  To bring falſe generations: they are co-heyres,


  And I had rather glib my ſelfe, then they


  Should not produce faire iſſue.


  
    LEONTES


    Ceaſe, no more:

  


  You ſmell this buſineſſe with a ſence as cold


  As is a dead-mans noſe: but I do ſee’t, and feel’t,


  As you feele doing thus: and ſee withall


  The Inſtruments that feele.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    If it be ſo,

  


  We neede no graue to burie honeſty,


  There’s not a graine of it, the face to ſweeten


  Of the whole dungy-earth.


  
    LEONTES


    What? lacke I credit?

  


  
    LORD


    I had rather you did lacke then I (my Lord)

  


  Vpon this ground: and more it would content me


  To haue her Honor true, then your ſuſpition


  Be blam’d for’t how you might.


  
    LEONTES


    Why what neede we

  


  Commune with you of this? but rather follow


  Our forcefull inſtigation? Our prerogatiue


  Cals not your Counſailes, but our naturall goodneſſe


  Imparts this: which, if you, or ſtupified,


  Or ſeeming ſo, in skill, cannot, or will not


  Relliſh a truth, like vs: informe your ſelues,


  We neede no more of your aduice: the matter,


  The loſſe, the gaine, the ord’ring on’t,


  Is all properly ours.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    And I wiſh (my Liege)

  


  You had onely in your ſilent iudgement tride it,


  Without more ouerture.


  
    LEONTES


    How could that be?

  


  Either thou art moſt ignorant by age,


  Or thou wer’t borne a foole: Camillo’s flight


  Added to their Familiarity


  (Which was as groſſe, as euer touch’d coniecture,


  That lack’d ſight onely, nought for approbation


  But onely ſeeing, all other circumſtances


  Made vp to’th deed) doth puſh-on this proceeding.


  Yet, for a greater confirmation


  (For in an Acte of this importance, ’twere


  Moſt pitteous to be wilde) I haue diſpatch’d in poſt,


  To ſacred Delphos, to Appollo’s Temple,


  Cleomines and Dion, whom you know


  Of ſtuff’d-ſufficiency: Now, from the Oracle


  They will bring all, whoſe ſpirituall counſaile had


  Shall ſtop, or ſpurre me. Haue I done well?


  
    LORD


    Well done (my Lord.)

  


  
    LEONTES


    Though I am ſatiſfide, and neede no more

  


  Then what I know, yet ſhall the Oracle


  Giue reſt to th’mindes of others; ſuch as he


  Whoſe ignorant credulitie, will not


  Come vp to th’truth. So haue we thought it good


  From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be confinde,


  Leaſt that the treachery of the two, fled hence,


  Be left her to performe. Come follow vs,


  We are to ſpeake in publique: for this buſineſſe


  Will raiſe vs all.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    To laughter, as I take it,

  


  If the good truth, were knowne.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Paulina, a Gentleman,
Gaoler, Emilia.


  
    PAVLINA


    THE Keeper of the priſon, call to him:

  


  Let him haue knowledge who I am. Good Lady,


  No Court in Europe is too good for thee,


  What doſt thou then in priſon? Now good Sir,


  You know me, do you not?


  
    GAOLER


    For a worthy Lady,

  


  And one, who much I honour.


  
    PAVLINA


    Pray you then,

  


  Conduct me to the Queene.


  
    GAOLER


    I may not (Madam)

  


  To the contrary I haue expreſſe commandment.


  
    PAVLINA


    Here’s a-do, to locke vp honeſty & honour from

  


  Th’acceſſe of gentle viſitors. Is’t lawfull pray you


  To ſee her Women? Any of them? Emilia?


  
    GAOLER


    So pleaſe you (Madam)

  


  To put a-part theſe your attendants, I


  Shall bring Emilia forth.


  
    PAVLINA


    I pray now call her:

  


  With-draw your ſelues.


  
    GAOLER


    And Madam,

  


  I muſt be preſent at your Conference.


  
    PAVLINA


    Well: be’t ſo: prethee.

  


  Heere’s ſuch a-doe, to make no ſtaine, a ſtaine,


  As paſſes colouring. Deare Gentlewoman,


  How fares our gracious Lady?


  
    EMILIA


    As well as one ſo great, and ſo forlorne

  


  May hold together: On her frights, and greefes


  (Which neuer tender Lady hath borne greater)


  She is, ſomething before her time, deliuer’d.


  
    PAVLINA


    A boy?

  


  
    EMILIA


    A daughter, and a goodly babe,

  


  Luſty, and like to liue: the Queene receiues


  Much comfort in’t: Sayes, my poore priſoner,


  I am innocent as you,


  
    PAVLINA


    I dare be ſworne:

  


  Theſe dangerous, vnſafe Lunes i’th’King, beſhrew them:


  He muſt be told on’t, and he ſhall: the office


  Becomes a woman beſt. Ile take’t vpon me,


  If I proue hony-mouth’d, let my tongue bliſter.


  And neuer to my red-look’d Anger bee


  The Trumpet any more: pray you (Emilia )


  Commend my beſt obedience to the Queene,


  If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe,


  I’le ſhew’t the King, and vndertake to bee


  Her Aduocate to th’lowd’ſt. We do not know


  How he may ſoften at the ſight o’th’Childe:


  The ſilence often of pure innocence


  Perſwades, when ſpeaking failes.


  
    EMILIA


    Moſt worthy Madam,

  


  Your honor, and your goodneſſe is ſo euident,


  That your free vndertaking cannot miſſe


  A thriuing yſſue: there is no Lady liuing


  So meete for this great errand; pleaſe your Ladiſhip


  To viſit the next roome, Ile preſently


  Acquaint the Queene of your moſt noble offer,


  Who, but to day hammered of this deſigne,


  But durſt not tempt a miniſter of honour


  Leaſt ſhe ſhould be deny’d.


  
    PAVLINA


    Tell her (Emilia )

  


  Ile vſe that tongue I haue: If wit flow from’t


  As boldneſſe from my boſome, le’t not be doubted


  I ſhall do good,


  
    EMILIA


    Now be you bleſt for it.

  


  Ile to the Queene: pleaſe you come ſomething neerer.


  
    GAOLER


    Madam, if’t pleaſe the Queene to ſend the babe,

  


  I know not what I ſhall incurre, to paſſe it,


  Hauing no warrant.


  
    PAVLINA


    You neede not feare it (ſir)

  


  This Childe was priſoner to the wombe, and is


  By Law and proceſſe of great Nature, thence


  Free’d, and enfranchis’d, not a partie to


  The anger of the King, nor guilty of


  (If any be) the treſpaſſe of the Queene.


  
    GAOLER


    I do beleeue it.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Do not you feare: vpon mine honor, I

  


  Will ſtand betwixt you, and danger.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Leontes, Seruants, Paulina,
Antigonus, and Lords.


  
    LEONTES


    NOR night, nor day, no reſt: It is but weakneſſe

  


  To beare the matter thus: meere weakneſſe, if


  The cauſe were not in being: part o’th cauſe,


  She, th’Adultreſſe: for the harlot-King


  Is quite beyond mine Arme, out of the blanke


  And leuell of my braine: plot-proofe: but ſhee,


  I can hooke to me: ſay that ſhe were gone,


  Giuen to the fire, a moity of my reſt


  Might come to me againe. Whoſe there?


  
    SERVANT


    My Lord.

  


  
    LEONTES


    How do’s the boy?

  


  
    SERVANT


    He tooke good reſt to night: ’tis hop’d

  


  His ſickneſſe is diſcharg’d.


  
    LEONTES


    To ſee his Nobleneſſe,

  


  Conceyuing the diſhonour of his Mother.


  He ſtraight declin’d, droop’d, tooke it deeply,


  Faſten’d, and fix’d the ſhame on’t in himſelfe:


  Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleepe,


  And down-right languiſh’d. Leaue me ſolely: goe,


  See how he fares: Fie, fie, no thought of him,


  The very thought of my Reuenges that way


  Recoyle vpon me: in himſelfe too mightie,


  And in his parties, his Alliance; Let him be,


  Vntill a time may ſerue. For preſent vengeance


  Take it on her: Camillo, and Polixenes


  Laugh at me: make their paſtime at my ſorrow:


  They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor


  Shall ſhe, within my powre.


  Enter Paulina.


  
    LORD


    You muſt not enter.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Nay rather (good my Lords) be ſecond to me:

  


  Feare you his tyrannous paſſion more (alas)


  Then the Queenes life? A gracious innocent ſoule,


  More free, then he is iealous.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    That’s enough.

  


  
    SERVANT


    Madam; he hath not ſlept to night, commanded

  


  None ſhould come at him.


  
    PAVLINA


    Not ſo hot (good Sir)

  


  I come to bring him ſleepe. ’Tis ſuch as you


  That creepe like ſhadowes by him, and do ſighe


  At each his needleſſe heauings: ſuch as you


  Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. I


  Do come with words, as medicinall, as true;


  (Honeſt, as either;) to purge him of that humor,


  That preſſes him from ſleepe.


  
    LEONTES


    Who noyſe there, hoe?

  


  
    PAVLINA


    No noyſe (my Lord) but needfull conference,

  


  About ſome Goſſips for your Highneſſe.


  
    LEONTES


    How?

  


  Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonus,


  I charg’d thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me,


  I knew ſhe would.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    I told her ſo (my Lord)

  


  On your diſpleaſures perill, and on mine,


  She ſhould not viſit you.


  
    LEONTES


    What? canſt not rule her?

  


  
    PAVLINA


    From all diſhoneſtie he can: in this

  


  (Vnleſſe he take the courſe that you haue done)


  Commit me, for committing honor, truſt it,


  He ſhall not rule me:


  
    ANTIGONVS


    La-you now, you heare,

  


  When ſhe will take the raine, I let her run,


  But ſhee’l not ſtumble.


  
    PAVLINA


    Good my Liege, I come:

  


  And I beſeech you heare me, who profeſſes


  My ſelfe your loyall Seruant, your Phyſitian,


  Your moſt obedient Counſailor: yet that dares


  Leſſe appeare ſo, in comforting your Euilles,


  Then ſuch as moſt ſeeme yours. I ſay, I come


  From your good Queene.


  
    LEONTES


    Good Queene?

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Good Queene (my Lord) good Queene,

  


  I ſay good Queene,


  And would by combate, make her good ſo, were I


  A man, the worſt about you.


  
    LEONTES


    Force her hence.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes

  


  Firſt hand me: on mine owne accord, Ile off,


  But firſt, Ile do my errand. The good Queene


  (For ſhe is good) hath brought you forth a daughter,


  Heere ’tis. Commends it to your bleſſing.


  
    LEONTES


    Out:

  


  A mankinde Witch? Hence with her, out o’dore:


  A moſt intelligencing bawd.


  
    PAVLINA


    Not ſo:

  


  I am as ignorant in that, as you,


  In ſo entit’ling me: and no leſſe honeſt


  Then you are mad: which is enough, Ile warrant


  (As this world goes) to paſſe for honeſt:


  
    LEONTES


    Traitors;

  


  Will you not puſh her out? Giue her the Baſtard,


  Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr’d: vnrooſted


  By thy dame Partlet heere. Take vp the Baſtard,


  Take’t vp, I ſay: giue’t to thy Croane.


  
    PAVLINA


    For euer

  


  Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou


  Tak’ſt vp the Princeſſe, by that forced baſeneſſe


  Which he ha’s put vpon’t.


  
    LEONTES


    He dreads his Wife.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    So I would you did: then ’twere paſt all doubt

  


  Youl’d call your children, yours.


  
    LEONTES


    A neſt of Traitors.

  


  
    ANTIGONVS


    I am none, by this good light.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Nor I: nor any

  


  But one that’s heere: and that’s himſelfe: for he,


  The ſacred Honor of himſelfe, his Queenes,


  His hopefull Sonnes, his Babes, betrayes to Slander,


  Whoſe ſting is ſharper then the Swords; and will not


  (For as the caſe now ſtands, it is a Curſe


  He cannot be compell’d too’t) once remoue


  The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten,


  As euer Oake, or Stone was ſound.


  
    LEONTES


    A Callat

  


  Of boundleſſe tongue, who late hath beat her Husband,


  And now bayts me: This Brat is none of mine,


  It is the Iſſue of Polixenes.


  Hence with it, and together with the Dam,


  Commit them to the fire.


  
    PAVLINA


    It is yours:

  


  And might we lay th’old Prouerb to your charge,


  So like you, ’tis the worſe. Behold (my Lords)


  Although the Print be little, the whole Matter


  And Coppy of the Father: (Eye, Noſe, Lippe,


  The trick of’s Frowne, his Fore-head, nay, the Valley,


  The pretty dimples of his Chin, and Cheeke; his Smiles:


  The very Mold, and frame of Hand, Nayle, Finger.)


  And thou good Goddeſſe Nature, which haſt made it


  So like to him that got it, if thou haſt


  The ordering of the Mind too, ’mongſt all Colours


  No Yellow in’t, leaſt ſhe ſuſpect, as he do’s,


  Her Children, not her Husbands.


  
    LEONTES


    A groſſe Hagge:

  


  And Lozell, thou art worthy to be hang’d,


  That wilt not ſtay her Tongue.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    Hang all the Husbands

  


  That cannot doe that Feat, you’le leaue your ſelfe


  Hardly one Subiect.


  
    LEONTES


    Once more take her hence.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    A moſt vnworthy, and vnnaturall Lord

  


  Can doe no more.


  
    LEONTES


    Ile ha’thee burnt.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    I care not:

  


  It is an Heretique that makes the fire,


  Not ſhe which burnes in’t. Ile not call you Tyrant:


  But this moſt cruell vſage of your Queene


  (Not able to produce more accuſation


  Then your owne weake-hindg’d Fancy) ſomething ſauors


  Of Tyrannie, and will ignoble make you,


  Yea, ſcandalous to the World.


  
    LEONTES


    On your Allegeance,

  


  Out of the Chamber with her. Were I a Tyrant,


  Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call me ſo,


  If ſhe did know me one. Away with her.


  
    PAVLINA


    I pray you doe not puſh me, Ile be gone.

  


  Looke to your Babe (my Lord) ’tis yours: Ioue ſend her


  A better guiding Spirit. What needs theſe hands?


  You that are thus ſo tender o’re his Follyes,


  Will neuer doe him good, not one of you.


  So, ſo: Farewell, we are gone.


  Exit.


  
    LEONTES


    Thou (Traytor) haſt ſet on thy Wife to this.

  


  My Child? away with’t? euen thou, that haſt


  A heart ſo tender o’re it, take it hence,


  And ſee it inſtantly conſum’d with fire.


  Euen thou, and none but thou. Take it vp ſtraight:


  Within this houre bring me word ’tis done,


  (And by good teſtimonie) or Ile ſeize thy life,


  With what thou elſe call’ſt thine: if thou refuſe,


  And wilt encounter with my Wrath, ſay ſo;


  The Baſtard-braynes with theſe my proper hands


  Shall I daſh out. Goe, take it to the fire,


  For thou ſett’ſt on thy Wife.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    I did not, Sir:

  


  Theſe Lords, my Noble Fellowes, if they pleaſe,


  Can cleare me in’t.


  
    LORDS


    We can: my Royall Liege,

  


  He is not guiltie of her comming hither.


  
    LEONTES


    You’re lyers all.

  


  
    LORD


    Beſeech your Highneſſe, giue vs better credit:

  


  We haue alwayes truly ſeru’d you, and beſeech’


  So to eſteeme of vs: and on our knees we begge,


  (As recompence of our deare ſeruices


  Paſt, and to come) that you doe change this purpoſe,


  Which being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, muſt


  Lead on to ſome foule Iſſue. We all kneele.


  
    LEONTES


    I am a Feather for each Wind that blows:

  


  Shall I liue on, to ſee this Baſtard kneele,


  And call me Father? better burne it now,


  Then curſe it then. But be it: let it liue.


  It ſhall not neyther. You Sir, come you hither:


  You that haue beene ſo tenderly officious


  With Lady Margerie, your Mid-wife there,


  To ſaue this Baſtards life; for ’tis a Baſtard,


  So ſure as this Beard’s gray. What will you aduenture,


  To ſaue this Brats life?


  
    ANTIGONVS


    Any thing (my Lord)

  


  That my abilitie may vndergoe,


  And Nobleneſſe impoſe: at leaſt thus much;


  Ile pawne the little blood which I haue left,


  To ſaue the Innocent: any thing poſſible.


  
    LEONTES


    It ſhall be poſſible: Sweare by this Sword

  


  Thou wilt performe my bidding.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    I will (my Lord.)

  


  
    LEONTES


    Marke, and performe it: ſeeſt thou? for the faile

  


  Of any point in’t, ſhall not onely be


  Death to thy ſelfe, but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wife,


  (Whom for this time we pardon) We enioyne thee,


  As thou art Liege-man to vs, that thou carry


  This female Baſtard hence, and that thou beare it


  To ſome remote and deſart place, quite out


  Of our Dominions; and that there thou leaue it


  (Without more mercy) to it owne protection,


  And fauour of the Climate: as by ſtrange fortune


  It came to vs, I doe in Iuſtice charge thee,


  On thy Soules perill, and thy Bodyes torture,


  That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place,


  Where Chance may nurſe, or end it: take it vp.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    I ſweare to doe this: though a preſent death

  


  Had beene more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe)


  Some powerfull Spirit inſtruct the Kytes and Rauens


  To be thy Nurſes. Wolues and Beares, they ſay,


  (Caſting their ſauageneſſe aſide) haue done


  Like offices of Pitty. Sir, be proſperous


  In more then this deed do’s require; and Bleſſing


  Againſt this Crueltie, fight on thy ſide


  (Poore Thing, condemn’d to loſſe.)


  Exit.


  
    LEONTES


    No: Ile not reare

  


  Anothers Iſſue.


  Enter a Seruant.


  
    SERVANT


    Pleaſe’your Highneſſe, Poſts

  


  From thoſe you ſent to th’Oracle, are come


  An houre ſince: Cleomines and Dion,


  Being well arriu’d from Delphos, are both landed,


  Haſting to th’Court.


  
    LORD


    So pleaſe you (Sir) their ſpeed

  


  Hath beene beyond accompt.


  
    LEONTES


    Twentie three dayes

  


  They haue beene abſent: ’tis good ſpeed: fore-tells


  The great Apollo ſuddenly will haue


  The truth of this appeare: Prepare you Lords,


  Summon a Seſſion, that we may arraigne


  Our moſt diſloyall Lady: for as ſhe hath


  Been publikely accus’d, ſo ſhall ſhe haue


  A iuſt and open Triall. While ſhe liues,


  My heart will be a burthen to me. Leaue me,


  And thinke vpon my bidding.


  Exeunt.


  [image: ornament]


  Actus Tertius.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Cleomines and Dion.


  
    CLEOMINES


    THE Clymat’s delicate, the Ayre moſt ſweet,

  


  Fertile the Iſle, the Temple much ſurpaſſing


  The common prayſe it beares.


  
    DION


    I ſhall report,

  


  For moſt it caught me, the Celeſtiall Habits,


  (Me thinkes I ſo ſhould terme them) and the reuerence


  Of the graue Wearers. O, the Sacrifice,


  How ceremonious, ſolemne, and vn-earthly


  It was i’th’Offring?


  
    CLEOMINES


    But of all, the burſt

  


  And the eare-deaff’ning Voyce o’th’Oracle,


  Kin to Ioues Thunder, ſo ſurpriz’d my Sence,


  That I was nothing.


  
    DION


    If th’euent o’th’Iourney

  


  Proue as ſucceſſefull to the Queene (O be’t ſo)


  As it hath beene to vs, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedie,


  The time is worth the vſe on’t.


  
    CLEOMINES


    Great Apollo

  


  Turne all to th’beſt: theſe Proclamations,


  So forcing faults vpon Hermione,


  I little like.


  
    DION


    The violent carriage of it

  


  Will cleare, or end the Buſineſſe, when the Oracle


  (Thus by Apollo’s great Diuine ſeal’d vp)


  Shall the Contents diſcouer: ſomething rare


  Euen then will ruſh to knowledge. Goe: freſh Horſes,


  And gracious be the iſſue.


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Leontes, Lords,
Officers: Hermione (as to her Triall)
Ladies: Cleomines, Dion.


  
    LEONTES


    THIS Seſſions (to our great griefe we pronounce)

  


  Euen puſhes ’gainſt our heart. The partie try’d,


  The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one


  Of vs too much belou’d. Let vs be clear’d


  Of being tyrannous, ſince we ſo openly


  Proceed in Iuſtice, which ſhall haue due courſe,


  Euen to the Guilt, or the Purgation:


  Produce the Priſoner.


  
    OFFICER


    It is his Highneſſe pleaſure, that the Queene

  


  Appeare in perſon, here in Court. Silence.


  
    LEONTES


    Reade the Indictment.

  


  OFFICER


  Hermione, Queene to the worthy Leontes, King of Sicilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned of High Treaſon, in committing Adultery with Polixenes King of Bohemia, and conſpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of our Soueraigne Lord the King, thy Royall Husband: the pretence whereof being by circumſtances partly layd open, thou (Hermione) contrary to the Faith and Allegeance of a true Subiect, didſt counſaile and ayde them, for their better ſafetie, to flye away by Night.


  
    HERMIONE


    Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that

  


  Which contradicts my Accuſation, and


  The teſtimonie on my part, no other


  But what comes from my ſelfe, it ſhall ſcarce boot me


  To ſay, Not guiltie: mine Integritie


  Being counted Falſehood, ſhall (as I expreſſe it)


  Be ſo receiu’d. But thus, if Powres Diuine


  Behold our humane Actions (as they doe)


  I doubt not then, but Innocence ſhall make


  Falſe Accuſation bluſh, and Tyrannie


  Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord) beſt know


  (Whom leaſt will ſeeme to doe ſo) my paſt life


  Hath beene as continent, as chaſte, as true,


  As I am now vnhappy; which is more


  Then Hiſtorie can patterne, though deuis’d,


  And play’d, to take Spectators. For behold me,


  A Fellow of the Royall Bed, which owe


  A Moitie of the Throne: a great Kings Daughter,


  The Mother to a hopefull Prince, here ſtanding


  To prate and talke for Life, and Honor, fore


  Who pleaſe to come, and heare. For Life, I prize it


  As I weigh Griefe (which I would ſpare:) For Honor,


  ’Tis a deriuatiue from me to mine,


  And onely that I ſtand for. I appeale


  To your owne Conſcience (Sir) before Polixenes


  Came to your Court, how I was in your grace,


  How merited to be ſo: Since he came,


  With what encounter ſo vncurrant, I


  Haue ſtrayn’d t’appeare thus; if one iot beyond


  The bound of Honor, or in act, or will


  That way enclining, hardned be the hearts


  Of all that heare me, and my neer’ſt of Kin


  Cry fie vpon my Graue.


  
    LEONTES


    I ne’re heard yet,

  


  That any of theſe bolder Vices wanted


  Leſſe Impudence to gaine-ſay what they did,


  Then to performe it firſt.


  
    HERMIONE


    That’s true enough,

  


  Though ’tis a ſaying (Sir) not due to me.


  
    LEONTES


    You will not owne it.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    More then Miſtreſſe of,

  


  Which comes to me in name of Fault, I muſt not


  At all acknowledge. For Polixenes


  (With whom I am accus’d) I doe confeſſe


  I lou’d him, as in Honor he requir’d:


  With ſuch a kind of Loue, as might become


  A Lady like me; with a Loue, euen ſuch,


  So, and no other, as your ſelfe commanded:


  Which, not to haue done, I thinke had been in me


  Both Diſobedience, and Ingratitude


  To you, and toward your Friend, whoſe Loue had ſpoke,


  Euen ſince it could ſpeake, from an Infant, freely,


  That it was yours. Now for Conſpiracie,


  I know not how it taſtes, though it be diſh’d


  For me to try how: All I know of it,


  Is, that Camillo was an honeſt man;


  And why he left your Court, the Gods themſelues


  (Wotting no more then I) are ignorant.


  
    LEONTES


    You knew of his departure, as you know

  


  What you haue vnderta’ne to doe in’s abſence.


  
    HERMIONE


    Sir,

  


  You ſpeake a Language that I vnderſtand not:


  My Life ſtands in the leuell of your Dreames,


  Which Ile lay downe.


  
    LEONTES


    Your Actions are my Dreames.

  


  You had a Baſtard by Polixenes,


  And I but dream’d it: As you were paſt all ſhame,


  (Thoſe of your Fact are ſo) ſo paſt all truth;


  Which to deny, concernes more then auailes: for as


  Thy Brat hath been caſt out, like to it ſelfe,


  No Father owning it (which is indeed


  More criminall in thee, then it) ſo thou


  Shalt feele our Iuſtice; in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage,


  Looke for no leſſe then death.


  
    HERMIONE


    Sir, ſpare your Threats:

  


  The Bugge which you would fright me with, I ſeeke:


  To me can Life be no commoditie;


  The crowne and comfort of my Life (your Fauor)


  I doe giue loſt, for I doe feele it gone,


  But know not how it went. My ſecond Ioy,


  And firſt Fruits of my body, from his preſence


  I am bar’d, like one infectious. My third comfort


  (Star’d moſt vnluckily) is from my breaſt


  (The innocent milke in it moſt innocent mouth)


  Hal’d out to murther. My ſelfe on euery Poſt


  Proclaym’d a Strumpet: With immodeſt hatred


  The Child-bed priuiledge deny’d, which longs


  To Women of all faſhion. Laſtly, hurried


  Here, to this place, i’th’open ayre, before


  I haue got ſtrength of limit. Now (my Liege)


  Tell me what bleſſings I haue here aliue,


  That I ſhould feare to die? Therefore proceed:


  But yet heare this: miſtake me not: no Life,


  (I prize it not a ſtraw) but for mine Honor,


  Which I would free: if I ſhall be condemn’d


  Vpon ſurmizes (all proofes ſleeping elſe,


  But what your Iealouſies awake) I tell you


  ’Tis Rigor, and not Law. Your Honors all,


  I doe referre me to the Oracle:


  Apollo be my Iudge.


  
    LORD


    This your requeſt

  


  Is altogether iuſt: therefore bring forth


  (And in Apollo’s Name) his Oracle.


  
    HERMIONE


    The Emperor of Ruſſia was my Father.

  


  Oh that he were aliue, and here beholding


  His Daughters Tryall: that he did but ſee


  The flatneſſe of my miſerie; yet with eyes


  Of Pitty, not Reuenge.


  
    OFFICER


    You here ſhal ſweare vpon this Sword of Iuſtice,

  


  That you (Cleomines and Dion ) haue


  Been both at Delphos, and from thence haue brought


  This ſeal’d-vp Oracle, by the Hand deliuer’d


  Of great Apollo’s Prieſt; and that ſince then,


  You haue not dar’d to breake the holy Seale,


  Nor read the Secrets in’t.


  
    CLEOMINES & DION


    All this we ſweare.

  


  
    LEONTES


    Breake vp the Seales, and read.

  


  OFFICER


  Hermione is chaſt, Polixenes blameleſſe, Camillo a true Subiect, Leontes a iealous Tyrant, his innocent Babe truly begotten, and the King ſhall liue without an Heire, if that which is loſt, be not found.


  
    LORDS


    Now bleſſed be the great Apollo.

  


  
    HERMIONE


    Prayſed.

  


  
    LEONTES


    Haſt thou read truth?

  


  
    OFFICER


    I (my Lord) euen ſo as it is here ſet downe.

  


  
    LEONTES


    There is no truth at all i’th’Oracle:

  


  The Seſſions ſhall proceed: this is meere falſehood.


  
    SERVANT


    My Lord the King: the King?

  


  
    LEONTES


    What is the buſineſſe?

  


  
    SERVANT


    O Sir, I ſhall be hated to report it.

  


  The Prince your Sonne, with meere conceit, and feare


  Of the Queenes ſpeed, is gone.


  
    LEONTES


    How? gone?

  


  
    SERVANT


    Is dead.

  


  
    LEONTES


    Apollo’s angry, and the Heauens themſelues

  


  Doe ſtrike at my Iniuſtice. How now there?


  
    PAVLINA


    This newes is mortall to the Queene: Look downe

  


  And ſee what Death is doing.


  
    LEONTES


    Take her hence:

  


  Her heart is but o’re-charg’d: ſhe will recouer.


  I haue too much beleeu’d mine owne ſuſpition:


  ’Beſeech you tenderly apply to her


  Some remedies for life. Apollo pardon


  My great prophaneneſſe ’gainſt thine Oracle.


  Ile reconcile me to Polixenes,


  New woe my Queene, recall the good Camillo


  (Whom I proclaime a man of Truth, of Mercy:)


  For being tranſported by my Iealouſies


  To bloody thoughts, and to reuenge, I choſe


  Camillo for the miniſter, to poyſon


  My friend Polixenes: which had been done,


  But that the good mind of Camillo tardied


  My ſwift command: though I with Death, and with


  Reward, did threaten and encourage him,


  Not doing it, and being done: he (moſt humane,


  And fill’d with Honor) to my Kingly Gueſt


  Vnclaſp’d my practiſe, quit his fortunes here


  (Which you knew great) and to the hazard


  Of all Incertainties, himſelfe commended,


  No richer then his Honor: How he gliſters


  Through my Ruſt? and how his Pietie


  Do’s my deeds make the blacker?


  
    PAVLINA


    Woe the while:

  


  O cut my Lace, leaſt my heart (cracking it)


  Breake too.


  
    LORD


    What fit is this? good Lady?

  


  
    PAVLINA


    What ſtudied torments (Tyrant) haſt for me?

  


  What Wheeles? Racks? Fires? What flaying? boyling?


  In Leads, or Oyles? What old, or newer Torture


  Muſt I receiue? whoſe euery word deſerues


  To taſte of thy moſt worſt. Thy Tyranny


  (Together working with thy Iealouſies,


  Fancies too weake for Boyes, too greene and idle


  For Girles of Nine) O thinke what they haue done,


  And then run mad indeed: ſtarke-mad: for all


  Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices of it.


  That thou betrayed’ſt Polixenes, ’twas nothing,


  (That did but ſhew thee, of a Foole, inconſtant,


  And damnable ingratefull:) Nor was’t much.


  Thou would’ſt haue poyſon’d good Camillo’s Honor,


  To haue him kill a King: poore Treſpaſſes,


  More monſtrous ſtanding by: whereof I reckon


  The caſting forth to Crowes, thy Baby-daughter,


  To be or none, or little; though a Deuill


  Would haue ſhed water out of fire, ere don’t;


  Nor is’t directly layd to thee, the death


  Of the young Prince, whoſe honorable thoughts


  (Thoughts high for one ſo tender) cleft the heart


  That could conceiue a groſſe and fooliſh Sire


  Blemiſh’d his gracious Dam: this is not, no,


  Layd to thy anſwere: but the laſt: O Lords,


  When I haue ſaid, cry woe: the Queene, the Queene,


  The ſweet’ſt, deer’ſt creature’s dead: & vengeance for’t


  Not drop’d downe yet.


  
    LORD


    The higher powres forbid.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    I ſay ſhe’s dead: Ile ſwear’t. If word, nor oath

  


  Preuaile not, go and ſee: if you can bring


  Tincture, or luſtre in her lip, her eye


  Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ſerue you


  As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant,


  Do not repent theſe things, for they are heauier


  Then all thy woes can ſtirre: therefore betake thee


  To nothing but diſpaire. A thouſand knees,


  Ten thouſand yeares together, naked, faſting,


  Vpon a barren Mountaine, and ſtill Winter


  In ſtorme perpetuall, could not moue the Gods


  To looke that way thou wer’t.


  
    LEONTES


    Go on, go on:

  


  Thou canſt not ſpeake too much, I haue deſeru’d


  All tongues to talke their bittreſt.


  
    LORD


    Say no more;

  


  How ere the buſineſſe goes, you haue made fault


  I’th boldneſſe of your ſpeech.


  
    PAVLINA


    I am ſorry for’t;

  


  All faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them,


  I do repent: Alas, I haue ſhew’d too much


  The raſhneſſe of a woman: he is toucht


  To th’Noble heart. What’s gone, and what’s paſt helpe


  Should be paſt greefe: Do not receiue affliction


  At my petition; I beſeech you, rather


  Let me be puniſh’d, that haue minded you


  Of what you ſhould forget. Now (good my Liege)


  Sir, Royall Sir, forgiue a fooliſh woman:


  The loue I bore your Queene (Lo, foole againe)


  Ile ſpeake of her no more, nor of your Children:


  Ile not remember you of my owne Lord,


  (Who is loſt too:) take your patience to you,


  And Ile ſay nothing.


  
    LEONTES


    Thou didſt ſpeake but well,

  


  When moſt the truth: which I receyue much better,


  Then to be pittied of thee. Prethee bring me


  To the dead bodies of my Queene, and Sonne,


  One graue ſhall be for both: Vpon them ſhall


  The cauſes of their death appeare (vnto


  Our ſhame perpetuall) once a day, Ile viſit


  The Chappell where they lye, and teares ſhed there


  Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature


  Will beare vp with this exerciſe, ſo long


  I dayly vow to vſe it. Come, and leade me


  To theſe ſorrowes.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Antigonus, a Marriner,
Babe, Sheepe-heard, and Clowne.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    THOV art perfect then, our ſhip hath toucht vpon

  


  The Deſarts of Bohemia.


  
    MARRINER


    I (my Lord) and feare

  


  We haue Landed in ill time: the skies looke grimly,


  And threaten preſent bluſters. In my conſcience


  The heauens with that we haue in hand, are angry,


  And frowne vpon’s.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    Their ſacred wil’s be done: go get a-boord,

  


  Looke to thy barke, Ile not be long before


  I call vpon thee.


  
    MARRINER


    Make your beſt haſte, and go not

  


  Too-farre i’th Land: ’tis like to be lowd weather,


  Beſides this place is famous for the Creatures


  Of prey, that keepe vpon’t.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    Go thou away,

  


  Ile follow inſtantly.


  
    MARRINER


    I am glad at heart

  


  To be ſo ridde o’th buſineſſe.


  Exit.


  
    ANTIGONVS


    Come, poore babe;

  


  I haue heard (but not beleeu’d) the Spirits o’th’dead


  May walke againe: if ſuch thing be, thy Mother


  Appear’d to me laſt night: for ne’re was dreame


  So like a waking. To me comes a creature,


  Sometimes her head on one ſide, ſome another,


  I neuer ſaw a veſſell of like ſorrow


  So fill’d, and ſo becomming: in pure white Robes


  Like very ſanctity ſhe did approach


  My Cabine where I lay: thrice bow’d before me,


  And (gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech) her eyes


  Became two ſpouts; the furie ſpent, anon


  Did this breake from her. Good Antigonus,


  Since Fate (againſt thy better diſpoſition)


  Hath made thy perſon for the Thrower-out


  Of my poore babe, according to thine oath,


  Places remote enough are in Bohemia,


  There weepe, and leaue it crying: and for the babe


  Is counted loſt for euer, Perdita


  I prethee call’t: For this vngentle buſineſſe


  Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’re ſhalt ſee


  Thy Wife Paulina more: and ſo, with ſhriekes


  She melted into Ayre. Affrighted much,


  I did in time collect my ſelfe, and thought


  This was ſo, and no ſlumber: Dreames, are toyes,


  Yet for this once, yea ſuperſtitiouſly,


  I will be ſquar’d by this. I do beleeue


  Hermione hath ſuffer’d death, and that


  Apollo would (this being indeede the iſſue


  Of King Polixenes ) it ſhould heere be laide


  (Either for life, or death) vpon the earth


  Of it’s right Father. Bloſſome, ſpeed thee well,


  There lye, and there thy charracter: there theſe,


  Which may if Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee (pretty)


  And ſtill reſt thine. The ſtorme beginnes, poore wretch,


  That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos’d


  To loſſe, and what may follow. Weepe I cannot,


  But my heart bleedes: and moſt accurſt am I


  To be by oath enioyn’d to this. Farewell,


  The day frownes more and more: thou’rt like to haue


  A lullabie too rough: I neuer ſaw


  The heauens ſo dim, by day. A ſauage clamor?


  Well may I get a-boord: This is the Chace,


  I am gone for euer.


  Exit purſued by a Beare.


  SHEEPE-HEARD


  I would there were no age betweene ten and three and twenty, or that youth would ſleep out the reſt: for there is nothing (in the betweene) but getting wenches with childe, wronging the Auncientry, ſtealing, fighting, hearke you now: would any but theſe boylde- braines of nineteene, and two and twenty hunt this weather? They haue ſcarr’d away two of my beſt Sheepe, which I feare the Wolfe will ſooner finde then the Maiſter; if any where I haue them, ’tis by the ſea-ſide, brouzing of Iuy. Good-lucke (and’t be thy will) what haue we heere? Mercy on’s, a Barne? A very pretty barne; A boy, or a Childe I wonder? (A pretty one, a verie prettie one) ſure ſome Scape; Though I am not bookiſh, yet I can reade Waiting-Gentlewoman in the ſcape: this has beene ſome ſtaire-worke, ſome Trunke-worke, ſome behinde-doore worke: they were warmer that got this, then the poore Thing is heere. Ile take it vp for pity, yet Ile tarry till my ſonne come: he hallow’d but euen now. Whoa-ho-hoa.


  Enter Clowne.


  
    CLOWNE


    Hilloa, loa.

  


  SHEEPE-HEARD


  What? art ſo neere? If thou’lt ſee a thing to talke on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither: what ayl’ſt thou, man?


  CLOWNE


  I haue ſeene two ſuch ſights, by Sea & by Land: but I am not to ſay it is a Sea, for it is now the skie, betwixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins point.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Why boy, how is it?

  


  CLOWNE


  I would you did but ſee how it chafes, how it rages, how it takes vp the ſhore, but that’s not to the point: Oh, the moſt pitteous cry of the poore ſoules, ſometimes to ſee ’em, and not to ſee ’em: Now the Shippe boaring the Moone with her maine Maſt, and anon ſwallowed with yeſt and froth, as you’ld thruſt a Corke into a hogs-head. And then for the Land-ſeruice, to ſee how the Beare tore out his ſhoulder-bone, how he cride to mee for helpe, and ſaid his name was Antigonus, a Nobleman: But to make an end of the Ship, to ſee how the Sea flap-dragon’d it: but firſt, how the poore ſoules roared, and the ſea mock’d them: and how the poore Gentleman roared, and the Beare mock’d him, both roaring lowder then the ſea, or weather.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Name of mercy, when was this boy?

  


  CLOWNE


  Now, now: I haue not wink’d ſince I ſaw theſe ſights: the men are not yet cold vnder water, nor the Beare halfe din’d on the Gentleman: he’s at it now.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Would I had bin by, to haue help’d the olde man.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    I would you had beene by the ſhip ſide, to haue help’d her; there your charity would haue lack’d footing.

  


  SHEEPE-HEARD


  Heauy matters, heauy matters: but looke thee heere boy. Now bleſſe thy ſelfe: thou met’ſt with things dying, I with things new borne. Here’s a ſight for thee: Looke thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires childe: looke thee heere, take vp, take vp (Boy:) open’t: ſo, let’s ſee, it was told me I ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This is ſome Changeling: open’t: what’s within, boy?


  
    CLOWNE


    You’re a mad olde man: If the ſinnes of your youth are forgiuen you, you’re well to liue. Golde, all Gold.

  


  SHEEPE-HEARD


  This is Faiery Gold boy, and ’twill proue ſo: vp with’t, keepe it cloſe: home, home, the next way. We are luckie (boy) and to bee ſo ſtill requires nothing but ſecrecie. Let my ſheepe go: Come (good boy) the next way home.


  CLOWNE


  Go you the next way with your Findings, Ile go ſee if the Beare bee gone from the Gentleman, and how much he hath eaten: they are neuer curſt but when they are hungry: if there be any of him left, Ile bury it.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    That’s a good deed: if thou mayeſt diſcerne by that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th’ſight of him.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    ’Marry will I: and you ſhall helpe to put him i’th’ground.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    ’Tis a lucky day, boy, and wee’l do good deeds on’t.

  


  Exeunt.


  [image: ornament]


  Actus Quartus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Time, the Chorus.


  
    TIME


    I that pleaſe ſome, try all: both ioy and terror

  


  Of good, and bad: that makes, and vnfolds error,


  Now take vpon me (in the name of Time)


  To vſe my wings: Impute it not a crime


  To me, or my ſwift paſſage, that I ſlide


  Ore ſixteene yeeres, and leaue the growth vntride


  Of that wide gap, ſince it is in my powre


  To orethrow Law, and in one ſelfe-borne howre


  To plant, and ore-whelme Cuſtome. Let me paſſe


  The ſame I am, ere ancient’ſt Order was,


  Or what is now receiu’d. I witneſſe to


  The times that brought them in, ſo ſhall I do


  To th’freſheſt things now reigning, and make ſtale


  The gliſtering of this preſent, as my Tale


  Now ſeemes to it: your patience this allowing,


  I turne my glaſſe, and giue my Scene ſuch growing


  As you had ſlept betweene: Leontes leauing


  Th’effects of his fond iealouſies, ſo greeuing


  That he ſhuts vp himſelfe. Imagine me


  (Gentle Spectators) that I now may be


  In faire Bohemia, and remember well,


  I mentioned a ſonne o’th’Kings, which Florizell


  I now name to you: and with ſpeed ſo pace


  To ſpeake of Perdita, now growne in grace


  Equall with wond’ring. What of her inſues


  I liſt not propheſie: but let Times newes


  Be knowne when ’tis brought forth. A ſhepherds daughter


  And what to her adheres, which followes after,


  Is th’argument of Time: of this allow,


  If euer you haue ſpent time worſe, ere now:


  If neuer, yet that Time himſelfe doth ſay,


  He wiſhes earneſtly, you neuer may.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Polixenes, and Camillo.


  POLIXENES


  I pray thee (good Camillo ) be no more importunate: ’tis a ſickneſſe denying thee any thing: a death to grant this.


  CAMILLO


  It is fifteene yeeres ſince I ſaw my Countrey: though I haue (for the moſt part) bin ayred abroad, I deſire to lay my bones there. Beſides, the penitent King (my Maſter) hath ſent for me, to whoſe feeling ſorrowes I might be ſome allay, or I oreweene to thinke ſo) which is another ſpurre to my departure.


  POLIXENES


  As thou lou’ſt me (Camillo ) wipe not out the reſt of thy ſeruices, by leauing me now: the neede I haue of thee, thine owne goodneſſe hath made: better not to haue had thee, then thus to want thee, thou hauing made me Buſineſſes, (which none (without thee) can ſufficiently manage) muſt either ſtay to execute them thy ſelfe, or take away with thee the very ſeruices thou haſt done: which if I haue not enough conſidered (as too much I cannot) to bee more thankefull to thee, ſhall bee my ſtudie, and my profite therein, the heaping friendſhippes. Of that fatall Countrey Sicillia, prethee ſpeake no more, whoſe very naming, punniſhes me with the remembrance of that penitent (as thou calſt him) and reconciled King my brother, whoſe loſſe of his moſt precious Queene & Children, are euen now to be a-freſh lamented. Say to me, when ſaw’ſt thou the Prince Florizell my ſon? Kings are no leſſe vnhappy, their iſſue, not being gracious, then they are in looſing them, when they haue approued their Vertues.


  CAMILLO


  Sir, it is three dayes ſince I ſaw the Prince: what his happier affayres may be, are to me vnknowne: but I haue (miſſingly) noted, he is of late much retyred from Court, and is leſſe frequent to his Princely exerciſes then formerly he hath appeared.


  POLIXENES


  I haue conſidered ſo much (Camillo ) and with ſome care, ſo farre, that I haue eyes vnder my ſeruice, which looke vpon his remouedneſſe: from whom I haue this Intelligence, that he is ſeldome from the houſe of a moſt homely ſhepheard: a man (they ſay) that from very nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, is growne into an vnſpeakable eſtate.


  CAMILLO


  I haue heard (ſir) of ſuch a man, who hath a daughter of moſt rare note: the report of her is extended more, then can be thought to begin from ſuch a cottage.


  POLIXENES


  That’s likewiſe part of my Intelligence: but (I feare) the Angle that pluckes our ſonne thither. Thou ſhalt accompany vs to the place, where we will (not appearing what we are) haue ſome queſtion with the ſhepheard; from whoſe ſimplicity, I thinke it not vneaſie to get the cauſe of my ſonnes reſort thether. ’Prethe be my preſent partner in this buſines, and lay aſide the thoughts of Sicillia.


  
    CAMILLO


    I willingly obey your command.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    My beſt Camillo, we muſt diſguiſe our ſelues.

  


  Exit.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Autolicus ſinging.


  When Daffadils begin to peere,


  With heigh the Doxy ouer the dale,


  Why then comes in the ſweet o’the yeere,


  For the red blood raigns in the winters pale.


  The white ſheete bleaching on the hedge,


  With hey the ſweet birds, O how they ſing:


  Doth ſet my pugging tooth an edge,


  For a quart of Ale is a diſh for a King.


  The Larke, that tirra Lyra chaunts,


  With heigh, the Thruſh and the Iay:


  
    Are Summer ſongs for me and my Aunts


    While we lye tumbling in the hay.

  


  I haue ſeru’d Prince Florizell, and in my time wore three pile, but now I am out of ſeruice.


  
    But ſhall I go mourne for that (my deere) 


    the pale Moone ſhines by night:

  


  And when I wander here, and there


  I then do moſt go right.


  If Tinkers may haue leaue to liue,


  and beare the Sow-skin Bowget,


  
    Then my account I well may giue,


    and in the Stockes auouch-it.

  


  My Trafficke is ſheetes: when the Kite builds, looke to leſſer Linnen. My Father nam’d me Autolicus, who being (as I am) lytter’d vnder Mercurie, was likewiſe a ſnapper-vp of vnconſidered trifles: With Dye and drab, I purchas’d this Capariſon, and my Reuennew is the ſilly Cheate. Gallowes, and Knocke, are too powerfull on the Highway. Beating and hanging are terrors to mee: For the life to come, I ſleepe out the thought of it. A prize, a prize.


  Enter Clowne.


  CLOWNE


  Let me ſee, euery Leauen-weather toddes, euery tod yeeldes pound and odde ſhilling: fifteene hundred ſhorne, what comes the wooll too?


  
    AVTOLICVS


    If the ſprindge hold, the Cocke’s mine.

  


  CLOWNE


  I cannot do’t without Compters. Let mee ſee, what am I to buy for our Sheepe-ſhearing-Feaſt? Three pound of Sugar, fiue pound of Currence, Rice: What will this ſiſter of mine do with Rice? But my father hath made her Miſtris of the Feaſt, and ſhe layes it on. Shee hath made-me four and twenty Noſe-gayes for the ſhearers (three-man ſong-men, all, and very good ones) but they are moſt of them Meanes and Baſes; but one Puritan amongſt them, and he ſings Pſalmes to horne-pipes. I muſt haue Saffron to colour the Warden Pies, Mace: Dates, none: that’s out of my note: Nutmegges, ſeuen; a Race or two of Ginger, but that I may begge: Foure pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reyſons o’th Sun.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Oh, that euer I was borne.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    I’th’name of me.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Oh helpe me, helpe mee: plucke but off theſe ragges: and then, death, death.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Alacke poore ſoule, thou haſt need of more rags to lay on thee, rather then haue theſe off.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Oh ſir, the loathſomneſſe of them offend mee, more then the ſtripes I haue receiued, which are mightie ones and millions.


  
    CLOWNE


    Alas poore man, a million of beating may come to a great matter.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I am rob’d ſir, and beaten: my money, and apparrell tane from me, and theſe deteſtable things put vpon me.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    What, by a horſe-man, or a foot-man?

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    A footman (ſweet ſir) a footman.

  


  CLOWNE


  Indeed, he ſhould be a footman, by the garments he has left with thee: If this bee a horſemans Coate, it hath ſeene very hot ſeruice. Lend me thy hand, Ile helpe thee. Come, lend me thy hand.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Oh good ſir, tenderly, oh.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Alas poore ſoule.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Oh good ſir, ſoftly, good ſir: I feare (ſir) my ſhoulder-blade is out.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    How now? Canſt ſtand?

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Softly, deere ſir: good ſir, ſoftly: you ha done me a charitable office.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Doeſt lacke any mony? I haue a little mony for thee.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  No, good ſweet ſir: no, I beſeech you ſir: I haue a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mile hence, vnto whome I was going: I ſhall there haue money, or anie thing I want: Offer me no money I pray you, that killes my heart.


  
    CLOWNE


    What manner of Fellow was hee that robb’d you?

  


  AVTOLICVS


  A fellow (ſir) that I haue knowne to goe about with Troll-my-dames: I knew him once a ſeruant of the Prince: I cannot tell good ſir, for which of his Vertues it was, but hee was certainely Whipt out of the Court.


  CLOWNE


  His vices you would ſay: there’s no vertue whipt out of the Court: they cheriſh it to make it ſtay there; and yet it will no more but abide.


  AVTOLICVS


  Vices I would ſay (Sir.) I know this man well, he hath bene ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Proceſſe-ſeruer (a Bayliffe) then hee compaſt a Motion of the Prodigall ſonne, and married a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where my Land and Liuing lyes; and (hauing flowne ouer many knauiſh profeſſions) he ſetled onely in Rogue: ſome call him Autolicus.


  
    CLOWNE


    Out vpon him: Prig, for my life Prig: he haunts Wakes, Faires, and Beare-baitings.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Very true ſir: he ſir hee: that’s the Rogue that put me into this apparrell.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Not a more cowardly Rogue in all Bohemia; If you had but look’d bigge, and ſpit at him, hee’ld haue runne.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I muſt confeſſe to you (ſir) I am no fighter: I am falſe of heart that way, & that he knew I warrant him.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    How do you now?

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Sweet ſir, much better then I was: I can ſtand, and walke: I will euen take my leaue of you, & pace ſoftly towards my Kinſmans.


  
    CLOWNE


    Shall I bring thee on the way?

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    No, good fac’d ſir, no ſweet ſir.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Then fartheewell, I muſt go buy Spices for our ſheepe-ſhearing.

  


  Exit.


  AVTOLICVS


  Proſper you ſweet ſir. Your purſe is not hot enough to purchaſe your Spice: Ile be with you at your ſheepe-ſhearing too: If I make not this Cheat bring out another, and the ſheerers proue ſheepe, let me be vnrold, and my name put in the booke of Vertue.


  
    Song.


    Iog-on, Iog-on, the foot-path way,

  


  And merrily hent the Stile-a:


  A merry heart goes all the day,


  Your ſad tyres in a Mile-a.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Enter Florizell, Perdita, Shepherd,
Clowne, Polixenes, Camillo, Mopſa,
Dorcas, Seruants, Autolicus.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Theſe your vnvſuall weeds, to each part of you

  


  Do’s giue a life: no Shepherdeſſe, but Flora


  Peering in Aprils front. This your ſheepe-ſhearing,


  Is as a meeting of the petty Gods,


  And you the Queene on’t.


  
    PERDITA


    Sir: my gracious Lord,

  


  To chide at your extreames, it not becomes me:


  (Oh pardon, that I name them:) your high ſelfe


  The gracious marke o’th’Land, you haue obſcur’d


  With a Swaines wearing: and me (poore lowly Maide)


  Moſt Goddeſſe-like prank’d vp: But that our Feaſts


  In euery Meſſe, haue folly; and the Feeders


  Digeſt with a Cuſtome, I ſhould bluſh


  To ſee you ſo attyr’d: ſworne I thinke,


  To ſhew my ſelfe a glaſſe.


  
    FLORIZELL


    I bleſſe the time

  


  When my good Falcon, made her flight a-croſſe


  Thy Fathers ground.


  
    PERDITA


    Now Ioue affoord you cauſe:

  


  To me the difference forges dread (your Greatneſſe


  Hath not beene vs’d to feare:) euen now I tremble


  To thinke your Father, by ſome accident


  Should paſſe this way, as you did: Oh the Fates,


  How would he looke, to ſee his worke, ſo noble,


  Vildely bound vp? What would he ſay? Or how


  Should I (in theſe my borrowed Flaunts) behold


  The ſternneſſe of his preſence?


  
    FLORIZELL


    Apprehend

  


  Nothing but iollity: the Goddes themſelues


  (Humbling their Deities to loue) haue taken


  The ſhapes of Beaſts vpon them. Iupiter,


  Became a Bull, and bellow’d: the greene Neptune


  A Ram, and bleated: and the Fire-roab’d-God


  Golden Apollo, a poore humble Swaine,


  As I ſeeme now. Their tranſformations,


  Were neuer for a peece of beauty, rarer,


  Nor in a way ſo chaſte: ſince my deſires


  Run not before mine honor: nor my Luſts


  Burne hotter then my Faith.


  
    PERDITA


    O but Sir,

  


  Your reſolution cannot hold, when ’tis


  Oppos’d (as it muſt be) by th’powre of the King:


  One of theſe two muſt be neceſſities,


  Which then will ſpeake, that you muſt change this purpoſe,


  Or I my life.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Thou deer’ſt Perdita,

  


  With theſe forc’d thoughts, I prethee darken not


  The Mirth o’th’Feaſt: Or Ile be thine (my Faire)


  Or not my Fathers. For I cannot be


  Mine owne, nor any thing to any, if


  I be not thine. To this I am moſt conſtant,


  Though deſtiny ſay no. Be merry (Gentle)


  Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing


  That you behold the while. Your gueſts are comming:


  Lift vp your countenance, as it were the day


  Of celebration of that nuptiall, which


  We two haue ſworne ſhall come.


  
    PERDITA


    O Lady Fortune,

  


  Stand you auſpicious.


  
    FLORIZELL


    See, your Gueſts approach,

  


  Addreſſe your ſelfe to entertaine them ſprightly,


  And let’s be red with mirth.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Fy (daughter) when my old wife liu’d: vpon

  


  This day, ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke,


  Both Dame and Seruant: Welcom’d all: ſeru’d all,


  Would ſing her ſong, and dance her turne: now heere


  At vpper end o’th Table; now, i’th middle:


  On his ſhoulder, and his: her face o’fire


  With labour, and the thing ſhe tooke to quench it


  She would to each one ſip. You are retyred,


  As if you were a feaſted one: and not


  The Hoſteſſe of the meeting: Pray you bid


  Theſe vnknowne friends to’s welcome, for it is


  A way to make vs better Friends, more knowne.


  Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent your ſelfe


  That which you are, Miſtris o’th’Feaſt. Come on,


  And bid vs welcome to your ſheepe-ſhearing,


  As your good flocke ſhall proſper.


  
    PERDITA


    Sir, welcome:

  


  It is my Fathers will, I ſhould take on mee


  The Hoſteſſeſhip o’th’day: you’re welcome ſir.


  Giue me thoſe Flowres there (Dorcas. ) Reuerend Sirs,


  For you, there’s Roſemary, and Rue, theſe keepe


  Seeming, and ſauour all the Winter long:


  Grace, and Remembrance be to you both,


  And welcome to our Shearing.


  
    POLIXENES


    Shepherdeſſe,

  


  (A faire one are you:) well you fit our ages


  With flowres of Winter.


  
    PERDITA


    Sir, the yeare growing ancient,

  


  Not yet on ſummers death, nor on the birth


  Of trembling winter, the fayreſt flowres o’th ſeaſon


  Are our Carnations, and ſtreak’d Gilly-vors,


  (Which ſome call Natures baſtards) of that kind


  Our ruſticke Gardens barren, and I care not


  To get ſlips of them.


  
    POLIXENES


    Wherefore (gentle Maiden)

  


  Do you neglect them.


  
    PERDITA


    For I haue heard it ſaid,

  


  There is an Art, which in their pideneſſe ſhares


  With great creating-Nature.


  
    POLIXENES


    Say there be:

  


  Yet Nature is made better by no meane,


  But Nature makes that Meane: ſo ouer that Art,


  (Which you ſay addes to Nature) is an Art


  That Nature makes: you ſee (ſweet Maid) we marry


  A gentler Sien, to the wildeſt Stocke,


  And make conceyue a barke of baſer kinde


  By bud of Nobler race. This is an Art


  Which do’s mend Nature: change it rather, but


  The Art it ſelfe, is Nature.


  
    PERDITA


    So it is.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    Then make you Garden rich in Gilly’vors,

  


  And do not call them baſtards.


  
    PERDITA


    Ile not put

  


  The Dible in earth, to ſet one ſlip of them:


  No more then were I painted, I would wiſh


  This youth ſhould ſay ’twer well: and onely therefore


  Deſire to breed by me. Here’s flowres for you:


  Hot Lauender, Mints, Sauory, Mariorum,


  The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with’Sun,


  And with him riſes, weeping: Theſe are flowres


  Of middle ſummer, and I thinke they are giuen


  To men of middle age. Y’are very welcome.


  
    CAMILLO


    I ſhould leaue graſing, were I of your flocke,

  


  And onely liue by gazing.


  
    PERDITA


    Out alas:

  


  You’ld be ſo leane, that blaſts of Ianuary


  Would blow you through and through. Now (my fairſt Friend,


  I would I had ſome Flowres o’th Spring, that might


  Become your time of day: and yours, and yours,


  That weare vpon your Virgin-branches yet


  Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proſerpina,


  For the Flowres now, that (frighted) thou let’ſt fall


  From Dyſſes Waggon: Daffadils,


  That come before the Swallow dares, and take


  The windes of March with beauty: Violets (dim,


  But ſweeter then the lids of Iuno’s eyes,


  Or Cytherea’s breath) pale Prime-roſes,


  That dye vnmarried, ere they can behold


  Bright Phoebus in his ſtrength (a Maladie


  Moſt incident to Maids:) bold Oxlips, and


  The Crowne Imperiall: Lillies of all kinds,


  (The Flowre-de-Luce being one.) O, theſe I lacke,


  To make you Garlands of) and my ſweet friend,


  To ſtrew him o’re, and ore.


  
    FLORIZELL


    What? like a Coarſe?

  


  
    PERDITA


    No, like a banke, for Loue to lye, and play on:

  


  Not like a Coarſe: or if: not to be buried,


  But quicke, and in mine armes. Come, take your flours,


  Me thinkes I play as I haue ſeene them do


  In Whitſon-Paſtorals: Sure this Robe of mine


  Do’s change my diſpoſition:


  
    FLORIZELL


    What you do,

  


  Still betters what is done. When you ſpeake (Sweet)


  I’ld haue you do it euer: When you ſing,


  I’ld haue you buy, and ſell ſo: ſo giue Almes,


  Pray ſo: and for the ord’ring your Affayres,


  To ſing them too. When you do dance, I wiſh you


  A waue o’th Sea, that you might euer do


  Nothing but that: moue ſtill, ſtill ſo:


  And owne no other Function. Each your doing,


  (So ſingular, in each particular)


  Crownes what you are doing, in the preſent deeds,


  That all your Actes, are Queenes.


  
    PERDITA


    O Doricles,

  


  Your praiſes are too large: but that your youth


  And the true blood which peepes fairely through’t,


  Do plainly giue you out an vnſtain’d Shepherd


  With wiſedome, I might feare (my Doricles )


  You woo’d me the falſe way.


  
    FLORIZELL


    I thinke you haue

  


  As little skill to feare, as I haue purpoſe


  To put you to’t. But come, our dance I pray,


  Your hand (my Perdita: ) ſo Turtles paire


  That neuer meane to part.


  
    PERDITA


    Ile ſweare for ’em.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    This is the prettieſt Low-borne Laſſe, that euer

  


  Ran on the greene-ſord: Nothing ſhe do’s, or ſeemes


  But ſmackes of ſomething greater then her ſelfe,


  Too Noble for this place.


  
    CAMILLO


    He tels her ſomething

  


  That makes her blood looke on’t: Good ſooth ſhe is


  The Queene of Curds and Creame.


  
    CLOWNE


    Come on: ſtrike vp.

  


  
    DORCAS


    Mopſa muſt be your Miſtris: marry Garlick

  


  To mend her kiſſing with.


  
    MOPSA


    Now in good time.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Not a word, a word, we ſtand vpon our manners,

  


  Come, ſtrike vp.


  
    Heere a Daunce of Shepheards
and Shephearddeſſes.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine is this,

  


  Which dances with your daughter?


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    They call him Doricles, and boaſts himſelfe

  


  To haue a worthy Feeding; but I haue it


  Vpon his owne report, and I beleeue it:


  He lookes like ſooth: he ſayes he loues my daughter,


  I thinke ſo too; for neuer gaz’d the Moone


  Vpon the water, as hee’l ſtand and reade


  As ’twere my daughters eyes: and to be plaine,


  I thinke there is not halfe a kiſſe to chooſe


  Who loues another beſt.


  
    POLIXENES


    She dances featly.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    So ſhe do’s any thing, though I report it

  


  That ſhould be ſilent: If yong Doricles


  Do light vpon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that


  Which he not dreames of.


  Enter Seruant.


  SERVANT


  O Maſter: if you did but heare the Pedler at the doore, you would neuer dance againe after a Tabor and Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not moue you: hee ſinges ſeuerall Tunes, faſter then you’l tell money: hee vtters them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens eares grew to his Tunes.


  CLOWNE


  He could neuer come better: hee ſhall come in: I loue a ballad but euen too well, if it be dolefull matter merrily ſet downe: or a very pleaſant thing indeede, and ſung lamentably.


  SERVANT


  He hath ſongs for man, or woman, of all ſizes: No Milliner can ſo fit his cuſtomers with Gloues: he has the prettieſt Loue-ſongs for Maids, ſo without bawdrie (which is ſtrange,) with ſuch delicate burthens of Dil-do’s and Fadings: Iump-her, and thump-her; and where ſome ſtretch-mouth’d Raſcall, would (as it were) meane miſcheefe, and breake a fowle gap into the Matter, hee makes the maid to anſwere, Whoop, doe me no harme good man: put’s him off, ſlights him, with Whoop, doe mee no harme good man.


  
    POLIXENES


    This is a braue fellow.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Beleeue mee, thou talkeſt of an admirable conceited fellow, has he any vnbraided Wares?

  


  SERVANT


  Hee hath Ribbons of all the colours i’th Raine- bow; Points, more then all the Lawyers in Bohemia, can learnedly handle, though they come to him by th’groſſe: Inckles, Caddyſſes, Cambrickes, Lawnes: why he ſings em ouer, as they were Gods, or Goddeſſes: you would thinke a Smocke were a ſhee-Angell, he ſo chauntes to the ſleeue-hand, and the worke about the ſquare on’t.


  
    CLOWNE


    Pre’thee bring him in, and let him approach ſinging.

  


  
    PERDITA


    Forewarne him, that he vſe no ſcurrilous words in’s tunes.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    You haue of theſe Pedlers, that haue more in them, then youl’d thinke (Siſter.)

  


  
    PERDITA


    I, good brother, or go about to thinke.

  


  Enter Autolicus ſinging.


  
    Lawne as white as driuen Snow,


    Cypreſſe blacke as ere was Crow,

  


  Gloues as ſweete as Damaske Roſes,


  Maskes for faces, and for noſes:


  Bugle-bracelet, Necke-lace Amber,


  Perfume for a Ladies Chamber:


  Golden Quoifes, and Stomachers


  For my Lads, to giue their deers:


  
    Pins, and poaking-ſtickes of ſteele.


    What Maids lacke from head to heele:

  


  
    Come buy of me, come: come buy, come buy,


    Buy Lads, or elſe your Laſſes cry: Come buy.

  


  CLOWNE


  If I were not in loue with Mopſa, thou ſhouldſt take no money of me, but being enthrall’d as I am, it will alſo be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloues.


  
    MOPSA


    I was promis’d them againſt the Feaſt, but they come not too late now.

  


  
    DORCAS


    He hath promis’d you more then that, or there be lyars.

  


  MOPSA


  He hath paid you all he promis’d you: ’May be he has paid you more, which will ſhame you to giue him againe.


  CLOWNE


  Is there no manners left among maids? Will they weare their plackets, where they ſhould bear their faces? Is there not milking-time? When you are going to bed? Or kill-hole? To whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, but you muſt be tittle-tatling before all our gueſts? ’Tis well they are whiſpring: clamor your tongues, and not a word more.


  
    MOPSA


    I haue done; Come you promis’d me a tawdry- lace, and a paire of ſweet Gloues.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Haue I not told thee how I was cozen’d by the way, and loſt all my money.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad, therfore it behooues men to be wary.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Feare not thou man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I hope ſo ſir, for I haue about me many parcels of charge.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    What haſt heere? Ballads?

  


  
    MOPSA


    Pray now buy ſome: I loue a ballet in print, a life, for then we are ſure they are true.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Here’s one, to a very dolefull tune, how a Vſurers wife was brought to bed of twenty money baggs at a burthen, and how ſhe long’d to eate Adders heads, and Toads carbonado’d.


  
    MOPSA


    Is it true, thinke you?

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Very true, and but a moneth old.

  


  
    DORCAS


    Bleſſe me from marrying a Vſurer.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Here’s the Midwiues name to’t: one Miſtriſ. Tale-Porter, and fiue or ſix honeſt Wiues, that were preſent. Why ſhould I carry lyes abroad?


  
    MOPSA


    ’Pray you now buy it.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Come-on, lay it by: and let’s firſt ſee moe Ballads: Wee’l buy the other things anon.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Here’s another ballad of a Fiſh, that appeared vpon the coaſt, on wenſday the foureſcore of April, fortie thouſand fadom aboue water, & ſung this ballad againſt the hard hearts of maids: it was thought ſhe was a Wo- man, and was turn’d into a cold fiſh, for ſhe wold not ex- change fleſh with one that lou’d her: The Ballad is very pittifull, and as true.


  
    DORCAS


    Is it true too, thinke you.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Fiue Iuſtices hands at it, and witneſſes more then my packe will hold.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Lay it by too; another.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one.

  


  
    MOPSA


    Let’s haue ſome merry ones.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Why this is a paſſing merry one, and goes to the tune of two maids wooing a man: there’s ſcarſe a Maide weſtward but ſhe ſings it: ’tis in requeſt, I can tell you.


  
    MOPSA


    We can both ſing it: if thou’lt beare a part, thou ſhalt heare, ’tis in three parts.

  


  
    DORCAS


    We had the tune on’t, a month agoe.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I can beare my part, you muſt know ’tis my occupation: Haue at it with you:

  


  
    Song.


    Get you hence, for I muſt goe

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Where it fits not you to know.


  DORCAS


  Whether?


  MOPSA


  O whether?


  DORCAS


  Whether?


  MOPSA


  It becomes thy oath full well,


  Thou to me thy ſecrets tell.


  DORCAS


  Me too: Let me go thether:


  MOPSA


  Or thou goeſt to th’Grange, or Mill,


  DORCAS


  If to either thou doſt ill,


  AVTOLICVS


  Neither.


  DORCAS


  What neither?


  AVTOLICVS


  Neither:


  DORCAS


  Thou haſt ſworne my Loue to be,


  MOPSA


  Thou haſt ſworne it more to mee.


  Then whether goeſt? Say whether?


  CLOWNE


  Wee’l haue this ſong out anon by our ſelues: My Father, and the Gent. are in ſad talke, & wee’ll not trouble them: Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches Ile buy for you both: Pedler let’s haue the firſt choice; folow me girles.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    And you ſhall pay well for ’em.

  


  
    Song.


    Will you buy any Tape, or Lace for your Cape?

  


  My dainty Ducke, my deere-a?


  Any Silke, any Thred, any Toyes for your head


  Of the news’t, and fins’t, fins’t weare-a.


  
    Come to the Pedler, Money’s a medler,


    That doth vtter all mens ware-a.

  


  Exit.


  SERVANT


  Mayſter, there is three Carters, three Shepherds, three Neat-herds, three Swine-herds that haue made themſelues all men of haire, they cal themſelues Saltiers, and they haue a Dance, which the Wenches ſay is a gal-ly-maufrey of Gambols, becauſe they are not in’t: but they themſelues are o’th’minde (if it bee not too rough for ſome, that know little but bowling) it will pleaſe plentifully.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Away: Wee’l none on’t; heere has beene too much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) wee wearie you.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    You wearie thoſe that refreſh vs: pray let’s ſee theſe foure-threes of Heardſmen.

  


  SERVANT


  One three of them, by their owne report (Sir,) hath danc’d before the King: and not the worſt of the three, but iumpes twelue foote and a halfe by th’ſquire.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Leaue your prating, ſince theſe good men are pleas’d, let them come in: but quickly now.

  


  
    SERVANT


    Why, they ſtay at doore Sir.

  


  Heere a Dance of twelue Satyres.


  
    POLIXENES


    O Father, you’l know more of that heereafter:

  


  Is it not too farre gone? ’Tis time to part them,


  He’s ſimple, and tels much. How now (faire ſhepheard)


  Your heart is full of ſomething, that do’s take


  Your minde from feaſting. Sooth, when I was yong,


  And handed loue, as you do; I was wont


  To load my Shee with knackes: I would haue ranſackt


  The Pedlers ſilken Treaſury, and haue powr’d it


  To her acceptance: you haue let him go,


  And nothing marted with him. If your Laſſe


  Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this


  Your lacke of loue, or bounty, you were ſtraited


  For a reply at leaſt, if you make a care


  Of happie holding her.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Old Sir, I know

  


  She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are:


  The gifts ſhe lookes from me, are packt and lockt


  Vp in my heart, which I haue giuen already,


  But not deliuer’d. O heare me breath my life


  Before this ancient Sir, whom (it ſhould ſeeme)


  Hath ſometime lou’d: I take thy hand, this hand,


  As ſoft as Doues-downe, and as white as it,


  Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fan’d ſnow, that’s bolted


  By th’Northerne blaſts, twice ore.


  
    POLIXENES


    What followes this?

  


  How prettily th’yong Swaine ſeemes to waſh


  The hand, was faire before? I haue put you out,


  But to your proteſtation: Let me heare


  What you profeſſe.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Do, and be witneſſe too’t.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    And this my neighbour too?

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    And he, and more

  


  Then he, and men: the earth, the heauens, and all;


  That were I crown’d the moſt Imperiall Monarch


  Thereof moſt worthy: were I the fayreſt youth


  That euer made eye ſwerue, had force and knowledge


  More then was euer mans, I would not prize them


  Without her Loue; for her, employ them all,


  Commend them, and condemne them to her ſeruice,


  Or to their owne perdition.


  
    POLIXENES


    Fairely offer’d.

  


  
    CAMILLO


    This ſhewes a ſound affection.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    But my daughter,

  


  Say you the like to him.


  
    PERDITA


    I cannot ſpeake

  


  So well, (nothing ſo well) no, nor meane better


  By th’patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out


  The puritie of his.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Take hands, a bargaine;

  


  And friends vnknowne, you ſhall beare witneſſe to’t:


  I giue my daughter to him, and will make


  Her Portion, equall his.


  
    FLORIZELL


    O, that muſt bee

  


  I’th Vertue of your daughter: One being dead,


  I ſhall haue more then you can dreame of yet,


  Enough then for your wonder: but come-on,


  Contract vs fore theſe Witneſſes.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Come, your hand:

  


  And daughter, yours.


  
    POLIXENES


    Soft Swaine a-while, beſeech you,

  


  Haue you a Father?


  
    FLORIZELL


    I haue: but what of him?

  


  
    POLIXENES


    Knowes he of this?

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    He neither do’s, nor ſhall.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    Me-thinkes a Father,

  


  Is at the Nuptiall of his ſonne, a gueſt


  That beſt becomes the Table: Pray you once more


  Is not your Father growne incapeable


  Of reaſonable affayres? Is he not ſtupid


  With Age, and altring Rheumes? Can he ſpeake? heare?


  Know man, from man? Diſpute his owne eſtate?


  Lies he not bed-rid? And againe, do’s nothing


  But what he did, being childiſh?


  
    FLORIZELL


    No good Sir:

  


  He has his health, and ampler ſtrength indeede


  Then moſt haue of his age.


  
    POLIXENES


    By my white beard,

  


  You offer him (if this be ſo) a wrong


  Something vnfilliall: Reaſon my ſonne


  Should chooſe himſelfe a wife, but as good reaſon


  The Father (all whoſe ioy is nothing elſe


  But faire poſterity) ſhould hold ſome counſaile


  In ſuch a buſineſſe.


  
    FLORIZELL


    I yeeld all this;

  


  But for ſome other reaſons (my graue Sir)


  Which ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint


  My Father of this buſineſſe.


  
    POLIXENES


    Let him know’t.

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    He ſhall not.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    Prethee let him.

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    No, he muſt not.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Let him (my ſonne) he ſhall not need to greeue

  


  At knowing of thy choice.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Come, come, he muſt not:

  


  Marke our Contract.


  
    POLIXENES


    Marke your diuorce (yong ſir)

  


  Whom ſonne I dare not call: Thou art too baſe


  To be acknowledge. Thou a Scepters heire,


  That thus affects a ſheepe-hooke? Thou, old Traitor,


  I am ſorry, that by hanging thee, I can


  But ſhorten thy life one weeke. And thou, freſh peece


  Of excellent Witchcraft, whom of force muſt know


  The royall Foole thou coap’ſt with.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Oh my heart.

  


  
    POLIXENES


    Ile haue thy beauty ſcratcht with briers & made

  


  More homely then thy ſtate. For thee (fond boy)


  If I may euer know thou doſt but ſigh,


  That thou no more ſhalt neuer ſee this knacke (as neuer


  I meane thou ſhalt) wee’l barre thee from ſucceſſion,


  Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin,


  Farre then Deucalion off: (marke thou my words)


  Follow vs to the Court. Thou Churle, for this time


  (Though full of our diſpleaſure) yet we free thee


  From the dead blow of it. And you Enchantment,


  Worthy enough a Heardſman: yea him too,


  That makes himſelfe (but for our Honor therein)


  Vnworthy thee. If euer henceforth, thou


  Theſe rurall Latches, to his entrance open,


  Or hope his body more, with thy embraces,


  I will deuiſe a death, as cruell for thee


  As thou art tender to’t.


  Exit.


  
    PERDITA


    Euen heere vndone:

  


  I was not much a-fear’d: for once, or twice


  I was about to ſpeake, and tell him plainely,


  The ſelfe-ſame Sun, that ſhines vpon his Court,


  Hides not his viſage from our Cottage, but


  Lookes on alike. Wilt pleaſe you (Sir) be gone?


  I told you what would come of this: Beſeech you


  Of your owne ſtate take care: This dreame of mine


  Being now awake, Ile Queene it no inch farther,


  But milke my Ewes, and weepe.


  
    CAMILLO


    Why how now Father,

  


  Speake ere thou dyeſt.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    I cannot ſpeake, nor thinke,

  


  Nor dare to know, that which I know: O Sir,


  You haue vndone a man of foureſcore three,


  That thought to fill his graue in quiet: yea,


  To dye vpon the bed my father dy’de,


  To lye cloſe by his honeſt bones; but now


  Some Hangman muſt put on my ſhrowd, and lay me


  Where no Prieſt ſhouels-in duſt. Oh curſed wretch,


  That knew’ſt this was the Prince, and wouldſt aduenture


  To mingle faith with him. Vndone, vndone:


  If I might dye within this houre, I haue liu’d


  To die when I deſire.


  Exit.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Why looke you ſo vpon me?

  


  I am but ſorry, not affear’d: delaid,


  But nothing altred: What I was, I am:


  More ſtraining on, for plucking backe; not following


  My leaſh vnwillingly.


  
    CAMILLO


    Gracious my Lord,

  


  You know my Fathers temper: at this time


  He will allow no ſpeech: (which I do gheſſe


  You do not purpoſe to him:) and as hardly


  Will he endure your ſight, as yet I feare;


  Then till the fury of his Highneſſe ſettle


  Come not before him.


  
    FLORIZELL


    I not purpoſe it:

  


  I thinke Camillo.


  
    CAMILLO


    Euen he, my Lord.

  


  
    PERDITA


    How often haue I told you ’twould be thus?

  


  How often ſaid my dignity would laſt


  But till ’twer knowne?


  
    FLORIZELL


    It cannot faile, but by

  


  The violation of my faith, and then


  Let Nature cruſh the ſides o’th earth together,


  And marre the ſeeds within. Lift vp thy lookes:


  From my ſucceſſion wipe me (Father) I


  Am heyre to my affection.


  
    CAMILLO


    Be aduis’d.

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    I am: and by my fancie, if my Reaſon

  


  Will thereto be obedient: I haue reaſon:


  If not, my ſences better pleas’d with madneſſe,


  Do bid it welcome.


  
    CAMILLO


    This is deſperate (ſir.)

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    So call it: but it do’s fulfill my vow:

  


  I needs muſt thinke it honeſty. Camillo,


  Not for Bohemia, nor the pompe that may


  Be thereat gleaned: for all the Sun ſees, or


  The cloſe earth wombes, or the profound ſeas, hides


  In vnknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath


  To this my faire belou’d: Therefore, I pray you,


  As you haue euer bin my Fathers honour’d friend,


  When he ſhall miſſe me, as (in faith I meane not


  To ſee him any more) caſt your good counſailes


  Vpon his paſſion: Let my ſelfe, and Fortune


  Tug for the time to come. This you may know,


  And ſo deliuer, I am put to Sea


  With her, who heere I cannot hold on ſhore:


  And moſt opportune to her neede, I haue


  A Veſſell rides faſt by, but not prepar’d


  For this deſigne. What courſe I meane to hold


  Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor


  Concerne me the reporting.


  
    CAMILLO


    O my Lord,

  


  I would your ſpirit were eaſier for aduice,


  Or ſtronger for your neede.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Hearke Perdita,

  


  Ile heare you by and by.


  
    CAMILLO


    Hee’s irremoueable,

  


  Reſolu’d for flight: Now were I happy if


  His going, I could frame to ſerue my turne,


  Saue him from danger, do him loue and honor,


  Purchaſe the ſight againe of deere Sicillia,


  And that vnhappy King, my Maſter, whom


  I ſo much thirſt to ſee.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Now good Camillo,

  


  I am ſo fraught with curious buſineſſe, that


  I leaue out ceremony.


  
    CAMILLO


    Sir, I thinke

  


  You haue heard of my poore ſeruices, i’th loue


  That I haue borne your Father?


  
    FLORIZELL


    Very nobly

  


  Haue you deſeru’d: It is my Fathers Muſicke


  To ſpeake your deeds: not little of his care


  To haue them recompenc’d, as thought on.


  
    CAMILLO


    Well (my Lord)

  


  If you may pleaſe to thinke I loue the King,


  And through him, what’s neereſt to him, which is


  Your gracious ſelfe; embrace but my direction,


  If your more ponderous and ſetled proiect


  May ſuffer alteration. On mine honor,


  Ile point you where you ſhall haue ſuch receiuing


  As ſhall become your Highneſſe, where you may


  Enioy your Miſtris; from the whom, I ſee


  There’s no diſiunction to be made, but by


  (As heauens forefend) your ruine: Marry her,


  And with my beſt endeuours, in your abſence,


  Your diſcontenting Father, ſtriue to qualifie


  And bring him vp to liking.


  
    FLORIZELL


    How Camillo

  


  May this (almoſt a miracle) be done?


  That I may call thee ſomething more then man,


  And after that truſt to thee.


  
    CAMILLO


    Haue you thought on

  


  A place whereto you’l go?


  
    FLORIZELL


    Not any yet:

  


  But as th’vnthought-on accident is guiltie


  To what we wildely do, ſo we profeſſe


  Our ſelues to be the ſlaues of chance, and flyes


  Of euery winde that blowes.


  
    CAMILLO


    Then liſt to me:

  


  This followes, if you will not change your purpoſe


  But vndergo this flight: make for Sicillia,


  And there preſent your ſelfe, and your fayre Princeſſe,


  (For ſo I ſee ſhe muſt be) ’fore Leontes;


  She ſhall be habited, as it becomes


  The partner of your Bed. Me thinkes I ſee


  Leontes opening his free Armes, and weeping


  His Welcomes forth: asks thee there Sonne forgiueneſſe,


  As ’twere i’th’Fathers perſon: kiſſes the hands


  Of your freſh Princeſſe; ore and ore diuides him,


  ’Twixt his vnkindneſſe, and his Kindneſſe: th’one


  He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow


  Faſter then Thought, or Time.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Worthy Camillo,

  


  What colour for my Viſitation, ſhall I


  Hold vp before him?


  
    CAMILLO


    Sent by the King your Father

  


  To greet him, and to giue him comforts. Sir,


  The manner of your bearing towards him, with


  What you (as from your Father) ſhall deliuer,


  Things knowne betwixt vs three, Ile write you downe,


  The which ſhall point you forth at euery ſitting


  What you muſt ſay: that he ſhall not perceiue,


  But that you haue your Fathers Boſome there,


  And ſpeake his very Heart.


  
    FLORIZELL


    I am bound to you:

  


  There is ſome ſappe in this.


  
    CAMILLO


    A Courſe more promiſing,

  


  Then a wild dedication of your ſelues


  To vnpath’d Waters, vndream’d Shores; moſt certaine,


  To Miſeries enough: no hope to helpe you,


  But as you ſhake off one, to take another:


  Nothing ſo certaine, as your Anchors, who


  Doe their beſt office, if they can but ſtay you,


  Where you’le be loth to be: beſides you know,


  Proſperitie’s the very bond of Loue,


  Whoſe freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together,


  Affliction alters.


  
    PERDITA


    One of theſe is true:

  


  I thinke Affliction may ſubdue the Cheeke,


  But not take-in the Mind.


  
    CAMILLO


    Yea? ſay you ſo?

  


  There ſhall not, at your Fathers Houſe, theſe ſeuen yeeres


  Be borne another ſuch.


  
    FLORIZELL


    My good Camillo,

  


  She’s as forward, of her Breeding, as


  She is i’th’reare’our Birth.


  
    CAMILLO


    I cannot ſay, ’tis pitty

  


  She lacks Inſtructions, for ſhe ſeemes a Miſtreſſe


  To moſt that teach.


  
    PERDITA


    Your pardon Sir, for this,

  


  Ile bluſh you Thanks.


  
    FLORIZELL


    My prettieſt Perdita.

  


  But O, the Thornes we ſtand vpon: (Camillo )


  Preſeruer of my Father, now of me,


  The Medicine of our Houſe: how ſhall we doe?


  We are not furniſh’d like Bohemia’s Sonne,


  Nor ſhall appeare in Sicilia.


  
    CAMILLO


    My Lord,

  


  Feare none of this: I thinke you know my fortunes


  Doe all lye there: it ſhall be ſo my care,


  To haue you royally appointed, as if


  The Scene you play, were mine. For inſtance Sir,


  That you may know you ſhall not want: one word.


  Enter Autolicus.


  AVTOLICVS


  Ha, ha, what a Foole Honeſtie is? and Truſt (his ſworne brother) a very ſimple Gentleman. I haue ſold all my Tromperie: not a counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, Glaſſe, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, Tape, Gloue, Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring, to keepe my Pack from faſting: they throng who ſhould buy firſt, as if my Trinkets had beene hallowed, and brought a benediction to the buyer: by which meanes, I ſaw whoſe Purſe was beſt in Picture; and what I ſaw, to my good vſe, I remembred. My Clowne (who wants but ſomething to be a reaſonable man) grew ſo in loue with the Wenches Song, that hee would not ſtirre his Petty-toes, till he had both Tune and Words, which ſo drew the reſt of the Heard to me, that all their other Sences ſtucke in Eares: you might haue pinch’d a Placket, it was ſenceleſſe; ’twas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of a Purſe: I would haue fill’d Keyes of that hung in Chaynes: no hearing, no feeling, but my Sirs Song, and admiring the Nothing of it. So that in this time of Lethargie, I pickd and cut moſt of their Feſtiuall Purſes: And had not the old-man come in with a Whoo-bub againſt his Daughter, and the Kings Sonne, and ſcar’d my Chowghes from the Chaffe, I had not left a Purſe aliue in the whole Army.


  
    CAMILLO


    Nay, but my Letters by this meanes being there So ſoone as you arriue, ſhall cleare that doubt.

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    And thoſe that you’le procure from King Leontes?

  


  
    CAMILLO


    Shall ſatiſfie your Father.

  


  
    PERDITA


    Happy be you:

  


  All that you ſpeake, ſhewes faire.


  
    CAMILLO


    Who haue we here?

  


  Wee’le make an Inſtrument of this: omit


  Nothing may giue vs aide.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    If they haue ouer-heard me now: why hanging.

  


  
    CAMILLO


    How now (good Fellow)

  


  Why ſhak’ſt thou ſo? Feare not (man)


  Here’s no harme intended to thee.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I am a poore Fellow, Sir.

  


  CAMILLO


  Why, be ſo ſtill: here’s no body will ſteale that from thee: yet for the out-ſide of thy pouertie, we muſt make an exchange; therefore dis-caſe thee inſtantly (thou muſt thinke there’s a neceſſitie in’t) and change Garments with this Gentleman: Though the penny-worth (on his ſide) be the worſt, yet hold thee, there’s ſome boot.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I am a poore Fellow, Sir: (I know ye well enough.)

  


  
    CAMILLO


    Nay prethee diſpatch: the Gentleman is halfe fled already.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Are you in earneſt, Sir? (I ſmell the trick on’t.)

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    Diſpatch, I prethee.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Indeed I haue had Earneſt, but I cannot with conſcience take it.

  


  
    CAMILLO


    Vnbuckle, vnbuckle.

  


  Fortunate Miſtreſſe (let my prophecie


  Come home to ye:) you muſt retire your ſelfe


  Into ſome Couert; take your ſweet-hearts Hat


  And pluck it ore your Browes, muffle your face,


  Dis-mantle you, and (as you can) diſliken


  The truth of your owne ſeeming, that you may


  (For I doe feare eyes ouer) to Ship-boord


  Get vndeſcry’d.


  
    PERDITA


    I ſee the Play ſo lyes,

  


  That I muſt beare a part.


  
    CAMILLO


    No remedie:

  


  Haue you done there?


  
    FLORIZELL


    Should I now meet my Father,

  


  He would not call me Sonne.


  
    CAMILLO


    Nay, you ſhall haue no Hat:

  


  Come Lady, come: Farewell (my friend.)


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Adieu, Sir.

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    O Perdita: what haue we twaine forgot?

  


  ’Pray you a word.


  
    CAMILLO


    What I doe next, ſhall be to tell the King

  


  Of this eſcape, and whither they are bound;


  Wherein, my hope is, I ſhall ſo preuaile,


  To force him after: in whoſe company


  I ſhall re-view Sicilia; for whoſe ſight,


  I haue a Womans Longing.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Fortune ſpeed vs:

  


  Thus we ſet on (Camillo ) to th’Sea-ſide.


  
    CAMILLO


    The ſwifter ſpeed, the better.

  


  Exit.


  AVTOLICVS


  I vnderſtand the buſineſſe, I heare it: to haue an open eare, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is neceſſary for a Cut-purſe; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, to ſmell out worke for th’other Sences. I ſee this is the time that the vniuſt man doth thriue. What an exchange had this been, without boot? What a boot is here, with this exchange? Sure the Gods doe this yeere conniue at vs, and we may doe any thing extempore. The Prince himſelfe is about a peece of Iniquitie (ſtealing away from his Father, with his Clog at his heeles:) if I thought it were a peece of honeſtie to acquaint the King withall, I would not do’t: I hold it the more knauerie to conceale it; and therein am I conſtant to my Profeſſion.


  Enter Clowne and Shepheard.


  Aſide, aſide, here is more matter for a hot braine: Euery Lanes end, euery Shop, Church, Seſſion, Hanging, yeelds a carefull man worke.


  CLOWNE


  See, ſee: what a man you are now? there is no other way, but to tell the King ſhe’s a Changeling, and none of your fleſh and blood.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Nay, but heare me.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Nay; but heare me.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Goe too then.

  


  CLOWNE


  She being none of your fleſh and blood, your fleſh and blood ha’s not offended the King, and ſo your fleſh and blood is not to be puniſh’d by him. Shew thoſe things you found about her (thoſe ſecret things, all but what ſhe ha’s with her:) This being done, let the Law goe whiſtle: I warrant you.


  SHEEPE-HEARD


  I will tell the King all, euery word, yea, and his Sonnes prancks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt man, neither to his Father, nor to me, to goe about to make me the Kings Brother in Law.


  CLOWNE


  Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheſt off you could haue beene to him, and then your Blood had beene the dearer, by I know how much an ounce.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Very wiſely (Puppies.)

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Well: let vs to the King: there is that in this Farthell, will make him ſcratch his Beard.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I know not what impediment this Complaint may be to the flight of my Maſter.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    ’Pray heartily he be at’Pallace.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Though I am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſometimes by chance: Let me pocket vp my Pedlers excrement. How now (Ruſtiques) whither are you bound?


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    To th’Pallace (and it like your Worſhip.)

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Your Affaires there? what? with whom? the Condition of that Farthell? the place of your dwelling? your names? your ages? of what hauing? breeding, and any thing that is fitting to be knowne, diſcouer?


  
    CLOWNE


    We are but plaine fellowes, Sir.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  A Lye; you are rough, and hayrie: Let me haue no lying; it becomes none but Trades-men, and they often giue vs (Souldiers) the Lye, but wee pay them for it with ſtamped Coyne, not ſtabbing Steele, therefore they doe not giue vs the Lye.


  
    CLOWNE


    Your Worſhip had like to haue giuen vs one, if you had not taken your ſelfe with the manner.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Are you a Courtier, and’t like you Sir?

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier. Seeſt thou not the ayre of the Court, in theſe enfoldings? Hath not my gate in it, the meaſure of the Court? Receiues not thy Noſe Court-Odour from me? Reflect I not on thy Baſeneſſe, Court-Contempt? Think’ſt thou, for that I inſinuate, at toaze from thee thy Buſineſſe, I am therefore no Courtier? I am Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that will eyther puſh-on, or pluck-back, thy Buſineſſe there: whereupon I command thee to open thy Affaire.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    My Buſineſſe, Sir, is to the King.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    What Aduocate ha’ſt thou to him?

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    I know not (and’t like you.)

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Aduocate’s the Court-word for a Pheazant: ſay you haue none.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    None, Sir: I haue no Pheazant Cock, nor Hen.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    How bleſſed are we, that are not ſimple men?

  


  Yet Nature might haue made me as theſe are,


  Therefore I will not diſdaine.


  
    CLOWNE


    This cannot be but a great Courtier.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    His Garments are rich, but he weares them not handſomely.

  


  CLOWNE


  He ſeemes to be the more Noble, in being fantaſticall: A great man, Ile warrant; I know by the picking on’s Teeth.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    The Farthell there? What’s i’th’Farthell?

  


  Wherefore that Box?


  SHEEPE-HEARD


  Sir, there lyes ſuch Secrets in this Farthell and Box, which none muſt know but the King, and which hee ſhall know within this houre, if I may come to th’ſpeech of him.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Age, thou haſt loſt thy labour.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Why Sir?

  


  AVTOLICVS


  The King is not at the Pallace, he is gone aboord a new Ship, to purge Melancholy, and ayre himſelfe: for if thou bee’ſt capable of things ſerious, thou muſt know the King is full of griefe.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    So ’tis ſaid (Sir:) about his Sonne, that ſhould haue marryed a Shepheards Daughter.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  If that Shepheard be not in hand-faſt, let him flye; the Curſes he ſhall haue, the Tortures he ſhall feele, will breake the back of Man, the heart of Monſter.


  
    CLOWNE


    Thinke you ſo, Sir?

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Not hee alone ſhall ſuffer what Wit can make heauie, and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are Iermaine to him (though remou’d fiftie times) ſhall all come vnder the Hang-man: which, though it be great pitty, yet it is neceſſarie. An old Sheepe-whiſtling Rogue, a Ram-ten-der, to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace? Some ſay hee ſhall be ſton’d: but that death is too ſoft for him (ſay I:) Draw our Throne into a Sheep-Coat? all deaths are too few, the ſharpeſt too eaſie.


  
    CLOWNE


    Ha’s the old-man ere a Sonne Sir (doe you heare) and’t like you, Sir?

  


  AVTOLICVS


  Hee ha’s a Sonne: who ſhall be flayd aliue, then ’noynted ouer with Honey, ſet on the head of a Waſpes Neſt, then ſtand till he be three quarters and a dram dead: then recouer’d againe with Aquavite, or ſome other hot Infuſion: then, raw as he is (and in the hoteſt day Prognoſtication proclaymes) ſhall he be ſet againſt a Brick-wall, (the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye vpon him; where hee is to behold him, with Flyes blown to death.) But what talke we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals, whoſe miſeries are to be ſmil’d at, their offences being ſo capitall? Tell me (for you ſeeme to be honeſt plaine men) what you haue to the King: being ſomething gently conſider’d, Ile bring you where he is aboord, tender your perſons to his preſence, whiſper him in your behalfes; and if it be in man, beſides the King, to effect your Suites, here is man ſhall doe it.


  CLOWNE


  He ſeemes to be of great authoritie: cloſe with him, giue him Gold; and though Authoritie be a ſtubborne Beare, yet hee is oft led by the Noſe with Gold: ſhew the in-ſide of your Purſe to the out-ſide of his hand, and no more adoe. Remember ſton’d, and flay’d aliue.


  SHEEPE-HEARD


  And’t pleaſe you (Sir) to vndertake the Buſineſſe for vs, here is that Gold I haue: Ile make it as much more, and leaue this young man in pawne, till I bring it you.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    After I haue done what I promiſed?

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    I Sir.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Well, giue me the Moitie: Are you a partie in this Buſineſſe?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    In ſome ſort, Sir: but though my caſe be a pittifull one, I hope I ſhall not be flayd out of it.

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    Oh, that’s the caſe of the Shepheards Sonne: hang him, hee’le be made an example.

  


  CLOWNE


  Comfort, good comfort: We muſt to the King, and ſhew our ſtrange ſights: he muſt know ’tis none of your Daughter, nor my Siſter: wee are gone elſe. Sir, I will giue you as much as this old man do’s, when the Buſineſſe is performed, and remaine (as he ſayes) your pawne till it be brought you.


  AVTOLICVS


  I will truſt you. Walke before toward the Sea- ſide, goe on the right hand, I will but looke vpon the Hedge, and follow you.


  
    CLOWNE


    We are bleſs’d, in this man: as I may ſay, euen bleſs’d.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Let’s before, as he bids vs: he was prouided to doe vs good.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  If I had a mind to be honeſt, I ſee Fortune would not ſuffer mee: ſhee drops Booties in my mouth. I am courted now with a double occaſion: (Gold, and a means to doe the Prince my Maſter good; which, who knowes how that may turne backe to my aduancement?) I will bring theſe two Moales, theſe blind-ones, aboord him: if he thinke it fit to ſhoare them againe, and that the Complaint they haue to the King, concernes him nothing, let him call me Rogue, for being ſo farre officious, for I am proofe againſt that Title, and what ſhame elſe belongs to’t: To him will I preſent them, there may be matter in it.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Quintus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina,
Seruants: Florizel, Perdita.


  
    CLEOMINES


    SIR, you haue done enough, and haue perform’d

  


  A Saint-like Sorrow: No fault could you make,


  Which you haue not redeem’d; indeed pay’d downe


  More penitence, then done treſpas: At the laſt


  Doe, as the Heauens haue done; forget your euill,


  With them, forgiue your ſelfe.


  
    LEONTES


    Whileſt I remember

  


  Her, and her Vertues, I cannot forget


  My blemiſhes in them, and ſo ſtill thinke of


  The wrong I did my ſelfe: which was ſo much,


  That Heire-leſſe it hath made my Kingdome, and


  Deſtroy’d the ſweet’ſt Companion, that ere man


  Bred his hopes out of, true.


  
    PAVLINA


    Too true (my Lord:)

  


  If one by one, you wedded all the World,


  Or from the All that are, tooke ſomething good,


  To make a perfect Woman; ſhe you kill’d,


  Would be vnparallell’d.


  
    LEONTES


    I thinke ſo. Kill’d?

  


  She I kill’d? I did ſo: but thou ſtrik’ſt me


  Sorely, to ſay I did: it is as bitter


  Vpon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, good now,


  Say ſo but ſeldome.


  
    CLEOMINES


    Not at all, good Lady:

  


  You might haue ſpoken a thouſand things, that would


  Haue done the time more benefit, and grac’d


  Your kindneſſe better.


  
    PAVLINA


    You are one of thoſe

  


  Would haue him wed againe.


  
    DION


    If you would not ſo,

  


  You pitty not the State, nor the Remembrance


  Of his moſt Soueraigne Name: Conſider little,


  What Dangers, by his Highneſſe faile of Iſſue,


  May drop vpon his Kingdome, and deuoure


  Incertaine lookers on. What were more holy,


  Then to reioyce the former Queene is well?


  What holyer, then for Royalties repayre,


  For preſent comfort, and for future good,


  To bleſſe the Bed of Maieſtie againe


  With a ſweet Fellow to’t?


  
    PAVLINA


    There is none worthy,

  


  (Reſpecting her that’s gone:) beſides the Gods


  Will haue fulfill’d their ſecret purpoſes:


  For ha’s not the Diuine Apollo ſaid?


  Is’t not the tenor of his Oracle,


  That King Leontes ſhall not haue an Heire,


  Till his loſt Child be found? Which, that it ſhall,


  Is all as monſtrous to our humane reaſon,


  As my Antigonus to breake his Graue,


  And come againe to me: who, on my life,


  Did periſh with the Infant. ’Tis your councell,


  My Lord ſhould to the Heauens be contrary,


  Oppoſe againſt their wills. Care not for Iſſue,


  The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander


  Left his to th’Worthieſt: ſo his Succeſſor


  Was like to be the beſt.


  
    LEONTES


    Good Paulina,

  


  Who haſt the memorie of Hermione


  I know in honor: O, that euer I


  Had ſquar’d me to thy councell: then, euen now,


  I might haue look’d vpon my Queenes full eyes,


  Haue taken Treaſure from her Lippes.


  
    PAVLINA


    And left them

  


  More rich, for what they yeelded.


  
    LEONTES


    Thou ſpeak’ſt truth:

  


  No more ſuch Wiues, therefore no Wife: one worſe,


  And better vs’d, would make her Sainted Spirit


  Againe poſſeſſe her Corps, and on this Stage


  (Where we Offendors now appeare) Soule-vext,


  And begin, why to me?


  
    PAVLINA


    Had ſhe ſuch power,

  


  She had iuſt ſuch cauſe.


  
    LEONTES


    She had, and would incenſe me

  


  To murther her I marryed.


  
    PAVLINA


    I ſhould ſo:

  


  Were I the Ghoſt that walk’d, Il’d bid you marke


  Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in’t


  You choſe her: then Il’d ſhrieke, that euen your eares


  Should rift to heare me, and the words that follow’d,


  Should be, Remember mine.


  
    LEONTES


    Starres, Starres,

  


  And all eyes elſe, dead coales: feare thou no Wife;


  Ile haue no Wife, Paulina.


  
    PAVLINA


    Will you ſweare

  


  Neuer to marry, but by my free leaue?


  
    LEONTES


    Neuer (Paulina ) ſo be bleſs’d my Spirit.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Then good my Lords, beare witneſſe to his Oath.

  


  
    CLEOMINES


    You tempt him ouer-much.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Vnleſſe another,

  


  As like Hermione, as is her Picture,


  Affront his eye.


  
    CLEOMINES


    Good Madame, I haue done.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    Yet if my Lord will marry: if you will, Sir;

  


  No remedie but you will: Giue me the Office


  To chuſe you a Queene: ſhe ſhall not be ſo young


  As was your former, but ſhe ſhall be ſuch


  As (walk’d your firſt Queenes Ghoſt) it ſhould take ioy


  To ſee her in your armes.


  
    LEONTES


    My true Paulina,

  


  We ſhall not marry, till thou bidſt vs.


  
    PAVLINA


    That

  


  Shall be when your firſt Queene’s againe in breath:


  Neuer till then.


  Enter a Seruant.


  
    SERVANT


    One that giues out himſelfe Prince Florizell,

  


  Sonne of Polixenes, with his Princeſſe (ſhe


  The faireſt I haue yet beheld) deſires acceſſe


  To your high preſence.


  
    LEONTES


    What with him? he comes not

  


  Like to his Fathers Greatneſſe: his approach


  (So out of circumſtance, and ſuddaine) tells vs,


  ’Tis not a Viſitation fram’d, but forc’d


  By need, and accident. What Trayne?


  
    SERVANT


    But few,

  


  And thoſe but meane.


  
    LEONTES


    His Princeſſe (ſay you) with him?

  


  
    SERVANT


    I: the moſt peereleſſe peece of Earth, I thinke,

  


  That ere the Sunne ſhone bright on.


  
    PAVLINA


    Oh Hermione,

  


  As euery preſent Time doth boaſt it ſelfe


  Aboue a better, gone; ſo muſt thy Graue


  Giue way to what’s ſeene now. Sir, you your ſelfe


  Haue ſaid, and writ ſo; but your writing now


  Is colder then that Theame: ſhe had not beene,


  Nor was not to be equall’d, thus your Verſe


  Flow’d with her Beautie once; ’tis ſhrewdly ebb’d,


  To ſay you haue ſeene a better.


  
    SERVANT


    Pardon, Madame:

  


  The one, I haue almoſt forgot (your pardon:)


  The other, when ſhe ha’s obtayn’d your Eye,


  Will haue your Tongue too. This is a Creature,


  Would ſhe begin a Sect, might quench the zeale


  Of all Profeſſors elſe; make Proſelytes


  Of who ſhe but bid follow.


  
    PAVLINA


    How? not women?

  


  
    SERVANT


    Women will loue her, that ſhe is a Woman

  


  More worth then any Man: Men, that ſhe is


  The rareſt of all Women.


  
    LEONTES


    Goe Cleomines,

  


  Your ſelfe (aſſiſted with your honor’d Friends)


  Bring them to our embracement. Still ’tis ſtrange,


  He thus ſhould ſteale vpon vs.


  Exit.


  
    PAVLINA


    Had our Prince

  


  (Iewell of Children) ſeene this houre, he had payr’d


  Well with this Lord; there was not full a moneth


  Betweene their births.


  
    LEONTES


    ’Prethee no more; ceaſe: thou know’ſt

  


  He dyes to me againe, when talk’d-of: ſure


  When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy ſpeeches


  Will bring me to conſider that, which may


  Vnfurniſh me of Reaſon. They are come.


  
    Enter Florizell, Perdita,
Cleomines, and others.

  


  Your Mother was moſt true to Wedlock, Prince,


  For ſhe did print your Royall Father off,


  Conceiuing you. Were I but twentie one,


  Your Fathers Image is ſo hit in you,


  (His very ayre) that I ſhould call you Brother,


  As I did him, and ſpeake of ſomething wildly


  By vs perform’d before. Moſt dearely welcome,


  And your faire Princeſſe (Goddeſſe) oh: alas,


  I loſt a couple, that ’twixt Heauen and Earth


  Might thus haue ſtood, begetting wonder, as


  You (gracious Couple) doe: and then I loſt


  (All mine owne Folly) the Societie,


  Amitie too of your braue Father, whom


  (Though bearing Miſerie) I deſire my life


  Once more to looke on him.


  
    FLORIZELL


    By his command

  


  Haue I here touch’d Sicilia, and from him


  Giue you all greetings, that a King (at friend)


  Can ſend his Brother: and but Infirmitie


  (Which waits vpon worne times) hath ſomething ſeiz’d


  His wiſh’d Abilitie, he had himſelfe


  The Lands and Waters, ’twixt your Throne and his,


  Meaſur’d, to looke vpon you; whom he loues


  (He bad me ſay ſo) more then all the Scepters,


  And thoſe that beare them, liuing.


  
    LEONTES


    Oh my Brother,

  


  (Good Gentleman) the wrongs I haue done thee, ſtirre


  Afreſh within me: and theſe thy offices


  (So rarely kind) are as Interpreters


  Of my behind-hand ſlackneſſe. Welcome hither,


  As is the Spring to th’Earth. And hath he too


  Expos’d this Paragon to th’fearefull vſage


  (At leaſt vngentle) of the dreadfull Neptune,


  To greet a man, not worth her paines; much leſſe,


  Th’aduenture of her perſon?


  
    FLORIZELL


    Good my Lord,

  


  She came from Libia.


  
    LEONTES


    Where the Warlike Smalus,

  


  That Noble honor’d Lord, is fear’d, and lou’d?


  
    FLORIZELL


    Moſt Royall Sir,

  


  From thence: from him, whoſe Daughter


  His Teares proclaym’d his parting with her: thence


  (A proſperous South-wind friendly) we haue croſs’d,


  To execute the Charge my Father gaue me,


  For viſiting your Highneſſe: My beſt Traine


  I haue from your Sicilian Shores diſmiſs’d;


  Who for Bohemia bend, to ſignifie


  Not onely my ſucceſſe in Libia (Sir)


  But my arriuall, and my Wifes, in ſafetie


  Here, where we are.


  
    LEONTES


    The bleſſed Gods

  


  Purge all Infection from our Ayre, whileſt you


  Doe Clymate here: you haue a holy Father,


  A graceful Gentleman, againſt whoſe perſon


  (So ſacred as it is) I haue done ſinne,


  For which, the Heauens (taking angry note)


  Haue left me Iſſue-leſſe: and your Father’s bleſs’d


  (As he from Heauen merits it) with you,


  Worthy his goodneſſe. What might I haue been,


  Might I a Sonne and Daughter now haue look’d on,


  Such goodly things as you?


  Enter a Lord.


  
    LORD


    Moſt Noble Sir,

  


  That which I ſhall report, will beare no credit,


  Were not the proofe ſo nigh. Pleaſe you (great Sir)


  Bohemia greets you from himſelfe, by me:


  Deſires you to attach his Sonne, who ha’s


  (His Dignitie, and Dutie both caſt off)


  Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with


  A Shepheards Daughter.


  
    LEONTES


    Where’s Bohemia? ſpeake:

  


  
    LORD


    Here, in your Citie: I now came from him.

  


  I ſpeake amazedly, and it becomes


  My meruaile, and my Meſſage. To your Court


  Whiles he was haſtning (in the Chaſe, it ſeemes,


  Of this faire Couple) meetes he on the way


  The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and


  Her Brother, hauing both their Countrey quitted,


  With this young Prince.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Camillo ha’s betray’d me;

  


  Whoſe honor, and whoſe honeſtie till now,


  Endur’d all Weathers.


  
    LORD


    Lay’t ſo to his charge:

  


  He’s with the King your Father.


  
    LEONTES


    Who? Camillo?

  


  
    LORD


    Camillo (Sir:) I ſpake with him: who now

  


  Ha’s theſe poore men in queſtion. Neuer ſaw I


  Wretches ſo quake: they kneele, they kiſſe the Earth;


  Forſweare themſelues as often as they ſpeake:


  Bohemia ſtops his eares, and threatens them


  With diuers deaths, in death.


  
    PERDITA


    Oh my poore Father:

  


  The Heauen ſets Spyes vpon vs, will not haue


  Our Contract celebrated.


  
    LEONTES


    You are marryed?

  


  
    FLORIZELL


    We are not (Sir) nor are we like to be:

  


  The Starres (I ſee) will kiſſe the Valleyes firſt:


  The oddes for high and low’s alike.


  
    LEONTES


    My Lord,

  


  Is this the Daughter of a King?


  
    FLORIZELL


    She is,

  


  When once ſhe is my Wife.


  
    LEONTES


    That once (I ſee) by your good Fathers ſpeed,

  


  Will come-on very ſlowly. I am ſorry


  (Moſt ſorry) you haue broken from his liking,


  Where you were ty’d in dutie: and as ſorry,


  Your Choice is not ſo rich in Worth, as Beautie,


  That you might well enioy her.


  
    FLORIZELL


    Deare, looke vp:

  


  Though Fortune, viſible an Enemie,


  Should chaſe vs, with my Father; powre no iot


  Hath ſhe to change our Loues. Beſeech you (Sir)


  Remember, ſince you ow’d no more to Time


  Then I doe now: with thought of ſuch Affections,


  Step forth mine Aduocate: at your requeſt,


  My Father will graunt precious things, as Trifles.


  
    LEONTES


    Would he doe ſo, I’ld beg your precious Miſtris,

  


  Which he counts but a Trifle.


  
    PAVLINA


    Sir (my Liege)

  


  Your eye hath too much youth in’t: not a moneth


  ’Fore your Queene dy’d, ſhe was more worth ſuch gazes,


  Then what you looke on now.


  
    LEONTES


    I thought of her,

  


  Euen in theſe Lookes I made. But your Petition


  Is yet vn-anſwer’d: I will to your Father:


  Your Honor not o’re-throwne by your deſires,


  I am friend to them, and you: Vpon which Errand


  I now goe toward him: therefore follow me,


  And marke what way I make: Come good my Lord.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Autolicus, and a Gentleman.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    BESEECH you (Sir) were you preſent at this Relation?

  


  1. GENTLEMAN


  I was by at the opening of the Farthell, heard the old Shepheard deliuer the manner how he found it: Whereupon (after a little amazedneſſe) we were all commanded out of the Chamber: onely this (me thought) I heard the Shepheard ſay, he found the Child.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I would moſt gladly know the iſſue of it.

  


  1. GENTLEMAN


  I make a broken deliuerie of the Buſineſſe; but the changes I perceiued in the King, and Camillo, were very Notes of admiration: they ſeem’d almoſt, with ſtaring on one another, to teare the Caſes of their Eyes. There was ſpeech in their dumbneſſe, Language in their very geſture: they look’d as they had heard of a World ranſom’d, or one deſtroyed: a notable paſſion of Wonder appeared in them: but the wiſeſt beholder, that knew no more but ſeeing, could not ſay, if th’importance were Ioy, or Sorrow; but in the extremitie of the one, it muſt needs be.


  Enter another Gentleman.


  Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more: The Newes, Rogero.


  2. GENTLEMAN


  Nothing but Bon-fires: the Oracle is fulfill’d: the Kings Daughter is found: ſuch a deale of wonder is broken out within this houre, that Ballad-makers cannot be able to expreſſe it.


  Enter another Gentleman.


  Here comes the Lady Paulina’s Steward, hee can deliuer you more. How goes it now (Sir.) This Newes (which is call’d true) is ſo like an old Tale, that the veritie of it is in ſtrong ſuſpition: Ha’s the King found his Heire?


  3. GENTLEMAN


  Moſt true, if euer Truth were pregnant by Circumſtance: That which you heare, you’le ſweare you ſee, there is ſuch vnitie in the proofes. The Mantle of Queene Hermiones: her Iewell about the Neck of it: the Letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know to be his Character: the Maieſtie of the Creature, in reſemblance of the Mother: the Affection of Nobleneſſe, which Nature ſhewes aboue her Breeding, and many other Euidences, proclayme her, with all certaintie, to be the Kings Daughter. Did you ſee the meeting of the two Kings?


  
    2. GENTLEMAN


    No.

  


  3. GENTLEMAN


  Then haue you loſt a Sight which was to bee ſeene, cannot bee ſpoken of. There might you haue beheld one Ioy crowne another, ſo and in ſuch manner, that it ſeem’d Sorrow wept to take leaue of them: for their Ioy waded in teares. There was caſting vp of Eyes, holding vp of Hands, with Countenance of ſuch diſtraction, that they were to be knowne by Garment, not by Fauor. Our King being ready to leape out of himſelfe, for ioy of his found Daughter; as if that Ioy were now become a Loſſe, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother: then askes Bohemia forgiueneſſe, then embraces his Sonne-in-Law: then againe worryes he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now he thanks the old Shepheard (which ſtands by, like a Weather-bitten Conduit, of many Kings Reignes.) I neuer heard of ſuch another Encounter; which lames Report to follow it, and vndo’s deſcription to doe it.


  
    2. GENTLEMAN


    What, ’pray you, became of Antigonus, that carryed hence the Child?

  


  3. GENTLEMAN


  Like an old Tale ſtill, which will haue matter to rehearſe, though Credit be aſleepe, and not an eare open; he was torne to pieces with a Beare: This auouches the Shepheards Sonne; who ha’s not onely his Innocence (which ſeemes much) to iuſtifie him, but a Hand-kerchief and Rings of his, that Paulina knowes.


  
    1. GENTLEMAN


    What became of his Barke, and his Followers?

  


  3. GENTLEMAN


  Wrackt the ſame inſtant of their Maſters death, and in the view of the Shepheard: ſo that all the Inſtruments which ayded to expoſe the Child, were euen then loſt, when it was found. But oh the Noble Combat, that ’twixt Ioy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. Shee had one Eye declin’d for the loſſe of her Husband, another eleuated, that the Oracle was fulfill’d: Shee lifted the Princeſſe from the Earth, and ſo locks her in embracing, as if ſhee would pin her to her heart, that ſhee might no more be in danger of looſing.


  
    1. GENTLEMAN


    The Dignitie of this Act was worth the audience of Kings and Princes, for by ſuch was it acted.

  


  3. GENTLEMAN


  One of the prettyeſt touches of all, and that which angl’d for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though not the Fiſh) was, when at the Relation of the Queenes death (with the manner how ſhee came to’t, brauely con-feſs’d, and lamented by the King) how attentiueneſſe wounded his Daughter, till (from one ſigne of dolour to another) ſhee did (with an Alas ) I would faine ſay, bleed Teares; for I am ſure, my heart wept blood. Who was moſt Marble, there changed colour: ſome ſwownded, all ſorrowed: if all the World could haue ſeen’t, the Woe had beene vniuerſall.


  
    1. GENTLEMAN


    Are they returned to the Court?

  


  3. GENTLEMAN


  No: The Princeſſe hearing of her Mothers Statue (which is in the keeping of Paulina ) a Peece many yeeres in doing, and now newly perform’d, by that rare Italian Maſter, Iulio Romano, who (had he himſelfe Eternitie, and could put Breath into his Worke) would beguile Nature of her Cuſtome, ſo perfectly he is her Ape: He ſo neere to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they ſay one would ſpeake to her, and ſtand in hope of anſwer. Thither (with all greedineſſe of affection) are they gone, and there they intend to Sup.


  2. GENTLEMAN


  I thought ſhe had ſome great matter there in hand, for ſhee hath priuately, twice or thrice a day, euer ſince the death of Hermione, viſited that remoued Houſe. Shall wee thither, and with our companie peece the Reioycing?


  1. GENTLEMAN


  Who would be thence, that ha’s the benefit of Acceſſe? euery winke of an Eye, ſome new Grace will be borne: our Abſence makes vs vnthriftie to our Knowledge. Let’s along.


  Exit.


  AVTOLICVS


  Now (had I not the daſh of my former life in me) would Preferment drop on my head. I brought the old man and his Sonne aboord the Prince; told him, I heard them talke of a Farthell, and I know not what: but he at that time ouer-fond of the Shepheards Daughter (ſo he then tooke her to be) who began to be much Sea-ſick, and himſelfe little better, extremitie of Weather continuing, this Myſterie remained vndiſcouer’d. But ’tis all one to me: for had I beene the finder-out of this Secret, it would not haue relliſh’d among my other diſcredits.


  Enter Shepheard and Clowne.


  Here come thoſe I haue done good to againſt my will, and alreadie appearing in the bloſſomes of their Fortune.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    Come Boy, I am paſt moe Children: but thy Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen borne.

  


  CLOWNE


  You are well met (Sir:) you deny’d to fight with mee this other day, becauſe I was no Gentleman borne. See you theſe Clothes? ſay you ſee them not, and thinke me ſtill no Gentleman borne: You were beſt ſay theſe Robes are not Gentlemen borne. Giue me the Lye: doe: and try whether I am not now a Gentleman borne.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I know you are now (Sir) a Gentleman borne.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    I, and haue been ſo any time theſe foure houres.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    And ſo haue I, Boy.

  


  CLOWNE


  So you haue: but I was a Gentleman borne before my Father: for the Kings Sonne tooke me by the hand, and call’d mee Brother: and then the two Kings call’d my Father Brother: and then the Prince (my Brother) and the Princeſſe (my Siſter) call’d my Father, Father; and ſo wee wept: and there was the firſt Gentleman-like teares that euer we ſhed.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    We may liue (Sonne) to ſhed many more.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    I: or elſe ’twere hard luck, being in ſo prepoſterous eſtate as we are.

  


  AVTOLICVS


  I humbly beſeech you (Sir) to pardon me all the faults I haue committed to your Worſhip, and to giue me your good report to the Prince my Maſter.


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    ’Prethee Sonne doe: for we muſt be gentle, now we are Gentlemen.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Thou wilt amend thy life?

  


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I, and it like your good Worſhip.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Giue me thy hand: I will ſweare to the Prince, thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    You may ſay it, but not ſweare it.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Not ſweare it, now I am a Gentleman? Let Boores and Francklins ſay it, Ile ſweare it.

  


  
    SHEEPE-HEARD


    How if it be falſe (Sonne?)

  


  CLOWNE


  If it be ne’re ſo falſe, a true Gentleman may ſweare it, in the behalfe of his Friend: And Ile ſweare to the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt not be drunke: but I know thou art no tall Fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunke: but Ile ſweare it, and I would thou would’ſt be a tall Fellow of thy hands.


  
    AVTOLICVS


    I will proue ſo (Sir) to my power.

  


  CLOWNE


  I, by any meanes proue a tall Fellow: if I do not wonder, how thou dar’ſt venture to be drunke, not being a tall Fellow, truſt me not. Harke, the Kings and Princes (our Kindred) are going to ſee the Queenes Picture. Come, follow vs: wee’le be thy good Maſters.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizell,
Perdita, Camillo, Paulina,
Hermione (like a Statue,) Lords, &c.


  
    LEONTES


    O graue and good Paulina, the great comfort

  


  That I haue had of thee?


  
    PAVLINA


    What (Soueraigne Sir)

  


  I did not well, I meant well: all my Seruices


  You haue pay’d home. But that you haue vouchſaf’d


  (With your Crown’d Brother, and theſe your contracted


  Heires of your Kingdomes) my poore Houſe to viſit;


  It is a ſurplus of your Grace, which neuer


  My life may laſt to anſwere.


  
    LEONTES


    O Paulina,

  


  We honor you with trouble: but we came


  To ſee the Statue of our Queene. Your Gallerie


  Haue we paſs’d through, not without much content


  In many ſingularities; but we ſaw not


  That which my Daughter came to looke vpon,


  The Statue of her Mother.


  
    PAVLINA


    As ſhe liu’d peereleſſe,

  


  So her dead likeneſſe I doe well beleeue


  Excells what euer yet you look’d vpon,


  Or hand of Man hath done: therefore I keepe it


  Louely, apart. But here it is: prepare


  To ſee the Life as liuely mock’d, as euer


  Still Sleepe mock’d Death: behold, and ſay ’tis well.


  I like your ſilence, it the more ſhewes-off


  Your wonder: but yet ſpeake, firſt you (my Liege)


  Comes it not ſomething neere?


  
    LEONTES


    Her naturall Poſture.

  


  Chide me (deare Stone) that I may ſay indeed


  Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art ſhe,


  In thy not chiding: for ſhe was as tender


  As Infancie, and Grace. But yet (Paulina )


  Hermione was not ſo much wrinckled, nothing


  So aged as this ſeemes.


  
    POLIXENES


    Oh, not by much.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    So much the more our Caruers excellence,

  


  Which lets goe-by ſome ſixteene yeeres, and makes her


  As ſhe liu’d now.


  
    LEONTES


    As now ſhe might haue done,

  


  So much to my good comfort, as it is


  Now piercing to my Soule. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood,


  Euen with ſuch Life of Maieſtie (warme Life,


  As now it coldly ſtands) when firſt I woo’d her.


  I am aſham’d: Do’s not the Stone rebuke me,


  For being more Stone then it? Oh Royall Peece:


  There’s Magick in thy Maieſtie, which ha’s


  My Euils coniur’d to remembrance; and


  From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits,


  Standing like Stone with thee.


  
    PERDITA


    And giue me leaue,

  


  And doe not ſay ’tis Superſtition, that


  I kneele, and then implore her Bleſſing. Lady,


  Deere Queene, that ended when I but began,


  Giue me that hand of yours, to kiſſe.


  
    PAVLINA


    O, patience:

  


  The Statue is but newly fix’d; the Colour’s


  Not dry.


  
    CAMILLO


    My Lord, your Sorrow was too ſore lay’d-on,

  


  Which ſixteene Winters cannot blow away,


  So many Summers dry: ſcarce any Ioy


  Did euer ſo long liue; no Sorrow,


  But kill’d it ſelfe much ſooner.


  
    POLIXENES


    Deere my Brother,

  


  Let him, that was the cauſe of this, haue powre


  To take-off ſo much griefe from you, as he


  Will peece vp in himſelfe.


  
    PAVLINA


    Indeed my Lord,

  


  If I had thought the ſight of my poore Image


  Would thus haue wrought you (for the Stone is mine)


  Il’d not haue ſhew’d it.


  
    LEONTES


    Doe not draw the Curtaine.

  


  
    PAVLINA


    No longer ſhall you gaze on’t, leaſt your Fancie

  


  May thinke anon, it moues.


  
    LEONTES


    Let be, let be:

  


  Would I were dead, but that me thinkes alreadie.


  (What was he that did make it?) See (my Lord)


  Would you not deeme it breath’d? and that thoſe veines


  Did verily beare blood?


  
    POLIXENES


    ’Maſterly done:

  


  The very Life ſeemes warme vpon her Lippe.


  
    LEONTES


    The fixure of her Eye ha’s motion in’t,

  


  As we are mock’d with Art.


  
    PAVLINA


    Ile draw the Curtaine:

  


  My Lord’s almoſt ſo farre tranſported, that


  Hee’le thinke anon it liues.


  
    LEONTES


    Oh ſweet Paulina,

  


  Make me to thinke ſo twentie yeeres together:


  No ſetled Sences of the World can match


  The pleaſure of that madneſſe. Let’t alone.


  
    PAVLINA


    I am ſorry (Sir) I haue thus farre ſtir’d you: but

  


  I could afflict you farther.


  
    LEONTES


    Doe Paulina:

  


  For this Affliction ha’s a taſte as ſweet


  As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes


  There is an ayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell


  Could euer yet cut breath? Let no man mock me,


  For I will kiſſe her.


  
    PAVLINA


    Good my Lord, forbeare:

  


  The ruddineſſe vpon her Lippe, is wet:


  You’le marre it, if you kiſſe it; ſtayne your owne


  With Oyly Painting: ſhall I draw the Curtaine.


  
    LEONTES


    No: not theſe twentie yeeres.

  


  
    PERDITA


    So long could I

  


  Stand-by, a looker-on.


  
    PAVLINA


    Either forbeare,

  


  Quit preſently the Chappell, or reſolue you


  For more amazement: if you can behold it,


  Ile make the Statue moue indeed; deſcend,


  And take you by the hand: but then you’le thinke


  (Which I proteſt againſt) I am aſſiſted


  By wicked Powers.


  
    LEONTES


    What you can make her doe,

  


  I am content to looke on: what to ſpeake,


  I am content to heare: for ’tis as eaſie


  To make her ſpeake, as moue.


  
    PAVLINA


    It is requir’d

  


  You doe awake your Faith: then, all ſtand ſtill:


  On: thoſe that thinke it is vnlawfull Buſineſſe


  I am about, let them depart.


  
    LEONTES


    Proceed:

  


  No foot ſhall ſtirre.


  
    PAVLINA


    Muſick; awake her: Strike:

  


  ’Tis time: deſcend: be Stone no more: approach:


  Strike all that looke vpon with meruaile: Come:


  Ile fill your Graue vp: ſtirre: nay, come away:


  Bequeath to Death your numneſſe: (for from him,


  Deare Life redeemes you) you perceiue ſhe ſtirres:


  Start not: her Actions ſhall be holy, as


  You heare my Spell is lawfull: doe not ſhun her,


  Vntill you ſee her dye againe; for then


  You kill her double: Nay, preſent your Hand:


  When ſhe was young, you woo’d her: now, in age,


  Is ſhe become the Suitor?


  
    LEONTES


    Oh, ſhe’s warme:

  


  If this be Magick, let it be an Art


  Lawfull as Eating.


  
    POLIXENES


    She embraces him.

  


  
    CAMILLO


    She hangs about his necke,

  


  If ſhe pertaine to life, let her ſpeake too.


  
    POLIXENES


    I, and make it manifeſt where ſhe ha’s liu’d,

  


  Or how ſtolne from the dead?


  
    PAVLINA


    That ſhe is liuing,

  


  Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at


  Like an old Tale: but it appeares ſhe liues,


  Though yet ſhe ſpeake not. Marke a little while:


  Pleaſe you to interpoſe (faire Madam) kneele,


  And pray your Mothers bleſſing: turne good Lady,


  Our Perdita is found.


  
    HERMIONE


    You Gods looke downe,

  


  And from your ſacred Viols poure your graces


  Vpon my daughters head: Tell me (mine owne)


  Where haſt thou bin preſeru’d? Where liu’d? How found


  Thy Fathers Court? For thou ſhalt heare that I


  Knowing by Paulina, that the Oracle


  Gaue hope thou waſt in being, haue preſeru’d


  My ſelfe, to ſee the yſſue.


  
    PAVLINA


    There’s time enough for that,

  


  Leaſt they deſire (vpon this puſh) to trouble


  Your ioyes, with like Relation. Go together


  You precious winners all: your exultation


  Partake to euery one: I (an old Turtle)


  Will wing me to ſome wither’d bough, and there


  My Mate (that’s neuer to be found againe)


  Lament, till I am loſt.


  
    LEONTES


    O peace Paulina:

  


  Thou ſhouldſt a husband take by my conſent,


  As I by thine a Wife. This is a Match,


  And made betweene’s by Vowes. Thou haſt found mine,


  But how, is to be queſtion’d: for I ſaw her


  (As I thought) dead: and haue (in vaine) ſaid many


  A prayer vpon her graue. Ile not ſeeke farre


  (For him, I partly know his minde) to finde thee


  An honourable husband. Come Camillo,


  And take her by the hand: whoſe worth, and honeſty


  Is richly noted: and heere iuſtified


  By Vs, a paire of Kings. Let’s from this place.


  What? looke vpon my Brother: both your pardons,


  That ere I put betweene your holy lookes


  My ill ſuſpition: This your Son-in-law,


  And Sonne vnto the King, whom heauens directing


  Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina,


  Leade vs from hence, where we may leyſurely


  Each one demand, and anſwere to his part


  Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, ſince firſt


  We were diſſeuer’d: Haſtily lead away.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Barnardo and Franciſco
two Centinels.


  
    BARNARDO


    WHO’S there?

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    Nay anſwer me: Stand & vnfold your ſelfe.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    Long liue the King.

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    Barnardo?

  


  
    BARNARDO


    He.

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    You come moſt carefully vpon your houre.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    ’Tis now ſtrook twelue, get thee to bed Franciſco.

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    For this releefe much thankes: ’Tis bitter cold, And I am ſicke at heart.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    Haue you had quiet Guard?

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    Not a Mouſe ſtirring.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    Well, goodnight. If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, the Riuals of my Watch, bid them make haſt.

  


  Enter Horatio and Marcellus.


  
    FRANCISCO


    I thinke I heare them. Stand: who’s there?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Friends to this ground.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    And Leige-men to the Dane.

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    Giue you good night.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    O farwel honeſt Soldier, who hath relieu’d you?

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    Barnardo ha’s my place: giue you goodnight.

  


  Exit Franciſco.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Holla Barnardo.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    Say, what is Horatio there?

  


  
    HORATIO


    A peece of him.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellus.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    What, ha’s this thing appear’d againe to night.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    I haue ſeene nothing.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Horatio ſaies, ’tis but our Fantaſie,

  


  And will not let beleefe take hold of him


  Touching this dreaded ſight, twice ſeene of vs,


  Therefore I haue intreated him along


  With vs, to watch the minutes of this Night,


  That if againe this Apparition come,


  He may approue our eyes, and ſpeake to it.


  
    HORATIO


    Tuſh, tuſh, ’twill not appeare.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    Sit downe a-while,

  


  And let vs once againe aſſaile your eares,


  That are ſo fortified againſt our Story,


  What we two Nights haue ſeene.


  
    HORATIO


    Well, ſit we downe,

  


  And let vs heare Barnardo ſpeake of this.


  
    BARNARDO


    Laſt night of all,

  


  When yond ſame Starre that’s Weſtward from the Pole


  Had made his courſe t’illume that part of Heauen


  Where now it burnes, Marcellus and my ſelfe,


  The Bell then beating one.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Peace, breake thee of:

  


  Enter the Ghoſt.


  Looke where it comes againe.


  
    BARNARDO


    In the ſame figure, like the King that’s dead.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Thou art a Scholler; ſpeake to it Horatio.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    Lookes it not like the King? Marke it Horatio.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Moſt like: It harrowes me with fear & wonder

  


  
    BARNARDO


    It would be ſpoke too.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Queſtion it Horatio.

  


  
    HORATIO


    What art thou that vſurp’ſt this time of night,

  


  Together with that Faire and Warlike forme


  In which the Maieſty of buried Denmarke


  Did ſometimes march: By Heauen I charge thee ſpeake.


  
    MARCELLVS


    It is offended.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    See, it ſtalkes away.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Stay: ſpeake; ſpeake: I Charge thee, ſpeake.

  


  Exit the Ghoſt.


  
    MARCELLVS


    ’Tis gone, and will not anſwer.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    How now Horatio? You tremble & look pale:

  


  Is not this ſomething more then Fantaſie?


  What thinke you on’t?


  
    HORATIO


    Before my God, I might not this beleeue

  


  Without the ſenſible and true auouch


  Of mine owne eyes.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Is it not like the King?

  


  
    HORATIO


    As thou art to thy ſelfe,

  


  Such was the very Armour he had on,


  When th’Ambitious Norwey combatted:


  So frown’d he once, when in an angry parle


  He ſmot the ſledded Pollax on the Ice.


  ’Tis ſtrange.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Thus twice before, and iuſt at this dead houre,

  


  With Martiall ſtalke, hath he gone by our Watch.


  
    HORATIO


    In what particular thought to work, I know not:

  


  But in the groſſe and ſcope of my Opinion,


  This boades ſome ſtrange erruption to our State.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Good now ſit downe, & tell me he that knowes

  


  Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſeruant Watch,


  So nightly toyles the ſubiect of the Land,


  And why ſuch dayly Caſt of Brazon Cannon


  And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre:


  Why ſuch impreſſe of Ship-wrights, whoſe ſore Taske


  Do’s not diuide the Sunday from the weeke,


  What might be toward, that this ſweaty haſt


  Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with the day:


  Who is’t that can informe me?


