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Memoir of

GEORGE CHAPMAN

SEN the long roll of illuftrious names that
J have made the poetical litcrature of the
reigns of Elizabeth and her two fuccef-
fors for ever memorable, the name of GEORGE
CHAPMAN ftands as one of the foremoft. Keats
has comparcd the firft reading of his Homer to a
ney plafiet difcovering itfelf to the gaze of a
watcher of the fkies; and it is the recorded
opinion of Charles Lamb that of all the drama-
tifts of that great age, Chapman approached the
neare'ft.to Shakefpeare.

Hé refembles Shakefpeare also in the very
meagre and fcanty details we poflefs concerning
his life, which is one of the great blagks in the
“hiftory of Englifh literature. Even the diligent
refearches of ftudents and antiquaries in our own
timé have yielded no fatisfaltory refults. The
very date and place of his birth are involved .in-
‘um‘.ertamty There is a portrait of him prefixed
to his Homer, wiich bears the legend “ Georgius




'vi" ‘ Memaiv of George Chd .
Chapmanus Home, 'Metaphraftm LVIL
M. DC. XVL” This would feem to indicate’1559
‘as the year of his birth ; and as the portrait was
iffued under Chapman’s own eyes, the infcription
is in all probability accurate, though Wood (1)
fixes the date two years earlier, Zz. in 1557.
The fame writer hazards the conjefture that
he may have belonged to the family bf Chap-
mans of Stone-Caftle, in Kent; but there exifts
triple teftimony pointing rather to the conclufion
‘that Hertfordfhire may have the honour of claim-
ing him among her worthies, and that he was
born near Hitchin in that county. That he lived
there for a confiderable time is, at leaft, beyond
all poffible queftion. William Browne, in his
Paftorals, has the following paffage :(— '

Then in a ftraine beyond an Oaten Quill
*Mr.Chapman, The learned* Shepheard of faive Hitcking hill
Sung the heroicke deeds of Greece and Troy.(2)
< .
S ¢
What is ftill more decifive, Chapman himfelf
alludes to this place in a poem entitled * Euthy-

miz Raptus, or the Teares of Peace,”(3) where .

1 Athene Oxonicnfes.
"3 "BRITANNIA'S PasTorALg, Te Sxmd Booke. Loae. 1616,
fol. 36.

3 Lond,, 4to, 1605,
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he intro'uccs himfelf in a'reverie, when the thade
of Homer appears, and in anfwer to the Poet’s

inquiry :—

I am (fayd hec) that fiurit Elyfiaze

That (in thy natie ayte ; and on the hiil

Next /it /uns left hand) did thy hofome fill,
‘With fuch a flood of foule ; that thou wert faine
(With exelamations of her Rapture then)

To vent 1t, to the Fuhocs of the vale;

When (mcditating of me)'a fweet gale

Brought me vpon thee ; and thou didfi inhent
My true fenfe (for the tme then) m my {puit;
And I, mufiblie, went prompting thee,

To thofe fayre Greenes, where thou dulft englith me.

The Hitchin Regifters only commence with the
year 1562, fo we arc unable to arrive at any faéts
relative to Chapman’s parentage. There arc,
héwever, fcveral cntries relating to the families
of John and Thomas Chapman, who were pof-
fibly the poet’s brothers. In 1593, Aug. 5, was
baptized Gtorge the fon of John Chapman ; and
from Eaftcr, 1603, to Eafter, 1605, the famc John
*Chapman was one of the churchwardens, and
has figned the Parifh Regifters in a bold and
fchofarly hand. In a “Survey of the King's
Timber and Woods in Hertfordfhire and Effex
. 1608,”(4) and under the “ Maiier de Hutchin”
(Hitghh\), is “Upon the Copyhold of Thomas

4 MSS. (Add.) Brit. Mus., No. 16, 273.
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Chapman, in Longe Clofe 27 SapungsE{.4. In
.Beerton clofes 260 Elmes £,18, Fire wood £.35.”
This Thomas Chapman was probably a man of
refpeftability and fubftance, for there is extant:
[Harleian MSS., No. 781, p. 28] a petition
of his to Prince Charles in 1619, for the
bailiwick of Hitchin, which hc formerly held
under . the ' Exchequer Seal, but of which the
Earl of Salifbury had deprived him. On Nov.
30 of the fame year the claim was referred to the
Commiffioners of the Revenue of thc Prince of
Wales. The relationfhip, however, to the poet,
is mere conje(ture, as there is no pofitive proof
of any fa€ts conneted with his family.(5) Mr.
Hooper carefully examined the various heraldic
vifitations of Hertfordfhire and Chauncy’s Hiftery
of that county, but was unable to difcover any
traces of him. It appears, however, that the Chap-
man family at one time held the Matior of Mar-
docks, a fmall manor on the Afh, between ‘Ware-
Sideand Ifneye, in the parifh of Stanftead Abbotse
Sir Henry Chauncy fays it derives its name
from one Mardocks, to whom it formerly be-
longed. It paffed by marriage from that family
to the Chapmans, who held it from about, the

”

T
2

" § See the Introduction to Chaf‘nﬁan's Odyfley, by Richafd
Hooper, M.A. Lond,, J. Ruffell Smith, 1837.
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year 1420‘:0 1580, when Edward Chapman fold
it(6) - "
' We proceed to give a brief defcription of the lo-
cality which probably gavc birth to George Chap-
man, and which was, in any cafe, his conftant and
favourite placc of refidence. The Town of Hit-
chin, which gives name to the Hundred in which
it is fituated, lies in the northern part of the
county, at the- diftance of thirty-four miles from
London, on the road leading from thence through
Hatfield, by Shefford, to Bedford. It occupies a
low fituation, and is furrounded on all fides, ex-
cept the north, by rifing grounds, which, towards
the fouth-weft, in the neighbourhood of Offley,
have a confiderable degree of elevation, and
command an extenfive profpeét of this diftrict.
South of the Town fprings a {mall rivulet called
the Hiz, or Hicche, which from hence takes a
northwardly @ourfe into Bedfordfhire.(7)

Thag Chapman was educated at one or both
ofs the univerfitics, is certain. He fpent fome
time at Oxford, and it is fuppofed, completed
his ftudies at Cambridge. “In 1574, or there-
abgu'ts,” fays Wood, “ he being well grounded in
fchdql-Jearning, was fent to the univerfity, but

6 Cuse\ns' Hifiory o éﬂﬁ'a_’/kire, P 143.
' ¥ CLUTTERBUCK’S Hertfordfhire, I11. 12.
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whether firft to this of Oxon, or thft of Cam-
bridge, is to mc unknown: Sure I am that he-
fpent fome time in Oxon., where he was obferved
to be moft cxcellent in the Latin and Greek
tongues, but not in logic or philofophy, and
therefore I prefume that that was the reafon
why hc took no degree here.” Warton corro-
borates this ftatcment in his Iliftory of Englith
Poctry, where he fays that Chapman “paffed two
years at Trinity College, Oxford, with a contempt
of philofophy, but in clofe attcntnon to the Greek
and Roman claffics.”

From the time of his leaving the Univerfity to
his firft appearance as an author in(8) 1594, we are
left entircly in the dark as to his proceedings.
For reafons that will appcar in the fequel, it
feems not improbable that he travelled for fome
time in France and Germany, and perhaps alfo
in Italy. .

At what precife period he fettled himfelf in
London, among the circle of the wits and poets,
cannot be detcrmined. But it was at the

8 The earlicft cxtant publication that bears his name ¥ ep,
titled :
¢¢ Zxia yuerog. The Shadow of Night: Containing Tv@ Poetlcal
Hymnes Deuifed by G. Codbent. At London : Printed by R, £
for Willium Ponfonby, 1594."
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extreme e*d of the fixteenth century, and Chap-
man was. rapidly appr_oachmg his fortieth year,
when he began'to apply himfelf fteadily as a
writer for the ftage, which then offered the -only
certain means of fubfiftence to men of genius,
who had chofen literature as a profeffion. Some
entries in Henflowe’s Diary would lead us to the
conclufion that the earlieft plays of Chapman
though aéted, remained in manufcript ; and the
high culogium which Meres beftows on him both
as a comic and tragic writer so early as 1598,
feems to corroborate this idea.

It was in that very ycar that his carlieft
extant play, the comedy of T/ Blinde Begger
of Alxandria, was publifhed, though it had
been produced on the ftage fome two years
previoufly. .

'Of this corgedy we have already, in our Notes-
and Iflgftratnons expreffed ‘some opinion: the
conftrb&ion of the plot is weak.and puerile, and
the charalters, if we except the central one, are
feebly drawn and fuftained. Worthlefs as a
dramatic performance, it is, however, redeemed
by,a few of thofe fine outburfts of poetry, which
are 1'0 gconfplcuous and frcquent in Chapman’s
later agd better work. Here are two or three
touthes that are quite Shakefperian :—
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Though my years would have me old I am yor,
But have the gentle jerk of youth in me;
As freth as he that hath a maiden’s chin:

—ee
. Delicious love

Hath been the fig T eat before this wine,
Which kills the tafte of thefe delicious cates,

Head-tires enchafed in order like the ftars,
With perfect great and fine-cut precious flones,
Oue hath Lright Ariadne’s crown m it,

Even in the figure it prefents in heaven,
Another hath the fingers of Diana,

And Berenice's ever-burning hair,

Another hath the bright Andromeda

‘With both her filver wrifts bound to a rock

And Perfeus that did loofe her and fave her life

All fet in number and in perfeét form

Even like the afterifms fixt in heaven

And even as you may fee in moonthine nights, -
The moon and ftars refle®ing on their fireams,

An Humerous Dayes Myrth, publithed in 1599,
is a nearer approach to life and nature. The
charaters have more reality and the 1{1¢xdents
nmore probability, but except in Dowfecer’§ apof-
trophe to Cicero, the play is fingularly devoid of
poetical paffages. ’

. For the next fix years we may fuppofe our:
author to have been too bufily employed with his
Homer and other works to write anythfhg or‘
the ftage.

The return of Chapman to his dramati¢ wall':_
in 1605 was fingularly inaufpitious for. him.
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Since the fublication of ‘his fecond play, Eliza-
beth had died, and been fucceeded by James I,

g

'whofe fufceptibilities on behalf of the Scottish

portion of his fubjefts, Chapman wag unfortunate
enough to offend. 1n this year he produced in
conjunétion with Ben Jonfon and Marfton the
comedy of Eaffward Hoc. Certain refleCtions
which this play contained upon the Scots nation
appear to have irritated thc new monarch, and
the three authors were configned to temporary
durance in the Fleet Prifon, where they narrowly
efcaped having their cars and nofes flit. The
King’s rage, however, foon mollified ; he feems
to have been an admirer of Chapman’s talents,
and Chapman was a protégé of Henry Prince
of Walcs. At any rate the three poets did not
remain long in prifon ; but were fpeedily releafed.

Jonfon difclaimed to Drummond having any-
thing to do with the offenfive paflage, but afferted
that g€hapman and Marfton had written it
amongft them,” having, however, had a fhare in
the play, from a high fenfe of honour, he volusn-

yarily accompanied his friends to prifon. .

Chapman'’s next play A4 Fools (1603) showed
.

;a femgrkable ftep-in-advance. The appropriate-
nefs of¥its title confifts in the deception which
each character of the piece praétifes on the reft,
‘until every one, in his turn has been gulled.
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This comedy may, on the whole, be gronounced
an excellent one. The charaéters in general are
well fuftained ; the dialogue is fpirited ; and the
incidents inferefting and agreeable: added to
which, the verfification is rich and mufical, and
many paffages of confiderable poetical merit are
fcattered over it. The talents of Chapman
nowhcre appear to fo great advantage. (9)

The Piologue and Epilogue to this play (writ-
ten in blank verfe) fhew that in thofe days,
perfons of quality and thofe that thought them-
felves judges of wit, inftead of fitting in boxes as
now in ufc, fat on the ftage.

Thie Gentleman Ufler followed in 1606, The
charalter of Baffalio, whofe folly and half-witted
jokes run through the whole, is amufing. ¢ He
gives the name to the play. It is in this tragi-
comedy, too, that a fanciful ceremony of marriage
is performed by two lovers, whofe telatives deny
a more legal celebration. The lady’s*reafons,
perhaps, are not of the foundeft kind ; but the
vows of cach have a great deal of tendernefs and
becauty. In the fpeech of Strozza to Cynanche,,
Chapman redeems himfelf by his eloquent eu’logy
of a good wife from the difgrace of having written,
Phe Widow's Tears. (10) "

g
.

9 See Retrofpeive Review (1822), v. 315, 316.
10 Retrofpective Review, ubi sugma, pp. 330, 331.
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In the fdme year (1606) appeared the Comedy
of Monfieur D’Olive, which Hazlitt has praifed
in the higheft terms. The glowing eulogy of
Tobacco which #t contains (11) would probably
have offended the royal author of the Counterblaf,
had he feen it, even more-than the obje&ionable
paffage againft the Scots in Eaffward Hoe.

Leaving the Comedies for the prefent, we now
approach the confideration of a group of four
hiftorical Tragedies, which are among the fineft
and moft charaéteriftic of Chapman’s works.
They cover an interefting and eventful period -of
French hiftory, the tranfaétions of which had
paffed within the author’s living memory—the
fame period as that comprifed in the epic poem
of Voltaire,

This feries confifts of Bufy D'Ambois, The
Revenge of Buffy D’ Ambois, and The Confpiracy
and Tragedy of Charles Duke of Byron.

Bufy® D' Ambois firft appeared in 1607, but
was afterwards materially altered and enlarged,
though the amended text was not publifhed till

wome years after the author'’s death, The fequel
to,this tragedy, T4e Revenge of Buﬂ'y D’ Ambois,
-dxd’noi&fee the light till 1613; but in order to

te n’VHepaﬂu, p. 216,
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prefent thefe four plays-in théi:*‘prop‘eqt fequerice,

" wg¢ have departed in this one inftance from the
chronological arrangement othemlfe uniformly
adhered to.

The plots of thefe four plays are mainly
derived from Thuanu$, Jean .de Serres and
Mezeray; but the filling up is entirely
Chapman’s own. Refpetting Buffy D' Ambois
opinions are very confliting. Some critics have
thought it the beft, and others perhaps the worft
of Chapman’s Plays. We fhall reproduce the
difta of various writers concerning it with entire
impartiality, and then leave the reader to decide
for himfelf. Of thefe Dryden leads the way ;
though to hear Dryden rebuking dramatic bom-
baft forcibly rcminds onme of Satan reproving
fin,

“] have fometimes wondered,” he fays, ;{in the reading,
what was become of thofe glaring colours which‘amazed
me in Buffy D'Ambois upon the theatre ; but wheh I had
taken up what I fuppofed a fallen flar, I found 1 had been
cozened with a jelly; nothing but a cold, dull mafs,
which glittered no longer than it was fhooting ; a dwarfith
thought, dreffed 'up in gigantic words, repetition in ubun-
dance, loofenefs of expreffion, and grofs hyperbole; the
fenfe of one line expanded prodigioufly into ten ¢ ‘and, to*
fum up all, incorre€t Englifh, and a hideoud’ mirigle of
falfe poetry and true nonfenfe ; or, at beft, a fcutling of
wit, which lay galping for life, and groaning beneath a' .
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heep of rubbxfh A famous modern poet ufed to facnﬁce
every year a "Statius'to Virgil's manes ; and T have indig-

.mation enough to burn a D’Ambois annually to the
memory of Jonfon.”” (12)

To which his editor, Sir Walter Scott, adds
in a note, .

“If Dryden could have exhaufted every copy of this
bombaft performance in one holocauft, the public would
have been no great lofers.”

“1 know not,” fays old Gerard Langbaine, “ how Mr.
Dryden come to be fo poffeft with indignation agginft this
play, as to refolve to burn one annually to the memory of
Ben Jonfon : but I know very well that there are fome
who allow it a juft commendation.” (13)

Towards the clofe of the feventeenth century,
a very queftionablc figure in literature, Mr. Tom.
D’U.rféy, beft known as an indefatigable writer
of lewd fongs, thought fit to revive and revife this
play, and thoroughly fuccceded in climinating all
its beauties o burying them under rubbifh-heaps
of his’ , WD addition. This ingenious indjvidual
wrote ‘s follows in his Dedication to the Earl of
Catlifle - —

“‘About fixteen years fince, when firlt my good orill
\'tars‘ordained me a knight crrant in this fairyland of
pagtry, I faw thé’ Bufly D’Ambois of Mr. Chapman a¢ted
-!:)'y‘Mr. (;art, which in {pite .of the obfolete Phrafes and

~(13) Dufden’s Epiftle Dedicatory to the Spanith Fryar, 1682.
(13) An Account of the Englifh Dramatick Poets, by Gerard
Lnngbo.me, Oxford, 1691, p. 58. s
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intolerable Fuftian, with which a great part of 1t was
cramm’d, had fome eatraoidinary beauties, which fenfibly
charmed me; which being improved by the graceful
aftion of that eternally rcnowned and beft of adtors, fo
attracled not only me, but the town in general, that they
were obliged to pafs by and excufu the grofs crrorsin the
writing, and allow 1t amongfl the rank of the topping
tragedies of that time. .

“For a longtime 1t 1y buried in Mr. Hart's grave, who
indeed only could do that noble chuaétar Juflice, till not
willing to have it quite loft T prefumced to 1evife at, and
writ the plot new, mending the chwacta of /amura, whom
Mr. Chapman had drawn quite othciwife, he making her
lewd, only for the fuke ot lewdnels,” (14) &c

Hazlitt,'in the fow pages devoted to the con-
fideration of Chapman’s Plays, in his LecTures on
the Dramatic Lutcrature of the Age of Elizabeth,
says .—

“ His Buffly I7 Ambors, though not without mtereft or
fome fancy, 1s 1ather a collection of apophthegms or
pointed fayings 1n the form of a dialogue,ithan a poem or
tragedy In his vurfes the oracls have not ccafed. Every
other line 1s an axiom 1m morals—a hbel on mankmd, of
truth 1s a ibel.  He 1s too fately for a wit, in hus ferious
wiitings—too formal for a poet. Bufy @ Awbois 1s
founded on 4 French plot and French manners. The
charalter, from which it derives its name, is arrogam and
oftentatious to an unheard-of degree, but full of nobleptfs

b 4

<

1
(14) Bufly D Ambors, or the Iufband's Revengk, a Tragedy.
As st 15 acled of the Theatre Royal. Newly Reund by Mo
D'Urfey. 1.oudon, Printed for R Bently m Covent Garden, &e.

1691, pp 50.
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and lofty {pirit. His pride and unmeafured pretenfions
.alone take away from his rcal merit ; and by the quarrels
+and intrigues in which they involve him, bring about the
cataftrophe, which has confiderable grandeur and impof-
ing effeét in the manner of Seneca. Our author aims at
the highefl things 1n poetry, and tries in vamn, wanting
imagination and paffion, to fill up the epic moulds of
tragedy with fe nfe and rcafon alone—so that he often runs
nto bombaft and turgidity —15 extravagant and pedantic
atone and the fame time.  Fromm the nature of the plot,
which tuins upon a love-intiigue, much of the philofophy
of tlus picce relates to the character of the fex. Old
Chapman profeffes to have found the clue to it, and winds
his uncouth way through all the labyrinth of love. The
clofe mtriues of court pohuy, the fubtle workmgs of the
human foul, move before him like a fea dark, deep, and
ghitering with wiinkles for the fmile of beauty.”

The lateft and moit appreciative critic of our
author’s plays writes as follows = —

“Buffy D' Ambuis, the earlieft tragedy on the lift of
Chapman’s playg, has ufually been confidered the beft,
and, on the whole, perhaps defervedly fo. 1t is an exhibi-
tion and®a defcription of the exploits of the hero whofe
name it bears, weaved together with very hittle art, and, as
a whole, with no great efieft.  The fudden 11fe, the extra-
ordmnry chara¢ter, the bold bravadoings, the duel, the
mtrlg'ue, and the death of tlus fwaggering perfon, form the
fubject of the play ; and though therc 1s no general plot
by R’:icnvhcy are connccled together, yet {fome of the
fcenes, Yaken feparately, are the works of no vulgar
hand,” (1 /]

The megc of Bufly D’A4 mboz.s' is chiefly

(15, Ret ofpeciie Review, 1y, 338



xx  Memoir of George Chapman.

remarkable for the weighty fayings and eloquent
fpeeches of Clermont D’Ambois, the hero,"
enforced by learned illuftration and by poetical
imagery of the higheft order. Such paffages are
more frequent perhaps in this play than in any
other of Chapman’s. The original is of fuch
extraordinary rarity that the writer in the Retto-
fpeftive Review had been unable to fee a copy.
The two plays entitled 7he Confpivacy and
Tragedy of Charles Duke-of Byrom appeared
together in 1608, and werce reprinted during the
author's lifetime, 'with fome emcndations and
revifions, in 1625. Speaking gencrally we have
found the carlier edition thc more correét of the
two, but a careful collation of both has enabled
us to corret a few errors in it. A writer i the
Edinburgh Review confiders thefe two plays the
moft charaéteriftic inftance of Chapman’s manner,
and the latter of them, the fineft t¥agic compofi-
tion he has lcft. (16) “ Theyare noble podms,” fays
Mr. Collier, “full of fine thoughts, and rich in
diverfity and ftrength of expreflion. As pieces
intended for the ftage, they perhaps want atiop
andvaricty.”(17) Upon the firft of thefe two‘pieges
Shelley has ftamped the hall-mark of tha higheft

(16) April 1841 § AxT. * Beaumont and Fletcher, and their
Contemporaries,”’ p. 227.
(17)_Hiftory of Dramatic Poctry. 111.°258.
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modern approbation by taking four lines towards
the clofe of the third aét of Byron's Confpiracy
as the motto to his Rewolt of Iflam.

Refpeting the rcprefentation of thefe two
tragedics a curious anccdote has been preferved,
which Mr. Collicr thus relates :—

George Chapman had written two plays upon the con-
fpuacy and eaccution of the Duke of Biron, containing, 1n
the (hape in winch they weie onginally produced on the
flage, fuch matter that M. Becaumont, the reprefentative of
the King of Fiance in London, theught it neceflary to re-
monftrate aganfl the repetition, and the performance of it
was prohibited. s foon, however, as the court had quitted
London, the King’s players pertifled i acting it; 1n confe-
quence of which three of the parties were arrcfted (their
namesaivnotgiven) ; buttheauthormadehisefcape. % Look-
ing t?nrough the two printed editions,” adds Mr. Collier,
“we are at a Iofs to difcover anything, beyond the hiftorical®
incidents, which could have given offunce ;(18) but the truth
certainly 15, thatall the objectionable portions were omitted
m the prefst there can be no doubt, on the authority of the
defpatch fiom the French Ambaffador to his court, that one
of the diamas onginally contained a fcene in which the
Qucen of Franice and Mademonfelle Vernewl were intro-
s#luced, the former, after having abufed her, giving the
latter™ box on the ear.” (19)

' (18) anly, as far as the printed text goes, Henry IV, could
have had nosreafon to fcel otherwife than flattered Ly the kingly
and heroigoportraiture of his character and the wife utterances
attriButed to him.

(19) Collicr’s Lafe of Shakefpeare, pp. 176—177. See alfo Von
Raumer’s Huftory of the 16th and 17th Centuries (tranflated by the
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Thefe plays are alfo ‘remarkable as introducing
our own Queen Elizabeth upon the fcene. '
Chapman’s next two piecc§ were comedics.
May Day appeared in 1611 ; and Z/e Widow's

Tears in 1612, .

% The latter,” fays the writer in the Retrofpe€tive Review,
“is a comedy founded upon the traditional faithlefinefs of
the Widow of, Ephefus. It contains two actions, both of
which are intended to difplay the fmall dependence to be
placed upon the endurable nature of a wife's affeClion for
her deceafed lord. The fubje@ is treated in a difgufting
manner, though with cenfiderable dramatic power, inaf-
much as the moft unworthy motises arc afiigned for the
eafinefs with which both the widows 1n the play replace
their lofs.”—Ret. Rev., vol. v., p. 322.

“ Chapman,” fays Schlegel (Leures on Dramalic Art
and Lilerature,) “has handled the well-known flory ef the
Ephefian matron, under the title of Z%e 11 idow's Tears,
not without comic talent.”

In the beginning of the ycar 1f13, the nup-
tials of the Princefs Llizabeth with thc-Ralfgmve
called forth the voice of public rejoicing, and the
focietics of Lincoln’s Inn and the Middle Tem-

Earl of Ellefmere), II. 219, where the {ollowing extradt is giveny
from the French Ambaffador’s defpatch :—

‘* April 5, 1605. T caufed certain players to be forbid fm
adting the Hiftory of the Duke of Biron : when, howyer, they®
faw that the whole court had left town, they peifi in acling
it ; nay, they brought upon the flage the Queen of Krance and
Mademoifelle Verneunil. The former, having firft accofted the
latter with very hard words, gave her a hox on the ear. At my
fuit three of them were arrefted; but thg principal perfon, the
author, efcaped.”
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ple refolved to fhew their loyalty, their munifi-
cence, and their magnificence by ecxhibiting a
‘moft fplendid mafque on the occafion at White-
hall. It appears from Dugdale’s Origines Fudi-
ciales, that the expenfe incurred by the focieties
on this occafion amountcd to the then enormous
fum of £1,086:8:11. Chapman was cmployed
for the poctry, and Inigo Joncs for the machinery.

Mr. Payne Collier has a copy of Chapman’s
Malfque, correéted by the poet in his own hand ;
but the errors arc few, and not very important.

Refpeéting the merits of this little piece, it is
fufficient to quote the implied praife of Ben Jon-
fon, who told Drummond, in his prcgnant way,
that “next himfclf, only Iletcher and Chapman
coull make a Mafk.” .

The long cataloguc of Chapman’s voluminous
publications makes it fufficiently clear that for
many years atter this he was occupied with claf-
fical @dnflations (with the completion of his
Homer, with his Iefiod, Juvenal, Mufxus, Pe-
trarch) and othcr works. Hec had for fome years
paft felt himfelf

* Markt with Age for Aimcs of gicater weight”

than to lna.ke nothing but merriment for idle play-
goers }“ or eightecn years nearly after the publi-
catfon of his Mafque, no new dramatic piece of
his appearcd, until the publication of his Cefar



xxiv  Memoir of George Chapman.

and Pompey (written it would appear a long
time previoufly), which was the only play of his
never produced on the ftagc.“ This tragedy
appeared in 1631, (20) and was the laft work of
Chapman publithed in his lifetime. The ftory
may be found in Lucan, with whofc genius that
of Chapman was fomewhat akin, and whofe
Phlarfalia had recently been familiarifed to Eng-
lith rcaders by the verfions of Sit Arthur Gorges
and Thomas May.

“%In different plays,” fays the wnter in the Refro/pel@ive
Review (21), “1t has fometuncs happened, that he has
never once hit on the happy vein, but raved on, from

prologue to epilogue, without a fingle moment of true
infpiration. 'We may fafely affert this of the Ce/ar and

Pompey” N

It did not appear fo t6 Charles Lamb, who,in his
Specimens, has extrated fome fifty lines from this
play, which the beautiful fimile of the bees alone
thould have refcued from fo fweepingwg con-
demnation. But the lofty contemplations and
ferene philofophy of Cato, in his noble prefer-
“ence of death to difhondur and flavery, run like -
a vein of gold through the whole, very different’

LI )

A O

(20) The play under the fame title, publifhed in 1687, and often
confounded with this, 15 an cntuely different work 63 angther
hand,

(21) IV. 380—381.
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-

from the tame and frigid performance that Addi-
fon produced a century later.

“At length,” favs Wood, “this moft cminent and reverend
poet having hved fcventy feven (22) yearsin this vain and
tranfitory world, made his laft, exit m the panith of S Gules’s
in the Ficlds near London, on the twelfth day of May, 1
fixteen hundicd and thuty four, and was buried 1n the yard
on the fouth tide of the chuich of & Giles. Soon afteT
was a monument creeted over his grave, built after the
way of the old Romans by the cite and charge of his moft
beloved fuend Inigo Joucs bedore mentioned  whereon
1s this engiay en, Georgius Chapminnus, pocta Homericus,
Philofophus vrus etfi Chnftianus pocta plufquam celebris,
&c.' (23)

- —_— — ——— — -

22 We fhould read feventy £, 1fl as feans probable, Wood
has gntedated Chapm’s budh by two ycus

23 Inigo Joues s monument to! Chapmar 15 full flanding, the
mferipticn (winch had been cffaced by time and was fome years
fince impcrfectly, w leaft as 1eguds the date, recut) does not tally
with that given y Woud, but tuns thus -

’ (1 ORCTTS CHAPMAN
Porra
MDOXX  (w)
IGNATIUS JOonNgs
ARCHITTCTUS REGIUS
OB HONOKI M
BoNARUM 1111 RARUM
¥ ami11aRI
S1o Hoe Mow
DSPIC,

Habington i his Caffara (1635), alluding to the poet's bumal
owtfide the church, laments
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There had been an intimate friendfhip between
Chapman and the cclebrated reftorer of Grecian
palaces. The poct had not only alluded to him
in his Mafque as “our Kingdomes moft Artfull
and Ingenious Archite@t,” but to Inigo he infcribes
his tranflation of Mufacus. In truth, Chapman,
though he appears to have lived and died in
comparative poverty and obfcurity, feems from
firft to laft, to have always been furrounded
by. worthy and influential friends. Among
thefe — befides  Inigo Jones — ftand out con-
fpicuous Carr, Iiarl of Somerfet (to whom
the brave old poct adhered in difgrace as
well as profperity), Henry Prince of Wales,
by whofe premature death Chapman proba-
bly fuffered confiderably in his fortunes, 'Sir
Thomas Walfingham, Lord Bacon, and the Earl
of Middlefex. He was probably acquainted
with Shakefpcare, of whom he wds five years
the fenior and whom he furvived for' wcarly

¢ that Chapman's reverend afhes muft

Lye rudely mingled with the vulgar duft,

Caufe carcfull heyres the wealthy onely have ;

To build a glorivus trouble, o're the grave :

Yet doc 1 not defpaire, fome one may be

So ferioufly devout to Pocfie

As to tranflate his reliques, and find roome

In the warme Church, to build him up a tombe .
Caflara [by William Habington] Second Ldition, Corrected and

Augmented.  Lond. 1635, p, 59.



Menir of George Chapman. xxvil

twenty ycars. With his other chief dramatic
contemporarics—with Jonfon, Marflon, Webfter,
and Shirlcy—we have ample evidence that he
was on the friendlicft terms. Webfter in his
Addrefs to the Rcader prefixed to his Wihidte
Devel, fpcaks admiringly of “that full and
hcightencd ftyle of Mafter Chapman;” Shirley,
as we fhall fee, was content on two occafions
to enter the lifls “under cover of the greater
Ajax ;" and rarc Ben Jonfon not only took
him into dramatic partnerfhip and cxchanged
encomiaftic verfes with him, but on one occafion
voluntarily fharcd his imprifonment, and told
Drummond, of llawthornden, that hc loved
Chapian.

Whether he wasa hufband, or a father—of any-
thing but the oftspring of his brain-—wc are unable
to difcover.  There are two portraits of him, one
in his fifty-feventh year, prefixed to his Iliad and
Odyfﬂ.y in 1612,.and a much better one by Wil-
liam Pafs, on the gngraved title to his 1Tymns of
Homer, publifhed fome years later. (24) The latter
'is vcry fpirited and called forth Coleridge’s ad-
airati It reprefents Chapman as an clderly
man, vgth a bald forchead and very full beard

+ (34) I{ comparing this little undated volume with other books
by the fame printer, Mr. dmger aruved at the conclufion that it
muft have been publithed after 1624.
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and ,whifkers. Wood’s defcription tallies with
this:

“1le was a perfon of moft reverend afpe, religious
and temperate, qualities rarcly meceting in a poet.”

“The truth is,” fays Watrlon, * he does not feem to have
mingled in the diffipations and indiferctions which then
marked his profe(Gon.”

“ Chapman,” fays Oldys, “was much reforted to latterly
by young perfons of parts as a poetical chronicle ; but was
very choice who he admutted to hnn, and preferved in his
own perfon the dignity of 1'oetry, which he compared toa
flower of the fun, that difdains to open its leaves to the
eyc of a fmoking taper.”

In 1639 two plays appeared, written by Chap-
man in conjun&ion with Shirlcy, Z/ke Ball, a
Comedic, and The Tragedic of Chabot, Admirail
of France. ’ -

Y The Ball was licenfed November 16, 1632, and printed
in 1639, as the joint procduction of Chapman and Shirley
.« .+« In Sir ITenry Herbart’s office-book is the following
entry : ‘18 Nov. 1632. In the play of 74 Ball, written
by Sherley, and acled by the Queen’s players, tligy were
divers peifonated fo naturally, both of lords and others of
the éourt, that 1 took it ill, and would have forbidden the
play, but that Bifton promifte many things which I found
faulte withall fhould be left out, and that he would not
fuffer it to be done by the poctt any more, who a&erve.s‘
to be punifht ; and the firfl that offends in this\%ind,"of
poets or players, fhall be fure of publique pu\t‘aﬁhment.”
The title-page of the printed copy, in which &e more
obnoxious perfonalities were doubtlefs omitted, attributes
a part of this play to Chapman’s pen: it will be remarked,
however, that in the preceeding entry Sir Henry makes no
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mention of that author. Judging from internal cvidence,
1 fthould fay, that THE BALL was almoft entirely the com-
pofition of Shirley ; but Mr. Gifford affigns the largeft
“portion of it to his coadjutor.” (25)

“1In the fine and cloquent tragedy of Chabot,” fays a
writer in the Quarterly Revielv, “the obfcnity of Chap-
man's manner, the hardnefs of which lns contemporaries
called his ‘full and heightened fyle) is greatly increafed
by the incorre€inefs of theprefs. . . . . . Itisvery
difficult to affign any part of it to Shitley; cven the comic
fcenes are more in Chapman’s clofe and pregnant manner
than in the light and airy flyle of Shirley.” (26)

“ Nearly the whole of this tragedy,” fays Mr. Dyce, “is
evidently from Chapman’s pen; and though containing
fome feenes of confiderable ment, it cannot be ranked
among his fineft compotitions for the theatre.  While the
prefent age may have over-rated his tranflations of the
llia‘d, the Odyflcy, and the Homeric Hymns, it certainly
has not done juftice to the original and decp thoughted
plays of Chapman.” (27)

% Chapman,” fays Chfford, “feems to have written fo
large a, portiom of it, that I thought 1t fcarcely admuffible
in a cgliection of Shirley’s Works.”

In 1634, twenty ycars after his death, two
pofthumous tragedics of Chapman appeared,
entitled Revenge jfor Ilonour and Alphonfus
Empegor of Germany. Some obfervations on

"The lafler by a recent German critic are too
valuabfe not to be includedin this place :—

) f25) DyYCEs Aecount of Shurley, Xix.
(26) Qy. Rev., Vol. XLIN. p. 29.
(27) Accotnt of Shuly and fuy Writings, asau,
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% The plot of this tragedy is founded on the competition
of Alphonfus of Caftile and Richard of Cornwall for the
Imperial crown in the thirtcenth century. According to
the poet, Alphonfus occupics the thronc and holds the’
government of Germany till, in return for his barbarous
tyranny and his numerous«crimes, he is as barbaroufly
murdered, and Richard inftalled as his fucceffor, This
certainly is not in accordance with the well-known hiftori-
cal faéts, for king Alphonfus never was in Germany, nor
did he commit the crimes imputed to him. In cvery other
refpect, however, Chapman dilplays a wonderfully accurate
knowledge ot the political organication of the German
Empire, and his play is full of details which vividly pour~
tray the public amld donueftic life of Germany. Of courfe
the German manners and cuftoms which he deferibes are
not thofc of the thirtcenth century, but thole of his own
time. Chapman perfeclly knows all the cleclors with their
privileges and dutics ; he tells his readers how a German
boy is made *wehrhaffiig,’ . e. in what manner he recerves
the permiffion to bear arms; he defcribes the cxecution
of the Jews, common in Germany, with as much diftinétnefs
as if he had witneffud it 3 he chatacierifes the Rhine with
epithets which likewife look as if proceeding from, _perfonal
knowledge ; he is converfant with German dances, Ger-
man wincs, and German proverbs.

% Chapman’s knowledge of German manners is equalled
by his knowledge of the German language. He has intro- |
duced a charaéter who profeffes not to underfland Xnglith,
but throughout the whole play fpcaks German. '\This-;l's"
princefs Hedewick, daughter to the Duke of S'xxcn), who
is courted by the prince of Wales and becomes s wife.

“The Englith fpceches of the other charaélers of thé
piece are alfo plentifully interfperfed with German expre(-
fions and phrafes, fuch as: wekrkaftig'; a plumper Sowr
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wﬁét, biftu. move than o damu'd murderer ; kz&}é}%‘fz Sower”
malkins ; fehincken 5 fpiel frefhe up and lass uns zommer
‘dandzen ; leffel morgen; *Sgelt bowr ; Sam Got ; travants.
To this muft be added, that, in order to give.his play a
1ocal colouring, Chapman has introduced the German
proper names not in their Englifh, but in their original
forms, for inftance, Dutchiland ; Pomerland; Saxon and
Bokem alternately with Saxony and Bohemia ; Brun/ch-
weig, Rhein, Chuzfurfis, &c. For the fame rcafon he has
adopted the form dowr inflead of ¢ boor, which comes as
near as can be to the German ‘dawr ;' the ufual form
‘boor’ only occurs once in the play, and in the lift of the
dramalis perfonee, which latter very likely did not pro-
ceed from the author’s own pen.

“The queftion now prefents itfclf from what fources
-Chapman derived this extenfive and remarkably correct
knowledge of the political ftate, the manners, and lan~
guage of Germany. In his Epifile to the Reader prefixed
to hisQliad Chapman fpeaks of French and Italian tranf-
lations of Homer in a manner which fhows him to have.
been converfant with both thefe tongues; no mention
howéver‘ is or gould be made of German, as into this
langu cetlomer was not introduced until ncarly two
centuries later. The paffage, therefore, is not conclu-
five'as to the extent of the poet’s linguiftic attain-
ments. Chapman may have read Afcham’s Report and
dDitzourfe of the Affaires and Stale of Germany (1570), the
<Effatewaf the Germaine Empire with the Defcription of
ﬁmcm e?(1595), and the Englifh tranflation of the Go/--
Jm 81‘?10(1619) he may have been beholden for fome
mﬁmnaugl about Germany to Tom Coryat’s Crudities
(iﬁn), and Fynes Moryfons Travels (1617); he may even
}uwe Had accefs to fome more ponderous Latin works,
which +t is fcarcely*worth while to inveftigate. Yet all
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t.l*fe :baoks, although they would have acquainted him
wzth‘ﬁte political fate of Germany, were little calculated
to impart to him that wonderful knowledge of its domeflic
life and lagguage, a knowledge whieh could hardly be
gathered fromn any books at all.

“There is ample room between his leaving the univerfity
without a degree, in 1576—1578, and his fitft acknow-
ledged publication in 1594, cven for a lengthened ftay
Germany. But however firongly the truth and colouring,
of his defcriptions feem to plead for fuch a hypothefis, it
will fearcely find favour while a lefs bold way of explana-
tion offers itfelf. Chapman, we know, moved in the fphere
of the court and probably was even attached to it in fome
official capacity. He was honoured with the patronage
of Prince Henry (dicd Nov. 1612), to whom he dedicated
his 1lliad. By this circumflance we arc led to the belief
that he affociated with the German retinue of the Palf-
grave, who arnived in London 1n Otober 1612, He wrote
one of the Mafks for the Palfgrave's marriage which,
as ufual, is rcplete with mythology and allegory, but
does not contain the flighteft allufion to Germany. The
Palfgrave fcems to have taken great intefeft in theatrical
amufements, for after Prince Henry's death ‘he forth-
with took his fervants into his own rctinue, whilft Lady
Elizabcth had—at lcaft in name—a company of her own, ,
It is very natural that both the German immigrants in
London and thofe Englith actors who had vifited Germany
fhould have endeavoured to offer their homage tet{iie Padf-
grave and to obtain his favour. I do not fee, why Ch‘a.p-
man may not have joined the courtiers in doing tHt honours
to their German guefls ; nay, I cven incline to'¢he belief
that fone ycars later he became acquainted with Roddiphe
‘Weckherlin, the German poet, who, as before mentioned,
held a poft in the German chancery and fubfequently
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afted as fecrelary to feveral diftinguifhed noblemen in
London,

#1 own that thefe are mere guefles, the more unfatisfac-
tory as, even if fuch an intercourfe be taken for granted,
it would hardly be a fufficient explanation for fo intimate
a knowledge of German. We muft go one ftep farther
and conclude that in the compofition of this tragedy
Chapman was affifted by a German literary friend or one
of the Englith comedians who had flayed and performed
in Germany. That he was no firanger to the gcneral
cuftom of contemporary authors of joining in literary part-
nerthip, is fhown by his comedy Eaffward floe, which
he*wrote conjointly with Ben Jonfon and Marflon (1605).
This fuppofition would go far to clecar away all difficulties
and even to account for the Germanifms. No reader of
the play, I truft, will object, that the German {peeches
and allufions might be due to fome pofthumous hack, who
afterthe author’s death remodclied his work and again
brought it on the flage ; for thefe German clements are
fo infeparably blended with the plot and character of the
tragedy that they mufl neceffarily be confidered of fimul-
taneous growth With the picce itfelf. Befides, the play is
written éHoughout in Chapman’s well-known manner,
and no critic has doubted its authenticity. We are there,
foredriven tothe alternative, eitherof fuppofing Chapmanto
have beenin Germany or of allowing him a German partner,
® “In our opinion,” continues this ingenious critic, * the
tiggedy aﬂlﬁkonfw was one of the lateft works of its
autBbr, and in all probability was not written before 1622.
if not latér It could not poffibly have been written
before 16:6,’ if, as I ftrongly fufpeél, the poet owed part of
his a:cquaintance with German politics to the Englith
tranflation of the Golden Bull which appeared in 1619,
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the fame year in which Ferdinand afcended the fhrone.
‘We thus arrive at the fame conclufion which the aneny-
‘mous writer in the Retrofpective Review has drawn from
internal evidence.”

“In the two plays,” he fays, “printed after the
author's death, Rewvemge jfor Honour, and Alphkonfus,
Emperor of Germany, there is confiderable intricacy of
plan, but entirely divefted of the poetry with which the
other plays are adorned. It feems as if thefe plays had
been written in the old age of the author, when the fire
of his imagination had cooled and left him calm and
collected for the arrangement of the bufinefs and inci-
dents of the drama.” “From the Alpkonfus, Empevor
of Germany, he continues fomething good might be
gleaned, had we room for it; as, for inflance, the
feigned madnefs of the Emperor, and the ftruggle between
Edward and his aunt Ifabella, which fhould be the firft
put to death, “ ftraining courtefy at a bitter feaft, » as the
villanous Alphonfus calls it. But, on the whole, the play
is a bloody and clumfy production, and, as we before
obferved of it and the Revenge far Honour, entirely
divefted of the defcriptive and didactic *poetry which fo
often graceé moft of the others.” &,

There feems to be one more internal argument, over-
looked hitherto, which juftifies us in affigning a later date
to this tragedy. It is a well-known fac?, that learned
poets, among whom Chapman muft no doubt be reckoned,
in their riper age are apt to adopt fome orthvgYaphx
metrical, or fyntaclic peculiarities, by which the;g imagine
to improve the language. ' A mannerifm of this, kind is
difcernible in the tragedy of 4 Jphonfus, where}'ﬂ'le archmc
diffolution of the final 7om and of fimilar terminaticns in
the end (fometimes even in the body) of the line is inten-
tionally and almoft religioufly obferved. This 'diffolu-
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tion certainly occurs alfo in the poet’s earlier plays, for
inftance in Bufly d’Ambois and in Monfiewr & Olive as well
as in Shakefpeare and moft of his contemporaries, but
only exceptionally and not as a fludied revival. It may
be addcd, that the frcquent difplay of claffical learning
alfo feems more mdicative of an old than'a younger
poet. (28)

The tragedy of Rewvenge for Honour is not
nearly fo barrcn of poetical paffages as the
writer in the Retrofpective Review would feem to
infinuate : in the fourth and fifth afts efpecially,
therc are fome fiveet and noble lines. Laft in
order of publication, this pofthumous play, as
far as ntercft of plot and variety of charaéter
arc concerncd, ranks firft in order of merit of
all Chapman’s dramatic compofitions, The
wifdom and aff étionate nature of Almanzor,
divertcd from their proper course by the crafty
innuendocs of Mura, the generous, fervid nature
of Abitqualif} the faithful counfels of Tarifa, the
basc idgratitude and cunning intrigues of Abra-
hen, againft his elder brother, the yielding
foftnefs of Caropia, and the good-humoured
bonhomie of Sclinthus, with his uncontrolla-
Rle Mwphant for the fair fex, are all well
d&i&tg. The evolution of the plot is fo
adroiﬂy,'zanagcd in this play, that the fifth a&

(2.8) George Chapman's Tragedy af Alphonfus, Emperor of Ger-
many, cdited with an Introduction and Notes by Karl Else.
Leipsig : 1867. 2. 24 ¥yg.



xxxvi Memoir of George Chapman. .
brings the reader an unexpefted furprife, in a
denotiment he never would have gueffed at.

We conclude with a few general notices of
Chapman’s dramatic genius. The following is
from the* Retrofpetive Review, already more
than once quoted :

* After Shakefpeare, George Chapman may be con-
fidered the firft, in point of time, of the great fathers of
the English drama, who flourifhed in the latter years of
Queen Elizahcth and the reigns of the firft James and Ins
succeflfor Charles.

¢ Chapman, like all his contcmporaries before the litcrary
divifion of labour had taken place. indifferently applied
himfelf 10 the compofiuon of both tragedy and comedy ;
but he differs from them in this refpect, that he very fel-
dom mixes them up in the fame play—a peculiarity which
renders the feparate confideration of his comedies,and
tragedies much lefs difficult, and much more complete,
than it could otherwifc have been.

“ Chapman was an olderman, and wrote at a {gmewhat
earlier period than the dramatifts (eacept Stakefpeare) with
whom he is ufually claffed. Thus, like Marlowes he fell
nto the vices of an unformed ftage. The firft flep from
the pucrilities and ftupid abfurdities of the old myfleries
and moralities, was an clevation of tone and fentiment,
rather than a ncarer approach to the reprefentation of
nature. The moft obvious mode of avoiding thg?€old ang
dull was to become bold and impaftioned ; and, tnﬁeaﬂ of,
childifh fimplicity, to {ubftitute loud and thundgrmg decla-
mation. ... When Chapman's tafte was folkned, the
drama had not yet undergone purification. The faults of
his compofitions are vital—they are dramas, and yet can-
not be juftly called dramatic—thcir langua geand thoughts
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“ire cominonly turgid and inflated ‘to the higheft degree,
and it is but very rare that the grofs hyperboles with
which they abouad, fink into juft and natural conceptions.
When we have added, that from one end of his plays to
the other, we-do not rccollect one touch of pathos, nor a
fingle powerful appeal to any one natural pafiion, we think
we have fettled his claims to be confidered a great trage-
dian. Neverthelefs in all thefe plays does the genius of
the man break forth in frequent inftances of redeeming
excellence ; and, though we cannot be brought to efteem
him a great drgmatift, yet his talents were of no ordinary
kind. '
¢ We have faid, that the plays of Chapman are undra-
matic, and they are fo for this reafon, that our author
feems yuite incapable of throwing himfelf into the charac-
ter of another. He is quite unable to imagine to himfelf
the ftage of feeling and courfe of thought, which, according
to ¢he different naturcs of men, they muft neceffarily
undergo in any critical fituation. In the whole of his
tragedics, there is but one character which has any claim
to be confidered as a diftinét and developed form, and
that was probably the charaéler of Chapman himfelf. It
is whew Be pourtrays a man who boafts himfelf above all
circumftances, who feels fo intenfely his own powers and
qualities, that he vainly imagines himfelf indeftructible ;
one who by his unbounded confidence in himfclf fucceeds
in attempts which no other man durft undertake and which
the impWgence of the attempt itfelf mainly contributes to
ef®ct. , This is the character of Buffy D’Ambois, of the
Duke Byrgn, and indeed of all his leading perfons where
they hav€a characler at all. f this was the character of
the poet himfelf, we may fay, he is very good in Chapman,
but he certainly fails in his endeavours to perfonate any
other. In the gk)\;’ing language, the paffionate demea-
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nour, the uncontrollable cnergies, of this hyperbolical
perfon, he is fo much at home, expreffes himfelf with fo
much fluecncy and vigour, that we cannot help thinking
that it was the only temperament he had ever actually
experienced.

“This then is all the dramatic merit—fuch as it is—
which Chapman is entitled to claim. When the charac-
ters have fo little variety, and are fo faintly marked, much
interefl could fcarcely he expected in the feenos themfelves,
and, generally fpeaking, they pofiefs but a very fmallportion.
A deficiency certainly not compenfated for by the artifi-
cial conflruction of the plot, which is commonly of the
moft naked and unintercfting dcfeription.

“What is it ther which makes the tragedies of Chap-
man valuable ? The author was a poet, had a vivid
imagination, an impaffioned and cnergetic flyle; and in
the mudft of fuftian and hyperbole, it is not uncammon
for us to find the moft fpirited fketches of manners, the
loftieft images of grandeur, and the boldeft firokes of mag-
nanimity. Yet far more than all this, the tragedies, or at
leafl, threc or four of them, are precious for an eclevated
firain of didaltic obfervation, very fimilarYo the wife and
noble fpeculations in which Shakefpeare himfclf€o con-
ftantly indulges. In no author have we richer contempla-
tions upon the nature of man and the world, where the
threwdne(s of the remark is ennobled and enforced by the
fplendour of imagery and the earnefinefs of paffion.” (29)

Next let us adduce Charles Lamb’s éﬁ:imaje

of Chapman’s dramatic genius —
% The feleCtions* which I have made from thigpoet are

(20) Ret. Rev. iv. 333—337.
(30) From Czfar and Pompey, Bufly D Ambois, and Byron's
Confprracy and Tragedy.
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fofficient to give an idea of that “full and heightened
ftyle” which Webfter makes charateriftic of Chapman
Of all the Englith Play-writers, Chapman perhaps
approaches neareft to Shakefpeare in the defcriptive and
‘didactic, in paffages which are lefs purely dramatic.
Dramatic imitation was not his talent. He could not go
out of himfelf, as Shakefpeare could fhift at pleafure, to
inform and animate other exiftences, but in himfelf he had
an eye to perceive and a foul to embrace all forms. 1 have
often thought that the vulgar mifconception of Shake-
fpeare, as of a wild irregular genius, ‘in whom great
faults are compenfated by great beauties,” would be really
true, applied to Chapman.” (31)

“ Chapman,” fays Hazlitt, “where he lays afide the
gravity of the philofopher and poet, difcovers an unex-
pefled comic vein, diftinguithed by equal truth of nature
and liycly good humour. AX Fools and The Widow's
Zeqys are comedies of great merit. The firft is borrowed
a good deal from Terence, and the character of Valerio,
an accomplifhed rake, who paflfes with his father for a
perfon of the greateft economy and rufticity of manners,
is an excellent Kea, executed with fpirit.” (32)

The ensuing eftimate of Chapman as a dra-
matift is from the Edinburgh Review. (33)

% In his comedies he purfued the track in which others,
his juniors in age, had become pioneers for him. His

Gﬂltlemgo Upher and Monfieur D'Olive may he
mierredl Jonfon’s fchool ; although there is more of

(31) CHARLES LAMB : Sperimens of Englifi Dramatic Poets.
(Lond., 1868,

(32) Lectures on the Dramatic Poetry of the Age of Elisabeth.
(33) w&i suprd, p. 226,
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Fletcher's temper in 4/ Fools, the beft of all his plays ;
—a piece in which the fituations are devifed with an infi-
nity of comic and hiftrionic effect. But we here ipeak
chiefly of his tragedies, in which it is not eafy to fay
whether he owes more to Marlowe or to ‘Seneca. The
dramatic thirft for blood which had begun again to reign’
called for fomething to fatiate it: and Chapman’s own
tafte no way difinclined him to feed the appetite. There
are no plays of the age more fanguinary than his Bufy
a’ Ambois and his Revenge for Honour. But he manages
his {cenes of flaughter in a way very different from that
in which Webfter and Middleton manage fcenes not very
diffimilar in their leading outlines. Inftead of the quaintly
poetic air of romance which they throw around their
groups of guilt and terror—inftead of the headlong hafte
with which they thruft their charaéters on the flage, and
fnatch them off again, and the impctuofity with which
they infpire all that is done and felt and faid—-Cﬁapgaan
wraps up every one of his figures in his own epic mantle,
and bids them walk the ftage with flern and flow compo.
fure. He does not imitate the claffical drama, in remov-
ing acts of death out of fight ; but he givee us inthe fame
play the vifible horrors of the modern ftage, and ¢hg narra-
tive declamation which in the ancient there had been a
reafon for introducing, but for which here there was no
fitting place. The moft chara€leriftic inftance of hisman-
ner, is the Con/piracy of Byron, out of which he makess
two plays. The latter of thefe is the fineft tra/gi?compbﬁ-
tion he has left ; and might better have deferved r¥

than the Bufy d'Ambois. But both plays ake tednous
and oratorical to excefs: they are almoft unrea\hble, and
as acting pieces muft have been altogether-intolerble.
The energetic portraiture of Byron’s characler in the
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latter play, efpecially in the fcenes after his condemnation
is overlaid with fo many touches, that the outline is com-
pletely difguifed; and in the preceding play, to fay
‘nothing of other peculiarities, a royal fpeech and an
ambaflador’s anfwer are embodied, and repeated at full
length in the dialogue. In thcfe plays, Chapman is effen-
tially undramatic ; fo much fo, indeed, that one is difpofed
to wonder how the fame man who wrote them could alfo
have written comedies fo greatly better ; and but for the
comedies, or perhaps even in fpite of them, we fhould
be difpofed to fet him down as one of thofe many men of
real genius, who were forced by the prevalent tafte of the
day into a path of literaturc for which they werc lefs qua-
lified than for any other.”

Mr Hallam writes thus of Chapman’s Plays in
his Juztroduction to the Litcrature of Eurove: (34)

“.Chz'tpman, who affited Ben Jonfon and fome others
in comedy, deferves but limited praife for his Bufy
D' Ambais. . The llyle in this, and in all his tragedies, is
extravagantly hyperbolical ; he is not very dramatic, nor
has any power of exciting emotion cxcept in thofe who
fympathi!e with a tumid pride and felf-confidence. Yet
he has more thinking than many of thc old dramatifts ;
and the praife of one of his critics, though firongly worded,
is not without foundation, that we ‘fcldom find richer
contemplations on the nature of man and the world.” His
tragi-comedies, A/ Fools and The Gentleman Ufker are

pdﬂuf:g fuperior to his tragedies.”
. A wopd of our own by way of conclufion, firft

M) a2

(34) Lond. 1854, vol. IIL, p. 124.
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as to the chief beauties of Chapman’s Plays
upon which we are moft fain to dwell, and
laft as to the principle here adopted in editing -
them. .

Like his own Clermont D’Ambois Chapman
was an accomplithed fcholar, and a man of rare
and varied learning. Abundant proof of this is
afforded not only by his voluminous tranflations
from the Greek and Latin Poets; but by the
rich and felicitous illuftration from the writers of
antiquity with which all his plays are ftudded:
This is often of a very recondite charaéter. He is
as much at home with Hippocrates and Phere-
cydes as with Pettie’s Palace of Pleafure, or with
the works of his contemporary Spenfer.

From the plays of Chapman might be fortned
a perfeét code of axioms and aphorifms for the
conduét of life. Thefe richly-jewelled diamonded
lines, in their blaze of light and Beauty; would
alone warrant the refcue of his dramatic writings
from their long oblivion, It is not too much to
fay that paffages are to be Ctonftantly found
where loftinefs of thought is accompanied by ans
expreffion fo perfectly rhythmical and fonorous
as to vie with almoft anything of thv‘kind" in.
Shakefpeare. And in his long employmgent with
Homer he had fo well learnt the value and maf-
tered the ufe of the fimile, that whenever we
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corme upon a fimile in his plays, we may make fure
we are come to a fine paffage. The fimile in his
hands, as in the hands of every true poet, is
always harmonious and {cientifically exact.
Take two or three inftances by way of illuftra-

tion :—

Treafon hath blifte1’d heels, dithoneft things
Have bitter nivers though delicious fprngs.

What eagles are we full
1n matters that belong to other men,
‘What beetles i our own !

great affans will not be forged
But upon anvils that ate hined with wool.

Thefe are only threc examples out of three
hundred that might be adduced. Itis noticeable
too that"lhap.man had his favourite images and
illuﬁraﬁons, fuch as the Cyclops, the twins of
Hippocrates, the camels praying to Jove for
horns, &c., which recur feveral times in different
plays.

{9 regurd to the text, we have followed the
dbriginal gvord by word, and letter by letter, with
religious gexactnefs, cxcept in the cafe of a mif-
placed or inverted letter, or fome obvious clerical
flip which it would have becn abfurd to per-
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petuatc. The punftuation of the original and
even, as far as poflible, the charaéter of the type
have been preferved. Our principle then has been
the fac/imile principle, a perfe@tly intelligible and
reafonable one, if carried out with undeviating
uniformity. There is much to be faid in its be-
half, efpecially when, as in the prefent inftance,
we have cvery reafon to believe that the author
fupervifed, in many cafcs, the publication of the
original text.

With the exception of Buffy D'Ambois and
Thee Confpiracy and Tragedy of the Dulke of Byron,
there is only onc edition of cach of Chapman’s
plays. Inthe three cafes alluded to we have care-
fully collated the different editions, have adopted
generally the later revifed text, and given the
carlier readings, when of any importance, in foot-
note form. Conjectural emendations, not autho-
rized by the original copies, (35) we have alto-
gether efchewed. A few notes and illuftrations
gathered from various fourccs, and partly origi-
nal, have becen added to cach volume.

We truft the rcader will regard this complete&
labour as an acceptable contribution t> Englith
literature. Y

]
—_—— .~ — ——— - e e ——— - e ———

(35) In the Mafyue of the Middie Temple, where a It of Ervate
is printed, we have filently corredted the Errata.



Commendatory Verfes.

To my highly vallued Mr. George
Chapman, Father of
our Englifh Poets,

Knovv thee not (good George) but by thy Pen,
For which I ranke thee vvith the rareft men.

And in that Ranke I put thee in the Front ;

Efpecially of %oets of account.

Who & the Zrcaffurer of that Company ;

But in thy hand too little Coyne doth lye:

For, of all Artes that novv in London arc

WPoers gett leaft in vttring of their Ware.

But thoyg hatt in thy Head, and Hart, and Hand,

'T;?:afu?qs of Aric that Treafure can command.

Ah, vopld they could ; then fhould thy Wealth,
* +and Wit

Bee equall; and, a lofty Fortunc fitt.



xlv Commendatory Verfes.

But George, thou vvert accurft, and fo vvas I

To bee of that moft bleffed Company :

For, if they motft are bleft, that moft are Croft,

Then Pocts (I am fure) are blefled moft.

Yet wee with Rime and Reaforn trimme the
Times,

Though they giue little rcafon for our Rimes.

The rcafon is (cls error blinds my Witts)

They reafon want to do what Honor fitts.

But let them do as pleafe then, wee mufl do

What Pheebus (Sirc of Arte) mwucs Nature to.

Jo: DAVIES, of Hereford.

To George Chapman.

George, it is thy Genius innated

Thou pick’ft not flowers from anotlers field,

Stolne Semilics or Sentences tranflated,

Nor feekeft, but what thine owne foile doth
yield :

Let barren wits go borrow what to write,

"Tis bred and borne with thee what thot mdxteﬁ,

And our Comedians thou out-ftrippeft qulte,

Te Scourge of Folly (Lond, 1611),
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And all the Hearers more then all delighteft,

With vnaffected Stile and fweeteft Straine,

Thy in-ambitious Pen keeps on her pace,

And commeth near'ft the ancient Commicke
_vaine,

Thou haft beguilde vs all of that fweet grace :

And were Thalia to be {old and bought,

No Chapman but thy felfe were to pe fought.

Thomas Freeman, Gent.*

RVBBE AND A great Cafl : Epigrams : Lond. 1614.
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THE BLINDE
begger of Alexan-
dria, moft pleafantly difcour-

Sing his variable kumours
in difguifed fhapes full of
conceite and pleafure.

As it hath beene fundry times
publickly acled in London.
by the right honorable the Earle
of Nottingham, Lord High Ad-

mirall his feruantes.
By George Chapman: Gentleman.

Berprinted at  London jfor William
-jones, dwelling at the figne of the
Gun, neere Holburne Conduill.

1598.






Enter Queen Aegiale, Fonthe &~

her maid two counfelers,
Aegiale.

At the blacke fountayne; by Ofiris groue,

1é walke alone to holy Jrus caue,
Talking a little while with him and then returne,

I Eaue me a while my Lordes and waite for me,

Exeunt omnes. Manet Acgiale.

Zanthe begone.

Now Jrus Let thy mindes eternall eye,
Extend the vertue of it paft the Sunne.

Ah my Cleanthes where art thou become,

But fince I faued thy guiltlefle life from death,
Andéurnd it onely into banithment,

Forgiue me loue, mee pittie comfort mee.

Enter Trus the Begger with Pego.

Pego.  Maifter.

Jrus. <Pego.

Pego. Wipe your eyes and you had them.

Jrus. Why Pego.

Pego.  The Queene is here to fee your blindnes.

Jrus. Her Maieflie iswelcome; Heauens preferue,
And fend her highnes an immortall rayne.

Agi. Thankes reuerent Jrus for thy gentle prayer,
Difmiffe thy man a while and I will lead thee,
Ford hape waightie fecretes to impart.

* Pego. Would I were blind that the might lead

meé. , Exit.
gi.  Irus thy (kill to tell the driftes of fate,
Our fortunes and thinges hid from fenfuall eyes,
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Hath fent mee to thee for aduertifment.
Where Duke Cleantkes liues, that was exilde,
This kingdome for attempting mee with loue,
And offering ftayne to Agipss royall bed.
s. T hope your maiestie will pardon mee,
If Confcience make me vtter what I thinke,
Of that hye loue affayres *twixt him and you.
Agi. T will fwecte Frus being well affurd,
That whatfoeuer thy sharpe wifdomes fees,
In my fad frailtie thou willt haue regard,
To my eftate and name and keepe it clofe.
ZIrus.  Of that your highnes may be well affurde,
Then I am bcund madam to tell you this,
That you your felfe did fecke Cleantkes loue,
And to afpire it, made away his Dutches,
Which he well knowing and affeé¢ting her,
Deare as his life, denyed to fatiffie,
That kindeneffe offered twixt your felfe and him,
Therefore did you in rage informe the Duke,
He fought your loue, and fo he banifht him.
gi. To true it is graue Jrus thou haft tould,
But for my loues fake which not Gods can rule,
Strike me no more of that wound yet too greene,
But onely tell me where Cleant/es 1s,
That I may follow him in fome difguife,
And make him recompence for all his®wrong:
Trus. Cleanthes is about this Cittie off,
With whom your maieflie fhall meete ere long:
And fpeake with him, if you will vie fuch meanes,
As you may vfe for his difcouery.
AEgi. What fhall I vie then what is in my power,
I will not vfe for his difcouery,
Ile bind the winges of loue vnto myne armgs,
And like a Eagle prying for her pray,
Will ouerlooke the earthes round face for hiln,
Were this fufficient.
Or T will Moorelike learne to swimme and diue,
Into the bottome of the Sea for him,
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Leaft beeing the fonne of A¢ygs, and now fet,
Thetss in rage with loue would ravifh him.
Were this fufficient.

Adrus. But Madddm this muft be the liklieft meane
To feeke him out, and haue him at your will
Let his true picture through your land be fent.
Oppofing great rewardes to him that findes him,
And threaten death to them that fuccour him,
So Ille affure your grace fhall meete with %im eare

ong.

Aegi.  Happie and bleft be Jrus for his fkill
He sweetely plantes in my contentious mind,
For which moft reuerent and religious man,
I giue this Iewell to thee richly worth.
A kentall or an hundreth waight of gold,
Beftow it as thou lift on fome good worke,
For well T know thou nothing dooft referue,
Of all thy riches men beftow on thee,
But vlv.?uldﬁ thou leaue this place and poore mans

ife,

The count of Aeript thould imbrace thy feete,
And Zoples honors be beftowed on thee,

Jrus. 1 thanke your highnes for thus rayfing mce,
But in this barrenneffe I am moft renound.
For wifdome and the fight of heauenly thinges,
Shines not fo cleare as eathlye vanities.

Aegie *Moft rich is Zrus in his pouertie
Oh that to finde his fkill my crowne were loft.
None but poore J»us can of riches boaft,
Now my Cleanthes I will ftraight aduance
Thy louely pi¢tures on each monument
®About the Cittie and within the land.
Propofing twife fiuc thoufand Crownes to him,
THat figdes him to be tendered by my handes,
And a kifd kiffe at my imperiall lipes,
To him that fuccours him, Ile threaten death,
Bat he that doth not threaten him fhall die,
For who is worthy, life will fee him want.
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To all his pictures when they be difperft

Will I continuall pilgrimages make,

As to the faintes and Idols I ador,

Where I will offer fighes, and vowes, and teares.

And facrifice a hecatombe of beaft,

On feuerall alters built where they are plaft,

By them fhal Jfis ftature gently ftand,

And Tle pretend iy lealous rites to her

But my Cleanthes thall the objeci bee,

And I will kneele and pray to none but he. Exit.
Zrus. See Earth and Heaven, where her Cleanthes is.

I am Cleanthes and blind Jrus too,

And more than thefe, as you fhall foone perceaue,

Yet but a thephcardes fonne at Menpkis borne,

And I will tell you how I got that nam,

My Father was a fortune teller and from him I learnt

his art,

And knowing to grow great, was to grow riche,

Such mony as I got by palmefirie,

I put to vfe and by that meanes became

To take the fhape of Zeon. by which name,

T am well knowne a wealthie Viurer,

And more then this I am two noble men,

Count Hermes is another of my names,

And Duke Cleantles whom the Queene so loues,

For till the time that I may claime the*crowne,

I meane to fpend my tyme in fportes of loue,

Which in the fequell you thal playnely fee,

And loy I hope in this my pollicie.

Enter Pego, Elimine, Samaphis, and Martia with
there men Menippus, Pollidor, and Drufo.

Pego.  Oh maifter heere comes the three wenches

now ftrike it deade, for a fortune.
frus. Thefe are the nymphes of Alexaﬂq-ta.

So called becaufe there beauties are fo rare,

With two of them at once am I in loue

Deepely and Equally the third of them,

My filly brother heere afmuch affeCtes,
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Whom I haue made the Burgomaifter of this richtowne,
With the great wealth, I haue beftowed on him,
All three are maides kept pafling warilye,
Vet lately beeing "at their Fathers houfe, as T was
Leon the rich vlerer
I fell in loue with them, and there my Lrother too,
This fitly chaunceth that they hauc liberty,
To vifit me alone : now will I tell their fortunes fo,
As may make way to both their loues at once,
The one as 1 am Zeon the rich vlerer,
The other as I am the mad brayne Count,
And do the beft too, for my brothers loue,
Pe. Thanks good maifler brother, but what are
they that
Talke with them f{o long arc they woopers trow,
I do not like it, would they would come neare.
Jrus. () thofe are three feruantes that attend on them,
Let them alone, let thein talke a while.
E&. Tell vs Menippus, Drufo, and Polydor,
Why al] out parentes gaue you three fuch charge,
To waite on vs and ouer fee vs flill,
WHat do they feare, thinke you that we would do.
Jens, ¢+ ~re feare is Jeaft you fhould accompanie,
Such as loue w.niton talke, and dalhance,
£/, Why what 1« wanton talke.
Meni.- To tll you that were to offend ourfelues,
And theft that huue forbidden you fhould heare it.
Sa. Why, what is dalliance fayes my feruant then,
Dru. Youmufl not know becaufe you muft notdally.
Sa. How fay you by that, well, do you keepe it
from vs, as much as you can, weele defire it neuer-
lefle I can tell ye,
Mar. Lord, what firaite keepers of poore maides
% arg you,
You are fo chafl you are the worfe agayne.
EL Pray you good feruantes will you do vs the

To lsaue vs alone a while.
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Meni. 'We are commaunded not to be from you,
And therefore to leave you alone,
Were to wrong the truft your parentes put in vs. .
Ma. 1 cry youmercy fir, yet do not ftand all on the
Truft our parentes puts in you, but putvs in a Jitell to
I pray. .
Sa. pTxyuft vs good feruantes by our felues awhile.
Dru. . lets my mafirsand you fay the woord,
Theyle but to J7us for to know theire fortunes,
And hees a holy man all Egypf knowes.
Meni.  Stay not to long, then miftris and content,
EX%. Thats my good feruant we will ftraight returne.
Po. And you milftris.
Mar. And 1 truftie feruant. :
Po. Faith then Ile venter my charge among the
reft. [Exeunt.
Mar. A mightie venture you fhall be cronicled in
Abrakams affes, Catalog of cockfcombes for your
refolution. .
EJi. Now the great foole take them all who could

haue,
Pickt out three fuch liueleffe puppies,
Neuer to. venter on their miftriffes.

Sa. One may fee by them it is not meete choife

men fhould haue offices.

Mar. A prettie morrall work it tn the' famplar

of your hart,

Eli. But are we by our felues.

M%r.n I thinke fo vnleffe you haue alone in your

belly.

EZ. Not I God knowes I neuer came where they

grew yet, ¢
Since we are alone lets talke a little merrily,
Mee thinkes I long to know what wanton talke 4nd,
dalliance is. .

Sa. Ile lay my life tis that my mother vfes when
the and others do beginne to talke and that. fhe
fayes to me mayde, Get ye hence fall to your
needle : what a mayd and Idle.
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Ma. A mayd and Idle why maydes muft be Idle

but not another thing.

Sa. then do not name it, for I feare 'tis naught.
For yefterday I hard Menippus as he was talking
with my mothers maide and I ftoode harkning at
the chamber doore, fayde that, with that woord a
mayd was got with childe.

El. How, with the very woord.

Sa. I meane with that the woord fcemes to exprefie.

Mar. Nay, if you be fo fine you will not name it

now,
We are all alone, you are much too nice.

Eli. Why, let her chufe, let vs two name it.

Mar. Do then Elimine.

Eli. Nay doe you Mart:a.

Mar. Why, woman I dare.

Eli. Do then I warrant thee.

Mar. lle warrant my felfe, if I lift, but come let

it alone,
Let vs to Jrus for our fortunes.

f{i. God fave graue Zrus.

rus. Welcome, beautious Nymphes.

Sa. How know you Jrus we are beautifull and

cannot fee.

Irus. Homer was blinde yet could he beft difcerne,
The fhapgs of uerything and fo may I,

EZ4. OIEndeede wee heare your fkill can beautifie,
Beautie it felfe, and teach dames how to decke,
Their heades and bodies fitteft to their formes,

To their complexions and their countenances.
dr. So can I beauteous Nimphes, and make all

eyes,
Sparkle with loue fire from your excellence.
/i, Epw thinke you we are tyred to tempte mens
lookes,
Beeing thus Nimphlike is it not too firange,
° frus. It is the better fo it doth become.
But that I may difclofe to you your fortunes,
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Tell me firlt Pzgo their true faces formes.

Pe. Mary fir this that fpeakes to you has a face -
thinne like vnto water grewell, but yet it would do.
your hart good if you could fee it.

Jrus. 1 know and fee it better then thy felfe,

The blaze whereof doth turne me to a fyre.
Burning mine Intrailes with a ftrong defire.

Eli,  Why turnft thou from vs frus tell my fortune.

Jrus. 1 wonder at the glorie it prefentes,

To my foules health that fees vppon your heade,
A corronct, and at your gratious feete,

Nobles and princes ini their higheft ftate,

Which flate fl:al crowne your fortune eare you die,
And care the hart of Heaven, the glorious funne,
Shall quench his rofiat fires within the weft.

You fhall a hufband haue noble and rich.

Sa. Happie Elimine, oh that I myght too.

£l Thankes for this newes good Zrus, but difclofe,
The meanes to this, if it be poffible.

frus. When you come home afcend your, Fathers

tower
If you fec a2 man come walking by,
And looking vp to you, defcend,
And Iffue, for you fhall haue leaue,
And if he woe, you chufe him from the world.
Though he fecme humorous and want*an eye,
Wearing a veluet patch vpon the {fame,
Chufe him your hufband, and be bleft in him,

Eli. 1le doe as thou aduifefl gentle J7us,
And prouing this Ile loue thee whilft I live.

Sz. My fortune now fweete Jrus.

Jrus. What face hath this Nimph, Pego.

Peﬁo. Mary fir a face made in forme like the ace of

‘hartes.

Zrus. And well compard for the comnfaundes all
hartes, ’
Equall in beautie with that other Nimph, .-

And equally fhe burnes my hart with loue,
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Sa. Say, fay fweete J/rus what my fortune is,
Thou turnft from me, as when thou dideft admire
The happie fortune of Elimine.

Jrus.  So might I well, admiring yours no leffe.
Then when the light cround monarch of the heauens
Shal quench his fire within the Oceans breft
Rife you and to your fathers garden hie,

There in an arbour doe a banquct fet,

And if there come a maun that of himfelfe,

Sits downe and bids you welcome to your feaft,
Accept him for he is the richeft man,

That Alexandric or Aigypt hath,

And foone poflefling him with all his wealth,

In little tyme you fhall be rid of him,

Making your {econde choyfe mongft mightie kinges.

Sa.  Bleft be thy lippes fweete /rus, and that light,
That guides thy bofome with fuch deepe fore fight,
Sleepe thall not make a clofet for thefe eyes,

All this fucceeding night for hatt to rife.

Ma. - My fortune now {weete 7rus, but I fayth,

I hage fome wrong to be the laft of all,
For I am olde as they, and big enough,
To beare as great a fortune as the beft of them.

Zrys. What face hath this Nimph Pego.

Pego.  Oh maifter what face hath fhe not, if I
fhould bey a fale I would haue her face.

