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MICHAEL DRAYTON.

BORN 1563.—DIED 10631.

Micnael Drayron was born in the parish of
Atherston, in Warwickshire. TTis family was -an-
cient, but it is not probable that his parents were
opulent, for he was educated chiefly at the expense
of Sir Godfrey Godere. In his childhood, which
displaycd remarkable proficiency, he was anxious to
know what strange kind of beings poets were, and
on his coming to college he importuned his tutor, if
possible, to make him a poet. Either from this am-
bition, or from necessity, he scems to have adopted
no profession, and to have generally owed his sub-
sistence.to the munificence of friends. An allusion
which he makes in the poem of ¢ Moscs’s Birth and
Miracles,” to the destruction of the Spanish Armada,
has been continually alleged as a ground for suppos-
ing that he witnessed that speetacle in a military
capacity; but the lines, in fact, are far from proving
that he witnessed it at all. On the accession of
King James the First, he paid his court to thc new
sovereign, with all that a poet could offer, his con-
gratulatory verses, James, however, received him
but coldly, and though he was patronized by Lord
Buckhurst and the Earl of Dorset, he obtained no
VoL, 11 B



2 MICHAEL DRAYTON.

situation of independcnce, but continued to publish
his voluminous poetry amidst severe irritations
with his bookscllers. Popular as Drayton once
was in comparison of the present neglect of him,
it is difficult to conceive .i.at his works were ever
so profitable as to allow the bookseller much room
for peculation. He was known as a poct many
years before the dcath of Qucen Elizabeth, Ilis
Poly-olbion, which the learned Camden honourcd
with notes, did not appear till 1613. In 1626 we
find him styled poet laurcate, but the title at that
time was often a mere compliment, and implied
neither royal appointment nor butt of canary, The
Countess of Bedford supported him for many years.
At the closc of his life we find him in the family of’
the Earl of Dorsct, to whose magnanimous countess
the Aubrey MSS. ascribe the poct’s monument over
his grave in Westminster Abbey.

The language of Drayton is frce and perspicuous,
With less depth of feeling than that which occa-
sionally bursts from Cowley, he is a less excruciating
hunter of conceits, and in harmony of expression is
quite a contrast to Donne. A tinge of grace and
romance pervades much of his poetry : and even his
pastorals, which exhibit the most fontastic views of
nature, sparkle with clegant imagery. The Nymphi-
dia is in his happiest characteristic manner of airy
and sportive pageuntry. In some historic sketches
of the Barons’ Wars he reaches a manner beyond
himself—the pictures of Mortimer and the Queen,
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and of Edward’s entrance to the castle, are splendid
and spirited. In his Poly-olbion, or description of
Great Britain, he has treated the subject with such
topographical and minute detail as to chain his
poetry to the map, and.f« has unfortunately chosen
a form of verse, which, though agreeable when in«
terspersed with other measures, is fatiguing in long
continuance by itself: still it is impossible to read
the poem without admiring the richness of his local
associations, and the beauty and variety of the fa-
bulous allusions which he scatters around him.
Such indeed is the profusion of romantic recollec-
tions in the Poly-olbion, that a poct of taste and
selection might there find subjects of happy descrip-
tion, to which the author who suggested them had
not the power of doing justice; for Drayton started
50 many remembrances, that he lost his inspiration
in the effort of memory. In the Barons’ Wars, ex-
cepting the passages already noticed, where the

Purpurens laté qui splendeat unus ct alter,
Assuitur pannus,

wc unhappily exchange only the geographer for the
chronicler. On a general survey, the mass of his
poetry has no strength or sustaining spirit adequate
to its bulk. Therc is a perpetual play of fancy on
its surface, but the impulses of passion, and the
guidance of judgment, give it no strong movementz
nor consistent course. In scenery or in history he
cannot command sclected views, but meets them by
B2



4 MICHAEL DRAYTON.

chance as he travels over the track of detail. His
great subjects have no interesting centre, no shade
for uninteresting things. Not to speak of his dull
passages, his description is gencrally lost in a flutter
of whimsical touches. Ilis muse had certainly no
strength for extensive flights, though she sports in
happy moments on a brilliant and graceful wing.

MORTIMER, FKARL OF MARCII, AND THE QUEEN,
SURPRISED BY EDWARD iIl. IN NOTTINGHAM
CASTLE.