  
    HORATIO


    That can I,

  


  At leaſt the whiſper goes ſo: Our laſt King,


  Whoſe Image euen but now appear’d to vs,


  Was (as you know) by Fortinbras of Norway,


  (Thereto prick’d on by a moſt emulate Pride)


  Dar’d to the Combate. In which, our Valiant Hamlet,


  (For ſo this ſide of our knowne world eſteem’d him)


  Did ſlay this Fortinbras: who by a Seal’d Compact,


  Well ratified by Law, and Heraldrie,


  Did forfeite (with his life) all thoſe his Lands


  Which he ſtood ſeiz’d on, to the Conqueror:


  Againſt the which, a Moity competent


  Was gaged by our King: which had return’d


  To the Inheritance of Fortinbras,


  Had he bin Vanquiſher, as by the ſame Cou’nant


  And carriage of the Article deſigne,


  His fell to Hamlet. Now ſir, young Fortinbras,


  Of vnimproued Mettle, hot and full,


  Hath in the skirts of Norway, heere and there,


  Shark’d vp a Liſt of Landleſſe Reſolutes,


  For Foode and Diet, to ſome Enterprize


  That hath a ſtomacke in’t: which is no other


  (And it doth well appeare vnto our State)


  But to recouer of vs by ſtrong hand


  And termes Compulſatiue, thoſe foreſaid Lands


  So by his Father loſt: and this (I take it)


  Is the maine Motiue of our Preparations,


  The Sourſe of this our Watch, and the cheefe head


  Of this poſt-haſt, and Romage in the Land.


  Enter Ghoſt againe.


  But ſoft, behold: Loe, where it comes againe:


  Ile croſſe it, though it blaſt me. Stay Illuſion:


  If thou haſt any ſound, or vſe of Voyce,


  Speake to me. If there be any good thing to be done,


  That may to thee do eaſe, and grace to me; ſpeak to me.


  If thou art priuy to thy Countries Fate


  (Which happily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh ſpeake.


  Or, if thou haſt vp-hoorded in thy life


  Extorted Treaſure in the wombe of Earth,


  (For which, they ſay, you Spirits oft walke in death)


  Speake of it. Stay, and ſpeake. Stop it Marcellus.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Shall I ſtrike at it with my Partizan?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Do, if it will not ſtand.

  


  
    BARNARDO


    ’Tis heere.

  


  
    HORATIO


    ’Tis heere.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    ’Tis gone.

  


  Exit Ghoſt.


  We do it wrong, being ſo Maieſticall


  To offer it the ſhew of Violence,


  For it is as the Ayre, invulnerable,


  And our vaine blowes, malicious Mockery.


  
    BARNARDO


    It was about to ſpeake, when the Cocke crew.

  


  
    HORATIO


    And then it ſtarted, like a guilty thing

  


  Vpon a fearfull Summons. I haue heard,


  The Cocke that is the Trumpet to the day,


  Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſounding Throate


  Awake the God of Day: and at his warning,


  Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Ayre,


  Th’extrauagant, and erring Spirit, hyes


  To his Confine. And of the truth heerein,


  This preſent Obiect made probation.


  
    MARCELLVS


    It faded on the crowing of the Cocke.

  


  Some ſayes, that euer ’gainſt that Seaſon comes


  Wherein our Sauiours Birch is celebrated,


  The Bird of Dawning ſingeth all night long:


  And then (they ſay) no Spirit can walke abroad,


  The nights are wholſome, then no Planets ſtrike,


  No Faiery talkes, nor Witch hath power to Charme:


  So hallow’d, and ſo gracious is the time.


  
    HORATIO


    So haue I heard, and do in part beleeue it.

  


  But looke, the Morne in Ruſſet mantle clad,


  Walkes o’re the dew of yon high Eaſterne Hill,


  Breake we our Watch vp, and by my aduice


  Let vs impart what we haue ſeene to night


  Vnto yong Hamlet. For vpon my life,


  This Spirit dumbe to vs, will ſpeake to him:


  Do you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it,


  As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Duty?


  
    MARCELLVS


    Let do’t I pray, and I this morning know

  


  Where we ſhall finde him moſt conueniently.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Claudius King of Denmarke,
Gertrude the Queene, Hamlet, Polonius,
Lærtes, and his Siſter Ophelia,
Lords Attendant.


  
    KING


    THOVGH yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers death

  


  The memory be greene: and that it vs befitted


  To beare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdome


  To be contracted in one brow of woe:


  Yet ſo farre hath Diſcretion fought with Nature,


  That we with wiſeſt ſorrow thinke on him,


  Together with remembrance of our ſelues.


  Therefore our ſometimes Siſter, now our Queene,


  Th’imperiall Ioyntreſſe of this warlike State,


  Haue we, as ’twere, with a defeated ioy,


  With one Auſpicious, and one Dropping eye,


  With mirth in Funerall, and with Dirge in Marriage,


  In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole


  Taken to Wife; nor haue we heerein barr’d


  Your better Wiſedomes, which haue freely gone


  With this affaire along, for all our Thankes.


  Now followes, that you know young Fortinbras,


  Holding a weake ſuppoſall of our worth;


  Or thinking by our late deere Brothers death,


  Our State to be diſioynt, and out of Frame,


  Colleagued with the dreame of his Aduantage;


  He hath not fayl’d to peſter vs with Meſſage,


  Importing the ſurrender of thoſe Lands


  Loſt by his Father: with all Bonds of Law


  To our moſt valiant Brother. So much for him.


  Enter Voltemand and Cornelius.


  Now for our ſelfe, and for this time of meeting


  Thus much the buſineſſe is. We haue heere writ


  To Norway, Vncle of young Fortinbras,


  Who Impotent and Bedrid, ſcarſely heares


  Of this his Nephewes purpoſe, to ſuppreſſe


  His further gate heerein. In that the Leuies,


  The Liſts, and full proportions are all made


  Out of his ſubiect: and we heere diſpatch


  You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand,


  For bearing of this greeting to old Norway,


  Giuing to you no further perſonall power


  To buſineſſe with the King, more then the ſcope


  Of theſe dilated Articles allow:


  Farewell, and let your haſt


  commend your duty.


  
    VOLTEMAND


    In that, and all things, will we ſhew our duty.

  


  
    KING


    We doubt it nothing, heartily farewell.

  


  Exit Voltemand and Cornelius.


  And now Lærtes, what’s the newes with you?


  You told vs of ſome ſuite. What is’t Lærtes?


  You cannot ſpeake of Reaſon to the Dane,


  And looſe your voyce. What would’ſt thou beg Lærtes,


  That ſhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking?


  The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart,


  The Hand more inſtrumentall to the Mouth,


  Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father.


  What would’ſt thou haue Lærtes?


  
    LÆRTES


    Dread my Lord,

  


  Your leaue and fauour to returne to France,


  From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke


  To ſhew my duty in your Coronation,


  Yet now I muſt confeſſe, that duty done,


  My thoughts and wiſhes bend againe towards France,


  And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon.


  
    KING


    Haue you your Fathers leaue?

  


  What ſayes Pollonius?


  
    POLONIVS


    He hath my Lord:

  


  I do beſeech you giue him leaue to go.


  
    KING


    Take thy faire houre Lærtes, time be thine,

  


  And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will:


  But now my Coſin Hamlet, and my Sonne?


  
    HAMLET


    A little more then kin, and leſſe then kinde.

  


  
    KING


    How is it that the Clouds ſtill hang on you?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Not ſo my Lord, I am too much i’th’Sun.

  


  
    QVEENE


    Good Hamlet caſt thy nightly colour off,

  


  And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke.


  Do not for euer with thy veyled lids


  Seeke for thy Noble Father in the duſt;


  Thou know’ſt ’tis common, all that liues muſt dye,


  Paſſing through Nature, to Eternity.


  
    HAMLET


    I Madam, it is common.

  


  
    QVEENE


    If it be;

  


  Why ſeemes it ſo particular with thee.


  
    HAMLET


    Seemes Madam? Nay, it is: I know not Seemes:

  


  ’Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother)


  Nor Cuſtomary ſuites of ſolemne Blacke,


  Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc’d breath,


  No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the Eye,


  Nor the deiected hauiour of the Viſage,


  Together with all Formes, Moods, ſhewes of Griefe,


  That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seeme,


  For they are actions that a man might play:


  But I haue that Within, which paſſeth ſhow;


  Theſe, but the Trappings, and the Suites of woe.


  
    KING


    ’Tis ſweet and commendable

  


  In your Nature Hamlet,


  To giue theſe mourning duties to your Father:


  But you muſt know, your Father loſt a Father,


  That Father loſt, loſt his, and the Suruiuer bound


  In filiall Obligation, for ſome terme


  To do obſequious Sorrow. But to perſeuer


  In obſtinate Condolement, is a courſe


  Of impious ſtubbornneſſe. ’Tis vnmanly greefe,


  It ſhewes a will moſt incorrect to Heauen,


  A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient,


  An Vnderſtanding ſimple, and vnſchool’d:


  For, what we know muſt be, and is as common


  As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſence,


  Why ſhould we in our peeuiſh Oppoſition


  Take it to heart? Fye, ’tis a fault to Heauen,


  A fault againſt the Dead, a fault to Nature,


  To Reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common Theame


  Is death of Fathers, and who ſtill hath cried,


  From the firſt Coarſe, till he that dyed to day,


  This muſt be ſo. We pray you throw to earth


  This vnpreuayling woe, and thinke of vs


  As of a Father; For let the world take note,


  You are the moſt immediate to our Throne,


  And with no leſſe Nobility of Loue,


  Then that which deereſt Father beares his Sonne,


  Do I impart towards you. For your intent


  In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg,


  It is moſt retrograde to our deſire:


  And we beſeech you, bend you to remaine


  Heere in the cheere and comfort of our eye,


  Our cheefeſt Courtier Coſin, and our Sonne.


  
    QVEENE


    Let not thy Mother loſe her Prayers Hamlet:

  


  I prythee ſtay with vs, go not to Wittenberg.


  
    HAMLET


    I ſhall in all my beſt

  


  Obey you Madam.


  
    KING


    Why ’tis a louing, and a faire Reply,

  


  Be as our ſelfe in Denmarke. Madam come,


  This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet


  Sits ſmiling to my heart; in grace whereof,


  No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day,


  But the great Cannon to the Clowds ſhall tell,


  And the Kings Rouce, the Heauens ſhall bruite againe,


  Reſpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away.


  Exeunt.


  Manet Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    Oh that this too too ſolid Fleſh, would melt,

  


  Thaw, and reſolue it ſelfe into a Dew:


  Or that the Euerlaſting had not fixt


  His Cannon ’gainſt Selfe-ſlaughter. O God, O God!


  How weary, ſtale, flat, and vnprofitable


  Seemes to me all the vſes of this world?


  Fie on’t? Oh fie, fie, ’tis an vnweeded Garden


  That growes to Seed: Things rank, and groſſe in Nature


  Poſſeſſe it meerely. That it ſhould come to this:


  But two months dead: Nay, not ſo much; not two,


  So excellent a King, that was to this


  Hiperion to a Satyre: ſo louing to my Mother,


  That he might not beteene the windes of heauen


  Viſit her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth


  Muſt I remember: why ſhe would hang on him,


  As if encreaſe of Appetite had growne


  By what is fed on; and yet within a month?


  Let me not thinke on’t: Frailty, thy name is woman.


  A little Month, or ere thoſe ſhooes were old,


  With which ſhe followed my poore Fathers body


  Like Niobe, all teares. Why ſhe, euen ſhe.


  (O Heauen! A beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon


  Would haue mourn’d longer) married with mine Vnkle,


  My Fathers Brother: but no more like my Father,


  Then I to Hercules. Within a Moneth?


  Ere yet the ſalt of moſt vnrighteous Teares


  Had left the fluſhing of her gauled eyes,


  She married. O moſt wicked ſpeed, to poſt


  With ſuch dexterity to Inceſtuous ſheets:


  It is not, nor it cannot come to good.


  But breake my heart, for I muſt hold my tongue.


  
    Enter Horatio, Barnardo,
and Marcellus.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Haile to your Lordſhip.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I am glad to ſee you well:

  


  Horatio, or I do forget my ſelfe.


  
    HORATIO


    The ſame my Lord,

  


  And your poore Seruant euer.


  
    HAMLET


    Sir my good friend,

  


  Ile change that name with you:


  And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio?


  Marcellus.


  
    MARCELLVS


    My good Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I am very glad to ſee you: good euen Sir.

  


  But what in faith make you from Wittemberge?


  
    HORATIO


    A truant diſpoſition, good my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I would not haue your Enemy ſay ſo;

  


  Nor ſhall you doe mine eare that violence,


  To make it truſter of your owne report


  Againſt your ſelfe. I know you are no Truant:


  But what is your affaire in Elſenour?


  Wee’l teach you to drinke deepe, ere you depart.


  
    HORATIO


    My Lord, I came to ſee your Fathers Funerall.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I pray thee doe not mock me (fellow Student)

  


  I thinke it was to ſee my Mothers Wedding.


  
    HORATIO


    Indeed my Lord, it followed hard vpon.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Thrift thrift Horatio: the Funerall Bakt-meats

  


  Did coldly furniſh forth the Marriage Tables;


  Would I had met my deareſt foe in heauen,


  Ere I had euer ſeene that day Horatio.


  My father, me thinkes I ſee my father.


  
    HORATIO


    Oh where my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    In my minds eye (Horatio)

  


  
    HORATIO


    I ſaw him once; he was a goodly King.

  


  
    HAMLET


    He was a man, take him for all in all:

  


  I ſhall not look vpon his like againe.


  
    HORATIO


    My Lord, I thinke I ſaw him yeſternight.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Saw? Who?

  


  
    HORATIO


    My Lord, the King your Father.

  


  
    HAMLET


    The King my Father?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Seaſon your admiration for a while

  


  With an attent eare; till I may deliuer


  Vpon the witneſſe of theſe Gentlemen,


  This maruell to you.


  
    HAMLET


    For Heauens loue let me heare.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Two nights together, had theſe Gentlemen

  


  (Marcellus and Barnardo) on their Watch


  In the dead waſt and middle of the night


  Beene thus encountred. A figure like your Father,


  Arm’d at all points exactly, Cap a Pe,


  Appeares before them, and with ſollemne march


  Goes ſlow and ſtately: By them thrice he walkt,


  By their oppreſt and feare-ſurprized eyes,


  Within his Truncheons length; whilſt they beſtil’d


  Almoſt to Ielly with the Act of feare,


  Stand dumbe and ſpeake not to him. This to me


  In dreadfull ſecrecie impart they did,


  And I with them the third Night kept the Watch,


  Whereas they had deliuer’d both in time,


  Forme of the thing; each word made true and good,


  The Apparition comes. I knew your Father:


  Theſe hands are not more like.


  
    HAMLET


    But where was this?

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    My Lord vpon the platforme where we watcht.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Did you not ſpeake to it?

  


  
    HORATIO


    My Lord, I did;

  


  But anſwere made it none: yet once me thought


  It lifted vp it head, and did addreſſe


  It ſelfe to motion, like as it would ſpeake:


  But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd;


  And at the ſound it ſhrunke in haſt away,


  And vaniſht from our ſight.


  
    HAMLET


    Tis very ſtrange.

  


  
    HORATIO


    As I doe liue my honourd Lord ’tis true;

  


  And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty


  To let you know of it.


  
    HAMLET


    Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troubles me.

  


  Hold you the watch to Night?


  
    BOTH


    We doe my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Arm’d, ſay you?

  


  
    BOTH


    Arm’d, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    From top to toe?

  


  
    BOTH


    My Lord, from head to foote.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Then ſaw you not his face?

  


  
    HORATIO


    O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beauer vp.

  


  
    HAMLET


    What, lookt he frowningly?

  


  
    HORATIO


    A countenance more in ſorrow then in anger.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Pale, or red?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Nay very pale.

  


  
    HAMLET


    And fixt his eyes vpon you?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Moſt conſtantly.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I would I had beene there.

  


  
    HORATIO


    It would haue much amaz’d you.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Very like, very like: ſtaid it long?

  


  
    HORATIO


    While one with moderate haſt might tell a hundred.

  


  
    ALL


    Longer, longer.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Not when I ſaw’t.

  


  
    HAMLET


    His Beard was griſly? no.

  


  
    HORATIO


    It was, as I haue ſeene it in his life,

  


  A Sable Siluer’d.


  
    HAMLET


    Ile watch to Night; perchance ’twill wake againe.

  


  
    HORATIO


    I warrant you it will.

  


  
    HAMLET


    If it aſſume my noble Fathers perſon,

  


  Ile ſpeake to it, though Hell it ſelfe ſhould gape


  And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,


  If you haue hitherto conceald this ſight;


  Let it bee treble in your ſilence ſtill:


  And whatſoeuer els ſhall hap to night,


  Giue it an vnderſtanding but no tongue;


  I will requite your loues; ſo fare ye well:


  Vpon the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue,


  Ile viſit you.


  
    ALL


    Our duty to your Honour.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    HAMLET


    Your loue, as mine to you: farewell.

  


  My Fathers Spirit in Armes? All is not well:


  I doubt ſome foule play: would the Night were come;


  Till then ſit ſtill my ſoule; foule deeds will riſe,


  Though all the earth orewhelm them to mens eies.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Lærtes and Ophelia.


  
    LÆRTES


    MY neceſſaries are imbark’t; Farewell:

  


  And Siſter, as the Winds giue Benefit,


  And Conuoy is aſſiſtant; doe not ſleepe,


  But let me heare from you.


  
    OPHELIA


    Doe you doubt that?

  


  
    LÆRTES


    For Hamlet, and the trifling of his fauours,

  


  Hold it a faſhion and a toy in Bloude;


  A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature;


  Froward, not permanent; ſweet not laſting


  The ſuppliance of a minute? No more.


  
    OPHELIA


    No more but ſo.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Thinke it no more:

  


  For nature creſſant does not grow alone,


  In thewes and Bulke: but as his Temple waxes,


  The inward ſeruice of the Minde and Soule


  Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now,


  And now no ſoyle nor cautell doth beſmerch


  The vertue of his feare: but you muſt feare


  His greatneſſe weigh’d, his will is not his owne;


  For hee himſelfe is ſubiect to his Birth:


  Hee may not, as vnuallued perſons doe,


  Carue for himſelfe; for, on his choyce depends


  The ſanctity and health of the whole State.


  And therefore muſt his choyce be circumſcrib’d


  Vnto the voyce and yeelding of that Body,


  Whereof he is the Head. Then if he ſayes he loues you,


  It fits your wiſedome ſo farre to beleeue it;


  As he in his peculiar Sect and force


  May giue his ſaying deed: which is no further,


  Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall.


  Then weight what loſſe your Honour may ſuſtaine,


  If with too credent eare you liſt his Songs;


  Or loſe your Heart; or your chaſt Treaſure open


  To his vnmaſtred importunity.


  Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare Siſter,


  And keepe within the reare of your Affection;


  Out of the ſhot and danger of Deſire.


  The charieſt Maid is Prodigall enough,


  If ſhe vnmaske her beauty to the Moone:


  Vertue it ſelfe ſcapes not calumnious ſtroakes,


  The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring


  Too oft before the buttons be diſclos’d,


  And in the Morne and liquid dew of Youth,


  Contagious blaſtments are moſt imminent.


  Be wary then, beſt ſafety lies in feare;


  Youth to it ſelfe rebels, though none elſe neere.


  
    OPHELIA


    I ſhall th’effect of this good Leſſon keepe,

  


  As watchmen to my heart: but good my Brother


  Doe not as ſome vngracious Paſtors doe,


  Shew me the ſteepe and thorny way to Heauen;


  Whilſt like a puft and reckleſſe Libertine


  Himſelfe, the Primroſe path of dalliance treads,


  And reaks not his owne reade.


  
    LÆRTES


    Oh, feare me not.

  


  Enter Polonius.


  I ſtay too long; but here my Father comes:


  A double bleſſing is a double grace;


  Occaſion ſmiles vpon a ſecond leaue.


  
    POLONIVS


    Yet heere Lærtes? Aboord, aboord for ſhame,

  


  The winde ſits in the ſhoulder of your ſaile,


  And you are ſtaid for there: my bleſſing with you;


  And theſe few Precepts in thy memory,


  See thou Character. Giue thy thoughts no tongue,


  Nor any vnproportion’d thoughts his Act:


  Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar:


  The friends thou haſt, and their adoption tride,


  Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopes of Steele:


  But doe not dull thy palme, with entertainment


  Of each vnhatch’t, vnfledg’d Comrade. Beware


  Of entrance to a quarrell: but being in


  Bear’t that th’oppoſed may beware of thee.


  Giue euery man thine eare; but few thy voyce:


  Take each mans cenſure; but reſerue thy iudgement:


  Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy;


  But not expreſt in fancie; rich, not gawdie:


  For the Apparell oft proclaimes the man.


  And they in France of the beſt ranck and ſtation,


  Are of a moſt ſelect and generous cheff in that.


  Neither a borrower, nor a lender be;


  For lone oft loſes both it ſelfe and friend:


  And borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry.


  This aboue all; to thine owne ſelfe be true:


  And it muſt follow, as the Night the Day,


  Thou canſt not then be falſe to any man.


  Farewell: my Bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee.


  
    LÆRTES


    Moſt humbly doe I take my leaue, my Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    The time inuites you, goe, your ſeruants tend.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Farewell Ophelia, and remember well

  


  What I haue ſaid to you.


  
    OPHELIA


    Tis in my memory lockt,

  


  And you your ſelfe ſhall keepe the key of it.


  
    LÆRTES


    Farewell.

  


  Exit Lærtes.


  
    POLONIVS


    What iſt Ophelia he hath ſaid to you?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    So pleaſe you, ſomthing touching the Lord. Hamlet.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Marry, well bethought:

  


  Tis told me he hath very oft of late


  Giuen priuate time to you; and you your ſelfe


  Haue of your audience beene moſt free and bounteous.


  If it be ſo, as ſo tis put on me;


  And that in way of caution: I muſt tell you,


  You doe not vnderſtand your ſelfe ſo cleerely,


  As it behoues my Daughter, and your Honour.


  What is betweene you, giue me vp the truth?


  
    OPHELIA


    He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders

  


  Of his affection to me.


  
    POLONIVS


    Affection, puh. You ſpeake like a greene Girle,

  


  Vnſifted in ſuch perillous Circumſtance.


  Doe you beleeue his tenders, as you call them?


  
    OPHELIA


    I do not know, my Lord, what I ſhould thinke.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Marry Ile teach you; thinke your ſelfe a Baby,

  


  That you haue tane his tenders for true pay,


  Which are not ſtarling. Tender your ſelfe more dearly;


  Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phraſe,


  Roaming it thus, you’l tender me a foole.


  
    OPHELIA


    My Lord, he hath importun’d me with loue,

  


  In honourable faſhion.


  
    POLONIVS


    I, faſhion you may call it, go too, go too.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    And hath giuen countenance to his ſpeech,

  


  My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauen.


  
    POLONIVS


    I, Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe know

  


  When the Bloud burnes, how Prodigall the Soule


  Giues the tongue vowes: theſe blazes, Daughter,


  Giuing more light then heate; extinct in both,


  Euen in their promiſe, as it is a making;


  You muſt not take for fire. For this time Daughter,


  Be ſomewhat ſcanter of your Maiden preſence;


  Set your entreatments at a higher rate,


  Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet,


  Beleeue ſo much in him, that he is young,


  And with a larger tether may he walke,


  Then may be giuen you. In few, Ophelia,


  Doe not beleeue his vowes; for they are Broakers,


  Not of the eye, which their Inueſtments ſhow:


  But meere implorators of vnholy Sutes,


  Breathing like ſanctified and pious bonds,


  The better to beguile. This is for all:


  I would not, in plaine tearmes, from this time forth,


  Haue you ſo ſlander any moment leiſure,


  As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet:


  Looke too’t, I charge you; come your wayes.


  
    OPHELIA


    I ſhall obey my Lord.

  


  Exeunt.


  Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcellus.


  
    HAMLET


    The Ayre bites ſhrewdly: is it very cold?

  


  
    HORATIO


    It is a nipping and an eager ayre.

  


  
    HAMLET


    What hower now?

  


  
    HORATIO


    I thinke it lacks of twelue.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    No, it is ſtrooke.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Indeed I heard it not: then it drawes neere the ſeaſon,

  


  Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke.


  What does this meane my Lord?


  
    HAMLET


    The King doth wake to night, and takes his rouſe,

  


  Keepes waſſels and the ſwaggering vpſpring reeles,


  And as he dreines his draughts of Reniſh downe,


  The kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out


  The triumph of his Pledge.


  
    HORATIO


    Is it a cuſtome?

  


  
    HAMLET


    I marry iſt;

  


  And to my mind, though I am natiue heere,


  And to the manner borne: It is a Cuſtome


  More honour’d in the breach, then the obſeruance.


  Enter Ghoſt.


  
    HORATIO


    Looke my Lord, it comes.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Angels and Miniſters of Grace defend vs:

  


  Be thou a Spirit of health, or Goblin damn’d,


  Bring with thee ayres from Heauen, or blaſts from Hell,


  Be thy euents wicked or charitable,


  Thou com’ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape


  That I will ſpeake to thee. Ile call thee Hamlet,


  King, Father, Royall Dane: Oh, oh, anſwer me,


  Let me not burſt in Ignorance; but tell


  Why thy Canoniz’d bones Hearſed in death,


  Haue burſt their cerments, why the Sepulcher


  Wherein we ſaw thee quietly enurn’d,


  Hath op’d his ponderous and Marble iawes,


  To caſt thee vp againe? What may this meane?


  That thou dead Coarſe againe in compleat ſteele,


  Reuiſits thus the glimpſes of the Moone,


  Making Night hidious? And we fooles of Nature,


  So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition,


  With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our Soules,


  Say, why is this? wherefore? what ſhould we doe?


  Ghoſt beckens Hamlet.


  
    HORATIO


    It beckons you to goe away with it,

  


  As if it ſome impartment did deſire


  To you alone.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Looke with what courteous action

  


  It wafts you to a more remoued ground:


  But doe not goe with it.


  
    HORATIO


    No, by no meanes.

  


  
    HAMLET


    It will not ſpeake: then will I follow it.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Doe not my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why, what ſhould be the feare?

  


  I doe not ſet my life at a pins fee;


  And for my Soule, what can it doe to that?


  Being a thing immortall as it ſelfe:


  It waues me forth againe; Ile follow it.


  
    HORATIO


    What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord?

  


  Or to the dreadfull Sonnet of the Cliffe,


  That beetles o’re his baſe into the Sea,


  And there aſſumes ſome other horrible forme,


  Which might depriue your Soueraignty of Reaſon,


  And draw you into madneſſe thinke of it?


  
    HAMLET


    It wafts me ſtill: goe on, Ile follow thee.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    You ſhall not goe my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Hold off your hand.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Be rul’d, you ſhall not goe.

  


  
    HAMLET


    My fate cries out,

  


  And makes each petty Artire in this body,


  As hardy as the Nemian Lions nerue:


  Still am I cal’d? Vnhand me Gentlemen:


  By Heau’n, Ile make a Ghoſt of him that lets me:


  I ſay away, goe on, Ile follow thee.


  Exeunt Ghoſt & Hamlet.


  
    HORATIO


    He waxes deſperate with imagination.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Let’s follow; ’tis not fit thus to obey him.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Haue after, to what iſſue will this come?

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Something is rotten in the State of Denmarke.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Heauen will direct it.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Nay, let’s follow him.

  


  Exeunt.


  Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    Where wilt thou lead me? ſpeak; Ile go no further.

  


  
    GHOST


    Marke me.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I will.

  


  
    GHOST


    My hower is almoſt come,

  


  When I to ſulphurous and tormenting Flames


  Muſt render vp my ſelfe.


  
    HAMLET


    Alas poore Ghoſt.

  


  
    GHOST


    Pitty me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing

  


  To what I ſhall vnfold.


  
    HAMLET


    Speake, I am bound to heare.

  


  
    GHOST


    So art thou to reuenge, when thou ſhalt heare.

  


  
    HAMLET


    What?

  


  
    GHOST


    I am thy Fathers Spirit,

  


  Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night;


  And for the day confin’d to faſt in Fiers,


  Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature


  Are burnt and purg’d away? But that I am forbid


  To tell the ſecrets of my Priſon-Houſe;


  I could a Tale vnfold, whoſe lighteſt word


  Would harrow vp thy ſoule, freeze thy young blood,


  Make thy two eyes like Starres, ſtart from their Spheres,


  Thy knotty and combined lockes to part,


  And each particular haire to ſtand an end,


  Like Quilles vpon the fretfull Porpentine:


  But this eternall blaſon muſt not be


  To eares of fleſh and bloud; liſt Hamlet, oh liſt,


  If thou didſt euer thy deare Father loue.


  
    HAMLET


    Oh Heauen!

  


  
    GHOST


    Reuenge his foule and moſt vnnaturall Murther.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Murther?

  


  
    GHOST


    Murther moſt foule, as in the beſt it is;

  


  But this moſt foule, ſtrange, and vnnaturall.


  
    HAMLET


    Haſt, haſt me to know it,

  


  That with wings as ſwift


  As meditation, or the thoughts of Loue,


  May ſweepe to my Reuenge.


  
    GHOST


    I finde thee apt,

  


  And duller ſhould’ſt thou be then the fat weede


  That rots it ſelfe in eaſe, on Lethe Wharfe,


  Would’ſt thou not ſtirre in this. Now Hamlet heare:


  It’s giuen out, that ſleeping in mine Orchard,


  A Serpent ſtung me: ſo the whole eare of Denmarke,


  Is by a forged proceſſe of my death


  Rankly abus’d: But know thou Noble youth,


  The Serpent that did ſting thy Fathers life,


  Now weares his Crowne.


  
    HAMLET


    O my Propheticke ſoule: mine Vncle?

  


  
    GHOST


    I that inceſtuous, that adulterate Beaſt

  


  With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifts.


  Oh wicked Wit, and Gifts, that haue the power


  So to ſeduce? Won to this ſhamefull Luſt


  The will of my moſt ſeeming vertuous Queene:


  Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there,


  From me, whoſe loue was of that dignity,


  That it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow


  I made to her in Marriage; and to decline


  Vpon a wretch, whoſe Naturall gifts were poore


  To thoſe of mine. But Vertue, as it neuer wil be moued,


  Though Lewdneſſe court it in a ſhape of Heauen:


  So Luſt, though to a radiant Angell link’d,


  Will ſate it ſelfe in a Celeſtiall bed, & prey on Garbage.


  But ſoft, me thinkes I ſent the Mornings Ayre;


  Briefe let me be: Sleeping within mine Orchard,


  My cuſtome alwayes in the afternoone;


  Vpon my ſecure hower thy Vncle ſtole


  With iuyce of curſed Hebenon in a Violl,


  And in the Porches of mine eares did poure


  The leaperous Diſtilment; whoſe effect


  Holds ſuch an enmity with bloud of Man,


  That ſwift as Quick-ſiluer, it courſes through


  The naturall Gates and Allies of the body;


  And with a ſodaine vigour it doth poſſet


  And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke,


  The thin and wholſome blood: ſo did it mine;


  And a moſt inſtant Tetter bak’d about,


  Moſt Lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt,


  All my ſmooth Body.


  Thus was I, ſleeping, by a Brothers hand,


  Of Life, of Crowne, and Queene at once diſpatcht;


  Cut off euen in the Bloſſomes of my Sinne,


  Vnhouzzled, diſappointed, vnnaneld,


  No reckoning made, but ſent to my account


  With all my imperfections on my head;


  Oh horrible Oh horrible, moſt horrible:


  If thou haſt nature in thee beare it not;


  Let not the Royall Bed of Denmarke be


  A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceſt.


  But howſoeuer thou purſueſt this Act,


  Taint not thy mind; nor let thy Soule contriue


  Againſt thy Mother ought; leaue her to heauen,


  And to thoſe Thornes that in her boſome lodge,


  To pricke and ſting her. Fare thee well at once;


  The Glow-worme ſhowes the Matine to be neere,


  And gins to pale his vneffectuall Fire:


  Adue, adue, Hamlet: remember me.


  Exit.


  
    HAMLET


    Oh all you hoſt of Heauen! Oh Earth; what els?

  


  And ſhall I couple Hell? Oh fie: hold my heart;


  And you my ſinnewes, grow not inſtant Old;


  But beare me ſtiffely vp: Remember thee?


  I, thou poore Ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeate


  In this diſtracted Globe: Remember thee?


  Yea, from the Table of my Memory,


  Ile wipe away all triuiall fond Records,


  All ſawes of Bookes, all formes, all preſures paſt,


  That youth and obſeruation coppied there;


  And thy Commandment all alone ſhall liue


  Within the Booke and Volume of my Braine,


  Vnmixt with baſer matter; yes yes, by Heauen:


  Oh moſt pernicious woman!


  Oh Villaine, Villaine, ſmiling damned Villaine!


  My Tables, my Tables; meet it is I ſet it downe,


  That one may ſmile, and ſmile and be a Villaine;


  At leaſt I’m ſure it may be ſo in Denmarke;


  So Vnckle there you are: now to my word;


  It is; Adue, Adue, Remember me: I haue ſworn’t.


  
    HORATIO AND MARCELLVS WITHIN


    My Lord, my Lord.

  


  Enter Horatio and Marcellus.


  
    MARCELLVS


    Lord Hamlet.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Heauen ſecure him.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    So be it.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Illo, ho, ho, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Hillo, ho, ho, boy; come bird, come.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    How iſt my Noble Lord?

  


  
    HORATIO


    What newes, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Oh wonderfull!

  


  
    HORATIO


    Good my Lord tell it.

  


  
    HAMLET


    No you’l reueale it.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Not I, my Lord, by Heauen.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Nor I, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    How ſay you then, would heart of man once think it?

  


  But you’l be ſecret?


  
    BOTH


    I, by Heau’n, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    There’s nere a villaine dwelling in all Denmarke

  


  But hee’s an arrant knaue.


  
    HORATIO


    There needs no Ghoſt my Lord, come from the

  


  Graue, to tell vs this.


  
    HAMLET


    Why right, you are i’th’right;

  


  And ſo, without more circumſtance at all,


  I hold it fit that we ſhake hands, and part:


  You, as your buſines and deſires ſhall point you:


  For euery man ha’s buſineſſe and deſire,


  Such as it is: and for mine owne poore part,


  Looke you, Ile goe pray.


  
    HORATIO


    Theſe are but wild and hurling words, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I’m ſorry they offend you heartily:

  


  Yes faith, heartily.


  
    HORATIO


    There’s no offence my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Yes, by Saint Patricke, but there is my Lord,

  


  And much offence too, touching this Viſion heere:


  It is an honeſt Ghoſt, that let me tell you:


  For your deſire to know what is betweene vs,


  O’remaſter’t as you may. And now good friends,


  As you are Friends, Schollers and Soldiers,


  Giue me one poore requeſt.


  
    HORATIO


    What is’t my Lord? we will.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Neuer make known what you haue ſeen to night.

  


  
    BOTH


    My Lord, we will not.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nay, but ſwear’t.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Infaith my Lord, not I.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    Nor I my Lord: in faith.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Vpon my ſword.

  


  
    MARCELLVS


    We haue ſworne my Lord already.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Indeed, vpon my ſword, Indeed.

  


  
    GHOST


    Sweare.

  


  Ghoſt cries vnder the Stage.


  
    HAMLET


    Ah ha boy, ſayeſt thou ſo. Art thou there true-penny?

  


  Come one you here this fellow in the ſelleredge


  Conſent to ſweare.


  
    HORATIO


    Propoſe the Oath my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Neuer to ſpeake of this that you haue ſeene.

  


  Sweare by my ſword.


  
    GHOST


    Sweare.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Hic & vbique? Then wee’l ſhift for grownd,

  


  Come hither Gentlemen,


  And lay your hands againe vpon my ſword,


  Neuer to ſpeake of this that you haue heard:


  Sweare by my Sword.


  
    GHOST


    Sweare.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Well ſaid old Mole, can’ſt worke i’th’ground ſo faſt?

  


  A worthy Pioner, once more remoue good friends.


  
    HORATIO


    Oh day and night: but this is wondrous ſtrange.

  


  
    HAMLET


    And therefore as a ſtranger giue it welcome.

  


  There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Horatio,


  Then are dream’t of in our Philoſophy. But come,


  Here as before, neuer ſo helpe you mercy,


  How ſtrange or odde ſo ere I beare my ſelfe;


  (As I perchance heereafter ſhall thinke meet


  To put an Anticke diſpoſition on:)


  That you at ſuch time ſeeing me, neuer ſhall


  With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head ſhake;


  Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtfull Phraſe;


  As well, we know, or we could and if we would,


  Or if we liſt to ſpeake; or there be and if there might,


  Or ſuch ambiguous giuing out to note,


  That you know ought of me; this not to doe:


  So grace and mercy at your moſt neede helpe you:


  Sweare.


  
    GHOST


    Sweare.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Reſt, reſt perturbed Spirit: ſo Gentlemen,

  


  With all my loue I doe commend me to you;


  And what ſo poore a man as Hamlet is,


  May doe t’expreſſe his loue and friending to you,


  God willing ſhall not lacke: let vs goe in together,


  And ſtill your fingers on your lippes I pray,


  The time is out of ioynt: Oh curſed ſpight,


  That euer I was borne to ſet it right.


  Nay, come let’s goe together.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Secundus.


  [image: ornament]


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Polonius, and Reynoldo.


  
    POLONIVS


    GIVE him his money, and theſe notes Reynoldo.

  


  
    REYNOLDO


    I will my Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    You ſhall doe maruels wiſely: good Reynoldo,

  


  Before you viſite him you make inquiry


  Of his behauiour.


  
    REYNOLDO


    My Lord, I did intend it.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Marry, well ſaid;

  


  Very well ſaid. Looke you Sir,


  Enquire me firſt what Danskers are in Paris;


  And how, and who; what meanes; and where they keepe:


  What company, at what expence: and finding


  By this encompaſſement and drift of queſtion,


  That they doe know my ſonne: Come you more neerer


  Then your particular demands will touch it,


  Take you as ’twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him,


  And thus I know his father and his friends,


  And in part him. Doe you marke this Reynoldo?


  
    REYNOLDO


    I, very well my Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    And in part him, but you may ſay not well;

  


  But if’t be hee I meane, hees very wilde;


  Addicted ſo and ſo; and there put on him


  What forgeries you pleaſe; marry, none ſo ranke,


  As may diſhonour him; take heed of that:


  But Sir, ſuch wanton, wild, and vſuall ſlips,


  As are Companions noted and moſt knowne


  To youth and liberty.


  
    REYNOLDO


    As gaming my Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    I, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing,

  


  Quarelling, drabbing. You may goe ſo farre.


  
    REYNOLDO


    My Lord that would diſhonour him.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Faith no, as you may ſeaſon it in the charge;

  


  You muſt not put another ſcandall on him,


  That hee is open to Incontinencie;


  That’s not my meaning: but breath his faults ſo quaintly,


  That they may ſeeme the taints of liberty;


  The flaſh and out-breake of a fiery minde,


  A ſauagenes in vnreclaim’d bloud of generall aſſault.


  
    REYNOLDO


    But my good Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Wherefore ſhould you doe this?

  


  
    REYNOLDO


    I my Lord, I would know that.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Marry Sir, heere’s my drift,

  


  And I belieue it is a fetch of warrant:


  You laying theſe ſlight ſulleyes on my Sonne,


  As ’twere a thing a little ſoil’d i’th’working:


  Marke you your party in conuerſe; him you would ſound,


  Hauing euer ſeene. In the prenominate crimes,


  The youth you breath of guilty, be aſſur’d


  He cloſes with you in this conſequence:


  Good ſir, or ſo, or friend, or Gentleman.


  According to the Phraſe and the Addition,


  Of man and Country.


  
    REYNOLDO


    Very good my Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    And then Sir does he this?

  


  He does: what was I about to ſay?


  I was about ſay ſomthing: where did I leaue?


  
    REYNOLDO


    At cloſes in the conſequence:

  


  At friend, or ſo, and Gentleman.


  
    POLONIVS


    At cloſes in the conſequence, I marry,

  


  He cloſes with you thus. I know the Gentleman,


  I ſaw him yeſterday, or tother day;


  Or then or then, with ſuch and ſuch; and as you ſay,


  There was he gaming, there o’retooke in’s Rouſe,


  There falling out at Tennis; or perchance,


  I ſaw him enter ſuch a houſe of ſaile;


  Videlicet, a Brothell, or ſo forth. See you now;


  Your bait of falſhood, takes this Cape of truth;


  And thus doe we of wiſedome and of reach


  With windleſſes, and with aſſaies of Bias,


  By indirections finde directions out:


  So by my former Lecture and aduice


  Shall you my Sonne; you haue me, haue you not?


  
    REYNOLDO


    My Lord I haue.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    God buy you; fare you well.

  


  
    REYNOLDO


    Good my Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Obſerue his inclination in your ſelfe.

  


  
    REYNOLDO


    I ſhall my Lord.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    And let him plye his Muſicke.

  


  
    REYNOLDO


    Well, my Lord.

  


  Exit.


  Enter Ophelia.


  
    POLONIVS


    Farewell:

  


  How now Ophelia, what’s the matter?


  
    OPHELIA


    Alas my Lord, I haue beene ſo affrighted.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    With what, in the name of Heauen?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    My Lord, as I was ſowing in my Chamber,

  


  Lord Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d,


  No hat vpon his head, his ſtockings foul’d,


  Vngartred, and downe giued to his Anckle,


  Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other,


  And with a looke ſo pitious in purport,


  As if he had been looſed out of hell,


  To ſpeake of horrors: he comes before me.


  
    POLONIVS


    Mad for thy Loue?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    My Lord, I doe not know: but truly I do feare it.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    What ſaid he?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    He tooke me by the wriſt, and held me hard;

  


  Then goes he to the length of all his arme;


  And with his other hand thus o’re his brow,


  He fals to ſuch peruſall of my face,


  As he would draw it. Long ſtaid he ſo,


  At laſt, a little ſhaking of mine Arme:


  And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downe;


  He rais’d a ſigh, ſo pittious and profound,


  That it did ſeeme to ſhatter all his bulke,


  And end his being. That done, he lets me goe,


  And with his head ouer his ſhoulders turn’d,


  He ſeem’d to finde his way without his eyes,


  For out a dores he went without their helpe;


  And to the laſt, bended their light on me.


  
    POLONIVS


    Goe with me, I will goe ſeeke the King,

  


  This is the very extaſie of Loue,


  Whoſe violent property foredoes it ſelfe,


  And leads the will to deſperate Vndertakings,


  As oft as any paſſion vnder Heauen,


  That does afflict our Natures. I am ſorrie,


  What haue you giuen him any hard words of late?


  
    OPHELIA


    No my good Lord: but as you did command,

  


  I did repell his Letters, and deny’de


  His acceſſe to me.


  
    POLONIVS


    That hath made him mad.

  


  I am ſorrie that with better ſpeed and iudgement


  I had not quoted him. I feare he did but trifle,


  And meant to wracke thee: but beſhrew my iealouſie:


  It ſeemes it is as proper to our Age,


  To caſt beyond our ſelues in our Opinions,


  As it is common for the yonger ſort


  To lacke diſcretion. Come, go we to the King,


  This muſt be knowne, being kept cloſe might moue


  More greefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter King, Queene, Roſincrance,
and Guildenſterne Cum alijs.


  
    KING


    WELCOME deere Roſincrance and Guildenſterne.

  


  Moreouer, that we much did long to ſee you,


  The neede we haue to vſe you, did prouoke


  Our haſtie ſending. Something haue you heard


  Of Hamlets tranſformation: ſo I call it,


  Since not th’exterior, nor the inward man


  Reſembles that it was. What it ſhould bee


  More then his Fathers death, that thus hath put him


  So much from th’vnderſtanding of himſelfe,


  I cannot deeme of. I intreat you both,


  That being of ſo young dayes brought vp with him:


  And ſince ſo Neighbour’d to his youth, and humour,


  That you vouchſafe your reſt heere in our Court


  Some little time: ſo by your Companies


  To draw him on to pleaſures, and to gather


  So much as from Occaſions you may gleane,


  That open’d lies within our remedie.


  
    QVEENE


    Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk’d of you,

  


  And ſure I am, two men there are not liuing,


  To whom he more adheres. If it will pleaſe you


  To ſhew vs ſo much Gentrie, and good will,


  As to expend your time with vs a-while,


  For the ſupply and profit of our Hope,


  Your Viſitation ſhall receiue ſuch thankes


  As fits a Kings remembrance.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Both your Maieſties

  


  Might by the Soueraigne power you haue of vs,


  Put your dread pleaſures, more into Command


  Then to Entreatie.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    We both obey,

  


  And here giue vp our ſelues, in the full bent,


  To lay our Seruices freely at your feete,


  To be commanded.


  
    KING


    Thankes Roſincrance, and gentle Guildenſterne.

  


  
    QVEENE


    Thankes Guildenſterne and gentle Roſincrance.

  


  And I beſeech you inſtantly to viſit


  My too much changed Sonne.


  Go ſome of ye,


  And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Heauens make our preſence and our practiſes

  


  Pleaſant and helpfull to him.


  Exit.


  
    QVEENE


    Amen.

  


  Enter Polonius.


  
    POLONIVS


    Th’Ambaſſadors from Norwey, my good Lord,

  


  Are ioyfully return’d.


  
    KING


    Thou ſtill haſt bin the father of good Newes.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Haue I, my Lord? Aſſure you, my good Liege,

  


  I hold my dutie, as I hold my Soule,


  Both to my God, one to my gracious King:


  And I do thinke, or elſe this braine of mine


  Hunts not the traile of Policie, ſo ſure


  As I haue vs’d to do: that I haue found


  The very cauſe of Hamlets Lunacie.


  
    KING


    Oh ſpeake of that, that I do long to heare.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Giue firſt admittance to th’Ambaſſadors,

  


  My Newes ſhall be the Newes to that great Feaſt.


  
    KING


    Thy ſelfe do grace to them, and bring them in.

  


  He tels me my ſweet Queene, that he hath found


  The head and ſourſe of all your Sonnes diſtemper.


  
    QVEENE


    I doubt it is no other, but the maine,

  


  His Fathers death, and our o’re-haſty Marriage.


  
    Enter Polonius, Voltumand,
and Cornelius.

  


  
    KING


    Well, we ſhall ſift him. Welcome good Frends:

  


  Say Voltumand, what from our Brother Norwey?


  
    VOLTEMAND


    Moſt faire returne of Greetings, and Deſires.

  


  Vpon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſſe


  His Nephewes Leuies, which to him appear’d


  To be a preparation ’gainſt the Poleak:


  But better look’d into, he truly found


  It was againſt your Highneſſe, whereat greeued,


  That ſo his Sickneſſe, Age, and Impotence


  Was falſely borne in hand, ſends out Arreſts


  On Fortinbras, which he (in breefe) obeyes,


  Receiues rebuke from Norwey: and in fine,


  Makes Vow before his Vnkle, neuer more


  To giue th’aſſay of Armes againſt your Maieſtie.


  Whereon old Norwey, ouercome with ioy,


  Giues him three thouſand Crownes in Annuall Fee,


  And his Commiſſion to imploy thoſe Soldiers


  So leuied as before, againſt the Poleak:


  With an intreaty heerein further ſhewne,


  That it might pleaſe you to giue quiet paſſe


  Through your Dominions, for his Enterprize,


  On ſuch regards of ſafety and allowance,


  As therein are ſet downe.


  
    KING


    It likes vs well:

  


  And at our more conſider’d time wee’l read,


  Anſwer, and thinke vpon this Buſineſſe.


  Meane time we thanke you, for your well-tooke Labour.


  Go to your reſt, at night wee’l Feaſt together.


  Moſt welcome home.


  Exit Ambaſſadors.


  
    POLONIVS


    This buſineſſe is very well ended.

  


  My Liege, and Madam, to expoſtulate


  What Maieſtie ſhould be, what Dutie is,


  Why day is day; night, night; and time is time,


  Were nothing but to waſte Night, Day, and Time.


  Therefore, ſince Breuitie is the Soule of Wit,


  And tediouſneſſe, the limbes and outward flouriſhes,


  I will be breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad:


  Mad call I it; for to define true Madneſſe,


  What is’t, but to be nothing elſe but mad.


  But let that go.


  
    QVEENE


    More matter, with leſſe Art.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Madam, I ſweare I vſe no Art at all:

  


  That he is mad, ’tis true: ’Tis true ’tis pittie,


  And pittie it is true: A fooliſh figure,


  But farewell it: for I will vſe no Art.


  Mad let vs grant him then: and now remaines


  That we finde out the cauſe of this effect,


  Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this defect;


  For this effect defectiue, comes by cauſe,


  Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. Perpend,


  I haue a daughter: haue, whil’ſt ſhe is mine,


  Who in her Dutie and Obedience, marke,


  Hath giuen me this: now gather, and ſurmiſe.


  The Letter.


  To the Celeſtiall, and my Soules Idoll, the moſt beautifed Ophelia.


  That’s an ill Phraſe, a vilde Phraſe, beautified is a vilde


  Phraſe: but you ſhall heare theſe in her excellent white boſome, theſe.


  
    QVEENE


    Came this from Hamlet to her.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Good Madam ſtay awhile, I will be faithfull.

  


  Doubt thou, the Starres are fire,


  Doubt, that the Sunne doth moue:


  Doubt Truth to be a Lier,


  But neuer Doubt, I loue.


  O deere Ophelia, I am ill at theſe Numbers: I haue not Art to reckon my grones; but that I loue thee beſt, oh moſt Beſt beleeue it. Adieu.


  Thine euermore moſt deere Lady, whilſt this
Machine is to him, Hamlet.


  This in Obedience hath my daughter ſhew’d me:


  And more aboue hath his ſoliciting,


  As they fell out by Time, by Meanes, and Place,


  All giuen to mine eare.


  
    KING


    But how hath ſhe receiu’d his Loue?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    What do you thinke of me?

  


  
    KING


    As of a man, faithfull and Honourable.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    I wold faine proue ſo. But what might you think?

  


  When I had ſeene this hot loue on the wing,


  As I perceiued it, I muſt tell you that


  Before my Daughter told me what might you


  Or my deere Maieſtie your Queene heere, think,


  If I had playd the Deske or Table-booke,


  Or giuen my heart a winking, mute and dumbe,


  Or look’d vpon this Loue, with idle ſight,


  What might you thinke? No, I went round to worke,


  And (my yong Miſtris) thus I did beſpeake


  Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Starre,


  This muſt not be: and then, I Precepts gaue her,


  That ſhe ſhould locke her ſelfe from his Reſort,


  Admit no Meſſengers, receiue no Tokens:


  Which done, ſhe tooke the Fruites of my Aduice,


  And he repulſed. A ſhort Tale to make,


  Fell into a Sadneſſe, then into a Faſt,


  Thence to a Watch, thence into a Weakneſſe,


  Thence to a Lightneſſe, and by this declenſion


  Into the Madneſſe whereon now he raues,


  And all we waile for.


  
    KING


    Do you thinke ’tis this?

  


  
    QVEENE


    It may be very likely.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Hath there bene ſuch a time, I’de fain know that,

  


  That I haue poſſitiuely ſaid, ’tis ſo,


  When it prou’d otherwiſe?


  
    KING


    Not that I know.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Take this from this; if this be otherwiſe,

  


  If Circumſtances leade me, I will finde


  Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede


  Within the Center.


  
    KING


    How may we try it further?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    You know ſometimes

  


  He walkes foure houres together, heere


  In the Lobby.


  
    QVEENE


    So he ha’s indeed.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    At ſuch a time Ile looſe my Daughter to him,

  


  Be you and I behinde an Arras then,


  Marke the encounter: If he loue her not,


  And be not from his reaſon falne thereon;


  Let me be no Aſſiſtant for a State,


  And keepe a Farme and Carters.


  
    KING


    We will try it.

  


  Enter Hamlet reading on a Booke.


  
    QVEENE


    But looke where ſadly the poore wretch

  


  Comes reading.


  
    POLONIVS


    Away I do beſeech you, both away,

  


  Ile boord him preſently.


  Exit King & Queene.


  Oh giue me leaue. How does my good Lord Hamlet?


  
    HAMLET


    Well, God-a-mercy.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Do you know me, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Excellent, excellent well: y’are a Fiſhmonger.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Not I my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Then I would you were ſo honeſt a man.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Honeſt, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    I ſir, to be honeſt as this world goes, is to bee one man pick’d out of two thouſand.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    That’s very true, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge, being a good kiſſing Carrion ———

  


  Haue you a daughter?


  
    POLONIVS


    I haue my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Let her not walke i’th’Sunne: Conception is a bleſſing, but not as your daughter may conceiue. Friend looke too’t.


  POLONIVS


  How ſay you by that? Still harping on my daughter: yet he knew me not at firſt; he ſaid I was a Fiſhmonger: he is farre gone, farre gone: and truly in my youth, I ſuffred much extreamity for loue: very neere this. Ile ſpeake to him againe. What do you read my Lord?


  
    HAMLET


    Words, words, words.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    What is the matter, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Betweene who?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    I meane the matter you meane, my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Slanders Sir: for the Satyricall ſlaue ſaies here, that old men haue gray Beards; that their faces are wrinkled; their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tree Gumme: and that they haue a plentifull locke of Wit, together with weake Hammes. All which Sir, though moſt powerfully, and potently beleeue; yet I holde it not Honeſtie to haue it thus ſet downe: For you your ſelfe Sir, ſhould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could go backward.


  
    POLONIVS


    Though this be madneſſe,

  


  Yet there is Method in’t: will you walke


  Out of the ayre my Lord?


  
    HAMLET


    Into my Graue?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Indeed that is out o’th’Ayre:

  


  How pregnant (ſometimes) his Replies are?


  A happineſſe,


  That often Madneſſe hits on,


  Which Reaſon and Sanitie could not


  So proſperouſly be deliuer’d of.


  I will leaue him,


  And ſodainely contriue the meanes of meeting


  Betweene him, and my daughter.


  My Honourable Lord, I will moſt humbly


  Take my leaue of you.


  HAMLET


  You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that I will more willingly part withall, except my life, my life.


  
    POLONIVS


    Fare you well my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Theſe tedious old fooles.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    You goe to ſeeke my Lord Hamlet; there hee is.

  


  Enter Roſincrance and Guildenſterne.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    God ſaue you Sir.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Mine honour’d Lord?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    My moſt deare Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  My excellent good friends? How do’ſt thou Guildenſterne? Oh, Roſincrance; good Lads: How doe ye both?


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    As the indifferent Children of the earth.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Happy, in that we are not ouer-happy: on Fortunes Cap, we are not the very Button.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nor the Soales of her Shoo?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Neither my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Then you liue about her waſte, or in the middle of her fauour?

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Faith, her priuates, we.

  


  
    HAMLET


    In the ſecret parts of Fortune? Oh, moſt true: ſhe is a Strumpet. What’s the newes?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    None my Lord; but that the World’s growne honeſt.

  


  HAMLET


  Then is Doomeſday neere: But your newes is not true. Let me queſtion more in particular: what haue you my good friends, deſerued at the hands of Fortune, that ſhe ſends you to Priſon hither?


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Priſon, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Denmark’s a Priſon.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Then is the World one.

  


  HAMLET


  A goodly one, in which there are many Confines, Wards, and Dungeons; Denmarke being one o’th’worſt.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    We thinke not ſo my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Why then ’tis none to you; for there is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it ſo: to me it is a priſon.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Why then your Ambition makes it one: ’tis too narrow for your minde.

  


  HAMLET


  O God, I could be bounded in a nutſhell, and count my ſelfe a King of infinite ſpace; were it not that I haue bad dreames.


  GVILDENSTERNE


  Which dreames indeed are Ambition: for the very ſubſtance of the Ambitious, is meerely the ſhadow of a Dreame.


  
    HAMLET


    A dreame it ſelfe is but a ſhadow.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Truely, and I hold Ambition of ſo ayry and light a quality, that it is but a ſhadowes ſhadow.

  


  HAMLET


  Then are our Beggers bodies; and our Monarchs and out-ſtretcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes: ſhall wee to th’Court: for, by my fey I cannot reaſon?


  
    BOTH


    Wee’l wait vpon you.

  


  HAMLET


  No ſuch matter. I will not ſort you with the reſt of my ſeruants: for to ſpeake to you like an honeſt man: I am moſt dreadfully attended; but in the beaten way of friendſhip, What make you at Elſonower?


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    To viſit you my Lord, no other occaſion.

  


  HAMLET


  Begger that I am, I am euen poore in thankes; but I thanke you: and ſure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfepeny; were you not ſent for? Is it your owne inclining? Is it a free viſitation? Come, deale iuſtly with me: come, come; nay ſpeake.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    What ſhould we ſay my Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  Why any thing. But to the purpoſe; you were ſent for; and there is a kinde confeſſion in your lookes; which your modeſties haue not craft enough to color, I know the good King & Queene haue ſent for you.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    To what end my Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  That you muſt teach me: but let mee coniure you by the rights of our fellowſhip, by the conſonancy of our youth, by the Obligation of our euer-preſerued loue, and by what more deare, a better propoſer could charge you withall; be euen and direct with me, whether you were ſent for or no.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    What ſay you?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nay then I haue an eye of you: if you loue me hold not off.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    My Lord, we were ſent for.

  


  HAMLET


  I will tell you why; ſo ſhall my anticipation preuent your diſcouery of your ſecricie to the King and Queene: moult no feather, I haue of late, but wherefore I know not, loſt all my mirth, forgone all cuſtome of exerciſe; and indeed, it goes ſo heauenly with my diſpoſition; that this goodly frame the Earth, ſeemes to me a ſterrill Promontory; this moſt excellent Canopy the Ayre, look you, this braue ore-hanging, this Maieſticall Roofe, fretted with golden fire: why, it appeares no other thing to mee, then a foule and peſtilent congregation of vapours. What a piece of worke is a man! how Noble in Reaſon? how infinite in faculty? in forme and mouing how expreſſe and admirable? in Action, how like an Angel? in apprehenſion, how like a God? the beauty of the world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, what is this Quinteſſence of Duſt? Man delights not me; no, nor Woman neither; though by your ſmiling you ſeeme to ſay ſo.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    My Lord, there was no ſuch ſtuffe in my thoughts.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why did you laugh, when I ſaid, Man delights not me?

  


  ROSINCRANCE


  To thinke, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, what Lenton entertainment the Players ſhall receiue from you: wee coated them on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you Seruice.


  HAMLET


  He that playes the King ſhall be welcome; his Maieſty ſhall haue Tribute of mee: the aduenturous Knight ſhal vſe his Foyle and Target: the Louer ſhall not ſigh gratis, the humorous man ſhall end his part in peace: the Clowne ſhall make thoſe laugh whoſe lungs are tickled a’th’ſere: and the Lady ſhall ſay her minde freely; or the blanke Verſe ſhall halt for’t: what Players are they?


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Euen thoſe you were wont to take delight in the Tragedians of the City.

  


  HAMLET


  How chances it they trauaile? their reſidence both in reputation and profit was better both wayes.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes of the late Innouation?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Doe they hold the ſame eſtimation they did when I was in the City? Are they ſo follow’d?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    No indeed, they are not.

  


  
    HAMLET


    How comes it? doe they grow ruſty?

  


  ROSINCRANCE


  Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, little Yaſes, that crye out on the top of queſtion; and are moſt tyrannically clap’t for’t: theſe are now th faſhion, and ſo be-ratled the common Stages (ſo they call them) that many wearing Rapiers, are affraide of Gooſe-quils, and dare ſcarſe come thither.


  
    HAMLET


    What are they Children? Who maintains ’em?

  


  How are they eſcorted? Will they purſue the Quality no longer then they can ſing? Will they not ſay afterwards if they ſhould grow themſelues to common Players (as it is moſt like if their meanes are not better) their Writers do them wrong, to make them exclaim againſt their owne Succeſſion.


  ROSINCRANCE


  Faith there ha’s bene much to do on both ſides: and the Nation holds it no ſinne, to tarre them to Controuerſie. There was for a while, no mony bid for argument, vnleſſe the Poet and the Player went to Cuffes in the Queſtion.


  
    HAMLET


    Is’t poſſible?

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Oh there ha’s beene much throwing about of Braines.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Do the Boyes carry it away?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    I that they do my Lord. Hercules & his load too.

  


  HAMLET


  It is not ſtrange: for mine Vnckle is King of Denmarke, and thoſe that would make mowes at him while my Father liued; giue twenty, forty, an hundred Ducates a peece, for his picture in Little. There is ſomething in this more then Naturall, if Philoſophie could finde it out.


  Flouriſh for the Players.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    There are the Players.

  


  HAMLET


  Gentlemen, you are welcom to Elſonower: your hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, is Faſhion and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, leſt my extent to the Players (which I tell you muſt ſhew fairely outward) ſhould more appeare like entertainment then yours. You are welcome: but my Vnckle Father, and Aunt Mother are deceiu’d.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    In what my deere Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  I am but mad North, North-Weſt: when the Winde is Southerly, I know a Hawke from a Handſaw.


  Enter Polonius.


  
    POLONIVS


    Well be with you Gentlemen.

  


  HAMLET


  Hearke you Guildenſterne, and you too: at each eare a hearer: that great Baby you ſee there, is not yet out of his ſwathing clouts.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Happily he’s the ſecond time come to them: for they ſay, an old man is twice a childe.

  


  HAMLET


  I will Propheſie. Hee comes to tell me of the Players. Mark it, you ſay right Sir: for a Monday morning ’twas ſo indeed.


  
    POLONIVS


    My Lord, I haue Newes to tell you.

  


  
    HAMLET


    My Lord, I haue Newes to tell you.

  


  When Roſſius an Actor in Rome ———


  
    POLONIVS


    The Actors are come hither my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Buzze, buzze.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Vpon mine Honor.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Then can each Actor on his Aſſe ———

  


  POLONIVS


  The beſt Actors in the world, either for Tragedie, Comedie, Hiſtorie, Paſtorall: Paſtoricall-Comicall-Hiſtoricall-Paſtorall: Tragicall-Hiſtoricall: Tragicall-Comicall-Hiſtoricall-Paſtorall: Scene indiuidible: or Poem vnlimited. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plautus too light, for the law of Writ, and the Liberty. Theſe are the onely men.


  
    HAMLET


    O Iephta Iudge of Iſrael, what a Treaſure had’ſt thou?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    What a Treaſure had he, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why one faire Daughter, and no more,

  


  The which he loued paſſing well.


  
    POLONIVS


    Still on my Daughter.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Am I not i’th’right old Iephta?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    If you call me Iephta my Lord, I haue a daughter that I loue paſſing well.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nay that followes not.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    What followes then, my Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  Why, As by lot, God wot: and then you know, It came to paſſe, as moſt like it was: The firſt rowe of the Pons Chanſon will ſhew you more. For looke where my Abridgements come.


  Enter foure or fiue Players.


  Y’are welcome Maſters, welcome all. I am glad to ſee thee well: Welcome good Friends. Oh my olde Friend? Thy face is valiant ſince I ſaw thee laſt: Com’ſt thou to beard me in Denmarke? What, my yong Lady and Miſtris? Byrlady your Ladiſhip is neerer Heauen then when I ſaw you laſt, by the altitude of a Choppine. Pray God your voice like a peece of vncurrant Gold be not crack’d within the ring. Maſters, you are all welcome: wee’l e’ne to’t like French Faulconers, flie at any thing we ſee: wee’l haue a Speech ſtraight. Come giue vs a taſt of your quality: come, a paſſionate ſpeech.


  
    1. PLAYER


    What ſpeech, my Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  I heard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, but it was neuer Acted: or if it was, not aboue once, for the Play I remember pleas’d not the Million, ’twas Cauiarie to the Generall: but it was (as I receiu’d it, and others, whoſe iudgement in ſuch matters, cried in the top of mine) an excellent Play; well digeſted in the Scoenes, ſet downe with as much modeſtie, as cunning. I remember one ſaid, there was no Sallets in the lines, to make the matter ſauory; nor no matter in the phraſe, that might indite the Author of affectation, but cal’d it an honeſt method. One cheefe Speech in it, I cheefely lou’d, ’twas Aeneas Tale to Dido, and thereabout of it eſpecially, where he ſpeaks of Priams ſlaughter. If it liue in your memory, begin at this Line, let me ſee, let me ſee: The rugged Pyrrhus like th’Hyrcanian Beaſt. It is not ſo: it begins with Pyrrhus


  The rugged Pyrrhus, he whoſe Sable Armes


  Blacke as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble


  When he lay couched in the Ominous Horſe,


  Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion ſmear’d


  With Heraldry more diſmall: Head to foote


  Now is he to take Geulles, horridly Trick’d


  With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes,


  Bak’d and impaſted with the parching ſtreets,


  That lend a tyrannous, and damned light


  To their vilde Murthers, roaſted in wrath and fire,


  And thus o’re-ſized with coagulate gore,


  With eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus


  Olde Grandſire Priam ſeekes.


  
    POLONIVS


    Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoken, with good accent, and good diſcretion.

  


  
    1. PLAYER


    Anon he findes him,

  


  Striking too ſhort at Greekes. His anticke Sword,


  Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles


  Repugnant to command: vnequall match,


  Pyrrhus at Priam driues, in Rage ſtrikes wide:


  But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword,


  Th’vnnerued Father fals. Then ſenſeleſſe Illium,


  Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top


  Stoopes to his Bace, and with a hideous craſh


  Takes Priſoner Pyrrhus eare. For loe, his Sword


  Which was declining on the Milkie head


  Of Reuerend Priam, ſeem’d i’th’Ayre to ſticke:


  So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhus ſtood,


  And like a Newtrall to his will


  and matter, did nothing.


  But as we often ſee againſt ſome ſtorme,


  A ſilence in the Heauens, the Racke ſtand ſtill,


  The bold windes ſpeechleſſe, and the Orbe below


  As huſh as death: Anon the dreadfull Thunder


  Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus pauſe,


  A rowſed Vengeance ſets him new a-worke,


  And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall


  On Mars his Armours, forg’d for proofe Eterne,


  With leſſe remorſe then Pyrrhus bleeding ſword


  Now falles on Priam.


  Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods,


  In generall Synod take away her power:


  Breake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele,


  And boule the round Naue downe the hill of Heauen,


  As low as to the Fiends.


  
    POLONIVS


    This is too long.

  


  HAMLET


  It ſhall to’th Barbars, with your beard. Prythee ſay on: He’s for a Iigge, or a tale of Baudry, or hee ſleepes. Say on; come to Hecuba.


  
    1. PLAYER


    But who, O who, had ſeen the inobled Queen.

  


  
    HAMLET


    The inobled Queene?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    That’s good: Inobled Queene is good.

  


  
    1. PLAYER


    Run bare-foot vp and downe,

  


  Threatning the flame


  With Biſſon Rheume: A clout about that head,


  Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe


  About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loines,


  A blanket in th’Alarum of feare caught vp.


  Who this had ſeene, with tongue in Venome ſteep’d,


  ’Gainſt Fortunes State, would Treaſon haue pronounc’d?


  But if the Gods themſelues did ſee her then,


  When ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious ſport


  In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes,


  The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made


  (Vnleſſe things mortall moue them not at all)


  Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heauen,


  And paſſion in the Gods.


  
    POLONIVS


    Looke where he ha’s not turn’d his colour, and ha’s teares in’s eyes. Pray you no more.

  


  HAMLET


  ’Tis well, Ile haue thee ſpeake out the reſt, ſoone. Good my Lord, will you ſee the Players wel be-ſtow’d. Do ye heare, let them be well vs’d: for they are the Abſtracts and breefe Chronicles of the time. After your death, you were better haue a bad Epitaph, then their ill report while you liued.


  
    POLONIVS


    My Lord, I will vſe them according to their deſart.

  


  HAMLET


  Gods bodykins man, better. Vſe euerie man after his deſart, and who ſhould ſcape whipping: vſe them after your own Honor and Dignity. The leſſe they deſerue, the more merit is in your bountie. Take them in.


  
    POLONIVS


    Come ſirs.

  


  Exit Polonius.


  
    HAMLET


    Follow him Friends: wee’l heare a play to morrow. Doſt thou heare me old Friend, can you play the murther of Gonzago?

  


  
    PLAYER


    I my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Wee’l ha’t to morrow night. You could for a need ſtudy a ſpeech of ſome doſen or ſixteene lines, which I would ſet downe, and inſert in’t? Could ye not?


  
    PLAYER


    I my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you mock him not. My good Friends, Ile leaue you til night you are welcome to Elſonower?


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Good my Lord.

  


  Exeunt.


  Manet Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    I ſo, God buy’ye: Now I am alone.

  


  Oh what a Rogue and Peſant ſlaue am I?


  Is it not monſtrous that this Player heere,


  But in a Fixion, in a dreame of Paſſion,


  Could force his ſoule ſo to his whole conceit,


  That from her working, all his viſage warm’d;


  Teares in his eyes, diſtraction in’s Aſpect,


  A broken voyce, and his whole Function ſuiting


  With Formes, to his Conceit? And all for nothing?


  For Hecuba?


  What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,


  That he ſhould weepe for her? What would he doe,


  Had he the Motiue and the Cue for paſſion


  That I haue? He would drowne the Stage with teares,


  And cleaue the generall eare with horrid ſpeech:


  Make mad the guilty, and apale the free,


  Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed,


  The very faculty of Eyes and Eares. Yet I,


  A dull and muddy-metled Raſcall, peake


  Like Iohn a-dreames, vnpregnant of my cauſe,


  And can ſay nothing: No, not for a King,


  Vpon whoſe property, and moſt deere life,


  A damn’d defeate was made. Am I a Coward?


  Who calles me Villaine? breakes my pate a-croſſe?


  Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes it in my face?


  Tweakes me by’th’Noſe? giues me the Lye i’th’Throate,


  As deepe as to the Lungs? Who does me this?


  Ha? Why I ſhould take it: for it cannot be,


  But I am Pigeon-Liuer’d, and lacke Gall


  To make Oppreſſion bitter, or ere this,


  I ſhould haue fatted all the Region Kites


  With this Slaues Offall, bloudy: a Bawdy villaine,


  Remorſeleſſe, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindles villaine!


  Oh Vengeance!


  Who? What an Aſſe am I? I ſure, this is moſt braue,


  That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthered,


  Prompted to my Reuenge by Heauen, and Hell,


  Muſt (like a Whore) vnpacke my heart with words,


  And fall a Curſing like a very Drab.


  A Scullion? Fye vpon’t: Foh. About my Braine.


  I haue heard, that guilty Creatures ſitting at a Play,


  Haue by the very cunning of the Scoene,


  Bene ſtrooke ſo to the ſoule, that preſently


  They haue proclaim’d their Malefactions.


  For Murther, though it haue no tongue, will ſpeake


  With moſt myraculous Organ. Ile haue theſe Players,


  Play ſomething like the murder of my Father,


  Before mine Vnkle. Ile obſerue his lookes,


  Ile rent him to the quicke: If he but blench


  I know my courſe. The Spirit that I haue ſeene


  May be the Diuell, and the Diuel hath power


  T’aſſume a pleaſing ſhape, yea and perhaps


  Out of my Weakneſſe, and my Melancholly,


  As he is very potent with ſuch Spirits,


  Abuſes me to damne me. Ile haue grounds


  More Relatiue then this: The Play’s the thing,


  Wherein Ile catch the Conſcience of the King.


  Exit.


  
    Enter King, Queene, Polonius, Ophelia,
Roſincrance, Guildenſtern, and Lords.

  


  
    KING


    And can you by no drift of circumſtance

  


  Get from him why he puts on this Confuſion:


  Grating ſo harſhly all his dayes of quiet


  With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    He does confeſſe he feeles himſelfe diſtracted,

  


  But from what cauſe he will by no meanes ſpeake.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Nor do we finde him forward to be ſounded,

  


  But with a crafty Madneſſe keepes aloofe:


  When we would bring him on to ſome Confeſſion


  Of his true ſtate.


  
    QVEENE


    Did he receiue you well?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Moſt like a Gentleman.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    But with much forcing of his diſpoſition.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands

  


  Moſt free in his reply.


  
    QVEENE


    Did you aſſay him to any paſtime?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Madam, it ſo fell out, that certaine Players

  


  We ore-wrought on the way: of theſe we told him,


  And there did ſeeme in him a kinde of ioy


  To heare of it: They are about the Court,


  And (as I thinke) they haue already order


  This night to play before him.


  
    POLONIVS


    ’Tis moſt true:

  


  And he beſeech’d me to intreate your Maieſties


  To heare, and ſee the matter.


  
    KING


    With all my heart, and it doth much content me

  


  To heare him ſo inclin’d. Good Gentlemen,


  Giue him a further edge, and driue his purpoſe on


  To theſe delights.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    We ſhall my Lord.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    KING


    Sweet Gertrude leaue vs too,

  


  For we haue cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither,


  That he, as ’twere by accident, may there


  Affront Ophelia. Her Father, and my ſelfe (lawful eſpials)


  Will ſo beſtow our ſelues, that ſeeing vnſeene


  We may of their encounter frankely iudge,


  And gather by him, as he is behaued,


  If’t be th’affliction of his loue, or no.


  That thus he ſuffers for.


  
    QVEENE


    I ſhall obey you,

  


  And for your part Ophelia, I do wiſh


  That your good Beauties be the happy cauſe


  Of Hamlets wildeneſſe: ſo ſhall I hope your Vertues


  Will bring him to his wonted way againe,


  To both your Honors.


  
    OPHELIA


    Madam, I wiſh it may.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Ophelia, walke you heere. Gracious ſo pleaſe ye

  


  We will beſtow our ſelues: Reade on this booke,


  That ſhew of ſuch an exerciſe may colour


  Your lonelineſſe. We are oft too blame in this,


  ’Tis too much prou’d, that with Deuotions viſage,


  And pious Action, we do ſurge o’re


  The diuell himſelfe.


  
    KING


    Oh ’tis true:

  


  How ſmart a laſh that ſpeech doth giue my Conſcience?


  The Harlots Cheeke beautied with plaiſt’ring Art


  Is not more vgly to the thing that helpes it,


  Then is my deede, to my moſt painted word.


  Oh heauie burthen!


  
    POLONIVS


    I heare him comming, let’s withdraw my Lord.

  


  Exeunt.


  Enter Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    To be, or not to be, that is the Queſtion:

  


  Whether ’tis Nobler in the minde to ſuffer


  The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune,


  Or to take Armes againſt a Sea of troubles,


  And by oppoſing end them: to dye, to ſleepe


  No more; and by a ſleepe, to ſay we end


  The Heart-ake, and the thouſand Naturall ſhockes


  That Fleſh is heyre too? ’Tis a conſummation


  Deuoutly to be wiſh’d. To dye to ſleepe,


  To ſleepe, perchance to Dreame; I, there’s the rub,


  For in that ſleepe of death, what dreames may come,


  When we haue ſhuffel’d off this mortall coile,


  Muſt giue vs pawſe. There’s the reſpect


  That makes Calamity of ſo long life:


  For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of time,


  The Oppreſſors wrong, the poore mans Contumely,


  The pangs of diſpriz’d Loue, the Lawes delay,


  The inſolence of Office, and the Spurnes


  That patient merit of the vnworthy takes,


  When he himſelfe might his Quietus make


  With a bare Bodkin? Who would theſe Fardles beare


  To grunt and ſweat vnder a weary life,


  But that the dread of ſomething after death,


  The vndiſcouered Countrey, from whoſe Borne


  No Traueller returnes, Puzels the will,


  And makes vs rather beare thoſe illes we haue,


  Then flye to others that we know not of.


  Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of vs all,


  And thus the Natiue hew of Reſolution


  Is ſicklied o’re, with the pale caſt of Thought,


  And enterprizes of great pith and moment,


  With this regard their Currants turne away,


  And looſe the name of Action. Soft you now,


  The faire Ophelia? Nimph, in thy Orizons


  Be all my ſinnes remembred.


  
    OPHELIA


    Good my Lord,

  


  How does your Honor for this many a day?


  
    HAMLET


    I humbly thanke you: well, well, well.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    My Lord, I haue Remembrances of yours,

  


  That I haue longed long to re-deliuer.


  I pray you now, receiue them.


  
    HAMLET


    No, no, I neuer gaue you ought.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    My honor’d Lord, I know right well you did,

  


  And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos’d,


  As made the things more rich, then perfume left:


  Take theſe againe, for to the Noble minde


  Rich gifts wax poore, when giuers proue vnkinde.


  There my Lord.


  
    HAMLET


    Ha, ha: Are you honeſt?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    My Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Are you faire?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    What meanes your Lordſhip?

  


  
    HAMLET


    That if you be honeſt and faire, your Honeſty ſhould admit no diſcourſe to your Beautie.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comerce then your Honeſtie?

  


  HAMLET


  I trulie: for the power of Beautie, will ſooner tranſforme Honeſtie from what is, to a Bawd, then the force of Honeſtie can tranſlate Beautie into his likeneſſe. This was ſometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it proofe. I did loue you once.


  
    OPHELIA


    Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue ſo.

  


  HAMLET


  You ſhould not haue beleeued me. For vertue cannot ſo innocculate our old ſtocke, but we ſhall relliſh of it. I loued you not.


  
    OPHELIA


    I was the more deceiued.

  


  HAMLET


  Get thee to a Nunnerie. Why would’ſt thou be a breeder of Sinners? I am my ſelfe indifferent honeſt, but yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were better my Mother had not borne me. I am very prowd, reuengefull, Ambitious, with more offences at my becke, then I haue thoughts to put them in imagination, to giue them ſhape, or time to acte them in. What ſhould ſuch Fellowes as I do, crawling betweene Heauen and Earth. We are arrant Knaues all, beleeue none of vs. Goe thy wayes to a Nunnery. Where’s your Father?


  
    OPHELIA


    At home, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Let the doores be ſhut vpon him, that he may play the Foole no way, but in’s owne houſe. Farewell.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    O helpe him, you ſweet Heauens.

  


  HAMLET


  If thou doeſt Marry, Ile giue thee this Plague for thy Dowrie. Be thou as chaſt as Ice, as pure as Snow, thou ſhalt not eſcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. Go, Farewell. Or if thou wilt needs Marry, marry a fool: for Wiſe men know well enough, what monſters you make of them. To a Nunnery go, and quickly too. Farwell.


  
    OPHELIA


    O heauenly Powers, reſtore him.

  


  HAMLET


  I haue heard of your pratlings too wel enough. God has giuen you one pace, and you make your ſelfe another: you gidge, you amble, and you liſpe, and nickname Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneſſe, your Inorance. Go too, Ile no more on’t, it hath made me mad. I ſay, we will haue no more Marriages. Thoſe that are married already, all but one ſhall liue, the reſt ſhall keep as they are. To a Nunnery, go.


  Exit Hamlet.


  
    OPHELIA


    O what a Noble minde is heere o’re-throwne?

  


  The Courtiers, Soldiers, Schollers: Eye, tongue, ſword,


  Th’expectanſie and Roſe of the faire State,


  The glaſſe of Faſhion, and the mould of Forme,


  Th’obſeru’d of all Obſeruers, quite, quite downe.


  Haue I of Ladies moſt deiect and wretched,


  That ſuck’d the Honie of his Muſicke Vowes:


  Now ſee that Noble, and moſt Soueraigne Reaſon,


  Like ſweet Bels iangled out of tune, and harſh,


  That vnmatch’d Forme and Feature of blowne youth,


  Blaſted with extaſie. Oh woe is me,


  T’haue ſeene what I haue ſeene: ſee what I ſee.


  Enter King, and Polonius.


  
    KING


    Loue? His affections do not that way tend,

  


  Nor what he ſpake, though it lack’d Forme a little,


  Was not like Madneſſe. There’s ſomething in his ſoule?


  O’re which his Melancholly ſits on brood,


  And I do doubt the hatch, and the diſcloſe


  Will be ſome danger, which to preuent


  I haue in quicke determination


  Thus ſet it downe. He ſhall with ſpeed to England


  For the demand of our neglected Tribute:


  Haply the Seas and Countries different


  With variable Obiects, ſhall expell


  This ſomething ſetled matter in his heart:


  Whereon his Braines ſtill beating, puts him thus


  From faſhion of himſelfe. What thinke you on’t?


  
    POLONIVS


    It ſhall do well. But yet do I beleeue

  


  The Origin and Commencement of this greefe


  Sprung from neglected loue. How now Ophelia?


  You neede not tell vs, what Lord Hamlet ſaide,


  We heard it all. My Lord, do as you pleaſe,


  But if you hold it fit after the Play,


  Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him


  To ſhew his Greefes: let her be round with him,


  And Ile be plac’d ſo, pleaſe you in the eare


  Of all their Conference. If ſhe finde him not,


  To England ſend him: Or confine him where


  Your wiſedome beſt ſhall thinke.


  
    KING


    It ſhall be ſo:

  


  Madneſſe in great Ones, muſt not vnwatch’d go.


  Exeunt.


  
    Enter Hamlet,
and two or three of the Players.

  


  HAMLET


  Speake the Speech I pray you, as I pronounc’d it to you trippingly on the Tongue: But if you mouth it, as many of your Players do, I had as liue the Town-Cryer had ſpoke my Lines: Nor do not ſaw the Ayre too much your hand thus, but vſe all gently; for in the verie Torrent, Tempeſt, and (as I ſay) the Whirle-winde of Paſſion, you muſt acquire and beget a Temperance that may giue it Smoothneſſe. O it offends mee to the Soule, to ſee a robuſtious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, teare a Paſſion to tatters, to verie ragges, to ſplit the eares of the Groundlings: who (for the moſt part) are capeable of nothing, but inexplicable dumbe ſhewes, & noiſe: I could haue ſuch a Fellow whipt for o’re-doing Termagant: it out — Herod’s Herod. Pray you auoid it.


  
    PLAYER


    I warrant your Honor.

  


  HAMLET


  Be not too tame neyther: but let your owne Diſcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action to the Word, the Word to the Action, with this ſpeciall obſeruance: That you ore-ſtop not the modeſtie of Nature; for any thing ſo ouer-done, is from the purpoſe of Playing, whoſe end both at the firſt and now, was and is, to hold as ’twer the Mirrour vp to Nature; to ſhew Vertue her owne Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the verie Age and Bodie of the Time, his forme and preſſure. Now, this ouer-done, or come tardie off, though it make the vnskilfull laugh, cannot but make the Iudicious greeue; The cenſure of the which One, muſt in your allowance o’reway a whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee Players that I haue ſeene Play, and heard others praiſe, and that highly (not to ſpeake it prophanely) that neyther hauing the accent of Chriſtians, nor the gate of Chriſtian, Pagan, or Norman, haue ſo ſtrutted and bellowed, that I haue thought ſome of Natures Iouerney-men had made men, and not made them well, they imitated Humanity ſo abhominably.


  
    PLAYER


    I hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs, Sir.

  


  HAMLET


  O reforme it altogether. And let thoſe that play your Clownes, ſpeake no more then is ſet downe for them. For there be of them, that will themſelues laugh, to ſet on ſome quantitie of barren Spectators to laugh too, though in the meane time, ſome neceſſary Queſtion of the Play be then to be conſidered: that’s Villanous, & ſhewes a moſt pittifull Ambition in the Foole that vſes it. Go make you readie.


  Exit Players.


  
    Enter Polonius, Roſincrance,
and Guildenſterne.

  


  How now my Lord,


  Will the King heare this peece of Worke?


  
    POLONIVS


    And the Queene too, and that preſently.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Bid the Players make haſt.

  


  Exit Polonius.


  Will you two helpe to haſten them?


  
    BOTH


    We will my Lord.

  


  Exeunt.


  Enter Horatio.


  
    HAMLET


    What hoa, Horatio?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Heere ſweet Lord, at your Seruice.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Horatio, thou art eene as iuſt a man

  


  As ere my Conuerſation coap’d withall.


  
    HORATIO


    O my deere Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nay, do not thinke I flatter:

  


  For what aduancement may I hope from thee,


  That no Reuennew haſt, but thy good ſpirits


  To feed & cloath thee. Why ſhold the poor be flatter’d?


  No, let the Candied tongue, like abſurd pompe,


  And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the knee,


  Where thrift may follow faining? Doſt thou heare,


  Since my deere Soule was Miſtris of my choyſe,


  And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election


  Hath ſeal’d thee for her ſelfe. For thou haſt bene


  As one in ſuffering all, that ſuffers nothing.


  A man that Fortunes buffets, and Rewards


  Hath ’tane with equall Thankes. And bleſt are thoſe,


  Whoſe Blood and Iudgement are ſo well co-mingled,


  That they are not a Pipe for Fortunes finger.


  To ſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe. Giue me that man,


  That is not Paſſions Slaue, and I will weare him


  In my hearts Core. I, in my Heart of heart,


  As I do thee. Something too much of this.


  There is a Play to night to before the King.


  One Scoene of it comes neere the Circumſtance


  Which I haue told thee, of my Fathers death.


  I prythee, when thou ſee’ſt that Acte a-foot,


  Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule


  Obſerue mine Vnkle: If his occulted guilt,


  Do not it ſelfe vnkennell in one ſpeech,


  It is a damned Ghoſt that we haue ſeene:


  And my Imaginations are as foule


  As Vulcans Stythe. Giue him needfull note,


  For I mine eyes will riuet to his Face:


  And after we will both our iudgements ioyne,


  To cenſure of his ſeeming.


  
    HORATIO


    Well my Lord.

  


  If he ſteale ought the whil’ſt this Play is Playing,


  And ſcape detecting, I will pay the Theft.


  
    Enter King, Queene, Polonius, Ophelia,
Roſincrance, Guildenſterne, and other Lords
attendant with his Guard carrying Torches.

  


  Daniſh March.


  Sound a Flouriſh.


  
    HAMLET


    They are comming to the Play: I muſt be idle. Get you a place.

  


  
    KING


    How fares our Coſin Hamlet?

  


  HAMLET


  Excellent Ifaith, of the Camelions diſh: I eate the Ayre promiſe-cramm’d, you cannot feed Capons ſo.


  
    KING


    I haue nothing with this anſwer Hamlet, theſe words are not mine.

  


  
    HAMLET


    No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once i’th’Vniuerſity, you ſay?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good Actor.

  


  
    HAMLET


    And what did you enact?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    I did enact Iulius Caeſar, I was kill’d i’th’Capitol: Brutus kill’d me.

  


  
    HAMLET


    It was a bruite part of him, to kill ſo Capitall a Calfe there. Be the Players ready?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    I my Lord, they ſtay vpon your patience.

  


  
    QVEENE


    Come hither my good Hamlet, ſit by me.

  


  
    HAMLET


    No good Mother, here’s Mettle more attractiue.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Oh ho, do you marke that?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Ladie, ſhall I lye in your Lap?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    No my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I meane, my Head vpon your Lap?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    I my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Do you thinke I meant Country matters?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    I thinke nothing, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    That’s a faire thought to ly betweene Maids legs

  


  
    OPHELIA


    What is my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nothing.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    You are merrie, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Who I?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    I my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Oh God, your onely Iigge-maker: what ſhould a man do, but be merrie. For looke you how cheerefully my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within’s two Houres.


  
    OPHELIA


    Nay, ’tis twice two moneths, my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  So long? Nay then let the Diuel weare blacke, for Ile haue a ſuite of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two moneths ago, and not forgotten yet? Then there’s hope, a great mans Memorie, may out-liue his life halfe a yeare: But byrlady he muſt builde Churches then: or elſe ſhall he ſuffer not thinking on, with the Hoby-horſſe, whoſe Epitaph is, For o, For o, the Hoby-horſe is forgot.


  Hoboyes play.


  The dumbe ſhew enters.


  Enter a King and Queene, very louingly; the Queene embracing him. She kneeles, and makes ſhew of Proteſtation vnto him. He takes her vp, and declines his head vpon her neck. Layes him downe vpon a Banke of Flowers. She ſeeing him a-ſleepe, leaues him. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off his Crowne, kiſſes it, and powres poyſon in the Kings eares, and Exits. The Queene returnes, findes the King dead, and makes paſſionate Action. The Poyſoner, with ſome two or three Mutes comes in againe, ſeeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried away: The Poyſoner Wooes the Queene with Gifts, ſhe ſeemes loath and vnwilling awhile, but in the end, accepts his loue.


  Exeunt.


  
    OPHELIA


    What meanes this, my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Marry this is Miching Malicho, that meanes Miſcheefe.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Belike this ſhew imports the Argument of the Play?

  


  
    HAMLET


    We ſhall know by theſe Fellowes: the Players cannot keepe counſell, they’l tell all.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Will they tell vs what this ſhew meant?

  


  HAMLET


  I, or any ſhew that you’l ſhew him. Bee not you aſham’d to ſhew, hee’l not ſhame to tell you what it meanes.


  
    OPHELIA


    You are naught, you are naught, Ile marke the Play.

  


  Enter Prologue.


  For vs, and for our Tragedie,
Heere ſtooping to your Clemencie:
We begge your hearing Patientlie.


  
    HAMLET


    Is this a Prologue, or the Poeſie of a Ring?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    ’Tis briefe my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    As Womans loue.

  


  Enter King and his Queene.


  
    KING


    Full thirtie times hath Phoebus Cart gon round,

  


  Neptunes ſalt Waſh, and Tellus Orbed ground:


  And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed ſheene,


  About the World haue times twelue thirties beene,


  Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands


  Vnite comutuall, in moſt ſacred Bands.


  
    BAPTISTA


    So many iournies may the Sunne and Moone

  


  Make vs againe count o’re, ere loue be done.


  But woe is me, you are ſo ſicke of late,


  So farre from cheere, and from your former ſtate,


  That I diſtruſt you: yet though I diſtruſt,


  Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muſt:


  For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantitie,


  In neither ought, or in extremity:


  Now what my loue is, proofe hath made you know,


  And as my Loue is ſiz’d, my Feare is ſo.


  
    KING


    Faith I muſt leaue thee Loue, and ſhortly too:

  


  My operant Powers my Functions leaue to do:


  And thou ſhalt liue in this faire world behinde,


  Honour’d, belou’d, and haply, one as kinde.


  For Husband ſhalt thou ———


  
    BAPTISTA


    Oh confound the reſt:

  


  Such Loue, muſt needs be Treaſon in my breſt:


  In ſecond Husband, let me be accurſt,


  None wed the ſecond, but who kill’d the firſt.


  
    HAMLET


    Wormwood, Wormwood.

  


  
    BAPTISTA


    The inſtances that ſecond Marriage moue,

  


  Are baſe reſpects of Thrift, but none of Loue.


  A ſecond time, I kill my Husband dead,


  When ſecond Husband kiſſes me in Bed.


  
    KING


    I do beleeue you. Think what now you ſpeak:

  


  But what we do determine, oft we breake:


  Purpoſe is but the ſlaue to Memorie,


  Of violent Birth, but poore validitie:


  Which now like Fruite vnripe ſtickes on the Tree,


  But fall vnſhaken, when they mellow bee.


  Moſt neceſſary ’tis, that we forget


  To pay our ſelues, what to our ſelues is debt:


  What to our ſelues in paſſion we propoſe,


  The paſſion ending, doth the purpoſe loſe.


  The violence of other Greefe or Ioy,


  Their owne ennactors with themſelues deſtroy:


  Where Ioy moſt Reuels, Greefe doth moſt lament;


  Greefe ioyes, Ioy greeues on ſlender accident.


  This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ſtrange


  That euen our Loues ſhould with our Fortunes change.


  For ’tis a queſtion left vs yet to proue,


  Whether Loue lead Fortune, or elſe Fortune Loue.


  The great man downe, you marke his fauourites flies,


  The poore aduanc’d, makes Friends of Enemies:


  And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend,


  For who not needs, ſhall neuer lacke a Frend:


  And who in want a hollow Friend doth try,


  Directly ſeaſons him his Enemie.


  But orderly to end, where I begun,


  Our Willes and Fates do ſo contrary run,


  That our Deuices ſtill are ouerthrowne,


  Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne.


  So thinke thou wilt no ſecond Husband wed.


  But die thy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead.


  
    BAPTISTA


    Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light,

  


  Sport and repoſe locke from me day and night:


  Each oppoſite that blankes the face of ioy,


  Meet what I would haue well, and it deſtroy:


  Both heere, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife,


  If once a Widdow, euer I be Wiſe.


  
    HAMLET


    If ſhe ſhould breake it now.

  


  
    KING


    ’Tis deepely ſworne:

  


  Sweet, leaue me heere a while,


  My ſpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile


  The tedious day with ſleepe.


  
    QVEENE


    Sleepe rocke thy Braine,

  


  Sleepes.


  And neuer come miſchance betweene vs twaine.


  Exit.


  
    HAMLET


    Madam, how like you this Play?

  


  
    QVEENE


    The Lady proteſts to much me thinkes.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Oh but ſhee’l keepe her word.

  


  
    KING


    Haue you heard the Argument, is there no Offence in’t?

  


  
    HAMLET


    No, no, they do but ieſt, poyſon in ieſt, no Offence i’th’world.

  


  
    KING


    What do you call the Play?

  


  HAMLET


  The Mouſe-trap: Marry how? Tropically: This Play is the Image of a murder done in Vienna: Gon-zago is the Dukes name, his wife Baptiſta: you ſhall ſee anon: ’tis a knauiſh peece of worke: But what o’that? Your Maieſtie, and wee that haue free ſoules, it touches vs not: let the gall’d iade winch: our withers are vnrung.


  Enter Lucianus.


  This is one Lucianus nephew to the King.


  
    OPHELIA


    You are a good Chorus, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I could interpret betweene you and your loue: if I could ſee the Puppets dallying.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    You are keene my Lord, you are keene.

  


  
    HAMLET


    It would coſt you a groaning, to take off my edge.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Still better and worſe.

  


  
    HAMLET


    So you miſtake Husbands.

  


  Begin Murderer. Pox, leaue thy damnable Faces, and begin. Come, the croaking Rauen doth bellow for Ruenge.


  
    LVCIANVS


    Thoughts blacke, hands apt,

  


  Drugges fit, and Time agreeing:


  Confederate ſeaſon, elſe, no Creature ſeeing:


  Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds collected,


  With Hecats Ban, thrice blaſted, thrice infected,


  Thy naturall Magicke, and dire propertie,


  On wholſome life, vſurpe immediately.


  Powres the poyſon in his eares.


  HAMLET


  He poyſons him i’th’Garden for’s eſtate: His name’s Gonzago: the Story is extant and writ in choyce Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the Murtherer gets the loue of Gonzago’s wife.


  
    OPHELIA


    The King riſes.

  


  
    HAMLET


    What, frighted with falſe fire.

  


  
    QVEENE


    How fares my Lord?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Giue o’re the Play.

  


  
    KING


    Giue me ſome Light. Away.

  


  
    ALL


    Lights, Lights, Lights.

  


  Exeunt.


  Manet Hamlet & Horatio.


  
    HAMLET


    Why let the ſtrucken Deere go weepe,

  


  The Hart vngalled play:


  For ſome muſt watch, while ſome muſt ſleepe;


  So runnes the world away.


  Would not this Sir, and a Forreſt of Feathers, if the reſt of my Fortunes turne Turke with me; with two Prouinciall Roſes on my rac’d Shooes, get me a Fellowſhip in a crie of Players ſir.


  
    HORATIO


    Halfe a ſhare.

  


  
    HAMLET


    A whole one I,

  


  For thou doſt know: Oh Damon deere,


  This Realme diſmantled was of Ioue himſelfe,


  And now reignes heere.


  A verie verie Paiocke.


  
    HORATIO


    You might haue Rim’d.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Oh good Horatio, Ile take the Ghoſts word for a thouſand pound. Did’ſt perceiue?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Verie well my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Vpon the talke of the poyſoning?

  


  
    HORATIO


    I did verie well note him.

  


  Enter Roſincrance and Guildenſterne.


  
    HAMLET


    Oh, ha? Come ſome Muſick. Come the Recorders:

  


  For if the King like not the Comedie,


  Why then belike he likes it not perdie.


  Come ſome Muſicke.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Good my Lord, vouchſafe me a word with you.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Sir, a whole Hiſtory.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    The King, ſir.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I ſir, what of him?

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Is in his retyrement, maruellous diſtemper’d.

  


  
    HAMLET


    With drinke Sir?

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    No my Lord, rather with choller.

  


  HAMLET


  Your wiſedome ſhould ſhew it ſelfe more richer, to ſignifie this to his Doctor: for for me to put himto his Purgation, would perhaps plundge him into farre more Choller.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Good my Lord put your diſcourſe into ſome frame, and ſtart not ſo wildely from my affayre.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I am tame Sir, pronounce.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    The Queene your Mother, in moſt great affliction of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you.

  


  
    HAMLET


    You are welcome.

  


  GVILDENSTERNE


  Nay, good my Lord, this courteſie is not of the right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a wholſome anſwer, I will doe your Mothers command’ment: if not, your pardon, and my returne ſhall bee the end of my Buſineſſe.


  
    HAMLET


    Sir, I cannot.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    What, my Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  Make you a wholſome anſwere: my wits dis-eas’d. But ſir, ſuch anſwers as I can make, you ſhal command: or rather you ſay, my Mother: therfore no more but to the matter. My Mother you ſay.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Then thus ſhe ſayes: your behauior hath ſtroke her into amazement, and admiration.

  


  HAMLET


  Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can ſo aſtoniſh a Mother. But is there no ſequell at the heeles of this Mothers admiration?


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    She deſires to ſpeake with you in her Cloſſet, ere you go to bed.

  


  
    HAMLET


    We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother. Haue you any further Trade with vs?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    My Lord, you once did loue me.

  


  
    HAMLET


    So I do ſtill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers.

  


  ROSINCRANCE


  Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of diſtemper? You do freely barre the doore of your owne Libertie, if you deny your greefes to your Friend.


  
    HAMLET


    Sir I lacke Aduancement.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    How can that be, when you haue the voyce of the King himſelfe, for your Succeſſion in Denmarke?

  


  
    HAMLET


    I, but while the graſſe growes, the Prouerbe is ſomething muſty.

  


  Enter one with a Recorder.


  O the Recorder. Let me ſee, to withdraw with you, why do you go about to recouer the winde of mee, as if you would driue me into a toyle?


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    O my Lord, if my Dutie be too bold, my loue is too vnmannerly.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I do not well vnderſtand that. Will you play vpon this Pipe?

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    My Lord, I cannot.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I pray you.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    Beleeue me, I cannot.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I do beſeech you.

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    I know no touch of it, my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  ’Tis as eaſie as lying: gouerne theſe Ventiges with your finger and thumbe, giue it breath with your mouth, and it will diſcourſe moſt excellent Muſicke Looke you, theſe are the ſtoppes.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    But theſe cannot I command to any vtterance of hermony, I haue not the skill.

  


  HAMLET


  Why looke you now, how vnworthy a thing you make of me: you would play vpon mee; you would ſeeme to know my ſtops: you would pluck out the heart of my Myſterie; you would ſound mee from my loweſt Note, to the top of my Compaſſe: and there is much Muſicke, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, yet cannot you make it. Why do you thinke, that I am eaſier to bee plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Inſtrument you will, though you can fret me, you cannot play vpon me. God bleſſe you Sir.


  Enter Polonius.


  
    POLONIVS


    My Lord; the Queene would ſpeak with you and preſently.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Do you ſee that Clowd? that’s almoſt in ſhape like a Camell.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    By’th’Maſſe, and it’s like a Camell indeed.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Me thinkes it is like a Weazell.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    It is back’d like a Weazell.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Or like a Whale?

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Verie like a Whale.

  


  HAMLET


  Then will I come to my Mother, by and by: They foole me to the top of my bent. I will come by and by.


  
    POLONIVS


    I will ſay ſo.

  


  Exit.


  
    HAMLET


    By and by, is eaſily ſaid. Leaue me Friends:

  


  ’Tis now the verie witching time of night,


  When Churchyards yawne, and Hell it ſelfe breaths out


  Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood,


  And do ſuch bitter buſineſſe as the day


  Would quake to looke on. Soft now, to my Mother:


  Oh Heart, looſe not thy Nature; let not euer


  The Soule of Nero, enter this firme boſome:


  Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall,


  I will ſpeake Daggers to her, but vſe none:


  My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites.


  How in my words ſomeuer ſhe be ſhent,


  To giue them Seales, neuer my Soule conſent.


  
    Enter King, Roſincrance,
and Guildenſterne.

  


  
    KING


    I like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with vs,

  


  To let his madneſſe range. Therefore prepare you,


  I your Commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch,


  And he to England ſhall along with you:


  The termes of our eſtate, may not endure


  Hazard ſo dangerous as doth hourely grow


  Out of his Lunacies.


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    We will our ſelues prouide:

  


  Moſt holie and Religious feare it is


  To keepe thoſe many many bodies ſafe


  That liue and feede vpon your Maieſtie.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    The ſingle

  


  And peculiar life is bound


  With all the ſtrength and Armour of the minde,


  To keepe it ſelfe from noyance: but much more,


  That Spirit, vpon whoſe ſpirit depends and reſts


  The liues of many, the ceaſe of Maieſtie


  Dies not alone; but like a Gulfe doth draw


  What’s neere it, with it. It is a maſſie wheele


  Fixt on the Somnet of the higheſt Mount.


  To whoſe huge Spoakes, ten thouſand leſſer things


  Are mortiz’d and adioyn’d: which when it falles,


  Each ſmall annexment, pettie conſequence


  Attends the boyſtrous Ruine. Neuer alone


  Did the King ſighe, but with a generall grone.


  
    KING


    Arme you, I pray you to this ſpeedie Voyage;

  


  For we will Fetters put vpon this feare,


  Which now goes too free-footed.


  
    BOTH


    We will haſte vs.

  


  Exeunt Gentlemen.


  Enter Polonius.


  
    POLONIVS


    My Lord, he’s going to his Mothers Cloſſet:

  


  Behinde the Arras Ile conuey my ſelfe


  To heare the Proceſſe. Ile warrant ſhee’l tax him home,


  And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid,


  ’Tis meete that ſome more audience then a Mother,


  Since Nature makes them partiall, ſhould o’re-heare


  The ſpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege,


  Ile call vpon you ere you go to bed,


  And tell you what I know.


  
    KING


    Thankes deere my Lord.

  


  Oh my offence is ranke, it ſmels to heauen,


  It hath the primall eldeſt curſe vpon’t,


  A Brothers murther. Pray can I not,


  Though inclination be as ſharpe as will:


  My ſtronger guilt, defeats my ſtrong intent,


  And like a man to double buſineſſe bound,


  I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firſt begin,


  And both neglect; what if this curſed hand


  Were thicker then it ſelfe with Brothers blood,


  Is there not Raine enough in the ſweet Heauens


  To waſh it white as Snow? Whereto ſerues mercy,


  But to confront the viſage of Offence?


  And what’s in Prayer, but this two-fold force,


  To be fore-ſtalled ere we come to fall,


  Or pardon’d being downe? Then Ile looke vp,


  My fault is paſt. But oh, what forme of Prayer


  Can ſerue my turne? Forgiue me my foule Murther:


  That cannot be, ſince I am ſtill poſſeſt


  Of thoſe effects for which I did the Murther.


  My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and my Queene:


  May one be pardon’d, and retaine th’offence?


  In the corrupted currants of this world,


  Offences gilded hand may ſhoue by Iuſtice,


  And oft ’tis ſeene, the wicked prize it ſelfe


  Buyes out the Law; but ’tis not ſo aboue,


  There is no ſhuffling, there the Action lyes


  In his true Nature, and we our ſelues compell’d


  Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults,


  To giue in euidence. What then? What reſts?


  Try what Repentance can. What can it not?


  Yet what can it, when one cannot repent?


  Oh wretched ſtate! Oh boſome, blacke as death!


  Oh limed ſoule, that ſtrugling to be free,


  Art more ingag’d: Helpe Angels, make aſſay:


  Bow ſtubborne knees, and heart with ſtrings of Steele,


  Be ſoft as ſinewes of the new-borne Babe,


  All may be well.


  Enter Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    Now might I do it pat, now he is praying,

  


  And now Ile doo’t, and ſo he goes to Heauen,


  And ſo am I reueng’d: that would be ſcann’d,


  A Villaine killes my Father, and for that


  I his foule Sonne, do this ſame Villaine ſend


  To heauen. Oh this is hyre and Sallery, not Reuenge.


  He tooke my Father groſſely, full of bread,


  With all his Crimes broad blowne, as freſh as May,


  And how his Audit ſtands, who knowes, ſaue Heauen:


  But in our circumſtance and courſe of thought


  ’Tis heauie with him: and am I then reueng’d,


  To take him in the purging of his Soule,


  When he is fit and ſeaſon’d for his paſſage? No.


  Vp Sword, and know thou a more horrid hent


  When he is drunke aſleepe: or in his Rage,


  Or in th’inceſtuous pleaſure of his bed,


  At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome acte


  That ha’s no relliſh of Saluation in’t,


  Then trip him, that his heeles may kicke at Heauen,


  And that his Soule may be as damn’d and blacke


  As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ſtayes,


  This Phyſicke but prolongs thy ſickly dayes.


  Exit.


  
    KING


    My words flye vp, my thoughts remain below,

  


  Words without thoughts, neuer to Heauen go.


  Exit.


  Enter Queene and Polonius.


  
    POLONIVS


    He will come ſtraight:

  


  Looke you lay home to him,


  Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with,


  And that your Grace hath ſcreen’d, and ſtoode betweene


  Much heate, and him. Ile ſilence me e’ene heere:


  Pray you be round with him.


  
    HAMLET WITHIN


    Mother, mother, mother.

  


  
    QVEENE


    Ile warrant you, feare me not.

  


  Withdraw, I heare him coming.


  Enter Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    Now Mother, what’s the matter?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Hamlet, thou haſt thy Father much offended.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Mother, you haue my Father much offended.

  


  
    QVEENE


    Come, come, you anſwer with an idle tongue.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Go, go, you queſtion with an idle tongue.

  


  
    QVEENE


    Why how now Hamlet?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Whats the matter now?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Haue you forgot me?

  


  
    HAMLET


    No by the Rood, not ſo:

  


  You are the Queene, your Husbands Brothers wife,


  But would you were not ſo. You are my Mother.


  
    QVEENE


    Nay, then Ile ſet thoſe to you that can ſpeake.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Come, come, and ſit you downe, you ſhall not boudge:

  


  You go not till I ſet you vp a glaſſe,


  Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you?


  
    QVEENE


    What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me?

  


  Helpe, helpe, hoa.


  
    POLONIVS


    What hoa, helpe, helpe, helpe.

  


  
    HAMLET


    How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead.

  


  
    POLONIVS


    Oh I am ſlaine.

  


  Killes Polonius.


  
    QVEENE


    Oh me, what haſt thou done?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nay I know not, is it the King?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Oh what a raſh, and bloody deed is this?

  


  
    HAMLET


    A bloody deed, almoſt as bad good Mother,

  


  As kill a King, and marrie with his Brother.


  
    QVEENE


    As kill a King?

  


  
    HAMLET


    I Lady, ’twas my word.

  


  Thou wretched, raſh, intruding foole farewell,


  I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune,


  Thou find’ſt to be too buſie, is ſome danger.


  Leaue wringing of your hands, peace, ſit you downe,


  And let me wring your heart, for ſo I ſhall


  If it be made of penetrable ſtuffe;


  If damned Cuſtome haue not braz’d it ſo,


  That it is proofe and bulwarke againſt Senſe.


  
    QVEENE


    What haue I done, that thou dar’ſt wag thy tong,

  


  In noiſe ſo rude againſt me?


  
    HAMLET


    Such an Act

  


  That blurres the grace and bluſh of Modeſtie,


  Cals Vertue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe


  From the faire forehead of an innocent loue,


  And makes a bliſter there. Makes marriage vowes


  As falſe as Dicers Oathes. Oh ſuch a deed,


  As from the body of Contraction pluckes


  The very ſoule, and ſweete Religion makes


  A rapſidie of words. Heauens face doth glow,


  Yea this ſolidity and compound maſſe,


  With triſtfull viſage as againſt the doome,


  Is thought-ſicke at the act.


  
    QVEENE


    Aye me; what act, that roares ſo lowd, & thunders in the Index.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Looke heere vpon this Picture, and on this,

  


  The counterfet preſentment of two Brothers:


  See what a grace was ſeated on his Brow,


  Hyperions curles, the front of Ioue himſelfe,


  An eye like Mars, to threaten or command


  A Station, like the Herald Mercurie


  New lighted on a heauen-kiſſing hill:


  A Combination, and a forme indeed,


  Where euery God did ſeeme to ſet his Seale,


  To giue the world aſſurance of a man.


  This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes.


  Heere is your Husband, like a Mildew’d eare


  Blaſting his wholſom breath. Haue you eyes?


  Could you on this faire Mountaine leaue to feed,


  And batten on this Moore? Ha? Haue you eyes?


  You cannot call it Loue: For at your age,


  The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble,


  And waites vpon the Iudgement: and what Iudgement


  Would ſtep from this, to this? What diuell was’t,


  That thus hath couſend you at hoodman-blinde?


  O Shame! where is thy Bluſh? Rebellious Hell,


  If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones,


  To flaming youth, let Vertue be as waxe.


  And melt in her owne fire. Proclaime no ſhame,


  When the compulſiue Ardure giues the charge,


  Since Froſt it ſelfe, as actiuely doth burne,


  As Reaſon panders Will.


  
    QVEENE


    O Hamlet, ſpeake no more.

  


  Thou turn’ſt mine eyes into my very ſoule,


  And there I ſee ſuch blacke and grained ſpots,


  As will not leaue their Tinct.


  
    HAMLET


    Nay, but to liue

  


  In the ranke ſweat of an enſeamed bed,


  Stew’d in Corruption; honying and making loue


  Ouer the naſty Stye.


  
    QVEENE


    Oh ſpeake to me, no more,

  


  Theſe words like Daggers enter in mine eares.


  No more ſweet Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    A Murderer, and a Villaine:

  


  A Slaue, that is not twentieth part the tythe


  Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings,


  A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Rule.


  That from a ſhelfe, the precious Diadem ſtole,


  And put it in his Pocket.


  
    QVEENE


    No more.

  


  Enter Ghoſt.


  
    HAMLET


    A King of ſhreds and patches.

  


  Saue me; and houer o’re me with your wings


  You heauenly Guards. What would your gracious figure?


  
    QVEENE


    Alas he’s mad.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide,

  


  That laps’t in Time and Paſſion, lets go by


  Th’important acting of your dread command? Oh ſay.


  
    GHOST


    Do not forget: this Viſitation

  


  Is but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe.


  But looke, Amazement on thy Mother ſits;


  O ſtep betweene her, and her fighting Soule,


  Conceit in weakeſt bodies, ſtrongeſt workes.


  Speake to her Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    How is it with you Lady?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Alas, how is’t with you?

  


  That you bend your eye on vacancie,


  And with their corporall ayre do hold diſcourſe.


  Forth at your eyes, your ſpirits wildely peepe,


  And as the ſleeping Soldiours in th’Alarme,


  Your bedded haire, like life in excrements,


  Start vp, and ſtand an end. Oh gentle Sonne,


  Vpon the heate and flame of thy diſtemper


  Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do you looke?


  
    HAMLET


    On him, on him: look you how pale he glares,

  


  His forme and cauſe conioyn’d, preaching to ſtones,


  Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me,


  Leaſt with this pitteous action you conuert


  My ſterne effects: then what I haue to do,


  Will want true colour; teares perchance for blood.


  
    QVEENE


    To who do you ſpeake this?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Do you ſee nothing there?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Nothing at all, yet all that is I ſee.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nor did you nothing heare?

  


  
    QVEENE


    No, nothing but our ſelues.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why look you there: looke how it ſteals away:

  


  My Father in his habite, as he liued,


  Looke where he goes euen now out at the Portall.


  Exit.


  
    QVEENE


    This is the very coynage of your Braine,

  


  This bodileſſe Creation extaſie is very cunning in.


  
    HAMLET


    Extaſie?

  


  My Pulſe as yours doth temperately keepe time,


  And makes as healthfull Muſicke. It is not madneſſe


  That I haue vttered; bring me to the Teſt


  And I the matter will re-word: which madneſſe


  Would gamboll from. Mother, for loue of Grace,


  Lay not a flattering Vnction to your ſoule,


  That not your treſpaſſe, but my madneſſe ſpeakes:


  It will but skin and filme the Vlcerous place,


  Whil’ſt ranke Corruption mining all within,


  Infects vnſeene. Confeſſe your ſelfe to Heauen,


  Repent what’s paſt, auoyd what is to come,


  And do not ſpred the Compoſt on the Weedes,


  To make them ranke. Forgiue me this my Vertue,


  For in the fatneſſe of this purſie times,


  Vertue it ſelfe, of Vice muſt pardon begge,


  Yea courb, and woe, for leaue to do him good.


  
    QVEENE


    Oh Hamlet,

  


  Thou haſt cleft my heart in twaine.


  
    HAMLET


    O throw away the worſer part of it,

  


  And liue the purer with the other halfe.


  Good night, but go not to mine Vnkles bed,


  Aſſume a Vertue, if you haue it not, refraine to night,


  And that ſhall lend a kinde of eaſineſſe


  To the next abſtinence. Once more goodnight,


  And when you are deſirous to be bleſt,


  Ile bleſſing begge of you. For this ſame Lord,


  I do repent: but heauen hath pleas’d it ſo,


  To puniſh me with this, and this with me,


  That I muſt be their Scourge and Miniſter.


  I will beſtow him, and will anſwer well


  The death I gaue him: ſo againe, good night.


  I muſt be cruell, onely to be kinde;


  Thus bad begins and worſe remaines behinde.


  
    QVEENE


    What ſhall I do?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Not this by no meanes that I bid you do:

  


  Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed,


  Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call you his Mouſe,


  And let him for a paire of reechie kiſſes,


  Or padling in your necke with his damn’d Fingers,


  Make you to rauell all this matter out,


  That I eſſentially am not in madneſſe,


  But made in craft. ’Twere good you let him know,


  For who that’s but a Queene, faire, ſober, wiſe,


  Would from a Paddocke, from a Bat, a Gibbe,


  Such deere concernings hide, Who would do ſo,


  No in deſpight of Senſe and Secrecie,


  Vnpegge the Basket on the houſes top:


  Let the Birds flye, and like the famous Ape


  To try Concluſions in the Basket, creepe


  And breake your owne necke downe.


  
    QVEENE


    Be thou aſſur’d, if words be made of breath,

  


  And breath of life: I haue no life to breath


  What thou haſt ſaide to me.


  
    HAMLET


    I muſt to England, you know that?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Alacke I had forgot: ’Tis ſo concluded on.

  


  
    HAMLET


    This man ſhall ſet me packing:

  


  Ile lugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome,


  Mother goodnight. Indeede this Counſellor


  Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and moſt graue,


  Who was in life, a fooliſh prating Knaue.


  Come ſir, to draw toward an end with you.


  Good night Mother.


  Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonius.


  Enter King.


  
    KING


    There’s matters in theſe ſighes.

  


  Theſe profound heaues


  You muſt tranſlate; Tis fit we vnderſtand them.


  Where is your Sonne?


  
    QVEENE


    Ah my good Lord, what haue I ſeene to night?

  


  
    KING


    What Gertrude? How do’s Hamlet?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Mad as the Seas, and winde, when both contend

  


  Which is the Mightier, in his lawleſſe fit


  Behinde the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtirre,


  He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, a Rat,


  And in his brainiſh apprehenſion killes


  The vnſeene good old man.


  
    KING


    Oh heauy deed:

  


  It had bin ſo with vs had we beene there:


  His Liberty is full of threats to all,


  To you your ſelfe, to vs, to euery one.


  Alas, how ſhall this bloody deede be anſwered?


  It will be laide to vs, whoſe prouidence


  Should haue kept ſhort, reſtrain’d, and out of haunt,


  This mad yong man. But ſo much was our loue,


  We would not vnderſtand what was moſt fit,


  But like the Owner of a foule diſeaſe,


  To keepe it from divulging, let’s it feede


  Euen on the pith of life. Where is he gone?


  
    QVEENE


    To draw apart the body he hath kild,

  


  O’re whom his very madneſſe like ſome Oare


  Among a Minerall of Mettels baſe


  Shewes it ſelfe pure. He weepes for what is done.


  
    KING


    Oh Gertrude, come away:

  


  The Sun no ſooner ſhall the Mountaines touch,


  But we will ſhip him hence, and this vilde deed,


  We muſt with all our Maieſty and Skill


  Both countenance, and excuſe.


  
    Enter Roſincrance and
Guildenſterne.

  


  Ho Guildenſtern:


  Friends both go ioyne you with ſome further ayde:


   Hamlet in madneſſe hath Polonius ſlaine,


  And from his Mother Cloſſets hath he drag’d him.


  Go ſeeke him out, ſpeake faire, and bring the body


  Into the Chappell. I pray you haſt in this.


  Exit Gent.


  Come Gertrude, wee’l call vp our wiſeſt friends,


  To let them know both what we meane to do,


  And what’s vntimely done. Oh come away,


  My ſoule is full of diſcord and diſmay.


  Exeunt.


  Enter Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    Safely ſtowed.

  


  
    GENTLEMEN WITHIN


    Hamlet, Lord Hamlet.

  


  
    HAMLET


    What noiſe? Who cals on Hamlet?

  


  Oh heere they come.


  Enter Roſincrance and
Guildenſterne.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    What haue you done my Lord with the dead body?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Compounded it with duſt, whereto ’tis Kinne.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Tell vs where ’tis, that we may take it thence,

  


  And beare it to the Chappell.


  
    HAMLET


    Do not beleeue it.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Beleeue what?

  


  HAMLET


  That I can keepe your counſell, and not mine owne. Beſides, to be demanded of a Spundge, what replication ſhould be made by the Sonne of a King.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord?

  


  HAMLET


  I ſir, that ſokes vp the Kings Countenance, his Rewards, his Authorities (but ſuch Officers do the King beſt ſeruice in the end. He keepes them like an Ape in the corner of his iaw, firſt mouth’d to be laſt ſwallowed, when he needes what you haue glean’d, it is but ſqueezing you, and Spundge you ſhall be dry againe.


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    I vnderſtand you not my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I am glad of it: a knauiſh ſpeech ſleepes in a fooliſh eare.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    My Lord, you muſt tell vs where the body is, and go with vs to the King.

  


  
    HAMLET


    The body is with the King, but the King is not with the body. The King, is a thing ———

  


  
    GVILDENSTERNE


    A thing my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Of nothing: bring me to him, hide Fox, and all after.

  


  Exeunt.


  Enter King.


  
    KING


    I haue ſent to ſeeke him, and to find the bodie:

  


  How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe:


  Yet muſt not we put the ſtrong Law on him:


  Hee’s loued of the diſtracted multitude,


  Who like not in their iudgement, but their eyes:


  And where ’tis ſo, th’Offenders ſcourge is weigh’d


  But neerer the offence: to beare all ſmooth, and euen,


  This ſodaine ſending him away, muſt ſeeme


  Deliberate pauſe, diſeaſes deſperate growne,


  By deſperate appliance are releeued,


  Or not at all.


  Enter Roſincrance.


  How now? What hath befalne?


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Where the dead body is beſtow’d my Lord,

  


  We cannot get from him.


  
    KING


    But where is he?

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Without my Lord, guarded to know your pleaſure.

  


  
    KING


    Bring him before vs.

  


  
    ROSINCRANCE


    Hoa, Guildenſterne? Bring in my Lord.

  


  Enter Hamlet and Guildenſterne.


  
    KING


    Now Hamlet, where’s Polonius?

  


  
    HAMLET


    At Supper.

  


  
    KING


    At Supper? Where?

  


  HAMLET


  Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certaine conuocation of wormes are e’ne at him. Your worm is your onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures elſe to fat vs, and we fat our ſelfe for Magots. Your fat King, and your leane Begger is but variable ſeruice to diſhes, but to one Table that’s the end.


  
    KING


    What doſt thou meane by this?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may go a Progreſſe through the guts of a Begger.

  


  
    KING


    Where is Polonius.

  


  HAMLET


  In heauen, ſend thither to ſee. If your Meſſenger finde him not there, ſeeke him i’th other place your ſelfe: but indeed, if you finde him not this moneth, you ſhall noſe him as you go vp the ſtaires into the Lobby.


  
    KING


    Go ſeeke him there.

  


  
    HAMLET


    He will ſtay till ye come.

  


  
    KING


    Hamlet, this deed of thine, for thine eſpecial ſafety

  


  Which we do tender, as we deerely greeue


  For that which thou haſt done, muſt ſend thee hence


  With fierie Quickneſſe. Therefore prepare thy ſelfe,


  The Barke is readie, and the winde at helpe,


  Th’Aſſociates tend, and euery thing at bent


  For England.


  
    HAMLET


    For England?

  


  
    KING


    I Hamlet.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Good.

  


  
    KING


    So is it, if thou knew’ſt our purpoſes.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I ſee a Cherube that ſee’s him: but come, for England. Farewell deere Mother.

  


  
    KING


    Thy louing Father Hamlet.

  


  HAMLET


  My Mother: Father and Mother is man and wife: man & wife is one fleſh, and ſo my mother. Come, for England.


  


  Exit.


  
    KING


    Follow him at foote,

  


  Tempt him with ſpeed aboord:


  Delay it not, Ile haue him hence to night.


  Away, for euery thing is Seal’d and done


  That elſe leanes on th’Affaire, pray you make haſt.


  And England, if my loue thou holdſt at ought,


  As my great power thereof may giue thee ſenſe,


  Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red


  After the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe


  Payes homage to vs; thou maiſt not coldly ſet


  Our Soueraigne Proceſſe, which imports at full


  By Letters coniuring to that effect


  The preſent death of Hamlet. Do it England,


  For like the Hecticke in my blood he rages,


  And thou muſt cure me: Till I know ’tis done,


  How ere my happes, my ioyes were ne’re begun.


  Exit.


  Enter Fortinbras with an Armie.


  
    FORTINBRAS


    Go Captaine, from me greet the Daniſh King,

  


  Tell him that by his licenſe, Fortinbras


  Claimes the conueyance of a promis’d March


  Ouer his Kingdome. You know the Rendeuous:


  If that his Maieſty would ought with vs,


  We ſhall expreſſe our dutie in his eye,


  And let him know ſo.


  
    CAPTAINE


    I will doo’t, my Lord.

  


  
    FORTINBRAS


    Go ſafely on.

  


  Exit.


  Enter Queene and Horatio.


  
    QVEENE


    I will not ſpeake with her.

  


  
    HORATIO


    She is importunate, indeed diſtract, her moode will needs be pittied.

  


  
    QVEENE


    What would ſhe haue?

  


  
    HORATIO


    She ſpeakes much of her Father; ſaies ſhe heares

  


  There’s trickes i’th’world, and hems, and beats her heart,


  Spurnes enuiouſly at Strawes, ſpeakes things in doubt,


  That carry but halfe ſenſe: Her ſpeech is nothing,


  Yet the vnſhaped vſe of it doth moue


  The hearers to Collection; they ayme at it,


  And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts,


  Which as her winkes, and nods, and geſtures yeeld them,


  Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought,


  Though nothing ſure, yet much vnhappily.


  
    QVEENE


    ’Twere good ſhe were ſpoken with,

  


  For ſhe may ſtrew dangerous coniectures


  In ill breeding minds. Let her come in.


  To my ſicke ſoule (as ſinnes true Nature is)


  Each toy ſeemes Prologue, to ſome great amiſſe,


  So full of Artleſſe iealouſie is guilt,


  It ſpill’s it ſelfe, in fearing to be ſpilt.


  Enter Ophelia diſtracted.


  
    OPHELIA


    Where is the beauteous Maieſty of Denmark.

  


  
    QVEENE


    How now Ophelia?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    How ſhould I your true loue know from another one?

  


  By his Cockle hat and ſtaffe, and his Sandal ſhoone.


  
    QVEENE


    Alas ſweet Lady: what imports this Song?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Say you? Nay pray you marke.

  


  He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone,


  At his head a graſſe-greene Turfe, at his heeles a ſtone.


  Enter King.


  
    QVEENE


    Nay but Ophelia.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Pray you marke.

  


  White his Shrow’d as the Mountaine Snow.


  
    QVEENE


    Alas, looke heere my Lord.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Larded with ſweet Flowers:

  


  Which bewept to the graue did not go,


  With true-loue ſhowres.


  
    KING


    How do ye, pretty Lady?

  


  OPHELIA


  Well, God dil’d you. They ſay the Owle was a Bakers daughter. Lord, wee know what we are, but know not what we may be. God be at your Table.


  
    KING


    Conceit vpon her Father.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Pray you let’s haue no words of this: but when they aske you what it meanes, ſay you this:

  


  To morrow is S. Valentines day, all in the morning betime,


  And I a Maid at your Window, to be your Valentine.


  Then vp he roſe, & don’d his clothes, & dupt the chamber dore,


  Let in the Maid, that out a Maid, neuer departed more.


  
    KING


    Pretty Ophelia.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    Indeed la? without an oath Ile make an end ont.

  


  By gis, and by Saint. Charity,


  Alacke, and fie for ſhame:


  Yong men wil doo’t, if they come too’t,


  By Cocke they are too blame.


  Quoth ſhe before you tumbled me,


  You promis’d me to Wed:


  So would I ha done by yonder Sunne,


  And thou hadſt not come to my bed.


  
    KING


    How long hath ſhe bin thus?

  


  
    OPHELIA


    I hope all will be well. We muſt bee patient, but I cannot chooſe but weepe, to thinke they ſhould lay him i’th’cold ground: My brother ſhall knowe of it, and ſo I thanke you for your good counſell. Come, my Coach: Goodnight Ladies: Goodnight ſweet Ladies: Goodnight, goodnight.

  


  Exit.


  
    KING


    Follow her cloſe,

  


  Giue her good watch I pray you:


  Oh this is the poyſon of deepe greefe, it ſprings


  All from her Fathers death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude,


  When ſorrowes comes, they come not ſingle ſpies,


  But in Battalians. Firſt, her Father ſlaine,


  Next your Sonne gone, and he moſt violent Author


  Of his owne iuſt remoue: the people muddied,


  Thicke and vnwholſome in their thoughts, and whiſpers


  For good Polonius death; and we haue done but greenly


  In hugger mugger to interre him. Poore Ophelia


  Diuided from her ſelfe, and her faire Iudgement,


  Without the which we are Pictures, or meere Beaſts.


  Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe,


  Her Brother is in ſecret come from France,


  Keepes on his wonder, keepes himſelfe in clouds,


  And wants not Buzzers to infect his eare


  With peſtilent Speeches of his Fathers death,


  Where in neceſſitie of matter Beggard,


  Will nothing ſticke our perſons to Arraigne


  In eare and eare. O my deere Gertrude, this,


  Like to a murdering Peece in many places,


  Giues me ſuperfluous death.


  A Noiſe within.


  Enter a Meſſenger.


  
    QVEENE


    Alacke, what noyſe is this?

  


  
    KING


    Where are my Switzers?

  


  Let them guard the doore. What is the matter?


  
    MESSENGER


    Saue your ſelfe, my Lord.

  


  The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Liſt)


  Eates not the Flats with more impittious haſte


  Then young Lærtes, in a Riotous head,


  Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord,


  And as the world were now but to begin,


  Antiquity forgot, Cuſtome not knowne,


  The Ratifiers and props of euery word,


  They cry chooſe we? Lærtes ſhall be King,


  Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds,


  Lærtes ſhall be King, Lærtes King.


  
    QVEENE


    How cheerefully on the falſe Traile they cry,

  


  Oh this is Counter you falſe Daniſh Dogges.


  Noiſe within.


  Enter Lærtes.


  
    KING


    The doores are broke.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Where is the King, ſirs? Stand you all without.

  


  
    ALL


    No, let’s come in.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    I pray you giue me leaue.

  


  
    ALL


    We will, we will.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    I thanke you: Keepe the doore.

  


  Oh thou vilde King, giue me my Father.


  
    QVEENE


    Calmely good Lærtes.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    That drop of blood, that calmes

  


  Proclaimes me Baſtard:


  Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot


  Euen heere betweene the chaſte vnſmirched brow


  Of my true Mother.


  
    KING


    What is the cauſe Lærtes,

  


  That thy Rebellion lookes ſo Gyant-like?


  Let him go Gertrude: Do not feare our perſon:


  There’s ſuch Diuinity doth hedge a King,


  That Treaſon can but peepe to what it would,


  Acts little of his will. Tell me Lærtes,


  Why thou art thus Incenſt? Let him go Gertrude.


  Speake man.


  
    LÆRTES


    Where’s my Father?

  


  
    KING


    Dead.

  


  
    QVEENE


    But not by him.

  


  
    KING


    Let him demand his fill.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    How came he dead? Ile not be Iuggel’d with.

  


  To hell Allegeance: Vowes, to the blackeſt diuell.


  Conſcience and Grace, to the profoundeſt Pit.


  I dare Damnation: to this point I ſtand,


  That both the worlds I giue to negligence,


  Let come what comes: onely Ile be reueng’d


  Moſt throughly for my Father.


  
    KING


    Who ſhall ſtay you?

  


  
    LÆRTES


    My Will, not all the world,

  


  And for my meanes, Ile husband them ſo well,


  They ſhall go farre with little.


  
    KING


    Good Lærtes:

  


  If you deſire to know the certaintie


  Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your reuenge,


  That Soop-ſtake you will draw both Friend and Foe,


  Winner and Looſer.


  
    LÆRTES


    None but his Enemies.

  


  
    KING


    Will you know them then.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    To his good Friends, thus wide Ile ope my Armes:

  


  And like the kinde Life-rend’ring Politician,


  Repaſt them with my blood.


  
    KING


    Why now you ſpeake

  


  Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman.


  That I am guiltleſſe of your Fathers death,


  And am moſt ſenſible in greefe for it,


  It ſhall as leuell to your Iudgement pierce


  As day do’s to your eye.


  A noiſe within. Let her come in.


  Enter Ophelia.