Jrus. #B1t is it round, and hath it neare a blemmifh,
A mouth to wide a looke too impudent.

Prgo.  Oh mayfler tis without all thefe, and with-

out al crie.

Iru.r.l Round faces and thinne fkinde are hapieeft

fill.
And vnto you, fayre Nimph.
Shall fostype be exceeding gratious too
When the next morning therefore you fhal rife,
Put in your bofome rofemary time and rue.
And prefently fland at your fathers doore,
He that fhall come offering kindeneffe there,
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And craue for fauour thofe fame holfome hearbes,
beftowe them on him, and if meeting him,

He keepe the nuptiall Rofemary and time,

And tread the bitter rue bencath his feete,

Chufe him your hufband and be bleft in him.

Ma. 1 wilfweet Frus nothing greeues me now,
But that Elimine this nyght fhall haue,

Her happie hufband, and I ftay till morning.

Eli. Nought greeves me Jrws but that we are maides.
Kept fhort of all thinges and have nought to giue thee,
But take our loues and in the withed proofe,

Of thefe high fortunes thou foretelleft vs.
Nothing we haue fhall bee to deare for thee.
Sa. we that are fifters Jrus by our vow,
Will be of one felfe blood and thankefull minde,
To adore fo cleare a fight in one fo blinde.  exeunt.
Zrus. farewell moft beautious Nimphes your lones
to mee.
Shall more then gold or any treafure bee,
Now to my wardroppe for my veluet gowne, now doth
the fport beginne,
Come gird this piftole clofely to my fide,
By which I make men feare my humor fiill,
And haue flayne two or three as twere my mood
When I haue done it mofl aduifedly
To rid them as they were my heauie fbes,
Now am I knowne to be the mad braine Count,
Whose humours twife, fiue fummers I have held,
And fayde at firft I came from ftately Rome,
Calling myfelfe Count Hermes and affuming
The humour of a wild and franticke man, ,
Careleffe of what I fay or what I doe,
And fo fuch faultes as I of purpofe doe,
Is buried in my humor and this gowne I wgase,
In rayne or snowe or in the hotteft fommer,
And neuer goe nor ride without a gowne,
which humor does not fit my frencie wel,
But hides my perfons forme from beeing knowne,
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Euter Pego like a Burgomaifier.
FPego. How now maifter brother.
dr. Oh fir you are very well futed. Now M.
Burgomaifter. I pray you remember to feaze on all
Aleantifthenes his goods
His landes and- cattols to my propper vfe,
As I am Leon the rich viurer.
The funne is downe and all is forfeited.
Pego. It shal be doone my noble Count.
Ir, And withal fir I pray you forget not your loue,
To morrow morning at her fathers doore.
Pego.  Ah my good Count I cannot that forget,
For flill to keepe 1ny memorie in order,
As I am Burgomaifler, fo loue is my recorder.
Exeunt.
Enter Elimine aboue on the walls.
Now fee a mornimng in an euening rife.
The morning of my louc and of my ioy,
I will not fay of beautie, that were pride,
Withtin this tower 1 would I had a torch,
To light hke hero my leander heather,
Who shall be my leander let me fee, .
Reherfe my fortune.
When you fee ane clad in a veliet gowne
And a lacke patch vpon his eye,
A patcl:h{hpatch that I am, why that may be a patch of
cloth,
Of Buclglome, or a fuftian cloth, fay with a veluet
} tch,
¥pon ius eye & fo my thoughts may patch vp loue
the better
Seesgvhere he comes, the Counf, what girle a coun-
tefie,
. Enter Count.
See, see, he lookes as Jrus faid he fhould
Go not away my loue, Ile meete thee flraight.
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Count. Oh I thanke you I am much beholding to
you .
T fawe h’er in the tower and now fhe is come downe,
Lucke to this patch and to this veluet'gowne.

Enter Elimine and Bragadino A Spaniard following
her.

Count. How now fhall I be troubled with thisrude

fpaniard now,

Bra. One worde fweet nimph.

Count. [low now firra what are you,

Br. I am figneor Bragyadino the Martiall fpaniardo
the aide of #gypt in her prefent wars, but Iesu what
art thou that haft the guts of thy braines gript with
fuch famine of knowledge not to know me,

Count. How now fir Ile trie the proofe of your
guts with my piftoll if you be fo faucie fir.

Brag. Oh I know him well it is the rude Coun,
the vnciuill Cowunt, the vnftayed Count, the bloody
Count, the Count of all Cowuntes, Letter I were to
hazard the diffolution of my braue foule agaynft an
hoft of giantes then with this loofe Count, othexwife
I could tickle the Cownt, I fayth, my noble Count,
1 doc defeend to the crauing of pardon, loue blinded
me I knewe thee not.

Count. Oh fir you.arc but bonaventure not right
fpanish I perceave but doe you heare fir age you in
loue.

Brag. Surely the fodayne glaunce of this lady
Nymph hath fuppled my fpanifh difpofition with loue
that neuer before drempt of a womans concauitie.

Count. A womams concauitie, {blood whats that,

Brag. Her hollow difpofiton which you fee fweete
nature will fupplye or otherwife ftop vp in her with
folid or firme fayth.

Co. Giue me thy hand we ar louers both, fhall we
haue her both

Bra. No good fweete Count pardon me. .

Count Why then thus it fhal be weele firike vp a
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drumme, fet vp a tent, call people together, put crownes
.a peece lets rifle for her. ’
. JBrag.. Nor that my honeft Coun.

Court. Why then thus it thal be, weele wooe her
both and him fhe likes befl thall lead her home thorow
fireetes holding her by both her handes, with his face
towardes her, the other fhall follow with his backe
t;)lwards her biting of his thumbes, how fayeft thou by
this.

Brag. 1t is ridiculous, but I am pleafd for vpon my
life I do know this the fhame will light on the neck
of the Coun.

Count. Well to it lets heare thee.

Brag. Sweete Nimph, a fpaniard is compard to the
great elixar or golden medicine.

Couni. 'What doft thou come vpon her with medi-
cines doft thou think fhe is fore.

Bra. Nay by thy sweete fauour do not interrupt
mee.

Count, Well fir goe forward.

-Brag. 1 fay a fpaniard is like the Philosophers
fion€

Count. And I fay an other mans flone may bee as
good as a Philofophers at all tymes.

Brag. By thy fweete fauour.

Count. + Welldir goe on.

. Brag.e *Sweeth nimph I loue few wordes you know
my intent my humor is in fophiftical & plaine I am
fpaniard a borne, my byrth {peakes for my nature, my
nature for your grace, and fhould you fee a whole
Battaile ranged by my fkil you would commit your
whole felfe to my affection, and fo fweet nimph I
kiffe your hand.

OGs  To fee a whole battaile ha ha ha what a ieft
it that, thol fhalt fe a whole battaile come forth pre-
fently of me fa fa fa.

Bra. Putup thy piftol tis a most dangerous humor
in thee.

. Cow. Oh is that all why fee tis vp agayne, now
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thou fhalt fee Ile come to her in thy humor, fweete
lady I loue fweete wordes, but {weete deedes are the .
noble fowndes of a noble fpaniard, noble by countrie, .
noble by valour, noble by byrth, my very foote is nobler
then the head of another man, vppon my life I loue, and
vpon my loue 1 liue, and fo fweete Nimph I kiffe your
hand, why loe heere we are both, I am in this hand,
and hee is in that handy dandy prickly prandy, which
hand will you haue.

£/, This hand my Lord if I may haue my choyce.

Cou. Come fpaniard to your pennance bite your
thumbes.

Brag. Oh bafe woman.

Co. Sblood no bafe woman but bite your thumbes
quickly.

Brag. Honor commaundes I muft do it.

Count. Come on {weete lady giue me your handes
if you are minc, I am yours, if you take me now at
the worft T am the more beholding to you, if I bee
not good enough, Ile mend what would you more.

£/, It is enough my Lord and I am youres. _
Since I wel know my fortune is to haue you
Now muft Ileaue the pleafant maiden chafe,

In hunting fauage beasts with J#s nimphes,
And take me to a life wluch I God knowes,
Do know no more then how to fcale #he heauens.

Count. Well Ile teach you feare not Yygu, what
fignior not bite your thumbes,

Bra. Pardon me fir, pardon me,

Count. By Gods blood I will not pardon you
therefore bite your thumbes.

Bra. By thy fweete let me fpeake one worde with
thee, I do not like this humor in thee in pifioling men
in this fort, it is a moft dangerous and {tigmaticall
humor, for by thy fauour tis the moft finelt thing Jf
the world for a man to haue a moft gentlemanlike
carriage of himfelfe, for otherwife I doe hold thee. for
the mofl tall refolute and accomplitht gentleman on
the face of the earth, harke yee weele meete at Corrucus
and weele haue a pipe of Tobacdo adew adew.
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+.. €Co." Do you heare fir, put your thumbes in your
mouth with out any more adoe, by the heauens Ile
fhoote thee through the mouth.

. Bra. It is bafe and ridiculous.

. Count. Well thou fhalt not do it, lend me thy
thumbes Ile bite them for thee.

Brag. Pardon mee.

Count. Swounes and you had I would haue made
fuch a wofull parting betwixt your fingers and your
thumbe that your fpanith fiftes thould neuer meete
again, in this world wil you do it fir.

Bra. Twill, 1 will prefto and T wil follow thee.

Cou. Why fo oh that we had a noyfe of mufitions
to play to this anticke as we goe, come on fweete lady
giue me your handes weele to Church and be married
ftraight, beare with my haft now, lle be flow enough
another tyme I warrant you, come [paniola quefto,
quefto, {paniola quefto.

FExeunt.
Enter fE"mlt., Herald, Euribates, Clearchus wit4 a
pzz‘?me

2FEgi. Aduance that picture on this fatall fpring,
And Herald fpeake vttering the kinges edict.

He. Ptolomie the moft {acred king of ALgypr firlt
of that name, defiring peace and amitic with his neigh-
bour princes mth caufed this pi¢ture of Cleanties ta
be fet y?in all places, propoling great rewardes to him
that findes him, and threatning death to him thar
fucours him.

Zgi. Which Gods forhid, and put it m his minde.
Not fo to flomacke his vniuft exile.

That he conuert the furie of his arme,

Agaynft fofaken .Egyp! taking part,

Wath thofe foure neighbour kinges,that threaten him,
And hadk befeiged his moft Imperiall towne.

Clear. " Now may it pleafe your higneffe to leaue
your difcontented paffions, and take thxs mornings ..
pride to hunt the Bore.

" Zanthe. We haue attended on our grace thus farre,
: B



18 - The Blinde Begger

Out of the Cittie beeing glad to heare,
Your highneffe had abandéned difcontent. .
And now will bend yourfelfe to meriment,
«Egi. So will I louely /Janthe come then.
Let vs goe call foorth facred Jfis Nimphes,
To helpe vs keepe the game in cealefle vew,
That to the bufie brightneffe of his eyes
We may fo interuent his fhiftes to fcape -
That giddie with his turning he may fall,
Slayne with our beautics more then fwordes or dartes.
Exit with a fownd of Horns.
. Euter Yeon with his fworde.
ZLeon. Now am I ZLeon The rich viurer,
And here according to the kinges commaund
And mine owne promife 1 haue brought my fwoord
And fix it by the flatue, fhe fet vp.
By this am I knowne to be Cleanthes,
Whofe fodayne fight I now will take vpon mee.
And caufe the nobles to purfue my fhadowe,
As for my fubftance they fhall neuer finde,
Till I my felfe, do bring my felfe to light.
Cleanthes, Cleanthes, ftop Cleantkes, {ce Clcam‘lzes,
Purfue Cleanthes, follow Cleantics.
Enter three Lovdes with fwordes drawne.
1. Lo. where is Cleanthes, Leon fawelt thou him.
ZLe. 1 why fhould I els haue thus cried jout on
him, o
I faw him euen now heere did he fix his fworde
And not for daftard feare or cowardize,
For knaw all .&gyp¢ ringes of his renowne.
But fearing for his noble feruice done,
To be rewarded with ingratitude, he fled
From hence fearing to be purfued,
2. Lord. ' Come bn my Lordes, then lets £o§lcw hith
And purfue him to the dcath.
: E,xdunf.
Zeon. O do not hurt him gentle Citizens,
See how they flye from him whom they purfue,
I am Cleanthes, and whileft 1 am heare,
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In vayne they follow for to finde him out, -
But here comes my loue Bright Plamathis,
. Whom 1 loue Equally with fayre Elimine,
See here the comes as I apoynted her.
Enter Samathis and her maydes with a banguet.
Zoguine. But I fayth miftris is this for a woer.
Sa. Not for a woer onely my Jaguine,
But a quicke fpeeder girle for this is he,
That all my fortune runnes vpon I tell thee,
Za. O daintie miftris fend for fome more banquet,
Sz, No my fine wench this and my felfe is well.
And let him not fit downe like the oxe and the affe,
But giue God thanks for we are worthie of it though
we faite.,
Za. Miftris tis true.
And that he may be good,
I coniure him by thefe three things a croffe,
Now let him come he fhal be good I warrant ye.
LZeon. Nay do not flye me gentle Sumathis.
Sa. .Pardon me fir for if I fee a man,
I fhyll so blufh flill that I warrant you,
I could make white wine claret with my lookes.
Le.. But do not blufh and flie an old mans fight.
Sa.  From whom if not from old men fhould [ flie
Ze. From young men rather that can fwift purfue,
And theq it is fome credit to out goe them,
Yet thowgh my yeeres would haue me old I am not,
But haue the gentle Ierke of youth in mee,
As frefh as he that hath a mawdens chinne.
Thus can I bend the fliffnes of my limbes,
Thus c¢an I turne and leape and hoyfe my gate,
®hus can I lift my loue as light as ayre, °
Now fay my Samathis am I old or young., .
8. I gould haue my love neyther old-nor young
iipt in the middle Tuft betweene them both.
‘Le. Fit am I then for matchleffe Semathis.
And will be bould to fit. For batchlers
Mufl not thamefaft when they meet with maids,
Sweefe.loue now let me intreate you fit,
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And welcome you to your owne banquet heere,
Sa. Euen thus did Jrus fay that he thould fay,
Then by your leaue fir I will it with you,
ZLe. Welcome as gold into my trefurke,
And now will I drinke vnto my loue,
With the fame mind that drinking firflt began to one
another.
Sa. And what was that T pray fir.
Le. Tle tell my loue the firfl kind caufe of it.
And why ’tis v{d as kindneffe ftill amongft vs,
If it be v{d a right tis to this end,
When 1 doe fay I drinke this loue to you,
I meanc T drinke this to your proper good,
As if I fayde what health this wine doth work in mee,
Shal be imploied for you at your commande & to your
proper vie
And this was firfl thentent of drinking to you.
. Sa. Tis very prettic is it not Jaguine.
Zaguine. Oh excellent Miftns hees a daintie man.
Leon. Now to your vie [weete louc I drinke this
wine,
And with a merrie hart that makes long lifc,
Ouer the cup lle fing for my loues fake.

Health, fortune, mirth, and .,
Zo thee my loue deuine.

I drinke to my dareling,

Song. Giue mee thy hand feoceting.

Witk cuppe Jull ewcr plyed,
And hartes full never dryed.

Mine orne, mine orwmne dear efl frweeting,
Oh ok myne owne dearefl fwecting.

What frollicke loue mirth makes the banquet fwecte.
Sw. 1 loug it fir afwell as you loue me.
Leon. Thatis afwell as I do loue my felfé,
I will not Ioy my treafure but in thee,
And in thy lookes Tle count it euery hower,
And thy white armes fhalbe as bandes to me,
Wherein are mightie Lordfhippes forfeited,
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And all the dames of Alexandria,
For their attire thall take there light from thee,
Sa. Well fir I drinke to you & pray you thmke
You are as welcome to me as this wine,
Ze. Thankes gentle Samatkis, but delitious loue,
Hath beene the figge I eate before this wine,
.Which kills the tafie of thefe delitious cates,
Will you beftowe that banquet loue on me,
Sa. Nay gentle Leon talke no more of loue
If you loue God or a good countenance,
For I shal quite be out of countenance then,
Je. Loue deckes the countenance, speriteth the
eye,
And tunes the foule in fweeteft harmony,
Loue then fweete Samathis.
Sama. What thall I doe Zaguine.
Jaguine. Fayth Miftris take him.
Sa. Oh but he hath a great nofe.
Za. 'Tis no matter for his nofe, for he is rich.
Sa. - Leon T'loue and fince tis foorth farewell.
. Then triumph Leoz richer in thy loue.
Then all the heapes of treafure I poflefic,
Neuer was happie Zeon rich before,
Nor euer was I couetous till now,
That I fee gold so fined in thy haire.
Sa. {mpa.rf it to my Parentes gentle Zeon,
And til we meete agayne at home farewell.
Exeunt.
Le. Soone will I talke with them and follow thee,
So now is my defire accomplithed.
ow was there euer man fo fortunate.
'0 haue his loue so forted to his with,
The ioyes of many I in one enioy.
.No' de § meane to woe them croffely both,
The one as T am Zeon the rich viurer
‘The other as I am the mad brayne Count.
‘Which if it take effect, and rightly proue,
Twill be a fporte for any emperours loue.

Eait. .
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Enter Ptolomlc, Aegiale, Doricles, Afpatia, Tanthe,
Euphrofine, Clearchus, Euribates, witk jfound.
Pts. Prince of Arcadia Youely Doricles,

Be not difcouraged that my daughter heere,

Like a well fortified and loftie tower,

Is fo repulfive and vnapt to yeelde,

The royall fiege of your heroycke partes,

In her acheevement will be more renound,

And with the greater merite is imployde.

The bewtious queene my wife her mother here

Was so well mand and yet had neuer man,

So mayne a rocke of chaft and cold difdaync.
Aegi. My Lord what meane ye, go Afpafia,

Send for fome Ladeis to goe play with you,

At chefle, at Billiardes, and at other game,

ZJanthe attend her.

You take a courfc my Lord to make her <oy,

To vrge fo much the loue of Doricles,

And frame a vertue of her wanton hate,

We mufl perfwade her that he loues her not,

But that his feruices and vowes of loue,

Are but the gentle complimentes of court,

So would fhee thinke that if the would have loud,

Shee might haue wonne him. And with that conceite

Of hardneffe to be wonne, his merites grace

Will fhine more clearely, in her turning eyes,’

hinges hard to win with eafe makes loue incited,

And favours wonne with eafe are hardly quited,

Then make as If you loud her not my Lord.

Do. Love that has built his temple on my browes

Out of his Battlementes into my hart,

And feeing me to burne in my defire,

Will be I hope appeafed at the laft.

Acgi. Be ruld by me yet, and I warrant yozx,
She quickly-fhall beleeve you loue her not,
Do. What fhall I doe Madam.
Aegi.  Looke not on her fo much.
Do. 1 cannot chufe my neck flandes neuer ngbt, ,
Till it be turnd affide and I behold her.
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Aegi. Now truft me fuch a wrie neckt loue was
neuer fene,
But come with me my Lord and Ile inftruct you
bettet,

P#. So maddam Ieaue you now from our loue
fportes,

To Antiflenes and his great fute with Zeon,

Enter Antiftenes Leon azd Burgomaifter.
See the Burgomaifler Antiflenes and Leon. comes
togeather flay maifler Burgomaifler  What recafon
made you vie yowm office on the Lord Antiflenes
feazing on al his moueables, and goodes at the fute
of Leon.

Pe. 1 will tell your grace the reason of it or any
thinge cls for 1 know you arc a wife prince, and aptto
learne.

Pt. T thanke you for your good opinion fir, but
the reafon of your office done vpon this noble man
and lus landes.

Pe. The reafon why I haue put in office or execu
tion, ‘my authoritic vpon this nobleman confifteth in
i# thrce principall poyntes or members, Which indeede
are three goodly matters.

Prolo. 1 pray you lets heare them.

Pe. The firfl is the credit of this honeft man be-
caufe he is rich.

$ Why is he honefl becaufe he is rich. .

Pe. Oh I learne that in any cafe, the next is the
forfaite of his aflurance and the laft I will not trouble
your grace with all.

An. But this it is whereof I moft complaine vnto

your grace,

That hauing occafion in your graces feruice,

Lo borow mony of this Leor heere,

For Wwhich I morgagd al my landes and goods
wHe onely did agree that paying him foure

thoufand pound at the day I fhould receiue my statute
fafely, in which now not oncly falfely he denies

But that he hath receiued one penny due,
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Which this my friend can wittnes I repayde,
‘Vpon the flone of J7u«s the blinde man,
Foure thoufand pound in lewels and in golde,
And therefore craue I iuftice in this cafe,
Le. Voutchfafe, dread foueraigne an vnpartiall
care.
To that I haue to fay for my replye,
He pleades the payment of foure thoufand pounde,
Vpon the ftone before blinde £7 #s caue,
T'o which I anfwere and do fiveare Ly heauen,
He fpake with me at the forefayde place,
And promill payment of foure thoufand pound,
If I would let him"haue his statutes in,
And take other affurance for another thoufand,
Some three monthes to come or thereaboutes.
Which 1 refufing he repayde me none,
But parted in a rage and card not for me.
Gen.  Oh monfirous who euer hard the like.
My Lord I will be fworne he payde him,
On poor Jrus ftone foure thoufand pound,
Which I did helpe to tender and haft thou
A hellith confcience and fuch a brafen forhead,
T'o denye it agaynfl my wittnefle,
And his néble woorde.
Le. Sir agaynfl your witneffe and his noble worde,
Id‘)lead myne owne and one as good as hiis,
‘That then was prefent at our whole conference.n
An. My Lord there was not any but our felues,
But who was it that thou affirmft was there,
Le,  Count Hermes good my Lord a man
Well knowne though he be humorous to he honor-
able,
Pito. And will he faie it.
Ze. Ile will, my gratious T.ord I am well 3ffurd,
And him will T fend hether prefently,
Intreating your gratious fauour if the impediment,
Of a late fickenefle caufe me not returne,
For 1 am pafling ill.
ZLs. Well fend him hether and it fhall fuffice.
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Le. Y will my gratious Lord and ftand -
To any cenfure pafling willingly,
Your highneffe fhall fet downe or commaund,
‘Worfhipfull maifler Burgomaifler your officer, -
To see performd betwixt vs. Exit,
#Le. We Thanke you hartely, alas poore foule,
How ficke he is.
Tryly I cannot chufe but pittie him,
In that he loues your gratious officers,

Enter Coont.

Pro. Oh 1 thanke you fir.

Count. XKing by your leaue, and yet I neede not
afke leaue, Becaufe [ am fent for if not, lle begone
agayne. without leaue, fay am I fent for yea or no,

P Fro. You are to witnelle twixt Awtyflenes and welthy
eont.

Courd. I know the matter and T come from that
old mifer Zeon, who is fodainely fallen ficke of a
knaues .cuill, Which of you are troubled with that
difeafe maifters,

fo. Wel fay what you know of the matter, be-
twixt them. . .

Count. 'Then thus I say. my Lord, “Autiflenes
came, to the stone of the blinde foole Zrus, that day
+when f?\u'e thoufund pounds were to be payde,
Wheree e made proffer of fo much mony if Leon
would returne the morgage of his lands, and take
affurance for another thoufand to be paide I trow
fome three monthes to come or there about, which
Leon like an olde churle as hee was moft vncour-
Yeoufly refufed : my Lord Antiyffenes as he might very
well departed in a rage but if it had beene to me
I"muklﬁxaue piftoled him T fayth.

t you are wonderoufly decciued, my Lord.
And was not by when he and we did talke.
Colzj”:d Swounes then 1 fay you are deceiued my
rd,
For I was by now by my honor and by all the gods.
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Zu. Then you floode clafe my Lord vnfeene to

any,

Count, Why I flood clofe to you and feene of all,
and if You thinke I am too mad a fellow to witnes .

-fuch a waightie peece of worke the holy begger Thall
performe as much, :
For he was by at our whole conference

Pto. But fay Count Hermes was the begger by.

Count. 1 fay he was and he fhall fay he was.

Euri. But he is now they fay lockt in his caue,
Fafting and praying talking with the Gods,

And hath an Tron doore twixt him and you, _
How will you then come at him,

Count.  1le fetch him from his caue in fpight- of all
his Gods and Iron dores, or beate him blinde when
as I doe catch him next, farwell my Lordes you haue
done with mee, Ile fend the begger prefently for I am

now rydmg to Corrucus. Exit.
"I know not what to thinke in thefc affaires
I cannot well condemne you my Lord, ..

And your sufficient witnefle becing a gentlema.n,
Nor yet the other two, both men of credit,

Though in his kinde this Coxzt be humorous,

But flay we fhall here firaight what Zrus wil depofe.

Enter Trus.

" Jrus. Oh who difturbes me in my holy pfigers,

Oh that the king were by that he might heere,-

What thundring there is at my farther doore,

Oh how the good of .Zgip¢ is disturbd in my deuotion,
Plo. 1 am here Jrys and it was Count Hermes .

That was fo rude to Interrupt thy prayers,

But I fuppofe the end of thy repayre, -

Beeing so waightie could not haue difpleafd,

For on thy witnefle doth depend the liuing

Of Lord Antiftenes, who doth affirme, -

That three dayes paft he tendered at thy ftone,

Foure thoufand poundes to Leo, and defired

His morgage quited which he pramifing
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On such affurance, more as he propofed,

-Receiued at that tyme his foure thoufand pounds.
Jrus. 1 then was in the hearing of them both.

But hard noe penny tendred, onely propofed

By Lord Antsflenes, if he would bring him in,

His morgage and take affurance for another thoufand

Some three monthes to come or there aboutes,

Which Zen moft vncourteoufly refufed,

My Lord was angrye and I hard no more,

And thus muft I craue pardon of your grace.  Exit,
Pto. TFarewell graue Lrus.
An.  Gods are become oppreffors of the right.

" Euge. Never had right {6 violent a wrong.

For let the thunder firike me into hell,

If what 1 haue reported be not true,
Ptg. ;l‘his holy man no doubt fpeakes what he

ar

And I am fory for Antiflenes.

But Ile relecue your lowe eftate my lord,

And for your feruice done me gwerdon you,

Maifker Burgomaifler, let the Lord have libertie,

And 1 will anfwere Leon what is due. Lxcunt.

Enter Elimine, Martia, Samathis,

Eli,  Soft Miftris Burgomaifier, pray you ftay, your
hart is greater ¢hen your parfon farre or your ftate
eyther, dpi—we not know ye trow, what woman you
are but a Burgomaiflers wife,

» And he no wifer then his neighbours neyther,

Giue me the place acording to my calling.

Mar. What fkill for places, , do we not all call
fifters, .

Eli, Noe by my fayth I am a counte(fe now,

I flrould haue one to goe before me bare,

And fay ftand by there to the beft of them,

And one to come bchinde and beare my trayne,

Becaufe my handes mufl not bg put vnto it.

My hufband is a Lord, and paft a Lord,
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Sa. And paft a Lord what is that paft I pray,
Eli. Why hees a what you calt.
Mar. A what you call it can you not name it.
Zli. 1 thinke I mufl not name. it.
Sa. And why fo I pray?
El. becaufe it comes fo neare a thing that I
knowe,
Mar. Oh he is a Count that is an Earle,
Sai And yet he is not knowne to haue much
and.
E/i, Why thercfore he is an vnknowne man.
Mar. 1 but my hufband is the kings officer.
Sa. 1 bat my hufband is able to buy both yours,
El.  You fay hufband, I may saie my Lord.
Mar. And me thinkes hufband is worth ten of
Lord.
£/, Indeede T lone my Lord to call mee wife,
Better than Maddam yet doe 1 not meane,
To lofe my Ladies, titles at your handcs,
I may for courtefie and to be termd,
A gentle Ladie call you fitters flill,
But you muft fay and pleafe your Ladifhippe,
Tis thus and fo, and as your honor pleaft,
Yet thall my hufband call me wife ike youres,
For why made god the hufband and the wife,
But that those tearmes fhould pleaft vs jnore then
others
New fathion tearmes I like not for 2 man,
To call his wife cony, forfooth, and Lambe,
And Porke, and Mutton, he as well may fay,
Mag Well Madam then and pleafe your Ladi-
ship
What gownes and head tyres will your honor weare.
Eli. Twentie are making for me heaq tyres ‘and
gownes,
Head tyres enchafl in order like the starres,
Which perfit great andfine cut pretious stones,
One hath bright Ariadnes Crowne in it,
Euen in the figure it prefentes in heauen,



of Alexandria. 29

Another hath the fingers of Diana,
And Berenices euer burning haire,
An other hath the bright 4ndromice,
With both her filver wriftes bound to a rocke,
And Perfeus that did lofe her and saue her life,
All fet in number and in perfect forme,
Euen like the Aflerifmes fixt in heanen,
And euen as you may fee in Moone fhine nightes,
The Moone and Starrcs refleéting on their flreames
So from my head fhall you fee ftarres take beames,
Mar, Oh braue God willing I will haue the like.
Sa. And fo will 1 by God’s grace, if 1 Tiue.
Eli. Come vp to fupper it will becomne the houfe
wonderfull well.
Mar. Well if my hulfband will not, let him not
loke for one goud looke of me.
Sa. Nor mine I fweare.
Mar. I"lafke my hufband when 1 am with child,
And then I know I thall be fped I fayth,
£/, But cuery pleafure hath a payne they fay
My hyfband lies each other nyght abrode,
Saz.” and so doth mine which 1 like but little,
Muar. Well time I hope and change of companie,
Will teach vs fomewhat to beare out the abfence.
Exit.
Eli. T know fot what to fay,
My hufbgnd makes as if cach other nyght he had
occafion,
To ride from home at home ferues not his turne,
To my good turne it, cupid I befeech you,
Enfer Leon and Drufo jfollowing him.
£e. Now will I trie to make myfelfe the Count.
An arrant Cuckold and a wittoll too.
Dra. Ngw may I chance to proue a cunning man,
And tell my mifiris where my maifler hauntes,
+Le. Dright Nimph, I come in name of all the
worlde,
That now fuflaines dead winter in the fpring,
To baue a graces from thy fummer darted.
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Thy loue, fweete foule is all that I defire,
To make a generall fommer in this hart,
Where winter’s duble wrath hath tirrrannifde.

Zk. How dare you Leon thus folicit mee,
Where if the Count my hufband thould come now,
And fee you courting you were fure to die.

Le.  Oh but he is fafe, for at my houfe,

Booted and fpurd and in his veluet gowne,

He tooke his horfe and rode vnto Corrucus,

And therefore beautious Ladie make not ftrange,

To take a freind and adde vnto thy foyes,

Of happie wedlocke : the end of euery acte,

Is to increale contentment and renowne,

Both which my loue : fhall amplye ioy in you,
Lli.  $HHow can renowne enfue an act of fhame,
Le.  No alte hath any fhame within itfelfe,

But in the knowledyge and asaiption.

Of the bafe world from whom fhall this be kept,

As in a laborinth or a brafen tower,

£l But vertues fole 1egard muft hold me-backe.

Le. The vertue of each thing is in the prayfy
And T will reare thy prayfes to the fkyes,

Out of my trefurie chufe the choyfe of guld,

Till thou finde fome matching thy hayre in brightnefle,

But that will neuer, be fo chufe thou euer.

Out of my Tewelrye chufe thy choyfe bf Digmondes,

Till thou finde fome as bright fome as thyneseyes,

But that will neuer be, fo chufe thou euer,

Chufc Rubies out vntill thou match thy lippes,

Pearle till thy tecth, and Iuorie till thy fkinne,

Be matcht in whitnefle but that wil neuer bee.’

Nor neuer fhall my trefurie hauc end,

Till on there beauties Ladies loth to spend,

But that will neuer be fo chufe thou euer. ¢ .
£li. Now what a gods name would this vayne

man baue,

Do you not thame to tempt a woman thus,

I know not what to faye nor what to doe,

He would haue me doe that I fear 1 fthould not,
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Some thing it is he feekes that he thinkes good,
* And methinkes he thould be more wife then I,
I am a foolithe girle though I be married
And know not what to doe, the Gods doe know.
Zeon. Are you content fweete loue to graunt me
loue,
Lf.  and what then fir. .
Le. To grant me lodging in your houfe this night,
E/li. I thiuke the man be weaiie of his Iife,
Know you the Count my hufband.
ZLe. Marueilous well, and am affurd of him,
£, Faith that you are as fure I my felfe,
8o you did talke of gold and Iiamonds,
Leon. 1 and gold and Diwamondes fhal my fweet
¥ loue haue, °
E4. Wl Tle not bud you fir but if you come,
At your owne petill for Ile wath my handes
{ Offer 1o goe out.
Leon. A plague of all fangume fimphiciti
Ef. +But do you hearc fir pray you do not thinke
sthat T manted you in any cafe.
Le. No, I wanant you, e haue no fuch thought,
Oh this 1, olde cxcellent.
Now who can defire better fporte.
This nyght my other wife muft he alone,
And nexgmighthis wife muft do the like.
Now will I woe the other as the Cownt,
Which if the graunt and they do bieake their troth,
Ile make my felfe a cuckolde twint them both.  Zxiz.
Drufo. Tle follow Inm vntill he take the earth, and
then ile lcaue um. £,
Enter Samathis alvne.
Sa. Now if my hufhand be not all alone,
g)(? s frorp home and hath left me alone,
muft learn to lie, as children goe,
All alone, all alone, which leffon now.
I am able to beare a chulde is worffe Lo me
Then when T was a child the morall this,
Strength without a hgalth o difaduantage 1s,
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Lnter Drufo.
Miftris what will you fay if I can tel you where my
maifter is,

Sa. Where Drufo 1 pray thee.

Dru, Euen clofe with the young counteffe I fayth.

Sa. Outon her ftrumpet doth fhe bragge fo much,
Of her great Count, and glad to take my hufband
Hence comes her hiead tyres and her fayre gownes,
Her trayne borne vp and a man bare before her,
Was this my fortune that fhould be fo good,

I fayth you begger you, you old falfe knaue,

You holy villaine you propheticke uffe,

Know you noe hetter what fhall come to pafle,

Ile be reuenged I fayth I fayth Ile be reuenged. Exif.
FKnter Aegiale with the garde

Acgi. Oh Jrus ﬂmﬁ' thy long approued fijll,
Fayle in my fortunes onely, when fhall I meete,
With my Clanthes what a worlde of tyme,

Is it for me to lie a5 1n a founde,
Without my life Cleanthes, can it be, ,
That I thall cuer entertayne agayne,
Hauing the halnt of colde death in me,
My Ufe Cleanthes.
Count Anacke wwithin.

Let me come in you knaues, 1 fay let me come in,

1. Gard. Sir, we are fet to gard this,plm;ﬁ as our
lives and None without a warrant from the “iging or
the Queenc muft enter hecre.

Con. Swoundes tell not me of your warrantes, let
me come in I fay, .

1. Ga. My l.ord we are commaunded to keepe
out all comers, becaufe of the branch wherein the
kings life remayncs,

Count. 1.t me come in you knaues, how‘ dpre_ you
kecpe me out, twas my gowne to a mantle of ruggep I
had not put you all to the piftoll.

Aegi.  Shall we be troubled now with this rude
Count

Cou. How now Queene what art thou doing,
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gafﬁonintﬁ ouer the piture of Cleanthes I am fure for
know thou loueft him,

Aegi. Whats that you traytor.

Count. No traytor neyther but a true freind to
you, for had I bene otherwife I fhould haue difclofed
the fecret talke thou hadft with® Cleanthes in the
arbour, the night before he was banifhed, whileft T
ftood close and hard all.

Ae. Thé man is mad chaines and a whippe for him.

Cou. Be patient my wench and Ile tell thee the
very words, oh my Cleant/es, loue me, pittic me, hate
me not for loue, and it is not luft that hath made me
thus importunate, for then there are men enough
befides Cleantiies, go to tel me were not thefe your
woords, & 1 like no traytor to you but a truftic freend
now by this pflol which is ‘God’s angell 1 neuer
vttered them till now

Aegr. 1 fpake them not but had you beene fo bad,
As fome men are you might haue faide as much,

By fictions onely therefore I mufl needes,
Thinke much the better of you to conceale it,

Coun.. Oh your a cunning wench and am not I a
mad flaue to haue fuch vertue as fecrefie in me and
none neuer lookt for any fuch thing at my handes,
and heres a branch forfooth of your little fonne turnd
to a Mapndracke tiee, by Hclla the forcerefie.

Agid¥e. 'l'is true and kils me to remember it.

Cox. Tut tut remember it and be wife thou wouldft
haue Cleantkes come agayne wouldft thou not,

Ae.  The king is fo aduifed to give him death.

Couns. The King, come come tis you rule the
&King now would any wife woman in the worlde be fo
hungerflarued for a man and not vie the meanes to
haue him, thinkft thou Cleanthes will come agayne to
‘have his*head chopt of fo foone as he comes, but had
Ku pluckt vp this branch wherein the King thy huf

andes life confiftes and burnt it in the fyre, his olde
beard would haue fluncke fort in the graue ere this,
and then thou fhouldft have feene whether Cleanthes
would;, haue come Vnto thee or noe.’
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Aegi. Oh excreable counfaile,

Count. Go to tis good counfaile take the grace of
God before your eyes, and follow it to it wench cor-.
ragio, I know I haue gotten thee with childe of a
defire, and thou longft but for a knife to let it out,
hold there 'tis ferue God and be thankfull, now ydu
knaues will you let mee come out trow.

1. Gard. Pleafe your Lordfhippe to beftow fome-
thing on vs for we arc poore knaues.

Count. Harke you be euen knaues flill, and if you
be poore long your foolish knaues, and so lle leaue
you.

2, Gard. Nay f{wouncs my Lord, no knaues
neyther.

Cou. Then he wag a knaue that told me fo what
dooft thou tell mee that. Eaxit,

e. This ferpentes counfell flinges mec to the hart.
Mountes to my braine and bindes my prince of fence.
My voluntarie motion and my life,

Sitting it felfe triumphing in there thrones,

And that doth force my hand to take this knife,

That bowes my knees and fets me Ly thy branch,

Oh my dioncs oh my onely sonne,

Canft thou now feele the rigour of a knife,

Noe thou art fenflefle and 1le cut thee vp,

Ile throude thee in my hofome fafe freen $osmes,

And truft no more my truflleffe gard with tlige,

Come then returne unto thy mothers armes,,

And when I pull thec foorth to ferue the fire,

Turne thy felfe wholy into a burning tounge,

In voking furies and infernall death,

To coole thy tormentes with thy fathers breth.
Enter Elimine gnd Samathis.

Sa. Now madam counteffe do you account,
To take vp hufbandes by your countithip “
Haue you the broade feale for it, are you so hye,
And floope to one fo lowe as is my hufband,

Hence come your head tyres and your coftly gownes,
Your trayne borne vp and a man bare before you,
Now fye on pride when woman goe thous naked.
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1 euet thought that pride would haue a fall,
But little thought it would haue fuch a fall

EZK, What fall I pray you.

Sa. There you lay laft, forfooth there you lay laft.

Ef.  Be not fo angry woman you are deceiued

Sa. I know 1 am deceiued for thou deceiuedft me,
Thou mighteft afwell have pict my purfie I tell thee,
Oh would my mother fay, when you haue a hufband,
Keepe to him onely but now one may fee,

How horible a thing it is to change,
Becaufe it angers one fo horibly,
You muft haue Vihers to make way before you,

£/, The dame is madde, 1le flay no longer with

her. J-xit Fhmine.,

Sa. Well madamn fhorte heeles Ile be cuen with

you, .
See where the mad brayne Cowsnt her hufband comes, .
Enter Count.

Sama. I will begone.

Count. Heare you Viurers wife flay, a plague on
you ftay, whither go you fo faft, why did I euer huir
any of your fex yet.

Sa. Why no my Lord.

Court. Why no my l.orde, why the dewll do you
turne tavie when you fhould not, when you fhould
yg: will not be halfe fo haflie, 2 man mufi loue you,
woe youherld vpon you and the deuill of one of you
is worshy 1o kiffe the hemme of my riding gowne heere.

Sa. #&s this your riding gowne my Lord.

Count. 'Tis no matter what it 1s, talke not to me,
what the deuill did I meane to call thee backe agayne.
Sa. Why my Lord T meane not to trouble you,

Count. Goe to ftay T fay, tis agaynft my will that I
vfe you fo kindly I can tell you.

* %a. « Why you may chufe my Lord.

Count. [ DbutI cannot chufe, there you lie now,
tis loue forfooth that Intailes me to you, for if it had
not beene for loue, T had not beene heere now, for
the Gods do know I hold thee dearer then the Poun-
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granet of mine eye, and thats better by three pence
than the aple of mine eye.

Sa. My Lord I am fory for your heauinefle.

Count. Nay tis no matter I am not the firft affe that
hath borne Cupides trefurie.

Sa. My Lord tis enough to make an afle wife to
beare trefure.

Count. Why then be you that wife affe, and beare
me for I haue fome treafure about me, will you loue me.

Sa. Loueyou my Lord it is ftrange you wil aske it.

Count. I am not the firfk hath defired you,

Sa. Nor you fhall not be the laft I will refufe."

Cvunt. Nor are you the fayrelt I have feene,

Sa. Nor the fouleft you haue loud.

, Count. Nor the fittefl to be beloued.

Sa.  Nor the vnfittefl to hate.

Count. Doe and you dare but firra and thou wilt
not loue, I pray thee be proud.

Sa. Why fo my Lord.

Coung. Becaufe I would hauc thee fall, for pride
muft haue a fall.

Sa. Do you delight in my fall fo much

Count.  As much as in mine owne ryfing I fayth,
but do not you thinke it firange that I doe loue you,
for before 1 did loue you, Cupid pinckt me a fpanith
lether Ierkin with fhooting at me, andunads it {fo full
of holes that T was fayne to leauc it of, and ¢his loffe
haue 1 had for your fake.

Sa. My Lord Tle beflow an old Ierkin on you

Count. Nay that fhall not ferue your turne, for I
haue had a greater loffe then that, I loft my left eye
for your fake. .

Sa. I do not thinke fo.

Count. 1 but Ile tell you how as I was huntug' in
the parke, T faw Cupid fhooting a cockhye into yout
face, and gazing after his arrow it fell into mine eye.

Sa. A prettic fiction.

Count. 1 but 1 finde this no fiction, and you fhall
make me amends with loue or by, this patch of niine
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eye, and the patch thou woteft where, I will fweare
to all the Cittie I have layne with thee.

Sa. I hope your Lordfhippe will not doe me that
wrong.

Count. ‘'Then do you me right and let me lie with
you, I haue made the botle nofd knaue your hufband
fo drunke that he is not ‘able to fland goe get you
home 1le follow you.

Saz. 'Why my Lord what will you do there.

Count.  Goe to make no more quefhons but fay I
fhall bee welcome or by mine honor Ile doe as I fay,
otherwife be af fecret as death.

Sz. Twentie to one he will, well my Lord if you
come you come.

Count. Q 1 thanke you hartely, oh exellent or
neuer trufl mee.

» Enter Memppus and Elimine,

Me. Madam your honor 1s come fomewhat to
foone

E&. « Why fo Menifpus

Me. Had you Raycd neuer fo lttle longer you
thould have met my Lord comming out of Leons houfe
and out of his moueables,

Eli. How out of his moucables.

e. Fuen in playne troth, I fee him woc her, winne
her, andgment¥n with her.

£Ll:. ¢ Now of mmne honor I will be reuenged
Wetch mes the Burgomaifler Mensppus 1le hane them
hoth whipt about the towne.

Men. Nay, madam, you muft not dfhonor him fo,

£/, What fhall mme honor doe then.

Me. Do but tongue whip him madam and care not,
And {o I leaue him to the mercie of your tongue,

, "Bk, «My tongue fhall haue hell and no mercie in it
> Enter the Count. .

Excellent muficke exellent muficke.

&%, And the Deuill take the Inftrument,

Count. What art thou fo nye.

L4 1and it were a good deede to be a little nier
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too, you make a Count afle of me indeede, as if I were

too little for you, but bignefle is my fault vnlefle I

were a little better vid at your handes.

Cou. Why thou wilt be to perfit if I should vie
thee much for vie makes perfitnefie.

Eli. 1 but I cannot be too perfit and therfore Ile
fpoyle her perfections that helps to fpoyle mine I
warrant her.

Cou. Why may not I lie with her afwcll as thow
layefl with her huf{band.

£L. T defie you and all the world that can fay
blacke is minc eye.

Count. 1 thinke fo indeede, for thine eye is gray,
but thou didft lye with him by that fame token he
give thee a carknet, and thou toldfi me that thy
mother fent it thee, thou didft promile tp banquet
him when I was next abroade, thou didft fay he could
not be fo old as he made himfelfe to be, thou didft fay
twas pittie of his nofe, for be would haue beng g fine
man ¢ls, and that God did well to make him arich
man, for a was a good man too, and thefe tokehs I
thinke are fufficient, for thefe a told me with his owne
mouth.

Zli. He lyed like an old knaue as he was and that
he fhall knowe the next time thefe Fppes openin
fayth, oh wicked periurd man would a diftjofe my
fecretes I fayth what woman would truft any may
a liue with her honcflie, [Exet.

Count. Ha ha ha, 1 haue fent her in a gelnng
chafe, But Ile follow her and make her madde with
anger.

Enter Porus king of Aethxopm. Refus #ing of Arabia,
Bion Aing of Phafiaca, Bebritius kzrzgq{ Behuha,
with Joldiers and drumme and enjigne.

Porus. Thus haue we trode the fandy vales of

Egypt, ,

Adioyning to the plaines of d/exandria,

Where proud King Plolemy keepes his reﬁdence.

Securely trufting to his prophefies,
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Which hath foretold him many yeares agoe,

That if the young Archadian Doricles. \
Should linke in marriage with his louely daughtef.
fle then thould conquere all our hordering landes,
And make vs fubje¢t to his tirrannie.

Rke, Trufling to his fond fantafticke dreames,
He hath exild the warlicke Duke Cleantics.

Whofe name was terror to our valant troopes.

Bion. Cleanthes exild giues vs cafy way, «
‘To our attemptes wherc had he ftayed,

And beene afreind to him, yet fhould he not
Efcape fubieclion.

Be. We will devide his kingdome twixt vs foure,
And reaue from him his foure cheife ornamentes,
And for to greeve his aged mind the more,

He thall be kept n lufling feruitude.
So to fulfill what fates to hun affignde,

Po. Ceme let vs march and braue him at the walles.

If Porus liue to weild his martiall iwordc,

His Citty walles fhall not preferue him fafe,

But he thall dye by P us and his freindes. [ Eacunt.
Finter Doricles and Afpafia.

2%. Sweet madam gran tme once a chearful looke
To glad my dying hart with forow kild,

Your father hath refignd his free confent.

ub be dutie to ohey his will,

Af. ¢ Nay rather let him haile me to my death
Then gaynft my will confiaine e match my felfe.

Enter Count.

Count, Dye thou vile wieich and live 4/pata,
Euen now I hard thy father Piolomy

ith wordes that flill dp tingle m mine eares,
Pronounce him heyre to Alexandria,

Tis timeJor me to ftirr when fuch young boyes,

Shal haue their weake neckes ouer poifd with crownes
Which muft become refolued champions,

That for a crownes exchange will fel their foules.

He kils him,
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Af_ga i Wicked Count Hermes for this monflerqus
eede,
Lgypt will "hate thee and thou fure muft dye,
Then hye thee to the hils beyond the A/pes,
Flye to vnknowne and vnfrequented climes,
Some defert place that neuer fawe the funne,
For if the king or any of his friendes,
Shall finde Count Hermes thou art furely dead.
Count.® 1le flye no more then doth a fetled rocke,
No more then mountaines or the fteadfalt powles,
* But come fweete loue if thou wilt come with me,
We two will liue amongfl the thadowy grones,
And we will fit like fhepherdes on a hill,
And with our heauenly voyces tice the trees,
To eccho fweetely to our cceleftiall tunes.
Els will 1 angle in the 1unning brookes,
Seafoning our toyles with kiffes on the bankes,
Sometime Ile diue into the murmering fpringes,
And fetch thee flones to hang about thy necke,
Which by thy fpdendor will be turnd to pearle,”
Say fayre Ajfpajia wilt thou walke with me.
Af. No blomly Count but I will cleare my‘fclfe,
And tell thy murders to the amafed court.
Count. Nay if thou wilt not chufe, you peeuifh girle,
Thou canft not fay but thou wert offcred fayre,
But here muft end Count Hermes firang® otk e,
My veluet gowne my piftoll and this patch, -
No more muft hide me in the countes attire,
Now will I turne my gowne to Vfurers Cotes,
And thus appeare vnto the worlde no more,
Farewell Afpafia. Exit Count,
Af.  Goe wretched villayne hide thy hated head, *
Where neuer heauens light may fthine on thee,
Whofe there, Come forth for here is'murder dcne,
Murder, Murder of good prince Doricles.
ZLnter Euribates.
Who cals out murther Lady was it you.
AJ. As I was walking in the pleafant weedes,
With Doricles the young Archadian prince,
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rufht in Count Hermes and in defperate wordes,
Hath flayne this prince.

£w. A balefull deede purfue the murderer,

And tell the King of this foule accident
Enter Ptolomy.

Pto. Qh tell no more in ftead of teares,

My beating hart diffolues in droppes of blood,

And from mine eyes that ftares vpon this corfe

Leapes out my foule and on it [ will die,

Oh Doricles oh deare Arcadian prince,

The bulwarke and fupporter of my life,

That by decree of fates was promufed,

To adde foure neighbour kingdomes to my crowne,

And fhield me from a mofl akhorred death,

Now fhall my kingdome leaue me with my life,

And fodainly looke for fome monficrous fate,

Shall fall like thunder on my wretched flate.
Enter a nwffenger.

Arme arme my,Lord, my Lords to inftant armes,
Four mightie kinges are landed in thw coatt,
Angd threaten death and ru.ne to thy land,
Blacke Porus the Ethiopian king,

Comes marching firfl with twentie thoufand men,
Next Riefus king of fwecte drabia,

1y, warlike manner marcheth after him,

In equeeismuffiber and in battaile ray.

Next #wn King of nich LPhafiaa,

And flerne Debritius of Bebritia,

With each of them ful twentie thoufand ftrong
All which hath vowd the death of Prolomy,

And thus they hether bend their fpeedie feete.

P. How fodaynely is weather ouer caft,
How is the face of peaceful .Zgypr changd,’
Yike as she fmiling flowers aboue the ground,

By keenefl edge of Luras breath is cut:

Cl.  To armesmy Lord and gather vp your ftrength,
Yoour bandes in Memphis and in Cafpua,

Toynd with your power of Alexandria,
Will double all the forces of thefe kinges,
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Pto. Al thalbe done we may, meanewhile,
Bury the body of this flaughtered prince,
Leaft with the view my fenfes follow his,
Curft be his hand that wrought the damned deede,
Cold and vncouered may his body lye,
Let flormic hayle and thunder beate on him
And euery bird and beafl runne ouer him,
That robd poor Prolomy of fuch a hope,
Purfue the defperate Count that murdered him,
A thoufand kingdomes fhall not faue his life
Enter Leon.
A miracle a.miracle, a dreadfull miracle.
Prs, What miracle, oh what will heauens do more,
To punith AE¢ypt and her haplefie king,
ZLeon.  As 1 was walking through the Serian groues
I fawe the defperate Count the nmuderer,
Of good prince Doricles as 1 heare fay,
Fly through the defarts to the mimphick fhades
Where hell to interrupt his paflage thether,
Rauing beneath the ground worke of the earth -
As if ten thoufand vapours burft in her,
Seuered her wombe and fwallowed quicke,
The miferable Count. .
Pty. Juft arc the heanens in his moft dreadfull end,
But come my Lords let vs to inflant aimes,
o driue away more mifcheiefcs from oft ¥l
Fxeunt.
Lesn.  So get you gone and perith all with him,
Now fhall you know what want you haue of mee,
Now will I gather vp my fommes of money,
And of my creditors, borow what I can,
Becaufe as Zeon 1le be feene no more,
This day they promi{d for to meete me heere,
And here comes fome of them.
. Enter firfi Meffenger.
My mayfler fir your friend Calatius, hath fent you
fir, your fiuc hundreth crownes for the rich Iewell that
he bought of you. .

’

I thanke him hartely, this-Tewell of fo many thot-
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fand crownes the Queene of Zgyp? did beftowe on
mee, when that I told ber in poor F7us fhape where
her Cleanthes was, but foft who haue we here.
Enler fecond Mefenger.
Drufo the Jtalian Marchant here by mee,
Hath fent you fif in Diamonds and in Pearles,
So much as mounteth to fiue thoufand crownes,
And craues no more affurance but your woord,
ZLeon. Theres my bill and thanke thy maifler,
he fthall haue more then woord.
Exeunt.  Manet Leon.
Neuer thall he nor they fee this agayne,,
Nor me neyther as I am this prefent man,
‘This with the refl T haue wil make a prettie fomme
With this will 1 imploye me in thefe warres, |
Now will T take on me the forme and fhape,
Of Duke Cleanthes, but what intendes this alarum.
Alarum. Enter Clearchus.
Where may 1 feeke to finde Cleanthes out,
That martiall prince whom P%/umy wnkinde,
Hath baaithed from out the Agvpiian Land,
Our warlike troopes arc fcatered and ouer throne,
And his deaie freindes 4cates and Acantres,
Lie in the field befmired in their bloodcs,
g run through al thefe groues to find him out. Zxst.
ZLe. 'ﬁ'lféi’eete Acates and Acanthes flayne,
Greife®to my hart and forrow to my foule,
‘Then roufe thy felfe Cleant/ies and reuenge,
Their guiltleffe blood on thefe bafe mifcrcantes
Oh let the cankred trumpet of the cteepe,
e ratled out and ring into their carcs,
e dire reuenge Cleanthes will inflicte,
One thefe foure Kings and all there complices,
Alarum  Excurfions,
Enter Clcanthes lJeading Porus, Rhefus, Bion, Bebri-
tius, Pego, Clearchus Euribatus.
* Clean.  Thus haue you firoue in vayne agaynfl
thofe Gods,
That refcues Hgya¥ in Cleanthes armes,
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Come yeeld your crownes and homages to mee,
Though Prolomie is dead yet 1 furuive,

Elett and chofen by the peares to fcourge?

The vile prefumption of your hated liues,

Then yeeld as vanquifht vnto Aegypts king.

Po. Firft by thy valoure and the firength of armes,
FPorus the welthie Aethigpian king,

Doth yeeld his crowne aud homage vnto thee,
Swearing by all my Gods whom I adore,

To honor Duke Cleant/ies whilll he liue,

And in his ayde with twentie thoufand men,

Will alwayes march gaynft whom thou meantt to fyght,

Bi, Bion whofe necke was neuer forct to bow
Doth yeeld him captiue to thy warlike fworde,"
Command what fo thou lift, we will performe,

And all my power fhall march at thy commaund.

Rhie. Rhefus doth yeeld his crowne and dignitie,
To great Cleanthes Aegyptes onely ftrength,

For if Cleanthes liues, who euer liued,
More likelier to be monarke of the world,
Then here accept my vowd allegiance,
Which as the reft I render vnto thee.

Bebri, So fayth Bebritius of Brbritia.

And layes his crowne and homage at thy fecte,

Clean. Hold take your crownes agayne
And kepe your othes and fealties to metr«

So fhal you liue as frce as here to fore,
And neare hereafter ftoupe to conqueft more.
Enter Elimine and Samathis with childe,

Pego. Here comes the two widows of the begger
and the king, little know they that both their huf-
bandes are turnd into one king, there would be olde®
firiuing who thould bee Queene I fayth.

Eli. Pittie dread foueraigne.

Sa. Pittie gratious Lord. .

Clean. 'What are your futes.

EZ. 1 the poore countcffe and the widdow left. .
Of late Count Hermes hauing all my goodes,
feazd to our late kings vfe for murder done,
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Of young prince Doricles humbly pray your grace,
I may haue fomewhat to mainetayne my flate,
And this poore burthen which I goe withall.
The haplefle Infant of a haplefle father.
. And I my Lord humbly intreate your grace.
That where my hufband Leon is deceaft,
And left me much in debt, his creditors
Hauing feafed all T haue into their handes,
And turnd me with this hapleffe burthen hecre,
Into the fireetes your highneffe will defcend,
To my reliefe by fome conuenient order.
Cleap.  Poor foules I moit extrcamely pittie them,
But fay is Leon deade,
Clear. Men fay my Lord he cafl his defperate body,
From Thalexandrian tower into the fea.
Clean. Who faw the fight, or gaue out this reporte,
You maifter Burgomaifter.
Pe. 1 did my gratious Lord.
Clean. So I deuild indeede that he fhould fay,
That none thould nguer looke for Zesn more
Byt thefe my widowes herc mufl not be left,
vnto the mercie ot the needy world,
Nor mine owne iffue that they goe withall,
Haue fuch bafe fortunes and there fire fo great,
idowes in pittie of your widowhood,
endes of both your hufbandes,
The flgughter of the Count your huf band madam,
Shall be remitted, and yow felfe enioy,
The vtmoft of the lining he poffeft,
So will I pay your hutband ZLecons debt,
And both, fhall liue fitting there wonted flates,
®Kinges in there mercie come moft near the Goddes,
And can no bettter fhew it then in ruth,
©f widgyves and of clildren fatherleffe,
My felfe will therefore be to both your birthes,
A carefull father in there bringing vp.
v Ambo. 'The Gods for euer bleffe your maieftie,
Cle. But tell me were your hufbandes fuch bad men.
That euery way they did deferue fuch endes, *



46, ° The Blinde Bogger

£K. Mpyne was a hufband to my hartes cantent.
But that he v{d the priviledge of men,

Clean. What priuiledge of fien,

£k, 'To take fome other loue befides his wife
Which men think by their cuftome they may do,*
Although their wiues be firi¢tly bound to them.

Clean. With whom fufpect you he was great with all.

Zli. Withthispoorewidow here the worlde fuppofeth.

Sa. So thinkes the world my hufband was with you.

Pe. Fayre dames what will you fay to me,
If T can tell you where your hufbandes bee.

Clean. What can you fir. .

Pe. Nay nothing fir I did but ieaft with you, I
feard hign 1 fayth but lle be secret thats flat.

Clean. Well maifter Burgomaz Zer fee that you refgore,
The goodes and landes you ceafd.
Both of the countefle and rich Leons wife,
Not pittie of their-widowhoodes alone,
But their rare beauties move me to this good.
Oh Maifter Burgomaifler fee heres your wife ¢
come to welcome you home fronf warres.

FEnter Martia with a child. !

Oh hufband hufband will you goe to warre, and leaue
me in this taking.

Pe. This taking why this is a very good takiug how
fay you is it not and like your Maiesug -

Clean. ’Tis very wel Maifter Burgomazfier,

ZPe. But Shall I intreat one boone of your Maiestie,

Cle. 'Whats that, Maifter Burgomaifler. .

Pe. Mary euen to be god father to my young Bur-
gomaifter here.

Cle. Withall my hart fir. .

Mar. Come on fweete hufband for my time drgwes
neare. . e
Pe. Feare not thou fhalt be a ioyfull ‘mother
warrant thee.

C’2. How fay you my Lordes is not our Burgo-
maifter a tall man euery way, did you not marke how
manfully he behaued himfelfe in our late Battayle,
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P». We did my Lord and wonder at his courage
Rhe. His ment doth deferve a better place.
Then to be Burgomaifter of dlexandr:a.
Clk, Thenfaymy Lordeshow fhall we deale with him.
Bi, Had he beene widower he might haue wedded
with this countefic heere,
Pe. Oh I haue one of mine owne I thanke you fir,
heres one has the fiveete of them 1 fayth
Py. My Lord the offer had beene to hye a grace
for him
For neare did eye behold a fayrer face.
Be.  So fayth mine eye that hath my hart incenft.
Bi.  And R/efus me thinkes this exceedes her farre,
Kke. No queftion of it as the fonne a flarre.
#0. As fodaynely as hghtning beautie woundes,
Ke. None euer loud but at firft fight they loud.
Po. Loues dartes are fwift as 15 the lightning fier
Rre. See he fhootes arrowes burnming fiom her eyes.
Lo  Why which loucs RhAefus.
Rie  This ceelefliall dame
Fo. And which loues Bion.
®B:. Kuen the very fame
Fo. Then may I freely Ioy the countefic heere.
Beb. No Lorus for Bebrituus loues her too
Cle. Are they m loue oh Gods would that were true
Yy loujng,acy the freth defire of Kinges.
How pow my Lords doth beauty flartle you
Po.” More then dead flockes would ftartle at fuch
beauty.
Be. 1In vayne do I refift my paffions,
Mughtie Cleanthes to annex my hart,
dn loue to thee afwell as victone,
(iyant this fayre countefle hcre may be my queene.
o o.P. NO great Cleant/ies gue her 10 my hand,
Whofe hart was firft the fubiet of her graces.
Rhe. Then let the Arabian king make this his
. _queene.
Be.  Nay this Cleanthes let my loue imoy.
Cle. How fatall are these loues now I perceave,
‘Theg fortunes that 1 told as 1 was Jrus
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Will now in force I fee be come to pafie.
Sa.  Oh holy Jrus bleffed be thy tongue,
That like an orator hath told our fortunes.
ZJi. Hetold vs we thould foone lofe our firft loties,
Making our fecond choife mongft greateft kinges.
Cle. I did indeede, but God knowes knew not how.
ZLe.. Howfayyoumaifterbrother, am not I fecret now,
Cle. 'Thou art and be fo ftill for not the worlde,
Shall euer know the mad prankes I haue played,
Now fland fayre my Lordes and let thefe Ladies
view you,
£Z.  In my eye now the Dlackeft is the fayrefi,
For euery woman choofeth white and red,
Come martiall Porus thau thalt have my loue.
Be. Out on thee foolith woman thou haft chgfe a
deuill.
Fr. Not yet fir til he haue hornes.
Sa.  Tis not the face and colour 1 regard,
But freth and louely youth allures my choyfe,
And thee mofl beautious Bion 1 affeCte,
Rhe. Haplefle is Rhcfus.
Bebri.  Accurlt Bebritius, '
Cle. Have patience gentle I.ordes I will prouide,
Other «Egyptian Ladies for your turne,
So will we linke in perfit league of loue,
So fhall the victorie you loft to me, .
Set double glorie on your conquered heades,
So let vs goe to frolicke in our Court.
Caroufing free whole boules of greekish wine,
In honor of the conquelt we haue made,
That at our banquet all the (Gods may tend,
Plauding vur victorie and this happie end.

Exaunt.

FINITS.
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A pleafant Comedie
entituled

An humorous dayes mirth.

Enter the count Labcrued in Jus fint and might
gozme, with two wwldl i hes hand.

Lakr il

et hath the mornmg (prmckled throwt the clowdes,

. flut halfe her tincture and the foyle of mght
flickes fbl vpon the bofome of the ayre: yet fleepe
doth refl my loue for Natmes debt, and through her
windowe, and this dim twee ght, hor mude, nor any
waking 1 can fee  This s the holy Gieune my wifes
clpfe w ke, ‘0 wach not any but herfelfe alone hath
any key,nfiye that 1 haue clapt her key i wane,
and made this counterfeite. to the winch I fteale acceffe
to work tlus rare & pohtihe deuwce+ Fane 1v my
wife and yong and dclicate, although too 1ehgious
m the purefl forte, but pure religion hemg but men-
tal ftuffe and fence indeed, al for 1t felfe, 15 to be
dBubter), that when an obieél comes fit to her hu
mour fhe wil intercept rehigious letters fent vnto her
fntle, aXd yeeld vnto the motion of her bloud, heere
me I brought then two nch agots for her, grauen
with two pofes of mine own dewding, for Poets Ile
not truft, nor friends, nor any : fthee longs to haue a
child, which yet alas I cannot get, Yet long as much
as ﬂv&\ and not to mmake her defperate, thus I write
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in this faire iewell though it fimple be, yet tis mine
owne that meaneth well in nought, tis

Spare not of children,
Loue with the longeft,
When man is at the weakeft,
God is at firongeft.

I hope tis plain, & knowing in this other that I write,

Goul will reward her a thoufand fold,
That takes what age can, and not what age would,

1 hope t1s prety & pathetical: Wel, euen here lic

both together til my loue arife and let her thinke you

fall out of the skies, I wil to bed againe. Exit.
Enter Lemot and Colenct.

Lemot.  How like you this morning Colenet
What, thall we haue a faire day ?

Colenet.  The flaie hangs full of humour, arid I thinke
we (hall hauve raine.

Lem.  Why raine is faire wether when the ground is
dry and bairen, efpecially when it raines humor, for
then doe men like hot fparrowes and pigeons open all
their wings ready to receiue them.

Co/. Why hen we may chaunce to haue a faire
day, for we fhall fpend it with fo hymorous acquajn-
tance as raines nothing but humor al urus life-drhe,

Le, Truc Colenct, ouer which wil I fit like, an old
King in an old fafhion play, hauing his wife, his counfel,
his children, and his foole about him, to whome he will
fit and pomnt very learnedly a5 foloweth ; my counfell
graue, and you, my noble peeres, my tender wife, and
you, my children deare, and thou my foole,

Co. Not meaning me fir I hope.

ZLe. No fir but thus will I fit, as it were, apd point
out all my humorous companions.

Co. You fhal do maruelous wel fir.

Ze, 1 thanke you for your good incouragement,
but Colinet thou fhalt fee Catalian bring me hither
an od gentleman prefently to be acquainted withall,
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who in his manner of taking acquaintance wil make
make vs excellent {port.

Co. Why Lemot 1 thinke thou fendft about of
pl;?ofe for yong gallants to be acquainted withal, to
make thy felfe merry in the maner of taking ac-
guaintance.

Ze. By heauen I do Colenet, for there is no Dbet-
ter fport then to obferue the complement, for thats
their word, complement, do you marke fir?

Co. Yea fir, but what humor hath this gallant in
his maner of taking acquaintance?

Ze. Marry thus*fir, he will fpeake the very felfe
fame word, to a fillable after him of whome he takes
acquaintance, as if I fhould fay, I am marucious glad
of your acquaintance, He will 1eply, I am meruailous
glad of your acquamtance,

I haue heard much good of your rare parts & fine
cariage,

I haue heard much good of your rare parts & fine
cariage, 1o long as the complements of a gentleman
lafl, he 1s your complete ape.

Co. Why this is encellent.

Lie. WNay firra heres the ieft of it, when hee is paft
this giatulation, he will retire lumfelf to a chiwony, or
a ga! funding fo'ding his armes thus: and go jou
an ;e to uim o farre as the roome you are n
wil atfoikly vou, you fhal neuer get him from that
moft gemtiemanlhike fet, or behauior.

C» This makes his humor perfit, T would he
would come oncc.

Enter Catalian and Planudl.

®Zs. Secwhere he comes, now mufl 1 fay, Zupus ¢s¢
in fabula, for thefe latine ends are jart of a gentleman
ant®a gead fcholler.

* Catalian. O good morrow Monfeur Lemot, here is
the hgentleman you*defired fo much to be acquainted
withal. .

Ze. He is marueilous welcome, I thall be exceed-

ing pgpwd of your acguaintance.
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Blan. 1 fhal be exceeding prowd of your ac-
quaintance.

Ze. T hane heard much good of your raré parts
and fine cariages.

Blan. 1 haue heard much good of your rare parts
and fine cariages.

ZLe. 1 fhall be glad to be commanded by you

Blan. 1 fhall he glad to be commanded by you.

ZLe. 1 pray do not you fay fo.

Blan. 1 pray do not you fay fo.

Ze. Well Gentlemen, this day let’s confecrate to
mirth, and Co/inet you know no man better, that you
are mightily in loue with loue, by Martia daughter to
old Fyyes.

Co. 1 conleffe it here are none but friends.

L. Wel then, go to her this morning in Coun-
tefie Moris name, and fo perhaps you may get her
company, thogh the olde chule bee fo iealous
that he will fuffer no man to come at her, but the
vaine gull Lab e for his living fake, and he as yet
fhe will not be acquainted withall. .

Co. Well this Ile do whatfoener come on it.

Z:  Why nothing but good wil come of it, nere
doubt it man.

Cata. Hee hath taken vp his fland, talke a h;tle
further and fec and you can remoue huinw ¢t =

Le. I will Cat. nowe Monfieur Blanuele gnarke I
pras.

blan. T do fir very well I warrant you.

Le. You know the old Count Laberuele, hath a
paffing fawre yong Lady, that is a pafiing foule
Puritane.

Blun. I know her very well fir, the gocs more
like a milke maide then a Countefle, for alléher yoath
aud beautie.

Lemot. True fir, yet of her i# the old Count fo
icalous that he will futfer no man to come at her, yet
I will find a meanes, that two of vs will haue acceffe
to her tho, hefore his face, which fhal fo heate his
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vielous humor til he be ftart mad : but Colenet go
you firft to louely Martia, for tis too#opne for the old
Lprd and his faire yong Lady to rife.

Co, Adue Monieur Blanuel.

Blan. Adue good Monfieur Colinet. Exit Col.

‘dLe. Monfeur Blanuel/ your kindnes in this wil
bmd me ‘much to you.

Bla. Monfeur Lemot your kimdnes in this will
"'bind me much to you.

" ZLe. I pray you do not fay fo fir.
+ . Bien. 1 pray you do mnot fay fo fir.
'Ze. Wilt pleafe you fo go in.
, Blan. Wilt pleafe you to go in.
Ze. I will follow you.
. Blan. 1 will follow you.

Le. It fhall be yours.

Blan. It fhall be yours.

Le.  Kind Monficur Blanuel.

- Blan. Kind Monfier Lemot. Exit.
Enter Foyes, and Martia, and Befha.

Loyes.  Come on faire daughter fall to your worke
of mind, and make your body fit to imbrace the body
of this Gent,emans, tis art : happy are they fay I.

Be' I proteft fir you fpeake the beft that euer I

heard..
% plr-: fﬁ take acquaintance of my daughter.-

B o defire you.of more acquaintance.
“Fo ;Why doft not thou fay yea, and T the fame of
you ¥ '

Mdr. That euery body fayes.
. O you would be singular.
k%Mw. Single indeede.
. b, Single indeede thats a prety toy,
Your ‘bgéjers dame Deare double and fo fhall you.
¢ Be, Exceeding prety, did you marke it forfooth ¢
Mar. What theuld I marke forfooth ?
Be. Your bearing double, which equificate is &
hath a fit iHufion to a horfe that beares double, for
“your good father meanes you fhall indure your fingle
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life no longer, not in worfe fence then bearing double
forfooth. .

Mar. 1 crie you mercy, yoa know both belike!

Be. Knowlege forfooth is like a horfe, and you that
can beare double : it nouritheth both Bee and Spider,
the Bee honnifuckie, the Spider poyfon, I am that Bee.

dfar. 1 thought fo by your ftinging witte,

Be. Lady 1 am a Bee without a fling, no way
hurting any, but good to all, and before all, to your
fw cete felfe.

Fo. JAfore God daughter, thou art not worthy to
heare him fpeake : but who comes heret

Enter Colinet.

Cv. God faue you fir.

Fo. You are welcome fir for ought that T know yet.

Co. T hope I fhall be fo fiill fir.

Fo. What is your bufines fir, and then Ie tell you?

Co. Mary thus fir, the Counteffc Morene intreats
your faire daughter to beare her company this fore-
noone. +

Fo. This forenoone fir, doth my Lord or Lady
fend for her 1 pray ¢

Co. My Lady, I affure yon.

Fo. My Lady you affure me, very wel fir, yet that
houfe is full of gallant Gentlemen, da! us &%
to pricke yong maides I can tell you., .

Co. There are none but honefl and honourable
Gentlemen.

o, Al is one fir for that, Ile truft my daughter
with any man, but no man with iy daughter, only
your felfe Monfer Befha, whom 1 wil intreat to be
her gardian, & to bring her home againe.

Co. I will waite vpon her, and it pleafe ygg,

3. No fir, your weight vps her wil not be fo*
good : here Monfer Bgfka 1 deliver my daughter
vnto you a perfeél maide, and fo I pray you laoke
well vnto hei. '

Ce. TFarewell Monfer Foyes.

»
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Befk. I warrant Ile looke vato her wel enough.
Miftris wil it pleafe you to preambulate.

Mz, With all my heart. Exeunt.

Enter the puritane.

Florila. What haue I done? put on too many
clothes, the day is hote, and I am hoter clad then
might fuffice health, my confcience telles me that I
haue offended, and Ile put themn off, that will afke
time that might bc better fpent, one fin will draw
another quickly fo, fee how the divell tempts: but
whats here ? iewels ? how fhould thefe come here?

LEnter Laberuele.

Xab. Good morrow louely wifc, what haft thou
there ? .

HFo. Tewels my Lord which here I firangely found

Lab, Thats firange indecde, what, where none
comes but when your felfe is here? furely the heauens
haue ramed thee iewels for thy holy life, and vsing thy
olde huibande louingly, or clfe doe Fairies haunt
this holy greene, as eucrmore mine aunceflers haue

th%ght.
0. Fairies wete but in times of ignorance, not
fince the true pure light hath beene reucaled, and that
they come from heauen 1 fcarce beleeue : for iewels
are vaing t‘lih;j;,}mch gold is giuen for fuch fantaftical
&2 TN, «#tCly, and therfore heauen I know wil
not maintun the vfe 6f vanitie, furely 1 feare I haue
much finned to floupe and take them vp, bowing my
bodie to an idle worke, the firength that I haue had
to this verie deed might haue becne vied to take a
poore foule vp in the hie way.
. You are too curious wite, hehold your iewels:
what me thinks thers pofies written on tha.
Been Nyee reades :
Difpaire not of children,
Loue with the longeft,
‘Whi man is at the weakeft,
God is at the ftrongefi.
Wonderfull rare and wittie, nay diuine,
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Why this is heauenly cofort for thee wife,
What is this other ?

God will reward her a thoufand folde

That takes what age can, & not what age would.
The beft that cuer 1 heard, no mortall braine
I thinke did euer wtter fuch conceit
For good plaine matter, and for honeft rime.

Flp. Vaine Poetry, I pray you burne them fir.

ZLa. You are to blame wife, heauen hath fent you
them to decke your felf withall, likelto,your felf, not to
go thus like a milk-inaid, why there is difference in all
eflats by all religia.