FROM TIIE BARONS’ \WWARS. BOOK V1.

Wi the castle hath the queen devis'd

A chamber with choice rarities so fraught,

As in the same she had imparadiz’d

Almost what man by industry hath sought ;

Where with the curious pencil was compris'd

What could with colours by the art be wrought,
In the most sure place of the castle there,
Which she had nam’d the Tower of Mortimer,

An orbal form with pillars small compos'd,
Which to the top like parallels do bear,
Arching the compass where they were inclos'd,
Fashioning the fair roof like the hemisphere,
in whose partitions by the lines dispos’d,

All the clear northern asterisms were



MICHAEL DRAYTON. 5

In their corporeal shapes with stars inchased,
As by th’ old poets they in heav’n were placed.

About which lodgings, tow’rds the upper face,
Ran a fine bordure circularly led,

As equal *twixt the high’st point and the base,
That as a zone the waist ingirdled,

That lends the sight a breathing, or a space,
>Twixt things ncar view and those far over head,
Under the which the painter’s curious skill

In lively forms the goodly room did fill.

Here Phacbus clipping Hyacinthus stood,
Whose life’s last drops his snowy breast imbrue,
The one’s tears mixed with the other’s blood,
That should’t be blood or tears no sight could
view,
So mix’d together in a little flood ;
Yet here and there they sev'rally withdrew,
The pretty wood-nymphs chating him with balm,
To bring the sweet boy from this deadly qualm.

With the god’s lyre, his quiver, and his bow,
His golden mantle cast upon the ground,
T’ express whose grief Art ev'n her best did shew,
The sledge so shadow’d still seem’d to rebound,
To counterfeit the vigour of the blow,
As still to give new anguish to the wound ;
The purple flower sprung from the blood that rus,
"That op’neth since and closeth with the sun.
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By which the heifer To, Jove’s fair rape,
Gazing her new-ta’en figure in a brook,
The water shadow’d te observe the shape
In the same form that she on it doth look.
So cunningly to cloud the wanton ’scape,
That gazing eycs the portraiture mistook,

By perspective devis’d beholding now,

This way a maiden, that way't seem’d a cow.

Swift Mercury, like to a shepherd’s boy,
Sporting with Hebe by a fountain brim,
With- many a sweet glance, many an am’rous toy,
He sprinkling drops at her, and she at him;
Wherein the painter so explain’d their joy,
As though his skill the perfect life could limn,
Upon whose brows the water hung so clear,
As through the drops the fair skin might appear.

And cifty Cynthus with a thousand birds,
Whose freckled plumes adorn his bushy crown,
Under whose shadow graze the straggling herds,
Out of whosc top the fresh springs trembling down,
Dropping like fine pearl through his shaggy beards,
With moss and climbing ivy over-grown;

The rock so lively done in ev'ry part,

As Nature could be patterned by Art.

The naked nymphs, some up and down descending,
Small scatt’ring flow’rs at onc another flung,
With nimble turns their limber bodies hending,
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Cropping the blooming branches lately sprung,

(Upon the briars their colour’d mantles rending)

Which on the rocks grew here and there among ;
Some comb their hair, some making garlands by,
As with delight might satisfy the eye.

There comes proud Phaeton tumbling through the
clouds,
Cast by his palfreys that their rcins had broke,
And setting fire upon the welked shrouds,
Now through the heav’n run madding from the
yoke,
The elements together thrust in crowds,
Both land and sea hid in a recking smoke;
Drawn with such life, as some did much desire
To warm themsclves, some frighted with the fire.

The river Po, that him recciving burn’d,
His seven sisters standing in degrecs,
Trees into women seeming to be turn’d,
As the gods turn’d the women into trees,
Both which at once so mutually that mourn’d,
Drops from their boughs, or tears fell from their
eyes;
The fire seem’d to be water, water flame,
Such excellence in shewing of the same.

And to this lodging did the light invent,
That it should first a lateral course reflect,
Through a short room into the window sent,
Whence it should come expressively direct,



S MICHAEL DRAYTON.

Ilolding just distance to the lineament,

And should the beams proportionably project,
And being thereby condensated and grave,
To ev’ry figure a sure colour gave.