  
    LÆRTES


    How now? what noiſe is that?

  


  Oh heate drie vp my Braines, teares ſeuen times ſalt,


  Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye.


  By Heauen, thy madneſſe ſhall be payed by waight,


  Till our Scale turnes the beame. Oh Roſe of May,


  Deere Maid, kinde Siſter, ſweet Ophelia:


  Oh Heauens, is’t poſſible, a yong Maids wits,


  Should be as mortall as an old mans life?


  Nature is fine in Loue, and where ’tis fine,


  It ſends ſome precious inſtance of it ſelfe


  After the thing it loues.


  
    OPHELIA


    They bore him bare fac’d on the Beer,

  


  Hey non nony, nony, hey nony:


  And on his graue raines many a teare,


  Fare you well my Doue.


  
    LÆRTES


    Had’ſt thou thy wits, and did’ſt perſwade Reuenge, it could not moue thus.

  


  OPHELIA


  You muſt ſing downe a-downe, and you call him a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheele becomes it? It is the falſe Steward that ſtole his maſters daughter.


  
    LÆRTES


    This nothings more then matter.

  


  OPHELIA


  There’s Roſemary, that’s for Remembraunce. Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcies, that’s for Thoughts.


  
    LÆRTES


    A document in madneſſe, thoughts & remembrance fitted.

  


  OPHELIA


  There’s Fennell for you, and Columbines: ther’s Rew for you, and heere’s ſome for me. Wee may call it Herbe-Grace a Sundaies: Oh you muſt weare your Rew with a difference. There’s a Dayſie, I would giue you ſome Violets, but they wither’d all when my Father dyed: They ſay, he made a good end;


  For bonny ſweet Robin is all my ioy.


  
    LÆRTES


    Thought, and Affliction, Paſſion, Hell it ſelfe: She turnes to Fauour, and to prettineſſe.

  


  
    OPHELIA


    And will he not come againe,

  


  And will he not come againe:


  No, no, he is dead, go to thy Death-bed,


  He neuer wil come againe.


  His Beard as white as Snow,


  All Flaxen was his Pole:


  He is gone, he is gone, and we caſt away mone,


  Gramercy on his Soule.


  And of all Chriſtian Soules, I pray God.


  God buy ye.


  Exeunt Ophelia.


  
    LÆRTES


    Do you ſee this, you Gods?

  


  
    KING


    Lærtes, I muſt common with your greefe,

  


  Or you deny me right: go but apart,


  Make choice of whom your wiſeſt Friends you will,


  And they ſhall heare and iudge ’twixt you and me;


  If by direct or by Colaterall hand


  They finde vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue,


  Our Crowne, our Life, and all that we call Ours


  To you in ſatiſfaction. But if not,


  Be you content to lend your patience to vs,


  And we ſhall ioyntly labour with your ſoule


  To giue it due content.


  
    LÆRTES


    Let this be ſo:

  


  His meanes of death, his obſcure buriall;


  No Trophee, Sword, nor Hatchment o’re his bones,


  No Noble rite, nor formall oſtentation,


  Cry to be heard, as ’twere from Heauen to Earth,


  That I muſt call in queſtion.


  
    KING


    So you ſhall:

  


  And where th’offence is, let the great Axe fall.


  I pray you go with me.


  Exeunt.


  
    Enter Horatio,
with an Attendant.

  


  
    HORATIO


    What are they that would ſpeake with me?

  


  
    SERVANT


    Saylors ſir, they ſay they haue Letters for you.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Let them come in,

  


  I do not know from what part of the world


  I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet.


  Enter Saylor.


  
    SAYLOR


    God bleſſe you Sir.

  


  
    HORATIO


    Let him bleſſe thee too.

  


  SAYLOR


  Hee ſhall Sir, and’t pleaſe him. There’s a Letter for you Sir: It comes from th’Ambaſſadours that was bound for England, if your name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is.


  Reads the Letter.


  Horatio, When thou ſhalt haue ouerlook’d this, giue theſe Fellowes ſome meanes to the King: They haue Letters for him. Ere we were two dayes old at Sea, a Pyrate of very Warlicke appointment gaue vs Chace. Finding our ſelues too ſlow of Saile, we put on a compelled Valour. In the Grapple, I boorded them: On the inſtant they got cleare of our Shippe, ſo I alone became their Priſoner. They haue dealt with mee, like Theeues of Mercy, but they knew what they did. I am to doe a good turne for them. Let the King haue the Letters I haue ſent, and repaire thou to me with as much haſt as thou wouldeſt flye death. I haue words to ſpeake in your eare, will make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bore of the Matter. Theſe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am. Roſincrance and Guildenſterne, hold their courſe for England. Of them I haue much to tell thee, Farewell.


  He that thou knoweſt thine,
Hamlet.


  Come, I will giue you way for theſe your Letters,


  And do’t the ſpeedier, that you may direct me


  To him from whom you brought them.


  Exit.


  Enter King and Lærtes.


  
    KING


    Now muſt your conſcience my acquittance ſeal,

  


  And you muſt put me in your heart for Friend,


  Sith you haue heard, and with a knowing eare,


  That he which hath your Noble Father ſlaine,


  Purſued my life.


  
    LÆRTES


    It well appeares. But tell me,

  


  Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feates,


  So crimefull, and ſo Capitall in Nature,


  As by your Safety, Wiſedome, all things elſe,


  You mainly were ſtirr’d vp?


  
    KING


    O for two ſpeciall Reaſons,

  


  Which may to you (perhaps) ſeeme much vnſinnowed,


  And yet to me they are ſtrong. The Queen his Mother,


  Liues almoſt by his lookes: and for my ſelfe,


  My Vertue or my Plague, be it either which,


  She’s ſo coniunctiue to my life, and ſoule;


  That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere,


  I could not but by her. The other Motiue,


  Why to a publike count I might not go,


  Is the great loue the generall gender beare him,


  Who dipping all his Faults in their affection,


  Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone,


  Conuert his Gyues to Graces. So that my Arrowes


  Too ſlightly timbred for ſo loud a Winde,


  Would haue reuerted to my Bow againe,


  And not where I had arm’d them.


  
    LÆRTES


    And ſo haue I a Noble Father loſt,

  


  A Siſter driuen into deſperate tearmes,


  Who was (if praiſes may go backe againe)


  Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age


  For her perfections. But my reuenge will come.


  
    KING


    Breake not your ſleepes for that,

  


  You muſt not thinke


  That we are made of ſtuffe, ſo flat, and dull,


  That we can let our Beard be ſhooke with danger,


  And thinke it paſtime. You ſhortly ſhall heare more,


  I lou’d your Father, and we loue our Selfe,


  And that I hope will teach you to imagine ———


  Enter a Meſſenger.


  How now? What Newes?


  
    MESSENGER


    Letters my Lord from Hamlet, This to your

  


  Maieſty: this to the Queene.


  
    KING


    From Hamlet? Who brought them?

  


  
    MESSENGER


    Saylors my Lord they ſay, I ſaw them not:

  


  They were giuen me by Claudio, he receiu’d them.


  
    KING


    Lærtes you ſhall heare them:

  


  Leaue vs.


  Exit Meſſenger.


  High and Mighty, you ſhall know I am ſet naked on your Kingdome. To morrow ſhall I begge leaue to ſee your Kingly Eyes. When I ſhall (firſt asking your Pardon thereunto) recount th’Occaſions of my ſodaine, and more ſtrange returne.


  Hamlet.


  What ſhould this meane? Are all the reſt come backe?


  Or is it ſome abuſe? Or no ſuch thing?


  
    LÆRTES


    Know you the hand?

  


  
    KING


    ’Tis Hamlets Character, naked and in a

  


  Poſtſcript here he ſayes alone: Can you aduiſe me?


  
    LÆRTES


    I’m loſt in it my Lord; but let him come,

  


  It warmes the very ſickneſſe in my heart,


  That I ſhall liue and tell him to his teeth;


  Thus diddeſt thou.


  
    KING


    If it be ſo Lærtes, as how ſhould it be ſo:

  


  How otherwiſe will you be rul’d by me?


  
    LÆRTES


    If ſo you’l not o’rerule me to a peace.

  


  
    KING


    To thine owne peace: if he be now return’d,

  


  As checking at his Voyage, and that he meanes


  No more to vndertake it; I will worke him


  To an exployt now ripe in my Deuice,


  Vnder the which he ſhall not chooſe but fall;


  And for his death no winde of blame ſhall breath,


  But euen his Mother ſhall vncharge the practice,


  And call it accident: Some two Monthes hence


  Here was a Gentleman of Normandy,


  I’ue ſeene my ſelfe, and ſeru’d againſt the French,


  And they ran well on Horſebacke; but this Gallant


  Had witchcraft in’t; he grew into his Seat,


  And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe,


  As had he beene encorps’t and demy-Natur’d


  With the braue Beaſt, ſo farre he paſt my thought,


  That I in forgery of ſhapes and trickes,


  Come ſhort of what he did.


  
    LÆRTES


    A Norman was’t?

  


  
    KING


    A Norman.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Vpon my life Lamound.

  


  
    KING


    The very ſame.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    I know him well, he is the Brooch indeed,

  


  And Iemme of all our Nation.


  
    KING


    Hee mad confeſſion of you,

  


  And gaue you ſuch a Maſterly report,


  For Art and exerciſe in your defence;


  And for your Rapier moſt eſpeciall,


  That he cryed out, t’would be a ſight indeed,


  If one could match you Sir. This report of his


  Did Hamlet ſo envenom with his Enuy,


  That he could nothing doe but wiſh and begge,


  Your ſodaine comming ore to play with him;


  Now out of this.


  
    LÆRTES


    Why out of this, my Lord?

  


  
    KING


    Lærtes was your Father deare to you?

  


  Or are you like the painting of a ſorrow,


  A face without a heart?


  
    LÆRTES


    Why aske you this?

  


  
    KING


    Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father,

  


  But that I know Loue is begun by Time:


  And that I ſee in paſſages of proofe,


  Time qualifies the ſparke and fire of it:


  Hamlet comes backe: what would you vndertake,


  To ſhow your ſelfe your Fathers ſonne indeed,


  More then in words?


  
    LÆRTES


    To cut his throat i’th’Church.

  


  
    KING


    No place indeed ſhould murder Sancturize;

  


  Reuenge ſhould haue no bounds: but good Lærtes


  Will you doe this, keepe cloſe within your Chamber,


  Hamlet return’d, ſhall know you are come home:


  Wee’l put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence,


  And ſet a double varniſh on the fame


  The Frenchman gaue you, bring you in fine together,


  And wager on your heads, he being remiſſe,


  Moſt generous, and free from all contriuing,


  Will not peruſe the Foiles? So that with eaſe,


  Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chooſe


  A Sword vnbaited, and in a paſſe of practice,


  Requit him for your Father.


  
    LÆRTES


    I will doo’t.

  


  And for that purpoſe Ile annoint my Sword:


  I bought an Vnction of a Mountebanke


  So mortall, I but dipt a knife in it,


  Where it drawes blood, no Cataplaſme ſo rare,


  Collected from all Simples that haue Vertue


  Vnder the Moone, can ſaue the thing from death,


  That is but ſcratcht withall: Ile touch my point,


  With this contagion, that if I gall him ſlightly,


  It may be death.


  
    KING


    Let’s further thinke of this,

  


  Weigh what conuenience both of time and meanes


  May fit vs to our ſhape, if this ſhould faile;


  And that our drift looke through our bad performance,


  ’Twere better not aſſaid; therefore this Proiect


  Should haue a backe or ſecond, that might hold,


  If this ſhould blaſt in proofe: Soft, let me ſee


  Wee’l make a ſolemne wager on your commings,


  I ha’t: when in your motion you are hot and dry,


  As make your bowts more violent to the end,


  And that he cals for drinke; Ile haue prepar’d him


  A Challice for the nonce; whereon but ſipping,


  If he by chance eſcape your venom’d ſtuck,


  Our purpoſe may hold there; how ſweet Queene.


  Enter Queene.


  
    QVEENE


    One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele,

  


  So faſt they’l follow: your Siſter’s drown’d Lærtes.


  
    LÆRTES


    Drown’d! O where?

  


  
    QVEENE


    There is a Willow growes aſlant a Brooke,

  


  That ſhewes his hore leaues in the glaſſie ſtreame:


  There with fantaſticke Garlands did ſhe come,


  Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dayſies, and long Purples,


  That liberall Shepheards giue a groſſer name;


  But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them:


  There on the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds


  Clambring to hang; an enuious ſliuer broke,


  When downe the weedy Trophies, and her ſelfe,


  Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes ſpred wide,


  And Mermaid-like, a while they bore her vp,


  Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes,


  As one incapable of her owne diſtreſſe,


  Or like a creature Natiue, and indued


  Vnto that Element: but long it could not be,


  Till that her garments, heauy with her drinke,


  Pul’d the poore wretch from her melodious buy,


  To muddy death.


  
    LÆRTES


    Alas then, is ſhe drown’d?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Drown’d, drown’d.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Too much of water haſt thou poore Ophelia,

  


  And therefore I forbid my teares: but yet


  It is our tricke, Nature her cuſtome holds,


  Let ſhame ſay what it will; when theſe are gone


  The woman will be out: Adue my Lord,


  I haue a ſpeech of fire, that faine would blaze,


  But that this folly doubts it.


  Exit.


  
    KING


    Let’s follow, Gertrude:

  


  How much I had to doe to calme his rage?


  Now feare I this will giue it ſtart againe;


  Therefore let’s follow.


  Exeunt.


  Enter two Clownes.


  
    CLOWNE


    Is ſhe to bee buried in Chriſtian buriall, that wilfully ſeekes her owne ſaluation?

  


  OTHER


  I tell thee ſhe is, and therefore make her Graue ſtraight, the Crowner hath ſate on her, and finds it Chriſtian buriall.


  
    CLOWNE


    How can that be, vnleſſe ſhe drowned her ſelfe in her owne defence?

  


  
    OTHER


    Why ’tis found ſo.

  


  CLOWNE


  It muſt be Se offendendo, it cannot bee elſe: for heere lies the point; If I drowne my ſelfe wittingly, it argues an Act: and an Act hath three branches. It is an Act to doe and to performe; argall ſhe drown’d her ſelfe wittingly.


  
    OTHER


    Nay but heare you Goodman Deluer.

  


  CLOWNE


  Giue me leaue; heere lies the water; good: heere ſtands the man; good: If the man goe to this water and drowne himſelfe; it is will he nill he, he goes marke you that? But if the water come to him & drowne him; hee drownes not himſelfe. Argall, hee that is not guilty of his owne death, ſhortens not his owne life.


  
    OTHER


    But is this law?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    I marry is’t, Crowners Queſt Law.

  


  OTHER


  Will you ha the truth on’t: if this had not beene a Gentlewoman, ſhee ſhould haue beene buried out of Chriſtian Buriall.


  CLOWNE


  Why there thou ſay’ſt. And the more pitty that great folke ſhould haue countenance in this world to drowne or hang themſelues, more then their euen Chriſtian. Come, my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen, but Gardiners, Ditchers and Graue-makers; they hold vp Adams Profeſſion.


  
    OTHER


    Was he a Gentleman?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    He was the firſt that euer bore Armes.

  


  
    OTHER


    Why he had none.

  


  CLOWNE


  What, ar’t a Heathen? how doth thou vnderſtand the Scripture? the Scripture ſayes Adam dig’d; could hee digge without Armes? Ile put another queſtion to thee; if thou anſwereſt me not to the purpoſe, confeſſe thy ſelfe ———


  
    OTHER


    Go too.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    What is he that builds ſtronger then either the Maſon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter?

  


  
    OTHER


    The Gallowes maker; for that Frame outliues a thouſand Tenants.

  


  CLOWNE


  I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallowes does well; but how does it well? it does well to thoſe that doe ill: now, thou doſt ill to ſay the Gallowes is built ſtronger then the Church: Argall, the Gallowes may doe well to thee. Too’t againe, Come.


  
    OTHER


    Who builds ſtronger then a Maſon, a Shipwright, or a Carpenter?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    I, tell me that, and vnyoake.

  


  
    OTHER


    Marry, now I can tell.

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Too’t.

  


  
    OTHER


    Maſſe, I cannot tell.

  


  
    Enter Hamlet
and Horatio a farre off.

  


  CLOWNE


  Cudgell thy braines no more about it; for your dull Aſſe will not mend his pace with beating; and when you are ask’t this queſtion next, ſay a Graue-maker: the Houſes that he makes, laſts till Doomeſday: go, get thee to Yaughan, fetch me a ſtoupe of Liquor.


  Sings.


  
    In youth when I did loue, did loue,


    me thought it was very ſweete:

  


  
    To contract O the time for a my behoue,


    O me thought there was nothing meete.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Ha’s this fellow no feeling of his buſineſſe, that he ſings at Graue-making?

  


  
    HORATIO


    Cuſtome hath made it in him a property of eaſineſſe.

  


  
    HAMLET


    ’Tis ee’n ſo; the hand of little Imployment hath the daintier ſenſe.

  


  
    CLOWNE SINGS


    But Age with his ſtealing ſteps

  


  hath caught me in his clutch:


  
    And hath ſhipped me intill the Land,


    as if I had neuer beene ſuch.

  


  HAMLET


  That Scull had a tongue in it, and could ſing once: how the knaue iowles it to th’grownd, as if it were Caines Iaw-bone, that did the firſt murther: It might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Aſſe o’re Offices: one that could circumuent God, might it not?


  
    HORATIO


    It might, my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Or of a Courtier, which could ſay, Good Morrow ſweet Lord: how doſt thou, good Lord? this might be my Lord ſuch a one, that prais’d my Lord ſuch a ones Horſe, when he meant to begge it; might it not?


  
    HORATIO


    I, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why ee’n ſo: and now my Lady Wormes,

  


  Chapleſſe, and knockt about the Mazard with a Sextons Spade; heere’s fine Reuolution, if wee had the tricke to ſee’t. Did theſe bones coſt no more the breeding, but to play at Loggets with ’em? mine ake to thinke on’t.


  
    CLOWNE SINGS


    A Pickhaxe and a Spade, a Spade,

  


  for and a ſhrowding-Sheete:


  
    O a Pit of Clay for to be made,


    for ſuch a Gueſt is meete.

  


  HAMLET


  There’s another: why might not that bee the Scull of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now? his Quillets? his Caſes? his Tenures, and his Tricks? why doe’s he ſuffer this rude knaue now to knocke him about the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of his Action of Battery? hum. This fellow might be in’s time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recognizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recoueries: Is this the fine of his Fines, and the recouery of his Recoueries, to haue his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will his Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchaſes, and double ones too, then the length and breadth of a paire of Indentures? the very Conueyances of his Lands will hardly lye in this Boxe; and muſt the Inheritor himſelfe haue no more? ha?


  
    HORATIO


    Not a iot more, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes?

  


  
    HORATIO


    I my Lord, and of Calue-skinnes too.

  


  HAMLET


  They are Sheepe and Calues that ſeek out aſſurance in that. I will ſpeake to this fellow: whoſe Graue’sthis Sir?


  
    CLOWNE


    Mine Sir:

  


  O a Pit of Clay for to be made,


  for ſuch a Gueſt is meete.


  
    HAMLET


    I thinke it be thine indeed: for thou lieſt in’t.

  


  CLOWNE


  You lye out on’t Sir, and therefore it is not yours: for my part, I doe not lye in’t; and yet it is mine.


  HAMLET


  Thou doſt lye in’t, to be in’t and ſay ’tis thine: ’tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou lyeſt.


  
    CLOWNE


    ’Tis a quicke lye Sir, ’twill away againe from me to you.

  


  
    HAMLET


    What man doſt thou digge it for?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    For no man Sir.

  


  
    HAMLET


    What woman then?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    For none neither.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Who is to be buried in’t?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    One that was a woman Sir; but reſt her Soule, ſhee’s dead.

  


  HAMLET


  How abſolute the knaue is? wee muſt ſpeake by the Carde, or equiuocation will vndoe vs: by the Lord Horatio, theſe three yeares I haue taken note of it the Age is growne ſo picked, that the toe of the Peſant comes ſo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his Kibe. How long haſt thou been a Graue-maker?


  
    CLOWNE


    Of all the dayes i’th’yeare, I came too’t that day that our laſt King Hamlet o’recame Fortinbras.

  


  
    HAMLET


    How long is that ſince?

  


  CLOWNE


  Cannot you tell that? euery foole can tell that: It was the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee that was mad, and ſent into England.


  
    HAMLET


    I marry, why was he ſent into England?

  


  CLOWNE


  Why, becauſe he was mad; hee ſhall recouer his wits there; or if he do not, it’s no great matter there.


  
    HAMLET


    Why?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    ’Twill not be ſeene in him, there the men are as mad as he.

  


  
    HAMLET


    How came he mad?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Very ſtrangely they ſay.

  


  
    HAMLET


    How ſtrangely?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Faith e’ene with looſing his wits.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Vpon what ground?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    Why heere in Denmarke: I haue bin ſixeteene heere, man and Boy thirty yeares.

  


  
    HAMLET


    How long will a man lie i’th’earth ere he rot?

  


  CLOWNE


  Ifaith, if he be not rotten before he die (as we haue many pocky Coarſes now adaies, that will ſcarce hold the laying in) he will laſt you ſome eight yeare, or nine yeare. A Tanner will laſt you nine yeare.


  
    HAMLET


    Why he, more then another?

  


  CLOWNE


  Why ſir, his hide is ſo tan’d with his Trade, that he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, is a ſore Decayer of your horſon dead body. Heres a Scull now: this Scul, has laine in the earth three & twenty years.


  
    HAMLET


    Whoſe was it?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    A whoreſon mad Fellowes it was;

  


  Whoſe doe you thinke it was?


  
    HAMLET


    Nay, I know not.

  


  CLOWNE


  A peſtilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pour’d a Flaggon of Reniſh on my head once. This ſame Scull Sir, this ſame Scull ſir, was Yoricks Scull, the Kings Ieſter.


  
    HAMLET


    This?

  


  
    CLOWNE


    E’ene that.

  


  HAMLET


  Let me ſee. Alas poore Yorick, I knew him Horatio, a fellow of infinite Ieſt; of moſt excellent fancy, he hath borne me on his backe a thouſand times: And how abhorred my Imagination is, my gorge riſes at it. Heere hung thoſe lipps, that I haue kiſt I know not how oft. Where be your Iibes now? Your Gambals? Your Songs? Your flaſhes of Merriment that were wont to ſet the Table on a Rore? No one now to mock your own Ieering? Quite chopfalne? Now get you to my Ladies Chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thicke, to this fauour ſhe muſt come. Make her laugh at that: prythee Horatio tell me one thing.


  
    HORATIO


    What’s that my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Doſt thou thinke Alexander lookt o’this faſhion i’th’earth?

  


  
    HORATIO


    E’ene ſo.

  


  
    HAMLET


    And ſmelt ſo? Puh.

  


  
    HORATIO


    E’ene ſo, my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    To what baſe vſes we may returne Horatio.

  


  Why may not Imagination trace the Noble duſt of Alexander,


  till he find it ſtopping a bunghole.


  
    HORATIO


    ’Twere to conſider: to curiouſly to conſider ſo.

  


  HAMLET


  No faith, not a iot. But to follow him thether with modeſtie enough, & likeliehood to lead it; as thus. Alexander died: Alexander was buried: Alexander returneth into duſt; the duſt is earth; of earth we make Lome, and why of that Lome (whereto he was conuerted) might they not ſtopp a Beere-barrell?


  Imperiall Caeſar, dead and turn’d to clay,


  Might ſtop a hole to keepe the winde away.


  Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe,


  Should patch a Wall, t’expell the winters flaw.


  But ſoft, but ſoft, aſide; heere comes the King.


  
    Enter King, Queene, Lærtes,
and a Coffin, with Lords attendant.

  


  The Queene, the Courtiers. Who is that they follow,


  And with ſuch maimed rites? This doth betoken,


  The Coarſe they follow, did with diſperate hand,


  Fore do it owne life; ’twas ſome Eſtate.


  Couch we a while, and mark.


  
    LÆRTES


    What Cerimony elſe?

  


  
    HAMLET


    That is Lærtes, a very Noble youth: Marke.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    What Cerimony elſe?

  


  
    PRIEST


    Her Obſequies haue bin as farre inlarg’d.

  


  As we haue warrantie, her death was doubtfull,


  And but that great Command, o’re-ſwaies the order,


  She ſhould in ground vnſanctified haue lodg’d,


  Till the laſt Trumpet. For charitable praier,


  Shardes, Flints, and Peebles, ſhould be throwne on her:


  Yet heere ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites,


  Her Maiden ſtrewments, and the bringing home


  Of Bell and Buriall.


  
    LÆRTES


    Muſt there no more be done ?

  


  
    PRIEST


    No more be done:

  


  We ſhould prophane the ſeruice of the dead,


  To ſing ſage Requiem, and ſuch reſt to her


  As to peace-parted Soules.


  
    LÆRTES


    Lay her i’th’earth,

  


  And from her faire and vnpolluted fleſh,


  May Violets ſpring. I tell thee (churliſh Prieſt)


  A Miniſtring Angell ſhall my Siſter be,


  When thou lieſt howling?


  
    HAMLET


    What, the faire Ophelia?

  


  
    QVEENE


    Sweets, to the ſweet farewell.

  


  I hop’d thou ſhould’ſt haue bin my Hamlets wife:


  I thought thy Bride-bed to haue deckt (ſweet Maid)


  And not t’haue ſtrew’d thy Graue.


  
    LÆRTES


    Oh terrible woer,

  


  Fall ten times trebble, on that curſed head


  Whoſe wicked deed, thy moſt Ingenious ſence


  Depriu’d thee of. Hold off the earth a while,


  Till I haue caught her once more in mine armes:


  Leaps in the graue.


  Now pile your duſt, vpon the quicke, and dead,


  Till of this flat a Mountaine you haue made,


  To o’re top old Pelion, or the skyiſh head


  Of blew Olympus.


  
    HAMLET


    What is he, whoſe griefes

  


  Beares ſuch an Emphaſis? whoſe phraſe of Sorrow


  Coniure the wandring Starres, and makes them ſtand


  Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is I,


   Hamlet the Dane.


  
    LÆRTES


    The deuill take thy ſoule.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Thou prai’ſt not well,

  


  I prythee take thy fingers from my throat;


  Sir though I am not Spleenatiue, and raſh,


  Yet haue I ſomething in me dangerous,


  Which let thy wiſeneſſe feare. Away thy hand.


  
    KING


    Pluck them aſunder.

  


  
    QVEENE


    Hamlet, Hamlet.

  


  
    GENTLEMEN


    Good my Lord be quiet.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why I will fight with him vppon this Theme.

  


  Vntill my eielids will no longer wag.


  
    QVEENE


    Oh my Sonne, what Theame?

  


  
    HAMLET


    I lou’d Ophelia; fortie thouſand Brothers

  


  Could not (with all there quantitie of Loue)


  Make vp my ſumme. What wilt thou do for her?


  
    KING


    Oh he is mad Lærtes,

  


  
    QVEENE


    For loue of God forbeare him.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Come ſhow me what thou’lt doe.

  


  Woo’t weepe? Woo’t fight? Woo’t teare thy ſelfe?


  Woo’t drinke vp Eſile, eate a Crocodile?


  Ile doo’t. Doſt thou come heere to whine;


  To outface me with leaping in her Graue?


  Be buried quicke with her, and ſo will I.


  And if thou prate of Mountaines; let them throw


  Millions of Akers on vs; till our ground


  Sindging his pate againſt the burning Zone,


  Make Oſſa like a wart. Nay, and thou’lt mouth,


  Ile rant as well as thou.


  
    KING


    This is meere Madneſſe:

  


  And thus awhile the fit will worke on him:


  Anon as patient as the female Doue,


  When that her Golden Cuplet are diſclos’d;


  His ſilence will ſit drooping.


  
    HAMLET


    Heare you Sir:

  


  What is the reaſon that you vſe me thus?


  I lou’d you euer; but it is no matter:


  Let Hercules himſelfe doe what he may,


  The Cat will Mew, and Dogge will haue his day.


  Exit.


  
    KING


    I pray you good Horatio wait vpon him,

  


  Strengthen your patience in our laſt nights ſpeech,


  Wee’l put the matter to the preſent puſh:


  Good Gertrude ſet ſome watch ouer your Sonne,


  This Graue ſhall haue a liuing Monument:


  An houre of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee;


  Till then, in patience our proceeding be.


  Exeunt.


  Enter Hamlet and Horatio.


  
    HAMLET


    So much for this Sir; now let me ſee the other,

  


  You doe remember all the Circumſtance.


  
    HORATIO


    Remember it my Lord?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Sir, in my heart there was a kinde of fighting,

  


  That would not let me ſleepe; me thought I lay


  Worſe then the mutines in the Bilboes, raſhly,


  (And praiſe be raſhneſſe for it) let vs know,


  Our indiſcretion ſometimes ſerues vs well,


  When our deare plots do paule, and that ſhould teach vs,


  There’s a Diuinity that ſhapes our ends,


  Rough-hew them how we will.


  
    HORATIO


    That is moſt certaine.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Vp from my Cabin

  


  My ſea-gowne ſcarft about me in the darke,


  Grop’d I to finde out them; had my deſire,


  Finger’d their Packet, and in fine, withdrew


  To mine owne roome againe, making ſo bold,


  (My feares forgetting manners) to vnſeale


  Their grand Commiſſion, where I found Horatio,


  Oh royall knauery: An exact command,


  Larded with many ſeuerall ſorts of reaſon;


  Importing Denmarks health, and Englands too,


  With hoo, ſuch Bugges and Goblins in my life,


  That on the ſuperuize no leaſure bated,


  No not to ſtay the grinding of the Axe,


  My head ſhould be ſtruck off.


  
    HORATIO


    Iſt poſſible?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Here’s the Commiſſion, read it at more leyſure:

  


  But wilt thou heare me how I did proceed?


  
    HORATIO


    I beſeech you.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Being thus benetted round with Villaines,

  


  Ere I could make a Prologue to my braines,


  They had begun the Play. I ſate me downe,


  Deuis’d a new Commiſſion, wrote it faire,


  I once did hold it as our Statiſts doe,


  A baſeneſſe to write faire; and laboured much


  How to forget that learning: but Sir now,


  It did me Yeomans ſeriuce: wilt thou know


  The effects of what I wrote?


  
    HORATIO


    I, good my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    An earneſt Coniuration from the King,

  


  As England was his faithfull Tributary,


  As loue betweene them, as the Palme ſhould flouriſh,


  As Peace ſhould ſtill her wheaten Garland weare,


  And ſtand a Comma ’tweene their amities,


  And many ſuch like Aſſis of great charge,


  That on the view and know of theſe Contents,


  Without debatement further, more or leſſe,


  He ſhould the bearers put to ſodaine death,


  Not ſhriuing time allowed.


  
    HORATIO


    How was this ſeal’d?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why, euen in that was Heauen ordinate;

  


  I had my fathers Signet in my Purſe,


  Which was the Modell of that Daniſh Seale:


  Folded the Writ vp in forme of the other,


  Subſcrib’d it, gau’t th’impreſſion, plac’t it ſafely,


  The changeling neuer knowne: Now, the next day


  Was our Sea Fight, and what to this was ſement,


  Thou know’ſt already.


  
    HORATIO


    So Guildenſterne and Roſincrance, go too’t.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Why man, they did make loue to this imployment

  


  They are not neere my Conſcience; their debate


  Doth by their owne inſinuation grow:


  ’Tis dangerous, when the baſer nature comes


  Betweene the paſſe, and fell incenſed points


  Of mighty oppoſites.


  
    HORATIO


    Why, what a King is this?

  


  
    HAMLET


    Does it not, thinkſt thee, ſtand me now vpon

  


  He that hath kil’d my King, and whor’d my Mother,


  Popt in betweene th’election and my hopes,


  Throwne out his Angle for my proper life,


  And with ſuch coozenage; is’t not perfect conſcience,


  To quit him with this arme? And is’t not to be damn’d


  To let this Canker of our nature come


  In further euill.


  
    HORATIO


    It muſt be ſhortly knowne to him from England

  


  What is the iſſue of the buſineſſe there.


  
    HAMLET


    It will be ſhort,

  


  The interim’s mine, and a mans life’s no more


  Then to ſay one: but I am very ſorry good Horatio,


  That to Lærtes I forgot my ſelfe;


  For by the image of my Cauſe, I ſee


  The Portraiture of his; Ile count his fauours:


  But ſure the brauery of his griefe did put me


  Into a Towring paſſion.


  
    HORATIO


    Peace, who comes heere?

  


  Enter young Oſricke.


  
    OSRICKE


    Your Lordſhip is right welcome back to Denmarke.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I humbly thank you Sir, doſt know this waterflie?

  


  
    HORATIO


    No my good Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  Thy ſtate is the more gracious; for ’tis a vice to know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beaſt be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand at the Kings Meſſe; ’tis a Chowgh; but as I ſaw ſpacious in the poſſeſſion of dirt.


  OSRICKE


  Sweet Lord, if your friendſhip were at leyſure, I ſhould impart a thing to you from his Maieſty.


  HAMLET


  I will receiue it with all diligence of ſpirit; put your Bonet to his right vſe, ’tis for the head.


  
    OSRICKE


    I thanke your Lordſhip, ’tis very hot.

  


  
    HAMLET


    No, beleeue mee ’tis very cold, the winde is Northerly.

  


  
    OSRICKE


    It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Mee thinkes it is very ſoultry, and hot for my Complexion.

  


  OSRICKE


  Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very ſoultry, as ’twere I cannot tell how: but my Lord, his Maieſty bad me ſignifie to you, that he ha’s laid a great wager on your head: Sir, this is the matter.


  
    HAMLET


    I beſeech you remember.

  


  OSRICKE


  Nay, in good faith, for mine eaſe in good faith Sir, you are not ignorant of what excellence Lærtes is at his weapon.


  
    HAMLET


    What’s his weapon?

  


  
    OSRICKE


    Rapier and dagger.

  


  
    HAMLET


    That’s two of his weapons; but well.

  


  OSRICKE


  The ſir King ha’s wag’d with him ſix Barbary horſes, againſt the which he impon’d as I take it, ſixe French Rapiers and Poniards, with their aſſignes, as Girdle, Hangers or ſo: three of the Carriages infaith are very deare to fancy, very reſponſiue to the hilts, moſt delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit.


  
    HAMLET


    What call you the Carriages?

  


  
    OSRICKE


    The Carriages Sir, are the hangers.

  


  HAMLET


  The phraſe would bee more Germaine to the matter: If we could carry Cannon by our ſides; I would it might be Hangers till then; but on ſixe Barbary Horſes againſt ſixe French Swords: their Aſſignes, and three liberall conceited Carriages, that’s the French but againſt the Daniſh; why is this impon’d as you call it?


  OSRICKE


  The King Sir, hath laid that in a dozen paſſes betweene you and him, hee ſhall not exceed you three hits; He hath one twelue for mine, and that would come to imediate tryall, if your Lordſhip would vouchſafe the Anſwere.


  
    HAMLET


    How if I anſwere no?

  


  
    OSRICKE


    I meane my Lord, the oppoſition of your perſon in tryall.

  


  HAMLET


  Sir, I will walke heere in the Hall; if it pleaſe his Maieſtie, ’tis the breathing time of day with me; let the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpoſe; I will win for him if I can: if not, Ile gaine nothing but my ſhame, and the odde hits.


  
    OSRICKE


    Shall I redeliuer you ee’n ſo?

  


  
    HAMLET


    To this effect Sir, after what flouriſh your na ture will.

  


  
    OSRICKE


    I commend my duty to your Lordſhip.

  


  HAMLET


  Yours, yours; hee does well to commend it himſelfe, there are no tongues elſe for’s tongue.


  
    HORATIO


    This Lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his head.

  


  HAMLET


  He did Complie with his Dugge before hee ſuck’t it: thus had he and mine more of the ſame Beauty that I know the droſſie age dotes on; only got the tune of the time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of yeſty collection, which carries them through & through the moſt fond and winnowed opinions; and doe but blow them to their tryalls: the Bubbles are out.


  
    HORATIO


    You will loſe this wager, my Lord.

  


  HAMLET


  I doe not thinke ſo, ſince he went into France, I haue beene in continuall practice; I ſhall winne at the oddes: but thou wouldeſt not thinke how all heere about my heart: but it is no matter.


  
    HORATIO


    Nay, good my Lord.

  


  
    HAMLET


    It is but foolery; but it is ſuch a kinde of gain-giuing as would perhaps trouble a woman.

  


  HORATIO


  If your minde diſlike any thing, obey. I will foreſtall their repaire hither, and ſay you are not fit.


  HAMLET


  Not a whit, we defie Augury; there’s a ſpeciall Prouidence in the fall of a ſparrow. If it be now, ’tis not to come: if it bee not to come, it will bee now: if it be not now; yet it will come; the readineſſe is all, ſince no man ha’s ought of what he leaues. What is’t to leaue betimes?


  Enter King, Queene, Lærtes and Lords,
with other Attendants with Foyles, and Gauntlets,
a Table and Flagons of Wine on it.


  
    KING


    Come Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Giue me your pardon Sir, I’ue done you wrong,

  


  But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman.


  This preſence knowes,


  And you muſt needs haue heard how I am puniſht


  With ſore diſtraction? What I haue done


  That might your nature honour, and exception


  Roughly awake, I heere proclaime was madneſſe:


  Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Lærtes? Neuer Hamlet.


  If Hamlet from himſelfe be tane away:


  And when he’s not himſelfe, do’s wrong Lærtes,


  Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it:


  Who does it then? His Madneſſe? If’t be ſo,


  Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong’d,


  His madneſſe is poore Hamlets Enemy.


  Sir, in this Audience,


  Let my diſclaiming from a purpos’d euill,


  Free me ſo farre in your moſt generous thoughts,


  That I haue ſhot mine Arrow o’re the houſe,


  And hurt my Mother.


  
    LÆRTES


    I am ſatiſfied in Nature,

  


  Whoſe motiue in this caſe ſhould ſtirre me moſt


  To my Reuenge. But in my termes of Honor


  I ſtand aloofe, and will no reconcilement,


  Till by ſome elder Maſters of knowne Honor,


  I haue a voyce, and preſident of peace


  To keepe my name vngorg’d. But till that time,


  I do receiue your offer’d loue like loue,


  And wil not wrong it.


  
    HAMLET


    I do embrace it freely,

  


  And will this Brothers wager frankely play.


  Giue vs the Foyles: Come on.


  
    LÆRTES


    Come one for me.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Ile be your foile Lærtes, in mine ignorance,

  


  Your Skill ſhall like a Starre i’th’darkeſt night,


  Sticke fiery off indeede.


  
    LÆRTES


    You mocke me Sir.

  


  
    HAMLET


    No by this hand.

  


  
    KING


    Giue them the Foyles yong Oſricke,

  


  Couſen Hamlet, you know the wager.


  
    HAMLET


    Verie well my Lord,

  


  Your Grace hath laide the oddes a’th’weaker ſide.


  
    KING


    I do not feare it,

  


  I haue ſeene you both:


  But ſince he is better’d, we haue therefore oddes.


  
    LÆRTES


    This is too heauy,

  


  Let me ſee another.


  
    HAMLET


    This likes me well,

  


  Theſe Foyles haue all a length.


  Prepare to play.


  
    OSRICKE


    I my good Lord.

  


  
    KING


    Set me the Stopes of wine vpon that Table:

  


  If Hamlet giue the firſt, or ſecond hit,


  Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange,


  Let all the Battlements their Ordinance fire,


  The King ſhal drinke to Hamlets better breath,


  And in the Cup an vnion ſhal he throw


  Richer then that, which foure ſucceſſiue Kings


  In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne.


  Giue me the Cups,


  And let the Kettle to the Trumpets ſpeake,


  The Trumpet to the Cannoneer without,


  The Cannons to the Heauens, the Heauen to Earth,


  Now the King drinkes to Hamlet. Come, begin,


  And you the Iudges beare a wary eye.


  
    HAMLET


    Come on ſir.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Come on ſir.

  


  They play.


  
    HAMLET


    One.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    No.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Iudgement.

  


  
    OSRICKE


    A hit, a very palpable hit.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Well: againe.

  


  
    KING


    Stay, giue me drinke.

  


  Hamlet, this Pearle is thine,


  Here’s to thy health. Giue him the cup,


  
    Trumpets ſound,
and ſhot goes off.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Ile play this bout firſt, ſet by a-while.

  


  Come: Another hit; what ſay you?


  
    LÆRTES


    A touch, a touch, I do confeſſe.

  


  
    KING


    Our Sonne ſhall win.

  


  
    QVEENE


    He’s fat, and ſcant of breath.

  


  Heere’s a Napkin, rub thy browes,


  The Queene Carowſes to thy fortune, Hamlet.


  
    HAMLET


    Good Madam.

  


  
    KING


    Gertrude, do not drinke.

  


  
    QVEENE


    I will my Lord;

  


  I pray you pardon me.


  
    KING


    It is the poyſon’d Cup, it is too late.

  


  
    HAMLET


    I dare not drinke yet Madam,

  


  By and by.


  
    QVEENE


    Come, let me wipe thy face.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    My Lord, Ile hit him now.

  


  
    KING


    I do not thinke’t.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    And yet ’tis almoſt ’gainſt my conſcience.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Come for the third.

  


  Lærtes, you but dally,


  I pray you paſſe with your beſt violence,


  I am affear’d you make a wanton of me.


  
    LÆRTES


    Say you ſo? Come on.

  


  Play.


  
    OSRICKE


    Nothing neither way.

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Haue at you now.

  


  In ſcuffling they change Rapiers.


  
    KING


    Part them, they are incens’d.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Nay come, againe.

  


  
    OSRICKE


    Looke to the Queene there hoa.

  


  
    HORATIO


    They bleed on both ſides. How is’t my Lord?

  


  
    OSRICKE


    How is’t Lærtes?

  


  
    LÆRTES


    Why as a Woodcocke

  


  To mine Sprindge, Oſricke,


  I am iuſtly kill’d with mine owne Treacherie.


  
    HAMLET


    How does the Queene?

  


  
    KING


    She ſounds to ſee them bleede.

  


  
    QVEENE


    No, no, the drinke, the drinke.

  


  Oh my deere Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke,


  I am poyſon’d.


  
    HAMLET


    Oh Villany! How? Let the doore be lock’d.

  


  Treacherie, ſeeke it out.


  
    LÆRTES


    It is heere Hamlet.

  


  Hamlet, thou art ſlaine,


  No Medicine in the world can do thee good.


  In thee, there is not halfe an houre of life;


  The Treacherous Inſtrument is in thy hand,


  Vnbated and envenom’d: the foule practiſe


  Hath turn’d it ſelfe on me. Loe, heere I lye,


  Neuer to riſe againe: Thy Mothers poyſon’d:


  I can no more, the King, the King’s too blame.


  
    HAMLET


    The point envenom’d too,

  


  Then venome to thy worke.


  Hurts the King.


  
    ALL


    Treaſon, Treaſon.

  


  
    KING


    O yet defend me Friends, I am but hurt.

  


  
    HAMLET


    Heere thou inceſtuous, murdrous,

  


  Damned Dane,


  Drinke off this Potion: Is thy Vnion heere?


  Follow my Mother.


  King Dyes.


  
    LÆRTES


    He is iuſtly ſeru’d.

  


  It is a poyſon temp’red by himſelfe:


  Exchange forgiueneſſe with me, Noble Hamlet;


  Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee,


  Nor thine on me.


  Dyes.


  
    HAMLET


    Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee.

  


  I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew,


  You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance,


  That are but Mutes or audience to this acte:


  Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death


  Is ſtrick’d in his Arreſt) oh I could tell you.


  But let it be: Horatio, I am dead,


  Thou liu’ſt, report me and my cauſes right


  To the vnſatiſfied.


  
    HORATIO


    Neuer beleeue it.

  


  I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane:


  Heere’s yet ſome Liquor left.


  
    HAMLET


    As th’art a man, giue me the Cup.

  


  Let go, by Heauen Ile haue’t.


  Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name,


  (Things ſtanding thus vnknowne) ſhall liue behind me.


  If thou did’ſt euer hold me in thy heart,


  Abſent thee from felicitie awhile,


  And in this harſh world draw thy breath in paine,


  To tell my Storie.


  
    March afarre off,
and ſhout within.

  


  What warlike noyſe is this?


  Enter Oſricke.


  
    OSRICKE


    Yong Fortinbras, with conqueſt come from Poland

  


  To th’Ambaſſadors of England giues this warlike volly.


  
    HAMLET


    O I dye Horatio:

  


  The potent poyſon quite ore-crowes my ſpirit,


  I cannot liue to heare the Newes from England,


  But I do propheſie th’election lights


  On Fortinbras, he ha’s my dying voyce,


  So tell him with the occurrents more and leſſe,


  Which haue ſolicited. The reſt is ſilence. O, o, o, o.


  Dyes.


  
    HORATIO


    Now cracke a Noble heart:

  


  Goodnight ſweet Prince,


  And flights of Angels ſing thee to thy reſt,


  Why do’s the Drumme come hither?


  Enter Fortinbras
and Engliſh Ambaſſador,
with Drumme.


  Colours, and Attendants.


  
    FORTINBRAS


    Where is this ſight?

  


  
    HORATIO


    What is it ye would ſee;

  


  If ought of woe, or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch.


  
    FORTINBRAS


    His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death,

  


  What feaſt is toward in thine eternall Cell.


  That thou ſo many Princes, at a ſhoote,


  So bloodily haſt ſtrooke.


  
    AMBASSADOR


    The ſight is diſmall,

  


  And our affaires from England come too late,


  The eares are ſenſeleſſe that ſhould giue vs hearing,


  To tell him his command’ment is fulfill’d,


  That Roſincrance and Guildenſterne are dead:


  Where ſhould we haue our thankes?


  
    HORATIO


    Not from his mouth,

  


  Had it th’abilitie of life to thanke you:


  He neuer gaue command’ment for their death.


  But ſince ſo iumpe vpon this bloodie queſtion,


  You from the Polake warres, and you from England


  Are heere arriued. Giue order that theſe bodies


  High on a ſtage be placed to the view,


  And let me ſpeake to th’yet vnknowing world,


  How theſe things came about. So ſhall you heare


  Of carnall, bloudie, and vnnaturall acts,


  Of accidentall iudgements, caſuall ſlaughters


  Of death’s put on by cunning, and forc’d cauſe,


  And in this vpſhot, purpoſes miſtooke,


  Falne on the Inuentors head. All this can I


  Truly deliuer.


  
    FORTINBRAS


    Let vs haſt to heare it,

  


  And call the Nobleſt to the Audience.


  For me, with ſorrow, I embrace my Fortune,


  I haue ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdome,


  Which are to claime, my vantage doth


  Inuite me,


  
    HORATIO


    Of that I ſhall haue alwayes cauſe to ſpeake,

  


  And from his mouth


  Whoſe voyce will draw on more:


  But let this ſame be preſently perform’d,


  Euen whiles mens mindes are wilde,


  Leſt more miſchance


  On plots, and errors happen.


  
    FORTINBRAS


    Let foure Captaines

  


  Beare Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage,


  For he was likely, had he beene put on


  To haue prou’d moſt royally:


  And for his paſſage,


  The Souldiours Muſicke, and the rites of Warre


  Speake lowdly for him.


  Take vp the body; Such a ſight as this


  Becomes the Field, but heere ſhewes much amis.


  Go, bid the Souldiers ſhoote.


  
    Exeunt Marching:
after the which,
a Peale of Ordenance are ſhot off.
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  LOVES MARTYR:


  OR,
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  TO THE HONORABLE


  and (of me before all other)
honored Knight, Sir Iohn Salisburie,
one of the Eſquires of the bodie to


  the Queenes moſt excellent Maieſtie,
Robert Cheſter wiſheth increaſe of
vertue and honour.


  


  Poſſe & nolle, nobile.


  HONORABLE Sir, hauing according to the directions of ſome of my beſt-minded friends, finiſhed my long expected labour; knowing this ripe iudging world to be full of enuie, euery one (as ſound reaſon requireth) thinking his owne child to be faireſt although an Æthiopian, I am emboldened to put my infant wit to the eye of the world vnder your protection, knowing that if Abſurditie like a Theefe haue crept into any part of theſe Poems, your well-graced name will ouer-ſhadow theſe defaults, and the knowne Caracter of your vertues, cauſe the common back-biting enemies of good ſpirits, to be ſilent. To the World I put my Child to nurſe, at the expence of your fauour, whoſe glorie will ſtop the mouthes of the vulgar, and I hope cauſe the learned to rocke it aſleepe (for your ſake) in the boſome of good wil. Thus wiſhing you all the blefſings of heauen and earth; I end.


  
    Yours in all feruice,
R o. C h e ſ t e r.
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  The Authors requeſt to the Phœnix.


  


  


  Phoenix of beautie, beauteous Bird of any


  To thee I do entitle all my labour,


  More precious in mine eye by far then many,


  That feedſt all earthly ſences with thy fauour:


  
    Accept my home-writ praiſes of thy love,


    And kind acceptance of thy Turtle-doue.

  


  


  
    Some deepe-read ſcholler fam’d for Poetrie,


    Whoſe wit-enchanting verſe deſerueth fame

  


  Should ſing of thy perfecions paſſing beautie,


  And eleuate thy famous worthy name:


  
    Yet I the leaſt, and meaneſt in degree,


    Endeuoured haue to pleaſe in praiſing thee.



    


    R. C h e ſ t e r.
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  To the kind Reader.


  


  


  Of bloudy warres, nor of the ſacke of Troy,


  Of Pryams murdred ſonnes, nor Didoes fall,


  Of Hellens rape, by Paris Troian boy,


  Of Cæſars victories, nor Pompeys thrall,


  
    Of Lucrece rape, being rauiſht by a King,


    Of none of theſe, of ſweete Conceit I ſing.

  


  


  
    Then (gentle Reader) ouer-reade my Muſe.


    That armes herſelfe to flie a lowly flight,

  


  My vntun’d ſtringed verſe do thou excuſe.


  That may perhaps accepted, yeeld delight:


  
    I cannot clime in praiſes to the skie,


    Leaſt falling, I be drown’d with infamie.

  


  


  
    Mea mecum Porto.
R. C h.
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  ROSALINS COMPLAINT,


  metaphorically applied to Dame Nature


  at a Parliament held (in the high Star-chamber) by the Gods,
for the preſeruation and increaſe of
Earths beauteous Phœnix.


  


  


  A ſolemne day of meeting mongft the Gods,


  And royall parliament there was ordained:


  The heauenly Synod was at open ods,


  And many harts with earthly wrongs were pained;


  Some came to craue excuſe, ſome to complaine


  Of heauie burdend griefes they did ſuſtaine.


  


  Veſta ſhe told, her Temple was defiled:


  Iuno how that her nuptiall knot was broken;


  Venus from her ſonne Cupid was exiled:


  And Pallas tree with ignorance was ſhoken:


  Bellona rau’d at Lordlike cowardice,


  And Cupid that fond Ladies were ſo nice.


  


  
    To this Aſſembly came Dame Nature weeping,


    And with her handkercher through wet with teares,

  


  She dried her roſie cheekes, made pale with ſighing,


  Hanging her wofull head, head full of feares:


  
    And to Ioues ſelfe plac’d in a golden ſeate,


    She kneeld her downe, and thus gan to intreate:

  


  


  
    Thou mightie Imperator of the earth,


    Thou euer-liuing Regent of the aire,

  


  That to all creatures giu’ſt a liuely breath,


  And thundreſt wrath downe from thy firie chaire,


  
    Behold thy handmaid, king of earthly kings,


    That to thy gracious ſight ſad tidings brings.

  


  


  
    One rare rich Phœnix of exceeding beautie,


    One none-like Lillie in the earth I placed;

  


  One faire Helena, to whom men owe dutie:


  One countrey with a milke-white Doue I graced:


  
    One and none ſuch, ſince the wide world was found


    Hath euer Nature placed on the ground.

  


  
    Head.


    Her head I framed of a heauenly map,

  


  Wherein the ſeuenfold vertues were encloſed,


  When great Apollo ſlept within my lap,


  And in my boſome had his reſt repoſed,


  
    I cut away his locks of pureſt gold,


    And plac’d them on her head of earthly mould.

  


  
    Haire.


    When the leaſt whiſtling wind begins to ſing,

  


  And gently blowes her haire about her necke,


  Like to a chime of bels it ſoft doth ring,


  And with the pretie noiſe the wind doth checke,


  
    Able to lull aſleepe a penſiue hart,


    That of the round worlds ſorrowes beares a part.

  


  
    Forehead.


    Her forehead is a place for princely Ioue

  


  To ſit, and cenſure matters of import:


  Wherein men reade the ſweete conceipts of Loue,


  To which hart-pained Louers do reſort,


  
    And in this Tablet find to cure the wound,


    For which no ſalue or herbe was euer found.

  


  
    Eyes.


    Vnder this mirrour, are her princely eyes:

  


  Two Carbuncles, two rich imperiall lights;


  That ore the day and night do ſoueraignize,


  And their dimme tapers to their reſt ſhe frights:


  
    Her eyes excell the Moone and glorious Sonne.


    And when ſhe riſeth al their force is donne.

  


  
    Cheekes.


    Her morning-coloured cheekes, in which is plac’d,

  


  A Lillie lying in a bed of Roſes;


  This part aboue all other I haue grac’d,


  For in the blew veines you may reade ſweet poſies:


  
    When ſhe doth bluſh, the Heauens do wax red,


    When ſhe lookes pale, that heauenly Front is dead.

  


  
    Chinne.


    Her chinne a litle litle pretie thing

  


  In which the ſweet carnatian Gelli-flower,


  Is round encompaſt in a chriſtall ring,


  And of that pretie Orbe doth beare a power:


  
    No ſtorme of Enuie can this glorie touch,


    Though many ſhould aſſay it ouermuch.

  


  
    Lippes.


    Her lippes two rubie Gates from whence doth ſpring,

  


  Sweet honied deaw by an intangled kiſſe,


  From forth theſe glories doth the Night-bird ſing,


  A Nightingale that no right notes will miſſe:


  
    True learned Eloquence and Poetrie,


    Do come betwene theſe dores of excellencie.

  


  
    Teeth.


    Her teeth are hewed from rich cryſtal Rockes,

  


  Or from the Indian pearle of much eſteem,


  Theſe in a cloſet her deep counſell lockes,


  And are as porters to ſo faire a Queene,


  
    They taſte the diet of the heau’nly traine,


    Other baſe groſſeneſſe they do ſtill diſdaine.

  


  
    Tongue.


    Her tongue the vtterer of all glorious things,

  


  The ſiluer clapper of that golden bell,


  That neuer ſoundeth but to mightie Kings,


  And when ſhe ſpeakes, her ſpeeches do excell:


  
    He in a happie chaire himſelfe doth place,


    Whoſe name with her ſweet tongue ſhe means to grace.

  


  
    Necke.


    Her necke is Veſtas ſiluer conduict pipe,

  


  In which ſhe powers perfect chaſtitie,


  And of the muskie grapes in ſommer ripe,


  She makes a liquor of ratietie,


  
    That dies this ſwanne-like piller to a white,


    More glorious then the day with all his light.

  


  
    Breaſts.


    Her breaſts two cryſtal orbes of whiteſt white,

  


  Two little mounts from whence lifes comfort ſprings.


  Between thoſe hillockes Cupid doth delight


  To ſit and play, and in that valley ſings:


  
    Looking loue-babies in her wanton eyes,


    That all groſſe vapours thence doth chaſteſize.

  


  
    Armes.


    Her armes are branches of that ſiluer tree,

  


  That men ſurname the rich Heſperides


  A precious circling ſhew of modeſtie,


  When ſhe doth ſpread theſe glories happines:


  
    Ten times ten thouſand bleſſings he doth taſte,


    Whoſe circled armes ſhall cling about her waſte.

  


  
    Hands.


    Her hands are fortunes palmes, where men may reade

  


  His firſt houres deſtiny, or weale or woe,


  When ſhe this sky-like map abroad doth ſpreade,


  Like pilgrimes many to this Saint do go,


  
    And in her hand, white hand, they there do ſee


    Loue lying in a bed of yuorie.

  


  
    Fingers.


    Her fingers long and ſmall do grace her hand;

  


  For when ſhe toucheth the ſweete ſounding Lute,


  The wild vntamed beaſts amaz’d do ſtand,


  And carroll-chanting birds are ſudden mute:


  
    O fingers how you grace the ſiluer wires,


    And in humanitie burne Venus fires!

  


  
    Bellie.


    Her bellie (O grace incomprehenſible)

  


  Far whiter then the milke-white lillie flower.


  O might Arabian Phœnix come inuiſible,


  And on this mountaine build a glorious bower,


  
    Then Sunne and Moone as tapers to her bed,


    Would light loues Lord to take her maidenhead.

  


  
    Nota.


    Be ſtill my thoughts, be ſilent all yee Muſes,

  


  Wit-flowing eloquence now grace my tongue:


  Ariſe old Homer and make no excuſes,


  Of a rare peece of art muſt be my ſong,


  
    Of more then moſt, and moſt of all beloued,


    About the which Venus ſweete doues haue houered.

  


  


  
    There is a place in louely paradize,


    From whence the golden Gehon ouerflowes,

  


  A fountaine of ſuch honorable prize,


  That none the ſacred, ſacred vertues knowes,


  
    Walled about, betok’ning ſure defence,


    With trees of life, to keepe bad errors thence.

  


  
    Thighes.


    Her Thighs two pillers fairer far then faire,

  


  Two vnderprops of that celeſtiall houſe,


  That Manſion that is Iunos ſiluer chaire,


  In which Ambroſia VENVS doth carouſe,


  
    And in her thighs the prety veines are running


    Like Chriſtall riuers from the maine ſtreames flowing.

  


  
    Legges.


    Her legges are made as graces to the reſt,

  


  So pretie, white, and ſo proportionate,


  That leades her to loues royall ſportiue neſt,


  Like to a light bright Angel in her gate:


  
    For why no creature in the earth but ſhe,


    Is like an Angell, Angell let her be.

  


  
    Feete.


    Her Feete (now draw I to concluſion)

  


  Are neat and litle to delight the eye,


  No tearme in all humane inuention,


  Or in the veine of ſweet writ Poetrie


  
    Can ere be found, to giue her feet that grace,


    That beares her corporate Soule from place to place.

  


  


  
    And if by night ſhe walke, the Marigold,


    That doth incloſe the glorie of her eye,

  


  At her approch her beauty doth vnfold,


  And ſpreads her ſelfe in all her royaltie,


  
    Such vertue hath this Phœnix glaſſy ſhield,


    That Floures and Herbs at her faire ſight do yeeld.

  


  


  
    And if the grace the Walkes within the day,


    Flora doth ſpreade an Arras cloth of flowers,

  


  Before her do the prety Satyres play,


  And make her banquets in their leauie Bowers:


  
    Head, Haire, Brow, Eyes, Cheeks, Chin and all,


    Lippes, Teeth, Tong, Neck, Breſts, Belly are maieſticall.

  


  


  
    This Phœnix I do feare me will decay,


    And from her aſhes neuer will ariſe

  


  An other Bird her wings for to diſplay,


  And her rich beauty for to equalize:


  
    The Arabian fiers are too dull and baſe,


    To make another ſpring within her place.

  


  


  
    Therefore dread Regent of theſe Elements,


    Pitie poore Nature in her Art excelling,

  


  Giue thou an humble eare to my laments,


  That to thee haue a long true tale beene telling,


  
    Of her, who when it pleaſe thee to behold,


    Her outward ſight ſhall bewties pride vnfold.

  


  


  
    At theſe words Ioue ſtood as a man amazed,


    And Iunos loue-bred bewtie turnd to wight,

  


  Venus ſhe bluſht, and on dame Nature gazed,


  And Veſta ſhe began to weepe outright:


  
    And little Cupid poore boy ſtrucke in loue,


    With repetition of this earthly Doue.

  


  


  
    But at the laſt Ioue gan to rouſe his ſpirit,


    And told dame Nature in her ſweet diſcourſe;

  


  Her womans Toung did run before her Wit,


  Such a faire ſoule her ſelfe could neuer nurſe,


  
    Nor in the vaſtie earth was euer liuing,


    Such beauty that all beauty was excelling.

  


  


  
    Nature was ſtrucke with pale temeritie,


    To ſee the God of thunders lightning eyes;

  


  He ſhooke his knotty haire ſo wrathfully,


  As if he did the heauenly rout deſpiſe:


  
    Then downe vpon her knee dame Nature fals,


    And on the great gods name aloud ſhe cals.

  


  


  
    Ioue thou ſhalt ſee my commendations,


    To be vnworthie and impartiall,

  


  To make of her an extallation,


  Whoſe beauty is deuine maieſticall;


  
    Looke on that painted picture there, behold


    The rich wrought Phœnix of Arabian gold.

  


  


  
    Ioues eyes were ſetled on her painted eyes,


    Ioue bluſhing ſmil’d, the picture ſmil’d againe:

  


  Ioue ſpoke to her, and in his heart did riſe


  Loues amours, but the picture did diſdaine


  
    To loue the god, Ioue would haue ſtole a kiſſe,


    But Iuno being by, denyed him this.

  


  


  
    When all the reſt beheld this counterfeit,


    They knew the ſubftance was of rarer price:

  


  Some gaz’d vpon her face, on which did waite


  As meſſengers, her two celeſtiall eyes;


  
    Eyes wanting fire, did giue a lightning flame,


    How much more would her eyes mans ſences tame?

  


  


  
    Then all the Gods and Goddeſſes did decree,


    In humble maner to intreat of Ioue

  


  And euery power vpon his bended knee,


  Shewd faithfull ſeruiee in dame Natures loue,


  
    Intreating him to pacifie his Ire,


    And raiſe another Phœnix of new fire.

  


  


  
    Her picture from Ioues eyes hath baniſht Hate,


    And Mildneſſe plaind the furrowes of his brow,

  


  Her painted ſhape hath chaſtiſed debate,


  And now to pleaſure them he makes a vow:


  
    Then thus Ioue ſpake, tis pittie ſhe ſhould die,


    And leaue no ofſpring of her Progenie.

  


  


  
    Nature go hie thee, get thee Phœbus chaire,


    Cut through the skie, and leaue Arabia,

  


  Leaue that il working peece of fruitleſſe ayre,


  Leaue me the plaines of white Brytania,


  
    Theſe countries haue no fire to raiſe that flame,


    That to this Phœnix bird can yeeld a name.

  


  


  
    There is a country Clymat fam’d of old,


    That hath to name delightfome Paphos Ile,

  


  Ouer the mountaine tops to trudge be bold,


  There let thy winged Horſes reſt awhile:


  
    Where in a vale like Cipariſſus groue,


    Thou ſhalt behold a ſecond Phœnix loue.

  


  


  
    A champion country full of fertill Plaines,


    Green graſſie Medowes, little prettie Hils,

  


  Aboundant pleaſure in this place remaines,


  And plenteous ſweetes this heauenly clymat filles:


  
    Faire flowing bathes that iſſue from the rockes,


    Aboundant heards of beaſts that come by flockes.

  


  


  
    High ſtately Cædars, ſturdie bigge arm’d Okes,


    Great Poplers, and long trees of Libanon,

  


  Sweete ſmelling Firre that frankenſence prouokes,


  And Pine apples from whence ſweet iuyce doth come:


  
    The ſommer-blooming Hauthorne; vnder this


    Faire Venus from Adonis ſtole a kiſſe.

  


  


  
    Fine Thickets and rough Brakes for ſport and pleaſure,


    Places to hunt the light-foote nimble Roe:

  


  Theſe groues Diana did account her treaſure,


  And in the cold ſhades, oftentimes did goe


  
    To lie her downe, faint, weary on the ground,


    Whileſt that her Nimphs about her daunſt a round.

  


  


  
    A quire of heauenly Angels tune their voyces,


    And counterfeit the Nightingale in ſinging,

  


  At which delight ſome pleaſure ſhe reioyces,


  And Plenty from her cell her gifts is bringing:


  
    Peares, Apples, Plums, and the red ripe Cherries,


    Sweet Strawberries with other daintie berries.

  


  


  
    Here haunt the Satyres and the Driades,


    The Hamadriades and pretie Elues,

  


  That in the groues with skipping many pleaſe,


  And runne along vpon the water ſhelues:


  
    Heare Mermaides ſing, but with Vlyſſes eares,


    The country Gallants do diſdaine their teares.

  


  


  
    The Crocadile and hiſſing Adders ſting,


    May not come neere this holy plot of ground,

  


  No Nightworme in this continent may ſing,


  Nor poiſon-ſpitting Serpent may be found:


  
    Here Milke and Hony like two riuers ran,


    As fruitefull as the land of Canaan.

  


  


  
    What ſhall I ſay? their Orchards ſpring with plentie,


    The Gardens ſfmell like Floras paradice,

  


  Bringing increaſe from one to number twentie,


  As Lycorice and ſweet Arabian ſpice:


  
    No place is found vnder bright heauens faire bliſſe,


    To beare the name of Paradiſe but this.

  


  


  
    Hard by a running ſtreame or cryſtall fountaine,


    Wherein rich Orient pearle is often found,

  


  Enuiron’d with a high and ſteepie mountaine,


  A fertill ſoile and fruitful plot of ground,


  
    There ſhalt thou find true Honors louely Squire,


    That for this Phœnix keepes Prometheus fire.

  


  


  
    His bower wherein he lodgeth all the night,


    Is fram’d of Cædars and high loftie Pine,

  


  I made his houſe to chaſtice thence deſpight,


  And fram’d it like this heauenly roofe of mine:


  
    His name is Liberall honor, and his hart,


    Aymes at true faithfull ſeruice and deſart.

  


  


  
    Looke on his face, and in his browes doth fit,


    Bloud and ſweete Mercie hand in hand vnited,

  


  Bloud to his foes, a preſident moſt fit


  For ſuch as haue his gentle humour ſpited:


  
    His Haire is curl’d by nature mild and meeke,


    Hangs careleſſe downe to ſhrowd a bluſhing cheeke.

  


  


  
    Giue him this Ointment to annoint his Head,


    This precious Balme to lay vnto his feet,

  


  Theſe ſhall direct him to this Phœnix bed,


  Where on a high hill he this Bird ſhall meet:


  
    And of their Aſhes by my doome ſhal riſe,


    Another Phœnix her to equalize.

  


  


  
    This ſaid the Gods and Goddeſſes did applaud,


    The Cenſure of this thundring Magiſtrate,

  


  And Nature gaue him euerlaſting laud,


  And quickly in the dayes bright Coach ſhe gate


  
    Downe to the earth, ſhe’s whirled through the ayre;


    Ioue ioyne theſe fires, thus Venus made her prayer.
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  A Prayer.


  An Introduction to the Prayer.


  


  


  Guide thou great Guider of the Sunne and Moone,


  Thou elementall fauourer of the Night,


  My vndeſerued wit, wit ſprong too ſoone,


  To giue thy greatneſſe euerie gracious right:


  
    Let Pen, Hand, Wit and vndeſeruing tongue,


    Thy praiſe and honor ſing in euerie ſong.

  


  


  
    In my poore prayer guide my Hand aright,


    Guide my dull Wit, guide all my dulled Senſes,

  


  Let thy bright Taper giue me faithfull light,


  And from thy Booke of life blot my offences:


  
    Then arm’d with thy protection and thy loue,


    Ile make my prayer for thy Turtle-douc.
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  A Prayer made for the proſperitie
of a ſiluer coloured Doue,
applyed to the beauteous Phœnix.


  


  


  O thou great maker of the firmament,


  That rid’ſt vpon the winged Cherubius,


  And on the glorious ſhining element,


  Hear’ſt the ſad praiers of the Seraphius,


  That vnto thee continually ſing Hymnes:


  
    Bow downe thy liftning eares thou God of might,


    To him whoſe heart will praiſe thee day and night.

  


  


  
    Accept the humble Praiers of that ſoule,


    That now lies wallowing in the myre of Sinne,

  


  Thy mercie Lord doth all my powers controule,


  And ſearcheth reines and heart that are within:


  Therefore to thee Ichouah Ile begin:


  
    Lifting my head from my impriſoned graue,


    No mercie but thy mercie me can ſaue.

  


  


  
    The ſoule vntamed Lion ſtill goes roring,


    Old hell-bread Sathan enemy to mankind,

  


  To leade me to his iawes that are deuouring,


  Wherein no Grace to humane fleſh’s aſſign’d,


  But thou celeſtiall Father canſt him bind:


  
    Tread on his head, tread Sinne and Sathan downe,


    And on thy ſeruants head ſet Mercies crowne.

  


  


  
    Thus in acceptance of thy glorious ſight,


    I purge my deadly ſinne in hope of grace,

  


  Thou art the Doore, the Lanthorne and the Light,


  To guide my ſinfull feete from place to place,


  And now O Chriſt I bow before thy face:


  
    And for the ſiluer coloured earthly Doue,


    I make my earneſt prayer for thy loue.

  


  


  
    Shrowde her O Lord vnder thy ſhadowed wings,


    From the worlds enuious malice and deceit,

  


  That like the adder-poiſoned ſerpent ſtings,


  And in her way layes a corrupted baite,


  Yet raiſe her God vnto thy mercies height:


  
    Guide her, O guide her from pernitious foes,


    That many of thy creatures ouerthrowes.

  


  


  
    Waſh her O Lord with Hyſope and with Thime,


    And the white ſnow ſhe ſhall excell in whiteneſſe,

  


  Purge her with mercie from all ſinfull crime,


  And her ſoules glorie ſhall exceed in brightneſſe,


  O let thy mercie grow vnto ſuch ripeneſſe:


  
    Behold her, O behold her gratious King,


    That vnto thee ſweet ſongs of praiſe will ſing.

  


  


  
    And as thou leadſt through the red coloured waues,


    The hoaft of thy elected Iſrael,

  


  And from the wrath of Pharoe didſt them ſaue,


  Appointing them within that land to dwell,


  A choſen land, a land what did excell:


  
    So guide thy ſiluer Doue vnto that place,


    Where ſhe Temptations enuie may outface.

  


  


  
    Increaſe thy gifts beſtowed on thy Creature,


    And multiply thy bleſſings manifold,

  


  And as thou haſt adorned her with nature,


  So with thy bleſſed eyes her eyes behold,


  That in them doth thy workmanſhip vnfold,


  
    Let her not wither Lord without increaſe,


    But bleſſe her with ioyes ofſpring of ſweet peace.

  


  Amen. Amen.
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  To thofe of light beleefe.


  


  


  You gentle fauourers of excelling Muſes,


  And gracers of all Learning and Deſart,


  You whoſe Conceit the deepeſt worke peruſes,


  Whoſe Iudgements ſtill are gouerned by Art:


  
    Reade gently what you reade, this next conceit,


    Fram’d of pure loue, abandoning deceit.

  


  


  
    And you whoſe dull Imagination,


    And blind conceited Error hath not knowne,

  


  Of Herbes and Trees true nomination,


  But thinke them fabulous that ſhall be ſhowne:


  
    Learne more, ſearch much, and ſurely you ſhall find


    Plaine honeſt Truth and Knowledge comes behind.

  


  


  
    Then gently (gentle Reader) do thou fauour,


    And with a gracious looke grace what is written,

  


  With ſmiling cheare peruſe my homely labour,


  With Enuies poiſoned ſpitefull looke not bitten:


  
    So ſhalt thou cauſe my willing thought to ſtriue,


    To adde more Honey to my new-made Hiue.
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  A meeting Dialogue-wiſe


  between Nature, the Phœnix,
and the Turtle Doue.


  


  NATVRE


  All haile faire Phœnix, whither art thou flying?


  Why in the hot Sunne doſt thou ſpread thy wings?


  More pleaſure ſhouldſt thou take in cold ſhades lying,


  And for to bathe thyſelfe in wholſome Springs,


  Where the woods feathered quier ſweetely ſings:


  
    Thy golden Wings and thy breaſts beauteous Eie,


    Will fall away in Phœbus royaltie.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    O ſtay me not, I am no Phœnix I,

  


  And if I be that bird, I am defaced,


  Vpon the Arabian mountaines I muſt die,


  And neuer with a poore yong Turtle graced;


  Such operation in me is not placed:


  
    What is my Beautie but a painted wal,


    My golden ſpreading Feathers quickly fal.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Why doſt thou ſhead thy Feathers, kill thy Heart,

  


  Weep out thine Eyes, and ſcaine thy golden Face?


  Why doſt thou of the worlds woe take a part,


  And in relenting teares thy ſelfe diſgrace?


  Ioyes mirthful Tower is thy dwelling place;


  
    All Birdes for vertue and excelling beautie,


    Sing at thy reuerend feet in Loue and Dutie.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Oh how thou feed’It me with my Beauties praiſing!

  


  O how thy Praiſe founds from a golden Toung!


  O how thy Toung my Vertues would be raiſing!


  And raiſing me thou doſt corrupt thy ſong;


  Thou ſeeſt not Home and Poiſon mixt among;


  
    Thou not’ſt my Beautie with a iealous looke,


    But doſt not fee how I do bayte my hooke.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Tell me, O tell me, for I am thy friend,

  


  I am Dame Nature that firſt gaue thee breath,


  That from Ioues glorious rich ſeate did deſcend,


  To ſet my Feete vpon this lumpiſh earth:


  What is the cauſe of thy ſad ſullen Mirth?


  
    Haſt thou not Beauty, Vertue, Wit and Fauour:


    What other graces would’ſt thou craue of Nature?

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    What is my Beauty but a vading Flower?

  


  Wherein men reade their deep-conceiued Thrall,


  Alluring twentie Gallants in an hower,


  To be as ſeruile vaſſalls at my Call?


  My Sunne-bred lookes their Senſes do exhall:


  
    But (O my griefe) where my faire Eyes would loue,


    Foule bleare-eyed Enuie doth my thoughts reprooue.

  


  
    What is my Vertue but a Tablitorie:


    Which if I did beſtow would more increaſe?

  


  What is my Wit but an inhumane glorie:


  That to my kind deare friends would proffer peace?


  But O vaine Bird, giue ore in ſilence, ceaſe;


  
    Malice perchaunce doth hearken to thy words,


    That cuts thy threed of Loue with twentie ſwords.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Tell me (O Mirrour) of our earthly time,

  


  Tell me ſweete Phœnix glorie of mine age,


  Who blots thy Beauty with ſoule Ennuis crime,


  And locks thee vp in fond Suſpitions cage?


  Can any humane heart beare thee ſuch rage?


  
    Daunt their proud ſtomacks with thy piercing Eye,


    Vnchaine Loues ſweetneſſe at thy libertie.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    What is’t to bath me in a wholeſome Spring,

  


  Or waſh me in a cleere, deepe, running Well,


  When I no vertue from the ſame do bring,


  Nor of the balmie water beare a ſmell?


  It better were for me mongſt Crowes to dwell,


  
    Then flocke with Doues, when Doues ſit alwayes billing,


    And waſte my wings of gold, my Beautie killing.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Ile chaine foule Enuy to a brazen Gate,

  


  And place deepe Malice in a hollow Rocke,


  To ſome blacke deſert Wood Ile baniſh Hate,


  And fond Suſpition from thy ſight Ile locke:


  Theſe ſhall not ſtirre, let anie Porter knocke.


  
    Thou art but yong, freſh, greene, and muſt not paſſe,


    But catch the hot Sunne with thy ſteeled glaſſe.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    That Sunne ſhines not within this Continent,

  


  That with his warme rayes can my dead Bloud cheariſh,


  Groſſe cloudie Vapours from this Aire is ſent,


  Not hot reflecting Beames my heart to nouriſh.


  O Beautie, I do ſcare me thou wilt periſh;


  
    Then gentle Nature let me take my flight,


    But ere I paſſe, ſet Enuie out of ſight

  


  
    NATVRE


    Ile coniure him, and raiſe him from his graue,

  


  And put vpon his head a puniſhment:


  Nature thy ſportiue Pleaſure meanes to faue;


  Ile ſend him to perpetuall baniſhment,


  Like to a totterd Furie ragd and rent:


  
    Ile baffle him, and blind his Iealous eye


    That in thy actions Secrecie would prye.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Ile coniure him, Ile raiſe him from his Cell,

  


  Ile pull his Eyes from his conſpiring head,


  Ile locke him in the place where he doth dwell;


  Ile ſtarue him there, till the poore ſlaue be dead,


  That on the poiſonous Adder oft hath fed:


  
    Theſe threatnings on the Helhound I will lay,


    But the performance beares the greater ſway.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Stand by faire Phœnix, ſfpread thy Wings of gold,

  


  And daunt the face of Heauen with thine Eye,


  Like Iunos bird thy Beautie do vnfold,


  And thou ſhalt triumph ore thine enemie:


  Then thou and I in Phœbus coach will flie,


  
    Where thou ſhalt ſfee and taſt a ſecret Fire,


    That will adde ſpreading life to thy Deſire.

  


  


  
    Ariſe thou bleare-ey’d Enuie from thy bed,


    Thy bed of Snakie poiſon and corruption,

  


  Vnmaske thy big-ſwolne Cheekes with poyſon red,


  For with thee I muſt trie Concluſion,


  And plague thee with the Worlds confuſion.


  
    I charge thee by my Power to appeare,


    And by Celeſtiall warrant to draw neare.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    O what a miſtie Dampe breakes from the ground,

  


  Able it ſelfe to infect this noyſome Aire:


  As if a caue of Toades themſelues did wound,


  Or poyſoned Dragons fell into diſpaire,


  Hels damned ſent with this may not compare,


  
    And in this foggie cloud there doth ariſe


    A damned Feend ore me to tyrannize.

  


  
    NATVRE


    He ſhall not touch a Feather of thy wing,

  


  Or euer haue Authoritie and power,


  As he hath had in his dayes ſecret prying,


  Ouer thy calmie Lookes to ſend a ſhower:


  Ile place thee now in ſecrecies ſweet Bower,


  
    Where at thy will in ſport and dallying,


    Spend out thy time in Amarous diſcourſing.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Looke Nurce, looke Nature how the Villaine ſweates,

  


  His big-ſwolne Eyes will fall vnto the ground,


  With fretting anguiſh he his blacke breaſt beates,


  As if he would true harted minds confound:


  O keepe him backe, his ſight my heart doth wound:


  
    O Enuie it is thou that mad’ſt me periſh,


    For want of that true Fire my heart ſhould nouriſh.

  


  
    NATVRE


    But I will plague him for his wickedneſſe,

  


  Enuie go packe thee to ſome forreine ſoyle,


  To ſome deſertfull plaine or Wilderneſſe,


  Where ſauage Monſters and wild beaſts do toyle,


  And with inhumane Creatures keep a coyle.


  
    Be gone I ſay, and neuer do returne,


    Till this round compaſt world with fire do burne.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    What is he gone? is Enuie packt away?

  


  Then one fowle blot is mooued from his Throne,


  That my poore honeſt Thoughts did ſeeke to ſlay:


  Away fowle griefe, and ouer-heauie Mone,


  That do ore charge me with continuall grones.


  
    Will you not hence? then with downe-falling teares,


    Ile drowne my ſelfe in ripeneſſe of my Yeares.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Fie peeuiſh Bird, what art thou franticke mad?

  


  Wilt thou confound thy ſelfe with fooliſh Griefe?


  If there be cauſe or meanes for to be had,


  Thy Nurſe and nouriſher will find reliefe:


  Then tell me all thy Accidents in briefe;


  
    Haue I not baniſht Enuy for thy ſake?


    I greater things for thee ile vndertake

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Enuie is gone and baniſht from my ſight,

  


  Baniſht for euer comming any more:


  But in Arabia burnes another Light,


  A dark dimme Taper that I muſt adore,


  This barren Countrey makes me to deplore:


  
    It is ſo ſapleſſe that the very Spring,


    Makes tender new-growne Plants be with’ring.

  


  


  
    The noiſome Aire is growne infectious,


    The very Springs for want of Moiſture die,

  


  The glorious Sunne is here peſtiferous,


  No hearbes for Phiſicke or ſweet Surgerie,


  No balme to cure hearts inward maladie:


  
    No gift of Nature, ſhe is here defaced,


    Heart-curing Balſamum here is not placed.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Is this the ſumme and ſubſtance of thy woe?

  


  Is this the Anker-hold vnto thy bote?


  Is this thy Sea of Griefe doth ouerflow?


  Is this the Riuer ſets thy ſhip aflote?


  Is this the Leſſon thou haſt learn’d by rote?


  
    And is this all? and is this plot of Ground


    The ſubſtance of the Theame doth thee confound?

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    This is the Anker-hold, the Sea, the Riuer,

  


  The Leſſon and the ſubſtance of my Song,


  This is the Rocke my Ship did ſeeke to ſhiuer,


  And in this ground with Adders was I ſtung,


  And in a lothſome pit was often ſtung:


  
    My Beautie and my Vertues captiuate,


    To Loue, diſſembling Loue that I did hate.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Cheare vp thy ſpirit Phœnix, prune thy wings,

  


  And double-gild thy Fethers for my newes;


  A Nightingale and not a Rauen ſings,


  That from all blacke contention will excuſe


  Thy heauy thoughts, and ſet them to peruſe


  
    Another Clymat, where thou maiſt expreſſe,


    A plot of Paradice for worthineſſe.

  


  


  
    Ioue in diuine diuineſſe of his Soule,


    That rides vpon his firie axaltree,

  


  That with his Mace doth humane fleſh controule,


  When of mans deedes he makes a Regiſtrie,


  Louing the good for ſingularitie:


  
    With a vail’d Count’nance and a gracious Smile,


    Did bid me plant my Bird in Paphos Ile.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    What ill diuining Planet did preſage,

  


  My timeleſſe birth ſo timely brought to light?


  What fatal Comet did his wrath engage,


  To worke a harmleſſe Bird ſuch worlds deſpight,


  Wrapping my dayes bliſſe in blacke fables night?


  
    No Planet nor no Comet did conſpire


    My downefall, but foule Fortunes wrathful ire.

  


  


  
    What did my Beautie moue her to Diſdaine?


    Or did my Vertues ſhadow all her Bliſſe?

  


  That ſhe ſhould place me in a deſart Plaine,


  And ſend forth Enuie with a Iudas kiſſe,


  To ſting me with a Scorpions poiſoned hiſſe?


  
    From my firſt birth-right for to plant me heare,


    Where I haue alwaies fed on Griefe and Feare.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Raile not gainſt Fortunes ſacred Deitie,

  


  In youth thy vertuous patience ſhe hath tyred,


  From this baſe earth ſhee’le lift thee vp on hie,


  Where in Contents rich Chariot thou ſhalt ride,


  And neuer with Impatience to abide:


  
    Fortune will glorie in thy great renowne,


    And on thy feathered head will ſet a crowne.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    T’was time to come, for I was comfortleſſe,

  


  And in my Youth haue bene Infortunate:


  This Ile of Paphos I do hope will bleſſe,


  And alter my halfe-rotten tottering ſtate;


  My hearts Delight was almoſt ruinate.


  
    In this rich Ile a Turtle had his neſt,


    And in a Wood of gold tooke vp his reſt.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Fly in this Chariot, and come ſit by me,

  


  And we will leave this ill corrupted Land,


  We’le take our courſe through the blew Azure skie,


  And let our feete on Paphos my golden ſand.


  There of that Turtle Doue we’le vnderſtand:


  
    And viſit him in thoſe delightfull plaines,


    Where Peace conioyn’d with Plenty ſtill remaines.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    I come, I come, and now farewell that ſtrond,

  


  Vpon whole craggie rockes my Ship was rent;


  Your ill beſeeming follies made me fond,


  And in a vaſtie Cell I vp was pent,


  Where my freſh blooming Beauty I haue ſpent.


  
    O blame your ſelues ill nurtred cruell Swaines,


    That fild my ſcarlet Glorie full of Staines.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Welcome immortal Bewtie, we will ride

  


  Ouer the Semi-circle of Europa,


  And bend our courſe where we will ſee the Tide,


  That partes the Continent of Affrica,


  Where the great Cham gouernes Tartaria:


  
    And when the ſtarrie Curtaine vales the night,


    In Paphos ſacred Ile we meane to light.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    How glorious is this Chariot of the day,

  


  Where Phœbus in his cryſtall robes is ſet,


  And to poore paſſengers directs a way:


  O happie time ſimce I with Nature met,


  My immelodious Diſcord I vnfret:


  
    And ſing ſweet Hymnes, burn Myrrhe & Frankenſence,


    Honor that Iſle that is my ſure defence.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Looke Phœnix ore the world as thou doſt ride,

  


  And thou ſhalt fee the pallaces of Kings,


  Great huge-built Cities where high States abide,


  Temples of Gods, and Altars with rich off’rings,


  To which the Prieſts their ſacrifices brings:


  
    Wonders paſt wonder, ſtrange Pyramides,


    And the gold-gathering Strond of Euphrates.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    O what rich pleaſure dwelleth in this Land!

  


  Greene ſpringing Medowes, high vpreared Hils,


  The white-fleeſt Ewe brought tame vnto the hand,


  Faire running Riuers that the Countrie fils,


  Sweet flowers that faire balmy Deaw diſtils,


  
    Great peopled Cities, whoſe earth-gracing ſhow,


    Time is aſham’d to touch or ouerthrow.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Be ſilent gentle Phœnix, Ile repeate,

  


  Some of theſe Cities names that we deſcrie,


  And of their large foundation Ile intreate,


  Their Founder that firſt rear’d them vp on hie,


  Making a glorious Spectacle to each eie:


  
    Warres wald Defender and the Countries grace,


    Not battred yet with Times controlling Mace.

  


  This Alfred firſt deuided England into Shires,
being King of Northumbers.


  
    Alfred the father of faire Elfleda,


    Founded three goodly famous Monaſteries,

  


  In this large Ile of ſweete Britania,


  For to refreſh the poore ſoules miſeries,


  That were afflicted with calamities:


  
    One in the Towne ſurnamed Edlingſey,


    Which after ages called Athelney.

  


  Alfred buried in
the Cathedrall Church of Wincheſter.


  
    The ſecond Houſe of that Deuotion,


    He did erect at worthy Wincheſter,

  


  A place Well planted with Religion,


  Called in this age the newly-builded Minſter,


  Still kept in notable reparation:


  
    And in this famous builded Monument,


    His bodie was interd when life was ſpent.

  


  The Vniuerſity of Oxford
built by Alfred.


  
    The laſt not leaſt ſurpaſſing all the reſt,


    Was Oxfords honorable foundation,

  


  Since when with Learnings glorie it is bleſt,


  Begun by the godly exhortation


  Of the Abbot Neotus direction:


  
    From whoſe rich womb pure Angell-like Diuinitie,


    Hath ſprong to ſaue vs from Calamitie.

  


  This Sore is a Riuer that runneth by Leiceſter,
called of ſome Brenber water.


  
    Leyre the ſonne of Baldud being admitted,


    To beare the burden of the Britiſh ſway,

  


  A Prince with Natures glorie being fitted,


  At what time Ioas raigned King of Iuda,


  To make his new got Fame to laſt for aye,


  
    By Sore he built the Towne of Caerleir,


    That to this day is called Leyceſter.

  


  In this Citie were three famous Churches
one of S. Iulius the Martyr,
the ſecond of S. Aron:
and the other the mother church
of all Demetia.


  
    Belin that famous worthy Brytaine King,


    That made the Townes of France to feare his frowne,

  


  And the whole Romiſh Legion to ſing.


  And to record his gracious great renowne,


  Whoſe hoſt of men their Townes were firing:


  
    Builded in Southwals height Caerlion,


    Or termed Arwiske Caerlegion.

  


  This Belin alſo builded
a notable Gate in London now
called Billingſgate & Belins Caſtle.


  
    This glorious Citie was the onely Pride,


    In eldeſt age of all Demetia:

  


  Where many notable Monuments abide,


  To grace the Counnrey of Britania,


  That from Times memorie can neuer ſlide:


  
    Amphibulus was borne in this ſweete place,


    Who taught S. Albon, Albon full of grace.

  


  Lud, father to Baldud,
a man well ſeen in the Sciences
of Aſtronomie and Necromancie.


  
    King Lud ſurnam’d the great Lud-Hurdibras,


    The ſonne of Leil, builded the famous Towne

  


  Of Kaerkin, with a huge Tower of braſſe,


  Now called Canterburie of great renowne,


  Able to bide the raging Foes flout frowne:


  
    The Metropolitans ſeate where Learning ſits,


    And chiefe of all our Engliſh Biſhoprickes.

  


  This Baldud
ſonne of Lud-Hurdibras,
made firſt the Baths at Caerbran,
now called Bathe.


  
    This noble King builded faire Caerguent,


    Now cleped Wincheſter of worthie fame,

  


  And at Mount Paladour he built his Tent,


  That after ages Shaftsburie hath to name,


  Hiſs firſt foundation from King Leyls ſonne came:


  
    About which building Prophet Aquila,


    Did propheſie in large Brytania.

  


  He alſo repaired
the Citie of Caer Leon,
now called Cheſter.


  
    King Leill a man of great religion,


    That made his bordring nelghbours for to yeeld,

  


  And on their knees to pleade Submiſſion,


  Being eldeft ſonne to Brute furnamed Greeneſhield,


  The Citie of Caerleits he did build,


  
    Now called Carleyle by Corruption,


    And Time that leades things to confuſion.

  


  The Cittie of Cambridge
built in the days of Gurguntius
the ſon of Beline,
by one Cantaber a Spaniard,
brother to Partholony,
or as ſome write by Gorbonian.


  
    Cambridge a famous Vniuerfitie,


    The Nurſe of Learning and Experience,

  


  The Cheariſher of true Diuinitie,


  That for the Soules good wiſedome doth commence,


  Confutmg Vice, and driuing Error thence:


  
    Was built by Sigisbert: but wrought effectually


    By Kings and Lords of famous memorie.

  


  


  
    Ebranke the ſonne of ſtout Menpritius,


    Hauing in matrimoniall copulation,

  


  
    Twentie one wiues in large *Britanicus


    * Rithmi gratia.

  


  And thirtie daughters by iuſt computation,


  And twentie ſonnes of eſtimation,


  
    Builded Caerbranke famous for the name,


    Now called Englands Yorke a place of Fame.

  


  


  
    He in Albania large and populous,


    Now termed Scotland of the Scottiſh Sect,

  


  Becauſe his deedes ſhould ſtill be counted famous,


  The Caſtle of Maidens there he did erect,


  And to good purpoſe did this worke effect:


  
    But iron-eating Time the Truth doth ſtaine,


    For Edingburgh the Citie doth remaine.

  


  


  
    And in that Maiden Caſtle he did frame,


    To grace the building to the outward eie,

  


  Nine Images of ſtone plac’d in the ſame,


  Which ſince haue ſtay’d times perpetuitie,


  In the true forme of worke-mans excellencie:


  
    Not any whit diminiſht, but as perfect


    As in the firſt-dayes minute they were ſet.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Nature I muſe at your deſcription,

  


  To ſee how Time that old ruſt-cankard wretch,


  Honors forgetfull Friend, Cities confuſion,


  That in all Monuments hath made a Breach,


  To auncient names brought alteration:


  
    And yet at this day ſuch a place remaines,


    That all Times honor paſt with honor ſtaines.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Thoſe carued old-cut ſtonie Images,

  


  That beautifie the Princes ſtately Towers,


  That graces with their grace the Pallaces,


  And high imperiall Emperizing bowers,


  Were neuer raz’d by Times controlling houres:


  
    Nine worthie women almoſt equiualent,


    With thoſe nine worthie men to valient.

  


  


  
    Three of the nine were fewer, and three were Gentiles,


    Three Chriſtians, Honors honorable Sexe,

  


  That from their foes did often beare the ſpoiles,


  And did their proud controlling neighbours vexe,


  Which to their name did Nobleneſſe annexe,


  
    An Embleame for true borne Gentilitie,


    To imitate their deeds in chiualrie.

  


  


  
    The firſt Minerua a right worthie Pagon,


    That many manlike battailes manly fought,

  


  She firſt deuiz’d Artillerie of yron,


  And Armour for our backes ſhe firſt found out,


  Putting our liues deare hazard from ſome doubt:


  
    She gouerned the Libians, and got Victories,


    With Honor by the lake *Tritonides.


    * Lacus Mineruœ.

  


  


  
    Our maine pitcht Battels fhe firſt ordered,


    Setting a Forme downe to this following Age,

  


  The orders of Incamping ſhe firſt regiſtred,


  And taught the lawes of Armes in equipage,


  To after time her skill ſhe did engage:


  
    Apollo was her deare begotten ſonne,


    In Abrahams time ſhe liu’d till life was donne.

  


  


  
    Semiramis Queene of Aſſiria,


    Was ſecond worthie of this worlds great wonder,

  


  She conquered large Æthiopia,


  And brought the Necke of that ſtout Nation vnder,


  Waſting the Countries of rich India:


  
    Her dayes of Honor and of Regiment,


    Was in the time of Iſaacks gouernment.

  


  


  
    The third and chiefeſt for Audaciouſneſſe,


    And Enterpriſes that ſhe took in hand,

  


  Was Tomyris full of true Nobleneſſe,


  Queene of the North (as I do vnderſtand,)


  From forth her eyes ſhe lightned Honors Brand,


  
    And brandiſhed a Sword, a ſword of Fame,


    That to her weake Sexe yeelded Hectors name.

  


  


  
    When ſhe receiued newes her ſonne was dead,


    The Hope and Vnderprop of Scithia,

  


  She put on Armour, and encountered


  The Monarch Cyrus King of Perſia,


  And Gouernor of rich Getulia:


  
    Slue him in fight her Fame for to renew,


    Two hundred thouſand Souldiers ouerthrew.

  


  


  
    Amongſt the Hebrew women we commend,


    Iahel the Kenite for the firſt in bountie,

  


  Whoſe vncomprehenſible valour in the end,


  Did free and ſet at large her captiu’d Countrie,


  Oppreſſed with tyrannicall Miſerie:


  
    From dangers imminent of firie Warre,


    By killing hand to hand her foe great Siſar.

  


  


  
    Debora an Hebrew worthie the ſecond place,


    She fortie yeares did gouerne Iſrael,

  


  In peace preſeru’d her Land, her land of Grace,


  Where honeſt ſportiue Mirth did alwaies dwell:


  Her holy holineſſe no tongue can tell,


  
    Nations aſtonied at her happineſſe,


    Did grieue to looſe her Wiſedomes worthineſſe.

  


  


  
    Iudith the third that redeliuered,


    The ſtrong beſieged Citie of Bethulia,

  


  And when the prowd Foe ſhe had vanquiſhed,


  And ouercame hot-ſpur’d Aſſiria,


  Bringing in triumph Holoſernes head,


  
    She got a great and greater Victorie,


    Then thouſand Souldiers in their maieſtie.

  


  


  
    The firft of Chriſtians was faire Maud the Counteſſe,


    Counteſſe of Aniow, daughter to a King,

  


  Englands firſt Henry: Almaines Empreſſe,


  Heire indubitate, and her Fathers ofſpring,


  She titles to the Engliſh Crowne did bring:


  She ne’re deſifted from the warlike field,


  Till that vſurped Stephen of Blois did yeeld,


  
    And condiſcended to her ſonnes dear right,


    That war-like Maude had reobtain’d by might.

  


  


  
    The ſecond was Elizabeth of Aragon,


    Queene and wife to honorable Ferdinando:

  


  She ſtoutly fought for propagation


  Of Chriftian Faith; brought to ſubuerſion,


  The forſaken infidels of Granado,


  
    Reducing that proud prouince all in one,


    To follow Chriſts vnſpotted true Religion.

  


  


  
    The laſt was Iohane of Naples true borne Queene,


    Siſter to Ladiſlaus King of Hungarie,

  


  A woman that defended (as twas ſeene,)


  Her countries great and gracious libertie,


  By force of laudable Armes and Chiualrie,


  
    Againſt the Sarafins inuaſion,


    And proud hot warres of princely Aragon.

  


  


  
    Thus haue I in the honor of their worth,


    Laid ope their Progenie, their Deedes, their Armes,

  


  Their ofſpring, and their honorable Birth,


  That is a Lanthorne lightning their true Fames,


  Which Truth can neuer burne in Enuies flames:


  
    Worthie of wonder are theſe three times three,


    Folded in brazen Leaues of memorie.

  


  


  
    Windſor a Caſtle of exceeding ſtrength,


    Flrſt bullt by Aruiragus Brytaines King,

  


  But finiſhed by Arthur at the length,


  Of whoſe rare deeds our Chronicles do ring,


  And poets in their verſe his praiſe do ſing:


  
    For his Round-table and his war-like Fights,


    Whoſe valiantneſſe the coward Mind affrights.

  


  


  
    This Brytiſh King in warres a Conquerer,


    And wondrous happie in his Victories,

  


  Was a companion of this noble Order,


  And with his perſon grac’d theſe Dignities,


  Great dignities of high exceeding Valour:


  
    For he himſelfe the ſelfe-ſame Honor tooke,


    That all his following States did euer brooke.

  


  


  
    This Paragon whoſe name our time affrights,


    At Windſor Caſtle dubbed in one day,

  


  One hundred and iuſt fortie valiant Knights,


  With his keene truſtie Sword, and onely ſtay,


  (Cald Dridwin) that his Loue did ouerſway:


  
    And with that Sword the very day before,


    He ſlue as many Saxon foes or more.

  


  


  
    But Engliſh Edward third of Memorie,


    In bleſſed and religious zeale of Loue,

  


  Built vp a Colledge of exceeding glory,


  That his kind care to England did approue.


  This Colledge doth this Caſtle beautifie:


  
    The Honor of the place is held ſo deare,


    That many famous Kings are buried there.

  


  


  
    But one rare thing exceeding admirable


    That to this day is held in great renowne,

  


  And to all Forreiners is memorable,


  The name of which makes Englands foes to frowne,


  And puls the pride of forreine Nations downe,


  
    Knights of the Garter and Saint Georges Croſſe,


    Betok’ning to the Foe a bloudie loſſe.
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  Here followeth the


  Birth, Life and Death
of honourable Arthur,


  King of Britaine.


  


  To the courteous Reader.


  


  Courteous Reader, hauing ſpoken of the firſt foundation of that yet renowned caſtle Windſor by Aruiragus king of Britain, & finiſhed by that ſucceeding prince of worthy memory famous king Arthur; I thought good (being intreated by ſome of my honourable-minded Friends, not to let ſlip ſo good and fit an occaſion, by reaſon that there yet remaines in this doubtfull age of opinions, a controuerſie of that eſteemed prince of Brittaine) to write not according to ages oblivion, but directed onely by our late Hiſtoriographers of England, who no doubt haue taken great paines in the ſearching foorth of the truth that firſt Chriſtian worthie: and wheras (I know not directed by what blindnes) there haue bene ſome writers (as I thinke enemies to truth) that in their erronious cenſures haue thought no ſuch man ever to be liuing; How fabulous that ſhould ſeeme to be, I leaue to the iudgement of the beſt readers, who know for certaine, that that neuer dead Prince of memory, is more beholding to the French, the Romane, the Scot, the Italian yea to the Greekes themſelues, then to his own Country-men, who haue fully and wholly ſet foorth his fame and liuely-hood: then how ſhameleſſe is it for ſome of us, to let ſlip the truth of this Monarch? And for more confirmation of the truth, looke but in the Abbey of Weſtminſter at Saint Edwards ſhrine, there ſhalt thou ſee the print of his royal Seale in red wax cloſed in Berrill, with this inſcription, Patricius Arthurus Gallie, Germaniæ, Daciæ Imperator. At Douer likewiſe you may ſee Sir Gawins skull and Cradocks mantle: at Wincheſter, a Citie well knowne in England, his famous round Table, with many other notable monuments too long to rehearſe: Beſides I my ſelfe haue ſeen imprinted, a french Pamphlet of the armes of king Arthur, and his renowmed valiant Knights, ſet in colours by the Heraulds of France: which charge of impreſſion would haue been too great, otherwiſe I had inſerted them orderly in his Life and Actions: but (gentle Reader) take this my paines gratefully, and I ſhal hereafter more willingly ſtriue to emply my ſimple wit to thy better gratulation; I haue here ſet downe (turned from French proſe into Engliſh meeter) the words of the Herald under the arms of that worthy Brittaine.


  


  
    King Arthur in his warlike Shield did beare


    Thirteene rich Crownes of purified gold:

  


  He was a valiant noble Conquerer,


  As ancient Memorie hath truly told:


  
    His great Round-table was in Britanie,


    Where choſen Knights did do their homage yearely.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  The ſtrange Birth,
honorable Coronation
and moſt vnhappie Death of
famous Arthur, King of Britaine.


  


  


  
    Of noble Arthurs birth, of Arthurs fall,


    Of Arthurs ſolemne Coronation,

  


  Of Arthurs famous deedes Heroyicall,


  Of Arthurs battels and inuaſion,


  
    And that high minded worthie Brytiſh King,


    Shall my wits memorie be deifying.

  


  


  
    In the laſt time of Vter ſurnam’d Pendragon,


    So called for his wittie pollicies,

  


  Being a King of eſtimation,


  In famous Brytaine mongſt his owne allies,


  
    There was a mightie Duke that gouern’d Cornwaile,


    That held long warre, and did this King aſſaile.

  


  


  
    This Duke was nam’d the Duke of Tintagil:


    After theſe hot bred warres were come to end,

  


  He ſoiourn’d at a place cald Terrabil,


  From whence Pendragon for this Duke did ſend,


  
    And being wounded ſore with Cupids ſting,


    Charg’d him his Wife vnto the Court to bring.

  


  


  
    His Wife a paſſing Ladie, louely, wife,


    Chaſte to her husbands cleare vnſpotted bed,

  


  Whoſe honor-bearing Fame none could ſupprize,


  But Veſta-like her little time ſhe led:


  
    Igrene her name on whoſe vnequall beautie


    Pendragon doted, led by humane folly.

  


  


  
    At length he broke his mind vnto a Lord,


    A truſtie Councellour and noble Friend,

  


  That ſoone vnto his minds griefe did accord,


  And his Kings louing loue-thoughts did commend,


  
    Telling Pendragon this ſhould be his beſt,


    To tell the Dutcheſſe of his ſweete requeſt.

  


  


  
    But ſhe a Woman, ſterne, inexorable,


    Willing fond Luſts inchauntments to reſiſt,

  


  All his tongues ſmoothing words not penetrable,


  In her chaſte boſomes Gate could not inſiſt,


  
    But ſtraight ſhe told her Husband how ſhe ſped,


    Left that his grace ſhould be diſhonoured.

  


  


  
    And counſeld him to paſſe away in haſte,


    That Nights darke duskie mantle might oreſhade,

  


  Their flying bodies, leaſt at laſt they taſte,


  More miſerie then Time did ere inuade,


  
    “For Luſt is ſuch a hot inflamed thing,


    “It gouerneth mans ſenſes, rules a King.

  


  


  
    And as the Ducheſſe fpalce, the Duke departed,


    That neither Vter nor his Councell knew,

  


  
    How his deepe boſomes *Lord the Dutcheſſe thwarted,


    * Cupid.

  


  But marke the ſtory well what did enſue:


  
    Soone as the King perceiued their intent,


    Intemperate Rage made him impatient.

  


  


  
    Away with Muſicke for your ſtrings do iarre,


    Your ſound is full of Diſcords, harſh and ill,

  


  Your Diapazon, makes a humming warre


  Within mine eares, and doth my fences fill


  
    With immelodious mourning; She is gone


    That rul’d your ſelues and Inſtruments alone.

  


  


  
    Away fond riming Ouid, leſt thou write


    Of Prognes murther, or Lucretias rape,

  


  Of Igrens iourney taken in the night,


  That in the blacke gloom’d ſilence did eſcape:


  
    O could no Dogge haue bark’d, no Cooke Laue crow’d,


    That might her paſſage to the King haue ſhow’d.

  


  


  
    No mirth pleaſde Vter, but grimme Melancholy


    Haunted his heeles, and when he ſate to reſt,

  


  He pondred in his mind Igrenas beautie,


  Of whom his care-craz’d head was full poſſeſt:


  
    Nothing was now contentiue to his mind,


    But Igrenes name, Igreneto him vnkind.

  


  


  
    At laſt his noble Peeres with pitie mou’d,


    To ſee the Kings ſodaine perplexitie,

  


  With a great care that their Liege Emperour lou’d,


  For to allay his great extremitie,


  
    Did counſell him to ſend for Garloyes wife,


    As he would anſwer it vpon his life.

  


  


  
    Then preſently a Meſſenger was ſent,


    To tell the Duke of his wifes ſecret folly:

  


  This was the ſubſtance of his whole intent,


  To bring his wife to Court immediatly:


  
    Or within threeſcore dayes he did proteſt,


    To fetch him thither to his little reſt.

  


  


  
    Which when the Duke had warning, ſtraight he furniſh’d


    Two Caſtles with well-fenc’d artillerie

  


  With vitailes and with men he garniſh’d,


  His ſtrongeſt Holds for ſuch an enemie:


  
    And in the one he put his hearts-deare Treaſure,


    Faire Igrene that he loued out of meaſure,

  


  


  
    That Caſtle which the Duke himſelfe did hold,


    Had many Poſternes out and iſſues thence,

  


  In which to truſt his life he might be bold,


  And ſafely the warres Furie to commence:


  
    But after-telling time did wonders worke,


    That Foxes in their holes can neuer lurke.

  


  


  
    Then in all haſte came Vter with his hoaſt,


    Pitching his rich pauilions on the ground,

  


  Of his aſpiring mind he did not boaſt,


  For Loue and Anger did his thoughts confound,


  
    Hot warre was made on both ſides, people ſlaine,


    And many Death-doore—knocking Soules complaine.

  


  


  
    Loue and minds anguiſh ſo perplext the King


    For Igrene that incomparable Dame,

  


  That Cupids ſickneffe pearc’d him with a ſting,


  And his warres lowd Alarums ouercame,


  
    Venus intreated Mars awhile to ſtay,


    And make this time a ſporting Holiday.

  


  


  
    Then came ſir Vlfius, a moſt noble Knight,


    And askt his King the cauſe of his diſeaſe,

  


  Being willing in a ſubiects gracious right,


  Vter Pendragons mind in heart to pleaſe:


  
    Ah ſaid the King, Igrene doth captiuate


    My Heart, and makes my Senſes ſubiugate.

  


  


  
    Courage, my gracious Liege, I will go find


    That true diuining prophet of our Nation,

  


  Merlin the wife that ſhall content your mind,


  And be a Moderator in this action:


  
    His learning, wiſedome, and vnſeene experience,


    Shall quickly giue a Salue for loues offence.

  


  


  
    So Vlfius at the length from him departed,


    Asking for Merlin as he paſt the way,

  


  Who by great fortunes chance ſir Vlfius thwarted,


  As he went by in beggers baſe aray:


  
    Demanding of the Knight in baſeneſſe meeke,


    Who was the man he went ſo farre to ſeeke?

  


  


  
    Vlfius amazed at his baſe attire,


    Told him it was preſumption to demaund

  


  The name of him for whom he did enquire,


  And therefore would not yeeld to his command:


  
    Alas ſaid Merlin I do plainly ſee,


    Merlin you ſeeke, that Merlin I am he.

  


  


  
    And if the King will but fulfill my heſt,


    And will reward my true deſeruing heart,

  


  In his loues agonies he ſhal be bleſt


  So that he follow what I ſhall impart,


  
    Vpon my Knighthood he will honor thee,


    With fauour & rewards moſt royally.

  


  


  
    Then Vlfius glad departed in all haſt,


    And rode amaine to King Pendragons ſight,

  


  Telling his Grace Merlin he met at laſt,


  That like a Lampe will giue his Louelaies light.


  
    Where is the man? I wiſht for him before.


    See where he ſtands my Liege at yonder doore.

  


  


  
    When Vter ſaw the man, a ſudden ioy,


    And vncompre’nded gladneſſe fild his hart:

  


  With kind embracements met him on the way,


  And to him gan his ſecrets to impart.


  
    Leaue off, quoth Merlin, I do know your mind,


    The faire-fac’d Lady Igrene is vnkind.

  


  


  
    But if your Maieſty will here proteſt,


    And ſweare as you are lawfull King annointed,

  


  To do my will, nothing ſhall you moleſt,


  But follow my directions being appointed.


  
    I ſweare quoth Vter by the Euangeliſts,


    He dyes for me that once thy will reſiſts.

  


  


  
    Sir, Said the Prophet Merline, this I craue,


    That ſhall betoken well what ere betide,

  


  The firſt faire ſportiue Night that you ſhall haue,


  Lying ſafely nuzled by faire Igrenes ſide,


  
    You ſhall beget a ſonne whoſe very Name,


    In after-ſtealing Time his foes ſhall tame.

  


  


  
    That child being borne your Grace muſt giue to me,


    For to be nouriſhed at my appointment,

  


  That ſhal redound much to his maieſtie,


  And to your Graces gracious good intent:


  
    That ſhall be done: (quoth Merlin) let’s away,


    For you ſhall ſleepe with Igrene ere’t be day.

  


  


  
    And as Ioue ſtole to faire Alcmenas bed,


    In counterfeiting great Amphytrio,

  


  By the ſame luſt-directed line being led,


  To Igrenes louely chamber muſt you go:


  
    You ſhall be like the Duke her husbands greatneſſe,


    And in his place poſſeſſe her Husbands ſweetneſſe.

  


  


  
    And you my noble Lord, ſir Vlfius,


    Shall be much like ſir Bruſtias a faire Knight,

  


  And I will counterfeit the good Iordanus,


  And thus weele paſſe together in the night,


  
    But ſee you queſtion not, ſay you are diſeaſed,


    And hie to bed there ſhall your heart be pleaſed.

  


  


  
    But on the morrow do not riſe my Liege,


    Vntill I come to councell for the beſt,

  


  For ten miles off you know doth lie the Siege,


  That will not turne theſe night-ſports to a ieſt,


  
    Pendragon pleas’d haſted for to embrace,


    The ſweet’ſt got pray that euer King did chaſe.

  


  


  
    Soone as the Duke of Tintagill did perceiue,


    That Vter left alone his royall armie,

  


  He iſſued from his Caſtle to bereaue,


  The ſouldiers of their liues by pollicie:


  
    But ſee his fortune, by that wily traine,


    That he had laid for others he was ſlaine.

  


  


  
    The ſubtill-luſt directed King went on,


    Maskt in a ſtrange deuiſed new found ſhape,

  


  To ſimple-minded Igrene vnlike Pendragon,


  And three long houres lay in his louers lap:


  
    There he begat the chriſtian King of Kings,


    Whoſe fame Caiſter Swannes in pleaſure ſings.

  


  


  
    Aſſoone as day-betok’ning Phœbus Chariot,


    Had croſt his ſiſters waggon in the skie,

  


  Merlin in haſte to Vters chamber got,


  Bidding good morrow to his Maieſtie:


  
    And told him vnrecalled Time did ſtay,


    To haſte him from his pleaſure thence away.

  


  


  
    Vter amaz’d with Igrene in his armes,


    Wiſht that the Prophet had no vſe of tongue,

  


  Whoſe dolefull ſound breath’d forth theſe harſh Alarmes,


  And like the night-Crow craokt a deadly ſong;


  
    Ah what a hell of griefe t’was to depart,


    And leaue the new-got Treaſure of his heart.

  


  


  
    Then by the lawne-like Hand he tooke his louer,


    Being warm’d with blood of a diſembling Husband,

  


  Deſire in her cheekes ſhe could not ſmother,


  And her Loue-dazeling eye none could withſtand:


  
    He kiſt her twice or thrice and bad adue,


    As willing his nights pleaſure to renue:

  


  


  
    But when the late betrayed Lady knew,


    How that her true betrothed Lord was ſlaine,

  


  Ere that nights reuelling did firſt enſue,


  In ſecret to her ſelfe the wept amaine:


  
    Amaz’d and maruelling who that ſhould be,


    That rob’d her husband of his treaſurie.

  


  


  
    And to her ſelfe ſhe gan for to relate,


    The iniuries of her vnſpotted life,

  


  And in her mind the liu’d diſconfolate,


  Banning her baſe-bad Fortune being a wife;


  
    Wiſhing for euer the had liu’d a maide,


    Rather than her chaſt thoughts ſhould be betraid.

  


  


  
    The noble Councell that attended Vter,


    Began with grauitie for to deuiſe,

  


  That (where their King had doted much vpon her)


  Her beautie his young thoughts to equalize,


  
    To knit them both in Hymens ſacred right,


    And then in lawfull wiſe to taſt delight.

  


  


  
    This motion made vnto their Soueraigne,


    Of a warme luſtie ſtomacke youthfull bloud,

  


  Thought it a heauen ſuch a Saint to gaine,


  That would reuiue his ſpirits, do him good:


  
    And gaue content to have her honoured,


    With mariage Rites, the which were ſoone performed.

  


  


  
    Halfe a yeare after as the King and Queene,


    Then growing great with child a bed were lying,

  


  The Curtaines drawne vnwilling to be ſeene:


  This pollicie the King himſelfe deuiſing:


  
    Asking whole child it was that ſhe did beare,


    Speake gentle Igrene tell me without feare.

  


  


  
    The Queene amazed at this queſtion,


    Being fully wrapt in pale timiditie,

  


  Knew not to anſwer this ſad action,


  Becauſe ſhe fully knew her innocencie:


  
    He vrg’d her ſtill, at length ſhe waxed bold,


    And ſtoutly to the King the truth ſhe told.

  


  


  
    With that he kiſt his Queene that was beguil’d,


    And did recomfort her being halfe forlorne,

  


  Telling t’was he that did beget the child,


  The child that from her faire wombe ſhould be borne:


  
    With that a ſudden ioy did repoſſeſſe


    Her penſiue hart, whome Fortune late did bleſſe.

  


  


  
    Then Merlin (that did alwaies loue the King,


    As bearing chiefe affiance to his countrey)

  


  Sought to prouide for the childs nouriſhing,


  Therein to ſhew his well diſpoſed dutie.


  
    As thou decreeſt ſaid Vter, muſt it be,


    My deare Sonnes fortunes Ile commit to thee.

  


  


  
    Well ſaid the Prophet, I do know a Lord,


    A faithfull paſſing true diſpoſed man,

  


  That to your Graces pleaſure will accord,


  And in your ſeruice do the belt he can:


  
    Commit your child vnto his cuſtodie,


    A man renoun’d in famous Britany.

  


  


  
    His name Sir Hector: ſend a Meſſenger,


    To will him come vnto the Court with ſpeede,

  


  And that your Maieſtie muſt needs conferre,


  Of matters helpefull in a Princes neede.


  
    When he is come your Grace may certifie,


    You‘le put your ſonne & heire to his deliuerie.

  


  


  
    And when that Fortunes child kind Fortunes heire,


    (For ſo the Deſtinies prognoſticate)

  


  Shall be brought foorth into the open aire,


  That of faire Igrene lately was begate:


  
    At yonder priuie Poſterne being vnchriſtened,


    You muſt deliuer it me to be baptized.

  


  


  
    As Merlin had deuiſed, ſo t’was done:


    For all the Court to him did yeeld obeyſance:

  


  And now Sir Hector to the king is come,


  And to Pendragon made his deare aſſiance,


  
    Wiſhing his Wife might nouriſh that bright ſonne,


    Whoſe Mornings glorie was not yet begunne.

  


  


  
    Then when the louely Queene was ſoone deliuered,


    Of that rich bearing Burthen to her ioy,

  


  The King himſelfe in perſon hath commaunded,


  Two Ladies and two Knights to beare the boy,


  
    Bound vp in cloth of gold being rich of State,


    And giue it to the pooreman at the gate,

  


  


  
    So Merlin had the Prince at his diſpoſing,


    Committing it to Hectors faithfull wife:

  


  Now nothing wanted but the ſweete baptizing,


  To grace the Prince of Princes all his life:


  
    A holy reuerent Man indu’de with fame,


    Arthur of Britaine cald the Princes name.

  


  


  
    After the royall Solemnation,


    Of that blacke mournfull weping funerall,

  


  Of Vter that we name the great Pendragon,


  By ſubtill practiſe brought vnto his fall:


  
    The ſixteenth yeare of his victorious raigne,


    By poiſon was this braue Pendragon ſlaine.

  


  


  
    His body vnto Stone-heng being brought,


    Hard by his brother Aurelius is he laid,

  


  In a faire Monument then richly wrought,


  Dead is the King whoſe life his foes diſmaid,


  
    But from his loynes he left a ſonne behind,


    The right Idea of his fathers mind.

  


  


  
    Great Arthur whom we call the Britaines King,


    A man renown’d for famous victories,

  


  Saxons and Pictes to homage he did bring,


  As you may read in auncient hiſtories:


  
    Our later Chronicles do teſtifie,


    King Arthurs noble mind in Chiualrie.

  


  Valerius witneſſeth that
K. Arthur conquered thirty kingdomes,
for as then a great company of Gouernors
held under their iuriſdiction the Iland
together with France and Germanie


  
    Twelue noble battels did King Arthur fight,


    Againſt the Saxons men of hardie ſtrength,

  


  And in the battels put them ſtill to flight,


  Bringing them in ſubieétion at the length:


  
    He neuer ſtroue to driue them quite away,


    But ſtragling here and there he let them ſtay.

  


  


  
    In Souhry, Kent, and Norfolke did they dwell,


    Still owing homage to king Arthurs greatneſſe,

  


  Whofe puiſſance their pride did alwaies quell,


  Yet did he temper rigour with his meekneſſe:


  
    And like a Lion fcorn’d to touch the Lambe,


    Where they ſubmiſſiue-like vnto him came,

  


  


  
    Againſt the Pictes he held continuall warre,


    The which vnto the Saxons were allide,

  


  And with the ſubtill Scot did alwaies iarre,


  Who neuer true to Arthur would abide:


  
    But (ſcorning his aduancement to the Crowne)


    Did thinke by force to pull his greatneſe downe.

  


  


  
    The chiefeſt cauſe of this hot mortall ſtrife,


    That mou’d theſe Kings to be diſſentious,

  


  Was that the King of Pictes had tane to wife


  The eldeſt ſiſter of Aurelius,


  
    And Cornon King of Scots had married


    The youngeſt ſiſter to his Princely bed.

  


  


  
    Wherefore they thought the Brytiſh Regiment,


    Should haue deſcended to the lawfull heires

  


  Of Anna, wife to both in gouernment,


  And he as King to rule their great affaires:


  
    And do inferre king Arthures barſtardie,


    And vniuſt claime to that high dignitie.

  


  


  
    And preſently they do diſpatch in halt,


    Ambaſſadours to famous Brytanie,

  


  Of their great Peeres for to demaund at laſt,


  The kingdomes Crowne and kingdomes Royaltie:


  
    Who ſcoming for to heare a ſtranger nam’d,


    Crowned king Arthur, whom the world hath fam’d.
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  The Coronation of King Arthur,
the Solemnitie thereof:
the proud meſſage of the Romanes,
and the whole reſolution of
King Arthur and his Nobles.


  


  


  
    The appointed time and great Solemnitie,


    Approched of king Arthurs Coronation,

  


  To which high ſtates of mightie Dignitie,


  Aſſembled at the Citie of Caerleon


  In Cæſars time cal’d Vrbs Legionum:


  
    A Title doubtleſſe bearing ſome import,


    Where many famous Brytaines did reſort.

  


  


  
    To grace king Arthur whom the Britaines loued,


    Came three Arch biſhops Englands chiefe renowne,

  


  Both London, Yorke, and Dubright Honor moued,


  On Arthurs head to let the Britiſh Crowne,


  That after puld the pride of Nations downe:


  
    Vnto the Pallace of this princely King,


    They were conuay’d where true-born Fame did ſpring.

  


  


  
    Dubright (becauſe the Court at that time lay


    Within the compaſſe of his Dioceſſe)

  


  In his own perſon on this Royall day,


  Richly to furniſh him he did addreſſe,


  His loue vnto his King he did expreſſe


  
    And at his hands the King was dignified,


    When Aue Cæſar lowd the people cride.

  


  


  
    This happie Coronation being ended,


    The King was brought in Sumptuous royaltie,

  


  With all the peoples harts being befriended,


  To the Cathedrall church of that Same See,


  Being the Metropoliticall in nobilitie,


  
    With lowd exclaiming ioy of peoples voyce,


    That God might bleſſe their Land for ſuch a choice

  


  


  
    On either hand did two Archbiſhops ride,


    Supporting Arthur of Britania,

  


  And foure Kings before him did abide,


  Angiſell King of ſtout Albania,


  And Cadual King of Venedocia,


  
    Cador of Cornewaile mongſt theſe Princes paſt,


    And Sater of Demetia was the laſt.

  


  


  
    Theſe foure attired in rich ornaments,


    Foure golden Swords before the King did beare,

  


  Betokening foure royall Gouernments,


  And foure true Noble harts not dreading feare,


  That Enuie from their breaſts can neuer teare:


  
    Before them playd ſuch well-tun’d melodie,


    That birds did ſing to make it heauenly.

  


  


  
    King Arthurs Queene vnto the Church was brought,


    With many noble Peeres being conducted:

  


  Her Armes and Titles royally were wrought,


  And to her noble Fame were garniſhed,


  That Infamie had neare diminiſhed:


  
    Foure Queenes before her bore foure ſiluer Doues,


    Expreſſing their true Faith and husbands Loues.

  


  


  
    To braue King Arthur on this ſolemne feaſt,


    This day of high vnſpeakeable dignitie,

  


  Came foure graue diſcreet perſons of the beſt,


  From Rome: Lieutenant, proud in Maieſtie,


  
    Carying in token of their Embaſſage


    Greene Oliue boughs, and their dear Lieges meſſage.
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  The Epiſtle of Lucius Tiberius
the Romane Lieutenant,
to Arthur King of Britanie.


  


  


  
    Lucius Tiberius, Romes great gouernour,


    To Arthur King of large Britania,

  


  As he deſerueth fauour at our hands:


  Rome and the Romane Senators do wonder,


  And I my ſelfe exceedingly do muſe


  To thinke of thy audacious haughtie mind,


  And thy tyrannicall dealing to our State:


  Hote firie Anger boyleth in my breaſt,


  And I am mou’ed with honour of the cauſe,


  For to reuenge thy Iniuries to Rome:


  And that like one or’proud of his eſtate,


  Refuſeſt to acknowledge her thy head,


  Neither regardeſt ſpeedily to redreſſe,


  Thy baſe and blind obliuious ouerſight


  And uniuſt dealing to offend the Senate,


  Vnto whoſe high imperiall Dignitie,


  Vnleſſe Forgetfulneſſe do bleare thine eyes,


  Thou knowſt the whole huge Circle of the world,


  Are made Contributorie and owe vs homage.


  The tribute that the Britaines ought to pay,


  The which the ſenate did demaund of thee,


  Being due vnto the Romaine Emperie:


  For that braue Iulius Cæſar had enioy’d,


  And many worthy Romanes many years,


  Thou in contempt of vs and our Eſtate,


  Our honorable Eſtate and dignitie,


  Preſum’ſt iniuriouſly for to detaine:


  The confines of wel-ſeated Gallia,


  The Prouinces of Sauoy and Daulphine,


  With hot-flam’d fierie warre haſt thou ſubdude,


  And gotten in thy large poſſeſſion;


  The Ilands of the bordring Ocean,


  The Kings whereof ſo long as we enioy’ed them,


  Payd tribute to our Noble aunceſtors.


  The Senate highlyl mou’ed with they preſumptions,


  Determine for to redemaund amends,


  And reſtitution for thy open wrongs:


  I therefore from noble Senatours,


  To Rome, to them, to me, and our Eſtate,


  That in the midſt of Auguſt next enſuing,


  Thou do repaire to Rome, there for to anſwer,


  Before the worthie Senate and the Lords


  Thy Treſpaſſe; and abide arbitrement,


  Such as by them ſhall there be ordred,


  And iuſtice ſhall impoſe vpon thy head:


  Which thing if thou preſumptuouſly refuſe,


  I will forthwith inuade thy Territories,


  Waſt thy whole Countrey, burne thy Townes and Cities;


  And what ſo ere thy raſhneſſe hath detaine’d,


  From Rome or from the Romaine Emperie,


  I will by dint of ſword ſubdue againe.


  Thus arm’ed with hopefull Reſolution,


  
    Weele ſtay thy anſwer of ſubmiſſion.


    L v. T i b.
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  Cador the Duke of Cornewaile
his Oration to the King.


  


  


  
    Renowmed Arthur and thrice-worthie Britaine:


    O how a liuely bloud doth fill my veines

  


  At this proud meſſage of the hawtie Romaines,


  I hitherto my Lord haue bene in feare,


  Leſt that the worthy Britaines with much eaſe,


  And long continuall, peace and quietneſſe


  Should grow to too much ſlouth and cowardize,


  And loſe that honorable Reputation,


  Of Chiualrie and Martiall diſcipline:


  Wherein (right Noble King) we haue bene counted,


  For to ſurmount all Nations of the world,


  For where the vſe of Armes is not eſteeme’d


  But buried in Obliuions loathſome caue,


  And wanton dallying held in æſtimate,


  It cannot chuſe but pale-fac’d Cowardize,


  Muſt dimme and cleane deface all worthy Vertue,


  Fiue yeares haue fully runne their monthly courſe,


  Since we put off our armour from our backes,


  or heard the Trumpets clangor in our eares,


  Or marcht in triumph with the ratling Drum,


  Being nuzzeled in effemenate delights,


  God willing that our names ſhould not be blotted,


  With the ſoule ſtaine of beaſtly ſluggardie,


  Hath ſtirred vp the proud inſulting Romanes,


  To whet our dull edg’ed ſwords not now in vſe,


  To cut their heads off in this rightfull cauſe,


  And ſcoure our ruſtie Armour long laid vp,


  To buckle with ſo proud an enemie,


  Therefore great Arthur in thy greatneſſe raiſe


  
    Thy colours vp, for to upreare thy praiſe.


    C a. C o r.
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  The Oration of King Arthur
to his Lordes and Followers.


  


  


  
    My Fellowes and my dear Companions,


    Both in the aduerſe chances of our age,

  


  And proſperous ſucceſſefull hapineſſe,


  Whoſe true vnſpeakable fidelities,


  In giuing counſell touching warres abroad,


  And home-bred mutinies amongſt our ſelues,


  With good ſucceſſefulneſſe haue I perceau’d,


  In your deepe wiſedomes and your grauitie.


  Afford me now your honorable aides,


  Wiſely foreſeeing what you think conuenient,


  Touching the proud command’ment ſent from Rome,


  A thing at firſt carefully deliberated,


  Is in the end moſt eaſily tollerated:


  We therefore ſhall with eaſier burden brooke,


  The hawtie meſſage of Tiberius Lucius,


  If mongſt our ſelues in wiſedome we conferre,


  How and which way to anſwer his demaund,


  And ſurely (noble Followers) I ſuppoſe,


  We haue no cauſe to feare their forreine braues,


  For that vpon a moſt vniuſt requeſt,


  He ſeekes to haue a tribute paid from Britaine,


  Becauſe forſooth in Iulius Cæſars time,


  Through iarres and diſcords of the ancient Britains,


  The tribute hat been due and payable:


  For when our countrie was at full poſſeſt,


  With ciuill garboiles and domeſticke brawles,


  Their Cæſar did ariue within this land,


  And with this armed ſouldiers full of force,


  Brought in ſubiection that unquiet Nation,


  By this alleadgance they vniuſtly craue,


  Tribute and ſatiſfaction at our hands,


  For nothing that is got by violence,


  May iuſtly be poſſeſt by violence,


  Sith therefore he preſumeth to demaund,


  A thing being moſt vnlawfull at our hands,


  By the ſame reaſon let vs demaund of him,


  Tribute at Rome mauger their Romiſh power,


  And he that is the mightier in force,


  Let him poſſeſſe the honor of the tribute,


  For if his allegations and demaunds,


  Be forcible and worthie to be kept,


  Becauſe their Cæſar and ſome Romane Princes,


  Have ſometimes conquered Brytania,


  By the like reaſon I do think that Rome,


  Ought to pay tribute and do vs homage,


  Becauſe my Predeceſſors conquered it:


  Bellin the noble King of Brytanie,


  With his braue brother Brennus warlike ayde,


  Being then accounted Sauoies noble Duke,


  Razed the wals of Rome, and ſet his Standard


  With victorie vpon the Citie gates,


  And in the middle of their Market place,


  Hung vp twentie of their chiefeſt Noblemen,


  And Conſtantine the ſonne of Helena,


  And Maximinianus my neere Couſins,


  Were both inthroniz’d in the Imperiall ſeate,


  And gouernment of Romes great Emperie.


  As touching Fraunce and other Ilands there,


  We neede not anſwer their out-brauing termes:


  For they refuſed to defend their owne,


  When we by force redeem’d them from their hands,


  Then counſell me thriſe-worthy Brytaine Peeres,


  
    Abandoning baſe cowardize and feares


    K. A r t h v r.
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  The Anſwer of Howell
King of litle Brytaine.


  


  


  
    Though all your wiſedomes and your grauities,


    Handmaides to Counſell and Nobilitie,

  


  Should be engraued in one golden leafe,


  More to the purpoſe could not you inferre,


  Then thy moſt graue and exquiſite Oration,


  Thy eloquent and Tully-like aduiſe


  Hath furniſht vs with ſuch experiment,


  Whereby we ought inceſſantly to praiſe,


  In you the wiſedome of a conſtant man:


  For if with all poſt expedition,


  You will prepare a voyage vnto Rome,


  That doth expect our haſte and royall comming,


  According to the reaſons you alleage,


  I doubt not but that faire Victoria,


  Will ſit in triumph on our conquering Helmes,


  To fright the minds of Romiſh aduerſaries,


  Sith we defend our auncient libertie,


  Diſdaining for to beare a ſeruile yoke,


  Which to this day the Britaines do maintaine:


  Let vs go chearefully and demaund of them,


  With Iuſtice what uniuſtly they demaund:


  For he hath doth deface anothers right,


  And thinkes vniuſtly for to diſpoſſeſſe,


  And take from him his owne inheritance


  Deſeruedly, and with a worthy meanes,


  Not violating large and hoſtile Armes,


  May he be put from that which is his owne,


  By him to whom the wrong is offred,


  Seeing therefore that the Romanes would vſurpe,


  The royall dignitie of worthy Britaine,


  Due to your honorable Aunceſtors,


  I doubt not (noble King) but weele regaine,


  That which your Predeceſſors haue poſſeſt,


  Euen in the middle of their proudeſt Citie,


  If we may come to buckle with our foes.