Fifp. There is no difference.

Zab. 1methee wife be of another mind, and weare
thefe iewels and a veluet hood.

Flo. A veluet hood! O vain diuclifh deuife ! a toy
made with a fuperfluous flap, which being cut off, my
head were flill as warme.  Zogenes did cail away his
difh, becaufe his hand would ferue to help him drinke,
furely thefe heathens fhall rife vp againfl vs,

Lab. Sure wife | thinke thy keeping alwaies cjofe,
making thee mclancholy, is the caule we haue no
children, and therefore if thou wilt, be mery, and keepe
companie a gods name.

Flp. Sure my lord, if 1 thought { fhold be rid of
this fame banifhment of bairennes, a fee uﬂ,mft-
riage to the end it was made, which was for progreation,
I thould finne, if by my keeping houfe I thould negleét
the lawful means (o De a fruitful mother, & therfore
if it pleafe you ilc vie refort.

Lab. Gods my paffion what haue I done? who
woplde have thought her purcnefle would yeeld %o
foone to courfes of temptations nay harke you wife,
I am not fure that going abroad will caufe fffitfulfiefle
in you, that you know none knowes but God himfelfe’

Flo. 1 know my lord tis wue, but the lawfull
means muft ftill be vfed. . .

Lab. Yea, the lawfull meanes indeed muft full, but
now I remgmber that lawfull mcanes is not abrlgyd.
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Flo. Well, well, Ile keepe the houfe ftill.

Laé. Nay, heark you lady, I would not haue you
thinke, mary, 1 mufl tel you this, if you fthuld change
the maner of your life, the world would think you"
changed religion too.

Fl». 'Tis true, 1 will not go.

Lab. Nay, if you haue a fancie.

Flo. Yea a fancie, but thats no matter.

ZLa. Indeed fancies are not for iudicial & religious
womé.

Enter Catalian like a fecholer.
Cat. God faue your lord(lup, & you moft religious

Y- .
Lab. Sir, you may fay God faue vs well indeed,
that thus are thruft vpon in priuate walkes.
Cat. A flender thruft fir, where I toucht you not.
Lab, Well fir what is your bufines %
Cal. Why fir, 1 haue a meflfage to my ladie from
Monfier du Barto.
Lab.. To your lady, wel fir, fpeake your mind to
your lady.
Jo. You are very wclcome fir, and I pray how
doth he.
Caf.  In health Madam, thanks be to God, com-
mcndng his dutjp to your ladifhip, & hath fent you a
>wlmis1}:;'ould defire your honour to heare in
pnuatﬂ
Flo. My ladithip, and my honor, they be words
which I mtift haue you leaue, they be ydle woordes,
and you fhal anfiwere for them truly: my dutye to you,
or I defire you, were a great deale better, then, my
ladithip, or my honour.
Cat. I thanke you for your chriftian admonitich.
“#). ,Way thanke God for me : Come, I will heare
your meﬂ’agc with all my heart, and you are very wel-
come fir.
Zab. With all my heart, and you are very welcome
fir, and go and talkc with a yong lufie fellow able to
makg a mans haire fland vpright on his head, what puritie
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is there i this trow you? ha, what wench of the facuitie
could haue beene more forward ? Well fir, T will know
your meflage, you fir, you fir, what fayes the holy man
fir, come tell true, for by heauen or hell I will haue 1t
out.

Cat. Why you fhall fir, if you be fo defirous.

Lab. Nay fir, T am more then fo defirqus ; come
fir, ftudy not for a new deuice now.

Cat. Not I my lord, this is both new and old, I
am a fcholer, and being fpiritually inclined by your
ladies moft godly life, 1 am to profefic the mirifterie
& to become her chaplaine, to which end monfier du
Barte hath commended me.

Lab. Her chaplaine in the diuels name, fit to be
vickar of hell.

Flo.” My good head, what are you afraid of? he
comes with a godly & neighborly fute: what think
you his words or his looks can tempt me? haue you
fo litle faith % if euery word he fpake wcre a ferpent,
as futtle as that which tenipted Awe, he cannot tempt
me J warrant you. o

La. Wel anfwered for him lady by my faith : wel
hark you Tle keep your chaplaincs place yonder for
a while, and at length put in one myfelf: [ Enter Lemot.
what more yet? Gods my paflion whkom do I feer;be
very imp of defolation, the mini of oit-King#ifiome
no man fees to enter his houfe but hee lookesevp, his
wife, his children, und his maides, for where hee goes
hee carries his houfe vppon his head like a fnaile : now
fir I hope your bufines is to me.

ZLem. No fir, 1 muft craue a word with my ladic.

Thefe words are intollerable, & fhe fhal hér
no more.

Lem. She muft heare me fpeake.

Lab. Muft fhe fir, haue you brought the kings
warrant for it?

Le. 1 haue brought that which is aboue Kings.

Zab. Why euery man for her fake is a puritan.
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The Diuill I thinke wil thortly turne Puritan, or the
Puritan wil turne Diuell.

Flo. What haue you brought fir ?

Lem. Mary this Madam, you know we ought to
proue one anothers conftancic, and I am come in all
chafl and honourable fort to proue your conflancie.

Flo. You are verie welcome fir, and I will abide
your proofe: it is my dutie to abide your proofe.

» Zab, You'le bide his proofe, it is your dutie to
bide his proofe; how the diuell will you bide his
proofe 1*

Flo. My good head, no other wife then before
your face in all honorable and religious fort, I tell you
I am conflant to you, and he comes to trie whether I
be 1o or no, which 1 mufl indure, begin your proofe
tir.

Ze. Nay Madam, not in your hufbands hearing,
thogh in his fight for there is no woman wil thewe thee
is tempted from her conftancic, though the be a little:
withdraw your felfe fiveet ladie.

Zgb. Well I will fee though 1 do not heare, women
may be courted without offence, fo they refit the
courtier.

Lem. Deare and moft beautiful ladie, of al the
{weet honeft a;l? honorable meanes to proue the
@M 7 lodifs conflancy, kiffes are the ftrongeft,
I willthgrefore be bold to begin my proofe with a kiffe.

Flo, No fir, no Riffing.

ZLem.  No kiffing Madam 7 how fhall I proue you
thd fufficiently, not vfing the moft fufficient proofe ? to
flatter your felfe by affection of fpirit, when it is not
penfitly tried, is fin. .

Flo, You fay well fir, that which is truth is truth.

Zl:. Men do you wel Lady and yecld to the
ttuth,

Flo, By your leaue fir, my husband fces, perad-

»uenture it may breed an offence to him.

ZLem. How can it breed an offence to your husband

to feg your conftancie perfectly tried.
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Flo. You are an odde man 1 fce, but firft I pray
tel me how kiffing is the beft proofe of chaft Ladies.

Lem. To giuc you a reafon for that, you muft giue
me leaue to be obfcure and Philofophicall.

Flo. 1 pray you be, I loue Philofophie well,

Lem. Thenthus Madam: euery kifle is made as the
voice is by imagination and appetite, and as hoth thofe
are prefented to the care in the voyce, fo are they to
the filent fpintes in our kiffes.

Flo. To what fpirit meanc you ?

Lem.  To the fpirites of our bloud.

Flp. What if it doe ?

Lem.  Why then my imagination, and mine appe-
tite working vpon your earcs in my voyce, and vpon
your fpintes in my kifles, pearcing therein the more
deeply, they gwe the flronger aflault againft your
conflancie.

Flo. Why then to fay, prouc my conflancy, is as
much as to fay, kiffe me.

Lem.  mofl true rare Ladie

FZo. Then prooue my conflancie ,

Lem. Belecue me Madam, jou gather exceeding
wittily vpon it.

Lab. O my forehead, my very hecart akes at a
blowe, what dofl thou meane wifo? thou wilt loofe
thy fame, difcicdite thy religion, ana *difhosMf me
for eucr. o ¥

Flp. Away fir, I wil abide no more of your proofe,
nor endurc any more of your triall,

Lem. O fhe dares not, the dares not; I am as. glad
I have tride your purity as may be: you the moft con-
flant Lady in France ? 1 know an hundred Ladiestin
this towne that wil dance, rewll all night amongft
gallants, and in the morning goe to bed to he'husidnd
as cleere a woman as if fhe were new chrifined, kiffe
him, imbrace him, and fay, no, no husband, thou art
the man, and he takes her for the woman.

Flo. And all this can I doe.

Za. Take heede of it wife.
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. Flo. Fearc not, my good heade, I warrant you for
im.

Zem. Nay Madam, triumph not before the vi€torie,
howe can you conquer that, againft which you neuer
firive, or ftrive againft that which neuer incounters
you To liue idle in this walke, to inioy this companie,
to weare this habite, and hauce no more delights then
thofe will affoorde you, is to make vertue an idle
hufwife, and Lo hide hafelfe flouthfull cobwebbes
that till thould be adorned with aétions of victorie :
no Madam, if you will vaworthilly proouc your con-
flancie to your husband, you muit put on rich apparrell,
fare daintily, heare mufique, reade Sonetes be contin-
ually courted, kiffe, daunce, feafl, rcucll all night
amongft gallants, then if you come to bed to your
husband with a cleere minde, and a cleere body, then
are your veilues 7p/ifima ; then haue you paffed the
ful tefl of experiment, and you fball haue an hundred
gallants fight thus farre in bloud for the defence of
your reputation,

Zgb. O vanitic of vanities!

Flo. O hushand this is perfe@l tryall indeede.

Za. And you wil try all this now, wil you not?

Fly. VYea my good head, for it 1s written, we muft

ﬁ‘* pcjrfecliy through al temptation, ~Jbacuke the
ourtli.

Lab. o Abacucke, cucke me no cuckes, m a doores
1 faye, theeues, Puritanes, murderers, in adoores I
y. Exit.
Le. So now is he ftart mad yfaith: Dbut firra, as
this is an old Lorde icalous of Lis yong wife, fo is
afftient Countefle Moren icalous of her yong husband,
wge}e th'&her to hauc fome fport, yfaith, Fxit.

¢
Lnltr Befha hanging vpon Martia flecre, and the
Lord Moren comes to them.

Mar. 1prethee Befle keepe a little off; hang not
vpon her fhoulders thus for fhame.
B My Lord, Pardon a may, I muft not let her
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talk alone with any one, for her father gaue me
charge.

Mar. O you are a goodly charger for a Goofe,

Be. A Goofe, you are a Gander to call me Goofe;
I am a chriftian Gentleman as well as you

Mor. Well firra get you hence, or by my troth Ile
haue thee taken out in a blanket, tofled from forth
our hearing.

Be. In a blanket? what, do you make a puppie
of me, by fkies and flones, I will go and tell your
Lady. Exit.

AMor, Nay but Befha.

Mar. Nay he will tell my Lorde.

Enter the Counteffe Moren and Befha,

Co. Why how now my Lord, what thought you I
was dead, that you are wooing of another thus, or are
you laying plots to worke my death ?

Mor. Why neither fweete bird, what negd you
moue thefe queftions vato me, whome you know loues
you aboue all the women in the world ?

Co. How he can flatter now he hath made a fault.

Befh.  He can do little, and he cannot cogge.

Mor. Out you afie !

Co. Wel, come tell me what you did intreat.

Mor. Nothing by heaten fiveeig bird I fweare,
but to intreat her louc.

Co. But to intreat her loue.

Mor. Nay hcare me out.

Co. Nay here you are out, you are out too much,
e thinkes, and put me in.

Mer. And put you in?

Co. In a fair taking fir I meane.

Mor. O you may fee what haflie taking is, you
women euermore fcramble for our woorgs, ‘and
neuer take them mannerly from our mouths, '

Cou. Come tell me what you did intreat.

Mor. 1 did intreat her loue to Colinet. Lo

Cou. To Colinet§ O he is youre deare coufen, and
your kinde heart, yfaith is neuer, well but when, you
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L]

are doing good for euery man: fpeake, do you loue
me?

Mor. Y faith fweete bird.

Con. Befl of all others.

Mor. Beft of all others?

Con. Thats my good bird yfaith.

Befk. O miftns, will you loue me fo ?

ar. No by my trath will T not.

Befh. No by my troth will T not: Why thats

well faid, I could neuer get her to flatter me yet.
Linter Lemot, Blanuel, and Catalian, and
Colinct.

ZLe. Good morrow my good Lord, and thefe palling
louely Ladies.

. So now we fhall haue all maner of flattering
with Monfieur Zemot.

ZLe. You are all manner of waics decciued Madam,
for T am fo farre from flattering you, that 1 do not a
whit praife you.

Con.. Why do you call vs pafiing louely then?

2. Becaufe you are pafiing fiom your louelines.

ar. Madam we fhall not haue onc mot of Mon-

fieur Lemot, but it fhal be as it were a mote to drown
al our ¢onceit in admiration.

Lem.  Sec what a mote her quick eye can fpic in
Muedefore ik lookes in it.

Mar, So mote } thee, thine anfwer is as good as
mought be.

Je. Hcres a poore name run out of breath
qulckly

‘Why Monfieur Zemof, your name is runne out
obbreath at euery word you fpeake

Le. Thats becaufe my name fignifies word.

*Mar M Wel hit, Monficur verbum.

ZLe. What are you good at latine Lady 1

Mar. No fir, but I know what verbum is.

» [Le. Why, tis greencbum, zer is greene, and you
know what bum is, I am fure of that.

AMar. No fir, *tis a verbe, and I gan decline you.
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ZLe. That you can Ile be fworne.
+ Mar. WhatcanIdo?

Ze. Decline me, or take me a hole lower, as the

prouerbe is. °
_ Mar. Nay fir, I meane plaine Gramatical -decline-
tion.

Le. Well, let’s heare your fchollerthip, and decline
me.

Mar. 1 will fir mots, motas.

Befha. O “excellent] fhe hath cald him affe in
latine. ’

Lem, Well fir, forward.

. Mar. Nay theres enough to trie both our fcholer-
ips.

Le. Moto, motus, nay faith forward to molaui, or
molandl.

Mar. Nay nr, Ilc leaue when I am well.

Cvo. Why Monficur Lemof, your nmame lﬁmg in
word general, is in nini, or in hzmmer, or in cock, or
in buzzard.

Le. Orin wagtaile, or in woodcocke, orin dottenl
or in dizard.

Ma. Or in clotte, or in head, or in cow, or in
baby.

Le. Or in maukin, or in trafh, or in pa.pe, or in
Lady.

C# Orin deed in eucry thing,

Lem. Why then 'tis in Thing.

f.tMa. Then, good Monfier Thmg, there let it
reft.

Zz. Then aboue all things I muft have a woorde
mth you

Hands off fir, fhe is not fox, your mawmg

L(' She is for your mocking.

Be, And the mocke mc, Ile tell her father

Ze” Thatsa good child, thou fimelleft of the mother,
and the was a foole I warrant you.

Be. Meddle with me, but doe not meddle with my
mother.
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Ze. 'Thats a good child, come, I muft needes haue
a word with you.

Be. You thall do none of your needs with her fir.

Cats. Why what will you do ? 4

Be. What will I doe ¢ you fhall fee what Ile-do.

“ Then ke offereth to draw.

Blan. Go to you affe, offer to draw here, and
weele draw thee out of the houfe by the heeles.

Be. What, threc againft one? now was euer proper
hard fanored Gentleman fo abufed? Go to Mifiris
Martia, 1 fee you well enough; are you are not
;fhamed to fland talking alone with fuch a one as

ee?

ZLe. How fir ¥ with fuch a one as I fir?

Be. Yea fir, with fuch a one as you fir.

ZLe. Why, what am I?

Be. What are you fir? why I know you well
enough, . ]

Le. " Sirra tel me, what you know me for, or elfe by
heauen Tle make thee better thou hadft neuer knowne
how to fpeake

e, Why fir, if yeu wil ncedes know, I know yofi
for an honorable gentleman ahd the Kings minion,
and were it not to you, theres nere a gentleman in
Paris thould haug had her out of my hands.

* )i Nay, liees as tall a Gentleman,of his hands
as any i3 in Paris. |

Col. There’s a fauour for you fir.

Le. But I can get no fauour for you fir.

Blan, 1 pray my Lord, entreat for your coffen
Colinet. ’

offo. Alas man, I dare not for my wife,

¢3¢, Why my Lord fhe thinkes it is for nothing,
but«o ffzake for your cofen.

* Mo. "1 pray you birde, giue me leaue to fpegke for
my cofen.
» Co. I am content for him.

Mo. Then one woorde with you more, curtcous

ladiiMartia.
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Be. Not, and you were my father. ,

Mo. Gentlemen, for God fake thruft this affe oyt
of the doores.

Lem. Nap, birladye, he'le mmne home and tell
her father,

Ca. Well, go to her, I warrant he thall not troublg
you (kind gentleman) how we dote on thee : imbrace
him gentlemen.

Blan. O fweete Be/ha, how we honour thee.

Co. Nay Gentlemen, looke what a pearcing eye
hee hath.

Be. An eie? I have an eie and it wére a pole-cat.

Ca. Nay, looke what a nofe he hath.

Be. My nofe is nete cnimfon.

Ca. Nay, looke what a handfome man he is, O
Nature, Nature, thou neuer madeft man of fo pure a
feature.

Be. Truly truly Gentlemen, I do not deferue this
kindnefie. . "

Ca. O Lorde fir, you are too modeft come, thall
we walke?

» Be. Whither? to the alehoufs ?

Le. Hearke you Madam, haue you no more care
of the right of your hufband, then to let him talke
thus affectionately with another?

Coun. Why he fpeakes not for himfelfe, butfor Kis
cofen Colinel. [Entey Lemot.

Le. Gods my life? he telles you {o, nay and thefe
excufes may ferue 1 haue done.

Con. By the mafie now I obferne him, he lookes
very fufpitioufly indeede, nere truft ‘me if his laokes,
and his iefturc doe not plainely fhewe himfelfecto
fweare, by this light [ do loue thee. M

Lem. Burlady Madam you gefle fhrewdlyéindeede,
but gfarke you Madam, I pray let not me be the
autho? of difcord betweene my good Lord and you

Con. No no Monfieur Zemot, I were blinde if k.
could not fee this, ile flit hex nofe, by Iefus. » °

Me. How now whats the matter .
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Co. Whats the matter? if I could cobme at your
Miftris, (he thould know whats the matter.

Mo.© My Miftris ¢

Co. Yea your Miftris, O heres faire diffimulation,
O ye impudent goflip, do I fend for you to my houfe
to make you my copanion, and do you vfe me thus ¢
little doft thou know what tis to loue a man truly, for
;ng thou didft, thou wouldft be athamed to wrong me

. »

Mar., You wrong me Madam to fay I wrong you.

Co. Go to, get you out of my houfe.

Mar, 1am gone Madam.

Mor. Well, come in fweete bird and Ile perfwade
thee, ther’s no harme done.

C. Well, we fhall heare your perfwafions.

Le. Well God knowes, and 1 can partly geffc what
he muft do to perfivade her: well, take your faire
chargegy faire and manly I.. Monficur Zab¢/ka.

Ce.  One word with you more faire ladic.

Le. Not a word, no man on paine of death, not a
word, he omes vpon my rapiers point, that comes
within fortie foote o1} her.

Be. Thankes good Lemot, and thankes gentlemen
all, and her father fhal thanke you.

o C., Much gooil do it you fir: come Gentlemen, lets
0 wait upon the hing, and fee the humour of the
young lurd Dowfeger. -

Zom., Excufe me to the King, and fell him I will
meet him there : {o this js but the beginning of fport
betweene this fine lord and his old lady: but this
wench Martsa hath happy flarres raigned at the difpo-
£f8n of her beautie, for the King him fclfe doth
mightildote on her. Now to my Puritane, and fee
if 1 cam make vp my full proofe of her.

Enter the puritanc in ker befl attyre.

#s. Now am I vp and ready, ready ? why? becaufe,
my cloathes once on, that call we ready: but readinefle
I hope hath reference to fome fit action for our feuerall
ftate: for when I am attyred thus Counteffe-like, tis
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not to worke, for that befittes me not, tis on fome
pleafure, whofe ¢hiefe obieft is.one mans content,
and hee my hufbande is, but what need I thus be
attyred, for that he would be pleafed with meaner
weed ? befides I take no pleafure thus to pleafe him:
I am content, becaufe it is my duty to keep to him,
and not to feeke no further : but if that pleafure be a
thing that makes the time feeme fhort, if it do laughter
caufe, if it procure the toggue but hartily to fay, I
thanke you, I haue no fuch thing, nor can the godlieft
woman in the worlde, againft her nature pleafe her
fenfe, or foule, the may fay, this I will, or this I will
not. But what fhall fhe reape hercby ! comfort in an
other world, if the will ftay till then.
Enler kher husband behind her.

Lab, Yea mary fir now I muft looke about, now if
her defolate proouer come againe, thal 1 admit him to
make farther triall? Ile haue a “Dialogue eene
my felfe and manly reafon: to that fpeciall end
reafon, fhall I indure a defolate man to come and
court my wife, and proue her conflancie: reafow, to
court and proue her you may bedre my lord, for per-
fite things are not the worfe for triall; gold will not
turne to cholfe for deepeft triall : before God a com-
fortable faying : thanks gentle reafom, Tle tronble you
no more. ~
God faue fwept wife, looke vp, thy tempter cores.

Flo. let Him my lord, I hope 1 am more bleft
then to relent in thought of lgwde fuggeftion.

ZLab. But if by frailtie you thould yeeld in thought,
what will you do ?

Flo. Then fhall ypu keepe me clofe, and neyerte
me fec man but your felfe, if not, then boldb‘ may
go abroade. .

Lab. But how, fhall I know whether you yeeld,
orno't

Flo. Heare vs your felfe, my lord.

Lab. Tut, that werc groffe, for no wordh will
yecld in her husbands hearing.
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Flo. Then to affure you if I yeelde or no, marke but
thefe fignes: as hee is proouing ni, if I doe yeelde,
you fhall perceyue my face blufh and looke pale, and
put on heauie ldoks.” If I*refit I will triumph, and
fmile, and when I hold but vp'my finger, ftop his
vaine lips, or thruft him on the breaft, then is he ouecr-
throwne both horfe and foote.

Lab. Why, this doth fatiffie me mightily : fee hee
is come.

. a.dLm‘ Honor to my good lord, and his faire yong

ie. .

Lad. Nowe Monfieur Sathan, you are come to
tempt and proouc at full the {pirit of my wife.

Lem. 1 am, my lord, but vainly I fuppofe.

ZLab. You fee flie darcs put on this braue attire fit
with the fathion, which you think ferucs much to lead
a woman into light defires.

Lem. My lord I fee it: and the fight thereof doth
halfe difmy me to make further proofe.

Lad. Nay prooue her, prooue her fi1, and fpare not .
what doth the wittie minion of our King thinke any
dame in I'rance will fay him nay ? but proue her,
proue her, fee and {parc not.

Lem. Well fir, thoagh halfe difcouraged in my
comming, yet Ile go forward : ladie, by your leauc.

o«*s v . .

Flo.  Nowe fir, your cunning in a Ladyes proofe.

Lem., Madam, in prouing you I find no proofe
againft your piercing glauncmgs, but fivear 1 am fhot
thorow with your loue.

Flo. I do belceue you: who will fiveare he loues,
to get the thing he loucs not? if he loue, what neels
rere perfite triall ¢

Lemiy, Moft trae rare ladie.

* M. » Then we are fitly met, 1 loue you too.

Lem.  Exceeding excellent.

Flo. Nay,T knowe you will applaude mee in this
*courfe, but to let common circumflaunces pafie, let vs
be familiar.

&¢m.. Deare life, you rauith my conceit with ioy.



72 An humerous

Lak. 1 long tq {ee the fignes that fhe will make.

Fo. 1 told husband I would make thefe
fignes : if I refifted, firft hold vp my fipger, as if I faid,
yfaith fir you are gone, but'it thall fay, yfayth Gr we ame
one. ,

Lab. Nowe fhec triumphes, and poimtes to heauen
I warrant you. .

Flo. Then muft I feeme as if [ would heare no
moret and floppe your vaine lips, go cruell lippes, you
haue bewitcht me, go. ,

Lab. Now fhe flops in his {corned wordes, and
rates him for his paines.

Zl. And when T thrufl you thus againft the breafl,
then are you ouerthrowne both horle and foote.

Lab, Now is he ouerthrowne borth hoife and fhote.

Flo.  Away vaine man, haue 1 not anfwered you?

Lem., Madam, 1 yeeld and fiveare, I neuer faw fo
conflant, nor fo vertuous a ladie.

Lab. Now fpeake I pray, and fpeake but truly, haue
you not got a wrong fow by the eare$

Lem. My lord, my labor is not altogether lofty for
now 1 find that which I neuer théught.

Lab. A firrah, is the edge of your fleele wit
rebated then againft her Adamant, ¢

Lem. It 1s my Lord, yet one word more faire ladig,

Lab. TFaine would he hauc it do, and it will not
be: harke you wife, what figne will you make mee
nowe if you 1elent not .

Fla. Lend him my handkercher to wipe his lips of
their lafl difgrace.

Lab. Excellent good, go forward, fee I pray

Flg.  An othcr figge yfaith, loue is required.

Zem. Let him have fignes inowe, my heaucaly loue,
then knowe there is a prisate meeting thiseday ag
Verones ordinarie, where if you will dq me the grace
to come, and bring the beauteous Mar#a with you, [
wil prowide a faire and priuate roome, where you
he vnfeene of any man, onely of me, and of the King
himfelfe, whom I will eaufe to honour your repaire
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with his high prefence, and there with Muficke and
uicke reuellings you may reuniue four fpirits {o long

time dulled.

Wi, Ile fend for Martia then, and meete you

there, and tell my husband I wil locke my felfe in mv

choife walke till fupper-time : we pray fir, wipe your

lips of the difgrace they, tooke in their laft labdur.

Lem.  Mary, the divell was neuer fo difpited.

Lab. Nay ftay, fee.

ZLem. No, no, my L, yoy haue the conflantft wife
that euer: wel Ile fay nomore. | L,

Lab. Neuer was minion fo difminioned, come
conflancie, come my girle, Ile leaue thee loofe to
twentie of them, yfaith,

F, “Come [7%en he fighes.] my good head, come.

Exit,
Enter the King and all the lords with the Trumpets.

King. Why found thefe Trumpets in the Diuelles
name.

C. To fhew the King comes.

Kang. ‘'T'o fhew the King comes? Go hang the
Trumpettlers, they mocke me boldly, aud cuery other
thing that makes me kuowne, not telling what I am,
but what I feem, a King of clouts, a fcarcrow, full of
ebwebs, fpiders and carewigs, that fets Tackdawes
long tongue in my hofome, and vpon my head; and
fuch arwall the affeclions of loue fwarming in me,
without commaund or 1eafon.

ZLem. Howe nowe my liege | what, quackemyred
in Philofophie, bounde with loues whipcorde, and
quite robbed of reafon : and Ile giue you a receyte for
thfprefently. . .

KingN Peace Lemot, they fay the yong lord
Dowfeger is rarely learned, and nothing lunatike as
men fuppofe, ut bateth companie, and worldly  trafh,
P iudgement and the iuft contempt of them, haue in
reafon arguments that breake affeftion (as the moft
facred Poets write) and ftill the rougheft wind: and his
raredhumour comé we now to heare,
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ZLem.  Yea, but hearke you my ligge, Ile tell you a
better humour then that, here prefenfly will be your faire
loue Martia, to fee his humour, and from thence faire
countefle Florula, & fhe will go vnto Verones ordj
narie, where none but you and I, and Count Moran,
will be moft merry.

Kingg  Why Count Moren 1 hope dates’ not
aduenture into any womans companie, but his wiues,

Zem. Yes, as I will worke, my liege, and then let
me alone to keepe him there till his wife comes.

King. That will be royall fport: fee where all
comes : welcome fairg lords and ladies. -

Enter Laberuele, Labifha, and all the refl.,

Lab. My licge you are welcome to my poore
hovfe.

Lem. I priy my liege know this Gentleman
efpecially, he is a Gentleman borne 1 can tell you.

King. With all my heart : what might I call your
name ?

Lab. Monfieur Labecfha, finiora defoulafa.

Ki. Defoulafa, an 1l founding barrendric of my
word : but to the purpofe, lord Liaber ucie, we are come
to fee the humour of your rare fonne, which by fome
meanes I pray let vs pertake.

ZLa.  Your highnes fhal too vnworthily perta%e
the fight which I with gricfe and teares daily behold,
feeing in him the end of my poore houfe.

King, You know not that (my lord) your wife is
yong, and he perhaps hereafter may be mooued to
more focietie. .

La. Would to God hee would, that wee might do
to. ypur crownc of France, more .worthy and e
acceptable feruice.

Kung. Thanks good my lord, feg where he appeeres.
Enter Laucle with a pifture, and a paire of large hofe,

&nd a codpecce, and a fword. c

K. Say Lauc/, where 1s your friend the yong lord*
Dowfecer ?

La, 1 looke* my liege he will be here anonap but
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then I muft intreat your Maieftie and all the reft, to
*ftand vnfeen;*for he s yet will brooke o companie.

King. We will ftand clofe Lauale, but whercfore
bring yoir this apparell, that pi€ture, and that fword ?

Law. To put him by the fight of them in mind of
their braue ftates that vfe them, or that at the lealt of
the trué¥vfe they fhould be put vato.

King. - Indeede the fence doth ftill ftir vp the foule,
and though thefc objeéts do not worke, yet it is very
probable in time fhe may, at leaft, we fhall difcerne
his humor of theé.

Lem. Sec where he cowmes contemplating, fland
clofe. :

EBnter Dowyecer.,

Quid JDei potes videri magnim in rebus humanis quee
@tegni omnes 1o thy oufque nolas fic ommbus magna
tutor, what can fecme fhiange to him on earthly things
to whom the whole courfc of eternitie, and the round
compafle of the world is knowne ¢ ja fpecch diuine,
Lut yet I.maruaile much how it thould fing from
thee, Marke Cicero that {old for glory the {weet peece
of life, & make a tdrment of rich natures work,
wearing thyfelf by watchful candel light, when all the
Smithes & Weauerg were at reft, and yet was gallant
ere the day bird fung to hauec a troope of clyents at
thy“gates, armed with religious fupplicatios, fuch as
wold makegtern Minos laugh to 1cade : look on our
lawyers billes, not one containes virtue or honeft drifts ;
but he cares, he cares, he cares ; for acorns now are in
requeft, but the okes poore fruite did nourith men, men
were like okes of body, tough, and firong men were like
Gyasmthen, but Pigmies now, yet full of villanies 3s
tkeir fkinnqycan hold.

Le® "Haw like you this humor my liege %

* King. This is no humour, this 1s but’perfit iudge-

men
-‘-f?l. Is this a frenfie?

*Mar, O were al men fuch, men were no men but
gods : ghis earth a heaugn.



76 An hunigWus

Do. See fee the thameleffe world, that dares pre-
fent her mortall enemie with thefe enfignes of'
, of her lenity, yron and ftecle, vncharitable fluffe, good

fpittle-founders, enemies to whole fkinnes, a% if there
were not waies enow to die by natural and cafuall
accidents, difeafes, furfeits, braue cirowfes, aqua-
vitaz, and too bafe wiues, and thoufands moee hence
with this art of murder. But here is goodly geare, the
foule of man, for tis his better part, take away this, and
take away their merites, and their fpirites, fcarce dare
they come in any publike view, without this counte-
nance ffuer, and fome dares not come, becaufe they
haue it too, for they may fing, in written books they
find it, what is it then the fafhion, or the cofl, the coft
doth match, but yet the fathion more, for let it be but
meane, fo in the fathion, & tis moft gentleman likey is
it fo? make a hand in the margent, and burne the
booke, a large houfe and a codpeece makes a man a
codpece, nay indged but houfe muft down: well for
your gentle forgers of men, and for you cume to reft
nic into fafhion, Ile weare you thus, and fit vpon the
the matter. )

La. And he doth defpife our purpofes.

Cu. Beare with him yet my.Llorde, hee is not
refolued. ) -

La. I would not haue my friend mocke worthy
mcn, for the vaine pride of fome that are wot fo.

Dn. 1 do not here deiide difference of flates, no
not ih thew,sbut wifh that fuch as want thew might not
be fcorned with ignorant Turkifh pride, becing pom-
pous in apparel, and in mind : nor would I haue with
imitated (hapes men make their natiue land, #®”1and
of apes, liuing like firangers when they ¢ at home,
and fo perhaps beare firange hearts to <heir home,
nor looke a fnuffe like a piannets taile, for nothing but
their tailes and formall lockes, when like to greame
boules all their vertues fwim 4n their fet faces, all tReir’
in parts then fit to ferue pefants or make curdes for
dawes : but what a ftocke amn, I thus to neglecét this
figure of man’s comfort this rare peece §
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La. Heanens grant that make him more humane,
*and fotiable. ~

{iﬂg. Nay hees more humane then all we are.

a. I feare he will be too tharp to that fweete fex.

Dow. She is very faire, I thinke that fhe be
painted i and if the be fir, the might aske of mee, how
many is there of our {exe that are not? tis a tharpe
queftion : marry and I thinke they haue fmall fkill, if
they were all of puinting, twere fafer dealing with them,
and indeed ,werc their minds firong enough to guide
their bodies, their beuteous deeds thoulde match with
their heaugnly lookes, twere neccflarie they -fhould
weare them,”and would they vouchfafe it, euen T
would .ioy in their focietie.

Ma. And who would not die with fuch a man?

Low. But to admire them as our gallants do, O
what an eic the hath, O dainty hand, rare foote and
lepge, and leaue the minde refpeéiles, this is a plague,
that in both men and women make fuch pollution of
our earthly.beeing : well, 1 will praclice yet to court
this peege.

La. O happie man, how haue I hope in her.

King. Methinkes I could indure him daies and

nights. .
Dow. Well fir, now thus muft I do fir, ere it come
to women ; tow fir a plague vpon it, tis fo ridiculous
I can no fugther : what poore afle was it that fet thjs
in my way? now if my father fhould be the man:
Gods precious coles tis he.

Lab. Good fonne go forward in this gentle humor,
pbferue this picture, it prefents a maide of noble
birth ®md excellent of parts, whoia fer our houfe and
bonor fake) with thou wouldft confefle to marrie.

Do¥® Lo marie, father? why we fhall haue
g Wby, thats the ende of mariage, anthe

! y, that's the ende of marriage, and the ioye
of !@:

Doz, O how you are deceiued, you have but me,
& whatea trouble am I tp your ioy ¢ but, father, if you
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long to haue fome fruite of me, fee father I will creepe,
into this ftuborne earth and mixe my fleth with it, and
they fhall Lreede graffe, to fat oxen, affes and fuch-
like, and when they in the grafle the fpring comuerts |
into beafts nourithment, then comes the fruite of this
my body forth ; then may you well fay, feeing mg' race
is fo profitably increafed, that good fat oxe, and that
fame large eard affe are my fonne fonnes, that caulfe
with a white face is his faire daughter, with which,
when your ficlds are richly filled, thenrwill my race
content you, but for the ioyes of children, tuth tis gone,
childten will not deferue, nor parents take.it :+ wealth
is the onely father & the child, and but in wealth no
man hath any ioy. '

; kLa. Spme courfe dear fonne take for thy honor
ake.

Dow. Then father heres a moft excellent courfe.

La. 'This is fome comfort yet.

Dow. If you will firait he gone and leaue me here,
Ile fande as quietlye as anye lambe, and trouble none
of you.

La. An hapleffe man.

Le. How like you this humour yet my liege $

King. As of a holy fury, not a frenfie.

Mor. See fee, my liege, he hath feeng vs futes:

King. Nay looke how he viewes Martia, and makes
him fine.

Lem, Yea my liege, and fhe as I hope wel
obferued, hath vttered many kind conceits of hers.

King. Well Tle be gone, and when fhee comes to
Verongs ordinarie, Ile haue her taken to my ?todie.

Lem. lle ftay my liege, and fee the ¢uent 01 this.

K. Do fo Lemot. . ‘ Ehit the king.

Dow. What haueJ feene? howe am °I burnt to
duft with a new Sun, and made a nouell Pheenix, is fhe .
a woman that obieCts this fight, able to worgihe
chaos of the world into geftion? O diuine afpedt, the
excellent difpofer of the mind fhines in thy beautie,
and thou haft not chaunged my foule to féhfe, but



dayes miirihe 79

fenfe vnto my foule, and I defire thy pure focietie,
but euen as angels do, to angels flies Exgt.
Mar. Flie foule and follow him.

Lad. I maruel much at my fonnes fodaine firange
behauijour.

Lem, Beare with him yet my Lord, tis but his
humour: come, what, fhall we go to Verones ordinarie?

Lab, Yea for Gods fake, for I am pafling hungry.

Mor. Yca, come Monfieur Lemot, will you walke?

Count, What, will you go ?

Mor. Yea fweet bird, T haue promifed fo.

Count. Go ta, you fhall not go and leaue me
alone,

Mpor.. For one meale gentle bird. Veron inuités
vs to buy fome iewels he hath brought of late from
Jtalie: 1le buy the befl, and bring it thee, fo thou wilt
let me go. . '

Count. Well {aid flattering Fzdian, but tel me then
what ladies will be therc?

Mor. . Ladies 1 why, none.

Leyr. Noladies vie to come to ordinaries, Madam.

Count. Go to bird, tell me now the very truth.

Mpr. Noae of mine honour bird, you neuer heard
that ladies came to ordinaries.

. Count. O thats becaufe I thould.not go with you.

"Mar. Why tis not fit you fhould.

Cou.  Well heark you bird, of my word you .fhall
not go, vnlefle you will fweare to me, you will neither
court nor kiffe a dame in any fort, till you come home
againe. '

Mar. Why ¥ fweare I will not.

' . Go to, by this kiffe,

Mar. §Yea, by this kiffe.

2o¥es. , Martiay learne by this when you are a wite.

*Labd. 1 like the %iffing well,
' Fo. My lord, Ile leauc you, your fonne Dowfecer
made me melancholy with his humour, and 1le
go locke my felfe in my clofe wglke till fupper time.
.. Lap. What, and ngt dine to-day ?

1
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Flo. No my good head: come, Martid, you and
I will faft togithes.

Mar. With all my heart Madam. Exit,

Lab. Well Gentlemen Ile go fee my fonne. Zxif.

Foy. Birlady, Gentlemen Ile go home to dinner.

Labde. Home to dinner? birlord, but you fhall net,
you fhall go with vs to the ordma.ne, where you fhall
meete Gentlemen of fo good carriage, and pafling
c6plements, it will do your hart good to fee them, why
you neuer faw the beft fort of Gentlemen if not at
ordinarics.

Fyy. 1 promife you thats rare, my lord, and Mon-
fieur Lemot, Ile meet you there prefently.

Lem. Weele expe€t your comming.  Exeunt all.

Linter Verone with his Napkin wpon his fhoulder, and
kis man laques with another, and kis jonne & rmg-
ing in cloth aud napkins.

Ver. Come on my maflers, thadow thefe tables
with their white vailes, accomplifh the court Cupboord,
waite diligently to Jay for my credite and your owlc,
that if the meate thould chance. to be raw, yet your
behauiors being neither rude nor raw, may excufe it, or
if the meate fhould chaunce to be tough, be you tender
ouer them in your attendance, that the one may b(.are
with the other.

Jag. Faith, fome of them bee fo hard to pleafe,
fllling fault with your cheere, and difcommending
your wine, faying, they fare better at Verones for halfe
the mony.

Boy. Befides, if thcre be any chgboules in your
napkins, they fay your nofe or ours haue dr u)g.r\f on
them, and then they throw them about the h

Ver. But thefe bee fmall faults, you may sheate
with thern, young Gentlemen and wilde heades will be
doing.

Finter the Maide.

Maid. Come, whofe wit was it to couer in’ this

roome, name in the of God I trowee.

- 3
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Bsy. Why I hope this roome is as faire as the
other.

Maid. In your foolifh opinion: you might haue
tolde a wife body fo, and kept your felfe a foole ftill.

Foy. *1 cry you mercie, how bitter you are in your
prouerbs.

Maid. So bitter I am fir.

Ver. O fweet Sateena I dare not fay I loue thee.

Jag. Muft you controule vs, you proud baggage
you ¢, ’

Maid. Baggage ? you are a knaue to call me bag-
gage. )

Jag. A knaue? my maifter fhall know that.

Ver. 1 will not fee them.

fag. Maifter, here is your Maid fes her felfe fo
fawfily, that one houfe fhall not holde vs two long,
Gud willing. v

Ver. Come hither, hufwife. Pardon mee fwecte
Zacenan, 1 muft make an angry face outwardly, though
I fmile inwardly.

Md. Say what you will to me fir.

Ver. O you are d fine Goffip, can T not keepe
honefl feruants in my houfe, but you mufl controule
them? you muft be their miftres.

Maid. Why I did but take vp the cloth, becaufe
my miftreffe would haue the dimner in an other roome,
and heu ealled me baggage.

Zag. You called me knaue and foole, I thanke you
*fmall bones.

Ma. Go to, go to, the were wifc-ecnough would
talke with you.

B Go thy waies for the prowdefl harlotric that
euer game in our houfe.
~ Jer. Lt her alone boy, I have fcoold her 1 warant
thee, the fhall not be my maide long, if T can helpe
it- (2] v -

Bpy. No, 1thinke fo fir, but what, fhal I take vppe
the cloath!

Ves No, let the cloth lie, hither theile com firft, [

¥
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am fure of it, then If they will dine in the other roome,
they fhal.
Enter Rowl.
LRo. Good morrow my hoft, is no body come yet?
Ve. Your worthip is the firft fir.

Ro. T was inuited by my cofen Colinet, to fee your
iewclls,

Ve 1 thanke his worflip and yours.

Ro. THeres a prettie place for an ordinarie, I am
very fory I haue not vfed to come to ordinaries.

Ve. 1 hope we fhall haue your company here-
after. ’

Ko, You are very like fo.

Enter Derper.

Ber. Good mortow my hoft, good morrow good
Monfieur Aownle.

Ke.  Good morrow to you fir.

Ly, What are we two the fitft ? giue's the- cardes,
here come, this gentlenan and I wil go to cardes
while dinner be ready.

Ko, No truly I cannot play at cardes.

e, How! not play, O for fhanie fay not fo, how
can a yong gentleman fpend his time but in play, and
in courting his Miftris : come vie this, feafl youth take
too much of the other. .

Ko Faith T cannot play, and yet I care not To
ngch to venture two or three crownes with you.

L. O 1 thought that I thuld find of you, I pray
God I haue not met with my match. .

Ro. No truft me fir,r 1 cannot play.

B.r. Ilearke you my hoft, haue you a pipe of good
Tabacco ? (§

Je. The beft in the towne: Doy drie a ldfe,,

Zigy. 'Theres none in the houfe fir.

le. Drie a docke leafe.

Be, My hoft, do you know Monfieur Blanuel,

Ne.  Yea pafling well fir. .

B Why, he was taken learning trickes at old
Zucilas houfe the mufter mifiris of all the finogktearers
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in Pms, and both the bawde and the pander were
‘carried to the dungeon.

Ve There was dungeon vpon dungeon, but call
you her the muﬂer-mlflrls of al the fmocktearers in
Pans ?

“Be. Yea, for the hath them all- trained vp afore
her.

, Enter Blanuel. .

Bla. Good morow my hoft, good morow gentle-
men al. )

Ve. Gogd morow Monfieur Blanuel, I am glad of
your quicke deliuery.

Bla. Deliuery, what, didft thou thinke I was with
child?

Ve. Yea of a dungeon.

Bla. Why, how knew you that ?

wRo. Why Berger told vs.

Bla. Berger who told you of it?

Be.  One that I heard, by the lord.

Bla. -O excellent, you are ftill playing the wagge.

© Enter Lemot and Moren.

ZLe. Good morrow Gentlemen all, good morrow
good Monfieur Rowle. e

Ro. At your feruice.

o Le. T pray my lord look what a prcty falling band
he hath, tis pretty fantafticall, as 1 haue feen made,
with gocd iudgement, great fhew, and but liwle
cofl,

' Moren. And fo it is I promife you, who made it I
pray ?

Row. 1 know not yfaith, I bought it by chance.

L&, % is a very pretty one, make much of it.

Enter Catolian fuweating:
,Ca. Boy, I prethee call for a courfe napkin. Good
" morrow Gentlemen, I would you had bin at the tennif-
coyxt, you thould haue feene me a beat Monfieur Befan,
and I gaue him fifteene and all his faults.

Le. Thou didt more for him, then ener God wil

do f8r feee.
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Ca. Taques I prethee fill me a cup of canary, three
parts water.

ZLe. You thall haue all water and if it pleafe you.

Enter Maids.

Mu. Who cald for a courfe napkin 4

Ca. Marry 1, fueetc heart, do you take the paines
to bring it your felfe, haue at you by my hofts leaue.

Ma.  Away fir, fie for fhame.

Ca. Hearke you my hoft,you muft marry this young
wench, you do her mighty wrong cls.

I'er. O fir, you arc a merry man.

Enter Foyes and Labgfha,

Foy. Good morrow gentlemen you fce I am as
good as my word

Mo. You are fir, and T am very glad of it.

ZLe. You arc welcome Monfieur Fupes : but you are
not, no not you.

No, welcome that Gentleman, tis no matter for
me.

ZLe. How fir% no matter to you, by this ruth I am
angry with you, as if al our loues protefled vnte you
were diffembled, no matter for ybu?

Be. Nay fweet Lemot be not angry, 1 did but ieft,
as I am a Gentleman,

Zem.* Veasbut theres a diffcrence of iefling, you
wiong all our affetions in fo doing. )

#B7  Faith and troth I did not, and T hole firs you
take it not fo. ’

A7/, No matter for me, twas very vnkindly fayd, I-
mufl needs fay fo.

Za. You fee how they loue me.

Fyy. Ido fir, and I am very glad of it.

Be. And I hope Lemot, you are not angvM'_th_ me
flil.

ZLe. No faith, I am not fo very a foole to be angty
with one thédt cares not for me.

De. Do not T care for you? nay then.

Ca. What, doft thou cry?

Be. Nay I do not cry, but my ftomacke wyaters to
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thinke that you fhould take it fo heauily, if I do not
with that I were cut into three peeces, and that thefe
peeces were turned into three blacke puddings, and
that thefe three blacke puddings werc turned into
three of the faireft Ladics in the land for your fake, 1
would 1 were hanged, whata diuel can you haue more
then my poore heart 1

Ca. Well hearke you Lemot, in good faith you are
too blame to put him to this vnkindnes, I prethee be
friends with him.

Le. Well, I am content to put vp this vnkindnefle
for this once, but while you liue take hecde of: no
matter for me.

Be. Why is it fuch a hainous word ?

ZLe.  Q the hainoufeft word in the world.

Be. Wel, Ile neuer fpeake it more, as I am a gen-
tleman.

ZLe. No 1 pray do not.

Foy. My lord, will your lordfhip go to cards?

Lor. Yea with you Monfieur Foyes.

Ra.  Lenot, will you play?

Ze. Parden 500(1' Monficur Rowle, if 1 had any
difpofition to gaming your company fhould draw me
beforc any mans here.

Foy. Labefha, what will you play ?

Lab.  Play, yea, with all my heart, T pray ]c.nd me
three peuce.

Kow. lie play no more.

Cal.  Why, haue you wonne or loft ?

Row, FaithT haue loft two or three crownes.

Cat.  Well to him againe, le be your halfe.

Len . Sirrah, Cata/ian, while they are playing at
caxdgs, {uou and 1 will haue fome cxcellent fport : fir-
. tah, doft thou know that fame Gentleman there %

Cat. No yfaith, what is he ?

L.m. A very fine gull, and a ncat reueller, one
thais heire to a great hiuing, yet his father keepes him
fo fhort, that his thirts will* fcant couer the bLottom of
his Belly for all his gay outficle, but the linings be very
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foule and fweatie, yea and perhappes lowfie, with dif-
pifing the vaine fluftes of the world.

Cat. » But he hath gotten good ftore of money npw
me thinks. .

Lea. Yea,and I wonder of it, fome ancient feruing
man of his fathers, that hath gotten fortic fhillings in
fiftie years vpon his great good husbandrie, he fwearing
monftrous othes to pay him againe, and hefides to
doc him a good turne (when God fhall heare his prayer
for his father) hath lent it him I warrant you, but how-
fueuer, we muft ipcake hih faire.

Cat. O what elfe !

Lem. God fane fweete Monfieur Rowle, what loofe
or win, loofe or win ? *

KRow. ’'Faith fir faue my felfe, and loofe my money.

Lem, ‘Theres a prouerbe hit dead in the necke like
a Cony, why hearke thee Catalian, T could haue told
thee before what he would haue faid.

Cat. I do not thinke fo.

Lem.  No, thou feeft heers a fine plumpe of gal-
lants, fuch as thinke their wits ﬁngular, and theirfelues
rarcly accomplithed, yet to fhew thee how brittle their
wities be, T will fpeake to them feuerally and I will tell
thee before what they fhall anfiver me.

Cat.  Thats excellent, lets fee that yfaith. .

Lem. Whatfoeuer I fay to Monfieur Rowle, he
fhall fay, O fir, you may fee an ill weed growes apace.

Caf. Come, lets fee. ¢

Lem. Now Monfieur Rowler, me thinks yon are '
exceedingly growne fince your comming to Paris.

Row. O fir, you may fee an’ill weed growes a
pace.

Cat. This is excellent, forward fir I pray.®  ,

Lem. What foere I fay to Labefha, he thall anfwer
me, blacke will beare no other hue, and that fame olde
Tuftice, as greedie of a flale prouerbe, he fhall some
in the necke of that and fay, Blacke is a pearle in a
womans eye. .

Cat. Yea, much yfaith,
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Lan,  Looke thee, here comes hither Labefha, Ce-
talian, and 1 haue beene talking of thy complexion,
and I fay, that all the faire ladies in France would
faue beene in loue with thee, but that thou art fo
blacke.

Labe. 0O fir blacke will beare no other hue.

#op. O fir blacke is a pearle in a womans eyc.

Lem, You fay true fir, you fay true fir, firrah Cafa-
Zan, whatfoere I fay to Berger that is fo bufie at
Cardes, he fhall anfwer me, sblood, I do not mecane
to die as long as I can fee one aliue.

s Cat. - Come lct vs fee you.

Lem. Why Berger, 1 thought thou hadft Dbeene
dead, I haue not heard thee chide all this while

Ber. Sblood, I do not meane to die as long as I
can fee one aliue.

Cat. Why but hearkce you, Lemot, 1 hope you cannot
make this lord anfwer fo roundly.

Lem. 0O, as right as any of them all, and he fhall
aunfwerz me with an olde Latine Prouerbe, that is, 7/us
Dromptus facul.

Cat. Once indretlets fee.

Zem. My lord, your lordfhip could not play at this
game vere laiclie, and nowe me thinkes you are
growne exceeding perfite.

Mor. O fir, you may fee, tfus prompius facit.

Lnter Iagues.

Jag. Monficur Lemot, here is a Gentleman and two
Gentlewomen do defire to fpeake with you.

Lem. What are they come ¥ Jagues, conuey them
into the inwarde Parlour by the inwarde roome, and
thef*s a brace of Crownes for thy labour, but let no
bodje khiow of their being here.
o.daq. « T warrant you fir.

Lem. See where they come: welcome my good
lor® and ladies, Ile come to you prefently: fo, now
the fport begins, I fhall flarte the difguifed King
pla.guilie, nay I fhall put the ladie that loues me in a
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monfltrous fright, when her hufband comes and finds
her here.

Boy. The Gentleman, and the two Gentlewomen
defires your companie,

Lem.  Ile come to thent prefently.

Foy. Gentlemen, 1le go fpeake with one, and come
1o you prefently. [ Z0e boy fpeakes in Fotes his car.

Lem, My lord, T would {peake a worde with your
lordfhip, if it were not for interrupting your game,

Lord. No, I haue done Lemeot.

Lem. My lord there muft a couple of ladies dine
with vs to day. .

Lord. Lladics? Gods my life I muft he gone.

Lem. 'Why, heaike you my Lorde, 1 knewe not of
their comming I protefl to yow Loidihip, and woulde
you have mee turne fnch fuire Ladies as thefe are
away 1

Lord. Yea but hearke you Lemot, did not you
heare mee fiveare to my Wife, that I woulde not tarie, if
there were any women, 1 wonder you would fuffer any
to come there.

Lem. Why you fwore but by & kiffe, and kiffes are
no hohe things, you know that.

Lord. Why but hearke you Lemot, indeed I would
be very loath to do any thing, that if my wife fhould
know 1t, thould difpleafe her. )

Le.  Nay then you are to obfequious, heaske you,
let me intreate you, and Ile tell you in fecrete, you
fhall haue no worfe company then the Kings.

Lord, Why will the King be there %

Lem.  Yea, though difguifed.

Lord. Who ae the ladies 1

Lem.  The flowers of Paris, I can tell ybu, faire
countefle Aoria, and the ladie Martia. :

Enter laque.

Zag. Monfiear Lemot, the gentleman and the jwo
Gentlewomen defire your compante, .

Lem.  lle come to them ftraight i but Jagnes come
hither I prethee, go to Labefha, apd tell him thatothe
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Countefle Florila, and the ladie Martia be here at thy
maifters houfe : and if it come i queftion hereafter,
denie that thou tolde him any fuch thing.

Jag. What, is this all ? Sblood Ile denie it, and
forfweare it too.

Lem, My Lorde, Ile goe and fee the roome be
neate and fine, and come to you prefently.

Lord. Yea but hearke you Lemot, 1 prethee take
fuch order that they be not knowne of any women in
the houfe.

ZLem. O how fhuld they now to his wife go yfaith !

Exit.

Jag. Hearke you, Monfieur Labefla, 1 pray lct me
fpeake a worde with you.

Labe, With all my heart, 1 pray looke to my ftake,
theres three pence vnder the Candlefticke. A

Jag. 1 prayfee, doyou know the Countefle Florila,
and the ladie Martic

Lab. Do I know the ladie Martia? 1 knew her

tore fhe was borne, why do you aflke me ?

.9, Why, they are both here at my mafters
houfe. *

Lab. What. is Miftris Martia at an ordinarie ?

Ja. Yea that fhe is.

« La. By fkies and flones Ile go anq tel her father.
Exit,

Enter Lemot and the Counteffe.

Cou. What you are out of breath, me thinks Mon-
fieur Lemot

Le. It is no matter Madam, it is fpent in your fer-
uicérwyat beare your age with your honefly, better
then, an*hundred of thefe nife gallants, and indeed it
ig & fhame for your hufband, that contiary to his oath
made to you before dinner, he fhoud be now at the
ordinary with that light hufwife Martia, which I could
not chufe but come and tell you; for indcede it is a
fhame _that your motherly care fhould be fo flightly
regftded.
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Co. Out on thee ﬁmmpet and accurfl, and mifera-
ble dame.

Le. Well, there they are : nothing els now, to her
hufband go L Exet.

Co. Nothing els quoth you, can there be more?
O wicked man, would he play falfe, that would fo
fimply vow, and {weare his faith, and would not let me
be difpleafed a minute, but he would figh, and weepe
til T were pleafed, 1 haue a knife within thats rafor
fharp, and I wil lay an yron in the fire, making it
burning hot to mark the firumpet, but t'will bee colde
too ere I can come thither, doe fomething wretched
woman, flaies thon here ¥ Exit.

Enter Lemol.

Ze. My lorde, the roome is néate and fine, wilt
pleafe you go in ?
Gentlemen, your dinner is ready.
Le And we are ready for it.
Le.  Iaguis, thut the doores let no body come in,
Lacunt oqgunes.

Enter Laberuele, Foyes, Lalc/ka, and the Counteffe.

La. Wherc be thefe puritanes, thefe murderers, let
me come in here ?

Fo. Where is the firumpet ?

Co. where is this harlot, let vs coine in here.

La. What fhall we do? the fircets do wgnder at
vs, and we do make our thame knowne to the world,
let vs go, and comiplaine vs to the King.

Fo. Come Labefka, will you go ?

Lab. No no I fcorne to go ; no King thal heare my
plaint, I will in filent live a man forlorne, mggy and
melancholy, as a cat, and neuer moré weare ¥at band
on my hat.

Enter Moren, and Martia.

Mo. What doft thou meane? thou muft not hang
on me,

Mar. O good lord Moren, haue me honge thh
you, you may excufe all to my father for me’ ®
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Enter Lemot.

Lem. O my lord, be not fo rude to leaue her now.

Lord. Alas man, end if my wife fhould fee it, I
were vndone.

Enter the King and another.

Ki. Purfue them firs, and taking Martia from him,
conuay her prefently to Valeres houfe.

What vilain was it that hath vttered this.

Linter the Puritane tv Lemot,

Ze. Why twas euen I, 1 thanke you for your gentle
tearmes, you giue me vilain at the firfl, 1 wonder
Lv'heres this old doter, what doth he thinke we feare

im. R
Fo. © monftrous man, what wouldft thou haue
him take vs ?

Le. Would T quoth you, yea by my troth would I,
I know he is Lut gone to cal the ronflable, or to raife
the fireets.

Flo. What meanes the man trow ? is he mad ?

Le No, no, I know what I do, I doc it of purpofe,
I long to fee him cdéme and raile at you, to call you
harlot, and to fpurne you too, O you'l loue me a great
deale the better, and yet let hiin come, and if he touch
but one thread of you, Ile make that thread his
poyfon,

Flo. 1 know not what to fay.

Le.  Speake, do you loue me?

#lo, Yca furely do I.

Le. Why then haue not I reafon that loue you fo
dearely'as 1 do, to make you hatefull i his fight, that
1 mig%*nix‘; frecly enioy you.

Fio. " Why let vs be gon my kind Zemot, and not
k¢ wondered at in the open fireets.

Zem. TIle go with you through fire, through death,

"throgh hell, come giue me your owne hand, my
owne deare heart, this hand that I adore and reuerence,
and logth to haue it, touch an old mans bofome, O let
me Yweetely kiffe it ;«he bites.
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Flo. "Out on thee wretch, he hath bit me to the
bone, O barbarous Canibal, now I perceiue thoy wilt
make me a mocking flocke to all the world.

Le. Come, cume, leaue your paflions, they cannot
mooue mee, my father and my mother died both in a
day, and I rung mee a peale for them, und they were
no fooner brought to the church and laide in their
graucs, but T fetcht me two o1 three fine capers aloft,
and took my leaue of them, as men do of their mf-
treffes at the ending of a galhard ; Befilos manus.

Flo. O brutith nature, how accurft was I euer to
indure the found of tlis damnned voice ?

Le. Well, and you do not like my humor, I can be
but fory for 1, T bit you for good will, and if you accept
it, fo, if no, go. : .

Flo. Vilam, thou didft it in contempt of me.

ZLe, Well, and you take it o, fo be it : harke you
Madam, your wifeft courfe 1s, euen to become pnri-
tanc againe, put off this vaine attire, and fay,'I haue
defpifed all: thanks my God, good husband, I do
loue thee in the Lord, and he (gopd man) will tBinke
all this you haue done, was but to fhew thou couldeft
gouerne the world, and hide thee as a rainebow doth
a florme : ny dainty wench, go go, what fhall the flat-
rering words of a vaine man make you forget youg
dutie to your hufband ? away, 1epent, amend your
hfe, you haue difcredited your religion for cuer.

Flp, Well wench, for this foule fhame thou putteft
on me, the curfe of all affection light on thee.  Eaxidt.

Le. Go Abacuck, go, why this is .excellent, I thal
thortly become a fchoolemafter, to whom men will put
their wiues, to practife; well now wil I gog®t the
Queene upd the King, and tell her where he 1s ¢lofe
with his wench : and he that mends my humbdr, take
the fpurres: fit faft, for by heauen, ile iurke the hotfé,
you ride on.

Enter my hofl, Catalian, Blanuel, Berger, I:ym';',
Maide, and Bsy.
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+ Hogfl. . Well Gentlemen, 1 am viterly undone with-
oul your good helpes, it is reported that I receiued
certaine ladies or gentlewomen into my houfe: no
heres my man, my maid, and my boy, now if you faw
any, fpeak boldly before thefe (zentlemen.

{a. I faw none fir.

Maid. Nor I, by my maidenhead.

Boy. Nor I, as1am a man.

Ca. Wel my hoft, weelc go anfwere for your houfe
at this time, but if at other times you have had
wenches, and would not lct vs know it, we are the
leffe beholding to you.

Eacunt al, but my hofl and the Gentleman,

. Ber. Peraduenture the more beholding to him, but
1 laye my life Zemot hath deuifed fome icaft, he gaue
vs the flip before dinner.

Cat. Well Gentlemen, fince we are fo fitly mctte,
Tlc tell you an excellent fubiecl for a fit of myrth, and
if it bee well handled.

Ber.” Why, what is it ?

al. Why man,.Labc/la is grown maruclous male-
content, vpon fome amorous difpofition of his miftres,
and you know he loues a meafe of cream, and a fpice-
cake with his heart, and I am fure he hath not dined
«o day, and he taken on him the humour of the yong
lord Dowuifecer, and we will fet a meafe of creame, a
fpice-cake, and a fpoone, as the armour, piture, and
apparell was fet in the way of Douyfecer, which I doubt
not but will woorke a rare cure vpon his melancholie.

Ilpff. Why, this is excellent, 1le gofetch the creame.

Cat. ' And [ the cake.

B, And 7 the fpoone.

Excunt, and come in againe.
Cat. See where hee comes as like the lord Doz
\ fecer as may be, nowe you fhall heare him begin with
fome Latin fentence that hee hath remembcered euer
fince hee read his Accidence.
Enter Labefha.
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La. Fulix gue faciunt aliena pericvla cautum, QO
fillie flate of things, for things they be that caufe this
fillie fate : and what is a thing, a bable, a toy, that
flands men in fmall fead : [He fpies the creame] But
what haue we here? what vanities haue we here

Hefl. He is firongly tempted, the lord firengthen
him, fee what a vaine he hath.

Labd. O crucll fortune, and doft thou fpit thy fpite
at my poore life: but O fowre creame what thinkeft
thou that I loug, thee full? no, no, faire and fweete is
mny miftries, if thou haddefl firawberries and fugar in
thee :-but it may bee thou art fet with ftale cake to
choke me: well tafte it, and uie it, fpoonefull by
fpooncfull : bitterer and Dbitterer ftill, but O Towre
creame, wert thou an Onion, fince Fortune fet thee for
mee, I will eate thee, and I will deuour thee in fpite
of Fortunes fpite, choake I, or burft I, mifires for thy
fake, to end my lfe eat I this creame and cake.

Caf. So he hath «lonc, his Melancholy is well
eafed, I warrant you.

Hq/i Gods my life Gentlemen, who hath beeue at
this creame. ‘

ZLab., Creame, had you crcame? where is your
creame ? Ile fpend my penny at your creame,

-Cat.  'Why, did not you eate this creame $

Lab. Talke not to me of creame, for Tuch vainé
meate I do defpife as food, my ftomack dies drowned
in the cream boules of my mifires eyes.

Cat. Nay flay Labofha.

Lab. No not I, not L

Hofl. O heis afthamed yfayth : but I will tell thee
howe thou fhalt make him mad indeed, fay hlvtﬁ.res
for loue of him hath drowned her felte.

Cat. Sblood, that will make him hang hlmrfelfe.

Exeunt omnes.
FEnder the Queene, Lemot, and all the refl of the lopdes,
and the Countc'fe : Lemots arme in a frarffe. -

LZemot. haue at them yfaith with a lame counter-
feite humor : ake on rude arme, I care not ‘Wthy
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paine, I got it nobly in the kings defence, and in the
gardiance of my faire Queenes right.

Qu. O tell me fweet ZLemof, how fares the king,
or what hid right was that thon didft defend ?

gem. That you fhall know when other things are
told.

Lab. . Kcepe not the Queene too long without her
longing.

Fyyes. No, for I tell you it is a daungcrous thing.

Coun. Little care crucll men how women long.

" Ze. 'What would you haue me then put poyfon in
my breath, and burne the eares of my attentiue
Queenc, -

Quee.  Tell me what ere it be, Ile beare it all.

Lem.  beare with my rudeneffe then in telling it, for
alas you fee I can but a¢t it with the left hande, this
is my gefture now. .

Quee.  Tis well enough. .

Lem. Yea well enough you fay, this recompence
hane I.for all my woundes: then thus the King
inameured of an other ladic compares your face to
hers, and faies that $ows is far and fat, and that your
neather hp was pafling big.

Quee. O wicked man, Joth he fo fodainlie con-
gemne my, beautie, that when be married me he thought

iuine : for euer blafted be that firumpets face, as all
my hopes are blatted, that did change them.

Lem, Nay Madam, though he faide your face was
fat, and flat, and fo forth, yet he liked it beft, and fud,
a perfect beautie fhould be fo.

La. O did he fo! why that was right cuen as it
thould, be.

Fyr. You fee now Madam, howe much too haflie
you wee in your griefes.

Que If he did fo eftceme of me indeed, happie

Cowz So may your highnefle be that Math fo good
a h;fgand, but hell hath no plague to fuch an one
as ¥,
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Lem., Indeed Madam, you haune a bad husband :

. truly then, did the king growe mightily in loue with

the other ladie, and fwore, no king could more inriched
be, then to inioy fo faire a dame as fthee.

Cat. O monftrous man, and acurfl moft miferable
dame !

Le. But fales the king I do inioy as faire, &
though I loue in al honored fort, yet Ile not wrtg my
wife for al the world.

Fyy. This proues his conflancie as firme as brafle.

Que. Itdoth, it doth: O pardon me my lord, that
I miflake thy royall meaning fo.

b 1Com. In heauven your highneffe liues, but I in
ell,

ZLem.  But when he vewd her radient eyes againe,
blinde was hee ftrooken with her feruent beames: and
10w good King he gropes about in corners voide of
the chearefull-hght fhould guide vs all.

Que. O difmall newes, what is my foueraigne
blind ?

Le. Blind as a Beetle madam, that a while houering
aloft, at laft in cowfheds fall. .

Lab. Could her eyes blind him #

Lem. Eyes or what it was I know not, but blind I
am fure he 15 as any ftone. .

@ Come bring me to my Prince my lord that 1
may leade him, none aliuve but 1 may haue the honout
to direct his feete.

Lem. How lead him madam? why he can go as
right as you, or any here, and is not blind of eyefight.

uee. Of what then 1 :
em. Of reafon.
" }?m Why thou faideft he wanted his creqrﬁ_lll
ight. . N
Lem. Of reafon flill I meant, whofe light you
knowe fhould checrefully guide a worthie King,, for
ke doth lout her, and hath forced her into a ptivate
roome where now they are,
Quee. What mocking chaunges is there T“thy
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wordes fond man, thou murtheref me with thefe
exclaimes. .

Lem. Why madam tis your fault, you cut mee off
before my words be halfc done.

Quee. Forth and vnlade the poyfon of thy tongue.

Lem. Another lord did loue this curious ladie,
who, hearing that the King had forced her, as the was
walking with another Eatle, ran firaightwaics mad for
her, and with a friend of his, and two or three blacke
ruffiaps more, brake defpcerately vpon the perfon of
the King, fwearing to take from him, in traiterous
fathion, the infirument of procreation : with them I
fought a while, and got this wound, but being vnable
to refift fo many, came ftraight to you to fetch you to
his ayde.

Lab. Why raifed you not the (ireetes ?

LZem. That T forbore, hecaufe 1 would not haue
the world, to fee what a difgrace my licge was fubject
to, being with a woman in fo meane a houfe.

Foy. -Whole daughter was 1t that he forfl I pray?

Lene. Your daughter fir.

La. Whofe fonne"was that ranne fo mad for her?

Lem.  Your fonne my Iord.

Za. 0O Gods, and fiends forbid.

Co. 1 pray fir, from whom did he take the Ladie ?

ZLe. From your good Lord.

Co. 0 Lord 1 befeech thee no.

Le.  Tis all top true, come, follow the Queen and
+I, where I fhall leade you.

Qu. O wretched Queene, what would they take
trom him 1

Ze. The inftrument of procreation.

! Enter Moren.

M5, Now was there euer man fo much accurft,
that when his minde mifgaue him, fuch a man was
'hapleffe, to keep him company ? yet who would keep
him company but I, O vilde Lemot, my wife and I arc
bound to curfe thee while we liue, but chiefely I, well:
feeke"™®, or feek her,not ; find her, or find her not,

G
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I were as good fee how hell opens, as looke vpon

her.
FEnter Catalian, and Berger behind him.

Ca. We haue yfaith, ftop thou him there, and I
wil meet him here.

Mo. Well, T will venture once to feek her.

Ber. Gods Lord, my Lord, come you this way,
why your wife runnes ranging like as if fhe were mad,
fivearing to flit your nofe if the can catch you. Zxi.

Mo. What fhal I do at the fight of her and hern.

Ca. Gods precious my l.ord, come you-this way,
your wife comes ranging with a troope of dames, like
Baccus drunken foes, 1uft as you go, thift for your
felfe my Lord.

Mo.  Stay good Catalian.

Ca. No not I my Lord. Exut.

Jlo. How now laques, whats the newes

Luter Tagues.

ZJag. None but good mny Lord.

AMo. Why haft not feene my wifc run round about
the flreets. w

Ja. Not I my Lorde, I come to you from my
maifler, who would pray you to fpeake to Lemoat, .that
Lemot might fpeake to the King, that my mafters
lotfery for his iewells may go forward, he hath made
{H® rareft dewice that euer you heard, we haue fortune
in it, and fhe our maide plaies, and I, and my fcllow
carrie two torches, and our boy goes before and fpeakes
a fpeech, tis very fine yfaith fir.

Mo. Sirra in this thou maiefl highly pleafure me,
let me haue thy place to beare a torch, that I may
look on my wife, and the not fee me, for if I came into
her fight abruptly, J were better be hanged.

Za. O fir you fhall, or any thing that I can do, Jle
fend for your wife to.

Mor. 1 prethee do. Excunt both.

Enter the Queene, and all that wrere in before,

Le. This is the houfe where the mad Lord did vow

to do the dced, draw all your fwoords couraglous gen-
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tlemen, Ile bring you there where you fhall honor win,
but I can tell you, you muft breaké your fhinne.

Ca. Who will not breake his necke to faue his
King: fet forward Lemoat.

Le, Yea, much good can I do with a wounded
arme, Ile go and call more helpe.

Qu.  Others fhall go, nay we will raife the flrects,
better difhonor, then deflroy the King.

Le. Sbloud I know not how to excufe my villany,
I would faine be gone.

.« Lnter Dowfecer, and Jus fricud.

Dow, lle geld the adulterous goate, and take
from him the inflrument, that plaics him fuch fweete
muficke.

La. O rare, this makes my ficlion true : now 1le

fay.
mev. Arreft thefe faithlefle traitious gentlemen.
Do, What is the 1cafon that you call vs trai-
tours ?
Lea. Nay, why do you attcmpt fuch violence
againfy the perfon of the King!
Doz, Againft tlee King, why this is ftrange to
me.
Enter the King, and Martia.
Ki. How now, my mafiers, what? weapons drawne,
®me you to murder me.
Qu. How faresmy Lord?
Ki, How farc T? well, but you yfaith fhall get me
»fpeak for you another time ; he got me here to wooe a
curious Lady, and fhe temptes him, fay what T can,
over what ftate T will, in your behalfe, Zemos, the will
not yeeld.
ZLe. Yfaith my liege, what a hard heart hath fhe,
well heagke you, I am content your wit thall faue your
vhinefty for this once.
* Kir Peace, a plague on you, peace ; but wherefore
afked"you how I did !
Queene. Becaufe I feared that you were hurte my
Lordes =
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Kz Hurt, how I pray$

Lem. Why, hurt Madam, I am well agame .

. Quee. Do you aske? why he told me Dowa’mr
and this his friend, threatned to take away. .

Ki. To take away, what thould they take away.

Lq. Name it Madam. ‘

. Ru. Nay, I pray name it you.

" Le. Why then, thus it was my liege, 1 told her
Dowfecer, and this his friende threatned to take away,
and if they-could the infirument of procreation, and
what was that now, but Martia beemg a fayre woman,
is not thee the inftrument of procreation, as all women
are ?

Qu. O wicked man.

Le, Go to, go to, you are one of thofe fiddles too
yfaith.

Ki. Well pardon my minion, that hath frayd you
thus, twas but to make you mery in the end.

Qu. 1oy it endes fo well, my gracious Lord.

Fp. But fay my gracious Lord is no harme done,
hetweene my louing daughter, and your grace fe

Ki. No, of my honor and mY foule Foyes. :

Dow. The fire of loue which fhe hath kmdled in
me being greater then my heate of vanity, hath qmte
expelled.

Ki. Come Dowjecer, receiue with your loft thfes
your loue, though loft; I know youle yeeld, my lord,
and you her father. )

Botk. Moft ioyfully my Lord.

Ki. And for her part I know her dlfpoﬁnd well
enough. o .

Lem. What, will you have her ?

Dow. VYea mary will L.

Le. Tle go and tell Labefla prefenﬂy

Enter laguis, and my Hoft.

Ja. Monfieur Lemot, I pray let me fpeakg mth
you, I come to you from the Lord Moren, who would
defire you to fpeake to the King for my mafters Jot-
tery, and he hath my place to heare a torch, Y¥vbare-
faced hee dares not look vpon his wife, far his life.
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ZLe. O excellent, Ile further thy mafters lottery and
it be but for this iéfl only, harke you my liege, heres
the poore man hath bin at great charges for the pre-

paration of a lottery, and he hath made the rareft
demce, that T know you wil take great pleafure in it,
I pray let him prefent it before you at:Valkres houfe.

Ki. With all my heart, can you be ready fo
foone §

Hoft. Prefently and if it like your grace.

.. Ls. But hearke you Zemot, how fhall we do for
ettery maris pofie.

ZLe. Will you all truft me with the making of them ¢

Al With all our hearts.

Le. Why then Ile go to make the pofes and bring
LZabefha to the lottery prefently.

. Enter Florila like a Puritan.

Flo. Surely the world is full of vanitie, a woman
mutft take heed fhe do not heare a lewd man fpcake,
for euery woman cannot when fhee is tempted, when
‘the witked fiend gets her into his fnares efcape like
me, or graces meafure is not fo filled vp, nor fo prefl
downe 1n euery one as me, but yet I promife you a
little more: well, Ile go feeke my head, who fhal
t;ke me in the gates of his kind armes vatoucht of

Kz’ng ‘What Madam are you fo pure now ?