In part of which, under a golden vine,

Whose broad-lcav'd branches cov’ring over all,

Stood a rich bed, spread with this wanton twine,

Doubling themscelves in their lascivious fall,

Whose rip'ned clusters sceming to decline,

Where, as among the naked Cupids sprawl
Some at the sundry-colour’d birds do shoot,
Some swarming up to pluck the purple fruit.

On which a tissuc counterpanc was cast,
Arachne’s web the same did not surpass,
Wherein the story of his fortunes past
In lively pictures ncatly handled was;
How he escap’d the Tower, in France how grac’d,
With stones embroider d, of a wond’rous mass ;
About the border, in a curious fret,
Emblems, impresa’s, hieroglyphics sct.

This flatt’ring sun-xhine had begot the show'r,
And the black clouds with such abundance fed,
That for a wind they waited but the hour,
With force to let their fury on his head :
Which when it cane, it came with such a pow'r,
As he could hardly have imagined.
But when men think they most in safety stand,
Their greatest peril often is at hand.
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For to that largeness they increased were,
That Edward felt March heavy on his throne,
Whose props no lenger bath of them could bear ;
Two for one seat, that over-great were grown,
Prepost’rously that moved in one sphere,
And to the like predominancy prone,
That the young king down Mortimer must cast,
If he himself would c’er hope to sit fast,

Who finding the nccessity was such,
That urg’d him still th” assault to undertake,
And yet his person it might nearly touch,
Should he too soon his sleeping pow’r awake :
T attempt, whercin the danger was so much,
Drove him at length a secret means to make,
Whereby he might the enterprize cffect,
And hurt him most, where he did least suspect.

Without the castle, in the earth is found
A cave, resembling sleepy Morpheus® cell,
In strange weanders winding under ground,
Where darkness secks continually to dwell,
Which with such fear and horror doth abound,
As though it were an entrance into hell;
By architects to serve the castle made,
When as the Danes this island did invade.

Now on along the crankling path doth keep,
Then by a rock turns up another way,

Rising tow’rds day, then falling tow’rds the Jeep,
On a smooth level then itself doth lay,
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Directly then, then obliquely doth creep,
Nor in the course keeps any certain stay ;
Till in the castle, in an odd by-place,
It casts the foul mask from its dusky face.

By which the king, with a selected crew

Of such as he with his intent acquainted,

Which he affected to the action knew,

And in revenge of Edward had not fainted,

That to their utmost would the cause pursue,

And with those treasons that had not been tainted,
Adventured the labyrinth t> assay,
To rouse the beast which kept them all at bay.

Long after Phaebus took his lab’ring team,

To his palc sister and resign’d his place,

To wash his cauples in the ocean stream,

And cool the fervour of his glowing face;

And Phabe, scanted of her brother’s beam,

Into the west went after him apace,
Leaving black darkness to possess the sky,
To fit the time of that black tragedy.

What time by torch-light they attempt the cave,
Which at their entrance seemed in a fright,
With the reflection that their armour gave,
As it till then had ne’er seen any light ;
Which, striving there pre-eminence to have,
Darkness therewith so daringly doth fight,
That each confounding other, both appear,
As darkness light, and light but darkness were,
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The craggy cliffs, which cross them as they go,

Made as their passage they 'would have deny’d,

And threat’ned them their journey to foreslow,

As angry with the path that was their guide,

And sadly seem’d their discontent to show

To the vile hand that did them first divide ;
Whose cumb’rons falls and risings seem’d to say,
So ill an action could not brook the day.

And by the lights as they along were led,

Their shadows then them following at their back,

Where like to mourners carrying forth their dead,

And as the deed, so were they, ugly, black,

Or like to fiends that them had followed,

Pricking them on to bloodshed and to wrack ;
Whilst the light look’d as it had been amaz’d
At their deformed shapes, whereon it gaz’'d.

The clatt’ring arms their masters seem’d to chide,
As they would reason wherefore they should wound,
And struck the cave in passing on cach side,
As they were angry with the hollow ground,
That it an act so pitiless should hide;
Whose stony roof lock’d in their angry sound,
And hanging in the creeks, drew back again,
As willing them from murder to refrain,

The night wax’d old (not dreaming of these things)
Aund to her chamber is the queen withdrawn,
To whom a choice musician plays and sings,
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Whilst she sat under an estate of lawn,

In night-attire more god-like glittering,

Than any eye had scen the checrful dawn,
Lecaning upon her most-lov’d Mortimer,
Whose voice, more than the music, pleas’d her ear.