  This is the conflict that true hearted Britaines,


  So long haue wiſht to happen to our age.


  Theſe be the propheſies of wiſe Sibilla,


  Long time agoe, plainly and truly told,


  And now at length fulfilled to our ioy,


  That of the third race of the worthie Britaines,


  There ſhould be borne a Prince to repoſſeſſe,


  The Romiſh Empire and their Dignitie:


  For two of theſe the propheſie is paſt,


  In Belin and gaue the Armes of Rome:


  Now haue we none but you my gracious Liege,


  The third and laſt, not leaſt in all our eyes,


  To whom this high Exploit is promiſed:


  Make haſte therefore moſt royall Soueraigne,


  For to receiue that which our God will giue,


  Haſten for to ſubdue their willing minds,


  Which profer vp their honor to your hands,


  Haſten deare Liege for to aduance vs all,


  That willingly will ſpend our liues and lands,


  For the aduancement of our libertie.


  And to atchieue this Labour worthie King,


  
    Ten thouſand armed ſouldiers will I bring.


    H o. K. o f B r i t.
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  Anguſel King of Albania
his Anſwere to the King.


  


  


  Since firſt I heard my Soueraigne ſpeake his mind,


  Ful fraught with Eloquence and learned Counſel,


  A ſodaine ioy did ſo poſſeſſe my ſoule,


  As that in words I cannot vtter forth


  The explanation of my willing thoughts:


  In all our Victories and Conqueſts wonne,


  Subduing many Regions, many Kings


  Nothing at all in honour haue we gain’ed,


  If that we ſuffer the proud-minded Romanes,


  And hautie Germaines to vſurpe vpon vs,


  And do not now reuenge thoſe bloudie ſlaughters,


  Enacted on our friends and countrymen.


  And ſith Occaſion now is profered,


  And Libertie to trie our force of Armes,


  I do reioyce to ſee this happie day,


  Wherein we may but meet and ioyne with them:


  I thrift my Lord in heart for ſweet reuenge,


  As if three dayes I had beene kept from drinke,


  The wounds I ſhould receiue vpon that day,


  Would be as pleaſant to my labouring ſoule,


  As water to a thirſtie Traueller,


  Or elſe Releaſement to a man condemn’d,


  Nay Death it ſelfe were welcome to my boſome,


  For to reuenge our Fathers iniuries,


  Defend our libertie, aduance our King:


  Let vs giue onſet on that meacocke Nation,


  Thoſe fond effeminate vnruly people,


  And fight it out vnto the lateſt man;


  That after we haue ſpread our wauing Colours,


  In ſigne of Triumph and of Victorie,


  We may enioy the Honors they poſſeſſe,


  And for my part renowned valiant King,


  
    Two thouſand armed horſement will I bring.


    A n. K. A l b.
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  [Epitaph]


  


  A Royall armie Arthur hath prouided,


  To beard the brauing Romanes in their Countrie,


  And like a Martialiſt hath them diuided,


  To buckle with ſo proud an Enemie:


  
    And Courage ioyn’d with Reſolution,


    Doth pricke them forwards to this Action.

  


  


  
    The Britains hawtie and reſolued men,


    Stout, valiant, of Bellonas warlike brood,

  


  Chear’d on their Followers, and began agen


  For to reuiue their new decayed blood:


  
    And to redeeme to Arthur and his Line,


    What once was wonne by valiant Conſtantine.

  


  


  
    Now ſounds his Drumme a march in chearfull fort,


    Now his loud winded Trumpets checke the aire,

  


  And now the Britaines to him do reſort,


  Not fearing warres affliction or deſpaire:


  
    But all with one voyce promiſe victorie


    To Arthur King of famous Britainy.

  


  


  
    His Colours they are wauing in the wind,


    Wherein is wrought his Armes of anceſtrie,

  


  His Pendants are in formall wife aſſign’d,


  Quartred at large by well read Heraldrie:


  
    Cuſſing the ayre that ſtruggles for to kiſſe,


    The gaudineſſe of faire King Arthurs bliſſe.

  


  


  
    Within his ſpreading Enſigne firſt he bore,


    Allotted from his royall familie,

  


  Three flying Dragons and three Crownes he wore,


  Portraid de Or, the field of Azure die,


  
    His fathers Coate, his Mothers Countries grace,


    His honors Badge, his cruell foes deface.

  


  


  
    At laſt vnto himſelfe he hath aſſumpted,


    And tooke to Armes proper to his deſire,

  


  As in his faithfull mind being beſt accounted,


  And ſitting to thoſe thoughts he did require:


  
    A croſſe of Siluer in a field of Vert,


    A gracious Embleame to his great deſert.

  


  


  
    On the firſt quarter of this field was figured,


    The image of our Ladie with her Sonne

  


  Held in her armes; this he deſired,


  Wherein his new-growne valour was begonne:


  
    And bearing this ſame Figure forth right nobly,


    Did maruellous Actes and feares of Chiualrie.

  


  


  
    This Signe in elder ages being odious,


    And hated of the bad deſeruing mind,

  


  By his deare blood is made moſt pretious


  Our vnpure Sinne by him being full refind:


  
    A great triumphant Signe, a Signe of ioy,


    A bleſſed Croſſe to free vs from annoy.

  


  


  
    To this the righteous man bowes downe his head,


    And this the heauenly Angels do adore,

  


  By this our vnpure ſoules with life is fed,


  And Diuels fearing this do much deplore:


  
    Hereon he vanquiſht Sathan, Hell, and Sinne,


    And by this Signe our new-life we begin.

  


  


  
    Wiſe, learned Hiſtoriographers do write,


    That this pure Signe of the moſt holy Croſſe

  


  Was ſent from God, to Mercuries delight,


  Iulian the Apoſtatas onely loſſe,


  
    And that an Angell brought to Mercurie,


    All Armour for his backe moſt neceſſarie.

  


  


  
    A Shield of Azure herein coloured,


    A flowrie Croſſe between two golden Roſes,

  


  That the prowd Iewes minds much diſtempred,


  Whoſe vertue in it ſelfe true Time encloſes


  
    A rich wrought Shield and a moſt heauenly Armour,


    That to the proud Foe ſtrucke a deadly terrour.

  


  


  
    And in the time of Charles the ſeuenth french King


    The Sunne giuing glorie to the dim-fac’d Morne,

  


  When early riſing Birds alowd did ſing,


  And faire cleare clouds the Element did adorne,


  
    To Engliſhmen and French from heauen was ſent


    A milke-white Croſſe within the Firmament.

  


  


  
    Which heauenly Signe of both theſe nations ſeene,


    The haughtie French mou’d with rebellion

  


  Againſt their lawfull King and true-borne Queene,


  Began to yeeld their true ſubmiſſion,


  
    And tooke it as a great admoniſhment,


    And Signe betok’ning bitter detriment.

  


  


  
    Thus we may ſee, that the Religion


    Which they conceiued of this bleſſed ſight,

  


  Altred their minds to veneration,


  And mollified their harts then full of ſpight,


  
    Yeelding vnto their Prince obedience,


    And true ſubmiſſion for their great offence.

  


  


  
    This ſight of honor, to the French Kings fame


    They did behold, a ſpectacle to Fraunce,

  


  At the ſame time when the third Edward came,


  And in the land his colours did aduance,


  
    Sending to Clodoueus then their King,


    Which there became a Chriſtian by Baptizing.

  


  


  
    Hæc ſunt Francorum celebranda inſignia Regum,


    Quœ demiſſa polo, ſuſtinet alma fides

  


  Et nobis cœlica dona:


  Et pia Francorum Placeant inſignia Regum,


  Aurea cœleſti primum ſuffulta colore


  
    Lilia, Cœſarijs olim iam credita ceruis


    Auri flamma dehinc, veterum victoria Regum.

  


  


  
    And euer ſince great Clodoueus raigne,


    They did remaine as Enſignes to that Nation,

  


  Where ſtill before three Toades they did ſuſtaine,


  Their onely pourtraiture of commendation,


  
    By honor to the Engliſh Kings pertaining,


    That conquer’d Fraunce, when all their pride was waining.

  


  


  
    His barbed Horſes beat the yeelding ground,


    And with their neighing terrifide their foe,

  


  Prowd of their riders, in whoſe harts are found


  A promiſe to the Romanes ouerthrow.


  
    The gliſtering ſhine of their well-faſhion’d armour,


    Tels all men here doth ride a Conquerour.

  


  


  
    Their Armour ſtrongly made and firmely wrought,


    Not to the vſe of old decayed Time,

  


  Who with their guilded ſhewes are good for nought,


  But like to ſtonie wals not made with lime,


  
    The Brytaines went not proudly armoured,


    But ſtrong, as ſcorning to be conquered.

  


  


  
    In Calis he his colours doth aduance,


    Who all for feare do entertaine this Prince,

  


  And paſſeth through the regiment of France,


  And doth with puiſſance the French conuince:


  
    Still marching vp to Paris and to Roane,


    Bringing that Countrie in ſubiection.

  


  


  
    And hauing got his Title and his Name


    A Title got with famous victorie,

  


  He marcheth forward to enlarge his Fame,


  Leaning faire France in his authoritie,


  
    By ſword and clemencie he conquer’d Iſland,


    And wonne by famous warre the land of Gothland.

  


  


  
    Now more and more his armie doth increaſe,


    And mightie Kings do offer him their aide,

  


  So in the country they might liue in peace,


  His warlike followers ſo their minds diſmaid:


  
    The name of Arthur King of Britanie,


    Hath fear’d the Romiſh force from Italy.

  


  


  
    At laſt he comes to meete his enemie,


    High-harted Lucius that his letters ſent,

  


  To great Carleon with ſuch Maieſtie,


  That ſtiffely did demaund a baſe intent:


  
    But now he wiſht King Arthur were away,


    For feare he loſt the Honor of the day.

  


  


  
    The Britaines valour was ſo admirable,


    As when a Lion meeteth with his Pray;

  


  King Arthurs courage ſo ineſtimable,


  That nere a Romaine durſt his ſtrength aſſay:


  
    But like the duſt with wind did take their flight,


    Yeelding by Warre what they demaund by Might.

  


  


  
    Here lay a heape of Romans ſlaughtered,


    Trode vnder foote by proud victorious Steedes,

  


  And here one Friend another murthered,


  Not able for to helpe him in his neede:


  
    Here bruiſed Souldiers that alowd did cry,


    Braue Arthur helpe vs in our miſerie.

  


  


  
    And after he had wonne ſo great a Field,


    And ouerthrew the Romaine Lucius,

  


  He pardon’d thoſe that graciouſly would yeeld,


  And leaue their Leader proud Tiberius:


  
    Who left his men for feare, and would not fight,


    But hid himſelfe in darkneſſe of the Night.

  


  


  
    This baſe retraite and glorious Victorie,


    To Arthurs honour and Tiberius ſhame,

  


  Was ſpred through Rome, through France, through Italy,


  An extollation to the Brytiſh name:


  
    Who forraged about, yet all did flie,


    Till Arthur tooke them to his pitying mercie.

  


  


  
    Forwards towards Rome theſe Britaines make their way,


    Sounding Defiance as they paſſe along,

  


  Their conquering Enſignes ſtill they do diſplay,


  In Armes and hautie courage paſſng ſtrong:


  
    All Cities offer peace, all Townes ſubmit


    To Arthurs greatneſſe, as a thing moſt fit.

  


  


  
    But as they paſſe huge Mirmedons do ſtriue,


    Surnamed Giants, for to ſtop this King.

  


  And vow by Paganiſme (by which they thriue,)


  His bodie in Oceanus to ſling:


  
    And daunt his followers, who as Fame hath ſaid,


    Of great bigge monſtrous men were not afraid.

  


  


  
    At laſt they march vpon a large broade plaine,


    When firſt theſe hautie Giants he doth ſpie,

  


  The Britaines ſcorne for to retire againe,


  But either winne the honor, or elſe die:


  
    Courage quoth Arthur, better die with fame,


    Then yeeld or turne to our immortall ſhame.

  


  


  
    At length they meete, and meeting cope together,


    As when two ſauage Boares are full of ire,

  


  The Victorie as yet inclin’d to neither,


  But from their Creaſts and Shields did ſparckle fire:


  
    Inkindled Wrath from Arthurs breaſt hath ſprong,


    That he made paſſage through the thickeſt throng.

  


  


  
    The King of Giants Arthur meetes withall,


    And copes with him: for in his ſtrength did ſtand

  


  His Kingdomes great aduancement, or his fall,


  His Subiects peace, his quietneſſe of land:


  
    But this renowne to Britaine doth romaine,


    The Giant, Arthur hand to hand hath ſlaine.

  


  


  
    When he was downe the reſt did faint for feare,


    Which when the Britiſh armie had eſpied,

  


  Their true-borne valour did they not forbeare,


  But all the greene graſſe with their bloud they died:


  
    And made ſuch ſlaughter of theſe monſtrous men,


    That after-time hath regiſtred agen.

  


  


  
    After this Conqueſt is King Arthur minded,


    With all his royall power to march to Rome,

  


  And with his Lords he hath determined,


  This gallant Reſolution, and this Doome:


  
    To crowne himſelfe by warre their Emperour,


    And ouer all a mightie Gouernour.

  


  


  
    And had not Fortune and Rebellion,


    Stir’d vp his Couſin Mordreds hautie mind,

  


  At home to make ciuill inuaſion,


  Who fought King Arthurs glory for to blind,


  
    With honour had he re-inkindled fire,


    To burne the wals of Rome to his deſire.

  


  


  
    But O falſe Mordred, thou deceitfull Kinſman,


    (Begot or Treaſons heyre) thus to rebell,

  


  Againſt thy noble Nephew, who hath wonne


  Cities and peopled Townes that did excell:


  
    And all he did was for to glorifie


    His Royall kindred and his Noble countrey.

  


  


  
    But thou ſome baſe-borne Haggard mak’ſt a wing,


    Againſt the Princely Eagle in his flight,

  


  And like a hiſſing Serpent ſeek’ft to ſting


  The Lion that did ſhield thee from deſpight:


  
    But now being wakened by his Countries wrong,


    With warre he meanes to viſite you ere long.

  


  


  
    The news of this proud Rebell in his Land,


    Was like deepe piercing arrowes at his hart,

  


  Intemperate Rage did make them vnderſtand


  King Arthurs furie, and fond Mordreds ſmart,


  
    Who vow’d reuengement moſt vnnaturall,


    On him that ſought to bring his friends to thrall.

  


  


  
    He ſounds Retraite with heart-ſwolne heauineſſe,


    That he muſt leaue faire Rome vnconquered,

  


  And marcheth through the Land in quietneſſe,


  To be reueng’d on the Vſurper Mordred:


  
    At this ſweet newes of his departing thence,


    The Romaines praiſe the Rebels excellence.

  


  


  
    King Arthur heard at his returne towards Brytaine,


    How Mordred had proclaim’d himſelfe there King,

  


  Thoſe that reſiſted, he by force hath ſlaine,


  Vnto their Countries ground a gentle offring,


  
    And to the Saxon Cheldricke is allide,


    Who landing to their lawfull King denide.

  


  


  
    By force they driue King Arthur from the ſhore,


    And like rebellious Monſters kill his men,

  


  Which when he viewes, he ſtriueth more and more,


  And his great puiſſant ſtrength renewes againe,


  
    And maugre all the power they withſtand,


    At Sandwich Noble Arthur taketh Land:

  


  


  
    And ioyning battel with his enemies,


    The traytrous Rebels are diſcomfited,

  


  And Modred all in haſt away he flies,


  By Treaſons bloudie Traine & murther led,


  
    To gather Power to renew the fight,


    Vrg’d forward by the Saxon Cheldricks ſpight.

  


  


  
    The Noble Arthur in this conflict loſt


    Some of his followers whom he lou’d too deare;

  


  The death of gentle Gawen grieu’d him moſt,


  As by his outward ſorrow did appeare:


  
    This Gawen was proud Mordreds lawfull brother,


    Legitimate by father and by mother.

  


  


  
    O mirrour of true borne gentilitie,


    Faire mappe of Honor in his gentle blood,

  


  That rather choſe to loue his noble countrie,


  And ſeeke the meanes to do his life Liege good,


  
    Then to defend his kindred by that warre,


    That made the Sonne and moſt kind Father iarre.

  


  


  
    Kind Gawen truſtie worthie Gentleman,


    Belou’d of Arthur as deſeruedly,

  


  Recording Time thy faithfulneſſe ſhall ſcan,


  And loyall Truth wrapt vp in memorie:


  
    Shall ſay in thy Kings quarrell being iuſt,


    At laſt thou diedſt, not in thy Brothers truſt.

  


  


  
    Thy gentle King prepared thy Funeral,


    And laid thy bodie in a Sepulchre,

  


  In thine owne country richly done and royall,


  At Roſſe whoſe aunceſtrie ſhall ſtill endure:


  
    And like a Nephew, mourn’d and wept for thee,


    Grieuing to looſe Brytiſh Nobilitie.

  


  


  
    But to proceede in this vnluckie fight,


    King Anguſel was ſlaine whom Arthur loued,

  


  A man in whom his countrie tooke delight,


  That ne’re with home-bred Treacherie was moued


  
    In falſe-faith’d Scotland was his bones interd,


    To which before King Arthur him prefer’d.

  


  


  
    That vniuſt Mordred, Miſchiefes nouriſher


    Times bad infamer, Traitor to the State,

  


  Of his whole Countrie bounds the chiefe perturber,


  Whoſe name to this day mongſt them growes in hate.


  
    Fled from the battell, getting ſhips he ſaild


    Weſtward towards Cornwail, when his force was quail’d.

  


  


  
    But when King Arthur heard of his departure,


    Cauſing the refuſe Rebels for to flie,

  


  To make the way of his defence more ſure,


  With ſpeed he re-inforſt his royall armie,


  
    With new ſupplie of hardie men at Armes,


    Whoſe Reſolution fear’d no following harmes.

  


  


  
    With his whole force he marcheth after him,


    Where all the Kentiſh men reioyce to ſee

  


  King Arthurs Colours, whoſe rich pride doth dim


  The faire-fac’d Sunne in all his Maieſtie:


  
    Not reſting till he came vnto the place,


    Where Mordred was encamped for a ſpace.

  


  


  
    By Wincheſter a Citie of renowne,


    The Traitorous armie of this Mordred lay,

  


  On whoſe proud gather’d troupe the Sunne did frowne,


  Fore-ſhewing to his men a blacke-fac’t day:


  
    And ſo it prou’d before the ſelfe-ſame night;


    Mordred and his beſt friends were ſlaine in fight.

  


  


  
    At Camblane was this bloudie battell ended,


    Where fame-acthieuing Arthur ſore was wounded,

  


  With gallant Britaine Lords being attended,


  Whoſe ſword (cald Pridwin) manie had confounded,


  
    Yet Fortunes vnſeene immortalitie,


    Sometimes cuts downe ſprigs of a Monarchie.

  


  


  
    At this dayes dolefull ſtroke of Arthurs death,


    The glorious ſhining Sunne lookt pale and wanne,

  


  And when this Monarch loſed forth his breath,


  The Britaines being amaz’d about him ranne:


  
    And with their nailes did teare their fleſh aſunder,


    That they had loſt their King the worlds great Wonder.

  


  


  
    Ouer this litle Iland he had raigned,


    The full iuſt terme of ſixe and twentie yeares,

  


  When twelue moſt famous battels he obtained,


  As in our auncient Chronicles appeares,


  
    And in the Church-yard of faire Glaſtenburie,


    They held King Arthurs wofull obſequie.

  


  


  
    And in the time of ſecond Henries dayes,


    Betweene two pillars was his body found,

  


  That in his life deferu’s immortall praiſe,


  Layd ſixteene foote deepe vnderneath the ground;


  
    Becauſe his Saxon foes whom he did chaſe,


    Should not with ſwords his liueleſſe corps deface.

  


  


  
    In the laſt yeare of Henries royaltie,


    More then ſixe hundred after his buriall,

  


  By the Abbot of the houſe of Glaſtenburie,


  At laſt they found King Arthurs funerall:


  
    Henry de Bloys the Abbots name they gaue,


    Who by the Kings commaund did find the graue.

  


  


  
    The principall and chiefe occaſion


    That moou’d King Henry for to ſeeke the place,

  


  Was that a Bardth in Welſh diuiſion,


  Recorded Arthurs actes vnto his Grace:


  
    And in the foreſaid Church-yard he did ſing,


    That they ſhould find the body of the King.

  


  


  
    And thoſe that dig’d to find his bodie there,


    After they enterd ſeuen foote deepe in ground,

  


  A mightie broade ſtone to them did appeare,


  With a great leaden Croſſe thereto bound,


  
    And downwards towards the corpes the Croſſe did lie,


    Containing this inſcripted poeſie.

  


  
    Hic iacet ſepultus inclytus Rex,


    Arthurus in Inſula Aualoniæ

  


  


  
    His bodie whoſe great actes the world recorded,


    When vitall limitation gaue him life,

  


  And Fames ſhrill golden Trump abroad had founded,


  What Warres he ended, what Debate, what Strife,


  
    What Honor to his countrey, what great Loue,


    Amongſt his faithfull ſubiectſs he did proue.

  


  


  
    Was not interd in ſumptuous royaltie,


    With funerall pompe of kindred and of friends,

  


  Nor cloſde in marble ſtone wrought curiouſly,


  Nor none in mourning blacke his King attends,


  
    But in a hollow tree made for the nonce,


    They do enter King Arthurs princely bones.

  


  


  
    Their outward habite did not ſhew their mind,


    For many millions of ſad weeping eies,

  


  In euery ſtreete and corner you might find,


  Some beating their bare breaſt, and ſome with out cries,


  
    Curſing and Banning that proud Mordreds ſoule,


    That did by warre his princely life controule.

  


  


  
    The Kings that were attendant on his traine,


    Forgot their kingdomes, and their royall crownes,

  


  Their high proud hautie hearts with griefe were ſlaine,


  Strucke in amaze with Fortunes deadly frownes:


  
    For they had loft their Scepter, Seate, and all,


    By princely Arthurs moſt vnhappie fall.

  


  


  
    The trunke being opened, at the laſt they found


    The bones of Arthur King of Brytanie,

  


  Whoſe ſhin-bone being ſet vpon the ground,


  (As may appeare by auncient Memorie)


  
    Reacht to the middle thigh within a ſpanne,


    Of a tall proper well let bigge lim’d Man.

  


  


  
    And furthermore they found King Arthurs skull,


    Of ſuch great largeneſſe that betwixt his eyes,

  


  His foreheads ſpace a ſpanne broad was at full,


  That no true Hiſtoriographer denies:


  
    The forenam’d Abbot liuing in thoſe daies,


    Saw what is written now to Arthurs praiſe.

  


  


  
    The print of tenne wounds in his head appeared,


    All grown together except onely one,

  


  Of which it ſeemes this worthie Brytaine died:


  A true Memoriall to his louing Nation;


  
    But that was greater far then all the reſt,


    Had it bene leſſer Brytaine had bene bleſt.

  


  


  
    In opening of the Tombe they found his wife,


    Queene Guiniuere interred with the King,

  


  The Treſſes of her haire as in her life,


  Were finely platted whole and gliſtering:


  
    The colour like the moſt pure refin’d gold,


    Which being toucht ſtraight turned into mould.

  


  


  
    Henry d Bloyes at the length tranſlated


    The bones of Arthur and his louely Queene,

  


  Into the great Church where they were interred,


  Within a Marble toombe, as oft was ſeene:


  
    Of whom _a worthie Poet doth rehearſe,


    This Epitaph in ſweete Heroicke Verſe.

  


  
    Hic iacet Arthuris flos regum, gloria regni,


    Quem mores probitas commendant laude perenni.

  


  
    Iohannis Leylandij antiquarij Encomion funerale,
in vitam, facfta, mortemq; Regis Arthuri inclitiſſimi.

  


  


  


  
    Saxonicas toties qui fudit marte cruento


    Turmas, & peperit ſpolijs ſibi nomen opimis,

  


  Fulminco toties Pictos qui contudit enſe,


  Impoſuitque ingum Scoti ceuicibus ingens,


  Qui tumidos Gallos, Germanos quiģ feroces


  Pertulit, & Dacos bello Confregit aperto:


  Denique Mordredum è medio qui ſuſtulit illud


  Monſtrum, horrendum ingens, dirum ſeuumque tyrannum,


  Hoc iacet extinctus monumento Arthurius alto,


  Militæ clarum decus & virtutis alumnus,


  Gloria nunc cuius terram cicumnuolat omnem,


  Ætherij que petit, ſublimia tecta tonantis.


  Vos igitur gentis Proles generoſa Britannœ


  Induperatori ter magno aſſurgite veſtro:


  
    Et tumulo ſacro Roſeas inferte Corollas,


    Officij teſtes redolentia munera veſtri.

  


  Thus Engliſhed.


  


  
    He that ſo oft the Saxon Troupes did foile,


    And got a name of worth with richeſt ſpoile:

  


  He that with brandiſht ſword the Picts deſtroyd,


  And yok’d the Scots, their ſtubborn necks armoy’d:


  He that the loftie French and Germaines fierce did ſmite,


  And Dacians force with Warre did vanquiſh quite:


  He laſtly which cut off that monſter Mordreds life,


  A cruell Tyrant, horrible, mightie, full of ſtrife:


  Arthur lyes buried in this Monument,


  Warres chiefeſt garland, Vertues ſole intent;


  Whoſe Glorie through the world ſtil ſwiftly flies,


  And mounts with Fames wings vp to the thundring skies.


  You gentle Offſpring of the Britaines blood,


  Vnto this puiſſant Emperour do honours good,


  
    And on his Tombe lay Garlands of ſweete Roſes,


    Sweete gifts of Dutie, and ſweet louing poſies.

  


  
    Finis Epitaphij.


    N o. A r t h.
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  The true Pedigree of that
famous Worthie King Arthur
collected out of many learned Authors.


  


  


  
    Twelue men in number entred the vale of Aualon:


    Ioſeph of Arimathea was the chiefeſt we confeſſe,

  


  Ioſue the ſonne of oſeph his father did attend on,


  With other ten, theſe Glaſton did poſſeſſe,


  Hilarius the Nephew of Ioſeph firſt begate


  Ioſue the Wiſe: Ioſue Aminadab,


  Aminadab Caſtellors had by fate:


  Caſtellors got Manael that louely Lad,


  And Manael by his wife had faire-fac’d Lambard,


  With another deare ſonne ſurnamed Vrlard;


  And Lambard at the length begot a ſonne,


  That had Igrene borne of his wife,


  Of thisIgrene, Vter the great Pendragon


  Begot King Arthur famous in his life,


  Where by the truth this Pedigree doth end,


  Arthur from Ioſephs loynes did firſt deſcend.


  Peter Couſin to Ioſeph of Arimathea,


  Being ſometimes King of great Arcadia,


  Begat Erlan that famous worthy Prince,


  And Erlan gat Melianus, that did conuince


  His neighbour foes, Melianus did beget


  Edor, and Edor Lothos name did ſet,


  That tooke to wife the ſiſter of King Arthur:


  A Virgine faire, chafte, louely, and moſt pure,


  Of whom this Lotho had foure louely boyes,


  Their fathers comfort and their mothers ioyes,


  Walwanus, Agranaius, Garelus and Gueriliſe


  That in their countrey much did ſoueragnize:


  
    All which were men of great authoritie,


    And famous in the land of Britanie.

  


  
    


    Here endeth the Birth, Life, Death,
and Pedigree of King Arthur of Britanie,
& now, to where we left.
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  [Dialogue continued]


  
    PHŒNIX


    O Nature tell me one thing ere we part,

  


  What famous towne and ſituated Seate


  Is that huge Building that is made by Art,


  Againſt whoſe wals the cryſtall ſtreames do beate,


  As if the ſlowing tide the ſtones would eate:


  
    That lies vpon my left hand built ſo hie,


    That the huge top-made Steeple dares the Skie?

  


  
    NATVRE


    That is the Britaines towne old Troynouant,

  


  The which the wandring-Troyans Sonne did frame


  When after ſhipwracke he a place did want,


  For to reuiue his Honor-ſplitted Name,


  And raiſd againe the cinders of his Fame,


  
    When from Sydonian Dido they did ſteale,


    To reare the Pillars of a Common-weale.

  


  


  
    Since when to come more nearer to our time,


    Lud the great King did with his wealth enlarge,

  


  The famous builded Citie of this Clime,


  And Ludſtone to be cald he gaue in charge,


  And London now that Towne is growne at large:


  
    The ſlowing Riuer Thamaſis is nam’d,


    Whoſe Sea-enfuing Tide can neare be tam’d.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    O London I haue heard thee honoured,

  


  And thy names Glorie rais’d to good intent,


  Lawes Councell chamber in thy wals is bred,


  The ſchoole of Knowledge and Experiment:


  Wiſe Senators to gouerne thee is lent.


  
    All things to beautifie a Royall Throne,


    Where Scarſitie and Dearth did neuer grone.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Leaue off thy Praiſes till we haue more leaſure,

  


  And to beguile the wearie lingring Day,


  Whoſe long-drawne Howers do tire vs out of meaſure:


  Our cunning in Loue-ſongs let vs aſſay,


  And paint our Pleaſure as ſome good Array:


  
    I will beginne my cunning for to taſt,


    And your Experience we will try at laſt.

  


  Here Nature ſingeth
to this dittie following.


  
    What is Loue but a toy,


    To beguile mens Senſes?

  


  What is Cupid but a boy,


  Boy to cauſe expences,


  
    A toy that brings to fooles oppreſſed thrall,


    A boy whoſe folly makes a number fall.

  


  


  
    What is Loue but a child,


    Child of little ſubſtance,

  


  Making Apes to be wild,


  And their pride to aduance,


  
    A child that loues with guegawes to be toying,


    And with thinne ſhadowes alwaies to be playing.

  


  


  
    Loue is ſweete, wherein ſweete?


    In fading pleaſures, wanton toyes,

  


  Loue a Lord, and yet meete,


  To croſſe mens humours with annoyes:


  
    A bitter pleaſure, pleaſing for a while,


    A Lord is Loue that doth mans thoughts beguile.

  


  


  
    O ſing no more, you do forget your Theame,


    And haue prophan’d the ſacred name of Loue,

  


  You dip your tongue in an vnwholſome Streame,


  And from the golden Truth your notes remoue,


  In my harſh Dittie I will all reproue:


  
    And vnaccuſtom’d I will trie my skill,


    To pleaſure you, and to confute your will.

  


  The Phœnix her Song
to the Dittie before.


  
    O holy Loue, religious Saint,


    Mans onely hony-taſting Pleaſure,

  


  Thy glory, learning cannot paint,


  For thou art all our wordly Treaſure:


  Thou art the Treaſure, Treaſure of the ſoule,


  
    That great celeſtiall powers doſt controule.


    What greater bliſſe then to embrace

  


  


  
    The perfect patterne of Delight


    Whoſe heart—enchaunting Eye doth chaſe

  


  All ſtormes of ſorow from mans fight


  
    Pleaſure, Delight, Wealth, and earth-ioyes do lye


    In Venus boſome, boſome of pure beautie.

  


  


  
    That mind that taſteth perfect Loue


    Is farre remoted from annoy:

  


  Cupid that God doth ſit aboue,


  That tips his Arrowes all with ioy:


  
    And this makes Poets in their Verſe to ſing


    Loue is a holy, holy, holy thing.

  


  
    NATVRE


    O voice Angelicall, O heauenly ſong,

  


  The golden praiſe of Loue that thou haſt made,


  Deliuerd from thy ſweete ſmoothd honied tong,


  Commaunds Loue ſelfe to lye within a ſhade,


  And yeeld thee all the Pleaſures may be had:


  
    Thy ſweete melodious voice hath beautifide


    And guilded Loues rich amours in her pride.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Enough, enough, Loue is a holy thing,

  


  A power deuine, deuine, maieſticall:


  In ſhallow witted braines as you did ſing,


  It cares not for the force materiall,


  And low-borne Swaines it nought reſpects at all:


  
    She builds her Bower in none but noble minds,


    And there due adoration ſtill ſhe finds.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Stay Phœnix ſtay, the euening Starre drawes nie,

  


  And Phœbus he is parted from our ſight,


  And with this Wagon mounted in the Skie,


  Affoording paſſage to the gloomie night,


  That doth the way-faring Paſſenger affright:


  
    And we are ſet on foote neere to that Ile,


    In whoſe deepe bottome plaines Delight doth ſmile.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    O what a muskie ſent the ayre doth caſt,

  


  As if the Gods perfum’d it with ſweete Myrthe:


  O how my bloud’s inſpired and doth taſte,


  An alteration in my ioynts to ſtirre,


  As if the good did with the bad conferre:


  
    The ayre doth moue my Spirites, purge my Sence,


    And in my body doth new warre commence.

  


  


  
    NATVRE


    Looke round about, behold you fruitfull Plaine,

  


  Behold their meadow plots and paſture ground,


  Behold their chryſtall Riuers runne amaine,


  Into the vaſte huge Seas deuouring ſound,


  And in her bowels all her filth is found:


  
    It vomiteth by vertue all corruption,


    Into that watrie plaine of deſolation.

  


  


  
    And while the day giues light vnto our eies,


    Be thou attentiue, and I will relate,

  


  The glorie of the plaines that thou deſcri’ſt,


  Whoſe fertill bounds farre doth extenuate,


  Where Mars and Venus arme in arme haue ſate:


  
    Of plants of hearbs, and of high ſpringing trees,


    Of ſweete delicious ſauors, and of Bees.

  


  


  
    In this delightſome countrey there doth grow,


    The Mandrake cald in Greeke Mandragoras,

  


  Some of his vertues if you looke to know,


  The iuyce that freſhly from the roote doth paſſe,


  Purgeth all fleame like blacke Helleborus:


  
    Tis good for paine engendred in the eies;


    By wine made of the roote doth ſleepe ariſe.

  


  


  
    Theres Yellow Crowbels and the Daphadill,


    Good Harry, herbe Robert, and white Cotula,

  


  Adders graſſe, Eglantine, and Aphodill,


  Agnus Caſtus, and Acatia,


  The Blacke Arke-angell, Coloquintida,


  
    Sweete Sugar Canes, Sinkefoile and boies Mercurie,


    Gooſefoote, Goldſnap, and good Gratia Dei.

  


  


  
    Moſſe of the Sea, and yellow Succorie,


    Sweete Trefoile, Weedwind, the wholeſome Wormewood,

  


  Muskmealons, Mouſtaile, and Mercurie,


  The dead Arkeangell that for wennes is good,


  The Souldiers perrow, and great Southernewood:


  
    Stone hearts tongue, Bleſſed thiſtle, and Sea Trifoly,


    Our Ladies cuſhion, and Spaines Pellitorie.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    No doubt this Clymate where as theſe remaine,

  


  The women and the men are fam’d for faire,


  Here neede they not of aches to complaine,


  For Phiſickes skill growes here without compare:


  All herbes and plants within this Region are,


  
    But by the way ſweete Nature as you go,


    Of Agnus Caſtus ſpeake a word or two.

  


  
    NATVRE


    That ſhall I briefly; it is the very handmaid

  


  To Veſta, or to perfect Chaſtitie,


  The hot inflamed ſpirite is allaid


  By this ſweete herbe that bends to Luxury,


  It drieth vp the ſeede of Venerie:


  
    The leaues being laid vpon the ſleepers bed,


    With chaſtneſſe, cleanneſſe, pureneſſe he is fed.

  


  


  
    Burne me the leaues, and ſtraw then on the ground,


    Whereas foule venemous Serpents vſe to haunt:

  


  And by this vertue here they are not found,


  Their operation doth ſuch creatures daunt,


  It cauſeth them from thence for to auant:


  
    If thou be ſtung with Serpents great or leſſe,


    Drinke but the ſeede, and thou ſhalt find redreſſe.

  


  


  
    But to proceed, heres Clary or Cleare-eie,


    Calues ſnout, Cukoe flowers, and the Cuckoes meate,

  


  Calathian Violets, Dandelion, and the Dewberrie,


  Leopards foote, and greene Spinage which we vſe to eate,


  And the hot Indian Sunne procuring heate:


  
    Great wild Valerian, and the Withie wind,


    The water Creſſes, or ague-curing Woodbind.

  


  


  
    There’s Foxgloue, Forget me not, and Coliander,


    Galingal, Goldcups, and Bupreſtis,

  


  Small honeſties, Eye-bright, and Coculus Panter,


  Double tongue, Moly, and the bright Anthillis,


  Smelling Clauer, and Æthiopis:


  
    Floramore, Euphorbium, and Eſula,


    White Bulbus violet, and Caſſia fiſtula.
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    But by the way ſweete Nature tell me this,

  


  Is this the Moly that is excellent,


  For ſtrong enchauntments and the Adders hiſſe?


  Is this the Moly that Mercurius ſent


  To wiſe Vlyſſes, when he did preuent


  
    The witchcraft, and foule Circes damned charmes,


    That would haue compaſt him with twentie harmes?
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    This is the Moly growing in this land,

  


  That was reueal’d by cunning Mercurie


  To great Vlyſſes, making him withſtand


  The hand of Circes fatall ſorcerie,


  That would haue loden him with miſerie:


  
    And ere we paſſe Ile ſhew ſome excellence,


    Of other hearbs in Phiſickes noble Science.

  


  


  
    There Mugwort, Sena and Tithimailes,


    Oke of Ieruſalem, and Lyryconfaucie,

  


  Larkes ſpurre, Larkes claw and Lentiles,


  Garden Nigella, Mill, and Pionie,


  Woody Nightſhade, Mints, and Sentorie,


  
    Sowbread, Dragons, and Goates oregan,


    Pelemeum, Hellebore, and Oſmond the Waterman.

  


  


  
    Firſt of this Mugwort it did take the name,


    Of Artemeſia wife to Manſoleus,

  


  Whoſe ſunne-bred beautie did his heart inflame,


  When ſhe was Queene of Helicarnaſſus,


  Diana gaue the herbe this name to vs:


  
    Becauſe this vertue to vs it hath lent,


    For womens matters it is excellent.

  


  


  
    And he that ſhall this herbe about him beare,


    Is freed from hurt or daunger any way,

  


  No poiſned Toade nor Serpent ſhall him feare,


  As he doth trauell in the Sunne-ſhine day,


  No wearineſſe his limmes ſhall ought aſſay:


  
    And if he weare this Mugwort at his breaſt,


    Being trauelling, he nere ſhall couet reſt.

  


  


  
    There is blacke Hellebore cald Melampodium,


    Becauſe an Arcadian ſhepheard firſt did find

  


  This wholſome herbe Melampus nam’d of ſome,


  Which the rich Proetus daughters wits did bind,


  When ſhe to extreame madneſſe was inclind:


  
    It cured and reuiu’d her memorie,


    That was poſſeſt with a continuall frenzie.

  


  


  
    There Centrie in Greeke Centaurion,


    That from the Centaure Chiron tooke the name,

  


  In Spaine t’was cald Cintoria long agone,


  And this much honor muſt we giue the ſame,


  Wild Tygers with the leaues a man may tame:


  
    Tis good for ſinewed aches, and giues light


    To the blacke miſtie dimneſſe of the ſight.

  


  


  
    Fames golden glorie ſpreadeth this report,


    Vpon a day that Chiron was a gueſt,

  


  To arme-ſtrong Hercules, and did reſort


  Vnto his houſe to a moſt ſumptuous feaſt,


  And welcome was the Centaure mongſt the reſt.


  
    But ſee his lucke, he on his foote let fall,


    Great Hercul’s ſhaft, and hurt himſelfe withall.

  


  


  
    A mightie arrow not for him to weeld,


    The wound being deepe, and with a venom’d point,

  


  To Deaths areſtment he began to yeeld,


  And there with ſundrie Balmes they did annoint,


  His wounded foote being ſtrucken through the ioynt:


  
    All would not ſerue till that an old man brought,


    This Centaurie that eaſe to him hath wrought,

  


  


  
    There’s Oſmond balepate, Plebane, and Oculus Chriſti,


    Sleeping nightſhade, Salomons ſeale, and Sampire,

  


  Sage of Ieruſalem, and ſweete Roſemarie,


  Great Piloſella, Sengreene, and Alexander,


  Knights Milfoile, Maſticke, and Stocke gillofer,


  
    Hearts eaſe, herbe twopence, and Hermodactill,


    Narciſſus, and the red flower Pimpernell.
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    That word Narciſſus is of force to ſteale,

  


  Cold running water from a ſtony rocke:


  Alas poore boy thy beautie could not heale


  The wound that thou thy ſelfe too deepe didſt locke;


  Thy ſhadowed eyes thy perfect eyes did mocke.


  
    Falſe beautie fed true beautie from the deepe,


    When in the glaſſie water thou didſt peepe.

  


  


  
    O Loue thou art imperious full of might,


    And doſt reuenge the crie diſdaining louer

  


  His lookes to Ladies eyes did giue a light,


  But pride of beautie, did his beautie ſmother,


  Like him for faire you could not find another;


  
    Ah had he lou’d, and not on Ladies lower,


    He neare had bene tranſformed to a flower.
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    This is an Embleame for thoſe painted faces,

  


  Where deuine beautie reſts her for a while,


  Filling their browes with ſtormes and great diſgraces,


  That on the pained ſoule yeelds not a ſmile,


  But puts true loue into perpetuall exile:


  
    Hard hearted Soule, ſuch fortune light on thee,


    That thou maiſt be tranform’d as well as he.

  


  


  
    Ah had the boy bene pliable to be wonne,


    And not abuſde his morne excelling face,

  


  He might haue liu’d as beauteous as the Sunne,


  And to his beautie Ladies would giue place,


  But O proud Boy, thou wroughtſt thine owne diſgrace:


  
    Thou lou’ſt thy ſelfe, and by the ſelfe ſame loue,


    Did’ſt thy deuineſſe to a flower remoue.

  


  


  
    But to proceed, there’s Chriſti oculus,


    The ſeede of this Horminum drunke with wine,

  


  Doth ſtirre a procurations heate in vs,


  And to Libidenous luſts makes men incline,


  And mens vnable bodies doth refine:


  
    It brings increaſe by operation,


    And multiplies our generation.

  


  


  
    There’s Carrets, Cheruile, and the Cucumer,


    Red Patiens, Purſlane, and Gingidium,

  


  Oxe eie, ſheepe killing Penygraſſes, and the golden flower


  Cuckoepintell, our Ladies ſeale, and Sagapinum,


  Theophraſtus violet, and Vincetoxicum:


  
    Saint Peters wort, and louely Venus haire,


    And Squilla, that keepes men from foule deſpaire.

  


  


  
    O this word Carrets, if a number knew


    The vertue of thy rare excelling roote,

  


  And what good help to men there doth enſue,


  They would their lands, and their liues ſell to boote,


  But thy ſweete operation they would view:


  
    Sad dreaming Louers ſlumbring in the night,


    Would in thy honie working take delight.

  


  


  
    The Thracian Orpheus whoſe admired skill


    Infernall Pluto once hath rauiſhed,

  


  Cauſing high Trees to daunce againſt their will,


  And vntam’d Beaſt with Muſicks Harpe hath fed,


  And Fiſhes to the ſhore hath often led,


  
    By his experience oftentimes did proue,


    This Roote procur’d in Maides a perfect loue.

  


  


  
    Purſlane doth comfort the inflamed hart,


    And healeth the exulcerated kidnies:

  


  It ſtoppeth all defluxions falling ſmart,


  And when we ſleepe expelleth dreames and fancies:


  It driues Imaginations from our eyes,


  
    The iuyce of Purſlane hindreth that deſire,


    When men to Venus games would faine aſpire.

  


  


  
    Theres Rocket, Iacke by the hedge, and Loue in idleneſſe,


    Knights water Sengreene, and Siluer maidenheare,

  


  Paris Nauews, Torneſol, and towne Creſſes,


  Starre thiſtle that for many things is deare,


  And Seia that in Italy Corne doth beare:


  
    Wake-robbins, Hyacinth, and Hartichocke,


    Letuce, that mens ſence aſleepe doth rocke.
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    O poore boy Hyacinthus thy faire face

  


  Of which Apollo was enamored,


  Brought thy lifes Lord too timely to that place,


  Where playing with thee thou waſt murdered,


  And with thy bloud the graſſe was ſprinckled:


  
    Thy bodie was tranſformed in that hower,


    Into a red white mingled Gilli-flower.
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    But yet Apollo wept when he was ſlaine,

  


  For playing with him, cleane againſt his will


  He made him breathleſſe, this procur’d his paine:


  True loue doth ſeldome ſeeke true loue to kill;


  O Loue thou many actions doſt fulfill!


  
    Search, ſeek, & learn what things there may be ſhown,


    Then ſay that Loues ſweet ſecrets are vnknowne.

  


  


  
    And as a token of Apolloes ſorrow,


    A ſiluer coloured Lillie did appeare,

  


  The leaues his perfect ſighes and teares did borrow,


  Which haue continued ſtill from yeare to yeare;


  Which ſhewes him louing, not to be ſeuere,


  
    Aı aı is written as a mourning Dittie,


    Vpon this flower which ſhewes Apolloes pittie.

  


  


  
    O Schoole-boyes I will teach you ſuch a ſhift,


    As will be worth a Kingdome when you know it,

  


  An herbe that hath a ſecret hidden drift,


  To none but Treauants do I meane to ſhow it,


  And all deepe read Phiſitions will allow it:


  
    O how you play the wags, and faine would heare


    Some ſecret matter to allay your feare.

  


  


  
    Theres garden Rocket, take me but the ſeed,


    When in your Maiſters brow your faults remaine,

  


  And when to ſaue your ſelues there is great need,


  Being whipt or beaten you ſhall feele no paine,


  Although the bloud your buttocks ſeeme to ſtaine:


  
    It hardneth ſo the fleſh and tender skin,


    That what is ſeene without comes not within.

  


  


  
    The Father that deſires to haue a boy,


    That may be Heire vnto his land and liuing,

  


  Let his eſpouſed Loue drinke day by day,


  Good Artichocks, who buds in Auguſt bring,


  Sod in cleare running water of the ſpring;


  
    Wiues naturall Conception it doth ſtrengthen,


    And their declining life by force doth lengthen.

  


  


  
    In Sommer time, when ſluggiſh idleneſſe


    Doth haunt the bodie of a healthfull man,

  


  In Winter time when a cold heauie ſlowneſſe


  Doth tame a womans ſtrength, do what ſhe can,


  Making her looke both bloudleſſe, pale and wan,


  
    The vertue of this Artichocke is ſuch,


    It ſtirres them vp to labour verie much.

  


  


  
    Theres Sowbread, Stanwort, and Starre of Hieruſalem,,


    Baſe or flat Veruine, and the wholeſome Tanſie,

  


  Go to bed at noone, and Titimalem,


  Hundred headed thiſtle, and tree-claſping Iuie,


  Storks bill, great Stonecrop, and ſeed of Canary,


  
    Dwarfe gentian, Snakeweed and ſommer Sauory,


    Bell rags, prickly Boxe, and Raſpis of Couentry.

  


  


  
    This Sowbread is an herbe that’s perillous,


    For howſoeuer this ſame Roote be vſed,

  


  For women growne with child tis dangerous,


  And therefore it is good to be refuſed:


  Vnleſſe too much they ſeeke to be miſuſed,


  
    O haue a care how this you do apply,


    Either in inward things or outwardly.

  


  


  
    Thoſe that about them carrie this ſame Sowbread,


    Or plant it in their gardens in the Spring,

  


  If that they onely ouer it do tread,


  Twill kill the iſſue they about them bring,


  When Mother Lullabie with ioy ſhould ſing:


  
    Yet wanton ſcaping Maides perhaps will taſt,


    This vnkind herbe, and ſnatch it vp in haſt.

  


  


  
    Yet let me giue a warning to you all,


    Do not preſume too much in dalliance,

  


  Be not ſhort-heeld with euery wind to fall:


  The Eye of heauen perhaps will not diſpence


  With your raſh fault, but plague your fowle offence,


  
    And take away the working and the vertue,


    Becauſe to him you broke your promis’d dutie.

  


  


  
    Theres Iuie, that doth cling about the tree,


    And with her leauie armes doth round embrace

  


  The rotten hollow withered trunke we ſee,


  That from the maiden Ciſſus tooke that place,


  Grape-crowned Bacchus did this damzell grace:


  
    Loue-piercing windowes dazeled ſo her eye,


    That in Loues ouer-kindneſſe ſhe did dye.

  


  


  
    A rich-wrought ſumptuous Banquet was prepared,


    Vnto the which the Gods were all inuited:

  


  Amongſt them all this Ciſſus was inſnared,


  And in the ſight of Bacchus much delighted:


  In her faire boſome was true Loue vnited,


  
    She daunc’t and often kiſt him with ſuch mirth,


    That ſudden ioy did ſtop her vitall breath.

  


  


  
    Aſſoone as that the Nouriſher of things,


    Our Grandam Earth had taſted of her bloud,

  


  From foorth her bodie a freſh Plant there ſprings,


  And then an Iuy-climing Herbe there ſtood,


  That for the fluxe Diſſenterie is good:


  
    For the remembrance of the God of wine,


    It therefore alwaies claſpes about the Vine.

  


  


  
    There is Angellica or Dwarfe Gentian,


    Whoſe roote being dride in the hot ſhining Sunne,

  


  From death it doth preſerue the poyſoned man,


  Whoſe extreame torment makes his life halfe gone,


  That from deaths mixed potion could not ſhunne:


  
    No Peſtilence nor no infectious aire,


    Shall do him hurt, or cauſe him to diſpaire.

  


  


  
    Theres Carduus benedictus cald the Bleſſed thiſtle,


    Neſwort, Peniroyall, and Aſtrolochia,

  


  Yellow Wolfs-bane, and Roſe-ſmelling Bramble,


  Our Ladies Bedſtraw, Brookelime, and Lunaria,


  Cinque foile, Cats taile, and Creſſe Sciatica,


  
    Hollihockes, Mouſeare, and Pety Morrell,


    Sage, Scorpiades, and the garden Sorrell.

  


  


  
    Firſt of the Neſewort, it doth driue away,


    And poyſoneth troubleſome Mice and long-tail’d Rats,

  


  And being ſod in milke, it doth deſtroy


  Bees, Waſpes, or Flies, and litle ſtinging Gnats:


  It killeth Dogs, and reſt diſturbing Cats,


  
    Boyled with vineger it doth aſſwage


    The ach proceeding from the tooths hot rage.

  


  


  
    Sage is an herbe for health preſeruatiue,


    It doth expell from women barrenneſſe:

  


  Ætius ſaith, it makes the child to liue,


  Whoſe new-knit ioynts are full of feebleneſſe,


  And comforteth the mothers wearineſſe:


  
    Adding a liuely ſpirit, that doth good


    Vnto the painefull labouring wiues ſicke bloud.

  


  


  
    In Egypt when a great mortalitie,


    And killing Peſtilence did infect the Land,

  


  Making the people die innumerablie,


  The plague being ceaſt, the women out of hand


  Did drinke of iuyce of Sage continually,


  
    That made them to increaſe and multiply,


    And bring foorth ſtore of children preſently.

  


  


  
    This herbe Lunaria, if a horſe do graſe


    Within a medow where the ſame doth grow,

  


  And ouer it doth come with gentle pace,


  Hauing a horſlocke at his foote below,


  As many haue, that ſauegard we do know,


  
    It openeth the Locke, and makes it fall,


    Deſpight the barre that it is lockt withall.

  


  


  
    There’s Standergras, Hares ballockes, or great Orchis,


    Prouoketh Venus, and procureth ſport,

  


  It helpes the weakned body that’s amiſſe,


  And fals away in a conſumptuous ſort,


  It heales the Hectique feauer by report:


  
    But the dried ſhriueld roote being withered,


    Hindreth the vertue we haue vttered.

  


  


  
    If Man of the great ſpringing rootes doth eate,


    Being in matrimoniall copulation,

  


  Male children of his wife he ſhall beget,


  This ſpeciall vertue hath the operation,


  If Women make the withered rootes their meate,


  
    Faire louely Daughters, affable, and wiſe,


    From their freſh ſpringing loines there ſhall ariſe.

  


  


  
    Theres Roſemarie, the Arabians iuſtifie,


    (Phiſitions of exceeding perfect skill,)

  


  It comforteth the braine and Memorie,


  And to the inward ſence giues ſtrength at will,


  The head with noble knowledge it doth fill.


  
    Conſerues thereof reſtores the ſpeech being loſt,


    And makes a perfect Tongue with little coſt.

  


  


  
    Theres Dwale or Nightſhade, tis a fatall plant,


    It bringeth men into a deadly ſleepe,

  


  Then Rage and Anger doth their ſenſes haunt,


  And like mad Aiax they a coile do keepe,


  Till leane-fac’d Death into their heart doth creepe,


  
    In Almaine graue experience hath vs tought,


    This wicked herbe for manie things is nought.

  


  


  
    Oke of Ieruſalem being throughly dried,


    And laid in preſſes where your clothes do lie,

  


  No Mothes or venome mongſt them ſhall abide,


  It makes them ſmell ſo odoriferouſly,


  That it doth kill them all immediately:


  
    It helpes the breaſt that’s ſtopped with corruption,


    And giues mans breath fit operation.
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    Bleſt be our mother Earth that nouriſheth,

  


  In her rich womb the ſeede of Times increaſe,


  And by her vertue all things flouriſheth,


  When from her boſome ſhe doth them releaſe,


  
    But are their Plants and Trees in this faire Ile,


    Where Floras ſweete ſpread garden ſeemes to ſmile?
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    As plentifull vnto theſe Ilanders,

  


  Are the fruit-bearing Trees, as be the Flowers:


  And to the chiefeſt Lords that are commanders,


  They ſerue as pleaſant ouer-ſhading bowers,


  
    To banquet in the day, and ſport being late,


    And moſt of them I meane to nominate.

  


  


  
    Ther’s the great ſturdie Oke and ſpreading Vine,


    Vnder whoſe branches Bacchus vſd’to ſleepe,

  


  The Roſe-tree and the loftie bearing Pine,


  That ſeemes (being toucht with wind) full oft to weepe,


  
    The Hawthorne, Chriſts-thorne and the Roſemary,


    The Tamariske, Willow, and the Almond-tree.

  


  


  
    The moſt chaſt tree, that Chaſtneſſe doth betoken,


    The Hollyholme, the Corke and Gooſeberrie,

  


  That neuer with tempeſtuous ſtormes is ſhooken,


  The Oliue, Philbert, and the Barberie,


  
    The Maſticke tree whoſe liquid gumme being dride.


    Is good for them that Rheume hath terrified.

  


  


  
    Theres Iudas tree, ſo cal’d becauſe that Iew,


    That did betray the innocent Lambe of God,

  


  There firſt of all his ſorrowes to renew,


  Did hang himſelfe, plagu’d with a heauy rod,


  
    A iuſt reward for ſuch an vniuſt ſlaue,


    That would betray his Maiſter to the graue.

  


  


  
    Theres Aſh-tree, Maple, and the Sycamore,


    Pomegranate, Apricockes and Iunipere:

  


  The Turpentine that ſweet iuyce doth deplore,


  The Quince, the Peare-tree, and the young mans Medlar,


  
    The Fig-tree, Orenge, and the ſweet moiſt Lemmon,


    The Nutmeg, Plum-tree, and the louely Cytron.

  


  


  
    Now for the Mirtle tree, it beares the name,


    Being once the gods Pallas beſt beloued,

  


  Of Merſin the young faire Athenian Dame,


  Becauſe in actiueneſſe ſhe much excelled:


  
    The luſtie young men of Athenia,


    She ſtill was honour’d of the wiſe Minerua.

  


  


  
    Who willing her at Tilt and Tournament,


    At running, vaulting, and Actiuitie,

  


  And other exerciſe of gouernement,


  Not to be abſent from her Deitie:


  
    Becauſe that ſhe as Iudge might giue the Crowne,


    And garland to the Victors great renowne.

  


  


  
    But no forepaſſed age was free from Enuie,


    That ſpitefull honor-crazing enemy:

  


  For on a time giuing the equall glorie


  To him that wan it moſt deſeruedly,


  
    The vanquiſher in furie much diſpleaſed,


    Slue Merſin whom the Goddeſſe fauored.

  


  


  
    Pallas offended with their crueltie,


    Did gratefully reuenge her Maidens death,

  


  Tranſforming her into a Mirtle tree,


  Sweetly to flouriſh in the lower earth:


  
    The berries are a meanes for to redreſſe


    (Being decocted) ſwolne-fac’d Drunkenneſſe.

  


  


  
    The ſtormie Winters greene remaining Bay


    Was Daphne, Ladon and the Earths faire daughter,

  


  Whom wiſe Apollo haunted in the day,


  Till at the length by chaunce alas he caught her:


  
    O if ſuch faults were in the Gods aboue,


    Blame not poore ſilly men if they do loue.

  


  


  
    But ſhe not able (almoſt out of breath)


    For to reſiſt the wiſe Gods humble ſute,

  


  Made her petition to her mother Earth,


  That ſhe would ſuccour her, and make her mute:


  
    The Earth being glad to eaſe her miſerie,


    Did ſwallow her, and turn’d her to a Bay tree.

  


  


  
    Apollo being amazed at this ſight,


    Named it Daphne for his Daphnes honour,

  


  Twiſting a Garland to his hearts delight,


  And on his head did weare it as a fauour:


  
    And to this day the Bay trees memorie,


    Remaines as token of true Propheſie.

  


  


  
    Some of the heathen, men of opinion,


    Suppoſe the greene-leau’d Bay tree can reſiſt

  


  Inchauntments, ſpirites, and illuſion,


  And make them ſeeme as ſhadowes in a miſt,


  
    This tree is dedicate onely to the Sunne,


    Becauſe her vertue from his vice begonne.

  


  


  
    The Moſe tree hath ſuch great large ſpreading leaues,


    That you may wrap a child of twelue months old

  


  In one of them, vnleſſe the truth deceaues,


  For ſo our Herboriſts haue truly told:


  
    By that great Citie Aleph in Aſſyria,


    This tree was found hard by Venetia.

  


  


  
    The fruite hereof (the Greekes and Chriſtians)


    That do remaine in that large-ſpreading Citie,

  


  The misbeleeuing Iewes and Perſians,


  Hold this opinion for a certaintie:


  
    Adam did eate in liuely Paradiſe,


    That wrapt mans free-borne ſoules in miſeries.
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    Theſe trees, theſe plants, and this deſcription,

  


  Of their ſweete liquid gums that are diſtilling,


  Are to be held in eſtimation,


  For faire-fac’d Tellus glorie is excelling:


  
    But what white ſiluer’d rich reſembling plaine,


    Is that where wooddie moouing trees remaine?
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    That is the watry kingdome of Neptunus,

  


  Where his high wood-made Towers dayly flote,


  Bearing the title of Oceanus,


  As hony-ſpeaking Poets oft do quote:


  
    And as the branches ſpreading from the tree,


    So do the Riuers grace this louely Countrie.

  


  


  
    Wherein is bread for mans ſweete nouriſhment,


    Fiſhes of ſundrie ſorts and diuerſe natures,

  


  That the inhabitants doth much content,


  As a relieuement to all mortall creatures,


  
    But for to make you perfect what they be,


    I will relate them to you orderly.

  


  


  
    There ſwimmes the gentle Prawne and Pickerell,


    A great deuourer of ſmall little fiſh,

  


  The Puffin, Sole, and Sommer louing Mackrell,


  In ſeaſon held for a high Ladies diſh:


  
    The bigge bon’d Whale, of whom the skilfull Marriner,


    Sometimes God knowes ſtands in a mightie terrour.

  


  


  
    The muſicke-louing Dolphin here doth ſwimme,


    That brought Arion on his backe to ſhore,

  


  And ſtayd a long while at the Seas deepe brimme,


  To heare him play, in nature did deplore,


  
    As being loth to leaue him, but at laſt


    Headlong himſelfe into the Sea he caſt.

  


  


  
    Here ſwimmes the Ray, the Sea-calfe and the Porpoiſe,


    That doth betoken raine or ſtormes of weather,

  


  The Sea-horſe, Sea-hound, and the wide-mouth’d Plaice,


  A Spitchcoke, Stocke-fiſh, and the litle Pilcher,


  
    Whoſe onely moiſture preſt by cunning Art,


    Is good for thoſe troubled with Aches ſmart.

  


  


  
    Here ſwimmes the Shad, the Spitfiſh, and the Spurling,


    The Thornebacke, Turbut, and the Perewincle,

  


  The Twine, the Trout, the Scallop and the Whiting,


  The Scate, the Roch, the Tench and pretie Wrincle:


  
    The Purple-fiſh, whoſe liquor vſually,


    A violet colour on the cloth doth die.

  


  


  
    Here ſwimmes the Pearch, the Cuttle and the Stocke-fiſh,


    That with a wooden ſtaffe is often beaten,

  


  The Crab, the Pearch, which poore men alwayes wiſh,


  The Ruffe, the Piper good for to be eaten:


  
    The Barbell that three times in euery yeare,


    Her naturall young ones to the waues doth beare.
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    His great deuine Omnipotence is mightie,

  


  That rides vpon the Heauens axeltree,


  That by increaſe amongſt vs ſends ſuch plentie,


  If to his Mightineſſe gratefull we will be:


  
    But ſtubburne necked Iewes do him prouoke,


    Till he do loade them with a heauie yoke.
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    Truth haue you ſaid; but I will here expreſſe

  


  The richeſſe of the Earths hid ſecrecie,


  The ſalt Seas vnſeene, vnknowne worthineſſe,


  That yeelds vs precious ſtones innumerably,


  
    The rareneſſe of their vertue fit for Kings,


    And ſuch this countrie climate often brings.

  


  


  
    Herein is found the Amatiſt, and Abeſtone,


    The Topaze, Turches, and Gelatia,

  


  The Adamant, Dioniſe, and Calcedon,


  The Berill, Marble, and Elutropia,


  
    The Ruby, Saphire, and Aſterites,


    The Iacinth, Sardonix, and Argirites.

  


  


  
    The Smaragd, Carbuncle, and Alablaſter,


    Cornellis, Cruſopaſſe, and Corrall:

  


  The ſparkling Diamond, and the louely Iaſper,


  The Margarite, Lodeſtone, and the bright-ey’d Chryſtall,


  
    Ligurius, Onix, Nitrum, and Gagates,


    Abſiſtos, Amatites, and the good Achates.

  


  


  
    Here in this Iland are there mines of Gold,


    Mines of Siluer, Iron, Tinne and Lead,

  


  That by the labouring workman we behold:


  And mines of Braſſe, that in the Earth is fed,


  
    The ſtone Lipparia, Galactites, and Panteron,


    Enidros, Iris, Dracontites, and Aſtrion.

  


  


  
    The Adamant, a hard obdurate ſtone,


    Inuincible, and not for to be broken,

  


  Being placed neare a great bigge barre of Iron,


  This vertue hath it, as a ſpeciall token,


  
    The Lodeſtone hath no power to draw away


    The Iron barre, but in one place doth ſtay.

  


  


  
    Yet with a Goates warme, freſh and liuely blood,


    This Adamant doth breake and riue in ſunder,

  


  That many mightie, huge ſtrokes hath withſtood:


  But I will tell you of a greater wonder,


  
    It reconciles the womans loue being loſt,


    And giueth proofe of Chaſtneſſe without coſt.

  


  


  
    The purple colourd Amatiſtt doth preuaile


    Againſt the wit-oppreſſing Drunkenneſſe,

  


  If euill Cogitations do aſſaile


  Thy ſleepie thoughts wrapt vp in heauineſſe,


  
    It ſoone will driue them from thy minds diſturbing,


    And temporize thy braine that is offending.

  


  


  
    The white-veind enterlin’d ſtone Achates,


    Beſpotted here and there with ſpots like blood,

  


  Makes a man gracious in the peoples eyes,


  And for to cleare the ſight is paſſing good:


  
    It remedieth the place that’s venemous,


    And in the fire ſmels odoriferous.

  


  


  
    The Gemme Amatites hath this qualitie,


    Let a man touch his veſture with the ſame,

  


  And it reſiſteth fier mightily:


  The vertue doth the force of burning tame,


  
    And afterwards caſt in the fiers light,


    Burnes not at all, but then it ſeemes moſt bright.

  


  


  
    The faire ſtone Berrill is ſo precious,


    That mightie men do hold it verie rare:

  


  It frees a man from actions perillous,


  If of his lifes deare blood he haue a care,


  
    And now and then being put into the Eyes,


    Defends a man from all his enemies.

  


  


  
    The ſtone Ceranicum ſpotted ore with blue,


    Being ſafe and chaſtly borne within the hand,

  


  Thunders hote raging cracks that do enſue


  It doth expell, and Lightnings doth withſtand,


  
    Defending of the houſe that many keepe,


    And is effectuall to bring men aſleepe.

  


  


  
    The Diamond the worlds reflecting eye,


    The Diamond the heauens bright ſhining ſtarre,

  


  The Diamond the earths moſt pureſt glorie:


  And with the Diamond no Stone can compare;


  
    She teacheth men to ſpeake, and men to loue,


    If all her rareſt vertues you will proue.

  


  


  
    The Diamond taught Muſicke firſt his cunning,


    The Diamond taught Poetry her skill,

  


  The Diamond gaue Lawyers firſt their learning,


  Arithmeticke the Diamond taught at will:


  
    She teacheth all Arts: for within her eye,


    The knowledge of the world doth ſafely lye.

  


  


  
    Dradocos is a ſtone that’s pale and wan,


    It brings to ſome men thoughts fantaſticall:

  


  It being layd vpon a cold dead Man,


  Loſeth the vertue it is grac’d withall;


  
    Wherefore tis called the moſt holy ſtone:


    For whereas Death frequenteth it is gone.

  


  


  
    Achites is in colour violet,


    Found on the Bankes of this delightſome place,

  


  Both male and female in this Land we get:


  Whoſe vertue doth the Princely Eagle grace;


  
    For being borne by her into her neſt,


    She bringeth foorth her young ones with much reſt.

  


  


  
    This ſtone being bound faſt to a womans ſide,


    Within whoſe pureſt wombe her child is lying,

  


  Doth haſten child-birth, and doth make her bide


  But litle paine, her humours is releaſing.


  
    If anie one be guiltie of Deceit,


    This ſtone will cauſe him to forſake his meate.

  


  


  
    Enidros is the ſtone that’s alwayes ſweating,


    Diſtilling liquid drops continually:

  


  And yet for all his daily moiſture melting,


  It keepes the ſelfe ſame bigneſſe ſtedfaſtly:


  
    It neuer leſſeneth, nor doth fall away,


    But in one ſtedfaſt perfectneſſe doth ſtay.

  


  
    Perpetui fletus lachrymas diſtillat Enidros,


    Qui velut ex pleni fontis ſcaturigine manat.

  


  


  
    Gagates ſmelling like to Frankenſence,


    Being left whereas the poiſnous Serpents breed,

  


  Driues them away, and doth his force commence,


  Making this beaſt on barren plaines to feed,


  
    And there to ſtarue and pine away for meate,


    Becauſe being there he finds no food to eate.

  


  


  
    This ſtone being put in a faire womans drinke,


    Will teſtifie her pure Virginitie,

  


  A moſt rare thing that ſome men neuer thinke,


  Yet you ſhall giue your iugdement eaſily,


  
    For if ſhe make her water preſently,


    Then hath this Woman loſt her honeſtie.

  


  


  
    The lacinth is a neighbour to the Saphire,


    That doth tranſforme it ſelfe to ſundrie ſights,

  


  Sometimes tis blacke and cloudie, ſometimes cleire,


  And from the mutable ayre borrowes lights:


  
    It giueth ſtrength and vigor in his kind,


    And faire ſweete quiet ſleepe brings to the mind.

  


  


  
    Rabiates being clearely coloured,


    Borne about one doth make him eloquent,

  


  And in great honour to be fauoured,


  If he do vſe it to a good intent,


  
    Foule venemous Serpents it doth bring in awe,


    And cureth paine and griefe about the mawe.

  


  


  
    The iron-drawing Lode-ſtone if you ſet


    Within a veſſell, either Gold or Braſſe,

  


  And place a peece of Iron vnder it,


  Of ſome indifferent ſize or ſmalleſt compaſſe,


  
    The Lodeſtone on the top will cauſe it moue,


    And by his vertue meete with it aboue.

  


  


  
    The Meade ſtone coloured like the graſſie greene,


    Much gentle eaſe vnto the Goute hath donne,

  


  And helpeth thoſe being troubled with the Spleene,


  Mingled with Womans milke bearing a Sonne:


  
    It remedi’th the wit-aſſailing Frenzie,


    And purgeth the ſad mind of Melancholie.

  


  


  
    The ſtone Orites ſpotted ore with white,


    Being worne, or hung about a womans necke,

  


  Prohibiteth Conception and Delight,


  And the child-bearing wombe by force doth checke:


  
    Or elſe it haſt’neth her deliuerie,


    And makes the birth vnperfect and vntimely.

  


  


  
    Skie colour’d Saphire Kings and Princes weare,


    Being held moſt precious in their iudging ſight:

  


  The verie touch of this doth throughly cure


  The Carbuncles enraging hatefull ſpight:


  
    It doth delight and recreate the Eyes,


    And all baſe groſſeneſſe it doth quite deſpiſe.

  


  


  
    If in a boxe you put an inuenomd Spider,


    Whoſe poiſonous operation is annoying,

  


  And on the boxes top lay the true Saphire,


  The vertue of his power ſhewes vs his cunning,


  
    He vanquiſheth the Spider, leaues him dead,


    And to Apollo now is conſecrated.

  


  


  
    The freſh greene colour’d Smaragd doth excell


    All Trees, Boughs, Plants, and new freſh ſpringing Leaues:

  


  The hote reflecting Sunne can neuer quell


  His vertue, that no eye-ſight ere deceiues,


  
    But ore faire Phœbus glorie it triumpheth,


    And the dimme duskie Eyes it poliſheth.

  


  


  
    The valiant Cæſar tooke his chiefe delight,


    By looking on the Σμαϱονϛ excellence,,

  


  To ſee his Romane ſouldiers how they fight,


  And view what wards they had for their defence,


  
    And who exceld in perfect chiualrie,


    And nobleſt bore himſelfe in victorie.

  


  


  
    This Stone doth ſerue to Diuination,


    To tell of things to come, and things being paſt,

  


  And mongſt vs held in eſtimation,


  Giuing the ſicke mans meate a gentle taſt:


  
    If things ſhall be, it keepes in the Mind,


    If not, forgetfulneſſe our Eyes doth blind.

  


  


  
    The Turches being worne in a Ring,


    If any Gentleman haue cauſe to ride,

  


  Supports, and doth ſuſtaine him from all falling,


  Or hurting of him ſelfe what ere betide:


  
    And ere he ſuffer anie fearefull danger,


    Will fall it ſelfe, and breake, and burſt a ſunder.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Theſe wondrous things of Nature to mens eares

  


  Will almoſt proue (ſweete Nature) incredible,


  But by Times ancient record it appeares,


  Theſe hidden ſecrets to be memorable:


  
    For his diuineſſe that hath wrought this wonder,


    Rules men and beaſts, the lightning and the thunder.
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    For the worlds blindneſſe and opinion,

  


  I care not Phœnix, they are misbeleeuing,


  And if their eyes trie not concluſion,


  They will not truſt a ſtrangers true reporting.


  
    With Beaſts and Birds I will conclude my ſtorie,


    And to that All-in-all yeeld perfect glorie.

  


  


  
    In yonder woodie groue and fertile plaine,


    Remaines the Leopard and the watrie Badger,

  


  The Bugle or wild Oxe doth there remaine,


  The Onocentaure and the cruell Tyger,


  
    The Dromidary and the princely Lion,


    The Bore, the Elephant, and the poiſnous Dragon.

  


  


  
    The ſtrong neck’d Bull that neuer felt the yoke,


    The Cat, the Dog, the Wolfe, and cruell Viper,

  


  The lurking Hare that pretie ſport prouokes,


  The Goatebucke, Hedgehogge and the ſwiftfoote Panther,


  
    The Horſe, Cameleopard and ſtrong pawd Beare,


    The Ape, the Aſſe, and the moſt fearefull Deare.

  


  


  
    The Mouſe, the Mule, the Sow and Salamander,


    That from the burning fire cannot liue,

  


  The Weaſell, Cammell and the hunted Beauer,


  That in purſute away his ſtones doth giue:


  
    The Stellio, Camelion and Vnicorne,


    That doth expell hot poiſon with his Horne.

  


  


  
    The cruell Beare in her conception,


    Brings forth at firſt a thing that’s indigeſt,

  


  A lump of fleſh without all faſhion,


  Which ſhe by often licking brings to reſt,


  
    Making a formall body good and ſound,


    Which often in this Iland we haue found.

  


  


  Hic format lingua foetum, quem protulit Vrſa.


  


  
    The great wild Bore of nature terrible,


    With two ſtrong Tuſhes for his Armorie,

  


  Sometimes aſſailes the Beare moſt horrible,


  And twixt them is a fight both fierce and deadly:


  
    He hunteth after Marioram and Organie,


    Which as a whetſtone doth his need ſupplie.

  


  


  
    The Bugle or wild Oxe is neuer tam’d,


    But with an iron ring put through his ſnout,

  


  That of ſome perfect ſtrength muſt needs be fram’d,


  Then may you leade him all the world about:


  
    The Huntſmen find him hung within a tree,


    Faſt by the hornes and then thy vſe no pittie.

  


  


  
    The Camell is of nature flexible,


    For when a burden on his backe is bound,

  


  To eaſe the labourer, he is knowne moſt gentle,


  For why he kneeleth downe vpon the ground:


  
    Suffering the man to put it off or on,


    As it ſeemes beſt in his diſcretion.

  


  


  
    They liue ſome fiftie or ſome hundred yeares,


    And can remaine from water full foure dayes,

  


  And moſt delight to drinke when there appeares,


  A muddie ſpring that’s troubled many wayes:


  
    Betweene them is a naturall honeſt care,


    If one conioyneth with his Damme, tis rare.

  


  


  
    The Dragon is a poiſnous venom’d beaſt,


    With whom the Elephant is at enmitie,

  


  And in contention they do neuer reſt,


  Till one hath ſlaine the other cruelly:


  
    The Dragon with the Elephant tries a fall,


    And being vnder he is ſlaine withall.

  


  


  
    The bunch-backt, big-bon’d, ſwift-foote Dromidary


    Of Dromas the Greeke word borrowing the name,

  


  For his quicke flying ſpeedy property:


  Which eaſily theſe countrey men do tame,


  
    Hel’go a hundreth miles within one day,


    And neuer ſeeke in any place to ſtay.

  


  


  
    The Dogge a naturall, kind, and louing thing,


    As witneſſeth our Hiſtories of old:

  


  Their maiſter dead, the poore foole with lamenting


  Doth kill himſelfe before accounted bold:


  
    And would defend his maiſter if he might,


    When cruelly his foe begins to fight.

  


  


  
    The Elephant with tuſhes Iuorie,


    Is a great friend to man as he doth trauell:

  


  The Dragon hating man moſt ſpitefully,


  The Elephant doth with the Dragon quarell:


  
    And twixt them two is a moſt deadly ſtrife,


    Till that the man be paſt, and ſau’d his life.

  


  


  
    The Elephant ſeene in Aſtronomy,


    Will euery month play the Phiſition:

  


  Taking delight his cunning for to try,


  Giuing himſelfe a ſweete purgation,


  
    And to the running ſprings himſelfe addreſſe,


    And in the ſame waſh off his filthineſſe.

  


  


  
    The Gote-bucke is a beaſt laſciuious,


    And giuen much to filthy venerie;

  


  Apt and prone to be contentious,


  Seeking by craft to kill his enemy:


  
    His bloud being warme ſuppleth the Adamant,


    That neither fire or force could euer daunt.

  


  


  
    The Hedghogge hath a ſharpe quicke thorned garment,


    That on his backe doth ſerue him for defence:

  


  He can preſage the winds incontinent,


  And hath good knowledge in the difference


  
    Betweene the Southerne and the Northren wind,


    Theſe vertues are allotted him by kind.

  


  


  
    Whereon in Conſtantinople that great City,


    A marchant in his garden gaue one nouriſhment:

  


  By which he knew the windſtrue certainty,


  Becauſe the Hedgehogge gaue him iuſt preſagement:


  
    Apples, or peares, or grapes, ſuch is his meate,


    Which on his backe he caries for to eate.

  


  


  
    The ſpotted Linx in face much like a Lyon,


    His vrine is of ſuch a qualitie,

  


  In time it turneth to a precious ſtone,


  Called Ligarius for his property:


  
    He hateth man ſo much, that he doth hide


    His vrine in the earth, not to be ſpide.

  


  


  
    The princely Lion King of forreſt-Kings,


    And chiefe Commaunder of the Wilderneſſe,

  


  At whoſe faire feete all Beaſts lay downe their offrings,


  Yeelding alleageance to his worthineſſe:


  
    His ſtrength remaineth moſt within his head,


    His vertue in his heart is compaſſed.

  


  


  
    He neuer wrongs a man, nor hurts his pray,


    If they will yeeld ſubmiſſiue at his feete,

  


  He knoweth when the Lioneſſe playes falſe play,


  If in all kindneſſe he his loue do meete:


  
    He doth defend the poore and innocent,


    And thoſe that cruel-hearted Beaſts haue rent.

  


  


  
    Then is’t not pittie that the craftie Foxe,


    The rauenous Wolfe, the Tyger, and the Beare,

  


  The ſlow-paſt-dull-brain’d heauie Oxe,


  Should ſtriue ſo good a ſtate to ouerweare?


  
    The Lion ſleepes and laughes to ſee them ſtriue,


    But in the end leaues not a beaſt aliue.

  


  


  
    The Onocentaur is a monſtrous beaſt;


    Suppoſed halfe a man and halfe an aſſe,

  


  That neuer ſhuts his eyes in quiet reſt,


  Till he his foes deare life hath round encompaſt,


  
    Such were the Centaures in their tyrannie,


    That liu’d by humane fleſh and villanie.

  


  


  
    The Stellio is a beaſt that takes his breath,


    And liueth by the deaw thats heauenly,

  


  Taking his Food and Spirit of the earth,


  And ſo maintaines his life in chaſtitie,


  
    He takes delight to counterfeit all colours,


    And yet for all this he is venimous.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Tis ſtrange to heare ſuch perfect difference,

  


  In all things that his Mightineſſe hath fram’d


  Tis ſtrange to heare their manner of defence,


  Amongſt all creatures that my Nurſe hath nam’d:


  
    Are there no Wormes nor Serpents to be found


    In this ſweete ſmelling Ile and fruitfull ground?
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    Within a little corner towards the Eaſt,

  


  A mooriſh plot of earth and dampiſh place,


  Some creeping Wormes and Serpents vſe to reſt,


  And in a manner doth this bad ground grace:


  
    It is vnpeopled and vnhabited,


    For there with poiſonous ayre they are fed.

  


  


  
    Here liues the Worme, the Gnat and Graſhopper,


    Rinatrix, Lizard and the fruitfull Bee,

  


  The Mothe, Chelidras, and the Bloodſucker,


  That from the fleſh ſuckes bloud moſt ſpeedily:


  
    Ceraſtis, Aſpis and the Crocadile,


    That doth the way-faring paſſenger beguile.

  


  


  
    The labouring Ant, and the beſpeckled Adder,


    The Frogge, the Tode, and Summer-haunting Flie,

  


  The prettie Silkeworme, and the poiſnous Viper,


  That with his teeth doth wound moſt cruelty:


  
    The Hornet and the poiſonous Cockatrice,


    That kils all birds by a moſt ſlie deuice.

  


  


  
    The Aſpis is a kind of deadly Snake,


    He hurts moſt perillous with venom’d ſting,

  


  And in purſute doth neare his foe forſake,


  But ſlaies a Man with poyſnous venoming:


  
    Betweene the male and female is ſuch loue,


    As is betwixt the moſt kind Turtle doue.

  


  


  
    This is the Snake that Cleopatra vſed,


    The Egyptian Queene belou’d of Anthony,

  


  That with her breaſts deare bloud was nouriſhed,


  Making her die (faire ſoule) moſt patiently,


  
    Rather then Cæſars great victorious hand,


    Should triumph ore the Queene of ſuch a land.

  


  


  
    The Lizard is a kind of louing creature,


    Eſpecially to man he is a friend:

  


  This property is giuen him by nature,


  From dangerous beaſts poore Man he doth defend:


  
    For being ſleepy he all ſence forſaketh,


    The Lizard bites him till the Man awaketh.

  


  


  
    The Ant or Emote is a labouring thing,


    And haue amongſt them all a publike weale,

  


  In ſommer time their meate they are prouiding,


  And ſecrets mongſt themſelues they do conceale:


  
    The monſtrous huge big Beare being ſickly,


    Eating of theſe, is cured preſently.

  


  


  
    The fruitfull prety Bee liues in the hiue,


    Which vnto him is like a peopled City,

  


  And by their daily labour there they thriue,


  Bringing home honied waxe continually:


  
    They are reputed ciuill, and haue kings,


    And guides for to direct them in proceedings.

  


  


  
    When that their Emperour or King is preſent,


    They liue in peacefull ſort and quietneſſe,

  


  But if their officer or king be abſent,


  They flie and ſwarme abroad in companies:


  
    If any happen caſuall-wiſe to dye,


    They mourne and bury him right ſolemnly.

  


  


  
    The Crocadile a ſaffron colour’d Snake,


    Sometimes vpon the earth is conuerſant,

  


  And other times liues in a filthy lake,


  Being oppreſſed with foule needy want:


  
    The skin vpon his backe as hard as ſtone,


    Reſiſteth violent ſtrokes of ſteele or iron.

  


  


  
    Rinatrix is a poyſenous enuenom’d Serpent,


    That doth infect the riuers and the fountaines,

  


  Bringing to cattell hurt and detriment:


  When thirſty they forſake the ſteepy mountaines,


  
    Rinatrix violator Aquæ, and infects the earth,


    With his moſt noyſome ſtinking filthy breath.

  


  


  
    The Scorpion hath a deadly ſtinging taile,


    Bewitching ſome with his faire ſmiling face,

  


  But preſently with force he doth aſſaile


  His captiu’d praie, and brings him to diſgrace:


  
    Wherefore tis cald of ſome the flattering worme,


    That ſubtilly his foe doth ouerturne.

  


  


  
    Orion made his boaſt the earth ſhould bring


    Or yeeld no ſerpent forth but he would kill it,

  


  Where preſently the Scorpion vp did ſpring,


  For ſo the onely powers aboue did will it:


  
    Where in the peoples preſence they did ſee,


    Orion ſtung to death moſt cruelly.

  


  


  
    Of Wormes are diuers ſorts and diuers names,


    Some feeding on hard timber ſome on trees,

  


  Some in the earth a ſecret cabbine frames,


  Some liue on tops of Aſhes, ſome on Oliues;


  
    Some of a red watriſh colour, ſome of greene,


    And ſome within the night like Fire are ſeene.

  


  


  
    The Silkworme by whoſe Webbe our Silkes are made,


    For ſhe doth dayly labour with her weauing,

  


  A Worme that’s rich and precious in her trade,


  That whilſt poore ſoule ſhe toyleth in her ſpinning,


  
    Leaues nothing in her belly but empty aire,


    And toyling too much falleth to deſpaire.

  


  


  
    Here liues the Caddes and the long leg’d Crane,


    With whome the Pigmies are at mortall ſtrife,

  


  The Larke and Lapwing that with nets are tane,


  And ſo poore ſilly ſoules do end their life:


  
    The Nightingale wrong’d by Adulterie,


    The Nightcrow, Goſhawke, and the chattring Pie.

  


  


  
    The Pheaſant, Storke, and the high towring Faulcon,


    The Swanne that in the riuer takes delight,

  


  The Goldfinch, Blackebird, and the big neck’d Heron,


  The skreeching Owle that loues the duskie night,


  
    The Partridge, Griffon, and the liuely Peacocke,


    The Linnet, Bulſinch, Snipe, and rauening Puttocke.

  


  


  
    The Robin Redbreaſt that in Winter ſings,


    The Pellican, the Iay, and the chirping Sparrow,

  


  The little Wren that many yong ones brings,


  Hercin, Ibis, and the ſwift wingd Swallow:


  
    The princely Eagle and Caladrius,


    The Cuckow that to ſome is proſperous.

  


  


  
    The ſnow-like colour’d bird Caladrius,


    Hath this ineſtimable naturall proſperitie,

  


  If any man in ſickneſſe dangerous,


  Hopes of his health to haue recouerie,


  
    This bird will alwayes looke with chearefull glance,


    If otherwiſe, ſad is his countenance.

  


  


  
    The Crane directed by the leaders voice,


    Flies ore the ſeas, to countries farre vnknowne,

  


  And in the ſecret night they do reioice,


  To make a watch among them of their owne;


  
    The watchman in his clawes holds faſt a ſtone,


    Which letting fall the reſt are wak’d anone.

  


  


  
    The Spring-delighting bird we call the Cuckow,


    Which comes to tell of wonders in this age,

  


  Her prettie one note to the world doth ſhow


  Some men their deſtinie, and doth preſage


  
    The womans pleaſure and the mans diſgrace,


    Which ſhe ſits ſinging in a ſecret place.

  


  


  
    The Winters enuious blaſt ſhe neuer taſteth,


    Yet in all countries doth the Cuckoe ſing,

  


  And oftentimes to peopled townes ſhe haſteth,


  There for to tell the pleaſures of the Spring:


  
    Great Courtiers heare her voyce, but let her flye,


    Knowing that ſhe preſageth Deſtiny.

  


  


  
    This prety bird ſometimes vpon the ſteeple,


    Sings Cuckoe, Cuckoe, to the pariſh Prieſt,

  


  Sometimes againe ſhe flies amongſt the people,


  And on their Croſſe no man can her reſiſt,


  
    But there ſhe ſings, yet ſome diſdaining Dames,


    Do charme her hoarſe, leſt ſhe ſhould hit their names.

  


  


  
    She ſcornes to labour or make vp a neſt,


    But creepes by ſtealth into ſome others roome,

  


  And with the Larkes deare yong, her yong-ones reſt,


  Being by ſubtile dealing ouercome:


  
    The yong birds are reſtoratiue to eate,


    And held amongſt vs as a Princes meate.

  


  


  
    The Princely Eagle of all Birds the King,


    For none but ſhe can gaze againſt the Sunne,

  


  Her eye-ſight is ſo cleare, that in her flying


  She ſpies the ſmalleſt beaſt that euer runne,


  
    As ſwift as gun-ſhot vſing no delay,


    So ſwiftly doth ſhe flie to catch her pray.

  


  


  
    She brings her birds being yong into the aire,


    And ſets them for to looke on Phœbus light,

  


  But if their eyes with gazing chance to water,


  Thoſe ſhe accounteth baſtards, leaues them quight,


  
    But thoſe that haue true perfect conſtant eyes,


    She cheriſheth, the reſt ſhe doth deſpiſe.

  


  


  
    The Griffon is a bird rich feathered,


    His head is like a Lion, and his flight

  


  Is like the Eagles, much for to be feared,


  For why he kils men in the vgly night:


  
    Some ſay he keepes the Smaragd and the Iaſper,


    And in purſute of Man is monſtrous eager.

  


  


  
    The gentle birds called the faire Hircinie,


    Taking the name of that place where they breed,

  


  Within the night they ſhine ſo gloriouſly,


  That mans aſtonied ſenſes they do feed:


  
    For in the darke being caſt within the way,


    Giues light vnto the man that goes aſtray.

  


  


  
    Ibis the bird flieth to Nilus flood,


    And drinking of the water purgeth cleane:

  


  Vnto the land of Ægypt he doth good,


  For he to rid their Serpents is a meane;


  
    He feedeth on their egges, and doth deſtroy


    The Serpents neſts that would their Clime annoy.

  


  


  
    The Lapwing hath a piteous mournefull cry,


    And ſings a ſorowfull and heauy ſong,

  


  But yet ſhee’s full of craft and ſubtilty,


  And weepeth moſt being fartheſt from her yong:


  
    In elder age ſhe ſeru’d for Southſayers,


    And was a Propheteſſe to the Augurers.

  


  


  
    The birds of Ægypt or Memnodides,


    Of Memnon that was ſlaine in reſcuing Troy,

  


  Are ſaid to flie away in companies,


  To Priams pallace, and there twice a day


  
    They fight about the turrets of the dead,


    And the third day in battell are confounded.

  


  


  
    The Nightingale the nights true Choriſter,


    Muſickes chiefe louer in the pleaſant Spring,

  


  Tunes Hunts-vp to the Sunne that doth delight her,


  And to Arions harp aloud will ſing:


  
    And as a Bridegroome that to church is comming,


    So he ſalutes the Sunne when he is riſing.

  


  


  
    The Romane Cæſars, happie Emperours,


    Eſpecially thoſe of the yongeſt ſort,

  


  Haue kept the Nightingale within their towers,


  To play, to daily, and to make them ſport,


  
    And oftentimes in Greeke and Latine tong,


    They taught thoſe birds to ſing a pleaſant ſong.

  


  


  
    This bird as Hiſtories make mention,


    Sung in the infant mouth of Steſichorus,

  


  Which did foretell due commendation,


  In all his actions to be proſperous:


  
    So Bees when Plato in his bed did lie,


    Swarm’d round about his mouth, leauing their honie.

  


  


  
    The ſluggiſh ſlouthfull and the daſtard Owle,


    Hating the day, and louing of the night,

  


  About old ſepulchers doth dayly howle,


  Frequenting barnes and houſes without light,


  
    And hides him often in an Iuy tree,


    Leaſt with ſmall chattring birds wrong’d he ſhould be.

  


  
    Fœdaque ſic volucris venturi nuntia luctus,


    Ignauus Bubo, dirum mortalibus omen.

  


  
    The filthy meſſenger of ill to come


    The ſluggiſh Owle is, and to danger ſome.

  


  


  
    This ill be dooming Owle ſate on the ſpeare,


    Of warlike Pirrhus marching to the field,

  


  When to the Græcian armie he drew neare,


  Determining to make his foes to yeeld,


  
    Which did foreſhew ſiniſter happineſſe,


    And balefull fortune in his buſineſſe.

  


  


  
    The Parrat cald the counterfeiting bird,


    Deckt with all colours that faire Flora yeelds,

  


  That after one will ſpeake you word for word:


  Liuing in wooddie groues neare fertile fields,


  
    They haue bene knowne to giue great Emperors wine,


    And therefore ſome men hold them for deuine.

  


  


  
    The proud ſun-brauing Peacocke with his feathers,


    Walkes all along, thinking himſelfe a King,

  


  And with his voyce prognoſticates all weathers,


  Although God knowes but badly he doth ſing:


  
    But when he lookes downe to his baſe blacke Feete,


    He droopes, and is aſham’d of things vnmeete.

  


  


  
    The mighty Macedonian Alexander,


    Marching in louely triumph to his foes,

  


  Being accounted the worlds conquerour,


  In Indie ſpies a Peacocke as he goes,


  
    And maruelling to ſee ſo rich a ſight,


    Charg’d all men not to kill his ſweete delight.

  


  


  
    The Pellican the wonder of our age,


    (As Ierome ſaith) reuiues her tender yong,

  


  And with her pureſt bloud, ſhe doth aſſwage


  Her yong ones thirſt, with poiſonous Adder ſtong,


  
    And thoſe that were ſuppoſed three dayes dead.


    She giues them life once more being nouriſhed.

  


  


  
    The vnſatiate Sparrow doth prognoſticate,


    And is held good for diuination,

  


  For flying here and there, from gate to gate,


  Foretls true things by animaduertion:


  
    A flight of Sparrowes flying in the day,


    Did propheſie the fall and ſacke of Troy.

  


  


  
    The artificiall neſt-compoſing Swallow,


    That eates his meate flying along the way,

  


  Whoſe ſwiftneſſe in our eyſight doth allow,


  That no imperiall Bird makes her his pray:


  
    His yong ones being hurt within the eies,


    His helpes them with the herbe Calcedonies.

  


  


  
    Cecinna and the great Volateran,


    Being Pompeis warlike and approued knights,

  


  Sent letters by theſe Birds without a man,


  To many of their friends and chiefe delights,


  
    And all their letters to their feete did tie,


    Which with great ſpeed did bring them haſtily.

  


  


  
    The ſweet recording Swanne Apolloes ioy,


    And firy ſcorched Phætons delight,

  


  In footed verſe ſings out his deep annoy,


  And to the ſiluer riuers takes his flight,


  
    Prognoſticates to Sailers on the ſeas,


    Fortunes proſperitie and perfect eaſe.

  


  
    Cignus in auſpicijs ſemper lætiſſimus ales,


    Hoc optant nautæ, quia ſe non mergit in vndis.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    But what ſad-mournefull drooping ſoule is this,

  


  Within whoſe watry eyes ſits Diſcontent,


  Whoſe ſnaile-pac’d gate tels ſometing is amiſſe:


  From whom is baniſht ſporting Meriment:


  
    Whoſe feathers mowt off, falling as he goes,


    The perfect picture of hart pining woes?

  


  
    NATVRE


    This is the carefull bird the Turtle Doue,

  


  Whoſe heauy croking note doth ſhew his griefe,


  And thus he wanders ſeeking of his loue,


  Refuſing all things that may yeeld reliefe:


  
    All motions of good turnes, all Mirth and Ioy,


    Are bad, fled, gone, and falne into decay.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Is this the true example of the Heart?

  


  Is this the Tutor of faire Conſtancy?


  Is this Loues treaſure, and Loues pining ſmart?


  Is this the ſubſtance of all honeſty?


  
    And comes he thus attir’d, alas poore ſoule,


    That Deſtinies foule wrath ſhould thee controule.

  


  


  
    See Nourſe, he ſtares and lookes me in the face,


    And now he mournes, worſe then he did before,

  


  He hath forgot his dull ſlow heauy pace,


  But with ſwift gate he eyes vs more and more:


  
    O ſhall I welcome him, and let me borrow


    Some of his griefe to mingle with my ſorrow.

  


  
    NATVRE


    Farwell faire bird, Ile leaue you both alone,

  


  This is the Doue you long’d ſo much to ſee,


  And this will proue companion of your mone,


  An Vmpire of all true humility:


  
    Then note my Phœnix, what there may enſue,


    And ſo I kiſſe my bird. Adue, Adue.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Mother farewell; and now within his eyes,

  


  Sits ſorrow clothed in a ſea of teares,


  And more and more the billowes do ariſe:


  Pale Griefe halfe pin’d vpon his brow appeares,


  
    His feathers fade away, and make him looke,


    As if his name were writ in Deaths pale booke.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    O ſtay poore Turtle, whereat haſt thou gazed,

  


  At the eye-dazling Sunne, whoſe ſweete reflection,


  The round encompaſt heauenly world amazed?


  O no, a child of Natures true complexion,


  
    The perfect Phœnix of rariety,


    For wit, for vertue, and excelling beauty.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Haile map of ſorrow: Tur. Welcome Cupids child.

  


  Let me wipe off thoſe teares vpon thy cheekes,


  That ſtain’d thy beauties pride, and haue defil’d


  Nature it ſelfe, that ſo vſurping ſeekes


  
    To ſit vpon thy face, for Ile be partener,


    Of thy harts wrapped ſorrow more hereafter.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    Natures faire darling, let me kneele to thee,

  


  And offer vp my true obedience,


  And ſacredly in all humility,


  Craue pardon for preſumptions foule offence:


  
    Thy lawne-ſnow-colour’d hand ſhall not come neare


    My impure face, to wipe away one teare.

  


  


  
    My teares are for my Turtle that is dead,


    My ſorrow ſprings from her want that is gone,

  


  My heauy note ſounds for the ſoule that’s fled,


  And I will dye for him left all alone:


  
    I am not liuing, though I ſeeme to go,


    Already buried in the graue of wo.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Why I haue left Arabia for thy ſake,

  


  Becauſe thoſe fires haue no working ſubſtance,


  And for to find thee out did vndertake:


  Where on the mountaine top we may aduance


  
    Our fiery alter; let me tell thee this,


    Solamen miſeris ſocios habuiſſe doloris.

  


  


  
    Come poore lamenting ſoule, come ſit by me,


    We are all one, thy ſorrow ſhall be mine,

  


  Fall thou a teare, and thou ſhalt plainly ſee,


  Mine eyes ſhall anſwer teare for teare of thine:


  
    Sigh thou, Ile ſigh, and if thou giue a grone,


    I ſhall be dead in anſwering of thy mone.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    Loues honorable Friend, one grone of yours,

  


  Will rend my ſicke-loue-pining hart aſunder,


  One ſigh brings teares from me like Aprill ſhowers,


  Procur’d by Sommers hote loud cracking thunder:


  
    Be you as mery as ſweet mirth may be,


    Ile grone and ſigh, both for your ſelfe and me.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Thou ſhalt not gentle Turtle, I will beare

  


  Halfe of the burdenous yoke thou doſt ſuſtaine,


  Two bodies may with greater eaſe outweare


  A troubleſome labour, then Ile brooke ſome paine,


  
    But tell me gentle Turtle, tell me truly


    The difference betwixt falſe Loue and true Sinceritie.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    That ſhall I briefly, if youle giue me leaue,

  


  Falſe loue is full of Enuie and Deceit,


  With cunning ſhifts our humours to deceiue,


  Laying downe poiſon for a ſugred baite,


  
    Alwayes in conſtant, falſe, and variable,


    Delighting in fond change and mutable.

  


  


  
    True loue, is louing pure, not to be broken,


    But with an honeſt eye, ſhe eyes her louer,

  


  Not changing variable, nor neuer ſhoken


  With fond Suſpition, ſecrets to diſcouer,


  
    True loue will tell no lies, nor ne’re diſſemble,


    But with a baſhfull modeſt feare will tremble.

  


  


  
    Falſe loue puts on a Maske to ſhade her folly,


    True loue goes naked wiſhing to be ſeene,

  


  Falſe loue will counterfeite perpetually,


  True loue is Troths ſweete emperizing Queene:


  
    This is the difference, true Loue is a iewell,


    Falſe loue, hearts tyrant, inhumane, and cruell.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    What may we wonder at? O where is learning?

  


  Where is all difference twixt the good and bad?


  Where is Apelles art? where is true cunning?


  Nay where is all the vertue may be had?


  
    Within my Turtles boſome, ſhe refines,


    More then ſome louing perfect true deuines.

  


  


  
    Thou ſhalt not be no more the Turtle-Doue,


    Thou ſhalt no more go weeping al alone,

  


  For thou ſhalt be my ſelfe, my perfect Loue,


  Thy griefe is mine, thy ſorrow is my mone,


  
    Come kiſſe me ſweeteſt ſweete, O I do bleſſe


    This gracious luckie Sun-ſhine happineſſe.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    How may I in all gratefulneſſe requite,

  


  This gracious fauor offred to thy ſeruant?


  The time affordeth heauineſſe not delight,


  And to the times appoint weele be obſeruant:


  
    Command, O do commaund, what ere thou wilt,


    My hearts bloud for thy ſake ſhall ſtraight be ſpilt.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Then I command thee on thy tender care,

  


  And chiefe obedience that thou owſt to me,


  That thou eſpecially (deare Bird) beware


  Of impure thoughts, or vncleane chaſtity:


  
    For we muſt waſt together in that fire,


    That will not burne but by true Loues deſire.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    A ſpot of that foule monſter neare did ſtaine,

  


  Theſe drooping feathers, nor I neuer knew


  In what baſe filthy clymate doth remaine


  That ſpright incarnate; and to tell you true,


  
    I am as ſpotleſſe as the pureſt whight,


    Cleare without ſtaine, of enuy, or deſpight.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Then to yon next adioyning groue we’le flye,

  


  And gather ſweete wood for to make our flame,


  And in a manner ſacrificingly,


  Burne both our bodies to reuiue one name:


  
    And in all humbleneſſe we will intreate,


    The hot earth parching Sunne to lend his heate.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    Why now my heart is light, this very doome

  


  Hath baniſht ſorrow from my penſiue breaſt:


  And in my boſome there is left no roome,


  To ſet blacke melancholy, or let him reſt;


  
    Ile fetch ſweete mirrhe to burne, and licorice,


    Sweete Iuniper, and ſtraw them ore with ſpice.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Pile vp the wood, and let vs inuocate

  


  His great name that doth ride within his chariot,


  And guides the dayes bright eye, let’s nominate


  Some of his bleſſings, that he well may wot,


  
    Our faithfull ſeruice and humility,


    Offer’d vnto his higheſt Deiety.

  


  


  
    Great God Apollo, for the tender loue,


    Thou once didſt beare to wilfull Phæton,

  


  That did deſire thy chariots rule aboue,


  Which thou didſt grieue in hart to thinke vpon:


  
    Send thy hot kindling light into this wood,


    That ſhall receiue the Sacrifice of bloud.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    For thy ſweet Daphnes ſake thy beſt beloued,

  


  And for the Harpe receiu’d of Mercury,


  And for the Muſes of thee fauored,


  Whoſe gift of wit excels all exellency:


  
    Send thy hot kindling fire into this wood,


    That ſhall receiue the Sacrifice of bloud.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    For thy ſweet fathers ſake great Iupiter,

  


  That with his thunder-bolts commands the earth,


  And for Latonas ſake thy gentle mother,


  That firſt gaue Phœbus glories liuely breath:


  
    Send thy hot kindling light into this wood,


    That ſhall receiue the Sacrifice of bloud.

  


  


  
    Stay, ſtay, poore Turtle, O we are betraid,


    Behind yon little buſh there ſits a ſpy,

  


  That makes me bluſh with anger, halfe afraid,


  That in our motions ſecrecly would pry:


  
    I will go chide with him, and driue him thence,


    And plague him for preſumptions foule offence.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    Be not affraid, it is the Pellican,

  


  Looke how her yong-ones make her breſt to bleed,


  And drawes the bloud foorth, do the beſt ſhe can,


  And with the ſame their hungry fancies feede,


  
    Let her alone to vew our Tragedy,


    And then report our Loue that ſhe did ſee.

  


  


  
    See beauteous Phœnix it begins to burne,


    O bleſſed Phœbus, happy, happy light,

  


  Now will I recompence thy great good turne,


  And firſt (deare bird) Ile vaniſh in thy ſight,


  
    And thou ſhalt ſee with what a quicke deſire,


    Ile leape into the middle of the fire.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    Stay Turtle ſtay, for I will firſt prepare;

  


  Of my bones muſt the Princely Phœnix riſe,


  And ift be poſſible thy bloud wele ſpare,


  For none but for my ſake, doſt thou deſpiſe


  
    This frailty of thy life, O liue thou ſtill,


    And teach the baſe deceitfull world Loues will.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    Haue I come hither drooping through the woods,

  


  And left the ſpringing groues to ſeeke for thee?


  Haue I forſooke to bath me in the flouds,


  And pin’d away in carefull miſery?


  
    Do not deny me Phœnix I muſt be


    A partner in this happy Tragedy.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    O holy, ſacred, and pure perfect fire,

  


  More pure then that ore which faire Dido mones,


  More ſacred in my louing kind deſire,


  Then that which burnt old Eſons aged bones,


  
    Accept into your euer hallowed flame,


    Two bodies, from the which may ſpring one name.

  


  
    TVRTLE


    O ſweet perfumed flame, made of thoſe trees,

  


  Vnder the which the Muſes nine haue ſong


  The praiſe of vertuous maids in miſteries,


  To whom the faire fac’d Nymphes did often throng;


  
    Accept my body as a Sacrifice


    Into your flame, of whom one name may riſe.

  


  
    PHŒNIX


    O wilfulneſſe, ſee how with ſmiling cheare,

  


  My poore deare hart hath flong himſelfe to thrall,


  Looke what a mirthfull countenance he doth beare,


  Spreading his wings abroad, and ioyes withall:


  
    Learne thou corrupted world, learne, heare, and ſee,


    Friendſhips vnſpotted true ſincerity.

  


  


  
    I come ſweet Turtle, and with my bright wings,


    I will embrace thy burnt bones as they lye,

  


  I hope of theſe another Creature ſprings,


  That ſhall poſſeſſe both our authority:


  
    I ſtay to long, O take me to your glory,


    And thus I end the Turtle Doues true ſtory.


    F i n i s R. C.
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  Pellican.


  


  


  What wondrous hart-grieuing ſpectacle,


  Haſt thou beheld the worlds true miracle?


  With what a ſpirit did the Turtle flye


  Into the fire, and chearfully did dye?


  He look’t more pleaſant in his countenance


  Within the flame, then when he did aduance,


  His pleaſant wings vpon the naturall ground,


  True perfect loue had ſo his poore heart bound,


  The Phœnix Natures deare adopted child,


  With a pale heauy count’nance, wan and mild,


  Grieu’d for to ſee him firſt poſſeſſe the place,


  That was allotted her, her ſelfe to grace,


  And followes cheerfully her ſecond turne,


  And both together in that fire do burne.


  O if the rareſt creatures of the earth,


  Becauſe but one at once did ere take breath


  Within the world, ſhould with a ſecond he,


  A perfect forme of loue and amitie


  Burne both together, what ſhould there ariſe,


  And be preſented to our mortall eyes,


  Out of the fire, but a more perfect creature?


  Becauſe that two in one is put by Nature,


  The one hath giuen the child inchaunting beautie,


  The other giues it loue and chaſtitie:


  The one hath giuen it wits rarietie,


  The other guides the wit moſt charily:


  The one for vertue doth excell the reſt,


  The other in true conſtancie is bleſt.


  If that the Phœnix had bene ſeparated,


  And from the gentle Turtle had bene parted,


  Loue had bene murdred in the infancie,


  Without theſe two no loue at all can be.


  Let the loue wandring wits but learne of theſe,


  To die together, ſo their griefe to eaſe:


  But louers now adayes do loue to change,


  And here and there their wanton eyes do range


  Not pleaſed with one choiſe, but ſeeking many,


  And in the end ſcarce is content with any:


  Loue now adayes is like a ſhadowed ſight,


  That ſhewes it ſelfe in Phœbus golden light,


  But if in kindneſſe you do ſtriue to take it,


  Fades cleane away, and you muſt needs for ſake it.


  Louers are like the leaues with Winter ſhoken,


  Brittle like glaſſe, that with one fall is broken.


  O fond corrupted age, when birds ſhall ſhow


  The world their dutie, and to let men know


  That no ſiniſter chaunce ſhould hinder loue,


  Though as theſe two did, deaths arreſt they proue.


  I can but mourne with ſadneſſe and with griefe,


  Not able for to yeeld the world reliefe,


  To ſee theſe two conſumed in the fire,


  Whom Loue did copulate with true deſire:


  But in the worlds wide eare I meane to ring


  The fame of this dayes wondrous offring,


  
    That they may ſing in notes of Chaſtitie,


    The Turtle and the Phœnix amitie.
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  Concluſion.


  


  


  Gentle conceiuers of true meaning Wit,


  Let good Experience iudge what I haue writ,


  For the Satyricall fond applauded vaines,


  Whoſe bitter worme-wood ſpirite in ſome ſtraines,


  Bite like the Curres of Ægypt thoſe that loue them,


  Let me alone, I will be loth to moue them,


  For why, when mightie men their wit do proue,


  How ſhall I leaſt of all expect their loue?


  Yet to thoſe men I gratulate ſome paine,


  Becauſe they touch thoſe that in art do faine.


  But thoſe that haue the ſpirit to do good,


  Their whips will will neuer draw one drop of bloud:


  To all and all in all that view my labour,


  Of euery iudging ſight I craue ſome fauour


  At leaſt to reade, and if you reading find,


  A lame leg’d ſtaffe, tis lameneſſe of the mind


  That had no better skill: yet let it paſſe,


  For burdnous lodes are ſet vpon an Aſſe.


  From the ſweet fire of perfumed wood,


  Another princely Phœnix vpright ſtood:


  Whoſe feathers purified did yeeld more light,


  Then her late burned mother out of ſight,


  And in her heart reſtes a perpetuall loue,


  Sprong from the boſome of the Turtle-Doue.


  Long may the new vpriſing bird increaſe,


  Some humors and ſome motions to releaſe,


  
    And thus to all I offer my deuotion,


    Hoping that gentle minds accept my motion.


    F i n i s R. C.
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  Cantoes Alphabet-wiſe


  to faire Phœnix
made by the Paphian Doue.


  


  


  A. 1.


  A hill, a hill, a Phœnix ſeekes a Hill;


  A promontorie top, a ſtately Mountaine,


  A Riuer, where poore ſoule ſhe dippes her bill,


  And that ſweete ſiluer ſtreame is Natures fountaine,


  Accompliſhing all pleaſures at her will:


  
    Ah, be my Phœnix, I will be thy Doue,


    And thou and I in ſecrecie will loue.

  


  


  
    B. 2.


    Blaze not my loue, thou Herald of the day,

  


  Bleſſe not the mountaine tops with my ſweet ſhine,


  Beloued more I am then thou canſt ſay,


  Bleſſed and bleſſed be that Saint of mine,


  Balme, honie ſweet, and honor of this Clime:


  
    Blotted by things vnſeene, belou’d of many,


    But Loues true motion dares not giue to any.

  


  


  
    C. 3.


    Chaſtneſſe farewell, farewell the bed of Glorie,

  


  Conſtraint adew, thou art loues Enemie,


  Come true Report, make of my Loue a Storie,


  Caſt lots for my poore heart, ſo thou enioy me,


  Come come ſweet Phœnix, I at length do claime thee,


  
    Chaſte bird, too chaſte, to hinder what is willing,


    Come in mine armes and wele not ſit a billing.

  


  


  
    D. 4.


    Deuout obedience on my knees I profer,

  


  Delight matcht with delight, if thou do craue it,


  Denie not gentle Phœnix my ſweet offer,


  Deſpaire not in my loue, for thou ſhalt haue it,


  Damne not the ſoule to woe if thou canſt ſaue it:


  
    Doues pray deuoutly, O let me requeſt,


    Delicious loue to build within thy neſt.

  


  


  
    E. 5.


    Enuie is baniſht, do not thou deſpaire,

  


  Euill motions tempt thee ſooner then the good:


  Enrich thy beautie that art fam’d for faire,


  Euery thing’s ſilent to conioyne thy blood,


  Eſteeme the thing that cannot be withſtood:


  
    Eſteeme of me, and I will lend thee fire,


    Euen of mine owne to fit thy ſweet deſire.

  


  


  
    F. 6.


    Faint harted ſoule, why doſt thou die thy cheekes,

  


  Fearfull of that which will reuiue thy ſence,


  Faith and obedience thy ſweet mercy ſeekes,


  Friends plighted war with thee I will commence,


  Feare not at all, tis but ſweet Loues offence,


  
    Fit to be done, ſo doing tis not ſeene,


    Fetcht from the ancient records of a Queene.

  


  


  
    G. 7.


    Gold beautifying Phœnix, I muſt praiſe thee,

  


  Granut gracious heauens a delightſome Muſe,


  Giue me old Homers ſpirit, and Ile raiſe thee,


  Gracious in thought do not my Loue refuſe,


  Great map of beauty make thou no excuſe,


  
    Gainſt my true louing ſpirit do not carpe,


    Grant me to play my Sonnet on thy Harpe.

  


  


  
    H. 8.


    Health to thy vertues, health to all thy beauty,

  


  Honour attend thy ſteps when thou art going,


  High heauens force the birds to owe thee duty;


  Hart-groning care to thee ſtill ſtands a woing,


  Haue pitty on him Phœnix for ſo doing:


  
    Helpe his diſeaſe, and cure his malady,


    Hide not thy ſecret glory leaſt he die.

  


  


  
    I. 9.


    I Loue, O Loue how thou abuſeſt me,

  


  I ſee the fire, and warme me with the flame,


  I note the errors of thy deity:


  In Veſtas honor, Venus luſts to tame,


  I in my humors yeeld thee not a name,


  
    I count thee fooliſh, fie Adultrous boy,


    I touch the ſweete, but cannot taſt the ioy.

  


  


  
    K. 10.


    Kiſſes are true loues pledges, kiſſe thy deare Turtle,

  


  Keepe not from him the ſecrets of thy youth:


  Knowledge he’le teach thee vnder a greene ſpred Mirtle,


  Kend ſhalt thou be of no man, of my truth,


  Know firſt the motion, when the life enſueth:


  
    Knocke at my harts dore, I will be thy porter,


    So thou wilt let me enter in thy dorter.

  


  


  
    L. 11.


    Loue is my great Aduotrix, at thy ſhrine

  


  Loue pleads for me, and from my tongue doth ſay,


  Lie where thou wilt, my hart ſhall ſleepe with thine,


  Lamenting of thy beauty freſh as May,


  Looke Phœnix to thy ſelfe do not decay:


  
    Let me but water thy dead ſapleſſe floure,


    Loue giues me hope t’will flouriſh in an houre.

  


  


  
    M. 12.


    Make not a Iewell of nice Chaſtity,

  


  Muſter and ſummon all thy wits in one,


  My heart to thee ſweares perfect conſtancy:


  Motions of zeale are to be thought vpon,


  Marke how thy time is ouerſpent, and gone,


  
    Mis-led by folly, and a kind of feare,


    Marke not thy beauty ſo my deareſt deare.

  


  


  
    N. 13.


    Note but the freſh bloom’d Roſe within her pride,

  


  (No Roſe to be compared vnto thee)


  Nothing ſo ſoone vnto the ground will ſlide,


  Not being gathered in her chiefeſt beauty,


  Neglecting time it dies with infamy:


  
    Neuer be coy, leſt whil’ſt thy leaues are ſpred,


    None gather thee, and then thy grace is dead.

  


  


  
    O. 14.


    O looke vpon me, and within my brow,

  


  Officious motions of my hart appeares,


  Opening the booke of Loue, wherein I vow,


  Ouer thy ſhrine to ſhed continuall teares:


  O no, I ſee my Phœnix hath no Eares,


  
    Or if ſhe haue Eares, yet no Eyes to ſee,


    O all diſgraced with continuall follie.

  


  


  
    P. 15.


    Proud Chaſtity, why doſt thou ſeeke to wrong

  


  Phœnix my Loue, with leſſons too preciſe?


  Pray thou for me, and I will make a ſong,


  Pend in thine honor, none ſhall equalize,


  Poſſeſſe not her, whoſe beauty charmes mine eyes,


  
    Plead, ſue, and ſeeke, or I will baniſh thee,


    Her body is my Caſtle and my fee.

  


  


  
    Q. 16.


    Queſtion not Phœnix why I do adore thee,

  


  Quite captiuate and priſner at thy call,


  Quit me with Loue againe, do not abhor me,


  Queld downe with hope as ſubiugate to thrall,


  Quaild will I neuer be deſpight of all;


  
    Quaking I ſtand before thee, ſtill expecting


    Thine owne conſent, our ioyes to be effecting.

  


  


  
    R. 17.


    Remember how thy beauty is abuſed,

  


  Ract on the tenter-hookes of foule diſgrace,


  Riuers are dry, and muſt be needs refuſed,


  Reſtore new water in that dead founts place,


  Refreſh thy feathers, beautifie thy face:


  
    Reade on my booke, and there thou ſhalt behold


    Rich louing letters printed in fine gold.

  


  


  
    S. 18.


    Shame is aſhamed to ſee thee obſtinate,

  


  Smiling at thy womaniſh conceipt,


  Swearing that honor neuer thee begat,


  Sucking in poyſon for a ſugred baite,


  Singing thy pride of beauty in her height:


  
    Sit by my ſide, and I will ſing to thee


    Sweet ditties of a new fram’d harmony.

  


  


  
    T. 19.


    Thou art a Turtle wanting of thy mate,

  


  Thou crok’ſt about the groues to find thy Louer,


  Thou fly’ſt to woods, and fertile plaines doſt hate:


  Thou in obliuion doſt true vertue ſmother,


  To thy ſweet ſelfe thou canſt not find another:


  
    Turne vp my boſome, and in my pure hart,


    Thou ſhalt behold the Turtle of thy ſmart.

  


  


  
    V. 20.


    Vpon a day I ſought to ſcale a Fort,

  


  Vnited with a Tower of ſure defence;


  Vncomfortable trees did marre my ſport,


  Vnlucky Fortune with my woes expence,


  Venus with Mars would not ſweet war commence,


  
    Vpon an Alter would I offer Loue,


    And Sacrifice my ſoule poore Turtle Doue.

  


  


  
    W. 21.


    Weepe not my Phœnix, though I daily weepe,

  


  Woe is the Herald that declares my tale,


  Worthy thou art in Venus lap to ſleepe,


  Wantonly couered with God Cupids vale,


  With which he doth all mortall ſence ehale:


  
    Waſh not thy cheekes, vnleſſe I ſit by thee,


    To dry them with my ſighes immediatly.

  


  


  
    X. 22.


    Xantha faire Nimph; reſemble not in Nature,

  


  Xantippe Loue to patient Socrates,


  Xantha my Loue is a more milder creature,


  And of a Nature better for to pleaſe:


  Xantippe thought her true Loue to diſeaſe,


  
    But my rare Phœnix is at laſt well pleas’d,


    To cure my paſſions, paſſions ſeldome eas’d.

  


  


  
    Y. 23.


    Yf thou haue pitty, pitty my complaining,

  


  Yt is a badge of Vertue in thy ſexe,


  Yf thou do kill me with thy coy diſdaining,


  Yt will at length thy ſelfe-will anguiſh vexe,


  And with continuall ſighes thy ſelfe perplexe:


  
    Ile helpe to bring thee wood to make thy fire,


    If thou wilt giue me kiſſes for my hire.

  


  


  
    Z. 24.


    Zenobia at thy feete I bend my knee,

  


  For thou art Queene and Empreſſe of my hart,


  All bleſſed hap and true felicity,


  All pleaſures that the wide world may impart,


  Befall thee for thy gracious good deſart:


  
    Accept my meaning as it fits my turne,


    For I with thee to aſhes meane to burne.


    F i n i s
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  Cantoes Verbally written.


  


  


  1.


  Pittie me that dies for thee.


  Pittie my plainings thou true nurſe of pittie,


  Me hath thy piercing lookes enioynd to ſighing,


  That cannot be redreſſed, for thy beautie


  Dies my ſad heart, ſad heart that’s drown’d with weeping:


  
    For what ſo ere I thinke, or what I doe,


    Thee with mine eyes, my thoughts, my heart, I woe.

  


  
    2.


    My life you ſaue, if you I haue.

  


  My eyes, my hand, my heart ſeeke to maintaine


  Life for thy loue, therefore be gracious,


  You with your kindneſſe haue my true heart ſlaine,


  Saue my poore life, and be not tyrannous,


  If any grace do in thy breaſt remaine,


  You women haue bene counted amorous;


  
    I pine in ſadneſſe, all proceeds from thee,


    Haue me in liking through thy clemencie.

  


  
    3.


    Do thou by me, as I by thee.

  


  Do not exchange thy loue, left in exchanging,


  Thou beare the burd’nous blot of foule diſgrace,


  By that bad fault are many faults containing,


  Me ſtill aſſuring nothing is ſo baſe,


  As in the worlds eye alwayes to be ranging:


  I ſweare ſweete Phœnix in this holy caſe,


  
    By all the ſacred reliques of true loue,


    Thee to adore whom I ſtill conſtant proue.

  


  
    4.


    Voutſafe to thinke how I do pine,
In louing thee that art not mine.

  


  Voutſafe with ſplendor of thy gracious looke,


  To grace my paſſions, paſſions ſtill increaſing:


  Thinke with thy ſelfe how I thy abſence brooke,


  How day by day, my plaints are neuer ceaſing,


  I haue for thee all companies forſooke;


  
    Do thou reioyce, and in reioycing ſay,


    Pine nere ſo much Ile take thy griefe away.

  


  


  
    In that great gracing word ſhalt thou be counted


    Louing to him, that is thy true ſworne louer,

  


  Thee on the ſtage of honor haue I mounted,


  That no baſe miſtie cloud ſhall euer couer:


  Art thou not faire? thy beautie do not ſmother;


  
    Not in thy flouring youth, but ſtill ſuppoſe


    Mine owne to be, my neuer dying Roſe.

  


  
    5.


    My deſtinie to thee is knowne,
Cure thou my ſmart, I am thine owne.

  


  My time in loues blind idleneſſe is ſpent,


  Deſtinie and Fates do will it ſo,


  To Circes charming tongue mine eare I lent,


  Thee louing that doſt wiſh my ouerthrow:


  
    Is not this world wrapt in inconſtancie,


    Knowne to moſt men as hels miſerie?

  


  


  
    Cure of my wound is paſt all Phiſickes skill,


    Thou maiſt be gracious, at thy very looke

  


  My wounds will cloſe, that would my bodie kill,


  Smart will be eaſde that could no plaiſters brooke;


  I of my Phœnix being quite forſooke,


  Am like a man that nothing can fulfill:


  
    Thine euer-piercing eye of force will make me,


    Owne heart, owne loue, that neuer will forſake thee.

  


  
    6.


    Ore my heart your eyes do idolatrize.

  


  Ore the wide world my loue-layes Ile be ſending,


  My loue-layes in my Loues praiſe alwayes written,


  Heart-comfortable motions ſtill attending,


  Your beautie and your vertuous zeale commending,


  Eyes that no froſts-cold-rage hath euer bitten:


  
    Do you then thinke that I in Loues hot fire,


    Idolatrize and ſurphet in deſire.

  


  
    7.


    I had rather loue though in vaine that face,
Then haue of any other grace.

  


  I being forc’d to carrie Venus ſhield,


  Had rather beare a Phœnix for my creſt,


  Rather then any bird within the field,


  Loue tels me that her beautie is the beſt:


  
    Though ſome deſire faire Veſtas Turtle-doue,


    In my Birds boſome reſteth perfect loue.

  


  


  
    Vaine is that blind vnskilfull herauldrie,


    That will not cauſe my bird that is ſo rare,

  


  Face all the world for her rarietie,


  Then who with her for honor may compare?


  Haue we one like her for her pride of beautie,


  Of all the feathered Quier in the aire?


  Any but vnto her do owe their dutie:


  
    Other may blaze, but I will alwaies ſay,


    Grace whom thou liſt, ſhe beares the palme away.

  


  
    8.


    What euer fall, I am at call.

  


  What thunder ſtormes of enuie ſhall ariſe,


  Euer to thee my heart is durable,


  Fall fortunes wheele on me to tyrrannize,


  I will be alwayes found inexorable:


  Am I not then to thee moſt ſtable?


  
    At morne, midnight, and at mid-dayes ſunne,


    Call when thou wilt, my deare, to thee Ile runne.

  


  
    9.


    I had rather loue, though in vaine that face,
Then haue of any other grace.

  


  I now do wiſh my loue ſhould be relieued,


  Had I my thoughts in compaſſe of my will,


  Rather then liue and ſurfeit being grieued,


  Loue in my breaſt doth wondrous things fulfill,


  Though loues vnkindneſſe many men do kill,


  
    In her I truſt, that is my true ſworne louer,


    Vaine he doth write that doth her vertues ſmother.

  


  


  
    That ſhe is faire, Nature her ſelfe alloweth,


    Face full of beauty, eyes reſembling fire,

  


  Then my pure hart to loue thy hart ſtill voweth,


  Haue me in fauour for my good deſire,


  Of holy loue, Loues Temple to aſpire;


  Any but thee my thoughts will here require,


  
    Other ſweet motions now I will conceale


    Grace theſe rude lines that my hearts thoughts reueale.

  


  
    10.


    Diſgrace not me, in louing thee.

  


  Diſgrace be baniſht from thy heauenly brow,


  Not entertained of thy piercing eie,


  Me thy ſweete lippes, a ſweet touch will allow,


  In thy faire boſome would I alwayes lie,


  
    Louing in ſuch a downe-bed to be placed,


    Thee for to pleaſe, my ſelfe for euer graced.

  


  
    11.


    I had rather loue though in vaine that face,
Then haue of any other grace.

  


  I liue enricht with gifts of great content,


  Had my deſires the guerdon of good will,


  Rather then taſte of Fortunes fickle bent,


  Loue bids me die, and ſcorne her witleſſe skill,


  Though Loue command, Deſpaire doth ſtil attend,


  In hazard proues oft times but doubtfull end.


  Vaine is the loue encountred with denayes,


  That yeelds but griefe, where grace ſhould rather grow,


  Face full of furie, voide of curteous praiſe:


  Then ſince all loue conſiſts of weale and woe,


  Haue ſtill in mind, that loue deſerues the beſt,


  Of heaats the touchſtone, inward motions louing,


  Any that yeelds the fruite of true-loues reſt,


  
    Other I loue vnworthie of commending,


    Grac’d with bare beautie, beautie moſt offending.

  


  
    12.


    My ſelfe and mine, are alwayes thine.

  


  My care to haue my blooming Roſe not wither,


  Selfe-louing Enuie ſhall it not denie,


  And that baſe weed thy growth doth ſeeke to hinder,


  Mine hands ſhall pull him vp immediatly,


  Are they not enuious monſters in thine eie,


  
    Alwayes with vaine occaſions to incloſe


    Thine euer growing beautie, like the Roſe?

  


  
    13.


    The darting of your eies, may heale or wound,
Let not empiring lookes my heart confound.

  


  The ey-bals in your head are Cupids fire,


  Darting ſuch hot ſparkles at my breſt,


  Of force I am enthrald, and do deſire


  Your gracious loue, to make me happie bleſt:


  Eyes, lippes, and tongue haue cauſed my vnreſt,


  May I vnto the height of grace aſpire,


  Heale my ſicke heart with loues great griefe oppreſt,


  
    Or if to fire thou wilt not yeeld ſuch fuell,


    Wound me to death, and ſo be counted cruell.

  


  


  
    Let the wide ope-mouth’d world ſlaunder the guiltie,


    Not my dead Phœnix, that doth ſcorne ſuch ſhame,

  


  Empiring honor blots ſuch infamie,


  Lookes dart away the blemiſh of that name;


  My thoughts prognoſticate thy Ladies pittie:


  
    Hearts-eaſe to thee, this counſell will I giue,


    Confound thy foes, but let true louers liue.

  


  
    14.


    You are my ioy, be not ſo coy.

  


  You beſt belou’d, you honor of delight,


  Are the bright ſhining Starre that I adore,


  My eyes like Watchmen gaze within the night,


  Ioy fils my heart when you do ſhine before,


  Be not diſgraſiue to thy friend therefore:


  
    Too glorious are thy lookes to entertaine


    Coy thoughts, fell peeuiſh deeds, our baſe diſdaine.

  


  
    15.


    For you I die, being abſent from mine eye.

  


  For all the holy rites that Venus vſeth,


  You I coniure to true obedience:


  I offer faith, which no kind hart refuſeth,


  Die periur’d Enuie for thy late offence,


  Being enamored of rich Beauties pride,


  Abſent, I freeze in Winters pining cold,


  From thee I ſit, as if thou hadſt denide,


  My loue-ſicke paſſions twentie times retold:


  
    Eye-dazling Miſtris, with a looke of pittie,


    Grace my ſad Song, and my hearts pining Dittie.

  


  
    16.


    Send me your heart, to eaſe my ſmart.

  


  Send but a glaunce of amours from thine eie,


  Me will it rauiſh with exceeding pleaſure,


  Your eye-bals do enwrap my deſtinie,


  Heart ſicke with ſorrow, ſorrow out of meaſure,


  To thinke vpon my loues continuall folly:


  Eaſe thou my paine from pitties golden treaſure;


  
    My griefe proceeds from thee, and I ſuppoſe


    Smart of my ſmart, will my lifes bloud incloſe.

  


  
    17.


    Seeing you haue mine, let me haue thine.

  


  Seeing my paſſions are ſo penetrable,


  You of all other ſhould be pittifull,


  Haue mind of me, and you’le be fauourable,


  Mine hart doth tell me you are mercifull,


  Let my harts loue be alwayes violable,


  Me haue you found in all things dutifull,


  
    Haue me in fauour, and thy ſelfe ſhalt ſee,


    Thine and none others, will I all wayes be.

  


  
    18.


    Within thy breſt, my hart doth reſt.

  


  Within the circuit of a Chriſtall ſpheare,


  Thy eyes are plaſt, and vnderneath thoſe eyes,


  Breſt of hard flint, eares that do ſcorne to heare


  My dayes ſad gronings, and night waking cries,


  Hart ſore ſicke paſſions, and Loues agonies,


  
    Doth it become thy beauty? no, a ſtaine


    Reſts on thy bright brow wrinckled with diſdaine.

  


  
    19.


    O let me heare, from thee my deare.

  


  O tongue thou haſt blaſphem’d thy holy Goddeſſe,


  Let me do penance for offending thee,


  Me do thou blame for my forgetfulneſſe:


  Heare my ſubmiſſion, thou wilt ſuccor me:


  From thy harts cloſet commeth gentleneſſe,


  Thee hath the world admir’d for clemency,


  
    My hart is ſorrie, and Ile bite my tongue,


    Deare that to thee, to thee I offred wrong.

  


  
    20.


    My Phœnix rare, is all my care.

  


  My life, my hart, my thoughts, I dedicate,


  to thee, Phœnix of all beauty,


  Rare things in hart of thee I meditate,


  Is it not time, I come to ſhew my duty?


  All fauors vnto thee I conſecrate,


  
    My goods, my lands, my ſelfe, and all is thine,


    Care thoſe that liſt, ſo thou faire bird be mine.

  


  
    21.


    I would I might, be thy delight.

  


  I wiſh for things, would they might take effect,


  Would they might end, and we enioy our pleaſure,


  I vow I would not proffred time neglect,


  Might I but gather ſuch vnlook’t for treaſure,


  Be all things enuious I would the reſpect,


  
    Thy fauours in my hart I do enroule,


    Delight matcht with delight, doth me controule.

  


  
    22.


    If I you haue, none elſe I craue.