#o. Yea, would not you be pure ?

. King.| No puritane.

. Flp. ~You muft be then a diuell, I can tell you.

Lab. O wife where haft thou beene

K  where did I tell you I would be I pray.
~ ~Jud; . In thy clofe walke thou faidft.

" JFlo.” And was Inot?
. . Truly I know not, I neither looked nor
kn ed, for Labefha told me that you, and faire
Maursa weré at Verones ordinarie.

K. ¢/hat my lord you are a wife man to
be,leeﬁ)”fool. .
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Flo. Well my good head, for my part I forgiue
you : but furely you do much offend to be fufpicious.
where thete is no trufl, there is no loue, and where
there is no loue twixt man and wife, theres no good
dealing furcly : for as men fhould eucer loue their wiues,
fo fhould they euer truft thg, for what loue,is there
where there is no truft ?

King. She tels you true, wy lord.

Lab.  She doth my liege; and deare wife pardon
this and [ will never be fufpicious more.

Flo. Why I fay, T do.

Enter Lemot, leading Labefla in a halter.

Lem.  Looke you niy liege, I haue done fimple fer-
uice amongefl you, here is one had hanged himfelfe
for loue, thinking his Miftreffe had done fo for him:
well, fee your Miflrefle Jives.

Labefi.  And doth my Miftrefle live ¢

Kuing.  Shee doth, O noble knight, hut not your
Miflrelfe now.

Zab. Sblood, but fhe fhall for me, or for nd body
elfe.

Lem. 1low now, what a traitor, draw vpon the
King.

Lab, Yea, or vpon any woman here 1 a good
caule.

King. Well fweete Befia let her marry Dowyfecer,
Ile get thee a wife worth fifteene of her, wilt thou,
haue one that cares not for thee ¥

Lab. WNot I, by the Lord, I fcorne her, Tle haue
her better if I can get her.

King. Why thats well (aid.

Lem. What Madam are you turned puritan agafie §

Flo. When was I other, pray ?

LZem. Marie, Ile tell you when, when you went to
the Ordinarie, and when you made falfe fignes o your
hufband, which 1 could tell him all.

Flo. Curfed be he that maketh debate twdgf, man
& wife. y

S
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Lem. O rare feripturian ! you haue fealed vp my
lips, a hall, a hall, the pageant of the Butterie.

Enley two with lorches, the one of them Moren, then my
kol and kis fon, then his maid drefl like Queenc
" Fortune, with twe pots in her hands.

“King. What is he 1

ZLem,  This is Verones fonne, my he&,e

King. What fhall he do?

w Cuf Speak fome fpeach that his father hath made
for him,~

Qu. Why is he good at fpeeches?

Cat. O he is rare at fpeaches.

Boy. Faire ladies moft tender, and nobles mofl
flender, and gentles whofe wits be fcarce.

Ki. My hott,, why do you call vs nobles mofl
flender %

Ao/t And it fhall pleafe your Grace, to be flender
is to be proper, and therfore where my boy faies
nobles moft flender, it is as much to fay, fine and
proper nobles ?

L. Yea, but why do you call vs gentles whofe
wits are {carce.

Hyft. To be fcarce, is to be rare: and therefore
Where as he fayes Gentles whofe wits be {carce, is as
much as to {ay, Gentles whofe wits be rare.

Lem. Well, forwards trunchman, ~

Boy. Faire ladies moft tender, and nobles moft
flender, and gentles whofe wittes be fcarce, Queene
Fortune doth come with her trumpe and her drumme,
as it may appeare by my voice.

Lab. Come hither, are you a f{choolemaifter,”

e. was -Fértune Queene, of what countrey or
Jangdome ¢

7. Wy fir, Fortune was Queene ouer all the
W,

Lab, Thats a lie, theres none that euer conquered
all the world, but maifter A%fander, 1 am fure of
ghgt'} .

5
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ZLem. O rare Monfieur Zabe/ha, who would haue
;houcg}?t hee could haue found fo rarec a fault in the
peach.

2ofl.  Tle alter it if it pleafe your grace.

King. No, tis very well,

Bgy. Father I muft begin againe they interrupt
me fo

Hoff. 1 befeech your grace giue the boy leaue to
begin again.

King. With all my heart, tis fo good we cannote
heare it too oft.

Boy. Fair ladies moft tender, and nobles moft
flender, and gentles whofe wittes are {carce, Qucene
Fortune doth come with her Fife, and her Drum, as it
doth appeare by my voice, here is Fortune good, but
il by the rood, and this naught but good fhall do you,
dealing the lots out of our pots, and fo good For-
tunc to you fir.

Zem.  Looke you my liege, how hee that caries the
torch trembles extreamly.

King. 1 warrant tis with care to carie his“iorch
well.

Lem.  Nay there is fomething elfe in the wind :
why my hofl, what meanes thy man Jagues to trem-
ble fo ?

Hofl. Hold flill thou knaue, what art thou afrald
to Jooke vpon the goodly prefence of a king: hold
vp for fhame,

Lem.  Alas poore man, he thinks tis Jagues his
man : poore lord, how much is he bound to fuffer for
his wife ?

King. Hearke you mine hoft, what goodly perfon
is that ? is it Fortune her felfe ?

Hoft. Tle tell you Maieftie in fecrete who ‘it 1s, it
is my maide Jaquena.

King. 1 promife you fhe becomes her ftate ra'ely

Lem, Wecll my liege, you were all content that I
fhould make your pofes: well, here they bg.guery
one: giue Mafter Verone his fiue crownes. -
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King. Theres mine and the Queenes.

Labefh.  Theirs ours.

Dow. And there is mine and Martias.

Lon, Come Labgfha thy money.

ZLab. You mufl lend me fome, for my boy is runne
away with m{ purfe.

Ze. Thy boy ? I neuer knew any that thou hadit.

ZLad. Had not I a boy three or foure yeares ago,
and he ran away.

ZLem. And neuer fince he went thou hadfi not a
peny, but ftand by, Tle excufe you. But firrah Cata-
ltan, thou fhalt fland on one fide and reade the prifes,
apd I will ftand on the other and read the Pofes.

Cat. Content Lemot.

Lem. Come on Queene Fortune, tell euery man
his pofic, this is orderly, the King and Qucene are firft.

King. Come let vs fec what goodly pofes you
haue giuen vs.

ZLem. This is your Maicflies, At the faireft, fo it bee
not Martia.

K. A plague, vpon you, you are fill playing
the villaines with me.

ZLem. This is the Queenes, Obey the Queene : and
the fpeakes it to her husband, or to Fortunc, which
the will,

Cat. A prife: Your Maiefties is the fumme of
foure fhillings in gold.

King. Why how can that be, there is no fuch

coyne.
Hoffl. Herce is the worth of it, if it pleafe your
grace.
uee. 'Well, whats for me ?
¢. A heart of gold.
vQuee® A goodly icwell.
ﬁ Count Labderucle and Florila,
Whats my pofie fir I pray ?
ZLe. Mary this my Lord,
Of nes friends, that hath ioy in this life,
He 13 moft .happy that puts a fure truft in his wife.
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ZLa. A very good one fir, I thanke you for it.

Flo. Whats mine I pray 9

ZLe.  Mary this Madam, .
Good fortune, be thou my good fortune bringer,
And make me amends for my poore bitten finger.

ZLa. Who bit your §nger wife | :

Flo. No body ; tis vain pofie.

Ca. Blanke for my lord Laberucle, for his wife a
pofie, a paire of holy beades with a crucifix. .

Flo. O bommination Idole, Ile none of them,

Ky, XKcep them thy felf Veron, the will not
haue them.

Le. Dowjecer and Martia, I haue fitted your lord-
fhip for a pofie.

Dow. Why, what isit?

v Le.  Ante omnia vna.

Mar., And what is mine fir ?

Lem. A Aerious one, I warrant you change : for
the better. ‘

Ja. ‘Thats not amiffe. .

Cat. A price : Dowfecer hath a cats eyes, o Mer-
curies rod of gold, fet with Tacinths and Emeralds.

Dow. What is for Martia?

Ca. AMartia hath the two ferpents heades fet with
Diamonds.

ZLe. What my hoft Verone'

K;. What? is he in for his owne icwells

Le. O what els my licge, tis our bountie, and his
pofie is

To tell you the truth, in words plaine and mild

Verone loues his maide, and fthe is great with child.

Ki. What Queene fortune with child, thall we haue
yong fortunes my hoft ¢ .

Hpff. T am abufed, and if it pleafe your Mnicﬁm,

Maid, 1le play no more. .

Lem.  No faith you need not now, you have biaid
your bellic full alreadie. .

Hofl. Stand ftill good Jaguena, they do byt ieaft.

Maid. Yea, but I like no fuch icafting.
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Lem. Come grcat Queene Fortune, let fee your
lp;c:{xes, what madam, alas, your ladithip is one of the

Coun. What is my pofie fir I pray?

Lem., Marie Madame your pofie is made in ma-
ner and forme of an Eccho, as if you were feeking your
husbande, and fortune fhould be the Kccho, and this
you fay : where is my husbande hid fo long vamafkt,
mafkt? fayes the Eccho: but in what place fwegte For-
tune? let me heare : heare fayes the Iiccho.

King. Thereyou lie Eccho, for if he were here we
mufl needes fee hin.

Zem, Indeed fweete King, there me thinkes the
Eccho mufl needes lie, if hce were here wee muft
needes see him, tis one of tho that caries the
torches : no that camnot be neither, and yet by the
Maffe heres Jagwes, why my hofl, did not you tell
me that Juqguwes thould be a torchbearer : who is this ¢
Gods my life, my lord. PY

Aor® Aud you be Gentlemen let me go.

Coun. Nay cope your way, you wmay be well
enough athamed to thew your face that is a periured
wretch, did not you fweare, if there were any wenches
at the ordinarie, you would ftraight come home ?

e King. «Why, who tolde you Madam, there were
any there 9 .

Count. He that will fland to it, Lemot my liege.

Lem, Who I fland to it, alas, I tolde you in kind-
neffe, and good will, becaufe 1 would not haue you
companie long from your hufband.

Mpr. Who loe you bird, how much you are de-
ceiued.

« €0. Why whetefore were you afraid to be feene ¢
o Mo/ Who I afraid ? alas I bore a torch to grace
wiliig, honorable prefence, for nothing cls fwecte
birde

King Thankes, good Moren, fee lady wish what
wrghgeyou have purfued your moft inamored lord :
but come jpow al are friends, now is this day fpent
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with anhurtfull motiues of delight, and ouer ioyes more
my fenfes at the night : and now for Dowjfecer, if ‘all
will follow my deuife, his beauteous loue and he fhall
married be, and here I folemnly inuite you all home
to my court, where with feaftes wee will crowne this
myrthfull day, and vow it to renowne.

FINIS.

LONDON
Printed by Valentine Simmes.

1509.
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To my long lowd and Honourable
Jriend Siv Thomas Walsingham
Knight.

Should I expose to euery common eye,

The least allow'd birth of my shaken braine ;
And not entitle 1t perticulerly

To your acceptance, I were wurse then vaine.
Andﬂthough I am most loth to passe your slght

" with any such Jight marke of vanitie,
Being markt with Age for Aimes of greater weight,

and drownd 1n darke Death-vshering melancholy,
Yet least by others stealth 1t be imprest,

without my pasport, patcht with others wit,
Of two enforst 1ills I elect the least ;

and so desire your loue will censure 1t ;
Though my old fortune keepe me still obscure,
The light shall stll beway my ould loue sure,






Prologus.

T He fortune of a Stage (like Fortunes felfe)
Amazeth greatefl iudgements : And nonc knowes
The hidder: caufes of thofe flrange effelds,
Tat 1P from this Hell, or fall from this Heanen :
. Who'tan Shew caufedwhy your wits, that in ayme
A kigher Obiells, feorne to compofe Playes ;
( Though we are fure they could, would they vouckfafe
1) .
Should (dithout means to make) indge better farre,
Then thofe that make, and yel yee fee they can;
. For without your applayfe, wretched is he
‘That wndertahes the Stage, and ké's more bleft,
‘That with your glorious fauours can contefl.
Who can _fhew caufe, why tR ancient Comick ‘vaine
- Of Eupolis and Cratinus (now revin'd,
SabielZ ¥ perfonall application)
"8kl be explotied by fome bitter fplenes ?
Yet merely Comicall, and harmeleffe iefles
(Though gere fo witty) be ¢fteem'd but toyes,
If Widle of tR other fatyrifmes famce?



Prologus,

Who can jhew caufe why quick Venerian iefles,
Skowld fometimes rauifh? fometimes foll farre fhort,
Cf the iuyfl length and pleafure of your cares 7
When our pure Dames, thinke them muck lelfe obfcene,
Then thofe that winne your Panegyrick jplene ?
But our poore doomes (alas) you fnow are nothing;
To your infpired cenfure, euer we

Mufl needs jubmit, and there's the miflery.

Great are the giftes giuen to vnited heades.

To gifts, attyre, lo faire attyre, the flage
Helps much, for if our other audience fee

You on the flage depart before we end,

Our wits goe with you all, and we are fooles |
So Fortune gouernes in thefe flage euents,
That mevit beares leafl fway in mofl contents.
Auriculas Afini quis non habet %

How we flall then appeare, we mufl referre
Tv Magicke of your dvomes, that ncucr erre.

’

Jﬁ\
s%iﬁ.i



All Fooles.

Altus primi. Scana prima.

Fnter Rynaldo, Fortunio, Valerio.

N Ryn : An one felfc caufe, in fubieéls fo a like
V7 As you two are, produce effet fo vnlike!
Onec like¢ the Turtle, all in mournefull ftraines,
Wailing his fortunes ? Th’ other like the Larke
Mounting the fky in fhrill and cheerefull notes :
Chaunting his ioyes afpir'd, and both for loue ?
In one, lone rayfeth Ly his violent heate,
Moyﬂ)ﬁpoum from the heart into the eyes,
F-om wheacd they growne his Brefl in dayly fhowers ,
In th’ other, his diuided power infufeth
Onely a temperate and mofl kindly warmth,
That giues life to thofe fruites of wit and vertue,
Which the vakinde hand of an vaciuile father,
Had almoft nipt in the delightfome bloffome.
For. O brother loue rewards our feruices
With a mofl partiall and iniurious hand,
If you confider well our different fortunes :
Valerio loues, and ioyes the dame he Joues H
1 loue, and never can enioy the fight
Of her 1 loue, fo farre from conquering
Trr my defires affault, that I can come
TH lay no battry to the Fort I feeke ;
e ﬁﬂages to it, fo ftrongly kept,
By flaite guard of her Father.
Ryn. ] -dare fwéare,
If i1 Gfert in loue meafur'd reward,
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Your fortune fhould exceede Valerios farre :

For I am witnes (being your Bedfellow)

Both to the dayly and the nightly feruice,

You doe vnto the deity of lote,

In vowes, fighes, teares, and folitary watches,. |

He neuer ferues him with fuch facnfice, ,

Yet hath his Bowe and Shaftes at his commaund :

Loues feruice is much like our humorous Lords ;

Where Minions carry more then Seruitors.

The bolde and carelefle feruant ftill obtaines :

The modeft and refpective, nothing gaines ;,

You neuer fee your loue, vnleffe in dreames,

He, Hymen puts in whole poffeffion :

What different ftarres raign’d when your loues were

borre,

He forc’t to weare the Willow, you the horne ?

But brother, are you not atham'd to make

You felfe a flaue to the bafe Lord of loue,

Begot of Fancy, and of Beauty borne ? »

And what 1s Beauty # a meerc Quinteffence,

Whofe hfe is not in being, but in feeming ;

And therefore is not to all eyes the fame,

But bke a coufoning picture, which one way

Shewes like a Crowe, another like a Swanne ;

And vpon what ground 1s this Beauty drawne ?

Vpon a Woman, a motft brittle creature, .

And would to God (for my part) that were all,
Fort. But tell me brother, did you neuer loue ¥
Ryn. You know I did, and was belou’d againe,

And that of fuch a Dame, as all men deem’d

IHonow’d. andgnade me happy in her fauours,

FExceeding faire fhe was not; and yet faire

In that fhe neuer ftudyed to be fayrer

Then Nature made her ; Beauty coft her nothing}

11¢r vertues were fo rare, they would haue made

An .Ethyop beautifull : At leaft, fo thought

By fuch as flood aloofe, and did obferue her

With credulous eyes ; But what they were’ i.zgeed

1le fpare to blaze, becaufe I lou’d her once,
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Onely I found her fuch, as for her fake

I vow eternall warres againft their whole fexe,

Inconftant thattle-cocks, louing fooles, and iefters ;

Men rich in durt, and tytles fooner woone

With the moft vile, then the moft vertuous :

Foung! true to none : if one amongft whole hundreds

Chance to be chafte, the is {o proude withall,

Wayward and rude, that one of vnchafte lifc,

Is oftentimes approu’d, a worthier wife :

Vndrefled, fluttifh, nafty, to their husbands,

Spung'd vp, adorn’d, and painted to their louers

All day in ceffelefle vprore with their houfholdes,

If all the night their husbands haue not pleaf’d them.

Like hounds, moft kinde, being beaten and abuf'd,

Like wolues, mofl cruell, being kindelyeft v’d.

For. Fye, thou prophan’ft the deity of their fese.
Ry. Brother 1 read, that <%t heretofore,

Had 'Temples of the 1iches frame on earth ;

Much like this goodly edifice of women,

With Alwblafler pillers were thofe Temples,

Vphetde and beautified, and fo a1e women :

Moft curioufly glaz'd, and {o are women ;

Cunningly painted too, and fo arc women ;

In out-fide wondrous heauenly fo are women :

Rut when a firanger view'd thofe phanes within,

In flead of Gods and Goddefles, he thould finde

A painted fowle, a fury, or a ferpent,

, And fuch celeftiall inner parts haue women.
Val. Rynaldo, the poore Foxe that loft his tayle,

Pcrfwaded others alfo to loofe theits:

Thy felfe, for one perhaps that for def®rt

Or fome defeét in thy attempts refuf’d thee,

Raudl'ft the whole fexe, beauty, loue and all :

I well tifBe, Loue, is Natures fecond fonne,

'r.:ag‘}[ a fpring of vertues where he fhines,

And #8 without the Sunne, the Worlds great eye,
All colours, beauties, both of Arte and Nature,
Aregiuc#h vaine to men, fo without loue
All beaties,bred in women are in vaine ;
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All vertues borne in men lye buried,

For loue informes then as the Sunne doth colours,
And as the Sunne refle€ting his warme beames
Againft the earth, begets all fruites and flowers :
So luue, fayre fhining in the inward man, ~
Brings foorth in him the honourable fruites

Of valour, wit, vertue, and haughty thoughts,
Braue refolution, and diuine difcourfe :

O tis the Paradice, the hcauen of earth,

And didft thou know the comfort of two hearts,
In one delicious harmony vnited ?

As to ioy one ioy, and thinke both one thought,
“Liuc both one hfe, and thercin double life :

To fee ther foules met at an enter-view

In thar bright cyes, at parle in their lippes,
Their language hiffes :  And to obferue the refi,
Touches, embraces, and ecach circumftance
Of all loues moft vnmatched ceremonies :

Thou wouldft abhorre thy tongue for blafphemy,
() who can comprehend how {fwect loue tafl
But he that hath been prefent at his feaftest

Ryn. Are you in that vaine too Palerio

Twere fitter you fhould be about your charge,
Ilow Plow and Cart gocs forward ; I haue knowne
Your ioyes were all imployde in husbandry,
Your fludy was how many loades of hay

A meadow of fo many acres ycelded;

How many Oxcn fuch a clofe would fat'
And is your rurall feruice now conuerted

From Pan to Cupidt and from beaftes to women ¥
O if your father knew this, what a leCture

Of bitter caftigation he would read you?

Val. My father ! why my father? does he thinke
To rob me of my felfe ? T hope I knpw -
1 am 2 Gentleman, though his couetous humoyse-
And education hath trapfform’d me Bayly, o
And made me ouerfeer of his paftures,

Tle be my felfe. in fpight of husbandry.
Euter Gratiana.
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And fee bright heauen here comes my husbandry,
. SV Amplefitur eam.

Here thall my cattle graze, here Va%ar drinke,

Here will I hedge and ditch, here hide my treafure,
‘O poore Fortunsp, how wouldft thou tryumph,

If thou eénjoy’dft this happines with my Sifter ¢

Feor. 1 were in heauen if once twere come t® that.

Ryn. And me thinkes tis my heauen that I am

paft it,

And fhould the wretched Macheuilian,

The couetous Knight your father fee this fight
Lufty Valerio,

Val. Sfoote Sir if he fhould,

He fhall perceiue ere long my fkille extends
To fomething more, then fweaty husbandry.

Syn. 1le bear thee witnes, thou canft fkill of dice,
Cards, tennis, wenthing, dauncing, and what not?
And this is fomething more then husbandry :

Th’ art known in Ordinaries, and Z#bacco fhops,
“Truled in Tauernes and in vaulting houfes,

And this is fomething more then husbandry:

Yet all this while, thy father apprehends thee
For the moft tame and thriftie Groome in Eurgpe.

For. Well, he hath venterd on a mariage
~Would quite vndoe him, did his father know it.

- Rin, Know it? alas Sir where can he beftow
This pocre Gentlewoman he hath made his wifc,
But his inquifitive father will' heare of it?

Who, like the dragon to th’ efperean fruite,

Is to his haunts ¢ flight hence, the olde knight comes.
N Intrat Goflanso.  Omnes aufugiunt,

goﬂ. . Rynaldo. v
_ Rym ‘Whofe that calles? what Sir Gofflanzo
How fares your Knighthood Sir?

@»%. Say who was that

- Shrunke gt my entry here? was’t not your brother

_Ryn, e fhrunke not fir, his bufines call’d him

" hence. .
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Gofl. And was it not my fonne that went out
with him ¢
Ryn. 1 faw not him, I was in ferious fpeech
About a fecret bufines with my brother.
Gofl. Sure twas my fonne, what made he here?
I fent him
About affaires to be dispacht in haft.
Ryd. Well fir, left filence breed vniuft fufpect, -
He tell a fecret I am fworne to keep,
And craue your honoured affiftance in it.
Gofi. What ift Rynaldo
Ryn. This fir, twas your fonne.
Gofl. And what yong gentlewoman grac'tt their
company ?
Ryn. Thereon depends the fecret I muft viter:
That gentlewoman hath my brother maryed.
Gofi. Maryed? what is the?
Ryn. Faith fir, a gentlewoman :
But her vnnurifhing dowry muft be tolde
Out of her beauty. .
Gofl. Is it true Rynaldo?
And does your father vnderfland fo much?
Ryn. That was the motion fir, 1 was entreating
Your fonne to make to him, Lecaufe 1 know
He is well fpoken, and may much preuaile
In fatiffying my father, who much loues him,
Both for his wifedome and his husbandry.
Gof. Indeede he’s one can tell his tale I tell you,
And for his husbandry. .t
Ryn. O fir, had you heard,
What thrifty difcipline he gaue my brother,
For making chgyce without my fathers knowledge,
And without riches, you would haue admyr'd higa.u
Gofi. Nay, nay, I know him well, but what
was it o
Ryn. That in the choyce of wiues men m&{ re-
fpect ’ {
The chiefe wife, riches, that in euery courfdy .
A mans chiefe Load-flarre fhould fhine out of riches,
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Loue nothing hartely in this world but riches;
Caft off all friends, all ftudies, all delights,
All honefty, and religion for riches:
And many fuch, which wifedome fure he learn’d
Of his expcrient father; yet my brother,
So foothes his rafh affeftion, and prefumes
So highly on my fathers gentle nature,
That he’s refolu’d to bring her home to him,
And like enough he will.

Goff. And like enough.
Your filly father too, will put it vp,
An honeft knight, but much too much indulgent
To his prefuming children.

Ryn. What a difference
Doth interpofe it felfe, twixt him and you?
Had your fonpe v{'d you thus?

Gofi. My fonne? alas
I hope to bring him vp in other fathion,
Followes my husbandry, fets early footc
Into the world; e comes not at the citty,
Nor sfiowes the citty Artes.

Ryn. But dice dnd wenching. Aerfus.
Goff. Acquaints himfelfe with no delight but
getting,

& perfect patterne of fobricty,
Temperance and husbandry to all my houtholde,
And what's his company I pray ? not wenches.
Ryn. Wenches? I durft be fiyorne he neuer fmelt
A wench's breath yet, but methinkes twere fit
You fought him out a wife.
Goft. A wife Rynaldo
He dares not lookee a woman in the face.
Jyn. ~ Sfoote holde him to one, your fonne fuch a
o fheep i
‘ T1s ftrange in earneft.
Well fir, thouz,h for my thriftlefic brothers
fakz
I ljgtle c#f® how my wrong'd father father takes it,
Yet for my fathers quiet, if your felfe
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Would ioyne hands with your wife and toward Sonne,
I fhould deferue it fome way,
Goft. Good Ryraldo,
I loue you and your father, but this matter
15 not for me to deale in: And tis ncedleffe,
You fay your brother is refolu’d, prefuming
Your father wlll allow it.
Enter Marcantonio.
Ryn. See my father,
Since you are refolute not to moue him Sir,
In any cafe conceale the fecret Alfeondit fe.
By way of an attonement let me pray you will.
Ggft. Vpon mine honour,
Ryn. Thankes Sir.
Mar. God faue thee honourable Knight ‘Goftanso.
Goft.  Friend Marc Antonio? welcome, and I
thinke
T haue good newes to welcome you withall.
Ryn. He cannot holde.
Mar. What newes I pray you Sir? ‘
Guft. You haue a Torward, valiant eldeft Sdmne,’
But wherein is his forwardnes, and valour ?
Mar. I know not whercin you intend him fo,
Gofi. Torward before, valiant behinde, his duety,
That he hath dar'd before your due confent
To take a wife.
Mar. A wife fir? what is fhe ¢
Gofl. Onme that is rich eunough, her hayre pure
Amber,
Her forehead mother of pearle, her faire eyes
Two wealthy diamants : her lips, mines of Rubies :
Her teeth, are orient pearle, her necke, pure Iuory.
Mar. Teft not good Sir, in an affayre fo ferious,.
I loue my fonne, and if his youth reward me =
With his contempt of my confent in marriage :
Tis to be fear'd that his prefumption buildes n8F
Of his good choyce, that will beare out it {=lfe,
And being bad, the newes is worfe then b. .
Gofi. What call you bad ? is it bad to be poore ¥



. Al Fooles. 423

Mzr. The world accounts it fo ; but if my foone
Haue in her birtlr and vertues helde his choice,
Without difparagement, the fault is leffc.

Goft. ]Sits the winde there ? blowes there fo calme

a gale .
From a contemned and deferned anger ¢
Are you fo eafie to be difobay’d?

Mar. What fhould I doc? if my enamour’d fonne
Haue been fo forward ; T affure my felfe
He did it more to fatisfie his loue,

Then td incenfe my hate, or to neglect me.

Gofi. A palling kinde conftruction ; fuffer this,
You ope him doorcs to any villany,

He'le dare to fell, to pawne, runne euer ryot,

Defpife your loue in all, and laugh at you :

And thet knights competency you haue gotten

With care and labour; he with lufl and idleneffe

Will bring into the ftypend of a begger ;

All to maintaine a wanton whirly-gig,

c’orth nothing more then fhe brings on her back,
etll your wealth too little for that back :

By heauen I pitty your declining flate,

For be affur'd your fonne hath fet his foote,

Tn the right path-way to confurnption :

oVp to the heart in loue ; and for that loue,

Nothing can be too deare his louc defires:

And how infatiate and unlymited,

Is the ambition and the heggerly pride

Of a dame hoyled from a beggers flate,

To a flate competent and plentifull,

You cannot be fo fimple not to know.

Mar, I muft confeffe the mifchicfe : But alas
Where is in me the power of remedy 1

® 3%, Where? in your iuft difpleafure: cafi him

L3
Rec#ug; him not, let him endure the vie
Of their giiforced kindneffe that muft truft him
Far mefte and money, for apparrell, houfe,
And euery thing belongs to that eftate,
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Which he muft learne with want of mifery,
Since pleafure and a full eftate hath blinded
His diflolute defires.

Mar. What thould I doe?

If T thould banifh him my houfe and fight,

What defperate refolution might it breed ?

To runne into the warres, and there to liue

In want of competencie and perhaps

Tafte th’ vnrecouerable loflfe of his chiefe limbes,
Which while he hath in peace, at home with me,
May with his fpirit, ranfome his cftate .
From any loffe his marriage can procure.

Gofl. Tft true! Ne let him runne into the warre,
And lofe what limbes he can: better one branch
Be lopt away, then all the whole tree fhould perith :
And for his wants, better young want then olde,
You have a younger fonne at Padoa,
I like his learning well, make him your heire,
And let your other walke : let him buy wit
Att’s owne charge, not at’s fathers, if you loofe him,
You loofe no more then that was lofl before,
If you recouer him, you finde a fonne.

Mar. 1 cannot part with him. .

Gost. 1f it be {o, and that your loue to him be fo

extreame, .

In necdfull daungers, euer chufe the leaft :
If he thould be in minde to pafie the Seas,
Your fonne Kynalde (who tolde me all this)
Will tell me that, and fo we fhall preuent it :
If by no fterne courfc you will venture that,
Let him come home to me with his faire wife :
And if you chaunce to fee him, fhake him vp,
As if your wrath were hard to be reflected, -
That hc may feare hereafter to offend
In other diffolute courfes : At my houfe
With my aduice and my fonnes good example,
Who fhall ferue as a glaffe for him to fee
His faults, and mend them to his prefident
1 make no doubt but of a diffolut Sonne
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And difobedient, to fend him home
Both dutifull and thriftie,
Mar. O Goftanzo!
Could you do this, you thould preferue your felfe,
A perfet friend of mee, and mee a Sonne.
Gofi. Remember you your part, and feare not

mine :
Rate him, reuile him, and renounce him too :
Speak, can you doo't man ? . .
Mar. Iledoall I can. Exit Mar.

b Gofl. . Ahlas good man, how Naturc ouer-wayes
im.
Rynaldo comes forth.
Ryn. God faue you Sir.
Gofi. Rynaldo, All the Newes
You told mee as a fecret, T perceiue
Is pafsing common ; for your Father knowes it,
The firlt thing he related, was the Marriage,
Kyn. And was extreamly moou'd ?
Gofl.- Yeyond all meafure:
But J did all I could to quench his furic:
Told him how eafie*t'was for a young man
To runne that Anrorous courfe : and though his choyct
Were nothing rich, yet fhee was gentlie borne,
Well quallified and beautifull : But hee.full
YWas yuite relentles, and would needes renounce him.
Kyn. My Brother knowes it well, and is refolud
To trayle a Pyke in Field, rather then bide
The more feard pufh of my vext Fatheis furie.
Gofl. Indeed that’s one way: bnt are no more
mceanes
Left to his fing wits, then t'incence his Father
With a2 more violent rage, and to redeeme
A.Zseat offence with greater ?
Ryn. So I told him: .
But tess defperat minde all hreath is loft,
Goff. o to, let him be wife, and vfe his friendes,
Among om, Ile be formoft to his Father :
WRhout this defperate errour he intends
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Ioynd to the other ; Ile not doubt to make him
Eafie returne into his Fathers fauour : :
So he fubmit himfelfe, as duetie bindes him :
For Fathers will be knowne to be them fclues,
And often when their angers are not deepe,
Will paint an outward Rage vpon their lookes.

Rin. Al this I told him Sir ; but what fayes hee ?
I know my Father will not be reclaymde,

Heele thinke that i he wincke at this offence,
4’will opan doores to any villanie :

lle dare to fell to pawne, and run all ryot, ,

To laugh at all his paticnce, and confime

All he hath purchaft to an honord purpofe,

In maintenance of a wenton Whirligigg,

Worth nothing more than fhe weares on her backe.

Goff. The very words I vid t' incenfc his Father,
But good Rwmolde let him be aduifile :

How would his Father gricue, fhould he be maynd,
Or quite mifcarie in the rthles warre?

Rin. I told him fo; but better farr (fayd hee,)
One branch fhould vtterly be lopt away, B
Then the whole Tree of all his rate thould perifh :
And for his wants, better yong want, then eld.

Gost. DBy heauen the fame words fiill I vide t' his

Father.
Why comes this about? Well, good Rinaldo,
If hee dare not indure his Fathers lookes,
Let him and his faire wife come home to me,
Till I bave quallified his Fathers paffion,
He fhall be kindly welcome, and be fure
Of all the interceffion I can vfe, °

Rin. 1 thanke you fir, Ile try what I can doe,
Although I feare me I fhall firiue in vaine. .

Gost. Well, try him, try him. - Egit.

Rin. Thanks fir, fo I will.

See, this old politique diffembling Xnight, .
Now he perceiues my Father fo affeCtionaje,
And that my brother may hereafler liue

By him and his, with equall vie of either,
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He will put on a face of hollowe friendthip.
But, this will proue an excellent ground to fowe
The seede of mirth amongft vs ; Ile go feeke
Valerio and my brother, and tell them
Such newes of their affaires, as they’le admire. .
Exit.
Enter Gazclta, Bellonora, Gratiana.

Gaze. How happie are your fortunes aboue mine %
Both fill being woode and courted : fill fo feeding
On the delightes of loue, that ftill you finde -

An appetite 10 more ; where I amn cloyde,
And being bound to loue fportes, care not for them.

Bell, That is your fault Gasetfa, we haue Loues
Ang wifth continuall company with them
In honour'd marriage rites, which you enioy.

But feld or never can we get a looke

Of thofe we loue, Fortunio my deare choyce
Dare not be knowne to loue me, nor come necre
My Fathers houfe, where I as in a prifon
Confume my loft dayes, and the tedious nights,
My Father guardigg me for one 1 hate

And Grafiuna heresmy rothers loue,

Ioyes him by fo much ftelth, that vehenient feare
Drinkes vp the fweetneffe of their ftolne delightes :
Where you enioye a husband, and may freely
Performe all obfequies you defire to loue.

Gaze. Indeede I haue a husband, and his love
Is more then 1 defire, being vainely icloufe »
Extreames, tho' contrarie, haue the like cffeéls,
Extrcames heate mortifics like extreame colde
Extreame loue breddes facictie as well
As extreame Iatred ; and too violent rigour,
Tempts Chaftetie as much, as too much Licence:

% Nno mans eye fixt on mee but doth pierce
My Husbandes foule : If any afke my wel-fare ¢
Hee fwight doubts Treafon pra¢tis’d to his bed:
Fanciés bug to himfelfe all likelihoods
Of my wisfig to him, and layes all on mee
F&® certaine trueths ; yet feekes he with his beft,
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To put Difguife on all his Ielofie,
Fearing perhaps, leaft it may teach me that,
Which otherwife I thould not dreame vpon :
Yet liues he fill abrode, at great expence,
*Turns merely Gallant from his Farmers fiate,
Vfes all Games and recreations:
Runnes Races with the Gallants of the Court,
Feaftes them at home, and entertaines them coftly,
And then vpbraydes mee with their companie:
Enter Cornelio.
See fee wee, wee fhalbe troubl'd with him now.
Cor. Now Ladyes, what plots haue we now in
hand ¢
They fay, when onely one Dame is alone,
Shee plots fome mifchiefe ; but if three together,
They plot three hundred : Wife, the Ayre is fharpe,
Y’ad befl to take the houfe leaft you take cold.
Gaz. Abhlas this time of yeere yecldes no fuch
danger,
Cor. Goe, in I fay ; a friend of yours attends you.
Gasz. Hee is of your bringing, and may flaye *
C#r. Nay ftand not chopping® Logicke ; in I pray.
Gaz. Yee fee, Gentlewomeh, what my happines

15,
Thefe humors raigne in mariage { .
humors, humors. Exit, ke followcth.

Gra. Now by my Seoth I am no fortune teller,
Aund would be loth to prooue fo ; yet ptonounce
This at aduenture, that t'were indecorum
This Heffer thould want horn¢s. v

Bell.  Fie on this Loue,

I rather with to want, then purchafe fo.

Gra, In deede fuch Loue is like a Smokie fir
In a cold morning ; though the Fire be cheerefidl,
Yet is the Smoke fo fowre and comberfome,
T'were Detter lofe the Fire, then finde the Sfmfe :
Such an attendamt then as Smoke to Firef
Is Telofie to Loue : Better want both,

Then have beth.
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Enter Valerio and Fortunio.
Val. Come Fortunio, now take hold
On this occafion, as my felfe on this:
One couple more would make a Barly-breake.
For. 1feare Valerio, wee fhall breake too foone,
Your Fathers Ielofie Spy-all, will difpleafe vs.
Val. Well Wench, the daye will come his Argus

eyes
Will thut, and thou fhalt open : Sfoote, T thinke
Dame Natures memorie begins to fayle her:
If I write but my Name in Mercers Bookes,
¥ am as fure to haue at fixe months end
A Rafcole at my clbow with his Mace,
As I am fure my Fathers not farre hence :
My Father yet hath ought Dame Nature debt
‘Thefe threefcore yeeres and ten, yet cals not on him -
Bat if fhee turne her Debt-booke ouer once,
And finding him her debtor, do but fend
Her Sergeant Jokn Dcath to arrefl his body,
OQur Soules fhall reft Wench, then, And the free Light
Shall, triumph in our faces ; where now Night,
In imitation of my Fathers frownes,
Lowres at our meeting :
Linter Rinald.

See where the Scholler comes.

Rin. Downe on your knees ; poore louers rcucr

ence learning.

For. T pray thee why Rinaldo ?

Rin. Marke what caufe
Flowes from my depth of knowledge to your loues,
To make you kneele and bleffe me while you liue.

Val. 1 pray thee, good Scholards giue vs caufe,
* Rin. .Markc then, ere¢t your eares: you kuow

* *axbat horror

Would flye on your loue from your fathers frownes,
If he (hglild know it. And your fifter here,
{My Brottyrs fweete hart) knowes afwell what rage
Would few® his powets for her, if he thould knowe
M9 brother woo'd her, or that the lou'd him,
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Is not this true § fpeake all,
Omn. Al this is truc.
Rin. It is as true that now 'you meete by felth |
In depth of midnight, kiffing out at grates,
Clime ouer walles. And all this 1le reforme.
I'ale. By Logicke.
Rin.  Well fir, you fhall haue all meanes
To live in one houfe, eate and drinke together,
Meete and kiffe your fils,
Val. All this by learning ?
Rin. 1, and your frowning father know all this.
I'al. 1 marry, fmall learning may proue that.
Rin. Nay he thall know it, and defire it too,
Welcome my Brother to him, and ;our wife,
Entreating both to come and dwell' with him.
1Is not this flrange ?
For. T too firange to be true.
Rin. 'I'is in this head fhall worke it: Therefore
heare ;
Brotler, this' Lady you muft call your wife, -
For I have tolde her fweet harts Father here |, -
That fhe is your wife; and becawffe my Kather
(Who now beleeues it) muft be quicted
Before you fee him, you muft liue a while
As husband to her, in his Faghers houfe.
Valerio here's a imple meane for you
To lye at racke and manger with your wedlocke
And brother, for your felfe to meete as freely
With this your long-defir'd and barred loue,
For.  Youmake vs wonder.
Kin.  Peace, be ruld by mee,
And you fhall fee to what a perfect thape
Ile bring this rude Plott, which blind Chaunce, (the
Ape .
Of Counfaile and aduice) hath brought foorth blind.
'wlerio, can your heat of loug forbcare
Before your Father, and allow my brothe
To vfe fome kindnes to your wife before thn ¢
Val. 1 before him, I do not greatlie care,
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Nor anie where in deed ; my Sifter here
Shall be my fpie : if thee will wrong her felfe,
And giue her right to my wife, I am pleafd.

For. My dcareft life I know, will neuer feare
Anpie fuch will or thought in all my powers :
When I court her then, thinke I thinke tis thee :
When I embrace her, hold thee in mine Armes:
Come, let vs practife gainft wee fee your Father.

Val, Soft Sir, T hope you need not do it yet,
Let mee take this time.

Rin. . Come, you muft not touch her.

Val. No, not before my Father ?

Rin. No nor now,

Becaufe yon.tare fo foone to prattife it ;

For I muft bring them to him prefentlie.

Take her Fortunio ; goe, hence man and wife,
Wee will attend you rarely with fixt faces.
Valerto keepe yom countenaunce, and .confeaue
Your Father in your forged fheepifhnes,

Who thinks thou dar'fl not looke vpon a Wench,
Nomknoweft at which end to begin to kiffe her.

Lacunt.

Fons Afus Prima.
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Adtus fecundi, Sceena prima.

.

Gostanso, Marcantonio.

Gof. Tt is your owne too fimple lenitie,
And doting indulgence fhowne to him ftill
That thus hath taught your Sonne to be no Sonne,
As you haue vs'd him, therefore fo you haue. him 3
Durft my Sonne thus turnc rebell to his dutie,
Steale vp a match vnfhuting his eftate
Without all knowledge of a friend or father ;
And to make that good with a worfe offence
Adfolue to runne beyond Sea to the warres.
Durf}t‘ _my Sonne ferue me thus well, I haue flayd

1m, .

Though much againft my difpofition,
And this howre I haue fet for his repayre,
With his young mifireflc and concealed wife,
And in my houfe here they fhall foiourne both
Till your blacke angers ftorme be ouer-blowne.

Aar. My angers ftorme? Ah poore Fortunio,
One gentle word from thee would foone refolue
The ftorme of my rage to a thowre of teates.

Gyt In that vaine ftill? well Marcantonso,
Our olde acquaintance and long neighbourhood
'Ties my affe¢tion to you, and the good
Of your whole houfe ; in kinde regard whereof
1 have aduifde you for your credite fake,

And for the tender welfare of your fonne,

‘To frownc on him a little ; if you do not |,

But at firft parle take him to your fauour,

1 proteft vtterly to renownce all care

Of you and yours, and all your amities, .

They fay hee’s wretched that out of bimfeEe
,Cannot draw counfell to his propper veale;

But hee's thrice wretched that has neither counfell,
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Within himfelfe, nor apprehenfion
Of counfaile for his owne good, from another.
Mar. Well, 1 will arme ray felfe againft this weak-

nes
‘The beft I can; I long to fee this Hellene
'That hath enchaunted my young Paris thus,
And's like to fet all our poore Zrwye on figg.
Euter Valero with a Page. Marc. retyres kimjelfe.
Gy/t. Here comes my Sonne ; withdraw, take vp
your ftand,
You fhal heare odds betwixt your Sonne and mine.
¥Yal.  Tell him I cannot doo’t : Shall I be made
A foolith Nouice, my Purfe fet a broch
By euerie cheating come you feauen ? to lend
My Money and be laught at ? tell him plaine
1 Erofeﬁ'e Husbanirie, and will not play
The Prodigall like him, gainft my profeflion.

Gyt Here's a Sonne.

Mar. An admirable fparke.

Page. Well fir, Ile tell him fo. Exit Page.
* Val Sfoote, let him lead
A better Husbandslife and live not idlely,

Spending his time, his coyne, and felfe on Wenches.

Gost.  'Why what’s the matter Sonane !

Val. Cry mercie Sir ; why there comes mefiengers
From this and that braue Gallant : and fuch Gallants,
As I proteft T faw but through a Grate.

Goft. And what'’s this Meflage

Val. Faith Sir, hee's difappoynted
Of payments ; and disfurnitht of meanes prefent :

If f’would do him the kind office therefore
To trufl hita but fome feuen-night with the keeping
Qf fourtle Crownes for mee, hee deepely fweares
Awhee’s 2 Gentleman, to difcharge his truft,
And I thall eternally endeare him
To m§Wwitht feruice, he protefies and contefies.
Gost. d words Valerio ; ‘but thou art too wife
be deceiu’d by breath : Ile turne thee loofe
0 the moft cunning Cheater of them all.
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Val. Sfoote, Hee's notathamde befides tocharge mee
With a late Promife : I muft yeeld in deed,
I did (to fhift him with fome contentment)
Make fuch a frivall promife.
Gost. 1, well done,
Promifes are no Fetters : with that tongue
Thy promufg pafl, vnpromife it againe.
Wherefore has Man a Tongue, of powre to fpeake
But to fpeake ftill to his owne priuate purpofe ¢
Beafles vtter but one found ; but Men haue change
Of fpeach and Reafon, cuen by Nature given them:
Now to fay one thing, and an other now,
As beft may ferue their prefitable endes.
Afar. Ber-Ladie found inftru€lions to a Sonne.
Val. Nay Sir, he makes his claime by debt of
friendfhip.
Goft. Tufh, Fréendfhip’s but a Terme boy: the
fond world
Iike to a doting Mother glafes ouer
Her Childrens imperfe@lions with finc tearms:
What fhe calls Fundthip and true humane kindnes,*
15 onely want of true Experience*
Honeflie is but a defet of Witt,
Refpeét but meere Rufticitie and Clownerie.
. Mar. Better and better. Soft, here comes my
Sonne.
Enter Fortunion, Rinaldo, and Gratiana.
Rin, Fortunio, keepe your countcnance: See fir
here
The poore young married couple, which you pleafd
To fend for 1o your houfe.
Goft. Fortuniwo welcome,
And n that welcome 1 imploy your wiues,
Who I am fure you count your fecond felfe.
He Rifses her.
For. Sir, your right noble fauours do exye®
All powre of worthy gratitude by words,
That in your care fupplie my Fathers placg,
v Got. Fortumo, I can not cbufe but loue you,
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Being Sonne to him who long time I haue lou'd :
From whofe juft anger, my houfe fhall protect you,
Till 1 haue madc a calme way to your meetings.
Fyr. 1 little thought Sir, that my Fathers loue
Would take fo ill, fo fleight a fault as this.
Got. Call you it fleight? Nay, though his fpirit
take it
In higher manner then for your lou'd fake,
I would haue witht him ; yet I make a doubt,
Had my Sonne done the like, if my affection
Would not haue turnd to more fpleene, then your
Fathers :
And yet I quallifie him, all T can,
And doubt not but that time and my perfwafion,
Will worke out your excufle : fince youth and loue
Were th’ vurefifled organies to feduce you:
But you mutft giue him leaue, for Fathers muft
Be wonne by penitence and {ubmiffion,
And not by force or oppofition.
For. - Ahlas Sir, what aduife you mee to doe?
Fknow my Father to be highly moou’d,
And am not able t@ endwic the breath
Of his expreft difplealure, whofe hote flames
1 thinke my abfence fooneft would haue quencht.
Goft. True Sir, as fire with oyle, or elfe like them
That quench the fire with pulling downe the houfe,
You fhall remaine here in my houfe conceal’d
Till I hau. wonne your Father to conceiue
Kinder opihion of your ouerfight.
Valerio entertaine Fortunio
And his faire wifc, and gine them conduét in.
Val. Y’ are welcome fir.
Goft. - What firha is that all ?
tertainment to the Gentlewoman %
Val. Forfooth y'are welcome by my Fathers lcaue.
GoR& _What no more complement § Kiffe her you
fhee s-head,
Why wiien ! Go go Sir, call your Sifter hither.
) Evit Val.
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Iadie, youle pardon our groffe bringing vp ?
Wee dwell farre off from Court you may perceive ¢
The fight of fuch a blazing Starre as you,
Dazles my rude Sonnes witts.

Grat. Not fo good Sir,
The better husband, the more courtlie euer.

Rin. In deed a Courtier makes his lipps go farre,
As he doth all things elfe.

Enter Valerio, Bell.

Ggft. Daughter reciue
This Gentlewoman home, and vfe her kindly.’
She ki/:ffs ker.

Bell. My Father bids you kindly welcome Lady,
And therefore you muft needes come well to mee.

Graf. Thanke you for{oth.

Gog/t. Goe Dame, conduct-am in,

Excunt Rinaldo, Fortunio, Becll. Grat.
Ah errant Sheepes-head, haft thou liu'd thus long,
And dar'ft not looke 2 Woman in the face ?
Though I defirc efpecially to fee .
My Sonne a Husband, Shall I thetefore haue him
Turne abfolute Cullion? Lets fee, kifle thy hand.
Thou l;{i;‘fe thy hand % thou wip’ft thy mouth by t’
maffe.
Fie on thee Clowne; They fay the world’s growne
finer,

But I for my part neuer faw Youmgmen
Worfe fathin’d and brought vp then now a dayes.
Sfoote, when my felfe was young, was not I kept
As farre from Court as you ¢ I thinke I was:
And yet my Fathes on a time inuited
The Dutchefle of his houfe ; F beeing then
About fome fiue and twentie yeares of age,
Was thought the onelie man to entertaine Ler:
I had my Conge; plant my felfe of one I R
Draw backe the tother with a deepe fetclr honor :
Then with a Bell regard aduant mine eye™
«With boldnes on her verie vifnomie.
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Your Dauncers all were counterfets to mee :

And for difcourfe in my faire Miftreffe prefence,

I did not as you barraine Gallants doe,

Fill my difcourfes vp drinking Zdbacco ;

But on the prefent furnifht euer more

With tales and practifde fpeeches ; as fome times

What 1ft a clocke? What ftufi”s this Petticoate

What coft the making ? What the Frindge and all ?

And what fhe vnder her Petticoate ?

And fuch like wittie complements : and for need,

I could haue written as good Profe and Verfe,

As the moft beggerlie Poet of am all,

Either accroftique, Exordion,

Epithalamions, Satyres, Epigrams,

Sonnets in Doosens, or your Quatorsanies

In any Rime Mafculine, Feminine,

Or Sdruciolla, or cooplets, Blancke Verfe,

YV’ are but bench-whiftlers now a daycs to them

That were in our times: well, about your Ius-
bandrie,

GY, fer I'fayth th’ art fit for nothing elfe.

Exit. Val, prodit Mar.

Mar., Ber-Ladiec you have plaide the Courtier
rarelie,

Goft. But did you eucr fee fo blanck a Foole,
When he fhould kiffe a Wench, as my Sonne is?

Mar. Ahlas tis but a little bathfulnes,
You let him keepe no companie, nor allow him
Monie to fpend at Fence and Dauncing-fcholes,
Y’ are too feucere, y’ faith.

Goft. Ard you too fupple.
Well Sir, for your fake I haue flaide your Sonne
From«flying to the warres: now fee you rate him,
To flaie him yet from more expencefull courfes,
Wherejrtdyour lenitie will encourage him.

Mar, D¥t me alone, I thank you for this kindnes.

Excunt.
Enter Yalerio and Rinaldo.
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Rin. So, are they gone? Now tell me braue
* Valerio
Haue I not wonne the wreath from all your wits,
Brought thee t’ enioy the moft defired prefence
Of thy deare loue at home ¥ and with one labour
My brother t'enioy thy fifter, where
It had beene her vndooing t'haue him feene,
And make thy father craue what he abhorres :
T’ entreate my brother home t’ enioy his daughter,
Commaund thee kiffe thy wench, chide for not
kifsing, ’
And worke all this out of a Macheuw],
A miferable Politician ?
I thinke the like was neuer plaid before !

Vale. Indecde T muft commend thy wit of force,
And yet I know not whofc deferues moft praife
Of thine, or my wit ; thine for plotting well,

Mine, that durft vandertake and carrie it
With fuch true forme.

Rin. Well, th’ evening crownes the daie,
Perfeuer to the end, my wit hath put
Blinde Fortune in a firing into yolr hand,

Vfe it difcreetlie, keepe it from your Father,
Or you may bid all your good daies good night,

Val. Let me alone boy.

Rin. Well fir, now to varie
The pleafures of our wits, thou knowft Valerio
Here is the new turnd Gentlemans faire wife,

That keepes thy wife and fifter companie ;

With whome the amorous Courtier Doréotto

Is farre in loue, and of whome her fowre husband
Is paffing ielous, puts on Eagles eies

To prie into her carriage. Shall wee fee

If he be now from home, and vifite her.

Enter Gazetta fowing, Cornelio follobig,

See, fee, the prifoner comes.
Val But foft Sir, fee
Her iclous Iaylor followes at her heeles :
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Come, we will watch {fome fitter time to boord her,
And in the meanetime feeke out our mad crue.
My fpirit longs to fwagger.
Rin. Goe too youth,
Walke not too boldly, if the Sergeants meete you;
You may have fwaggering worke ydur bellie full.
Val. No better Copefmates,

" Gazetta fits and finges fowing.

Ile go feeke am out with this light in my hand,
The flaues grow proud with feeking out of vs. Exennt.
Cor. A pretlie worke, I pray what flowers are
thefe ? -
Gaze. The Pancie this.
Cor. O thats for louers thoughtes.
Whats that, a Columbine ¢
Gage. No,that thankles Flower fitts not my Garden.
Cor. Hun? yet it may mine:
This were a prettie prefent for fome friend,
Some gallant Courtier, as for Doriotto,
Ofic #hat adores you in his foule I know.
Val. Mee? why fnee more then your felfe I pray
Cor. O yes, hee adores you, and adhornes mee :
Vfaith deale plainelic, Doe not his kiffes relith
Much better then fuch Peflants as T am ¢
Yal. Whoft kiffes ?
Cor. Dvoiiottocs ;* does he not ?
The thing you wot on?
Val. What thing good Lord %
Cor. Why Lady, lie with you?
Val. Lie with mee 1
Cor. 1 with you.
V&l You with mee indeed.
Cer:» Nay I am told that he lies with you too,
And that he is the onely Whore-maifter
About theLittie.
Val, Yihe be fo onely,
Tis a good hearing that there are no more.
Cor. Well Mifireffe well, I will not be abufde,
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Thinge not you daunce in Netts; for though you
0 not
Make brode profefsion of your loue to him,
Vet do I vnderftand your darkeft language,
Your treads ath’ toe, your fecret iogges and wringes ¢
Your entercourfe of glaunces: euery tittle
Of your clofe Amorous rites I vnderftand,
They fpeake as loud to mee, as if you faid,
My deareft Dariotto, I am thine.
Val. Iefus what moodes are thefe? did cuer
Husband
Follow his Wife with Ielofie fo vniuft?
That once I lou™1 you, you your felfe will fweare.
And if I did, where did you lofe my Loue ?
In deed this ftrange and vndeferued vfage,
Hath powre to fhake a heart were nere fo fetled :
But I proteft all your vnkindnes, neuer
Had firength to make me wrong you, but in thought,
Cor. No, not with Deriotto }
Val. No by heauen. .
Cor. No Letters paft, nor no defignes for mesting ¢
Val. No by my hope of heauen.
Cor. Well, no time paft,
Goe goe ; goe in and fow.
Val. Well, bee it fo. Exit Val.
Cor. Sufpition is (they fay) the firl degree
. Gf deepeft wifedome : and how euer others
Inveygh againft this mood of Ieloufy,
For my part I fuppofe it the beft curb,
To check the ranging appetites that raigne
In this weake fexe : my neighbours poynt at me
For this my ieloufy ; but fhould I doe
As moft of them doe ; let my wife fly out °
To feafts and reuels, and inuite home Gallants;~
Play Menelaus, give them time and place,
While I fit like a well-taught wayting—wom#: )
Turning her eyes vpon fome worke or piéure,
Read in a Booke, or take a fayned nap, *
. While her kind Lady tgkes one to her lap 1
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No, let me flill be poynted at, and thought

A ieloufe Affe, and not a wittally Knaue,

I haue a thew of Courtyers haunt my houfe,

In thew my friends, and for my profit too:

But I perceiue vm, and will mock their aymes,

With looking to their marke, I warrant v :

I am content to ride abroad with them,

To reuell, dice, and fit their other fports ;

But by their lcaues ile haue a vigilant eye

To the mayne chaunce flill. See my braue Comrades.

Ernter Dariotts, Claudio and Valerio : Valerio putting
vp his Sword.

Dar. Well, wag, well, wilt thou flill deceiue thy
father,
And being fo fimple a poore foule before him,
Turne fwaggerer in all companiés befides ?

Claw. Had{l thou bin refted, all would haue come

forth.

Val. - Soft, fir, there lyes the poynt ; 1 do not doubt,
But §’ haue my pennyworths of thefe Rafcals one day:
1le fimoke the buzzing Hornets from their nefts,

Or elfe ile make their lether Ierkins flay.

The whorfon hungry Horfe-flyes: Foot, a man

Cannot fo foone, for want of Almanacks,

Forget his'day but three or foure bare moneths,

But firait he {ces a fort of Corporals,

To lye in Ambufcado to furprize him.
Dgr. Well, thou hadft happy fortune to efcape vm.
Val. But they thought theirs was happier to

fcape me.

I walking in the place, where mens law fuites

Are heard and pleaded, not fo much as dreaming

Oany fuch encounter, fleps me forth

Their valiant forc-man, with the word, I reft you.

I made &0 more adoe, but layd thefe pawes

Clofeon s fhoulders, tumbling him to earth ;

And there fate he on his pofteriors,

Like a Baboone ; and turning me about,
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I ftrayt efpyed the whole troope iffuing on me.

I flept me backe, and drawing my olde friend heere,

Made to the midft of them, and all vnable

T’ endure the thock, all rudely fell in rout,

And downe the ftayres they ranne with fuch a fury,

As meeting with a troope of Lawyers there,

Man’d by their Clyents: fome with ten, fome with
twenty,

Some fiue, fome threc ; he that had leaft, had one :

Vpon the flayres they bore them downe afore them :

But fuch a rattling then was there amongft them

Of rauifht Declarations, Replications,

Reioynders and Petitions ; all their hookes

And writings torue and trod on, and fome loft,

That the poore lawyers comming to the Barre,

Could fay nought to the matter, but inftead,

Were fayne to rayle and talke befides their bookes

Without all order,

Clau. Fayth, that fame vayne of rayling became
Now moft applaufiuc ; your befl Poet, is
He that rayles grofieft. : .

Dar. True, and your beft foole is your broad

rayling foole.

Val. And why not, fir?

For by the gods, to tell the naked trueth,

What obieéls fee men in this world, but fuch

As would yeeld matter to a rayling humour

When he that laft yeere carryed after one

An empty Buckram bag, now fills a Coach,

And crowds the Senate withi fuch troops of Clyents :
And feruile followers, as would put a mad fpleene
Into a Pigcon. *

Dar. Come, pray leane thefe crofie capers,
Let’s make fome better vfe of precious time. |
See, here’s Cornelio : come, Lad, thall we to dice }

Cor. Any thing L. '

Clau. Well fayd, how does thy wife ¢

Cor. 1In health, God faue her.

Val. But where is fhe, man?

e
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Cor. Abroad about her bufineffe.
Val. Why, not at home ¢
Foot, my mafters, take her to the Court,
And this rare Lad her husband : and doeft heare ?
Play me no more the miferable Farmer,
But be aduifde by friends, fell all ith countrey,
Be a flat Courtier, follow fome great man,
Or bring thy wife there, and fhcele make thee great.
Coe 11VVhai., to the Court? then take me for a
ull,
Val. Nay, ncuer fhun it to be cald a Gull:
For I fee all the world is but a Gull :
One man Gull to another in all kinds :
A Marchant to a Courtyer is a Gull :
A Clyent to a Lawyer is a Gull :
A marryed man to a Bacheler, a Gull:
A Bacheler #o a Cuckold is a Gull :
All to a Poet, or a Poet to himfelfe.
Cor. Hark Dariotto, thall we gull this Guller ?
Dar. . He gulls his father, man, we cannot gull
im. . .
Ce’l;. Let me alane.  Of all mens wits aliue,
I moft admyre Valerioes, that hath ftolne,
By his mecre indufiry, and that by fpurts,
Such qualities, as no wit clfe can match,
With plodding at perfection euery houre ;
Which, if his father knew eche gift he has,
Were like enough to make him giue all from him :
I meane befides his dycing and his wenching,
He has flolne languages, th’ Italian, Spanifh,
And fome fpice of the I'rench, befides his dauncing,
Singing, playing on choyce Inftruments :
Thefe has he got, alinofl againft the hayre.
*Tlaw. But hafl thou ftolne all thefe, Valerio ?
al. Toyes, toyes, a pox; and yet they be fuch
toygs
As eu!ry‘“entleman would not be without.
Cor.  Vayne glory makes yee iudge on lyte yfayth.
«Day. Afore heauen I was much deceyu'd in him :
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But hee's the man indeed that hides his gifts,
And fets them not to fale in euery prefence.
I would have fworne, his foule were far from mufike;
And that all his choyce mufike was to heare
His fat beaftes bellow.
Cor. Sir, your ignorance
Shall eftfoone be confuted. Prythee Va/,
Take thy Z7eorbo for my fake a little.
Val. By heauen, this moneth I toucht not a
Theorbo.

Cor. Toucht a Zheorbo ¥ marke the very word.
Sirra, goe fetch. Exit Page.
Val. 1f you will haue it, I mufi needs confefle,

I am no husband of my qua.htyes
He vntruffes and capers.
Cor. Seewhat a Caper there was |
Claud. See agayne.
Co}:. The beft that cuer; and how it becomes
im !
Dar. O that his father faw thefe qualityes !
Enter a Page with an Infirument.
Cor. Nay, that's the very worder of his wit,
To carry all without his fathers knowledge.
Dar. Why, we might tell him now.
Cor. No but we could not,
Although we think we could : his wit dothi charme vs.
Come fweet 72/, touch and fing.
Dar. Foote, will you hearc

The worft voyce in Italy ¢ . Enter Rinaldo.
Cor. O God, fir. He fings. Courtiers, how ike
you this

Dar. Beleeue it excellent.
Cor. 1s it not naturall?
Val. If my father heard me,
Foot, hee'd renounce me for his naturall fonne,
Dar. By heauen, Valerio, and I were thiy father,
And lou’d good qualities as I doe my life,
Ide difinherit thee : for I neuer heard
Dog howle with worfe grace.
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Cor. Go to, Signeur Courtier,

You deale not courtly now to be fo playne,

Nor nobly, to difcourage a young Gentleman,

In vertuous qualityes, that has but ftolng vm.
Clau. Call you this touching a Zheréo 2
Omn. ha, ha, ha ’

Exeunt all but Val. and Rin.
Val. How now, what's heere ?
Rin. Zoones, a plot layd to gull thee.

Could th?y wit thinke the voyce was worth the hear-

ing

This was the Courtiers and the Cuckolds proiect.
Val. And ift eene fo? ’tis very well, maft

Courtier, & Dan Corputo, ile cry quit with both :

And firft, ile caft a iarre betwixt them both,

With firing the poore cuckolds icloufy.

I haue a tale will make hiin madde,

And turne his wife diuorced loofe amongfl vs.

But firft let's home, and entertayne my wife.

O father, pardon, I was borne to gull thee.

Lxcunt.

Finis Allus fecundt.

"
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ACTVS III. SCENA 1

:

Enter "Fortunio, Bellanora, Gratiana, Goflanso
Jollowing clofely.

Fort. 1iow happy am I, that by this fweet meanes
1 gayne acceffe to your moft loued fight,
And therewithall to viter my full loue, .
Which but for vent would burne my entrayles vp !
Gofi. Byth maffe they talke too foftly.
Bell.  Little thinks .
The auftere mind my thrifty father beares,
That I am vowd to you, and fo am bound
From him : who for more riches he would force
On my difliking fancy.
Fore. 'Tis no fault,
With juft deeds to defraud an iniury.
Gofl. My daughter is perfwading him to yeeld
In dutifull fubmiffion to his father,
Fnter Valerio.
Val. Do I not dreame ¥ do I behold this fight
With waking eyes? or from the [uory gate
Hath Aforpheus fent a vifion to delude me?
Ift pofsible that that I a mortall man,
Should fhrine within mine armes fo bright a God-
defle, . -
The fayre Gratiana, beautyes little world !
Gofl.  'What haue we heerc !
Val, My deareft Myne of Gold,
All this that thy white.armes enfold,
Account it as thine owne free-hold.
Go{i’ Gods my deare foule, what fudd¥ change is
ere!
I fmell how this geare will fall out yfayth.
Val. Fortunio, fifter ; come, let’s to the gard,eu
Exeunt.

1
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Gq/? Sits the wind there, yfayth 1 fee what exam-

' ple
Wiil worke vpon the dulleft appetite.
My fonne laft day fo bathfull, that he durft not
‘Looke on a wench, now courts her ; and byfady,
Wil make his friend Zorfunio weare his head
Of the right modeme fathion. What, Rénaldo.
Enter Rin.
Rin. 1 feare I interrupt your priuacy.
thﬂ‘ Welcome, Rinaldo, would ’thad bin your
! ap .
To come a little fooner, that you might
‘Haue feene a handfome fight : but let that pafle,
The fhott is that your fiter Gratiana
Shall ftay no longer here.
{Rin. No longer, fir?
Repent you then fo foone your fauour to her,
And to my brother ?
Ggff. Not fo, good Rinaldo ;
But to preuent a mifchiefe that I fee
" Hangs ouer your abufed brothers head.
In briefe, my fonne haslearn’d but too much courtthip.
It was my chaunce euen now to caft mine eye
Into a place whereto your fifter entred :
My metamorphofde fonne : I muft conceale
What I faw there : but to be playne, I faw
More then I would fee: I had thought to make
My houfe a kind receypt for your kind brother ;
But ide be loth his wife thould find more kindneffe,
.Then fhe had caufe to like of.
Rin. What's the matter?
‘Perhaps a little complement or fo.
. ., 'Wel, fir, fuch complement perhaps may coft
Marryed Fortunio the fetting on :
Nor can I keepe my knowledge ; He that lately
- Before ce I could not get to looke
Vipon ycur ifter; by this light, now kift her,
Embrac’t and courted with as good a grace,
As any Courtyer could : and I can tell you
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{Not to difgrace her) I perceyu'd the Dame
Was as far forward as himfelfe, byth mafie.
Rin, You thouldrhave fchoold him for ’t.
Goff. No, Ile not fee 't:
For fhame once found, is loft ; Ile haue him thinke
That my opinion of him is the fame
That it was euer ; it will be a mcane,
To bridle this freth humour bred in him.
Rin. Let me then fchoole him; foot, ilc rattle
him vp.
Goft. No, no, Rinaldo, th' onely remedy,
Is to remouye the caufe ; carry the obiefl
From his late tempted eyes.
Rin. Alas, fir, whither?
You know, my father is incenft fo much,
Heele not receyue her.
Gyff DPlace her with fome friend
But for a time, till I reclayme your father :
Meane time your brother fhall remaine with me.
20 kemfclfe. Rin, The care’s the lefle then, he
has ftill his longing,
To be with this Gulls daughter.
Goff. What refolue you?
I am refolu’d fhe lodges here no more :
My friends fonne fhall not be abufde by mine.
Rin. Troth, fir, ile tell you what a fudden toy
comes in my head ; what think you if I brought her
home to my fathers houfe ?
Gofi. I mary, fir;
Would he receyue her?
Rin. Nay, you heare not all ;
I meane, with vfe of fome deuice or other.
Gofl. As how, Rinaldo ? :
Rin. Mary fir, to fay,
She is your fonnes wife, maryed paft your knowledge.
Guofi. 1 doubt, laft day he faw her, and )Vlu know
her to be Fortunioes wife.
Rin. Nay, as for that
I wil pretend fhe was euen then your fonnes wife,
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But faynde by me to be Forfunioes,
Onely to try how he would take the matter.

Goff. ’Fore heauen 'twere pretty.

Rin. Would it not doe well 1

Goff.  Exceeding well in fadneffe.

Rin. Nay, good fir,
Tell me vnfaynedly, do ye lik 't indeed.

Goft.  The beft that ere 1 heard.

Rin. Amd do you thinke
Heele fwallow downe the Gudgion ¢

Goffl. A my life,
It were a grofic gob would not downe with him,
An honeft knight, but fimple, not acquainted
With the fine fhights and policies of the world,
As I my felfe am.

Rin. Ile go fetch her flrait :
And this ieft thriuc, "twill make vs princely fport :
But you mufl keepe our counfell, fecond all,
Which to makc likely, you mufl needs fometimes
Giue your fonne lcaue (as if you knew it not)
To flgale and fee her at my fathers houfe.

Goft. dI, but fce syou then that you kecpe good

gar
Quer his forward new begun affections:
For by the Lord, hecle teach your brother elfe,
To fing the Cuckooes note : fpnit will breake out,
Though neucr fo fuppreft and pinioned.
Rin. Elpecially your fonnes: what would he be,
1f you fhould not reftrayne him by good counicll
Gofl. 1le haue an eye on him, I warrant thee.
Ile i6 and warne the Gentlewoman to make ready.
Rin. Wel, fir, & Ile not be long after you.
. Exit Gofl.
Hednien, heauen, I fee thefe Politicians,
Out of blind Fortunes hands) are our moit fooles.
"Tis the that giues the luftre to their wits,
Still ploddify at traditionall deuices :
But take vm out of them to prefent aclions,
A man may grope and tickle vin like a Trowt,
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And take vm from their clofe deere holes, as fat

As a Phifician ; and as giddy-headed,

As if be myracle heauen had taken from them,’

Euen that which commonly belongs to fooles.

Well, now let’s note what black ball of debate,

Valerioes wit hath caft betwixt Cornelio,

And the inamoured Courtyer ; I beleeue

His wife and he will part : his ieloufy

Hath euer watcht occafion of diuorce,

And now Valerioes villany will prefent it.

Sce, here comes the twyn-Courtier his companid.
Enter Claud. -

Clan. Rinaldo, well encountred.

Rin. Why 1 what newes

Clau. Moft fudden and infortunate, Rinalde:,
Cornelio is incenft fo ’gainft his wife,

That no man can procure her quiet with him.

I haue affayd him, and made Marc Antonio,

With all his gentle Rethorike fecond me,

Yet all T feare me will be caft away. S
See, fee, they come : ioyne thy wit, goqd Rinaldo,*
And helpe to pacify his yellow fury.

Rin.  With all my heart, I confecrate my wit
To the wifht comfort of diftrcfied Ladies.

Enter Cornclio, Marc Ant. Valerio, Page.

Cor. Will any man affure me of her good beha-

uiour!

Val. Who can affure a ielous {pirit ¥ you may be
afrayd of the fhaddow of your eares, & imagine thé to’
be hornes: if you will affure yourfelfe, appoynt keepers
to watch her. .

Cor. And who fhall watch the keepers ?

Mar. 'To be fure of that, be you her keeper.

Val. Well fayd, and fhare the hornes your felfe :
For that’s the keepers fee. )

Cor. But fay I am gone out of town, éanult truft
others ; how fhall I know if thofe I truft be trufty to
me?

Rin. Mary, fir, by a fingular inftin@, giuen natur-
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ally to all you matyed men, that if your wiues play
legerdeheele, though you bee a hundred miles off,
yet éon thall be fure inftantly to find it in your for-
heads. " . ’

" ptgr. . Sound.doctrine I warrant you: I am refolu’d,
ifaith. :

Pag. Then giue me leaue to fpeak, fir, that hath
all this while bene filent : I haue heard you with ex-
‘treme patience, now therefore pricke vp your eares,
and vouchfafe me audience.

Clax. . Good boy, a mine honour.

'Cor. Pray what are you, fir ¢
. Pag. 1am heré, for default of better, of counfel
.with the fayre Gazetfa, and though her felfe had bene
beft able to defend her felfe, if the had bin here, and
would haue pleafd to put forth the Buckler, which
Nature hath giuen all women, I meane her tongue.

Val. Excellent good hoy.

Pag. Yet fince the either vouchfafes it not, or
thinks her innocence a fufficient fhield againft your
telouys aecufations, I wil prefume to vndertake the
defence of that abfent & honorable ILady, whofe
fworne Knight I am ; and in her of all that name (for
Lady is growne a common name to their whole fex)
which fex-] haue cuer loued frd my youth, and fhail
neuer cegfe’to loue, till I want wit to admire.

. Mar. ” An excelient fpoken boy.

* Val. Give eare, Cornelio, heere is a yong Mercurio
» fent to perfwade thee. :

B tfar. Well, fir, It him fay on.

Pog. 1t is a heauy cafe, to fee how this light fex is
tiibled and toft from poft to piller, vader the vnfavory
breath of euery humourous Peafant: Gazefta, you
.faffd, is*vnchafte, difloyall, and I wot not what; Alas,
is it her fault 7 is thee not a woman? did fhe not fuck
it (as others of her fex doe) from her mothers breft?
.and will You condemne that, as her fault, which is her
Nature ¢ Alas, fir, you muft confider, a woman is an
-ynfinitht Creature, deliuered haftyly to the world, be-
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fore Nature had fet to that Seale wh:d: ﬁwuld !u;ue‘
made them perfect. Fanltes they h&ue {no. doubty
but gres wee frece M;)medymu ?e into. your felfe:

ood Signeur and weygh your owne imapér-
g&mns with hers : If fhee be wanton-abroad, are not
you wanting at home ? if fhe be amorous, are not you
iclous? if fhe be high fet, are not you taken downef
if fhe be a Courtizan, are not you a Cuckold T i

Cor. Out you rogue.

Rin. On with thy fpeech, boy.

Mare. You do not well, Correlio, to dlfcourage the
bafthfull youth. . .

Clau.” Forth, boy, I warrant thee.

Pag.  But if our owne imperfeCtions will not teach
vs to beare with theirs ; yet let their vertues perfwade
vs: let vs indure their bad qualities for their good ;
allow the prickle for the Rofe; the bracke for the
Veluet ; the paring for the cheefe, and fo forth: if ypou
fay they range abroad, confider it is nothing but to
auoyd idleneffe at home ; their nature is fiill to be
doing ; keepe vm a domg at home; let them practfe
one  good quality or other, either fowing, finging,
playing, chiding, dauncing or fo, & thefe will put fuch
idle toyes out of their heads into yours: but if you
cannot find them variety of bufineffe withi dores, yet
at leafl imitate the ancient wife Citizens of jhis City,
who vfed carefully to prouide their mues ga.rdeqs
neere the towne, to plant, to graft in, as occafion
ferued, onely to keepe v from idleneffe. '

Vb, Euerlafting good boy. * '

Cor. I perceyue your knauery, fir, and will yet.
haue patience. ,

" Rin. Forth, my braue Curio.