Where her fair breasts at liberty were let,
Whose violet veins in branched riverets flow,
And Venus’ swans and milky doves were set
Upon those swelling mounts of driven snow ;
Whereon whilst Love to sport himself doth get,
Hec lost his way, nor back again could go,

But with those banks of beauty sct about,

He wander’d still, yet never could get out,

Her loosc hair look’d like gold (O word too base!

Nay, more than sin, but so to name her hair)

Declining, as to kiss her fairer facc,

No word is fair cnough for thing so fair,

Nor ever was there cepithet could grace

That, by much praising which we much impair;
And where the pen fails, pencils cannot shew it,
Only the soul may be suppos’d to know it.

She laid her fingers on his manly check,

The Gods’ pure scepters and the darts of Love,
That with their touch might make a tiger meck,
Or might great Atlas from his seat remove ;

So white, so soft, so delicate, so sleek,

As she had worn a lily for a glove;
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As might beget lifc where was never none,
And put a spirit into the hardest stone.

The fire of precious wood ; the light perfume,
Which left a swectness on each thing it shone,
As ev'ry thing did to itself assume
The scent from them, and made the same their own:
So that the painted flowers within the room
Werce sweet, as if they naturally had grown ;
The light gave colours, which upon them fell,
And to the colours the perfume gave smell.

When on those sundry pictures they devise,
And from one piece they to another run,
Commend that face, that arm, that hand, those cyes,
Shew how that bird, how well that flow’r was done;
How this part shadow’d, and how that did rise,
This top was clouded, how that trail was spun,
The landscape, mixture, and delineatings,
And in that art a thousand curious things

Looking upon proud Phaeton wrapt in fire,

The gentle queen did much bewail his fall;

But Mortimer commended his desire,

To lose one poor life, or to govern all:

«* What though (quoth he) he madly did aspirc,

And his great mind made him proud Fortune’s

thrall ?

Yet in despight, when she her worst had done,
He perish’d in the chariot of the sun.”
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¢t Pheebus (she said) was over-forc’d by art ;
Nor could she find how that embrace could be.”
But Mortimer then took the painter’s part:
« Why thus, bright empress, thus and thus, (quoth
he:)
That hand doth hold his back, and this his heart ;
Thus their arms twine, and thus their lips, you see:
Now are you Phaebus, Hyacinthus I ;
It were a life, thus ev’ry hour to die.”

When, by that time, into the castle-hall

Was rudely enter’d that well-armed rout,

And they within suspecting nought at all,

Had then no guard to watch for them without.

See how mischances suddenly do fall,

And steal upon us, being farth’st from doubt!
Our life’s uncertain, and our death is sure,
And tow'rds most peril man is most secure,

Whilst youthful Nevil and brave Turrington,

To the bright queen that ever waited near,

Two with great March much credit that had won,

That in the lobby with the ladies were,

Staying delight, whilst time away did run,

With such discourse as women love to hcar;
Charg’d on the sudden by the armed train,
Were at their entrance miserably slain.

When, as from snow-crown’d Skidow’s lofty clifls,
Somcfleet-wing’d haggard, tow'rds her preying hour,
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Amongst the teal and moor-bred mallard drives,
And th’ air of all her feather’d flock doth scow’r,
Whilst to regain her former height she strives,
The fearful fowl all prostrate to her pow’r:

Such a sharp shriek did ring throughout the vault,
Made by the womecn at the fierce assault.

NYMPIIIDIA, THE COURT OF FAIRY.

Ocp Chaucer doth of Topas tell,
Mad Rablais of Pantagruel,
A later third of Dowsabel,

With such poor trifles playing :
Others the like have labour’d at,
Some of this thing, and some of that,
And many of they know not what,

But that they must be saying.

Another sort there be, that will

Be talking of the Fairics still,

Nor never can they have their fill,
As they were weddedato them :

No tales of them their thirst can slake,

So much delight therein they take,

And some strange thing they fain would make,
Knew they the way to do them,

Then since no muse hath been so bold,
Or of the later or the old,
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Those elvish secrets to unfold,

Which lie from other’s reading;
My active muse to light shall bring
The court of that proud Fairy King,
And tell there of the revelling :

Jove prosper my procecding.