  


  If adoration euer were created,


  I am a Maiſter of that holy Art,


  You my aduotrix, whom I haue admired,


  Haue of my true deuotion bore a part:


  None but your ſelfe may here be nominated,


  Elſe would my tongue my true obedience thwart:


  
    I cannot flatter, Loue will not allow it,


    Craue thou my hart, on thee I will beſtow it.

  


  
    23.


    Be you to me, as I to thee.

  


  Bee the poore Bee, ſucke hony from the flower,


  You haue a ſpacious odoriferous field,


  To taſt all moyſture, where in ſweet Floras bower,


  Me ſhall you find ſubmiſſiuely to yeeld,


  As a poore Captiue looking for the hower;


  I may haue gracious lookes, elſe am I kild,


  
    To dye by you were life, and yet thy ſhame,


    Thee would the wide world hate, my folly blame.

  


  
    24.


    You are the firſt, in whom I truſt.

  


  You in your boſome hauing plac’d a light,


  Are the chiefe admirall vnto my Fleet,


  The Lanthorne for to guide me in the night,


  Firſt to the ſhore, where I may ſet my feet


  In ſafegard, void of Dangers cruell ſpight,


  Whom in diſgrace Loue and fel Enuie meet,


  
    I muſter vp my ſpirits, and they flie;


    Truſt of thy faith controules mine enemie.

  


  
    25.


    You are the laſt my loue ſhall taſte.

  


  You ſtanding on the tower of hope and feare,


  Are timerous of ſelfe-will fooliſhneſſe,


  The onely Viper that doth loue-laies teare,


  Laſt can it not, tis womans peeuiſhneſſe,


  My kind affections can it not forbeare,


  Loue tels me that tis bred in idleneſſe,


  
    Shall ſuch occaſion hinder thee or me?


    Taſte firſt the fruit, and then commend the tree.

  


  
    26.


    If you I had, I ſhould be glad.

  


  If the Sunne ſhine, the harueſt man is glad,


  You are my Sunne, my dayes delight ſome Queene,


  I am your harueſt laborer almoſt mad,


  Had I not my glorious commet ſeene,


  I wiſh that I might ſit within thy ſhade,


  Should I be welcome ere thy beautie fade:


  
    Be not Narciſſus, but be alwaies kind,


    Glad to obtain the thing thou neare couldſt find.

  


  
    27.


    Though place be far, my heart is nar.

  


  Though thou my Doue from me be ſeparated,


  Place, nor the diſtance ſhall not hinder me,


  Be conſtant for a while, thou maiſt be thwarted,


  Far am I not, Ile come to ſuccour thee.


  My heart and thine, my ſweet ſhall nere be parted,


  Heart made of loue, and true ſimplicitie:


  
    Is not Loue lawleſſe, full of powerfull might?


    Nar to my heart that ſtill with Loue doth fight.

  


  
    28.


    My thoughts are dead, cauſe thou art ſped.

  


  My inward Muſe can ſing of nought but Loue,


  Thoughts are his Heralds, flying to my breaſt


  Are entertained, if they thence remoue,


  Dead ſhall their maſter be, and in vnreſt;


  Cauſe all the world thy hatred to reproue,


  Thou art that All-in-all that I loue beſt:


  
    Art thou then cruell? no thou canſt not be


    Sped with ſo foule a fiend as Crueltie.

  


  
    29.


    I ſend my heart to thee, where gladly I would be.

  


  I of all other am faire Venus thrall,


  Send me but pleaſant glances of thine eie,


  My ſoule will leape with ioy and dance withall,


  Heart of my heart, and ſoules felicitie:


  
    To beauties Queene my heart is ſanctified,


    Thee aboue all things haue I deified.

  


  


  Where is Affections? fled to Enuies caue?


  Gladlie my Thoughts would beare her companie,


  I from ſoule bondage will my Phœnix ſaue,


  Would ſhe in loue require my courteſie,


  
    Be louing as thou art faire, elſe ſhall I ſing,


    Thy beautie a poiſnous bitter thing.

  


  
    30.


    If you me iuſt haue knowne,
Then take me for your owne.

  


  If you be faire, why ſhould you be vnkind?


  You haue no perfect reaſon for the ſame,


  Me thinkes it were your glorie for to find


  Iuſt meaſure at my hands, but you to blame,


  
    Haue from the deepeſt cloſet of your heart,


    Knowne my pure thoughts, and yet I pine in ſmart.

  


  
    Then in the deepeſt meaſure of pure loue,


    Take pittie on the ſad ſicke pining ſoule,

  


  Me may you count your vnknowne Turtle-Doue,


  For in my boſomes chamber, I enroule


  
    Your deepe loue-darting eie, and ſtill will be


    Owne of your owne, deſpight extremitie.

  


  
    31.


    My heart I ſend, to be your friend.

  


  My deare ſoules comfort, and my hopes true ſolace,


  Heart of my heart, and my liues ſecret ioy,


  I in conceit do thy ſweete ſelfe embrace,


  Send cloudie exhalations cleane away


  To the blind miſtie North, there for to ſtay:


  Be thou my arbour and my dwelling place,


  
    Your armes the circling folds that ſhall encloſe me,


    Friend me with this, and thou ſhalt neuer loſe me.

  


  
    32.


    I haue no loue, but you my Doue.

  


  I pine in ſadneſſe, and in ſad ſongs ſinging


  Haue ſpent my time, my ditties harſh and ill,


  No ſight but thy faire ſight would I be ſeeing:


  Loue in my boſome keepes his caſtle ſtill,


  But being diſſeuered I ſit alwayes pining,


  You do procure me Niobes cup to fill,


  
    My dutie yet remembred I dare proue,


    Doues haue no power for to exchange their Loue,

  


  
    34.


    I will not change, though ſome be ſtrange.

  


  I cannot ſtir one foote from Venus gate,


  Will you come ſit, and beare me company?


  Not one but you can make me fortunate:


  Change when thou wilt, it is but cruelty,


  Though vnto women it is giuen by fate,


  Some gentle minds theſe ranging thoughts do hates


  
    Be thou of that mind, elſe I will conclude,


    Strange haſt thou alter’d Loue, to be ſo rude.

  


  Thoughts keepe me waking.


  
    Thoughts like the ayrie puffing of the wind,


    Keepe a ſweet faining in my Loue-ſicke breſt,

  


  Me ſtill aſſuring that thou art moſt kind,


  Waking in pleaſure, ſleeping ſure in reſt:


  
    That no ſleepes dreamings, nor no waking cries,


    To our ſweet louing thoughts, ſweet reſt denies.

  


  
    Seeing that my hart made choiſe of thee,
Then frame thy ſelfe to comfort me.

  


  
    Seeing Loue is pleas’d with Loues enamor’d ioyes,


    That Fortune cannot croſſe ſweet Cupids will,

  


  My Loues content, not with fond wanton toyes:


  Hart of my hart doth Loues vnkindneſſe kill,


  Made by fond tongues vpbraiding hurtfull skill:


  Choiſe now is fram’d to further all annoyes:


  
    Of all ſweete thoughts, of all ſweete happie reſt,


    Thee haue I choſe, to make me three times bleſt.

  


  


  
    Then let our holy true aſpiring loue,


    Frame vs the ſweeteſt muſicke of Deſire:

  


  Thy words ſhall make true concord, and remoue


  Selfe-will it ſelfe, for Venus doth require


  To be acquainted with thy beauties fire:


  
    Comfort my heart, for comfort tels me this,


    Me haſt thou choſe of all to be thy bliſſe.

  


  
    My heart is bound to fauour thee,
Then yeeld in time to pittie me.

  


  
    My Phœnix hath two ſtarre-reſembling Eyes,


    Heart full of pittie, and her ſmiling looke,

  


  Is of the Sunnes complexion, and replies,


  Bound for performance by faire Venus booke


  To faithfulneſſe, which from her nurſe ſhe tooke:


  
    Fauour in her doth ſpring, in vertuous praiſe,


    Thee Eloquence it ſelfe ſhall ſeeke to raiſe.

  


  


  
    Then in performance of this gracious right,


    Yeeld vp that piteous heart to be my Louer,

  


  In recompence how I haue lou’d thy ſight,


  Time ſhall from time to time to thee diſcouer:


  To thee is giuen the power of Cupids might,


  
    Pittie is writ in gold vpon thy hart,


    Me promiſing to cure a cureleſſe ſmart.

  


  I ioy to find a conſtant mind.


  
    I am encompaſt round about with ioy,


    Ioy to enioy my ſweete, for ſhe proteſteth

  


  To comfort me that languiſh in annoy,


  Find eaſe if any ſorrow me moleſteth,


  A happie man that ſuch a loue poſſeſſeth:


  
    Conſtant in words, and alwayes vowes to loue me,


    Mind me ſhe will, but yet ſhe dares not proue me.

  


  
    My heart by hope doth liue,
Deſire no ioy doth giue.

  


  
    My loue and deareſt life to thee I conſecrate,


    Heart of my hearts deare treaſure, for I ſtriue

  


  By thy deuineneſſe too deuine to nominate,


  Hope of approued faith in me muſt thriue:


  
    Doth not the God of Loue that’s moſt deuine,


    Liue in thy boſomes cloſet and in mine?

  


  


  
    Deſire to that vnſpeakable delight,


    No ſharpe conceited wit can nere ſet downe,

  


  Ioy in the world to worldly mens ey-ſight,


  Doth but ignoble thy imperiall crowne:


  
    Giue thou the onſet and the foe will flie,


    Amazed at thy great commanding beautie.

  


  
    Death ſhall take my life away,
Before my friendſhip ſhall decay.

  


  
    Death that heart-wounding Lord, ſweet louers foe,


    Shall lay his Ebone darts at thy faire feete,

  


  Take them into thy hand and worke my woe,


  My woe that thy minds anguiſh will regreet:


  
    Life, hart, ioy, greeting and all my pleaſure,


    Away are gone and fled from my deare treaſure.

  


  


  
    Before one ſtaine ſhal blot thy ſcarlet die,


    My bloud ſhall like a fountaine waſh the place,

  


  Friendſhip it ſelfe knit with mortality,


  Shall thy immortall blemiſh quite diſgrace:


  
    Decay ſhall all the world, my Loue in thee


    Shall liue vnſtain’d, vntoucht perpetually.

  


  
    Let truth report what hart I beare,
To her that is my deareſt deare.

  


  
    Let not foule pale-fac’d Enuy be my foe,


    Truth muſt declare my ſpotleſſe loyalty,

  


  Report vnto the world ſhall plainely ſhow


  What hart deare Loue I alwayes bore to thee,


  Hart fram’d of perfect Loues ſincerity:


  
    I cannot flatter, this I plainely ſay,


    Beare with falſe words, ile beare the blame away.

  


  


  
    To change in loue is a baſe ſimple thing,


    Her name will be ore ſtain’d with periury,

  


  That doth delight in nothing but diſſembling?


  Is it not ſhame ſo for to wrong faire beauty,


  My true approued toung muſt anſwer I


  
    Deareſt beware of this, and learne of me,


    Deare is that Loue combin’d with Chaſtity.

  


  
    Seene hath the eye, choſen hath the hart:
Firme is the faith, and loth to depart.

  


  
    Seene in all learned arts is my beloued,


    Hath anie one ſo faire a Loue as I?

  


  The ſtony-hearted ſauage hath ſhe moued,


  Eye for her eye tempts bluſhing chaſtitie,


  
    Choſen to make their nine a perfect ten,


    Hath the ſweet Muſes honored her agen.

  


  


  
    The bright-ey’d wandring world doth alwaies ſeeke,


    Heart-curing comfort doth proceed from thee,

  


  Firme truſt, pure thoughts, a mind that’s alwayes meeke,


  Is the true Badge of my loues Soueraigntie:


  
    The honor of our age, the onely faire,


    Faiths miſtris, and Truths deare adopted heire.

  


  


  
    And thoſe that do behold thy heauenly beautie,


    Loth to forſake thee, ſpoile themſelues with gazing,

  


  To thee all humane knees proffer their dutie,


  Depart they will not but with ſad amazing:


  
    To dimme their ey-ſight looking gainſt the ſunne,


    Whoſe hot reflecting beames will neare be donne.

  


  No woe ſo great in loue, not being heard,
No plague ſo great in loue, being long deferd.


  
    No tongue can tell the world my hearts deepe anguiſh,


    Woe, and the minds great perturbation

  


  So trouble me, that day and night I languiſh,


  Great cares in loue ſeeke my deſtruction:


  
    In all things gracious, ſauing onely this,


    Loue is my foe, that I account my bliſſe.

  


  


  
    Not all the world could profer me diſgrace,


    Being maintained faireſt faire by thee,

  


  Hard-fortune ſhall thy ſeruant nere outface,


  No ſtormes of Diſcord ſhould diſcomfort me:


  
    Plague all the world with frownes my Turtle-doue,


    So that thou ſmile on me and be my loue.

  


  


  
    Great Miſtris, matchleſſe in thy ſoueraigntie,


    In lue and recompence of my affection,

  


  Loue me againe, this do I beg of thee,


  Being bound by Cupids kind direction:


  
    Long haue I ſu’d for grace, yet ſtil I find,


    Deferd I am by her that’s moſt vnkind.

  


  
    And if my loue ſhall be releeu’d by thee,
My heart is thine, and ſo account of me.

  


  
    And yet a ſtedfaſt hope maintaines my hart,


    If anie fauour fauourably proceede

  


  My deare from thee, the curer of my ſmart,


  Loue that eaſeth minds oppreſt with neede,


  
    Shall be the true Phiſition of my griefe,


    Releeu’d alone by thee that yeeld’ſt reliefe.

  


  


  
    By all the holy rites that Loue adoreth,


    Thee haue I lou’d aboue the loue of any,

  


  My heart in truth thee alwayes fauoureth,


  Heart freed from any one, then freed from many:


  
    Is it not baſe to change? yea ſo they ſay,


    Thine owne confeſſion loue denies delay.

  


  


  
    And by the high imperiall ſeate of Ioue,


    So am I forc’d by Cupid for to ſweare,

  


  Account I muſt of thee my Turtle-doue,


  Of thee that Times long memorie ſhall outweare:


  
    Me by thy ſtedfaſt truth and faith denying,


    To promiſe any hope on thee relying.

  


  
    My paſſions are a hell and death to me,
Vnleſſe you feele remorce and pitie me.

  


  
    My ſweeteſt thoughts ſweet loue to thee I ſend,


    Paſſions deeply ingrafted, vnremouable

  


  Are my affections, and I muſt commend


  A ſtedfaſt truſt in thee moſt admirable:


  
    Hell round enwraps my bodie by diſdaine,


    And then a heauen if thou loue againe.

  


  


  
    Death haunts me at the heeles, yet is affraid,


    To touch my boſome, knowing thou lou’ſt me,

  


  Me ſometimes terrifying by him betraid,


  Vnleſſe ſweete helpfull ſuccour come from thee:


  
    You well I know, the honor of mine eie,


    Feele ſome remorcefull helpe in miſerie.

  


  


  
    Remorce ſits on thy brow triumphantly,


    And ſmiles vpon my face with gentle cheere;

  


  Pittie, loues gracious mother dwels in thee,


  Me fauouring, abandoning baſe feare,


  
    Death is amazed, viewing of thy beautie,


    Thinking thy ſelfe perfect eternitie.

  


  
    My pureſt loue doth none but thee adore,
My beartie thoughts are thine, I loue no more.

  


  
    My comfortable ſweete approued Miſtris,


    Pureſt of all the pure that nature framed,

  


  Loue in the height of all our happineſſe,


  Doth tell me that thy vertues are not named:


  
    None can giue forth thy conſtancie approued,


    But I that tride thy faith, my beſt beloued.

  


  


  
    Thee in the temple of faire Venus ſhrine


    Adore I muſt, and kneele vpon my knee,

  


  My fortunes tell me plaine that thou art mine,


  Heartie in kindneſſe, yeelding vnto me:


  
    Thoughts the much-great diſturbers of our reſt


    Are fled, and lodge in ſome vnquiet breſt.

  


  


  
    Thine euer vnremou’d and ſtill kept word,


    I pondred oftentimes within my mind:

  


  Loue told me that thou neuer wouldſt afford,


  None other grace but that which I did find,


  
    More comfortable did this ſound in mine eare,


    Then ſweete releaſement to a man in feare.

  


  I do reſolue to loue no loue but thee,
Therefore be kind, and fauour none but me.


  
    I ſometime ſitting by my ſelfe alone,


    Do meditate of things that are enſuing,

  


  Reſolue I do that thou muſt end my mone,


  To ſtrengthen Loue if loue ſhould be declining.


  
    Loue in thy boſome dwels, and tels me ſtill,


    No enuious ſtormes ſhall thwart affections will.

  


  


  
    Loue hath amaz’d the world, plac’d in thy brow,


    But yet ſlauiſh diſdaine ſeekes for to croſſe

  


  Thee and my ſelfe, that haue combin’d our vow,


  Therefore that monſter cannot worke our loſſe:


  
    Be all the winds of Anger bent to rage,


    Kind ſhalt thou find me, thus my hart I gage.

  


  


  
    And from my faith that’s vnremoueable,


    Fauour be ſeated in thy maiden eie,

  


  None can receiue it loue more acceptable


  But I my ſelfe, waiting thy pittying mercie:


  Me haſt thou made the ſubſtance of delight,


  By thy faire ſunne-reſembling heauenly ſight.


  Ah quoth ſhe, but where is true Loue?
Where quoth he? where you and I loue.
I quoth ſhe, were thine like my loue.
Why quoth he, as you loue I loue.


  
    Ah thou imperious high commaunding Lord,


    (Quoth he) to Cupid gentle god of Loue,

  


  He that I honor moſt will not accord,


  But ſtriues againſt thy Iuſtice from aboue,


  Where I haue promiſt faith, my plighted word


  Is quite refuſed with a baſe reproue:


  
    True louing honour this I onely will thee,


    Loue thy true loue, or elſe falſe loue will kill me.

  


  


  
    Where ſhall I find a heart that’s free from guile?


    Quoth Faithfulneſſe, within my louers breſt,

  


  He at theſe pleaſing words began to ſmile,


  Where Anguiſh wrapt his thoughts in much vnreſt:


  You did with pretie tales the time beguile,


  And made him in conceited pleaſure bleſt,


  
    I grac’d the words ſpoke with ſo ſweet a tong,


    Loue being the holy burden of your ſong.

  


  


  
    I grac’d your ſong of Loue, but by the way,


    (Quoth true Experience,) ſit and you ſhall ſee,

  


  She will enchaunt you with her heauenly lay:


  Were you fram’d all of heauenly Pollicie,


  Thine eares ſhould drinke the poiſon of Delay,


  Like as I ſaid, ſo did it proue to be,


  
    My Miſtris beautie grac’d my Miſtris ſong,


    Loue pleaſd more with her Eyes then with her Tong.

  


  


  
    Why then in deepeneſſe of ſweete Loues delight,


    Quoth ſhe, the perfect Miſtris of Deſire,

  


  He that I honor moſt bard from my ſight,


  As a bright Lampe kindles Affections fire:


  You Magicke operations worke your ſpight,


  Loue to the mountaine top of will aſpires:


  
    I chalenge all in all, and this I ſing,


    Loue is a holy Saint, a Lord, a King.

  


  


  
    Ah Loue, where is thy faith in ſweete loue?


    Why loue where hearts conioyne in true loue:

  


  
    Why then my heart hopes of thy Loues loue,


    Elſe let my heart be plagu’d with falſe loue.

  


  


  
    Why art thou ſtrange to me my Deare?


    Not ſtrange when as I loue my deare:

  


  
    But thou eſteem’ſt not of thy deare.


    Yes when I know my deareſt deare.

  


  


  
    Why is my Loue ſo falſe to me?


    My loue is thine if thou lou’ſt me:

  


  
    Thee I loue, elſe none contents me.


    If thou lou’ſt me, it not repents me.

  


  


  
    Ah quoth he, wher’s faith in ſweete loue?


    Why quoth ſhe, conioynd in true loue.

  


  
    Ah quoth he, I hope of thy loue:


    Elſe quoth ſhe, Ile die a falſe loue.

  


  


  
    Ah my Deare, why doſt thou kill me?


    No my deare, Loue doth not will me.

  


  
    Then in thine armes thou ſhalt enfould me.


    I, my deare, there thou ſhalt hold me:

  


  
    And holding me betweene thine armes,


    I ſhall embrace ſweete Louers Charmes.

  


  


  
    Though death from life my bodie part,
Yet neare the leſſe keepe thou my hart.

  


  
    Though ſome men are inconſtant, fond, and ſickle,


    Deaths aſhie count’nance ſhall not alter me:

  


  From glaſſe they take their ſubſtance being brittle,


  Life, Heart, and Hand ſhall awaies fauour thee,


  My Pen ſhall write thy vertues regiſtrie,


  
    Bodie conioyn’d with bodie, free from ſtrife,


    Part not in ſunder till we part our life.

  


  


  
    Yet my ſoules life to my deare lifes concluding,


    Nere let Abſurditie that villaine, theefe,

  


  The monſter of our time, mens praiſe deriding,


  Leſſe in perſeuerance, of ſmall knowledge chiefe,


  Keep the baſe Gate to things that are excelling,


  Thou by faire vertues praiſe maiſt yeeld reliefe,


  
    My lines are thine, then tell Abſurditie,


    Hart of my deare, ſhall blot his villanie.

  


  Where hearts agree, no ſtrife can be.


  
    Where faithfulneſſe vnites it ſelfe with loue,


    Hearts pin’d with ſorrow cannot diſagree:

  


  Agree they muſt of force, for from aboue


  No wind oppreſſing miſchiefe may we ſee:


  Strife is quite baniſht from our companie.


  
    Can I be ſad? no, Pleaſure bids me ſing,


    Be bleſſed, for ſweete Loue’s a happie thing.

  


  Thy vowes my loue and heart hath wonne,


  
    Till thy vntruth hath it vndonne.


    Thy true vnſpeakable fidelitie.

  


  Vowes made to Cupid and his faire-fac’d mother,


  My thoughts haue wonne to vertuous chaſtitie:


  Loue thee alone I will, and loue none other,


  And if thou find not my loues ſecrecie,


  Heart fauoring thee, then do thou Fancie ſmother.


  
    Hath all the world ſuch a true Bird as I,


    Wonne to this fauour by my conſtancie?

  


  


  
    Till that leane fleſhles cripple, pale-fac’d Death,


    Thy louely Doue ſhall pierce with his fell dart,

  


  Vntruth in my faire boſome nere takes breath:


  Hath any loue ſuch a firme conſtant heart?


  
    It is thine owne, vnleſſe thou keepe it ſtill


    Vndone ſhall I be, cleane againſt my will.

  


  
    Time ſhall tell thee, how well I loue thee,


    Time the true proportioner of things,

  


  Shall in the end ſhew my affection,


  Tell thee from whence all theſe my paſſions ſpring,


  Thee honoring that of loue haue made election:


  How often I haue made my offerings,


  Well knowne to Venus and her louely ſonne,


  I to the wide world ſhall my paſſions runne:


  
    Loue is a Lord of hearts, a great Commander,


    Thee chalenging to be my chiefe defender.

  


  
    Moſt deuine and ſacred,
Haue I found your loue vnſpotted.

  


  
    Moſt reuerend Miſtris honor of mine eie,


    Deuine, moſt holy in religious loue,

  


  And Lord it ſelfe of my hearts emperie,


  Sacred in thoughts admitted from aboue,


  Haue in remembrance what affection willeth:


  I it reuiues the mind, and the mind killeth.


  Found haue I written in your skie-like brow,


  Your neuer ceaſing kind humilitie,


  Loue for your ſake to me hath made a vow,


  Vnſpotted ſhall I find your conſtancie,


  
    And without ſtaine, to thy pure ſtainleſſe beautie,


    Shall my hearts boſome offer vp his dutie.

  


  The want of thee is death to me.


  
    The day ſhall be all night, and night all day,


    Want of the Sunne and Moone to giue vs light,

  


  Of a blacke darkneſſe, before thy loue will ſtay


  Thee from thy pleaſure of thy hearts delight.


  Is not Affection nurſe to long Delay?


  Deaths Meſſenger, that barres me from thy ſight?


  
    To be in abſence, is to burne in fire,


    Me round enwrapping with hot Loues deſire.

  


  I loue to be beloued.


  
    I do acknowledge of all conſtant pure,


    Loue is my true thoughts herrald, and Ile ſing

  


  To be of thy thoughts cloſet, firme and ſure,


  Be the world ſtill thy vertues deifying:


  
    Beloued of the moſt, yet moſt of many,


    Affirme my deare, thou art belou’d of any.

  


  I ſcorne if I be ſcorned.


  
    I being not belou’d by my affection,


    Scorne within my thoughts ſuch bad diſgrace,

  


  If thou of me do make thy firme election,


  I to none other loue will giue my place:


  
    Be thou my Saint, my boſomes Lord to proue,


    Scorned of all, Ile be thy trueſt loue.

  


  The heart’s in paine, that loues in vaine.


  
    The griefe poore louers feele being not beloued,


    Hearts anguiſh, and ſad lookes may teſtifie:

  


  In night they ſleepe not, and in day perplexed,


  Paine of this ſorrow makes them melancholy,


  That in diſdaine their ſilly minds are vexed,


  Loues terror is ſo ſharpe, ſo ſtrong, ſo mightie,


  
    In all things vnreſiſtable, being aliue,


    Vaine he reſiſts that gainſt loues force doth ſtriue.

  


  
    What greater ioy can be then this,
Where loue enioyes each louers wiſh?

  


  
    What may we count the world if loue were dead?


    Greater in woe, then woe it ſelfe can be,

  


  Ioy from mans ſecret boſome being fled,


  Cannot but kill the heart immediatly,


  Becauſe by ioy the heart is nouriſhed:


  
    Then entertaine ſweete loue within thy breſt,


    This motion in the end will make thee bleſt.

  


  


  
    Where two harts are vnited all in one,


    Loue like a King, a Lord, a Soueraigne,

  


  Enioyes the throne of bliſſe to ſit vpon,


  Each ſad heart crauing aid, by Cupid ſlaine:


  
    Louers be merrie, Loue being dignified,


    Wiſh what you will, it ſhall not be denied.


    F i n i s quoth R. C h e ſ t e r.
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  HEREAFTER FOLLOW


  DIVERSE POETICALL
ESSAIES


  on the former Subiect;
viz: the Turtle and Phœnix.


  


  
    Done by the beſt and chiefeſt of


    our moderne writers, with their names
ſubſcribed to their particular workes:
neuer before extant.

  


  
    And (now firſt) conſecrated by them all generally,
to the loue and merite of the true-noble Knight,
Sir Iohn Salisburie.

  


  Dignum laude virum Muſavetat mori.
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  INVOCATIO,


  Ad Apollinem & Pierides.


  


  


  GOOD Fate, faire Theſpian Deities,


  And thou bright God, whoſe golden Eies,


  Serue as a Mirrour to the ſiluer Morne,


  When (in the height of Grace) ſhe doth adorne


  Her Chryſtall preſence, and inuites


  The euer-youthfull Bromius to delights,


  
    Sprinckling his ſute of Vert with Pearle,


    And (like a looſe enamour’d Girle)

  


  
    Ingles his cheeke; which (waxing red with ſhame)


    Inſtincts the ſenſleſſe Grapes to do the ſame,

  


  
    Till by his ſweete reflection fed,


    They gather ſpirit, and grow diſcoloured.

  


  


  
    To your high influence we commend


    Our following Labours, and ſuſtend

  


  
    Our mutuall palmes, prepar’d to gratulate


    An honorable friend: then propagate

  


  With your illuſtrate faculties


  Our mentall powers; Inſtruct vs how to riſe


  
    In weighty Numbers, well purſu’d,


    And varied from the Multitude:

  


  
    Be lauiſh once, and plenteouſly profuſe


    Your holy waters, to our thirſtie Muſe,

  


  
    That we may giue a Round to him


    In a Caſtalian boule, crown’d to the brim.


    V a t v m C h o r v s.
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  To the worthily honor’d Knight
Sir Iohn Salisburie.


  


  


  Nobleſt of minds, here do the Muſes bring


  Vnto your ſafer iudgements taſt,


  Pure iuice that flow’d from the Pierian ſprings,


  Not filch’d, nor borrow’d, but exhauſt


  By the flame-hair’d Apollos hand:


  And at his well-obſeru’d command,


  
    For you infuſde in our retentiue braine,


    Is now diſtild thence, through our quilles againe.

  


  


  
    Value our verſe, as you approue the worth;


    And thinke of what they are create,

  


  No Mercenarie hope did bring them forth,


  They tread not in that ſeruile Gate;


  But a true Zeale, borne in our ſpirites,


  Reſponſible to your high Merites,


  And an Inuention, freer then the Times,


  Theſe were the Parents to our ſeuerall Rimes,


  
    Wherein Kind, Learned, Enuious, al may view,


    That we haue writ worthy our ſelues and you.


    V a t v m C h o r v s.
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  The firſt.


  


  


  The ſiluer Vault of heauen, hath but one Eie,


  And that’s the Sunne: the foule-maskt-Ladie, Night


  (Which blots the Cloudes, the white Booke of the Skie,)


  But one ſicke Phœbe, feuer-ſhaking Light:


  The heart, one ſtring: ſo, thus in ſingle turnes,


  The world one Phœnix, till another burnes.
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  The burning.


  


  


  Suppoſe here burnes this wonder of a breath,


  In righteous flames, and holy-heated fires:


  (Like Muſicke which doth rapt it ſelfe to death,


  Sweet’ning the inward roome of mans Deſires;)


  
    So ſhe waſt’s both her wings in piteous ſtrife;


    “The flame that eates her, ſeedes the others life:

  


  
    Her rare-dead aſhes, fill a rare-liue vrne:


    “One Phœnix borne, another Phœnix burne.


    I g n o t o.
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  [The Phœnix & The Turtle.]


  


  Let the bird of lowdeſt lay,


  On the ſole Arabian tree,


  Herauld ſad and trumpet be:


  To whoſe ſound chaſte wings obay.


  


  
    But thou ſhriking harbinger,


    Foule precurrer of the fiend,

  


  
    Augour of the feuers end,


    To this troupe come thou not neere.

  


  


  
    From this Seſſion interdict


    Euery foule of tyrant wing,

  


  
    Saue the Eagle feath’red King,


    Keepe the obſequie ſo ſtrict.

  


  


  
    Let the Prieſt in Surples white,


    That defunctiue Muſicke can,

  


  
    Be the death-deuining Swan,


    Leſt the Requiem lacke his right.

  


  


  
    And thou treble dated Crow,


    That thy ſable gender mak’ſt,

  


  
    With the breath thou giu’ſt and tak’ſt,


    Mongſt our mourners ſhalt thou go.

  


  


  
    Here the Antheme doth commence,


    Loue and Conſtancie is dead,

  


  
    Phœnix and the Turtle fled,


    In a mutuall flame from hence.

  


  


  
    So they loued as loue in twaine,


    Had the eſſence but in one,

  


  
    Two diſtincts, Diuiſion none,


    Number there in loue was ſlaine.

  


  


  
    Hearts remote, yet not aſunder;


    Diſtance and no ſpace was ſeene,

  


  
    Twixt this Turtle and his Queene;


    But in them it were a wonder.

  


  


  
    So betweene them Loue did ſhine,


    That the Turtle ſaw his right,

  


  
    Flaming in the Phœnix ſight;


    Either was the others mine.

  


  


  
    Propertie was thus appalled,


    That the ſelfe was not the ſame:

  


  
    Single Natures double name,


    Neither two nor one was called.

  


  


  
    Reaſon in it ſelfe confounded,


    Saw Diuiſion grow together,

  


  
    To themſelues yet either neither,


    Simple were ſo well compounded.

  


  


  
    That it cried, how true a twaine,


    Seemeth this concordant one,

  


  
    Loue hath Reaſon, Reaſon none,


    If what parts, can ſo remaine.

  


  


  
    Whereupon it made this Threne,


    To the Phœnix and the Doue,

  


  
    Co-ſupremes and ſtarres of Loue,


    As Chorus to their Tragique Scene.
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  Threnos.


  


  


  Beautie, Truth, and Raritie,


  Grace in all ſimplicitie,


  Here encloſde, in cinders lie.


  


  Death is now the Phœnix neſt,


  And the Turtles loyall breſt,


  To eternitie doth reſt.


  


  Leauing no poſteritie,


  Twas not their infirmitie,


  It was married Chaſtitie.


  


  Truth may ſeeme, but cannot be,


  Beautie bragge, but tis not ſhe,


  Truth and Beautie buried be.


  


  To this vrne let thoſe repaire,


  
    That are either true or faire,


    For theſe dead Birds, ſigh a prayer.


    


    W i l l i a m S h a k e ſ p e a r e.
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  A narration and deſcription of
a moſt exact wondrous creature,


  ariſing out of the
Phœnix and Turtle Doues aſhes.


  


  


  O twas a mouing Epicedium!


  Can Fire? can Time? can blackeſt Fate conſume


  So rare creation? No; tis thwart to ſence,


  Corruption quakes to touch ſuch excellence,


  Nature exclaimes for Iuſtice, Iuſtice Fate,


  Ought into nought can neuer remigrate.


  Then looke; for ſee what glorious iſſue (brighter


  Then cleareſt fire, and beyond faith farre whiter


  Then Dians tier) now ſprings from yonder flame?


  Let me ſtand numb’d with wonder, neuer came


  So ſtrong amazement on aſtoniſh’d eie


  As this, this meaſureleſſe pure Raritie.


  Lo now; th’xcracture of deuineſt Eſſence,


  The Soule of heauens labour’d Quinteſſence,


  (Peans to Phœbus) from deare Louer’s death,


  Takes ſweete creation and all bleſſing breath.


  What ſtrangeneſſe is’t that from the Turtles aſhes


  Aſſumes ſuch forme? (whoſe ſplendor clearer flaſhes,


  Then mounted Delius) tell me genuine Muſe.


  Now yeeld your aides, you ſpirites that infuſe


  A ſacred rapture, light my weaker eie:


  Raiſe my inuention on ſwift Phantaſie,


  That whilſt of this ſame Metaphiſicall


  God, Man, nor Woman, but elix’d of all


  
    My labouring thoughts, with ſtrained ardor ſing,


    My Muſe may mount with an vncommon wing.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  The deſcription of this Perfection.


  


  


  Dares then thy too audacious ſenſe


  Preſume, define that boundleſſe Ens,


  That ampleſt thought tranſcendeth?


  O yet vouchſafe my Muſe, to greete


  That wondrous rareneſſe, in whoſe ſweete


  All praiſe begins and endeth.


  Diuineſt Beautie? that was ſlighteſt,


  That adorn’d this wondrous Brighteſt,


  Which had nought to be corrupted.


  In this, Perfection had no meane


  To this, Earths pureſt was vncleane


  Which vertue euen inſtructed.


  By it all Beings deck’d and ſtained,


  Ideas that are idly fained


  Onely here ſubſiſt inueſted.


  Dread not to giue ſtrain’d praiſe at all,


  No ſpeech is Hyperbolicall,


  To this perfection bleſſed.


  
    Thus cloſe my Rimes, this all that can be ſayd,


    This wonder neuer can be flattered.
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  To Perfection.
A Sonnet.


  


  


  Oft haue I gazed with aſtoniſh’d eye,


  At monſtrous iſſues of ill ſhaped birth,


  When I haue ſeene the Midwife to old earth,


  Nature produce moſt ſtrange deformitie.


  


  So haue I marueld to obſerue of late,


  Hard fauour’d Feminines ſo ſcant of faire,


  That Maskes ſo choicely, ſheltred of the aire,


  As if their beauties were not theirs by fate.


  


  But who ſo weake of obſeruation,


  Hath not diſcern’d long ſince how vertues wanted,


  How parcimoniouſly the heauens haue ſcanted,


  Our chiefeſt part of adornation?


  


  But now I ceaſe to wonder, now I find


  The cauſe of all our monſtrous penny-ſhowes:


  Now I conceit from whence wits ſcarc’tie growes,


  Hard fauourd features, and defects of mind.


  
    Nature long time hath ſtor’d vp vertue, faireneſſe,


    Shaping the reſt as foiles vnto this Rareneſſe.
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  Perfectioni Hymnus.


  


  


  What ſhould I call this creature,


  Which now is growne vnto maturitie?


  How ſhould I blaſe this feature


  As firme and conſtant as Eternitie?


  Call it Perfection? Fie!


  Tis perfecter then brighteſt names can light it:


  Call it Heauens mirror? I.


  Alas, beſt attributes can neuer right it.


  Beauties reſiſtleſſe thunder?


  All nomination is too ſtraight of ſence:


  Deepe Contemplations wonder?


  That appellation giue this excellence.


  Within all beſt confin’d,


  (Now feebler Genius end thy ſlighter riming)


  
    No Suburbes* all is Mind


    As farre from ſpot, as poſſible defining.


    * Differentia Deorum & hominum (apud Senecam) ſic babet noſtri
melior pars animus in illis nulla pars extra animum.


    I o h n M a r ſ t o n.
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  Periſteros: or the male Turtle.


  


  


  Not like that looſe and partie-liuer’d Sect


  Of idle Louers, that (as different Lights,


  On colour’d ſubiects, different hewes reflect;)


  Change their Affections with their Miſtris Sights,


  That with her Praiſe, or Diſpraiſe, drowne, or flote,


  And muſt be fed with freſh Conceits, and Faſhions;


  Neuer waxe cold, but die: loue not, but dote:


  “(Loues fires, ſtaid Iudgements blow, not humorous Paſſions,


  Whoſe Loues vpon their Louers pomp depend,


  And quench as faſt as her Eyes ſparkle twinkles,


  “(Nought laſts that doth to outward worth contend,


  Al Loue in ſmooth browes born is tomb’d in wrinkles.)


  
    But like the conſecrated *Bird of loue,


    * Turtle.

  


  
    Whoſe whole lifes hap to his *ſole-mate alluded,


    * Phœnix.

  


  Whome no prowd flockes of other Foules could moue,


  But in her ſelfe all companie concluded.


  She was to him th’Analiſde World of pleaſure,


  Her firmeneſſe cloth’d him in varietie;


  Exceſſe of all things, he ioyd in her meaſure,


  Mourn’d when ſhe mourn’d, and dieth when ſhe dies,


  Like him I bound th’inſtinct of all my powres,


  In her that bounds the Empire of deſert,


  And Time nor Change (that all things elſe deuoures,


  But truth eterniz’d in a conſtant heart)


  Can change me more from her, then her from merit,


  That is my forme, and giues my being, ſpirit.


  G e o r g e C h a p m a n.
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  Epode


  Præludium.


  


  


  We muſt ſing too? what Subiect ſhal we chuſe?


  Or whoſe great Name in Poets Heauen vſe,


  For the more Countenance to our Actiue Muſe?


  


  Hercules? alaſſe his bones are yet ſore,


  With his old earthly Labors; t’exact more


  Of his dull Godhead, were Sinne: Lets implore


  


  Phœbus? No: Tend thy Cart ſtill. Enuious Day


  Shall not giue out, that we haue made thee ſtay,


  And foundred thy hote Teame, to tune our Lay.


  


  Nor will we beg of thee, Lord of the Vine,


  To raiſe our ſpirites with thy coniuring Wine,


  In the greene circle of thy Iuy twine.


  


  Pallas, nor thee we call on, Mankind Maide,


  That (at thy birth) mad’ſt the poore Smith afraide,


  Who with his Axe thy Fathers Mid-wife plaide.


  


  Go, crampe dull Mars, light Venus, when he ſnorts,


  Or with thy Tribade Trine, inuent new ſports,


  Thou, nor their looſeneſſe, with our Making ſorts.


  


  Let the old Boy your ſonne ply his old Taske,


  Turne the ſtale Prologue to ſome painted Maske,


  His Abſence in our Verſe is all we aske.


  


  Hermes the cheater, cannot mixe with vs,


  Though he would ſteale his ſiſters Pegaſus,


  And rifle him; or pawne his Petaſus.


  


  Nor all the Ladies of the Theſpian Lake,


  (Though they were cruſht into one forme) could make


  A Beauty of that Merit, that ſhould take


  


  
    Our Muſe vp by Commiſſion: No, we bring


    Our owne true Fire; Now our Thought takes wing,


    And now an Epode to deepe eares we ſing.
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  Epos.


  


  


  “ Not to know Vice at all, and keepe true ſtate,


  “Is Vertue; and not Fate:


  “Next to that Vertue, is, to know Vice well,


  “And her blacke ſpight expell.


  Which to effect (ſince no breaſt is ſo ſure,


  Or ſafe, but ſhee’l procure


  Some way of entrance) we muſt plant a guard


  Of Thoughts, to watch and ward


  At th’Eye and Eare, (the Ports vnto the Mind;)


  That no ſtrange or vnkind


  Obiect arriue there, but the Heart (our ſpie)


  Giue knowledge inſtantly.


  To wakefull Reaſon, our Affections King:


  Who (in th’examining)


  Will quickly taſte the Treaſon, and commit


  Cloſe, the cloſe cauſe of it.


  “Tis the ſecureſt Pollicie we haue,


  “To make our Senſe our Slaue.


  But this faire courſe is not embrac’d by many;


  By many? ſcarce by any:


  For either our Affections do rebell,


  Or elſe the Sentinell,


  (That ſhal ring larum to the Heart) doth ſleepe,


  Or ſome great Thought doth keepe


  Backe the Intelligence, and falſely ſweares


  They’r baſe, and idle Feares,


  Whereof the loyall Conſcience ſo complaines.


  Thus by theſe ſubtill traines,


  Do ſeuerall Paſſions ſtill inuade the Mind,


  And ſtrike our Reaſon blind:


  Of which vſurping ranke, ſome haue thought Loue


  The firſt; as prone to moue


  Moſt frequent Tumults, Horrors, and Vnreſts,


  In our enflamed breſts.


  But this doth from their cloud of Error grow,


  Which thus we ouerblow.


  The thing they here call Loue, is blind Deſire,


  Arm’d with Bow, Shafts, and Fire;


  Inconſtant like the Sea, of whence ’tis borne,


  Rough, ſwelling, like a Storme:


  With whome who ſailes, rides on the ſurge of Feare,


  And boiles as if he were


  In a continuall Tempeſt. Now true Loue


  No ſuch effects doth proue:


  That is an Eſſence moſt gentile, and fine.


  Pure, perfect; nay diuine:


  It is a golden Chaine let downe from Heauen,


  Whoſe linkes are bright, and euen


  That fals like Sleepe on Louers; and combines


  The ſoft and ſweeteſt Minds


  In equal knots: This beares no Brands nor Darts


  To murder different harts,


  But in a calme and God-like vnitie,


  Preſerues Communitie.


  O who is he that (in this peace) enioyes


  Th’Elixir of all ioyes?


  (A Forme more freſh then are the Eden bowers,


  And laſting as her flowers:


  Richer then Time, and as Times Vertue, rare,


  Sober, as ſaddeſt Care,


  A fixed Thought, an Eye vntaught to glance;)


  Who (bleſt with ſuch high chance)


  Would at ſuggeſtion of a ſteepe Deſire,


  Caſt himſelfe from the ſpire


  Of all his Happineſſe? But ſoft: I heare


  Some vicious Foole draw neare,


  That cries we dreame; and ſweares, there’s no ſuch thing


  As this chaſte Loue we ſing.


  Peace Luxurie, thou art like one of thoſe


  Who (being at ſea) ſuppoſe


  Becauſe they moue, the Continent doth ſo:


  No (Vice) we let thee know,


  Though thy wild Thoughts with Sparrowes wings do flie,


  “Turtles can chaſtly die;


  And yet (in this t’expreſſe our ſelfe more cleare)


  We do not number here


  Such Spirites as are onely continent,


  Becauſe Luſts meanes are ſpent:


  Or thoſe, who doubt the common mouth of Fame,


  And for their Place, or Name,


  Cannot ſo ſafely ſinne; Their Chaſtitie


  Is meere Neceſſitie,


  Nor meane we thoſe, whom Vowes and Conſcience


  Haue fild with Abſtinence:


  (Though we acknowledge who can ſo abſtaine,


  Makes a moſt bleſſed gaine:


  “He that for loue of goodneſſe hateth ill,


  “Is more Crowne-worthy ſtill,


  “Then he which for ſinnes Penaltie forbeares,


  “His Heart ſinnes, though he feares.)


  But we propoſe a perſon like our Doue,


  Grac’d with a Phœnix loue:


  A beauty of that cleare and ſparkling Light,


  Would make a Day of Night,


  And turne the blackeſt ſorrowes to bright ioyes:


  Whoſe Od’rous breath deſtroyes


  All taſte of Bitterneſſe, and makes the Ayre


  As ſweete, as ſhe is faire:


  A Bodie ſo harmoniouſly compoſde,


  As if Nature diſcloſde


  All her beſt Symmetrie in that one Feature:


  O, ſo diuine a Creature


  Who could be falſe too? chiefly when he knowes


  How onely ſhe beſtowes


  The wealthy treaſure of her Loue in him;


  Making his Fortunes ſwim


  In the full floud of her admir’d perfection?


  What ſauage, brute Affection,


  Would not be fearefull to offend a Dame


  Of this excelling frame?


  Much more a noble and right generous Mind,


  (To vertuous moodes enclin’d)


  That knowes the weight of Guilt: He will refraine


  From thoughts of ſuch a ſtraine:


  
    And to his Sence obiect this Sentence euer,


    “Man may ſecurely ſinne, but ſafely neuer.


    B e n. I o h n ſ o n.
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  The Phœnix Analyſde.


  


  


  Now, after all, let no man


  Receiue it for a Fable,


  
    If a Bird ſo amiable,


    Do turne into a Woman.

  


  


  Or (by our Turtles Augure)


  That Natures faireſt Creature,


  Proue of his Miſtris Feature,


  But a bare Type and Figure.
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  Ode ὲνθο ̆σιαϛιχͷ̀.


  


  


  Splendor! O more then mortall,


  For other formes come ſhort all


  
    Of her illuſtrate brightneſſe,


    As farre as Sinne’s from lightneſſe.

  


  


  
    Her wit as quicke, and ſprightfull


    As fire; and more delightfull

  


  
    Then the ſtolne ſports of Louers,


    When night their meeting couers.

  


  


  
    Iudgement (adornd with Learning)


    Doth ſhine in her diſcerning,

  


  
    Cleare as a naked veſtall


    Cloſde in an orbe of Chriſtall.

  


  


  
    Her breath for ſweete exceeding


    The Phœnix place of breeding,

  


  
    But mixt with ſound, tranſcending


    All Nature of commending.

  


  


  
    Alas: then whither wade I,


    In thought to praiſe this Ladie,

  


  
    When ſeeking her renowning,


    My ſelfe am ſo neare drowning?

  


  


  
    Retire, and ſay; Her Graces


    Are deeper then their Faces:

  


  
    Yet ſhee’s nor nice to ſhew them,


    Nor takes ſhe pride to know them.


    B e n. I o h n ſ o n.

  


  
    


    F I N I S
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  Actus Primus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Kent, Glouceſter, and Edmond.


  
    KENT


    I thought the King had more affected the Duke of Albany, then Cornwall.

  


  GLOVCESTER


  It did alwayes ſeeme ſo to vs: But now in the diuiſion of the Kingdome, it appeares not which of the Dukes hee valewes moſt, for qualities are ſo weigh’d, that curioſity in neither, can make choiſe of eithers moity.


  
    KENT


    Is not this your Son, my Lord?

  


  GLOVCESTER


  His breeding Sir, hath bin at my charge. I haue ſo often bluſh’d to acknowledge him, that now I am braz’d too’t.


  
    KENT


    I cannot conceiue you.

  


  GLOVCESTER


  Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could; wherevpon ſhe grew round womb’d, and had indeede (Sir) a Sonne for her Cradle, ere ſhe had a husband for her bed.


  Do you ſmell a fault?


  
    KENT


    I cannot wiſh the fault vndone, the iſſue of it, being ſo proper.

  


  GLOVCESTER


  But I haue a Sonne, Sir, by order of Law, ſome yeere elder then this; who, yet is no deerer in my account, though this Knaue came ſomthing ſawcily to the world before he was ſent for: yet was his Mother fayre, there was good ſport at his making, and the horſon muſt be acknowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentleman, Edmond?


  
    EDMOND


    No, my Lord.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    My Lord of Kent: Remember him heereafter, as my Honourable Friend.

  


  
    EDMOND


    My ſeruices to your Lordſhip.

  


  
    KENT


    I muſt loue you, and ſue to know you better.

  


  
    EDMOND


    Sir, I ſhall ſtudy deſeruing.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    He hath bin out nine yeares, and away he ſhall againe. The King is comming.

  


  Sennet.


  Enter King Lear,
Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill,
Regan, Cordelia, and attendants.


  
    LEAR


    Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy, Glouceſter.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I ſhall, my Lord.

  


  Exit.


  
    LEAR


    Meane time we ſhal expreſſe our darker purpoſe.

  


  Giue me the Map there. Know, that we haue diuided


  In three our Kingdome: and ’tis our faſt intent,


  To ſhake all Cares and Buſineſſe from our Age,


  Conferring them on yonger ſtrengths, while we


  Vnburthen’d crawle toward death. Our ſon of Cornwal,


  And you our no leſſe louing Sonne of Albany,


  We haue this houre a conſtant will to publiſh


  Our daughters ſeuerall Dowers, that future ſtrife


  May be preuented now. The Princes, France & Burgundy,


  Great Riuals in our yongeſt daughters loue,


  Long in our Court, haue made their amorous ſoiourne,


  And heere are to be anſwer’d. Tell me my daughters


  (Since now we will diueſt vs both of Rule,


  Intereſt of Territory, Cares of State)


  Which of you ſhall we ſay doth loue vs moſt,


  That we, our largeſt bountie may extend


  Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill,


  Our eldeſt borne, ſpeake firſt.


  
    GONERILL


    Sir, I loue you more then word can weild the matter,

  


  Deerer then eye-ſight, ſpace, and libertie,


  Beyond what can be valewed, rich or rare,


  No leſſe then life, with grace, health, beauty, honor:


  As much as Childe ere lou’d, or Father found.


  A loue that makes breath poore, and ſpeech vnable,


  Beyond all manner of ſo much I loue you.


  
    CORNWALL


    What ſhall Cordelia ſpeake? Loue, and be ſilent.

  


  
    LEAR


    Of all theſe bounds euen from this Line, to this,

  


  With ſhadowie Forreſts, and with Champains rich’d


  With plenteous Riuers, and wide-skirted Meades


  We make thee Lady. To thine and Albanies iſſues


  Be this perpetuall. What ſayes our ſecond Daughter?


  Our deereſt Regan, wife of Cornwall?


  
    REGAN


    I am made of that ſelfe-mettle as my Siſter,

  


  And prize me at her worth. In my true heart,


  I finde ſhe names my very deede of loue:


  Onely ſhe comes too ſhort, that I profeſſe


  My ſelfe an enemy to all other ioyes,


  Which the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe profeſſes,


  And finde I am alone felicitate


  In your deere Highneſſe loue.


  
    CORNWALL


    Then poore Cordelia,

  


  And yet not ſo, ſince I am ſure my loue’s


  More ponderous then my tongue.


  
    LEAR


    To thee, and thine hereditarie euer,

  


  Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome,


  No leſſe in ſpace, validitie, and pleaſure


  Then that conferr’d on Gonerill. Now our Ioy,


  Although our laſt and leaſt; to whoſe yong loue,


  The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie,


  Striue to be intereſt. What can you ſay, to draw


  A third, more opilent then your Siſters? ſpeake.


  
    CORNWALL


    Nothing my Lord.

  


  
    LEAR


    Nothing?

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Nothing.

  


  
    LEAR


    Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeake againe.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Vnhappie that I am, I cannot heaue

  


  My heart into my mouth: I loue your Maieſty


  According to my bond, no more nor leſſe.


  
    LEAR


    How, how Cordelia? Mend your ſpeech a little,

  


  Leaſt you may marre your Fortunes.


  
    CORNWALL


    Good my Lord,

  


  You haue begot me, bred me, lou’d me.


  I returne thoſe duties backe as are right fit,


  Obey you, Loue you, and moſt Honour you.


  Why haue my Siſters Husbands, if they ſay


  They loue you all? Happily when I ſhall wed,


  That Lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry


  Halfe my loue with him, halfe my Care, and Dutie,


  Sure I ſhall neuer marry like my Siſters.


  
    LEAR


    But goes thy heart with this?

  


  
    CORNWALL


    I my good Lord.

  


  
    LEAR


    So young, and ſo vntender?

  


  
    CORNWALL


    So young my Lord, and true.

  


  
    LEAR


    Let it be ſo, thy truth then be thy dowre:

  


  For by the ſacred radience of the Sunne,


  The miſteries of Heccat and the night:


  By all the operation of the Orbes,


  From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be,


  Heere I diſclaime all my Paternall care,


  Propinquity and property of blood,


  And as a ſtranger to my heart and me,


  Hold thee from this for euer. The barbarous Scythian,


  Or he that makes his generation meſſes


  To gorge his appetite, ſhall to my boſome


  Be as well neighbour’d, pittied, and releeu’d,


  As thou my ſometime Daughter.


  
    KENT


    Good my Liege.

  


  
    LEAR


    Peace Kent,

  


  Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath,


  I lou’d her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſt


  On her kind nurſery. Hence and avoid my ſight:


  So be my graue my peace, as here I giue


  Her Fathers heart from her; call France, who ſtirres?


  Call Burgundy, Cornwall, and Albanie,


  With my two Daughters Dowres, digeſt the third,


  Let pride, which ſhe cals plainneſſe, marry her:


  I doe inueſt you ioyntly with my power,


  Preheminence, and all the large effects


  That troope with Maieſty. Our ſelfe by Monthly courſe,


  With reſeruation of an hundred Knights,


  By you to be ſuſtain’d, ſhall our abode


  Make with you by due turne, onely we ſhall retaine


  The name, and all th’addition to a King: the Sway,


  Reuennew, Execution of the reſt,


  Beloued Sonnes be yours, which to confirme,


  This Coronet part betweene you.


  
    KENT


    Royall Lear,

  


  Whom I haue euer honor’d as my King,


  Lou’d as my Father, as my Maſter follow’d,


  As my great Patron thought on in my praiers.


  
    LEAR


    The bow is bent & drawne, make from the ſhaft.

  


  
    KENT


    Let it fall rather, though the forke inuade

  


  The region of my heart, be Kent vnmannerly,


  When Lear is mad, what wouldeſt thou do old man?


  Think’ſt thou that dutie ſhall haue dread to ſpeake,


  When power to flattery bowes?


  To plainneſſe honour’s bound,


  When Maieſty falls to folly, reſerue thy ſtate,


  And in thy beſt conſideration checke


  This hideous raſhneſſe, anſwere my life, my iudgement:


  Thy yongeſt Daughter do’s not loue thee leaſt,


  Nor are thoſe empty hearted, whoſe low ſounds


  Reuerbe no hollowneſſe.


  
    LEAR


    Kent, on thy life no more.

  


  
    KENT


    My life I neuer held but as pawne

  


  To wage againſt thine enemies, nere feare to looſe it,


  Thy ſafety being motiue.


  
    LEAR


    Out of my ſight.

  


  
    KENT


    See better Lear, and let me ſtill remaine

  


  The true blanke of thine eie.


  
    LEAR


    Now by Apollo,

  


  
    KENT


    Now by Apollo, King

  


  Thou ſwear’ſt thy Gods in vaine.


  
    LEAR


    O Vaſſall! Miſcreant.

  


  
    ALBANY, CORDELIA


    Deare Sir forbeare.

  


  
    KENT


    Kill thy Phyſition, and thy fee beſtow

  


  Vpon the foule diſeaſe, reuoke thy guift,


  Or whil’ſt I can vent clamour from my throate,


  Ile tell thee thou doſt euill.


  
    LEAR


    Heare me recreant, on thine allegeance heare me;

  


  That thou haſt ſought to make vs breake our vowes,


  Which we durſt neuer yet; and with ſtrain’d pride,


  To come betwixt our ſentences, and our power,


  Which, nor our nature, nor our place can beare;


  Our potencie made good, take thy reward.


  Fiue dayes we do allot thee for prouiſion,


  To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world,


  And on the ſixt to turne thy hated backe


  Vpon our kingdome: if on the tenth day following,


  Thy baniſht trunke be found in our Dominions,


  The moment is thy death, away. By Iupiter,


  This ſhall not be reuok’d.


  
    KENT


    Fare thee well King, ſith thus thou wilt appeare,

  


  Freedome liues hence, and baniſhment is here;


  The Gods to their deere ſhelter take thee Maid,


  That iuſtly think’ſt, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid:


  And your large ſpeeches, may your deeds approue,


  That good effects may ſpring from words of loue:


  Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adew,


  Hee’l ſhape his old courſe, in a Country new.


  Exit.


  Flouriſh.


  
    Enter Glouceſter with France,
and Burgundy, Attendants.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Heere’s France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord.

  


  
    LEAR


    My Lord of Burgundie,

  


  We firſt addreſſe toward you, who with this King


  Hath riuald for our Daughter; what in the leaſt


  Will you require in preſent Dower with her,


  Or ceaſe your queſt of Loue?


  
    BVRGVNDY


    Moſt Royall Maieſty,

  


  I craue no more then hath your Highneſſe offer’d,


  Nor will you tender leſſe?


  
    LEAR


    Right Noble Burgundy,

  


  When ſhe was deare to vs, we did hold her ſo,


  But now her price is fallen: Sir, there ſhe ſtands,


  If ought within that little ſeeming ſubſtance,


  Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec’d,


  And nothing more may fitly like your Grace,


  Shee’s there, and ſhe is yours.


  
    BVRGVNDY


    I know no anſwer.

  


  
    LEAR


    Will you with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes,

  


  Vnfriended, new adopted to our hate,


  Dow’rd with our curſe, and ſtranger’d with our oath,


  Take her or, leaue her.


  
    BVRGVNDY


    Pardon me Royall Sir,

  


  Election makes not vp in ſuch conditions.


  
    LEAR


    Then leaue her ſir, for by the powre that made me,

  


  I tell you all her wealth. For you great King,


  I would not from your loue make ſuch a ſtray,


  To match you where I hate, therefore beſeech you


  T’auert your liking a more worthier way,


  Then on a wretch whom Nature is aſham’d


  Almoſt t’acknowledge hers.


  
    FRANCISCO


    This is moſt ſtrange,

  


  That ſhe whom euen but now, was your obiect,


  The argument of your praiſe, balme of your age,


  The beſt, the deereſt, ſhould in this trice of time


  Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle


  So many folds of fauour: ſure her offence


  Muſt be of ſuch vnnaturall degree,


  That monſters it: Or your fore-voucht affection


  Fall into taint, which to beleeue of her


  Muſt be a faith that reaſon without miracle


  Should neuer plant in me.


  
    CORNWALL


    I yet beſeech your Maieſty.

  


  If for I want that glib and oylie Art,


  To ſpeake and purpoſe not, ſince what I will intend,


  Ile do’t before I ſpeake, that you make knowne


  It is no vicious blot, murther, or fouleneſſe,


  No vnchaſte action or diſhonoured ſtep


  That hath depriu’d me of your Grace and fauour,


  But euen for want of that, for which I am richer,


  A ſtill ſoliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue,


  That I am glad I haue not, though not to haue it,


  Hath loſt me in your liking.


  
    LEAR


    Better thou had’ſt

  


  Not beene borne, then not t’haue pleas’d me better.


  
    FRANCISCO


    Is it but this? A tardineſſe in nature,

  


  Which often leaues the hiſtory vnſpoke


  That it intends to do: my Lord of Burgundy,


  What ſay you to the Lady? Loue’s not loue


  When it is mingled with regards, that ſtands


  Aloofe from th’intire point, will you haue her?


  She is herſelfe a Dowrie.


  
    BVRGVNDY


    Royall King,

  


  Giue but that portion which your ſelfe propos’d,


  And here I take Cordelia by the hand,


  Dutcheſſe of Burgundie.


  
    LEAR


    Nothing, I haue ſworne, I am firme.

  


  
    BVRGVNDY


    I am ſorry then you haue ſo loſt a Father,

  


  That you muſt looſe a husband.


  
    CORNWALL


    Peace be with Burgundie,

  


  Since that reſpect and Fortunes are his loue,


  I ſhall not be his wife.


  
    FRANCISCO


    Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being poore,

  


  Moſt choiſe forſaken, and moſt lou’d deſpis’d,


  Thee and thy vertues here I ſeize vpon,


  Be it lawfull I take vp what’s caſt away.


  Gods, Gods! ’Tis ſtrange, that from their cold’ſt neglect


  My Loue ſhould kindle to enflam’d reſpect.


  Thy dowreleſſe Daughter King, throwne to my chance,


  Is Queene of vs, of ours, and our faire France:


  Not all the Dukes of watriſh Burgundy,


  Can buy this vnpriz’d precious Maid of me.


  Bid them farewell Cordelia, though vnkinde,


  Thou looſeſt here a better where to finde.


  
    LEAR


    Thou haſt her France, let her be thine, for we

  


  Haue no ſuch Daughter, nor ſhall euer ſee


  That face of hers againe, therfore be gone,


  Without our Grace, our Loue, our Benizon:


  Come Noble Burgundie.


  Flouriſh.


  Exeunt.


  
    FRANCISCO


    Bid farwell to your Siſters.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    The Iewels of our Father, with waſh’d eies

  


  Cordelia leaues you, I know you what you are,


  And like a Siſter am moſt loth to call


  Your faults as they are named. Loue well our Father:


  To your profeſſed boſomes I commit him,


  But yet alas, ſtood I within his Grace,


  I would prefer him to a better place,


  So farewell to you both.


  
    REGAN


    Preſcribe not vs our dutie.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Let your ſtudy

  


  Be to content your Lord, who hath receiu’d you


  At Fortunes almes, you haue obedience ſcanted,


  And well are worth the want that you haue wanted.


  
    CORNWALL


    Time ſhall vnfold what plighted cunning hides,

  


  Who couers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides:


  Well may you proſper.


  
    FRANCISCO


    Come my faire Cordelia.

  


  Exit France and Cordelia.


  
    GONERILL


    Siſter, it is not little I haue to ſay,

  


  Of what moſt neerely appertaines to vs both,


  I thinke our Father will hence to night.


  
    REGAN


    That’s moſt certaine, and with you: next moneth with vs.

  


  GONERILL


  You ſee how full of changes his age is, the obſeruation we haue made of it hath beene little; he alwaies lou’d our Siſter moſt, and with what poore iudgement he hath now caſt her off, appeares too groſſely.


  
    REGAN


    ’Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath euer but ſlenderly knowne himſelfe.

  


  GONERILL


  The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath bin but raſh, then muſt we looke from his age, to receiue not alone the imperfections of long ingraffed condition, but therewithall the vnruly way-wardneſſe, that infirme and cholericke yeares bring with them.


  
    REGAN


    Such vnconſtant ſtarts are we like to haue from him, as this of Kents baniſhment.

  


  GONERILL


  There is further complement of leaue-taking betweene France and him, pray you let vs ſit together, if our Father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſition as he beares, this laſt ſurrender of his will but offend vs.


  
    REGAN


    We ſhall further thinke of it.

  


  
    GONERILL


    We muſt do ſomething, and i’th’heate.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Baſtard.


  
    BASTARD


    Thou Nature art my Goddeſſe, to thy Law

  


  My ſeruices are bound, wherefore ſhould I


  Stand in the plague of cuſtome, and permit


  The curioſity of Nations, to depriue me?


  For that I am ſome twelue, or fourteene Moonſhines


  Lag of a Brother? Why Baſtard? Wherefore baſe?


  When my Dimenſions are as well compact,


  My minde as generous, and my ſhape as true


  As honeſt Madams iſſue? Why brand they vs


  With Baſe? With baſenes Baſtardie? Baſe, Baſe?


  Who in the luſtie ſtealth of Nature, take


  More compoſition, and fierce qualitie,


  Then doth within a dull ſtale tyred bed


  Goe to th’creating a whole tribe of Fops


  Got ’tweene a ſleepe, and wake? Well then,


  Legitimate Edgar, I muſt haue your land,


  Our Fathers loue, is to the Baſtard Edmond,


  As to th’legitimate: fine word: Legitimate.


  Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter ſpeed,


  And my inuention thriue, Edmond the baſe


  Shall to’th’Legitimate: I grow, I proſper:


  Now Gods, ſtand vp for Baſtards.


  Enter Glouceſter.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Kent baniſh’d thus? and France in choller parted?

  


  And the King gone to night? Preſcrib’d his powre,


  Confin’d to exhibition? All this done


  Vpon the gad? Edmond, how now? What newes?


  
    BASTARD


    So pleaſe your Lordſhip, none.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Why ſo earneſtly ſeeke you to put vp that Letter?

  


  
    BASTARD


    I know no newes, my Lord.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    What Paper were you reading?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Nothing my Lord.

  


  GLOVCESTER


  No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of it into your Pocket? The quality of nothing, hath not ſuch neede to hide it ſelfe. Let’s ſee: come, if it bee nothing, I ſhall not neede Spectacles.


  BASTARD


  I beſeech you Sir, pardon mee; it is a Letter from my Brother, that I haue not all ore-read; and for ſo much as I haue perus’d, I finde it not fit for your ore-looking.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Giue me the Letter, Sir.

  


  
    BASTARD


    I ſhall offend, either to detaine, or giue it:

  


  The Contents, as in part I vnderſtand them,


  Are too blame.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Let’s ſee, let’s ſee.

  


  BASTARD


  I hope for my Brothers iuſtification, hee wrote this but as an eſſay, or taſte of my Vertue.


  GLOVCESTER READS


  This policie, and reuerence of Age, makes the world bitter to the beſt of our times: keepes our Fortunes from vs, till our oldneſſe cannot relliſh them. I begin to finde an idle and fond bondage, in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny, who ſwayes not as it hath power, but as it is ſuffer’d. Come to me, that of this I may ſpeake more. If our Father would ſleepe till I wak’d him, you ſhould enioy halfe his Reuennew for euer, and liue the beloued of your Brother.


  Edgar.


  Hum? Conſpiracy? Sleepe till I wake him, you ſhould enioy halfe his Reuennew: my Sonne Edgar, had hee a hand to write this? A heart and braine to breede it in? When came you to this? Who brought it?


  BASTARD


  It was not brought mee, my Lord; there’s the cunning of it. I found it throwne in at the Caſement of my Cloſſet.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    You know the character to be your Brothers?

  


  BASTARD


  If the matter were good my Lord, I durſt ſwear it were his: but in reſpect of that, I would faine thinke it were not.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    It is his.

  


  
    BASTARD


    It is his hand, my Lord: but I hope his heart is not in the Contents.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Has he neuer before ſounded you in this buſines?

  


  BASTARD


  Neuer my Lord. But I haue heard him oft maintaine it to be fit, that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers declin’d, the Father ſhould bee as Ward to the Son, and the Sonne manage his Reuennew.


  GLOVCESTER


  O Villain, villain: his very opinion in the Letter. Abhorred Villaine, vnnaturall, deteſted, brutiſh Villaine; worſe then brutiſh: Go ſirrah, ſeeke him: Ile apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine, where is he?


  BASTARD


  I do not well know my Lord. If it ſhall pleaſe you to ſuſpend your indignation againſt my Brother, til you can deriue from him better teſtimony of his intent, you ſhold run a certaine courſe: where, if you violently proceed againſt him, miſtaking his purpoſe, it would make a great gap in your owne Honor, and ſhake in peeces, the heart of his obedience. I dare pawne downe my life for him, that he hath writ this to feele my affection to your Honor, & to no other pretence of danger.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Thinke you ſo?

  


  BASTARD


  If your Honor iudge it meete, I will place you where you ſhall heare vs conferre of this, and by an Auricular aſſurance haue your ſatiſfaction, and that without any further delay, then this very Euening.


  GLOVCESTER


  He cannot bee ſuch a Monſter. Edmond ſeeke him out: winde me into him, I pray you: frame the Buſineſſe after your owne wiſedome. I would vnſtate my ſelfe, to be in a due reſolution.


  BASTARD


  I will ſeeke him Sir, preſently: conuey the buſineſſe as I ſhall find meanes, and acquaint you withall.


  GLOVCESTER


  Theſe late Eclipſes in the Sun and Moone portend no good to vs: though the wiſedome of Nature can reaſon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelfe ſcourg’d by the ſequent effects. Loue cooles, friendſhip falls off, Brothers diuide. In Cities, mutinies; in Countries, diſcord; in Pallaces, Treaſon; and the Bond crack’d, ’twixt Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes vnder the prediction; there’s Son againſt Father, the King fals from byas of Nature, there’s Father againſt Childe. We haue ſeene the beſt of our time. Machinations, hollowneſſe, treacherie, and all ruinous diſorders follow vs diſquietly to our Graues. Find out this Villain, Edmond, it ſhall loſe thee nothing, do it carefully: and the Noble & true-harted Kent baniſh’d; his offence, honeſty. ’Tis ſtrange.


  Exit.


  BASTARD


  This is the excellent foppery of the world, that when we are ſicke in fortune, often the ſurfets of our own behauiour, we make guilty of our diſaſters, the Sun, the Moone, and Starres, as if we were villaines on neceſſitie Fooles by heauenly compulſion, Knaues, Theeues, and Treachers by Sphericall predominance. Drunkards, Lyars, and Adulterers by an inforc’d obedience of Planatary influence; and all that we are euill in, by a diuine thruſting on. An admirable euaſion of Whore-maſter-man, to lay his Goatiſh diſpoſition on the charge of a Starre, My father compounded with my mother vnder the Dragons taile, and my Natiuity was vnder Vrſa Maior, ſo that it followes, I am rough and Leacherous. I ſhould haue bin that I am, had the maidenleſt Starre in the Firmament twinkled on my baſtardizing.


  Enter Edgar.


  Pat: he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedie: my Cue is villanous Melancholly, with a ſighe like Tom o’Bedlam. ——— O theſe Eclipſes do portend theſe diuiſions. Fa, Sol, La, Me.


  
    EDGAR


    How now Brother Edmond, what ſerious contemplation are you in?

  


  
    BASTARD


    I am thinking Brother of a prediction I read this other day, what ſhould follow theſe Eclipſes.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Do you buſie your ſelfe with that?

  


  
    BASTARD


    I promiſe you, the effects he writes of, ſucceede vnhappily.

  


  When ſaw you my Father laſt?


  
    EDGAR


    The night gone by.

  


  
    BASTARD


    Spake you with him?

  


  
    EDGAR


    I, two houres together.

  


  BASTARD


  Parted you in good termes? Found you no diſpleaſure in him, by word, nor countenance?


  
    EDGAR


    None at all.

  


  BASTARD


  Bethink your ſelfe wherein you may haue offended him: and at my entreaty forbeare his preſence, vntill ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure, which at this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with the mis-chiefe of your perſon, it would ſcarſely alay.


  
    EDGAR


    Some Villaine hath done me wrong.

  


  EDMOND


  That’s my feare, I pray you haue a continent forbearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes ſlower: and as I ſay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to heare my Lord ſpeake: pray ye goe, there’s my key: if you do ſtirre abroad, goe arm’d.


  
    EDGAR


    Arm’d, Brother?

  


  EDMOND


  Brother, I aduiſe you to the beſt, I am no honeſt man, if ther be any good meaning toward you: I haue told you what I haue ſeene, and heard: But faintly. Nothing like the image, and horror of it, pray you away.


  
    EDGAR


    Shall I heare from you anon?

  


  Exit.


  
    EDMOND


    I do ſerue you in this buſineſſe:

  


  A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble,


  Whoſe nature is ſo farre from doing harmes,


  That he ſuſpects none: on whoſe fooliſh honeſtie


  My practiſes ride eaſie: I ſee the buſineſſe.


  Let me, if not by birth, haue lands by wit,


  All with me’s meete, that I can faſhion fit.


  Exit.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Gonerill, and Steward.


  GONERILL


  Did my Father ſtrike my Gentleman for chiding of his Foole?


  
    STEWARD


    I Madam.

  


  
    GONERILL


    By day and night, he wrongs me, euery howre

  


  He flaſhes into one groſſe crime, or other,


  That ſets vs all at ods: Ile not endure it;


  His Knights grow riotous, and himſelfe vpbraides vs


  On euery trifle. When he returnes from hunting,


  I will not ſpeake with him, ſay I am ſicke,


  If you come ſlacke of former ſeruices,


  You ſhall do well, the fault of it Ile anſwer.


  
    STEWARD


    He’s comming Madam, I heare him.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe,

  


  You and your Fellowes: I’de haue it come to queſtion;


  If he diſtaſte it, let him to my Siſter,


  Whoſe mind and mine I know in that are one,


  Remember what I haue ſaid.


  
    STEWARD


    Well Madam.

  


  GONERILL


  And let his Knights haue colder lookes among you: what growes of it no matter, aduiſe your fellowes ſo, Ile write ſtraight to my Siſter to hold my courſe; prepare for dinner.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Enter Kent.


  
    KENT


    If but as will I other accents borrow,

  


  That can my ſpeech defuſe, my good intent


  May carry through it ſelfe to that full iſſue


  For which I raiz’d my likeneſſe. Now baniſht Kent,


  If thou canſt ſerue where thou doſt ſtand condemn’d,


  So may it come, thy Maſter whom thou lou’ſt,


  Shall find thee full of labours.


  Hornes within.


  Enter Lear and Attendants.


  
    LEAR


    Let me not ſtay a iot for dinner, go get it ready: how now, what art thou?

  


  
    KENT


    A man Sir.

  


  
    LEAR


    What doſt thou profeſſe? What would’ſt thou with vs?

  


  KENT


  I do profeſſe to be no leſſe then I ſeeme; to ſerue him truely that will put me in truſt, to loue him that is honeſt, to conuerſe with him that is wiſe and ſaies little, to feare iudgement, to fight when I cannot chooſe, and to eate no fiſh.


  
    LEAR


    What art thou?

  


  
    KENT


    A very honeſt hearted Fellow, and as poore as the King.

  


  LEAR


  If thou be’ſt as poore for a ſubiect, as hee’s for a King, thou art poore enough. What wouldſt thou?


  
    KENT


    Seruice.

  


  
    LEAR


    Who wouldſt thou ſerue?

  


  
    KENT


    You.

  


  
    LEAR


    Do’ſt thou know me fellow?

  


  
    KENT


    No Sir, but you haue that in your countenance, which I would faine call Maſter.

  


  
    LEAR


    What’s that?

  


  
    KENT


    Authority.

  


  
    LEAR


    What ſeruices canſt thou do?

  


  KENT


  I can keepe honeſt counſaile, ride, run, marre a curious tale in telling it, and deliuer a plaine meſſage bluntly: that which ordinary men are fit for, I am quallified in, and the beſt of me, is Dilligence.


  
    LEAR


    How old art thou?

  


  KENT


  Not ſo young Sir to loue a woman for ſinging, nor ſo old to dote on her for any thing. I haue yeares on my backe forty eight.


  LEAR


  Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerue me, if I like thee no worſe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner ho, dinner, where’s my knaue? my Foole? Go you and call my Foole hither. You you Sirrah, where’s my Daughter?


  Enter Steward.


  
    STEWARD


    So pleaſe you ———

  


  Exit.


  LEAR


  What ſaies the Fellow there? Call the Clotpole backe: wher’s my Foole? Ho, I thinke the world’s aſleepe, how now? Where’s that Mungrell?


  
    KNIGHT


    He ſaies my Lord, your Daughters is not well.

  


  
    LEAR


    Why came not the ſlaue backe to me when I call’d him?

  


  
    KNIGHT


    Sir, he anſwered me in the roundeſt manner, he would not.

  


  
    LEAR


    He would not?

  


  KNIGHT


  My Lord, I know not what the matter is, but to my iudgement your Highneſſe is not entertain’d with that Ceremonious affection as you were wont, theres a great abatement of kindneſſe appeares as well in the generall dependants, as in the Duke himſelfe alſo, and your Daughter.


  
    LEAR


    Ha? Saiſt thou ſo?

  


  KNIGHT


  I beſeech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee miſtaken, for my duty cannot be ſilent, when I thinke your Highneſſe wrong’d.


  LEAR


  Thou but remembreſt me of mine owne Conception, I haue perceiued a moſt faint neglect of late, which I haue rather blamed as mine owne iealous curioſitie, then as a very pretence and purpoſe of vnkindneſſe; I will looke further intoo’t: but where’s my Foole? I haue not ſeene him this two daies.


  
    KNIGHT


    Since my young Ladies going into France Sir, the Foole hath much pined away.

  


  LEAR


  No more of that, I haue noted it well, goe you and tell my Daughter, I would ſpeake with her. Goe you call hither my Foole; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither Sir, who am I Sir?


  Enter Steward.


  
    STEWARD


    My Ladies Father.

  


  
    LEAR


    My Ladies Father? my Lords knaue, you whorſon dog, you ſlaue, you curre.

  


  
    STEWARD


    I am none of theſe my Lord, I beſeech your pardon.

  


  
    LEAR


    Do you bandy lookes with me, you Raſcall?

  


  
    STEWARD


    Ile not be ſtrucken my Lord.

  


  
    KENT


    Nor tript neither, you baſe Foot-ball plaier.

  


  
    LEAR


    I thanke thee fellow. Thou ſeru’ſt me, and Ile loue thee.

  


  KENT


  Come ſir, ariſe, away, Ile teach you differences: away, away, if you will meaſure your lubbers length againe, tarry, but away, goe too, haue you wiſedome, ſo.


  
    LEAR


    Now my friendly knaue I thanke thee, there’s earneſt of thy ſeruice.

  


  Enter Foole.


  
    FOOLE


    Let me hire him too, here’s my Coxcombe.

  


  
    LEAR


    How now my pretty knaue, how doſt thou?

  


  
    FOOLE


    Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcombe.

  


  
    LEAR


    Why my Boy?

  


  FOOLE


  Why? for taking ones part that’s out of fauour, nay, & thou canſt not ſmile as the wind ſits, thou’lt catch colde ſhortly, there take my Coxcombe; why this fellow ha’s baniſh’d two on’s Daughters, and did the third a bleſſing againſt his will, if thou follow him, thou muſt needs weare my Coxcombe. How now Nunckle? would I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters.


  
    LEAR


    Why my Boy?

  


  FOOL


  If I gaue them all my liuing, I’ld keepe my Coxcombes my ſelfe, there’s mine, beg another of thy Daughters.


  
    LEAR


    Take heed Sirrah, the whip.

  


  FOOLE


  Truth’s a dog muſt to kennell, hee muſt bee whipt out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by’th’fire and ſtinke.


  
    LEAR


    A peſtilent gall to me.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Sirha, Ile teach thee a ſpeech.

  


  
    LEAR


    Do.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Marke it Nuncle;

  


  Haue more then thou ſhoweſt,


  Speake leſſe then thou knoweſt,


  Lend leſſe then thou oweſt,


  Ride more then thou goeſt,


  Learne more then thou troweſt,


  Set leſſe then thou throweſt;


  Leaue thy drinke and thy whore,


  And keepe in a dore,


  And thou ſhalt haue more,


  Then two tens to a ſcore.


  
    KENT


    This is nothing Foole.

  


  FOOLE


  Then ’tis like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, you gaue me nothing for’t, can you make no vſe of nothing Nuncle?


  
    LEAR


    Why no Boy, Nothing can be made out of nothing.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Prythee tell him, ſo much the rent of his land comes to, he will not beleeue a Foole.

  


  
    LEAR


    A bitter Foole.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Do’ſt thou know the difference my Boy, betweene a bitter Foole, and a ſweet one.

  


  
    LEAR


    No Lad, teach me.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Nunckle, giue me an egge, and Ile giue thee two Crownes.

  


  
    LEAR


    What two Crownes ſhall they be?

  


  FOOLE


  Why after I haue cut the egge i’th’middle and eate vp the meate, the two Crownes of the egge: when thou cloueſt thy Crownes i’th’middle, and gau’ſt away both parts, thou boar’ſt thine Aſſe on thy backe o’re the durt, thou hadſt little wit in thy bald crowne, when thou gau’ſt thy golden one away; if I ſpeake like my ſelfe in this, let him be whipt that firſt findes it ſo.


  Fooles had nere leſſe grace in a yeere,


  For wiſemen are growne foppiſh,


  And know not how their wits to weare,


  Their manners are ſo apiſh.


  
    LEAR


    When were you wont to be ſo full of Songs ſirrah?

  


  FOOLE


  I haue vſed it Nunckle, ere ſince thou mad’ſt thy Daughters thy Mothers, for when thou gau’ſt them the rod, and put’ſt downe thine owne breeches, then they


  For ſodaine ioy did weepe,


  And I for ſorrow ſung,


  That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peepe,


  And goe the Foole among.


  Pry’thy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemaſter that can teach thy Foole to lie, I would faine learne to lie.


  
    LEAR


    And you lie ſirrah, wee’l haue you whipt.

  


  FOOLE


  I maruell what kin thou and thy daughters are, they’l haue me whipt for ſpeaking true: thou’lt haue me whipt for lying, and ſometimes I am whipt for holding my peace. I had rather be any kind o’thing then a foole, and yet I would not be thee Nunckle, thou haſt pared thy wit o’both ſides, and left nothing i’th’middle; heere comes one o’the parings.


  Enter Gonerill.


  
    LEAR


    How now Daughter? what makes that Frontlet on? You are too much of late i’th’frowne.

  


  FOOLE


  Thou waſt a pretty fellow when thou hadſt no need to care for her frowning, now thou art an O without a figure, I am better then thou art now, I am a Foole, thou art nothing. Yes forſooth I will hold my tongue, ſo your face bids me, though you ſay nothing.


  Mum, mum, he that keepes nor cruſt, nor crum,


  Weary of all, ſhall want ſome. That’s a ſheal’d Peſcod.


  
    GONERILL


    Not only Sir this, your all-lycenc’d Foole,

  


  But other of your inſolent retinue


  Do hourely Carpe and Quarrell, breaking forth


  In ranke, and (not to be endur’d) riots Sir.


  I had thought by making this well knowne vnto you,


  To haue found a ſafe redreſſe, but now grow fearefull


  By what your ſelfe too late haue ſpoke and done,


  That you protect this courſe, and put it on


  By your allowance, which if you ſhould, the fault


  Would not ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſleepe,


  Which in the tender of a wholeſome weale,


  Mighty in their working do you that offence,


  Which elſe were ſhame, that then neceſſitie


  Will call diſcreet proceeding.


  FOOLE


  For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow fed the Cuckoo ſo long, that it’s had it head bit off by it young, ſo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling.


  
    LEAR


    Are you our Daughter?

  


  
    GONERILL


    I would you would make vſe of your good wiſedome

  


  (Whereof I know you are fraught), and put away


  Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you


  From what you rightly are.


  
    FOOLE


    May not an Aſſe know, when the Cart drawes the Horſe?

  


  Whoop Iugge I loue thee.


  
    LEAR


    Do’s any heere know me?

  


  This is not Lear:


  Do’s Lear walke thus? Speake thus? Where are his eies?


  Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings


  Are Lethargied. Ha! Waking? ’Tis not ſo?


  Who is it that can tell me who I am?


  
    FOOLE


    Lears ſhadow.

  


  
    LEAR


    Your name, faire Gentlewoman?

  


  
    GONERILL


    This admiration Sir, is much o’th’ſauour

  


  Of other your new prankes. I do beſeech you


  To vnderſtand my purpoſes aright:


  As you are Old, and Reuerend, ſhould be Wiſe.


  Heere do you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires,


  Men ſo diſorder’d, ſo deboſh’d and bold,


  That this our Court infected with their manners,


  Shewes like a riotous Inne; Epicuriſme and Luſt


  Makes it more like a Tauerne, or a Brothell,


  Then a grac’d Pallace. The ſhame it ſelfe doth ſpeake


  For inſtant remedy. Be then deſir’d


  By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begges,


  A little to diſquantity your Traine,


  And the remainders that ſhall ſtill depend,


  To be ſuch men as may beſort your Age,


  Which know themſelues, and you.


  
    LEAR


    Darkneſſe, and Diuels.

  


  Saddle my horſes: call my Traine together.


  Degenerate Baſtard, Ile not trouble thee;


  Yet haue I left a daughter.


  
    GONERILL


    You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder’d rable,

  


  make Seruants of their Betters.


  Enter Albany.


  
    LEAR


    Woe, that too late repents:

  


  Is it your will, ſpeake Sir? Prepare my Horſes.


  Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearted Fiend,


  More hideous when thou ſhew’ſt thee in a Child,


  Then the Sea-monſter.


  
    ALBANY


    Pray Sir be patient.

  


  
    LEAR


    Deteſted Kite, thou lyeſt.

  


  My Traine are men of choice, and rareſt parts,


  That all particulars of dutie know,


  And in the moſt exact regard, ſupport


  The worſhips of their name. O moſt ſmall fault,


  How vgly did’ſt thou in Cordelia ſhew?


  Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature


  From the fixt place: drew from my heart all loue,


  And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear!


  Beate at this gate that let thy Folly in,


  And thy deere Iudgement out. Go, go, my people.


  
    ALBANY


    My Lord, I am guiltleſſe, as I am ignorant

  


  Of what hath moued you.


  
    LEAR


    It may be ſo, my Lord.

  


  Heare Nature, heare deere Goddeſſe, heare:


  Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou did’ſt intend


  To make this Creature fruitfull:


  Into her Wombe conuey ſtirrility,


  Drie vp in her the Organs of increaſe,


  And from her derogate body, neuer ſpring


  A Babe to honor her. If ſhe muſt teeme,


  Create her childe of Spleene, that it may liue


  And be a thwart diſnatur’d torment to her.


  Let it ſtampe wrinkles in her brow of youth,


  With cadent Teares fret Channels in her cheekes,


  Turne all her Mothers paines, and benefits


  To laughter, and contempt: That ſhe may feele,


  How ſharper then a Serpents tooth it is,


  To haue a thankleſſe Childe. Away, away.


  Exit.


  
    ALBANY


    Now Gods that we adore,

  


  Whereof comes this?


  
    GONERILL


    Neuer afflict your ſelfe to know more of it:

  


  But let his diſpoſition haue that ſcope


  As dotage giues it.


  Enter Lear.


  
    LEAR


    What fiftie of my Followers at a clap?

  


  Within a fortnight?


  
    ALBANY


    What’s the matter, Sir?

  


  
    LEAR


    Ile tell thee:

  


  Life and death, I am aſham’d


  That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus,


  That theſe hot teares, which breake from me perforce


  Should make thee worth them.


  Blaſtes and Fogges vpon thee:


  Th’vntented woundings of a Fathers curſe


  Pierce euerie ſenſe about thee. Old fond eyes,


  Beweepe this cauſe againe, Ile plucke ye out,


  And caſt you with the waters that you looſe


  To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be ſo.


  I haue another daughter,


  Who I am ſure is kinde and comfortable:


  When ſhe ſhall heare this of thee, with her nailes


  Shee’l flea thy Woluiſh viſage. Thou ſhalt finde,


  That Ile reſume the ſhape which thou doſt thinke


  I haue caſt off for euer.


  Exit.


  
    GONERILL


    Do you marke that?

  


  
    ALBANY


    I cannot be ſo partiall Gonerill,

  


  To the great loue I beare you.


  
    GONERILL


    Pray you content. What Oſwald, hoa?

  


  You Sir, more Knaue then Foole, after your Maſter.


  
    FOOLE


    Nunkle Lear, Nunkle Lear,

  


  Tarry, take the Foole with thee:


  A Fox, when one has caught her,


  And ſuch a Daughter,


  Should ſure to the Slaughter,


  If my Cap would buy a Halter,


  So the Foole followes after.


  Exit.


  
    GONERILL


    This man hath had good Counſell,

  


  A hundred Knights?


  ’Tis politike, and ſafe to let him keepe


  At point a hundred Knights: yes, that on euerie dreame,


  Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, diſlike,


  He may enguard his dotage with their powres,


  And hold our liues in mercy. Oſwald, I ſay.


  
    ALBANY


    Well, you may feare too farre.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Safer then truſt too farre;

  


  Let me ſtill take away the harmes I feare,


  Not feare ſtill to be taken. I know his heart,


  What he hath vtter’d I haue writ my Siſter:


  If ſhe ſuſtaine him, and his hundred Knights


  When I haue ſhew’d th’vnfitneſſe.


  Enter Steward.


  How now Oſwald?


  What haue you writ that Letter to my Siſter?


  
    STEWARD


    I Madam.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Take you ſome company, and away to horſe,

  


  Informe her full of my particular feare,


  And thereto adde ſuch reaſons of your owne,


  As may compact it more. Get you gone,


  And haſten your returne; no, no, my Lord,


  This milky gentleneſſe, and courſe of yours


  Though I condemne not, yet vnder pardon


  You are much more at task for want of wiſedome,


  Then prais’d for harmefull mildneſſe.


  
    ALBANY


    How farre your eies may pierce I cannot tell;

  


  Striuing to better, oft we marre what’s well.


  
    GONERILL


    Nay then ———

  


  
    ALBANY


    Well, well, th’euent.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quinta.


  


  Enter Lear, Kent,
Gentleman, and Foole.


  LEAR


  Go you before to Glouceſter with theſe Letters; acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, if your Dilligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there afore you.


  
    KENT


    I will not ſleepe my Lord, till I haue deliuered your Letter.

  


  Exit.


  
    FOOLE


    If a mans braines were in’s heeles, wert not in danger of kybes?

  


  
    LEAR


    I Boy.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Then I prythee be merry, thy wit ſhall not go ſlip-ſhod.

  


  
    LEAR


    Ha, ha, ha.

  


  FOOL


  Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will vſe thee kindly, for though ſhe’s as like this, as a Crabbe’s like an Apple, yet I can tell what I can tell.


  
    LEAR


    What can’ſt tell Boy?

  


  FOOLE


  She will taſte as like this as, a Crabbe do’s to a Crab: thou canſt, tell why ones noſe ſtands i’th’middle on’s face?


  
    LEAR


    No.

  


  FOOLE


  Why to keepe ones eyes of either ſide ’s noſe, that what a man cannot ſmell out, he may ſpy into.


  
    LEAR


    I did her wrong.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Can’ſt tell how an Oyſter makes his ſhell?

  


  
    LEAR


    No.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snaile ha’s a houſe.

  


  
    LEAR


    Why?

  


  FOOLE


  Why to put’s head in, not to giue it away to his daughters, and leaue his hornes without a caſe.


  
    LEAR


    I will forget my Nature, ſo kind a Father? Be my Horſſes ready?

  


  FOOLE


  Thy Aſſes are gone about ’em; the reaſon why the ſeuen Starres are no mo then ſeuen, is a pretty reaſon.


  
    LEAR


    Becauſe they are not eight.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Yes indeed, thou would’ſt make a good Foole.

  


  
    LEAR


    To tak’t againe perforce; Monſter Ingratitude!

  


  
    FOOLE


    If thou wert my Foole Nunckle, Il’d haue thee beaten for being old before thy time.

  


  
    LEAR


    How’s that?

  


  
    FOOLE


    Thou ſhouldſt not haue bin old, till thou hadſt bin wiſe.

  


  LEAR


  O let me not be mad, not mad ſweet Heauen: keepe me in temper, I would not be mad. How now are the Horſes ready?


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Ready my Lord.

  


  
    LEAR


    Come Boy.

  


  
    FOOL


    She that’s a Maid now, & laughs at my departure,

  


  Shall not be a Maid long, vnleſſe things be cut ſhorter.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Secundus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Baſtard,
and Curan, ſeuerally.


  
    BASTARD


    SAVE thee Curan.

  


  
    CVRAN


    And you Sir, I haue bin

  


  With your Father, and giuen him notice


  That the Duke of Cornwall, and Regan his Ducheſſe


  Will be here with him this night.


  
    BASTARD


    How comes that?

  


  
    CVRAN


    Nay I know not, you haue heard of the newes abroad, I meane the whiſper’d ones, for they are yet but ear-kiſſing arguments.

  


  
    BASTARD


    Not I: pray you what are they?

  


  
    CVRAN


    Haue you heard of no likely Warres toward,

  


  ’Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany?


  
    BASTARD


    Not a word.

  


  
    CVRAN


    You may do then in time,

  


  Fare you well Sir.


  Exit.


  
    BASTARD


    The Duke be here to night? The better beſt,

  


  This weaues it ſelfe perforce into my buſineſſe,


  My Father hath ſet guard to take my Brother,


  And I haue one thing of a queazie queſtion


  Which I muſt act, Briefeneſſe, and Fortune worke.


  Enter Edgar.


  Brother, a word, diſcend; Brother I ſay,


  My Father watches: O Sir, fly this place,


  Intelligence is giuen where you are hid;


  You haue now the good aduantage of the night,


  Haue you not ſpoken ’gainſt the Duke of Cornwall?


  Hee’s comming hither, now i’th’night, i’th’haſte,


  And Regan with him, haue you nothing ſaid


  Vpon his partie ’gainſt the Duke of Albany?


  Aduiſe your ſelfe.


  
    EDGAR


    I am ſure on’t, not a word.

  


  
    BASTARD


    I heare my Father comming, pardon me:

  


  In cunning, I muſt draw my Sword vpon you:


  Draw, ſeeme to defend your ſelfe,


  Now quit you well.


  Yeeld, come before my Father, light hoa, here,


  Fly Brother, Torches, Torches, ſo farewell.


  Exit Edgar.


  Some blood drawne on me, would beget opinion


  Of my more fierce endeauour. I haue ſeene drunkards


  Do more then this in ſport; Father, Father,


  Stop, ſtop, no helpe?


  
    Enter Glouceſter,
and Seruants with Torches.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Now Edmund, where’s the villaine?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharpe Sword out,

  


  Mumbling of wicked charmes, coniuring the Moone


  To ſtand auſpicious Miſtris.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    But where is he?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Looke Sir, I bleed.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Where is the villaine, Edmund?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Purſue him, ho: go after. By no meanes, what?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Perſwade me to the murther of your Lordſhip,

  


  But that I told him the reuenging Gods,


  ’Gainſt Paricides did all the thunder bend,


  Spoke with how manifold, and ſtrong a Bond


  The Child was bound to’th’Father; Sir in fine,


  Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood


  To his vnnaturall purpoſe, in fell motion


  With his prepared Sword, he charges home


  My vnprouided body, latch’d mine arme;


  And when he ſaw my beſt alarum’d ſpirits


  Bold in the quarrels right, rouz’d to th’encounter,


  Or whether gaſted by the noyſe I made,


  Full ſodainely he fled.


  
    GLOVCESSTER


    Let him fly farre:

  


  Not in this Land ſhall he remaine vncaught


  And found; diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter,


  My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night,


  By his authoritie I will proclaime it,


  That he which finds him ſhall deſerue our thankes,


  Bringing the murderous Coward to the ſtake:


  He that conceales him death.


  
    BASTARD


    When I diſſwaded him from his intent,

  


  And found him pight to doe it, with curſt ſpeech


  I threaten’d to diſcouer him; he replied,


  Thou vnpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doſt thou thinke,


  If I would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſall


  Of any truſt, vertue, or worth in thee


  Make thy words faith’d? No, what ſhould I denie,


  (As this I would, though thou didſt produce


  My very Character) I’ld turne it all


  To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practiſe:


  And thou muſt make a dullard of the world,


  If they not thought the profits of my death


  Were very pregnant and potentiall ſpirits


  To make thee ſeeke it.


  Tucket within.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    O ſtrange and faſtned Villaine,

  


  Would he deny his Letter, ſaid he?


  Harke, the Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comes;


  All Ports Ile barre, the villaine ſhall not ſcape,


  The Duke muſt grant me that: beſides, his picture


  I will ſend farre and neere, that all the kingdome


  May haue due note of him, and of my land,


  (Loyall and naturall Boy) Ile worke the meanes


  To make thee capable.


  
    Enter Cornwall, Regan,
and Attendants.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    How now my Noble friend, ſince I came hither

  


  (Which I can call but now,) I haue heard ſtrangeneſſe.


  
    REGAN


    If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort

  


  Which can purſue th’offender; how doſt my Lord?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    O Madam, my old heart is crack’d, it’s crack’d.

  


  
    REGAN


    What, did my Fathers Godſonne ſeeke your life?

  


  He whom my Father nam’d, your Edgar?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    O Lady, Lady, ſhame would haue it hid.

  


  
    REGAN


    Was he not companion with the riotous Knights

  


  That tended vpon my Father?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I know not Madam, ’tis too bad, too bad.

  


  
    BASTARD


    Yes Madam, he was of that conſort.

  


  
    REGAN


    No maruaile then, though he were ill affected,

  


  ’Tis they haue put him on the old mans death,


  To haue th’expence and waſt of his Reuenues:


  I haue this preſent euening from my Siſter


  Beene well inform’d of them, and with ſuch cautions,


  That if they come to ſoiourne at my houſe,


  Ile not be there.


  
    CORNWALL


    Nor I, aſſure thee Regan;

  


  Edmund, I heare that you haue ſhewne your Father


  A Child-like Office.


  
    BASTARD


    It was my duty Sir.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    He did bewray his practiſe, and receiu’d

  


  This hurt you ſee, ſtriuing to apprehend him.


  
    CORNWALL


    Is he purſued?

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I my good Lord.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    If he be taken, he ſhall neuer more

  


  Be fear’d of doing harme, make your owne purpoſe,


  How in my ſtrength you pleaſe: for you Edmund,


  Whoſe vertue and obedience doth this inſtant


  So much commend it ſelfe, you ſhall be ours,


  Nature’s of ſuch deepe truſt, we ſhall much need:


  You we firſt ſeize on.


  
    BASTARD


    I ſhall ſerue you Sir truely, how euer elſe.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    For him I thanke your Grace.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    You know not why we came to viſit you?

  


  
    REGAN


    Thus out of ſeaſon, thredding darke ey’d night,

  


  Occaſions Noble Glouceſter of ſome prize,


  Wherein we muſt haue vſe of your aduiſe.


  Our Father he hath writ, ſo hath our Siſter,


  Of differences, which I beſt thought it fit


  To anſwere from our home: the ſeuerall Meſſengers


  From hence attend diſpatch, our good old Friend,


  Lay comforts to your boſome, and beſtow


  Your needfull counſaile to our buſineſſes,


  Which craues the inſtant vſe.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I ſerue you Madam,

  


  Your Graces are right welcome.


  
    Exeunt.


    Flouriſh.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Kent, and Steward ſeuerally.


  STEWARD


  GOOD dawning to thee Friend, art of this houſe?


  
    KENT


    I.

  


  
    STEWARD


    Where may we ſet our horſes?

  


  
    KENT


    I’th’myre.

  


  
    STEWARD


    Prythee, if thou lou’ſt me, tell me.

  


  
    KENT


    I loue thee not.

  


  
    STEWARD


    Why then I care not for thee.

  


  
    KENT


    If I had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I would make thee care for me.

  


  
    STEWARD


    Why do’ſt thou vſe me thus? I know thee not.

  


  
    KENT


    Fellow I know thee.

  


  
    STEWARD


    What do’ſt thou know me for?

  


  KENT


  A Knaue, a Raſcall, an eater of broken meates, a baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggerly, three-ſuited-hundred pound, filthy wooſted-ſtocking knaue, a Lilly-liuered, action-taking, whoreſon glaſſe-gazing ſuper-ſeruiceable finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting ſlaue, one that would’ſt be a Baud in way of good ſeruice, and art nothing but the compoſition of a Knaue, Begger, Coward, Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, one whom I will beate into clamours whining, if thou deny’ſt the leaſt ſillable of thy addition.


  STEWARD


  Why, what a monſtrous Fellow art thou, thus to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor knowes thee?


  KENT


  What a brazen-fac’d Varlet art thou, to deny thou knoweſt me? Is it two dayes ſince I tript vp thy heeles, and beate thee before the King? Draw you rogue, for though it be night, yet the Moone ſhines, Ile make a ſop oth’Moonſhine of you, you whoreſon Cullyenly Barber-monger, draw.


  
    STEWARD


    Away, I haue nothing to do with thee.

  


  KENT


  Draw you Raſcall, you come with Letters againſt the King, and take Vanitie the puppets part, againſt the Royaltie of her Father: draw you Rogue, or Ile ſo carbonado your ſhanks, draw you Raſcall, come your waies.


  
    STEWARD


    Helpe, ho, murther, helpe.

  


  
    KENT


    Strike you ſlaue: ſtand rogue, ſtand you neat ſlaue, ſtrike.

  


  
    STEWARD


    Helpe hoa, murther, murther.

  


  
    Enter Baſtard, Cornwall,
Regan, Glouceſter, Seruants.

  


  
    BASTARD


    How now, what’s the matter? Part.

  


  
    KENT


    With you goodman Boy, if you pleaſe, come, Ile fleſh ye, come on yong Maſter.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Weapons? Armes? what’s the matter here?

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Keepe peace vpon your liues, he dies that ſtrikes againe, what is the matter?

  


  
    REGAN


    The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King?

  


  
    CORNWALL


    What is your difference, ſpeake?

  


  
    STEWARD


    I am ſcarce in breath my Lord.

  


  KENT


  No Maruell, you haue ſo beſtir’d your valour, you cowardly Raſcall, nature diſclaimes in thee: a Taylor made thee.


  
    CORNWALL


    Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man?

  


  KENT


  A Taylor Sir, a Stone-cutter, or a Painter, could not haue made him ſo ill, though they had bin but two yeares oth’trade.


  
    CORNWALL


    Speake yet, how grew your quarrell?

  


  
    STEWARD


    This ancient Ruffian Sir, whoſe life I haue ſpar’d at ſute of his gray-beard.

  


  KENT


  Thou whoreſon Zed, thou vnneceſſary letter: my Lord, if you will giue me leaue, I will tread this vnboulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a Iakes with him. Spare my gray-beard, you wagtaile?


  
    CORNWALL


    Peace ſirrah,

  


  You beaſtly knaue, know you no reuerence?


  
    KENT


    Yes Sir, but anger hath a priuiledge.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Why art thou angrie?

  


  
    KENT


    That ſuch a ſlaue as this ſhould weare a Sword,

  


  Who weares no honeſty: ſuch ſmiling rogues as theſe,


  Like Rats oft bite the holy cords a twaine,


  Which are t’intrince, t’vnlooſe: ſmooth euery paſſion


  That in the natures of their Lords rebell,


  Being oile to fire, ſnow to the colder moodes,


  Reuenge, affirme, and turne their Halcion beakes


  With euery gall, and varry of their Maſters,


  Knowing naught (like dogges) but following:


  A plague vpon your Epilepticke viſage,


  Smoile you my ſpeeches, as I were a Foole?


  Gooſe, if I had you vpon Sarum Plaine,


  I’ld driue ye cackling home to Camelot.


  
    CORNWALL


    What art thou mad old Fellow?

  


  
    GLOVCESSTER


    How fell you out, ſay that?

  


  
    KENT


    No contraries hold more antipathy,

  


  Then I, and ſuch a knaue.


  
    CORNWALL


    Why do’ſt thou call him Knaue?

  


  What is his fault?


  
    KENT


    His countenance likes me not.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    No more perchance do’s mine, nor his, nor hers.

  


  
    KENT


    Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plaine,

  


  I haue ſeene better faces in my Time,


  Then ſtands on any ſhoulder that I ſee


  Before me, at this inſtant.


  
    CORNWALL


    This is ſome Fellow,

  


  Who hauing beene prais’d for bluntneſſe, doth affect


  A ſaucy roughnes, and conſtraines the garb


  Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter he,


  An honeſt mind and plaine, he muſt ſpeake truth,


  And they will take it ſo, if not, hee’s plaine.


  Theſe kind of Knaues I know, which in this plainneſſe


  Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends,


  Then twenty ſilly-ducking obſeruants,


  That ſtretch their duties nicely.


  
    KENT


    Sir, in good faith, in ſincere verity,

  


  Vnder th’allowance of your great aſpect,


  Whoſe influence like the wreath of radient fire


  On flickring Phoebus front.


  
    CORNWALL


    What mean’ſt by this?

  


  KENT


  To go out of my dialect, which you diſcommend ſo much; I know Sir, I am no flatterer, he that beguild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue, which for my part I will not be, though I ſhould win your diſpleaſure to entreat me too’t.


  
    CORNWALL


    What was th’offence you gaue him?

  


  
    STEWARD


    I neuer gaue him any:

  


  It pleas’d the King his Maſter very late


  To ſtrike at me vpon his miſconſtruction,


  When he compact, and flattering his diſpleaſure


  Tript me behind: being downe, inſulted, rail’d,


  And put vpon him ſuch a deale of Man,


  That worthied him, got praiſes of the King,


  For him attempting, who was ſelfe-ſubdued,


  And in the fleſhment of this dead exploit,


  Drew on me here againe.


  
    KENT


    None of theſe Rogues, and Cowards

  


  But Aiax is there Foole.


  
    CORNWALL


    Fetch forth the Stocks?

  


  You ſtubborne ancient Knaue, you reuerent Bragart,


  Wee’l teach you.


  
    KENT


    Sir, I am too old to learne:

  


  Call not your Stocks for me, I ſerue the King.


  On whoſe imployment I was ſent to you,


  You ſhall doe ſmall reſpects, ſhow too bold malice


  Againſt the Grace, and Perſon of my Maſter,


  Stocking his Meſſenger.


  
    CORNWALL


    Fetch forth the Stocks;

  


  As I haue life and Honour, there ſhall he ſit till Noone.


  
    REGAN


    Till noone? till night my Lord, and all night too.

  


  
    KENT


    Why Madam, if I were your Fathers dog,

  


  You ſhould not vſe me ſo.


  
    REGAN


    Sir, being his Knaue, I will.

  


  Stocks brought out.


  
    CORNWALL


    This is a Fellow of the ſelfe ſame colour,

  


  Our Siſter ſpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stocks.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Let me beſeech your Grace, not to do ſo,

  


  The King his Maſter, needs muſt take it ill


  That he ſo ſlightly valued in his Meſſenger,


  Should haue him thus reſtrained.


  
    CORNWALL


    Ile anſwere that.

  


  
    REGAN


    My Siſter may recieue it much more worſſe,

  


  To haue her Gentleman abus’d, aſſaulted.


  
    CORNWALL


    Come my Lord, away.

  


  Exit.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I am ſorry for thee friend, ’tis the Dukes pleaſure,

  


  Whoſe diſpoſition all the world well knowes


  Will not be rub’d nor ſtopt, Ile entreat for thee.


  
    KENT


    Pray do not Sir, I haue watch’d and trauail’d hard,

  


  Some time I ſhall ſleepe out, the reſt Ile whiſtle:


  A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles:


  Giue you good morrow.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    The Duke’s too blame in this,

  


  ’Twill be ill taken.


  Exit.


  
    KENT


    Good King, that muſt approue the common ſaw,

  


  Thou out of Heauens benediction com’ſt


  To the warme Sun.


  Approach thou Beacon to this vnder Globe,


  That by thy comfortable Beames I may


  Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almoſt ſees miracles


  But miſerie. I know ’tis from Cordelia,


  Who hath moſt fortunately beene inform’d


  Of my obſcured courſe. And ſhall finde time


  From this enormous State, ſeeking to giue


  Loſſes their remedies. All weary and o’re-watch’d,


  Take vantage heauie eyes, not to behold


  This ſhamefull lodging. Fortune goodnight,


  Smile once more, turne thy wheele.


  Enter Edgar.


  
    EDGAR


    I heard my ſelfe proclaim’d,

  


  And by the happy hollow of a Tree,


  Eſcap’d the hunt. No Port is free, no place


  That guard, and moſt vnuſall vigilance


  Do’s not attend my taking. Whiles I may ſcape


  I will preſerue myſelfe: and am bethought


  To take the baſeſt, and moſt pooreſt ſhape


  That euer penury in contempt of man,


  Brought neere to beaſt; my face Ile grime with filth,


  Blanket my loines, elſe all my haires in knots,


  And with preſented nakedneſſe out-face


  The Windes, and perſecutions of the skie;


  The Country giues me proofe, and preſident


  Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices,


  Strike in their num’d and mortified Armes.


  Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Roſemarie:


  And with this horrible obiect, from low Farmes,


  Poore pelting Villages, Sheeps-Coates, and Milles,


  Sometimes with Lunaticke bans, ſometime with Praiers


  Inforce their charitie: poore Turlygod poore Tom,


  That’s ſomething yet: Edgar I nothing am.


  Exit.


  Enter Lear, Foole, and Gentleman.


  
    LEAR


    ’Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from home,

  


  And not ſend backe my Meſſengers.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    As I learn’d,

  


  The night before, there was no purpoſe in them


  Of this remoue.


  
    KENT


    Haile to thee Noble Maſter.

  


  
    LEAR


    Ha? Mak’ſt thou this ſhame thy paſtime?

  


  
    KENT


    No my Lord.

  


  FOOLE


  Hah, ha, he weares Cruell Garters Horſes are tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares by’th’necke, Monkies by’th’loynes, and Men by’th’legs: when a man ouerluſtie at legs, then he weares wodden nether-ſtocks.


  
    LEAR


    What’s he,

  


  That hath ſo much thy place miſtooke


  To ſet thee heere?


  
    KENT


    It is both he and ſhe,

  


  Your Son, and Daughter.


  
    LEAR


    No.

  


  
    KENT


    Yes.

  


  
    LEAR


    No I ſay.

  


  
    KENT


    I ſay yea.

  


  
    LEAR


    By Iupiter I ſweare no.

  


  
    KENT


    By Iuno, I ſweare I.

  


  
    LEAR


    They durſt not do’t:

  


  They could not, would not do’t: ’tis worſe then murther,


  To do vpon reſpect ſuch violent outrage:


  Reſolue me with all modeſt haſte, which way


  Thou might’ſt deſerue, or they impoſe this vſage,


  Comming from vs.


  
    KENT


    My Lord, when at their home

  


  I did commend your Highneſſe Letters to them,


  Ere I was riſen from the place, that ſhewed


  My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking Poſte,


  Stew’d in his haſte, halfe breathleſſe, painting forth


  From Gonerill his Miſtris, ſalutations;


  Deliuer’d Letters ſpight of intermiſſion,


  Which preſently they read; on thoſe contents


  They ſummon’d vp their meiney, ſtraight tooke Horſe,


  Commanded me to follow, and attend


  The leiſure of their anſwer, gaue me cold lookes,


  And meeting heere the other Meſſenger,


  Whoſe welcome I perceiu’d had poiſon’d mine,


  Being the very fellow which of late


  Diſplaid ſo ſawcily againſt your Highneſſe,


  Hauing more man then wit about me, drew;


  He rais’d the houſe, with loud and coward cries,


  Your Sonne and Daughter found this treſpaſſe worth


  The ſhame which heere it ſuffers.


  
    FOOLE


    Winters not gon yet, if the wil’d Geeſe fly that way,

  


  Fathers that weare rags, do make their Children blind,


  But Fathers that beare bags, ſhall ſee their children kind.


  Fortune that arrant whore, nere turns the key toth’poore.


  But for all this thou ſhalt haue as many Dolors for thy


  Daughters, as thou canſt tell in a yeare.


  
    LEAR


    Oh how this Mother ſwels vp toward my heart!

  


  Hiſtorica paſſio, downe thou climing ſorrow,


  Thy Elements below where is this Daughter?


  
    KENT


    With the Earle Sir, here within.

  


  
    LEAR


    Follow me not, ſtay here.

  


  Exit.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Made you no more offence,

  


  But what you ſpeake of?


  
    KENT


    None:

  


  How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number?


  
    FOOLE


    And thou hadſt beene ſet i’th’Stockes for that queſtion, thoud’ſt well deſeru’d it.

  


  
    KENT


    Why Foole?

  


  FOOLE


  Wee’l ſet thee to ſchoole to an Ant, to teach thee ther’s no labouring i’th’winter. All that follow their noſes, are led by their eyes, but blinde men, and there’s not a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him that’s ſtinking; let go thy hold when a great wheele runs downe a hill, leaſt it breake thy necke with following. But the great one that goes vpward, let him draw thee after: when a wiſeman giues thee better counſell giue me mine againe, I would haue none but knaues follow it, ſince a Foole giues it.


  That Sir, which ſerues and ſeekes for gaine,


  And followes but for forme;


  Will packe, when it begins to raine,


  And leaue thee in the ſtorme,


  But I will tarry, the Foole will ſtay,


  And let the wiſeman flie:


  The knaue turnes Foole that runnes away,


  The Foole no knaue perdie.


  Enter Lear, and Glouceſter.


  
    KENT


    Where learn’d you this Foole?

  


  
    FOOLE


    Not i’th’Stocks Foole.

  


  
    LEAR


    Deny to ſpeake with me?

  


  They are ſicke, they are weary,


  They haue trauail’d all the night? meere fetches,


  The images of reuolt and flying off.


  Fetch me a better anſwer.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    My deere Lord,

  


  You know the fiery quality of the Duke,


  How vnremoueable and fixt he is


  In his owne courſe.


  
    LEAR


    Vengeance, Plague, Death, Confuſion:

  


  Fiery? What quality? Why Glouceſter, Glouceſter,


  I’ld ſpeake with the Duke of Cornwall, and his wife.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Well my good Lord, I haue inform’d them ſo.

  


  
    LEAR


    Inform’d them? Do’ſt thou vnderſtand me man.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I my good Lord.

  


  
    LEAR


    The King would ſpeake with Cornwall,

  


  The deere Father


  Would with his Daughter ſpeake, commands, tends, ſeruice,


  Are they inform’d of this? My breath and blood:


  Fiery? The fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke that ———


  No, but not yet, may be he is not well,


  Infirmity doth ſtill neglect all office,


  Whereto our health is bound, we are not our ſelues,


  When Nature being oppreſt, commands the mind


  To ſuffer with the body; Ile forbeare,


  And am fallen out with my more headier will,


  To take the indiſpos’d and ſickly fit,


  For the ſound man. Death on my ſtate: wherefore


  Should he ſit heere? This act perſwades me,


  That this remotion of the Duke and her


  Is practiſe only. Giue me my Seruant forth;


  Goe tell the Duke, and’s wife, Il’d ſpeake with them:


  Now, preſently: bid them come forth and heare me,


  Or at their Chamber doore Ile beate the Drum,


  Till it crie ſleepe to death.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I would haue all well betwixt you.

  


  Exit.


  
    LEAR


    Oh me my heart! My riſing heart! But downe.

  


  FOOLE


  Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the Eeles, when ſhe put ’em i’th’Paſte aliue, ſhe knapt ’em o’th’coxcombs with a ſticke, and cryed downe wantons, downe; ’twas her Brother, that in pure kindneſſe to his Horſe buttered his Hay.


  
    Enter Cornwall, Regan,
Glouceſter, Seruants.

  


  
    LEAR


    Good morrow to you both.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Haile to your Grace.

  


  Kent here ſet at liberty.


  
    REGAN


    I am glad to ſee your Highneſſe.

  


  
    LEAR


    Regan, I thinke you are. I know what reaſon

  


  I haue to thinke ſo, if thou ſhould’ſt not be glad,


  I would diuorce me from thy Mother Tombe,


  Sepulchring an Adultreſſe. O are you free?


  Some other time for that. Beloued Regan,


  Thy Siſters naught: oh Regan, ſhe hath tied


  Sharpe-tooth’d vnkindneſſe, like a vulture heere,


  I can ſcarce ſpeake to thee, thou’lt not beleeue


  With how deprau’d a quality. Oh Regan.


  
    REGAN


    I pray you Sir, take patience, I haue hope

  


  You leſſe know how to value her deſert,


  Then ſhe to ſcant her dutie.


  
    LEAR


    Say? How is that?

  


  
    REGAN


    I cannot thinke my Siſter in the leaſt

  


  Would faile her Obligation. If Sir perchance


  She haue reſtrained the Riots of your Followres,


  ’Tis on ſuch ground, and to ſuch wholeſome end,


  As cleeres her from all blame.


  
    LEAR


    My curſes on her.

  


  
    REGAN


    O Sir, you are old,

  


  Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge


  Of his confine: you ſhould be rul’d, and led


  By ſome diſcretion, that diſcernes your ſtate


  Better then you your ſelfe: therefore I pray you,


  That to our Siſter, you do make returne,


  Say you haue wrong’d her.


  
    LEAR


    Aske her forgiueneſſe?

  


  Do you but marke how this becomes the houſe?


  Deere daughter, I confeſſe that I am old;


  Age is vnneceſſary: on my knees I begge,


  That you’l vouchſafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food.


  
    REGAN


    Good Sir, no more: theſe are vnſightly trickes:

  


  Returne you to my Siſter.


  
    LEAR


    Neuer Regan:

  


  She hath abated me of halfe my Traine;


  Look’d blacke vpon me, ſtrooke me with her Tongue


  Moſt Serpent-like, vpon the very Heart.


  All the ſtor’d Vengeances of Heauen, fall


  On her ingratefull top: ſtrike her yong bones


  You taking Ayres, with Lameneſſe.


  
    CORNWALL


    Fye ſir, fie.

  


  
    LEAR


    You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames

  


  Into her ſcornfull eyes: Infect her Beauty,


  You Fen-ſuck’d Fogges, drawne by the powrfull Sunne,


  To fall, and bliſter.


  
    REGAN


    O the bleſt Gods!

  


  So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh moode is on.


  
    LEAR


    No Regan, thou ſhalt neuer haue my curſe:

  


  Thy tender-hefted Nature ſhall not giue


  Thee o’re to harſhneſſe: Her eyes are fierce, but thine


  Do comfort, and not burne. ’Tis not in thee


  To grudge my pleaſures, to cut off my Traine,


  To bandy haſty words, to ſcant my ſizes,


  And in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt


  Againſt my comming in. Thou better know’ſt


  The Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood,


  Effects of Curteſie, dues of Gratitude:


  Thy halfe o’th’Kingdome haſt thou not forgot,


  Wherein I thee endow’d.


  
    REGAN


    Good Sir, to’th’purpoſe.

  


  Tucket within.


  
    LEAR


    Who put my man i’th’Stockes?

  


  Enter Steward.


  
    CORNWALL


    What Trumpet’s that?

  


  
    REGAN


    I know’t, my Siſters: this approues her Letter,

  


  That ſhe would ſoone be heere. Is your Lady come?


  
    LEAR


    This is a Slaue, whoſe eaſie borrowed pride

  


  Dwels in the ſickly grace of her he followes.


  Out Varlet, from my ſight.


  
    CORNWALL


    What meanes your Grace?

  


  Enter Gonerill.


  
    LEAR


    Who ſtockt my Seruant? Regan, I haue good hope

  


  Thou did’ſt not know on’t.


  Who comes here? O Heauens!


  If you do loue old men; if your ſweet ſway


  Allow Obedience; if you your ſelues are old,


  Make it your cauſe: Send downe, and take my part.


  Art not aſham’d to looke vpon this Beard?


  O Regan, will you take her by the hand?


  
    GONERILL


    Why not by’th’hand Sir? How haue I offended?

  


  All’s not offence that indiſcretion findes,


  And dotage termes ſo.


  
    LEAR


    O ſides, you are too tough!

  


  Will you yet hold?


  How came my man i’th’Stockes?


  
    CORNWALL


    I ſet him there, Sir: but his owne Diſorders

  


  Deſeru’d much leſſe aduancement.


  
    LEAR


    You? Did you?

  


  
    REGAN


    I pray you Father being weake, ſeeme ſo.

  


  If till the expiration of your Moneth


  You will returne and ſoiourne with my Siſter,


  Diſmiſſing halfe your traine, come then to me,


  I am now from home, and out of that prouiſion


  Which ſhall be needfull for your entertainement.


  
    LEAR


    Returne to her? and fifty men diſmiſs’d?

  


  No, rather I abiure all roofes, and chuſe


  To wage againſt the enmity oth’ayre,


  To be a Comrade with the Wolfe, and Owle,


  Neceſſities ſharpe pinch. Returne with her?


  Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerleſſe tooke


  Our yongeſt borne, I could as well be brought


  To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penſion beg,


  To keepe baſe life a foote; returne with her?


  Perſwade me rather to be ſlaue and ſumpter


  To this deteſted groome.


  
    GONERILL


    At your choice Sir.

  


  
    LEAR


    I prythee Daughter do not make me mad,

  


  I will not trouble thee my Child; farewell:


  Wee’l no more meete, no more ſee one another.


  But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my Daughter,


  Or rather a diſeaſe that’s in my fleſh,


  Which I muſt needs call mine. Thou art a Byle,


  A plague ſore, or imboſſed Carbuncle


  In my corrupted blood. But Ile not chide thee,


  Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it,


  I do not bid the Thunder-bearer ſhoote,


  Nor tell tales of thee to high-iudging Ioue,


  Mend when thou can’ſt, be better at thy leiſure,


  I can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan,


  I and my hundred Knights.


  
    REGAN


    Not altogether ſo,

  


  I look’d not for you yet, nor am prouided


  For your fit welcome, giue eare Sir to my Siſter,


  For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſſion,


  Muſt be content to thinke you old, and ſo,


  But ſhe knowes what ſhe doe’s.


  
    LEAR


    Is this well ſpoken?

  


  
    REGAN


    I dare auouch it Sir, what fifty Followers?

  


  Is it not well? What ſhould you need of more?


  Yea, or ſo many? Sith that both charge and danger,


  Speake ’gainſt ſo great a number? How in one houſe


  Should many people, vnder two commands


  Hold amity? ’Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible.


  
    GONERILL


    Why might not you my Lord, receiue attendance

  


  From thoſe that ſhe cals Seruants, or from mine?


  
    REGAN


    Why not my Lord?

  


  If then they chanc’d to ſlacke ye,


  We could comptroll them; if you will come to me,


  (For now I ſpie a danger) I entreate you


  To bring but fiue and twentie, to no more


  Will I giue place or notice.


  
    LEAR


    I gaue you all.

  


  
    REGAN


    And in good time you gaue it.

  


  
    LEAR


    Made you my Guardians, my Depoſitaries,

  


  But kept a reſeruation to be followed


  With ſuch a number? What, muſt I come to you


  With fiue and twenty? Regan, ſaid you ſo?


  
    REGAN


    And ſpeak’t againe my Lord, no more with me.

  


  
    LEAR


    Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do look wel fauor’d

  


  When others are more wicked, not being the worſt


  Stands in ſome ranke of praiſe, Ile go with thee,


  Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and twenty,


  And thou art twice her Loue.


  
    GONERILL


    Heare me my Lord;

  


  What need you fiue and twenty? Ten? Or fiue?


  To follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many


  Haue a command to tend you?


  
    REGAN


    What need one?

  


  
    LEAR


    O reaſon not the need: our baſeſt Beggers

  


  Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous.


  Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs:


  Mans life is cheape as Beaſtes. Thou art a Lady;


  If onely to go warme were gorgeous,


  Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’ſt,


  Which ſcarcely keepes thee warme, but for true need:


  You Heauens, giue me that patience, patience I need,


  You ſee me heere (you Gods) a poore old man,


  As full of griefe as age, wretched in both,


  If it be you that ſtirres theſe Daughters hearts


  Againſt their Father, foole me not ſo much,


  To beare it tamely: touch me with Noble anger,


  And let not womens weapons, water drops,


  Staine my mans cheekes. No you vnnaturall Hags,


  I will haue ſuch reuenges on you both,


  That all the world ſhall ——— I will do ſuch things,


  What they are yet, I know not, but they ſhalbe


  The terrors of the earth? you thinke Ile weepe,


  No, Ile not weepe, I haue full cauſe of weeping.


  Storme and Tempeſt.


  But this heart ſhal break into a hundred thouſand flawes


  Or ere Ile weepe; O Foole, I ſhall go mad.


  Exeunt.


  
    CORNWALL


    Let vs withdraw, ’twill be a Storme.

  


  
    REGAN


    This houſe is little, the old man and’s people,

  


  Cannot be well beſtow’d.


  
    GONERILL


    ’Tis his owne blame hath put himſelfe from reſt,

  


  And muſt needs taſte his folly.


  
    REGAN


    For his particular, Ile receiue him gladly,

  


  But not one follower.


  
    GONERILL


    So am I purpos’d,

  


  Where is my Lord of Glouceſter?


  Enter Glouceſter.


  
    CORNWALL


    Followed the old man forth, he is return’d.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    The King is in high rage.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Whether is he going?

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    He cals to Horſe, but will I know not whether.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    ’Tis beſt to giue him way, he leads himſelfe.

  


  
    GONERILL


    My Lord, entreate him by no meanes to ſtay.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Alacke the night comes on, and the high windes

  


  Do ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about


  There’s ſcarce a Buſh.


  
    REGAN


    O Sir, to wilfull men,

  


  The iniuries that they themſelues procure,


  Muſt be their Schoole-Maſters: ſhut vp your doores,


  He is attended with a deſperate traine,


  And what they may incenſe him too, being apt,


  To haue his eare abus’d, wiſedome bids feare.


  
    CORNWALL


    Shut vp your doores my Lord, ’tis a wil’d night,

  


  My Regan counſels well: come out oth’ſtorme.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Tertius.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Storme ſtill.


  Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeuerally.


  
    KENT


    WHO’S there beſides foule weather?

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    One minded like the weather, moſt vnquietly.

  


  
    KENT


    I know you: Where’s the King?

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Contending with the fretfull Elements;

  


  Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea,


  Or ſwell the curled Waters ’boue the Maine,


  That things might change, or ceaſe.


  
    KENT


    But who is with him?

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    None but the Foole, who labours to out-ieſt

  


  His heart-ſtrooke iniuries.


  
    KENT


    Sir, I do know you,

  


  And dare vpon the warrant of my note


  Commend a deere thing to you. There is diuiſion


  (Although as yet the face of it is couer’d


  With mutuall cunning) ’twixt Albany, and Cornwall:


  Who haue, as who haue not, that their great Starres


  Thron’d and ſet high; Seruants, who ſeeme no leſſe,


  Which are to France the Spies and Speculations


  Intelligent of our State. What hath bin ſeene,


  Either in ſnuffes, and packings of the Dukes,


  Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne


  Againſt the old kinde King; or ſomething deeper,


  Whereof (perchance) theſe are but furniſhings.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    I will talke further with you.

  


  
    KENT


    No, do not:

  


  For confirmation that I am much more


  Then my out-wall; open this Purſe, and take


  What it containes. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia,


  (As feare not but you ſhall) ſhew her this Ring,


  And ſhe will tell you who that Fellow is


  That yet you do not know. Fye on this Storme,


  I will go ſeeke the King.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Giue me your hand,

  


  Haue you no more to ſay?


  
    KENT


    Few words, but to effect more then all yet;

  


  That when we haue found the King, in which your pain


  That way, Ile this: He that firſt lights on him,


  Holla the other.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Storme ſtill.


  Enter Lear, and Foole.


  
    LEAR


    BLOW windes, & crack your cheeks; Rage, blow

  


  You Cataracts, and Hyrricano’s ſpout,


  Till you haue drench’d our Steeples, drown the Cockes.


  You Sulph’rous and Thought-executing Fires,


  Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleauing Thunder-bolts,


  Sindge my white head. And thou all-ſhaking Thunder,


  Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o’th’world,


  Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines ſpill at once


  That makes ingratefull Man.


  FOOLE


  O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry houſe, is better then this Rain-water out o’doore. Good Nunkle, in, aske thy Daughters bleſſing, heere’s a night pitties neither Wiſemen, nor Fooles.


  
    LEAR


    Rumble thy belly full: ſpit Fire, ſpowt Raine:

  


  Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters;


  I taxe not you, you Elements with vnkindneſſe.


  I neuer gaue you Kingdome, call’d you Children;


  You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fall


  Your horrible pleaſure. Heere I ſtand your Slaue,


  A poore, infirme, weake, and diſpis’d old man:


  But yet I call you Seruile Miniſters,


  That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne


  Your high-engender’d Battailes, ’gainſt a head


  So old, and white as this. O, ho! ’tis foule.


  
    FOOLE


    He that has a houſe to put’s head in, has a good Head-peece:

  


  The Codpiece that will houſe, before the head has any;


  The Head, and he ſhall Lowſe: ſo Beggers marry many.


  The man that makes his Toe, what he his Hart ſhold make,


  Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his ſleepe to wake.


  For there was neuer yet faire woman, but ſhee made mouthes in a glaſſe.


  Enter Kent.


  
    LEAR


    No, I will be the patterne of all patience, I will ſay nothing.

  


  
    KENT


    Who’s there?

  


  
    FOOLE


    Marry here’s Grace, and a Codpiece, that’s a Wiſeman, and a Foole.

  


  
    KENT


    Alas Sir are you here? Things that loue night,

  


  Loue not ſuch nights as theſe: The wrathfull Skies


  Gallow the very wanderers of the darke


  And make them keepe their Caues: Since I was man,


  Such ſheets of Fire, ſuch burſts of horrid Thunder,


  Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine, I neuer


  Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature cannot carry


  Th’affliction, nor the feare.


  
    LEAR


    Let the great Goddes

  


  That keepe this dreadfull pudder o’re our heads,


  Finde out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch,


  That haſt within thee vndivulged Crimes


  Vnwhipt of Iuſtice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand;


  Thou Periur’d, and thou Simular of Vertue


  That art Inceſtuous. Caytiffe, to peeces ſhake


  That vnder couert, and conuenient ſeeming


  Ha’s practis’d on mans life. Cloſe pent-vp guilts,


  Riue your concealing Continents, and cry


  Theſe dreadfull Summoners grace. I am a man,


  More ſinn’d againſt, then ſinning.


  
    KENT


    Alacke, bare-headed?

  


  Gracious my Lord, hard by heere is a Houell,


  Some friendſhip will it lend you ’gainſt the Tempeſt:


  Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe,


  (More harder then the ſtones whereof ’tis rais’d,


  Which euen but now, demanding after you,


  Deny’d me to come in) returne, and force


  Their ſcanted curteſie.


  
    LEAR


    My wits begin to turne.

  


  Come on my boy. How doſt my boy? Art cold?


  I am cold my ſelfe. Where is this ſtraw, my Fellow?


  The Art of our Neceſſities is ſtrange,


  And can make vilde things precious. Come, your Houel;


  Poore Foole, and Knaue, I haue one part in my heart


  That’s ſorry yet for thee.