Pag.  As to her vnquietneffe (which fome haue
rudely tearm’d fhrewithnefle) though the fault be in-
her, yet the caufe is in you. What [o calme fea
of it own nature ¥ Arte was neuer able tof equall : 1
your dycing tables, nor your bowling alleys dre not
comparable to it ; yet if a blaft of wind do but croffe
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it, not fo turbulent & violent an element in the world:
Sa (nature in lieu of womens fcarcity of wit, hauing
in8ued them with a large portion of will) if they may
{without impeach) injoy their willes, no quieter crea-
tures vnder heauen : but if the breath of their hus-
bads mouthes once croffe their wils, nothing more
tempeftuous. Why thg, fir, thould you husbands crofie
your wiues wils thus, confidering the law allowes thd
no wils at all at their deaths, becaufe it intcaded they
fhould haue their willes while they lived ?

Val. .Anfwere him but that, Cornclio.

Cor. All fhall not ferue her turne, I am thinking
of other matters.

Mar. Thou haft halfe wonne him, Wag ; ply him
yet a little further.

Pag. Now (fir) for thefe Cuckooifh fongs of yours,
of Cuckolds, hornes, grafting, and fuch like ; what are
they, but meere imaginary toyes, bred out of your
owne heads. as your owne, and fo by tradition de-
livered from man to man, like Scar-crowes, to terrify
fooles from this earthly paradice of wedlock, coyn’d at
firft by fome fpent Poets, [upcrannated Bachelers, or
fome that were {carce men of their hands ; who, like
the Foxe, hauing loft his taile, would perfwade others
to lofe theirs for company? Agayue, for your Cuckold,
what is it but a mecre fi¢tion? fhew me any fuch
greature in nature ; if there be, I could neuer fee it,
neyther could I euer find any fenfible difference be-
twixt a Cuckold and a Chriften creature. To conclude,
let Poets coyne, or fooles ‘credit what they lift ; fox
mine owne part, I am cleere of this opinion, that your
Cuckold is a meere Chymera, and that there are no
Cyckoldes in the world, but thofe that haue wiuas:
and fo I will leaue them.

Cor. Tis excellent good, fir; I do take you, fir,
d'ye fee 1, to he, as it were baftard to the fawcy Cour-
tier, that would haue me father more of your fraternity,
d'ye fee ? & fo are inftrucled (as we heare) to fecond



154 All Fooles.

that villayne with your toung, which he has ated with
his Tenure piece, d'yc fee ?

Pag. No fuch matter, a my credit, fir.

Cor. Wel, fir, be as he may, I fcorn to fet my head
againft yours, dy’e fee ? when in the meane time I will
fircke your father, whether you fee or no.

Exit drawing his rapier.

Rin. Gods my life, Corncelio. Exit.
Val. Haue at your father ifaith, boy, if he can find
him.
Mar. ' See, he comes here, he has mift hirh.
Lnter Dariot.

Dar. How now, my hearts, what, not a wench
amongft you ?

Tis a figne y’ are not in the grace of wenches,
That they will let you be thus long alonc.

Val. Well, Daruwtto, glory not too much,
That for thy brifke attyre and hps perfumde,
Thou playeft the Stallyon cuer where thou com’ft ;
And like the husband of the flocke, runn’fl through
The whole towne heard, and no mans bhed fecure :
No womans honour vnattempted by thee.
Thinke not to be thus fortunate for euer:
But in thy amorous conquefts at the laft
Sowe wound will flice your mazer: Mars Himfelfe
Foll into Vwleans fnare, and fo may you.

Dar. Alas, alas, fayth I haue but the name :
I loue to court and wynne ; and the confent,
Without the a&t obtayn’d, 1s all T feeke.
Y loue the victory that drawes no bloud.

Clau. O, tis a high dcfert in any man
To be a fecret Lecher ; I know fome,
That (like thy felfe) are true in nothing elfe.

Mar. And, me thinks, it is nothing, if not told ;
At leaft the ioy is nener full before.

Val. Well, Dariotto, th’ hadft as good e8nfelle,
The Sunne fhines broad vpon your practifes.

. Videan will wake and intercept you one day.
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Dz;lr. ‘Why, the more ielous knaue and coxcombe
e.
‘What, fhall the fhaking of his bed a little
Put him in motion? It becomes him not ;
Let him be duld and flald, and then be quiet.
The way to draw my coftome to his houfe,
Is to be mad and ielous ; tis the fauce
That whets my appetite.

Val. Orany man's:
Sine periculo froget lufus.
They that are ielous, vfe it ftill of purpofe
To draw you to their houfes.

Dar. I, by heauen,
I am of that opinion. Who would fteale
Out of a common Orchard? l.et me gayne
My loue with labour, and inioy ’t with feare,
Or 1 am gone,

Enter Rinaldo.

Rin. What, Dariotto here ?
Foot, dar'ft thou come ncere Cornelives houfc
¢ Dar. Why! is the Bull run mad ¢ what ayles he,

trow ¢ .
Rin. 1know not what he ayles; but I would wifh
you

To keepe out of the reach of his fharpe hornes
For by this hand heele gore you.
Dar. And why me,
More then thyfelfe, or thefe two other whelps ¢
You all have bafted him as well as L
I wonder what’s the caufe.
Rin. Nay, that he knowes,
And fweares withall, that wherefoere he meets you,
Heele marke you for a marker of mens wiues,
¢ Val. Pray heauen he be not iclous by fome tales
That haue bin told him lately : did you neuer
Attempt his wife § hath no Loues Harbenger,
No looks, no letters paft twixt you and her
Dar, TFor looke I cannot anfwere ; I beftow them
At large, and carelefly, much like the Sunne:
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If any be fo foolith to apply them
To any priuate fancy of their owne,
(As many doe) it'’s not my fault, thou knoweft.

Val. Well, Dariotfo, this fet face of thine,
(If thou be guﬂty of offence to him)
Comes out of very want of wit and feeling
What danger haunts thee : for Cornelio
Is a tall man, I tell you; and ’twere beft
You fhund his fight awhile, till we might get
His patience, or his pardon : for paft doubt
Thou dyeft if he but fec thee.

Enter Cornclio.

Kin. Foot, he comes.

Dar. TIs this the Cockatrice that kils with fight ¢
How doefl thou boy ? hat

Cor. Well,

Dar. What, lingring flill
About this paltry towne ¢ hadfi thou bin rulde
By my aduice, thou hadft by this time Lene
A gallant Courtyer, and at leaft a Knight:
I would have got thee dubd by this time certayne.

Cor. And why then did you not your felfe that

honour ?

Dar. Tufh, tis more honour ftill to make a Knight,

Then tis to be 2 Knight : to make a Cuckold,
Then tis to be a Cuckold.

Cor. Y'are a villayne,

Dar. God thield man: villayne?

Cor. 1, ile proue thee one.

Dar. What, wilt thou proue a villayne? By this

light thou deceyu'fl me, then.

Cor. Well, fir, thus I proueit. Drawes.

Omn. . Hold, hold, rayfe the ftreets.
Clau. Cornclio.

Rin. Hold, Darioto, hold.

Val. What, art thou hurt %

Dar. Adcratch, a fcratch.

Val. Goe firra, fetch a Surgeon.

Co. Youle fet a badge on the ielous fooles head,

L)
fir ; Now fet a Coxcombe on your ‘owne!
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Val. What’s the caufe of thefe warres, Darioto ¢

Dor. Foot, I know not.

Cor. Well, fir, know and fpare not ; I will prefently
bee diuorft, and then take her amongft ye.

Rin. Diuorfl? nay good Cornélio.

Cor. By this fword I will, thc world fhall not
diffwade me. Exit.
. Val Why this has bin your fault now Dariots,
You youths have fathions whea you haue obtei’'nd
A Ladies fauour, firaight yourdhat muft weare it,
Like a Lacke-daw that when he lights vpon
A dainty morfell, kaas and makes his brags,
And then fome kite doth fcoope it from him ftraight,
When if he fed without his dawith noife,
He might fare Detter, and haue lefle difturbance :
Forbeare it in this cafe; and when you proue,
Vi€lorious ouer faire C,a ettas Forte,
Do not for pittic found your trumpe for ioy,
But keepc your valour clofe, and ti’s your honour.

Enter Page and Pock.

s .Bc. Gorl faue you Signior Darioto,

Dar. 1 know yeu not Sir, your name I pray ¥

Poc. My name is Pock Sir; a practitioner in
Surgery.

Dar, Pock the Surgeon, y’ are welcome Sir, I
know a Doctor of your name maifter Pocke,

Poc. My name has made many Doctors Sir.

Rinal. Indeede tis a woifhipfull name.

Val. Mary is it, and of an auncient difcent.

Koc. TFaith Sir I could fetch my pedigree far, if I
were fo difpol’d.

Rin. Out of France at leaft.

Loc. -And if I flood on my armes as others doe,

"Dar. No doe not Pock, Ict other ftand a their
armes, and thou a thy legs as long as thou canft.

Loz, Though I live by my bare praflife, yet I
could fhew good cardes for my Gentilitie. .

Val. Tufh thou canft not fhake off thy gentry
Pock, tis bred i’ th bone; but to thc maine Pock,
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what thinkeft thou of this gentlemans wound, Pock,
canft thou cure it Pock.

Poc. The incifion is not deepe, nor the Orifice
exorbitant, the Pericranion is not diflocated, I war-
rant his life for forty crownes, without perithing of
any joynt.

Dar. TFaith Pock, ’tis a ioynt I would be loath to
loofe, for the beft joynt of Mutton in Italy.

Rin. Would fuch a fcratch as this hazards a mans
head ? .

Poc. 1 Byr-lady Sir, I have knowen fome haue loft
there heads for a lefle matter I can tell you, therefore
fir you muft keepe good dyet : if you pleafe to come
home to my houfe till you be perfectly curd, 1 fhall
haue the more care on you.

Val. Thats your onely courfe to haue it well
quickly. N

Poc. By what time would he haue it well fir.

Dari. A very neceffary queflion, canft thou limit
the time.

Pock.. O fir, cures are like caufes in law, wkich
may be lengthned or fhortned at tlre difcretion of the
Lawyer, he can ecither keepe it grecne with replica-
tions or reioinders, or fometimes fkinne it faire a’ th
outfide for fathion fake, but fo he may be, fure 'twill
breake out againe by a writt of error, and then has he
his fuite new to begin, but 1 will couenant with you,
that by fuch a time Ile make your head as found as a
Bell, 1 will bring it to fuppuration, and after I will
make it coagulate and growe to a perfet Cycatvice,
and all within thefe ten dayes, fo you keepe a good
dyet.

y.Dar. Well come Pock, weele talke farther op’t
within, it drawes ncere dinner time; whats acloc
boye

Page. By your clock fir it fhould be alpof} one,
for your head rung noone fome halfe houre agoe.

Dar. Ift true fir?

« Val Away let him alone, though he came in at
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the window he fets the gates of your honor open I
can tell you.

Dar. Come in Pock, come, apply; and for this

deede
Ile giue the Knaue a wound fhall neuer bleed :
So fir I thinke this knock rings lowd acquittance,
For my ridiculoufe.
Exeunt all but Rinal. & Valer.
Ryn. Well fir to turne our hcads to salue your
licence,

Since you have v{d the matter fo vnwifely,
That now your father has difcern’d your humor,
In your too careleflc vfg.ge in his houfe,
Your wife muft come from his houfe to Anfonios,
And he, to entertainc her muft be tould
8he is not wife to his fonne ,but to you :
Which newes will make his fimple wit triumphe
Ouer your father ; and your father thinking
He full is guid, wil ftill account him fimple :
Come fir, prepare your villanous witt to faine
Ae kinde fubmiflion to your fathers fury,
And we thall fee what harty policie,
He will difcouer, in his fained Anger,
To blinde Anfonios eyes, and make him thinke,
He thinkes her hartely to be your wife.

Val. O will I gull him rarely with my wench,
Lowe kneeling at my heeles before his furie,
And iniury thalbe falu’d with iniurie.

' Finis Allus 3.
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ACTVS 4. SCENA 1.
Marc-Ant : Goftanso.

Marc-Ant. You fee how too much wifdome euer-
more, '

Out-fhootes the truth: you were fo forwards ftill,

To taxe my ignorance, my greene experience

In thefe gray haires, for giuing fuch advantage,

To my fonnes fpirit, that he durft vndertake .

A fecret match, fo farre fhort of his woorth :

Your fonne fo feafoned with obedience,

Euen from his youth, that all his aétions relith

Nothing but dutie, and your angers feare,

What fhall I fay to you, if it fall out

That this moft pregious fonne of yours, has plaide

A part as bad as this, and as rebellious :

Nay, more, has grofely guld your witt withall.

What if my fonne has vndergone the blame

That appertain’d to yours ? and that this wench ..+

‘With which my fonne is charg'd, may call you father:

Shall I then fay you want experience

Y’ are greene, y’ are credulous; eafie to be blinded.
Guoft. Ha, ha, ha, ‘

- Good Marc-Antonio, when 't comes to that ;

Laugh at me, call me foole, proclaime me fo,

Let all the world take knowledge I am an Affe.
Mare. O the good God of Gods,

How blinde is Pride ¥ what Eagles we are ftill,

In matters that belong to other men ¢

What Beetles in our owne ? I tell you Knight,

It is confeft to be as I haue tould you; .

And Gratiana, is by young Rinalde,

And your white fonne, brought to me as his Wife :

How thinke you now Sir?
Goft. Euen iuft as before,

And haue more caufe to thinke honeft Credulity,

Is a true Loadftone to draw on Decrepity :
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You have a hart to open to imbrace,

All that your eare receiues : alas good man,

All this is but a plot fof entertainment

Within your houfe, for your poore fonnes yong wife
My houfe without huge danger cannot holde :

Mar. Ift pofiible, wht danger Sir I pray?

Goft. Ile tell you Sir, twas time to take her thence:
My fonne that 13t day you faw could not frame,

His lookes to entertaine her, now bir-Jady

1s grone a Courtier: for my felfe vnfeene,

Saw when he courted her, imbrac't and kift her,

And I can tell you left not much vndone,
That was the,proper office of your fonne.

Mar. What world is this ?

Goft. 1 tolde this to Rinaldp,
Aduifing him to fetch her from my houfe,
And his yong wit not knowing where to lodge her
Vnleffe with you : and faw that could not be,
Without fome wyle : I prefently fuggefted .

This queint deuife, to fay the was my fonnes :
An this plot, good Marc-Antonw,
Flowd from this fount, onely to blinde our eyes.

Mar. Out of how fweete a dreame haue you

awak't me'? .

By heauen, I durft haue laid my part in heauen
All had bin true ; it was so liuely handled,
And drawne with fuch a feeming face of trueth :
Your fonne had caf} a perfect vaile of griefe
+ Ouer his face, for his fo rath offence,

To feale his loue with act of marriage,

Before his father had fubferib’d his'choyce : .
My fonne (my circumftance lefleming the faét)
Intreating me to breake the matter to you,

218 ioyning my effe€tuall perfwafions,

With yon?i%nnes_ penitent fubmiffion,

Appeafe your fury ; I at firft affented,

And ndw expect their comming to that purpofe.

Gal?.n T'was well, twas well, feeme to beleeue it

'y

L
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Let Art end what Credulitie began, .
hen they come, fuite your words and lookes to theirs,
Sccond my fad Sonnes fain'd fubmiffion,
And fee in all points how my braine will anfwere,
1lis difguifde griefe, with a fet countenance
Of rage and choller ; now obferue and learne
To fchoole your foniie by me,
Jutrant Rynaldo, Val: Grat: v
Mar. On with your maske ; here come the gther
maskers fir,
Rinal. Come on I fay,
Your father with fubmiffion wilbe calm’'d ;
Come on,; downe « your knees.
Goft. Villaine durft thou
Prefume to gull thy Father 9 doofl thou not
Tremble to fee my bent and cloudy browes
Ready to thunder on thy graceleffe head,
And with the bolt of my difpleafuge cut
The thred of all my living from thy life,
I or taking thus a beggar to thy, wife ?
Val. Tather, if that part I haue in your bloog .
1f teares. which fo aboundantly diftill
Out of my inward eyes : and Yor a neede,
Can drowne thefe outward (lend me thy hand-kercher)
And being indeed as many drops of blood,
Iffuing from the Creator of my hart,
Be able to beget fo much compaffion,
Not on my hfe, bfit on this louely, Dame,
Whom I hold dearer?
Goff. Out vpon thee villaine.
Mare. Nay good Goftanszo, thinke you are a Father.
Gofl. I will not heare a word ; out, out vpon thee:
Wed without my aduife, my lone, my knowledge,
1, and a begger too, a trull, a blowfe ?
Rial. You thought not fo laft day, %hen you
offerd her . .
A tv&ilclue months boord for one nights lodging with
er.
Goft. Goetoo, no more of that, peace good Rinaldo,
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It is a faulfhat onely the and you know.

Rin. 'Well fir, go on I pray.

Gofl. Haue I fond wretch,
With vtmoft care and labour brought thee vp,
Euer inftru@ing thee; omitting neuer
The'office of a kinde and carefull Father,
T'o make thee wife and vertuous like thy fasher:
"Mnd haft thou in one ate euerted all ¢
Proclaimyl thy felfe to all.the world a foole ?
To wedde a begger ¢

Val. .¥ather, fay not fo, .

Goff. Nay fhees thy owne, herg rife foole, take

her to thee,

Liue with her ftill, T know thou countft thy felfe
Happy in foule, onely in winning her:
Be happy ftill, heere, take her hand enioy her,
Would not a fonne hazard his Fathers wrath,
His reputation in the world ¢ his birth-right,
To haue hut fuch a meffe of broth as this

Mare: Be not {o violent, I pray you good Goftanso,
Take truce with paflion, licence your fud fonne,
‘To fpeake in his exeufe.

*Goffl. What? what excufc ?

Can any orator in this cale excufe him ?
What can he fay ? what can be faid of any ?

Val.  Ahlas fir, heare me, all that I can fay
In my excufe, is but to fhew loues warrant.

Goffl. Notable wagge.

Val. I know I haue committed
A great impiety, not to mooue you firft
Before the dame, I meant to make my wile
Confider what I am, yet young, and greene,
ll;e‘holde what fhe 15, is there not in

> 1n her very eye, a power to conquer,

Euen age it felfe and wifdome, call to mind,
Sweete Father, what your felfe being young haue bin,
Thinke What yost may be, for I doe not thinke
The world fo farre fpent with you, but you may
Looke back on fuch a beauty, and I hope

]
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To fee you young againe, and to live long"
With young affeClions, wifdome makes a mardf
+Liue young for euer: and where is this wifdome
If not in you'? ahlas I know not what
Refls in your wifedome to fubdue affections,
But I proteft it wrought with me fo firongly,
That I had quite bin drownd in {eas of teares
Had I not taken hold in happy time
Of this fweete hand, my hart had beene confym'de
T’ a heape of Afhes with the flames of foue,
Had it not fweetly bin afflwag’d and cool'd, .
With the moift kiffes of thefe fugred lippes.
Goft. O puifant wag, what huge large thopgs he
cuts .
Out of his friend Fortunios firetching leather.
Marc. He knows he does it but to blinde my eyes.
Gofi. O excellent, thefe men will put vp any thing.
I'a/. Had I not had her, I had loft my lfe,
Which life indeed I would haue loft before,,
I had difpleafd you, had I not receau'd it
From fuch a kinde, a wife, and honourd Father,
Gofi. Notable Boy.
Val. Yet doe 1 here renounce
Loue, life and all, rather then one houre longer
Indure to haue your loue echpfed from me,
Gra. O 1 can hold no longer, if thy words
Be v{'d 1n earneft my Valerso,
Thou woundft my hart, but I know tift in ieft.
Goff. No ile be fworne fhe has her lyripoope too.
Grat. Didft thou not fweare to loue, fpight of
Father, & all the world
tThat nought thould feuer vs but death it felfe.
* Val 1 did, put if my father -
Will haue his fonne forefworne, vpon his foule,
The blood of my black periurie fhall iye,
For I will feeke his fauour tho’ I dye. .
Gofl. No, no, live flill my fonne} thou well quatt
know,
o] haue a fathers hart, come ioyne your hands,
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Still keepe thy vowes, and liue together ftill,
Till cruell death fet foote betwixt you both.
Val. O fpeake you this in earneft }
Goll. I by heauen.
Val. And neuer to recall it?
Goff. Not till death.
Rinal. Excellent fir, you haue done like your felfe -
t would you more Valeriot
Val. , Worthipful Father.
Rinal. Couie fir, come you in, and celebrate your
ioyes. Ezxeunt all faue the old men.
Goft. O Marc-Antonso, .
Had I not armd you with an expectation,
Would not this make you pawne your very foule,
The wench had bin my fonnes wife ¢
Mare, Yes by heauen :
A knauerie thus effeCted might deceive
A wifer man then I, for I ahlas,
Am noe good polititian, plaine beleeuing
Simple honefty, is my policy ftill.
*&g/l. The vifible markes of folly, honefty,
And quick Credulitie his yonger brother.
Itell you, Afarc Antvnio there is mutch
In that young boy my Sonne.
Marc. Wot much honefly, if I may fpeake without
offence to his father.
Goff. O God you cannot pleafe me better fir,
H ’as honelly cnough to ferue his turne,
The leffe honefly ener the more wit,
But goe you home, and vfe your daughter kindly,
Meane time Ile fchoole your fonne : and do you ftill
Diffemble what yoy know, keepe off your fonne,
The wenth at*home muft flill be my fpnnes wife,
Remember that,.and be you blinded ftitl. .
Mare  You muft remember too, to let your fonne
Vfe his gccuftom'd vifitations,
Onely tosblindedny eyes.
GJf.. He fhall not faile : .
But flill take you heede, haue a vigilant eye,
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On that flie childe of mine, for by this light, .
Heele be too bould with your fonnes forhead els.
Mare. Well fir let me alone, Ile beare a br;l::;”’

Enter Valerso, Rynaldo.

Val. Come they are gone. .

Ryn. Gone, they were farre gone heere.

Val. Guld I my father, or guld he himfelfe 7
Thou toldft him Gratiana was my wife,

1 haue confeft it, he has pardoned it.

Ryn. Nothing more true, enow can witnefe it.
And therefore when he comes to learne the truth,

(As certainly for all thefe flie difguifes,
Time will firip Truth into her nakedneffe)
Thou hatt good plea againft him to confefie,
The honor'd A¢tion, and to claime his pardon.

Val. 'Tis true, for all was done he deeply {wore
Qut of his hart.

Ryn. He has much faith the whiles,

That fwore a thing, fo quite againft his hart :
Val. Why this is pollicie.
Ryn. Well fee you repaire,
To Gratiana daily, and enioy her
In her true kinde ; and‘now we muft expect
The refolute and ridiculous disorce,
Cornelio hath fued againft his wedlock.
Val. 1 thinke it be not fo ; the Affe dotes on her.
Ryn, Tt is too true, and thou fhalt anfwere it,
For fetting fuch debate twixt man and wife =
See, we thall fee the folemne maner of it.
Linter Cor: Dariots. Claud. Netarie, Poge, Ganclia.
Bdl: Gratiana. )
- Bdll. $ood Signior Cornelio vs poor@Gentlewonign
mtreatg you to forbeare. -

Cor. Talke no more to me, Ile not be Hade
Cuckold in my owme houfe: Notarie read pe the
diuorce, ,

Gazet. My deare Cornedio, examine the caufe better

,beforc you condemne me.

« .
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Cor. Bing to nfe no more Syren, for I will heare

thee no more, I will take no compaffion on thee.

“Good Signior Cornelio be not, too mankinde
ageinft your wife, fay y'are a cuckold (as‘the beft that
is may be fo at a time) will you make a trumpet of
your owne homnes

Cor. Goe too fir, y'are a rafcall, ile giue you a fee
?flﬁ. pleading for her one day, Nofary, doe you your

ce.

Val. Goe too Signior looke better to your wife,
and be better aduifed, before you grow to this ex-
tremitie.

Cor. FExtremity? go too, I deale but too merci-
fully with her, If I fhould vfe extremitic with her I
might hang her, and her copefmate my drudge here,
how fay you, M. Mofary, might I not doc 1t Dy law

Npt. Not hang am, but you may bring them both to
a white fheete.

Cor. Nay by the maffe they haue had too much
of the fheete already.

*Ao2  And befides you may fet capitall letters on
their forcheads.

Cor. What's that to the capitall letter thats written
in minde, I fay for all your law, maifter Nv/ary that
I may hang am, may I not hang him that robs me of
mindhonour, as well as he that robs me of my horfe ?

MNot. No fir your horfe is a chattell.

Cor. Soe is honour, a man may buy it with his
peny, and if I may hang a man for flealing my horfe
(as I fayz much more for robbing mee of my honour ;
for why ? if my horfe be ftolne, it may bee my owne
fault; for why! eyther the flable is not firong enough,
or the pafture hot well fenc't, or watcht, or so foorth :
But for your wife that keepes the ftable of your honour :
Let her be lockt in a brazen towre, let A7gus himfclfe
keepe her, yet you nguer bee fecure of your
honour, for whyd fhe can runne through all with her
ferpent nodle: befides you may hang a locke vpon
your horfe, and fo can you not vpon your wife.
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Rin. But I pray you Sir what sbe the prefumptions
on which you vc?ou{d build this diuorce ? P

Cornelip.  Prefumption enough Sir, for befides their
intercourfe, or commerce of glances that paft betwixt -
this cocknll-drone, and her, at my tabl¢ the laft Sun-
day night at fupper, their winckes, their beckes, due
gard, their treads a’ the toe (as by heauen I fweare the
trode once vpon my toe inftead of his) This is chiefly
to be noted, the fame night the would needs lie
alone ; and the fame night her dog barkt, did not
you heare him, Palerio 1 .

Ifl. Apd vnderfland him too, Ile be fwome of &
buoke.

Cornelis. 'Why very good, if thefe be not manifeft
prefumptions now, let the world be iudge : Therefore
without more ceremony, Maifter Noarze plucke out
your Inftrument.

Notary. 1 will fir, if there be no remedie.

Corn. Haue you made it frong in law, Maifter
Notary 1 haue you put in words enough ¢

Notary. 1 hope fo fir, it has taken me a witcle
flunne of Parchment you fee. *

Cornelio. Very good, and is Egrefle and Regreffeint

Nota. 1le warrant you fir, it is forma furis.

Corn. Is there no hoale to be found in the Orto-
graphy ?

MNofa. None in the world fir. :

Corn. You haue written Sz with an S haue you
not } .

Nota. Yesthat I haue.

Corn. You have done the better for quietnefle
fake: and are none of the Autepticall dafhes ouer
the head left out? if there be Maifter Nodary™ an error
will lye out. .

Nota. Not for a dathe ouer head fir I warrant you,
if I thould ouerfee ; T haue feene thqt tryed in Sutiro
& Cafeo, in Butler and Cafons cafe,® Decimo jfexto of
Duke Anonimo.
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Rinal, Yaue gotten a learned Notarie Siguior
Cornelio,

Corne* Hees a fhroad fellow indeed, I had as leeve
haue his head in a matter of fellony, or Treafon, as
any Notary in Florence, read out Maifter Notary,

you mifirefle, Gentlemen marke I befeech

Omnes.  We will all marke you fir, I warant

yotL
Nota. 1 thinke it would be fomething tedious to
read all,-and therforé Gentlemen the fumme is this.
That you Signior Cornelio Gentlemen, for diuers &
fundry waighty and mature confiderations, you efpe-
cially mouing, fpecifying all the particulars of your
wiues enormities in a fcedule hereunto annexed, the
the tranfeript whercof is in your owne tenure, cuftodie,
occupation, & keeping : That for thefe the aforefaid
premifes, I fay, you renounce, difclaime and difcharge
Gasetta frd bemng your leeful, or your lawfull wife :
And that you eftfoones deuide, difioyne, feperate, re-
nioxe, & finally eloigne, fequefter, & diuorce her, fro
your bed & your sboord; That you forbid her all
accefle, repaire, egrefle or regreffe to your perfon, or
perfons, manfion or manfions, dwellings, habitations,
remainences or abodes, or to any fhop, fellar, Sollar,
cafelents chamber, dormer, and fo forth, now in the
tenure, cuftady, occupation or kecping of the faid
Cornelio ; notwithftanding all former contraéts, coue-
nants, bargaings, conditions, agreements, compacis,
Promifes, vowes, affiances, affurances, bonds, billes,
indentures, pole-deedes, deeds of guift, defefances,
ts, endowments, vowchers, double vowchers,
ivie eritries, achions, declarations, explications, re-
wingers, furreioinders, rights, interefts, ‘demands,
claymes, or titleg whatfoeuer, herefofore betwixt the
one and the othep party, or parties, being had, made,
couenante@gidz agreed, from the beginning of the
world, till the day of the date hereof, giuen the 17. of
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Nouember 1300, and fo forth, here Sir you muft fet to
your hand.

; Cgr. What cls maifter Notary, I am @efolute
ifaith. »

Gaz, Sweete husband forbeare.

Cor. Auoyde, 1 charge thee in the name of this
diuorce : Thou mightft haue lookt to it in time yet
this I will doe for thee; if thou canft fpie out any
other man that thou wouldeft cuckolde, thou fthalt
haue my letter to him: I can do no more: more Inke
maifter Notary, I wright my name at large.

MNot. Hare is more Sir.

Cor. Ah affe that thou could not know thy happi-
nefle till thou hadft loft it; how now ? my nofe bleed?
fhall T write in blood ? what onely three drops? Sfoote
thi's Omninous : I will not fet my hapd toot now cer-
taine, maifier NoZary 1 like not this abodement : I will
deferre the fetting too of my hand till the next court
day: keepe the divorce 1 pray you, and the woman
in your houfe together. -

Om. Burne the divorce, burne the diuorce.

Cor. Not fo Sir, it fhall not ferue her turne M.
Notary, keep it at your perill, & gentlemgn you may
be gone a Gods name, what haue you to doe to flocke
about me thus? I am neither Howler nor Cuckooe:
gentlewomen for gods fake medle with your Ywne
cafes, it is not fit you fhould haunt thefe publike af-
fembles.

Om. well, farewell Cornelio.

Val. Vfe the gentlewoman kindely maifter Nozary,
As mine owne wife, I affure you Sir. . E

Clan. Signor Corndio 1 cinot byt in kindenes ‘fell
you that Balerio by counfaile of Kinaldo hith whil-
pered all this iealofie into your eares, not that he knew
any iuft caufe in your wife, but only tp be reuenged on
you, for the gull, you put vpon him,xvhen yow drew
him with his glory to touch the ZheorM,

Cor. May I beleeue this?
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Clgu. As Tam a gentleman: and if this accident
of your nofe had not falne out, 1 would haue told you
thiz before you fet too your hand.

Cor. It may well kg, yet haue I caufe enough
To perfect my diuorce, but it fhall reft,

Till I conclude it with a Countérbuffe,

giuen to thefe noble rafcals : Clawdio thankes :
What comés of this, watch but my braine a little,
And yee thall fee, if like two partes in me,

Y leaue not bath thefe gullers wits Imbrierd,
Now I perceiue well where the wilde winde fits,
Heres Gull for Gull, and wits at warre with wits,

Exeunt.
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ACTVS QVINTI: SCENA PRIMA.
Rinaldo folus.

Fortune the great commandrefle of the world,

Hath diuers wayes to aduance her followers :

To fome fhe giues honour without deferuing,

To other fome deferuing without honour,

Some wit, fome wealth: and fome wit without
wealth :

Some wealth without wit, fome, nor wit nor wealth

But good fmocke-faces : or fome qualities,

by nature without iudgement, with the which

They liue in fenfuall acceptation,

And make fhow onely, without touche of fubflance ;

My fortune is to winne renowne by Gulling,

Goflanzo, Darroto, and Cornelio:

All which fuppofe in all their different kindes,

Their witts entyre, and in themfelues no piece,

All at one blow : my helmet yet vnbrui&,,

I haue vnhortft, 1aid flat on earth for Guls ;

Now in what taking poore Cornelio is, )

Betwixt his large diuorce, and no diuorce,

I long to fee, and what he will refolue ;

I lay my life he cannot chew his meate,

And lookes much like an Ape had fwallowed pilles,

And all this cemes of bootelefle iealoufie :

And fee where bootlefie iealbufie appeares.

Enter Cornel.* ,
Ile bourd him ftraight ; how now Cornelio #
Are you refolu’d on the diuorce or no?
Cor. What's that to you? looke{to your ogme af-
faires, B
The time requires it ; are not you engag’'d
. In fome bonds forfeit for Valerio ?
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Rinal, Yes, what of that }
Corn. Why fo am I my felfe,
And both our dangers great, he is arrefted
On a recognizance, by a viuring fliue.
Rinal. Arrefted 1 I am forry with my-hanrt,
It is & matter may import me much,
Mag not our bayle fuffize to free him thinke yout
. I thinke it may but I muft not be feene
in't,
Nor would I with you, for we both are parties,
And liker-fagre to bring our felues in trouble,
wThen beare him out : I haue already made
Meanes to the officers to fequefter him
In priuate for a time, till fome in fecret
Might make his Father vnderfland his flate,
Who weuld perhaps take prefent order for him,
Rather then fuffer him t’ endure the fhame
Of his imprifonment ; Now, would you but goe
And breake the matter clofely to his Father,
As you can wifely doo’t) and bring him to him,
were the onely way to faue his credit,
And to keepe off a farowd blow from our fclues.
Rinal. I know his Father will be moou'd pafl
mealwre. .
Corn. Nay if you fland on fuch nice ceremonies,
Farewell our fubftance : Extreame difeafes
Afke extreame remedies, better he fhould ftorme
Some listle time, then we be beate for euer
*Vider the horred fhelter of a prifon,
Rinal. Where is'the place ?
Corn. 'Fis at the halfe Moone Tauerhe,
Haft, for the matter will abide no faye.
Rin, Heauen f¢hd my fpeed be equall with my
. hatt, Eat.
Cw'Gn. Goe ow fcholler, you that make all
$]
You that can out,iee cleere-ey’d ieoloufic,
Yet make this flight a Milftone, where your braine
Sticks in the midft amazd : This'Gull to him
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And to his fellow Guller, fhall become

More bitter then their baiting of my humour :
Hecre at this Tauerne thal Goflanze finde,
Fortunio, Darioto, Claudio,

And amongft them, the ringleader his fonne

His husband, gnd his Saint Valerie, !

That knowes not of what fathion Dice are made,
Nor euer yet lookt towards a red Lettice,
(Thinkes his blindé Sire) at drinking and at Dice,
Withall their wenches, and at full difcouer

His owne grofe folly, and his fonnes diftegnpers,
And both fhall know (although I be no fcholler)
Yet I hauve thus much Latin, as to fay

Iam fumus ergo pares. Bt

Enter Talerio, Fortunio, Claudio, Page, Grat: Lazetta,
Bellanora. A Drawer or two, fettng a Table.

Tal. Set me the Table heere, we will thift roomes,
To fee if Fortune will (hift chances with vs:
Sit Ladies, fit, Forfunio place thy wench,
And Claud place you Dariofos miftreffe, “
1 wonder where that neate {pruce flane becomes ;
I thinke he was fome Barbers fonne by th’ maffe,
"Tis fuch a picked fellow, not a haire
About his whole Bulke, but it flands in print,
Each Pinne hath his due place, not any point,
But hath his perfect tie, fathion, and grace;
A thing whofe foule is fpecially imployde
1n k:égwing where beft Gloues, beft Stockings, Wafe-

tes,

Curioufly wrotght are folde ; facks Milleners fhops
For all new tyres and fathions, and can tell yee
What new deuices of all forts theré are:  *
And that there is not in the whole Riak,
But one new-fathion’d Waft-cote, or,one Nightcap,
One paire of Gloues, pretty or well perfum’d, ,
And from a paire of Gloues of halfe¥ crowne,
To twenty crownes : will to a very fcute

¢
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Smell out the price : and for thefe womanly parts
He is efteent'd a witty, Gentleman.

Lnter Darioto.
Fortunio. See where he comes.
Dari. (Goqd faue you louely Ladies.
Val. 1 well faid louely Paris, your wall eye,
MuR euer firfl be gloting on mens wiues,
You thinke to cotme vpon vs, being halfe drunke,
And fo to part the frefheft man amongft vs,
But you fhall ouertake vs, Ile be fworne.
Dario.” > Tuth man where are your dice ¢ lets fall to
them. *
Clax. We haue bin # am, Drawer, call for
more.
qu% Firft lets haue Wine, Dice haue no perfect
e,
Withou% the liqud whetftone of the Sirrope.
Fort. 'True, and to welcome Darzofo’s latenes,
He fhall (¥npledg’d) carouze one crowned cup
Tq all thefe Ladies health,
ar. 1 am well pleafd.
Val, Come on, let vs varie our fweete time
With fundry excercifes, Boy # Tabacco.
And Drawer, you muft get vs mufique too,
Calls in a cleanly noyfe, the flaues grow lowzy.
Drawer. You fhall haue fuch as we can get you
fir, Eant.
Dariot. Let's haue fome Dice: I pray thee, they
are clenly.
Val. Page, Let mee fee that Leafe?
MPage. Tt js not Leafe Sir, Tis pudding cane 7Za-
{773 )
Val. But I meanc, your Linflock fir, what leafe 1s
that, 1 pray
Page. I pray ypu fee fir, for I cannot read.
Val.o Sfoote a%rancke flincking Satyre: this had
been
Enough to have poyfned cuerie man of vs.
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‘Dal:rzi1 And now you fpea’ke of that, my Boy ence
ted
fplpe of Cane Zubdacco with a peece
a vild Ballad, and Ile fweare I had
A finging in my head a whole weeke after,
Val. Well, th’ old verfe is, A potidus invipe io-c-um.

Enter Drawer with Wine and a Cupp,

Vall. Drawer, fill out this Gentlemans Ca:owfe,
And harden him for our focietie.

Daript. Well, Ladies heere is to your honourd

healths.,

For. What Darzo#o, wnhout hat or knee }

Val. Well faid Fortunig: O y'are a rare Courtier,
Your knee good Signior, I el’eech your Knee.

Dariot.  Nay pray you, lets take it by degrees,
Valerio; on our feete firft, for this will bring's too
foone vpon our knees.

Vall. Sir, there are no degrces of order in a

Tauemne,
Heere you muft, I chargd yee runne all a head
Slight, Coumer, downe ;
I hope you are no Elephant, you baue Toynts $

Dari. Well Sir, heere’s to the Ladies on my

knees.

Vell. 1Ile be their pledge.

Enter Goflanzo & Rinaldo.
Fort.  Not yet, Valerio,
This hee muft drinke vnpledgd
Vall Hee thall-not, I wﬂl giue him this aduan-

Goﬂ How now ¢ whats heere ¥ are thefe the Of
cérs
Rin. Slight, T would all were well.
Enter Cornclio.
Vall. Heere is his pledge :
Heere’s to our common friend Cornéfoes health,

Clau. Health to Gazetta, Poyfon 1o her husband.
: He knecles.



Al Fooles. 177

Cor.  Excellent Gueftes: thefe are my dayly
Gueftes.
Val. Drawer, make ecuen th’ impartiall fkales of
Tuftice,
Giue it to Claudip, and from him fill round.
Come Daristto, fett mce, let mee reft,
Coame in when they haue done the Ladyes right.
Gost. "Sett mee, doc you know what belongs to fet-
ting
Rin.  What a dull laue was I to be thus gull’d.
Cor. *Why Rinald, what incant you to intrap your
friend,
And bring his Father to this fpectacle ?
You are a friend in deed.
Kin.  Tis verie good Sir,
Perhaps my friend, or I, before wee part,
May make eucn with yon.
Fort. Come, letts fett him round.
Fall. Doefo; atall. A plague vpon thefe Dice.
Anotlier health, sfoote T fhall haue no lucke,
M1 be druncke come on, heere'’s to the (omfmt,
The Caualicr my Fhther fhould take in mee,
If he now faw mnce, and would do me nght.
Fort. lle pledge it, and Ius health Taler/o.
Gaofl. Heere’s a good Husband.
Rim I pray {)ou haue patience Sir.
Val. Now haue at all, an ’twere a thoufand

Goft. Hold Sir, I barr the Dice.

Val. What Sir, are you there?
Fill's a frefh pottle, by this light, Sir Knight,
You thall do right,,

Enter Marc. Ant,

Gost. O thougngratious villaine,
Come,come, wemll haue you now thunder foorth
Some of your ghriftie fentences, as grauely:
For as much Valerius as cuery thing has time, and a
Pudding has two : yet ought not fatisfaction to fverue,
M
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fo much from defalcation of well difpof’d people, as
that indemnitie fhould preiudice what fecuritie doth
infinuate : atryall yet once againe,
Mare. An. Heere's a good fight, y’ are well en-
countred fir,
Did not 1 tell you you'd orefhoote your felfe
With too much wifdome.
Val. Sir, your wileft do fo.
Fill the old man fome wine.
Gofl, Heere's a good Infant.
Mare, Why Sir: Ahlas Ile wager with your wife-
dome,
His conforts drew him to it, for of him felfe
He is both vertuous, bafhfull, innocent :
Comes not at Cittic : knowes no Cittie Art,
But plies your Husbandrie ; dares not view a Wench.
Val Father, hee comes vpon you.
Gofi. Heerc's a Sonne.
Marc. Whefe wife is Gratiana now I pray?
Goff. Sing your old fong no miore, your braine’s too
fhort
To reach into thefe pollicies.
Mare. 'Tis true,’ .
Mine eyes foone blinded : and your felfe would fay
fo, .
If you knew all : Where lodg'd your Sonne lafl aight?
Doe you know that with all your pollicie ¢
Gofi. Youle fay he lodg'd with you, and did
not
Foretell you : all this muft for cullour {ake
Be brought about, onely to blinde your eyes ?
Musc. By heauen 1 chaunc’t this morne, I know
not why ! '
To paffe by Gratianas bed-chamber,
And whom faw I faft by her naked fide,
But your Valerio ?
Gafi. Had you not warning giuen
Did not I bidd you watch my Courtier well,
Or hee would fet a Creft a your Sonnes head ¢
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Mare. That was not all, for by them on a
ftoole,
My Sonne fate laughing, to fee you fo gull'd,
fia/l Tis too too plaine.
ah.a”Why Sir, do you fufpeét it the more for
t
Goff. Sufpe& it} is there any
So grofle a wittoll, as if t'were his wife,
Would fit by her fo tamelie 1
Mar. Why nat Sir, To Llind my eyes ¢
'« Well Sir, I was deceiu’d,
» But I thall make it prooue a deare deceipt
w the deceiucr.
Kin. Nay Sir,.lets not haue
A new infliction, fet on an old fault :
Hee did confefie his fault vpon his knees,
You pardned 1t, and fwore twas from your hart.
Gost. Swore ; a great peece of worke, the wretch
thall know
1 haue‘a Daughter heere to giue my land too,
Me giuc mi Daughter all : the prodigall
Shall not haue oac poore Houle to hide his head

w. . .
Fort. 1 humblie thanke you Sir, and vow all
» duetie
My life can yeelde you.
Guast.  Why are you fo thankfull 4
Fort.  For giuing to your Daughter all your
Lands,
Who is my Wife, and fo you gaue them mee.
Gufl. Better, and better.
Fort. Pray Sir be not moou’d,
You dréw meekfhdlie to your houfe, and gaue mee
Acceffe to woe your Daughtér; whom 1 lou'd :
And fince (by honord mariage) made my wife.
Ggfl. Now gll my Choller flie out in your witts :
Good trickes gf Youth y'faith, no Judecorum,
Knights fonne, Knights daughter ; Marc. Antonio
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Giue mee your hand, There is no remedie,
Mariage is euer made by Deftenie.
Rin.  Scilence my Maifters, now heere all are
pleal’d,
Onelie but Cornelio . who lackes but perfwafion
To reconcile himfelfe to his faire wife :
Good fir will you (of all men our beft fpeaker)
Perfwade him to receiue her into grace?

Gofl. That I will gladlie, and he fhalbe rul'd good
Cornclio : 1 haue heard of your wayward Iclofie; and
I muft tell you plaine as a friend, y’ arc an Afle: you
muft pardon me, I knew your Father, .

Rm. Then you mult pardon him, indeed Sir.

Goff.  Vnderfland mce: put cafe Dariotto lou'd
your wife, wherchy you would feeme to refufe her,;
would you defire to haue fuch a Wife as no maa could
loue but your felfe ?

Mar. Anfwere but that Cornclio.

" Gufl. Vnderftand mee : Say Dariotto hath kift your
wife, or perforni’de other offices of that nature, Wheregy
they did conuerfe togeather at bedd and at boord
friendes may feem to doe : ¢

Mar. Marke but the now vnderftand mee. 4

Gofl.  Yet if there come no proofes, but that her
actions were cleanlie, or inifcreete private,.why fwas
a figne of modeflie : and will you blow the Home
your felfe, when you may keepe it to your felfe? Goe
to, you are a Foole, vnderftand mee?

Val. Doe vnderfland him Corndlio.

Goff. Nay Cornalio 1 tell you againe, I knew your
Father ; Hee was a wife Gentleman, and fo was your
Mother: mee thinkes I fee her yet, a luftie foute
Woman, bore great Children, you werethe véry fkun-
drell of am all; but let that paffe: as for your Mother,
fhee was wxfe, a moft flippant ton fhe had, and
could fet out her Taile with as good grace as any fthee
in Florence, come cut and long-tayley and fhe was
honeft enough too : But yet by your Jeaue the would
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tickle Dob now and then, as well as the beft on am;
Ly Joue it's true Cornelio, 1 fpeake it not to flatter you:
your Father knew it well enough, and would he do as

ou do thinke you? fet Rafcalles to vindermine her, or
ooke to her water (as they fay)? No, when he faw
twas but her humour (for his owne quietneffe fake) hee
made a Backe-doore to his houfe for conuenience, gott
a Bell to his fore doore, and had an odd fathion in
ringing, by which fhee and her Mayde knew him ; and
would ftand talking to his next neighbour to prolong
time, that all thinges might be ridde clenly out a the
way before he came, for the credite of his Wife : This
was wifedome now, for a mans owne quiet.

Mar. MHeere was a man Cornelio.

Goff. What Ifay? Young men thinke olde men
are fooles ; but old men know young men are fooles,

Cor. Why harke you, you two Knights; Doe you
thinke I will forfake Gazetfa 1

Gost.  And will you not

Cor.” Why theer’s your wifedome ; why did I make
fRew of Diuorce thinke you ?

Marc. Pray you why Sir!

Cor.  Onelic to bridle her ftout flomack : and how
did I draw on the cullour for my diuvorce ¢ 1 did traine
the Woodcocke Dariotto into the net, drew him to my
houfe, gaue him opportunitie with my wife (as you fay
my Father dealt with his wiues fricndes) onely to traine
him in ; let him alone with my wife in her bedcham-
ber ; and fometimes founde him a bedd with her, and
went my way backe againe foftlie, onlie to draw him
into the Pitte.

y. ‘This wag well handled in deed Cornelio.

lare.” 1 m#ne Sir, now I commend your wife-
dome.

Cory. Why,ifel had been fo minded as you thinke,
I could haue flung his Pantable downe the faires, or
doone him fomp other difgrace : but I winckt at it,

drew on the good foole more and more, onelic to
brifig him within my compafe.
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Gofi. 'Why, this was pollicie in graine.

Cor., And now fhal the world fee I amh as wife as
my father.

Val. 1s't come to this ? then will I make a fpeech
in praife of this reconcilement, including therein the
praife and honor of the moft fathionable and au-
tenticall /ORNE: flande clofe Gentles, and be
filent.

He gets into & chaire,

Goff. Come on, lets heare his wit in this _potable
humour. : 3
Valerto.

he courfe of the world (like the life of man) is

I faid to be deuided into feuerall ages: As wee
into Infancie, Childhood, Youth, and fo forward to
Old-age: So the World into the Golden age, the
Siluer, the Braffe, the 1ron, the Leaden, the Wooden;
and now into this prefent age, which wee tearme the
Horned age : not that but former ages haue injoyde
this benefite as well as our times ; but that in ours 4t
is more common, and neuerthelefle pretious. It is
faid, that in the Golden age of the world, the vie of
Gold was not then knowne: an argument of the fimpli-
citie of that age, leaft thercfore fucceeding ages fhould
hereafter impute the fame fault to vs, which wee lay
vpon the firfl age ; that wee living in the Horned age
of the world, fhould not vnderfland the vfe, the vertue,
the honour, and the very royaltie of the Home; I
will in briefe found the prayfes thereof, that they who
are alreadie in pofiefsion of it, may beare their heades
aloft, as beeing proud of fuch loftie acowtrementes :
And they that are but in pofsibilitid, wsay bé rauifht
with a defire to be in poflefsion.

A Trophey fo honorable, and vnmgatchably power-
full, that it is able to raife any man from a Beggar to
an Emperours fellow, a Dukes fellow, a Noble-mans
fellow, Alderman’s fellow ; fo glorious, that it defe
to be worne (by moft opinions) in the moft confpicu
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lace about a man: For what worthier Creft can you
e then the Horne ? which if it might be feene with
our mortall eyes, what a wonderfull {pectacle would
there be? and how highly they would rauifh the De-
holders # But their fubftaunce is incorporail, not falling
vynder fence, nor mixt of the grofle concretion of Ele-
mentes, but a quinteflence beyond them; a fpirituall
effence inuifible, and euerlafting.

And this hath been the caufe that many men haue
called their beeing in queflion, whether there be fuch
2 thingein rerum natura, or not ; becaufe they are not
to be feene : as though nothing were that were not to
be feene ¥ Who euer faw the Winde ¢ yet what won-
derfull effeCtes are feene of it? It driues the cloudes,
yet no man fees it: it rockes the Houfe, beares downe
Trees, Caltles, Steeples, yet who fees it 7 In like foit
does your Horne, it fwelles the Forehead, yet none
fees it ; it rockes the Cradle, yef none fees 1t: fo that
you plainely perceiue Sence, is no Iudge of Effence.
The Moone to any mans fence, feemes to be Horned;
Pet who knowes not the Moone to be euer perfecily
round : 5o likew#c your Heades feeme euer to be
round, when indeed they are oftentimes Horned : for
their originall, it is vnfearchable: Naturall they are
not ; for there is Beaft borne with Hornes more then
with Teeth : Created they were not, for Zx nikilo nilul
Jit; Then will you afke mee, How came they into the
world? I know not; but I am fure Women brought
them into this part of the world, howfocuer fome
Doctors are of opinion that they vame in with the
Divell . and not vnlike; for, as the Diuell brought
Sinue into the worlde ; but the Woman brought it to
the Man: . may very well be that the Diuell
brought Hombs into the world; but the Woman
brought them tp the man.

For their fower, it is generall ouer the world, no
Nation fo barbarous, no Countrey fo proude, but doth
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equall homage to the Horne. Ewrgpa when thee was
carried through the Sea by the Sofwrnian Bull, was
faid (for fearc of falling) to haue héld by the Home:
and what is this but a plaine fhewing to vs, that all
Eurgpa, which tooke name from that Ewrgpa, thonld
likewife hold by the Horne: So that I fay, it is vni-
uerfall ouer the face of the world, general ouer the face
of Europe, and common ouer the face of this Countrey.
What Cittie, what Towne, what Village, what Streete?
nay what Houfe can quit it felfe of this prerogatiue?
I haue read that the Lion once made a proclamation
through all the Forreft, that all Horned Beaftes thould
depart foorthwith vpon paine of death : If this Procla-
mation fhould be made through our Forreft, Lord
what prefsing, what running, what flying, would there
be euen from all the parts of it} he that had but a
bunch of Fleth in his head would away: and fome
foolithly fearefull, would imagine the fhadow of his
Eares to be Hornes: Ahlas how defart would this
Forieft be left?

To conclude for there force it is irreuitable, for were
they not irreuitable, then might -eyther properneffe of
perfon fecure a man, or wifedome preuent am; or
greatnefle exempt, or riches redeeme them, but prefent
experience hath taught vs, that in this cafe, all thefe
fland in no fteade : for we fee the propert men take
part of them, the belt wits cannot avoide them (for
then thould Poets be no cuckolds) nor can mo
redeeme them, for then would rich-men fine for their
hornes, as they do for offices : But this is held for a
maxime, that there are more rich cuckolds then poore,
lattly, for continuance of the horne it is vndeterminable
till death : Neither doe they determitingyith thre wiues
death, (howfoeuer iinorant writers hol le opinion they
doe) For as when a knight dies, his Laglie ftill retaines
the title of Ladie; when a company is caft yot the
Captaine fti!l retaines the title of Captaine; So though
the wife dic by whom this title came to “her husband,
yet by the curtelic of the City, he fhalbe a cuckold
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;}R‘ring life, let all ignorant affes prate what they
l a
quy?'. Notable wag, come fir fhake hands with
j

In whofe high honour you haue made this {peech *
Mar. Ant.  And you fir come, ioyne hands, y' are
one amogft thé,
Gofi. Very well done, now take your feuerall
wiues,
And fpred like wilde-geefe, though you now giow tame-
Liue merily together and agree,
Hornes cannot be kept off with sealofie.

FINIS.



Epilogue,

S tnce all our labours are as you can like,

We all fubmt to you ; nor dare prefume,

70 thinke ther's any reall worth in them :

Semetimes feafles pleafe the Cookes, and not the guefles,
Sometimes the gucfles, and curious Cookes contemne them,
Our difhes we wntirely dedicate

70 our kinde gufies, bul fince yee differ fo,

Some to lLike onely mirth without taxatins,

Some to count fuch workes trifies, and fuch-iske,

Ve can but bring you meate, and fet you flovks,
And o our befl cheere fay, you all are ) welcome,
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MONSIEVR D'OLIVE,

ACTVS PRIMI
. Sca:na Prima.

VAND O M E with furuants and faylors laden,
VAVMONT, anther way walking.

Vand.
Onuey your carriage to my brother in Lawes,
Th'Earle of Saint Azne, to whome and to my
Sifter,
Commend my humble feruice, tell them both
Of"y arriuall, and intent t'attend them :
When in my way, 7haue performd fit duties,
To Count Faumont, and his moft honoured Counteffe.
Ser. We will Syr, this way, follow honeft Saylors.
. Exeunt Seruants
Vand. Our firft obleruance, after any abfence

Muft be prefented euer to our Miftrefle :
As at our parting fhe fhould full be lafi,
"Hinc Amor v¢ circulus, from hence tis faid
That loue is like a circle, being th'cfficient
And end of all our aétions; which excited
By no worfc abie¢t then my matchlefle miftreffe
Were worthy t: loy vs to that likenefle ;
And be the oncly ing our powers fhould beate,
Noble the is by bi¥th, made good by vertue,
Exceedipg faire, and "her behauiour to it,
Is like a fingular Mufitian
To a fveete /nftrument, or elfe as dotrine
13 to the foule, that puts it into A¢t,
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And prints it full of admirable formes

‘Without which twere an emptie, idle flame

Her eminent iudgement to difpofe thefe parts,

Sits on her browe and holds a filuer Scepter,

with which fhe keepes time to the {euerall mufiques,

Plac't in the facred confort of her beauties :

Loues compleat armorie is managde in her.

To firre affe€tion, and the difcipline

To checke and to affright it from attempting

Any attaint might difproportion her,

Or make her graces lefle then circular;

Yet her euen carriage, is as farre from coyneffe

As from /mmodeflie, in play, in dancing,

Jn fuffering court fhip : in requiting kindneffe.

ZIn vfe of places, houres, and companies

Free as the Sunne, and nothing more corrupted,

As circumfpet as Cynthua, in her vowes,

And conftant as the Center to obferue them,

Ruthfull, and bountious neyer fierce nor dull,

Zn all her coutfes euer at the full.

Thefe three yeares, 7 haue trauaild, and fo long

Haue beene in trauaile with her deareft fight,

Which now fhall beautifie the enamourd light.

This is her houfe, what? the gates thut and cleere

Of all attendants? Why, the houfe was wont

To hold the viuall concourfe of a Court,

And fee, me thinks throligh the encourtaind windowes

(/n this high time of day) I fee light Tapers,

This is exceeding firange, Behold the Earle

Walking in as firange fort before the dore,

Zle know this wonder fure : My honoured Lord
Vau. Keepe of Sir and beware whom you embrace,
Vand. Why fiyes your Lordthi;‘\':'*ckt :

Vau. You fhould be fure

To knowe a man your friend ere yLu embrac¢’t him.
Vand. Ihope my knowledge cannot be more fure

Then of your Lordhips friendfhip.

Vau. No mans knowledge
Can make him fure, of anything without him,
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Or not.within his power to keepe, or order. -
« Vand, 1 comprehend not this ; and wonder much
To fee my moft lan'd Lord fo much efirang'd.
Vufu. The truth is, 7 haue done ydur knowne de-
erts
, More wrong, then with your right fhould let you
greet me
And in your abfence, which makes worfe the wrong,
And in your honour, which ftill makes it worfe.
Vand, JF this bre all my Lord, the difcontent
Vou feeme to entertaine, is meerly caufleffe :
Your free confeffion, and the manner of it,
Deth liberally excufe what wrong focuer,
Your mif-conceit could make you lay on me,
And therefore, good my Lord diicouer it,
That we may take the {pleene and corfey from it.
Vux. Then heare a firange report and reafon, why
£ did you this repented injurie.
You know my wife is by the rights of courtthip,
Your chofen Miftrefle, and fhe not difpofde
(As other Ladies are) to entertaine
Peculiar ternes, witk commor acts of kindneffe :
But (knowing in her, more then womens iudgement,
Tbat the fhould nothing wrong her hufbands right,
To vfe a friend onely for vertue, chofen
With all the rights of friendfhip) tooke fuch care
After the folemnc parting to your trauaile,
And fpake of you with fuch exceeding pafsion,
*That 7 grew iealous, and with rage excepted
Againft her kindnefle, vtterly forgetting
J fhould haue waied {o rare a womans words,
As duties of a free and friendly iuftice :
Not as the heaq g and incontinent vapors
Of other Ladies onds, enflamed with luft,
Wherein I iniured Loth your innocencies,
Which Japproue, not out of flexible dotage,
By any cunning flatteries of my wife,
But in impartialPequitie, made apparant
Both Ly mine ewne well-waid comparifon
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‘bball her other manifeft perfeétions,
With this one onely doubtfull leuntie,
vAnd likewife by her violent apprehenfion
Of her deepe wrong and yours, for the hath vowde,
Necuer to let thé common Pandrefie light,
{Or any doome as vulgar) cenfure her
In any achion fhe leaues fubieét to them,
Neuer to fit the day with her attire,
Nor grace it with her prefence ; Nourifh in it,
(Vnlefie with fleepe) nor fuir out of her chamber :
*And fo hath muffled and mewd vp her beautics
In neuei-ceafing darkenefie, Neuer fleeping,
But in the day tranfform’d by her to night :
With all Sunne banifht from her fmoothered graces :
And thus my deare and moft vinmatched wife,
That was a comfort and a grace to 1ne,
In euery wdgement, euery companie,
I, by falfe lealgufie, haue no leffe then loft,
Murtherd her luing, and entoomd her quicke.
I'and Concett it not fo decpely, good my Lord,
Your wiong to me or her, was no fit ground -
To beare fo waightie and refolu’dea vowe,
From her incenfed and abufed vertues.
Vau. There could not be a mare important caufe,
To fill her with a ceafleffe hate of light, .
To fee 1t grace grofe lightneffe with full beames,
And fronne on continence with her oblique glances,
As nothing cqualls, right to vertue done,
So 15 het wiong paft all comparifon.
Vand  Vertue is not mahtious, wiong (done her
Is righted euer when men grant they Erre,
But doth my princely miftreffe fo contemne
The glorie of her beauties, and th laufe
Giuen to the worth of her focietie, E
To let a voluntarie vowe obfcure them;
I"a;_u.‘1 See all her windowes, and her doofgs made
alt,
And in her Chamber lights for night énflam’d,
_Now others nife, fhe takes her to her bed.
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Vaud. This newes is firange, heauen grant i be
encounterd
With better tydings of my other friendes,
Let me be bold my Lord t'enquire the fiate
f my deare fifter, in whofe felfe and me,

rvines the whole hope of our familie,
Together with her deare and princely husband
Th’Earle of Saint Anze. ,

Pau  Vnhappie that I am,
I would to heauen your moft welcome fteppes
Had brought you firft vpon fome other friend,
To be the fad Relator of the changes
Chanc't your three yeares moft lamented abfence,
Your worthy filter, wotthier farre of hecauen
Then this vaworthy hell of pafsionate Earth,
s taken vp amongft her fellow Starres.

Vund. Vnhappie man that euer 7 returnd
And pernht not ere thefe newes pierft anine eares.

Fuu. Nay be not you that teach men comfort,

gneucd,
4 know your udgement will fet willing thoulders
To the knowne busthens of necceflitie :
And teach your wilfull brother patience,
Who ftriues with death, and from his caues of refi
Retaines his wiues dead Corfe amongfl the liuing,
For with the nich fweetes of refloring Bales,
He keepes her lookes as frefh as if the liv'd,
And 1n his chamber (as in hife attirde)
She in a Chaire fits leaning on her arme,
As if the onely flept : and at her feete
He like a mortified hermit clad,
Sits weeping out his life, as hauing loft
Al his lifes cqg-MPt : And that fhe being dead
(Who was his greateft part) he muft confume,
As in an Apopleny firooke with death.
Nor cap the Duke nor Dutcheffe comfort him,
Nor meffengers with confolatory letters,
From the kind& King of France, who is allyed
7o her and you. But to lift all his thoughts
. .o N
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Vp to another world, where fhe expeéts him,
He feedes his eares with foule-exciting muficke.
Solemne and ZFragicall, and fo Refolues

/n thofe fadde accents to exhale his foule.

Van. O what a fecond Ruthles Sea of woes
Wracks mee within my Hauen, and on the Shore §
What fhall 7 doe 1 mourne, mourne, with them that

mourne,
And make my greater woes their lefle expell,
This day /le confecrate to fighes and tcares,
And this next Euen, which is my miflrefie morning
[le greete her, wondhing at her wilfull humours,
And with rebukes, breaking out of my Loue,
And duetie to her honour, make her fec
How much her ton much curious vertue wrongs her.
T'au. Sayd like the man the woild hith euer held
you,
Hclcome, as new liues to vs, our good. Now
Shall wholly be afcrib’de aud truft to you.
Eaxeunt,
. Enter Rhoderique and Mugeron.
Mug. Sce, fee, the vertuous Ceunteffe hath bidden
our day
Good night, her flanes are now vifible : when was
any Ladie feene to be fo conflant in her vowe, and
able to forbeare the fociety of men fo fincerely ?

Rho. Neuer iu this world, at leafl exceeding fel-
dome. What fhame it is for men to fee women fo
farre furpaffe them: for when was any man
kuowne (out of iudgement) to performe fo flaied an
abftingce, from the fociety of women.

Mug. Neuer in this world.

Rhodersgue.  What an excellent'sfeature’ an honefl
woman is? I warrant you the Gountefle, and her
Virgine fifter, fpend all their times in Conteraplation,
watching to fee the facred Spectacles of the night,
when other Ladies Iye drowned in fleepe or fenfualitie,
It not fo think'fl?

Mug. No queftion.



Monsievr D' Olive. 195

Rhoderic. Come, come, lets forget we are Courtiers,
and talke like honeft men, tell truth, and thame all
trauaylers and tradefmen : Thou beleeu’ft alls naturall
beautie that fhewes faire, though the Painter enforce
it, and fufferft in foule I knuw for the honorable
Ladie.

Mug. Can any heart of Adamant not yeeld in
compaffion to fee fpotlefle Innocencie fuffer fuch bit-
ter penance ?

Rhoder. A very fitte ftocke to graffe on : Tufh man
thinke what fhe is, thinke where fhe lues, thinke on
the villanous cunning of thefe times, Indeed did we
live now in old Sasurnes time: when women had no
other art, than what Nature taught am (and yet there
needes little Art I wiffe to teach a woman to diffemble)
when Luxurie was vnborne, at leaft vntaught, the art
to fteale from 2 forbielden tree : when Coaches, when
Perwigges, and painting, when Maskes, and Masking:
in a word when Court and Courting was vnknowne,
an eafic mift might then perhappes haue wrought vpon
my fence as it does now on the poore Countefle and
thine. .

Myg. O world!

Lro. O fleth !

Mug. O Diuell !

Rhod. T tell thee Mugrron, the Fleth is growne fo
great with the Diuell, as theres but a httlc Honeflie
left ith world. That, that is, is in Lawycrs, they
ingroffe all: S'foote what gaue the firlt fire to the
Counts ITealoufie ?

Mug. What but his mifconftruction of her honou-
rable affeCtion to Vandome.

Rho. HonomMle affeCtion? firll thees an ill huf
wife of her honotr, that puts it-vpon confirution :
but the prefumption was violent againft her, no fpeeche
but of &/andome, no thought but of his memorie, no
myrth but in his companie, befides the free enter-
courfe of Letters, Fauours, and other entertainments,
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too too manifeft fignes that her heart went hand in
hand with her tongue.

Mug. Why, was fhee not his miftreffe ? .

Riod. 1,1, a Court tearme, for I wotte what; ﬂ!ght
Vandome the Stallion of the Court, her deuoted Ser-
uant, and forfoothe loues her honourabhe Tufh, hees
a foole that beleeues it : for my part 7 loue to offende
in the better part flill, and that is, to iudge charitablie :
But now forfoothe to redeeme her Honour, thee muft
by a laborious and violent kinde of Purgation, Rubbe
off the Skinne, to wath out the fpotte, Furne her
Chamber to a Cell, the Sunne into a Taper, And (as
if thee liv'd in another worlde among the Angipodes,)
make our night her day, and our day her night, that
voder this curtaine, fhee may laye his 1ealoufie a fleepe,
whiles thee turnes poore Argus to Aceon, and makes
his Sheets common to her Seruaunt Vandome.

Mug.  Vandome? Why hee was mette i'th fireete
but euen now, newly arriv'd after three yeares trauaile.

Rhod. Newely arrivid ? hee has beene arriv'd this
twelue-month, and has euer fince*lyne clafe in his
miftreffe cunning darkenefle, at her feruice.

Mug. Fye a the Deuill, who will not enuie flaun-
der? O the miferable condition of her Sexe : borne to
live vnder all confirution. If fhee be courteous,
thees thought to be wanton : if thee be kinde, fhees
too willing: if coye, too wilfull : if fhee be modeft :
fhees a clowne, if fhee bee honeft, thecs a foole: And
o is hee. )

Enter D'oliue.

Rhod. What Monfieur D’olive, the onely admym'
of wit and good words. 20 ™R

- D'ol. Morrowe wits, morrowe, good wits: my
little parcell of wit, /7 haue Roddes in piffe for you ;
how doeft Jacke, may J call thee Syr Jack yef}

Mug, You may Syr: Syrs as commendable au ad;
dition as Jagke, for ought 7 knowe. ° L

LYol, 1 know it Iacke, and as common too.: . -
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Rko: Go too, you may couer ; wee haue taken

nouce of your embroydered Beuer ;

ooke you: by Heauen tha'art one of the
maddeﬂ bitter flaucs in Europe, 7 doe but wonder
how / made fhifte to loue thee all this while.

Rko. Go too what might fuch a parcell guilt couer
be worth ¢
ﬁdMug. Perhappes more then the whole peece be-

es.

D'ol.  Good yfaith, but bytter, O you madde flaues,
I thinke you bhad Sa#yres, to your fyres, yet 7 muft
loue you, 7 muft take pleafure in you, and yfaith tell
mee, how ift ? liue / fee you doe, but how ¢ but how?
witts ?

Rno. Faith as you fee, like poore younger Bro-
thers.

D'ol. By your wittes ?

Mug. Nay not turnd Poets neither.

D'ol.  (Food foothe : but indecde to fay truth, Time
was when the fonnes of the Aufes had the priuiledge
to liue onlie by their wits, but times are altered, AZo-
nopolies are nowe catld in, & wits become a free trade
for all forts to liue by, Lawyers liue by wit and they
live worfhipfully : Souldicrs liue by wit, and they liue
honourably= Panders liue by wit, and they liue honeft-
lie. J/n a word there are fewe trades but liue by wit,
onely bawdes and Midwifes liue by Womens labours,
as Fooles and Fidlers do by making myrth, Pagesand
" Parafits by making legges: Paynters and Players by
making mouthes and faces: ha doeft well wits ¢

Rko. Faith thou followeft a figure in thy icfts, as
counttey Gentlemen followe fathions when they bee
worne thréed-hev

ol, Well, well, lets leaue thefe wit (kmmfhes, and
fay when fhall we meete ?

Mug.4 How thinke you, are we not met now ?

D'ol, Tufh man, I meane at my chamber, where
we may take free vie of our felues, that is, drinke Sacke,
and talke Safyre, and let our wits runne the wilde
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Goofe chafe ouer Court and Countrey,‘ I will haue my
chamber the Rende-vous of all good wits, the thoppe
of good wordes, the Mint of good iefies, an Ordinary
of find difcourfe, Critickes, Effayifts, Linguifts, Poets,
and other profeflors of that facultie of wit, fhall at
certaine houred ith day refort thither, it fhall be a
fecond Sorbonne, where 2ll doubis or differences of
Learning, Honour, Duellifme, Criticifme, and Poetrie
fhall be difputed : and how wits, do ye follow the
Court ftill ?

Riod. Clofe at hecles fir, and I can tell. you, you
haue much to aunfwere for your ftarres, that you doe
not fo too. .

D'ol. As why wits? as why ?

Rhod. VVhy fir, the Court’s as twere the ftage:
and they that haue a good fuite of parts and qualities,
ought to preffe thither to gracc them, and receiue
their due merite.

Dol. Tufh, let the Court follow me : he that foares
too neare the funne, melts his wings many times : as
I am, 1 poffefic my felfe, I enioy my libertie, my
leaming, my wit, as for wealth arrd honor let am go,
Ile not loofe my learning to be a Lord, nor my wit to
be an Alderman.

Muy. Admirable D'oliue.

Dol. And what! you ftand gazing at this Comet
here, and admire it, I dare fay.

Rhod. And do not you?

D'sl. Not I, T admire nothing but wit. .

Rlod. But T wonder how fhe cntertaines time in
that?folitarie Cell: does fhe not take Zabacco thinke
you

Dol. She does, fhe does: off% make it their
Phyficke, fhe makes it her foode: her fifter and fhe
take it my turne, firft one, then the other, and Van-
dome minifters to them both. .

Mug. How fayeft thou by that Helene of Greece,
the Countefles fifter, there were a Paragon Monfieur
Doliue, to admire and marrie too. .
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Dok Not¥r me.

Rhod, No, what acceptions lies againft the choife.

Bol. ‘Tufh, tell me not of choife, if I ftood affected
that way, I would chufe my wife as men do Valentines,
blindfold, or draw cuts for them, for fo I fhall be fure
not to be deceiued in choofing : for take this of me,
there’s ten times more deceipt in women then in Horfe-
fleth : and I fay ftill, that a prettie well pac’d Cham-
bermaid is the only fa{hion, if fhe grow full or fulfome,
giue her but fix pencc to buy her a handbasket, and
fend her the way of all fleth, theres no more but fo.

Mug. Indeed thats the fauingft way.

Dol. O me! what a hell tis for a man to be tied
to the continuall charge of 2 Coach, with the appurte-
nances, horfe, men, and fo forth ; and then to haue a
mans houfe peflered with a whole countrey of Guefts,
Groomes, Panders, wayting maides ? &c. I carefull
to pleafe my wife, fhe carelefic to difpleafe me, fhrewifh
if fhe be honeft, intolerable if fhee be wife, imperious
as an Emperefle, all fhe does muft be law, all fhee
fayes Gofpell: O what a pennance tis to endure her,
I glad to forbearesflill, all to keepe her loyall, and yet
perhappes when all’s done, my heyre fhall be likc my
Horfe-keeper - Fie on't), the very thought of marriage
were able to coole the hotteﬂ liver in France.

Rkod. VVell, I durflt venture twice the price of
your guilt Connies wooll, we fhall haue 'you change
your coppy ere a twelue moneths day.

Mug. We muft haue you dubd ath order thers no
remedie, you that haue vimarryed, done fuch honoura-
ble feruice in the common-wealth, muft needes receyue
the honour due t'oot in marriage.

- Rho.* Thyt #ee may doe, and neuer marrie.
,vw Dol As how wits, yfaith as how ?
.Rkp . For if hee can prooue his father was free ath
r, and that hee was his fathers fonne, then by the
%le cuftome of the Cittie, hee may bee a cuckold
by his fathers®coppie, and neuer ferue fort.
Dol Euer good yfaith:
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Mug. Nay howe can hee pleade th&, when t'is as
well knowne his father dyed a batcheler.

D'ol. Bitter, in verity, bitter. But good ftill in it
kinde.

Lko. Goe too, we muft haue you follow the lan-
thorne of your forefathers.

Mug. His forefathers ¥ S’body had hce more
fathers then one,

Lol. Why this is right : heers wit canuail out ans
coate, into’s Tacket: the ftring founds euer well, that
rubs not too much ath frets : 7 muft loue your Wits, 7
mufl take pleafure in you. Farewell good wits, you
know my lodging, make an Emand thether now and
than, and faue your ordinarie, doe wits, doe.

Mug. Wee fhall be troublefome tee.

Dol O God Syr, you wrong mee, to thinke 7 can,
bee troubled with wit, / loue a good wit, as / loune my
felfe, if you ncede a brace or two of Crownes at any
time Addreffe but your Sonnet, it fhall bee as fufficient
as your bonde at all times, I carric half a fcore byrdes
in a Cage, fhall eucr remaine at your call: Farewell
wits, farewell good wits. Exit.

Rho. Farewell the true mappe of a gull: by Hea-
uen hee fhall too’th Court : t'is the perfe¢t model of
an impudent vpftart : the compound of a Poet, and a
T.awyer, hee fhall {ure too’th Court.

Mug. Naye for Gods fake, letts haue no fooles at
Court.

Rko. Hee fhall too't thats certaine, the Duke had
a purpofe to difpatch fome one or other to the French
King, to entreat him to fend for gge bodie of his
Neece, which the melancoly Earle of Sdnt Anne, her
husband hath kept fo long vnburied, as meaning
one graue fhould entombe himfelfe and her together.

Mug. A very worthy fubiect for an Ambafidge, as
D'oliue is for an Ambaflador Agent, and t'is as futable
lto{ﬁs braine, as his parcell guilt Beucr to his fooles
vead. .