And thou Nymphidia, gentle Fay,

‘Which meeting me upon the way,

These sccrets didst to me bewray,
Which now [ am in telling :

My pretty light fantastic maid,

I here invoke thee to my aid,

That I may speak what thou hast said,
In numbers smoothly swelling.

This palace standeth in the air,
By necromancy placed there,
That it no tempests nceds to fear,
Which way soe’er it blow it:
And somewhat southward tow’rd the noon,
Whence lics a way up to the moon,
And thence the Fairy can as soon
Pass to the earth below it.

The walls of spiders legs are made,
Well morticed and finely laid,
He was the master of his trade,

It curiously that builded :
The windows of the cyes of cats,
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And for the roof, instead of slats,
Is cover’d with the skins of bats,
With moonshine that are gilded.

Llence Oberon, him sport to make,

(Their rest when weary mortals take,

And nonc but only fairies wake)
Descendeth for his pleasure :

And Mab, his merry queen, by night

Bestrides young folks that lic upright,

(In clder times the Mare that hight)
Which plagues them out of measure.

ITence shadows, seeming idle shapes,
Of little frisking elves and apes,
To carth do make their wanton scapes,
As hope of pastime hastes them:
Which maids think on the hearth they sec,
When fires well-ncar consumed be,
There dancing hayes by two and three,
Just as their fancy casts them,

Thesc make our girls their dutt'ry rue,
By pinching them both black and blue,
And put a penny in their shoe,

The house for cleanly sweeping :
And in their courses make that round,
In meadows and in marshes {found,
Of them so cali’d the Fairy ground,

Of which they have the keeping.

voL. It ¢
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These, when a child haps to be got,

Which after proves an idiot,

When folk perceeive it thriveth not,
The tault therein to smother :

Some silly doating brainless calf,

That understands things by the half,

Say, that the Vairy left this aulf,
And took away the other.

But listen, and I shall you tell

A chance in Fairy that befel,

Which certainly may please some well,
In love and arms dclighting :

Of Oberon, that jealous grew

Of ene ol his own Fairy crew,

Too well (he fear’d) his queen that knew,
His love but ill requiting.

Pigwiggen was this Fairy knight,

One wond’rous gracious in the sight

Of fair queen Mab, which day and night
Hec amorously observed:

Which made king Oberon suspect

His scrvice took too good effect,

His sauciness and often chieckt,
And could have wish’d him starved.

Pigwiggen gladly would commend
Some token to queen Mab to send,
If sea or land him aught could lend,
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Were worthy of her wearing :

At length this lover doth devise

A bracelet made of emmet’s cycs,

A thing he thought that she would prize,
No whit Ler state impairing.

And to the queen a letter writes,
Which he most curiously indites,
Conjuring her by all the rites

Of'love, she would be pleased
To meet him her true servant, where
They might without suspect or fear
Themselves to one another clear,

And have their poor hearts eased.

¢ At midnight the appointed hour,
And for the queen a fitting bow’r,
(Quoth he) is that fair cowslip flow’r,
On Ilipcut-hill that growceth :
In all your train there’s not a Fay,
That ever went to gather May,
But she hath made it in her way,
The tallest there thas groweth.”

When by Tom Thumb, a fairy page,
He sent it, and doth him engage,
By promise of a mighty wage,
It sceretly to carry :
Which done, the queen her maids doth call,
And bids them to be ready all,
2
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She would go sce her summer hall,
She could no longer tarry.

Her chariot ready straight is made,
Each thing therein s fitting laid,
That she by nothing might be stay’d,
For nought must her be letting -
Four nimble gnats the horses were,
The harnesses of gossamer,
Fly Cranion, her charioteer,
U'pon the coach-box getting,

Iler chatiot of a snail’s fine shell,
Which for the colours did excel ;
The tair queen Mab becoming well,
So lively was the limning :
The scat the soft wool of the bec,
The cover (gallantly to sce)
The wing of a py’d butterfice,
I trow, ’twas simple trimming.