  
    FOOLE


    He that has and a little-tyne wit,

  


  With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine,


  Muſt make content with his Fortunes fit,


  Though the Raine it raineth euery day.


  
    LEAR


    True Boy: Come bring vs to this Houell.

  


  Exit.


  
    FOOLE


    This is a braue night to coole a Curtizan:

  


  Ile ſpeake a Propheſie ere I go:


  When Prieſts are more in word, then matter;


  When Brewers marre their Malt with water;


  When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors,


  No Heretiques burn’d, but wenches Sutors;


  When euery Caſe in Law, is right;


  No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight;


  When Slanders do not liue in Tongues;


  Nor Cut-purſes come not to throngs;


  When Vſurers tell their Gold i’th’Field,


  And Baudes, and whores, do Churches build,


  Then ſhal the Realme of Albion, come to great confuſion:


  Then comes the time, who liues to ſee’t,


  That going ſhalbe vs’d with feet.


  This prophecie Merlin ſhall make, for I liue before his time.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Glouceſter, and Edmund.


  GLOVCESTER


  ALACKE, alacke Edmund, I like not this vnnaturall dealing; when I deſired their leaue that I might pity him, they tooke from me the vſe of mine owne houſe, charg’d me on paine of perpetuall diſpleaſure, neither to ſpeake of him, entreat for him, or any way ſuſtaine him.


  
    BASTARD


    Moſt ſauage and vnnaturall.

  


  GLOVCESTER


  Go too; ſay you nothing. There is diuiſion betweene the Dukes, and a worſſe matter then that: I haue receiued a Letter this night, ’tis dangerous to be ſpoken, I haue lock’d the Letter in my Cloſſet, theſe iniuries the King now beares, will be reuenged home; ther is part of a Power already footed, we muſt incline to the King, I will looke him, and priuily relieue him; goe you and maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of him perceiued; If he aske for me, I am ill, and gone to bed, if I die for it, (as no leſſe is threatned me) the King my old Maſter muſt be relieued. There is ſtrange things toward Edmund, pray you be carefull.


  Exit.


  
    BASTARD


    This Curteſie forbid thee, ſhall the Duke

  


  Inſtantly know, and of that Letter too;


  This ſeemes a faire deſeruing, and muſt draw me


  That which my Father looſes: no leſſe then all,


  The yonger riſes, when the old doth fall.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Enter Lear, Kent,
and Foole.


  
    KENT


    HERE is the place my Lord, good my Lord enter,

  


  The tirrany of the open night’s too rough


  For Nature to endure.


  Storme ſtill.


  
    LEAR


    Let me alone.

  


  
    KENT


    Good my Lord enter heere.

  


  
    LEAR


    Wilt breake my heart?

  


  
    KENT


    I had rather breake mine owne,

  


  Good my Lord enter.


  
    LEAR


    Thou think’ſt ’tis much that this contentious ſtorme

  


  Inuades vs to the skin ſo: ’tis to thee,


  But where the greater malady is fixt,


  The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou’dſt ſhun a Beare,


  But if thy flight lay toward the roaring ſea,


  Thou’dſt meete the Beare i’th’mouth, when the mind’s free,


  The bodies delicate: the tempeſt in my mind,


  Doth from my ſences take all feeling elſe,


  Saue what beates there, Filliall ingratitude,


  Is it not as this mouth ſhould teare this hand


  For lifting food too’t? But I will puniſh home;


  No, I will weepe no more; in ſuch a night,


  To ſhut me out? Poure on, I will endure:


  In ſuch a night as this? O Regan, Gonerill,


  Your old kind Father, whoſe franke heart gaue all,


  O that way madneſſe lies, let me ſhun that:


  No more of that.


  
    KENT


    Good my Lord enter here.

  


  
    LEAR


    Prythee go in thy ſelfe, ſeeke thine owne eaſe,

  


  This tempeſt will not giue me leaue to ponder


  On things would hurt me more, but Ile goe in,


  In Boy, go firſt. You houſeleſſe pouertie,


  Exit.


  Nay get thee in; Ile pray, and then Ile ſleepe.


  Poore naked wretches, where ſo ere you are


  That bide the pelting of this pittileſſe ſtorme,


  How ſhall your Houſe-leſſe heads, and vnfed ſides,


  Your lop’d, and window’d raggedneſſe defend you


  From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe? O I haue tane


  Too little care of this: Take Phyſicke, Pompe,


  Expoſe thy ſelfe to feele what wretches feele,


  That thou maiſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them,


  And ſhew the Heauens more iuſt.


  Enter Edgar, and Foole.


  
    EDGAR


    Fathom, and halfe, Fathom and halfe; poore Tom.

  


  
    FOOLE


    Come not in heere Nuncle, here’s a ſpirit, helpe me, helpe me.

  


  
    KENT


    Giue my thy hand, who’s there?

  


  
    FOOLE


    A ſpirite, a ſpirite, he ſayes his name’s poore Tom.

  


  
    KENT


    What art thou that doſt grumble there i’th’ſtraw? Come forth.

  


  EDGAR


  Away, the foule Fiend followes me, through the ſharpe Hauthorne blow the windes. Humh, goe to thy bed and warme thee.


  
    LEAR


    Did’ſt thou giue all to thy Daughters? And art thou come to this?

  


  EDGAR


  Who giues any thing to poore Tom? Whom the foule fiend hath led through Fire, and through Flame, through Sword, and Whirle-Poole, o’re Bog, and Quagmire, that hath laid Kniues vnder his Pillow, and Halters in his Pue, ſet Rats-bane by his Porredge, made him Proud of heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horſe, ouer foure incht Bridges, to courſe his owne ſhadow for a Traitor. Bliſſe thy fiue Wits, Toms a cold. O do, de, do, de, do, de, bliſſe thee from Whirle-Windes, Starre-blaſting, and taking, do poore Tom ſome charitie, whom the foule Fiend vexes. There could I haue him now, and there, and there againe, and there.


  Storme ſtill.


  LEAR


  Ha’s his Daughters brought him to this paſſe? Could’ſt thou ſaue nothing? Would’ſt thou giue ’em all?


  
    FOOLE


    Nay, he reſeru’d a Blanket, elſe we had bin all ſham’d.

  


  LEAR


  Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre Hang fated o’re mens faults, light on thy Daughters.


  
    KENT


    He hath no Daughters Sir.

  


  
    LEAR


    Death Traitor, nothing could haue ſubdu’d Nature

  


  To ſuch a lowneſſe, but his vnkind Daughters.


  Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers,


  Should haue thus little mercy on their fleſh:


  Iudicious puniſhment, ’twas this fleſh begot


  Thoſe Pelicane Daughters.


  
    EDGAR


    Pillicock ſat on Pillicock hill, alow: alow, loo, loo.

  


  
    FOOLE


    This cold night will turne vs all to Fooles, and Madmen.

  


  EDGAR


  Take heed o’th’foule Fiend, obey thy Parents, keepe thy words Iuſtice, ſweare not, commit not, with mans ſworne Spouſe: ſet not thy Sweet-heart on proud array. Tom’s a cold.


  
    LEAR


    What haſt thou bin?

  


  EDGAR


  A Seruingman? Proud in heart, and minde; that curl’d my haire, wore Gloues in my cap; ſeru’d the Luſt of my Miſtris heart, and did the acte of darkeneſſe with her. Swore as many Oathes, as I ſpake words, & broke them in the ſweet face of Heauen. One, that ſlept in the contriuing of Luſt, and wak’d to doe it. Wine lou’d I deerely, Dice deerely; and in Woman, out-Paramour’d the Turke. Falſe of heart, light of eare, bloody of hand; Hog in ſloth, Foxe in ſtealth, Wolfe in greedineſſe, Dog in madnes, Lyon in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhooes, Nor the ruſtling of Silkes, betray thy poore heart to woman. Keepe thy foote out of Brothels, thy hand out of Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defye the foule Fiend. Still through the Hauthorne blowes the cold winde: Sayes ſuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, Boy Seſey: let him trot by.


  Storme ſtill.


  LEAR


  Thou wert better in a Graue, then to anſwere with thy vncouer’d body, this extremitie of the Skies. Is man no more then this? Conſider him well. Thou ow’ſt the Worme no Silke; the Beaſt, no Hide; the Sheepe, no Wooll; the Cat, no perfume. Ha? Here’s three on’s are ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing it ſelfe; vnaccommodated man, is no more but ſuch a poore, bare, forked Animall as thou art. Off, off you Lendings: Come, vnbutton heere.


  
    Enter Glouceſter,
with a Torch.

  


  FOOLE


  Prythee Nunckle be contented, ’tis a naughtie night to ſwimme in. Now a little fire in a wilde Field, were like an old Letchers heart, a ſmall ſpark, all the reſt on’s body, cold: Looke, heere comes a walking fire.


  EDGAR


  This is the foule Flibbertigibbet; hee begins at Curfew, and walkes at firſt Cocke: Hee giues the Web and the Pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippe; Mildewes the white Wheate, and hurts the poore Creature of earth.


  Swithold footed thrice the old,


  He met the Night-Mare, and her nine-fold;


  Bid her a-light, and her troth-plight,


  And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee.


  
    KENT


    How fares your Grace?

  


  
    LEAR


    What’s he?

  


  
    KENT


    Who’s there? What is’t you ſeeke?

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    What are you there? Your Names?

  


  EDGAR


  Poore Tom, that eates the ſwimming Frog, the Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water: that in the furie of his heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats Cow-dung for Sallets; ſwallowes the old Rat, and the ditch-Dogge; drinkes the green Mantle of the ſtanding Poole: who is whipt from Tything to Tything, and ſtockt, puniſh’d, and impriſon’d: who hath three Suites to his backe, ſixe ſhirts to his body:


  Horſe to ride, and weapon to weare:


  But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Deare,


  Haue bin Toms food, for ſeuen long yeare:


  Beware my Follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    What, hath your Grace no better company?

  


  
    EDGAR


    The Prince of Darkeneſſe is a Gentleman. Modo he’s call’d, and Mahu.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Our fleſh and blood, my Lord, is growne ſo vilde, that it doth hate what gets it.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Poore Tom’s a cold.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer

  


  T’obey in all your daughters hard commands:


  Though their Iniunction be to barre my doores,


  And let this Tyrannous night take hold vpon you,


  Yet haue I ventured to come ſeeke you out,


  And bring you where both fire, and food is ready.


  
    LEAR


    Firſt let me talke with this Philoſopher,

  


  What is the cauſe of Thunder?


  
    KENT


    Good my Lord take his offer,

  


  Go into th’houſe.


  
    LEAR


    Ile talke a word with this ſame lerned Theban:

  


  What is your ſtudy?


  
    EDGAR


    How to preuent the Fiend, and to kill Vermine.

  


  
    LEAR


    Let me aske you one word in priuate.

  


  
    KENT


    Importune him once more to go my Lord,

  


  His wits begin t’vnſettle.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Canſt thou blame him?

  


  Storm ſtill.


  His Daughters ſeeke his death: Ah, that good Kent,


  He ſaid it would be thus: poore baniſh’d man:


  Thou ſayeſt the King growes mad, Ile tell thee Friend


  I am almoſt mad my ſelfe. I had a Sonne,


  Now out-law’d from my blood: he ſought my life


  But lately: very late: I lou’d him (Friend)


  No Father his Sonne deerer: true to tell thee,


  The greefe hath craz’d my wits. What a night’s this?


  I do beſeech your grace.


  
    LEAR


    O cry you mercy, Sir:

  


  Noble Philoſopher, your company.


  
    EDGAR


    Tom’s a cold.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    In fellow there, into th’Houel; keep thee warm.

  


  
    LEAR


    Come, let’s in all.

  


  
    KENT


    This way, my Lord.

  


  
    LEAR


    With him;

  


  I will keepe ſtill with my Philoſopher.


  
    KENT


    Good my Lord, ſooth him:

  


  Let him take the Fellow.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Take him you on.

  


  
    KENT


    Sirra, come on: go along with vs.

  


  
    LEAR


    Come, good Athenian.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    No words, no words, huſh.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Childe Rowland to the darke Tower came,

  


  His word was ſtill, fie, foh, and fumme,


  I ſmell the blood of a Brittiſh man.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quinta.


  


  Enter Cornwall,
and Edmund.


  CORNWALL


  I will haue my reuenge, ere I depart his houſe.


  BASTARD


  How my Lord, I may be cenſured, that Nature thus giues way to Loyaltie, ſomething feares mee to thinke of.


  CORNWALL


  I now perceiue, it was not altogether your Brothers euill diſpoſition made him ſeeke his death: but a prouoking merit ſet a-worke by a reprouable badneſſe in himſelfe.


  BASTARD


  How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt repent to be iuſt? This is the Letter which hee ſpoake of; which approues him an intelligent partie to the aduantages of France. O Heauens! that this Treaſon were not; or not I the detector.


  
    CORNWALL


    Go with me to the Dutcheſſe.

  


  
    BASTARD


    If the matter of this Paper be certain, you haue mighty buſineſſe in hand.

  


  CORNWALL


  True or falſe, it hath made thee Earle of Glouceſter: ſeeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee ready for our apprehenſion.


  BASTARD


  If I finde him comforting the King, it will ſtuffe his ſuſpition more fully. I will perſeuer in my courſe of Loyalty, though the conflict be ſore betweene that, and my blood.


  
    CORNWALL


    I will lay truſt vpon thee: and thou ſhalt finde a deere Father in my loue.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Sexta.


  


  Enter Kent, and Glouceſter.


  GLOVCESTER


  Heere is better then the open ayre, take it thankfully: I will peece out the comfort with what addition I can: I will not be long from you.


  Exit.


  KENT


  All the powre of his wits, haue giuen way to his impatience: the Gods reward your kindneſſe.


  
    Enter Lear, Edgar,
and Foole.

  


  EDGAR


  Fraterretto cals me, and tells me Nero is an Angler in the Lake of Darkneſſe: pray Innocent, and beware the foule Fiend.


  
    FOOLE


    Prythee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be a Gentleman, or a Yeoman.

  


  
    LEAR


    A King, a King.

  


  FOOLE


  No, he’s a Yeoman, that ha’s a Gentleman to his Sonne: for hee’s a mad Yeoman that ſees his Sonne a Gentleman before him.


  
    LEAR


    To haue a thouſand with red burning ſpits

  


  Come hizzing in vpon ’em.


  
    EDGAR


    Bleſſe thy fiue wits.

  


  
    KENT


    O pitty: Sir, where is the patience now

  


  That you ſo oft haue boaſted to retaine?


  
    EDGAR


    My teares begin to take his part ſo much,

  


  They marre my counterfetting.


  
    LEAR


    The little dogges, and all;

  


  Trey, Blanch, and Sweet-heart: ſee, they barke at me.


  
    EDGAR


    Tom, will throw his head at them: Auaunt you

  


  Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white:


  Tooth that poyſons if it bite:


  Maſtiffe, Grey-hound, Mongrill, Grim,


  Hound or Spaniell, Brache, or Hym:


  Or Bobtaile tight, or Troudle taile,


  Tom will make him weepe and waile,


  For with throwing thus my head;


  Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled.


  Do, de, de, de: ſeſe: Come, march to Wakes and Fayres,


  And Market Townes: poore Tom thy horne is dry,


  LEAR


  Then let them Anatomize Regan: See what breeds about her heart. Is there any cauſe in Nature that make theſe hard-hearts. You ſir, I entertaine for one of my hundred; only, I do not like the faſhion of your garments. You will ſay they are Perſian; but let them bee chang’d.


  Enter Glouceſter.


  
    KENT


    Now good my Lord, lye heere, and reſt awhile.

  


  LEAR


  Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the Curtaines: ſo, ſo, wee’l go to Supper i’th’morning.


  
    FOOLE


    And Ile go to bed at noone.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Come hither Friend:

  


  Where is the King my Maſter?


  
    KENT


    Here Sir, but trouble him not, his wits are gon.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Good friend, I prythee take him in thy armes;

  


  I haue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him:


  There is a Litter ready, lay him in’t,


  And driue toward Douer friend, where thou ſhalt meete


  Both welcome, and protection. Take vp thy Maſter,


  If thou ſhould’ſt dally halfe an houre, his life


  With thine, and all that offer to defend him,


  Stand in aſſured loſſe. Take vp, take vp,


  And follow me, that will to ſome prouiſion


  Giue thee quicke conduct. Come, come, away.


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Septima.


  


  Enter Cornwall, Regan,
Gonerill, Baſtard,
and Seruants.


  CORNWALL


  Poſte ſpeedily to my Lord your husband, ſhew him this Letter, the Army of France is landed: ſeeke out the Traitor Glouceſter.


  
    REGAN


    Hang him inſtantly.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Plucke out his eyes.

  


  CORNWALL


  Leaue him to my diſpleaſure. Edmond, keepe you our Siſter company: the reuenges wee are bound to take vppon your Traitorous Father, are not fit for your beholding. Aduice the Duke where you are going, to a moſt feſtinate preparation: we are bound to the like. Our Poſtes ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt vs. Farewell deere Siſter, farewell my Lord of Glouceſter.


  Enter Steward.


  How now? Where’s the King?


  
    STEWARD


    My Lord of Glouceſter hath conuey’d him hence

  


  Some fiue or ſix and thirty of his Knights


  Hot Queſtriſts after him, met him at gate,


  Who, with ſome other of the Lords, dependants,


  Are gone with him toward Douer; where they boaſt


  To haue well armed Friends.


  
    CORNWALL


    Get horſes for your Miſtris.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Farewell ſweet Lord, and Siſter.

  


  Exit.


  
    CORNWALL


    Edmund farewell: go ſeek the Traitor Glouceſter,

  


  Pinnion him like a Theefe, bring him before vs:


  Though well we may not paſſe vpon his life


  Without the forme of Iuſtice: yet our power


  Shall do a curt’ſie to our wrath, which men


  May blame, but not comptroll.


  
    Enter Glouceſter,
and Seruants.

  


  Who’s there? the Traitor?


  
    REGAN


    Ingratefull Fox, ’tis he.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Binde faſt his corky armes.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    What meanes your Graces?

  


  Good my Friends conſider you are my Gheſts:


  Do me no foule play, Friends.


  
    CORNWALL


    Binde him I ſay.

  


  
    REGAN


    Hard, hard: O filthy Traitor.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Vnmercifull Lady, as you are, I’me none.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    To this Chaire binde him,

  


  Villaine, thou ſhalt finde.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    By the kinde Gods, ’tis moſt ignobly done

  


  To plucke me by the Beard.


  
    REGAN


    So white, and ſuch a Traitor?

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Naughty Ladie,

  


  Theſe haires which thou doſt rauiſh from my chin


  Will quicken and accuſe thee. I am your Hoſt,


  With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable fauours


  You ſhould not ruffle thus. What will you do?


  
    CORNWALL


    Come Sir.

  


  What Letters had you late from France?


  
    REGAN


    Be ſimple anſwer’d, for we know the truth.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    And what confederacie haue you with the Traitors, late footed in the Kingdome?

  


  
    REGAN


    To whoſe hands

  


  You haue ſent the Lunaticke King: Speake.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I haue a Letter gueſſingly ſet downe

  


  Which came from one that’s of a newtrall heart,


  And not from one oppos’d.


  
    CORNWALL


    Cunning.

  


  
    REGAN


    And falſe.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    Where haſt thou ſent the King?

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    To Douer.

  


  
    REGAN


    Wherefore to Douer?

  


  Was’t thou not charg’d at perill.


  
    CORNWALL


    Wherefore to Douer? Let him anſwer that.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I am tyed to’th’Stake,

  


  And I muſt ſtand the Courſe.


  
    REGAN


    Wherefore to Douer?

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruell Nailes

  


  Plucke out his poore old eyes: nor thy fierce Siſter,


  In his Annointed fleſh, ſticke boariſh phangs.


  The Sea, with ſuch a ſtorme as his bare head,


  In Hell-blacke-night indur’d, would haue buoy’d vp


  And quench’d the Stelled fires:


  Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Heauens to raine.


  If Wolues had at thy Gate howl’d that ſterne time,


  Thou ſhould’ſt haue ſaid, good Porter turne the Key:


  All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe: but I ſhall ſee


  The winged Vengeance ouertake ſuch Children.


  
    CORNWALL


    See’t ſhalt thou neuer. Fellowes hold the Chaire,

  


  Vpon theſe eyes of thine, Ile ſet my foote.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    He that will thinke to liue, till he be old,

  


  Giue me ſome helpe. ——— O cruell! O you Gods.


  
    REGAN


    One ſide will mocke another: Th’other too.

  


  
    CORNWALL


    If you ſee vengeance.

  


  
    SERVANT


    Hold your hand, my Lord:

  


  I haue ſeru’d you euer ſince I was a Childe:


  But better ſeruice haue I neuer done you,


  Then now to bid you hold.


  
    REGAN


    How now, you dogge?

  


  
    SERVANT


    If you did weare a beard vpon your chin,

  


  I’ld ſhake it on this quarrell. What do you meane?


  
    CORNWALL


    My Villaine?

  


  
    SERVANT


    Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger.

  


  
    REGAN


    Giue me thy Sword. A pezant ſtand vp thus?

  


  Killes him.


  
    SERVANT


    Oh I am ſlaine: my Lord, you haue one eye left

  


  To ſee ſome miſchefe on him. Oh.


  
    CORNWALL


    Leſt it ſee more, preuent it; Out vilde gelly:

  


  Where is thy luſter now?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    All darke and comfortleſſe?

  


  Where’s my Sonne Edmund?


  Edmund, enkindle all the ſparkes of Nature


  To quit this horrid acte.


  
    REGAN


    Out treacherous Villaine,

  


  Thou call’ſt on him, that hates thee. It was he


  That made the ouerture of thy Treaſons to vs:


  Who is too good to pitty thee.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    O my Follies! then Edgar was abus’d,

  


  Kinde Gods, forgiue me that, and proſper him.


  
    REGAN


    Go thruſt him out at gates, and let him ſmell

  


  His way to Douer.


  Exit with Glouceſter.


  How is’t my Lord? How looke you?


  
    CORNWALL


    I haue receiu’d a hurt: Follow me Lady;

  


  Turne out that eyeleſſe Villaine: throw this Slaue


  Vpon the Dunghill: Regan, I bleed apace,


  Vntimely comes this hurt. Giue me your arme.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Quartus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Edgar.


  
    EDGAR


    YET better thus, and knowne to be contemn’d,

  


  Then ſtill contemn’d and flatter’d, to be worſt:


  The loweſt, and moſt deiected thing of Fortune,


  Stands ſtill in eſperance, liues not in feare:


  The lamentable change is from the beſt,


  The worſt returnes to laughter. Welcome then,


  Thou vnſubſtantiall ayre that I embrace:


  The Wretch that thou haſt blowne vnto the worſt,


  Owes nothing to thy blaſts.


  Enter Glouceſter, and an Old man.


  But who comes heere? My Father poorely led?


  World, World, O world!


  But that thy ſtrange mutations make vs hate thee,


  Life would not yeelde to age.


  
    OLD MAN


    O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenant,

  


  And your Fathers Tenant, theſe foureſcore yeares.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Away, get thee away: good Friend be gone,

  


  Thy comforts can do me no good at all,


  Thee, they may hurt.


  
    OLD MAN


    You cannot ſee your way.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I haue no way, and therefore want no eyes:

  


  I ſtumbled when I ſaw. Full oft ’tis ſeene,


  Our meanes ſecure vs, and our meere defects


  Proue our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne Edgar,


  The food of thy abuſed Fathers wrath:


  Might I but liue to ſee thee in my touch,


  I’ld ſay I had eyes againe.


  
    OLD MAN


    How now? who’s there?

  


  
    EDGAR


    O Gods! Who is’t can ſay I am at the worſt?

  


  I am worſe then ere I was.


  
    OLD MAN


    ’Tis poore mad Tom.

  


  
    EDGAR


    And worſe I may be yet: the worſt is not,

  


  So long as we can ſay this is the worſt.


  
    OLD MAN


    Fellow, where goeſt?

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Is it a Beggar-man?

  


  
    OLD MAN


    Madman, and beggar too.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg.

  


  I’th’laſt nights ſtorme, I ſuch a fellow ſaw;


  Which made me thinke a Man, a Worme. My Sonne


  Came then into my minde, and yet my minde


  Was then ſcarſe Friends with him.


  I haue heard more ſince:


  As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th’Gods,


  They kill vs for their ſport.


  
    EDGAR


    How ſhould this be?

  


  Bad is the Trade that muſt play Foole to ſorrow,


  Ang’ring it ſelfe, and others. Bleſſe thee Maſter.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Is that the naked Fellow?

  


  
    OLD MAN


    I, my Lord.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Get thee away: If for my ſake

  


  Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or twaine


  I’th’way toward Douer, do it for ancient loue,


  And bring ſome couering for this naked Soule,


  Which Ile intreate to leade me.


  
    OLD MAN


    Alacke ſir, he is mad.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    ’Tis the times plague,

  


  When Madmen leade the blinde:


  Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleaſure:


  Aboue the reſt, be gone.


  
    OLD MAN


    Ile bring him the beſt Parrell that I haue

  


  Come on’t what will.


  Exit.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Sirrah, naked fellow.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Poore Tom’s a cold. I cannot daub it further.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Come hither fellow.

  


  
    EDGAR


    And yet I muſt:

  


  Bleſſe thy ſweete eyes, they bleede.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Know’ſt thou the way to Douer?

  


  EDGAR


  Both ſtyle, and gate; Horſeway, and foot-path: poore Tom hath bin ſcarr’d out of his good wits. Bleſſe thee good mans ſonne, from the foule Fiend.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Here take this purſe, thou whom the heau’ns plagues

  


  Haue humbled to all ſtrokes: that I am wretched


  Makes thee the happier: Heauens deale ſo ſtill:


  Let the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted man,


  That ſlaues your ordinance, that will not ſee


  Becauſe he do’s not feele, feele your powre quickly:


  So diſtribution ſhould vndoo exceſſe,


  And each man haue enough. Doſt thou know Douer?


  
    EDGAR


    I Maſter.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    There is a Cliffe, whoſe high and bending head

  


  Lookes fearfully in the confined Deepe:


  Bring me but to the very brimme of it,


  And Ile repayre the miſery thou do’ſt beare


  With ſomething rich about me: from that place,


  I ſhall no leading neede.


  
    EDGAR


    Giue me thy arme;

  


  Poore Tom ſhall leade thee.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Gonerill, Baſtard,
and Steward.


  
    GONERILL


    WELCOME my Lord. I meruell our mild husband

  


  Not met vs on the way. Now, where’s your Maſter?


  
    STEWARD


    Madam within, but neuer man ſo chang’d:

  


  I told him of the Army that was Landed:


  He ſmil’d at it. I told him you were comming,


  His anſwer was, the worſe. Of Glouceſters Treachery,


  And of the loyall Seruice of his Sonne


  When I inform’d him, then he call’d me Sot,


  And told me I had turn’d the wrong ſide out:


  What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeemes pleaſant to him;


  What like, offenſiue.


  
    GONERILL


    Then ſhall you go no further.

  


  It is the Cowiſh terror of his ſpirit


  That dares not vndertake: Hee’l not feele wrongs


  Which tye him to an anſwer: our wiſhes on the way


  May proue effects. Backe Edmond to my Brother,


  Haſten his Muſters, and conduct his powres.


  I muſt change names at home, and giue the Diſtaffe


  Into my Husbands hands. This truſtie Seruant


  Shall paſſe betweene vs: ere long you are like to heare


  (If you dare venture in your owne behalfe)


  A Miſtreſſes command. Weare this; ſpare ſpeech,


  Decline your head. This kiſſe, if it durſt ſpeake


  Would ſtretch thy Spirits vp into the ayre:


  Conceiue, and fare thee well.


  
    BASTARD


    Yours in the rankes of death.

  


  Exit.


  
    GONERILL


    My moſt deere Glouceſter.

  


  Oh, the difference of man, and man,


  To thee a Womans ſeruices are due,


  My Foole vſurpes my body.


  
    STEWARD


    Madam, here come’s my Lord.

  


  Enter Albany.


  
    GONERILL


    I haue beene worth the whiſtle.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Oh Gonerill,

  


  You are not worth the duſt which the rude winde


  Blowes in your face.


  
    GONERILL


    Milke-Liuer’d man,

  


  That bear’ſt a cheeke for blowes, a head for wrongs,


  Who haſt not in thy browes an eye-diſcerning


  Thine Honor, from thy ſuffering.


  
    ALBANY


    See thy ſelfe diuell:

  


  Proper deformitie ſeemes not in the Fiend


  So horrid as in woman.


  
    GONERILL


    Oh vaine Foole.

  


  Enter a Meſſenger.


  
    MESSENGER


    Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwals dead,

  


  Slaine by his Seruant, going to put out


  The other eye of Glouceſter.


  
    ALBANY


    Glouceſters eyes.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    A Seruant that he bred, thrill’d with remorſe,

  


  Oppos’d againſt the act: bending his Sword


  To his great Maſter, who, threat-enrag’d


  Flew on him, and among’ſt them fell’d him dead,


  But not without that harmefull ſtroke, which ſince


  Hath pluckt him after.


  
    ALBANY


    This ſhewes you are aboue

  


  You Iuſtices, that theſe our neather crimes


  So ſpeedily can venge. But (O poore Glouceſter)


  Loſt he his other eye?


  
    MESSENGER


    Both, both, my Lord.

  


  This Leter Madam, craues a ſpeedy anſwer:


  ’Tis from your Siſter.


  
    GONERILL


    One way I like this well.

  


  But being widdow, and my Glouceſter with her,


  May all the building in my fancie plucke


  Vpon my hatefull life. Another way


  The Newes is not ſo tart. Ile read, and anſwer.


  
    ALBANY


    Where was his Sonne,

  


  When they did take his eyes?


  
    MESSENGER


    Come with my Lady hither.

  


  
    ALBANY


    He is not heere.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    No my good Lord, I met him backe againe.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Knowes he the wickedneſſe?

  


  
    MESSENGER


    I my good Lord: ’twas he inform’d againſt him

  


  And quit the houſe on purpoſe, that their puniſhment


  Might haue the freer courſe.


  
    ALBANY


    Glouceſter, I liue

  


  To thanke thee for the loue thou ſhew’dſt the King,


  And to reuenge thine eyes. Come hither Friend,


  Tell me what more thou know’ſt.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter with Drum and Colours,
Cordelia, Gentlemen, and Souldiours.


  
    CORDELIA


    ALACKE, ’tis he: why he was met euen now

  


  As mad as the vext Sea, ſinging alowd.


  Crown’d with ranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds,


  With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres,


  Darnell, and all the idle weedes that grow


  In our ſuſtaining Corne. A Centery ſend forth;


  Search euery Acre in the high-growne field,


  And bring him to our eye. What can mans wiſedome


  In the reſtoring his bereaued Senſe; he that helpes him,


  Take all my outward worth.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    There is meanes Madam:

  


  Our foſter Nurſe of Nature, is repoſe,


  The which he lackes: that to prouoke in him


  Are many Simples operatiue, whoſe power


  Will cloſe the eye of Anguiſh.


  
    CORDELIA


    All bleſt Secrets,

  


  All you vnpubliſh’d Vertues of the earth


  Spring with my teares; be aydant, and remediate


  In the Goodmans deſires: ſeeke, ſeeke for him,


  Leaſt his vngouern’d rage, diſſolue the life


  That wants the meanes to leade it.


  Enter Meſſenger.


  
    MESSENGER


    Newes Madam,

  


  The Brittiſh Powres are marching hitherward.


  
    CORDELIA


    ’Tis knowne before. Our preparation ſtands

  


  In expectation of them. O deere Father,


  It is thy buſineſſe that I go about: Therfore great France


  My mourning, and importun’d teares hath pittied:


  No blowne Ambition doth our Armes incite,


  But loue, deere loue, and our ag’d Fathers Rite:


  Soone may I heare, and ſee him.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Quarta.


  


  Enter Regan, and Steward.


  
    REGAN


    BVT are my Brothers Powres ſet forth?

  


  
    STEWARD


    I Madam.

  


  
    REGAN


    Himſelfe in perſon there?

  


  
    STEWARD


    Madam with much ado:

  


  Your Siſter is the better Souldier.


  
    REGAN


    Lord Edmund ſpake not with your Lord at home?

  


  
    STEWARD


    No Madam.

  


  
    REGAN


    What might import my Siſters Letter to him?

  


  
    STEWARD


    I know not, Lady.

  


  
    REGAN


    Faith he is poaſted hence on ſerious matter:

  


  It was great ignorance, Glouceſters eyes being out


  To let him liue. Where he arriues, he moues


  All hearts againſt vs: Edmund, I thinke is gone


  In pitty of his miſery, to diſpatch


  His nighted life: Moreouer to deſcry


  The ſtrength o’th’Enemy.


  
    STEWARD


    I muſt needs after him, Madam, with my Letter.

  


  
    REGAN


    Our troopes ſet forth to morrow, ſtay with vs:

  


  The wayes are dangerous.


  
    STEWARD


    I may not Madam:

  


  My Lady charg’d my dutie in this buſines.


  
    REGAN


    Why ſhould ſhe write to Edmund?

  


  Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by word? Belike,


  Some things, I know not what. Ile loue thee much


  Let me vnſeale the Letter.


  
    STEWARD


    Madam, I had rather ———

  


  
    REGAN


    I know your Lady do’s not loue her Husband,

  


  I am ſure of that: and at her late being heere,


  She gaue ſtrange Eliads, and moſt ſpeaking lookes


  To Noble Edmund. I know you are of her boſome.


  
    STEWARD


    I, Madam?

  


  
    REGAN


    I ſpeake in vnderſtanding: Y’are: I know’t,

  


  Therefore I do aduiſe you take this note:


  My Lord is dead: Edmond, and I haue talk’d,


  And more conuenient is he for my hand


  Then for your Ladies: You may gather more:


  If you do finde him, pray you giue him this;


  And when your Miſtris heares thus much from you,


  I pray deſire her call her wiſedome to her.


  So fare you well:


  If you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor,


  Preferment fals on him, that cuts him off.


  
    STEWARD


    Would I could meet Madam, I ſhould ſhew

  


  What party I do follow.


  
    REGAN


    Fare thee well.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Quinta.


  


  Enter Glouceſter,
and Edgar.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    WHEN ſhall I come to th’top of that ſame hill?

  


  
    EDGAR


    You do climbe vp it now. Look how we labor.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Me thinkes the ground is eeuen.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Horrible ſteepe.

  


  Hearke, do you heare the Sea?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    No truly.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Why then your other Senſes grow imperfect

  


  By your eyes anguiſh.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    So may it be indeed.

  


  Me thinkes thy voyce is alter’d, and thou ſpeak’ſt


  In better phraſe, and matter then thou did’ſt.


  
    EDGAR


    Y’are much deceiu’d: In nothing am I chang’d

  


  But in my Garments.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Me thinkes y’are better ſpoken.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Come on Sir,

  


  Heere’s the place: ſtand ſtill: how fearefull


  And dizie ’tis, to caſt ones eyes ſo low,


  The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre


  Shew ſcarſe ſo groſſe as Beetles. Halfe way downe


  Hangs one that gathers Sampire: dreadfull Trade:


  Me thinkes he ſeemes no bigger then his head.


  The Fiſhermen, that walk’d vpon the beach


  Appeare like Mice: and yond tall Anchoring Barke,


  Diminiſh’d to her Cocke: her Cocke, a Buoy


  Almoſt too ſmall for ſight. The murmuring Surge,


  That on th’vnnumbred idle Pebble chafes


  Cannot be heard ſo high. Ile looke no more,


  Leaſt my braine turne, and the deficient ſight


  Topple downe headlong.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Set me where you ſtand.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Giue me your hand:

  


  You are now within a foote of th’extreme Verge:


  For all beneath the Moone would I not leape vpright.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Let go my hand:

  


  Heere Friend’s another purſe: in it, a Iewell


  Well worth a poore mans taking. Fayries, and Gods


  Proſper it with thee. Go thou further off,


  Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going.


  
    EDGAR


    Now fare ye well, good Sir.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    With all my heart.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Why I do trifle thus with his diſpaire,

  


  Is done to cure it.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    O you mighty Gods!

  


  This world I do renounce, and in your ſights


  Shake patiently my great affliction off:


  If I could beare it longer, and not fall


  To quarrell with your great oppoſeleſſe willes,


  My ſnuffe, and loathed part of Nature ſhould


  Burne it ſelfe out. If Edgar liue, O bleſſe him:


  Now Fellow, fare thee well.


  
    EDGAR


    Gone Sir, farewell:

  


  And yet I know not how conceit may rob


  The Treaſury of life, when life it ſelfe


  Yeelds to the Theft. Had he bin where he thought,


  By this had thought bin paſt. Aliue, or dead?


  Hoa, you Sir: Friend, heare you Sir, ſpeake:


  Thus might he paſſe indeed: yet he reuiues.


  What are you Sir?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Away, and let me dye.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Had’ſt thou beene ought

  


  But Gozemore, Feathers, Ayre,


  (So many fathome downe precipitating)


  Thou’dſt ſhiuer’d like an Egge: but thou do’ſt breath:


  Haſt heauy ſubſtance, bleed’ſt not, ſpeak’ſt, art ſound,


  Ten Maſts at each, make not the altitude


  Which thou haſt perpendicularly fell,


  Thy life’s a Myracle. Speake yet againe.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    But haue I falne, or no?

  


  
    EDGAR


    From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne

  


  Looke vp a height, the ſhrill-gorg’d Larke ſo farre


  Cannot be ſeene, or heard: Do but looke vp.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Alacke, I haue no eyes:

  


  Is wretchedneſſe depriu’d that benefit


  To end it ſelfe by death? ’Twas yet ſome comfort,


  When miſery could beguile the Tyrants rage,


  And fruſtrate his proud will.


  
    EDGAR


    Giue me your arme.

  


  Vp, ſo: How is’t? Feele you your Legges? You ſtand.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Too well, too well.

  


  
    EDGAR


    This is aboue all ſtrangeneſſe,

  


  Vpon the crowne o’th’Cliffe. What thing was that


  Which parted from you?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    A poore vnfortunate Beggar.

  


  
    EDGAR


    As I ſtood heere below, me thought his eyes

  


  Were two full Moones: he had a thouſand Noſes,


  Hornes wealk’d, and waued like the enraged Sea:


  It was ſome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father,


  Thinke that the cleereſt Gods, who make them Honors


  Of mens Impoſſibilities, haue preſerued thee.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I do remember now: henceforth Ile beare

  


  Affliction, till it do cry out it ſelfe


  Enough, enough, and dye. That thing you ſpeake of,


  I tooke it for a man: often ’twould ſay


  The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place.


  
    EDGAR


    Beare free and patient thoughts.

  


  Enter Lear.


  But who comes heere?


  The ſafer ſenſe will ne’re accommodate


  His Maſter thus.


  
    LEAR


    No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the King himſelfe.

  


  
    EDGAR


    O thou ſide-piercing ſight!

  


  LEAR


  Nature’s aboue Art, in that reſpect. Ther’s your Preſſe-money. That fellow handles his bow, like a Crowkeeper: draw mee a Cloathiers yard. Looke, looke, a Mouſe: peace, peace, this peece of toaſted Cheeſe will doo’t. There’s my Gauntlet, Ile proue it on a Gyant. Bring vp the browne Billes. O well flowne Bird: i’th’clout, i’th’clout: Hewgh. Giue the word.


  
    EDGAR


    Sweet Mariorum.

  


  
    LEAR


    Paſſe.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I know that voice.

  


  LEAR


  Ha! Gonerill with a white beard? They flatter’d me like a Dogge, and told mee I had the white hayres in my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there. To ſay I, and no, to euery thing that I ſaid: I, and no too, was no good Diuinity. When the raine came to wet me once, and the winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not peace at my bidding, there I found ’em, there I ſmelt ’em out. Go too, they are not men o’their words; they told me, I was euery thing: ’Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proofe.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    The tricke of that voyce, I do well remember:

  


  Is’t not the King?


  
    LEAR


    I, euery inch a King.

  


  When I do ſtare, ſee how the Subiect quakes.


  I pardon that mans life. What was thy cauſe?


  Adultery? thou ſhalt not dye: dye for Adultery?


  No, the Wren goes too’t, and the ſmall gilded Fly


  Do’s letcher in my ſight. Let Copulation thriue:


  For Glouceſters baſtard Son was kinder to his Father,


  Then my Daughters got ’tweene the lawfull ſheets.


  Too’t Luxury pell-mell, for I lacke Souldiers.


  Behold yond ſimpring Dame, whoſe face betweene her Forkes preſages Snow; that minces Vertue, & do’s ſhake the head to heare of pleaſures name. The Fitchew, nor the ſoyled Horſe goes too’t with a more riotous appetite: Downe from the waſte they are Centaures, though Women all aboue: but to the Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the Fiends. There’s hell, there’s darkenes, there is the ſulphurous pit; burning, ſcalding, ſtench, conſumption: Fye, fie, fie; pah, pah: Giue me an Ounce of Ciuet; good Apothecary ſweeten my immagination: There’s money for thee.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    O let me kiſſe that hand.

  


  
    LEAR


    Let me wipe it firſt,

  


  It ſmelles of Mortality.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    O ruin’d peece of Nature, this great world

  


  Shall ſo weare out to naught.


  Do’ſt thou know me?


  LEAR


  I remember thine eyes well enough: doſt thou ſquiny at me? No, doe thy worſt blinde Cupid, Ile not loue. Reade thou this challenge, marke but the penning of it.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not ſee.

  


  
    EDGAR


    I would not take this from report,

  


  It is, and my heart breakes at it.


  
    LEAR


    Read.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    What with the Caſe of eyes?

  


  LEAR


  Oh ho, are you there with me? No eies in your head, nor no mony in your purſe? Your eyes are in a heauy caſe, your purſe in a light, yet you ſee how this world goes.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I ſee it feelingly.

  


  LEAR


  What, art mad? A man may ſee how this world goes, with no eyes. Looke with thine eares: See how yond Iuſtice railes vpon yond ſimple theefe. Hearke in thine eare: Change places, and handy-dandy, which is the Iuſtice, which is the theefe: Thou haſt ſeene a Farmers dogge barke at a Beggar?


  
    GLOVCESTER


    I Sir.

  


  LEAR


  And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou might’ſt behold the great image of Authoritie, a Dogg’s obey’d in Office. Thou, Raſcall Beadle, hold thy bloody hand: why doſt thou laſh that Whore? Strip thy owne backe, thou hotly luſts to vſe her in that kind, for which thou whip’ſt her. The Vſurer hangs the Cozener. Thorough tatter’d cloathes great Vices do appeare: Robes, and Furr’d gownes hide all. Place ſinnes with Gold, and the ſtrong Lance of Iuſtice, hurtleſſe breakes: Arme it in ragges, a Pigmies ſtraw do’s pierce it. None do’s offend, none, I ſay none, Ile able ’em; take that of me my Friend, who haue the power to ſeale th’accuſers lips. Get thee glaſſe-eyes, and like a ſcuruy Politician, ſeeme to ſee the things thou doſt not. Now, now, now, now. Pull off my Bootes: harder, harder, ſo.


  
    EDGAR


    O matter, and impertinency mixt,

  


  Reaſon in Madneſſe.


  
    LEAR


    If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes.

  


  I know thee well enough, thy name is Glouceſter:


  Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither:


  Thou know’ſt, the firſt time that we ſmell the Ayre


  We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee: Marke.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Alacke, alacke the day.

  


  
    LEAR


    When we are borne, we cry that we are come

  


  To this great ſtage of Fooles. This


  a good blocke:


  It were a delicate ſtratagem to ſhoo


  A Troope of Horſe with Felt: Ile put’t in proofe,


  And when I haue ſtolne vpon theſe Son in Lawes,


  Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.


  Enter a Gentleman.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Oh heere he is: lay hand vpon him, Sir.

  


  Your moſt deere Daughter ———


  
    LEAR


    No reſcue? What, a Priſoner? I am euen

  


  The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vſe me well,


  You ſhall haue ranſome. Let me haue Surgeons,


  I am cut to’th’Braines.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    You ſhall haue any thing.

  


  
    LEAR


    No Seconds? All my ſelfe?

  


  Why, this would make a man, a man of Salt


  To vſe his eyes for Garden water-pots. I wil die brauely,


  Like a ſmugge Bridegroome. What? I will be Iouiall:


  Come, come, I am a King, Maſters, know you that?


  
    GENTLEMAN


    You are a Royall one, and we obey you.

  


  
    LEAR


    Then there’s life in’t. Come, and you get it,

  


  You ſhall get it by running: Sa, ſa, ſa, ſa.


  Exit.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    A ſight moſt pittifull in the meaneſt wretch,

  


  Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt a Daughter


  Who redeemes Nature from the generall curſe


  Which twaine haue brought her to.


  
    EDGAR


    Haile gentle Sir.

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Sir, ſpeed you: what’s your will?

  


  
    EDGAR


    Do you heare ought (Sir) of a Battell toward.

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Moſt ſure, and vulgar:

  


  Euery one heares that, which can diſtinguiſh ſound.


  
    EDGAR


    But by your fauour:

  


  How neere’s the other Army?


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Neere, and on ſpeedy foot: the maine deſcry

  


  Stands on the hourely thought.


  
    EDGAR


    I thanke you Sir, that’s all.

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Though that the Queen on ſpecial cauſe is here

  


  Her Army is mou’d on.


  Exit.


  
    EDGAR


    I thanke you Sir.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    You euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me,

  


  Let not my worſer Spirit tempt me againe


  To dye before you pleaſe.


  
    EDGAR


    Well pray you Father.

  


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Now good ſir, what are you?

  


  
    EDGAR


    A moſt poore man, made tame to Fortunes blows

  


  Who, by the Art of knowne, and feeling ſorrowes,


  Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand,


  Ile leade you to ſome biding.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Heartie thankes:

  


  The bountie, and the benizon of Heauen


  To boot, and boot.


  Enter Steward.


  
    STEWARD


    A proclaim’d prize: moſt happie

  


  That eyeleſſe head of thine, was firſt fram’d fleſh


  To raiſe my fortunes. Thou old, vnhappy Traitor,


  Breefely thy ſelfe remember: the Sword is out


  That muſt deſtroy thee.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Now let thy friendly hand

  


  Put ſtrength enough too’t.


  
    STEWARD


    Wherefore, bold Pezant,

  


  Dar’ſt thou ſupport a publiſh’d Traitor? Hence,


  Leaſt that th’infection of his fortune take


  Like hold on thee. Let go his arme.


  
    EDGAR


    Chill not let go Zir,

  


  Without vurther ’caſion.


  
    STEWARD


    Let go Slaue, or thou dy’ſt.

  


  EDGAR


  Good Gentleman goe your gate, and let poore volke paſſe: and ’chud ha’bin zwaggerd out of my life, ’twould not ha’bin zo long as ’tis, by a vortnight. Nay, come not neere th’old man: keepe out che vor’ye, or Ile try whither your Coſtard, or my Ballow be the harder; chill be plaine with you.


  
    STEWARD


    Out Dunghill.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Chill picke your teeth Zir: come, no matter vor your foynes.

  


  
    STEWARD


    Slaue thou haſt ſlaine me: Villain, take my purſe;

  


  If euer thou wilt thriue, bury my bodie,


  And giue the Letters which thou find’ſt about me,


  To Edmund Earle of Glouceſter: ſeeke him out


  Vpon the Engliſh party. Oh vntimely death, death.


  
    EDGAR


    I know thee well. A ſeruiceable Villaine,

  


  As duteous to the vices of thy Miſtris,


  As badneſſe would deſire.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    What, is he dead?

  


  
    EDGAR


    Sit you downe Father: reſt you.

  


  Let’s ſee theſe Pockets; the Letters that he ſpeakes of


  May be my Friends: hee’s dead; I am onely ſorry


  He had no other Deathſman. Let vs ſee:


  Leaue gentle waxe, and manners: blame vs not


  To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts,


  Their Papers is more lawfull.


  Reads the Letter.


  Let our reciprocall vowes be remembred. You haue manie opportunities to cut him off: if your will want not, time and place will be fruitfully offer’d. There is nothing done. If hee returne the Conqueror, then am I the Priſoner, and his bed, my Gaole, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliuer me, and ſupply the place for your Labour.


  Your (Wife, ſo I would ſay)
affectionate Seruant. Gonerill.


  Oh indiſtinguiſh’d ſpace of Womans will,


  A plot vpon her vertuous Husbands life,


  And the exchange my Brother: heere, in the ſands


  Thee Ile rake vp, the poſte vnſanctified


  Of murtherous Letchers: and in the mature time,


  With this vngracious paper ſtrike the ſight


  Of the death-practis’d Duke: for him ’tis well,


  That of thy death, and buſineſſe, I can tell.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    The King is mad:

  


  How ſtiffe is my vilde ſenſe


  That I ſtand vp, and haue ingenious feeling


  Of my huge Sorrowes? Better I were diſtract,


  So ſhould my thoughts be ſeuer’d from my greefes,


  Drum afarre off.


  And woes, by wrong imaginations looſe


  The knowledge of themſelues.


  
    EDGAR


    Giue me your hand:

  


  Farre off methinkes I heare the beaten Drumme.


  Come Father, Ile beſtow you with a Friend.


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Sexta.


  


  Enter Cordelia, Kent,
and Gentleman.


  
    CORDELIA


    O thou good Kent,

  


  How ſhall I liue and worke


  To match thy goodneſſe?


  My life will be too ſhort,


  And euery meaſure faile me.


  
    KENT


    To be acknowledg’d Madam is ore-pai’d,

  


  All my reports go with the modeſt truth,


  Nor more, nor clipt, but ſo.


  
    CORDELIA


    Be better ſuited,

  


  Theſe weedes are memories of thoſe worſer houres:


  I prythee put them off.


  
    KENT


    Pardon deere Madam,

  


  Yet to be knowne ſhortens my made intent,


  My boone I make it, that you know me not,


  Till time, and I, thinke meet.


  
    CORDELIA


    Then be’t ſo my good Lord:

  


  How do’s the King?


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Madam ſleepes ſtill.

  


  
    CORDELIA


    O you kind Gods!

  


  Cure this great breach in his abuſed Nature,


  Th’vntun’d and iarring ſenſes, O winde vp,


  Of this childe-changed Father.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    So pleaſe your Maieſty,

  


  That we may wake the King, he hath ſlept long?


  
    CORDELIA


    Be gouern’d by your knowledge, and proceede

  


  I’th’ſway of your owne will: is he array’d?


  
    Enter Lear in a chaire
carried by Seruants.

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    I Madam: in the heauineſſe of ſleepe,

  


  We put freſh garments on him.


  Be by good Madam when we do awake him,


  I doubt of his Temperance.


  
    CORDELIA


    O my deere Father, reſtauratian hang

  


  Thy medicine on my lippes, and let this kiſſe


  Repaire thoſe violent harmes, that my two Siſters


  Haue in thy Reuerence made.


  
    KENT


    Kind and deere Princeſſe.

  


  
    CORDELIA


    Had you not bin their Father, theſe white flakes

  


  Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face


  To be oppos’d againſt the iarring windes?


  Mine Enemies dogge, though he had bit me,


  Should haue ſtood that night againſt my fire,


  And was’t thou faine (poore Father)


  To houell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorne,


  In ſhort, and muſty ſtraw? Alacke, alacke,


  ’Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once


  Had not concluded all. He wakes, ſpeake to him.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Madam do you, ’tis fitteſt.

  


  
    CORDELIA


    How does my Royall Lord?

  


  How fares your Maieſty?


  
    LEAR


    You do me wrong to take me out o’th’graue,

  


  Thou art a Soule in bliſſe, but I am bound


  Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares


  Do ſcal’d, like molten Lead.


  
    CORDELIA


    Sir, do you know me?

  


  
    LEAR


    You are a ſpirit I know, where did you dye?

  


  
    CORDELIA


    Still, ſtill, farre wide.

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    He’s ſcarſe awake,

  


  Let him alone a while.


  
    LEAR


    Where haue I bin?

  


  Where am I? Faire day light?


  I am mightily abus’d; I ſhould eu’n dye with pitty


  To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay:


  I will not ſweare theſe are my hands: let’s ſee,


  I feele this pin pricke, would I were aſſur’d


  Of my condition.


  
    CORDELIA


    O looke vpon me Sir,

  


  And hold your hand in benediction o’re me,


  You muſt not kneele.


  
    LEAR


    Pray do not mocke me:

  


  I am a very fooliſh fond old man,


  Foureſcore and vpward,


  Not an houre more, nor leſſe:


  And to deale plainely,


  I feare I am not in my perfect mind.


  Me thinkes I ſhould know you, and know this man,


  Yet I am doubtfull: For I am mainely ignorant


  What place this is: and all the skill I haue


  Remembers not theſe garments: nor I know not


  Where I did lodge laſt night. Do not laugh at me,


  For (as I am a man) I thinke this Lady


  To be my childe Cordelia.


  
    CORDELIA


    And ſo I am: I am.

  


  
    LEAR


    Be your teares wet?

  


  Yes faith: I pray weepe not,


  If you haue poyſon for me, I will drinke it:


  I know you do not loue me, for your Siſters


  Haue (as I do remember) done me wrong.


  You haue ſome cauſe, they haue not.


  
    CORDELIA


    No cauſe, no cauſe.

  


  
    LEAR


    Am I in France?

  


  
    KENT


    In your owne kingdome Sir.

  


  
    LEAR


    Do not abuſe me.

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Be comforted good Madam, the great rage

  


  You ſee is kill’d in him: deſire him to go in,


  Trouble him no more till further ſetling.


  
    CORDELIA


    Wilt pleaſe your Highneſſe walke?

  


  
    LEAR


    You muſt beare with me:

  


  Pray you now forget, and forgiue,


  I am old and fooliſh.


  Exeunt.


  [image: ornament]


  Actus Quintus.


  [image: ornament]


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter with Drumme and Colours,
Edmund, Regan,
Gentlemen, and Souldiers.


  
    BASTARD


    KNOW of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold,

  


  Or whether ſince he is aduis’d by ought


  To change the courſe, he’s full of alteration,


  And ſelfereprouing, bring his conſtant pleaſure.


  
    REGAN


    Our Siſters man is certainely miſcarried.

  


  
    BASTARD


    ’Tis to be doubted Madam.

  


  
    REGAN


    Now ſweet Lord,

  


  You know the goodneſſe I intend vpon you:


  Tell me but truly, but then ſpeake the truth,


  Do you not loue my Siſter?


  
    BASTARD


    In honour’d Loue.

  


  
    REGAN


    But haue you neuer found my Brothers way,

  


  To the fore-fended place?


  
    BASTARD


    No by mine honour, Madam.

  


  
    REGAN


    I neuer ſhall endure her, deere my Lord

  


  Be not familiar with her.


  
    BASTARD


    Feare not, ſhe and the Duke her husband.

  


  
    Enter with Drum and Colours,
Albany, Gonerill, Soldiers.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Our very louing Siſter, well be-met:

  


  Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter


  With others, whom the rigour of our State


  Forc’d to cry out.


  
    REGAN


    Why is this reaſond?

  


  
    GONERILL


    Combine together ’gainſt the Enemie:

  


  For theſe domeſticke and particular broiles,


  Are not the queſtion heere.


  
    ALBANY


    Let’s then determine with th’ancient of warre

  


  On our proceeding.


  
    REGAN


    Siſter you’le go with vs?

  


  
    GONERILL


    No.

  


  
    REGAN


    ’Tis moſt conuenient, pray go with vs.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Oh ho, I know the Riddle, I will goe.

  


  Exeunt both the Armies.


  Enter Edgar.


  
    EDGAR


    If ere your Grace had ſpeech with man ſo poore,

  


  Heare me one word.


  
    ALBANY


    Ile ouertake you, ſpeake.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Before you fight the Battaile, ope this Letter:

  


  If you haue victory, let the Trumpet ſound


  For him that brought it: wretched though I ſeeme,


  I can produce a Champion, that will proue


  What is auouched there. If you miſcarry,


  Your buſineſſe of the world hath ſo an end,


  And machination ceaſes. Fortune loues you.


  
    ALBANY


    Stay till I haue read the Letter.

  


  
    EDGAR


    I was forbid it:

  


  When time ſhall ſerue, let but the Herald cry,


  And Ile appeare againe.


  Exit.


  
    ALBANY


    Why farethee well, I will o’re-looke thy paper.

  


  Enter Edmund.


  
    BASTARD


    The Enemy’s in view, draw vp your powers,

  


  Heere is the gueſſe of their true ſtrength and Forces,


  By dilligent diſcouerie, but your haſt


  Is now vrg’d on you.


  
    ALBANY


    We will greet the time.

  


  Exit.


  
    BASTARD


    To both theſe Siſters haue I ſworne my loue:

  


  Each iealous of the other, as the ſtung


  Are of the Adder. Which of them ſhall I take?


  Both? One? Or neither? Neither can be enioy’d


  If both remaine aliue: To take the Widdow,


  Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Gonerill,


  And hardly ſhall I carry out my ſide,


  Her husband being aliue. Now then, wee’l vſe


  His countenance for the Battaile, which being done,


  Let her who would be rid of him, deuiſe


  His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercie


  Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia,


  The Battaile done, and they within our power,


  Shall neuer ſee his pardon: for my ſtate,


  Stands on me to defend, not to debate.


  Exit.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Alarum within.


  Enter with Drumme and Colours,
Lear, Cordelia, and Souldiers,
ouer the Stage, and Exeunt.


  Enter Edgar, and Glouceſter.


  
    EDGAR


    HEERE Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree

  


  For your good hoaſt: pray that the right may thriue:


  If euer I returne to you againe,


  Ile bring you comfort.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    Grace go with you Sir.

  


  Exit.


  Alarum and Retreat within.


  Enter Edgar.


  
    EDGAR


    Away old man, giue me thy hand, away:

  


  King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter tane,


  Giue me thy hand: Come on.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    No further Sir, a man may rot euen heere.

  


  
    EDGAR


    What in ill thoughts againe?

  


  Men muſt endure


  Their going hence, euen as their comming hither,


  Ripeneſſe is all come on.


  
    GLOVCESTER


    And that’s true too.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter in conqueſt
with Drum and Colours,
Edmund, Lear, and Cordelia,
as priſoners,
Souldiers, Captaine.


  
    BASTARD


    SOME Officers take them away: good guard,

  


  Vntill their greater pleaſures firſt be knowne


  That are to cenſure them.


  
    CORDELIA


    We are not the firſt,

  


  Who with beſt meaning haue incurr’d the worſt:


  For thee oppreſſed King I am caſt downe,


  My ſelfe could elſe out-frowne falſe Fortunes frowne.


  Shall we not ſee theſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters?


  
    LEAR


    No, no, no, no: come let’s away to priſon,

  


  We two alone will ſing like Birds i’th’Cage:


  When thou doſt aske me bleſſing, Ile kneele downe


  And aske of thee forgiueneſſe: So wee’l liue,


  And pray, and ſing, and tell old tales, and laugh


  At gilded Butterflies: and heere (poore Rogues)


  Talke of Court newes, and wee’l talke with them too,


  Who looſes, and who wins; who’s in, who’s out;


  And take vpon’s the myſtery of things,


  As if we were Gods ſpies: And wee’l weare out


  In a wall’d priſon, packs and ſects of great ones,


  That ebbe and flow by th’Moone.


  
    BASTARD


    Take them away.

  


  
    LEAR


    Vpon ſuch ſacrifices my Cordelia,

  


  The Gods themſelues throw Incenſe.


  Haue I caught thee?


  He that parts vs, ſhall bring a Brand from Heauen,


  And fire vs hence, like Foxes: wipe thine eyes,


  The good yeares ſhall deuoure them, fleſh and fell,


  Ere they ſhall make vs weepe?


  Weele ſee ’em ſtaru’d firſt: come.


  Exit.


  
    BASTARD


    Come hither Captaine, hearke.

  


  Take thou this note, go follow them to priſon,


  One ſtep I haue aduanc’d thee, if thou do’ſt


  As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way


  To Noble Fortunes: know thou this, that men


  Are as the time is; to be tender minded


  Do’s not become a Sword, thy great imployment


  Will not beare queſtion: either ſay thou’lt do’t,


  Or thriue by other meanes.


  
    CAPTAINE


    Ile do’t my Lord.

  


  
    BASTARD


    About it, and write happy, when th’haſt done,

  


  Marke I ſay inſtantly, and carry it ſo


  As I haue ſet it downe.


  Exit Captaine.


  Flouriſh.


  
    Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan,
Soldiers.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Sir, you haue ſhew’d to day your valiant ſtraine

  


  And Fortune led you well: you haue the Captiues


  Who were the oppoſites of this dayes ſtrife:


  I do require them of you ſo to vſe them,


  As we ſhall find their merites, and our ſafety


  May equally determine.


  
    BASTARD


    Sir, I thought it fit,

  


  To ſend the old and miſerable King to ſome retention,


  Whoſe age had Charmes in it, whoſe Title more,


  To plucke the common boſome on his ſide,


  And turne our impreſt Launces in our eies


  Which do command them. With him I ſent the Queen:


  My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready


  To morrow, or at further ſpace, t’appeare


  Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion.


  
    ALBANY


    Sir, by your patience,

  


  I hold you but a ſubiect of this Warre,


  Not as a Brother.


  
    REGAN


    That’s as we liſt to grace him.

  


  Methinkes our pleaſure might haue bin demanded


  Ere you had ſpoke ſo farre. He led our Powers,


  Bore the Commiſſion of my place and perſon,


  The which immediacie may well ſtand vp,


  And call it ſelfe your Brother.


  
    GONERILL


    Not ſo hot:

  


  In his owne grace he doth exalt himſelfe,


  More then in your addition.


  
    REGAN


    In my rights,

  


  By me inueſted, he compeeres the beſt.


  
    ALBANY


    That were the moſt, if he ſhould husband you.

  


  
    REGAN


    Ieſters do oft proue Prophets.

  


  
    GONERILL


    Hola, hola,

  


  That eye that told you ſo, look’d but a ſquint.


  
    REGAN


    Lady I am not well, elſe I ſhould anſwere

  


  From a full flowing ſtomack. Generall,


  Take thou my Souldiers, priſoners, patrimony,


  Diſpoſe of them, of me, the walls is thine:


  Witneſſe the world, that I create thee heere


  My Lord, and Maſter.


  
    GONERILL


    Meane you to enioy him?

  


  
    ALBANY


    The let alone lies not in your good will.

  


  
    BASTARD


    Nor in thine Lord.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Halfe-blooded fellow, yes.

  


  
    REGAN


    Let the Drum ſtrike, and proue my title thine.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Stay yet, heare reaſon: Edmund, I arreſt thee

  


  On capitall Treaſon; and in thy arreſt,


  This guilded Serpent: for your claime faire Siſters,


  I bare it in the intereſt of my wife,


  ’Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this Lord,


  And I her husband contradict your Banes.


  If you will marry, make your loues to me,


  My Lady is beſpoke.


  
    GONERILL


    An enterlude.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Thou art armed Glouceſter,

  


  Let the Trumpet ſound:


  If none appeare to proue vpon thy perſon,


  Thy heynous, manifeſt, and many Treaſons,


  There is my pledge: Ile make it on thy heart


  Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing leſſe


  Then I haue heere proclaim’d thee.


  
    REGAN


    Sicke, O ſicke.

  


  
    GONERILL


    If not, Ile nere truſt medicine.

  


  
    BASTARD


    There’s my exchange, what in the world hes

  


  That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies,


  Call by the Trumpet: he that dares approach;


  On him, on you, who not, I will maintaine


  My truth and honor firmely.


  Enter a Herald.


  
    ALBANY


    A Herald, ho.

  


  Truſt to thy ſingle vertue, for thy Souldiers


  All leuied in my name, haue in my name


  Tooke their diſcharge.


  
    REGAN


    My ſickneſſe growes vpon me.

  


  
    ALBANY


    She is not well, conuey her to my Tent.

  


  Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet ſound,


  And read out this.


  A Trumpet ſounds.


  Herald reads.


  If any man of qualitie or degree, within the liſts of the Army, will maintaine vpon Edmund, ſuppoſed Earle of Glouceſter, that he is a manifold Traitor, let him appeare by the third ſound of the Trumpet: he is bold in his defence.


  1 Trumpet.


  
    HERALD


    Againe.

  


  2 Trumpet.


  
    HERALD


    Againe.

  


  3 Trumpet.


  Trumpet anſwers within.


  Enter Edgar armed.


  
    ALBANY


    Aske him his purpoſes, why he appeares

  


  Vpon this Call o’th’Trumpet.


  
    HERALD


    What are you?

  


  Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer


  This preſent Summons?


  
    EDGAR


    Know my name is loſt

  


  By Treaſons tooth: bare-gnawne, and Canker-bit,


  Yet am I Noble as the Aduerſary


  I come to cope.


  
    ALBANY


    Which is that Aduerſary?

  


  
    EDGAR


    What’s he that ſpeakes for Edmund Earle of Glouceſter?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Himſelfe, what ſaiſt thou to him?

  


  
    EDGAR


    Draw thy Sword,

  


  That if my ſpeech offend a Noble heart,


  Thy arme may do thee Iuſtice, heere is mine:


  Behold it is my priuiledge,


  The priuiledge of mine Honours,


  My oath, and my profeſſion. I proteſt,


  Maugre thy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence,


  Deſpiſe thy victor-Sword, and fire new Fortune,


  Thy valor, and thy heart, thou art a Traitor:


  Falſe to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father,


  Conſpirant ’gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince,


  And from th’extremeſt vpward of thy head,


  To the diſcent and duſt below thy foote,


  A moſt Toad-ſpotted Traitor. Say thou no,


  This Sword, this arme, and my beſt ſpirits are bent


  To proue vpon thy heart, where to I ſpeake,


  Thou lyeſt.


  
    BASTARD


    In wiſedome I ſhould aske thy name,

  


  But ſince thy out-ſide lookes ſo faire and Warlike,


  And that thy tongue (ſome ſay) of breeding breathes,


  What ſafe, and nicely I might well delay,


  By rule of Knight-hood, I diſdaine and ſpurne:


  Backe do I toſſe theſe Treaſons to thy head,


  With the hell-hated Lye, ore-whelme thy heart,


  Which for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe,


  This Sword of mine ſhall giue them inſtant way,


  Where they ſhall reſt for euer. Trumpets ſpeake.


  
    ALBANY


    Saue him, ſaue him.

  


  Alarums.


  Fights.


  
    GONERILL


    This is practiſe Glouceſter,

  


  By th’law of Warre, thou waſt not bound to anſwer


  An vnknowne oppoſite: thou art not vanquiſh’d,


  But cozend, and beguild.


  
    ALBANY


    Shut your mouth Dame,

  


  Or with this paper ſhall I ſtop it: hold Sir,


  Thou worſe then any name, reade thine owne euill:


  No tearing Lady, I perceiue you know it.


  
    GONERILL


    Say if I do, the Lawes are mine not thine,

  


  Who can araigne me for’t?


  Exit.


  
    ALBANY


    Moſt monſtrous! O, know’ſt thou this paper?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Aske me not what I know.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Go after her, ſhe’s deſperate, gouerne her.

  


  
    BASTARD


    What you haue charg’d me with,

  


  That haue I done,


  And more, much more, the time will bring it out.


  ’Tis paſt, and ſo am I: But what art thou


  That haſt this Fortune on me? If thou’rt Noble,


  I do forgiue thee.


  
    EDGAR


    Let’s exchange charity:

  


  I am no leſſe in blood then thou art Edmond,


  If more, the more th’haſt wrong’d me.


  My name is Edgar and thy Fathers Sonne,


  The Gods are iuſt, and of our pleaſant vices


  Make inſtruments to plague vs:


  The darke and vitious place where thee he got,


  Coſt him his eyes.


  
    BASTARD


    Th’haſt ſpoken right, ’tis true,

  


  The Wheele is come full circle, I am heere.


  
    ALBANY


    Me thought thy very gate did propheſie

  


  A Royall Nobleneſſe: I muſt embrace thee,


  Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if euer I


  Did hate thee, or thy Father.


  
    EDGAR


    Worthy Prince I know’t.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Where haue you hid your ſelfe?

  


  How haue you knowne the miſeries of your Father?


  
    EDGAR


    By nurſing them my Lord. Liſt a breefe tale,

  


  And when ’tis told, O that my heart would burſt.


  The bloody proclamation to eſcape


  That follow’d me ſo neere, (O our liues ſweetneſſe,


  That we the paine of death would hourely dye,


  Rather then die at once) taught me to ſhift


  Into a mad-mans rags, t’aſſume a ſemblance


  That very Dogges diſdain’d: and in this habit


  Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings,


  Their precious Stones new loſt: became his guide,


  Led him, begg’d for him, ſau’d him from diſpaire.


  Neuer (O fault) reueal’d my ſelfe vnto him,


  Vntill ſome halfe houre paſt when I was arm’d,


  Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſucceſſe,


  I ask’d his bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt


  Told him our pilgrimage. But his flaw’d heart


  (Alacke too weake the conflict to ſupport)


  Twixt two extremes of paſſion, ioy and greefe,


  Burſt ſmilingly.


  
    BASTARD


    This ſpeech of yours hath mou’d me,

  


  And ſhall perchance do good, but ſpeake you on,


  You looke as you had ſomething more to ſay.


  
    ALBANY


    If there be more, more wofull, hold it in,

  


  For I am almoſt ready to diſſolue,


  Hearing of this.


  Enter a Gentleman.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Helpe, helpe: O helpe.

  


  
    EDGAR


    What kinde of helpe?

  


  
    ALBANY


    Speake man.

  


  
    EDGAR


    What meanes this bloody Knife?

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    ’Tis hot, it ſmoakes, it came euen from the heart

  


  of ——— O ſhe’s dead.


  
    ALBANY


    Who dead? Speake man.

  


  
    GENTLEMAN


    Your Lady Sir, your Lady; and her Siſter

  


  By her is poyſon’d: ſhe confeſſes it.


  
    BASTARD


    I was contracted to them both, all three

  


  Now marry in an inſtant.


  
    EDGAR


    Here comes Kent.

  


  Enter Kent.


  
    ALBANY


    Produce the bodies, be they aliue or dead;

  


  
    Gonerill and Regans
bodies brought out.

  


  This iudgement of the Heauens that makes vs tremble.


  Touches vs not with pitty: O, is this he?


  The time will not allow the complement


  Which very manners vrges.


  
    KENT


    I am come

  


  To bid my King and Maſter aye good night.


  Is he not here?


  
    ALBANY


    Great thing of vs forgot,

  


  Speake Edmund, where’s the King? and where’s Cordelia?


  Seeſt thou this obiect Kent?


  
    KENT


    Alacke, why thus?

  


  
    BASTARD


    Yet Edmund was belou’d:

  


  The one the other poiſon’d for my ſake,


  And after ſlew herſelfe.


  
    ALBANY


    Euen ſo: couer their faces.

  


  
    BASTARD


    I pant for life: ſome good I meane to do

  


  Deſpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly ſend,


  (Be briefe in it) to’th’Caſtle, for my Writ


  Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia:


  Nay, ſend in time.


  
    ALBANY


    Run, run, O run.

  


  
    EDGAR


    To who my Lord? Who ha’s the Office?

  


  Send thy token of repreeue.


  
    BASTARD


    Well thought on, take my Sword,

  


  Giue it the Captaine.


  
    EDGAR


    Haſt thee for thy life.

  


  
    BASTARD


    He hath Commiſſion from thy Wife and me,

  


  To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and


  To lay the blame vpon her owne diſpaire,


  That ſhe for-did her ſelfe.


  
    ALBANY


    The Gods defend her, beare him hence awhile.

  


  
    Enter Lear
with Cordelia in his armes.

  


  
    LEAR


    Howle, howle, howle: O you are men of ſtones,

  


  Had I your tongues and eyes, Il’d vſe them ſo,


  That Heauens vault ſhould crack: ſhe’s gone for euer.


  I know when one is dead, and when one liues,


  She’s dead as earth: Lend me a Looking-glaſſe,


  If that her breath will miſt or ſtaine the ſtone,


  Why then ſhe liues.


  
    KENT


    Is this the promis’d end?

  


  
    EDGAR


    Or image of that horror.

  


  
    ALBANY


    Fall and ceaſe.

  


  
    LEAR


    This feather ſtirs, ſhe liues: if it be ſo,

  


  It is a chance which do’s redeeme all ſorrowes


  That euer I haue felt.


  
    KENT


    O my good Maſter.

  


  
    LEAR


    Prythee away.

  


  
    EDGAR


    ’Tis Noble Kent your Friend.

  


  
    LEAR


    A plague vpon you Murderors, Traitors all,

  


  I might haue ſau’d her, now ſhe’s gone for euer:


  Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha:


  What is’t thou ſaiſt? Her voice was euer ſoft,


  Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman.


  I kill’d the Slaue that was a hanging thee.


  
    GENTLEMAN


    ’Tis true (my Lords) he did.

  


  
    LEAR


    Did I not fellow?

  


  I haue ſeene the day, with my good biting Faulchion


  I would haue made him skip: I am old now,


  And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoile me. Who are you?


  Mine eyes are not o’th’beſt, Ile tell you ſtraight.


  
    KENT


    If Fortune brag of two, ſhe lou’d and hated,

  


  One of them we behold.


  
    LEAR


    This is a dull ſight, are you not Kent?

  


  
    KENT


    The ſame: your Seruant Kent,

  


  Where is your Seruant Caius?


  
    LEAR


    He’s a good fellow, I can tell you that,

  


  He’le ſtrike and quickly too, he’s dead and rotten.


  
    KENT


    No my good Lord, I am the very man.

  


  
    LEAR


    Ile ſee that ſtraight.

  


  
    KENT


    That from your firſt of difference and decay,

  


  Haue follow’d your ſad ſteps.


  
    LEAR


    You are welcome hither.

  


  
    KENT


    Nor no man elſe:

  


  All’s cheerleſſe, darke, and deadly,


  Your eldeſt Daughters haue fore-done themſelues,


  And deſperately are dead


  
    LEAR


    I ſo I thinke.

  


  
    ALBANY


    He knowes not what he ſaies, and vaine is it

  


  That we preſent vs to him.


  Enter a Meſſenger.


  
    EDGAR


    Very bootleſſe.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    Edmund is dead my Lord.

  


  
    ALBANY


    That’s but a trifle heere:

  


  You Lords and Noble Friends, know our intent,


  What comfort to this great decay may come,


  Shall be appli’d. For vs we will reſigne,


  During the life of this old Maieſty


  To him our abſolute power, you to your rights,


  With boote, and ſuch addition as your Honours


  Haue more then merited. All Friends ſhall


  Taſte the wages of their vertue, and all Foes


  The cup of their deſeruings: O ſee, ſee.


  
    LEAR


    And my poore Foole is hang’d: no, no, no life?

  


  Why ſhould a Dog, a Horſe, a Rat haue life,


  And thou no breath at all? Thou’lt come no more,


  Neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer, neuer.


  Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sir,


  Do you ſee this? Looke on her? Looke her lips,


  Looke there, looke there.


  He dies.


  
    EDGAR


    He faints, my Lord, my Lord.

  


  
    KENT


    Breake heart, I prythee breake.

  


  
    EDGAR


    Looke vp my Lord.

  


  
    KENT


    Vex not his ghoſt, O let him paſſe, he hates him,

  


  That would vpon the wracke of this tough world


  Stretch him out longer.


  
    EDGAR


    He is gon indeed.

  


  
    KENT


    The wonder is, he hath endur’d ſo long,

  


  He but vſurpt his life.


  
    ALBANY


    Beare them from hence, our preſent buſineſſe

  


  Is generall woe: Friends of my ſoule, you twaine,


  Rule in this Realme, and the gor’d ſtate ſuſtaine.


  
    KENT


    I haue a iourney Sir, ſhortly to go,

  


  My Maſter calls me, I muſt not ſay no.


  
    EDGAR


    The waight of this ſad time we muſt obey,

  


  Speake what we feele, not what we ought to ſay:


  The oldeſt hath borne moſt, we that are yong,


  Shall neuer ſee ſo much, nor liue ſo long.


  Exeunt with a dead March.


  
    


    F I N I S
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  Vilia miretur vulgus; mihi flavus Apollo
Pocula Castalia plena ministret aqua.


  


  TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE
HENRY WRIOTHESLIE


  Earle of Southhampton, and Baron of Titchfield.


  


  


  RIGHT Honorable, I know not how I ſhall offend in dedicating my unpoliſht lines to your Lordſhip, nor how the worlde wil cenſure me for chooſing ſo ſtrong a proppe to ſupport ſo weake a burthen: only if your Honour ſeeme but pleaſed, I account my ſelf highly praiſed, & vowe to take aduantage of all idle hours till I haue honoured you with ſome grauer labor. But if the firſt heir of my inuention proue deformed, I ſhal be ſory it had ſo noble a godfather, and neuer after ear ſo barrin a land, for feare it yeelde mee ſtill ſo bad a harueſt, I leaue it to your Honourable ſuruey, and your Honour to your hearts content: which I wiſh may alwais anſwere your own wiſh, and the worlds hopeful expectation.


  Your Honours in all duty,
W i l l i a m S h a k e s p e a r e.
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  VENVS AND ADONIS.


  


  


  EVEN as the ſunne, with purple-colourd face,


  Had tane his laſt leaue of the weeping morne,


  Roſe-cheekt Adonis hied him to the chaſe,


  Hunting he lou’d, but loue he laught to ſcorne:


  
    Sick-thoughted Venus makes amaine vnto him,


    And like a bold fac’t ſuter gins to woo him.

  


  


  
    Thriſe fairer then my ſelfe, (thus ſhe began)


    The fields chiefe flower, ſweet aboue compare,

  


  Staine to all Nymphes, more louely then a man,


  More white and red, then doues, or roſes are:


  
    Nature that made thee with her ſelfe at ſtrife,


    Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

  


  


  
    Vouchſafe thou wonder to alight thy ſteede,


    And raine his proud head to the ſaddle bowe:

  


  If thou wilt daine this fauour, for thy meede


  A thouſand hony ſecrets ſhalt thou know:


  
    Here come and ſit, where neuer ſerpent hiſſes,


    And being ſet, Ile ſmother thee with kiſſes.

  


  


  
    And yet not cloy thy lips with loth’d ſatietie,


    But rather famiſh them amid their plenty,

  


  Making them red, and pale, with freſh varietie:


  Ten kiſſes ſhort as one, one long as twenty.


  
    A ſummers day will ſeeme an houre but ſhort,


    Being waſted in ſuch time-beguiling ſport.

  


  


  
    With this ſhe ſeizeth on his ſweating palme,


    The preſident of pith, and liuelihood,

  


  And trembling in her paſſion calls it balme,


  Earths ſoueraigne ſalue, to do a goddeſſe good:


  
    Being ſo enrag’d, deſire doth lend her force,


    Couragiouſly to plucke him from his horſe.

  


  


  
    Ouer one arme the luſtie courſers raine,


    Vnder her other was the tender boy,

  


  Who bluſht, and pouted in a dull diſdaine,


  With leaden appetite, vnapt to toy:


  
    She red and hot, as coles of glowing fire:


    He red for ſhame, but froſtie in deſire.

  


  


  
    The ſtudded bridle on a ragged bough,


    Nimbly ſhe faſtens, (O how quicke is loue!)

  


  The ſteed is ſtalled vp, and euen now,


  To tie the rider ſhe begins to proue:


  
    Backward ſhe puſht him, as ſhe would be thruſt,


    And gouernd him in ſtrength though not in luſt.

  


  


  
    So ſoone was ſhe along, as he was downe,


    Each leaning on their elbowes and their hips:

  


  Now doth ſhe ſtroke his cheek, now doth he frown,


  And gins to chide, but ſoone ſhe ſtops his lips,


  
    And kiſſing ſpeaks, with luſtful language broken,


    If thou wilt chide, thy lips ſhall neuer open.

  


  


  
    He burnes with baſhfull ſhame, ſhe with her teares


    Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheekes:

  


  Then with her windy ſighes, and golden heares,


  To fan and blow them drie againe ſhe ſeekes.


  
    He ſaith, ſhe is immodeſt, blames her miſſe,


    What followes more, ſhe murthers with a kiſſe.

  


  


  
    Euen as an empty Eagle ſharpe by faſt,


    Tires with her beake on feathers, fleſh and bone,

  


  Shaking her wings, deuouring all in haſt,


  Till either gorge be ſtuft, or pray be gone:


  
    Euen ſo ſhe kiſt his brow, his cheeke, his chin,


    And where ſhe ends, ſhe doth anew begin.

  


  


  
    Forſt to content, but neuer to obey,


    Panting he lies, and breatheth in her face:

  


  She feedeth on the ſteame, as on a prey,


  And cals it heauenly moyſture, aire of grace,


  
    Wiſhing her cheeks were gardens ful of flowers,


    So they were dew’d with ſuch diſtilling ſhowres.

  


  


  
    Looke how a bird lyes tangled in a net,


    So faſtned in her armes Adonis lyes:

  


  Pure ſhame and aw’d reſiſtance made him fret,


  Which bred more beautie in his angry eyes:


  
    Raine added to a Riuer that is ranke,


    Perforce will force it ouerflow the banke.

  


  


  
    Still ſhe intreats, and pretily intreats,


    For to a pretie eare ſhe tunes her tale.

  


  Still is he ſullen, ſtill ſhe lowres and frets,


  Twixt crimſon ſhame, and anger aſhie pale;


  
    Being red ſhe loues him beſt, and being white,


    Her beſt is bettred with a more delight.

  


  


  
    Looke how he can, ſhe cannot chuſe but loue,


    And by her faire immortall hand ſhe ſweares,

  


  From his ſoft boſome neuer to remooue,


  Till he take truce with her contending teares,


  
    Which long haue raind, making her cheeks al wet,


    And one ſweet kiſſe ſhal pay this comptleſſe debt.

  


  


  
    Vpon this promiſe did he raiſe his chin,


    Like a diue-dapper peering through a waue,

  


  Who being lookt on, ducks as quickly in:


  So offers he to giue what ſhe did craue,


  
    But when her lips were readie for his pay,


    He winks, and turns his lips another way.

  


  


  
    Neuer did paſſenger in ſummers heat,


    More thirſt for drinke, then ſhe for this good turne,

  


  Her helpe ſhe ſees, but helpe ſhe cannot get,


  She bathes in water, yet her fire muſt burne:


  
    Oh pitie gan ſhe crie, flint-harted boy,


    Tis but a kiſſe I begge, why art thou coy?

  


  


  
    I haue bene woo’d as I intreat thee now,


    Euen by the ſterne and direfull God of warre,

  


  Whoſe ſinowie necke in battell nere did bow,


  Who conquers where he comes in euery iarre:


  
    Yet hath he beene my captiue and my ſlaue,


    And begd for that which thou vnaskt ſhalt haue.

  


  


  
    Ouer my altars hath he hong his launce,


    His battred ſhield, his vncontrolled creſt,

  


  And for my ſake hath learnd to ſport and daunce,


  To coy, to wanton, dally, ſmile and ieſt,


  
    Scorning his churliſh drumme, and enſigne red,


    Making my armes his field, his tent my bed.

  


  


  
    Thus he that ouer-ruld, I ouerſwaied,


    Leading him priſoner in a red roſe chaine:

  


  Strong-tempred ſteele his ſtronger ſtrength obeied.


  Yet was he ſeruile to my coy diſdaine,


  
    Oh be not proud, nor brag not of thy might,


    For maiſtring her that foild the God of fight.

  


  


  
    Touch but my lips with thoſe faire lips of thine,


    Though mine be not ſo faire, yet are they red,

  


  The kiſſe ſhall be thine owne as well as mine,


  What ſeeſt thou in the ground? hold vp thy heade:


  
    Looke in mine eye-bals, there thy beautie lies,


    Then why not lips on lips, ſince eyes in eyes?

  


  


  
    Art thou aſham’d to kiſſe? then winke againe,


    And I will winke, ſo ſhall the day ſeeme night.

  


  Loue keepes his reuels where there be but twain:


  Be bold to play, our ſport is not in ſight.


  
    Theſe blew-veind violets whereon we leane,


    Neuer can blab, nor know not what we meane.

  


  


  
    The tender ſpring vpon thy tempting lip


    Shewes thee vnripe, yet maiſt thou well be taſted,

  


  Make vſe of time, let not aduantage ſlip,


  Beauty within it ſelfe ſhould not be waſted,


  
    Fair flowers, that are not gathred in their prime,


    Rot, and conſume themſelues in little time.

  


  


  
    Were I hard-fauoured, foule, or wrinkled old,


    Il-nurtur’d, crooked, churliſh, harſh in voice,

  


  Oreworne, deſpiſed, reumatique, and cold,


  Thick-ſighted, barren, leane, and lacking iuyce,


  
    Then mightſt thou pauſe, for then I were not for thee:


    But hauing no defects, why doſt abhor mee?

  


  


  
    Thou canſt not ſee one wrinckle in my brow,


    Mine eyes are grey, & bright, & quick in turning,

  


  My beautie as the ſpring doth yearely grow,


  My fleſh is ſoft and plumpe, my marrow burning,


  
    My ſmooth moiſt hand, were it with thy hand felt,


    Would in thy palme diſſolue or ſeeme to melt.

  


  


  
    Bid me diſcourſe, I will inchant thine eare,


    Or like a Fairie, trip vpon the greene,

  


  Or like a nymph, with long diſheueled heare,


  Dance on the ſandes, and yet no footing ſeene.


  
    Loue is a ſpirit all compact of fire,


    Not groſſe to ſinke, but light, and will aſpire.

  


  


  
    Witneſſe this primroſe banke whereon I lie,


    Theſe forceleſſe flowers like ſturdie trees ſupport me:

  


  Two ſtrengthles doues will draw me through the ſky,


  From morne til night, euen where I liſt to ſport me.


  
    Is loue ſo light, ſweete boy, and may it be,


    That thou ſhould thinke it heauie vnto thee?

  


  


  
    Is thine owne heart to thine owne face affected?


    Can thy right hand ſeize loue vpon thy left?

  


  Then wooe thy ſelfe, be of thy ſelfe reiected:


  Steale thine own freedome, & complain on theft.


  
    Narciſſus ſo himſelfe himſelfe forſooke,


    And died to kiſſe his ſhadow in the brooke.

  


  


  
    Torches are made to light, iewels to weare,


    Dainties to taſte, freſh beautie for the vſe,

  


  Herbes for their ſmel, and ſappie plants to beare.


  Things growing to themſelues, are grouths abuſe,


  
    Seeds ſpring from ſeeds, & beauty breadeth beauty,


    Thou wert begot, to get it is thy duty.

  


  


  
    Vpon the earthes increaſe why ſhouldſt thou feed,


    Vnleſſe the earth with thy increaſe be fed?

  


  By law of nature thou art bound to breed,


  That thine may liue, when thou thy ſelfe art dead:


  
    And ſo in ſpight of death thou doſt ſuruiue,


    In that thy likeneſſe ſtill is left aliue.

  


  


  
    By this the loue-ſicke Queene began to ſweate,


    For where they lay the ſhadowe had forſooke them,

  


  And Tytan tired in the midday heat,


  With burning eye did hotly ouerlooke them,


  
    Wiſhing Adonis had his teame to guide,


    So he were like him, and by Venus ſide.

  


  


  
    And now Adonis with a lazie ſprite,


    And with a heauie, darke, diſliking eye,

  


  His lowring browes orewhelming his faire ſight,


  Like miſtie vapours when they blot the ſkie,


  
    So wring his cheekes, cries fie, no more of loue,


    The ſun doth burne my face I muſt remoue.

  


  


  
    Ay me (quoth Venus) young, and ſo vnkinde,


    What bare excuſes mak’ſt thou to be gon?

  


  Ile ſigh celeſtiall breath, whoſe gentle winde,


  Shall coole the heat of this deſcending ſun:


  
    Ile make a ſhadowe for thee of my heares,


    If they burn too, Ile quench them with my teares.

  


  


  
    The ſun that ſhines from heauen, ſhines but warm,


    And loe I lye betweene that ſunne and thee:

  


  The heate I haue from thence doth little harme,


  Thine eye darts foorth the fire that burneth mee,


  
    And were I not immortall, life were done,


    Betweene this heauenly, and earthly ſun.

  


  


  
    Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as ſteele?


    Nay more then flint, for ſtone at raine relenteth:

  


  Art thou a womans ſonne and canſt not feele


  What tis to loue, how want of loue tormenteth?


  
    O had thy mother borne ſo bad a minde,


    She had not brought forth thee, but died vnkind.

  


  


  
    What am I that thou ſhouldſt contemne me this?


    Or what great danger dwels vpon my ſute?

  


  What were thy lips the worſe for one poore kiſſe?


  Speake faire, but ſpeake faire words, or elſe be mute:


  
    Giue me one kiſſe, Ile giue it thee againe,


    And one for int’reſt, if thou wilt haue twaine.

  


  


  
    Fie, liueleſſe picture, cold and ſenceleſſe ſtone,


    Well painted idol, image, dull and dead,

  


  Statüe contenting but the eye alone,


  Thing like a man, but of no woman bred:


  
    Thou art no man, though of a mans complexion,


    For men will kiſſe euen by their own direction.

  


  


  
    This ſaid, impatience chokes her pleading tong,


    And ſwelling paſſion doth prouoke a pauſe,

  


  Red cheeks, and firie eyes blaſe forth her wrong,


  Being iudge in loue, ſhe cannot right her cauſe.


  
    And now ſhe weeps, & now ſhe fain would ſpeak


    And now her ſobs do her intendments breake.

  


  


  
    Sometime ſhe ſhakes her head, & then his hand,


    Now gazeth ſhe on him, now on the ground:

  


  Sometimes her armes infold him like a band,


  She would, he will not in her armes be bound:


  
    And when from thence he ſtruggles to be gone,


    She locks her lillie fingers one in one.

  


  


  
    Fondling, ſhe ſaith, ſince I haue hemd thee heere


    Within the circuite of this iuory pale,

  


  Ile be a parke, and thou ſhalt be my deere,


  Feede where thou wilt, on mountaine or in dale;


  
    Graze on my lips, and if thoſe hilles be drie,


    Stray lower, where the pleaſant fountains lie.

  


  


  
    Within this limit is reliefe inough,


    Sweet bottome graſſe, and high delightful plaine,

  


  Round riſing hillocks, brakes obſcure and rough,


  To ſhelter thee from tempeſt and from raine:


  
    Then be my deere, ſince I am ſuch a parke,


    No dog ſhall rouze thee, though a thouſand bark.

  


  


  
    At this Adonis ſmiles, as in diſdaine,


    That in each cheeke appeares a prettie dimple,

  


  Loue made thoſe hollowes: if himſelfe were ſlaine,


  He might be buried in a tombe ſo ſimple:


  
    Foreknowing well if there he came to lie,


    Why there loue liu’d, & there he could not die.

  


  


  
    Theſe louely caues, theſe round inchaunting pits,


    Opend their mouthes to ſwallow Venus liking:

  


  Being mad before, how doth ſhe now for wits?


  Strooke dead at firſt, what needs a ſecond ſtriking?


  
    Poore Queene of loue, in thine own law forlorn,


    To loue a cheeke that ſmiles at thee in ſcorne.

  


  


  
    Now which way ſhall ſhe turne? what ſhall we ſay?


    Her words are don, her woes the more increaſing,

  


  The time is ſpent, her obiect will away,


  And from her twining armes doth vrge releaſing:


  
    Pittie ſhe cries, ſome fauour, ſome remorſe,


    Away he ſprings, and haſteth to his horſe.

  


  


  
    But loe from forth a copp’s that neighbors by,


    A breeding Iennet, luſty, young and proud,

  


  Adonis trampling courſer doth eſpie:


  And forth ſhe ruſhes, ſnorts, and neighs alowde:


  
    The ſtrong-neckt ſteede, being tide vnto a tree,


    Breaketh his reine, & to her ſtraight goes hee.

  


  


  
    Imperiouſly he leapes, he neighs, he bounds,


    And now his wouen girts he breakes aſunder,

  


  The bearing earth with his hard hoofe he wounds,


  Whoſe hollow womb reſounds like heauens thunder,


  
    The iron bit he cruſhes tweene his teeth,


    Controlling what he was controlled with.

  


  


  
    His eares vp prickt, his braided hanging mane


    Vpon his compaſt creſt now ſtand on end,

  


  His noſtrils drinke the aire, and foorth againe


  As from a furnace, vapors doth he ſend:


  
    His eie which ſcornfully gliſters like fire,


    Shewes his hote courage, and his high deſire.

  


  


  
    Sometime he trots, as if he told the ſteps,


    With gentle maieſty, and modeſt pride,

  


  Anone he reares vpright, curuets, and leapes,


  As who ſhould ſay, lo thus my ſtrength is tride.


  
    And thus I doe to captiuate the eye,


    Of the faire breeder that is ſtanding by.

  


  


  
    What recketh he his riders angry ſtur,


    His flattering holla, or his ſtand I ſay,

  


  What cares he now, for curbe, or pricking ſpur,


  For rich capariſons, or trapping gay?


  
    He ſees his loue, and nothing elſe hee ſees:


    For nothing elſe with his proud ſight agrees.

  


  


  
    Looke when a Painter would ſurpaſſe the life,


    In limming out a well proportioned ſteede,

  


  His Arte with Natures workmanſhippe at ſtrife,


  As if the dead the liuing ſhould exceede:


  
    So did this horſe excell a common one,


    In ſhape, in courage, colour, paſe and bone.

  


  


  
    Round hooft, ſhort iointed, fetlocks ſhag & long,


    Broad breaſt, full eie, ſmall head, and noſtrill wide,

  


  High creſt, ſhort ears, ſtraightlegs, & paſſing ſtrong,


  Thin mane, thick taile, broad buttock, tender hide,


  
    Looke what a horſe ſhould haue, he did not lack,


    Saue a proud rider on ſo proud a back.

  


  


  
    Sometime he ſcuds farre off, and there he ſtares,


    Anon he ſtarts, at ſtirring of a feather:

  


  To bid the wind a baſe he now prepares,


  And where he runne, or flie, they know not whether.


  
    For through his mane & taile, the high wind ſings,


    Fanning the hairs, who waue like feathred wings.

  


  


  
    He lookes vpon his loue, and neighs vnto her,


    She anſweres him, as if ſhe knew his mind,

  


  Being proud, as females are, to ſee him wooe her,


  She puts on outward ſtrangeneſſe, ſeemes vnkind,


  
    Spurnes at his loue, & ſcornes the heat he feeles,


    Beating his kind embracements with her heeles.

  


  


  
    Then like a melancholy malcontent,


    He vailes his taile: that, like a falling plume,

  


  Coole ſhadow to his melting buttocks lent,


  He ſtampes and bites the poore flies in his fume:


  
    His loue perceiuing how he is enrag’d,


    Grewe kinder, and his fury was aſſwag’d.

  


  


  
    His teaſtie maiſter goeth about to take him,


    When lo, the vnbackt breeder full of feare,

  


  Iealous of catching, ſwiftly doth forſake him,


  With her the horſe, and left Adonis there,


  
    As they were mad vnto the wood they hie them,


    Outſtripping crowes, that ſtriue to ouerfly them.

  


  


  
    All ſwolne with chafing, downe Adonis ſits,


    Banning his boyſtrous and vnruly beaſt;

  


  And now the happie ſeaſon once more fits


  That loue-ſicke Loue, by pleading may be bleſt.


  
    For louers ſay, the heart hath trebble wrong,


    When it is bard the aidance of the tong.

  


  


  
    An Ouen that is ſtopt, or riuer ſtaid,


    Burneth more hotly, ſwelleth with more rage:

  


  So of concealed ſorrow may be ſaid,


  Free vent of words loues fire doth aſſwage:


  
    But when the hearts Atturney once is mute,


    The clyent breakes, as deſperate in his ſute.

  


  


  
    He ſees her comming, and begins to glowe;


    Euen as a dying coale reuiues with winde,

  


  And with his bonnet hides his angry brow,


  Lookes on the dull earth with diſturbed minde:


  
    Taking no notice that ſhe is ſo nie,


    For all askance he holds her in his eie.

  


  


  
    O what a ſight it was wiſtly to viewe?


    How ſhe came ſtealing to the wayward boy,

  


  To note the fighting conflict of her hew,


  How white and red each other did deſtroy:


  
    But now her cheek was pale, and by and by


    It flaſht forth fire, as lightning from the skie.

  


  


  
    Now was ſhe iuſt before him as he ſat,


    And like a lowly louer downe ſhe kneeles,

  


  With one faire hand ſhe heaueth vp his hat,


  Her other tender hand his faire cheeke feeles:


  
    His tender cheeke, reuiues her ſoft hands print,


    As apt as new falne ſnowe takes any dint.

  


  


  
    Oh what a war of lookes was then betweene them!


    Her eyes petitioners to his eyes ſuing,

  


  His eyes ſaw her eyes, as they had not ſeene them,


  Her eyes wooed ſtill, his eyes diſdaind the wooing:


  
    And all this dumbe play had his acts made plain,


    With teares which Chorus-like her eyes did raine.

  


  


  
    Full gently now ſhe takes him by the hand,


    A Lillie priſond in a gaile of ſnow,

  


  Or Iuory in an Alablaſter band,


  So white a friend ingirts ſo white a fo:


  
    This beautious combat wilfull, and willing,


    Shew’d like to ſiluer doues that ſit a billing.

  


  


  
    Once more the engin of her thoughts began,


    O faireſt moouer on this mortall round,

  


  Would thou wert as I am, and I a man,


  My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound.


  
    For one ſweet looke thy helpe I would aſſure thee,


    Though nothing but my bodies bane wold cure thee

  


  


  
    Giue me my hand (ſaith he) why doſt thou feele it?


    Giue me my heart (ſaith ſhe) & thou ſhalt haue it.

  


  O giue it me, leaſt thy hard heart doe ſteele it,


  And being ſteeld, ſoft ſighes can neuer graue it:


  
    Then loues deepe groanes, I neuer ſhall regard,


    Becauſe Adonis heart hath made mine hard.

  


  


  
    For ſhame he cries, let goe, and let me goe,


    My daies delight is paſt, my horſe is gone,

  


  And tis your fault, I am bereft him ſo,


  I pray you hence, and leaue me heere alone.


  
    For all my minde, my thought, my buſie care


    Is how to get my Palfrey from the mare.

  


  


  
    Thus ſhe replies, thy Palfrey as he ſhould,


    Welcomes the warme approach of ſweet deſire,

  


  Affection is a cole that muſt be coold,


  Elſe ſuffred it will ſet the heart on fire.


  
    The ſea hath bounds, but deepe deſire hath none,


    Therfore no maruell though thy horſe be gone.

  


  


  
    How like a iade he ſtoode tied to the tree,


    Seruilely maiſtred with a letherne raine!

  


  But when he ſaw his loue, his youthes faire fee,


  He held ſuch pettie bondage in diſdaine.


  
    Throwing the baſe thong from his bending creſt,


    Enfranchiſing his mouth, his backe, his breſt.

  


  


  
    Who ſees his true loue in her naked bed,


    Teaching the ſheetes a whiter hew then white,

  


  But when his glutton eye ſo full hath fed,


  His other agents aime at like delight?


  
    Who is ſo faint that dares not be ſo bold,


    To touch the fire, the weather being cold?

  


  


  
    Let me excuſe thy courſer gentle boy,


    And learne of him I heartily beſeech thee,

  


  To take aduantage on preſented ioy,


  Though I were dumbe, yet his proceedings teach thee


  
    O learne to loue, the leſſon is but plaine,


    And once made perfect, neuer loſt againe.

  


  


  
    I know not loue (quoth he) nor will not know it,


    Vnleſſe it be a Boare, and then I chaſe it,

  


  Tis much to borrowe, and I will not owe it.


  My loue to loue, is loue but to diſgrace it:


  
    For I haue heard it is a life in death,


    That laughes, & weeps, & all but with a breath.

  


  


  
    Who weares a garment ſhapeleſſe and vnfiniſht?


    Who plucks the bud before one leafe put forth?

  


  If ſpringing things be any iot diminiſht,


  They wither in their prime, proue nothing worth:


  
    The colt that’s backt and burthend being yong,


    Looſeth his pride, and neuer waxeth ſtrong.

  


  


  
    You hurt my hand with wringing, let vs part,


    And leaue this idle theame, this bootleſſe chat,

  


  Remoue your ſiege from my vnyeelding heart,


  To loues alarm it will not ope the gate:


  
    Diſmiſſe your vows, your fained tears, your flattry:


    For where a heart is hard they make no battry.

  


  


  
    What canſt thou talk (quoth ſhe) haſt thou a tong?


    O would thou hadſt not, or I had no hearing.

  


  Thy mermaids voice hath done me double wrong:


  I had my load before, now preſt with bearing,


  
    Melodious diſcord, heauenly tune harſh ſounding,


    Earths deep ſweet muſicke, and hearts deep ſore wounding.

  


  


  
    Had I no eyes but eares, my eares would loue


    That inward beauty and inuiſible:

  


  Or were I deafe, thy outward parts would moue,


  Each part in me, that were but ſenſible.


  
    Though neither eyes, nor ears, to heare nor ſee,


    Yet ſhould I be in loue by touching thee.

  


  


  
    Say that the ſenſe of feeling were bereft me,


    And that I could not ſee, nor heare, nor touch,

  


  And nothing but the very ſmell were left mee,


  Yet would my loue to thee be ſtill as much,


  
    For from the ſtillitory of thy face excelling,


    Comes breath perfum’d, that breedeth loue by ſmelling.

  


  


  
    But oh what banquet wert thou to the taſte,


    Being nurſe, and feeder of the other foure!

  


  Would they not wiſh the feaſt might euer laſt,


  And bid ſuſpicion double locke the doore?


  
    Leſt iealouſie that ſoure vnwelcome gueſt,


    Should by his ſtealing in, diſturbe the feaſt.

  


  


  
    Once more the ruby-coloured portall opend,


    Which to his ſpeech did hony paſſage yeeld,

  


  Like a red morne that euer yet betokend


  Wracke to the ſea-man, tempeſt to the field,


  
    Sorrow to ſheepherds, woe vnto the birds,


    Guſt & foule flawes to heardmen & to heards.

  


  


  
    This ill preſage aduiſedly ſhe marketh,


    Euen as the winde is huſht before it raineth,

  


  Or as the woolfe doth grin before he barketh,


  Or as the berry breakes before it ſtaineth:


  
    Or like the deadly bullet of a gunne,


    His meaning ſtrucke her, ere his words begun.

  


  


  
    And at his looke ſhe flatly falleth downe,


    For lookes kill loue, and loue by lookes reuiueth:

  


  A ſmile recures the wounding of a frowne,


  But bleſſed bankrout that by loue ſo thriueth:


  
    The ſilly boy beleeuing ſhe is dead,


    Claps her pale cheeke, till clapping makes it red.

  


  


  
    And in a maze brake off his late intent,


    For ſharpely he did thinke to reprehend her:

  


  Which cunning loue did wittily preuent,


  Faire-fall the wit that can ſo well defend her:


  
    For on the graſſe ſhe lies as ſhe were ſlaine,


    Till his breath breatheth life in her againe.

  


  


  
    He wrings her noſe, he ſtrikes her on the cheekes,


    He bends her fingers, holds her pulſes hard,

  


  He chafes her lips, a thouſand wayes he ſeekes,


  To mend the hurt, that his vnkindneſſe mard,


  
    He kiſſes her, and ſhe by her good will,


    Will neuer riſe, ſo he will kiſſe her ſtill.

  


  


  
    The night of ſorrow now is turnd to day,


    Her two blew windowes faintly ſhe vpheaueth,

  


  Like the faire ſunne when in his freſh array,


  He cheeres the morne, and all the earth releeueth:


  
    And as the bright ſunne glorifies the skie:


    So is her face illumind with her eye.

  


  


  
    Whoſe beames vpon his haireleſſe face arefixt,


    As if from thence they borrowed all their ſhine,

  


  Were neuer foure ſuch lamps, together mixt,


  Had not his clouded with his browes repine.


  
    But hers, which through the criſtal tears gaue light,


    Shone like the Moone in water ſeene by night.

  


  


  
    O where am I (quoth ſhe,) in earth or heauen,


    Or in the Ocean drencht, or in the fire:

  


  What houre is this, or morne, or wearie euen,


  Do I delight to die or life deſire?


  
    But now I liu’d, and life was deaths annoy,


    But now I dy’de, and death was liuely ioy.

  


  


  
    O thou didſt kill me, kill me once againe,


    Thy eyes ſhrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine,

  


  Hath taught them ſcornfull tricks, & ſuch diſdaine,


  That they haue murdred this poore heart of mine,


  
    And theſe mine eyes, true leaders to their queen,


    But for thy pitious lips no more had ſeene.

  


  


  
    Long may they kiſſe each other for this cure,


    Oh neuer let their crimſon liueries weare,

  


  And as they laſt, their verdure ſtill endure,


  To driue infection from the dangerous yeare,


  
    That the ſtar-gazers hauing writ on death,


    May ſay, the plague is baniſht by thy breath.

  


  


  
    Pure lips, ſweet ſeales, in my ſoft lips imprinted,


    What bargaines may I make ſtill to be ſealing?

  


  To ſell my ſelfe I can be well contented,


  So thou wilt buy, and pay, and vſe good dealing:


  
    Which purchaſe if thou make, for feare of ſlips


    Set thy ſeale manuell, on my wax-red lips.

  


  


  
    A thouſand kiſſes buies my heart from me,


    And pay them at thy leiſure one by one,

  


  What is ten hundred touches vnto thee?


  Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone?


  
    Say for non paimet, that the debt ſhould double,


    Is twenty thouſand kiſſes ſuch a trouble?

  


  


  
    Faire Queene (quoth he) if any loue you owe me,


    Meaſure my ſtrangeneſſe with my vnripe yeares:

  


  Before I know my ſelfe, ſeeke not to know mee,


  No fiſher but the vngrowne frie forbeares,


  
    The mellow plum doth fall, the grene ſticks faſt.


    Or being early pluckt, is ſowre to taſt.

  


  


  
    Looke, the worlds comforter with weary gate,


    His daies hot taske hath ended in the Weſt,

  


  The owle (nights herald) ſhreekes, tis very late,


  The ſheepe are gone to fold, birds to their neſt,


  
    And cole-black clouds that ſhadow heauens light,


    Do ſummon vs to part, and bid Good night.

  


  


  
    Now let me ſay good night, and ſo ſay you,


    If you will ſay ſo, you ſhall haue a kiſſe;

  


  Good night (quoth ſhe) and ere he ſaies adue,


  The hony fee of parting tendred is,


  
    Her armes do lend his necke a ſweete embrace,


    Incorporat then they ſeeme, face growes to face.

  


  


  
    Till breathleſſe he diſioynd, and backward drew


    The heauenly moyſture that ſweete corall mouth,

  


  Whoſe precious taſte, her thirſtie lips well knew,


  Whereon they ſurfet, yet complaine on droughth.


  
    He with her plentie preſt, ſhe faint with dearth,


    Their lips togither glew’d, fall to the earth.

  


  


  
    Now quicke deſire hath caught his yeelding prey,


    And gluttonlike ſhee feeds, yet neuer filleth,

  


  Her lippes are conquerers, his lips obey,


  Paying what ranſome the inſulter willeth:


  
    Whoſe vultur thought doth pitch the price ſo hy,


    That ſhe will draw his lips rich treaſure dry.

  


  


  
    And hauing felt the ſweetneſſe of the ſpoyle,


    With blindfolde furie ſhe beginnes to forrage,

  


  Her face doth reek & ſmoke, her bloud doth boile,


  And careleſſe luſt ſtirres vp a deſperate courage:


  
    Planting obliuion, beating reaſon backe,


    Forgetting ſhames pure bluſh, & honors wrack.

  


  


  
    Hot, faint, and wearie, with her hard embracing,


    Like a wild bird, being tam’d with too much handling:

  


  Or as the fleet-foot Roe that’s tyr’d with chaſing,


  Or like the froward infant ſtild with dandling,


  
    He now obeyes, and now no more reſiſteth,


    While ſhe takes all ſhe can, not all ſhe liſteth.

  


  


  
    What wax ſo frozen but diſſolues with tempring,


    And yeelds at laſt to euery light impreſſion?

  


  Things out of hope, are compaſt oft with ventring,


  Chiefly in loue, whoſe leaue exceeds commiſſion:


  
    Affection faints not like a pale fac’t coward,


    But then wooes beſt, when moſt his choiſe is froward.

  


  


  
    When he did frown, O had ſhe then gaue ouer,


    Such nectar from his lips ſhe had not ſuckt,

  


  Foule words and frownes muſt not repel a louer.


  What though the roſe haue pricks, yet is it pluckt?


  
    Were beautie vnder twenty locks kept faſt,


    Yet loue breaks through, & picks them all at laſt.

  


  


  
    For pittie now, ſhe can no more detaine him,


    The poore foole praies her that he may depart:

  


  She is reſolu’d no longer to reſtraine him,


  Bids him farewell, and looke well to her heart:


  
    The which by Cupids bow ſhe doth proteſt,


    He carries thence incaged in his breſt.

  


  


  
    Sweete boy ſhe ſaies, this night ile waſt in ſorrow:


    For my ſick heart commands mine eyes to watch,

  


  Tell me loues maſter, ſhall wee meete to morrow?


  Say, ſhall we, ſhall wee, wilt thou make the match?


  
    He tels her no, to morrow he intends,


    To hunt the Boare with certaine of his friends.

  


  


  
    The Boare (quoth ſhe) whereat a ſodaine pale,


    Like lawne being ſpread vpon the bluſhing roſe,

  


  Vſurps her cheekes, ſhe trembles at his tale,


  And on his neck her yoking armes ſhe throwes,


  
    She ſincketh downe ſtill hanging by his necke,


    He on her belly falles, ſhe on her backe.

  


  


  
    Now is ſhe in the very liſts of loue,


    Her champion mounted for the hot incounter,

  


  All is imaginarie ſhe doth prooue,


  He will not manage her, although he mount her,


  
    That worſe then Tantalus is her annoy,


    To clip Elizium, and to lacke her ioy.

  


  


  
    Euen ſo poore birds, deceiu’d with painted grapes,


    Do ſurfet by the eye, and pine the maw,

  


  Euen ſo ſhe languiſheth in her miſhappes,


  As thoſe poore birds that helpleſſe berries ſaw:


  
    The warm effects which ſhe in him finds miſſing,


    She ſeekes to kindle with continuall kiſſing.

  


  


  
    But all in vaine, good Queene, it will not be,


    She hath aſſai’d as much as may be prou’d,

  


  Her pleading hath deſeru’d a greater fee,


  Shee’s loue, ſhe loues, and yet ſhe is not lou’d:


  
    Fie, fie, he ſaies, you cruſh me, let me go,


    You haue no reaſon to withhold me ſo.

  


  


  
    Thou hadſt bin gone (quoth ſhe) ſweet boy ere this,


    But that thou toldſt me, thou woldſt hunt the boar,

  


  O be aduis’d, thou knowſt not what it is,


  With iauelins point a churliſh ſwine to goare:


  
    Whoſe tuſhes neuer ſheath’d he whetteth ſtill,


    Like to a mortall butcher bent to kill.

  


  


  
    On his bow backe, he hath a battell ſet,


    Of briſtly pikes, that euer threate his foes,

  


  His eyes like glow-worms ſhine, when he doth fret,


  His ſnout digs ſepulchres where ere he goes,


  
    Being mou’d he ſtrikes, what ere is in his way,


    And whom he ſtrikes, his crooked tuſhes ſlay.

  


  


  
    His brawny ſides with hairy briſtles armed,


    Are better proofe then thy ſpears point can enter,

  


  His ſhort thick necke cannot be eaſly harmed,


  Being irefull, on the Lion he will venter,


  
    The thorny brambles and embracing buſhes,


    As fearefull of him, part, through whom he ruſhes.

  


  


  
    Alas, he nought eſteemes that face of thine,


    To which loues eyes paies tributary gazes,

  


  Nor thy ſoft hands, ſweete lips, and cryſtall eyne,


  Whoſe full perfection all the world amazes:


  
    But hauing thee at vantage (wondrous dread!)


    Would root theſe beauties, as he roots the mead.

  


  


  
    Oh let him keep his loathſome cabbin ſtill:


    Beautie hath naught to do with ſuch foule fiends.

  


  Come not within his danger by thy will,


  They that thriue wel, take counſell of their friends,


  
    When thou didſt name the boare, not to diſſemble,


    I fear’d thy fortune, aud my ioynts did tremble.

  


  


  
    Didſt thou not marke my face, was it not white?


    Saweſt thou not ſignes of feare lurk in myne eie?

  


  Grewe I not faint? and fell I not downe right?


  Within my boſome, whereon thou doſt lie,


  
    My boding heart pants, beats, & takes no reſt,


    But like an earthquake ſhakes thee on my breſt.

  


  


  
    For where loue raignes, diſturbing iealouſie


    Doth call himſelfe affections centinell,

  


  Giues falſe alarms, ſuggeſteth mutinie,


  And in a peacefull houre doth cry, kill, kill,


  
    Diſtempring gentle loue with his deſire,


    As aire and water doth abate the fire.

  


  


  
    This ſoure informer, this bare-breeding ſpie,


    This canker that eates vp loues tender ſpring,

  


  This carry-tale, diſſentious iealouſie,


  That ſometimes true news, ſomtime falſe doth bring,


  
    Knocks at my heart, and whiſpers in mine eare,


    That if I loue thee, I thy death ſhould feare.

  


  


  
    And more then ſo, preſenteth to mine eye,


    The picture of an angry chafing Boare,

  


  Vnder whoſe ſharpe fangs, on his backe doth lie,


  An image like thy ſelfe, all ſtainde with gore,


  
    Whoſe bloud vpon the freſh flowres being ſhed,


    Doth make them droop with griefe & hang the hed.

  


  


  
    What ſhould I doe? ſeeing thee ſo indeede,


    That trembling at th’imagination,

  


  The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleede,


  And feare doth teach it diuination;


  
    I prophecie thy death, my liuing ſorrow,


    If thou incounter with the boare to morrow.

  


  


  
    But if thou needs wilt hunt be rul’d by me,


    Vncouple at the timorous flying Hare,

  


  Or at the Fox which liues by ſubtiltie,


  Or at the Roe, which no incounter dare,


  
    Purſue theſe fearful creatures o’re the downes,


    And on thy well breath’d horſe keepe with thy hounds,

  


  


  
    And when thou haſt on foote the purblind Hare,


    Marke the poore wretch, to ouerſhut his troubles

  


  How he out-runs the winde, and with what care,


  He crankes and croſſes with a thouſand doubles:


  
    The many muſits through the which he goes,


    Are like a labyrinth t’amaze his foes.

  


  


  
    Sometime he runnes among a flocke of ſheepe,


    To make the cunning hounds miſtake their ſmell,

  


  And ſometime where earth-deluing conies keepe,


  To ſtop the loud purſuers in their yell,


  
    And ſometime ſorteth with a heard of deere,


    Danger deuiſeth ſhifts, wit waites on feare.

  


  


  
    For there his ſmell with others being mingled,


    The hot ſent ſnuffing hounds are driuen to doubt,

  


  Ceaſſing their clamorous cry, til they haue ſingled


  With much ado the cold fault cleanly out,


  
    Then doo they ſpend their mouths, eccho replies,


    As if another chaſe were in the skies.

  


  


  
    By this, poore Wat far off vpon a hill


    Stands on his hinder legs with liſtning eare,

  


  To hearken if his foes purſue him ſtill:


  Anon their loude alarums he doth heare,


  
    And now his griefe may be compared well,


    To one ſore ſick, that heares the paſſing bell.

  


  


  
    Then ſhalt thou ſee the deaw-bedabbled wretch


    Turne and returne, indenting with the way,

  


  Each enuious brier his wearie legges do ſcratch,


  Each ſhadow makes him ſtop, ech murmur ſtay.


  
    For miſerie is troden on by many,


    And being lowe, neuer releeu’d by any.

  


  


  
    Lie quietly, and heare a little more,


    Nay do not ſtruggle, for thou ſhalt not riſe,

  


  To make thee hate the hunting of the Boare,


  Vnlike thy ſelfe thou hear’ſt me moralize,


  
    Applying this to that, and ſo to ſo:


    For loue can comment vpon euery wo.

  


  


  
    Where did I leaue? No matter where (quoth hee)


    Leaue mee, and then the ſtory aptly ends,

  


  The night is ſpent: why what of that (quoth ſhee?)


  I am (quoth hee) expected of my friends,


  
    And now tis darke, and going I ſhall fall:


    In night (quoth ſhe) deſire ſees beſt of all.

  


  


  
    But if thou fall, oh then imagine this,


    The earth in loue with thee, thy footing trips,

  


  And all is but to rob thee of a kiſſe:


  Rich preyes make rich men theeues: ſo do thy lips


  
    Make modeſt Diane cloudy and forlorne,


    Leaſt ſhe ſhould ſteale a kiſſe and die forſworne.

  


  


  
    Now of this darke night I perceiue the reaſon,


    Cynthia for ſhame obſcures her ſiluer ſhine,

  


  Till forging Nature be condemn’d of treaſon,


  For ſtealing moulds from heauen that were diuine,


  
    Wherin ſhe fram’d thee in hie heauens deſpight,


    To ſhame the ſunne by day, and her by night.

  


  


  
    And therefore hath ſhe brib’d the deſtinies,


    To croſſe the curious workmanſhip of Nature,

  


  To mingle beautie with infirmities,


  And pure perfection with impure defeature,


  
    Making it ſubiect to the tyranny,


    Of mad miſchances, and much miſery.

  


  


  
    As burning feauers, agues, pale and faint,


    Life-pois’ning peſtilence, and frenzies wood,

  


  The marrow-eating ſickneſſe whoſe attaint


  Diſorder breedes by heating of the bloud:


  
    Surfets, impoſtumes, griefe & damn’d deſpaire


    Sweare natures death for framing thee ſo faire.

  


  


  
    And not the leaſt of all theſe maladies,


    But in one minutes fight brings beauty vnder:

  


  Both fauour, ſauour, hew, and qualities,


  Whereat the th’imperiall gazer late did wonder,


  
    Are on the ſudden waſted, thaw’d, and done,


    As mountain ſnow melts, with the midday ſun.

  


  


  
    Therefore deſpight of fruitleſſe chaſtitie,


    Loue-lacking Veſtals, and ſelfe louing Nuns,

  


  That on the earth would breede a ſcarcity,


  And barren death of daughters, and of ſonnes,


  
    Be prodigall: the lampe, that burnes by night,


    Dries vp his oyle, to lend the world his light.

  


  


  
    What is thy bodie but a ſwallowing graue,


    Seeming to burie that poſteritie,

  


  Which by the rights of time thou needs muſt haue,


  If thou deſtroy them not in darke obſcuritie?


  
    If ſo the world will hold thee in diſdaine,


    Sith in thy pride, ſo faire a hope is ſlaine.

  


  


  
    So in thy ſelfe, thy ſelfe art made away,


    A miſchiefe worſe then ciuill home-bred ſtrife,

  


  Or theirs whoſe deſperate hands them ſelues do ſlay,


  Or butcher ſire, that reaues his ſonne of life:


  
    Foule cankring ruſt the hidden treaſure frets:


    But gold that’s put to vſe more gold begets.

  


  


  
    Nay then (quoth Adon) you will fall againe


    Into your idle ouer-handled theame:

  


  The kiſſe I gaue you is beſtow’d in vaine,


  And all in vaine you ſtriue againſt the ſtreame,


  
    For by this black-fac’t night, deſires foule nourſe,


    Your treatiſe makes me like you worſe & worſe.

  


  


  
    If loue haue lent you twentie thouſand tongues,


    And euery tongue more mouing then your owne,

  


  Bewitching like the wanton mermaides ſongs,


  Yet from mine eare the tempting tune is blowne.


  
    For know my heart ſtands armed in mine eare,


    And will not let a falſe ſound enter there,

  


  


  
    Leaſt the deceauing harmony ſhould run


    Into the quiet cloſure of my breaſt,

  


  And then my little heart were quite vndoone,


  In his bed-chamber to be bard of reſt:


  
    No Lady no, my heart longs not to grone,


    But ſoundly ſleeps, while now it ſleeps alone.

  


  


  
    What haue you vrg’d that I can not reprooue?


    The path is ſmooth that leadeth vnto danger.

  


  I hate not loue, but your deuiſe in loue,


  That lends imbracements vnto euery ſtranger.


  
    You do it for increaſe, O ſtraunge excuſe!


    When reaſon is the bawd to luſts abuſe.

  


  


  
    Call it not loue, for loue to heauen is fled,


    Since ſweating luſt on earth vſurpt his name:

  


  Vnder whoſe ſimple ſemblance he hath fed,


  Vpon freſh beauty, blotting it with blame;


  
    Which the hot tyrant ſtains, & ſoone bereaues,


    As caterpillers doe the tender leaues.

  


  


  
    Loue comforteth like ſunſhine after raine:


    But luſts effect is tempeſt after ſunne.

  


  Loues gentle ſpring doth alwaies freſh remaine:


  Luſts winter comes, ere ſummer halfe be done.


  
    Loue ſurfets not: luſt like a glutton dies.


    Loue is all truth: luſt full of forged lies.

  


  


  
    More I could tell: but more I dare not ſay,


    The text is old, the Orator too greene.

  


  Therefore in ſadneſſe, now I will away,


  My face is full of ſhame, my heart of teene:


  
    Mine eares, that to your wanton talke attended,


    Do burne themſelues, for hauing ſo offended.

  


  


  
    With this he breaketh from the ſweete embrace,


    Of thoſe faire arms which bound him to her breſt,

  


  And homeward through the darke lawnes runs apace,


  Leaues loue vpon her back, deepely diſtreſt:


  
    Looke how a bright ſtarre ſhooteth from the sky,


    So glides he in the night from Venus eye:

  


  


  
    Which after him ſhe darts, as one on ſhore,


    Gazing vpon a late embarked friend,

  


  Till the wilde waues wil haue him ſeene no more,


  Whoſe ridges with the meeting clouds contend:


  
    So did the mercileſſe, and pitchy night


    Fold in the obiect that did feede her ſight.

  


  


  
    Whereat amas’d, as one that vnaware,


    Hath dropt a precious iewell in the floud,

  


  Or ſtoniſht, as night wandrers often are,


  Their light blowne out in ſome miſtruſtfull wod;


  
    Euen ſo confounded in the darke ſhe lay,


    Hauing loſt the faire diſcouery of her way.

  


  


  
    And now ſhe beates her heart: whereat it grones,


    That al the neighbour caues, as ſeeming troubled,

  


  Make verbal repetition of her mones,


  Paſſion on paſſion deepely is redoubled:


  
    Ay mee ſhee cries, and twenty times woe, woe,


    And twenty ecchoes, twentie times crie ſo,

  


  


  
    She marking them, begins a wailing note,


    And ſings extemp’rally a wofull dittie,

  


  How loue makes young men thral, & old men dote,


  How loue is wiſe in folly, fooliſh wittie:


  
    Her heauie antheme ſtill concludes in wo.


    And ſtill the quier of ecchoes anſwere ſo.

  


  


  
    Her ſong was tedious, and out-wore the night,


    For louers houres are long, though ſeeming ſhort,

  


  If pleaſd themſelues, others they thinke delight


  In ſuch like circumſtance, with ſuch like ſport:


  
    Their copious ſtories, oftentimes begun,


    End without audience, and are neuer done.

  


  


  
    For who hath ſhe to ſpend the night withall,


    But idle ſoundes reſembling paraſites?

  


  Like ſhrild tongu’d Tapſters anſwering euery call,


  Soothing the humour of fantaſtick wits:


  
    She ſaid, tis ſo, they anſwere all tis ſo,


    And would ſay after her, if ſhe ſaid no.

  


  


  
    Loe here the gentle Larke, wearie of reſt,


    From his moiſt cabinet mounts vp on high,

  


  And wakes the morning, from whoſe ſiluer breſt,


  The ſunne ariſeth in his maieſty,


  
    Who doth the world ſo gloriouſly behold,


    That Cedar tops and hils ſeeme burniſht gold.

  


  


  
    Venus ſalutes him with this faire good morrow,


    O thou cleare God, and Patron of all light,

  


  From whom each lamp and ſhining ſtar doth borrow


  The beautious influence that makes him bright,


  
    There liues a ſon, that ſuckt an earthly mother,


    May lend thee light as thou doſt lend to other.

  


  


  
    This ſaid, ſhe haſteth to a mirtle groue,


    Muſing the morning is ſo much ore-worne,

  


  And yet ſhe heares no tidings of her loue,


  She hearkens for his hounds, and for his horne:


  
    Anon ſhe heares them chant it luſtily,


    And all in haſte ſhe coaſteth to the crie.

  


  


  
    And as ſhe runs, the buſhes in the way,


    Some catch her by the necke, ſome kiſſe her face,

  


  Some twinde about her thigh to make her ſtay:


  She wildly breaketh from their ſtrict imbrace,


  
    Like a milch Doe, whoſe ſwelling dugs do ake,


    Haſting to feede her fawn, hid in ſome brake.

  


  


  
    By this ſhe heares the hounds are at a bay,


    Whereat ſhe ſtarts, like one that ſpies an adder,

  


  Wreath’d vp in fatall foldes iuſt in his way,


  The feare wherof doth make him ſhake & ſhudder:


  
    Euen ſo the timerous yelping of the hounds,


    Appalles her ſenſes, and her ſpirit confounds.

  


  


  
    For now ſhe knowes it is no gentle chaſe,


    But the blunt boare, rough beare, or lion proude:

  


  Becauſe the cry remaineth in one place,


  Where fearefully the dogs exclaime aloude:


  
    Finding their enemie to be ſo curſt,


    They all ſtraine curt’ſie who ſhall cope him firſt.

  


  


  
    This diſmall cry rings ſadly in her eare,


    Through which it enters to ſurpriſe her heart:

  


  Who ouercome by doubt and bloudleſſe feare,


  With cold-pale weakeneſſe nums each feeling part:


  
    Like ſoldiers when their captaine once doth yeeld,


    They baſely fly, and dare not ſtay the field.

  


  


  
    Thus ſtands ſhe in a trembling extaſie,


    Till cheering vp her ſenſes all diſmaide,

  


  She tels them tis a cauſeleſſe phantaſie,


  And childiſh error that they are afraid,


  
    Bids them leaue quaking, bids them feare no more,


    And with that word ſhe ſpide the hunted bore.

  


  


  
    Whoſe frothy mouth bepainted all with red,


    Like milk and bloud, being mingled both togither,

  


  A ſecond feare through all her ſinews ſpread,


  Which madly hurries her, ſhe knows not whither:


  
    This way ſhe runs, and now ſhe will no further,


    But back retires, to rate the boare for murther.

  


  


  
    A thouſand ſpleenes beare her a thouſand waies,


    She treades the path, that ſhe vntreades againe,

  


  Her more then haſte is mated with delaies,


  Like the proceedings of a drunken braine,


  
    Full of reſpect; yet naught at all reſpecting,


    In hand with all things; nought at all effecting.

  


  


  
    Here kenneld in a brake ſhe finds a hound,


    And askes the wearie catife for his maiſter,

  


  And there another licking of his wound,


  Gainſt venim’d ſores, the onely ſoueraign plaiſter.


  
    And here ſhe meets another ſadly scouling,


    To whom ſhe ſpeaks, & he replies with howling.

  


  


  
    When he hath ceaſt his ill reſounding noiſe,


    Another flapmouthd mourner blacke and grim,

  


  Againſt the welkin vollies out his voice,


  Another, and another anſwere him,


  
    Clapping their proud tailes to the ground below,


    Shaking their ſcratcht-eares, bleeding as they go.

  


  


  
    Looke how, the worlds poore people are amazed


    At apparitions, ſignes, and prodigies,

  


  Whereon with feareful eyes, they long haue gazed,


  Infuſing them with dreadfull prophecies:


  
    So ſhe at theſe ſad ſignes drawes vp her breath,


    And ſighing it againe, exclaimes on death:

  


  


  
    Hard fauoured tyrant, vgly, meagre leane,


    Hatefull diuorce of loue (thus chides ſhe death)

  


  Grim-grinning ghoſt, earths worme what doſt thou thou meane


  To ſtifle beauty, & to ſteale his breath?


  
    Who when he liu’d, his breath and beauty ſet


    Gloſſe on the roſe, ſmell to the violet.

  


  


  
    If he be dead, O no, it cannot be,


    Seeing his beauty thou ſhouldſt ſtrike at it,

  


  O yes, it may: thou haſt no eyes to ſee,


  But hatefully at randon doeſt thou hit.


  
    Thy marke is feeble age: but thy falſe dart


    Miſtakes that aime, and cleaues an infants hart.

  


  


  
    Hadſt thou but bid beware, then he had ſpoke,


    And hearing him, thy power had loſt his power.

  


  The deſtinies will curſe thee for this ſtroke,


  They bid thee crop a weede, thou pluckſt a flower,


  
    Loues golden arrow at him ſhould haue fled,


    And not deaths ebon dart to ſtrike him dead.

  


  


  
    Doſt thou drink tears, that thou prouok’ſt ſuch weeping,


    What may a heauie grone aduantage thee?

  


  Why haſt thou caſt into eternall ſleeping,


  Thoſe eyes that taught all other eyes to ſee?


  
    Now nature cares not for thy mortall vigour,


    Since her beſt worke is ruin’d with thy rigour?

  


  


  
    Here ouercome, as one full of deſpaire,


    She vaild her eye-lids, who like ſluces ſtopt

  


  The cryſtal tide, that from her two cheeks faire,


  In the ſweete channell of her boſome dropt:


  
    But through the flud-gates breakes the ſiluer rain,


    And with his ſtrong courſe opens them againe.

  


  


  
    O how her eies and teares did lend, and borrow!


    Her eies ſeene in the teares, teares in her eye,

  


  Both cryſtals, where they viewd ech others ſorow,


  Sorrow, that friendly ſighs ſought ſtill to dry:


  
    But like a ſtormie day, now winde now raine,


    Sighs drie her cheeks, teares make them wet again.