<
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Rho. Welllt thall goe hard but hee fhall bee em-
ployd, O tis a moft accomplifht affe, the mugrill of a
Gull, and a villaine, the very eflence of his foule is
pure vxllany The fubftance of his braine-foolery : one
that beleeues nothing from the ftarres vpward. A
Pagan in beleefe, an Epicure beyond beleefe, Prodi-
gious in luft, Prodigall in waftfull expence, in neceflary
moft penurious, his wit is to admire and imitate, his
grace is to cenfure, and detract ; he fhall to’th Court,
yfaith hee fhall thither, 1 will thape fuch employement
for him, as that hee¢ himfelfe fhall haue no lefle con-
tentment, in making myrth to the whole. Court, then
the Duke and the whole Court fhall haue pleafure in
enioying his prefence. A knaue if hee be riche, is fit
to make an Officer, As a Foole if hee beea knaue is
fit to make an Intelligencer.

Lxcunt,
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A&us fecundi Scena
prima.

Enter Digue, Liccite, with Tapers.

Dig. What an order is this? FEleuen a clocke at
night is our Ladies morning, and her houre to rife at,
as in the moming it is other Ladies houre: thefe
Tapers are our Sunnes, with which we call her from
her bed. But 1 pray thee ZLuefte what makes the
virgin Ladie, my Ladies fifler, breake wind fo con-
tinua?lly, and figh fo tempeftuoufly, I belecue fhees in
loue

ZLyced. With whom, can you tell ?

Dig. Not very well, but certes thats her dnfeafe,
man may caft her water i her face : The truth is, t'is
no matter what the is, for there is' little goodnefle in
her, I could neucr yet finger one Cardicue of her
bountie : And indeed all bountie now adayes is dead
amongft Ladies. This fame Bonitas is' quite put
downe amongft am. Dut fce, Now we fhall difcouer
the heauinefie of this virgine Ladie, Ile eauefdroppe,
and if it be poffible, heare who is hcr Louer: For.
when this fame amorous fpirit pofiefles thefe young
people, they haue no other fubiect to talke of.

Enter Marcellina and Euryone,

Eur. O fifter, would that maehiefle Earle euer
haue wrongd his wife with icaloufie

Mar. Neuer.

Eury. Good Lord what difference is in men? but
fuch a man as this was euer feen to loue his wife, enen
after death fo dearely, 10 liue with het in death’3 To
leaue the world and all his pleafures: all his friends
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and honours, as all were nothing, now his wife is gone,
is not ftrange ?

Mar. Exceeding ftrange.

Evry: But fifter thould not the noble man be
‘Chronicled if he had right, I pray you fifter, fhould he
not §

Mar: Yes, yes he thould.

Evry: But did you euer heare of fuch a Noble
gentleman: did you fifter %

Mar: I tell you no:

Evrve And doe not you delight to heare him
fpoken of ? and praif’d, and honord ?

Doe you not Madame %

MaRr. What thould I fay % I doe ;

Evry: Why very well: and fhould not euery
woman that loues the Soueraigne honour of her Sexe,
delight to heare him praifd as well as wee ?

Good Maddam anfwere hartely ¥
Mar: Yet againe, who euer heard one talke fo ¥

Evry: Talk fo? Why fhould not euery Lady talke

fo?

You thinke belike I loue the Noble man :

Heauen is my iudge if I: indeede his loue
And honour to his Wife {o after death :
Would make a Fayry loue him, yet not loue,
But thinke the bétter of him, and fometimes,
“Talke of his loue or fo ; But you know Maddam :
I cald her fifter, and if I loue him,
It is but as my Brother I proteft.
An other within.

VaND. Let me come in; Sir you mvit not enter:

Mar. What rude difordred noife is that within ?
Lxcit. I knowsmot Maddam,

Diq. How now;

Sic:  Whers my Lady ¢

"Mar. What haft with you?
~ Sic? Maddame thers one at doore that afkes to
fpedke with yeu, admittes no anfwere but will enforce
. his paffage to your honor.
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Mar. what infolent guefl is that?

Evkv., Who thould he be;

That is fo ignorant of your worth and cuftome :

Enter an other Seruant.

2 LEc. Maddam hers one hath drawne his rapier
on vs and will come in he fayes.

Mar. Tis is firange Rudenes,

What is his name, doe you not know the man?

Sic. No Maddam, tis too darke.

Mar. Then take a light,

See if you know him, if not raifc the ftreetes -
Exit Lvairre walkes with a candle,

Evry. And keepe the doore fafe: what night-
walker’ this, that hath not light enough to fee his rude-
nes.

Exit LyciTTE in haft.

Lycvr. O Maddamc tis the Noble gentleman,

Monfieur VANDOME your Seruant.

Evry: Isit he? is he retwind ?

Mar: Haft commend me to him tel him I may
not nlor will not fec him : for I haue vowd the contrary
to all. .

Lycit. Maddam, we tokd him fo a hundred times

yet he will enter : [within]

Within: Hold, hold, keepe him backe there :

Mar: What rudenes what firange infolence is this:

Enter VANDOME.

Vanp: What hower is this? what fathion? what
fad life ¢

What fuperftition of vnholy vow ?

What place is this? () fhall it ere be faid

Such perfet Judgement fhould be drownd in
Humor? ™ .

Such beauty confecrate to Batts and Owles:

Here lyes the weapon that enforft my pafiage,

Sought in my loue, fought in regard of you:

For whom T will indure a thoufand deaths,

Rather then fuffer you to perith thus*

And be the fable of the {fcornefull world ;
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Yf I offend you Lady kill me now,
Mar: What fhall I fay? Ahlas my worthy Seruant,
I would to God I had not liv'd to be
A fable to the worlde, a fhame to thee.
* Vanp Deare miftris heare me & forbeare thefe
humors.
M.arR Forbeare your vaine difiwafions
Vanp. fhall your iudgement ?
Mar. I will not heare a word. ExiT Marp:
VaAND. Strange will in women ; ExiT MaRrc.
What fayes my honorable virgin fifter ?
How is it you can brooke, this Batt-like life ¢
And fit as one withovt life ?
. Evry: Would I were,
If any man would kill me, I'de forgiue him,
Van. O true fit of a maiden Melancholy ¢
Whence comes it, louely fifter 2
Evr: In my minde:
Your felfe hath fmall occafion to be merry :
That are arriv’d on fuch a haples Shore :
As beares the dead waight of fo deare a Sifter :
For whofe deceafobeing my deare Sifter vow’d.
I fhall for euer leade this defolaie life.
~Van. Now heauen forbid ; women in Loue with
women ;
Loues fire thines with too mutuall a refraction,
And both wayes weakens his colde beames too much :
To pierce fo deeply tis not for her I know
that you are thus impaffiond.
Evr: For her I would be fworne and for her huf-
band,
Van: I mary Sir, a quick man may doe much,
In theife'kindg ofimprefiions.
Evr. See how Idely.
You vnderftand me? theife fame travailers,
That cgn liue any where, make iefts of any thing:
And caft {o farre from home, for nothing elfe :
But to learne Bow they may caft of their friends,
She had a hufband does not caft her of fo :
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O tis a rare, a Noble gentleman.
Well, well, there is fome other Humor flirring,
In your young bloud then a dead womdns Loue :

Evry: No, ile be fworne:

Vanp: Why is it pofiible ?

That you, whofe frolicke breft was euer filde,
With all the fpirits of a mirthfull Lady :

Shovld be with fuch a forrow fo tranflorm’d ¢
Your motft fweet hand in touch of Inftruments:
Turnd to pick firawes, and fumble vpon Ruthes;
Your heauenly voice, turnd into heauy fighes,'
And your rarc wit (o in a manner tainted.

This cannot be, T know fome other caufe,
Fafhions this firange effe, and that my felfe : ‘
Am borne tv find 1t out and be your cure :

In any wound it forceth whatfoeuer,

But if you wil not, tell me at your perill.

Evry: Brother.

Vanp. Did you call ?

Evry: No tis no matter.

Vanp: Sothen:

Evry. Doe you heare ¢

Afflurd you are my kind and honor'd Brother,
Ile tell you all :

Vanp: O will you doe fo then ¢ .

Evry. you will be fecret ¢

Vanp: Secrct? ift a fecret?

Evry: No tis a triflle that torments one thus :

Did euer man afke fuch a queftion,
When he had brought a woman to this paffe !

Vanp: What tis no Treafon is it ?

Evry: Treafon quoth he? .

Vanp: Well if it be, I will engage n.y quarters

With a faire Ladies euer, tell the fecret.

Evry: Attending oftentimes the Duke & Dutcheffe,
To vifit the moft paffionate Earle your Brother¢
That Noble Gentleman.

Vanu: Well faid put in that,

« EvrRy Putitin? why? y'faith y'are fuch a man,
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Tle tell.no further, you are changed indeede.
A trayaile quoth you?
Vanp: Why what meanes this 1
‘Come Lady fourth, I would not loofe the thankes
The credit and the honor I fhall haue :
For that moft happy Good I know in Fate,
I am to furnith thy defires withall :
For all this houfe in Gold,
Evry Thanke you good Brother :
Attending (as 1 fay) the Duke and Dutcheffe
To the fad Earle.
Vanp: That noble gentleman.}
Evry: Why I,is he not?
« VanD: Befhrew my hart clfe,
The Earle quoth you, he caft not of his Wife.
Evry: Nay looke you now,
Vanp: Why does he pray 1
Evry: Whyno:
Van. Foorth then I pray, you louers are fo captious
Evry: When I obferu’d his conftancie in Loue :
His honor of his deere wiues memory,
His woe for her, hss lifc with her in death :
I grew in loue, euen with his very mind.
VanD: O with his mind ?
Evr: I by my foule no more,
Vanp: A good mind certainly is a good thing :
And a good thing you know.
Evr. That is the chiefe:
The body without that, Ahlas is nothing:
And this his mind caft fuch a fier into me :
‘That it hath halfe confum’d me, fince it lou’d
" His Wife fo dearely, that was deere to me.
And euer I agg faying to my felfe :
How more then happy fhould that woman be :
-"Fhat had her honor'd place in his true loue :
But as for meyI know I haue no reafon.
To hope for fuch a honor at his hands.
"Vawp: What®at the Earles hands: I thinke fo in-
deede,
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Heauen I befeech thee was your loue fo fimple :
T’ nflame it felfe with him ? why hee’s a husband :
For any Princefle any Queene or Empreffe :
The Ladies of this land would teare him peece-meale:
(As did the drunken Froes, the THrRATIAN HARPER)
To mary but a lymbe, a looke of him,
Hem;)cns my fweet comfort: Set your thoughts on
im !

Evr. O cruell man, diffembling trauailer,
Euen now you took vpon you to be fure
It was in you to fatisfie my longings, .
And whatfoeuer t'were, you would procure it,
O you were borme to doc me good, you know.
You would not loofe the credit and the honor. ¥
You fthould haue by my [utiftaction ?
For all this houfe in Gold the very Fates,
And you were all onc in your power to help me.
And now to come and wondcr at my folly.
Mocke me ? and make my l.ouc impofiible
Wretch that I was, I did not keepe it in,

Vax. Alas poore fiker ; when a greefe is growne.
Full home, and to the decpeft ther. it breakes.
And ioy (Sunn like] out of a black cloude fhineth.
But couldfi thou thinke yfaith I was in eamneft :
To efteceme any man without the reach
Of thy far-(hooting beauties any name ?
Too Good to fubfcribe to EVRIONE :
Here is my hand, if euer I were thought
A gentleman or would be flill efteemd fo
I will {fo vertuoufly folicite for thee :
And with fuch cunning wind into his heart,
That I fuftaine no doubt I fhall diffolue
His fetled Melancholy be it nere {8 grgunded.
On rationall loue, and grave Philofophy,
1 know my fight will cheere him at the heart :
In whom a quick forme of my deare deade Sifter
Will fire his heauy fpirrits. And all this
May worke that change in him, that nothing elfe
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Hath hope to ioy in, and fo farewel Sifter
Some few dayes hence, ile tell thee how I fpeed.
Evr, Thankes honord Brother: but you thall not

beforego;(m dine with your beft loued Mifiris.
Come in fweet Brother :
Vaxnp: In to dinner now !
Midnight would blufh, at that farewell, farewell :
Evr. Decre Brother doe but drinke or taft a Ban-
quet
y-faith 1-haue moft excellent conferues
You fhall come in, in earneft, ftay a little
Or will you drinke fome Cordial flilld waters,
After your trauel, pray thce worthy brother
Vpon my loue you fhall fiay ? fwcet now enter.
Vaxp: Not for the world, commend my humble fer-
uice,
And vfe all meanes to bring abroad my Milflris.
Evr: I will in fadnes ; farewell happy brother.
Excunt.
9 Ex1ER PHILLIP. GVEAQ. TERONNIME.
& MvGeERON. GwrAQ. & IERO. fit down to worke
PuiL, Come MVGERON, where is this worthy flotefl
‘That you and Rhoderique would perfwade :  (man,
To be our-worthy Agent into France,
The couller we fhal lay on it tinter,
The body of the long deceafed Countefie,
The French Kings necce, whom her kind husband
keepes *
With fuch great cofl, and care from buriall :
Will thew as probable as can be thought.
Thinke you he can be gotten to performe it
VGi ]",‘Eare;xot my Lo: The wizzard is as forward,
o viurpe greatnes, as all greatnes is:
To abufe vertue, or as riches honor.
You ot loade the Affe with too much honor,
He fhall be yours my Lord Rhoderique and I,
Will giue him fo your highnes for your foote-cloth :
Pan: How happens it, he liud conceald fo long,
0
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Mve. It is his humor fir ; for he fayes fiill,
His iocund mind loucs pleafure aboue honor,
His {fwindge of kberty, aboue his life,
1t is not fafe (fayes he] to build his neft
So neere the Eagle, his mind is his Kingdome
His chamber is a Court, of all good witts,
And many fuch rare fparkes of Refolution,
He blefleth his mofl loued felfe withall,
As prefently, your excellence fhall heare.
But this is one thing I had halfe forgotten.
With which your highnes necds muft be prepar’d,
1 haue difcourft with him about the office :
Of an Ambaflador, and he flands on this.
That when he once hath kift your Highnes hand,
And taken his difpatch he then prefents :
Your Highnes parfon, hath your place and power,
Muft put his hat on, vfe you, as you hin: :
That you may fee before he goes how well,
He can aflume you prefence and your greatnes
Puir.  And will he practife his new ftate before

vs?
Mvs: T and vpon you too; and kiffe your
Dutcheffe,

As you vfe at your parting
Pair:  Out vpon him, fhe will not Ict him kiffe her
Mvs:  He will kiffe her, tp doe your parfon right,
PriL: It will be excellent :
She fhall not know this till hewoffer it :
Mva:  See fee, he comes,
Enter Rhod Monf: Doliue
& Pacque.
Ruo. Hecre is the gentlcman ]
Your highnes doth defire to doe you hogor
In the prefenting of your princely parfon
And going Lord Ambaffador to’th French King,
P Ts this the gentleman whofe worth fo highly
You recommend to our election ?
Awmpo: This is the man my Lord
~ PHiL: Wec vnderftand Sir :
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We haue beene wrongd, by being kept fo long

From notice of your honorable parts

‘Wherein your country claimes a deeper intreft

Then your meere priuate felfe ; what makes wife Nature
Fafbion in men thiefe excellent perfections

©Of haughty courage, great wit, wifedome incredible

Dous: It pleafeth your good excellence to fay fo

Pai: But that the aymes therem at publique gouvd
And you in duty thereto of your felfe
Qught to haue made vs tender of your parts
And not entombe them urant-like aliue
Ruo. We for our parts, my Lord are not in fault,
For we haue fpurnd him forward euermore
Letting him know how fit an inftrument
He was to play vpon in ftately Mufique.

MvG. And if he had bin ought elfe but an Afle
Your Grace tere Ius time long had made him great
Did not we tell you this )

Dowt: Oitentimes,

But fure my honoid Lord the times before
Were not a. now they be thankes to our fortune
That we inioy fo [weet and wife a prince
As is your gratious fclfe ; for then t'was pollicie
To keepe all wits of hope full vnder hatches
Farre fronr the Court, leafl their exceeding parts
Should ouer fhine thofe that were then n place
And t'was our happines, that we might e fo
For in that freely choof’d obfcuritie
Wee found our fafetie, which men mofl of Note
Many times loft, and I ahlas for my part,
Shrink my defpifed head in my poore thell
For your leaind excellence, I know knows well.
* Quy bene latuit, bene vixit, fill.
lyy, ;g was much you could containe your felfe, that
h
So greag meanes to haue liw’d in greater place
DoL: Faith Sir I had a poore roofe, or a paint-houfe
‘T'o thade me frbm the Sunne, and three or foure tyles
To fhrow’d me from the Rayne, and thought my (elte
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As private as I had King Giris Ring
And could haue gone invifible, yet faw all
That paft our ftates rough Sea both neere and farre,
There faw I our great Galliaffes toft
Vpon the wallowing waues, vp with one billow
And then downe with angther : Our great men
Like to a Maffe of cléwds that now feeme like
An Elephant, and firaight wayes like an Oxe
And then a Moufe, or like thofe changeable creatures
That liue in the Burdello, now in Satten
To morrow next in Stammell.
When I fate all this while in my poore cell
Secure of lightning, or the fodaine Thunder
Conuerft with the poore Mufes gaue a fcholler
Forty or fiftie crownes a yeare to teach me
And prate to me about the predicables
When mdecde my thoughts flew to a higher pitch
Then Genus and Species as by this taft
T hope your highnes happyly percejues
And fhall hereafter more at large approue
If any worthy oportunitie
Make but her fore topp fubieé tosny hold
And fo T leaue your Grace to the tuition
Of him that made you.

Rro: Soft good Sir I pray :
What fayes your Excellence to this gentleman §
Haue 1 not made my word good to your highnes %

Par: Well Sir, how cuer Enuious pohcie
Hath rob’d 1 my prediceflors of your feruice
You muft not fcape my hands, that haue defign’d
prefent employment for you ; and tis this
T’is not vnknowne vnto you ; with what griefe.
Wee take the forrow of the Earle SaintAmme
For his deceafed wife ; with whofe dead fight,
Hee feeds his paffion, keeping her from right
Of chriftian buriall, to make his eyes
Doe pennance by their euetlafting teares
For loofing the deare fight of her quick bewties
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lf)o:,,l Well {poke y-faith, your grace muft giue me
eaue
To praife your witt, for faith tis rarely fpoken
PriL. The better for your good commendation
But Sir your Ambafly to the French King
Shall be to this effet ; thus you fhall fay
Dov: Not fo, your Excellence fhall pardon me
I will not haue my tale put in my mouth
If you'le deliuer me your mind in grofe
Why fo I thall exprefie it as I tan
1 warrane you t'wilbe fufficient.
PH1L: T'is very good, then Sir my will in grofe
Is that in pitty of the fad Coyntes cafe
The King would aske the body of his Neece
To giue it Funerall fitting her high blood,
Which (as your felfe requires and reafon wills)
1 leaue to be enforft and amplyfied
With all the Ornaments of Arte and Nature
Which flowes I fee in your fharp intellet
DoL : Ahlas you cannot fec't in this fhort time
But there be, fome not far hence that haue feene
And heard me tooeere now : I could haue witht
Your highnes prefence in a priuat Conuenticle
At what time the high point of flate was bandled 1
PHiL : What was the point 1
Dol : It was my happ to make a number there
My felfe (as euery other Gentleman)
Beeing interefted in that graue aflayre
Where I deliverd my opinion : how well ?
Dor: What was the matter pray
The matter, Sir.
Was of an autient fubiect, and yet newly
d intd queftion ;5 And t'was this in breefe
e as I remember all in rowt,
All forts of men together,
A Squigr and a Carpenter, a Lawier and a Sawicr,
A Margant and a Broker, a Iuftice and a peafant
and fo forth without all difference
Pare: But what was the matter?
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Dor, Faith a ftale argument though newly handied
And I am fearefull I fhall thame my felfe :
The fubiect is fo thred bare
PuiL - Tis no matter be asit will go to y'point I pray,
DoL : Then thus it is : the queftion of eftate
(Or the ftate of the queftion) was in briefe
whether in an Ariftocratie
Or in a Democriticall eflate
Tobacco might be brought to lawfull vfe
But had you heard the excellent fpeeches there
Touching this part.
MvG : RHo: Pray thee to the point
Dot : Firft to the poigt then,
Vpilart a weauer, blown€ vp b'infpiration
That had borne office in the congregation
A little fellow and yet great in fpirit
T neuer fhall forget him ; for he was
A moft hot liuerd enemie to Tobacco
His face was like the ten of Diamonds
Pomted each where with puthes, and his Nofe
Was like the Afe of clubs (which I muit tell you
‘Was it that fet him, and Tobacco firfl at fuch hot En-
.mitie for that nofe of his (according to the Puritannick
cut] hauing a narrow bridge, and this Tobacca : being
1n drink durft not paffe by and finding ftopt his nar-
;Sw paffage fled backe as it came and went away in
ett.
Mve : Juft caufe of quarrell
Pur: But pray thee briefely fay, what faid the
weauer R
DoL : The weauer Sir much like a virginall jack
Start nimbly vp ; the culler of his beard
I fcarfe remember ; but purblind he wag
With the, GENEVA print, and wore one earg
Shorter then tother for a difference
PHI: A man of very open note it feemes
Dovr: He was fo Sir, and hotly he envaid
Againft Tobacco (with a moft firong breath
For he had eaten garlicke the fame morning



Monsievr IFOlive. 21§

As twi his vie partly againft ill ayres

Partly to make his fpeeches fauorie

Said t'was a pagan plant, a prophane weede

And 2 moft finful fmoke, that had no warrant

Out of the word ; inuented fure by Sathan

In theife our latter dayes, to caft a mift

Before mens eyes, that they might not behold

The grofenes of olde fuperflition

Which is as t'were deriu'd into the church

Erom the fowle finke of Romith popery

And that it was a iudgement on our land

That the fvbflantiall commodities :

And mighty bleflings of this Realme of France

Bells, Rattles, hobby horfes®and fuch like

‘Which had brought fo much wealth into the Land

Should now be changl into the finoke of vanitie

The fmoke of fuperftition ; for lus owne*part

He held a Garlick cloue bemg fan¢tifyed

Did edifie more the body of a man

Then a whole tun of this prophane Tobacco

Being tanc without thankef-giuing ; in a word

He faid it was a zagge of Popery ¢

And none that were truely regenerate would

Prophane his Nofthrils with the fmoke thereof

And fpeaking of your grace behind your hack,

He chargd and coniur'd you to fee the vie,

Of vaine Tobacco banifht from the land

Forfeare leaft for the great abufe thereof

Or candle were put out; and thercwithall

Taking his handker-chiefe to wipe his mouth

As he had told a lie, he tun'd his noife

To the olde firaine as if he were preparing

For a new exercife, But I my felfe

E_An to heare this generous Tabacco
ntlemans Saint and the fouldiers idoll

ntly poluted] ftood me vp
Tooﬁ fome Tabacco for a complement
Brake fleame fome twice or thrice, then thooke mine
-ares
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And lickt my lipps, as if I begg'd attention
and fo directing me to your fweet Grace
Thus I replyed,

Ruo: MvG: Rome for a fpeach there. Silence

Dor- I am amufed, or I am in & quandarie gentle-
man [for in good faith 1 remember not well whether
of them was my words]

Pa1: 'lis no matter ‘either of them will ferue the

turne

Dow: Whether I fhould (as the Poets fayes) eloquar,
an filiam? whether by anfwering a foole I fheuld my
felfc feeme no leffe ; or by giuing way to his winde
(for words are but winde) might betray the caufe; to
the maintaynance whereof, all true Troyans (from
whofe race we claime our decent] owe all their patri-
monies ; and if neede be their deareft blood, and
their fweeteft breath, I would not be tedious to your
highnes :

Pu1: You are not Sir : Pioceede:

Dor. Tasacco that excellent plant, the ufe where-
of gas of fift Element] the world cannot want, is that
little fhop of Nature, wherein her whele workeman-fhip
15 abridg'd, where you may fee Earth kindled into fier,
the fire breath out an exhalation which entring in at
the mouth walkes through the Regions of a mans
brayne, driues out all ill Vapours but itfelfe drawes
downe all bad Humors by the the mouth, which in time
might breed a Scabbe ouer the whole body if already
they haue not; a plant of singvlar vie, for on the one
fide, Nature being an Enemie to Vacuitie and empti<
nes, and on the other, there beeing fo many empty
braines in the World as there are, how fhall Natures
courfe be continued ? How fhall thiefe ¢mpty brainey
be filled, but with ayre Natures immediate inftmmm‘
to that purpofc 3 If with ayre, what fo proper as your
fume : what fume f{o healthfull as your perfume } ‘what
perfume fo foueraigne as Tabacco? Befides the ex~
cellent edge it giues a mans wit, [as they*can beft iudge
that haue beene prefent at a feaft of Tobacco where
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commonly all good witts are conforted] what varietie
of difcourfe it begetts? What fparkes of wit it yeelds,
it is a world to heare: as likewife to the courage of a
man, for if it be true, that Iohannes de fauo et fano et
writes, that hee that drinkes Veriuice piffeth vinegere,
Then it muft needs follow to be as true, that hee that
eates fmoke, farts fire ; for Garlicke I will not fay be-
caufe it is a plant of our owne country ? but it may
cure the difeafes of the country, but for the difeafes of
the Court, they are out of the Klement of Garlick to
medicing ; to conclude as there is no enemy to Ta-
bacco but Gatlick, fo there is no fricnd to Garlick, but
a fheeps head and fo I conclude.

Py« Well Sir, V1 this be but your Naturall vaine
I muft confeffc T knew you not indeede
When I made offer to inflrut your brayne
For the Ambafiage, and will truft you now
It t'were to fend you foorth to the gieat Turke
With an Ambaffage

Dow : But Sir in conclufion
T'was orderd for my fpeach, that fince Tobacco
Had fo long bin it vfe, it fhoulkl thence foorth
Be brought to lawfull vfe; but hmitted thus
That none fhould dare to take it but a gentleman
Or he that had fome gentlemanly humor
The Murr, the Head-ach, the Caitar, the bone ach
Or other branches of the tharpe falt Rhewme
Fitting a gentleman.

R#0O ¢ Your grace has made cloife
Qf a moft fimple Lo : Ambaflador

pr1: Well Sir you neede not looke for a commiffion
My hand_fhall well difpatch you for this bufines
‘Rke now theplace and ftate of an Anbaflador

fent our parfon and performe our charge
And fo farewell good Lord Ambaflador

Downé Farewell good Duke and GVEAQVIN to thee

Gve : Haw, now you foole # out you prefumptious

gull
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D'or. How now you baggage 1 ffoote, are you fo

coy
To the Dukes parfon, to his fecond felfe §
are you to good dame to enlarge your felfe
Vnto your yroper obiect % flight twere a good deede

Gv:; : What meanes your grace to {uffer me abul’d

thus

pHI1: deeet Loue be pleaf’d; you do not know this

Lor
Giue me thy hand my Lord :

DoL: And giue me thine .

PuiL : Farewcll againe

I’oL: Farewell againe to thec
P :falji(:)v: go thy ways for an ambaf- { Exiunt PHiL
Dor: Now goe thy wayes for a Duke Gueaq ; Iero:

Mvi: Ruo: Mofl excellent Lord,

RHO. Why this was well performd and like 2 Duke
Whofe parfon you moft naturally prefent

D'ov: 1 told you 1 would doo’t, now ile begin
To make the world take notice I am noble
The firft thing L will doc ile fweare to pay
No debts vpon my honor

Mvec : A good cheape proofe of your Nobilitie

D'ol. But if I knew where I might pawne mine

honor,
For fome odd thoufand Crownes, it thalbe layd :
Ile pay’t againe when 1 haue done withall :
Then twill be expected I fhalbe of fome Religion
I muft thinke of fonie for fathion, or for faction Iajm,
As it becomes great perfonages to doe :
Ile thipke vpon’t betwixt this and the day.

Rho. Well fayd my Lord ; this Logdhip‘ of yow's
wil worke a mighty altcration in you: do you notfeffe
it begins to worke alreadie #

Dol Fayth onely in this; it makes thinke,
how they that were my Companions before, thall now
be my fauorites: They that were my “Friends before,
[fhall now be my followers : They that were my Ser-
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uants before, thall now be my knaues: But they that
were my Creditors before, fhall remaine my Creditors
fill

Mug, * Excellent Lord ; Come, will you fhew your
Lordfhip in the Prefence now!

D’ol.  Faith 1 do not care, if I go and make a face
or two there, or a few gracefull legges ; fpeake a little
Italian, and away ; there’s all a Prefence dothrequire.

FINIS ACTVS SECVNDI.

ACTVS TERTIL Szna prima.

Enter, Vandome, and St. Anne.

St. Anne.
Ou haue enclinde me more to leaue this life,
Then I fuppofde it pofsible for an Angell ;
Nor is your iudgement to fuppreffc your pafsion:
For fo deare lou'd a Sifier (being as well
Your blood and fleth, as mine) the leaft enforcement
Of your difswafiue arguments, And befides,
Your true refemblance of her, much fupplies
Her want 1n my affeCtions ; with all which,
feele id thefe deepe griefes, to which I yeeld
Lkind of falce fluggith (and rotting fweetnes,)
ixt with an humour where all things in life,
Lie drgwnd in fower, wretched, and horred thoughts :
The way to cowardly defperation opened,
And whatfoen®r vrgeth foules accurft.
To their deftruction, and fometimes their plague,
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So violently gripes me, that I lie

Whole dayes and nightes bound at his tirranous feete?
So that my dayes are not like life or light, .

But bittereft death, and a contmuall night.

Vand. The ground of all is vnfuffifed Loue,
Which would be beft eafd with fome other obiect ;
The generall rule of Nafo being autentique

Quod Juccefsore noud vinatur omnis Amor :
For the affe€tions of the minde drawne foorth
In many currents, are not fo impulfiue
In anie one; And fo the Perfian King
Made the great River Gaenges runn diftinctly
In an innumeralle fort of Channels ;
By which meanes, of a fierce and dangerous Flood,
He turnd it into many pleafing Riuers :
So Likewiie 1s an Armie disarayd,
Made penetrable for the aflaulting foe : ’
So huge Tiers being deffufed, grow affwadgd :
Laflly, as all force being vnite, increafeth ;
So beiny dispearft, it growes leffe ftharpe, and ceafeth.

8. Anne.  Ahlas, I know I cannot loue another,
My hart accuftomd to loue onely hes, .
My eyes accuftomd to view onely her,

Will tell me whatfoeuer is not her, is foule and hatefull.

Vend. Yet forbeare to keepe her k
Still in your fight : force not her breathles body
Thus againft Nature to furuiue, being dead:

Let it confume, that it may reaffume
A forme mcorruptible ; and refraine
The places were you vide to ioy in her:

Heu fuge dilellas lerras, fuge Littus Amatum ;
For how can you be euer found or fafe,
Where in fo many red fieps of your wougds, *
Gafpe in your eyes? with change of place be fure,
Like ficke men mending, you fhall find recure,

Enter the Duke, D'oliue, Gueaguin, Teronime, Muge,
Rhod. to fee the dead Countgfie thatl'is kept in hev
atlire vnburied. .
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D’ol. Fayth Madam, my companie may well be
fpard at fo mournefull a vifitation : For, by my {foule,
to fee Pigmalion dote vpon a Marble Picture, a fence-
1es Statue, I fhould laugh and fpoyle the Tragedie.

Gur. Oh, tis an obiect full of pittie my Lord.

Dol. 'Tis pittie in deed, that any man fhould loue
a woman fo conftantly.

Duke, Bitterly turnd my Lord: we mufl fiill ad-
mire you.

D'ol. Tufh my Lord, true Manhood can ncither
mourne*nor admire: 1ts fitt for Women, they can
weepe at pleafure, euen to admiration.

Gur. Butmen vie to admire rare things, my Lord,

Dol But this is nothing rare ; Tis a vertue com-
mon for men to loue their Wiues aftey death: The
value of a good Wife (as all good things elic) are bet-
ter knowne by their want, then by therr fruttion : for
no man loues his Wife fo well while the liues, but he
loues her ten times better when fhee’s dead.

RhAo. ‘This is found Philofophie, my Lord.

Dol Faith, my Lord, [ fpeake my thoughts ; and
for mine owne past, I thould {o ill indure the loficof a
Wife (alwayes prouided, I lou’d her) that if I loft her
“this weeke, I'de haue another by the beginning a'th
next : And thus refolu'd, I leaue your Highnes to deale
with A¢rgpos, for cutting my Ladyes threed : I am for
France ; all my care is for Followers to Imp out my
Traine: I feare 1 muft come to your Grace for a
Preffe ; for I will be followed as becomes an honora-
ble Lord : and that is, like an honeft Squire . for with
our great Lords, followers abrod, and Hofpitalitie at
home, are out of date : The world’s now grown thrif-

ie : He'thatfils 2 whole Page in folio, with his Stile;
inkes it veriet Noble, to be mand with one bare
age and a Pandare; and yet Pandare in auntient
time, was the name of an honeft Courtier; what tis
now, Viderit ytilitas : Come Witts, let's to my Cham-
ber, ZExeunt® Manent Vando. S. An. '
Vendo. Well now my Lord, remember all the reafons
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And argwnents I vide at firft to you,
To draw you from your hurtfull pafsions :
And therewithall, admit one further caufe,
Drawne from my loue, and all the powers I haue ;
Luryone, vow'd fifter to my fifter,
Whofe vertues, beauties, and perfeétions,
Adome our Countrie, and do neereft match
With her rich graces, that your loue adores,
Hath wounded my affections ; and to her
1 would intreat your Lordfhips gracefull word :
S. Anne, Butisit true ! Loues my dear brother now ?
It much delights me, for your choyce is Noble:
Yet need you not vrge me to come abrode,
Your owne worth will fuffize for your witht fpeed.
Vand. 1 know my lord, no man aliue can winn
Her refolu’d iudgment from virginitie,
Vnleffe you fpeake for him, whofe word of all Dames
Is held moft fweet, and worthie to perfwade them.
S. Anne. The world will think me too phantafticall,
T'o ope fo fodenly my vow'd obfcurenes.
Vand. My Lord, my loue is fuddaine, and requires
A fuddaine remedic : 1f I be delayed,
Confider Lones delay breedes defperation,
By waighing how ftrongly Louc workes in your felfe. ~
S. Adnne.  Deare Brother, nothing vnderneath the
Starres,
Makes mee fo willing to pertake the ayre,
And vndergo the burden of the world,
As your moft worthy felfe, and your wifht good :
And glad I am that by this meanes I may
See your defcent continued, and therein
Behold fome new borne Image of my wife :
Deare life, take knowledge that thy Broghers' loue,
Makes me difpaire with my true zeale to thee:
And if for his fake I admit the Earth
To hide this treafure of thy pretious beauties ;,
And that thy part furuiuing, be not pleafd,
Let it appeare to mee ye iuft affifters
Of all intentions bent to foueraigne iuftice ;
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And T will follow it into the Graue,
Or dying with it ; or preferue it thus,
As long as any life is left betwixt vs.
Exeunt.
Enter Monjeuer, D'oliue, Rhodersque.
D'ol. But didft note what a prefence I came of
with-all 1
RPZo. Sfoot, you drew the eyes of the whole prefence
upoh you :
There was one Ladie a man might fee her hart
Readie to ftart out of her eyes to follow you.
Dol But Monfeuer Mustapha there kept flate,
Wherll) I accofted him; s’light the Brafen head lookt to
e
Worfhipt I thinke: No Ile commit no [Idolatrie for
the proudeft Image of’am all, I.

Rhe. Your Lordfhip has the right garbe of an ex-
cellent Courtier, refpects a Clowne, fupple ioynted,
courtcfies a verie peagoofe; us fuffe hawn’d audacity
that carries it; get once within their diftance, and
you are in their bofoms inftantly.

D'ol.  Shart doe they looke? 1 fhould flande
aloofe, like a Scholares, & make leggs at their great-
nes: No lle¢ nonc of that; come vp clofe to him,
giue him a.clap a'th fhoulder fhall muke hnn crie oh
againe : it's a tender place to dJeale withal, and fay,
Well encounterd noble Brutus.

Rko. Thats the onely way indeed to be familiar.

D'ol. S'foot lle make leggs to none, vnlefie it be
to a Tuftice of peace when he fpeakes in’s Chaire, or
to a Cunftable when he leances on’s Staffe, thats flat :
foftnes and modeflie fauors of the Cart, tis boldnes bold-

does the ?ed in the Court : and as your Camelion

es all cullours a'th Rainebow both white and red,
fo'muft your true Courticr be able to varrie his coun-
tenance through all humors; State, Strangncs, Scorne,
Mirth, Melanchollie, Flatterie, and fo foorth: fomc
culloprs likewifé his face may change vpon occafion,
Blacke or Blew it mayaTawnie it may ; but Redd and
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‘White atgno hand, anoyde that like a Sergeant: keepe
your cullour ftiffe, vnguiltie of pafsion or difgrace, not
changing White at fight of your Mercer, nor Red at
fight of your Surgeon : aboue al finnes, heauen fheild
mee from the finne of bluthing ; it does ill in a young
Waighting-woman, but monfirous monftrous, in an old
Courtier.

Rho. Well, all, this while your Lordfhip forgets
your Ambaflage ; you haue giuen out, you will be
gone within this moneth, and yet nothing is readie.

Dol.  1ts no matter, let the Moone keepe her
courfe : and yet to fay trueth, t'were more then time
1 were gone, fur by heauen 1 am fo haunted with
Followers, eueric day new offers of Followers: But
heaven thicld me from any more Followers.

How now, whats the newes?

Enter Muge and two olhers.

Mug. My Lord, heere’s two of my [peciall Friends,
whom I would gladly commend to .follow you in the
honorable aétion.

D'ol. S'foote, my eares arc double lockt ggainft
Followers, you know my number’s full, .all places
vnder mee arc beflowde : Ile out of towne this night
tha’ts infalible; Ile no more Followers, a mine
honour.

Mug. S'light Lord, you muft entertaine them, they
haue paid me their income, and I haue vndertuken
your Lordfhippe fhall grace them.

270l Well my Maifters, you might haue come at a
time when your entertainement would haue v
better then now it is like: but fach as it is, vpon the
commendation of my Steward here

Mug. A pox a your Lor, Steward ?

D'ol. Yare welcome in a word : deferne and fpie
out. :

Ambo. Wee humbly thankeyour Lordthip, .
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Dol.  Mugeron, let'am be enterd. w

Muyg. In what rancke my Lord, Gentlemen or
Yomen

Dol Gentlemen, Their bearing berayes no lefie,
it goes not alwayes by apparrell : I do alow you to
fuite your felues anew in my Cullours at your owne
charges.

Amb. Thanke your good Lordthip.

D'ol. Thy name firfi, 1 pray thee?

Cor. Cornelius, My Lord.

D'ol. « What profefsion :

Cor. A Surgeon an’t pleafe your Lordfhip.

Dol I had rather th'hadft Deen a Barber, for I
thinke there wilbe little blood-fhed amongft my Fol-
lowers, vnleffe it be of thy letting : Ile fee their nailes
parde before they goe.  And yet now I bethinke my
felfe, our Ambafiage is into fraunce, there may be em-
ployment for thee : haft thou a Tubbe ¢

Cor. 1 would be loth, my Lord, to be dislocated
or vnfurnifht of any of my properties.

Dol Thou fpeak’fl like thy felfe Cornelins : hooke
him downe Gentlaman.

Mug. Verie well Sir.

D’ol. Now your profefsion, I pray ?

Fripp. . Frigperic, my Lord, or as fome tearme i,
Fetly Prokery.

IPol. An honeft man Ile warrant thee, I neuer
knew other of thy trade.

Frip. Trulie a richer your Lordship might haue,
An honefter I hope not.

Dol. 1 beleeue thee Pettie Broker: canft burne
(Gold-lace ¢

Frip. -1 cgn do anie thing, my Lord, belonging to

trade.

D'ol. Booke him downe Gentleman, heele do good
vpon the voyage I warrant him : prouide thee a Nagge
Pettie Broker, thou'l finde employment for him doubt
not : keepe thy felfe an honeft man, and by our
returne I doe not doubt but to fee thee a rich Knaue:
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Farewel Pettic Broker, prepare your felues againft the
day; this Gentleman shall acquaint you with my
Cullours: Farewell Fripper, Farewell Pettic Broker :
Delerne and fpie out is my Motro. Exeunt.

Amb.  God continue your Lordship.

Rko. A verie feafonable praier,

For vnknowne to him, it hes now vpon his death-
bedd. .

Dol. And how like you my Chamber good Witts ?

Rho. Exccllent well Sin

770/, Nay beleeuc it, it fhall do well (as+you will
fay) when you fee’t fet foorth futable to my proiect
Herc fhall ftand my Court Cupbord, with it furniture
of Plate: Hceere fhall runne a Wind Inftrument :
Ilecre thall hang my bafe Viall : Heere my Theorbo :
and heere will I hang my felfe.

dmb.  Twill do admirable well

Lo/, But how will I hange my felfe good witts ?
Not in perfon, but in Picture ; I will be drawne.

Rhw. What hangd and drawne too ?

Dol. Good aguine: 1 fay I wilbe drawne, all in
compleat Satten of fome Courtly culbour, like u Knight
of Cupuds band: On this fide fhalbe ranckt Chaires
and Stooles, and other fuch complements of a Cham-
ber : This corner will be a conuenient roome for my
Clofe floole : I acquaint you with all my priuities, you
[ee.

Mug. I Sir, we fmell your meaning.

L’ol. Heere fhalbe a Peartch for my Parrat, while
I remaine vomarricd, I fhall haue the lefle miffe of
my Wife : Heerc a Hoope for my Munckie when I
am married, my wife will haue the leffe miffe of mee:
Heere will T haue the ftatue of fome e;.cellent Pocy-
and I will haue his Nofe goe with a Vice (as I ha
feene the experience) And that (as if t'had taken co
'th head,)

Rho. For want of a guilt Nightcap.

D'ol. Bitter ftill, thall like a Spout rtinne pure Witt
all day long ; and it fhalbe fedd with a Pipe brought
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at my charge, from Helicon, ouer the Alpes, and vnder
the Sea by the braine of fome great Enginer; and I
thinke twill do excellent.

Mug. No queftion of that, my Lord.

Dol. Well, now Witts about your feueral charges
touching my Ambaflage: Rhoderique, is my Speach
put out to making ?

Rho. Its almofl done.

Dol. Tis well, tell him he fhall haue fourtie
Crownes ; promifle, promiffe ; want for no promifing :
And well remembred, haue I ere a Gentleman Viher
yet; a ftrange thing, amonft all my followers, not one
has witt enough to be a Gentleman Vther, I muft haue
one ther’s no remedie ; Fare-well : haue a care of my
Followers, all but my pettie Broker, hecle fhift for him
felfe.

Rio. Well, let vs alone for your followers. Exenrnd.

D’ol. Well faid, deferne and fpie out

Manet D'oliue.

Amb. Me thanke your Lordfhip.

D’ol. Heauen 1 befeech thee, what an abhominable
fort of Followers e 1 put vpon mee: Thefe Cour-
tiers feed on'am with my countenaunce: I can not
Jooke into the Cittie, but one or other makes tender
of his good partes to me, either his Language, his
Trauaile, his Intelligence, or fomething : Gentlemen
fend me their younger Sonnes furnifht in compleat, to
learne fafhions for-footh ; as if the riding of fiue hun-
dred miles, & fpending 1000. Crownes would make’am
wifer then God meant to make’am. Others with-child
witk the travailing humor, as if an Afle for going to
Paris, could come home a Courfer of Naples : Others
a2 ‘poffelt with the humor of Gallantrie, fancie it to

¢ the onelie happineffe in this world, to be enabled
by fuch a coolor to carrie a Feather in his Creft, weare
Gold-lage, guilt Spurs, & fo fets his fortunes ont:
Turnes two or three Tenements into Trunckes, and
. creepes home againe with lefle then a Snayle, not a
Houfe to hide his head in: Three hundred of thefe _
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Goldfinches I haue entertaind for my Followers; I
can go in no corner, but I meete with fome of my
Wifflers in their accoutraments; you may heare’am
halfe a mile ere they come at you, and fmel’am halfe
an hower after they are paft you ; fixe or fcauen make
a perfe¢t Morrice-daunce ; they need no Bells, their
Spurs fcrue their turne: I am afhamd to traine’am
abroade, theyle fay I carrie a whole Forret of Fea-
thers with mee, and 1 thould plod afore’am in plaine
ftuffe, like a writing Schole-maifter before his Boyes
when they goe a feafting : 1 am afraid of nothing but
I fhall be Ballated, I and all my Wifflers : But its no
matter, Ile fathion'am, He thew'am fathions: By bea-
uen lle giue three parts of’am the flipp, letam looke
fort : and yet to fay trueth, I thall not need, for if I
can but linger my Iorney another moneth, I am fure 1
thall mute halfe my Feathers; I feele'am begin to
weare, thinne alreadie : There’s not tenne Crownes in
twentie a their purfes : And by this light, I was told
at Court, that my greafie Hoft of the Porcupine laft
Holiday, was got vp to the eares in one of my Fol-
lowers Satten [uites; And Vandom#went fo farre, that
he fwore he faw two of them hangd : My felfe indeed
pafsing ycfterday by the Frigperie, fpide two of them
hang out at a ftail with a gambrell thruft from fhoulder
to fhoulder, like a Sheepe that were new flead: Tis
not for nothing that this Pettie Broker followes me ;
The Vulture fmels a pray ; not the Carcafes, but the
Cafes of fome of my deceaffed Followers ; S’light, T
thinke it were my wifeft courfe, to put tenne poundes
in flocke with him, and turne pettie Broker; certainelie
there’s good to be done vpon't ; if we be but a day or
two out of towne heele be able to load, euerie day g™
freth Horfe with Satten fuites, and fend them hacke
hither: indeed tis like to be hot trauaile, and therefore
t'wilbe an eafe to my Followers to haue their gloathes
at home afore’am ; Theyle on, get off how they can:
Little know they what Pikes their Feathers muft pafle:
. Before they goe the Sergeants, when they come home
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the Surgeons: but chufe them, Ile wafth my hands
on'am, Exit.

FINIS ACTVS TERTIL

ACTVS QVARTL. Szna prima.

“andome Jolus.
Y Sifters Eacquies are now performed
VVith fuch pompe as exprefl the excellence
Of her Lords loue to her : And firde the enuic
Of our great Duke, who would haue ne man equall
The honour he does t'his adored wife :
And now the Earke (as he hath promift mee)
Is in this fad Cell of my honord Miitreife,
Vrging my louc to faire Euryonc,
VVhich 1+ramde, oncly to bring him abrode,
And glf it might fucceed) make his atfeétes
VVith chonge of obiecles, change his helples foriow
To helpfull lone. I ftuod where 1 obferud
Their wordes ahd lookes, and all that paft hetwixt
them :
And fhec hath with fuch cunning borne her felfe,
In fitting his affe¢tion, with pretending
er mortified defires : her onely loue
To Vertue and her louers : and, in briefe,
Iﬁath figurd with fuch life my deare dead Sifter,
Enchai'k::g all this, with her heightned Beautie,
That I beleeue fhe hath entangld him,
And wonn fuctefle to our indufirious plot.
If he be toucht, I know 1t greiues his foule,
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That hauing vndertane to fpeake for mee,
(Imagining my loue was as I fainde)

His owne loue to her, fhould enforce his tongue
To court her for himfelfe, and deccaue mee :

By this time, we haue tried his pafsionate blood :
If he be caught (as heauen vouchfafe he be)

Ile play alittle with his Phantafie.

FEnter St. Anne.

S. Anne. Am 1 alone? Is there no Eye nor Edre
That doth obferue mec ¢ Heauen how haue I grafpt,
My Spirrits in iy hart, that would haue burft
To giue wifhit iliue to any violent loue ?

Dead Wife excufe me, fince T loue thee flill,
That liv'ft in her, whom 1 muft loue for thee :
For he that 15 not mou'd with ftrongeft pafsion
In viewing her ; that man did ne’rc know thee :
Shee's thy furuining Image : But woo’s mee ;
Why am I thus tranfported paft my felfe ?

Van. Oh, are your dull vxorious {pirrits raifd #
One madneffe doth beget another flll.

St. Annc.  But flay, Aduife mee«Soule; why didft

thou light me
QOuer this threfhold ? was’t to wrong my Brother 4
To wrong my Wife, in wronging of my Brother ?
Tle (e a miferable man : No villane :
Yet in this cafe of loue, who is my Brother ?
Who is my Father? Who is any kinn?
I care not, I am neareft to my felfc:,
1 will purfue my Pafsion; I will haue her.

Van. Traytor, I heere arreft thee in the names
Of Heauen, and Earth, and deepeft Ackeron :

Loues tiaytor, Brothers ; traytor to thy Wife.-

St. An. O Brothcr, flood you fo neare my dlf

honour?
Had you forborne awhile, all had been changd :
You know the variable thoughts of L.oue,
You know the vfe of Honour, that will ‘euer
Retire into it felfe ; and my iuft blood

¥
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Shall rather flow with Honour then with Loue :
Be you a happie Louer, I a friend,
For I will die for loue of her and thee.
Vand. My Lord and bLrother, Ile not challenge
more,
In loue and kindnes then my loue deferhes,
That you haue found one whom your hart can like:
And that One, whom we all fought to preferre,
To make you happie in a life renewde :
t ig a heauen to mee, by how much more
My hartimbrac’t you for my Siflers louc:
Tis true, T did diffemble loue t' Euryone,
Ta make you happie in her deare affetion,
Who more dotes on you, then you can on her:
Enioy Euryone, fhee is your owne,
The fame that euer my deare Sifter was :
And heauen bleffe both your loucs as I releafe
All my faind loue, and interefl to you.
S. Anne. How Noblie hath your loue deluded
mee
How iufllie haue you beene vniuft to mee 1
Let mee cmbracegthe Oracle of my good,
The Aucthor and the Patron of my life.
Vand. Tufh, betwixt vs my Lord, what need thefe
tearmes ?
As if we knew not one another yet ?
Make fpecd my Lord, and make your Nuptials thort,
As they are fodaine Dlefl in your defires,
S Anne. Oh I with nothing morce then lightning
haft.
Van, Stay, one word firft my Lord ; You are a
fweet brother
.To put in truft, and woo louc for another ?
S. Anne. ®*Pray thee no more of that.
Vand. Well then be gone, LExit S. Anue.
my Lord, her brother comes. Euter Vaum.
Vai¥m. Moft happie Friend,
How hath our plot fucceeded ?
Vand. Hee's our owne.
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HIS blood was framde for euerie fhade of vertue,
To rauifh into true inamourate fire :
The Funerall of my Sifier muft be held
With all folemnitie, and then his Nuptialls,
With no leffe fpeed and pompe be celebrate.
Vaum. What wonders hath your fortunate fpirrite
& vertues
Wrought to our comforts? Could you crowne th'en-
chantments
Of your diuinc Witte with another Spell,
Of powre to bring my Wife out of her Cell, .
You fthould be our quicke Hermes, our Aleides.
Vand. Thats my next lobour: come my Lord,
your felfe
Shall ftand vnfecne, and fec by next morns light
{Which is her Beddtime) how my Braines-bould valoure
Will roufe her from her vowes fcueritie :
No Will, nor Powre, can withfland Pollicie. Exif.

Enter Doline, Pacque, Digue.
D'ol. Welcome little Witts, are you hec my Page
Pacgue here
Makes choice of] to be his fellow Coch~horfe ?

Dig. 1 am my Lord.

D'ol. What Countric man?

Dig. Borne 'th Cittie.

Pac. But begot i’'th Court: I can tell your Lord-
thip, he hath had as good Court breeding, as anie
Impe in a Countrie: If your Lordfhip pleafe to
examine him in anie part. of the Court Accidence,
from a Noune to an Interiection, Ile vndertake you
fhall finde him fufficient.

D'ol. Saift thou fo little Witt : Why then Sir, How..
manie Pronounes be there ? -

Dig. Faith my Lord there are more, but I haud
learned but three forts ; the Goade, the Fulham, and
the Stop-kater-tre ; which are all demonflrativts, for
heere they be: There are Relatiues toog but they are
nothing without their Antecedents.
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Dol. Well faid, little Witt I'faith, How manie An-
tecedents are there ?

Dig. Faith my Lord, their number is vncertaine ;
but they that are, are either Squires, or Gentlemen
vihers.

Dol Verie well faid : when all is done, the Court
is the onely Schoole of good education ; cfpecially for
Pages and Waighting women ; Paris, or Padua, or
the famous Schoole of England called Winchefter,
famous (I mcane) for the Goofe, Where Schollers
weare Petticoates fo long, till their Penn and Inck-
horns knocke againfi their knees: All thefe I fay, are
but Belfries to the Bodic or Schoole of the Court :
Hee that would haue his Sonne proceed Doclor in
three dayes, let him fende him thither; there’s the
Forge to fathion all the parts of them: There they
fhall learne the true vie of their good Partes indeed.

Pac. Well my Lord, you haue faid well for the
Court, What fayes your Lordfhippe now to vs Cour-
tiers, Shall we goc the voyage !

Dol. My little Hermophrodites, 1 entertaine you
heere into my Chember ; and if need be, ncarer : your
feruice you know. I will not promife Mountaines,
nor aflure you Annuities of fourtic or fiftie Crownes ;
in a word, I will promife nothing : but I will be your
good Lord, do you not doubt.

Dig. We do not my lord, bui are fure you will
fhew your felfe Noble : and as you promife vs nothing,
fo you will Honorably keepe promife with vs, and giuc
vs nothing.

Dol, Prettie little Witt, y'faith ; Can he verfe ?

Puoc. T and fett too, my Lord; Hee’s both a Setter
and a Verfer,

Dol Pr&ticin fmth ; but I meane, has he a vaine
Naturall ?

Pac. O my Lord, it comes from him as cafelie,

Dig® As Suites from a Courtier, without money :
or money from a Cittizen without fecuritic, my Lord.

D'ov  Wel, I perceiue nature has fuited your Witts ;
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& Ile fuite you in Guarded coates, anfwerable to your
Witts : for Witt's as futable to guarded Coates, as
Wifedome is to. welted Gownes. My other Followers
Horfe themfelues ; my felfe will horfe you. And now
tell me (for I will take you into my bofome) What's
the opinion of the many headed Beft touching my new
adition of Honour ?

Dig. Some thinke, my Lord, it hath giuen you
adition of pride, and outercuidance.

Dol. They are deceaud that thinke fo: T muft
confeffe, it would make a Foole proude ; but for me,
1 am femper idem.

Pac. We belecue your Lordthip.

Dol. 1 finde no alteration in my felfe in the world,
for I am fure I am no wifer then I was, when I was
no Lord, nor no more bountifull, nor no more honeft;
onely in refpeét of my fate, I affume a kinde of State;
to receiue Suters now, with the Nodd of Nobilitie ; not
(as before) with the Cappe of courtefie; the knee of
Knighthood: And why knee of Knighthood, littleWitte?
there’s another Queftion for your Court Accidence.

Dig Becaufe Gentlemen, or Yoenien, or Peffantes,
or fo, receiue Knighthood on their knees.

Pac. The fignification of the Knee of Knighthood
in Heraldie an’t pleafe your Lordfhip, is, that Knights
are tyed in honour to fight vp to the knees in blood,
tor the defence of faire Ladyes.

Dol. Verie good: but if it be fo, what honour
doe they deferue, that purchafe their Knighthood

Dig. Purchafe their Knighthood my Lord ? Mary
1 thinke they come truely by’t, for they pay well for’t,

D'ol. You cut mee off by the knees, little Witte :
but I fay, (if you will heare mee) that if they deferue
to be Knighted, that purchafe their Knighthood with
fighting vp to the knee, What doe they deferue, thi
E;rchafe their Knighthood with fighting aboue the

eet

Pac. Mary my Lord, I fay the purchafe is good, if
the conueyance will hold water. .
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D'ol. VVhy this is excellent: by heauen twentie
poundes annuitie fhal not purchafe you from my heeles.
But foorth how : VVhat is the opinion of the world
touching this new Honour of mine ? Doe not Fooles
enuie it ?

Dig. No my Lord, but wife men wonderatit: you
hauing fo buried your wifedome heretofore in Tauerns,
and Vaulting-houfes, that the world could neuer dif-
couer you to be capable of Honour.

Pol.  As though Aeilles could hide himfelfe vnder
a Womans clothes : was he not difcouered at firft ¥
This Honor is like a Woman, or a Crocadile (chufe
you whether) it flics them that follow it ; and followes
them that flie it : For my felfe, how euer my worth,
for the time kept his bedd ; yet did I euer prophecie
to my felte that it would rife, before the Sun-fet of my
dayes : I did euer dreame, that this head was bome
to beare a Lreadth, this fhoulder to fupport a State,
this face to looke bigg, this bodie to beare a prefence,
thefe feete were borne to be reuellers, and thefe Calues
were borne to be Courtiers: In a word, I was bome
Noble, and 1 wik die Noblie : neither fhall my Nobi-
litie perith with death ; after ages fhall refounde the
memorie thercof, while the Sunne fets in the Eaft, or
the Moone in the Wefl.

Pac. Or the Seuen Starres in the North.

D’ol. The Siege of Bullaine thall be no more a
landmarke for Times: Agencourt Battaile, S. Iames
his Fielde, the loffe of Calice, & the winning of Cales,
fhal grow out of vfe: Men fhal reckon their yeares,
Women their mariages, from the day of our Ambaffage:
As, I was borne, or married two, three, or four yeares
before the éreat Ambaflage. Farmers fhall count
their Leafes from this day, Gentlemen their Morgages
from this day : Saint Dennis fhall be rac’t out of the
Kazllender, and the day of our Enftalment enterd in
redd I8tters : And as St. Valentines day is fortunate to
choofe Louers, St. Zukes to choofe Husbandes; So
fhall this day be to the choofing of Lordes: It shali
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be a Critticall day, a day of Note: In that day it
shall be good to quarrell, but not to fight : They that
Marrie on that day, shall not repent ; marie the mor-
row after perhappes they may : It shall be holfome to
beat a Sergeant on that day : Hee that eates Garlicke
on that morning, shall be a rancke Knaue till night.

Dig. What a day will this be, if it hold ?

D’ol Hold? S'foote it shall hold, and shall be
helde facred to immortalitie : let all thL Chroniclers,
Ballet makers, and Almanackmungers, do what they
dare.

Enter Rhoderigue.

Rkod. S'foote (my Lord) al's dafht, your voyage is
ouerthrowne.

Dol. What ayles the franticke Tro !

Rivd. The Lady is entoombde, that was the Sub-
iet of your Ambaffage: and your Ambaffage is
beraid.

Pac.  Didois dead, and wrapt in lead.

Di. O heauy herfe ! «

Dig. Your Lordfhips honor muft waite vpon her.

Dig. O feuruy verfe! Your Lordfhip's welcome
home: pray let's walke your horfe my Lord.

D'ol. A prettie gullery. Why my little wits,. doe
you beleeue this to be true ?

Pac. For my part my Lord, I am of opinion you
are guld, '

Dig. And I am of opinion that I am partly guiltie
of the fame.

Enter Muge.

Muge. Where’s this Lord foole here?” S'light you
haue made a prettie peece of feruice an't: raifed vp
all the countrey in gold lace and feathers; and now
with your long flay, there's no employment for
them.

D'ol. Good ftill.
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Mug. S'light I euer tooke thee to be a hammer of
the right feather : but I durft hane layed my life, no
man could euet have cramd fuch a Gudgeon as this
downe the throate of thee: To create thee a Chriftmas
Lord, and make thee laughter for the whole Court: I
am athamde of my felfe that euer I chufde fuch a
Groffeblocke to whet my wits on.

D'ol.  Good wit yfaith.

I know all this is but a gullery now : But fince
you haue prefumde to go thus farre with me, come
what can come to the State, fincke or fwimme, Ile be
no more a father to it, nor the Duke; nor for the
world wade one halfe fleppe further in the action.

FPac. But now your Lordfhip is gone, what fhall
become of your followers %

Dol. Followers? let them follow the Court as I
haue done : there let them raife their fortunes : if not,
they know the way to the pettie Brokers, there let
them fhift and hang. Exit cum fuis,

Rkod. Here we may firike the Plawudite to our
Play, my Lord foole’s gone: all our audience will
forfake vs. -

Mug, Page, after, and call him againe.

Rho. Let him go : Ile take vp fome other foole
for the Duke to employ: euery Ordinary affoords fooles
enow : and didft not fee a paire of GGallants [it not far
hence like a couple of Bough-pots to make the roome
{mell 1

Mug. Yes, they are gone: But what of them ?

Rhod. 1le prefle them to the Court: or if neede
be, our Mufe is not fo barren, but fhe is able to
deuife one tricke or other to retire 'o/ue to Court
againe. °

Mwg. IRdeed thou toldft me.how glorioufly he
apprehended the fauour of a great Lady ith Prefence,
whofe hart (he faid) flood a tipto in her eye to loeke
at hin"

Rhod. 'Tie well remembred.

Mug. O, a Loueletter from that Ladie would
retrine him as fure as death.



238 Monsievr IV’Olive.

Rkod. It would of mine honor: Weele faine one

from her inftantly : Page, fetch pen and inke here.
Exit Pag.

Mug. Now do you & your Mufe engender: my
barren skonce fhall prompt fomething.

Rhkod. Soft then : The Lady Zeronime, who I faid
viewed him fo in the Prefence, is the Venus that muft
enamour him : Weele go no further for that. But in
what likeneffe muft he come to the Court to her now?
As a Lord he may not: in any other fhape he will

not.
Muyg. Then let him come in his owne fhape like a

gull.

Rhod. Well, difguifde he thall be: That fhall be
his miftrifies diretion : this fthall be my Helicon : and
from this quiuer will I draw the fhaft that thall wound
him.

Mug. Come on: how wilt thou begin?

Rhod. Faith thus: Denrely Beloued.

Mug. Ware ho, that’s prophane.

Rkod. Go to then: Diuine D'olmc I am fure
that’s not prophane.

Mug. Well, forward.

R/wa’ Ifee in the powre of thy beauties,

Mug. Breake of your period, and fay, Twas witha
figh.
gRde. Content : here’s a full pricke ftands for a
teare too,

Mug. So, now take my braine.

Rhod. Poure it on.

Mug. 1 talke like a foole, but alas thou art wife
and filent. .

Rhod. Excellent: And the more wifg, the more
filent.

Mng. That's fomethmg common.

Rrkod. So thould his miftris be.

Myg. That's true indeed : Who breakes way next?

Rhod. That will I fir: But alas, why*art thon not
noble, that thou mighft match me in Blood ¥ ¢
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Muyg. Tle anfwer that for her.

Rhod. Come on.

Mug. But thou art noble, though not by birth, yet
by creation.

Rhod. Thats not amifle: forth now: Thy wit
proues thee to be a Lord, thy prefence fhowes it: O
that word Prefence, has coft me deare.

Muyg. Well faid, becaufe the faw him ith Prefence.

Rhod. O do but fay thou lou'ft me.

Mug. Soft, there's too many OQs.

Rkod» Nota whit: O’s but the next doore to P. |
And his miftris may vfe her O with with modeftie: or
if thou wilt, Ile flop it with another brachith teare.

Mug. No, no, let it runne on.

Rkod. O do but fay thou lou’ft me, and yet do not
neither, and yet do.

Mug. Well faid, let that laft fland, let him doe in
any cafc : now fay thus, do not appearc at Court.

Rhod.  So.

Mug. At leafl in my companie.

Riod. Well.
Mug. At leftbefore folkes.
Rhod. Why fo?

Mug. For the flame will breake forth.

Rhod. +Go on: thou doeft well.

Mug. Where there is fire ith harth :

Rhod. What then ?

Mug. There will be fmoke ith chimney.

Rhod. Forth.

Mug. Warme, bul burne me not : theres reafon in
all things.

. Rhod. Well faid, now doe I vie it: Come to my
chamber befyixt two and three,

Mug. A very good number.

o Rko. But walk not vnder my window : if thou
doeft, come difguifde : in any cafe weare not thy tuft
taffeta cloke : if thou doeft, thou killeft me.

Mug. - Well*faid, now to the L'envoye.
Rhod. Thine, if I were worth ought ; and yet fuch,
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as it skils not whofe I am if I be thine ;" Jedptime :
Now for a fit Pandar to tranfport it, and baue at him.
Exeunt.

Finis AClus quarts.

ACTVS QVINTI Sczna prima.

LEnter Vawmont, and Vandom:.

Vand.
( :.Omc my good Lord, now will I trie my Braine,
If 1t can forge another golden chaine,
T'o draw the poore Reclufe, ipy honord maftris
From her darke Cell, and fuperfutious vow.
I oft hauc heard there is a kind of cure
To fright o lingring Feuer from a man
By an unaginous feare, which may be true,
For one heate (all know) doth driue out another,
One paffion doth expell another flill,
And therefore 1 will vie a fainde deuice
To kindle furie in her frozen Breafl,
"I'hat rage may fire out griefe, and fo reftore her
To her moft fociuble felle againe.
Vau. funo Lucina fer opem,
And eafe my labouring houfe of fuch a ctire.

Vand. Marke but my Midwifery : the day is now
Some three houres old, and now her night begins:
Stand clole my Lord, if the and her fad meany
Be toward fleepe, or fleeping, I will wake them
With orderly alarmes ; Page? Boy ? fifter?
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Al togmg-licd 7 all aflcepe ¥ page ? fifter?

Vau. Alas Vandome, do not difturbe their reft
For pittie fake, tis yong night yet with them.

Vand. My Lord, your onely way to deale with women
And Parrets, is to keepe them waking ftill.
Page? who's aboue? are you all dead here ?

Dig. Slight is hell broke loofe? whofe there ¢

and. A friend. Helooks out wath a lisht.

Dy, Then know this Caflle is the Lioufe of wo,
Here harbor none but two diftretfed Ladics
Condemn’d to darkneffe, and this is their iayle,
And I the Giant fet to guard the fane :
My name is Di/do. Retrahit fo.

Vand. Sirra leaue your rogerie, and hearken to me :
what Page, I fay.

Dig. 'Tempt not difaflers : take thy life : Be gone.

Redit cum lumne.

Var. An excellent willame.

Waud. Sirra? I haue bufineffe of waight, to imp.art
to your Ladi=.
¢ Diy. If your®hufinefs be of waight, let it waite
till the afternoone, for by that time my Ladie will he
delivered of her firft flecepe : Be gone, for feare of watery
meteors. °

Vand. Go to fir, leane your villany, and difpatch
this newcs to your Ladie.

L. Is your bufincile from your felfe, or from fome
body befides ¢

Vand, From no body befides my felfe.

Dig. Very good : then Lie tel her, here’s one befides
himfelfe has bufinefle to her from no body. Retraut fe.

Vau. * A gerfe@ yong hempfiring.

Van. Peace leaft he ouer heare you.  Redit Dig.

Dig. You are not the Conflable fir, are you?

Vang. Will you difpatch fir? you know me well
enough, I am Vandome.

Eury. Whits the matter ? who's there? DBrother
Vandome.
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Vand. Sifter '

Eury. What tempeft driues you hither at fuch an
‘hower 1

Vand. VVhy I hope you are not going to bed, I
{ee you are not yet vnready : if euer you will deferue
my loue, let it be now, by calling forth my miftris, I
haune newes for her, that touch her nearely.

Eur. What ist good brother ?

Van. The worll of ils : would any tongue but mine
had bene the meffenger. ’

Mar. VVhats that feruant ?

Van. O Miitris come downe with all {peed poffible,
and leaue that mournfull cell of yours, Ile thew you
another place worthy of your mourning.

Mar. Speake man, my heart is armed with a
mourning habit of fuch proofe, that there is none
greater without it, to pierce it.

Vand, If you pleafe to come downe, Ile impart
what I know : if not, Ile leaue you.

Lury. VVhy fland you fo at gaze fifter? go downe

to him.
Stay, brother, fhe comes to you. e

Vand. Twill take I doubt not, though her felfe

be ice,
Theres one with all her fire, and to her fpirit
I muft apply my counterfeit deuice :
Stand clofe my Lord.

Vau. 1 warrant you, proceed.

Vand. Come filly mifiris, where’s your worthy Lord 1
I know you know not, but too weil I know.

Mar. Now heauen graunt all be well

Vand. How can it be ?

VVhile you poore Turtle fit and anourne at home,
Mewd in your cage, your mate he flies aBroade,
O heanens who would haue thought him fuch 3 mane?

Kury. Why what man brother? I belecue my
Ipeeches will proue true of him. ¢

Vand. To wrong fuch 2 beautie, to*prophane fuch
vertue, and to proue difloyall .

Lury. Difloyall t nay nere gildg him ore with fine
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termes, Brother, he is a filthy Lord, and euer was, I did
euer {ay fo, I neuer knew any good ath haire, I do but
wonder how you made fhift to loue him, or what you
faw in him to entertaine but fo much as a peece of a
good thought on him.

Mar. Good fifter forbeare.

Zuvy. Tufh fifter, bid me not forbeare : a woman
may beare, and beare, and be neuer the better thought
on neither : I would you had neuer feene the eyes of

" him, for I know he neuer lou’d you in’s life.

Mar. *You wrong him fifter, I am fure he lou’d me
As I lov’d him, and happie I had bene
Had I then dide, and fhund this hapleffe life.

Eury. Nay let him die, and all fuch as he is, he
lay a catterwalling not long fince : O if it had bene the
will of heauen, what a deare bleffing had the world
had in his riddance

Vand. But had the lecher none to fingle out
For obieét of his light lafcimous blood,

But my poore cofin that attends the Dutchefle, Lady
deronem 4

Eury. What, that blaberlipt bloufe ¢

Vand. Nay no bloufe, fifter, though I muft confefle
She comes farre thort of your perfection.

Eury. “Yes by my troth, if the were your cofin a
thoufand times, fhecs but a fallow freckld face peece
when fhe 15 at the befi.

Vand. Yet fpare my cofin, fifter, for my fake,

She merits milder cenfure at your hands,
And euer held your worth in nobleft termes.

Eury. Faith the Gentlewoman is a fweete Gentle-
woman of her felfe, I muft needs giue her her due.

Vand.' Byt for my Lord your husband, honor'd

miftris,
He made your beauties and your vertues too,
But foyles to grace my cofins, had you feene
His amorous letters,
But my cofin ptefently will tell you all, for the reieéts
his fute, yet 1 aduifde her to make a thew fhe did not.
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But point to meet him when you might furprife him,
and this is iuft the houre.

Eury. God’smy life fifter, loole not this aduantage,
it w1l be a good Trumpe to lay in his way vpon any
quarrell : Corme, you thall go: S'bodie will you fuffer
him to difgrace you in this fort? difpraife your beau-
tiec! And I do not think too, but he has bin as bold
with your Honor, which aboue all earthly things thould
be deareft to a wowan.

Vand. Next to her Beautie.

Eury. True, next to her beautic: and I.doe not
thinke fifter, but hee deuifeth flaunders againft you,
cuen in that high kinde.

Vand, Infinite, infinite.

Lury. And I beleeue I take part with her too:
would I knew that yfaith,

Vand, Make your account, your fhare’s as deepe
as hers: when you fee my cofin, fheele tell yon all :
weele to her prefently.

Zury. Has fhe told you, the would tell vs ¢

Vand. Affurde me, on her oath.

Eury. Slight I would but know avhat he can fay :
1 pray you brother tell me.

Vand. To what end ? twill but flirre your patience.

Lury, No I proteft: when I know my eanage to
be fuch, as no flaine can obfcure, his flaunders fhall
neuer moue me, yet would 1 faine know what he
faines.

Van. 1t fits not me to play the goffips part : weel
to my cofin, fheele relate all.

Liury. S'light what can fhe fay4 pray let’s haue a
tafte an’t onward.

Vaud. What can he not fay, who being drunke
with luft, and furfetting with defire of chahge, regards
not what he fayes: and briefly I will tell you thus
much now ; Let my melancholy Lady (fayes he) hold
on this courfe till fhe wafle her felfe, and confume my
reucnew in Tapers, yet this is certaine, that as long as
fhe has that fifler of hers at her elbow. .
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Eury, Me? why me? I bid defiance to his foule

throate.

Vaum. Hold there Vandome, now it begins to take.

Zury. What can his yellow iealoufic furmife againft
me? if you loue me, let me heare it : I protefl it thall
not moue me.

Vawd, Marry forfooth, you are the fhooing horne,
he fayes, to draw on, to draw on fifter.

Eury. The thooing horne with a vengeance ? what’s
his meaning in that ?

Vand: Nay I haue done, my cofin fhall tell the
reft : come fhal we go? )

Eury. Go? by heauen you bid me to a banquet .
fifter, refolue your felfe, for you thall go : loofe no more
time, for you fhall abroade on my hfe : his liconice
chaps are walking by this time : Lut for heauens fweete
hope what meanes he by that fhooing home ¢ As I
liue it fhall not mouc me.

Vand. Tell me but this, did you euer breake betwixt
my miftris and your fifter here, and a certaiue Lord ith
Court #

Eury. How® breake?

Vand. Go to, you vnderftand me : haue not youa
Petrarch in Italian ?

Eury. * Petrarch 1 yes, what of that?

Van. Well, he fayes you can your good, you may
be waiting woma to any dame in Europe: that Pe-

wirarch does good offices.

Zury. Marry hang him, good offices? S'foot how
vnderflands he that ¢

Vand. As when any Lady is in priuate courtfhip

with this or that gallant, your Petrarch helpes to enter-
taine tinie : you vnderftand his meaning ?
, Bury. Sifter if you refolue to go, fo it is: for by
Reauen your ftay thall be no barre to me, Ile go, that's
infallibje ; it had bene as good he had {landered the
diuell ; fhooing horne? O that I werc a man for’s
fake. ¢

Vand, But to abufe your perfon and your beautie
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too : a grace wherein this part of the world is happie:
but I fhall offend too much.

Lury. Not me, it fhall neuer mroue me.

Vand. But to fay, ye had a dull eye, a fharpe nofe
(the vifible markes of a fhrow) a drie hand, which isa
figne of a bad liuer, as he faid you were, being toward
a husband too : this was intolerable,

Vaum. ‘This firikes it vp to the head.