The wheels compos’d of erickets bones,

And daintily made for the nonce,

For fcar of rattling on the stones,
With thistle-down they shod it

For all her maidens much did fear,

If Oheron had chanc'd to hear,

That Mab his queen should have been there,
He would not have ubode it.
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She mounts her chariot with a trice,
Nor would she stay for no advice,
Until her maids, that were so nice,
To wait on her were fitted,
But ran herself away alone ;
Which when they heard, there was not one
But hasted after to be gone,
As she had been diswitted.

lop, and Mop, and Drap so clear,
Pip, and Trip, and Skip, that were
To Mab their sovereign dear,

Her special maids of honour;
Fib, and Tib, and Pinck, and Pin,
Tick, and Quick, and Jill, and Jin,
Tit, and Nit, and Wap, and Win,

The train that wait upon her.

Upon a grasshopper they got,

And what with amble and with trot,

For hedge nor ditch they spared not,
But after her they hi¢ them.

A cobweb over them they throw,

To shield the wind if it should blow,

Themselves they wiscly could bestow,
Lest any should espy them,

But let us leave queen Mab a while,
Tliough many a gate, o’cr many a stile,
“That now had gotten by this wile,

21



22

MICHAEL DRAYTON,

IMer dear Pigwiggen kissing ;

And tell how Oberon doth fare,

Who grew as mad as any hare,

When he had sought cach place with care,
And found his queen was missing.

By gricsly Pluto he doth swear,
He rent hLis clothes, and tore his Lo o,
And as he runneth here and there,
An acron-cup he getteth;
‘Which seon he taketh by the stall:,
About his head he lets it walk,
Nor doth he any ereature baulk,
But lays on all he meeteth.

The Tuscan poet doth advance

The frantic Paladine of I'ranc.,

And those more ancient do inhancce
Alcides in s fury,

And others Ajax Telamon :

But to this time there hath been none

So Bedlam as our, Oberon,
Of which 1 dare assure ye

And first encount’ring with w wasp,

He in his arins the fly doth clasp,

As though his breath he focth would grasy.
Him for Pigwiggen taking :

¢ Where is my wife, thou vrogue ? 1ouoth !

Pigwiggen, she is come to thee;
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Restore her, or thou dy”’st by me.”
Whereat the poor wasp quaking,

Cries, ¢ Oberon, great Fairy king,

Content thee, I am no such thing ;

I am a wasp, behold my sting !
At which the Fairy started.

When soon away the wasp doth go,

Poor wretch was never frighted so,

He thought his wings were much too slow,
O’crjoy’d they so were parted.

He next upon a glow-worm light,

{You must suppose it now was night)

Which, for her hinder part was bright,
He took to be a devil §

And furiously doth her assail

For carrying fire in her tail ;

He thrash’d her rough coat with his flail,
The mad king fear’d no cvil,

“ Oh! (quoth the glow-worm) hold thy hand,

‘Thou puissant king of Fairy fand.

Thy mighty strokes who may withstand ?
Hold, or of life despair L.”

Together then hersclt doth roll,

And tumbling down into a hole,

She seem’d as black as any coal,
Which vext away the Fairy,
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From thence he ran into a hive,
Amongst the bees he letteth drive,
And down their combs begins to rive,
All likely to have spoiled :
Which with their was his face besmear’d,
And with their honcy daub’d his beard ;
It would have made a man atfear’d,
T'o sce how he was moiled.

A new adventure him betides :
e met an ant, which he bestrides,
And post thereon away he rides,
Which with his haste doth stumnbic
And camece {ull over on hor snout,
Ier hecels <o threw the dirt about,
For she by no means could get out,
But over him doth tumble.

And being in this pitcous case,
And all beslurried head and face,
On runs he in this wild-goosc chase,
As here and there he rambles,
Half blind, ugain'st a mole-hill hit,
And for a mountain taking it,
For all he was out of his wit,
Yet to the top he scrambles.

And being gotten to the top,
Yect there himself he could not stop,
But down on th’ other side doth chop,
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And to the foot came rumbling :
So that the grubs thercin that bred,
Hearing such turmoil over head,
Thought surely they had all been dead,
So feartul was the jumbling.

And falling down into a lake,
Which him up to the neck doth take,
His fury it doth somewhat slake,

e calleth for a ferry :
Where you may some recovery note,
What was his club he made his boat,
And in his oaken cup doth float,

As safe as in a wherry.

Men talk of the adventures strange

Of Don Quishot, and of their change,

Through which he armed olt did range,
Of Sancha Pancha’s travel :

But should a man tell every thing

Done by this frantic Fairy king,

And them in lofty numbers sing,
It well his wits mightlgmvc].