  


  


  
    Variable paſſions throng her conſtant wo,


    As ſtriuing who ſhould beſt become her griefe:

  


  All entertaind, each paſſion labour ſo,


  That euery preſent ſorrow ſeemeth chiefe:


  
    But none is beſt, then ioyne they altogither,


    Like many clouds, conſulting for foule weather.

  


  


  
    By this, far off, ſhe hears ſome huntſman hallow:


    A nurſes ſong nere pleas’d her babe ſo well.

  


  The dry imagination ſhe did follow,


  This ſound of hope doth labour to expell:


  
    For now reuiuing ioy bids her reioyce,


    And flatters her, it is Adonis voice.

  


  


  
    Whereat her teares began to turne their tide,


    Being priſon’d in her eye like pearles in glaſſe,

  


  Yet ſometime falles an orient drop beſide,


  Which her cheeke melts, as ſcorning it ſhold paſſe


  
    To waſh the foule face of the ſluttiſh ground,


    Who is but drunken when ſhe ſeemeth drownd.

  


  


  
    O hard beleeuing loue, how ſtrange it ſeemes!


    Not to beleeue, and yet too credulous:

  


  Thy weale and woe, are both of them extreames,


  Deſpaire and hope makes thee ridiculous.


  
    The one doth flatter thee in thoughts vnlikelie,


    With likely thoughts the other kils thee quickly.

  


  


  
    Now ſhe vnweaues the web that ſhe hath wrought,


    Adonis liues, and death is not to blame:

  


  It was not ſhe that cald him all to nought,


  Now ſhe ads honour to his hatefull name.


  
    She clepes him king of graues, & graue for kings,


    Imperiall ſupreame of all mortall things.

  


  


  
    No, no (quoth ſhe) ſweete death, I did but ieaſt:


    Yet pardon mee, I felt a kind of feare,

  


  When as I met the boare, that bloudy beaſt,


  Which knowes no pittie but is ſtill ſeuere,


  
    Then gentle ſhadowe (truth I muſt confeſſe)


    I raild on thee, fearing my loues deceaſſe.

  


  


  
    Tis not my fault, the boare prouokt my tong,


    Be wreakt on him (inuiſible commander)

  


  Tis he, foule creature, that hath done thee wrong,


  I did but act, he’s author of thy ſlander:


  
    Greife hath two tongues, and neuer woman yet


    Could rule them both, without ten womens wit.

  


  


  
    Thus hoping that Adonis is aliue,


    Her raſh ſuſpect ſhe doth extenuate,

  


  And that his beautie may the better thriue,


  With death ſhe humbly doth inſinuate;


  
    Tels him of trophies, ſtatues, tombes, & ſtories,


    His victories, his triumphs, and his glories.

  


  


  
    O Ioue (quoth ſhe) how much a foole was I,


    To be of ſuch a weake and ſilly minde,

  


  To waile his death who liues and muſt not die,


  Till mutuall ouerthrow of mortall kinde!


  
    For he being dead, with him is beauty ſlaine,


    And beautie dead, blacke Chaos comes againe.

  


  


  
    Fie, fie, fond loue, thou art as full of feare,


    As one with treaſure laden, hemd with theeues,

  


  Trifles (vnwitneſſed with eye, or eare)


  Thy coward heart with falſe bethinking greeues.


  
    Euen at this word ſhe heares a merry horne,


    Whereat ſhe leaps, that was but late forlorne.

  


  


  
    As faulcons to the lure, away ſhe flies,


    The graſſe ſtoopes not, ſhe treades on it ſo light,

  


  And in her haſte vnfortunately ſpies


  The foule Boares conqueſt on her faire delight:


  
    Which ſeen, her eyes are murdred with the view,


    Like ſtars aſham’d of day, themſelues withdrew.

  


  


  
    Or as the ſnaile, whoſe tender horns being hit,


    Shrinks backward in his ſhelly caue with paine,

  


  And, there all ſmothered vp, in ſhade doth ſit,


  Long after fearing to creepe forth againe:


  
    So at his bloudy viewe her eies are fled,


    Into the deepe darke cabbins of her head.

  


  


  
    Where they reſigne their office and their light,


    To the diſpoſing of her troubled braine:

  


  Who bids them ſtill conſort with vgly night,


  And neuer wound the heart with lookes againe,


  
    Who like a king perplexed in his throne,


    By their ſuggeſtion, giues a deadly grone.

  


  


  
    Whereat each tributary ſubiect quakes,


    As when the wind impriſond in the ground,

  


  Struggling for paſſage, earths foundation ſhakes,


  Which with cold terror doth mens minds confound.


  
    This mutinie each part doth ſo ſurpriſe,


    That from their dark beds once more leape her eies.

  


  




  
    And being opend, threw vnwilling light


    Vpon the wide wound, that the Boare had trencht

  


  In his ſoft flanke, whoſe wonted lillie white


  With purple tears that his wound wept, had drencht.


  
    No floure was nigh, no graſſe, herbe, leaf, or weed,


    But ſtole his blood, and ſeemd with him to bleed.

  


  


  
    This ſolemne ſympathie, poore Venus noteth,


    Ouer one ſhoulder doth ſhe hang her head,

  


  Dumbly ſhe paſſions, frantikely ſhe doteth,


  She thinkes he could not die, he is not dead,


  
    Her voice is ſtopt, her ioynts forget to bow,


    Her eyes are mad, that they haue wept till now.

  


  


  
    Vpon his hurt ſhe lookes ſo ſtedfaſtly,


    That her ſight dazling, makes the wound ſeem three,

  


  And then ſhe reprehends her mangling eye,


  That makes more gaſhes, where no breach ſhuld be:


  
    His face ſeems twain, ech ſeuerall lim is doubled,


    For oft the eye miſtakes, the brain being troubled

  


  


  
    My tongue cannot expreſſe my griefe for one,


    And yet (quoth ſhe) behold two Adons dead,

  


  My ſighs are blowne away, my ſalt teares gone,


  Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead,


  
    Heauie hearts lead melt at mine eyes red fire,


    So ſhall I die by drops of hot deſire.

  


  


  
    Alas poore world what treaſure haſt thou loſt,


    What face remains aliue that’s worth the viewing?

  


  Whoſe tong is muſick now? what canſt thou boaſt


  Of things long ſince, or any thing inſuing?


  
    The floures are ſweet, their colours freſh, & trim,


    But true ſweet beautie liu’d, and di’de with him.

  


  


  
    Bonnet, nor vaile henceforth no creature weare,


    Nor ſunne, nor winde will euer ſtriue to kiſſe you,

  


  Hauing no faire to looſe, you need not feare,


  The ſun doth scorne you, & the wind doth hiſſe you.


  
    But when Adonis liu’d, ſunne, and ſharpe aire,


    Lurkt like two theeues, to rob him of his faire.

  


  


  
    And therefore would he put his bonnet on,


    Vnder whoſe brim the gaudie ſunne would peepe,

  


  The wind would blow it off, and being gon,


  Play with his locks, then would Adonis weepe.


  
    And ſtraight in pitie of his tender yeares,


    They both would ſtriue who firſt ſhould drie his teares.

  


  


  
    To ſee his face the Lion walkt along,


    Behind ſome hedge, becauſe he would not fear him

  


  To recreate himſelf when he hath ſong,


  The Tygre would be tame, and gently heare him.


  
    If he had ſpoke, the wolfe would leaue his pray,


    And neuer fright the ſillie lambe that day.

  




  


  
    When he beheld his ſhadow in the brooke,


    The fiſhes ſpread on it their golden gils:

  


  When he was by the birds ſuch pleaſure tooke,


  That ſome would ſing, ſome other in their bils


  
    Would bring him mulberies, & ripe-red cherries:


    He fed them with his ſight, they him with berries.

  


  


  
    But this foule, grim, and vrchin-ſnouted boare,


    Whoſe downeward eie ſtill looketh for a graue,

  


  Ne’re ſaw the beautious liuery that he wore,


  Witneſſe the intertainement that he gaue:


  
    If he did ſee his face, why then I know,


    He thought to kiſſe him, & hath kild him ſo.

  


  


  
    Tis true, tis true, thus was Adonis ſlaine,


    He ran vpon the boare with his ſharpe ſpeare,

  


  Who did not whet his teeth at him againe,


  But by a kiſſe thought to perſwade him there.


  
    And nouſling in his flanke, the louing ſwine,


    Sheath’d vnaware his tuske in his ſoft groine.

  


  


  
    Had I beene tooth’d like him I muſt confeſſe,


    With kiſſing him I ſhould haue kild him firſt:

  


  But he is dead and neuer did he bleſſe


  My youth with his: the more am I accurſt:


  
    With this ſhe falleth in the place ſhe ſtood,


    And ſtaines her face with his congealed bloud.

  


  


  
    Shee lookes vpon his lips, and they are pale,


    She takes him by the hand, and that is cold,

  


  She whiſpers in his eares a heauie tale,


  As if they heard the wofull words ſhe told,


  
    She lifts the coffer-lids that cloſe his eyes,


    Where lo, two lamps burnt out in darkneſſe lies.

  


  


  
    Two glaſſes where her ſelfe, her ſelfe beheld,


    A thouſand times, and now no more reflect:

  


  Their vertue loſt, wherein they late exceld,


  And euerie beauty robd of his effect;


  
    Wonder of time (quoth ſhe) this is my ſpight,


    That you being dead, the day ſhold yet be light.

  


  


  
    Since thou art dead, lo here I prophecie,


    Sorrow on loue hereafter ſhall attend:

  


  It ſhall be waited on with iealouſie,


  Find ſweete beginning, but vnſauory end,


  
    Nere ſettled equally, but high or lowe;


    That all loues pleaſure ſhall not match his wo.

  


  


  
    It ſhall be fickle, falſe, and full of fraud,


    And ſhall be blaſted in a breathing while,

  


  The bottome poyſon, and the top ore-ſtraw’d


  With ſweetes, that ſhall the ſharpeſt ſight beguile,


  
    The ſtrongeſt body ſhall it make moſt weake,


    Strike the wiſe dumbe, & teach the foole to ſpeak.

  


  


  
    It ſhall be ſparing, and too full of riot,


    Teaching decrepit age to treade the meaſures,

  


  The ſtaring Ruffian ſhall it keepe in quiet,


  Pluck down the rich, enrich the poore with treaſures,


  
    It ſhall be raging mad, and ſillie milde,


    Make the yong old, the old become a childe.

  


  


  
    It ſhall ſuſpect where is no cauſe of feare,


    It ſhall not feare where it ſhould moſt miſtruſt,

  


  It ſhall be mercifull, and too ſeuere,


  And moſt deceiuing, when it ſeemes moſt iuſt:


  
    Peruerſe it ſhall be, where it ſhews moſt toward,


    Put feare to valour, courage to the coward.

  


  


  
    It ſhall be cauſe of war, and dire euents,


    And ſet diſſention twixt the ſon and ſire,

  


  Subiect and ſeruile to all diſcontents,


  As drie combuſtious matter is to fire:


  
    Sith in his prime, death doth my loue deſtroy,


    They, that loue beſt, their loue ſhall not enioy.

  


  


  
    By this, the boy that by her ſide lay kild,


    Was melted like a vapour from her ſight,

  


  And in his bloud that on the ground lay ſpild,


  A purple flower ſprong vp checkred with white,


  
    Reſembling well his pale cheekes & the bloud,


    Which in round drops vpon their whiteneſſe ſtood.

  


  


  
    She bowes her head, the new-ſprong floure to ſmel,


    Comparing it to her Adonis breath,

  


  And ſayes, within her boſome it ſhall dwell,


  Since he himſelfe is reft from her by death:


  
    She crops the ſtalke, and in the breach appeares


    Green-dropping ſap, which ſhe compares to tears.

  


  


  
    Poore floure (quoth ſhe) this was thy fathers guiſe,


    (Sweet iſſue of a more ſweet ſmelling ſire)

  


  For euerie little griefe to wet his eyes,


  To grow vnto himſelfe was his deſire,


  
    And ſo tis thine: but knowe it is as good,


    To wither in my breſt, as in his bloud.

  


  


  
    Here was thy fathers bed, here in my breaſt,


    Thou art the next of bloud, and tis thy right.

  


  Lowe in this hollow cradle take thy reſt,


  My throbbing heart ſhall rock thee day & night,


  
    There ſhall not be one minute in an houre,


    Wherein I will not kiſſe my ſweet loues flower.

  


  


  
    Thus wearie of the world, away ſhe hies,


    And yokes her ſiluer doues: by whoſe ſwift aide,

  


  Their miſtris mounted, through the empty skies,


  In her light chariot quickly is conuayde,


  
    Holding their courſe to Paphos, where their Queene


    Meanes to immure her ſelfe, and not be ſeene.

  


  


  
    


    F I N I S


    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    ❦
  


  [image: ornament]


  THE


  TEMPEST.


  [image: ornament]


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Catalogue of this Play.


  


  ❧Actus Primus.


  ❧Scœna Prima.


  ❧Scœna Secunda.


  
    ❧Actus Secundus.


    ❧Scœna Prima.

  


  ❧Scœna Secunda.


  
    ❧Actus Tertius.


    ❧Scœna Prima.

  


  ❧Scœna Secunda.


  ❧Scœna Tertia.


  
    ❧Actus Quartus.


    ❧Scœna Prima.

  


  
    ❧Actus Quintus.


    ❧Scœna Prima.

  


  ❧Epilogue, ſpoken by Proſpero.


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Actus Primus.


  [image: ornament]


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  [image: ornament]


  Scœna Prima.


  


  The Scene, an vn-inhabited Iſland.


  A tempeſtuous noiſe
of Thunder and Lightning heard:
Enter a Ship-maſter, and a Boteſwaine.


  
    SHIP-MASTER


    BOTESWAINE.

  


  
    BOTESWAINE


    Heere Maſter: What cheere?

  


  
    SHIP-MASTER


    Good: Speake to th’Mariners: fall too’t, yarely, or we run our ſelues a ground, beſtirre, beſtirre.

  


  Exit.


  Enter Mariners.


  BOTESWAINE


  Heigh my hearts, cheerely, cheerely my harts: yare, yare: Take in the toppe-ſale: Tend to th’Maſters whiſtle: Blow till thou burſt thy winde, if roome enough.


  
    Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio,
Ferdinando, Gonzalo, and others.

  


  
    ALONSO


    Good Boteſwaine haue care: where’s the Maſter? Play the men.

  


  
    BOTESWAINE


    I pray now keepe below.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Where is the Maſter, Boſon?

  


  
    BOTESWAINE


    Do you not heare him? you marre our labour, Keepe your Cabines: you do aſſiſt the ſtorme.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Nay, good be patient.

  


  
    BOTESWAINE


    When the Sea is: hence, what cares theſe roarers for the name of King? to Cabine; ſilence: trouble vs not.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Good, yet remember whom thou haſt aboord.

  


  BOTESWAINE


  None that I more loue then my ſelfe. You are a Counſellor, if you can command theſe Elements to ſilence, and worke the peace of the preſent, wee will not hand a rope more, vſe your authoritie: If you cannot, giue thankes you haue liu’d ſo long, and make your ſelfe readie in your Cabine for the miſchance of the houre, if it ſo hap. Cheerely good hearts: out of our way I ſay.


  Exit.


  GONZALO


  I haue great comfort from this fellow: methinks he hath no drowning marke vpon him, his complexion is perfect Gallowes: ſtand faſt good Fate to his hanging, make the rope of his deſtiny our cable, for our owne doth little aduantage: If he be not borne to bee hang’d, our caſe is miſerable.


  Exit.


  Enter Boteſwaine.


  
    BOTESWAINE


    Downe with the top-Maſt: yare, lower, lower, bring her to Try with Maine-courſe. A plague ———

  


  A cry within.


  Enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio & Gonzalo.


  vpon this howling: they are lowder then the weather, or our office: yet againe? What do you heere? Shal we giue ore and drowne, haue you a minde to ſinke?


  
    SEBASTIAN


    A poxe o’your throat, you bawling, blaſphemous incharitable Dog.

  


  
    BOTESWAINE


    Worke you then.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Hang cur, hang, you whoreſon inſolent Noyſe-maker, we are leſſe afraid to be drownde, then thou art.

  


  GONZALO


  I’le warrant him for drowning, though the Ship were no ſtronger then a Nutt-ſhell, and as leaky as an vnſtanched wench.


  
    BOTESWAINE


    Lay her a hold, a hold, ſet her two courſes off to Sea againe, lay her off.

  


  Enter Mariners wet.


  
    MARINERS


    All loſt, to prayers, to prayers, all loſt.

  


  
    BOTESWAINE


    What muſt our mouths be cold?

  


  
    GONZALO


    The King, and Prince, at prayers, let’s aſſiſt them, for our caſe is as theirs.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I’am out of patience.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    We are meerly cheated of our liues by drunkards,

  


  This wide-chopt-raſcall, would thou mightſt lye drowning the waſhing of ten Tides.


  
    GONZALO


    Hee’l be hang’d yet,

  


  Though euery drop of water ſweare againſt it,


  And gape at widſt to glut him.


  A confuſed noyſe within.


  Mercy on vs.


  We ſplit, we ſplit, Farewell my wife, and children,


  Farewell brother: we ſplit, we ſplit, we ſplit.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Let’s all ſinke with’King

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Let’s take leaue of him.

  


  Exit.


  GONZALO


  Now would I giue a thouſand furlongs of Sea, for an Acre of barren ground: Long heath, Browne firrs, any thing; the wills aboue be done, but I would faine dye a dry death.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Proſpero and Miranda.


  
    MIRANDA


    IF by your Art (my deereſt father) you haue

  


  Put the wild waters in this Rore; alay them:


  The skye it ſeemes would powre down ſtinking pitch,


  But that the Sea, mounting to th’welkins cheeke,


  Daſhes the fire out. Oh! I haue ſuffered


  With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer: A braue veſſell


  (Who had no doubt ſome noble creature in her)


  Daſh’d all to peeces: O the cry did knocke


  Againſt my very heart: poore ſoules, they periſh’d.


  Had I byn any God of power, I would


  Haue ſuncke the Sea within the Earth, or ere


  It ſhould the good Ship ſo haue ſwallow’d, and


  The fraughting Soules within her.


  
    PROSPERO


    Be collected,

  


  No more amazement: Tell your pitteous heart


  there’s no harme done.


  
    MIRANDA


    O woe, the day.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    No harme:

  


  I haue done nothing, but in care of thee


  (Of thee my deere one; thee my daughter) who


  Art ignorant of what thou art. naught knowing


  Of whence I am: nor that I am more better


  Then Proſpero, Maſter of a full poore cell,


  And thy no greater Father.


  
    MIRANDA


    More to know

  


  Did neuer medle with my thoughts.


  
    PROSPERO


    ’Tis time

  


  I ſhould informe thee farther: Lend thy hand


  And plucke my Magick garment from me: So,


  Lye there my Art: wipe thou thine eyes, haue comfort,


  The direfull ſpectacle of the wracke which touch’d


  The very vertue of compaſſion in thee:


  I haue with ſuch prouiſion in mine Art


  So ſafely ordered, that there is no ſoule


  No not ſo much perdition as an hayre


  Betid to any creature in the veſſell


  Which thou heardſt cry, which thou ſaw’ſt ſinke: Sit downe,


  For thou muſt now know farther.


  
    MIRANDA


    You haue often

  


  Begun to tell me what I am, but ſtopt


  And left me to a booteleſſe Inquiſition,


  Concluding, ſtay: not yet.


  
    PROSPERO


    The howr’s now come

  


  The very minute byds thee ope thine eare,


  Obey, and be attentiue. Canſt thou remember


  A time before we came vnto this Cell?


  I doe not thinke thou canſt, for then thou was’t not


  Out three yeeres old.


  
    MIRANDA


    Certainely Sir, I can.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    By what? by any other houſe, or perſon?

  


  Of any thing the Image, tell me, that


  Hath kept with thy remembrance.


  
    MIRANDA


    ’Tis farre off:

  


  And rather like a dreame, then an aſſurance


  That my remembrance warrants: Had I not


  Fowre, or fiue women once, that tended me?


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou hadſt; and more Miranda: But how is it

  


  That this liues in thy minde? What ſeeſt thou els


  In the dark-backward and Abiſme of Time?


  Yf thou remembreſt ought ere thou cam’ſt here,


  How thou cam’ſt here thou maiſt.


  
    MIRANDA


    But that I doe not.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Twelue yere ſince (Miranda ) twelue yere ſince,

  


  Thy father was the Duke of Millaine and


  A Prince of power:


  
    MIRANDA


    Sir, are not you my Father?

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Thy Mother was a peece of vertue, and

  


  She ſaid thou waſt my daughter; and thy father


  Was Duke of Millaine, and his onely heire,


  And Princeſſe; no worſe Iſſued.


  
    MIRANDA


    O the heauens,

  


  What fowle play had we, that we came from thence?


  Or bleſſed was’t we did?


  
    PROSPERO


    Both, both my Girle.

  


  By fowle-play (as thou ſaiſt) were we heau’d thence,


  But bleſſedly holpe hither.


  
    MIRANDA


    O my heart bleedes

  


  To thinke oth’teene that I haue turn’d you to,


  Which is from my remembrance, pleaſe you, farther;


  
    PROSPERO


    My brother and thy vncle, call’d Anthonio:

  


  I pray thee marke me, that a brother ſhould


  Be ſo perfidious: he, whom next thy ſelfe


  Of all the world I lou’d, and to him put


  The mannage of my ſtate, as at that time


  Through all the ſignories it was the firſt,


  And Proſpero, the prime Duke, being ſo reputed


  In dignity; and for the liberall Artes,


  Without a paralell; thoſe being all my ſtudie,


  The Gouernment I caſt vpon my brother,


  And to my State grew ſtranger, being tranſported


  And rapt in ſecret ſtudies, thy falſe vncle


  (Do’ſt thou attend me?)


  
    MIRANDA


    Sir, moſt heedefully.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Being once perfected how to graunt ſuites,

  


  how to deny them: who t’aduance, and who


  To traſh for ouer-topping; new created


  The creatures that were mine, I ſay, or chang’d ’em,


  Or els new form’d ’em; hauing both the key,


  Of Officer, and office, ſet all hearts i’th ſtate


  To what tune pleas’d his eare, that now he was


  The Iuy which had hid my princely Trunck,


  And ſuckt my verdure out on’t: Thou attend’ſt not?


  
    MIRANDA


    O good Sir, I doe.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    I pray thee marke me:

  


  I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated


  To cloſenes, and the bettering of my mind


  with that, which but by being ſo retir’d


  Ore-priz’d all popular rate: in my falſe brother


  Awak’d an euill nature, and my truſt


  Like a good parent, did beget of him


  A falſehood in it’s contrarie, as great


  As my truſt was, which had indeede no limit,


  A confidence ſans bound. He being thus Lorded,


  Not onely with what my reuenew yeelded,


  But what my power might els exact. Like one


  Who hauing into truth, by telling of it,


  Made ſuch a ſynner of his memorie


  To credite his owne lie, he did beleeue


  He was indeed the Duke, out o’th’Subſtitution


  And executing th’outward face of Roialtie


  With all prerogatiue: hence his Ambition growing:


  Do’ſt thou heare ?


  
    MIRANDA


    Your tale, Sir, would cure deafeneſſe.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    To haue no Schreene between this part he plaid,

  


  And him he plaid it for, he needes will be


  Abſolute Millaine, Me (poore man) my Librarie


  Was Dukedome large enough: of temporall roalties


  He thinks me now incapable. Confederates


  (ſo drie he was for Sway) with King of Naples


  To giue him Annuall tribute, doe him homage


  Subiect his Coronet, to his Crowne and bend


  The Dukedom yet vnbow’d (alas poore Millaine )


  To moſt ignoble ſtooping.


  
    MIRANDA


    Oh the heauens:

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Marke his condition, and th’euent, then tell me

  


  If this might be a brother.


  
    MIRANDA


    I ſhould ſinne

  


  To thinke but Noblie of my Grand-mother,


  Good wombes haue borne bad ſonnes.


  
    PROSPERO


    Now the Condition.

  


  This King of Naples being an Enemy


  To me inueterate, hearkens my Brothers ſuit,


  Which was, That he in lieu o’th’premiſes,


  Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute,


  Should preſently extirpate me and mine


  Out of the Dukedome, and confer faire Millaine


  With all the Honors, on my brother: Whereon


  A treacherous Armie leuied, one mid-night


  Fated to th’purpoſe, did Anthonio open


  The gates of Millaine, and ith’dead of darkeneſſe


  The miniſters for th’purpoſe hurried thence


  Me, and thy crying ſelfe.


  
    MIRANDA


    Alack, for pitty:

  


  I not remembring how I cride out then


  Will cry it ore againe: it is a hint


  That wrings mine eyes too’t.


  
    PROSPERO


    Heare a little further,

  


  And then I’le bring thee to the preſent buſineſſe


  Which now’s vpon’s: without the which, this Story


  Were moſt impertinent.


  
    MIRANDA


    Wherefore did they not

  


  That howre deſtroy vs?


  
    PROSPERO


    Well demanded, wench:

  


  My Tale prouokes that queſtion: Deare, they durſt not,


  So deare the loue my people bore me: nor ſet


  A marke ſo bloudy on the buſineſſe; but


  With colours fairer, painted their foule ends.


  In few, they hurried vs a-boord a Barke,


  Bore vs ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared


  A rotten carkaſſe of a Butt, not rigg’d,


  Nor tackle, ſayle, nor maſt, the very rats


  Inſtinctiuely haue quit it: There they hoyſt vs


  To cry to th’Sea, that roard to vs; to ſigh


  To th’windes, whoſe pitty ſighing backe againe


  Did vs but louing wrong.


  
    MIRANDA


    Alack, what trouble

  


  Was I then to you?


  
    PROSPERO


    O, a Cherubin

  


  Thou was’t that did preſerue me; Thou didſt ſmile,


  Infuſed with a fortitude from heauen,


  When I haue deck’d the ſea with drops full ſalt,


  Vnder my burthen groan’d, which rais’d in me


  An vndergoing ſtomacke, to beare vp


  Againſt what ſhould enſue.


  
    MIRANDA


    How came we a ſhore?

  


  
    PROSPERO


    By prouidence diuine,

  


  Some food, we had, and ſome freſh water, that


  A noble Neopolitan Gonzalo


  Out of his Charity, (who being then appointed


  Maſter of this deſigne) did giue vs, with


  Rich garments, linnens, ſtuffs, and neceſſaries


  Which ſince haue ſteeded much, ſo of his gentleneſſe


  Knowing I lou’d my bookes, he furniſhd me


  From mine owne Library, with volumes, that


  I prize aboue my Dukedome.


  
    MIRANDA


    Would I might

  


  But euer ſee that man.


  
    PROSPERO


    Now I ariſe,

  


  Sit ſtill, and heare the laſt of our ſea-ſorrow:


  Heere in this Iland we arriu’d, and heere


  Haue I, thy Schoolemaſter, made thee more profit


  Then other Princeſſe can, that haue more time


  For vainer howres; and Tutors, not ſo carefull.


  
    MIRANDA


    Heuens thank you for’t. And now I pray you Sir,

  


  For ſtill ’tis beating in my minde; your reaſon


  For rayſing this Sea-ſtorme?


  
    PROSPERO


    Know thus far forth,

  


  By accident moſt ſtrange, bountifull Fortune


  (Now my deere Lady) hath mine enemies


  Brought to this ſhore: And by my preſcience


  I finde my Zenith doth depend vpon


  A moſt auſpitious ſtarre, whoſe influence


  If now I court not, but omit; my fortunes


  Will euer after droope: Heare ceaſe more queſtions,


  Thou art inclinde to ſleepe: ’tis a good dulneſſe,


  And giue it way: I know thou canſt not chuſe:


  Come away, Seruant, come; I am ready now,


  Approach my Ariel. Come.


  Enter Ariel.


  
    ARIEL


    All haile, great Maſter, graue Sir, haile: I come

  


  To anſwer thy beſt pleaſure; be’t to fly,


  To ſwim, to diue into the fire: to ride


  On the curld clowds: to thy ſtrong bidding, taske


  Ariel, and all his Qualitie.


  
    PROSPERO


    Haſt thou, Spirit,

  


  Performd to point, the Tempeſt that I bad thee.


  
    ARIEL


    To euery Article.

  


  I boorded the Kings ſhip: now on the Beake,


  Now in the Waſte, the Decke, in euery Cabyn,


  I flam’d amazement, ſometime I’ld diuide


  And burne in many places; on the Top-maſt,


  The Yards and Bore-ſpritt, would I flame diſtinctly,


  Then meete, and ioyne. Ioues Lightning, the precurſers


  O’th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentarie


  And ſight out-running were not; the fire, and cracks


  Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neptune


  Seeme to beſiege, and make his bold waues tremble,


  Yea, his dread Trident ſhake.


  
    PROSPERO


    My braue Spirit,

  


  Who was ſo firme, ſo conſtant, that this coyle


  Would not infect his reaſon?


  
    ARIEL


    Not a ſoule

  


  But felt a Feauer of the madde, and plaid


  Some tricks of deſperation; all but Mariners


  Plung’d in the foaming bryne, and quit the veſſell;


  Then all a fire with me the Kings ſonne Ferdinand


  With haire vp-ſtaring (then like reeds, not haire)


  Was the firſt man that leapt; cride hell is empty,


  And all the Diuels are heere.


  
    PROSPERO


    Why that’s my ſpirit:

  


  But was not this nye ſhore?


  
    ARIEL


    Cloſe by, my Maſter.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    But are they (Ariel ) ſafe?

  


  
    ARIEL


    Not a haire periſhd:

  


  On their ſuſtaining garments not a blemiſh,


  But freſher then before: and as thou badſt me,


  In troops I haue diſperſd them ’bout the Iſle:


  The Kings ſonne haue I landed by himſelfe,


  Whom I left cooling of the Ayre with ſighes,


  In an odde Angle of the Iſle, and ſitting


  His armes in this ſad knot.


  
    PROSPERO


    Of the Kings ſhip,

  


  The Marriners, ſay how thou haſt diſpoſd,


  And all the reſt o’th’Fleete?


  
    ARIEL


    Safely in harbour

  


  Is the Kings ſhippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once


  Thou calldſt me vp at midnight to fetch dewe


  From the ſtill-vext Bermoothes, there ſhe’s hid;


  The Marriners all vnder hatches ſtowed,


  Who, with a Charme ioynd to their ſuffred labour


  I haue left aſleep: and for the reſt o’th’Fleet


  (Which I diſpers’d) they all haue met againe,


  And are vpon the Mediterranian Flote


  Bound ſadly home for Naples,


  Suppoſing that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wrackt,


  And his great perſon periſh.


  
    PROSPERO


    Ariel, thy charge

  


  Exactly is perform’d; but there’s more worke:


  What is the time o’th’day?


  
    ARIEL


    Paſt the mid ſeaſon.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    At leaſt two Glaſſes: the time ’twixt ſix & now

  


  Muſt by vs both be ſpent moſt preciouſly.


  
    ARIEL


    Is there more toyle? Since thou doſt giue me pains,

  


  Let me remember thee what thou haſt promis’d,


  Which is not yet perform’d me.


  
    PROSPERO


    How now? moodie?

  


  What is’t thou canſt demand?


  
    ARIEL


    My Libertie.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Before the time be out? no more:

  


  
    ARIEL


    I prethee,

  


  Remember I haue done thee worthy ſeruice,


  Told thee no lyes, made thee no miſtakings, ſerv’d


  Without or grudge, or grumblings; thou did promiſe


  To bate me a full yeere.


  
    PROSPERO


    Do’ſt thou forget

  


  From what a torment I did free thee?


  
    ARIEL


    No.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou do’ſt: & thinkſt it much to tread the Ooze

  


  Of the ſalt deepe;


  To run vpon the ſharpe winde of the North,


  To doe me buſineſſe in the veines o’th’earth


  When it is bak’d with froſt.


  
    ARIEL


    I doe not Sir.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou lieſt, malignant Thing: haſt thou forgot

  


  The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Enuy


  Was growne into a hoope? haſt thou forgot her?


  
    ARIEL


    No Sir.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou haſt: where was ſhe born? ſpeak: tell me:

  


  
    ARIEL


    Sir, in Argier.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Oh, was ſhe ſo: I muſt

  


  Once in a moneth recount what thou haſt bin,


  Which thou forgetſt. This damn’d Witch Sycorax


  For miſchiefes manifold, and ſorceries terrible


  To enter humane hearing, from Argier


  Thou know’ſt was baniſh’d: for one thing ſhe did


  They wold not take her life: Is not this true?


  
    ARIEL


    I, Sir.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    This blew ey’d hag, was hither brought with child,

  


  And here was left by th’Saylors; thou my ſlaue,


  As thou reportſt thy ſelfe, was then her ſeruant,


  And for thou waſt a Spirit too delicate


  To act her earthy, and abhord commands,


  Refuſing her grand heſts, ſhe did confine thee


  By helpe of her more potent Miniſters,


  And in her moſt vnmittigable rage,


  Into a clouen Pyne, within which rift


  Impriſon’d, thou didſt painefully remaine


  A dozen yeeres: within which ſpace ſhe di’d,


  And left thee there: where thou didſt vent thy groanes


  As faſt as Mill-wheeles ſtrike: Then was this Iſland


  (Saue for the Son, that he did littour heere,


  A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne) not honour’d with


  A humane ſhape.


  
    ARIEL


    Yes: Caliban her ſonne.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Dull thing, I ſay ſo: he, that Caliban

  


  Whom now I keepe in ſeruice, thou beſt know’ſt


  What torment I did finde thee in; thy grones


  Did make wolues howle, and penetrate the breaſts


  Of euer-angry Beares; it was a torment


  To lay vpon the damn’d, which Sycorax


  Could not againe vndoe: it was mine Art,


  When I arriu’d, and heard thee, that made gape


  The Pyne, and let thee out.


  
    ARIEL


    I thanke thee Maſter.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    If thou more murmur’ſt, I will rend an Oake

  


  And peg-thee in his knotty entrailes, till


  Thou haſt howl’d away twelue winters.


  
    ARIEL


    Pardon, Maſter,

  


  I will be correſpondent to command


  And doe my ſpryting, gently.


  
    PROSPERO


    Doe ſo: and after two daies

  


  I will diſcharge thee.


  
    ARIEL


    That’s my noble Maſter:

  


  What ſhall I doe? ſay what? what ſhall I doe?


  
    PROSPERO


    Goe make thy ſelfe like a Nymph o’th’Sea,

  


  Be ſubiect to no ſight but thine, and mine: inuiſible


  To euery eye-ball elſe: goe take this ſhape


  And hither come in’t: goe: hence


  With diligence.


  Exit.


  
    PROSPERO


    Awake, deere hart awake, thou haſt ſlept well,

  


  Awake.


  
    MIRANDA


    The ſtrangenes of your ſtory, put

  


  Heauineſſe in me.


  
    PROSPERO


    Shake it off: Come on,

  


  Wee’ll viſit Caliban, my ſlaue, who neuer


  Yeelds vs kinde anſwere.


  
    MIRANDA


    ’Tis a villaine Sir, I doe not loue to looke on.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    But as ’tis

  


  We cannot miſſe him: he do’s make our fire,


  Fetch in our wood, and ſerues in Offices


  That profit vs: What hoa: ſlaue: Caliban:


  Thou Earth, thou: ſpeake.


  
    CALIBAN WITHIN


    There’s wood enough within.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Come forth I ſay, there’s other buſines for thee:

  


  Come thou Tortoys, when?


  Enter Ariel like a water-Nymph.


  Fine appariſion: my queint Ariel,


  Hearke in thine eare.


  
    ARIEL


    My Lord, it ſhall be done.

  


  Exit.


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou poyſonous ſlaue, got by the diuell himſelfe

  


  Vpon thy wicked Dam; come forth.


  Enter Caliban.


  
    CALIBAN


    As wicked dewe, as ere my mother bruſh’d

  


  With Rauens feather from vnwholeſome Fen


  Drop on you both: A Southweſt blow on yee,


  And bliſter you all ore.


  
    PROSPERO


    For this be ſure, to night thou ſhalt haue cramps,

  


  Side-ſtitches, that ſhall pen thy breath vp, Vrchins


  Shall for that vaſt of night, that they may worke


  All exerciſe on thee: thou ſhalt be pinch’d


  As thicke as hony-combe, each pinch more ſtinging


  Then Bees that made ’em.


  
    CALIBAN


    I muſt eat my dinner:

  


  This Iſland’s mine by Sycorax my mother,


  Which thou tak’ſt from me: when thou cam’ſt firſt


  Thou ſtroakſt me, & made much of me: wouldſt giue me


  Water with berries in’t: and teach me how


  To name the bigger Light, and how the leſſe


  That burne by day, and night: and then I lou’d thee


  And ſhew’d thee all the qualities o’th’Iſle,


  The freſh Springs, Brine-pits; barren place and fertill,


  Curs’d be I that did ſo: All the Charmes


  Of Sycorax: Toades, Beetles, Batts light on you:


  For I am all the Subiects that you haue,


  Which firſt was min owne King: and here you ſty-me


  In this hard Rocke, whiles you doe keepe from me


  The reſt o’th’Iſland.


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou moſt lying ſlaue,

  


  Whom ſtripes may moue, not kindnes: I haue vs’d thee


  (Filth as thou art) with humane care, and lodg’d thee


  In mine owne Cell, till thou didſt ſeeke to violate


  The honor of my childe.


  
    CALIBAN


    Oh ho, oh ho, would’t had bene done:

  


  Thou didſt preuent me, I had peopel’d elſe


  This Iſle with Calibans.


  
    MIRANDA


    Abhorred Slaue,

  


  Which any print of goodneſſe wilt not take,


  Being capable of all ill: I pittied thee,


  Took pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each houre


  One thing or other: when thou didſt not (Sauage)


  Know thine owne meaning; but wouldſt gabble, like


  A thing moſt brutiſh, I endow’d thy purpoſes


  With words that made them knowne: But thy vild race


  (Tho thou didſt learn) had that in’t, which good natures


  Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou


  Deſeruedly confin’d into this Rocke, who hadſt


  Deſeru’d more then a priſon.


  
    CALIBAN


    You taught me Language, and my profit on’t

  


  Is, I know how to curſe: the red-plague rid you


  For learning me your language.


  
    PROSPERO


    Hag-ſeed, hence:

  


  Fetch vs in Fewell, and be quicke thou’rt beſt


  To anſwer other buſineſſe: ſhrug’ſt thou (Malice)


  If thou neglectſt, or doſt vnwillingly


  What I command, Ile racke thee with old Crampes,


  Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rore,


  That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy dyn.


  
    CALIBAN


    No, ’pray thee.

  


  I muſt obey, his Art is of ſuch pow’r,


  It would controll my Dams god Setebos,


  And make a vaſſaile of him.


  
    PROSPERO


    So ſlaue, hence.

  


  Exit Cal.


  
    Enter Ferdinand & Ariel,
inuiſible playing & ſinging.

  


  
    ARIEL SONG


    Come vnto theſe yellow ſands,

  


  and then take hands:


  Curtſied when you haue, and kiſt


  the wilde waues whiſt:


  
    Foote it featly heere, and there, and ſweete Sprights beare the burthen.

  


  Burthen diſperſedly.


  
    Harke, harke, bowgh wawgh: the watch-Dogges barke, bowgh-wawgh.

  


  ARIEL


  
    Hark, hark, I heare, the ſtraine of ſtrutting Chanticlere cry cockadidle-dowe.

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    Where ſhold this Muſick be? I’th aire, or th’earth?

  


  It ſounds no more: and ſure it waytes vpon


  Some God o’th’Iland, ſitting on a banke,


  Weeping againe the King my Fathers wracke.


  This Muſicke crept by me vpon the waters,


  Allaying both their fury, and my paſſion


  With it’s ſweet ayre: thence I haue follow’d it


  (Or it hath drawne me rather) but ’tis gone.


  No, it begins againe.


  ARIEL SONG


  Full fadom fiue thy Father lies,


  Of his bones are Corrall made:


  Thoſe are pearles that were his eies,


  Nothing of him that doth fade,


  But doth ſuffer a Sea-change


  Into ſomething rich, & ſtrange:


  Sea-Nimphs hourly ring his knell.


  Burthen: ding dong.


  Harke now I heare them, ding-dong bell.


  
    FERDINANDO


    The Ditty do’s remember my drown’d father,

  


  This is no mortall buſines, nor no ſound


  That the earth owes: I heare it now aboue me.


  
    PROSPERO


    The fringed Curtaines of thine eye aduance,

  


  And ſay what thou ſee’ſt yond.


  
    MIRANDA


    What is’t a Spirit?

  


  Lord, how it lookes about: Beleeue me ſir,


  It carries a braue forme. But ’tis a ſpirit.


  
    PROSPERO


    No wench, it eats, and ſleeps, & hath ſuch ſenſes

  


  As we haue: ſuch. This Gallant which thou ſeeſt


  Was in the wracke: and but hee’s ſomething ſtain’d


  With greefe (that’s beauties canker) thou might’ſt call him


  A goodly perſon: he hath loſt his fellowes,


  And ſtrayes about to finde ’em.


  
    MIRANDA


    I might call him

  


  A thing diuine, for nothing naturall


  I euer ſaw ſo Noble.


  
    PROSPERO


    It goes on I ſee

  


  As my ſoule prompts it: Spirit, fine ſpirit, Ile free thee


  Within two dayes for this.


  
    FERDINANDO


    Moſt ſure the Goddeſſe

  


  On whom theſe ayres attend: Vouchſafe my pray’r


  May know if you remaine vpon this Iſland,


  And that you will ſome good inſtruction giue


  How I may beare me heere: my prime requeſt


  (Which I do laſt pronounce) is (O you wonder)


  If you be Mayd, or no?


  
    MIRANDA


    No wonder Sir,

  


  But certainly a Mayd.


  
    FERDINANDO


    My Language? Heauens:

  


  I am the beſt of them that ſpeake this ſpeech,


  Were I but where ’tis ſpoken.


  
    PROSPERO


    How? the beſt?

  


  What wer’t thou if the King of Naples heard thee?


  
    FERDINANDO


    A ſingle thing, as I am now, that wonders

  


  To heare thee ſpeake of Naples: he do’s heare me,


  And that he do’s, I weepe: my ſelfe am Naples,


  Who, with mine eyes (neuer ſince at ebbe) beheld


  The King my Father wrack’t.


  
    MIRANDA


    Alacke, for mercy.

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    Yes faith, & all his Lords, the Duke of Millaine

  


  And his braue ſonne, being twaine.


  
    PROSPERO


    The Duke of Millaine

  


  And his more brauer daughter, could controll thee


  If now ’twere fit to do’t: At the firſt ſight


  They haue chang’d eyes: Delicate Ariel,


  Ile ſet thee free for this. A word good Sir,


  I feare you haue done your ſelfe ſome wrong: A word.


  
    MIRANDA


    Why ſpeakes my father ſo vngently? This

  


  Is the third man that ere I ſaw: the firſt


  That ere I ſigh’d for: pitty moue my father


  To be enclin’d my way.


  
    FERDINANDO


    O, if a Virgin,

  


  And your affection not gone forth, Ile make you


  The Queene of Naples.


  
    PROSPERO


    Soft ſir, one word more.

  


  They are both in eythers pow’rs: But this ſwift buſines


  I muſt vneaſie make, leaſt too light winning


  Make the prize light. One word more: I charge thee


  That thou attend me: Thou do’ſt heere vſurpe


  The name thou ow’ſt not, and haſt put thy ſelfe


  Vpon this Iſland, as a ſpy, to win it


  From me, the Lord on’t.


  
    FERDINANDO


    No, as I am a man.

  


  
    MIRANDA


    Ther’s nothing ill, can dwell in ſuch a Temple,

  


  If the ill-ſpirit haue ſo fayre a houſe,


  Good things will ſtriue to dwell with’t.


  
    PROSPERO


    Follow me.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Speake not you for him: hee’s a Traitor: come,

  


  Ile manacle thy necke and feete together:


  Sea water ſhalt thou drinke: thy food ſhall be


  The freſh-brooke Muſſels, wither’d roots, and huskes


  Wherein the Acorne cradled. Follow.


  
    FERDINANDO


    No,

  


  I will reſiſt ſuch entertainment, till


  Mine enemy ha’s more pow’r.


  
    He drawes,
and is charmed from mouing.

  


  
    MIRANDA


    O deere Father,

  


  Make not too raſh a triall of him, for


  Hee’s gentle, and not fearfull.


  
    PROSPERO


    What I ſay,

  


  My foote my Tutor? Put thy ſword vp Traitor,


  Who mak’ſt a ſhew, but dar’ſt not ſtrike: thy conſcience


  Is ſo poſſeſt with guilt: Come, from thy ward,


  For I can heere diſarme thee with this ſticke,


  And make thy weapon drop.


  
    MIRANDA


    Beſeech you Father.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Hence: hang not on my garments.

  


  
    MIRANDA


    Sir haue pity,

  


  Ile be his ſurety.


  
    PROSPERO


    Silence: One word more

  


  Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee: What,


  An aduocate for an Impoſtor? Huſh:


  Thou think’ſt there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he,


  (Hauing ſeene but him and Caliban: ) Fooliſh wench,


  To th’moſt of men, this is a Caliban,


  And they to him are Angels.


  
    MIRANDA


    My affections

  


  Are then moſt humble: I haue no ambition


  To ſee a goodlier man.


  
    PROSPERO


    Come on, obey:

  


  Thy Nerues are in their infancy againe.


  And haue no vigour in them.


  
    FERDINANDO


    So they are:

  


  My ſpirits, as in a dreame, are all bound vp:


  My Fathers loſſe, the weakneſſe which I feele,


  The wracke of all my friends, nor this mans threats,


  To whom I am ſubdude, are but light to me,


  Might I but through my priſon once a day


  Behold this Mayd: all corners elſe o’th’Earth


  Let liberty make vſe of: ſpace enough


  Haue I in ſuch a priſon.


  
    PROSPERO


    It workes: Come on.

  


  Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel: follow me,


  Harke what thou elſe ſhalt do mee.


  
    MIRANDA


    Be of comfort,

  


  My Fathers of a better nature (Sir)


  Then he appeares by ſpeech: this is vnwonted


  Which now came from him.


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou ſhalt be as free

  


  As mountaine windes; but then exactly do


  All points of my command.


  
    ARIEL


    To th’ſyllable.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Come follow: ſpeake not for him.

  


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Secundus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio,
Gonzalo, Adrian, Franciſco, and others.


  
    GONZALO


    BESEECH you Sir, be merry; you haue cauſe,

  


  (So haue we all) of ioy; for our eſcape


  Is much beyond our loſſe; our hint of woe


  Is common, euery day, ſome Saylors wife,


  The Maſters of ſome Merchant, and the Merchant


  Haue iuſt our Theame of woe: But for the miracle,


  (I meane our preſeruation) few in millions


  Can ſpeake like vs: then wiſely (good Sir) weigh


  Our ſorrow, with our comfort.


  
    ALONSO


    Prethee peace.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    He receiues comfort like cold porredge.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    The Viſitor will not giue him ore ſo.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Looke, hee’s winding vp the watch of his wit,

  


  By and by it will ſtrike.


  
    GONZALO


    Sir.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    One: Tell.

  


  
    GONZALO


    When euery greefe is entertaind,

  


  That’s offer’d comes to th’entertainer.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    A dollor.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Dolour comes to him indeed, you haue ſpoken

  


  truer then you purpos’d.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    You haue taken it wiſelier then I meant you

  


  ſhould.


  
    GONZALO


    Therefore my Lord.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Fie, what a ſpend-thrift is he of his tongue.

  


  
    ALONSO


    I pre-thee ſpare.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Well, I haue done: But yet

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    He will be talking.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager,

  


  Firſt begins to crow?


  
    SEBASTIAN


    The old Cocke.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    The Cockrell.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Done: The wager?

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    A Laughter.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    A match.

  


  
    ADRIAN


    Though this Iſland ſeeme to be deſert.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Ha, ha, ha.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    So: you’r paid.

  


  
    ADRIAN


    Vninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſſible.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Yet

  


  
    ADRIAN


    Yet

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    He could not miſſe’t.

  


  
    ADRIAN


    It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate

  


  temperance.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Temperance was a delicate wench.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I, and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliuer’d.

  


  
    ADRIAN


    The ayre breathes vpon vs here moſt ſweetly.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Or, as ’twere perfum’d by a Fen.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Heere is euery thing aduantageous to life.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    True, ſaue meanes to liue.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Of that there’s none, or little.

  


  
    GONZALO


    How luſh and luſty the graſſe lookes?

  


  How greene?


  
    ANTHONIO


    The ground indeed is tawny.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    With an eye of greene in’t.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    He miſſes not much.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    No: he doth but miſtake the truth totally.

  


  
    GONZALO


    But the rariety of it is, which is indeed almoſt beyond credit.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    As many voucht rarieties are.

  


  GONZALO


  That our Garments being (as they were) drencht in the Sea, hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſſe and gloſſes, being rather new dy’de then ſtain’d with ſalte water.


  
    ANTHONIO


    If but one of his pockets could ſpeake, would it not ſay he lyes?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I, or very falſely pocket vp his report.

  


  GONZALO


  Me thinkes our garments are now as freſh as when we put them on firſt in Affricke, at the marriage of the kings faire daughter Claribel to the king of Tunis.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    ’Twas a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well in our returne.

  


  
    ADRIAN


    Tunis was neuer grac’d before with ſuch a Paragon to their Queene.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Not ſince widdow Dido’s time.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Widow? A pox o’that: how came that Widdow in? Widdow Dido!

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    What if he had ſaid Widdower Aeneas too?

  


  Good Lord, how you take it?


  
    ADRIAN


    Widdow Dido ſaid you? You make me ſtudy of that: She was of Carthage, not of Tunis.

  


  
    GONZALO


    This Tunis Sir was Carthage.

  


  
    ADRIAN


    Carthage?

  


  
    GONZALO


    I aſſure you Carthage.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    His word is more then the miraculous Harpe.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    He hath rais’d the wall, and houſes too.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    What impoſſible matter wil he make eaſy next?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I thinke hee will carry this Iſland home in his pocket, and giue it his ſonne for an Apple.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    And ſowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring forth more Iſlands.

  


  
    GONZALO


    I.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Why in good time.

  


  GONZALO


  Sir, we were talking, that our garments ſeeme now as freſh as when we were at Tunis at the marriage of your daughter, who is now Queene.


  
    ANTHONIO


    And the rareſt that ere came there.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Bate (I beſeech you) widdow Dido.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    O Widdow Dido? I, Widdow Dido.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Is not Sir my doublet as freſh as the firſt day I wore it? I meane in a ſort.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    That ſort was well fiſh’d for.

  


  
    GONZALO


    When I wore it at your daughters marriage.

  


  ALONSO


  You cram theſe words into mine eares, againſt the ſtomacke of my ſenſe: would I had neuer Married my daughter there: For comming thence My ſonne is loſt, and (in my rate) ſhe too,


  Who is ſo farre from Italy remoued,


  I ne’re againe ſhall ſee her: O thou mine heire


  Of Naples and of Millaine, what ſtrange fiſh


  Hath made his meale on thee?


  
    FRANCISCO


    Sir he may liue,

  


  I ſaw him beate the ſurges vnder him,


  And ride vpon their backes; he trod the water


  Whoſe enmity he flung aſide: and breſted


  The ſurge moſt ſwolne that met him: his bold head


  ’Boue the contentious waues he kept, and oared


  Himſelfe with his good armes in luſty ſtroke


  To th’ſhore; that ore his waue-worne baſis bowed


  As ſtooping to releeue him: I not doubt


  He came aliue to Land.


  
    ALONSO


    No, no, hee’s gone.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Sir you may thank your ſelfe for this great loſſe,

  


  That would not bleſſe our Europe with your daughter,


  But rather looſe her to an Affrican,


  Where ſhe at leaſt, is baniſh’d from your eye,


  Who hath cauſe to wet the greefe on’t.


  
    ALONSO


    Pre-thee peace.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    You were kneel’d too, & importun’d otherwiſe

  


  By all of vs: and the faire ſoule her ſelfe


  Waigh’d betweene loathneſſe, and obedience, at


  Which end o’th’beame ſhould bow: we haue loſt your ſon,


  I feare for euer: Millaine and Naples haue


  Mo widdowes in them of this buſineſſe making,


  Then we bring men to comfort them:


  The faults your owne.


  
    ALONSO


    So is the deer’ſt oth’loſſe.

  


  
    GONZALO


    My Lord Sebaſtian,

  


  The truth you ſpeake doth lacke ſome gentleneſſe,


  And time to ſpeake it in: you rub the ſore,


  When you ſhould bring the plaiſter.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Very well.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    And moſt Chirurgeonly.

  


  
    GONZALO


    It is foule weather in vs all, good Sir,

  


  When you are cloudy.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Fowle weather?

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Very foule.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Had I plantation of this Iſle my Lord.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Hee’d ſow’t with Nettle-ſeed.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Or dockes, or Mallowes.

  


  
    GONZALO


    And were the King on’t, what would I do?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Scape being drunke, for want of Wine.

  


  
    GONZALO


    I’th’Commonwealth I would (by contraries)

  


  Execute all things: For no kinde of Trafficke


  Would I admit: No name of Magiſtrate:


  Letters ſhould not be knowne: Riches, pouerty,


  And vſe of ſeruice, none: Contract, Succeſſion,


  Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none:


  No vſe of Mettall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle:


  No occupation, all men idle, all:


  And Women too, but innocent and pure:


  No Soueraignty.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Yet he would be King on’t.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    The latter end of his Common-wealth forgets the beginning.

  


  
    GONZALO


    All things in common Nature ſhould produce

  


  Without ſweat or endeuour: Treaſon, fellony,


  Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or neede of any Engine


  Would I not haue: but Nature ſhould bring forth


  Of it owne kinde, all foyzon, all abundance


  To feed my innocent people.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    No marrying ’mong his ſubiects?

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    None (man) all idle; Whores and knaues,

  


  
    GONZALO


    I would with ſuch perfection gouerne Sir:

  


  T’Excell the Golden Age.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    ’Saue his Maieſty.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Long liue Gonzalo.

  


  
    GONZALO


    And do you marke me, Sir?

  


  
    ALONSO


    Pre-thee no more: thou doſt talke nothing to me.

  


  GONZALO


  I do well beleeue your Highneſſe, and did it to miniſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch ſenſible and nimble Lungs, that they alwayes vſe to laugh at nothing.


  
    ANTHONIO


    ’Twas you we laugh’d at.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Who, in this kind of merry fooling am nothing to you: ſo you may continue, and laugh at nothing ſtill.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    What a blow was there giuen?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    And it had not falne flat-long.

  


  GONZALO


  You are Gentlemen of braue mettal: you would lift the Moone out of her ſpheare, if ſhe would continue in it fiue weekes without changing.


  
    Enter Ariel
playing ſolemne Muſicke.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    We would ſo, and then go a Bat-fowling.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Nay good my Lord, be not angry.

  


  GONZALO


  No I warrant you, I will not aduenture my diſcretion ſo weakly: Will you laugh me aſleepe, for I am very heauy.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Go ſleepe, and heare vs.

  


  
    ALONSO


    What, all ſo ſoone aſleepe? I wiſh mine eyes

  


  Would (with themſelues) ſhut vp my thoughts,


  I finde they are inclin’d to do ſo.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Pleaſe you Sir,

  


  Do not omit the heauy offer of it:


  It ſildome viſits ſorrow, when it doth, it is a Comforter.


  
    ANTHONIO


    We two my Lord, will guard your perſon,

  


  While you take your reſt, and watch your ſafety.


  
    ALONSO


    Thanke you: Wondrous heauy.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    What a ſtrange drowſines poſſeſſes them?

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    It is the quality o’th’Clymate.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Why

  


  Doth it not then our eye-lids ſinke? I finde


  Not my ſelfe diſpos’d to ſleep.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Nor I, my ſpirits are nimble:

  


  They fell together all, as by conſent


  They dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke: what might


  Worthy Sebaſtian? O, what might? no more:


  And yet, me thinkes I ſee it in thy face,


  What thou ſhould’ſt be: th’occaſion ſpeaks thee, and


  My ſtrong imagination ſee’s a Crowne


  Dropping vpon thy head.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    What? art thou waking?

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Do you not heare me ſpeake?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I do, and ſurely

  


  It is a ſleepy Language; and thou ſpeak’ſt


  Out of thy ſleepe: What is it thou didſt ſay?


  This is a ſtrange repoſe, to be aſleepe


  With eyes wide open: ſtanding, ſpeaking, mouing:


  And yet ſo faſt aſleepe.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Noble Sebaſtian,

  


  Thou let’ſt thy fortune ſleepe: die rather: wink’ſt


  Whiles thou art waking.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Thou do’ſt ſnore diſtinctly,

  


  There’s meaning in thy ſnores.


  
    ANTHONIO


    I am more ſerious then my cuſtome: you

  


  Muſt be ſo too, if heed me: which to do,


  Trebbles thee o’re.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Well: I am ſtanding water.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Ile teach you how to flow.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Do ſo: to ebbe

  


  Hereditary Sloth inſtructs me.


  
    ANTHONIO


    O!

  


  If you but knew how you the purpoſe cheriſh


  Whiles thus you mocke it: how in ſtripping it


  You more inueſt it: ebbing men, indeed


  (Moſt often) do ſo neere the bottome run


  By their owne feare, or ſloth.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    ’Pre-thee ſay on,

  


  The ſetting of thine eye, and cheeke proclaime


  A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed,


  Which throwes thee much to yeeld.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Thus Sir:

  


  Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this


  Who ſhall be of as little memory


  When he is earth’d, hath here almoſt perſwaded


  (For hee’s a Spirit of perſwaſion, onely


  Profeſſes to perſwade) the King his ſonne’s aliue,


  ’Tis as impoſſible that hee’s vndrown’d,


  As he that ſleepes heere, ſwims.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I haue no hope

  


  That hee’s vndrown’d.


  
    ANTHONIO


    O, out of that no hope,

  


  What great hope haue you? No hope that way, Is


  Another way ſo high a hope, that euen


  Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond


  But doubt diſcouery there. Will you grant with me


  That Ferdinand is drown’d.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    He’s gone.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Then tell me, who’s the next heire of Naples?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Claribell.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    She that is Queene of Tunis: ſhe that dwels

  


  Ten leagues beyond mans life: ſhe that from Naples


  Can haue no note, vnleſſe the Sun were poſt:


  The Man i’th Moone’s too ſlow, till new-borne chinnes


  Be rough, and Razor-able: She that from whom


  We all were ſea-ſwallow’d, though ſome caſt againe,


  (And by that deſtiny) to performe an act


  Whereof, what’s paſt is Prologue; what to come


  In yours, and my diſcharge.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    What ſtuffe is this? How ſay you?

  


  ’Tis true my brothers daughter’s Queene of Tunis,


  So is ſhe heyre of Naples, ’twixt which Regions


  There is ſome ſpace.


  
    ANTHONIO


    A ſpace, whoſe eu’ry cubit

  


  Seemes to cry out, how ſhall that Claribell


  Meaſure vs backe to Naples? keepe in Tunis,


  And let Sebaſtian wake. Say, this were death


  That now hath ſeiz’d them, why they were no worſe


  Then now they are: There be that can rule Naples


  As well as he that ſleepes: Lords, that can prate


  As amply, and vnneceſſarily


  As this Gonzallo: I my ſelfe could make


  A Chough of as deepe chat: O, that you bore


  The minde that I do; what a ſleepe were this


  For your aduancement? Do you vnderſtand me?


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Me thinkes I do.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    And how do’s your content

  


  Tender your owne good fortune?


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I remember

  


  You did ſupplant your Brother Proſpero.


  
    ANTHONIO


    True:

  


  And looke how well my Garments ſit vpon me,


  Much feater then before: My Brothers ſeruants


  Were then my fellowes, now they are my men.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    But for your conſcience.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    I Sir: where lies that? If ’twere a kybe

  


  ’Twould put me to my ſlipper: But I feele not


  This Deity in my boſome: ’Twentie conſciences


  That ſtand ’twixt me, and Millaine, candied be they,


  And melt ere they molleſt: Heere lies your Brother,


  No better then the earth he lies vpon,


  If he were that which now hee’s like (that’s dead)


  Whom I with this obedient ſteele (three inches of it)


  Can lay to bed for euer: whiles you doing thus,


  To the perpetuall winke for aye might put


  This ancient morſell: this Sir Prudence, who


  Should not vpbraid our courſe: for all the reſt


  They’l take ſuggeſtion, as a Cat laps milke,


  They’l tell the clocke, to any buſineſſe that


  We ſay befits the houre.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Thy caſe, deere Friend

  


  Shall be my preſident: As thou got’ſt Millaine,


  I’le come by Naples: Draw thy ſword, one ſtroke


  Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paieſt,


  And I the King ſhall loue thee.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Draw together:

  


  And when I reare my hand, do you the like


  To fall it on Gonzalo.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    O, but one word.

  


  
    Enter Ariel
with Muſicke and Song.

  


  
    ARIEL


    My Maſter through his Art foreſees the danger

  


  That you (his friend) are in, and ſends me forth


  (For elſe his proiect dies) to keepe them liuing.


  Sings in Gonzaloes eare.


  
    While you here do ſnoaring lie,


    Open-ey’d Conſpiracie

  


  His time doth take:


  If of Life you keepe a care,


  Shake off ſlumber and beware.


  Awake, awake.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Then let vs both be ſodaine.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Now, good Angels preſerue the King.

  


  
    ALONSO


    Why how now hoa; awake? why are you drawn?

  


  Wherefore this ghaſtly looking?


  
    GONZALO


    What’s the matter?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Whiles we ſtood here ſecuring your repoſe,

  


  (Euen now) we heard a hollow burſt of bellowing


  Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did’t not wake you?


  It ſtrooke mine eare moſt terribly.


  
    ALONSO


    I heard nothing.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    O, ’twas a din to fright a Monſters eare;

  


  To make an earthquake: ſure it was the roare


  Of a whole heard of Lyons.


  
    ALONSO


    Heard you this Gonzalo?

  


  
    GONZALO


    Vpon mine honour, Sir, I heard a humming,

  


  (And that a ſtrange one too) which did awake me:


  I ſhak’d you Sir, and cride: as mine eyes opend,


  I ſaw their weapons drawne: there was a noyſe,


  That’s verily: ’tis beſt we ſtand vpon our guard;


  Or that we quit this place: let’s draw our weapons.


  
    ALONSO


    Lead off this ground & let’s make further ſearch

  


  For my poore ſonne.


  
    GONZALO


    Heauens keepe him from theſe Beaſts:

  


  For he is ſure i’th Iſland.


  
    ALONSO


    Lead away.

  


  
    ARIEL


    Proſpero my Lord, ſhall know what I haue done.

  


  So (King) goe ſafely on to ſeeke thy Son.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Caliban,
with a burthen of Wood
(a noyſe of thunder heard.)


  
    CALIBAN


    ALL the infections that the Sunne ſuckes vp

  


  From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him


  By ynch-meale a diſeaſe: his Spirits heare me,


  And yet I needes muſt curſe. But they’ll nor pinch,


  Fright me with Vrchyn-ſhewes, pitch me i’th mire,


  Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke


  Out of my way, vnleſſe he bid ’em; but


  For euery trifle, are they ſet vpon me,


  Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me,


  And after bite me: then like Hedg-hogs, which


  Lye tumbling in my bare-foote way, and mount


  Their pricks at my foot-fall: ſometime am I


  All wound with Adders, who with clouen tongues


  Doe hiſſe me into madneſſe: Lo, now Lo,


  Enter Trinculo.


  Here comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me


  For bringing wood in ſlowly: I’le fall flat,


  Perchance he will not minde me.


  TRINCVLO


  Here’s neither buſh, nor ſhrub to beare off any weather at all: and another Storme brewing, I heare it ſing ith’winde: yond ſame blacke cloud, yond huge one, lookes like a foule bumbard that would ſhed his licquor: if it ſhould thunder, as it did before, I know not where to hide my head: yond ſame cloud cannot chooſe but fall by paile-fuls. What haue we here, a man, or a fiſh? dead or aliue? a fiſh, hee ſmels like a fiſh: a very ancient and fiſh-like ſmell: a kinde of, not of the neweſt poore-Iohn: a ſtrange fiſh: were I in England now (as once I was) and had but this fiſh painted; not a holiday-foole there but would giue a peece of ſiluer: there, would this Monſter, make a man: any ſtrange beaſt there, makes a man: when they will not giue a doit to relieue a lame Begger, they will lay out ten to ſee a dead Indian: Leg’d like a man; and his Finnes like Armes: warme o’my troth: I doe now let looſe my opinion; hold it no longer; this is no fiſh, but an Iſlander, that hath lately ſuffered by a Thunderbolt: Alas, the ſtorme is come againe: my beſt way is to creepe vnder his Gaberdine: there is no other ſhelter hereabout: Miſery acquaints a man with ſtrange bedfellowes: I will here ſhrowd till the dregges of the ſtorme be paſt.


  Enter Stephano ſinging.


  STEPHANO


  I ſhall no more to ſea, to ſea, here ſhall I dye aſhore.


  This is a very ſcuruy tune to ſing at a mans


  Funerall: well, here’s my comfort.


  Drinkes.


  Sings.


  The Maſter, the Swabber, the Boate-ſwaine & I;


  The Gunner, and his Mate


  Lou’d Mall, Meg, and Marrian, and Margerie,


  But none of vs car’d for Kate.


  For ſhe had a tongue with a tang,


  Would cry to a Sailor goe hang:


  She lou’d not the ſauour of Tar nor of Pitch,


  Yet a Tailor might ſcratch her where ere ſhe did itch.


  Then to Sea Boyes, and let her goe hang.


  This is a ſcuruy tune too:


  But here’s my comfort.


  Drinkes.


  
    CALIBAN


    Doe not torment me: oh.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    What’s the matter?

  


  Haue we diuels here?


  Doe you put trickes vpon’s with Saluages, and Men of Inde? ha? I haue not ſcap’d drowning, to be afeard now of your foure legges: for it hath bin ſaid; as proper a man as euer went on foure legs, cannot make him giue ground: and it ſhall be ſaid ſo againe, while Stephano breathes at’noſtrils.


  
    CALIBAN


    The Spirit torments me: oh.

  


  STEPHANO


  This is ſome Monſter of the Iſle, with foure legs; who hath got (as I take it) an Ague: where the diuell ſhould he learne our language? I will giue him ſome reliefe if it be but for that: if I can recouer him, and keepe him tame, and get to Naples with him, he’s a Preſent for any Emperour that euer trod on Neates-leather.


  
    CALIBAN


    Doe not torment me ’prethee: I’le bring my wood home faſter.

  


  STEPHANO


  He’s in his fit now; and doe’s not talke after the wiſeſt; hee ſhall taſte of my Bottle: if hee haue neuer drunke wine afore, it will goe neere to remoue his Fit: if I can recouer him, and keepe him tame, I will not take too much for him; hee ſhall pay for him that hath him, and that ſoundly.


  
    CALIBAN


    Thou do’ſt me yet but little hurt; thou wilt anon, I know it by thy trembling: Now Proſper workes vpon thee.

  


  STEPHANO


  Come on your wayes: open your mouth: here is that which will giue language to you Cat; open your mouth; this will ſhake your ſhaking, I can tell you, and that ſoundly: you cannot tell who’s your friend; open your chaps againe.


  
    TRINCVLO


    I ſhould know that voyce:

  


  It ſhould be,


  But hee is dround; and theſe are diuels; O defend me.


  STEPHANO


  Foure legges and two voyces; a moſt delicate Monſter: his forward voyce now is to ſpeake well of his friend; his backward voice, is to vtter foule ſpeeches, and to detract: if all the wine in my bottle will recouer him, I will helpe his Ague: Come: Amen, I will poure ſome in thy other mouth.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Stephano.

  


  STEPHANO


  Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy, mercy: This is a diuell, and no Monſter: I will leaue him, I haue no long Spoone.


  TRINCVLO


  Stephano: if thou beeſt Stephano, touch me, and ſpeake to me: for I am Trinculo; be not afeard, thy good friend Trinculo.


  STEPHANO


  If thou bee’ſt Trinculo: come forth: I’le pull thee by the leſſer legges: if any be Trinculo’s legges, theſe are they: Thou art very Trinculo indeede: how cam’ſt thou to be the ſiege of this Moone-calfe? Can he vent Trinculo’s?


  TRINCVLO


  I tooke him to be kil’d with a thunder-ſtrok; but art thou not dround Stephano: I hope now thou art not dround: Is the Storme ouer-blowne? I hid mee vnder the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine, for feare of the Storme: And art thou liuing Stephano? O Stephano, two Neapolitanes ſcap’d?


  
    STEPHANO


    ’Prethee doe not turne me about, my ſtomacke is not conſtant.

  


  CALIBAN


  Theſe be fine things, and if they be not ſprights: that’s a braue God, and beares Celeſtiall liquor: I will kneele to him.


  
    STEPHANO


    How did’ſt thou ſcape?

  


  How cam’ſt thou hither?


  Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam’ſt hither: I eſcap’d vpon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaued o’reboord, by this Bottle which I made of the barke of a Tree, with mine owne hands, ſince I was caſt a’-ſhore.


  
    CALIBAN


    I’le ſweare vpon that Bottle, to be thy true ſubiect, for the liquor is not earthly.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Heere: ſweare then how thou eſcap’dſt.

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    Swom aſhore (man) like a Ducke: I can ſwim like a Ducke i’le be ſworne.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Here, kiſſe the Booke.

  


  Though thou canſt ſwim like a Ducke, thou art made like a Gooſe.


  
    TRINCVLO


    O Stephano, ha’ſt any more of this?

  


  STEPHANO


  The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rocke by th’ſea-ſide, where my Wine is hid: How now Moone-Calfe, how do’s thine Ague?


  
    CALIBAN


    Ha’ſt thou not dropt from heauen?

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Out o’th Moone I doe aſſure thee. I was the Man ith’Moone, when time was.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    I haue ſeene thee in her: and I doe adore thee: My Miſtris ſhew’d me thee, and thy Dog, and thy Buſh.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Come, ſweare to that: kiſſe the Booke: I will furniſh it anon with new Contents: Sweare.

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    By this good light, this is a very ſhallow Monſter: I afeard of him? a very weake Monſter:

  


  The Man ith’Moone?


  A moſt poore creadulous Monſter:


  Well drawne Monſter, in good ſooth.


  
    CALIBAN


    Ile ſhew thee euery fertill ynch o’th Iſland: and

  


  I will kiſſe thy foote: I prethee be my god.


  
    TRINCVLO


    By this light, a moſt perfidious, and drunken

  


  Monſter, when’s god’s a ſleepe he’ll rob his Bottle.


  
    CALIBAN


    Ile kiſſe thy foot, Ile ſweare my ſelfe thy Subiect.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Come on then: downe and ſweare.

  


  TRINCVLO


  I ſhall laugh my ſelfe to death at this puppi-headed Monſter: a moſt ſcuruie Monſter: I could finde in my heart to beate him.


  
    STEPHANO


    Come, kiſſe.

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    But that the poore Monſter’s in drinke:

  


  An abhominable Monſter.


  
    CALIBAN


    I’le ſhew thee the beſt Springs: I’le plucke thee Berries: I’le fiſh for thee; and get thee wood enough.

  


  A plague vpon the Tyrant that I ſerue;


  I’le beare him no more Stickes, but follow thee, thou wondrous man.


  
    TRINCVLO


    A moſt rediculous Monſter, to make a wonder of a poore drunkard.

  


  CALIBAN


  I ’prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow; and I with my long nayles will digge thee pig-nuts; ſhow thee a Iayes neſt, and inſtruct thee how to ſnare the nimble Marmazet: I’le bring thee to cluſtring Philbirts, and ſometimes I’le get thee young Scamels from the Rocke: Wilt thou goe with me?


  STEPHANO


  I pre’thee now lead the way without any more talking. Trinculo, the King, and all our company elſe being dround, wee will inherit here: Here; beare my Bottle: Fellow Trinculo; we’ll fill him by and by againe.


  Caliban Sings drunkenly.


  Farewell Maſter; farewell, farewell.


  
    TRINCVLO


    A howling Monſter: a drunken Monſter.

  


  CALIBAN


  No more dams I’le make for fiſh,


  Nor fetch in firing, at requiring,


  Nor ſcrape trenchering, nor waſh diſh,


  Ban’ban’Cacalyban


  Has a new Maſter, get a new Man.


  Freedome, high-day, high-day freedome, freedome high-day, freedome.


  
    STEPHANO


    O braue Monſter; lead the way.

  


  Exeunt.


  [image: ornament]


  Actus Tertius.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Ferdinand
(bearing a Log.)


  
    FERDINANDO


    THERE be ſome Sports are painfull; & their labor

  


  Delight in them ſet off: Some kindes of baſeneſſe


  Are nobly vndergon; and moſt poore matters


  Point to rich ends: this my meane Taske


  Would be as heauy to me, as odious, but


  The Miſtris which I ſerue, quickens what’s dead,


  And makes my labours, pleaſures: O She is


  Ten times more gentle, then her Father’s crabbed;


  And he’s compos’d of harſhneſſe. I muſt remoue


  Some thouſands of theſe Logs, and pile them vp,


  Vpon a ſore iniunction; my ſweet Miſtris


  Weepes when ſhe ſees me worke, & ſaies, ſuch baſenes


  Had neuer like Executor: I forget:


  But theſe ſweet thoughts, doe euen refreſh my labours,


  Moſt buſie leſt, when I doe it.


  Enter Miranda and Proſpero.


  
    MIRANDA


    Alas, now pray you

  


  Worke not ſo hard: I would the lightning had


  Burnt vp thoſe Logs that you are enioynd to pile:


  Pray ſet it downe, and reſt you: when this burnes


  ’Twill weepe for hauing wearied you: my Father


  Is hard at ſtudy; pray now reſt your ſelfe,


  Hee’s ſafe for theſe three houres.


  
    FERDINANDO


    O moſt deere Miſtris

  


  The Sun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge


  What I muſt ſtriue to do.


  
    MIRANDA


    If you’l ſit downe

  


  Ile beare your Logges the while: pray giue me that,


  Ile carry it to the pile.


  
    FERDINANDO


    No precious Creature,

  


  I had rather cracke my ſinewes, breake my backe,


  Then you ſhould ſuch diſhonor vndergoe,


  While I ſit lazy by.


  
    MIRANDA


    It would become me

  


  As well as it do’s you; and I ſhould do it


  With much more eaſe: for my good will is to it,


  And yours it is againſt.


  
    PROSPERO


    Poore worme thou art infected,

  


  This viſitation ſhewes it.


  
    MIRANDA


    You looke wearily.

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    No, noble Miſtris, ’tis freſh morning with me

  


  When you are by at night: I do beſeech you


  Cheefely, that I might ſet it in my prayers,


  What is your name?


  
    MIRANDA


    Miranda, O my Father,

  


  I haue broke your heſt to ſay ſo.


  
    FERDINANDO


    Admir’d Miranda,

  


  Indeede the top of Admiration, worth


  What’s deereſt to the world: full many a Lady


  I haue ey’d with beſt regard, and many a time


  Th’harmony of their tongues, hath into bondage


  Brought my too diligent eare: for ſeuerall vertues


  Haue I lik’d ſeuerall women, neuer any


  With ſo full ſoule, but ſome defect in her


  Did quarrell with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow’d,


  And put it to the foile. But you, O you,


  So perfect, and ſo peerleſſe, are created


  Of euerie Creatures beſt.


  
    MIRANDA


    I do not know

  


  One of my ſexe; no womans face remember,


  Saue from my glaſſe, mine owne: Nor haue I ſeene


  More that I may call men, then you good friend,


  And my deere Father: how features are abroad


  I am skilleſſe of; but by my modeſtie


  (The iewell in my dower) I would not wiſh


  Any Companion in the world but you:


  Nor can imagination forme a ſhape


  Beſides your ſelfe, to like of: but I prattle


  Something too wildely, and my Fathers precepts


  I therein do forget.


  
    FERDINANDO


    I am, in my condition

  


  A Prince (Miranda ) I do thinke a King


  (I would not ſo) and would no more endure


  This wodden ſlauerie, then to ſuffer


  The fleſh-flie blow my mouth: heare my ſoule ſpeake.


  The verie inſtant that I ſaw you, did


  My heart flie to your ſeruice, there reſides


  To make me ſlaue to it, and for your ſake


  Am I this patient Logge-man.


  
    MIRANDA


    Do you loue me?

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    O heauen; O earth, beare witnes to this ſound,

  


  And crowne what I profeſſe with kinde euent


  If I ſpeake true: if hollowly, inuert


  What beſt is boaded me, to miſchiefe: I,


  Beyond all limit of what elſe i’th world


  Do loue, prize, honor you.


  
    MIRANDA


    I am a foole

  


  To weepe at what I am glad of.


  
    PROSPERO


    Faire encounter

  


  Of two moſt rare affections: heauens raine grace


  On that which breeds betweene ’em.


  
    FERDINANDO


    Wherefore weepe you?

  


  
    MIRANDA


    At mine vnworthineſſe, that dare not offer

  


  What I deſire to giue; and much leſſe take


  What I ſhall die to want: But this is trifling,


  And all the more it ſeekes to hide it ſelfe,


  The bigger bulke it ſhewes. Hence baſhfull cunning,


  And prompt me plaine and holy innocence.


  I am your wife, if you will marrie me;


  If not, Ile die your maid: to be your fellow


  You may denie me, but Ile be your ſeruant


  Whether you will or no.


  
    FERDINANDO


    My Miſtris (deereſt)

  


  And I thus humble euer.


  
    MIRANDA


    My husband then?

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    I, with a heart as willing

  


  As bondage ere of freedome: heere’s my hand.


  
    MIRANDA


    And mine, with my heart in’t; and now farewel

  


  Till halfe an houre hence.


  
    FERDINANDO


    A thouſand, thouſand.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    PROSPERO


    So glad of this as they I cannot be,

  


  Who are ſurpriz’d with all; but my reioycing


  At nothing can be more: Ile to my booke,


  For yet ere ſupper time, muſt I performe


  Much buſineſſe appertaining.


  Exit.
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  Scœna Secunda.


  


  Enter Caliban, Stephano,
and Trinculo.


  STEPHANO


  TELL not me, when the But is out we will drinke water, not a drop before; therefore beare vp, & boord em’Seruant Monſter, drinke to me.


  TRINCVLO


  Seruant Monſter? the folly of this Iland, they ſay there’s but fiue vpon this Iſle; we are three of them, if th’other two be brain’d like vs, the State totters.


  
    STEPHANO


    Drinke ſeruant Monſter when I bid thee, thy eies are almoſt ſet in thy head.

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    Where ſhould they bee ſet elſe? hee were a braue Monſter indeede if they were ſet in his taile.

  


  STEPHANO


  My man-Monſter hath drown’d his tongue in ſacke: for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, I ſwam ere I could recouer the ſhore, fiue and thirtie Leagues off and on, by this light thou ſhalt bee my Lieutenant Monſter, or my Standard.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Your Lieutenant if you liſt, hee’s no ſtandard.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Weel not run Monſieur Monſter.

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    Nor go neither: but you’l lie like dogs, and yet ſay nothing neither.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Moone-calfe, ſpeak once in thy life, if thou beeſt a good Moone-calfe.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    How does thy honour? Let me licke thy ſhooe: Ile not ſerue him, he is not valiant.

  


  TRINCVLO


  Thou lieſt moſt ignorant Monſter, I am in caſe to iuſtle a Conſtable: why, thou deboſh’d Fiſh thou, was there euer man a Coward, that hath drunk ſo much Sacke as I to day? wilt thou tell a monſtrous lie, being but halfe a Fiſh, and halfe a Monſter?


  
    CALIBAN


    Loe, how he mockes me, wilt thou let him my Lord?

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    Lord, quoth he? that a Monſter ſhould be ſuch a Naturall?

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Loe, loe againe: bite him to death I prethee.

  


  STEPHANO


  Trinculo, keepe a good tongue in your head: If you proue a mutineere, the next Tree: the poore Mon-ſter’s my ſubiect, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity.


  
    CALIBAN


    I thanke my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas’d to hearken once againe to the ſuite I made to thee?

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Marry will I: kneele, and repeate it,

  


  I will ſtand, and ſo ſhall Trinculo.


  Enter Ariel inuiſible.


  
    CALIBAN


    As I told thee before, I am ſubiect to a Tirant,

  


  A Sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me


  Of the Iſland.


  
    ARIEL


    Thou lyeſt.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Thou lyeſt, thou ieſting Monkey thou:

  


  I would my valiant Maſter would deſtroy thee.


  I do not lye.


  
    STEPHANO


    Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in’s tale,

  


  By this hand, I will ſupplant ſome of your teeth.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Why, I ſaid nothing.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Mum then, and no more: proceed.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    I ſay by Sorcery he got this Iſle

  


  From me, he got it. If thy Greatneſſe will


  Reuenge it on him, (for I know thou dar’ſt)


  But this Thing dare not.


  
    STEPHANO


    That’s moſt certaine.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, and Ile ſerue thee.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    How now ſhall this be compaſt?

  


  Canſt thou bring me to the party?


  
    CALIBAN


    Yea, yea my Lord, Ile yeeld him thee aſleepe,

  


  Where thou maiſt knocke a naile into his head.


  
    ARIEL


    Thou lieſt, thou canſt not.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    What a py’de Ninnie’s this? Thou ſcuruy patch:

  


  I do beſeech thy Greatneſſe giue him blowes,


  And take his bottle from him: When that’s gone,


  He ſhall drinke nought but brine, for Ile not ſhew him


  Where the quicke Freſhes are.


  
    STEPHANO


    Trinculo, run into no further danger:

  


  Interrupt the Monſter one word further, and by this


  hand, Ile turne my mercie out o’doores, and make a


  Stockfiſh of thee.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Why, what did I? I did nothing:

  


  Ile go farther off.


  
    STEPHANO


    Didſt thou not ſay he lyed?

  


  
    ARIEL


    Thou lieſt.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Do I ſo? Take thou that,

  


  As you like this, giue me the lye another time.


  
    TRINCVLO


    I did not giue the lie: Out o’your wittes, and hearing too?

  


  A pox o’your bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo:


  A murren on your Monſter, and the diuell take your fingers.


  
    CALIBAN


    Ha, ha, ha.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Now forward with your Tale: prethee ſtand further off.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Beate him enough: after a little time

  


  Ile beate him too.


  
    STEPHANO


    Stand farther: Come proceede.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Why, as I told thee, ’tis a cuſtome with him

  


  I’th afternoone to ſleepe: there thou maiſt braine him,


  Hauing firſt ſeiz’d his bookes: Or with a logge


  Batter his skull, or paunch him with a ſtake,


  Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember


  Firſt to poſſeſſe his Bookes; for without them


  Hee’s but a Sot, as I am; nor hath not


  One Spirit to command: they all do hate him


  As rootedly as I. Burne but his Bookes,


  He ha’s braue Vtenſils (for ſo he calles them)


  Which when he ha’s a houſe, hee’l decke withall.


  And that moſt deeply to conſider, is


  The beautie of his daughter: he himſelfe


  Cals her a non-pareill: I neuer ſaw a woman


  But onely Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe;


  But ſhe as farre ſurpaſſeth Sycorax,


  As great’ſt do’s leaſt.


  
    STEPHANO


    Is it ſo braue a Laſſe?

  


  
    CALIBAN


    I Lord, ſhe will become thy bed, I warrant,

  


  And bring thee forth braue brood.


  
    STEPHANO


    Monſter, I will kill this man: his daughter and

  


  I will be King and Queene, ſaue our Graces: and Trinculo and thy ſelfe ſhall be Vice-royes:


  Doſt thou like the plot Trinculo?


  
    TRINCVLO


    Excellent.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Giue me thy hand, I am ſorry I beate thee:

  


  But while thou liu’ſt keepe a good tongue in thy head.


  
    CALIBAN


    Within this halfe houre will he be aſleepe,

  


  Wilt thou deſtroy him then?


  
    STEPHANO


    I on mine honour.

  


  
    ARIEL


    This will I tell my Maſter.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Thou mak’ſt me merry: I am full of pleaſure,

  


  Let vs be iocond. Will you troule the Catch


  You taught me but whileare?


  
    STEPHANO


    At thy requeſt Monſter, I will do reaſon,

  


  Any reaſon: Come on Trinculo, let vs ſing.


  Sings.


  Flout ’em, and cout ’em: and skowt ’em, and flout ’em,


  Thought is free.


  
    CALIBAN


    That’s not the tune.

  


  Ariel plaies the tune
on a Tabor and Pipe.


  
    STEPHANO


    What is this ſame?

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    This is the tune of our Catch, plaid by the picture of nobody.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    If thou beeſt a man, ſhew thy ſelfe in thy likenes:

  


  If thou beeſt a diuell, take’t as thou liſt.


  
    TRINCVLO


    O forgiue me my ſinnes.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    He that dies payes all debts: I defie thee;

  


  Mercy vpon vs.


  
    CALIBAN


    Art thou affeard?

  


  
    STEPHANO


    No Monſter, not I.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Be not affeard, the Iſle is full of noyſes,

  


  Sounds, and ſweet aires, that giue delight and hurt not:


  Sometimes a thouſand twangling Inſtruments


  Will hum about mine eares; and ſometime voices,


  That if I then had wak’d after long ſleepe,


  Will make me ſleepe againe, and then in dreaming,


  The clouds methought would open, and ſhew riches


  Ready to drop vpon me, that when I wak’d


  I cri’de to dreame againe.


  
    STEPHANO


    This will proue a braue kingdome to me,

  


  Where I ſhall haue my Muſicke for nothing.


  
    CALIBAN


    When Proſpero is deſtroy’d.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    That ſhall be by and by:

  


  I remember the ſtorie.


  
    TRINCVLO


    The ſound is going away,

  


  Lets follow it, and after do our worke.


  
    STEPHANO


    Leade Monſter,

  


  Wee’l follow: I would I could ſee this Taborer,


  He layes it on.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Wilt come?

  


  Ile follow Stephano.


  Exeunt.
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  Scœna Tertia.


  


  Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio,
Gonzallo, Adrian, Franciſco, &c.


  
    GONZALO


    BY’R lakin, I can goe no further, Sir,

  


  My old bones akes: here’s a maze trod indeede


  Through fourth-rights, & Meanders: by your patience,


  I needes muſt reſt me.


  
    ALONSO


    Old Lord, I cannot blame thee,

  


  Who, am my ſelfe attach’d with wearineſſe


  To th’dulling of my ſpirits: Sit downe, and reſt:


  Euen here I will put off my hope, and keepe it


  No longer for my Flatterer: he is droun’d


  Whom thus we ſtray to finde, and the Sea mocks


  Our fruſtrate ſearch on land: well, let him goe.


  
    ANTHONIO


    I am right glad, that he’s ſo out of hope:

  


  Doe not for one repulſe forgoe the purpoſe


  That you reſolu’d t’effect.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    The next aduantage will we take throughly.

  


  
    ANTHONIO


    Let it be to night,

  


  For now they are oppreſs’d with trauaile, they


  Will not, nor cannot vſe ſuch vigilance


  As when they are freſh.


  Solemne and ſtrange Muſicke:
and Proſper on the top (inuiſible:)
Enter ſeuerall ſtrange ſhapes, bringing in a Banket;
and dance about it with gentle actions of ſalutations,
and inuiting the King, &c. to eate, they depart..


  
    SEBASTIAN


    I ſay to night: no more.

  


  
    ALONSO


    What harmony is this? my good friends, harke.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Maruellous ſweet Muſicke.

  


  
    ALONSO


    Giue vs kind keepers, heauens: what were theſe?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    A liuing Drolerie: now I will beleeue

  


  That there are Vnicornes: that in Arabia


  There is one Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Phoenix


  At this houre reigning there.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Ile beleeue both:

  


  And what do’s elſe want credit, come to me


  And Ile beſworne ’tis true: Trauellers nere did lye,


  Though fooles at home condemne ’em.


  
    GONZALO


    If in Naples

  


  I ſhould report this now, would they beleeue me?


  If I ſhould ſay I ſaw ſuch Iſlands;


  (For certes, theſe are people of the Iſland)


  Who though they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note


  Their manners are more gentle, kinde, then of


  Our humaine generation you ſhall finde


  Many, nay almoſt any.


  
    PROSPERO


    Honeſt Lord,

  


  Thou haſt ſaid well: for ſome of you there preſent;


  Are worſe then diuels.


  
    ALONSO


    I cannot too much muſe

  


  Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound expreſſing


  (Although they want the vſe of tongue) a kinde


  Of excellent dumbe diſcourſe.


  
    PROSPERO


    Praiſe in departing.

  


  
    FRANCISCO


    They vaniſh’d ſtrangely.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    No matter, ſince

  


  They haue left their Viands behinde; for wee haue ſtomacks.


  Wilt pleaſe you taſte of what is here?


  
    ALONSO


    Not I.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Faith Sir, you neede not feare: when wee were Boyes

  


  Who would beleeue that there were Mountayneeres,


  Dew-lapt, like Buls, whoſe throats had hanging at ’em


  Wallets of fleſh? or that there were ſuch men


  Whoſe heads ſtood in their breſts? which now we finde


  Each putter out of fiue for one, will bring vs


  Good warrant of.


  
    ALONSO


    I will ſtand to, and feede,

  


  Although my laſt, no matter, ſince I feele


  The beſt is paſt: brother: my Lord, the Duke,


  Stand too, and doe as we.


  Thunder and Lightning.


  Enter Ariel (like a Harpey)
claps his wings vpon the Table,
and with a quient deuice
the Banquet vaniſhes.


  
    ARIEL


    You are three men of ſinne, whom deſtiny

  


  That hath to inſtrument this lower world,


  And what is in’t: the neuer ſurfeited Sea,


  Hath caus’d to belch vp you: and on this Iſland,


  Where man doth not inhabit, you ’mongſt men,


  Being moſt vnfit to liue: I haue made you mad;


  And euen with ſuch like valour, men hang, and drowne


  Their proper ſelues: you fooles, I and my fellowes


  Are miniſters of Fate, the Elements


  Of whom your ſwords are temper’d, may as well


  Wound the loud windes, or with bemockt-at-Stabs


  Kill the ſtill cloſing waters, as diminiſh


  One dowle that’s in my plumbe: My fellow miniſters


  Are like-invulnerable: if you could hurt,


  Your ſwords are now too maſſie for your ſtrengths,


  And will not be vplifted: But remember


  (For that’s my buſineſſe to you) that you three


  From Millaine did ſupplant good Proſpero,


  Expos’d vnto the Sea (which hath requit it)


  Him, and his innocent childe: for which foule deed,


  The Powres, delaying (not forgetting) haue


  Incens’d the Seas, and Shores; yea, all the Creatures


  Againſt your peace: Thee of thy Sonne, Alonſo


  They haue bereft; and doe pronounce by me


  Lingring perdition (worſe then any death


  Can be at once) ſhall ſtep, by ſtep attend


  You, and your wayes, whoſe wraths to guard you from,


  Which here, in this moſt deſolate Iſle, elſe fals


  Vpon your heads, is nothing but hearts-ſorrow,


  And a cleere life enſuing.


  He vaniſhes in Thunder:
then (to ſoft Muſicke.) Enter the ſhapes againe,
and daunce (with mockes and mowes)
and carrying out the Table..


  
    PROSPERO


    Brauely the figure of this Harpie, haſt thou

  


  Perform’d (my Ariel ) a grace it had deuouring:


  Of my Inſtruction, haſt thou nothing bated


  In what thou had’ſt to ſay: ſo with good life,


  And obſeruation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters


  Their ſeuerall kindes haue done: my high charmes work,


  And theſe (mine enemies) are all knit vp


  In their diſtractions: they now are in my powre;


  And in theſe fits, I leaue them, while I viſit


  Yong Ferdinand (whom they ſuppoſe is droun’d)


  And his, and mine lou’d darling.


  
    GONZALO


    I’th name of ſomething holy, Sir, why ſtand you

  


  In this ſtrange ſtare?


  
    ALONSO


    O, it is monſtrous: monſtrous:

  


  Me thought the billowes ſpoke, and told me of it,


  The windes did ſing it to me: and the Thunder


  (That deepe and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc’d


  The name of Proſper: it did baſe my Treſpaſſe,


  Therefore my Sonne i’th Ooze is bedded; and


  I’le ſeeke him deeper then ere plummet ſounded,


  And with him there lye mudded.


  Exit.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    But one feend at a time,

  


  Ile fight their Legions ore.


  
    ANTHONIO


    Ile be thy Second.

  


  Exeunt.


  
    GONZALO


    All three of them are deſperate: their great guilt

  


  (Like poyſon giuen to worke a great time after)


  Now gins to bite the ſpirits: I doe beſeech you


  (That are of ſuppler ioynts) follow them ſwiftly,


  And hinder them from what this extaſie


  May now prouoke them to.


  
    ADRIAN


    Follow, I pray you.

  


  Exeunt omnes.
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  Actus Quartus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand,
and Miranda.


  
    PROSPERO


    IF I haue too auſterely puniſh’d you,

  


  Your compenſation makes amends, for I


  Haue giuen you here, a third of mine owne life,


  Or that for which I liue: who, once againe


  I tender to thy hand: All thy vexations


  Were but my trials of thy loue, and thou


  Haſt ſtrangely ſtood the teſt: here, afore heauen


  I ratifie this my rich guift: O Ferdinand,


  Doe not ſmile at me, that I boaſt her of,


  For thou ſhalt finde ſhe will out-ſtrip all praiſe


  And make it halt, behinde her.


  
    FERDINANDO


    I doe beleeue it

  


  Againſt an Oracle.


  
    PROSPERO


    Then, as my gueſt, and thine owne acquiſition

  


  Worthily purchas’d, take my daughter: But


  If thou do’ſt breake her Virgin-knot, before


  All ſanctimonious ceremonies may


  With full and holy right, be miniſtred,


  No ſweet aſperſion ſhall the heauens let fall


  To make this contract grow; but barraine hate,


  Sower-ey’d diſdaine, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew


  The vnion of your bed, with weedes ſo loathly


  That you ſhall hate it both: Therefore take heede,


  As Hymens Lamps ſhall light you.


  
    FERDINANDO


    As I hope

  


  For quiet dayes, faire Iſſue, and long life,


  With ſuch loue, as ’tis now the murkieſt den,


  The moſt opportune place, the ſtrongſt ſuggeſtion,


  Our worſer Genius can, ſhall neuer melt


  Mine honor into luſt, to take away


  The edge of that dayes celebration,


  When I ſhall thinke, or Phoebus Steeds are founderd,


  Or Night kept chain’d below.


  
    PROSPERO


    Fairely ſpoke;

  


  Sit then, and talke with her, ſhe is thine owne;


  What Ariel; my induſtrious ſeruant Ariel.


  Enter Ariel.


  
    ARIEL


    What would my potent maſter? here I am.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Thou, and thy meaner fellowes, your laſt ſeruice

  


  Did worthily performe: and I muſt vſe you


  In ſuch another tricke: goe bring the rabble


  (Ore whom I giue thee powre) here, to this place:


  Incite them to quicke motion, for I muſt


  Beſtow vpon the eyes of this yong couple


  Some vanity of mine Art: it is my promiſe,


  And they expect it from me.


  
    ARIEL


    Preſently?

  


  
    PROSPERO


    I: with a twincke.

  


  
    ARIEL


    Before you can ſay come, and goe,

  


  And breathe twice; and cry, ſo, ſo:


  Each one tripping on his Toe,


  Will be here with mop, and mowe.


  Doe you loue me Maſter? no?


  
    PROSPERO


    Dearely, my delicate Ariel: doe not approach

  


  Till thou do’ſt heare me call.


  
    ARIEL


    Well: I conceiue.

  


  Exit.


  
    PROSPERO


    Looke thou be true: doe not giue dalliance

  


  Too much the raigne: the ſtrongeſt oathes, are ſtraw


  To th’fire ith’blood: be more abſtenious,


  Or elſe good night your vow.


  
    FERDINANDO


    I warrant you, Sir,

  


  The white cold virgin Snow, vpon my heart


  Abates the ardour of my Liuer.


  
    PROSPERO


    Well.

  


  Now come my Ariel, bring a Corolary,


  Rather then want a Spirit; appear, & pertly.


  Soft muſick.


  No tongue: all eyes: be ſilent.


  Enter Iris.


  
    IRIS


    Ceres, moſt bounteous Lady, thy rich Leas

  


  Of Wheate, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oates and Peaſe;


  Thy Turphie-Mountaines, where liue nibling Sheepe,


  And flat Medes thetchd with Stouer, them to keepe:


  Thy bankes with pioned, and twilled brims


  Which ſpungie Aprill, at thy heſt betrims;


  To make cold Nymphes chaſt crownes; & thy broome-groues;


  Whoſe ſhadow the diſmiſſed Batchelor loues,


  Being laſſe-lorne: thy pole-clipt vineyard,


  And thy Sea-marge ſtirrile, and rockey-hard,


  Where thou thy ſelfe do’ſt ayre, the Queene o’th Skie,


  Whoſe watry Arch, and meſſenger, am I.


  Bids thee leaue theſe, & with her ſoueraigne grace,


  Iuno deſcends.


  Here on this graſſe-plot, in this very place


  To come, and ſport: here Peacocks flye amaine:


  Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertaine.


  Enter Ceres.


  
    CERES


    Haile, many-coloured Meſſenger, that nere

  


  Do’ſt diſobey the wife of Iupiter:


  Who, with thy ſaffron wings, vpon my flowres


  Diffuſeſt hony drops, refreſhing ſhowres,


  And with each end of thy blew bowe do’ſt crowne


  My boskie acres, and my vnſhrubd downe,


  Rich ſcarph to my proud earth: why hath thy Queene


  Summond me hither, to this ſhort gras’d Greene?


  
    IRIS


    A contract of true Loue, to celebrate,

  


  And ſome donation freely to eſtate


  On the bles’d Louers.


  
    CERES


    Tell me heauenly Bowe,

  


  If Venus or her Sonne, as thou do’ſt know,


  Doe now attend the Queene? ſince they did plot


  The meanes, that duskie Dis, my daughter got,


  Her, and her blind-Boyes ſcandald company,


  I haue forſworne.


  
    IRIS


    Of her ſocietie

  


  Be not afraid: I met her deitie


  Cutting the clouds towards Paphos: and her Son


  Doue-drawn with her: here thought they to haue done


  Some wanton charme, vpon this Man and Maide,


  Whoſe vowes are, that no bed-right ſhall be paid


  Till Hymens Torch be lighted: but in vaine,


  Marſes hot Minion is returnd againe,


  Her waſpiſh headed ſonne, has broke his arrowes,


  Swears he will ſhoote no more, but play with Sparrows,


  And be a Boy right out.


  
    CERES


    Higheſt Queene of State,

  


  Great Iuno comes, I know her by her gate


  
    IVNO


    How do’s my bounteous ſiſter? goe with me

  


  To bleſſe this twaine, that they may proſperous be,


  And honourd in their Iſſue.


  They ſing.


  
    IVNO


    Honor, riches, marriage, bleſſing,

  


  Long continuance, and encreaſing,


  Hourely ioyes, be ſtill vpon you,


  Iuno ſings her bleſſings on you.


  Earths increaſe, foyzon plentie,


  Barnes, and Garners, neuer empty.


  Vines, with cluſtring bunches growing,


  Plants, with goodly burthen bowing:


  Spring come to you at the fartheſt,


  In the very end of Harueſt.


  
    Scarcity and want ſhall ſhun you,


    Ceres bleſſing ſo is on you.

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    This is a moſt maieſticke viſion, and

  


  Harmonious charmingly: may I be bold


  To thinke theſe ſpirits?


  
    PROSPERO


    Spirits, which by mine Art

  


  I haue from their confines call’d to enact


  My preſent fancies.


  
    FERDINANDO


    Let me liue here euer,

  


  So rare a wondred Father, and a wiſe


  Makes this place Paradiſe.


  
    PROSPERO


    Sweet now, ſilence:

  


  Iuno and Ceres whiſper ſeriouſly,


  There’s ſomething elſe to doe: huſh, and be mute


  Or elſe our ſpell is mar’d.


  
    Iuno and Ceres whiſper,
and ſend Iris on employment..

  


  
    IRIS


    You Nimphs cald Nayades of the windring brooks,

  


  With your ſedg’d crownes, and euer-harmeleſſe lookes,


  Leaue your criſpe channels, and on this green-Land


  Anſwere your ſummons, Iuno do’s command.


  Come temperate Nimphes, and helpe to celebrate


  A Contract of true Loue: be not too late.


  Enter Certaine Nimphes.


  You Sun-burn’d Sicklemen of Auguſt weary,


  Come hether from the furrow, and be merry,


  Make holly day: your Rye-ſtraw hats put on,


  And theſe freſh Nimphes encounter euery one


  In Country footing.


  Enter certaine Reapers (properly habited:)
they ioyne with the Nimphes, in a gracefull dance,
towards the end whereof,
Proſpero ſtarts ſodainly and ſpeakes,
after which to a ſtrange hollow and confuſed noyſe,
they heauily vaniſh..


  
    PROSPERO


    I had forgot that foule conſpiracy

  


  Of the beaſt Calliban, and his confederates


  Againſt my life: the minute of their plot


  Is almoſt come: Well done, auoid: no more.


  
    FERDINANDO


    This is ſtrange: your fathers in ſome paſſion

  


  That workes him ſtrongly.


  
    MIRANDA


    Neuer till this day

  


  Saw I him touch’d with anger, ſo diſtemper’d.


  
    PROSPERO


    You doe looke (my ſon) in a mou’d ſort,

  


  As if you were diſmaid: be cheerefull Sir,


  Our Reuels now are ended: Theſe our actors,


  (As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and


  Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre,


  And like the baſeleſſe fabricke of this viſion


  The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces,


  The ſolemne Temples, the great Globe it ſelfe,


  Yea, all which it inherit, ſhall diſſolue,


  And like this inſubſtantiall Pageant faded


  Leaue not a racke behinde: we are ſuch ſtuffe


  As dreames are made on; and our little life


  Is rounded with a ſleepe: Sir, I am vext,


  Beare with my weakeneſſe, my old braine is troubled:


  Be not diſturb’d with my infirmitie,


  If you be pleas’d, retire into my Cell,


  And there repoſe, a turne or two, Ile walke


  To ſtill my beating minde.


  
    FERDINANDO & MIRANDA


    We wiſh your peace.

  


  Exit.


  
    PROSPERO


    Come with a thought; I thank thee Ariel: come.

  


  Enter Ariel.


  
    ARIEL


    Thy thoughts I cleaue to, what’s thy pleaſure?

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Spirit: We muſt prepare to meet with Caliban.

  


  
    ARIEL


    I my Commander, when I preſented Ceres

  


  I thought to haue told thee of it, but I fear’d


  Leaſt I might anger thee.


  
    PROSPERO


    Say again, where didſt thou leaue theſe varlots?

  


  
    ARIEL


    I told you Sir, they were red-hot with drinking,

  


  So full of valour, that they ſmote the ayre


  For breathing in their faces: beate the ground


  For kiſſing of their feete; yet alwaies bending


  Towards their proiect: then I beate my Tabor,


  At which like vnback’t colts they prickt their eares,


  Aduanc’d their eye-lids, lifted vp their noſes


  As they ſmelt muſicke, ſo I charm’d their eares


  That Calfe-like, they my lowing follow’d, through


  Tooth’d briars, ſharpe firzes, pricking goſſe, & thorns,


  Which entred their fraile ſhins: at laſt I left them


  I’th’filthy mantled poole beyond your Cell,


  There dancing vp to th’chins, that the fowle Lake


  Ore-ſtunck their feet.


  
    PROSPERO


    This was well done (my bird)

  


  Thy ſhape inuiſible retaine thou ſtill:


  The trumpery in my houſe, goe bring it hither


  For ſtale to catch theſe theeues.


  
    ARIEL


    I go, I goe.

  


  Exit.


  
    PROSPERO


    A Deuill, a borne-Deuill, on whoſe nature

  


  Nurture can neuer ſticke: on whom my paines


  Humanely taken, all, all loſt, quite loſt,


  And, as with age, his body ouglier growes,


  So his minde cankers: I will plague them all,


  Euen to roaring: Come, hang on them this line.


  Enter Ariel,
loaden with gliſtering apparell, &c.


  Enter Caliban, Stephano,
and Trinculo, all wet.


  
    CALIBAN


    Pray you tread ſoftly, that the blinde Mole may not heare a foot fall: we now are neere his Cell.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Monſter, your Fairy, which you ſay is a harmles Fairy,

  


  Has done little better then plaid the Iacke with vs.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Monſter, I do ſmell all horſe-piſſe, at which

  


  My noſe is in great indignation.


  
    STEPHANO


    So is mine. Do you heare Monſter: If I ſhould

  


  Take a diſpleaſure againſt you: Looke you.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Thou wert but a loſt Monſter.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    Good my Lord, giue me thy fauour ſtil,

  


  Be patient, for the prize Ile bring thee too


  Shall hudwinke this miſchance: therefore ſpeake ſoftly,


  All’s huſht as midnight yet.


  
    TRINCVLO


    I, but to looſe our bottles in the Poole.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    There is not onely diſgrace and diſhonor in that

  


  Monſter, but an infinite loſſe.


  
    TRINCVLO


    That’s more to me then my wetting:

  


  Yet this is your harmleſſe Fairy, Monſter.


  
    STEPHANO


    I will fetch off my bottle,

  


  Though I be o’re eares for my labour.


  
    CALIBAN


    Pre-thee (my King) be quiet. Seeſt thou heere

  


  This is the mouth o’th Cell: no noiſe, and enter:


  Do that good miſcheefe, which may make this Iſland


  Thine owne for euer, and I thy Caliban


  For aye thy foot-licker.


  
    STEPHANO


    Giue me thy hand,

  


  I do begin to haue bloody thoughts.


  
    TRINCVLO


    O King Stephano, O Peere: O worthy Stephano,

  


  Looke what a wardrobe heere is for thee.


  
    CALIBAN


    Let it alone thou foole, it is but traſh.

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    Oh, ho, Monſter: wee know what belongs to a frippery, O King Stephano.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    Put off that gowne (Trinculo ) by this hand Ile haue that gowne.

  


  
    TRINCVLO


    Thy grace ſhall haue it.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    The dropſie drowne this foole, what doe you meane

  


  To doate thus on ſuch luggage? let’s alone


  And doe the murther firſt: if he awake,


  From toe to crowne hee’l fill our skins with pinches,


  Make vs ſtrange ſtuffe.


  STEPHANO


  Be you quiet (Monſter) Miſtris line, is not this my Ierkin? how is the Ierkin vnder the line: now Ierkin you are like to loſe your haire, & proue a bald Ierkin.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Doe, doe; we ſteale by lyne and leuell, and’t like your grace.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    I thank thee for that ieſt; heer’s a garment for’t:

  


  Wit ſhall not goe vn-rewarded while I am King of this


  Country: Steale by line and leuell, is an excellent paſſe


  of pate: there’s another garment for’t.


  
    TRINCVLO


    Monſter, come put ſome Lime vpon your fingers, and away with the reſt.

  


  
    CALIBAN


    I will haue none on’t: we ſhall looſe our time,

  


  And all be turn’d to Barnacles, or to Apes


  With foreheads villanous low.


  STEPHANO


  Monſter, lay to your fingers: helpe to beare this away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Ile turne you out of my kingdome: goe to, carry this.


  
    TRINCVLO


    And this.

  


  
    STEPHANO


    I, and this.

  


  A noyſe of Hunters heard.


  Enter diuers Spirits in ſhape of Dogs and Hounds,
hunting them about:
Proſpero and Ariel ſetting them on.


  
    PROSPERO


    Hey Mountaine, hey.

  


  
    ARIEL


    Siluer: there it goes, Siluer.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Fury, Fury: there Tyrant, there: harke, harke.

  


  Goe, charge my Goblins that they grinde their ioynts


  With dry Convultions, ſhorten vp their ſinewes


  With aged Cramps, & more pinch-ſpotted make them,


  Then Pard, or Cat o’Mountaine.


  
    ARIEL


    Harke, they rore.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Let them be hunted ſoundly: At this houre

  


  Lies at my mercy all mine enemies:


  Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou


  Shalt haue the ayre at freedome: for a little


  Follow, and doe me ſeruice.


  Exeunt.
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  Actus Quintus.
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  Scœna Prima.


  


  Enter Proſpero (in his Magicke robes)
and Ariel.


  
    PROSPERO


    NOW do’s my Proiect gather to a head:

  


  My charmes cracke not: my Spirits obey, and Time


  Goes vpright with his carriage: how’s the day?


  
    ARIEL


    On the ſixt hower, at which time, my Lord

  


  You ſaid our worke ſhould ceaſe.


  
    PROSPERO


    I did ſay ſo,

  


  When firſt I rais’d the Tempeſt: ſay my Spirit,


  How fares the King, and’s followers?


  
    ARIEL


    Confin’d together

  


  In the ſame faſhion, as you gaue in charge,


  Iuſt as you left them; all priſoners Sir


  In the Line-groue which weather-fends your Cell,


  They cannot boudge till your releaſe: The King,


  His Brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted,


  And the remainder mourning ouer them,


  Brim full of ſorrow, and diſmay: but chiefly


  Him that you term’d Sir, the good old Lord Gonzallo,


  His teares runs downe his beard like winters drops


  From eaues of reeds: your charm ſo ſtrongly works ’em


  That if you now beheld them, your affections


  Would become tender.


  
    PROSPERO


    Doſt thou thinke ſo, Spirit?

  


  
    ARIEL


    Mine would, Sir, were I humane.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    And mine ſhall.

  


  Haſt thou (which art but aire) a touch, a feeling


  Of their afflictions, and ſhall not my ſelfe,


  One of their kinde, that relliſh all as ſharpely,


  Paſſion as they, be kindlier mou’d then thou art?


  Thogh with their high wrongs I am ſtrook to th’quick,


  Yet, with my nobler reaſon, gainſt my furie


  Doe I take part: the rarer Action is


  In vertue, then in vengeance: they, being penitent,


  The ſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend


  Not a frowne further: Goe, releaſe them Ariel,


  My Charmes Ile breake, their ſences Ile reſtore,


  And they ſhall be themſelues.


  
    ARIEL


    Ile fetch them, Sir.

  


  Exit.


  
    PROSPERO


    Ye Elues of hils, brooks, ſtanding lakes & groues,

  


  And ye, that on the ſands with printleſſe foote


  Doe chaſe the ebbing- Neptune, and doe flie him


  When he comes backe: you demy-Puppets, that


  By Moone-ſhine doe the greene ſowre Ringlets make,


  Whereof the Ewe not bites: and you, whoſe paſtime


  Is to make midnight-Muſhrumps, that reioyce


  To heare the ſolemne Curfewe, by whoſe ayde


  (Weake Maſters though ye be) I haue bedymn’d


  The Noone-tide Sun, call’d forth the mutenous windes,


  And twixt the greene Sea, and the azur’d vault


  Set roaring warre: To the dread ratling Thunder


  Haue I giuen fire, and rifted Ioues ſtowt Oke


  With his owne Bolt: The ſtrong baſs’d promontorie


  Haue I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt vp


  The Pyne, and Cedar. Graues at my command


  Haue wak’d their ſleepers, op’d, and let ’em forth


  By my ſo potent Art. But this rough Magicke


  I heere abiure: and when I haue requir’d


  Some heauenly Muſicke (which euen now I do)


  To worke mine end vpon their Sences, that


  This Ayrie-charme is for, I’le breake my ſtaffe,


  Bury it certaine fadomes in the earth,


  And deeper then did euer Plummet ſound


  Ile drowne my booke.


  Solemne muſicke.


  Heere enters Ariel before:
Then Alonſo with a franticke geſture,
attended by Gonzalo. Sebaſtian and Anthonio
in like manner attended by Adrian and Franciſco:
They all enter the circle which Proſpero had made,
and there ſtand charm’d:
which Proſpero obſeruing, ſpeakes.


  A ſolemne Ayre, and the beſt comforter,


  To an vnſetled fancie, Cure thy braines


  (Now vſeleſſe) boile within thy skull: there ſtand


  For you are Spell-ſtopt.


  Holy Gonzallo, Honourable man,


  Mine eyes ev’n ſociable to the ſhew of thine


  Fall fellowly drops: The charme diſſolues apace,


  And as the morning ſteales vpon the night


  (Melting the darkeneſſe) ſo their riſing ſences


  Begin to chace the ignorant fumes that mantle


  Their cleerer reaſon. O good Gonzallo


  My true preſeruer, and a loyall Sir,


  To him thou follow’ſt; I will pay thy graces


  Home both in word, and deede: Moſt cruelly


  Did thou Alonſo, vſe me, and my daughter:


  Thy brother was a furtherer in the Act,


  Thou art pinch’d for’t now Sebaſtian. Fleſh, and bloud,


  You, brother mine, that entertaine ambition,


  Expelld remorſe, and nature, whom, with Sebaſtian


  (Whoſe inward pinches therefore are moſt ſtrong)


  Would heere haue kill’d your King: I do forgiue thee,


  Vnnaturall though thou art: Their vnderſtanding


  Begins to ſwell, and the approching tide


  Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore


  That now ly foule, and muddy: not one of them


  That yet lookes on me, or would know me: Ariel,


  Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell,


  I will diſcaſe me, and my ſelfe preſent


  As I was ſometime Millaine: quickly Spirit,


  Thou ſhalt ere long be free.


  
    Ariel ſings, and helps to attire him.


    Where the Bee ſucks, there ſuck I,

  


  In a Cowſlips bell, I lie,


  There I cowch when Owles doe crie,


  
    On the Batts backe I doe flie


    after Sommer merrily.

  


  
    Merrily, merrily, ſhall I liue now,


    Vnder the bloſſom that hangs on the Bow.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Why that’s my dainty Ariel: I ſhall miſſe

  


  Thee, but yet thou ſhalt haue freedome: ſo, ſo, ſo,


  To the Kings ſhip, inuiſible as thou art,


  There ſhalt thou finde the Marriners aſleepe


  Vnder the Hatches: the Maſter and the Boat-ſwaine


  Being awake, enforce them to this place;


  And preſently, I pre’thee.


  
    ARIEL


    I drinke the aire before me, and returne

  


  Or ere your pulſe twice beate.


  Exit.


  
    GONZALO


    All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement

  


  Inhabits heere: ſome heauenly power guide vs


  Out of this fearefull Country.


  
    PROSPERO


    Behold Sir King

  


  The wronged Duke of Millaine, Proſpero:


  For more aſſurance that a liuing Prince


  Do’s now ſpeake to thee, I embrace thy body,


  And to thee, and thy Company, I bid


  A hearty welcome.


  
    ALONSO


    Where thou bee’ſt he or no,

  


  Or ſome inchanted triflle to abuſe me,


  (As late I haue beene) I not know: thy Pulſe


  Beats as of fleſh, and blood: and ſince I ſaw thee,


  Th’affliction of my minde amends, with which


  I feare a madneſſe held me: this muſt craue


  (And if this be at all) a moſt ſtrange ſtory.


  Thy Dukedome I reſigne, and doe entreat


  Thou pardon me my wrongs: But how ſhold Proſpero


  Be liuing, and be heere?


  
    PROSPERO


    Firſt, noble Frend,

  


  Let me embrace thine age, whoſe honor cannot


  Be meaſur’d, or confin’d.


  
    GONZALO


    Whether this be,

  


  Or be not, I’le not ſweare.


  
    PROSPERO


    You doe yet taſte

  


  Some ſubtleties o’th’Iſle, that will nor let you


  Beleeue things certaine: Wellcome, my friends all,


  But you, my brace of Lords, were I ſo minded


  I heere could plucke his Highneſſe frowne vpon you


  And iuſtifie you Traitors: at this time


  I will tell no tales.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    The Diuell ſpeakes in him:

  


  
    PROSPERO


    No:

  


  For you (moſt wicked Sir) whom to call brother


  Would euen infect my mouth, I do forgiue


  Thy rankeſt fault; all of them: and require


  My Dukedome of thee, which, perforce I know


  Thou muſt reſtore.


  
    ALONSO


    If thou beeſt Proſpero

  


  Giue vs particulars of thy preſeruation,


  How thou haſt met vs heere, whom three howres ſince


  Were wrackt vpon this ſhore? where I haue loſt


  (How ſharp the point of this remembrance is)


  My deere ſonne Ferdinand.


  
    PROSPERO


    I am woe for’t, Sir.

  


  
    ALONSO


    Irreparable is the loſſe, and patience

  


  Saies, it is paſt her cure.


  
    PROSPERO


    I rather thinke

  


  You haue not ſought her helpe, of whoſe ſoft grace


  For the like loſſe, I haue her ſoueraigne aid,


  And reſt my ſelfe content.


  
    ALONSO


    You the like loſſe?

  


  
    PROSPERO


    As great to me, as late, and ſupportable

  


  To make the deere loſſe, haue I meanes much weaker


  Then you may call to comfort you; for I


  Haue loſt my daughter.


  
    ALONSO


    A daughter?

  


  Oh heauens, that they were liuing both in Naples


  The King and Queene there, that they were, I wiſh


  My ſelfe were mudded in that oo-zie bed


  Where my ſonne lies: when did you loſe your daughter?


  
    PROSPERO


    In this laſt Tempeſt. I perceiue theſe Lords

  


  At this encounter doe ſo much admire,


  That they deuoure their reaſon, and ſcarce thinke


  Their eies doe offices of Truth: Their words


  Are naturall breath: but howſoeu’r you haue


  Beene iuſtled from your ſences, know for certain


  That I am Proſpero, and that very Duke


  Which was thruſt forth of Millaine, who moſt ſtrangely


  Vpon this ſhore (where you were wrackt) was landed


  To be the Lord on’t: No more yet of this,


  For ’tis a Chronicle of day by day,


  Not a relation for a break-faſt, nor


  Befitting this firſt meeting: Welcome, Sir;


  This Cell’s my Court: heere haue I few attendants,


  And Subiects none abroad: pray you looke in:


  My Dukedome ſince you haue giuen me againe,


  I will requite you with as good a thing,


  At leaſt bring forth a wonder, to content ye


  As much, as me my Dukedome.


  Here Proſpero diſcouers
Ferdinand and Miranda,
playing at Cheſſe.


  
    MIRANDA


    Sweet Lord, you play me falſe.

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    No my deareſt loue,

  


  I would not for the world.


  
    MIRANDA


    Yes, for a ſcore of Kingdomes, you ſhould wrangle,

  


  And I would call it faire play.


  
    ALONSO


    If this proue

  


  A viſion of the Iſland, one deere Sonne


  Shall I twice looſe.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    A moſt high miracle.

  


  
    FERDINANDO


    Though the Seas threaten they are mercifull,

  


  I haue curs’d them without cauſe.


  
    ALONSO


    Now all the bleſſings

  


  Of a glad father, compaſſe thee about:


  Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam’ſt heere.


  
    MIRANDA


    O wonder!

  


  How many goodly creatures are there heere?


  How beauteous mankinde is? O braue new world


  That has ſuch people in’t.


  
    PROSPERO


    ’Tis new to thee.

  


  
    ALONSO


    What is this Maid, with whom thou was’t at play?

  


  Your eld’ſt acquaintance cannot be three houres:


  Is ſhe the goddeſſe that hath ſeuer’d vs,


  And brought vs thus together?


  
    FERDINANDO


    Sir, ſhe is mortall;

  


  But by immortall prouidence, ſhe’s mine;


  I choſe her when I could not aske my Father


  For his aduiſe: nor thought I had one: She


  Is daughter to this famous Duke of Millaine,


  Of whom, ſo often I haue heard renowne,


  But neuer ſaw before: of whom I haue


  Receiu’d a ſecond life; and ſecond Father


  This Lady makes him to me.


  
    ALONSO


    I am hers.

  


  But O, how odly will it ſound, that I


  Muſt aske my childe forgiueneſſe?


  
    PROSPERO


    There Sir ſtop,

  


  Let vs not burthen our remembrances, with


  A heauineſſe that’s gon.


  
    GONZALO


    I haue inly wept,

  


  Or ſhould haue ſpoke ere this: looke downe you gods


  And on this couple drop a bleſſed crowne;


  For it is you, that haue chalk’d forth the way


  Which brought vs hither.


  
    ALONSO


    I ſay Amen, Gonzallo.

  


  
    GONZALO


    Was Millaine thruſt from Millaine, that his Iſſue

  


  Should become Kings of Naples? O reioyce


  Beyond a common ioy, and ſet it downe


  With gold on laſting Pillers: In one voyage


  Did Claribell her husband finde at Tunis,


  And Ferdinand her brother, found a wife,


  Where he himſelfe was loſt: Proſpero, his Dukedome


  In a poore Iſle: and all of vs, our ſelues,


  When no man was his owne.


  
    ALONSO


    Giue me your hands:

  


  Let griefe and ſorrow ſtill embrace his heart,


  That doth not wiſh you ioy.


  
    GONZALO


    Be it ſo, Amen.

  


  Enter Ariel,
with the Maſter and Boatſwaine
amazedly following.


  O looke Sir, looke Sir, here is more of vs:


  I propheſi’d, if a Gallowes were on Land


  This fellow could not drowne: Now blaſphemy,


  That ſwear’ſt Grace ore-boord, not an oath on ſhore,


  Haſt thou no mouth by land?


  What is the newes?


  
    BOATSWAINE


    The beſt newes is, that we haue ſafely found

  


  Our King, and company: The next: our Ship,


  Which but three glaſſes ſince, we gaue out ſplit,


  Is tyte, and yare, and brauely rig’d, as when


  We firſt put out to Sea.


  
    ARIEL


    Sir, all this ſeruice

  


  Haue I done ſince I went.


  
    PROSPERO


    My trickſey Spirit.

  


  
    ALONSO


    Theſe are not naturall euents, they ſtrengthen

  


  From ſtrange, to ſtranger: ſay, how came you hither?


  
    BOATSWAINE


    If I did thinke, Sir, I were well awake,

  


  I’ld ſtriue to tell you: we were dead of ſleepe,


  And (how we know not) all clapt vnder hatches,


  Where, but euen now, with ſtrange, and ſeuerall noyſes


  Of roring, ſhreeking, howling, gingling chaines,


  And mo diuerſitie of ſounds, all horrible.


  We were awak’d: ſtraight way, at liberty;


  Where we, in all our trim, freſhly beheld


  Our royall, good, and gallant Ship: our Maſter


  Capring to eye her: on a trice, ſo pleaſe you,


  Euen in a dreame, were we diuided from them,


  And were brought moaping hither.


  
    ARIEL


    Was’t well done?

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Brauely (my diligence) thou ſhalt be free.

  


  
    ALONSO


    This is as ſtrange a Maze, as ere men trod,

  


  And there is in this buſineſſe, more then nature


  Was euer conduct of: ſome Oracle


  Muſt rectifie our knowledge.


  
    PROSPERO


    Sir, my Leige,

  


  Doe not infeſt your minde, with beating on


  The ſtrangeneſſe of this buſineſſe, at pickt leiſure


  (Which ſhall be ſhortly ſingle) I’le reſolue you,


  (Which to you ſhall ſeeme probable) of euery


  Theſe happend accidents: till when, be cheerefull


  And thinke of each thing well: Come hither Spirit,


  Set Caliban, and his companions free:


  Vntye the Spell: How fares my gracious Sir?


  There are yet miſſing of your Companie


  Some few odde Lads, that you remember not.


  Enter Ariel,
driuing in Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo
in their ſtolne Apparell.


  
    STEPHANO


    Euery man ſhift for all the reſt, and let

  


  No man take care for himſelfe; for all is


  But fortune: Coragio Bully-Monſter Coragio.


  
    TRINCVLO


    If theſe be true ſpies which I weare in my head,

  


  here’s a goodly ſight.


  
    CALIBAN


    O Setebos, theſe be braue Spirits indeede:

  


  How fine my Maſter is? I am afraid


  He will chaſtiſe me.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Ha, ha:

  


  What things are theſe, my Lord Anthonio?


  Will money buy em?


  
    ANTHONIO


    Very like: one of them

  


  Is a plaine Fiſh, and no doubt marketable.


  
    PROSPERO


    Marke but the badges of theſe men, my Lords,

  


  Then ſay if they be true: This miſhapen knaue;


  His Mother was a Witch, and one ſo ſtrong


  That could controle the Moone; make flowes, and ebs,


  And deale in her command, without her power:


  Theſe three haue robd me, and this demy-diuell;


  (For he’s a baſtard one) had plotted with them


  To take my life: two of theſe Fellowes, you


  Muſt know, and owne, this Thing of darkeneſſe, I


  Acknowledge mine.


  
    CALIBAN


    I ſhall be pincht to death.

  


  
    ALONSO


    Is not this Stephano, my drunken Butler?

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    He is drunke now;

  


  Where had he wine?


  
    ALONSO


    And Trinculo is reeling ripe: where ſhould they

  


  Finde this grand Liquor that hath gilded ’em?


  How cam’ſt thou in this pickle?


  
    TRINCVLO


    I haue bin in ſuch a pickle ſince I ſaw you laſt,

  


  That I feare me will neuer out of my bones:


  I ſhall not feare fly-blowing.


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Why how now Stephano?

  


  
    STEPHANO


    O touch me not, I am not Stephano, but a Cramp.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    You’ld be King o’the Iſle, Sirha?

  


  
    STEPHANO


    I ſhould haue bin a ſore one then.

  


  
    ALONSO


    This is a ſtrange thing as ere I look’d on.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    He is as diſproportion’d in his Manners

  


  As in his ſhape: Goe Sirha, to my Cell,


  Take with you your Companions: as you looke


  To haue my pardon, trim it handſomely.


  
    CALIBAN


    I that I will: and Ile be wiſe hereafter,

  


  And ſeeke for grace: what a thrice double Aſſe


  Was I to take this drunkard for a god?


  And worſhip this dull foole?


  
    PROSPERO


    Goe to, away.

  


  
    ALONSO


    Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you found it.

  


  
    SEBASTIAN


    Or ſtole it rather.

  


  
    PROSPERO


    Sir, I inuite your Highneſſe, and your traine

  


  To my poore Cell: where you ſhall take your reſt


  For this one night, which part of it, Ile waſte


  With ſuch diſcourſe, as I not doubt, ſhall make it


  Goe quicke away: The ſtory of my life,


  And the particular accidents, gon by


  Since I came to this Iſle: And in the morne


  I’le bring you to your ſhip, and ſo to Naples,


  Where I haue hope to ſee the nuptiall


  Of theſe our deere-belou’d, ſolemnized,


  And thence retire me to my Millaine, where


  Euery third thought ſhall be my graue.


  
    ALONSO


    I long

  


  To heare the ſtory of your life; which muſt


  Take the eare ſtrangely.


  
    PROSPERO


    I’le deliuer all,

  


  And promiſe you calme Seas, auſpicious gales,


  And ſaile, ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch


  Your Royall fleete farre off: My Ariel; chicke


  That is thy charge: Then to the Elements


  Be free, and fare thou well: pleaſe you draw neere.


  Exeunt omnes.
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  EPILOGVE,


  ſpoken by Proſpero.


  


  


  Now my Charmes are all ore-throwne,


  And what ſtrength I haue’s mine owne.


  Which is moſt faint: now ’tis true


  I muſt be heere confinde by you,


  Or ſent to Naples, Let me not


  Since I haue my Dukedome got,


  And pardon’d the deceiuer, dwell


  In this bare Iſland, by your Spell,


  But releaſe me from my bands


  With the helpe of your good hands:


  Gentle breath of yours, my Sailes


  Muſt fill, or elſe my proiect failes,


  Which was to pleaſe: Now I want


  Spirits to enforce: Art to inchant,


  And my ending is deſpaire,


  Vnleſſe I be relieu’d by praier


  
    Which pierces ſo, that it aſſaults


    Mercy it ſelfe, and frees all faults.

  


  
    As you from crimes would pardon’d be,


    Let your Indulgence ſet me free.

  


  Exit.


  
    


    F I N I S


    

  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    ❦
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  THE


  SONNETS.
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  1.


  FROM faireſt creatures we deſire increaſe,


  That thereby beauties Roſe might neuer die,


  But as the riper ſhould by time deceaſe,


  His tender heire might beare his memory:


  But thou contracted to thine owne bright eyes,


  Feed’ſt thy lights flame with ſelfe ſubſtantiall fewell,


  Making a famine where aboundance lies,


  Thy ſelfe thy foe, to thy ſweet ſelfe too cruell:


  Thou that art now the worlds freſh ornament,


  And only herauld to the gaudy ſpring,


  Within thine owne bud burieſt thy content,


  And tender chorle makſt waſt in niggarding:


  
    Pitty the world, or elſe this glutton be,


    To eate the worlds due, by the graue and thee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  2.


  WHEN fortie Winters ſhall beſeige thy brow,


  And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field,


  Thy youthes proud liuery ſo gaz’d on now,


  Wil be a totter’d weed of ſmal worth held:


  Then being askt, where all thy beautie lies,


  Where all the treaſure of thy luſty daies;


  To ſay within thine owne deepe ſunken eyes,


  Were an all-eating ſhame, and thriftleſſe praiſe.


  How much more praiſe deſeru’d thy beauties vſe,


  If thou couldſt anſwere this faire child of mine


  Shall ſum my count, and make my old excuſe


  Proouing his beautie by ſucceſſion thine.


  
    This were to be new made when thou art ould,


    And ſee thy blood warme when thou feel’ſt it could.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  3.


  LOOKE in thy glaſſe and tell the face thou veweſt,


  Now is the time that face ſhould forme an other,


  Whoſe freſh repaire if now thou not reneweſt,


  Thou doo’ſt beguile the world, vnbleſſe ſome mother.


  For where is ſhe ſo faire whoſe vn-eard wombe


  Diſdaines the tillage of thy husbandry?


  Or who is he ſo fond will be the tombe,


  Of his ſelfe loue to ſtop poſterity?


  Thou art thy mothers glaſſe and ſhe in thee


  Calls backe the louely Aprill of her prime,


  So thou through windowes of thine age ſhalt ſee,


  Diſpight of wrinkles this thy goulden time.