Vand. Indeed he faid you dreft your head in a
pretie firange fathion : but you would drefle your hus-
bands head in a far firanger ; meaning the Count of
faint Anne I thinke.

Eury. Gods precious, did he touch mine honor
with him ¢

Vand. Faith nothing but that he weares blacke, and
fayes tis his miftris colours: and yet he protefts that
mn his eye your face fhewes wcll enough by candle
hght, for the Count neuer faw it otherwife, vnleffe
twere vonder a maske, which indeed he fayes becomes
you aboue all things.

Lwvry. Come Page, go along with me, Ile flay for
no body : Tis at your cofins chambaey, is it not?

Vand : Marry is it, there you fhall find him at it.

Eury. That's enough: let my fiter go wafte his
reuenew in tapers, twill be her owne another day.

Muar. Good fifter, feruant, if euer there were any
loue or refpect to me in you both.

Eury. Sifter? there isno loue, nor refpect, nor any,
coniuration, thall ftay me: and yet by my part in hea-
uen, Ile not be moued a whit with him : yow may
retire your felfe to your old cell, and there wafte your
eves in teares, your heart in fighes, Jle away certaine.

Van. But foft, let's agree firfR what ceurfe we fhal
take when we take him. * .

£Eury. Marry euen raife the fireetes on him, and
bring him forth with a flocke of Loyes about him, to
whoote at him. ¢

Vau.” No, that were too great a difhonor : Ile put
him out on's paine prefently. Stringit enfem.
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Pag. Nay good fir fpare his life, cut of the offend-
ing }art, and fane the Count.
ar. 1s there no remedie ? muft I breake my vow?
Stay Ile abroad, though with another aime
Not to procure, but to preuent his thame.
Va:. Go Page, march on, you know my cofins cham-
€,
My company may wrong you, I will croffe
The nearer way, and fet the houfe afore you :
But fifter fee you be not mou’d for Gods fake.
Eurn NotI by heaucn : Come fifter, be not moued,
But if you fpare him, may heauen nere fpare you.
Exeunt. man. Van. & Vau.
Vand. So now the folemne votary is reuivw’d.
Vafz;trt. Pray hcauen you haue not gone a ftep too
€,
And naifde more fprites, then you can coniure downe.
Vaud. No my Lord, no, t'Herculean labor’s pafi,
The vow is broke, which was the end we fweat for,
The reconcilement will meet of it felfe £
Come lets to Court, and watch the Larlies chamber,
Where they are gone with hopefull fpleene to fee you.

Enter Roderigue, Mugeron, D'olive in dijguife towards
the Ladies chamber.

Rhod. See Mugeron, our counterfait letter hath
taken: who’s yonder think'ft ?

Muyg. ‘'Tis not Doltuc:

Rhod. Ift be not he, I am furc hee’s not farre off :
Thofe be his treffels that fupport the motion.

Mug. Tis he by heauen, wrapt in his carelefie

cloke?

See the.Duke enters: I.et him enioy the benefite of
the inchant®d Ring, and ftand a while inuifible : at our
deft oportunitie weele difcouer him to the Duke.

EntertDuke, Dutcheffe, Saint Anne, Vaumont, Vandome,
20 them Liigue, whifpering Vandome in the eare,
and speakes as on the other fide.
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Dip.  Monfieur Vandome, yonders no Lord to be
found : my Ladie flayes at hand and craues your
fpeech.

Vand. Tell her the miftook the place, and conduct
her hither : How will fhe looke when fhe findes her
expectation mockt now % Exit. Dig.

Vaum. What's that, Vandome 1

Taud. Your wife and fiter are comming hither,
hoping to take you and my cofin together.

Vau. Alas, how fhall we appeafe them, when they
fce themfelues fo deluded ¥

Van. Let me alone, and fland you off my Lord

Enter Mar : and Eurione.

#Madame, y'are welcome to the Court: doe you fee
your' Lord yonder? T haue made him happie by
training you forth: In a word, all T fail was but a
traine to draw you from your vow : Nay, there’smo
going backe : Come forward and keepe your temper.
Sifter, cloud not you your forhead : yonder’s a Sunne
will cleare your Deauties T am fure. Now you fee the
fhooing-horne is expounded : all was but a fhooing-
horne to draw you hither: now fhew your felues
women, and fay nothing.

LPhil. Let him alone awhile Pandome . who'’s there ?
what whifper you ?

Vand. Y'ane done? come forward :

See here my Lord, my honorable miftris,

And her faire fifter, whom your Highncflc knowes
Could neuer be importunde from their vowes

By prayer, or th’carneft futes of any friends,

Now hearing falfc report that your faire Dutchefle
Was dangeroufly ficke, to vifit her

Did that which no friend elfe could winne her to,
And brake her long kept vow with her rephire.

Duke. Madam you do me an cxce dding honor,

In fhewing this truc kindnefle to my Dutchefle,
Which fhe with all her kindnefle will requite.

Vand. Now my good Lord, the motien you haye

made, 0 8. An,
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With fuch kind importunitie by your felfe,

And feconded with all perfwafions

On my poore part, for mariage of this Ladie,
Her felfe now comes to tell you fhe embraccs,
And (with that promife made me) 1 prefent her.

Eury. Sifter, we muft forgiue him.

S. An. Matchlefle Ladie, .

Your beauties and your vertues haue atchieu’d
An action that I thought impofiible,

For all the fweete attractions of your fex,

In your conditions, fo to life refembling

The grace and fafhion of my other wife :

You haue reuiu’d her to my louihg thoughts,
And all the honors I haue done to her,

Shall be continnde (with increafe) to you.

Mug. Now let’s difcouer our Ambaffador, my Lord,

Duke. Do fo. Fxiturus D oliue.

Mug. My Lord ¥ my Lord Ambaffador ?

D'ol. My Lord foole, am I not ?

Mug. Go to, you arc he : you cannot cloke your
Lordthippe from our knowledge.

Rho. Come,ecome: could Aciélles hide himfclfe
vnder a womans clothes? Greatneffe will fune through
clouds of any difguife.

Phil Who's that Rivderiguc ?

Rho.  Monficur Dohue, my Lord, flolne hither dif-
guifde, with what minde we know not.

Mug. Neuer firiue to be gone fir: my Lord, his
habite expounds his heart : twere good he were fearcht.

D'olive. Well rooks wel, 1le be no longer a blocke
to whet your dull wits on: My Lord, my Lord, you
wrong not your felfe onely, but your whole flate, to
fuffer fuch ylcers as thefe to gather head in your
Court ; neuer looke to haue any action fort to your
honor, when you {uffer fuch earewigs to crcepe into
your eares thus.

Pri?  What's the matter Rhoderique ?

Kho, Alaw my Lord, only the lightneffe of his
braine, becaufe his hopes are loft.
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Mug. For our parts, we hane bene truftie and
fecret to him in the whole manage of his ambaflage.

Dpl. Truftie? a plague on you both, there’s as
much truft in a common whore as in one of you: and
as for fecrecy, there’s no more in you then in a profeft
Scriuener.

Vand. Why a Scriuener, Monfieur D'oliue ¥

Dol. Marry fir 2 man cannot truft him with bor-
rowing fo much as poore fortie fhillings, but he will
haue it Knowne to all men by thefe prefents.

Vand. Thats true indeed, but you employed thefe
gentlemen very fafely.

D'olive. Employed ? I mary fir, they were the men
that firft kindled this humor of employment in me: a
a pox of employment I fay : it has coft me, but what
it has coft me, it skils not: they haue thruft vpon me
a crew of thredbare, vnbutton'd fellowes, to be my
followers: Taylers, Frippers, Brokers, catheerd
Clarks, Pettifoggers, and I know not who I: Slight
I thinke they haue fwept all the bowling allies ith citie
for them : and a crew of thefe, rakt like old ragges out
of dunghils by candle light, haue they prefented to me
in very good fathion, to be gentlemen of my traine,
and folde them hope of raifing their fortunes by me :
A plague on that phrafe, Raifing of fortunes,-it has vn-
done more men then ten dicing houfes : Raife their
fortunes with a vengeance? And a man will play the
foole and be a Lord, or be a foole and play the
he fhall be fure to want no followers, fo there be hope
to raife their fortunes. A burning feuer light on you,
and all fuch followers. S’foote they fay followers are
but fhadowes, that follow their Lords no longer then
the fun thines on them : but I finde it not fo : the funne
is fet vpon my employment, and yet I &nnot fhake
off my fhadowes ; my followers grow to my heeles like
kibes, I cannot ftir out of doores for am. And your
grace haue any employment for followers, pray enter-
taine my companie : theyle fpend theirdloud i your
feruice, for they haue little elfe to fpend, you may
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foone raife their fortunes.

Phil. Well Monfieur D oline, your forwardnefle
In this intended feruice, fhall well know
‘What acceptation it hath wonne it felfe
In our kind thoughts : nor let this fodaine change
Thicourage the defignements you haue laid
For our States good : referue your felfe I pray,
Till fitter imes: meane time will I fecure you
From all your followers : follow vs to Court.
And good my Lords, and you my honor’d Ladses,
Be all made happie in the worthy knowledge
Of this our worthy friecnd Monfieur D'oliue

Omnes.  Good Monficur D'olsue. Lareunt

Finis Aftus qunts & vitim
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Entmitrazza, Cynanche, and Pogio.

: Strozza.

# M Afte Nephew, what! a fluggard? Fie for
4~ {hame,

Shal he that was our moming Cock, turn

Owle,
+And locke out day light from his drowfie eies
Pog, Pray pardon mee for once, lord vnkle, for Ile
bee fwomne, I had fuch a dreame this morning: me
thought one came with a commiffion to take a Sorrell
wcurtoll, that was ftolne from him, wherefoeuer hee
could fiid hjm. And becaufe I feared he would lay
<laime to my forrell curtoll in my ftable I ran to the
Bmith to haue him fet on his mane againe, and his
talle prefently, that the Commiffion-man might not
thinke him a curtoll. And when the Smith would not
doe it, I fell £ beating of him, fo that I could not wake
for my life.til I was reuenged on him.
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Cyn. This is your old valure nephew, that will fight
fleeping as well as waking.

Pog. Slud Aunt, what if my dreame had beene true
(as 1t might haue beene for anything I knew) there’s
neuer a fmith in Italie, fhall make an Affe of me in
my fleepe, if I can chufe.

Stroz.  Well faid, my furious nephew : but I fee
You quite forget that we muft rowfe to day
The fharp-tufkt Bore: and blaze our huntfmanthip

before the duke.

Pog. Forget Lord vncle ? I hope not ; you thinke
belike my wittes are as brittle as a Beetle, or as fkittith
as your Barbarie Marc: one cannot crie wehie, but
ftraight fhee cries tihi

Stro. Well ghet, coofen Hysteron Proteron.

4 Pog. But which way will the dukes grace hunt to
ay 1

Stro. Toward Count ZLaffos houfe his Grace will
hunt,

Where he will vifit his late honourd miftreffe,

Pog. Who, Ladie Marygaret, that deare yong dame ?
Will his antiquitie, neuer leaue Ins inwy . ¢!

Cyn. Why how now nephew? turnd Parnafus
lately 1

Pog. Nafus? 1know not: but I would-I had all
the Dukes humg for her fake, 1de make him a peore
duke, 1farth.

Stro.  No doubt of that, if thon hadft all his living.

Pog. I would not fland dreaming of the matter as
I do now.

Cyn. Why how doe you dreame ncphew }

Pog. Mary, all laft hight me thought I was tying
her thoo-flring. ’

Stro. What all night tying her thooftrthg #

Pog. 1 that I was, and yet I tied it not neither;
for, as I was tying it, the ftring broke methought, and
then me thought, hauing but one point at my hofe,
me thought, I gaue her that to tie her fhoo withall.

Cyn A poynt of much kindnefle, I aﬂ'gx‘e you.
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Pog. Whervpon in the verie nicke me thought
the Count came ruthing in, and I ranne ruthing out,
with my heeles about my hofe for hafte.

Stro. So; will you leaue your dreaming, and «hs-

patch ¢
Pog. Mum, not a worde more, Ile goc before, and
ouertake you prefently. Exu.

Cyn. My Lord, I fancie not thefe hunting f{ports,
When the bold game you follow turnes againe,
And flares you in the face : let ine behold
A caft of Faulcons on their merry wings,
Daring the ftooped prey, that fhifting flics :
Or let me view the fearefull Hare or Hinde,
Tofit like a muficke point with harmonie
Of well mouthed hounds. This is a fport for Princes,
The other rude Boares yeeld fit game for Boores.
S#ro. Thy timorous fpirit blinds thy indgement, wifc,
Thofe are moft royall fports that moft approue
The huntfmans prowefle, and his hardie minde.
Cyn. My Lorg, I know too well your vertuous fpint,
Take heede for Gods loue if you rowfe the Bore,
You come ngixsgere him, but difcharge aloofe
Your woundfhg Piftoll, or well aymed Dart.
Stro. 1 Mary wife this counfaile rightly flowes
Out of thy bofome, pray thee take lefle care,
Let ladies at their tables iudge of Bores,
Lords in the field : And fo farewell fweete loue ;
Faile not to meete me at Earle Laf/os houfe.
*Cyn. Pray pardon me for that : you know I louc not
Thefe folemne meetings.
Stro. You mufl needes, for once
Conftraine your difpofition ; and indeede
1 would acquaint you more with Ladie Margare,
For fpeciall feafon.
Cyn. Very good, my Lord.
T%Aen I muft needes go fit me for that prefence.
Stro.* 1 pray thee doe, farewell. Exst Cyn.
Enter Vucentio.

Here comes my friend.
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Good day my Lord ; why dags your grace confront
So cleare a morning with fo clowdie lookes ?
Vin. ARl thou my griefes, that knowft my def-
prate loue
Curbd by my fathers flern riualitie :
Muft not I mourne that know not whether yet
I fhall enioy a ftepdame or a wife?

Stro. A wife prince, neuer doubt it ; your deferts
And youthfull graces haue engag'd fo farre,

The beauteous Margaret, that (he is your owne.

Vin. O but the eie of watchfull iealoufie,
Robs my defires of meanes t'inioy her fauour.

Stro.  Defpaire not: therc are meanes enow for

you,
Suborne fome feruant of fome good refpect,
Thats neere your choice, who though fhe needs no
wooing,
May yet imagine you are to begin,
Your firange yong loue fute, and fo fpeake for you,
Beare your kind letters, and get fafe acceffe.
All which when he fhall do ; you neede not feare
His truftic fecrecie, becaufe he darcs, g2t
Reucale efcapes, whercof himfelfe is Aﬁﬁlor,
Whom you may beft attempt, fhe muft reueale ;
For if the loues you, fhe already knowes, .
And in an inftant can refolue you that.

Vin. And fo fhe will, I doubt not: would to heauen
T had fit time, eucn now to know her minde :

This counfaile feedes my heart with much fweet hoffe.

Stro. Purfue it then ; t'will not be hard t' effect :
The Duke haz none for him, but Medice
That fuftian Lord, who in his buckram face,
Bewraies, in my conceit, a map of bafenefle..

Vin. 1, there’s a parcell of viconfiried finffe,
That unknowne Minion raifde to honours height,
Without the helpe of Vertue, or of Art,

Or (to fay true) nay of honeft part . ¢
O how fhe fhames my fatTer | he goes.like
A Princes foote-man, in old fathioned filkes, |
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And moft times, in his hofe and dublet onely,
So miferable, that his owne few men

Doe beg by vertue of his liverie ;

For he %ues none for any feruice done him,
Or any honour, any leafl reward.

Stro. Tis pltue fuch fhould live about a Prince :
T would haue fuch a noble counterfet, nailde
‘Vpon the Pillory, and after, whipt,

For his adultery with nobilitie,
Vin. Faith I would faine difgrace hun by all
meanes,
As enemy to his bafe-bred ignorance,
That being a great Lord, cannot write nor reade.
Stro. For that, wee'le follow the blinde fide of
him,
And make it fometimes fubie¢t of our mirth.
Enter Pogio pofe.

Vin. See, what newes with your Nephew Pogo 7

Stro. None good T warrant you.

Pog. Whu'e thould I finde my Lord Vnckle ¢

Stro. Whatggthe huge hafte with you?

Pog. O h&, you will hunt to day.

Stro. 1 hope 1 will.

Frg.  Rut you may hap to hop without your hope :
for the truth is, Kifbucke is runne mad.

Stro. Whats this?

Pog. Nay, t'is true fir : and Kilbucke being runnc
md, bit Ringwood fo by the left buttocke, you might
have turnd your nofe in it.

Vin. Out Affe.

af By heauen you might my Lord : d’ee thinke
I lie

Vin, Zwamdes, might I? lets blanket him my
Lgrd : a blanket hecre.

Pog. Nay, good my Lord Vincentio, by this ruth I
tell yonefor good will : and Vernus your brache there,
runnes fo prowd, that youj Huntfman cannot take
her downe for his life.
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Stro. Take her vp foole, thou wouldft fay.

Pog. Why fir he would foone take her down, and
he could take her vp 1 warrant her.

Vin. Well faid, hammer, hammer.

Po. Nay, good now lets alone, and theres your
horle, Gray Strozza too haz the flaggers, and haz
ftrooke bay-Bettrice, your Barbary mare fo, that fhee
goes halting a this fafhion, moft filthily.

Stro. ! What porfon blifters thy vnhappy tongue
Euermore braying forth vnhappy newes,

Our hunting fport 1s at the beft my Lord :
How fhall T fatisfie the Duke your father,
Defrauding him of his expected fport ¢
See, fee, he comes.

Enter Alphonfo, Medice, Sarpego, with
attendants.

Alph. Is this the copie of the fpeech you wrote,
Signieur Sarpego?

Sar. It is a blaze of wit poeticall,

Reade it, braue Duke, with eyes pathetical.

Alp. 'We will perufe 1t ftrait : well bg; Vincenso,
And good Lord Stxoz2a, we commend you both
For your attendance : but you muft conceue,

Ths no true hunting we intend to day,

But an inducement to a certaine thew,,
Wherewith we will prefent our beateous loue,
And theremn we befpeake your company.

Vin. We both are ready to attend your nghne(fe.

Alp. See then, heere 1s a Poeme that requires
Your worthy cenfures ; offerd if it like
To furnith our intended amorous fhew :

Reade it Vincentso, .
Vin. Pardon me my Lord:
Lord Medices reading, will exprefie it better ;

Med. My patience can digeft your feoffes my Lord.
I care not to proclaime it to the world :

1 can nor write, nor readet; and what ¢f that$
I can both fee and heare, as well as you,
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Alp. Still are your wits at warre: heere, read this

e,
Vm; . The red fac’'d Sunne hath firkt the flundering
thades,
And caft bright ammell on Auroraes brow.
Alp. High words and firange :
Reade on Vincentio.
Vin. The busky groues that gag-tooth'd boares do
throwd
With cringle crangle hornes do ring alowd.
Pog. My Lord, my Lord, I haue a fpeech heere
worth ten of this, and yet Ile mend it too.
Alp. How likes Vincentiwo ?
Vin. 1t is ftrangely good,
No inkehorne euer did bring forth the like,
Could thefe braue prancing words with Actions fpurre,
Be ridden throughly, and managed right,
T'would fright the audience, and perhaps delight.
Sarp. Doubt you of action fir ?
Vin. 1, for fuch ftuffe.
Sarp. Then know my Lord, I can both aét and
teach Y 3,
To any words ; when I in Padua {choolde it,
I plaid in one of Zautus Comedies,
Namely, Curculio, where his part I acted,
Proie€ling from the poore fumme of foure lines,
Forty faire ations.
Aé.  Lets fee that T pray.
Sarp. Your Highnefle fhall commaund
But pardon me, if in my actions heate
Entering 1n poft poft hafte, I chaunce to take vp
Some of your honord heels ;
Po. Y'ad beft leaue out that action for a thing that
I know fir. ® .
Sarg. Then fhal you fee what I can do without it.
Alp.  See fee, he hath his furniture and all.
Sarp. You muft imagine, Lords, I bring good
newes,
Whereof being princely prowd I fcowre the fireete
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And ouer-tumble every man I meete.
Egit Sarp.

Pog. Befhrew my heart if he take vp my heeles.

Enter Sarp.

Sarp. Date viam miki Noti, aty ; Jgnoti,
Dum ego, i, officium meum facio.
Fugite omnes atq ; abite, & de via fecedite, nequem in
curfu ; aut capite, aut cubito, aut pellore offendam, aut
genu. .

Alp. Thankes good Seigneur Sarpego.
How like you Lords, this ('tlrrmg action ¥

Stro.  In a cold morning it were good my Lord,
But fomething harfhe vpon repletion.

Sarp. Sir I haue ventred, being enioynde to eate
Three fchollers commons, and yet drewe it neate.

Pogio. Come fir you meddle in too many matters ;
let vs T pray tend on our owne thew at my lord
Lafos.
| Sarp. Doing ob?fance then to euery lord

now conforte you fir euen %o cord;,

Y F\?anﬁ & Pog.

Med. My lord, away with thefe fcholaflique wits,
Lay the inuention of your fpeech on me,
And the performance too ; ilc play my parte,
that you fhall fay, Nature yeelds more then Art.
Alp. Bec't o refolu’d ; vnartificiall truth
An vnfaind paffion can defcipher beft.
Vin. But t'wil be hard my lord, for one vnlearnd.
Med. Vnlearnd ? 1 cry you mercie fir ; vnlearnd ?
Vin. Imeane, vntaught my lord, to make a ipeech,
Asa pretendcd Actor, without clofe, .
More gratious then your doublet and your hofe.
Aiph. What, think you fonne we meane t' exprefle
a fpeech
Of fpeciall weight without a like attire?
Vin. Excufe me then thhy lord ; fo ftands it well.
Stro. Haz brought them ra:ely in, to pageant him.
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Med. What ; thinke you lord; we thinke ngt of
attire 9
Can we not make vs ready at this age ?
Stro.  Alas my lord, your wit muft pardon his.
Vin. T hope it will, his wit is pittyfull.
Stro. T pray ftand by my Lord ; y’are troublefome.
Vin. To none but you ; am I to you my Lord ?
Med.  Not vnto mee.
Vin. Why then you wrong me Strozza.
Med. Nay, fall not out, my Lords.
Stro.» May I not know
What your fpeech is my Liege?
Alp.  None but my felfe, and the Lord Medice.
Med. No, pray my Lord
Let none partake with vs.
Alp  No be affur'd,
But for another caufc ; a word Lord S#rozza,
1 tell you true, I fearc Lord Medzce
Will feee difcharge the fpeach effectually -
As we goe therefore, ile explaine to you
My whole intent ; that you may fecond him
If neede and L.is debilitie require.
Stro.  Thanks for this grace my liege.
Vincentio ouerheares.
Med. My Lord ; your fonne.
Alp. Why how now fonne ¥ forbere ; yet tis no
matter
Wee talke of other bufineffc Medice
And come, we will prepare vs to our thew.
Exeunt.
Stro. Vin. Which as we can, weele caft to ouer-
throw,
Enter Lolo, Corteza, Margaret, Bafsiolo, Sarpego,
two LPages, Bafsiolo bare before.
Bas.  Stand by there, make place.
Laff. Saie now Bafsiolo ; you on whom relies
The generall difpofition of my houfe,
In this our preparation, for the Duke
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g.ll our officers at large inftructed,
For fit difcharge of their peculiar places‘l
Bafs. At large my lord inftructed.
Laff. Arc all our chambers hung? Thinke {ou
our houfe amplie capacious to lodge all the traine
Baff. Amply capacious: I am pafling glad.
And now then to our mirth and muficall thew,
Which after fupper we intend t’ indure,
Welcomes cheefe dainties : for choice cates at home,
Euer attend on Princes ; mirth abroad,
Are all parts perfecl.
Sarp. One I know there is.
Lag. And thatis yours.
Sarp.  Well gueft in earneft, lord,
1 ncede not erubefcere, to take
So much vpon me: That my backe will bearc.
Bay. Nay, he will be perfeélion it felfe,
For wording well, and dexterous aflion too.
Lay. And will thefe waggifh pages, hit their fongs?
2 Pag. Re mi fa fol la?
Laf. O they are practifing ; good boyes, well
done;
But where is Pogio 2 there y’ are ouer[‘hot.
To lay a capitall part vpon his braine,
Whofe abfence tells me plainely hee'le negledl him.
Baf. O notny Lord, he dreames of nothing elfe,
And giues it out 1n wagers, hee'le excell ;
And fee, (I told your Lo :) he is come.

Enter Pogio.

Fsg. How now my Lord, haue you borrowed a
Suite for me. Seigneur Bafiols, can all fay, are all
things ready ? the Duke is hard by, and little thinks
that Ile be an Actor ifaith, I keepe al clofe my
Lord.

Lay. O, tis well done, call all the Ladies in,
Sifter and dnughter, come, for Gods fake come,’
Prepare your courtlieft carrjage for the Puke.
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Enter Corte, Margarite, and maids.

Corte. And Neece, in any cafe remember this,
Praife the old man, and when you fee him firft,
Looke me on none but him, fmiling and louingly :
And then, when he comes neere, make beifance low,
With hoth your hands thus mouing, which not onely
Is as t'were courtly, and moft comely too,

But fpeakes (as who fhould fay) come hither Duke ;
And yet faies nothing, but you may denie.
Lajf. Well taught fifter.
Mar."! 1, and to much end :
I am exceeding fond to humour him.
Laf. Harke, does he come with muficke? what,
and bound ?
An amorous deuice : daughteg, obferue.

Enter Enchanter, with jpirits finging; after them,
Mcdice, like Syluanus, next the Duke bound,
Vincentio, Strozza, with others.

Viu. Now lets gull Madice, I doe not doubt,

But this attire put on, will put him out.

Stro. Weclo doe our beft to that end, therefore

marke? ¢
Ench. lady, or Princeffe, both your choice com-
mands,

Thefe fpirits and I, all feruants of your beautic,
Prefent this royall captive to your mercie.
o Mar: Captive to mee a fubiect.
Vin. 1, faire Nimph;
And how the worthy myfiery befell
Syluanus heere, this woodden god, can tell.
Alp. Now my Lord.
Vin. - Now tis the time man, fpeake.
' Med. Place.
Alp, Peacc Vincentio.
Vin. Swonds my Lord,
Shall ! ftand by and fuffer him to thame you ¢
My Lord Medice ? |
S¥ro,  Will you not fpeake my Lord ?
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Med. Howcan 19
Vis. But you muft fpeake in earneft :
Would not your Highnefle haue him fpeake my Lord ?
M?'d Yes, and I will fpeake, and perhaps fpeake
0,
As you fhall neuer mend: I can I know.
Vin. Doe then my good Lord.
Alp. Medice, forth.
Med, Goddele, fair goddefle, for no lefle, no leffe.
Alp. No leffe, no lefle? no more, no more : fpeake
you. :
Med. Swounds they haue put me out.
Vin. Lavgh your faire goddefie,
This nobleman difdaines to be your foole.
Alp.  Vincentio, peace.
Vin. Swounds my Lord, it 1s as good a fhew :
Pray fpeake Lord Strvzza.
Stroz. Honourable dame.
Vin. Take heede you be not out I pray, my Lord.
Stro. 1 pray forbeare my Lord Vincentio :
How this defucfled Prince came thus inthralde,
I mufl relate with words of height and wonder :
His Grace this morning wifiting the #ods,
And firaying farre to finde game for the Chafe,
At lafl, out of a mirtle groue he rowlde :
A vaft and dreadfull Boare, fo fierne and fierce,
As if the Feend fell Crueltie herfelfe
Had come to fright the woods in that ftrange fhape.,
Al Excellent good.
Vin. Too good a plague on him.
Stro. The princely Sauage being thus on foote,
Tearing the earth vp with his thunderirig hoofe,
And with the 'nragde Atna of his breath.
Firing the ayre, and fcorching all the wo
Horror held all vs Huntfinen from purfuit,
Onely the Duke incenft with our cold feare,
Incouragde like a fecond Hercules.
Vin. ~Zwounds, too good man.
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Stro.  Pray thee let me alone :

And like the Englith figne of great Saint George.

Vin. Plague of that Simile.

Stro. Gaue valorous example, and like fire,
Hunted the montfter clofe, and chargde fo fierce,
That he inforc’d him (as our fence conceiu’d)

To leape for foile into a crifall fpring,

Where on the fuddaine firangely vanithing,

Nimph-like for him, out of the waunes arofe

Your facred figure like Diana armde,

And (as in purpofe of the beafts reuenge)

Difchargde an arrow through his Highnefle breaft,

Whence yet no wound or any blood appearde :

With which, the angry fhadow left the light :

And this Enchanter with his power of {pirits,

Brake from a caue, fcattering enchanted founds,

That firooke vs fencelcfle, while in thefe firange
bands,

Thefe cruell {pirits thus inchainde his armes,

And led him captiue to your heauenly eyes,

Th’ intent whercof on their, report relies.

En. Bright Nimph, that Boare figur'd your crueltie,
Chared by®loue, defended by your beautie.

This amorous Huntfman heere, we thus inthral’d, .
As the attendants on your Graces charmes,

And brought him hither by your bounteous hands,

To be releaft, or live in endleffe hands.

Lay. Daughter, releafe the Duke : alas my Liege,
What meant your Highneffe to indure this wrong ¢

Cv. Enlarge him Neece, come dame, it muft be fo.

Mar. What Madam, fhall I arrogate fo much 1

Lay. His Highnefle pleafure is to grace you fo.

Alp. - Performe it then fweete loug, it is a deede
Worthy th& office of your honor'd hand.

Mar. Too worthie 1 confeffe my Lord for me,

If it were ferious : but it is in fport,
And Women are fit AQors for fuch pageants.
A@% t'g:sa;ks gracious Joue ; why made you firange
o
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I reft no leffe your captiue then before,
For me vntying, you have tied me more.
Thanks S#oszza for your fpeech, no thanks to you.
Med. No, thanke your fonne my Lord.
. Laff-  T'was very well,
Exceeding well performed on euery part,
How fay you Bayliolo ?
Bag. RareI proteft my Lord.
Cor. O, my Lord Medice became it rarely,
Me thought I likde his manlic being out ;
It begomes Noblemen to doe nothing well.  «
ZLaff. Now then wil't pleafe your Grace to grace
our hovfe,
And ftill vouchfafe our feruice further honour.
Al Leade vs my Lord, we will your daughter
leade. Exit.
Vin. You do not leade, but drag her leaden fteps.
Stro. How did you like my fpeech ¢
Vin. O fie vpon’t, your Rhetoricke was too fine,
Stro. Nothing at all :
I hope faint Georges figne was groffe enough :
But (to be ferious) as thefe warnings pafle,
Watch you your father, Ile watch Medice, *
That in your loue-fuit, we may fhun fufpeéi:
To which end, with your next occafion, vrge
Your loue to name the perfon the will choofe,
By whofe meanes you may fafely write or meete.
Vin. Thats our cheefe bufineffe: and fee, heere the
comes. ‘
Enter Margaret in haste.
Mar. My Lord, I onely come to fay, y'are wel-
come,
And fo muft fay, farewell.
Vin. One word I pray.
Mar. Whats that ?
Vin. You needes mufl prefently deuife,
What perfon trufted chiefely with your guard,
You thinke is apteft for me to corrupt, «
In making him a meane for our fafe meeting ?
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Mar. My fathers Viher, none fo fit,
If you can wotke him well : and fo farewell,
With thanks my good Lord S#wzsa for your fpeech.
Exit.
Stro. p I thanke you for your patience, mocking
Lady.
Vin, O what a fellow haz the pickt vs out ?
One that I would haue choofde paft all the reft,
For his clofe flockings onely.
Stro. And why not?
For themmoft confiant fathion of his hat ¢
Vin. Nay then, if nothing muft be left vnfpoke,
For his ftriét forme, thus flill to weare his cloke.
Stro.  Well fir, he is your owne I make no doubt .
For to thefe outward figures of his minde,
He hath two inward fwallowing properties
Of any gudgeons ; feruile Auarice,
And ouerweening thought of his owne worth,
Ready to fnatch at euery fhade of glory :
And therefore, till you can directlie boord him,
Waft him aloofe with hats, and other fauours,
Still as you meste him.
Vin. Wll, let me alone,
He that is one mans flaue, is free from none.
Eacunt.

Finis Aflus Primi.
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ACTVS SECVNDVS SCENA PRIMA.

.

Enter Medice, Corlexa a Page with a cuppe of Sacke,
Strozza following clye.

Med. Come Lady, fit you heerc. Page, fill fome
Sacke,
T am to worke vpon this aged Dame,
To gleane from her, if there be any caufe
(In louing others) of her Neeces coines
To the moft gratious loue fuite of the Nuke :
Heere noble Lady, this is healthfull drinke
After our fypper.
Corteza. O, tis that my Lorde,
That of all drinkes keeps life and foule in me.
Med. Heere, fill it Page, for this my worthy loue :
O how I could imbrace this good oldeswiddow.
Cort. Now lord, when you do thus, ydu make me
thinke
Of my fwecte husband ; for he was as hike you ;
Eene the fame words, ahd fathion : the fame cies,
Manly, and cholerike, eene as you are iuft,
And eene as kinde as you for all the world.
Med. O my fweete widdow, thou dofy make me
prowd.
Cor?: Nay, I am too old for you.
Med. Too old, that’s nothing,
Come pledge me wench, for I am drie againe,’
And firait will charge your widdowhood fr&h ifaith :
Why thats well done.
Cort: Now fie on’t, heeres a draught.
Med: O, it will warme your blood: if you thould

fip,
Twould make you heart-burhd.
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Cort; Faith and fo they fay :
Yet I mutt tell you, fince I plide this geere,
I haue beene hanied with a horfon paine heere,
And euery moone almoft with a threwd feuer,
And yet I cannot leauc it: for thanke God,
I neuer was more found of winde and limbe.
Enter Strozza.
Looke you, I warrant you I haue a leg,
A great bumbafled legge.
Holds out as hanfomly. il et lege
Med. | Befhrew my life,
But tis a legge indeed, a goodly limbe.
Stro.  This is moft excellent.
Med. O that your Necce
Were of as milde a fpirit as yourfelfe.
Cort. Alas Lord Medrce, would you haue a girle,
As well feene in behauiour as I?
Ah fhees a fond yong thing, and growne fo prowde,
The wind mufl blow at wefl flil, o1 theele be angry.
Med. Mafle fo me thinke; how coy fhees to the
duke?
1 lay my life fhe haz fome yonger loue.
Cort. Faith%like enough.
Med. Gods me, who fhould it bee ?
Cort. | If it be any ; Pace, a little Sacke,
If it be any : harke now ; if it be,
T know not, by this Sacke, but if it be,
Marke what I fay, my Lord ; I drink tee firft.
e Med. Well faid good widdow, much good do thy
heart,
So ; now what if it be 1
Cort, Well, if it be ;
To come to that I faid, for fo I faid,
If it be anp, Tis the Shrewde yong Prigce,
For eies can fpeake, and eies can vnderftand,
And I haue markt her eies ; yet by this cup,
Which I will onely kiffe.
Stre. O noble Crone,
Now fuch a huddle and kettle neuer was.
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Cort. 1 neuer yet haue feene ; not yet I fay,
But I will marke her after for your fake.
Med. And doe 1 pray ; for it is paffing like;
And there is S7rosza, a flie Counfailor
To the yong boy: O I would giue a limbe,
To haue their knauerie limm’d and painted out.
They ftand vpon their wits and paper-learning :
Giue me a fellow with a naturall wit,
That can make wit of no wit ; and wade through
Great things with nothing, when their wits fticke faft :
O they be fcuruie Lords.
Cort.  Faith fo they be,
Your Lordfhip ftill is of my mind in all,
And eene fo was my husband.
Mid. Gods my life,
Strosza hath Euefdropt here, and ouer-heard vs.
Stro. They haue defcried me ; what, Lord Medice
Courting the luflic widow ?
Med. 1, and why not?
Perhaps one does as much for you at home.
Stro. ?What, cholericke man ¢ and toward wedlocke
too .
Cort. And if he be my Lord ; he may do woorfc.
Stro. If he be not ; madame, he may do better.

Enter Bafeolo with feruants with Rufhes; and
a Carpet.
Baf. My Lords, and Madame, the Dukes grace
intreates you
T’ attend his new-made Dutchefie for this night,
Into his prefence.
Stro. We are readie fir. Exeunt.
Baf. Come firew this roome a freth ; fpread here
this carpet,
Nay quickly man, I pray thee ; this way foole,
Lay me it fmoothe, and Euen ; looke if he will ;
This way a little more : a little there. o
Haft thou no forecaft ¥ flood me thinks a man
Should not of meere neceffitie be an Afie,

»
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Looke how he firowes here too: Come fir Giles
Gaofecap,
1 muft do all my felfe, lay me vm thus:
In fine fmoothe threaues, looke you fir, thus in threaues.
Perhaps fome tender Ladie will fquat here,
And 11:' fome ftanding Rufh fhould chance to pricke
er,
Shee’d fqueak & fpoile the fongs that muft be fung.
Stro.  See where he is ; now to him, and prepare
Your familiaritie.
Enter Vin. and Stros.

Vin. Sane you mafter Bagiolo,
1 pray a word fir ; but I feare I let you.
Baf. No my good Lord, no let.
Vin. I thanke you fir.
Nay pray be couerd; O I crie you mercie,
You muft be bare.
Bafi. TEuer to you my Lord.
Vin. Nay, not to me fir,
But to the faire right of your worfhipfull place.
Stro. A fhame of both your worfhips.
Bay. What means your Lordfhip ?
Vin. Onely to doe you right fir, and my felfe eafe.
And what fir, will there be fome fhew to night ?
Baf. A flender prefentation of fome mufick
And {ome thing elfe 1y Lord.
Jin. 'T'is pafling good fir,
Ile nat be ouerbold t'afke the particulars.
Bay. VYes, if your Lordfhip pleafe.
Vin. O no good fir,
But I did wonder much ; for as me thought,
I faw your hands at work.
Bqf. Orelfe my Lord,
QOwr bufines would be but badly done.
Viz. . How vertuous is a worthy mans example ?
Who is this throne for pray ?
Bgfl. For tny Lords dapghter,
Whom the duke makes to reprefent his dutches.
S
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Vin. T'will be exceeding fit ; and all this roome
Is pafling wel preparde ; a man would fweare,
That all prefentments in it would be rare.
Baf. Nay, fee if thou canft lay vm thus in threaues.
Vin. 1In thrcaues dee call it ?
Bay. 1my Lord in threaucs.
Vin. A pretty terme :
Well fir I thanke you highly for this klndneffe,
And pray you alwayes make as bold with me
For kindneflie more then this, if more may bee.
Baf. O my Lord this is nothing.
Vin, 8ir, tis much,
Aud now ilc leaue you fir, I know y’are bufie.
Lay. Faith fir a hitle.
‘Vin. 1 commend me tec Sir, Lxit Vin.
Bag. A courteous prince beleeve it ; T am fory
I was no bolder with him ; what a phrafe
He vide at parting! I commend me tee.
Ile h’ate yfaith;

Enler Sarpege kalfe droft

Sarp. Good mafier Viher, will you dictate to me,
‘Which is the part precedent of this night&ap,
And which pofterior? T do ignorare
How I fhould weare it.
Baf. Why fir, this 1 take it
Is the precedent part; 1, fo it is.
Sarp. And is all well fir thinke you?
Baf. Pafling well. .

Enter Logio, and Fungus.

Pgg, Why fir come on; the Viher fhal be iudge:
See mafler Viher : this fame Fungus here,
Your Lords retainer, whom I hopé you rlile,

Would weare this better Terkin for the Ruth-man, |,
When I doe play the Broome-man ; and fpeake firft,
Fun. Why fir, I borrowed it, and I will wéare it.
Pogﬂ What fir, in fplte of your Lerds gentleman

Viher:
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Fun. No fpite fir, but you haue changde twice
already,
And now woulde ha't againe.

Log. Why thats all one fir,
Gentillitie muft be fanfaflicall.

Bay. I pray thee Funguslet mafter Pogio wearc it.

Fun, And what thall T weare then !

Pog. Why hcre is one, that was a Rufh-mans ler
kin, and I pray, wer't not abfurd then ; a Broome-man
thould weare it ?

Fun. *Foe, theres a rcafon, T will keepe it fir.

Pog. Will fir ; then do your oftice maifler Viher,
Make him put off his Ierkin; you may plucke
His coate ouer his eares, much more his Ierkin.

Baf. Fungus y'ad beft be rulde.

Fun. Befl fir ! I care not.

Pog. Nofir? T hope you arc my Lords retainer.
1 neede not care a pudding for your Lord :

Baut fpare not, keepe it, for perhaps Ile play
My part as well m this, as you in that,
Bag. Well faid, mafler Logro; my Lord fhall
know i.

Enter Cortesa, with the Broom wench, & Rufle-roench
in thewr pcthcotes, cokes oucr them, with hats ouer
therr head-yres.

Cort l.ooke mafler Viher, are thefe wags wel drefl?
I hguc beene fo in labour with vin truly.

Baf. Yave had a verie good deluerance, Ladie :
How I did take her at her lalour theie,
I vfe to gird thele Ladics fo fometimes.

Enter Laffo, with Syluan and @ Nymphk, a man Bugge,
and a imnan.

. 1 pray my l.ord, muft not T weare this haire %

La{ 1 pray thee afke my Viher ; Come, difpatch,
The duke is readie : are you readie there %

2. See maf¥er Viher ; muft he weare this haire ?

1. Bug. .Pray maiter Viifer, where muft 1 come in?
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2. Am not I well for a Bug, mafter Vier?
Baf. What ftirre is with thefe boyes here, God for-
giue me,
If t'were not for the credite on't, I'de fee
Your apith trath afire, ere I'de indure this.
1. But pray good mafler Viher.
Bajf. Hence ye Brats,
You fland vpon your tyte ; but for your ation
Which you mutft vfe in finging of your fongs,
Exceeding dexteroufly and full of life,
I hope youle then ftand like a fort of blocks,
Without due motion of your hands, and heads,
And wrefligg your whole bodies to your words,
Looke too't, y'are beft; and in ; Go ; All go in:
Pog. Come in my mafters ; let’s be out anon.
Exeunt.
Laf. What, are all furnifht well ?
Bay. All well my Lord.
Laf. More lights then here, and let lowd mu-
ficke found.
Baf. Sound Muficke. Exeunt.

Enter Vincentio, Strozza bare, Marg(;rd, QLorteza, and
Cynanche bearing her traine. After her the duke
whifpering with Medice, Lafjo with Bafiolo, &c.

Alp. Aduaunce your felfe, faire Dutchefie to this
Throne,

As we have long fince raifde you to our heart,

Better decorum neuer was beheld,

Then twixt this flate and you : And as all eyes

Now fixt on your bright Graces thinke it fit,

So frame your fauour to continue it.

, Mar. My Lord ; but to cbey your ezéneﬁ will,

And not make ferious fcruple of a toy,

1 fcarce durfl haue prefumde this minuts height.
Laf. Viher, caufe other muficke ; begin your fhew.
Baf. Sound Confort; warne the Pedant to be

readie.
Cor. Madam, I thinke' you'le fee a prettie fhew.
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Syn. I can expe& no leffe in fuch a prefence.
/p. Lo what attention and ftate beautie breedes,
Whofe moning filence no fhrill herauld needes.
Enter Sarpcgo.
Sar. Lords of high degree,
\ And Ladies of low courtefie,
I the Pedant here,
Whom fome call fchoolmaiftere,
Becaufe I can fpeake beft,
Approch before the reft.
Vir. A verie good reafon.
Sar. But there are others comming,
Without mafke or mumming :
For they are not athamed,
If need be, to be named,
Nor will they hide their faces,
In any place or places ;
For though they feeme to come,
Loded with Rufh, and Broome:
The Broomeman you muit know,
Is feigneur Pugio,
Nephew, as fhall appeare,
To my Lord Strosza here
Stre. O Lord, I thanke you fir, you grace me
* much.
And to this noble dame,
Whome I with finger name.
Vin. A plague of that fooles finger.
Sar. And women will enfue,
Which I muft tell you true,
No women are indeed,
But Pages made for need
: go fill vp women’s places.
y vertue of their faces,
And other hidden graces.
A hall, a hall ; whift, fil, be mum,
For now with filuer fong they come.
Enter Pogio, Fungus, with the fong Broomenaud, and
Rufbemaid. After which, Pogio.
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Pog. Heroes, and Heroines, of gallant firaine,
Let not thefe Broomes, motes in your eies remaine,
For in the Moone, theres one beares with’red buthes:
But we (deare wights) do beare greene broomes, green

ruthes,
Whereof thefe verdant herbals cleeped Broome, ,
Do pierce and enter euerie Ladies roome,
And to proue them high borne, and no bafe trafh,
Water, with which your phifnomics you wath,
Is but a Broome. And more truth to deliuer,
Grim Hercules fwept a flable with a riuer,
The wind that fiveepes fowle clowds out of the ayre,
And for you Ladies mahes the Welken faire,
Is but a Broome : and O Dan Zzan Lright,
Moft clearkly calld the Scauenger of night,
What art thou, but a verie broome of gold ?
For all this world not to be cride nor fold ;
Philofophy, that paffion fweepes from thought,
Is the foules Broome, and by all braue wits fought,
Now if Philofophers but Broomemen are,
Each Broomeman then is a Philofopher.
And fo we come (gracing your gratious Graces)
To fweepe Cares cobwebs from your cleafily faces.

Alp. Thanks good mafter Broomeman,

Fun. For me Ruthman then,

To make Rufh ruffle in a verfe of ten,
A Rufh which now your heeles doe lie on here.

Vin.. Crie mercie fir.

Fun. Was whilome vied for a pungent fpeare,
In that odde battaile, neuer fought but twice
(As Homer fings) betwixt the frogs and mice,

Rufhes make True-loue knots ; Ruthes make rings,
Your Rufh maugre the beard of winter fprings.

And when with gentle, amorous, layfie lims,

Each Lord with his fairc Ladie fweetly fwims

On thefe coole Rufhes ; they may with thefe bables,
Cradles for children make ; children for cradles,
And left fome Momus here might now Trie pufh,
Saying our pageant is not ‘woorth a Ruth, = -
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Bundles of Ruthes, lo, we hung along,
To picke his teeth that bites them with his tongue.
Stro. See, fee, thats Lord Medice.
Vin. Gods me, my Lord,
Haz hee pickt you out, picking of your teeth ?
Med. What picke you out of that ?
Stro. Not fuch flale fluffe
As you picke from your teeth.
Alp.  Leaue this warre with Ruthes,
Good mafler pedant ; pray forth with your thew.
Sar. , Lo thus farre then (braue duke) you fee,
Meere entertainement ; Now our glee
Shall march forth in Moralitie :
f And this queint Dutchefle here fhall fee
The fault of virgine Nicetie,
Furft wooed with Rurall courtefie,
Disburthen them, praunce on this ground,
And 1ake your Ex/f with your Round.
Lxeunt.
Well haue they daunc’d, as it is meet,
Toth with their nimble heades and feet.
Now, aseour country girls held off,
And rudely did their louers fcoft ;
Qur Nymph likewife fhall onely glaunce
By your faire cies, and looke askaunce
Vpon her female friend that woocs her,
Who is in plaine field forc’d to loofe her.
And after them, to conclude all,
The purlue of our Paflorall.
A female bug, and eke her friend,
Shall oncly come and fing, and end.

. Bugs fong.
This Rady and Dutchefle we conclude,
Faire Virgins muft not be too rude :
For though the rurall wilde and antike,
Abufde their loues as they were frantike;
Yet takg you in your Iuory clutches,
This noble Duke, apd be his Dutches.
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Thus thanking all for their faceze,
T void the roome, and cry valze.
Exit,
Alp.  Generally well, and pleafingly performed.
Mar. Nowl reﬁgne this borrow'd maietty,
Which fate vnfeemely on my worthleffe head,
With humble feruice to your Highnefle hands.
Alp. Well you became it Lady, and I know
All heere could with it might be euer fo.
Stro. Heeres one faies nay to that.
Vin. Plague on you, peace.
Laf. Now let it pleafe your Highneffe to sccept

A homely banquet, to clofe thefe rude fports.

Alp. I thanke your Lordfhip much,
Baf. Bring lights, make place.

Enter Pogo in his cloke and broome-mans atfire.
Pog. How d’ee my Lord?
Alp. O mafter broome man, you did paffing well.
Vin. A you mad flave you! you are a tickling

Ador.

Pgg. 1 was not out like my Lord Medice,

How did you like me Aunt+
Cyn. O rarely, rarely.
Stro. O thou hafl done a worke of memory,

And raifde our houfe vp higher by a flory.

Vin. TFriend how conceit you my young mother
heere 1

Cyn. Fitter for you my Lord, than for your father.

Vin. No more of that fwcete friend, thofe are bugs
words. LExeunt.

Finis Allus fecundsi,
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ACTVS TERTII SCAINA PRIMA.

Medice after the fong, whifpers alone with
his fervant.

Med. Thou art my trufty feruant, and thou knowft,
1 haue beene euer bountifull Lord to thee,
As ftill I will be : be thou thankfull then,
And doe me now a feruice of import.

Ser.  Any my Lord in compafle of my life.

Med, To morrow then the Duke intends to hunt,
Where S#ozza my defpightfull enemie,
Will give attendance bufie in the chafe,
Wherein Sa.s if by chance, when others thoote
At the wild Boare) do thou difcharge at him,
And with an arrow, cleaue his canckerd heart.

Ser. I will not faile my Lord.

Med. Be feCret then.
And thon {o me fhalt be the dear’fl of men.

Excunt.
Enter Vincentio, and Baffiolo.

Vin, Now Vanitic and Policie inrich me
With fome ridiculous fortune on this Viher.
Wheres Mafter Viher?

Bass. Now I come my Lord.

Vin. Befides, good fir, your thew did thew fo well,

Bag. Did it in deede my Lord ?

Vin,. Q fir, beleeue it,

*Twas the beft fathiond and well orderd thing
mt euer eye beheld : and there withall,
fit attendance by the feruants vide,
The gentle guife in feruing euery gueft,
In other entertainements ; euery thing
About your houfe fo fortfully difpofde,
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That euen as in a turne-fpit calld a Iacke,
One yice affifts another ; the great wheeles.
Turning but foftly, make the leffe to whirre
About their bufinefle ; euery different part °
Concurring to one commendable end :
So, and in fuch conformance, with rare grace,
Were all things orderd in your good lordes houfe.
Baf. The moft fit fimile that euer was.
Vir. But fhall I tell you plainely my conceit,
Touching the man that I thinke caufde this order ?
Bag. 1 good my Lord.
Vin. You note my fimile.
Bajf. Drawne from the turne-pit.
Vin. 1 fec you haue me,
Euen as in that queint engine you haue feene,
A little man in fhreds ftand at the winder,
And feemes to put all things in act about him,
Lifting and pulling with a mightie ftirre,
Yet addes no force to it, nor nothing does :
So, (though your Lord be a braue Gentleman)
And {eemes to do this bufines, He does nothing ;
Some man about him was the feftinall robe,
That made him fhew fo glorious and diuine.
Bay. 1 cannot tell my Lord, yet 1 thould know
If any fuch there were.
Vin. Should know quoth you ;
I warrant you know : well, fome there be
Shall haue the fortune to haue fuch rare men,
(Like braue beafts to their Armes) fupport their faté,
When others of as high a worth and breede,
Are made the waftefull food of them they feede :
What flate hath your Lord made you fory our feruice ?
Bafi. He haz beene my good Lord, for I can
ipend
Somec fifteene hundred crownes in lands a yeare,
Which I haue gotten fince I ferw’d him firft.
Vin. N;: more then fiftecne hundred crownes a
yeare
Baj’ 1t is fo much as makes me hue my Lard,
Like a poore Gentleman. hN
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Vin. Nay, tis prettie well :
But certainely my nature does efteeme
Nothing enough for vertue ; and had I
The Duke my fathers meanes, all thould be fpent,
To keepe braue men about me : but good fir,
Ac Ipt this fimple iewell at my hands,
Till I can worke perfwafion of my friendfhip,
‘With worthicr arguments.
Baf. No goud my Lord,
I can by no meanes merite the frec bounties
You haue beftowed befides.
Vin. Nay, be not ftrange,
But doe your felfe right, and be all one man
In all your aflions, doe not thinke but fome
Haue extraordinarie fpirits like your felfe,
And wil not fland in their focietie,
On birth and riches: but on worth and vertue,
With whom therc is no nicenefle, nor refpect
Of others common friendfhip ; be he poore
Or bafely borne, fo he be rich in foule,
And noble in degrees of qualities,
He fhall be my friend fooner then a King.
.Bqnﬂ,:' ¢Tis a moft kingly iudgement mn your lord-
1P,
Vins Faith fir I know not, but tis my vainc
humour.
Bay. O, tis an honour in a Nobleman.
Vin. Y'aue fome lords now fo politike and prowd,
Tlﬁy fkorne to giue good lookes to worthy men.
tf. O fie vpon vm ; by that light my lord,
I am but feruanttoa N obleman,
But if T would not skorne fuch puppet lords,
Would I weate breathlefle.
Vin. Youfir? fo you may,
yFor they will cogge fo when they with to vfe men,
With, pray be couerd fir, I befeech you fit,
Whoe's there ¢ waite of, Mafter Viher to the doore.
O, thefe be godly gudgeons : where’s the deedes ?
The. perfeét Nobleman ¢



284 The Gentleman V/ker.

Bag. O good my Lord.

Vin. Away, away, ere 1 would flatter {o,
I would eate ruthes like lord Medici.,

Bass. Well, wel my Lord, would there were more

fuch Princes.

Vin. Alas, twere pitty fir, they would be gulld
Out of their very fkinnes.

Baff. Why how are you my lord ¢

Vin. Who I, I care not:
If I be gulld where I profefie plaine loue,
T'will be their fauits you know.

Bayf. O t'were their fhames.

Bin, Well, take my iewell, you fhall not be firange,
I loue not manie words.

Bef. My lord, I thanke you, I am of few words

too.

Vin. Tis friendlie faid,
You proue your felfe a friend, and 1 would haue you
Aduance your thoughts, and lay about for flate,
Worthy your vertues : be the Mineon
Of fome great King or Duke : therc’s Medici,
The Minion of my Father: O the Father!
What difference is there ¢ but I cannot flatter
A word to wife men.

Baf. 1 perceiue your Lordfhip.

Vin. Your Lordfhip ? talke you now like a friend ?
Is this plaine kindneffe ¢

Baff. Isit not my Lord ¥

Vin. A palpable flattring figure for men common :
A my word I fhould thinke, if twere another,
He meant to gull mee.

Baf. Why tis but your due.

Vin. Tis but my due: if youle be ftill 2 firanger :
But as I with to choofe you for my friend,
As I intend when God fhall call my father,
To do I can tell what : but let that pafle,
Thus tis not fit ; let my friend be familiar,
Vfe not me Lordfhip, nor yet call me Lord,
Nor my whole name FVincenfio ; but vince, |
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* .
As they call Tacke or Will, tis now in vie,
Twixt men of no equallity or kindneffe.
Bay. 1 ihall be quickely bold enough my Lord.
ﬂardNa.y, ee how ftill you vie that coy terme,

What argues this, but that you fhunne my friendfhip ?

Bay. Nay, pray fay not fo.

Vin. Who fhould not fay fo ?

Will you afford me now no name at all

Bass. What fhould I call you ?

Vins Nay, then tis no ‘matter.

But I told you Viznce.

Bass. Why then my fweete Vince.

Vip. Whie fo then ; and yet flill there is a fault,
In viing thefe kind words, without kinde deedes:
Pray thee imbrace me too.

Bafj. Why then fweete Vince.

Vin. Why, now I thank you, sblood fhall friends

be firange 1
Where therc is plainenefle, there is euer truth :
And I will fiill be plaine fince I am true:
Come let vs lie aulittle, I am wearie.
Bay. And fo am 1, I fweare fince yefterday.
Vin. You may fir by my fuith; and firra, hark
thege,
What lordfhip wouldft thou wifh to haue, ifaith,
When my old father dics ?

Bay. Who 11 alas.

Vin. O not you, well fir, you thall haue none,
You are as coy a peece as your Lords daughter.

Bafs. Who, my miftris ?

Vin. Indeede, is the your Miftris?

Bays. %faith fweet Vince, fince the was three yeare

ol

Vin. And are not wee too friends ?

Bafs. Who doubts of that ¢

Vin. And are not two friends one ¢

Bafs. Emen man and wife.

Vin. 4Then what to you fheis, to me fhe thould be.
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Bafs, Why Vince, thou wouldft not haue her?
Vin. O not I: I doe not fancie any thing like

you.

Bafs. Nay but I pray thee tell me.

V4. You do not meane to marry her your felf?

Bafs. Not I by heauen.

Vin: Take heede now, do not gull me.

Bafs. No by that candle.

Vin. 'Then will I be plaine.

Thinke you fhe dotes not too much on my father ?
"Bafs. O yes, no doubt on’t. .

Vin. Nay, I pray you fpecake.

Bafs. Yor feely man you, fhe cannot abide him.

Vin. Why {weete friend pardon me, alas 1 knew

not.

Bafs. But I doc note you are in fome things

fimple,
And wrong your felfe too much.

Vin. Thanke you good friend,

Tor your playne dealing, I doe mcane fo well.

Bgfs. But who faw cuer fummer mixt with winter ?
There muft be equall yeares where firme loue is.
Could we two loue fo well fo foddainely
Were we not fome thing equaller in yeares,

Than he and fhee are ?
¥i. I cry ye mercy fir, I know we could not, but
yet be not too bitter,
Confidering loue is fearefull. And fwcete friend,
1 baue a letter t'intreate her kindneffe
Which if you would conuay.

Baf. 1, if I would, fir?

Vin. Why fayth, deare friend, I would not

requitelefle.

Bayf. Would you not fo fir ?

Dy heauen a little thing would make me boxe you,
‘Which if you would conuaie ? why not I pray $
‘Which (friend) thou fhalt conuaie. ’

Vin, Which friend, you fhall then.

Bag. Well friend, and I will then.
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Vin. And vfe fome kinde perfwafiue wordes forme?
Bx;j: The beft I fweare that my poore toung can
orge.
Vin. ﬂ;, wel faid, poore toung : O tis rich in meeke-
nefle;
You are not knowne to fpeake well? You haue wonne
Direction of the Earle and all his houfe,
‘The faunour of his daughter, and all Dames
That euer I fawe, come within your fight,
With a poore tongue 7 A plague a your fweete lippes.
Baff.. Well, we will doe our beft: And faith my
Finee,
She fhall haue an ynweldie and dull foule.
If fhe be nothing moou’d with 1y poore tongue,
Call it no better; Be it what it will.
Vin  Well faid ifaith ; Now if I doc not thinke
Tis poflible, befides her bare receipt
Of that y Letter, with thy friendly tonguc,
To get an anfwere of it, neuer truft me.
Daf. An anfwver man? Sbloud make no doubt of
that.
Vin. By heayen I thinke fo ; now a plague of Nature,
That fhe giues all to fome, and none to others.
fRef. How I endeare him to me! Come Vinee,
rifey
Next time I fee her, T will giue her this :
Which when fhe fees, theele think it wondrous ftrange
Loue fhould goe by defcent, and make the fonne
Follow the father in his amorous fleppes.
Vin. She needes muft thinke it firange, that neuer
yet faw
I durft fpeake to her, or had fcarce hir fight.
Daf.. Well Vince, I fweare thou fhalt both fce and
kiffe Mer.
Vin. Swearesmy deere friend? by what ?
Bafl. YEuen by our friendfhip.
Vin. Q facred oath! which, how long will you
keepe ?
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Baj' ‘While there be bees in .Hydla, ar, wh1te
{wannes -~
In bright Meander ; while the banks of Pr
Shall beare braue hlhes or Italian dames
Be called the Bonerobes of the world.
Vin. Tis elegantly faid: and when I faile,
Let there be found in Hybla hiues no bees;
Let no fwannes fwimme in bright Meander fireame,
Nor lillies fpring vpon the banks of o,
Nor let one fat Italian dame be found,
But leane and brawn-falne ; I, and fcarﬂy found. -
Baj. 1t is enough, but lets imbrace with all.
Vin. With all my hart.
Baf. So, now farewell fweet Vince. Exit,
- Vin. Farewell my worthie friend, I thinke I haue
him.
Enter Bagiolo.

Baff. 1 had forgot the parting phrafe he taught me,
I commend me t'ee fir. Exit instant,
Vin. At your wifht feruice fir :
O fine friend, he had forgot the phrafe
How ferious apith foules are in vaine forme.:
Well, he is mine, and he being {rufted moft
_ With my dear loue, may often worke our meeting,
And being thus ingagde, dare not reneale.

Enter Pogio in hasie, Strosza following.

Po. Horfe, horle, horle, my lord, horfe, your fathér
is going a hunting.
Vin. My Lord horfe 1 you affe you, d’ee call my
Lord horfe ? ,
Stro. Nay, he fpeakes huddles fiill, lets lht hxs_,
tongue.

Po. Nay good vnkle now, sbloud, wha& captioq, o

marchants you be; fo the Duke tooke me vp even
now : my lord vnckle heere, and my old lord Laifg, by
heauen 'y’ are all too witty for me, I am t.he veneﬂ.
foole on you all, Ile be fwqrge.
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Vin.  Therein thou art worth vs all, for thou knowft
thy felfe.

Stro.  But your wifedom was in a pretty taking laft
night ; was it not I pray?

Pog. O, for taking my drink a little ? ifaith my
Lord, for that you fhall haue the beft fport prefently
with Madam Corteza, that euer was ; I haue made her
fo drunke, that fhe does nothing but kiffe my Lord
Medice.

See fhee comes riding the Duke, fhees pafling well
mounted!, beleeue it
Enter Aiphonfo, Cortesa, Cynanche, Baffiolo firft, two

women attendants. and Luntf-men, Lafjo.

Alpk. Good wench forbeare.

Cort. My Lord, you muft put forth your felfe
among Ladies, I warrant you haue much in you, if you
would fhew it ; fee, a cheeke a twentie ; the bodie of
a George, a good legge ftill ; flill a good calfe, and not
flabby, nor hanging I warrant you; a brawne of a
thumb here, and t'were a pulld partridge ; Neece _Meg,
thou fhait haue the fweeteft bedfellow on him, that
euer call'd Ladie husband ; trie him you thamefac'd
bable you,etrie him.

Mar. Good Madame be rulde.

Cort. « What a nice thing it is, my Lord, you muft
fet foorth this gere, and kiffe her; yfaith you muft;
get you togither and be naughts awhile, get you to-
gether.

*4/pk. Now what a merrie harmleffe dame it is !

Cort. My Lord Medice, you are a right noble man,
& wil do a woman right in a wrong matter and neede
be ; pray do you giue the duke enpfample vpon me ;
you come a wooing to me now ; I accept it.

ZLay. What meane you fifter ?

o Cort.  Pray my Lord away ; confider me as I am,
a woman.

Lozt Lord, how 1 haue whittld her

Cort. Youw come a wooing to me now ; pray thee
Duke marke my Lord Medice; and do you marke me

T
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virgin ; Stand you afide, my Lord, all, and you ; giue
place ; now, my Lord Medice ; put cafe I be ftrange a
little, yet you like a man putme toit. Come kiffe me
my Lord, be not athamde,
Med. Not 1 Madame, I come not awoomg to you,
Cort. 'Tis no matter my Lord, make as though you
did, and come kiffe me ; I won’t be firange a whit.
Laf. Fie fifter, y’ are too blame; pray will you
goe to your chamber.
Cort. 'Why, harke you brother.
Lqf. Whats the matter ?
Cort. Dee thinke I am drunke?
ZLay. 1 thinke fo truly.
Cort. But arc you fure I am drunke ?
Lay. Elfe I would not thinke fo.
Cort. But, I would be glad to be fure on’t.
Zay. 1 afiure you then.
-Cort. 'Why then fay nothing ; & Ile begone
God bwy lord, duke Ilec come againe anone. Exit.
Lag. Ihope your Grace will pardon her my liege,
For tis moft firange ; fhees as difcreete a dame
As any in thefe countries, and as fobey,
Baut for this onely humour of the cup. .
Alp. Tis good my Lord fometimes :
Come, to our hunting ; now tis time I thinke:
Omn. The verie beft time of the day, my Lord.
Alp. Then my Lord, I will take my leaue till night,
Referuing thanks for all my entertainment,
Till I returne ; in meanctime, louely dame,
Remember the high flate you laft prefented,
And thinke it was not a mere feftinall thew,
But an effential type of that you are
In full confent of all my faculties,
And harke you good my Lord.

Vin. & St haue al this while talked togither a pretise
way.

Vin. See now, they whifper
Some priuate order, (I dare lay my hfe)
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For a forc’d marriage t'wixt my loue and father,

I therefore muft make fure : and noble friends,

Ile leaue you all, when I haue brought you forth,

And feene you in the chafe ; meane-while obferue

In all the time this folemne hunting lafts,

My father and his minion Medice,

And note, if you can gather any figne,

That they have mift me, and fufpect my being,

If which fall out, fend home, my Page before.
Stro. I will not faile my Lord.

Medite whifpers with 1. Huntfman all this while.

Med. Now, take thy time.
Hunt. I warrant you my Lord, he fhall not fcape

me.

Alp. Now my deere Miltrefle, till our fports in-
tended

end with my abfence, I will take my leaue.
Laf. Bafiols, attend you on my daughter.
Lxeunt.
Bag. T will my Lord.
Vin. Now will the fport beginne : I think my loue

Will handle,him, as well as I haue dcone. Exit.
Cyn. Madam, I take my leaue, and humblie thanke
you.- Exit,

Mar. Welcome good madam ; mayds wait on my
Lady.
Baf. So miftris, this is fit.
Mar. Fit, fir, why fo ?
Bay. Why fot I haue moft fortunate newes for
ou.
Mzr.‘ For me fir? I befeech you what are they ?
Bayff. - Merit and Fortune, for you both agree ;
Merit what $ou haue, and haue what you merit.
Mar. Lord with what Rhetorike you prepare your

newes ! . :
Bafi® 1 need not; for the plaine contents they
beare o

Vitred.in any words, deferue their welcome,
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Aund yet I hope the words will ferue the turne.
Mar. What, in a letter ¢
. Bay. Why not? Mar. Whence is it ?
Beyf. From one that will not thame it with his
name,
And that is Lord Vincentio.
Mar. King of heauen !
Is the man madde?
Baf. Mad Madam, why?
Mar. O heauen, I mufe a man of your importance,
Will offer to bring me a letter thus 1 .
Baf. Why, why good Miftreffe, arc you hurt in
that ¢
Your anfwer may be what you will your felfe.
Mar. I, but you fhould not doc it : Gods my life,
You fhall anfwer it.
Bay. Nay, you muft anfwer it.
Mar. T anfwerit! are you the man I trufted?
And will betray me to a ftranger thus?
Baf. Thats nothing, dame, all friends were ftrangers
firft.
Mar. Now was therc euer woman rouerfeene fo,
In a wife mans difcretion ?
Bajf. Your braine is fhallow, come, receiue this
letter. )
dfar. How dare you fay fo? when you know fo
well
How much I am engaged to the duke?
Baf. The dukc? a proper match: a graue dide
gentman : .
Haz beard at will ; and would, in my conceyt,
Make a moft excellent patterne, for a potter
To haue his picture flampt on a Iugge. .
To keepe ale-knights in memorie of fobrietie.
Heere gentle madam, take it. -~
Mar. Takeit fir?
Am I common taker of loue letters
Baj. Common % why when receiu’'d you one before ?
Mar. Come, tis no mutter ; I had thought your
« care .



The Gentleman Vikher. 293

Of my beflowing, would not tempt me thus
To one I know not ; but it is becaufe
You know I dote fo much on your direction.
s+ Baf. On my direCtion ?
Mar. No fir, Not on yours.
Bay. Well miftris, if you will take my aduice
At any time, then take this letter now.
Mar. Tis firange, T woonder the coy gentleman,
That feeing mee fo oft, would neuer fpeake,
Is on the fodaine fo far wrapt to write.
Bap. » 1t thewd his iudgement that he would not
fpeake
Knowing with what a firi¢t and iealous eie
He fhould be noted ; holde, if you loue your felfe ;
Now will you take this letter ? pray be rulde.
Mar. Come, you haue fuch another plaguie toung,
And yet yfayth 1 will not.
Bay. 1.ord of heauen,
What, did it burne your hands ? holde, Ivld, I pray,
And let the words within it fire your heart
Mar. 1 woonder how the deuill, he found you out
To be his {pokefman,—Q the duke would thanke you,
If he knewshow you vrgde me for his fonne.
Baf. The duke? I huaue fretted her,
Euen to the liver, and had much adoe
‘To make her take it, but I knew t'was fure ;
For he that cannot turne and winde a woman
Like filke about his finger, is no man,
Ile"make her anfwer't too.
Mar. O here’s good ftuffe.
Hold, pray take it for your paines to bring it.
Eaﬁ].) Ladie, you errc in my reward a little,
Which muft be a kind anfwere to this letter.
Mar. Nby then yfaith, t'were beft you brought a
Y P rieﬂ- H i
And then your client ; and then keepe the doore.
Gods me I neuer knew fo rude a man.
Bay. Wely you fhall anfwer; Ile fetch pen and
paper. ’ Exit.
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Mar. Poore Viher, how wert thou wrounght to this
brake ?
Men worke on one another for we women,
Nay each man on himfelfe ; and all in one
Say ; No man is content that lies alone.
Here comes our gulled Squire.
Bay. Here Miflrefie, write.
Mar. What fhould I write 1
Baff. An anfwer to this letter.
Mar. Why fir, I {fee no caufe of anfwer in it,
But if you needs will thew how much you rul¢ me,
Sit downe ; and anfwer it, as you pleafe your felfe,
Here is your paper, lay it faire afore you.
Bayf. Lady, content, Ile be your Secretorie.
Mar. 1 fit him in this taske ; he thinkes his penne
The Shaft of Cupid, in an amorous letter
Bayg. 1Is heere no great worth of your anfwer fay
you ?
Beleeue it, tit exceedingly well writ.
Mar. So much the more vnfit for me to anfwere,
And therefore let your Stile and it centend.
Bagi. Well, you fhall fee I will ndt be farre fhortt,
Although (indeede) T cannot write fo well*
When one is by, as when I am alone. )
Mar. O, a good Scribe mufl write, though twenty
talke,
.and he talke to them too.
Baf. Well, you fhall fee.
Mar. A proper peece of Scribefhip theres no doubt ;
Some words, pickt out of Proclamations,
Or great mens Speeches ; or well-felling Pamphlets :
See how he rubbes his temples : I beleeue
His Mufe lies in the backe-part of his brajne, -
Which thicke and groffe, is hard to be brought forward,
‘What ¢ is it loath to come ?
Baf. No, not a whit :
Pray hold your peace a little.
Mar. He fweates, with bringing on His heauie ftile,
Ile plie him fiil), till he fwefate all his wit out,
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What man, not yet ?

Baf. Swoons, yowle not extort it from a man,
How do you like the worde Endeare ?

Mar. O fie vpon't.

Baf. Nay, then I fee your iudgement : what fay

you to condole ?

Mar. Worfe and worlfe.

Bag. O braue! I fhould make a fweete anfwer,
it I thould vfe no words but of your admittance.

Mar. Well fir, write what you pleafe.

Baf* Is modell a good word with you ?

Mar. Put them togither I pray.

Baf. So I will I warrant you.

See, fee, fee, now it comes powring downe.

Beg. 1 hope youle take no exceptions to beleeue
it.

Mar. Out vpon 't that phrafe is fo runne out of
breath in trifles, that we fhall haue no beleefe at all in
earneft fhortly. Beleeue it tis a prettie feather; be-
leeue it a daintie Rufh ; belecue it an excellent Cocks-
combe.

Bayf. So, 9o, fo, your exceptions fort very col-
laterally. o

Mar. Collaterally? theres a fine word now ; wreft
in that if you can by any meanes.

Bag. I thought the would like the very worft of
them all, how thinke you? do not I write, and heare,
and talke too now ?

*Mar. By my foule, if you can tell what you write
now, you write verie readily.

Baf. That you fhall fee firaight.

Mar. But do you not write that you fpeake now ?

Baff.  yes, doe you not fee how I wnte it?
I.can not write when any bodie is by me, I.

o Mar. Gods my life, ftay man ; youle make it too
long.

Baﬁ’ Nay, if I can not tell what belongs to the
length of a Ladies deuice yfaith.
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Mar. But I will not haue it fo long.

Baff. IfI cannot fit you ?

Mar. O me; how it comes vpon hmﬂ prethee be
fhort. .
Bay. Wel, now I haue done, & now I wil reade it;

your Lordfhlps motiue accdmodating my thoughts,.
with the very model of my hearts mature confideration:
it fhall not be out of my Element to negatiate with you
in this amorous duello ; wherein T will condole with
you, that our proie¢t cannot be fo collaterally made,
as our endeared hearts may verie well feeme to in-
finuate.

Mar. Nc more : no more ; fie vpon this.

Bayf. TFie vpon this ? hees ‘accurft that haz to doe
with thefe vnfound women, of iudgement : if this be
not good yfaith.

Mar. But tis fo good, t'will not be thought to come
from a womans braine.

Bap. Thats another matter.

Mar. Come, I will write my felfe.

Bayf. A Godsname Lady: and yet I will not loofe
this I warrant you ; I know for what badie this will
ferue as fit ; now we fhall haue a fveete peece of in-
ditement.

Mar. How {pell you foolifh }

Baj. F,o0,li,Mh; fhe will prefume t’ endlte that

" cannot fpel.

4ar. How fpell you V/ier ?

Bay. Sblood, you put not in thofe words togither,
do you?

Mar. No, not togither.

Bajj. What is betwixt I pray

Mar. Affe the.

Baf. Affe the? Betwixt foolith, and Viler,

Gods my life, foolifh Affe the Viher?

Mar. Nay then you are fo iealous of your wit :
now reade all I haue written I pray. -

Baf. I am not fo foolith as the Viher would make
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me: Q fo foolith as the Viher would make me?
Wherein would I make you foolith ¢

Mazr. Why fir, in willing me to beleeue he lou'd
me fo wel, beiffig fo meere a ftranger.