Scarce sct on shore, but therewithal
IIe mecteth Puck, which most men call
Ifobgoblin, and on him doth fall

With words from phrenzy spoken :
<« Hoh, hoh,” quoth Hob, ¢ God save thy grace,
YWho drest thee in this piteous case ?
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Ie thus that spoil’d my sov’reign’s face,
I would his neck were broken.”

This Puck seems but a dreaming dolt,
Still walking like a ragged colt,
And oft out of a bush doth bolt,
Of purpose to deceive us;
And lcading us, makes us to stray
Long wintcr’s nights out of the way,
And when we stick in mire and clay,
He doth with laughter leave us.

« Dear Puck,” quoth he, ¢ my wife is gone ;
As e’er thou lov’st king Oberon,
Let every thing but this alone,

With vengcince and pursue her
Bring her to me, alive or dead;
Or that vile thief Pigwiggen®s head :
That villain hath defil’d my bed,

Ic to this folly drew her.”

Quoth Puck, ¢ i\I'y licge, I'll never lin,
But I will thorough thick and thin,
Until at Iength 1 bring her in,

My dearest lord, nc’er doubt it.”
Thorough brake, thorough bricr,
Thororzh muck, thorough mire,
Thorough watcr, thorough fire,

And thus goes Puck about it.
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This thing Nymphidia overheard,
That on this mad king had a guard,
Not doubting of a great reward,
For first this bus'ness broaching :
And through the air away doth go
Swift as an arrow from the bow,
To let her sovereign Mab to know
What peril was approaching.

The queen, bound with love’s pow’rful charm,

Sate with Pigwiggen arm in arm

ITer merry maids, that thought no harm,
About the room were skipping :

A humble-bee, their minstrel, play’d

Upon his hautbois, ev’'ry maid

Tit for this revel was array’d,
The hornpipe neatly tripping.

In comes Nymphidia, and doth cry,
« My sovercign, for your satety fly,
For there is danger but too nigh,

I posted to forewarn you:
The king hath sent 1lobgoblin out,
To scek you all the fields about,
And of your safety you may doubt,

If he but once discern you.”

When like an uprear in a town,
Before them every thing went down ;
Seme tore a ruff, and some a gown,
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*Gainst one another justling :
They flew about like chalf i’ th’ wind :
Yor haste some left their masks behind,
Some could not stay their gloves to find ;

There never was such bustling.

Forth ran they by a sccret way,

Into a brake that ncar them lay,

Yet much they doubted there to stay,
Lest IIob should hap to find them .

He had a sharp and piercing sight,

All one to him the day and night,

And therefore were resolv'd by flight
To leave this place behind them.

At length one chanc’d to find 2 nut,
In th’ end of which a hole was cut,
Which lay upon a hazel root,
There scatter’d by a squirrel,
Which out the kernel gotten had :
When quoth this Fay, ¢ Dear qucen, be glad,
Let Oberon be ne’er so mad,
I'll set yo‘u safe from peril.

Come all into this nut, (quoth she)
Come closely in, be rul’d by me,
Each one may here a chuser be,

For room ye need not wrestle,
Nor need ye be together heapt.”
So one by one therein they crept,
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And lying down, they soundly slept,
And safe as in a castle,

Nymphidia, that this while doth watch,
Perceiv'd if Puck the queen should catch,
That he would be her over-match,

Of which she well bethought her ;
Found it must be some pow’rful charm,
The queen against him that must arm,
Or surcly he would do her harm,

For throughly he had sought her.

And list’ning if she aught could hear,
That her might hinder, or might fear;
But finding still the coast was clear,
Nor creature had descry’d her:
Fach circumstance and having scann’d,
She came thereby to understand,
Puck would be with them out of hand,
When to her charms she hied her.

And first her fern-sced doth bestow,
The kernel of the misletoe; .
And here and there as Puck should go,
With terror to affright him,
She night-shade straws to work him ill,
Therewith her vervain and her dill,
That hind’reth witches of their will,
Of purpose to despight him,
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"Then sprinkles she the juice of rue,

That groweth underncath the yew,

With ninc drops of the midnight dew,
From lunary distilling ;

The molewarp’s brain mixt thercwithal,

And with the same the pismire’s gall :

For she in nothing short would fall,
The Tairy was so willing.