  
    But if thou liue remembred not to be,


    Die ſingle and thine Image dies with thee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  4.


  VNTHRIFTY louelineſſe why doſt thou ſpend,


  Vpon thy ſelfe thy beauties legacy?


  Natures bequeſt giues nothing but doth lend,


  And being franck ſhe lends to thoſe are free:


  Then beautious nigard why dooſt thou abuſe,


  The bountious largeſſe giuen thee to giue?


  Profitles vſerer why dooſt thou vſe


  So great a ſumme of ſummes yet can’ſt not liue?


  For hauing traffike with thy ſelfe alone,


  Thou of thy ſelfe thy ſweet ſelfe doſt deceaue,


  Then how when nature calls thee to be gone,


  What acceptable Audit can’ſt thou leaue?


  
    Thy vnus’d beauty muſt be tomb’d with thee,


    Which vſed liues th’executor to be.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  5.


  THOSE howers that with gentle worke did frame,


  The louely gaze where euery eye doth dwell


  Will play the tirants to the very ſame,


  And that vnfaire which fairely doth excell:


  For neuer reſting time leads Summer on,


  To hidious winter and confounds him there,


  Sap checkt with froſt and luſtie leau’s quite gon.


  Beauty ore-ſnow’d and barenes euery where,


  Then were not ſummers diſtillation left


  A liquid priſoner pent in walls of glaſſe,


  Beauties effect with beauty were bereft,


  Nor it nor noe remembrance what it was.


  
    But flowers diſtil’d though they with winter meete,


    Leeſe but their ſhow, their ſubſtance ſtill liues ſweet.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  6.


  THEN let not winters wragged hand deface,


  In thee thy ſummer ere thou be diſtil’d:


  Make ſweet ſome viall; treaſure thou ſome place,


  With beauties treaſure ere it be ſelfe kil’d:


  That vſe is not forbidden vſery,


  Which happies thoſe that pay the willing lone;


  That’s for thy ſelfe to breed an other thee,


  Or ten times happier be it ten for one,


  Ten times thy ſelfe were happier then thou art,


  If ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee,


  Then what could death doe if thou ſhould’ſt depart,


  Leauing thee liuing in poſterity?


  
    Be not ſelfe-wild for thou art much too faire,


    To be deaths conqueſt and make wormes thine heire.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  7.


  LOE in the Orient when the gracious light,


  Lifts vp his burning head, each vnder eye


  Doth homage to his new appearing ſight,


  Seruing with lookes his ſacred maieſty,


  And hauing climb’d the ſteepe vp heauenly hill,


  Reſembling ſtrong youth in his middle age,


  Yet mortall lookes adore his beauty ſtill,


  Attending on his goulden pilgrimage:


  But when from high-moſt pich with wery car,


  Like feeble age he reeleth from the day,


  The eyes (fore dutious) now conuerted are


  From his low tract and looke an other way:


  
    So thou, thy ſelfe out-going in thy noon:


    Vnlok’d on dieſt vnleſſe thou get a ſonne.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  8.


  MVSICK to heare, why hear’ſt thou muſick ſadly,


  Sweets with ſweets warre not, ioy delights in ioy:


  Why lou’ſt thou that which thou receauſt not gladly,


  Or elſe receau’ſt with pleaſure thine annoy?


  If the true concord of well tuned ſounds,


  By vnions married do offend thine eare,


  They do but ſweetly chide thee, who confounds


  In ſingleneſſe the parts that thou ſhould’ſt beare:


  Marke how one ſtring ſweet husband to an other,


  Strikes each in each by mutuall ordering;


  Reſembling ſier, and child, and happy mother,


  Who all in one, one pleaſing note do ſing:


  
    Whoſe ſpeechleſſe ſong being many, ſeeming one,


    Sings this to thee thou ſingle wilt proue none.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  9.


  IS it for feare to wet a widdowes eye,


  That thou conſum’ſt thy ſelfe in ſingle life?


  Ah; if thou iſſuleſſe ſhalt hap to die,


  The world will waile thee like a makeleſſe wife,


  The world wil be thy widdow and ſtill weepe,


  That thou no forme of thee haſt left behind,


  When euery priuat widdow well may keepe,


  By childrens eyes, her husbands ſhape in minde:


  Looke what an vnthrift in the world doth ſpend


  Shifts but his place, for ſtill the world inioyes it


  But beauties waſte hath in the world an end,


  And kept vnvſde the vſer ſo deſtroyes it:


  
    No loue toward others in that boſome ſits


    That on himſelfe ſuch murdrous ſhame commits.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  10.


  FOR ſhame deny that thou bear’ſt loue to any


  Who for thy ſelfe art ſo vnprouident


  Graunt if thou wilt, thou art belou’d of many,


  But that thou none lou’ſt is moſt euident:


  For thou art ſo poſſeſt with murdrous hate,


  That gainſt thy ſelfe thou ſtickſt not to conſpire,


  Seeking that beautious roofe to ruinate


  Which to repaire ſhould be thy chiefe deſire:


  O change thy thought, that I may change my minde,


  Shall hate be fairer log’d then gentle loue?


  Be as thy preſence is gracious and kind,


  Or to thy ſelfe at leaſt kind harted proue,


  
    Make thee an other ſelfe for loue of me,


    That beauty ſtill may liue in thine or thee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  11.


  AS faſt as thou ſhalt wane ſo faſt thou grow’ſt,


  In one of thine, from that which thou departeſt,


  And that freſh bloud which yongly thou beſtow’ſt,


  Thou maiſt call thine, when thou from youth conuerteſt,


  Herein liues wiſdome, beauty, and increaſe,


  Without this follie, age, and could decay,


  If all were minded ſo, the times ſhould ceaſe,


  And threeſcoore yeare would make the world away:


  Let thoſe whom nature hath not made for ſtore,


  Harſh, featureleſſe, and rude, barrenly perriſh,


  Looke whom ſhe beſt indow’d, ſhe gaue the more;


  Which bountious guift thou ſhouldſt in bounty cherriſh,


  
    She caru’d thee for her ſeale, and ment therby,


    Thou ſhouldſt print more, not let that coppy die.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  12.


  WHEN I doe count the clock that tels the time,


  And ſee the braue day ſunck in hidious night,


  When I behold the violet paſt prime,


  And ſable curls or ſiluer’d ore with white:


  When lofty trees I ſee barren of leaues,


  Which erſt from heat did canopie the herd


  And Sommers greene all girded vp in ſheaues


  Borne on the beare with white and briſtly beard:


  Then of thy beauty do I queſtion make


  That thou among the waſtes of time muſt goe,


  Since ſweets and beauties do them-ſelues forſake,


  And die as faſt as they ſee others grow,


  
    And nothing gainſt Times ſieth can make defence


    Saue breed to braue him, when he takes thee hence.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  13.


  O that you were your ſelfe, but loue you are


  No longer yours, then you your ſelfe here liue,


  Againſt this cumming end you ſhould prepare,


  And your ſweet ſemblance to ſome other giue.


  So ſhould that beauty which you hold in leaſe


  Find no determination, then you were


  You ſelfe again after your ſelfes deceaſe,


  When your ſweet iſſue your ſweet forme ſhould beare.


  Who lets ſo faire a houſe fall to decay,


  Which husbandry in honour might vphold,


  Againſt the ſtormy guſts of winters day


  And barren rage of deaths eternall cold?


  
    O none but vnthrifts, deare my loue you know,


    You had a Father, let your Son ſay ſo.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  14.


  Not from the ſtars do I my iudgement plucke,


  And yet me thinkes I haue Aſtronomy,


  But not to tell of good, or euil lucke,


  Of plagues, of dearths, or ſeaſons quallity,


  Nor can I fortune to breefe mynuits tell;


  Pointing to each his thunder, raine and winde,


  Or ſay with Princes if it ſhal go wel


  By oft predict that I in heauen finde,


  But from thine eies my knowledge I deriue,


  And conſtant ſtars in them I read ſuch art


  As truth and beautie ſhal together thriue


  If from thy ſelfe, to ſtore thou wouldſt conuert:


  
    Or elſe of thee this I prognoſticate,


    Thy end is Truthes and Beauties doome and date.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  15.


  When I conſider euery thing that growes


  Holds in perfection but a little moment.


  That this huge ſtage preſenteth nought but ſhowes


  Whereon the Stars in ſecret influence comment.


  When I perceiue that men as plants increaſe,


  Cheared and checkt euen by the ſelfe-ſame skie:


  Vaunt in their youthfull ſap, at height decreaſe,


  And were their braue ſtate out of memory.


  Then the conceit of this inconſtant ſtay,


  Sets you moſt rich in youth before my ſight,


  Where waſtfull time debateth with decay


  To change your day of youth to ſullied night,


  
    And all in war with Time for loue of you


    As he takes from you, I ingraft you new.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  16.


  Bvt wherefore do not you a mightier waie


  Make warre vppon this bloudie tirant time?


  And fortifie your ſelfe in your decay


  With meanes more bleſſed then my barren rime?


  Now ſtand you on the top of happie houres,


  And many maiden gardens yet vnſet,


  With vertuous wiſh would beare your liuing flowers,


  Much liker then your painted counterfeit:


  So ſhould the lines of life that life repaire


  Which this (Times penſel or my pupill pen)


  Neither in inward worth nor outward faire


  Can make you liue your ſelfe in eies of men,


  
    To giue away your ſelfe, keeps your ſelfe ſtill,


    And you muſt liue drawne by your owne ſweet skill.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  17.


  Who will beleeue my verſe in time to come


  If it were fild with your moſt high deſerts?


  Though yet heauen knowes it is but as a tombe


  Which hides your life, and ſhewes not halfe your parts:


  If I could write the beauty of your eyes,


  And in freſh numbers number all your graces,


  The age to come would ſay this Poet lies,


  Such heauenly touches nere toucht earthly faces.


  So ſhould my papers (yellowed with their age)


  Be ſcorn’d, like old men of leſſe truth then tongue,


  And your true rights be termd a Poets rage,


  And ſtretched miter of an Antique ſong.


  
    But were ſome childe of yours aliue that time,


    You ſhould liue twiſe in it, and in my rime.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  18.


  Shall I compare thee to a Summers day?


  Thou art more louely and more temperate:


  Rough windes do ſhake the darling buds of Maie,


  And Sommers leaſe hath all too ſhort a date:


  Sometime too hot the eye of heauen ſhines,


  And often is his gold complexion dimm’d,


  And euery faire from faire ſome-time declines,


  By chance, or natures changing courſe vntrim’d:


  But thy eternall Sommer ſhall not fade,


  Nor looſe poſſeſſion of that faire thou ow’ſt,


  Nor ſhall death brag thou wandr’ſt in his ſhade,


  When in eternall lines to time thou grow’ſt,


  
    So long as men can breath or eyes can ſee,


    So long liues this, and this giues life to thee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  19.


  Deuouring time blunt thou the Lyons pawes,


  And make the earth deuoure her owne ſweet brood,


  Plucke the keene teeth from the fierce Tygers yawes,


  And burne the long liu’d Phœnix in her blood,


  Make glad and ſorry ſeaſons as thou fleet’ſt,


  And do what ere thou wilt ſwift-footed time


  To the wide world and all her fading ſweets:


  But I forbid thee one moſt hainous crime,


  O carue not with thy howers my loues faire brow,


  Nor draw noe lines there with thine antique pen,


  Him in thy courſe vntainted doe allow,


  For beauties patterne to ſucceding men.


  
    Yet doe thy worſt ould Time diſpight thy wrong,


    My loue ſhall in my verſe euer liue young.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  20.


  A womans face with natures owne hand painted,


  Haſte thou the Maſter Miſtris of my paſſion,


  A womans gentle hart but not acquainted


  With ſhifting change as is falſe womens faſhion,


  An eye more bright then theirs, leſſe falſe in rowling:


  Gilding the obiect where-vpon it gazeth,


  A man in hew all Hews in his controwling,


  Which ſteales mens eyes and womens ſoules amaſeth.


  And for a woman wert thou firſt created,


  Till nature as ſhe wrought thee fell a dotinge,


  And by addition me of thee defeated,


  By adding one thing to my purpoſe nothing.


  
    But ſince ſhe prickt thee out for womens pleaſure,


    Mine be thy loue and thy loues vſe their treaſure.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  21.


  So is it not with me as with that Muſe,


  Stird by a painted beauty to his verſe,


  Who heauen it ſelfe for ornament doth vſe,


  And euery faire with his faire doth reherſe,


  Making a coopelment of proud compare


  With Sunne and Moone, with earth and ſeas rich gems:


  With Aprills firſt borne flowers and all things rare,


  That heauens ayre in this huge rondure hems,


  O let me true in loue but truly write,


  And then beleeue me, my loue is as faire,


  As any mothers childe, though not ſo bright


  As thoſe gould candells fixt in heauens ayer:


  
    Let them ſay more that like of heare-ſay well,


    I will not prayſe that purpoſe not to ſell.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  22.


  My glaſſe ſhall not perſwade me I am ould,


  So long as youth and thou are of one date,


  But when in thee times forrwes I behould,


  Then look I death my daies ſhould expiate.


  For all that beauty that doth couer thee,


  Is but the ſeemely rayment of my heart,


  Which in thy breſt doth liue, as thine in me,


  How can I then be elder then thou art?


  O therefore loue be of thy ſelfe ſo wary,


  As I not for my ſelfe, but for thee will,


  Bearing thy heart which I will keepe ſo chary


  As tender nurſe her babe from faring ill,


  
    Preſume not on thy heart when mine is ſlaine,


    Thou gau’ſt me thine not to giue backe againe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  23.


  As an vnperfect actor on the ſtage,


  Who with his feare is put beſides his part,


  Or ſome fierce thing repleat with too much rage,


  Whoſe ſtrengths abondance weakens his owne heart;


  So I for feare of truſt, forget to ſay,


  The perfect ceremony of loues right,


  And in mine owne loues ſtrength ſeeme to decay,


  Ore-charg’d with burthen of mine owne loues might:


  O let my books be then the eloquence,


  And domb preſagers of my ſpeaking breſt,


  Who pleade for loue, and look for recompence,


  More then that tonge that more hath more expreſt.


  
    O learne to read what ſilent loue hath writ,


    To heare wit eies belongs to loues fine whit.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  24.


  Mine eye hath play’d the painter and hath ſteeld,


  Thy beauties forme in table of my heart,


  My body is the frame wherein ti’s held,


  And perſpectiue it is beſt Painters art.


  For through the Painter muſt you ſee his skill,


  To finde where your true Image pictur’d lies,


  Which in my boſomes ſhop is hanging ſtil,


  That hath his windowes glazed with thine eyes:


  Now ſee what good-turnes eyes for eies haue done,


  Mine eyes haue drawne thy ſhape, and thine for me


  Are windowes to my breſt, where-through the Sun


  Delights to peepe, to gaze therein on thee


  
    Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art


    They draw but what they ſee, know not the hart.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  25.


  Let thoſe who are in fauor with their ſtars,


  Of publike honour and proud titles boſt,


  Whilſt I whome fortune of ſuch tryumph bars


  Vnlookt for ioy in that I honour moſt;


  Great Princes fauorites their faire leaues ſpread,


  But as the Marygold at the ſuns eye,


  And in them-ſelues their pride lies buried,


  For at a frowne they in their glory die.


  The painefull warrier famoſed for worth,


  After a thouſand victories once foild,


  Is from the booke of honour raſed quite,


  And all the reſt forgot for which he toild:


  
    Then happy I that loue and am beloued


    Where I may not remoue, nor be remoued.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  26.


  Lord of my loue, to whome in vaſſalage


  Thy merrit hath my dutie ſtrongly knit;


  To thee I ſend this written ambaſſage


  To witneſſe duty, not to ſhew my wit.


  Duty ſo great, which wit ſo poore as mine


  May make ſeeme bare, in wanting words to ſhew it;


  But that I hope ſome good conceipt of thine


  In thy ſoules thought (all naked) will beſtow it:


  Til whatſoeuer ſtar that guides my mouing,


  Points on me gratiouſly with faire aſpect,


  And puts apparrell on my tottered louing,


  To ſhow me worthy of their ſweet reſpect,


  
    Then may I dare to boaſt how I doe loue thee,


    Til then, not ſhow my head where thou maiſt proue me.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  27.


  Weary with toyle, I haſt me to my bed,


  The deare repoſe for lims with trauaill tired,


  But then begins a iourny in my head


  To worke my mind, when boddies work’s expired.


  For then my thoughts (from far where I abide)


  Intend a zelous pilgrimage to thee,


  And keepe my drooping eye-lids open wide,


  Looking on darknes which the blind doe ſee.


  Saue that my ſoules imaginary ſight


  Preſents their ſhaddoe to my ſightles view,


  Which like a iewell (hunge in gaſtly night)


  Makes blacke night beautious, and her old face new.


  
    Loe thus by day my lims, by night my mind,


    For thee, and for my ſelfe, noe quiet finde.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  28.


  How can I then returne in happy plight


  That am debard the benifit of reſt?


  When daies oppreſſion is not eazd by night,


  But day by night and night by day opreſt.


  And each (though enimes to ethers raigne)


  Doe in conſent ſhake hands to torture me,


  The one by toyle, the other to complaine


  How far I toyle, ſtill farther off from thee.


  I tell the Day to pleaſe him thou art bright,


  And do’ſt him grace when clouds doe blot the heauen:


  So flatter I the ſwart complexiond night,


  When ſparkling ſtars twire not thou guil’ſt th’eauen.


  
    But day doth daily draw my ſorrowes longer,


    And night doth nightly make greefes length ſeeme ſtronger

  


  
    
      
    

  


  29.


  When in diſgrace with Fortune and mens eyes,


  I all alone beweepe my out-caſt ſtate,


  And trouble deafe heauen with my bootleſſe cries,


  And looke vpon my ſelfe and curſe my fate.


  Wiſhing me like to one more rich in hope,


  Featur’d like him, like him with friends poſſeſt,


  Deſiring this mans art, and that mans skope,


  With what I moſt inioy contented leaſt,


  Yet in theſe thoughts my ſelfe almoſt deſpiſing,


  Haplye I thinke on thee, and then my ſtate,


  (Like to the Larke at breake of daye ariſing)


  From ſullen earth ſings himns at Heauens gate,


  
    For thy ſweet loue remembred ſuch welth brings,


    That then I skorne to change my ſtate with Kings.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  30.


  When to the Seſſions of ſweet ſilent thought,


  I ſommon vp remembrance of things paſt,


  I ſigh the lacke of many a thing I ſought,


  And with old woes new waile my deare times waſte:


  Then can I drowne an eye (vn-vs’d to flow)


  For precious friends hid in deaths dateles night,


  And weepe a freſh loues long ſince canceld woe,


  And mone th’expence of many a vanniſht ſight.


  Then can I greeue at greeuances fore-gon,


  And heauily from woe to woe tell ore


  The ſad account of fore-bemoned mone,


  Which I new pay, as if not payd before.


  
    But if the while I thinke on thee (deare friend)


    All loſſes are reſtord, and ſorrowes end.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  31.


  Thy boſome is indeared with all hearts,


  Which I by lacking haue ſuppoſed dead,


  And there raignes Loue and all Loues louing parts,


  And all thoſe friends which I thought buried.


  How many a holy and obſequious teare


  Hath deare religious loue ſtolne from mine eye,


  As intereſt of the dead, which now appeare,


  But things remou’d that hidden in there lie.


  Thou art the graue where buried loue doth liue,


  Hung with the trophies of my louers gon,


  Who all their parts of me to thee did giue,


  That due of many, now is thine alone.


  
    Their images I lou’d, I view in thee,


    And thou (all they) haſt all the all of me.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  32.


  If thou ſuruiue my well contented daie,


  When that churle death my bones with duſt ſhall couer


  And ſhalt by fortune once more re-ſuruay:


  Theſe poore rude lines of thy deceaſed Louer:


  Compare them with the bett’ring of the time,


  And though they be out-ſtript by euery pen,


  Reſerue them for my loue, not for their rime,


  Exceeded by the hight of happier men.


  Oh then voutſafe me but this louing thought,


  Had my friends Muſe growne with this growing age,


  A dearer birth then this his loue had brought


  To march in ranckes of better equipage:


  
    But ſince he died and Poets better proue,


    Theirs for their ſtile ile read, his for his loue.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  33.


  Full many a glorious morning haue I ſeene,


  Flatter the mountaine tops with ſoueraine eie,


  Kiſſing with golden face the meddowes greene;


  Guilding pale ſtreames with heauenly alcumy:


  Anon permit the baſeſt cloudes to ride,


  With ougly rack on his celeſtiall face,


  And from the for-lorne world his viſage hide


  Stealing vnſeene to weſt with this diſgrace:


  Euen ſo my Sunne one early morne did ſhine,


  With all triumphant ſplendor on my brow,


  But out alack, he was but one houre mine,


  The region cloude hath mask’d him from me now.


  
    Yet him for this, my loue no whit diſdaineth,


    Suns of the world may ſtaine, when heauens ſun ſtainteh.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  34.


  Why didſt thou promiſe ſuch a beautious day,


  And make me trauaile forth without my cloake,


  To let bace cloudes ore-take me in my way,


  Hiding thy brau’ry in their rotten ſmoke.


  Tis not enough that through the cloude thou breake,


  To dry the raine on my ſtorme-beaten face,


  For no man well of ſuch a ſalue can ſpeake,


  That heales the wound, and cures not the diſgrace:


  Nor can thy ſhame giue phiſicke to my griefe,


  Though thou repent, yet I haue ſtill the loſſe,


  Th’offenders ſorrow lends but weake reliefe


  To him that beares the ſtrong offenſes loſſe.


  
    Ah but thoſe teares are pearle which thy loue ſheeds,


    And they are ritch, and ranſome all ill deeds.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  35.


  No more bee greeu’d at that which thou haſt done,


  Roſes haue thornes, and ſiluer fountaines mud,


  Cloudes and eclipſes ſtaine both Moone and Sunne,


  And loathſome canker liues in ſweeteſt bud.


  All men make faults, and euen I in this,


  Authorizing thy treſpas with compare,


  My ſelfe corrupting ſaluing thy amiſſe,


  Excuſing their ſins more then their ſins are:


  For to thy ſenſuall fault I bring in ſence,


  Thy aduerſe party is thy Aduocate,


  And gainſt my ſelfe a lawfull plea commence,


  Such ciuill war is in my loue and hate,


  
    That I an acceſſary needs muſt be,


    To that ſweet theefe which ſourely robs from me.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  36.


  Let me confeſſe that we two muſt be twaine,


  Although our vndeuided loues are one:


  So ſhall thoſe blots that do with me remaine,


  Without thy helpe, by me be borne alone.


  In our two loues there is but one reſpect,


  Though in our liues a ſeperable ſpight,


  Which though it alter not loues ſole effect,


  Yet doth it ſteale ſweet houres from loues delight,


  I may not euer-more acknowledge thee,


  Leaſt my bewailed guilt ſhould do thee ſhame,


  Nor thou with publike kindneſſe honour me,


  Vnleſſe thou take that honour from thy name:


  
    But doe not ſo, I loue thee in ſuch ſort,


    As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  37.


  As a decrepit father takes delight,


  To ſee his actiue childe do deeds of youth,


  So I, made lame by Fortunes deareſt ſpight


  Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth.


  For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,


  Or any of theſe all, or all, or more


  Intitled in their parts, do crowned ſit,


  I make my loue ingrafted to this ſtore:


  So then I am not lame, poore, nor diſpis’d,


  Whilſt that this ſhadow doth ſuch ſubſtance giue,


  That I in thy abundance am ſuffic’d,


  And by a part of all thy glory liue:


  
    Looke what is beſt, that beſt I wiſh in thee,


    This wiſh I haue, then ten times happy me.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  38.


  How can my Muſe want ſubiect to inuent


  While thou doſt breath that poor’ſt into my verſe,


  Thine owne ſweet argument, to excellent,


  For euery vulgar paper to rehearſe:


  Oh giue thy ſelfe the thankes if ought in me,


  Worthy peruſal ſtand againſt thy ſight,


  For who’s ſo dumbe that cannot write to thee,


  When thou thy ſelfe doſt giue inuention light?


  Be thou the tenth Muſe, ten times more in worth


  Then thoſe old nine which rimers inuocate,


  And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth


  Eternal numbers to out-liue long date.


  
    If my ſlight Muſe doe pleaſe theſe curious daies,


    The paine be mine, but thine ſhal be the praiſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  39.


  Oh how thy worth with manners may I ſinge,


  When thou art all the better part of me?


  What can mine owne praiſe to mine owne ſelfe bring;


  And what is’t but mine owne when I praiſe thee,


  Euen for this, let vs deuided liue,


  And our deare loue looſe name of ſingle one,


  That by this ſeperation I may giue:


  That due to thee which thou deſeru’ſt alone:


  Oh abſence what a torment wouldſt thou proue,


  Were it not thy ſoure leiſure gaue ſweet leaue,


  To entertaine the time with thoughts of loue,


  Which time and thoughts ſo ſweetly doſt deceiue.


  
    And that thou teacheſt how to make one twaine,


    By praiſing him here who doth hence remaine.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  40.


  Take all my loues, my loue, yea take them all,


  What haſt thou then more then thou hadſt before?


  No loue, my loue, that thou maiſt true loue call,


  All mine was thine, before thou hadſt this more:


  Then if for my loue, thou my loue receiueſt,


  I cannot blame thee, for my loue thou vſeſt,


  But yet be blam’d, if thou this ſelfe deceaueſt


  By wilfull taſte of what thy ſelfe refuſeſt.


  I doe forgiue thy robb’rie gentle theefe


  Although thou ſteale thee all my pouerty:


  And yet loue knowes it is a greater griefe


  To beare loues wrong, then hates knowne iniury.


  
    Laſciuious grace, in whom all il wel ſhowes,


    Kill me with ſpights yet we muſt not be foes.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  41.


  Thoſe pretty wrongs that liberty commits,


  When I am ſome-time abſent from thy heart,


  Thy beautie, and thy yeares full well befits,


  For ſtill temptation followes where thou art.


  Gentle thou art, and therefore to be wonne,


  Beautious thou art, therefore to be aſſailed.


  And when a woman woes, what womans ſonne,


  Will ſourely leaue her till he haue preuailed.


  Aye me, but yet thou mighſt my ſeate forbeare,


  And chide thy beauty, and thy ſtraying youth,


  Who lead thee in their ryot euen there


  Where thou art forſt to breake a two-fold truth:


  
    Hers by thy beauty tempting her to thee,


    Thine by thy beautie beeing falſe to me.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  42.


  That thou haſt her it is not all my griefe,


  And yet it may be ſaid I lou’d her deerely,


  That ſhe hath thee is of my wayling cheefe,


  A loſſe in loue that touches me more neerely.


  Louing offendors thus I will excuſe yee,


  Thou dooſt loue her, becauſe thou knowſt I loue her,


  And for my ſake euen ſo doth ſhe abuſe me,


  Suffring my friend for my ſake to approoue her,


  If I looſe thee, my loſſe is my loues gaine,


  And looſing her, my friend hath found that loſſe,


  Both finde each other, and I looſe both twaine,


  And both for my ſake lay on me this croſſe,


  
    But here’s the ioy, my friend and I are one,


    Sweete flattery, then ſhe loues but me alone.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  43.


  When moſt I winke then doe mine eyes beſt ſee,


  For all the day they view things vnreſpected,


  But when I ſleepe, in dreames they looke on thee,


  And darkely bright, are bright in darke directed.


  Then thou whoſe ſhaddow ſhaddowes doth make bright,


  How would thy ſhadowes forme, forme happy ſhow,


  To the cleere day with thy much cleerer light,


  When to vn-ſeeing eyes thy ſhade ſhines ſo?


  How would (I ſay) mine eyes be bleſſed made,


  By looking on thee in the liuing day?


  When in dead night their faire imperfect ſhade,


  Through heauy ſleepe on ſightleſſe eyes doth ſtay?


  
    All dayes are nights to ſee till I ſee thee,


    And nights bright daies when dreams do ſhew thee me.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  44.


  If the dull ſubſtance of my fleſh were thought,


  Iniurious diſtance ſhould not ſtop my way,


  For then diſpight of ſpace I would be brought,


  From limits farre remote, where thou dooſt ſtay,


  No matter then although my foote did ſtand


  Vpon the fartheſt earth remoou’d from thee,


  For nimble thought can iumpe both ſea and land,


  As ſoone as thinke the place where he would be.


  But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought


  To leape large lengths of miles when thou art gone,


  But that ſo much of earth and water wrought,


  I muſt attend, times leaſure with my mone.


  
    Receiuing naughts by elements ſo ſloe,


    But heauie teares, badges of eithers woe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  45.


  The other two, ſlight ayre, and purging fire,


  Are both with thee, where euer I abide,


  The firſt my thought, the other my deſire,


  Theſe preſent abſent with ſwift motion ſlide.


  For when theſe quicker Elements are gone


  In tender Embaſſie of loue to thee,


  My life being made of foure, with two alone,


  Sinkes downe to death, oppreſt with melancholie.


  Vntill liues compoſition be recured,


  By thoſe ſwift meſſengers return’d from thee,


  Who euen but now come back againe aſſured,


  Of their faire health, recounting it to me.


  
    This told, I ioy, but then no longer glad,


    I ſend them back againe and ſtraight grow ſad.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  46.


  Mine eye and heart are at a mortall warre,


  How to deuide the conqueſt of thy ſight,


  Mine eye, my heart their pictures ſight would barre,


  My heart, mine eye the freeedome of that right,


  My heart doth plead that thou in him dooſt lye,


  (A cloſet neuer pearſt with chriſtall eyes)


  But the defendant doth that plea deny,


  And ſayes in him their faire appearance lyes.


  To ſide this title is impannelled


  A queſt of thoughts, all tennants to the heart,


  And by their verdict is determined


  The cleere eyes moyitie, and the deare hearts part.


  
    As thus, mine eyes due is their outward part,


    And my hearts right, their inward loue of heart.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  47.


  Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is tooke,


  And each doth good turnes now vnto the other,


  When that mine eye is famiſht for a looke,


  Or heart in loue with ſighes himſelfe doth ſmother;


  With my loues picture then my eye doth feaſt,


  And to the painted banquet bids my heart:


  An other time mine eye is my hearts gueſt,


  And in his thoughts of loue doth ſhare a part.


  So either by thy picture or my loue,


  Thy ſelfe away, are preſent ſtill with me,


  For thou nor farther then my thoughts canſt moue,


  And I am ſtill with them, and they with thee.


  
    Or if they ſleepe, thy picture in my ſight


    Awakes my heart, to hearts and eyes delight.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  48.


  How carefull was I when I tooke my way,


  Each trifle vnder trueſt barres to thruſt,


  That to my vſe it might vn-vſed ſtay


  From hands of falſehood, in ſure wards of truſt?


  But thou, to whom my iewels trifles are,


  Moſt worthy comfort, now my greateſt griefe,


  Thou beſt of deereſt, and mine onely care,


  Art left the prey of euery vulgar theefe.


  Thee haue I not lockt vp in any cheſt,


  Saue where thou art not, though I feele thou art,


  Within the gentle cloſure of my breſt,


  From whence at pleaſure thou maiſt come and part,


  
    And euen thence thou wilt be ſtolne I feare,


    For truth prooues theeuiſh for a prize ſo deare.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  49.


  Againſt that time (if euer that time come)


  When I ſhall ſee thee frowne on my defects,


  When as thy loue hath caſt his vtmoſt ſumme,


  Cauld to that audite by aduis’d reſpects,


  Againſt that time when thou ſhalt ſtrangely paſſe,


  And ſcarcely greete me with that ſunne thine eye,


  When loue conuerted from the thing it was


  Shall reaſons finde of ſetled grauitie.


  Againſt that time do I inſconce me here


  Within the knowledge of mine owne deſart,


  And this my hand, againſt my ſelfe vpreare,


  To guard the lawfull reaſons on thy part,


  
    To leaue poore me, thou haſt the ſtrength of lawes,


    Since why to loue, I can alledge no cauſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  50.


  How heauie doe I iourney on the way,


  When what I ſeeke (my wearie trauels end)


  Doth teach that eaſe and that repoſe to ſay


  Thus farre the miles are meaſurde from thy friend.


  The beaſt that beares me, tired with my woe,


  Plods duly on, to beare that waight in me,


  As if by ſome inſtinct the wretch did know


  His rider lou’d not ſpeed being made from thee:


  The bloody ſpurre cannot prouoke him on,


  That ſome-times anger thruſts into his hide,


  Which heauily he anſwers with a grone,


  More ſharpe to me then ſpurring to his ſide,


  
    For that ſame grone doth put this in my mind,


    My greefe lies onward and my ioy behind.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  51.


  Thus can my loue excuſe the ſlow offence,


  Of my dull bearer, when from thee I ſpeed,


  From where thou art, why ſhould I haſt me thence,


  Till I returne of poſting is noe need.


  O what excuſe will my poore beaſt then find,


  When ſwift extremity can ſeeme but ſlow,


  Then ſhould I ſpurre though mounted on the wind,


  In winged ſpeed no motion ſhall I know,


  Then can no horſe with my deſire keepe pace,


  Therefore deſire (of perfects loue being made)


  Shall naigh noe dull fleſh in his fiery race,


  But loue, for loue, thus ſhall excuſe my iade,


  
    Since from thee going, he went wilfull ſlow,


    Towards thee ile run, and giue him leaue to goe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  52.


  So am I as the rich whoſe bleſſed key,


  Can bring him to his ſweet vp-locked treaſure,


  The which he will not eu’ry hower ſuruay,


  For blunting the fine point of ſeldome pleaſure.


  Therefore are feaſts ſo ſollemne and ſo rare,


  Since ſildom comming in the long yeare ſet,


  Like ſtones of worth they thinly placed are,


  Or captaine Iewells in the carconet.


  So is the time that keepes you as my cheſt,


  Or as the ward-robe which the robe doth hide,


  To make ſome ſpeciall inſtant ſpeciall bleſt,


  By new vnfoulding his impriſon’d pride.


  
    Bleſſed are you whoſe worthineſſe giues skope,


    Being had to tryumph, being lackt to hope.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  53.


  What is your ſubſtance, whereof are you made,


  That millions of ſtrange ſhaddowes on you tend?


  Since euery one, hath euery one, one ſhade,


  And you but one, can euery ſhaddow lend:


  Deſcribe Adonis and the counterfet,


  Is poorely immitated after you,


  On Hellens cheeke all art of beautie ſet,


  And you in Grecian tires are painted new:


  Speake of the ſpring, and foyzon of the yeare,


  The one doth ſhaddow of your beautie ſhow,


  The other as your bountie doth appeare,


  And you in euery bleſſed ſhape we know.


  
    In all externall grace you haue ſome part,


    But you like none, none you for conſtant heart.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  54.


  Oh how much more doth beautie beautious ſeeme,


  By that ſweet ornament which truth doth giue,


  The Roſe lookes faire, but fairer we it deeme


  For that ſweet odor, which doth in it liue:


  The Canker bloomes haue full as deepe a die,


  As the perfumed tincture of the Roſes,


  Hang on ſuch thornes, and play as wantonly,


  When ſommers breath their masked buds diſcloſes:


  But for their virtue only is their ſhow,


  They liue vnwoo’d, and vnreſpected fade,


  Die to themſelues. Sweet Roſes doe not ſo,


  Of their ſweet deathes, are ſweeteſt odors made:


  
    And ſo of you, beautious and louely youth,


    When that ſhall vade, by verſe diſtils your truth.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  55.


  Not marble, nor the guilded monument,


  Of Princes ſhall out-liue this powrefull rime,


  But you ſhall ſhine more bright in theſe contents


  Then vnſwept ſtone, beſmeer’d with ſluttiſh time.


  When waſtefull warre ſhall Statues ouer-turne,


  And broiles roote out the worke of maſonry,


  Nor Mars his ſword, nor warres quick fire ſhall burne:


  The liuing record of your memory.


  Gainſt death, and all obliuious emnity


  Shall you pace forth, your praiſe ſhall ſtil finde roome,


  Euen in the eyes of all poſterity


  That weare this world out to the ending doome.


  
    So til the iudgement that your ſelfe ariſe,


    You liue in this, and dwell in louers eies.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  56.


  Sweet loue renew thy force, be it not ſaid


  Thy edge ſhould blunter be then apetite,


  Which but too daie by feeding is alaied,


  To morrow ſharpned in his former might.


  So loue be thou, although too daie thou fill


  Thy hungrie eies, euen till they winck with fulneſſe,


  Too morrow ſee againe, and doe not kill


  The ſpirit of Loue, with a perpetual dulneſſe:


  Let this ſad Intrim like the Ocean be


  Which parts the ſhore, where two contracted new,


  Come daily to the banckes, that when they ſee:


  Returne of loue, more bleſt may be the view.


  
    As cal it Winter, which being ful of care,


    Makes Sommers welcome, thrice more wiſh’d, more rare.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  57.


  Being your ſlaue what ſhould I doe but tend,


  Vpon the houres, and times of your deſire?


  I haue no precious time at al to ſpend;


  Nor ſeruices to doe til you require.


  Nor dare I chide the world without end houre,


  Whilſt I (my ſoueraine) watch the clock for you,


  Nor thinke the bitterneſſe of abſence ſowre,


  When you haue bid your ſeruant once adieue.


  Nor dare I queſtion with my iealious thought,


  Where you may be, or your affaires ſuppoſe,


  But like a ſad ſlaue ſtay and thinke of nought


  Saue where you are, how happy you make thoſe.


  
    So true a foole is loue, that in your Will,


    (Though you doe any thing) he thinkes no ill.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  58.


  That God forbid, that made me firſt your ſlaue,


  I ſhould in thought controule your times of pleaſure,


  Or at your hand th’account of houres to craue,


  Being your vaſſail bound to ſtaie your leiſure.


  Oh let me ſuffer (being at your beck)


  Th’impriſon’d abſence of your libertie,


  And patience tame, to ſufferance bide each check,


  Without accuſing you of iniury.


  Be where you liſt, your charter is ſo ſtrong,


  That you your ſelfe may priuiledge your time


  To what you will, to you it doth belong,


  Your ſelfe to pardon of ſelfe-doing crime.


  
    I am to waite, though waiting ſo be hell,


    Not blame your pleaſure be it ill or well.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  59.


  If their bee nothing new, but that which is,


  Hath beene before, how are our braines beguild,


  Which laboring for inuention beare amiſſe


  The ſecond burthen of a former child?


  Oh that record could with a back-ward looke,


  Euen of fiue hundreth courſes of the Sunne,


  Show me your image in ſome antique booke,


  Since minde at firſt in carrecter was done.


  That I might ſee what the old world could ſay,


  To this compoſed wonder of your frame,


  Whether we are mended, or where better they,


  Or whether reuolution be the ſame.


  
    Oh ſure I am the wits of former daies,


    To ſubiects worſe haue giuen admiring praiſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  60.


  Like as the waues make towards the pibled ſhore,


  So do our minuites haſten to their end,


  Each changing place with that which goes before,


  In ſequent toile all forwards do contend.


  Natiuity once in the maine of light.


  Crawles to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,


  Crooked eclipſes gainſt his glory fight,


  And time that gaue, doth now his gift confound.


  Time doth tranſfixe the floriſh ſet on youth,


  And delues the paralels in beauties brow,


  Feedes on the rarities of natures truth,


  And nothing ſtands but for his ſieth to mow.


  
    And yet to times in hope, my verſe ſhall ſtand


    Praiſing thy worth, diſpight his cruell hand.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  61.


  Is it thy wil, thy Image ſhould keepe open


  My heauy eielids to the weary night?


  Doſt thou deſire my ſlumbers ſhould be broken,


  While ſhadowes like to thee do mocke my ſight?


  Is it thy ſpirit that thou ſend’ſt from thee


  So farre from home into my deeds to prye,


  To find out ſhames and idle houres in me,


  The skope and tenure of thy Ielouſie?


  O no, thy loue though much, is not ſo great,


  It is my loue that keepes mine eie awake,


  Mine owne true loue that doth my reſt defeat,


  To plaie the watch-man euer for thy ſake.


  
    For thee watch I, whilſt thou doſt wake elſewhere,


    From me farre of, with others all to neere.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  62.


  Sinne of ſelfe-loue poſſeſſeth al mine eie,


  And all my ſoule, and al my euery part;


  And for this ſinne there is no remedie,


  It is ſo grounded inward in my heart.


  Me thinkes no face ſo gratious is as mine,


  No ſhape ſo true, no truth of ſuch account,


  And for my ſelfe mine owne worth do define,


  As I all other in all worths ſurmount.


  But when my glaſſe ſhewes me my ſelfe indeed


  Beated and chopt with tand antiquitie,


  Mine owne ſelfe loue quite contrary I read


  Selfe, ſo ſelfe louing were iniquity,


  
    T’is thee (my ſelfe) that for my ſelfe I praiſe,


    Painting my age with beauty of thy daies.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  63.


  Againſt my loue ſhall be as I am now


  With times iniurious hand chruſht and ore-worne,


  When houres haue dreind his blood and fild his brow


  With lines and wrincles, when his youthfull morne


  Hath trauaild on to Ages ſteepie night,


  And all thoſe beauties whereof now he’s King


  Are vaniſhing, or vaniſht out of ſight,


  Stealing away the treaſure of his Spring.


  For ſuch a time do I now fortifie


  Againſt confounding Ages cruell knife,


  That he ſhall neuer cut from memory


  My ſweet loues beauty, though my louers life.


  
    His beautie ſhall in theſe blacke lines be ſeene,


    And they ſhall liue, and he in them ſtill greene.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  64.


  When I haue ſeene by times fell hand defaced


  The rich proud coſt of outworne buried age,


  When ſometime loftie towers I ſee downe raſed,


  And braſſe eternall ſlaue to mortall rage.


  When I haue ſeene the hungry Ocean gaine


  Aduantage on the Kingdome of the ſhoare,


  And the firme ſoile win of the watry maine,


  Increaſing ſtore with loſſe, and loſſe with ſtore.


  When I haue ſeene ſuch interchange of ſtate,


  Or ſtate it ſelfe confounded, to decay,


  Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate


  That Time will come and take my loue away.


  
    This thought is as a death which cannot chooſe


    But weepe to haue, that which it feares to looſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  65.


  Since braſſe, nor ſtone, nor earth, nor boundleſſe ſea,


  But ſad mortallity ore-ſwaies their power,


  How with this rage ſhall beautie hold a plea,


  Whoſe action is no ſtronger then a flower?


  O how ſhall ſummers hunny breath hold out,


  Againſt the wrackfull ſiedge of battring dayes,


  When rocks impregnable are not ſo ſtoute,


  Nor gates of ſteele ſo ſtrong but time decayes?


  O fearefull meditation, where alack,


  Shall times beſt Iewell from times cheſt lie hid?


  Or what ſtrong hand can hold his ſwift foote back,


  Or who his ſpoile or beautie can forbid?


  
    O none, vnleſſe this miracle haue might,


    That in black inck my loue may ſtill ſhine bright.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  66.


  Tyr’d with all theſe for reſtfull death I cry,


  As to behold deſert a begger borne,


  And needie Nothing trimd in iollitie,


  And pureſt faith vnhappily forſworne,


  And gilded honor ſhamefully miſplaſt,


  And maiden vertue rudely ſtrumpeted,


  And right perfection wrongfully diſgrac’d,


  And ſtrength by limping ſway diſabled,


  And arte made tung-tide by authoritie,


  And Folly (Doctor-like) controuling skill,


  And ſimple-Truth miſcalde Simplicitie,


  And captiue-good attending Captaine ill.


  
    Tyr’d with all theſe, from theſe would I be gone,


    Saue that to dye, I leaue my loue alone.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  67.


  Ah wherefore with infection ſhould he liue,


  And with his preſence grace impietie,


  That ſinne by him aduantage ſhould atchiue,


  And lace it ſelfe with his ſocietie?


  Why ſhould falſe painting immitate his cheeke,


  And ſteale dead ſeeing of his liuing hew?


  Why ſhould poore beautie indirectly ſeeke,


  Roſes of ſhaddow, ſince his Roſe is true?


  Why ſhould he liue, now nature banckrout is,


  Beggerd of blood to bluſh through liuely vaines,


  For ſhe hath no exchecker now but his,


  And proud of many, liues vpon his gaines?


  
    O him ſhe ſtores, to ſhow what welth ſhe had,


    In daies long ſince, before theſe laſt ſo bad.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  68.


  Thus is his cheeke the map of daies out-worne,


  When beauty liu’d and dy’ed as flowers do now,


  Before theſe baſtard ſignes of faire were borne,


  Or durſt inhabit on a liuing brow:


  Before the goulden treſſes of the dead,


  The right of ſepulchers, were ſhorne away,


  To liue a ſecond life on ſecond head,


  Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay:


  In him thoſe holy antique howers are ſeene,


  Without all ornament, it ſelfe and true,


  Making no ſummer of an others greene,


  Robbing no ould to dreſſe his beauty new,


  
    And him as for a map doth Nature ſtore,


    To ſhew faulſe Art what beauty was of yore.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  69.


  Thoſe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view,


  Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend:


  All toungs (the voice of ſoules) giue thee that end,


  Vttring bare truth, euen ſo as foes Commend.


  Their outward thus with outward praiſe is crownd,


  But thoſe ſame toungs that giue thee ſo thine owne,


  In other accents doe this praiſe confound


  By ſeeing farther then the eye hath ſhowne.


  They looke into the beauty of thy mind,


  And that in gueſſe they meaſure by thy deeds,


  Then churls their thoughts (although their eies were kind)


  To thy faire flower ad the rancke ſmell of weeds,


  
    But why thy odor matcheth not thy ſhow,


    The ſolye is this, that thou doeſt common grow.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  70.


  That thou are blam’d ſhall not be thy defect,


  For ſlanders marke was euer yet the faire,


  The ornament of beauty is ſuſpect,


  A Crow that flies in heauens ſweeteſt ayre.


  So thou be good, ſlander doth but approue,


  Their worth the greater beeing woo’d of time,


  For Canker vice the ſweeteſt buds doth loue,


  And thou preſent’ſt a pure vnſtayined prime.


  Thou haſt paſt by the ambuſh of young daies,


  Either not aſſayld, or victor beeing charg’d,


  Yet this thy praiſe cannot be ſoe thy praiſe,


  To tye vp enuy, euermore inlarged,


  
    If ſome ſuſpect of ill maskt not thy ſhow,


    Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts ſhouldſt owe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  71.


  Noe Longer mourne for me when I am dead,


  Then you ſhall heare the ſurly ſullen bell


  Giue warning to the world that I am fled


  From this vile world with vildeſt wormes to dwell:


  Nay if you read this line, remember not,


  The hand that writ it, for I loue you ſo,


  That I in your ſweet thoughts would be forgot,


  If thinking on me then ſhould make you woe.


  O if (I ſay) you looke vpon this verſe,


  When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay,


  Do not ſo much as my poore name reherſe;


  But let your loue euen with my life decay.


  
    Leaſt the wiſe world ſhould looke into your mone,


    And mocke you with me after I am gon.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  72.


  O leaſt the world ſhould taske you to recite,


  What merit liu’d in me that you ſhould loue


  After my death (deare loue) for get me quite,


  For you in me can nothing worthy proue.


  Vnleſſe you would deuiſe ſome vertuous lye,


  To doe more for me then mine owne deſert,


  And hang more praiſe vpon deceaſed I,


  Then nigard truth would willingly impart:


  O leaſt your true loue may ſeeme falce in this,


  That you for loue ſpeake well of me vntrue,


  My name be buried where my body is,


  And liue no more to ſhame nor me, nor you.


  
    For I am ſhamd by that which I bring forth,


    And ſo ſhould you, to loue things nothing worth.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  73.


  That time of yeare thou maiſt in me behold,


  When yellow leaues, or none, or few doe hange


  Vpon thoſe boughes which ſhake againſt the could,


  Bare rwn’d quiers, where late the ſweet birds ſang.


  In me thou ſeeſt the twi-light of ſuch day,


  As after Sun-ſet fadeth in the Weſt,


  Which by and by blacke night doth take away,


  Deaths ſecond ſelfe that ſeals vp all in reſt.


  In me thou ſeeſt the glowing of ſuch fire,


  That on the aſhes of his youth doth lye,


  As the death bed, whereon it muſt expire,


  Conſum’d with that which it was nurriſht by.


  
    This thou perceu’ſt, which makes thy loue more ſtrong,


    To loue that well, which thou muſt leaue ere long.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  74.


  But be contented when that fell areſt,


  With out all bayle ſhall carry me away,


  My life hath in this line ſome intereſt,


  Which for memoriall ſtill with thee ſhall ſtay.


  When thou reueweſt this, thou doeſt reuew,


  The very part was conſecrate to thee,


  The earth can haue but earth, which is his due,


  My ſpirit is thine the better part of me,


  So then thou haſt but loſt the dregs of life,


  The pray of wormes, my body being dead,


  The coward conqueſt of a wretches knife,


  To baſe of thee to be remembred,


  
    The worth of that, is that which it containes,


    And that is this, and this with thee remaines.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  75.


  So are you to my thoughts as food to life,


  Or as ſweet ſeaſon’d ſhewers are to the ground;


  And for the peace of you I hold ſuch ſtrife,


  As twixt a miſer and his wealth is found.


  Now proud as an inioyer, and anon


  Doubting the filching age will ſteale his treaſure,


  Now counting beſt to be with you alone,


  Then betterd that the world may ſee my pleaſure,


  Some-time all ful with feaſting on your ſight,


  And by and by cleane ſtarued for a looke,


  Poſſeſſing or purſuing no delight


  Saue what is had, or muſt from you be tooke.


  
    Thus do I pine and ſurfet day by day,


    Or gluttoning on all, or all away.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  76.


  Why is my verſe ſo barren of new pride?


  So far from variation or quicke change?


  Why with the time do I not glance aſide


  To new found methods, and to compounds ſtrange?


  Why write I ſtill all one, euer the ſame,


  And keepe inuention in a noted weed,


  That euery word doth almoſt fel my name,


  Shewing their birth, and where they did proceed


  O know ſweet loue I alwaies write of you,


  And you and loue are ſtill my argument:


  So all my beſt is dreſſing old words new,


  Spending againe what is already ſpent:


  
    For as the Sun is daily new and old,


    So is my loue ſtill telling what is told.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  77.


  Thy glaſſe will ſhew thee how thy beauties were,


  Thy dyall how thy pretious mynuits waſte,


  The vacant leaues thy mindes imprint will beare,


  And of this booke, this learning maiſt thou taſte.


  The wrinckles which thy glaſſe will truly ſhow,


  Of mouthed graues will giue thee memorie,


  Thou by thy dyals ſhady ſtealth maiſt know,


  Times theeuiſh progreſſe to eternitie.


  Looke what thy memorie cannot containe,


  Commit to theſe waſte blacks, and thou ſhalt finde


  Thoſe children nurſt, deliuerd from thy braine,


  To take a new acquaintance of thy minde.


  
    Theſe offices, ſo oft as thou wilt looke,


    Shall profit thee, and much inrich thy booke.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  78.


  So oft haue I inuok’d thee for my Muſe,


  And found ſuch faire aſſiſtance in my verſe,


  As euery Alien pen hath got my vſe,


  And vnder thee their poeſie diſperſe.


  Thine eyes, that taught the dumbe on high to ſing,


  And heauie ignorance aloft to flie,


  Haue added fethers to the learneds wing,


  And giuen grace a double Maieſtie.


  Yet be moſt proud of that which I compile,


  Whoſe influence is thine, and borne of thee,


  In others workes thou dooſt but mend the ſtile,


  And Arts with thy ſweete graces graced be.


  
    But thou art all my art, and dooſt aduance


    As high as learning, my rude ignorance.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  79.


  Whilſt I alone did call vpon thy ayde,


  My verſe alone had all thy gentle grace,


  But now my gracious numbers are decayde,


  And my ſick Muſe doth giue an other place.


  I grant (ſweet loue) thy louely argument


  Deſerues the trauaile of a worthier pen,


  Yet what of thee thy Poet doth inuent,


  He robs thee of, and payes it thee againe,


  He lends thee vertue, and he ſtole that word,


  From thy behauiour, beautie doth he giue


  And found it in thy cheeke: he can affoord


  No praiſe to thee, but what in thee doth liue.


  
    Then thanke him not for that which he doth ſay,


    Since what he owes thee, thou thy ſelfe dooſt pay.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  80.


  O how I faint when I of you do write,


  Knowing a better ſpirit doth vſe your name,


  And in the praiſe thereof ſpends all his might,


  To make me toung-tide ſpeaking of your fame.


  But ſince your worth (wide as the Ocean is)


  The humble as the proudeſt ſaile doth beare,


  My ſawſie barke (inferior farre to his)


  On your broad maine doth wilfully appeare.


  Your ſhalloweſt helpe will hold me vp a floate,


  Whilſt he vpon your ſoundleſſe deepe doth ride,


  Or (being wrackt) I am a worthleſſe bote,


  He of tall building, and of goodly pride.


  
    Then if he thriue and I be caſt away,


    The worſt was this, my loue was my decay.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  81.


  Or I ſhall liue your Epitaph to make,


  Or you ſuruiue when I in earth am rotten,


  From hence your memory death cannot take,


  Although in me each part will be forgotten.


  Your name from hence immortall life ſhall haue,


  Though I (once gone) to all the world muſt dye,


  The earth can yeeld me but a common graue,


  When you intombed in mens eyes ſhall lye,


  Your monument ſhall be my gentle verſe,


  Which eyes not yet created ſhall ore-read,


  And toungs to be, your beeing ſhall rehearſe,


  When all the breathers of this world are dead,


  
    You ſtill ſhall liue (ſuch vertue hath my Pen)


    Where breath moſt breaths, euen in the mouths of men.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  82.


  I grant thou wert not married to my Muſe,


  And therefore maieſt without attaint ore-looke


  The dedicated words which writers vſe


  Of their faire ſubiect, bleſſing euery booke.


  Thou art as faire in knowledge as in hew,


  Finding thy worth a limmit paſt my praiſe,


  And therefore art inforc’d to ſeeke anew,


  Some freſher ſtampe of the time bettering dayes.


  And do ſo loue, yet when they haue deuiſde,


  What ſtrained touches Rhethorick can lend,


  Thou truly faire, wert truly ſimpathizde,


  In true plaine words, by thy true telling friend.


  
    And their groſſe painting might be better vs’d,


    Where cheekes need blood, in thee it is abus’d.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  83.


  I neuer ſaw that you did painting need,


  And therefore to your faire no painting ſet,


  I found (or thought I found) you did exceed,


  The barren tender of a Poets debt:


  And therefore haue I ſlept in your report,


  That you your ſelfe being extant well might ſhow,


  How farre a moderne quill doth come to ſhort,


  Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow,


  This ſilence for my ſinne you did impute,


  Which ſhall be moſt my glory being dombe,


  For I impaire not beautie being mute,


  When others would giue life, and bring a tombe.


  
    There liues more life in one of your faire eyes,


    Then both your Poets can in praiſe deuiſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  84.


  Who is it that ſayes moſt, which can ſay more,


  Then this rich praiſe, that you alone, are you,


  In whoſe confine immured is the ſtore,


  Which ſhould example where your equall grew,


  Leane penurie within that Pen doth dwell,


  That to his ſubiect lends not ſome ſmall glory,


  But he that writes of you, if he can tell,


  That you are you, ſo dignifies his ſtory.


  Let him but coppy what in you is writ,


  Not making worſe what nature made ſo cleere,


  And ſuch a counter-part ſhall fame his wit,


  Making his ſtile admired euery where.


  
    You to your beautious bleſſings adde a curſe,


    Being fond on praiſe, which makes your praiſes worſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  85.


  My toung-tide Muſe in manners holds her ſtill,


  While comments of your praiſe richly compil’d,


  Reſerue their Character with goulden quill,


  And precious phraſe by all the Muſes fil’d.


  I thinke good thoughts, whilſt other write good wordes,


  And like vnlettered clarke ſtill crie Amen,


  To euery Himne that able ſpirit affords,


  In poliſht forme of well refined pen.


  Hearing you praiſd, I ſay ’tis ſo, ’tis true,


  And to the moſt of praiſe adde ſome-thing more,


  But that is in my thought, whoſe loue to you


  (Though words come hind-moſt) holds his ranke before,


  
    Then others, for the breath of words reſpect,


    Me for my dombe thoughts, ſpeaking in effect.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  86.


  Was it the proud full ſaile of his great verſe,


  Bound for the prize of (all to precious) you,


  That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearce,


  Making their tombe the wombe wherein they grew?


  Was it his ſpirit, by ſpirits taught to write,


  Aboue a mortall pitch, that ſtruck me dead?


  No, neither he, nor his compiers by night


  Giuing him ayde, my verſe aſtoniſhed.


  He nor that affable familiar ghoſt


  Which nightly gulls him with intelligence,


  As victors of my ſilence cannot boaſt,


  I was not ſick of any feare from thence.


  
    But when your countinance fild vp his line,


    Then lackt I matter, that infeebled mine.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  87.


  Farewell thou art too deare for my poſſeſſing,


  And like enough thou knowſt thy eſtimate,


  The Charter of thy worth giues thee releaſing:


  My bonds in thee are all determinate.


  For how do I hold thee but by thy granting,


  And for that ritches where is my deſeruing?


  The cauſe of this faire guift in me is wanting,


  And ſo my pattent back againe is ſweruing.


  Thy ſelfe thou gau’ſt, thy owne worth then not knowing,


  Or mee to whom thou gau’ſt it, elſe miſtaking,


  So thy great guift vpon miſpriſion growing,


  Comes home againe, on better iudgement making.


  
    Thus haue I had thee as a dreame doth flatter,


    In ſleepe a King, but waking no ſuch matter.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  88.


  When thou ſhalt be diſpode to ſet me light,


  And place my merrit in the eie of skorne,


  Vpon thy ſide, againſt my ſelfe ile fight,


  And proue thee virtuous, though thou art forſworne:


  With mine owne weakeneſſe being beſt acquainted,


  Vpon thy part I can ſet downe a ſtory


  Of faults conceald, wherein I am attainted:


  That thou in looſing me ſhall win much glory:


  And I by this wil be a gainer too,


  For bending all my louing thoughts on thee,


  The iniuries that to my ſelfe I doe,


  Doing thee vantage, duble vantage me.


  
    Such is my loue, to thee I ſo belong,


    That for thy right, my ſelfe will beare all wrong.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  89.


  Say that thou didſt forſake mee for ſome falt,


  And I will comment vpon that offence,


  Speake of my lameneſſe, and I ſtraight will halt:


  Againſt thy reaſons making no defence.


  Thou canſt not (loue) diſgrace me halfe ſo ill,


  To ſet a forme vpon deſired change,


  As ile my ſelfe diſgrace, knowing thy wil,


  I will acquaintance ſtrangle and looke ſtrange:


  Be abſent from thy walkes and in my tongue,


  Thy ſweet beloued name no more ſhall dwell,


  Leaſt I (too much prophane) ſhould do it wronge:


  And haplie of our old acquaintance tell.


  
    For thee, againſt my ſelfe ile vow debate,


    For I muſt nere loue him whom thou doſt hate.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  90.


  Then hate me when thou wilt, if euer, now,


  Now while the world is bent my deeds to croſſe,


  Ioyne with the ſpight of fortune, make me bow,


  And doe not drop in for an after loſſe:


  Ah doe not, when my heart hath ſcapte this ſorrow,


  Come in the rereward of a conquerd woe,


  Giue not a windy night a rainie morrow,


  To linger out a purpoſd ouer-throw.


  If thou wilt leaue me, do not leaue me laſt,


  When other pettie griefes haue done their ſpight,


  But in the onſet come, ſo ſtall I taſte


  At firſt the very worſt of fortunes might.


  
    And other ſtraines of woe, which now ſeeme woe,


    Compar’d with loſſe of thee, will not ſeeme ſo.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  91.


  Some glory in their birth, ſome in their skill,


  Some in their wealth, ſome in their bodies force,


  Some in their garments though new-fangled ill:


  Some in their Hawkes and Hounds, ſome in their Horſe.


  And euery humor hath his adiunct pleaſure,


  Wherein it findes a ioy aboue the reſt,


  But theſe perticulers are not my meaſure,


  All theſe I better in one generall beſt.


  Thy loue is better then high birth to me,


  Richer then wealth, prouder then garments coſt,


  Of more delight then Hawkes or Horſes bee:


  And hauing thee, of all mens pride I boaſt.


  
    Wretched in this alone, that thou maiſt take,


    All this away, and me moſt wretched make.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  92.


  But doe thy worſt to ſteale thy ſelfe away,


  For tearme of life thou art aſſured mine,


  And life no longer then thy loue will ſtay,


  For it depends vpon that loue of thine.


  Then need I not to feare the worſt of wrongs,


  When in the leaſt of them my life hath end,


  I ſee, a better ſtate to me belongs


  Then that, which on thy humor doth depend.


  Thou canſt not vex me with inconſtant minde,


  Since that my life on thy reuolt doth lie,


  Oh what a happy title do I finde,


  Happy to haue thy loue, happy to die!


  
    But whats ſo bleſſed faire that feares no blot,


    Thou maiſt be falce, and yet I know it not.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  93.


  So ſhall I liue, ſuppoſing thou art true,


  Like a deceiued husband, ſo loues face,


  May ſtill ſeeme loue to me, though alter’d new:


  Thy lookes with me, thy heart in other place.


  For their can liue no hatred in thine eye,


  Therefore in that I cannot know thy change,


  In manies lookes, the falce hearts hiſtory


  Is writ in moods and frounes and wrinckles ſtrange.


  But heauen in thy creation did decree,


  That in thy face ſweet loue ſhould euer dwell,


  What ere thy thoughts, or thy hearts workings be,


  Thy lookes ſhould nothing thence, but ſweetneſſe tell.


  
    How like Eaues apple doth thy beauty grow,


    If thy ſweet vertue anſwere not thy ſhow.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  94.


  They that haue powre to hurt, and will doe none,


  That doe not do the thing, they moſt do ſhowe,


  Who mouing others, are themſelues as ſtone,


  Vnmooued, could, and to temptation ſlow:


  They rightly do inherrit heauens graces,


  And husband natures ritches from expence,


  They are the Lords and owners of their faces,


  Others, but ſtewards of their excellence:


  The ſommers flowre is to the ſommer ſweet,


  Though to it ſelfe, it onely liue and die,


  But if that flowre with baſe infection meete,


  The baſeſt weed out-braues his dignity:


  
    For ſweeteſt things turne ſowreſt by their deedes,


    Lillies that feſter, ſmell far worſe then weeds.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  95.


  How ſweet and louely doſt thou make the ſhame,


  Which like a canker in the fragrant Roſe,


  Doth ſpot the beautie of thy budding name?


  Oh in what ſweets doeſt thou thy ſinnes incloſe!


  That tongue that tells the ſtory of thy daies,


  (Making laſciuious comments on thy ſport)


  Cannot diſpraiſe, but in a kinde of praiſe,


  Naming thy name, bleſſes an ill report.


  Oh what a manſion haue thoſe vices got,


  Which for their habitation choſe out thee,


  Where beauties vaile doth couer euery blot,


  And all things turnes to faire, that eies can ſee!


  
    Take heed (deare heart) of this large priuiledge,


    The hardeſt knife ill vs’d doth looſe his edge.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  96.


  Some ſay thy fault is youth, ſome wantoneſſe,


  Some ſay thy grace is youth and gentle ſport,


  Both grace and faults are lou’d of more and leſſe:


  Thou makſt faults graces, that to thee reſort:


  As on the finger of a throned Queene,


  The baſeſt Iewell wil be well eſteem’d:


  So are thoſe errors that in thee are ſeene,


  To truths tranſlated, and for true things deem’d.


  How many Lambs might the ſterne Wolfe betray,


  If like a Lambe he could his lookes tranſlate.


  How many gazers mighſt thou lead away,


  If thou wouldſt vſe the ſtrength of all thy ſtate?


  
    But doe not ſo, I loue thee in ſuch ſort,


    As thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  97.


  How like a Winter hath my abſence beene


  From thee, the pleaſure of the fleeting yeare?


  What freezings haue I felt, what darke daies ſeene?


  What old Decembers bareneſſe euery where?


  And yet this time remou’d was ſommers time,


  The teeming Autumne big with ritch increaſe,


  Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime,


  Like widdowed wombes after their Lords deceaſe:


  Yet this aboundant iſſue ſeem’d to me,


  But hope of Orphans, and vn-fathered fruite,


  For Sommer and his pleaſures waite on thee,


  And thou away, the very birds are mute.


  
    Or if they ſing, tis with ſo dull a cheere,


    That leaues looke pale, dreading the Winters neere.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  98.


  From you haue I beene abſent in the ſpring,


  When proud pide Aprill (dreſt in all his trim)


  Hath put a ſpirit of youth in euery thing:


  That heauie Saturne laught and leapt with him.


  Yet nor the laies of birds, nor the ſweet ſmell


  Of different flowers in odor and in hew,


  Could make me any ſummers ſtory tell:


  Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew:


  Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white,


  Nor praiſe the deepe vermillion in the Roſe,


  They weare but ſweet, but figures of delight:


  Drawne after you, you patterne of all thoſe.


  
    Yet ſeem’d it Winter ſtill, and you away,


    As with your ſhaddow I with theſe did play.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  99.


  The forward violet thus did I chide,


  Sweet theefe whence didſt thou ſteale thy ſweet that ſmels


  If not from my loues breath, the purple pride,


  Which on thy ſoft cheeke for complexion dwells?


  In my loues veines thou haſt too groſely died,


  The Lillie I condemned for thy hand,


  And buds of marierom had ſtolne thy haire,


  The Roſes fearefully on thornes did ſtand,


  Our bluſhing ſhame, an other white diſpaire:


  A third nor red, nor white, had ſtolne of both,


  And to his robbry had annext thy breath,


  But for his theft in pride of all his growth


  A vengfull canker eate him vp to death.


  
    More flowers I noted, yet I none could ſee,


    But ſweet, or culler it had ſtolne from thee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  100.


  Where art thou Muſe that thou forgetſt ſo long,


  To ſpeake of that which giues thee all thy might?


  Spendſt thou thy furie on ſome worthleſſe ſonge,


  Darkning thy powre to lend baſe ſubiects light.


  Returne forgetfull Muſe, and ſtraight redeeme,


  In gentle numbers time ſo idely ſpent,


  Sing to the eare that doth thy laies eſteeme,


  And giues thy pen both skill and argument.


  Riſe reſty Muſe, my loues ſweet face ſuruay,


  If time haue any wrincle grauen there,


  If any, be a Satire to decay,


  And make times ſpoiles diſpiſed euery where.


  
    Giue my loue fame faſter then time waſts life,


    So thou preuenſt his ſieth, and crooked knife.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  101.


  Oh truant Muſe what ſhal be thy amends,


  For thy neglect of truth in beauty di’d?


  Both truth and beauty on my loue depends:


  So doſt thou too, and therein dignifi’d:


  Make anſwere Muſe, wilt thou not haply ſaie,


  Truth needs no collour with his collour fixt,


  Beautie no penſell, beauties truth to lay:


  But beſt is beſt, if neuer intermixt.


  Becauſe he needs no praiſe, wilt thou be dumb?


  Excuſe not ſilence ſo, for’t lies in thee,


  To make him much out-liue a gilded tombe:


  And to be praiſd of ages yet to be.


  
    Then do thy office Muſe, I teach thee how,


    To make him ſeeme long hence, as he ſhowes now.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  102.


  My loue is ſtrengthned though more weake in ſeeming


  I loue not leſſe, thogh leſſe the ſhow appeare,


  That loue is marchandiz’d, whoſe ritch eſteeming,


  The owners tongue doth publiſh euery where.


  Our loue was new, and then but in the ſpring,


  When I was wont to greet it with my laies,


  As Philomell in ſummers front doth ſinge,


  And ſtops his pipe in growth of riper daies:


  Not that the ſummer is leſſe pleaſant now


  Then when her mournefull himns did huſh the night,


  But that wild muſick burthens euery bow,


  And ſweets growne common looſe their deare delight.


  
    Therefore like her, I ſome-time hold my tongue:


    Becauſe I would not dull you with my ſonge.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  103.


  Alack what pouerty my Muſe brings forth,


  That hauing ſuch a skope to ſhow her pride,


  The argument all bare is of more worth


  Then when it hath my added praiſe beſide.


  Oh blame me not if I no more can write!


  Looke in your glaſſe and there appeares a face,


  That ouer-goes my blunt inuention quite,


  Dulling my lines, and doing me diſgrace.


  Were it not ſinfull then ſtriuing to mend,


  To marre the ſubiect that before was well,


  For to no other paſſe my verſes tend,


  Then of your graces and your gifts to tell.


  
    And more, much more then in my verſe can ſit,


    Your owne glaſſe ſhowes you, when you looke in it.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  104.


  To me faire friend you neuer can be old,


  For as you were when firſt your eye I eyde,


  Such ſeemes your beautie ſtill: Three Winters colde,


  Haue from the forreſts ſhooke three ſummers pride,


  Three beautious ſprings to yellow Autumne turn’d,


  In proceſſe of the ſeaſons haue I ſeene,


  Three Aprill perfumes in three hot Iunes burn’d,


  Since firſt I ſaw you freſh which yet are greene.


  Ah yet doth beauty like a Dyall hand,


  Steale from his figure, and no pace perceiu’d,


  So your ſweete hew, which me thinkes ſtill doth ſtand


  Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceaued.


  
    For feare of which, heare this thou age vnbred,


    Ere you were borne was beauties ſummer dead.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  105.


  Let not my loue be cal’d Idolatrie,


  Nor my beloued as an Idoll ſhow,


  Since all alike my ſongs and praiſes be


  To one, of one, ſtill ſuch, and euer ſo.


  Kinde is my loue to day, to morrow kinde,


  Still conſtant in a wondrous excellence,


  Therefore my verſe to conſtancie confin’de,


  One thing expreſſing, leaues out difference.


  Faire, kinde, and true, is all my argument,


  Faire, kinde and true, varrying to other words,


  And in this change is my inuention ſpent,


  Three theams in one, which wondrous ſcope affords.


  
    Faire, kinde, and true, haue often liu’d alone.


    Which three till now, neuer kept ſeate in one.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  106.


  When in the Chronicle of waſted time,


  I ſee diſcriptions of the faireſt wights,


  And beautie making beautifull old rime,


  In praiſe of Ladies dead, and louely Knights,


  Then in the blazon of ſweet beauties beſt,


  Of hand, of foote, of lip, of eye, of brow,


  I ſee their antique Pen would haue expreſt,


  Euen ſuch a beauty as you maiſter now.


  So all their praiſes are but propheſies


  Of this our time, all you prefiguring,


  And for they look’d but with deuining eyes,


  They had not ſtill enough your worth to ſing:


  
    For we which now behold theſe preſent dayes,


    Haue eyes to wonder, but lack toungs to praiſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  107.


  Not mine owne feares, nor the prophetick ſoule,


  Of the wide world, dreaming on things to come,


  Can yet the leaſe of my true loue controule,


  Suppoſde as forfeit to a confin’d doome.


  The mortall Moone hath her eclipſe indur’de,


  And the ſad Augurs mock their owne preſage,


  Incertenties now crowne them-ſelues aſſur’de,


  And peace proclaimes Oliues of endleſſe age,


  Now with the drops of this moſt balmie time,


  My loue lookes freſh, and death to me ſubſcribes,


  Since ſpight of him Ile liue in this poore rime,


  While he inſults ore dull and ſpeachleſſe tribes.


  
    And thou in this ſhalt finde thy monument,


    When tyrants creſts and tombs of braſſe are ſpent.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  108.


  What’s in the braine that Inck may character,


  Which hath not figur’d to thee my true ſpirit,


  What’s new to ſpeake, what now to regiſter,


  That may expreſſe my loue, or thy deare merit?


  Nothing ſweet boy, but yet like prayers diuine,


  I muſt each day ſay ore the very ſame,


  Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,


  Euen as when firſt I hallowed thy faire name.


  So that eternall loue in loues freſh caſe,


  Waighes not the duſt and iniury of age,


  Nor giues to neceſſary wrinckles place,


  But makes antiquitie for aye his page,


  
    Finding the firſt conceit of loue there bred,


    Where time and outward forme would ſhew it dead.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  109.


  O neuer ſay that I was falſe of heart,


  Though abſence ſeem’d my flame to quallifie,


  As eaſie might I from my ſelfe depart,


  As from my ſoule which in thy breſt doth lye:


  That is my home of loue, if I haue rang’d,


  Like him that trauels I returne againe,


  Iuſt to the time, not with the time exchang’d,


  So that my ſelfe bring water for my ſtaine,


  Neuer beleeue though in my nature raign’d,


  All frailties that beſiege all kindes of blood,


  That it could ſo prepoſterouſlie be ſtain’d,


  To leaue for nothing all thy ſumme of good:


  
    For nothing this wide Vniuerſe I call,


    Saue thou my Roſe, in it thou art my all.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  110.


  Alas ’tis true, I haue gone here and there,


  And made my ſelfe a motley to the view,


  Gor’d mine own thoughts, ſold cheap what is moſt deare,


  Made old offences of affections new.


  Moſt true it is, that I haue lookt on truth


  Aſconce and ſtrangely: But by all aboue,


  Theſe blenches gaue my heart an other youth,


  And worſe eſſaies prou’d thee my beſt of loue,


  Now all is done, haue what ſhall haue no end,


  Mine appetite I neuer more will grin’de


  On newer proofe, to trie an older friend,


  A God in loue, to whom I am confin’d.


  
    Then giue me welcome, next my heauen the beſt,


    Euen to thy pure and moſt moſt louing breſt.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  111.


  O for my ſake doe you wiſh fortune chide,


  The guiltie goddeſſe of my harmfull deeds,


  That did not better for my life prouide,


  Then publick meanes which publick manners breeds.


  Thence comes it that my name receiues a brand,


  And almoſt thence my nature is ſubdu’d


  To what it workes in, like the Dyers hand,


  Pitty me then, and wiſh I were renu’de,


  Whilſt like a willing pacient I will drinke,


  Potions of Eyſell gainſt my ſtrong infection,


  No bitterneſſe that I will bitter thinke,


  Nor double pennance to correct correction.


  
    Pittie me then deare friend, and I aſſure yee,


    Euen that your pittie is enough to cure mee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  112.


  Your loue and pittie doth th’impreſſion fill,


  Which vulgar ſcandall ſtampt vpon my brow,


  For what care I who calles me well or ill,


  So you ore-greene my bad, my good alow?


  You are my All the world, and I muſt ſtriue,


  To know my ſhames and praiſes from your tounge,


  None elſe to me, nor I to none aliue,


  That my ſteel’d ſence or changes right or wrong,


  In ſo profound Abiſme I throw all care


  Of others voyces, that my Adders ſence,


  To cryttick and to flatterer ſtopped are:


  Marke how with my neglect I doe diſpence.


  
    You are ſo ſtrongly in my purpoſe bred,


    That all the world beſides me thinkes y’are dead.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  113.


  Since I left you, mine eye is in my minde,


  And that which gouernes me to goe about,


  Doth part his function, and is partly blind,


  Seemes ſeeing, but effectually is out:


  For it no forme deliuers to the heart


  Of bird, of flowre, or ſhape which it doth lack,


  Of his quick obiects hath the minde no part,


  Nor his owne viſion houlds what it doth catch:


  For if it ſee the rud’ſt or gentleſt ſight,


  The moſt ſweet-fauor or deformedſt creature,


  The mountaine, or the ſea, the day, or night:


  The Croe, or Doue, it ſhapes them to your feature.


  
    Incapable of more repleat, with you,


    My moſt true minde thus maketh mine vntrue.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  114.


  Or whether doth my minde being crown’d with you


  Drinke vp the monarks plague this flattery?


  Or whether ſhall I ſay mine eie ſaith true,


  And that your loue taught it this Alcumie?


  To make of monſters, and things indigeſt,


  Such cherubines as your ſweet ſelfe reſemble,


  Creating euery bad a perfect beſt


  As faſt as obiects to his beames aſſemble:


  Oh tis the firſt, tis flatry in my ſeeing,


  And my great minde moſt kingly drinkes it vp,


  Mine eie well knowes what with his guſt is greeing,


  And to his pallat doth prepare the cup.


  
    If it be poiſon’d, tis the leſſer ſinne,


    That mine eye loues it and doth firſt beginne.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  115.


  Thoſe lines that I before haue writ doe lie,


  Euen thoſe that ſaid I could not loue you deerer,


  Yet then my iudgement knew no reaſon why,


  My moſt full flame ſhould afterwards burne cleerer.


  But reckening time, whoſe milliond accidents


  Creepe in twixt vowes, and change decrees of Kings,


  Tan ſacred beautie, blunt the ſharp’ſt intents,


  Diuert ſtrong mindes to th’courſe of altring things:


  Alas why fearing of times tiranie,


  Might I not then ſay now I loue you beſt,


  When I was certaine ore in-certainty,


  Crowning the preſent, doubting of the reſt:


  
    Loue is a Babe, then might I not ſay ſo


    To giue full growth to that which ſtill doth grow.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  119.


  Let me not to the marriage of true mindes


  Admit impediments, loue is not loue


  Which alters when it alteration findes,


  Or bends with the remouer to remoue.


  O no, it is an euer fixed marke


  That lookes on tempeſts and is neuer ſhaken;


  It is the ſtar to euery wandring barke,


  Whoſe worths vnknowne, although his higth be taken.


  Lou’s not Times foole, though roſie lips and cheeks


  Within his bending ſickles compaſſe come,


  Loue alters not with his breefe houres and weekes,


  But beares it out euen to the edge of doome:


  
    If this be error and vpon me proued,


    I neuer writ, nor no man euer loued.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  117.


  Accuſe me thus, that I haue ſcanted all,


  Wherein I ſhould your great deſerts repay,


  Forgot vpon your deareſt loue to call,


  Whereto al bonds do tie me day by day,


  That I haue frequent binne with vnknown mindes,


  And giuen to time your owne deare purchas’d right,


  That I haue hoyſted ſaile to al the windes


  Which ſhould tranſport me fartheſt from your ſight.


  Booke both my wilfulneſſe and errors downe,


  And on iuſt proofe ſurmiſe, accumilate,


  Bring me within the leuel of your frowne,


  But ſhoote not at me in your wakened hate:


  
    Since my appeale ſaies I did ſtriue to prooue


    The conſtancy and virtue of your loue

  


  
    
      
    

  


  118.


  Like as to make our appetites more keene


  With eager compounds we our pallat vrge,


  As to preuent our malladies vnſeene,


  We ſicken to ſhun ſickneſſe when we purge.


  Euen ſo being full of your nere cloying ſweetneſſe,


  To bitter ſawces did I frame my feeding;


  And ſicke of wel-fare found a kind of meetneſſe,


  To be diſeas’d ere that there was true needing.


  Thus pollicie in loue t’anticipate


  The ills that were, not grew to faults aſſured,


  And brought to medicine a healthfull ſtate


  Which rancke of goodneſſe would by ill be cured.


  
    But thence I learne and find the leſſon true,


    Drugs poyſon him that ſo fell ſicke of you.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  119.


  What potions haue I drunke of Syren teares


  Diſtil’d from Lymbecks foule as hell within,


  Applying feares to hopes, and hopes to feares,


  Still looſing when I ſaw my ſelfe to win?


  What wretched errors hath my heart committed,


  Whilſt it hath thought it ſelfe ſo bleſſed neuer?


  How haue mine eies out of their Spheares bene fitted


  In the diſtraction of this madding feuer?


  O benefit of ill, now I find true


  That better is, by euil ſtill made better.


  And ruin’d loue when it is built anew


  Growes fairer then at firſt, more ſtrong, far greater.


  
    So I returne rebukt to my content,


    And gaine by ills thriſe more then I haue ſpent.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  120.


  That you were once vnkind be-friends mee now,


  And for that ſorrow, which I then didde feele,


  Needes muſt I vnder my tranſgreſſion bow,


  Vnleſſe my Nerues were braſſe or hammered ſteele.


  For if you were by my vnkindneſſe ſhaken


  As I by yours, y’haue paſt a hell of Time,


  And I a tyrant haue no leaſure taken


  To waigh how once I ſuffered in your crime.


  O that our night of wo might haue remembred


  My deepeſt ſence, how hard true ſorrow hits,


  And ſoone to you, as you to me then tendred


  The humble ſalue, which wounded boſomes fits!


  
    But that your treſpaſſe now becomes a fee,


    Mine ranſoms yours, and yours muſt ranſome mee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  121.


  Tis better to be vile then vile eſteemed,


  When not to be, receiues reproach of being,


  And the iuſt pleaſure loſt, which is ſo deemed,


  Not by our feeling, but by others ſeeing.


  For why ſhould others falſe adulterat eyes


  Giue ſalutation to my ſportiue blood?


  Or on my frailties why are frailer ſpies;


  Which in their wils count bad what I think good?


  Noe, I am that I am, and they that leuell


  At my abuſes, reckon vp their owne,


  I may be ſtraight though they them-ſelues be beuel


  By their rancke thoughtes, my deedes muſt not be ſhown


  
    Vnleſſe this generall euill they maintaine,


    All men are bad and in their badneſſe raigne.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  122.


  Thy guift, thy tables, are within my braine


  Full characterd with laſting memory,


  Which ſhall aboue that idle rancke remaine


  Beyond all date euen to eternity.


  Or at the leaſt, ſo long as braine and heart


  Haue facultie by nature to ſubſiſt,


  Til each to raz’d obliuion yeeld his part


  Of thee, thy record neuer can be miſt:


  That poore retention could not ſo much hold,


  Nor need I tallies thy deare loue to skore,


  Therefore to giue them from me was I bold,


  To truſt thoſe tables that receaue thee more,


  
    To keepe an adiunckt to remember thee,


    Were to import forgetfulneſſe in mee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  123.


  No! Time, thou ſhalt not boſt that I doe change,


  Thy pyramyds buylt vp with newer might


  To me are nothing nouell, nothing ſtrange,


  They are but dreſſings of a former ſight:


  Our dates are breefe, and therefor we admire,


  What thou doſt foyſt vpon vs that is ould,


  And rather make them borne to our deſire,


  Then thinke that we before haue heard them tould:


  Thy regiſters and thee I both defie,


  Not wondring at the preſent, nor the paſt,


  For thy records, and what we ſee doth lye,


  Made more or les by thy continuall haſt:


  
    This I doe vow and this ſhall euer be,


    I will be true diſpight thy ſyeth and thee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  124.


  Yf my deare loue were but the childe of ſtate,


  It might for fortunes baſterd be vnfathered,


  As ſubiect to times loue, or to times hate,


  Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers gatherd.


  No it was buylded far from accident,


  It ſuffers not in ſmilinge pomp, nor falls


  Vnder the blow of thralled diſcontent,


  Whereto th’inuiting time our faſhion calls:


  It feares not policy that Heriticke,


  Which workes on leaſes of ſhort numbred howers,


  But all alone ſtands hugely pollitick,


  That it nor growes with heat, nor drownes with ſhowres.


  
    To this I witnes call the foles of time,


    Which die for goodnes, who haue liu’d for crime.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  125.


  Wer’t ought to me I bore the canopy,


  With my extern the outward honoring,


  Or layd great baſes for eternity,


  Which proues more ſhort then waſt or ruining?


  Haue I not ſeene dwellers on forme and fauor


  Loſe all, and more by paying too much rent


  For compound ſweet; Forgoing ſimple ſauor,


  Pittifull thriuors in their gazing ſpent.


  Noe, let me be obſequious in thy heart,


  And take thou my oblacion, poore but free,


  Which is not mixt with ſeconds, knows no art,


  But mutuall render onely me for thee.


  
    Hence, thou ſubbornd Informer, a trew ſoule


    When moſt impeacht, ſtands leaſt in thy controule.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  126.


  O thou my louely Boy who in thy power,


  Doeſt hould times fickle glaſſe, his fickle, hower:


  Who haſt by wayning growne, and therein ſhou’ſt,


  Thy louers withering, as thy ſweet ſelfe grow’ſt.


  If Nature (ſoueraine miſteres ouer wrack)


  As thou goeſt onwards ſtill will plucke thee backe,


  She keepes thee to this purpoſe, that her skill.


  May time diſgrace, and wretched mynuit kill.


  Yet feare her O thou minnion of her pleaſure,


  She may detaine, but not ſtill keepe her treſure!


  Her Audite (though delayd) anſwer’d muſt be,


  And her Quietus is to render thee.


  
    ()


    ()

  


  
    
      
    

  


  127.


  In the ould age blacke was not counted faire,


  Or if it weare it bore not beauties name:


  But now is blacke beauties ſucceſſiue heire,


  And Beautie ſlanderd with a baſtard ſhame,


  For ſince each hand hath put on Natures power,


  Fairing the foule with Arts faulſe borrow’d face,


  Sweet beauty hath no name no holy boure,


  But is prophan’d, if not liues in diſgrace.


  Therefore my Miſtreſſe eyes are Rauen blacke,


  Her eyes ſo ſuted, and they mourners ſeeme,


  At ſuch who not borne faire no beauty lack,


  Slandring Creation with a falſe eſteeme,


  
    Yet ſo they mourne becomming of their woe,


    That euery toung ſaies beauty ſhould looke ſo.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  128.


  How oft when thou my muſike muſike playſt,


  Vpon that bleſſed wood whoſe motion ſounds


  With thy ſweet fingers when thou gently ſwayſt,


  The wiry concord that mine eare confounds,


  Do I enuie thoſe Iackes that nimble leape,


  To kiſſe the tender inward of thy hand,


  Whilſt my poore lips which ſhould that harueſt reape,


  At the woods bouldnes by thee bluſhing ſtand.


  To be ſo tikled they would change their ſtate,


  And ſituation with thoſe dancing chips,


  Ore whome their fingers walke with gentle gate,


  Making dead wood more bleſt then liuing lips,


  
    Since ſauſie Iackes ſo happy are in this,


    Giue them their fingers, me thy lips to kiſſe.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  129.


  Th’expence of Spirit in a waſte of ſhame


  Is luſt in action, and till action, luſt


  Is periurd, murdrous, blouddy full of blame,


  Sauage, extreame, rude, cruell, not to truſt,


  Inioyd no ſooner but diſpiſed ſtraight,


  Paſt reaſon hunted, and no ſooner had


  Paſt reaſon hated as a ſwollowed bayt,


  On purpoſe layd to make the taker mad.


  Made in purſut and in poſſeſſion ſo,


  Had, hauing, and in queſt, to haue extreame,


  A bliſſe in proofe and proud and very wo,


  Before a ioy propoſd behind a dreame,


  
    All this the world well knowes yet none knowes well,


    To ſhun the heauen that leads men to this hell.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  130.


  My Miſtres eyes are nothing like the Sunne,


  Currall is farre more red, then her lips red,


  If ſnow be white, why then her breſts are dun:


  If haires be wiers, black wiers grow on her head:


  I haue ſeene Roſes damaskt, red and white,


  But no ſuch Roſes ſee I in her cheekes,


  And in ſome perfumes is there more delight,


  Then in the breath that from my Miſtres reekes.


  I loue to heare her ſpeake, yet well I know,


  That Muſicke hath a farre more pleaſing ſound:


  I graunt I neuer ſaw a goddeſſe goe,


  My Miſtres when ſhee walkes treads on the ground.


  
    And yet by heauen I thinke my loue as rare,


    As any ſhe beli’d with falſe compare.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  131.


  Thou art as tiranous, ſo as thou art,


  As thoſe whoſe beauties proudly make them cruell;


  For well thou know’ſt to my deare doting hart


  Thou art the faireſt and moſt precious Iewell.


  Yet in good faith ſome ſay that thee behold,


  Thy face hath not the power to make loue grone;


  To ſay they erre, I dare not be ſo bold,


  Although I ſweare it to my ſelfe alone.


  And to be ſure that is not falſe I ſweare


  A thouſand grones but thinking on thy face,


  One on anothers necke do witneſſe beare


  Thy blacke is faireſt in my iudgements place.


  
    In nothing art thou blacke ſaue in thy deeds,


    And thence this ſlaunder as I thinke proceeds.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  132.


  Thine eies I loue, and they as pittying me,


  Knowing thy heart torment me with diſdaine,


  Haue put on black, and louing mourners bee,


  Looking with pretty ruth vpon my paine.


  And truly not the morning Sun of Heauen


  Better becomes the gray cheeks of th’Eaſt,


  Nor that full Starre that vſhers in the Eauen


  Doth halfe that glory to the ſober Weſt


  As thoſe two morning eyes become thy face:


  O let it then as well beſeeme thy heart


  To mourne for me ſince mourning doth thee grace,


  And ſute thy pitty like in euery part.


  
    Then will I ſweare beauty her ſelfe is blacke,


    And all they foule that thy complexion lacke.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  133.


  Beſhrew that heart that makes my heart to groane


  For that deepe wound it giues my friend and me;


  I’ſt not ynough to torture me alone,


  But ſlaue to ſlauery my ſweet’ſt friend muſt be.


  Me from my ſelfe thy cruell eye hath taken,


  And my next ſelfe thou harder haſt ingroſſed,


  Of him, my ſelfe, and thee I am forſaken,


  A torment thrice three-fold thus to be croſſed:


  Priſon my heart in thy ſteele boſomes warde,


  But then my friends heart let my poore heart bale,


  Who ere keepes me, let my heart be his garde,


  Thou canſt not then vſe rigor in my Iaile.


  
    And yet thou wilt, for I being pent in thee,


    Perforce am thine and all that is in me.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  134.


  So now I haue confeſt that he is thine,


  And I my ſelfe am morgag’d to thy will,


  My ſelfe Ile forfeit, ſo that other mine,


  Thou wilt reſtore to be my comfort ſtill:


  But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free,


  For thou art couetous, and he is kinde,


  He learnd but ſuretie-like to write for me,


  Vnder that bond that him as faſt doth binde.


  The ſtatute of thy beauty thou wilt take,


  Thou vſurer that put’ſt forth all to vſe,


  And ſue a friend, came debter for my ſake,


  So him I looſe through my vnkinde abuſe.


  
    Him haue I loſt, thou haſt both him and me,


    He paies the whole, and yet am I not free.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  135.


  Who euer hath her wiſh, thou haſt thy Will,


  And Will too boote, and Will in ouer-plus,


  More then enough am I that vexe thee ſtill,


  To thy ſweete will making addition thus.


  Wilt thou whoſe will is large and ſpatious,


  Not once vouchſafe to hide my will in thine,


  Shall will in others ſeeme right gracious,


  And in my will no faire acceptance ſhine:


  The ſea all water, yet receiues raine ſtill,


  And in aboundance addeth to his ſtore,


  So thou beeing rich in Will adde to thy Will,


  One will of mine to make thy large Will more.


  
    Let no vnkinde, no faire beſeechers kill,


    Thinke all but one, and me in that one Will.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  136.


  If thy ſoule check thee that I come ſo neere,


  Sweare to thy blind ſoule that I was thy Will,


  And will thy ſoule knowes is admitted there,


  Thus farre for loue, my loue-ſute ſweet fullfill.


  Will, will fulfill the treaſure of thy loue,


  I fill it full with wils, and my will one,


  In things of great receit with eaſe we prooue.


  Among a number one is reckon’d none.


  Then in the number let me paſſe vntold,


  Though in thy ſtores account I one muſt be,


  For nothing hold me, ſo it pleaſe thee hold,


  That nothing me, a ſome-thing ſweet to thee.


  
    Make but my name thy loue, and loue that ſtill,


    And then thou loueſt me for my name is Will.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  137.


  Thou blinde foole loue, what dooſt thou to mine eyes,


  That they behold and ſee not what they ſee:


  They know what beautie is, ſee where it lyes,


  Yet what the beſt is, take the worſt to be.


  If eyes corrupt by ouer-partiall lookes,


  Be anchord in the baye where all men ride,


  Why of eyes falſehood haſt thou forged hookes,


  Whereto the iudgement of my heart is tide?


  Why ſhould my heart thinke that a ſeuerall plot,


  Which my heart knowes the wide worlds common place?


  Or mine eyes ſeeing this, ſay this is not


  To put faire truth vpon ſo foule a face,


  
    In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred,


    And to this falſe plague are they now tranſferred.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  138.


  When my loue ſweares that ſhe is made of truth,


  I do beleeue her though I know ſhe lyes,


  That ſhe might thinke me ſome vntuterd youth,


  Vnlearned in the worlds falſe ſubtilties.


  Thus vainely thinking that ſhe thinkes me young,


  Although ſhe knowes my dayes are paſt the beſt,


  Simply I credit her falſe ſpeaking tongue,


  On both ſides thus is ſimple truth ſuppreſt:


  But wherefore ſayes ſhe not ſhe is vniuſt?


  And wherefore ſay not I that I am old?


  O loues beſt habit is in ſeeming truſt,


  And age in loue, loues not t’haue yeares told.


  
    Therefore I lye with her, and ſhe with me,


    And in our faults by lyes we flattered be.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  139.


  O call not me to iuſtifie the wrong,


  That thy vnkindneſſe layes vpon my heart,


  Wound me not with thine eye but with thy toung,


  Vſe power with power, and ſlay me not by Art,


  Tell me thou lou’ſt elſe-where; but in my ſight,


  Deare heart forbeare to glance thine eye aſide,


  What needſt thou wound with cunning when thy might


  Is more then my ore-preſt defence can bide?


  Let me excuſe thee, ah my loue well knowes,


  Her prettie lookes haue beene mine enemies,


  And therefore from my face ſhe turnes my foes,


  That they elſe-where might dart their iniuries:


  
    Yet do not ſo, but ſince I am neere ſlaine,


    Kill me out-right with lookes, and rid my paine.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  140.


  Be wiſe as thou art cruell, do not preſſe


  My toung-tide patience with too much diſdaine:


  Leaſt ſorrow lend me words and words expreſſe,


  The manner of my pittie wanting paine.


  If I might teach thee witte better it weare,


  Though not to loue, yet loue to tell me ſo,


  As teſtie ſick-men when their deaths be neere,


  No newes but health from their Phiſitions know.


  For if I ſhould diſpaire I ſhould grow madde,


  And in my madneſſe might ſpeake ill of thee,


  Now this ill wreſting world is growne ſo bad,


  Madde ſlanderers by madde eares beleeued be.


  
    That I may not be ſo, nor thou be lyde,


    Beare thine eyes ſtraight, though thy proud heart goe wide.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  141.


  In faith I doe not loue thee with mine eyes,


  For they in thee a thouſand errors note,


  But ’tis my heart that loues what they diſpiſe,


  Who in diſpight of view is pleaſd to dote.


  Nor are mine eares with thy toungs tune delighted,


  Nor tender feeling to baſe touches prone,


  Nor taſte, nor ſmell, deſire to be inuited


  To any ſenſuall feaſt with thee alone:


  But my fiue wits, nor my fiue ſences can


  Diſwade one fooliſh heart from ſeruing thee,


  Who leaues vnſwai’d the likeneſſe of a man,


  Thy proud hearts ſlaue and vaſſall wretch to be:


  
    Onely my plague thus farre I count my gaine,


    That ſhe that makes me ſinne, awards me paine.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  142.


  Loue is my ſinne, and thy deare vertue hate,


  Hate of my ſinne, grounded on ſinfull louing,


  O but with mine, compare thou thine owne ſtate,


  And thou ſhalt finde it merrits not reproouing,


  Or if it do, not from thoſe lips of thine,


  That haue prophan’d their ſcarlet ornaments,


  And ſeald falſe bonds of loue as oft as mine,


  Robd others beds reuenues of their rents.


  Be it lawfull I loue thee as thou lou’ſt thoſe,


  Whome thine eyes wooe as mine importune thee,


  Roote pittie in thy heart that when it growes,


  Thy pitty may deſerue to pittied bee.


  
    If thou dooſt ſeeke to haue what thou dooſt hide,


    By ſelfe example mai’ſt thou be denide.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  143.


  Loe as a carefull huſwife runnes to catch,


  One of her fethered creatures broake away,


  Sets downe her babe and makes all ſwift diſpatch


  In purſuit of the thing ſhe would haue ſtay:


  Whilſt her neglected child holds her in chace,


  Cries to catch her whoſe buſie care is bent,


  To follow that which flies before her face:


  Not prizing her poore infants diſcontent;


  So runſt thou after that which flies from thee,


  Whilſt I thy babe chace thee a farre behind,


  But if thou catch thy hope turne back to me:


  And play the mothers part kiſſe me, be kind.


  
    So will I pray that thou maiſt haue thy Will,


    If thou turne back and my loude crying ſtill.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  144.


  Two loues I haue of comfort and diſpaire,


  Which like two ſpirits do ſugieſt me ſtill,


  The better angell is a man right faire:


  The worſer ſpirit a woman collour’d il.


  To win me ſoone to hell my femall euill,


  Tempteth my better angel from my ſight,


  And would corrupt my ſaint to be a diuel:


  Wooing his purity with her fowle pride.


  And whether that my angel be turn’d finde,


  Suſpect I may, yet not directly tell,


  But being both from me both to each friend,


  I geſſe one angel in an others hel.


  
    Yet this ſhal I nere know but liue in doubt,


    Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  145.


  Thoſe lips that Loues owne hand did make,


  Breath’d forth the ſound that ſaid I hate,


  To me that languiſht for her ſake:


  But when ſhe ſaw my wofull ſtate,


  Straight in her heart did mercie come,


  Chiding that tongue that euer ſweet,


  Was vſde in giuing gentle dome:


  And tought it thus a new to greete:


  I hate ſhe alterd with an end,


  That follow’d it as gentle day,


  Doth follow night who like a fiend


  From heauen to hell is flowne away.


  
    I hate, from hate away ſhe threw,


    And ſau’d my life ſaying not you.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  146.


  Poore ſoule the center of my ſinfull earth,


  My ſinfull earth theſe rebbell powres that thee array,


  Why doſt thou pine within and ſuffer dearth


  Painting thy outward walls ſo coſtlie gay?


  Why ſo large coſt hauing ſo ſhort a leaſe,


  Doſt thou vpon thy fading manſion ſpend?


  Shall wormes inheritors of this exceſſe


  Eate vp thy charge? is this thy bodies end?


  Then ſoule liue thou vpon thy ſeruants loſſe,


  And let that pine to aggrauat thy ſtore;


  Buy tearmes diuine in ſelling houres of droſſe:


  Within be fed, without be rich no more,


  
    So ſhalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men,


    And death once dead, ther’s no more dying then.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  147.


  My loue is as a feauer longing ſtill,


  For that which longer nurſeth the diſeaſe,


  Feeding on that which doth preſerue the ill,


  Th’vncertaine ſicklie appetite to pleaſe:


  My reaſon the Phiſition to my loue,


  Angry that his preſcriptions are not kept


  Hath left me, and I deſperate now approoue,


  Deſire is death, which Phiſick did except.


  Paſt cure I am, now Reaſon is paſt care,


  And frantick madde with euer-more vnreſt,


  My thoughts and my diſcourſe as mad mens are,


  At randon from the truth vainely expreſt.


  
    For I haue ſworne thee faire, and thought thee bright,


    Who art as black as hell, as darke as night.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  148.


  O me! what eyes hath loue put in my head,


  Which haue no correſpondence with true ſight,


  Or if they haue, where is my iudgment fled,


  That cenſures falſely what they ſee aright?


  If that be faire whereon my falſe eyes dote,


  What meanes the world to ſay it is not ſo?


  If it be not, then loue doth well denote,


  Loues eye is not ſo true as all mens: no,


  How can it? O how can loues eye be true,


  That is ſo vext with watching and with teares?


  No maruaile then though I miſtake my view,


  The ſunne it ſelfe ſees not, till heauen cleeres.


  
    O cunning loue, with teares thou keepſt me blinde,


    Leaſt eyes well ſeeing thy foule faults ſhould finde.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  149.


  Canſt thou O cruell, ſay I loue thee not,


  When I againſt my ſelfe with thee pertake:


  Doe I not thinke on thee when I forgot


  Am of my ſelfe, all tirant for thy ſake?


  Who hateth thee that I doe call my friend,


  On whom froun’ſt thou that I doe faune vpon,


  Nay if thou lowrſt on me doe I not ſpend


  Reuenge vpon my ſelfe with preſent mone?


  What merrit do I in my ſelfe reſpect,


  That is ſo proude thy ſeruice to diſpiſe,


  When all my beſt doth worſhip thy defect,


  Commanded by the motion of thine eyes.


  
    But loue hate on for now I know thy minde,


    Thoſe that can ſee thou lou’ſt, and I am blind.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  150.


  Oh from what powre haſt thou this powrefull might,


  With inſufficiency my heart to ſway,


  To make me giue the lie to my true ſight,


  And ſwere that brightneſſe doth not grace the day?


  Whence haſt thou this becomming of things il,


  That in the very refuſe of thy deeds,


  There is ſuch ſtrength and warrantiſe of skill,


  That in my minde thy worſt all beſt exceeds?


  Who taught thee how to make me loue thee more,


  The more I heare and ſee iuſt cauſe of hate,


  Oh though I loue what others doe abhor,


  With others thou ſhouldſt not abhor my ſtate.


  
    If thy vnworthineſſe raiſd loue in me,


    More worthy I to be belou’d of thee.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  151.


  Loue is too young to know what conſcience is,


  Yet who knowes not conſcience is borne of loue,


  Then gentle cheater vrge not my amiſſe,


  Leaſt guilty of my faults thy ſweet ſelfe proue.


  For thou betraying me, I doe betray


  My nobler part to my groſe bodies treaſon,


  My ſoule doth tell my body that he may,


  Triumph in loue, fleſh ſtaies no farther reaſon.


  But ryſing at thy name doth point out thee,


  As his triumphant prize, proud of this pride,


  He is contented thy poore drudge to be


  To ſtand in thy affaires, fall by thy ſide.


  
    No want of conſcience hold it that I call,


    Her loue, for whoſe deare loue I riſe and fall.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  152.


  In louing thee thou know’ſt I am forſworne,


  But thou art twice forſworne to me loue ſwearing,


  In act thy bed-vow broake and new faith torne,


  In vowing new hate after new loue bearing:


  But why of two othes breach doe I accuſe thee,


  When I breake twenty: I am periur’d moſt,


  For all my vowes are othes but to miſuſe thee:


  And all my honeſt faith in thee is loſt.


  For I haue ſworne deepe othes of thy deepe kindneſſe:


  Othes of thy loue, thy truth, thy conſtancie,


  And to inlighten thee gaue eyes to blindneſſe,


  Or made them ſwere againſt the thing they ſee.


  
    For I haue ſworne thee faire: more periurde eye,


    To ſwere againſt the truth fo foule a lie.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  153.


  Cupid laid by his brand and fell a ſleepe,


  A maide of Dyans this aduantage found,


  And his loue-kindling fire did quickly ſteepe


  In a could vallie-fountaine of that ground:


  Which borrowd from this holie fire of loue,


  A dateleſſe liuely heat ſtill to indure,


  And grew a ſeething bath which yet men proue,


  Againſt ſtrang malladies a ſoueraigne cure:


  But at my miſtres eie loues brand new fired,


  The boy for triall needes would touch my breſt,


  I ſick withall the helpe of bath deſired,


  And thether hied a ſad diſtemperd gueſt.


  
    But found no cure, the bath for my helpe lies,


    Where Cupid got new fire; my miſtres eye.

  


  
    
      
    

  


  154.


  The little Loue-God lying once a ſleepe,


  Laid by his ſide his heart inflaming brand,


  Whilſt many Nymphes that vou’d chaſt life to keep,


  Came tripping by, but in her maiden hand,


  The fayreſt votary tooke vp that fire,


  Which many Legions of true hearts had warm’d,


  And ſo the Generall of hot deſire,


  Was ſleeping by a Virgin hand diſarm’d.


  This brand ſhe quenched in a coole Well by,


  Which from loues fire tooke heat perpetuall,


  Growing a bath and healthfull remedy,


  For men diſeaſd, but I my Miſtriſſe thrall,


  
    Came there for cure and this by that I proue,


    Loues fire heates water, water cooles not loue.

  


  
    


    F I N I S
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  FROM off a hill whoſe concaue wombe reworded,


  A plaintfull ſtory from a ſiſtring vale


  My ſpirrits t’attend this doble voyce accorded,


  And downe I laid to liſt the ſad tun’d tale,


  Ere long eſpied a fickle maid full pale


  
    Tearing of papers breaking rings a twaine,


    Storming her world with ſorrowes, wind and raine.

  


  


  
    Vpon her head a plattid hiue of ſtraw,


    Which fortified her viſage from the Sunne,

  


  Whereon the thought might thinke ſometime it ſaw


  The carkas of a beauty ſpent and donne,


  Time had not ſithed all that youth begun,


  
    Nor youth all quit, but ſpight of heauens fell rage,


    Some beauty peept, through lettice of ſear’d age.

  


  


  
    Oft did ſhe heaue her Napkin to her eyne,


    Which on it had conceited charecters:

  


  Laundring the ſilken figures in the brine,


  That ſeaſoned woe had pelleted in teares,


  And often reading what contents it beares:


  
    As often ſhriking vndiſtinguiſht wo,


    In clamours of all ſize both high and low.

  


  


  
    Some-times her leueld eyes their carriage ride,


    As they did battry to the ſpheres intend:

  


  Sometime diuerted their poore balls are tide,


  To th’orbed earth; ſometimes they do extend,


  Their view right on, anon their gaſes lend,


  
    To euery place at once and no where fixt,


    The mind and ſight diſtractedly commixt.

  


  


  
    Her haire nor looſe nor ti’d in formall plat,


    Proclaimd in her a careleſſe hand of pride;

  


  For ſome vntuck’d deſcended her ſheu’d hat,


  Hanging her pale and pined cheeke beſide,


  Some in her threeden fillet ſtill did bide,


  
    And trew to bondage would not breake from thence,


    Though ſlackly braided in looſe negligence.

  


  


  
    A thouſand fauours from a maund ſhe drew,


    Of amber chriſtall and of bedded let,

  


  Which one by one ſhe in a riuer threw,


  Vpon whoſe weeping margent ſhe was ſet,


  Like vſery applying wet to wet,


  
    Or Monarches hands that lets not bounty fall,


    Where want cries ſome; but where exceſſe begs all.

  


  


  
    Of folded ſchedulls had ſhe many a one,


    Which ſhe peruſd, ſighd, tore and gaue the flud,

  


  Crackt many a ring of Poſied gold and bone,


  Bidding them find their Sepulchers in mud,


  Found yet mo letters ſadly pend in blood,


  
    With ſleided ſilke, feate and affectedly


    Enſwath’d and ſeald to curious ſecrecy.

  


  


  
    Theſe often bath’d ſhe in her fluxiue eies,


    And often kiſt, and often gaue to teare,

  


  Cried O falſe blood thou regiſter of lies,


  What vnapproued witnes dooſt thou beare!


  Inke would haue ſeem’d more blacke and damned heare!


  
    This ſaid in top of rage the lines ſhe rents,


    Big diſcontent, ſo breaking their contents.

  


  


  
    A reuerend man that graz’d his cattell ny,


    Sometime a bluſterer that the ruffle knew

  


  Of Court of Cittie, and had let go by


  The ſwifteſt houres obſerued as they flew,


  Towards this afflicted fancy faſtly drew:


  
    And priuiledg’d by age deſires to know


    In breefe the grounds and motiues of her wo.

  


  


  
    So ſlides he downe vppon his greyned bat;


    And comely diſtant ſits he by her ſide,

  


  When hee againe deſires her, being ſatte,


  Her greeuance with his hearing to deuide:


  If that from him there may be ought applied


  
    Which may her ſuffering extaſie aſſwage


    Tis promiſt in the charitie of age.

  


  


  
    Father ſhe ſaies, though in mee you behold


    The iniury of many a blaſting houre;

  


  Let it not tell your Iudgement I am old,


  Not age, but ſorrow, ouer me hath power;


  I might as yet haue bene a ſpreading flower


  
    Freſh to my ſelfe, if I had ſelfe applyed


    Loue to my ſelfe, and to no Loue beſide.

  


  


  
    But wo is mee, too early I attended


    A youthfull ſuit it was to gaine my grace;

  


  O one by natures outwards ſo commended,


  That maidens eyes ſtucke ouer all his face,


  Loue lackt a dwelling and made him her place.


  
    And when in his faire parts ſhee didde abide,


    Shee was new lodg’d and newly Deified.

  


  


  
    His browny locks did hang in crooked curles,


    And euery light occaſion of the wind

  


  Vpon his lippes their ſilken parcels hurles,


  Whats ſweet to do, to do wil aptly find,


  Each eye that ſaw him did inchaunt the minde:


  
    For on his viſage was in little drawne,


    What largeneſſe thinkes in parradiſe was ſawne.

  


  


  
    Smal ſhew of man was yet vpon his chinne,


    His phenix downe began but to appeare

  


  Like vnſhorne veluet, on that termleſſe ſkin


  Whoſe bare out-brag’d the web it ſeem’d to were.


  Yet ſhewed his viſage by that coſt more deare,


  
    And nice affections wauering ſtood in doubt


    If beſt were as it was, or beſt without.

  


  


  
    His qualities were beautious as his forme,


    For maiden tongu’d he was and thereof free;

  


  Yet if men mou’d him, was he ſuch a ſtorme


  As oft twixt May and Aprill is to ſee,


  When windes breath ſweet, vnruly though they bee.


  
    His rudeneſſe ſo with his authoriz’d youth,


    Did liuery falſeneſſe in a pride of truth.

  


  


  
    Wel could hee ride, and often men would ſay


    That horſe his mettell from his rider takes

  


  Proud of ſubiection, noble by the ſwaie,


  What rounds, what bounds, what courſe what ſtop he makes


  And controuerſie hence a queſtion takes,


  
    Whether the horſe by him became his deed,


    Or he his mannag’d, by th’wel doing Steed.

  


  


  
    But quickly on this ſide the verdict went,


    His reall habitude gaue life and grace

  


  To appertainings and to ornament,


  Accompliſht in him-ſelfe not in his caſe:


  All ayds them-ſelues made fairer by their place,


  
    Can for addicions, yet their purpos’d trimme


    Peec’d not his grace but were al grac’d by him.

  


  


  
    So on the tip of his ſubduing tongue


    All kinde of arguments and queſtion deepe,

  


  Al replication prompt, and reaſon ſtrong


  For his aduantage ſtill did wake and ſleep,


  To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weepe:


  
    He had the dialect and different ſkil,


    Catching al paſſions in his craft of will.

  


  


  
    That hee didde in the general boſome raigne


    Of young, of old, and ſexes both inchanted,

  


  To dwel with him in thoughts, or to remaine


  In perſonal duty, following where he haunted,


  Conſent’s bewitcht, ere he deſire haue granted,


  
    And dialogu’d for him what he would ſay,


    Aſkt their own wils and made their wils obey.

  


  


  
    Many there were that did his picture gette


    To ſerue their eies, and in it put their mind,

  


  Like fooles that in th’imagination ſet


  The goodly obiects which abroad they find


  Of lands and manſions, theirs in thought aſſign’d,


  
    And labouring in moe pleaſures to beſtow them,


    Then the true gouty Land-lord which doth owe them.

  


  


  
    So many haue that neuer toucht his hand


    Sweetly ſuppos’d them miſtreſſe of his heart:

  


  My wofull ſelfe that did in freedome ſtand,


  And was my owne fee ſimple (not in part)


  What with his art in youth and youth in art


  
    Threw my affections in his charmed power,


    Reſeru’d the ſtalke and gaue him al my flower.

  


  


  
    Yet did I not as ſome my equals did


    Demaund of him, nor being deſired yeelded,

  


  Finding my ſelfe in honour ſo forbidde,


  With ſafeſt diſtance I mine honour ſheelded,


  Experience for me many bulwarkes builded


  
    Of proofs new bleeding which remaind the foile


    Of this falſe Iewell, and his amorous ſpoile.

  


  


  
    But ah who euer ſhun’d by precedent,


    The deſtin’d ill ſhe muſt her ſelfe aſſay,

  


  Or forc’d examples gainſt her owne content


  To put the by-paſt perrils in her way?


  Counſaile may ſtop a while what will not ſtay:


  
    For when we rage, aduiſe is often ſeene


    By blunting vs to make our wits more keene.

  


  


  
    Nor giues it ſatiſfaction to our blood,


    That wee muſt curbe it vppon others proofe,

  


  To be forbod the ſweets that ſeemes ſo good,


  For feare of harmes that preach in our behoofe;


  O appetite from iudgement ſtand aloofe!


  
    The one a pallate hath that needs will taſte,


    Though reaſon weepe and cry it is thy laſt.

  


  


  
    For further I could ſay this mans vntrue,


    And knew the patternes of his foule beguiling,

  


  Heard where his plants in others Orchards grew,


  Saw how deceits were guilded in his ſmiling,


  Knew vowes, were euer brokers to defiling,


  
    Thought Characters and words meerly but art,


    And baſtards of his foule adulterat heart.

  


  


  
    And long vpon theſe termes I held my Citty,


    Till thus hee gan beſiege me: Gentle maid

  


  Haue of my ſuffering youth ſome feeling pitty


  And be not of my holy vowes affraid,


  Thats to ye ſworne to none was euer ſaid,


  
    For feaſts of loue I haue bene call’d vnto


    Till now did nere inuite nor neuer vow.

  


  


  
    All my offences that abroad you ſee


    Are errors of the blood none of the mind:

  


  Loue made them not, with acture they may be,


  Where neither Party is nor trew nor kind,


  They ſought their ſhame that ſo their ſhame did find,


  
    And ſo much leſſe of ſhame in me remaines,


    By how much of me their reproch containes.

  


  


  
    Among the many that mine eyes haue ſeene,


    Not one whoſe flame my hart ſo much as warmed,

  


  Or my affection put to th’ſmalleſt teene,


  Or any of my leiſures euer Charmed,


  Harme haue I done to them but nere was harmed,


  
    Kept hearts in liueries, but mine owne was free,


    And raignd commaunding in his monarchy.

  


  


  
    Looke heare what tributes wounded fancies ſent me,


    Of palyd pearles and rubies red as blood:

  


  Figuring that they their paſſions likewiſe lent me


  Of greefe and bluſhes, aptly vnderſtood


  In bloodleſſe white, and the encrimſon’d mood,


  
    Effects of terror and deare modeſty,


    Encampt in hearts but fighting outwardly.

  


  


  
    And Lo behold theſe tallents of their heir,


    With twiſted mettle amorouſly empleacht

  


  I haue receau’d from many a ſeueral faire,


  Their kind acceptance, wepingly beſeecht,


  With th’annexions of faire gems inricht,


  
    And deepe brain’d ſonnets that did amplifie


    Each ſtones deare Nature, worth and quallity.

  


  


  
    The Diamond? why twas beautifull and hard,


    Whereto his inuis’d properties did tend,

  


  The deepe greene Emrald in whoſe freſh regard,


  Weake ſights their ſickly radience do amend.


  The heauen hewd Saphir and the Opall blend


  
    With obiects manyfold; each ſeuerall ſtone,


    With wit well blazond ſmil’d or made ſome mone.

  


  


  
    Lo all theſe trophies of affections hot,


    Of penſiu’d and ſubdew’d deſires the tender,

  


  Nature hath chargd me that I hoord them not,


  But yeeld them vp where I my ſelfe muſt render:


  That is to you my origin and ender:


  
    For theſe of force muſt your oblations be,


    Since I their Aulter, you enpatrone me.

  


  


  
    Oh then aduance (of yours) that phraſeles hand,


    Whoſe white weighes downe the airy ſcale of praiſe,

  


  Take all theſe ſimilies to your owne command,


  Hollowed with ſighes that burning lunges did raiſe:


  What me your miniſter for you obaies


  
    Workes vnder you, and to your audit comes


    Their diſtract parcells, in combined ſummes.

  


  


  
    Lo this deuice was ſent me from a Nun,


    Or Siſter ſanctified of holieſt note,

  


  Which late her noble ſuit in court did ſhun,


  Whoſe rareſt hauings made the bloſſoms dote,


  For ſhe was ſought by ſpirits of ritcheſt cote,


  
    But kept cold diſtance, and did thence remoue,


    To ſpend her liuing in eternall loue.

  


  


  
    But oh my ſweet what labour iſt to leaue,


    The thing we haue not, maſtring what not ſtriues,

  


  Playing the Place which did no forme receiue,


  Playing patient ſports in vnconſtraind giues,


  She that her fame ſo to her ſelfe contriues,


  
    The ſcarres of battaile ſcapeth by the flight,


    And makes her abſence valiant, not her might.

  


  


  
    Oh pardon me in that my boaſt is true,


    The accident which brought me to her eie,

  


  Vpon the moment did her force ſubdewe,


  And now ſhe would the caged cloiſter flie:


  Religious loue put out religions eye:


  
    Not to be tempted would ſhe be enur’d,


    And now to tempt all liberty procure.

  


  


  
    How mightie then you are, Oh heare me tell,


    The broken boſoms that to me belong,

  


  Haue emptied all their fountaines in my well:


  And mine I powre your Ocean all amonge:


  I ſtrong ore them and you ore me being ſtrong,


  
    Muſt for your victorie vs all congeſt,


    As compound loue to phiſick your cold breſt.

  


  


  
    My parts had powre to charme a ſacred Sunne,


    Who diſciplin’d I dieted in grace,

  


  Beleeu’d her eies, when they t’aſſaile begun,


  All vowes and conſecrations giuing place:


  O moſt potentiall loue, vowe, bond, nor ſpace


  
    In thee hath neither ſting, knot, nor confine


    For thou art all and all things els are thine.

  


  


  
    When thou impreſſeſt what are precepts worth


    Of ſtale example? when thou wilt inflame,

  


  How coldly thoſe impediments ſtand forth


  Of wealth of filliall feare, lawe, kindred fame,


  Loues armes are peace, gainſt rule, gainſt ſence, gainſt ſhame


  
    And ſweetens in the ſuffring pangues it beares,


    The Alloes of all forces, ſhockes and feares.

  


  


  
    Now all theſe hearts that doe on mine depend,


    Feeling it breake, with bleeding groanes they pine,

  


  And ſupplicant their ſighes to you extend


  To leaue the battrie that you make gainſt mine,


  Lending ſoft audience, to my ſweet deſigne,


  
    And credent ſoule, to that ſtrong bonded oth,


    That ſhall preferre and vndertake my troth.

  


  


  
    This ſaid, his watrie eies he did diſmount,


    Whoſe ſightes till then were leaueld on my face,

  


  Each cheeke a riuer running from a fount,


  With bryniſh currant downe-ward flowed a pace:


  Oh how the channell to the ſtreame gaue grace!


  
    Who glaz’d with Chriſtall gate the glowing Roſes,


    That flame through water which their hew incloſes,

  


  


  
    Oh father, what a hell of witch-craft lies,


    In the ſmall orb of one perticular teare?

  


  But with the invndation of the eies:


  What rocky heart to water will not weare?


  What breſt ſo cold that is not warmed heare,


  
    Or cleft effect, cold modeſty hot wrath:


    Both fire from hence, and chill extincture hath.

  


  


  
    For loe his paſſion but an art of craft,


    Euen there reſolu’d my reaſon into teares,

  


  There my white ſtole of chaſtity I daft,


  Shooke off my ſober gardes, and ciuill feares,


  Appeare to him as he to me appeares:


  
    All melting, though our drops this diffrence bore,


    His poiſon’d me, and mine did him reſtore.

  


  


  
    In him a plenitude of ſubtle matter,


    Applied to Cautills, all ſtraing formes receiues,

  


  Of burning bluſhes, or of weeping water,


  Or ſounding paleneſſe: and he takes and leaues,


  In eithers aptneſſe as it beſt deceiues:


  
    To bluſh at ſpeeches ranck, to weepe at woes


    Or to turne white and ſound at tragick ſhowes.

  


  


  
    That not a heart which in his leuell came,


    Could ſcape the haile of his all hurting ayme,

  


  Shewing faire Nature is both kinde and tame:


  And vaild in them did winne whom he would maime,


  Againſt the thing he ſought, he would exclaime,


  
    When he moſt burnt in hart-wiſht luxurie,


    He preacht pure maide, and praiſd cold chaſtitie.

  


  


  
    Thus meerely with the garment of a grace,


    The naked and concealed feind he couerd,

  


  That th’vnexperient gaue the tempter place,


  Which like a Cherubin aboue them houerd,


  Who young and ſimple would not be ſo louerd.


  
    Aye me I fell, and yet do queſtion make,


    What I ſhould doe againe for ſuch a ſake.

  


  


  
    O that infected moyſture of his eye,


    O that falſe fire which in his cheeke ſo glowd:

  


  O that forc’d thunder from his heart did flye,


  O that ſad breath his ſpungie lungs beſtowed,


  O all that borrowed motion ſeeming owed,


  
    Would yet againe betray the fore-betrayed,


    And new peruert a reconciled Maide.
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  Publisher’s Preface.


  [Read this Prologue in Eliſabethan Speling.]


  


  TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE
ETHEREAL SPIRIT OF




  WM. SHAKESPEARE,


  Sweet Swanly Bard of Avon,
& Ghost of Holy Trinity.


  


  


  MY Benevolent, Indomitable Counsel & Muse, it is with the most profound deference and delightful pleasure that I do unveil to you this New Edition of a grand selection of your greatest works, presented here in this little eBook, this endeavour having arisen through that bountiful communication enjoyed between myself (your humble Servant) and Your Kind and Generous Spirit in the Hereafter.


  As set out upon my first summoning of you in seance, the aim of this present work has been to replicate your beneficent eloquence in the form which it found itself published within your own time, viz. with your own original word usage and spellings, and typeset according to the standards of that age, based upon duteous close examination of those late-sixteenth and early-seventeenth century texts, in keeping with what were then the general typographic practices of the day.


  As was discussed in our clairvoyancy (and which met with your happy approval), certain anomalies in those earlier texts were discarded and other elements of conformity introduced in an effort to improve upon the readers experience and enjoyment, reduce some relatively minor areas of confusion, while at the same time in no way detracting from your own manuscription.


  I shall outline these various textual alterations forthwith.


  


  
    Notes on the Plays


    


    THE six Plays reproduced herein arose from the publication commonly referred to as the First Folio edition of the year 1623.

  


  Whilst in some cases these have not been the most complete (nor authoritative) versions of your Plays available, undoubtedly most readers of this present work will already be familiar with their plots and the joy will rather be to read them in their original Eliſabethan spellings, &c. instead.


  In this present collection, three Tragedies have been included:


  ❧The Tragedy of Macbeth;


  ❧The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark;


  ❧The Tragedy of King Lear.


  These have been complemented by three Phantasies:


  ❧A Midsummer Night’s Dream;


  ❧The Winter’s Tale;


  ❧The Tempest.


  The Original Source Material for the Plays originate with the digital transcriptions provided by Oxford University (available on the iTunes Store, on the Web by the sign of The Apple). As these transcriptions have been dutifully reviewed by scholarly peers and are true and authentic to the original sources, no textual emendations nor corrections to any errors have been made.


  However, one very noticeable change to be discovered in this Book is with the overall Format of each of the Plays presented here. For example, in almost every previous edition of the Plays, the speakers name, and the lines spoken, are presented thusly (as with this famous line from Hamlet):


  
    Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Question...

  


  Here, in the present eBook conversion, you shalt find the same line presented in the following way, giving the speakers unabbreviated, full name, and off-set for both clarity and ease of reading:


  
    HAMLET


    To be, or not to be, that is the Question...

  


  This naturally has no affect whatsoever on maintaining truthfulness toward your original words, and I remain delighted that this alteration in visual format also met with your own enthralled approval. Some degree of changes (if not actual improvements) were also made to in order to achieve an overall consistency in format and design from one work to the next, and also in order to accommodate the Flowable Text nature of this digital medium, as well as User-Friendliness on smaller reading devices. However, in this final scope of matters I have surety that you will find that my efforts here shall meet with your hearty agreement, and that I have maintained — if not indeed commemorated, celebrated and elevated — the overall look and feel of those great typesetters, printers and binderies of your day.


  Apart from the above mentioned improvement to the Format of the Plays, in an effort to alleviate confusion with the Character Names that appear in the same, a certain level of conformity has been sought in that regard as well, which in no way affects the verse and prose lines that are spoken by those characters.


  For example, the character of the Duke of Gloucester in King Lear has his name variously spelled as Gloucester, or Glosester, or simply Gloster, and this was conformed in every case to Gloucester. In each instance where such anomalies were observed in the text, a word count for each variation was made and all were then changed to conform to that one which occurred the most consistently and often.


  


  
    Notes on the Poems


    


    UNLIKE the Plays, the Poems included within this Book require further explanation.

  


  While the Original Source Material for the Plays arose from the aforementioned Oxford Uniuersity and have not been emended, the transcriptions for the Poems (including the entirety of Mr. Chester’s Loves Martyr) are completely my own efforts, copied line-for-line, word-by-word, letter-to-letter from the original sixteenth and seventeenth century texts. As such, a variety of corrections and emendations were indeed here made.


  Firstly, with regard to Word Spelling, while the suggestion had been made to endeavour to achieve spelling conformity throughout your texts (without modernizing any such oddities but rather leaving them in keeping with the most commonly used spelling variation), as was your insistence that no such endeavour be made, that this was in fact a purposeful (though unexplained to me) madness to the method of writers of your time, no such changes in word spellings have been made. Hence we have, for example, this line from your Sonnet 24 (with my own emphasis):


  
    Now see what good-turnes eyes for eies have done

  


  However, with your advocacy and encouragement, wheresoever an oddity in spelling was encountered that plainly was not merely a variation of such, but rather an obvious error in the printers setting of moveable type, in these specific cases corrections were dutifully made. To illustrate for you in what instances this was done, I shall use further examples from your Sonnets (although corrections were made elsewhere in other Poems as well, in similar circumstances where any such typesetting errors occurred).


  Some of these corrections were as a result of redundant characters — for example:


  ❧yeeare corrected to yeare (Sonnet 73)


  Elsewhere, corrections were made due to missing letters in words — for example:


  ❧scond corrected to second (68)


  Or letters were reversed — for example:


  ❧tropheis corrected to trophies (31)


  However, in only very rare instances were more significant corrections made to spelling anomalies — again for example:


  ❧bitter corrected to better (91)


  Or as with this rather unusual example of archaic spelling:


  ❧rn’wd corrected to rwn’d (73)


  One final emendation which was made with regard to spelling (or, rather, typesetting), in both the Poems as well as the Plays, was the use in the original texts of the macron (or tilde) to indicate the omission of a letter m or letter n after a vowel. Indeed, a perfect example of this might be for a printer to compose the word macron itself as macrō. As you has also concurred, Dear Sir, this was a practice employed by printers of your day haphazardly, without any apparent logic, and thus in order to reduce any confusion amongst readers this has been foregone in this present work and all such contracted words in the original texts have been here written out in full.


  Regarding the Original Source Material for the various Poems, while many modern scholars have declared that only the earliest texts (first printings) are to be considered to be authentic, and the publication for which having been directly overseen by yourself, as any discerning reader can observe there are, in fact, note worthy improvements made in later early-printings of those works, and you has assured me yourself, O Kindly Spirit, that you did indeed accredit those editions.


  Accordingly, upon your recommendation and preference, the following sources have been used for the Poems:


  ❧The Rape of Lucrece:


  First printed in 1594, the edition from 1600 was used as the source text for this present collection;


  ❧Venus and Adonis:


  First printed in 1593, the version included here is from the 1599 publication (save eight stanzas from the 1595 edition due to one missing leaf from the other source);


  ❧The Sonnets (with A Lover’s Complaint):


  Included here from the first printing of these collected Poems from 1609.


  


  
    Notes on Middleton & Chester


    


    IN addition to these various Poems of your own, related works by two of your contemporaries have also been included in this Book, one of which contained a pair of obscure Poems of your authorship.

  


  Briefly, Thomas Middleton’s The Ghost of Lucrece, first published in 1600, has been included as sequel and supplement to your own Poem of Lucrece.


  Far more notable, and of much greater merit, has been the inclusion of the little-known 1602 work of your friend, Robert Chester: namely, his Loves Martyr. This utterly delightful (though only very rarely-published) collection of dialogues and poems was deemed to be of such beauty as to be much more worthy of greater acclaim, and thus has been offered here in its entirety as a complete Book-within-a-Book, quite suitably as an affectionate nod to your own device of using a Play-within-a-Play in your great work, Hamlet.


  


  


  IT should here be stated that in all of the above selected entries for this collection, only the greatest pains have been undertaken in order to maintain accuracy and perfection to the original texts (with the aforementioned typographic corrections and emendations in format, &c. notwithstanding, naturally). Each and every line, every word and letter, has been closely inspected and compared between the original source materials and the new transcriptions presented here, and while scholars shall surely confound my efforts and declare them to be without any authority, I can only appease my own weary head and eyes with the knowledge that Your Kind & Generous Spirit has provided me with encouragement and gracious approval throughout my long hours of toil.


  Thus, we have now here a Book which is undoubtedly not for every reader — a matter of which you, my Fair and Nobel Poetmaster, has already made note of early on to this mere Poetaster. It is certainly by no means a recommended edition for first-time readers of your various works, but rather is a volume that might instead be preferred for the enjoyment of avid enthusiasts of the inclosed verse and prose, or simply for lovers of antiquarian Books, who wish to read your words in the original Eliſabethan spellings of your time, much in the manner as they visually and æsthetically appeared in those earliest editions, dutifully set according to the standard typographic practices of your own day.


  This has been my attempt to manifest unto realization a Neo-Facsimile edition of those various original great works, suitably in the year of the Four-Hundredth Anniversary of your passing from this World, transforming that immoveable print version (created with moveable type upon those cumbersome presses of that age) into the flowable text format that has now become available in these, our modern-day eBooks.


  With these closing wishes, I do bestow to you this lasting impression of my own present work, extending my most bounteous gratitude and blessings upon Your Most Sovereign Spirit for your timely consultation, latitude, and ultimate enthusiasm and approval.


  
    Your Most Humble & Obedient Servant,


    R o n K o s t e r
Psymon, 2016
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