Bass. Q,is’t fo? you may fay fo indeed.

Mar. Cry mercie fir, and I will write {o too, & yet
my hand is fo vile, Pray thee fit thee downe and write
as I bid thee.

Baff. With all my heart Lady, what thall I write
now ?

Mars You fhall write this fir, I am not fo foolith
to thinke you loue me, being fo meere a flranger.

Bajff. So meere a firanger !

Mar. And yet I know, loue works ftrangely.

Baff. Loue workes ftrangely.

Mar. And therefore take heed, by whom you fpeake
for loue.

Bajf. Speake for loue.

Mar. For he may fpeake for himfelfe.

Baff. May fpeake for himfelfe.

Mar. Not that I defire it,

Baff. Defire it.

Mar. Butif he do ; you may fpeede, I confeffe.

Baff. Specde 1 confeffe.

Maer." But let that pafle, I do not loue to difcour-
age any bodie—

Bajf. Difcourage any bodie.

Mar. Do you, or he, picke out what you can; & fo
farewell. .

Baff. And fo fare well. Is this all?

Mar. 1, and he may thanke your Syrens tongue that
it is fo much.

Baff: % proper Letter if you marke it.

Mar. ell fir, though it be not fo proper as the
writer,; yet tis as proper as the inditer ; Euerie woman
cannot be a gentleman Vther; they that cannot go
before, muft come behind.

Bass. Wl Ladie, this I will carrie inftantly,
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I commend me tee Ladie. Exit,
Mar. Pittifull Viher, what a prettie fleight,

Goes to the working vp of euerie thing ?

What fweet varietie ferues 2 womans Wit ?

We make men fue to vs for that we wifh.

Poore men ; hold out awhile ; and do not fue,

And fpite of Cufiome we will fue to you.

Exit.

Finis Altus tevtsy.
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ACTVS QVARTI, SCENA PRIMA.

Enter Pogio running in, and knocking at Cynanches
doore.

Pog. O God, how wearie T am? Aunt, Madam,
Cynanrhe, Aunt?
Cyn. How now?
Pog. 0O God, Aunt : O God Aunt: O God.
Cyn. What bad newes brings this man? where is
my Lord ?
Pog. O Aunt, my Vnkle, hees thot.
Cyn. Shot, ay me! How is he fhot ?
Fog.  Why, with a forked fhaft
As he was hunting, full in his left fide.
Cyn. O me accurft, where is hee? bring me,
where ?
FPog. Comhing with Do&or Beniuemus,
Ile leaueyou, and goe tell my Lord Vincentio.
Exit.
Enier Beniuemus with others, bringing in Strozze with
an arrow in his jfide.
Cyn. See the fad fight, I dare not yeeld to griefe,
But force faind patience to recomfort him :
My I;hord, what chance is this ? how fares your lord-
ip?
Stro.  Wounded, and faint with anguifh, let me
reft.
Beri. A chaire. :
Cyn. O Dolor, ift a deadly hurt ?
Ben. 1 hope not Madam, though not free from
Sanger.
Cyn. Why plucke you not the arrow from his fide?
Ben. We cannot Lady, the forckt head fo faft
Stickes in the bottome of his follide ribbe.



300 The Gentieman Vjfher.
Stro. No meane then Doctor refts there to educe

itd
Ben. This onely, my good Lord to giue your
wound

A greater orifice, and in funder break
The pierced ribbe ; which being fo neere the midriffe,
And opening to the region of the heart,
Will be exceeding dangerous to your life.
Stro. I will not fee my bofome mangled fo,
Nor fternely be anatomizde aliue,
1le rather perith with it fticking fill, ‘

Cyn. O ro; fweete doctor thinke vpon fome help.

Ben, I tolde you all that can be thought in Arte,
Which fince your Lordfhip will not yeelde to vfe,
Our laft hope refts in Natures fecret aide,

Whofe power at length thay happily expell it.

Stro. Muft we attend at deaths abhorred doore,
The torturmg delaies of flauifh Nature ?

My life is in mine owne powers to diffolue :
And why not then the paines that plague my life ?
Rife furies, and this furie of my bane,

Affaile and conquer ; what men madnefle call :
(That hath no eye to fenfe, but frees the foule,
Exempt of hope, and feare with inftant fate)
Is manlieft reafon , manlieft reafon then,
Refolue and rid me of this brutifh life,

Haften the cowardly protracted cure

Of all difeafes : King of Phifitians, death,

Ile dig thee from this Mine of miferie.

Cyn. O hold my Lord, this is no chrifiian part,
Nor yet fkarce manly, when your mankinde foe,
Imperious death fhall make your grones his trumpets
To fummon refignation of lifes Fort,

To flie without refiftance ; you muft force

A countermine of Fortltude, more deepe

Than this poore Mine of paines,-to blow him vp,,
And fpight of him liue vi¢tor, though fubdu'd :.
Patience in torment, is a valure more v
Than euer crownd 7% Alomenean Conquerour.
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Stro. Rage is the vent of torment, let me rife.
Cyn. Men doe but crie, that rage in miferies,
And {carcely beaten children, become cries :
Paines are like womens clamors, which the lefie
They find mens patience ftirred, the more they ceafe.
Of this tis faid, afflictions bring to God,
Becaufe they make vs like him, drinking vp
Ioyes that deforme vs with the lufts of fenfe,
And turne our generall being into foule,
Whofe actions imply formed and applied,
Draw ali our bodies frailties from refpect.
Stro. Away with this vnmedcinable balme
Of worded breath ; forbeare friends, let me reft,
I fweare I will be bands vnto my felfe.
Ben. That will become your lordfhip beft indeed.
Stro.  Ile breake away, and leapeinto the Sea.
Or from fome Turrct caft me hedlong downe,
To fhiuer this fraile carkaffe into dufl.
Cyn. O my deare Lord, what vnlike words are
thefe,
To the late fruits of your religious Nobleffe ?
Stro. Leawe me fond woman.
Cyn. slle be hewne from hence
Before I leaue you; helpe me gentle Doctor.
Ben: Haue patience good my Lord.
Stro. 'Then leade me in,
Cut off the timber of this curfed Shaft,
And let the fork’d pile canker to my heart.

* Cyn. Deare Lord, refolue on humble fufferance.
Stro. 1 will not heare thee, woman, be content.
Cyn. O neuer fhall my counfailes ceafe to knocke

At thy impatient eares, till they flie in :
And falue with Chriftian patience, Pagan finne.
LExeunt.

= Enter Vincentio with a leticr in his hand, Baffiolo.

. BYj. Thisis her lettter fir, you now fhall fee
How feely & thing tis in refpect of mine,
4nd what a fimple womgn the haz prou’d,
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To refufe mine for hers ; T pray looke heere,
" Vin. Soft fir, I know not, I being her fworn fer-
uant,
If I may put vp thefe difgracefull words,
Giuen of my Miftris, without touch of honour.

Baf. Difgracefull words ; I proteft I fpeake not
To difgrace her, but to grace my felfe. ‘

Vin. Nay then fir, if it be to grace your felfe,

I am content ; but otherwife you know,
I was to take exceptions to a King.

Bajfl. Nay, y'are ith right for that; but reade I
pray, if there be not more choxce words in #hat letter,
than in any three of Guenaras golden epifiles, I am a
very afle. How thinke you Vinee?

Vin. By heauen no leffe fir, it is the beft thing;
he rends it.

Gods what a beaft am I.

Baf. Itis no matter, I can fet it together againe.

Vin. Pardon me, fir, I proteft I was rauitht : but
was it poffible the thould preferre hers before this ?

Bag. O fir, the cride fie vpon this,

Vin. Well, I muft fay nothing, loue,is blind you
know, and can finde no fault in his beloued.

Bay. Nay, thats mofl certaine.

Vin. Gee't me: Ile haue this letter.

Baf. No good Vince, tis not worth it.

Vin. 1le ha't ifaith, heeres enough in it to ferue
for my letters as long as I live ; Ile keepe it to
breede on as twere :

But I much wonder you could make her write.

Bajf. Indeede there were fome words belongd to
that. '

Vin. How firong an influence works in well
plac’'d words,

Aud yet there muft be a prepared loue,
To giue thofe words fo mighty a command,
Or twere impofiible they fhould moue fo much
And will you tell me true ¢
Bajf. In any thing.
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Vin. Does not this Lady loue you?

Baj. Loue me? why yes; I thinke fhe does not

hate me.

Vin. Nay but ifaith, does fhe not loue you dearely?

Bay. No I proteft. -

Virn. Nor haue you neuer kift her ?

Baf. XKifl her, thats nothing.

Vin. But you know my meaning :

Haue you not beene, as one would [ay, afore me ?

Bajfi. Not 1, I fweare. Vin. 0, y'are too true

. [to tell.

ABaff. Nay be my troth, fhe haz, I muft confeffe,
Vide me with good refpect, and nobly ftill,

But for fuch matters.

Vin, Verie little more,

Would make him take her maidenhead vpon him :
Well friend, I reft yet in a little doubt,
This was not hers.
Baj. 'T’was by that light that fhines,
And lle goe fetch her to you to confirme it.

Vin. A pafling friend.

Baff. But yhen fhe comes, in any cafe be bold,
And come vpon her with fome pleafing thing, '
To fhew y'are pleafde : howeuer the behaues her,

As for example ; if the turne her backe,

Vfe you that action you would doe before,

And court her thus ; Lady your backe part is as faire
to me, as is your fore part.

oVin. T’will be moft pleafing.

Baf. 1, for if you loue
One part aboue another, ’tis a figne
You like not all alike, and the worft part
About your Miftris, you muft thinke as faire,

As fweetepand daintie, as the very beft,
So much, for {o much, and confidering too,
¥ach feuerall limbe and member in his kinde.

Vin. As a man fhould.

Bag. Trye, will you thinke of this ?

_Vin. Lhope I fhall.



304 The Gentleman Viker.

Bay. But if the chance to laugh,
You muft not lofe your countenance, but deuife
Some fpeech to thew you pleafde, euen being laugh’d at.
Vin. 1, but what fpeech ?
Bay. Gods pretious man ! do fomething of your
felfe ?
But Ile detife a fpeech. ke fludies.
Vin. Infpire him folly.
Bag. Or tis no matter, be but bold enough,
And laugh when fhe laughs, and it is enough
Ile fetch her to you. . Exit.
Vin. Now was there euer fuch a demilance,
To beare a man fo cleare through thicke and thinne ?
Enter Baiolo.
Baf. Or harke you fir, if fhe fhould fteale a
laughter
‘Vnder her fanne, thus you may fay, fweete Lady,
If you will laugh and lie downe, I am pleafde.
Vin. And fo I were by heauen, how know you
that?
Bgy. Slid man, Ile hit your very thoughts in thefe

things.
Vin. Fetch her fweete friend, Ile hit your words T
warrant,

Bajff. Be bold then Vince, and preffe her te it hard,
A fhamefac’d man is of all women barr'd. Exit, «
Vin. How eafly worthlefle men take worth vpon

them,

And being ouer credulous of their owne worths,
Doe vnderprize as 1nuch the worth of others.
The foole is rich, and abfurd riches thinks
All merit is rung out, where his purfe chinks.
Enter Baffiolo and Margarel. .
.Baj:d My Lord, with much intreaty fheeres my
Lady.
Nay, Madam, looke not backe : why Vince I fay?
Mar. Vince? O monfirous ieaft |
Baf. To her for fhame.
Vin. lady, your backe part is as fweete to me
As all your fore part.
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Baf. Hemifs'd alittle: he faid her back part was
fweet, when he fhould haue faid faire; but fee, the
laughs moft fitly, to bring in the tother: Vince, to her
againe, fhe laughs. .

Vin. Laugh you faire Dame
If you will laugh and lie downe, I am pleafde,

Mar. What villanous fluffe is heere ?

Bafl. Sweet Miftris, of meere grace imbolden now
The kind young Prince heere, it is onely loue
Vpo:zmy proteflation, that thus daunts
His mofl Heroicke fpirit: fo a while

1le leaue you clofe together ; Vimce, I fay —— E%ut.
Mar. O horrible hearing, does he call you Fiuce!
Vin. O1, what elle? and I made him imbrace me,
Knitting a mofl familiar league of friendfhip.
Mar. But wherefore did you court me fo abfurdly?
Vir. Gods me, he taught me, I fpake out of him.
Mar. O fie vpon't, could you for pitty make him
Such a poore creature ! twas abule enough
To make him take on him fuch fawcie friendfhip ,
And yet his place is great; for hees not onely
My fathers Viher, but thé worlds befide,
Becaufe he goes before it all in folly.
" Vin. ell, in thefe homely wiles, muft our loucs
maske,
Since power denies him his apparant right.
Mar. But is there no meane to diffolue that power,
And to preuent all further wrong to vs,
Wich it may worke, by forcing Mariage rites,
Betwixt me and the Duke ?
Vin. No ieane but one,
" And that is clofely to be maried firft,
Which I perceiue not how we can performe :
For at my%athers comming backe from hunting,
- I feare your father and himfelfe refolue,
0 barre my intereft with his prefent nuptialls.
May. That thall they neuer doe ; may not we now
Qur contractemake, and marie before heauen ?
_Atge-not thg lawes of God,and Nature, more
. > . U
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Than forma]l lawes of men? are outward rites,
Mare vertuous then the very fubftance is
Of holy nuptialls folcmnizde within %
Or fhall lawes madle to curbe the common world,
That would not be contain’d in forme without them,
Hurt them that are a law vanto themfelues $
My princely loue, tis not a Prieft fhall let vs :
But fince th’ eternall aéts of our pure foules,
Knit vs with God, the foule of all the world,
He fhall be Prieft to vs; and with fuch rites
As we can heere dcuife, we will exprefie,
And ftrongely ratifie our hearts true vowes,
Which no externall violence fhall diffolue.

I7n. This is our onely meane t'enioy each other :
And, my deare hife, [ will deuife a forme
To execute the fubftance of our mindes,
In honor'd nuptialls. Firft then hide your face
With this your fpotleffe white and virgin vaile :
Now this my skarfe Ile knit about your arme,
As you fhall knit this other end on mine,
And as I knit it, heerc T vow by Heaven,
By the moft fweete imaginarie ioyes, ,
Of vntrude nuptialls ; by loues vihering fire,
Yore-melting beautie, and loues flame 1tfelfe,
As this is foft and phant to your arme
In a circumferent flexure, fo will 1
Be tender of your welfare and your will,
As of mine owne, as of my life and foule,
In all things, and for euer ; onelie you
Shall haue this care in fulneffe, onely you
Of all dames fhall be mine, and onely you
1le court, commend and ioy in, till I die.

AMar. With like conceit on your arme this T tie,
And heere in fight of heauen, by it I fwear®
By my louc to you, which commands my life,
By the deare price of fuch a conftant husband,
As yon haue vowed to be : and by the ioy
I fhall imbrace by all meanes to requite you :
Ile be as apt to gouerne as this filke,
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As prinate as my face is to this vaile,
And as farre from offence, as this from blacknefie.
1 will be courted of no man but you,
In, and for you fhall be my ioyes and woes :
If you be ficke, I will be ficke, though well :
If you be well, I will be well, though ficke :
Your felfe alone my compleat world fhall be,
Euen from this houre, to all eternity.
Vin. 1t is inough and binds as much as marriage.

Enter Bajliolo.

Baj. Tle fee in what plight my poore loucr ftands,
Gods me ! a beckons me to haue me gone,
It feemes hecs entred into fome good vaine :
Tle hence, loue cureth when he vents his paine. Ezzt.
Vin. Now my fweet life, we both remember well
What we haue vow’d fhall all be kept entire
Maugre our fathers wraths, danger and death :
And to confirme this, fhall we fpend our breath ?
Be well aduifde, for yet your choice fhall be
In all things as before, as large and free,
Mar. Vthat Lhaue vow'd, Ile keepe euen paft my
death. ,
Pin. And I: and now in token I diffolue
Your virgtn flate, I take this fnowie vaile,
“¥From your much fairer face, and claime the dues
Of facred nuptialls : and now faireft heauen,
As thou art infinitely raifde from earth,
Difffent and oppofite, fo bleffe this match,
As farre remou’d from Cuftomes popular feéis,
And as vnftaind with her abhorr’d refpects.

Enter Baffiolo.

Baf. MMris, away, Pogio runnes vp and downe,
Cajling for Lord Vincentio ; come away,
For hitherward he bends his clamorous hafle.
Mar. Remember loue. Exit Mar. and Baffivle.
Vin. QOr elée forget me heauen.
Why am I feught for by thig Pogio §



308 The Gentieman Viker.

The Affe is great with child of fome ill hewes,
His mouth is neuer fil'd with other found.

Enter Pogio.

Pog. Where is my Lord Vincentio? where is my
Lord ¢
Vin. Here he is Affe’ what an exclaiming keep'ft
thou ¢
£fog. Slood, my Tord, I have followed you vp and
downe like a Tantalus pig, till T haue worne out my
hofe here abouts, Ile be fworne, and yet you call me
Affe ftill ; But I can tell you pafling ill newes my Lord.
Vin. T know that well fir, thou neuer bringft other ;
whats your newes now, I pray ¢
Zog. O Lord, my Lord vncle is fhot in the fide with
an arrow.
1. Plagues take thy tongue, is he in any danger?
Pog. O danger; T, he haz lien fpeechleffe this two
houres, and talkes fo 1dlely.
I'in. Accurfed newes, where is he, bring me to
him.
Pog. Yes, do you lead, a.nd Ile geide you to him.
Bzxeunt.
Futer Strossa; brought in a Chaire, Cynanche,
Benencinus, with others.

Cyn. How fares it now with my deare Lord and
husband 1
Stro.  Come ncere me wife, T fare the better farre
For the fweete food of thy divine aduice,.
Let no man value at a little price.
A vertuous womans counfaile, her wing'd {pirit,
Is featherd oftentimes with heauenly words ;
And (like her beautie) rauithing, and purk.
"I'he weaker Uodie, ftill the ftronger foule,
When good endeuours do her powers applie,
Her loue drawes neereft mans felicitie,
O what a treafure is a vertuous wife,
Difcrect and louing, Not gne gift on earih,
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Makes a mans life fo highly bound to heauen ;

She giues him double forces, to endure

And to enioy ; by being one with him,

Feeling his Ioies and Griefes with equall fence ;

And like the twins Hypocrates reports :

If he fetch fighes, the drawes her breath as thort :

If he lament, the melts her felfe in teares:

If he be glad, fhe tnumphs ; if he flirre, -

She moou’s his way ; in all things his fweete Ape:

And is in alterations paffing firange.

Himfelfa diuinely varied without change :

Gold is right pretious ; but his price infects

With pride and auarice ; Aucority lifts

Hats from mens heades; and bowes the flrongeit

knees,

Yet cannot bend in rule the weakeft hearts ;

Muficke delights but ome fence ; Nor choice meats

One quickly fades, the other ftirre to finne ;

But a true wife, both fence and fouic delights,

And mixeth not her good with any ill ;

Her vertues (ruling hearts) all powres command ;

All Store without her, leaues a man but poore ;

And With her, Pouertie is excecding Store ;

No time is tedious with her, her true woorth

Makes a‘true husband thinke, his armes enfold ;
“¥With her alone) a compleate worlde of gold.

Cyn. [ wifh (deare’loue) I coulde deferuc as much,

As your moft kind conceipt hath well exprefl :

Buf when my beft is done, I fec you wounded ;

And neither can recure nor eafc your pains.

Stra. Cynanche, thy aduife hath made me well ;

" My free fubmiffion to the hand of heauen

Makes it redeeme me from the rage of paine.

For though®l know the malice of my wound

Shootes ftill the fame diflemper through my vaines,
_Yet tie Iudiciall patience I embrace,

(In which niy minde fpreads her impaffiue powres

Through all my fufiring parts ;) expels their frailetie ;

Angl rendering vp their whple life to my foule,
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Leaues me nought elfe but foule ; and fo lke her,
Free from the paffions of my fuming blood. -
Cyn. Would God you were fo; and that too much

payne.
Were not the reafon, you felt fence of none. .-
Stro. ‘Thinkft thou me mad Cynanche$ for mad
men, ‘ -
By paynes vngouernd, haue no fence of payne.
But I,.I tell you am quite contrary,
Eafde with well gouerning my fubmitted payne.
Be cheerd then wife ; and looke not for, in mee,
The manners of a common wounded man.
Humilitie hath raifde me to the ftarres;
In which (as in a fort of Criftall Globes)
T fit and fee things hidde from humane fight.
I, euen the very accidents to come
Are prefent with my knowledge ; the feuenth day
The arrow head will fall out of my fide.
The feauenth day wife, the forked head will out.
Cyu. Would God it would my Lord, and leaue you
well.
Stro. Yes, the feuenth day, I am affurd it will:
And I fhall liue, 1 know it ; I thanke heayen,
I knowe it well ; and ile teach my phifition,
Ta build his cares heereafter vpon heauen *
More then on earthly medcines ; for I knowe '
Many things fhowne me from the op’ned fkies,
That paffe all arts. Now my phifition
1s cormming to me, he makes friendly hafte ;
And I will well requite his care of mee.
Cyn. How knowe you he is comming $
Stro. Pafsing well ; and that my deare friend lord
Vincentio '
Will prefently come fee me too ; ile flay
(My good phifition) till my true friend come.
Cyx. Ay me, his talke is idle ; and I feare,
Foretells his reafonable Soule now leaues ®im.* -
Stro. Bring my Phyfition in, hee’s atethe doore. -
Cyn. Alas, theres no Phyfition.
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Stro. 4But 1 know it ;
See, he i3 come.

Enter Beneuemius.

Ben. How fares my worthy Lord %
Stro. Good Doctor, I endure no paine at all,
And the feauenth day, the arrowes head will out.
Ben. Why fhould it fall out the feuenth day my
Lord ¢
Stro.  1know it ; the feuenth day it will not faile.
Ben.. 1 with it may, my Lord,
Stro. Yes, t'will be fo,
Ydu come with purpofe to take prefent leaue,
But you fhall ftay a_while ; my Lord Vincentio
Would fee you faine, and now is comming hither :
Ben. How knowes your Lordfhip ? haue you fent
for him 1
Stro. No, but t'is very true ; hec's now hard by,
And will not hinder your affaires a whit.
Ben. How want of reft diftempers his light braine?
Brings my Lord any traine
Stro.  Nong but himfelfe.
My\nephew Fogio now hath left his Grace.
_ Good Do€tor go, and bring him by his hand,
(Which:he will giue you) to my longing eyes.
Ben. Tis ftrange, if this be true. Exnt.
Cyn. The Prince 1 thinke,
Yet knowes not of your hurt.

Enter Vincentio holding the Doflors hand.

Stre.  Yes wife, too well,
See he is come ; welcome my princely friend :
I haue beene fhot my Lord ; but the feuenth day
The arrowes head will fall out of my fide, °
And I fhall live.
* Vin. I doe not feare your life,
But, Doé’tpr, is it your opinion,
That thé feyenth day the arrow head will out %
Stro. o, t'is not his opinion, t'is my knowledge:
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For I doe know it well ; and I do with.
Euen for your onely fake, my noble Lord,
This were the feuenth day; and I now were well,
That I might be fome firength to your hard ﬁate,
For you haue many perils to endure :
Great is your danger ; great ; your vniuft ill
1s paffing foule and mortall ; would to God
My wound were fomething well, I might be with you,
Nay do not whifper ; I know what I fay,
Too well for you, my Lord ; I wonder heanen
Will let fuch violence threat an innocent life. .
Vin. What ere it be, deare friend, fo you be well,
1 will endure it all ; your wounded ftate
Is all the daunger 1 feare towards me.
Stro. Nay, mine is nothing ; For the feuenth day
This arrow head will out, and I fhall liue,
And fo fhall you, I thinke ; but verie hardly.
It will be hardly, you will fcape indeed.
Vin. Be as will be; pray heauen your prophecie
Be happily accomplifhed in your felfe,
And nothing then can come amiffe to me.
Stro. What fayes my Doctor? thinks he I fay
true ¢
Ben. If your good Lordfhip could but reft a while,
I would hope well.
Stro. Yes, 1 fhall reft T know,
If that will helpe your iudgment.
Ben. Yes, it will,
And good my Lord, lets helpe you in to trie.
Stro. You pleafe me much, I thall ﬂeepe inftantly,

LExeunt.
Enter Alphonfo, and Medice.

Alp. Why fhould the humorous boy flrfake the
chace
As if he tooke aduantage of my abfence,
To fome act that my prefence would offend.
Med. 1 warrant you my Lord, t'is to #hat'end :
And I beleeue he wrongs yop in your loue.s . -,
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Children prefuming on their parents kindnefie,
Care not what vnkind actions they commit
Againft their quiet : And were I as you,
I would affright ny fonne from thefe bold parts,
And father him as I found his deferts.

Alp. I {weare I will: and can I proue he aymes
At any interruption in my loue,
Tle interrupt his life.

Med. We {oone fhall fee,
For I haue made Madam Cortcza {earch
With pick-locks, all the Ladies Cabynets
About Earle Lajfos houfe ; and if there be
Traffique of loue, twixt any one of them,
And your fufpected fonne ; t'will foon appeare,
In fome figne of their amorous marchandife ;
See where the comes, loded with Iems & papers.

Enter. Cort.

Cor. See here, my Lord, I haue rob’d all their
Cafkets,
Know yuu this Ring? this Carquanet? this Chaine ?
Will any of thefe letters ferve your turne ?
N5, J know not thefe things; but come: let me
reade
fome of thefe letters.
- Lafj. Madam, in this deed
You deferue highly of my Lord the Duke.
Cor. Nay my Lord Medsce, T thinke I told you
I*could do prettie well in thefe affaires:
- O thefe yong Girles engroffe vp all the loue
From vs, (poore Beldams ;) but I hold my hand,
Tle ferret all the Cunni-holes of their kindneffe
Ere Lhaue done with them.
4lp. Raffion of death !
e, fee, Lord Medice, my trait’rous fonne,
th long ioyde in the favours of my loue :
*'Woe®o the wombe that bore him : and my care
To bring hitn vp to this accurfed houre,
- Ip which all cares pofleflp my wretched life.
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Med. What father, would beleeue he had a fonne
So full of trecherie to his innocent flate 3
And yet my Lord, this letter fhewes no meeting,
But a defire to meete.
Cort. Yes, yes, my Lord,
T doe fulpect they meete ; and I beleeue
I know well where too ; I beleeue I doe;
And therefore tell me ; does no creature know,
That you haue left the chafe thus fuddenly %
And are come hither ¥ haue you not beene feene
By any of thefe Louers .
Alp. Not by any.
Cor. Come then, come follow me ; I am perfwaded
I thall go neare to fhew you their kind hands.
Their confidence, that you are ftill a hunting,
Will make your amorous fonne that ftole from thence,
Bold in his loue-fports; Come, come, a freth chace,
I hold this pickelocke, you fhall hunt at view.
What, do they thinke to fcape ¢ An old wiues eye
Is a blew Criftall full of forcerie.
Alp. T1f this be true, the traitrous boy fhall die.
Exeunt.

Enter Laffo, Margarel, Baffilo going bifore.

Zaf. Tell me I pray you, what firange hopes they
are :
That feed your coy conceits againft the Duke,
And are prefer’d before the aflurcd greatnes
His highneffe gracioufly would make your fortunes %
Mar. 1 haue fmall hopes, my Lord ; but a defire
To make my nuptiall choice of one I loue,
And as I would be loath t’ impaire my ftate ;
So I affect not honours that exceed it. .
Lay. O you are verie temp’rate in your thoice,
Pleading a iudgement paft your fexe, and yeares.
But I beleeue fome fancie will be found,
The foxge of thefe gay Glofes : if it be,
I fhall defcipher what clofe traitor tis
That is your Agent in your fecret plots.
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Baff. Swoones.

315

Laff. And him for whom you plot; and on you‘

all

I will reuenge thy difobedience,
With fuch feuere correction, as fhall fright
All fuch deluders from the like attempts :
But chiefly he fhall fmart that is your factor.

Baf. O me, accurft !

Laff. Meanetime Ile cut
Your poore craft fhort yfaith.

Mar. Poore craft indeede,
That I, or any others vfe, for me.

Laf. Well Dame, if it be nothing but the iarre

Of your vnfitted fancie, that procures
Your wilfull coyneffe to my Lord the Duke,

No doubt but Time, and Iudgement will conforme it

To fuch obedience, as fo great defert
Propofde to your acceptance doth require.
To which end doe you counfaile her Bajiolo.
And let me fee Maid gainft the Duks returne
Another tincture fet vpon your lookes

Then heretofpre ; For be affur'd at laft
TWgu thalt confent, or elfe incurre my curfe :
Aduife Her, you Bagiol.

Bay. I, my good Lord;
Gods pittie, what an errant Affe was 1,
To entertaine the Princes craftie friendfhip ?
Slood, T halfe fufpeét the villaine guld me ;
.. Mar. Our Squire I thinke is ftartl’'d.
Bafj. Nay Ladie it is true,
And you muft frame your fancie to the Duke,
. For 1 proteft I will not be corrupted,
For all tRe friends and fortunes in the world,
To gull my Lord that trufts me.
* Mar. O fir, now,
Y’ ave true too late.
Baf. No Ladie, not a whit,
$lood, ang you thinke to make an Afle of me,

Exit.
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May chance to rife betimes ; I know’t, I know,
Mar. Out feruile coward thall a light fufpe,
That hath no flendreft proofe of what we do,
Infringe the weightie faith that thou hafl fworne,
To thy deare friend the Prince that dotes on thee ;
And will in peeces cut thee for thy falthood ?
Bay. I care not: lle not hazard my eftate,
For any Prince on earth : and Ile difclofe
The complot to your father, if you yeeld not
To his obedience.
Mar. Doe if thou darfl,
Euen for thy ferapt vp liuing, and thy life,
Tle tell my fatner then, how thou didft wooe me
To loue the vong Prince ; and didft force me too,
To take his Letters ; I was well enclin’d,
I will be fworne, before, to loue the Duke,
But thy vile railing at him, made me hate him.
Baf. I raile at him?
Mar. T marie did you fir,
And faid he was a patterne for a Potter,
Fit t’ haue his pi¢ture ftampt on a ftone lugge,
To keepe Ale-Knights in memorie of Sohriety.
Bay. Shas a plaguie memory.
Mar. 1 could haue lov’d him elfe ; nay, I did loue
him,
Though I diffembled it, to bring him on,
And I by this time might haue beene a Dutchel.. ,
And now I thinke on’t better: for reuenge,
Ile haue the Duke, and he fhall haue thy head,
For thy falfe wit within it, to his loue.
Now goe and tell my, Father, pray be gone.
Bafj. Whyand I “will goe.
Moar. Goe, for Gods fake goe, are you hee
yet?
.Baj Well, now I am refolu'd.
Mar. Tis brauely done, farewell : but do you heare
firy
Take this with you befides; the young Prince

keepes
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A certaine letter you had writ for me,
(Endearing, and Condoling, and Mature)
And if you thould denie things, that I hope
Will ftop your impudent mouth: but goe your
waies,
If you can anfwer all this, why tis well.
Baf. Well Lady, if you will affure me heere,
You will refraine to mecte with the young Prince,
I will fay nothing.
Mar. Good fir, fay your worft,
For 1.will mecte him, and that prefently.
Baf. Then be content I pray, and leaue me
out,
And meete hercafter as you can your felues.
Mar. No, no fir, no, tis you muft fetch him to
me,
And you fhal feich him, or Ile do your arrand.
Baf. Swounds what a {pight is this, T will refolue
T’ endure the worft ; tis hut my foolifh feare,
The plot will be difcouerd : O the gods !
Tis the befl fport to play with thefe young dames ;
R:ue diffepbl’d, Miflris, all this while
e I not made you in a pretty taking ?
Mar. O tismoft good; thus you may play on
e ;
You cannot Le content to make me loue
A man 1 hated tdl you fpake for him,
With fuch inchanting {peeches, as no friend
Could poffibly refift : but you mufl vie
Your villanous wit, to driue me from my wits :
A plague of that bewitching tongue of yours ;
Would 1 had neuer heard your fcuruie words.
Ba. Pardon Ueare Dame, lle make amends
ifalth,
Thinke you that Ile play falfe with my deare
" Vinee?
1 fdore .that fooner fZybla thould want bees,
And Zialysbone robes, then I; faith
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And fo they fhall. .
Come, you fhall meete, andedouble meete, in fpight
Of atlllx your foes, and Dukes that dare maintaine
em,
A plague of all old doters, I difdaine them:
' Mar. Said like a friend; O let me combe the
cokfcombe.

Exeunt.

Finis Afus Quarts.
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ACTVS QVINTI SCANA PRIMA.

Enter Alphonfo, Medice, Laffo, Cortezza aboue.

Cor. Heere is the place will doe the deede ifaith;
This Duke will fhew thee how youth puts downe age,
1, and perhaps how youth does put downe youth.

Alp. If I fhall fee my loue in any fort

>reuented, or abuide, th’ abufer dies.
Laj. I hope there is no fuch intent my Liege,
Tor fad as death thould I be to behold it.
Med. You muft not be too confident my Lord,
Jr in your daughter, or in them that guard her.
“he Prince is politike, and enuies his Father :
ind though not for himfelfe, nor any good
ntended to your daughter, yet becaufe
le knowes t'would kill his father, he would feeke

her.
M Whitt, whift, they come.
Enter Baffiolo, Vincentio, and Margaret.

Bay. Come, meete me boldly, come,
And let them come from hunting when they dare.
Vin. Haz the beft fpirit.
oBayf. Spirit ¥ what a plague,
Shall a man feare Capriches ? you forfooth
Mutft haue your loue come t’ee, and when he comes,
Then you grow fhamefac’d, and he muft not touch

qu : .
But ﬁye, my Father comes, and foe, my Aunt,
O t'is a wittie hearing, ift not thinke you ?
Vin. Nay, pray thee doe not mocke her gentle
friend,
Bof. Nag, you are euen as wife a wooer too,
Jhe turng from you, you euen let her turne,
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And fay ; you doe not loue to force a Lady.
T'is too much rudeneffe ; goth hat, what's a Lady ?
Muft iheinot be touch’d ? what, is fhe copper thinke
ou
And{vﬂl not bide the touch-ftone ? kifle her Finee,
And thou dooft loue me, kiffe her.
Vin. Lady, now
I were too fimple if I thould not offer.
Mar. O God fir, pray away, this man talks idlely.
Bafj. How fhay by that; now by that candle
there,
Were 1 as Fince is, I would handle you
In ruftie tufiic wife, in your right kinde.
AMar. Q, you haue made him a fweete beagle, ha’
y uot?
Vin. 'Tis the mofl true belceuer in himfelfe :
Of all that fect of follie faith’s his fault.
BajJ. So, to her Fince, I giue thee leaue my lad,
Sweete were the words my miftris fpake, when teares
fell from her eyes.
Fle lies down by them.
Thus, as the Lyon lies before his den,
Guarding his whelps, and fireakes his caxeleﬂ'e J#hbs,
And when the Panther, Foxe, or Wolle comes neere,
He neuer daines to rife, to fright them hence,:
But onely puts forth one of his fterne pawes,
And keepes his deare whelps fafe, as in a hutch,
So I prefent his perfon and keepe mine.
Foxes, goe by, T put my terror forth,
Cant.
Let all the world fay what they can,
Her bargaine beft the makes,
That hath the wit to choofe 2 man,
To pay for what he takes.
Belle Pin. &oc. iterum cant.
Difpa{,{ch fweete whelps the bug, the Duke comés
rait :
O tis a grave old louer that fame Duke,
And choofes Minions rarely, if you marke jim.
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The noble Medice, that man, that Bobbadilla,

That foolifh knaue, that hofe and dublet flinckard.
Med. Swounds my Lord, rife, lets indure no more.
Alp. A little, pray my Lord, for I beleeue

We fhall difcouer very notable knauery.

Laf. Alas how I am greeu’d and ftham’d in this.
Cag. Neuer care you Lord brother, theres no harme
one.
Bzzj{‘i But that fweet Creature, my good Lords
fifter,

Madam Coriezza, the, the nobleft Dame

That euer any veine of honour bled ;

There were a wife now, for my Lord the Duke

Had he the grace to choofe her, but indeede,

To fpeake her true praife, I muft vfe fome ftudy.

Cor. Now truly brother, I did euer thinke
This man the honefleft man that ere you kept.
Lajf. So fifter, fo, becaufe he praifes you.
Cor. Nay fir, but you fhall heare him further yet.
Baf. Were not her head {fometimes a little light,

And fo vaapt for matter of much weight,

She were the fijtefl, and the worthieft Dame

To Ngpe a2 window, and to breake her necke,

That euer’was.

Cor. * Gods pitty, arrant knaue,

< euer thought Lim a diffembling varlot.

Bay. Well, now my hearts be warie, for Dy this,

I feare the Duke is comming ; Ile go watch,

And giue you warning : I commend me tee.

Exit.
Vin. O fine phrafe,
Mar. And very timely vide.
Vin., What now fweete life, fhall we refolue vpon?

We neuer thall inioy each other heere.

Mar. Dire€t you then my Lord, what we fhall
. doe,

For I%am at your will, and will indure

With you, the cruellft abfence from the ftate

W¢ both wgre borne too, that can be fuppofde.

X
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Vin. That would extreamely greeue me, could my
felfe :
Onely endure the ill, our hardefl fates,
May lay on both of vs; I would not care,
But to behold thy fufferance, I fhould die.
Mar. How can your Lordfhip wrong my loue fo
much,
To thinke the more woe 1 fuftaine for you,
Brecdes not the more my comfort? I alas
Haue no meane elfe, to make my merit euen
In any meafure, with eniment worth.

Lnter Bafjivlo.

Bag. Now muft 1 exercife my timorous louers,
Like frefh arm’d fouldiers, with fome falfe alarms,
To make them yare and warie of their foc
The boifirous bearded Duke : Ile ruth vpon them
With a moft hideous cry, the Duke, the Duke, the
Duke.
Ha, ha, ha, wo ho, come againe 1 fay,
The Duke’s not come jfaith.
Vin. Gods precious man,
What did you meane to put vs in this feare?

Bay. O fir, to make you looke about thé more ;
Nay, we muft teach you more of this 1 tell you ¢
What, can you be too fafe fir? what I fay,

Muft you be pamperd in your vanities ?
Ah, I doe domineere and rule the roft. Exit.

Mar. Was euer fuch an Ingle ¢ would to God,

(If twere not for our felues) my father faw him.

ZLaf. Minion, you haue your praier, and my curfe,
For your good Huswiferie.

Med. What faies your Highneffe ¢
Can you indure thefe iniuries any more ?

A/p. No more, no more, aduife me what is beft,
To be the penance of my graceleffe fonne ?

Med. My Lord, no meane but death or banifltment,
Can be fit penance for him : if you meane
T’ inioy the pleafure of your louc your felfe,
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“or. Giue him plaine death my Lord, and then y’
are fure.
Alp. Death or his banifhment, he fhall indure,
For wreake of that ioyes exile I fuflaine.
Come, call our Gard, and apprehend him flrait.
Excunt.
Vin. 1 haue fome Iewells then my dearefl life,
Which with what euer we can get befide,
Shall be our meancs, and we will make efcape.

Enter Bafliolo running.,

Baf. Sblood, the Duke and all come now in
earneit ;
The Duke, by heauen, the Duke.
Vin. Nay, then ifaith
Your icaft is too too flale.
Bayf. Gods pretious,
By thefe ten bones, and by this hat and heart,
The Duke and all comes, fee, we are caft away.
Exeunt.

Ender A’phonfo, Medice, Laffo, Cortezsa, and lulio.

Lay Rands vpon them all, purfue, purfue.
Lay. ‘Stay thou vngracious girle.
Alp.» Lord Medice,
J.cade your our Guard, and fee you apprehend
The treacherous boy, nor let him fcape with life,
Vnleffe he yeelde to his externall exile.
oMed. T'is princely faid my Lord
Laf. And take my Viher.
Mar. Let me goe into exile with my Lord,
I will not iiue, if I be left behinde.
Layf. Impudent Damzell, wouldft thou follow him %
Mar. #e is my husband, whom el{fe thould I fol-
low }
Zaj. Wretch, thou fpeakeft treafon to my Lord
the Duke.
Alp. Yes loue me Lady, and I pardon all.
Mar. ] haue a husband, and muft loue none elfe.

Fxit




324 The Gentleman Vfker.

Alp. Difpightfull Dame, Ile dif-inherit him,
And thy good Father heere fhall caft off thee,
And both fhall feede on ayre, or ftarue, and die.
Mar. If this be iuftice, let it be our doomes:
If free and fpotleffe loue in equall yeares,
With honours vnimpaired deferue fuch ends,
Let vs approue what iuftice is in friends.
Laf. You fhall I fweare : fifter, take you her clofe
Into your chamber, locke her faft alone,
And let her ftirre nor fpeake with any one.
Cor. She fhall not brother: come Neeces; come
with me.
Mar. Heauen fave my loue, and I will fuffer gladly.
Exeunt Cos. Mar.
Alp. Hafte Tulio, follow thou my fons purfuit,
And will Lord Mcdice not to hurt nor touch him,
But either banifth him, or bring him backe :
Charge him to vfe no violence to his life.
ZJulio 1 will my Lord. Exit Tulio.
Alp. O Nature! how alas
Art thou and Reafon thy true guide oppofde ?
More bane thou tak'ft to guide Senfe, lad amifie,
Then being guided. Reafon giues thee bliffe, Zyfunt,

Enter Cynanche, Denevenius, Ancilla, Strozza kauing
the Arrow kead.

Stro. Now fee good Doélor, t'was no frantike fancie,
That made my tongue prefage this head fhould fall
Out of my wounded fide the feuenth day ;

But an infpired rapture of my minde,
Submitted and conioynde in patience,
To my Creator, in whom I fore-faw

(Like to an Angell) this diuine euent.

Ben,  So is it plaine, and happily approf'd,
In a right chriftian prefident, confirming
What a moft facred medcine Patience is,

That with the high thirft of our foules, cleare firé
Exhaufls corporeall humour ; and all pairfe,
Cafling our fleth off, while wg it retaine.
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Cy. Make fome religious vow then my dearc Lord,
And keepe it in the proper memorie,

Of fo Celeftiall and free a grace.

S#.  Sweete wife, thou refleft my good Angell fiill,
Suggefting by all meancs, thefe ghoftly counfailes.
Thou wearieft not thy husbands patient eares,

With motions for new fafhions in attire,

For change of Iewells, paftimes, and nice cates,
Nor ftudieft eminence, and the higher place
Amongft thy conforts, like all other Dames:

But knowing more worthy objefls appertaine

To euery woman that defires t’ inioy

A bleffed life in mariage : thou contemn’ft

Thofe common pleafures, and purfu’fl the rare,
Vfing thy husband in thofe vertuous gifts:

For which, thou firft didft choofe him, and thercby
Cloy'ft not with him, but low’ft him endlefly.

In reucrence of thy motion then, and zeale

To that mofl foueraigne power, that was my cure,
I make a vow to goe on foote to Rome,

And offer humbly in S. Zcfers Temple,

TRis fatall Arsow head : which work, let none iudge
A fagerfijtious Rite, but a right vie,

Proper to thls peculiar inftrument,

Which *vifiblie refignde to memorie,
sThrough euery eyc that fees, will ftirre the foule
To Gratitude and Progreffe, in the vfe

Of my tried patience, which in my powers ending,
Would thut th’ example out of future liues.

No aét is fuperftitious, that applies

All power to God, deuoting hearts, through eyes.

Ben. Spoke with the true tongue of a Nobleman :
But now are all thefe excitations toyes,

And Houbr fats his braine with other ioyes.
wmow your true friend, Prince Vincentio

ill triumph in this excellent effect
Of y8ur late prophecie.

Stro. O2my deare friends name
Psefents my thoughts, with a moft mortall danger,
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To his right innocent life : a monftrous fact
15 now effected on him.
" Cyn. Where!? or how %
Stro. 1 doe not well thofe circumftances know,
But am affur'd, the fubflance is too true.
Come reuerend Doétor, let vs harken out,
Where the young Prince remaines, and beare with you
Medcines £ allay his danger: if by wounds,
Beare pretious Balfome, or fome foueraigne iuyce ;
If Ly fell poifon, some choice Antidote,
If by blacke witchcraft, our good fpirits and prayers
Shall exorcife the diuelifh wrath of hell,
Out of his princely bofome.
Enter Pogio running.

Pog. Where? where? where? where’'s my Lord
vncle, my Lord my vncle ?

Stro. Here’s the ill tydings-bringer ; what newes

now,
with thy vnhappic prefence ?

Po. O my Lord, my Lord Fincentio, is almoft kild
by my Lord Medice.

Stro.  See Doctor, fee, if my prefagesbe true.

And well I know if he haue hurt the Prince,.
T'is trecheroufly done, or with much helpe.

Pog. Nay fure he had no helpe, but all the Dukes
Guard ; and they fet vpon him indeed ; and after hé®
had defended himselfe, dee fee? he drew, & hauing as
good as wounded the Lord Medice almoft, he ftrake at
him, and mifid him, de¢ marke ?

Stroz. What tale is here ! where is this mlfchiefe

done ?

Jlog. At Monks-well, my Lord, Ile guide you to

him prefently.

Stro. 1 doubt it not; fooles are beft guldes to ill,
And mifchicfes readie way lies open flill.

Lead fir I pray. E{euut.
Enter Corteza, and Margaret aboue:

Cort. Quiet your felfe, Nece: though $our loue be

flaine,
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You haue another that’s woorth two of him.
Mar. It is not pofiible ; it cannot be
That heauen fhould fuffer fuch impietie.
Cor. T'is true, I fweare neece.
Ma. O moft vniuft truth |
Tle caft my felfe downe headlong from this Tower,
And force an inflant paflage for my foule,
To feeke the wandring fpirit of my Lord.
Cort. Will you do fo Neece? 'That I hope you
will not,
And yet there was a Maid in Saint Mar4s fireete,
For fuch a matter did fo; and her clothes
Flew vp about her fo, as the had no harme :
And grace of God your clothes may flie vp too,
And faue you harmelefle ; for your caufe and hers
Are ene as like as can be.
Mar. 1 would not fcape ;
And certainly 1 thinke the death is eafie.
Cort. O t'is the eafieft death that euer was,
Looke Neece, it is fo farre hence to the ground.
You thoulde bee quite dead, long before you felt it.
‘et do notleape Neece.
.gar.‘ I will kill my felfe
With running on fome fworde ; or drinke ftrong poifon;
Which death is eafieft I would faine endure.
Cor. Sure Cleopatra was of the fame minde,
And did fo ; the was honord euer fince,
Yet do not you fo Neece.
Mar. Wretch that Iam; my heart is fofte and
faint ;
And trembles at the verie thought of death,
Thaough thoughts ten-folde more greeuous do torment

1it;
Tle feele®death by degrees ; and firft deforme
This my accurfed face with vglie woundes,
*That was the firft caufe of my deare loues death.
Cor. .That were a cruel deed ; yet Adelafia ;
In Pettis Rallace of Fetit pleafure,
For all the worlde, with fuch a knife as this
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Cut off her cheeks, and nofe, and was commended
More then all Dames that kept their faces whole;
O do not cutit.

Mar. Fie on my faint heart,
It will not giue my hand the withed firength ;
Beholde the iuft plague of a fenfuall life,
That to preferue it felfe in Reafons fpight,
And fhunne deaths horror, feels it ten times more.
Vnworthy women, why doe men adore
Our fading Beauties, when their worthiefl lines,
Being loft for vs, we dare not die for them? .
Hence hapleffe Ornaments that adorn’d this head :
Diforder euer thefe entering carles
And leaue my beautie like a wildernefle,
That neuer mans eie more may dare t’ inuade.

Cor. 1Ile tell you Necce; and yet I will not tell

ou,
A thi)r,lg that I defire to haue you doe.
But I will tell you onely what you might doe,
Caufe I would pleafure you in all I cud.
I hauve an Qintment heere, which we Dames vfe,
To take off haire when it does growe top lowe
‘Vpon our foreheads, and that for a neede,
If you fhould rub it hard vpon your face,
Would blifter it, and make it looke moft vildely.
Mar. O Giue me that Aunt.
Cor. Giue it you virgin ¢ that were well indeede :
Shall I be thought to tempt you to fuch matters
Mar. None (of my faith) fhall know it: gentle
Aunt,
Beftow it on me, and Ile euer loue you.
Ca;‘. Gods pitty, but you fhall not fpoile your
ace.
Mar. 1 will not then indeede.
Cor. Why then Neece take it :
But you fhall fweare you will not.
Mar. No, I fweare. .
Cor. What, doe you force it from me ¥ Gods my
. deare,
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Will you mif-vfe your face fo? what, all ouer ?
Nay, if you be fo defp’rate, Ile be gone Exit.
Mar. Fade hapleffe beautie, turne the vglieft face

The euer &¢hiop, or affrightfull fiend

Shew'd in th’ amaz'd eye of prophan’d light :

Sec pretious Loue, if thou be it in ayre,

And canft breake darknefle, and the firongeft Towres,

With thy diffolued intellectuall powres,

See a worfe torment fuffered for thy death,

Then if it had extended his blacke force,

In feuen-fold horror to my hated life.

Smart pretious ointment, fmart, and to my braine

Sweate thy enuenom’d furie, make my eyes

Burne with thy fulphre, like the lakes of hell,

That feare of me may fhiuer him to duft,

That eate his owne childe with the jawes of luft—
Exeunt,

Enter Alphonfo, Laffo, and others.

Alp. T wonder how farre they purfu'd my Sonne,
That no returne of him or them appears,
I &are fome hapleffe accident is chanc'd,
Thagmakes the newes fo loath to pierce mine eares.
Lagyf. High heauen vouchfafe no fuch effecl fuc-
ceede
Thofe wretched caufes that from my houfe flow,
But that in harmeleffe loue all a¢ts may end.

FEuter Cortezza.

Corf. What thall T do? Alas I cannot rule
My defparate Neece, all her fweete face is fpoylde,
And I dare keepe her prifoner no more :
See, fee, {ie comes frantike and all vndreft.

Enter Marg.

* Mar. Tyrant! behold how thou haft vide thy

loue
See, theefe fo Nature, thou haft kil'd and rob’d,
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Kil'd what my felfe kill'd, rob’d what makes thee
poore.

Beautie (a Louers treafure) thou haft loft

Where none can find it ; all a poore Maides dowre :

Thou haft forc’d from me: all my ioy and hope.

No man will loue me more ; all Dames excell me,

This ougly thing is now no more a face,

Nor any vile forme in all Earth refembled,

But thy fowle tyrannie ; for which all the paines

Two faithfull Louers feele, that thus are parted,

All ioyes they might haue felt, turne all to paires ;

All a yong virgin thinks fhe does endure,

To loofe her loue and beautie ; on thy heart

Be heapt and preft downe till thy foule depart.

Eunter Tulio.

Zul. Hafte Liege, your fonne is daungeroufly hurt.
Lord Medice contemning your commaund,
By me deliuered, as your Highnefle will'd,
Set on him with your Guard; who frooke him
downe ;
And then the coward Lord, with morta]l wounds,
And flauifh infolencie, plow’d vp his foft breaft ;,
Which barbarous fact, in part is laid on you,
For firft enioyning it, "and fowle exclaimes
In pittie of your fonne, your fubie¢ts breathe
Gainft your vnnaturall furie ; amongft whom
The good Lord Strezza defp’rately raues,
And vengeance for his friends iniyftice craues.
See where he comes burning in zeale of friendfhip.

Enter Strozza, Vincentio, érought in a chaire, Bene-
uenius, Pogio, Cynanche, witk a guard, Strozza
before & Medice.

Stro. Where is the tyrant? let me firike his eyes
Into his braine, with horror of an obiect.
See Pagan Nero ; fee how thou haft ript
Thy better bofomc, rooted vp that flowre;
From whence thy now fpent life fhould fpring anew,
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And in him kild (that would haue bred thee frefh)
Thy mother and thy father.
Vin. Good friend ceafe.
Str‘;rﬂ ‘What hag with child of Monfter, would haue
n
Such a prodigous longing ¥ But a father
Would rather eate the brawne out of his armes
Then glut the mad worme of his wild defires
With his deare iffues entrailes.
Vin. Honourd friend ;
He is my father, and le is my Prince,
In both whofe rights he may commaund my life.
Stro. What is a father ? turne his entrailes gulfs
To fwallow children, when they haue begot them %
And whats a Prince ¥ Had all beene vertuous men,
There neuer had beene Prince vpon the earth,
And fo no fubieét ; all men had beene Princes :
A vertuous man is fubie& to no Prince,
But to his foule and honour ; which are lawes,
That carrie Fire and Sword within themfelues
Neuer corrupted, neuer out of rule ;
Wihat is theresdn a Prince ? That his leaft lufts
Are galugd at the liues of other men,
When common faults in him fhould prodigies be,
And his groffe dotage rather loath’d than {ooth’d.
® Aip. How thicke and heauily my plagues defcend !
Not giuing my mazde powres a time to fpeake :
Poure more rebuke vpon me worthie Lord,
For T haue guilt and patience for them all :
Yet know, deare fonne, I did forbid thy harme :
This Gentleman can witnes, whom I fent
With all command of hafte to interdict
This forward man in mifchiefe ; not to touch thee:
Did I not Jwlio % vtter nought but truth.
Zul. Al your guard heard, my Lord, I gaue your
charge,
With lowd ahd violent itterations.
After all wiich, Lord Mecdice cowardly hurt him.
» The Guard. He did py Princely Lord.
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Alp. Beleeue then fonne,

And know me pierft as deeply with thy wounds:
And pardon vertuous Ladie that haue loft

The deareft treafure proper to your fexe.

Ay me, it feemes by my vnhappie meanes !

O would to God, I could with prefent cure

Of thefe vnnaturall wounds ; and moning right
Of this abufed beautie, ioyne you both,

(As laft I left you) in eternall nuptials.

Vin. My Lord, I know the malice of this man,
Not your vnkinde confent hath vide vs thus. «
And fince I make no doubt I fhall furuive
Thefe fatall dangers ; and your grace is pleafde,
To giue free courfe to my vnwounded loue ;

T'is not this outward beauties ruthfull loffe,

Can any thought difcourage my defires :

And therefore, deare life, doe not wrong me fo,
To thinke my loue the fhadow of your beautie,
I wooe your vertues, which as I am fure

No accident can alter or empaire ;

So, be you certaine nought can change my loue.

Mar. 1know your honourable minde my Lordy
And will not do it that vaworthie wrong,

To let it fpend her forces in contending

(Spite of your fence) to loue me thus deformed :
Loue mutft haue outward obiects to delight him,
Elfe his ¢ontent will be too graue and fowre.

It is inough for me my Lord, you loue,

And that my beauties facrifice redeemde

My fad feare of your flaughter. You firft lou’d me
Clofely for beautie; which being with'red thus,

Your loue muit fade ; when the moft needfull rights
Of Fate, and Nature, haue difiolu’d your life

And that your loue muft needs be all in foule,

Then will we meete againe : and then (deare Loue) ,
Loue me againe ; for then will beautie be

Of no refpect with loues eternitie.

Vin. Nor is it now ; I wooed your bedutie firft
Byt as a louer : now as a degre husband,
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That title and your vertues binde me euer.
Mayr. Alas, that title is of little force
To ftirre vp mens affeCtions : when wiues want
Outward excitements, husbands loues grow skant.
Ben. Afiit me Heaven, and Art, giue me your
Maske,
Open thou little flore-houfe of great Nature,
Vie an Elixar drawne through feuen yeares fire,
That like Medeas Cauldron, can repaire
The vglieft lofle of lining temp’rature :
And for this princely paire of vertuous Turtles,
Be lauilh of thy pretious influence
Lady, t' attone your honourable flrife,
And take all let from your loues tender eyes.
Let me for cuer hide this flaine of Beauty,
With this recureful Maske ; hecre be it fix'd
With paineleffe operation ; of it felfe,
(Your beauty hauing brook’d three daies eclips)
Like a diffolued clowd it fhall fall off,
And your faire lookes regaine their frefheft raies:
So fhall your Princely friend, (if heauen confent)
In twice your {ufferd date renue recure,
Let me then hiue the honor to conioyne
Yourtharads, conformed to your conftant hearts.
Alp.. Graue Beneuenius, honorable Doctor,
(Qn whofe moft foucraigne &feulapian hand,
Fame with her richeft miracles attends,
Be fortunate, as euer heeretofore,
That we may quite thee both with gold and honour,
And by thy happy meanes, haue powre to make
My Sonne, and his much iniurd love amends,
Whofe well proportion’d choice we now applaud,
And blefle all thofe that euer furtherd it.
Whert is your difcreete Vther my good Lord,
The fpeciall furtherer of this equall match ¢
Julio. Brought after by a couple of your Guard.
Alp. Let him be fetch’d, that we may doe him
grace. ,
JFo. e fetch him my Lord : away, you muft not
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go: O here He comes; O mafler Viher, I am forie
for you, you muft prefently be chopt in peeces.

Baf. Wo to that wicked Prince that ere I faw

him,
_ Pag. Come, come, I gull you mafter Vther, you
are like to be the Dukes Minion man; dec thinke I
would haue beene fcene in your companie, and you
had beene out of fauour? Here’s my friend maifler
Vther, my Lord.

Alp. Give me your hand friend, pardon vs I pray,
‘We much haue wrong’d your worth, as one that knew
the fitneffe of this match aboue our felues.

Bag. Sir, I did all things for the beft, I fweare,
And you muft thinke I would not haue beene gul'd,

I know what’s fit fir, as I hope you know now :
Sweete VFince, how far'ft thou, be of honourd checrc.
Laff.  Vince does he call him? O Foole, doft thou
call
The Prince Vinee, like his equall ?

Baf. O my Lord, Ahlas

You know not what haz paft twixt vs two ;
Here in thy bofomc I will lie fweete Fipee,
And dic if thou die ; I proteft by heauen.

* Laf. I know not what this meanes.

Alp. Nor I myLord:

But fure he faw the fitnes of the match,
With freer and more noble eies then we.

Pog. Why I faw that as well as he my Lord; I
knew t'was a foolith match betwixt you tweo; did not
you thinke fo my Lord Pincentio ? Lord vncle, did
not I fay at firft of the Duke ; will his Antiquitie neuer
leaue his Iniquitie 9

Stro.  Go to, too much of this ; but aske this Lord,
If he did like it.

Pog. Who, my Lord Medice?

Stro. Lord Stinkard Man, his name is ; aske hifi
Lord Stinkard, did you like the match ¥ fay._
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Pog. My Lord Stinkard, did you like the match
betwixt the Duke, and my Ladie Margaret ?
Med. Prefumptuous Sicophant, I will haue thy
life.
Alp. Vnworthie Lord, put vp : thirf'ft thou more
blood ?
Thy life is fitt'ft to be call'd in queftion,
For thy moft murthrous cowardice on my fonne ;
Thy forwardnefle to euery cruelty
Calls thy pretended Nobleffe in fufpect.
Stro. Nobleffe my Lord? fet by your princely
fauour,
That gaue the luflre to his painted ftate,
Who euer view’d him but with deepe contempt,
As reading vilenefle in his very lookes ?
And if he proue not fonne of fome bafe drudge,
Trim’d vp by Fortune, being difpos’d to icaft
And dally with your ftate, then that good Angell,
That by diuine relation fpake in me,
Fore-telling thefe foule dangers to your fonne,
And without notice brought this reuerend man
Tq refcue him from death : now failes my tongue,
And Ile confeffe, I doe him open wrong.
M4, *And fo thou dooft ; and I returne all note
Of infamy or bafenefie on thy throte :
Pamne me me my Lord, if I be not a Lord.
Stro. My Liege, with all defert, euen now you faid
His life was duely forfet, for the death
Which in thefe barbarous wounds he fought your
fonne ;
Vouchfafe me then his life, in my friends right,
For many waies I know he merits death ;
Which, (if you grant) will inflantly appeare,
And thatd feele with fome rare miracle.
Alp. His life is thine Lord S#sza, Giue him
death.
Mad. What my Lord,
Will your grace caft away an innocent life ?
JStro. Villaine thou licft, thou guiltie art of death
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A hundred waies, which now Ile execute.
Med. Recall your word my Lord.
Alp. Not for the world.
Stro. O my dcare Liege, but that my fpirit pro-
phetike
Ha.th inward feeling of fuch finnes in him,
As aske the forfaite of his lifc and foule,
I would, before I tooke his life, give lcaue
To his confeflion, and his penitence :
O, he would teli you moft notorious wonders,
Of his mofl impious state ; but life and foule
Muft fusfer for it in him, and my hand
Forbidden is from heauen, to let him liue,
Till by confeflion he may haue forgiucnefie.
Die therefore monfier.
Vin. O be not fo vnchaiitable fweete friend,
Let him confcffe his finncs, and aske heauen pardon
Stro. e muft not Princely friend, it is heaucns
iuflice
To plague his life and foule, and heer’s heauens iuftice.
Me. O faue my life my Lord.
Lag. Hold good Lord Strossa.
Let him confeflc the finnes that heauen‘hath told ydu,
And aske forgiuencfle,
Med.  Let me good my Lord,
And Ile confeffc what you accufe me of ;
Wonders indcede, and full of damn’d deferts.
Stro. I know it, and I muft not lct thee live
To aske forgiucneffe.
Alp. But you thall my I.ord,
Or I will take his life out of your hand.
Stro. A little then I am content my Liege :
Is thy name Medice ?
Med. No my Noble Lord,
My true name is Mendice.
Stro. Mendice 7 {ce,
At firft a Mighty fcandall done to Honour,
Of what countrie art thou ?
Med.  Of no Country I,
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But borne vpon the Seas, my mother pafling
Twixt Zant and Venice.
Stro. Where wert thou chriftned ?
Med. 1 was neuer chriftned
But being brought vp with beggars, call'd Mendice.
Alp. Strange and vnfpeakeable.
Stro. How cam’ft thou then
To beare that port thou didft, entring this Court?
Med. My lord when I was young, bcmg able
limb’d,
A Captaine of the Gipfics entertain’d me,
And many yeares I liv'd a loofe life with them :
At laft T was fo favor'd, that they made me
The King of Gipfies ; and being told my fortune
By an old Sorcerefle, that T fhould be great
In fome great Princes loue, I tooke the treafure
Which all our company of Gipfies had
In many yeares, by feuerall flealths colle¢ied,
And leauing them in warres, I liu'd abroad,
With no leffe fhew then now: and my laft wrong
I did to Noblefle, was in this high Court.
Alp.  Neuer was heard fo ftrange a counterfet.
Stro.  Didft thou not caufe me to be fhot in hunt-
“ing'?
Mer. 1 did my Lord, for which, for heauens loue
pardon.
Sz'ro Now let him liuc my Lord, his bloods lcaft
drop
Would flaine your Court, more then the Sea could
clenfe :
His foulc's too fowle to expiate with death.
Alp. Hence then, be cuer banifh’d from my rule,
And liue a monfler, loath’'d of all the world.
Pog. elle get boyes and baite him out a’ th Court
my Lord.
Alp. Doe fo I pray thee, rid me of his fight.
Ry. _ Come on my Lord Stinckerd 1le play Fo,
Fox, come out of thy hole with you ifaith.
Med. Tle runne and hide me from the fight of
" heaflen. v
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Pog. Fox, Fox, goe out of thy hole; a two leg’'d
Fox,
A two leg'd Fox.
Exit with Pages beating Medice.
Bene. Necuer was fuch an accident difclofde.
Alp. Let vsforget it honourable friends,
And fatisfie all wrongs with my fonnes right,
In folemn mariage of his loue and him.
Vin.y I humbly thanke your Highneffe honor'd
Doctor,
The Balfome you infufde into my wounds,
Hath eafde me much, and giuen me fodaine ﬁrength
Enough t’ affure all da.nger is exempt,
That any way may let the generall 1oy,
My Princely Father fpeakes of in our nuptialls.
Alp. Which my decre Sonne fhall with thy full
recure
Be celebrate in greater Maiefty,
Than cuen grac’d our greateft Anceflrie.
Then take thy loue, which heauen with all ioyes
blefle,
And make yee both mirrors of happincfie.

FINIS.



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS.

PAGE 1. |
The Blind Begger of Alexandria,
Produced on February 12, 1595—6.

In this earlieft dramatic attempt of Chapman, clumfy and even
abfurd as it is in plot and conftruion, we find in the hero of the
play, whether as 1rus the Leggar, Leon the ufurer, Count Hermes,
or Duke Cleanthes—the firft rude draught of the one male cha-
ra@er which the poet ever fucceeded in forcibly depiéling—a
charaéter ficry, paflionate, uncontrollable by the ordinary rules of
prudence, flrangely compounded of felfithnefs and generofity,
proceeding to its end with a fcorn of difficulties, and all the while
maintaining a dignity of converfation and demeanour.

* Which not the weeds of Zrzes can difgnife,

And foon detected wherefoe'er it lies,”

PaGr 51,
There can hardly he a doubt that the author wrote this opening
foliloquy of Count Labervele in verfe.

PAGE 109,
Al Laoles.

The comedy of All Fools is taken in a great meafure from the
Heautont.imorumenos of Terence, as thofe who will comparc the
charaéters of the two fathers, Goftanzo and Marco Antonio, with
Chremes and Menedemus, and their fons Valerio, Fortunio, and
Rinaldo, with Clinia, Antipho, and Sorus, may cafily perccive,

PaGE 111,
To my long-lod’d and Honourable
Jriend Sir Thomas Walsingham Knight.
This Dedicatory Sonnet is not found in ordinary copies of
®he play. It fecms probable that it was inferted in a few impref-
fionwin 1605, and afterwards cancelled, becaufe, in the dedication
of his Byrongs Confpiracy and Tragedy three years later to the
fame dlﬂillguiﬂ\ed perfon, Chapman apologizes for previous
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negle®®, and apparent ingratitude to his patron “in difpenfing
with his right in his other impreffions.”

Although there were clearly not two editions of A Fols in
1605, yet there are fome curious variations in the impreffions of
that year. For inflance, in A& 1V, (p. 163), two fpecches by
Valerio and Goftanzo are confounded in one copy and feparated
in another. Valerio exclaims :—

¢ Father, fay not fo.”
and Goftanzo replies ironically :— .

¢ Nay fhees thy owne, here, rife foole, take her to thee.”

This is as it thould ftand, and as it is now printed, ,but the
whole in one copy is affigned to Valerio, which confufes the
fenfe of the 1cene.

Again, in the very laft linc of the Epilogue, in one copy is a
parenthefisleft blank, on which Steevens has truly obferved, that
it was probably intended to be fupplied by the word foals to
rhyme with “ftools” in the preceding liue. In other copies,
however, this blank is omitted.

.

PaGE 113.
Lupolis and Cratinus,
Two Athenian Comic Poets, who flourithed about 430 years
before Chrifl.

PAGE 137.
In any Rime, Mafculine, Feminine,
Or Sdruciolla .
The poet clearly means the rhyme called Sdrucciolo, or fipgery
by the Italians, which is thus deferibed by Alberti : Perfe fdruc-
ciolt, guelli che dopo Pultimo accento hanno piu fillabe brevi. They
are ufed by all the Ttalian poets for the fake of variety.

PaGE 140.
As mine owne wife I affure you Sir,
This line is doubtlefs the Notary’s anfwer to Valeri?.
PAGE 186.
EPILOGUE TO ALL FoOOLES.

We can but bring you meate, and fet you flooles
And to our beft checre fay, you all ave () welromc.
Steevens fuggefts that by the parenthetical marks Jprinted be-
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tween the Jaft two words, the author defigned the reader to fupply
a thyme which he did not dare to fet down. The judgment of a
Lord Mayor’s fool in all matters relative to good eating, was pro-
verbial,

PaGE 187.
Monfieur 17 Olive.
™= The fcenc of this play was evidently intended to be in one of
the independent Dutchies, formerly bordering on France : but it
is not anywhere fpecified. “The introdu@ory fketch of Monfieur
D'Olive,” fays Hazlitt, ¢“is the undoubted prototype of that light,
flippant, gay, and infinitely delightful clafs of chara@er of the
profeffed men of wit and pleafure about town, which we have in
fuch perfection in Wycherley and Congreve, both in the fenti-
ments and in the flyle of writing.”—/feZures on the Dramatic
Literature of the Aye of Elizsabeth.
PAGE 189,
And be the oncly Ring our povers fhould beate.
Dreat feems here to be ufed in the language of fportfmen, who
are faid to dewt the ground in quefl of game,
PaGk 202.
me Cardicue of ker bountic
2, ¢. Quart d’ceu,

Pacr 212
That liue in the Burd.llo, now in Sallen
70 morroww next in Stammcll.

* Stam.nel feems to have been a coarfe and cheap kind of fluff
of a pale red colour. So in the Ioman-Hater of Beaumont and
Fletcher :

“ 1t not a mifery to fee a handfome, young, fair enough,
and well-mounted wench, humble herfelf in an old fammel
petticoat ?”
PAGE 213.
. D’(zl.. What was the matter pray
This queftien properly belongs to the Duke, to whom D’Olive
replies in th.e next hinc.
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PaGE 217,
<« Sokannes de fano.”

There was a Johannes Savonarola, a Paduan, who publithed
in 1498 a work entitled Prac?ica canonicade febribus, de pulli bus,
de urinis, &e., &ec. This work feems to have paffed through
feveral Editions. A later iffue bears the date of 1563. The
contraction *‘ Cano. Saud” sppears at the foot of each folio of the
book. It muft be to this auther that Chapman alludes,

PacE 220,
Quod fuccefsore nono vincituy emnis Amor.
This verfe will be found in the Remedia Amoris of,Ovid, L
62.
¥ Pace 228,
7 can go ip no cormer, but I meete with fome of my
Wifflers in their accoutraments.

Whifflers, (French 7zflenr) were fifers who preceded armics or
proceflions, or walked before perfons of high ftation on occafions
of ceremony. The term is borrowed from w#if%e, another name
for a fife or fmall flute. In process of time the term whkiffer
came to fignify any perfon who went before in a proceffion.

PAGE 232,
the Goade, the Fulham, and the Stop- Katertre,

Thefe were different forts of falfe dice made ufe of by the
tharpeis and gameflers of the time. The goads, or gourds, are
conjectured by Malone to have been dice in whicha fecret cavity
had been made ; and the fulkams are faid by Douce to derive
their names from Fulham, where they were chiefly made. One
of the articles in Flowerdale’s fititious will in Zke London Pro-
digal is, “'To my son, Mat. Flowerdale, I bequeath two bale of
falfe dice—widelicet, high men, and low men, fullomes, flop-cater
trayes, and other bones of function.”

PAGE 233.
the famous Schoole of FEngland called Winckeflery
Janious (I meanr) for the Goofe.

The fwelling in the groin, a particular fymptom in the Zses
venerea was called a “ Winchefter goofe.” This cant tern: arofe
from the fact that the houfes of ill fame in Southwark were ander
the jurifdiction of the Bithop of Winchefter, It occurs twice jin
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* Shakefpeare (Troilus and Crefl,, A& v, fe. 11; K. Hew. vi,, pt
1, Acti, fe, 8) Cotgrave in his French and Englith Dictionary
explains the word Powlain as **a botch in the groine, & Winchg/s
gr Goofe”
Pace 233.
Hel's both a Setter and o Verfer.

Common cant names at that time for notorions cheats, The
‘4 Setter” was one who watched and pointed ont to his conirades
the perfons to be plundered.

Paox 236,
Dido is dead, asd wyapt in lend, &
* An allufion to the eleventh Eclogue of Spenfer :
¢ Dido, wy denr, alas ! is dead,
Dead, and lieth wrapt in lead.
O heavy hearfe {
Let fireaming tears be poured out in flore ;
O careful verfe ! "
PAGE 240.
if fhe and her fad meany
Be toward fleepe or flespang, I will wake them
With orderly alarmes.
Meany, ie, }-Ioufehold, people, or domeftic fervants, from
®yme (Fr) a famly. So in * King Lear,” A& ., sc. 4
¥ Thaey fummon'd up their memy, ftraight took horfe.”

PAGE 243
I never knew any good ath hasre.

Of the hair, ie., of the fame kind or complexion : the word
hauwr is ufed in this fenfe by Shakefpeare (Hen. IV. pt. 1, 2& iv.
{c? 1.) and by Fletcher (in Zhe Nicz Valour, a& i. sc. 1).

TAGE 262.
The Gentleman Upfier.
Date viam mihs, &,

“Thefe ar’the opening lines of A& 2, foene 3, of the Cureadie
of Plautus. The corre& reading is as follows :—

*“Pgde viam mihi, noti atque ignoti, dum ego hic officiusm mewm
Facio ? fugite omnes, abite, et de via fecedite :
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Ni&ﬁﬁhuﬂw st cubito, gt PeCtore offerdism, aut

. . Back 2b4. ‘
o ende not mym, o ke -
S0 mpch ugon me
Satpegn feems to have ‘Hudibras’s habit of Mﬂhg s
{peeches with fcraps of ‘Latin.
*Englith cut on Greek and Latin,
Like fuftian heretofore on fatin,”
Pace 288 !
or Ralion dar
Bz called the Bonergbes @" the wa:&l
i, Bsomrobéa.r Florio, 4n his Werld ‘of Wordes (1508),
appmdg followmgmem "t t.kt“vbré "aswefa.y,goc!l
Ginfle, a good wholefume plum-dwbh!d
Page goa.°
Guengra's goiden epiftles,
A very popalar Spanith collpction that went through numerons
, editions in the fixtéenth and in the earlier part of the feventeenth
henbury ;,and was tranflated into various languages. An Englith
verfion ““by G, Fenton,” appeared in 1575,
PAGE 320,
s guf Aty whal's a Lady
ther a Hebrew-founding exclamation,
Fi

N

How fligy by that.
Jewith again !
Pace 387
Aad¥afu,
In Pattis Pallace of Petit pleafure,
For all the worlde, with fuck a Knife os this
Cut off her cheeks, ond nofe and was commended
More then all Dames thot kept thaiv faves whole,
& PetiteFallace of Pettiz Kis plenfure (Lond. 1576, 1608) ix the
fwork referred to. 1n Willimn Painter’s Palace of Pleafnre {Londs
/586, Tol. 201) there'is a flory of ** Alerane and Adelsfa”™ o
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