Then thrice under a brier doth creep,

Which at both ends was rooted deep,

And over it three times she leapt,
Iler magic much availing :

Then on Proscrpina doth call,

And so upon her spell doth fall,

Which here to you repcat I shall,
Not in one tittle failing.

¢ By the croaking of the frog ;
By the howling of the dog ;
By the crying ol the hog
Against the storm arising :
By the evening curfew-bell;
By the dolcful dying knell;
O let this my direful speil,
Hob, hinder thy surprising.

¢« By the mandrakes dreadful groans ;
By the Lubricans sad moans;
By the noisc of dead men’s bones,
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In charnel-houses rattling ;
By the hissing of the snake,
The rustling of the fire-drake,
I charge thee this place forsake,
Nor of Queen Mab be prattling.

¢ By the whirlwind’s hollow sound,
By the thunder’s dreadful stound,
Yells of spirits under ground,
1 charge thee not to fear us:
By the screech-owl’s dismal note,
By the black night-raven’s throat,
I charge thee, Hob, to tear thy coat
With thorns, if thou come ncar us.”’

IIer spell thus spoke, she stept aside,
And in a chink hersclf doth hide,
T'o sce thercol what would betide,
For she doth only mind him:
When presently she Puck espies,
And well she markt his gloating cyes,
How under cvery leafl he prics,
In secking still to find ¢hem.

But once the circle got within,
The charms to work do straight begin,
And he was caught as in a gin:

For as he thus was busy,
A pain he in his head-piece feels,
Against a stubbed tree he recls,

[%
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And up went poor Hobgoblin's heels:
Alas! his brain was dizzy.

At lIength upon his fect he gets,
Hobgoblin fumes, Ilobgoblin frets,
And as again he forward sets,

And through the bushes scrambles,
A stump doth trip him in his pace,
Down comes poor Ilob upon his face,
And lamentably tore his case

Amongst the briers and brambles.

¢ Plaguc upon qucen Mab (quoth he)
And all her maids, where’er they be;
1 think the devil guided me,

To seck her, so provoked.”
When stumbling at a picce of wood,
He fell into a ditch of mud,
Where to the very chin he stood,

In danger to be choked.

Now worse than e’cr he was betore,

Poor Puck doth yell, poor Puck doth roar,

That wak’d qucen Mab, who doubted sore
Some treason had been wrought her:

Until Nymphidia told the qucen

What she had done, what she had seen,

Who then had well-necar erack’d her spleen
With very extreme laughter,
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But leave we Hob to clamber out,
Queen Mab and all her Fairy rout,
And come again to have a bout

With Oberon yet madding :
And with Pigwiggen now distraught,
Who much was troubled in his thought,
That he so long the queen had sought,

And through the ficlds was gadding.

And as he runs, he still doth cry,

¢ King Obceron, I thee defy,

And dare thee here in arms to try,
For my dear lady’s honour:

For that she is a queen right good,

In whose defenee I'll shed my blood,

And that thou in this jealous mood
Ilast laid this slander on her.”

And quickly arms him for the field,

A little cockle-shell his shield,

Which he could very bravely wiceld,
Yet could it not be pierced :

His specar a bent both stiff and strong,

And well near of two inches long :

The pile was of a horse-fly’s tongue,
Whose sharpness nought reversed.

And puts him on a coat of mail,

Which was of a fish’s scale,

‘T'hat when his foc should him as<ail,
vor. Il L
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No point should be prevailing.
His rapier was a hornet’s sting,
It was a very dangerous thing ;
For if he chanc’d to hurt the king,
It would be long in healing.

ITis helmet was a beetle's head,
Most horrible and full of dread,
That able was to strike one dead,
Yet it did well become him :
And for a plume, a horse’s hair,
‘Which being tossed by the air,
Had force to strike his foc with fear,
And turn his weapon {from him.

Himself he on an ecarwig set,

Yct scarce he on his back could ger,

So oft and high he did curvet,
Lre he himself could settle :

Ilc made him turn, and stop, and bound,

T'o gallop, and to trot the round,

e scarce could stand on any ground,
He was so full of mettle.

\When soon he met with ‘Tomalin,
Onc that a valiant knight had been,
And to grecat Oberon of kin :

Quoth he, ¢ Thou manly Fairy,
Tecll Oberon I come prepar’d,
Then bid him stand upon his guard -
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This hand his baseness shall reward,
Let him be ne’er so wary,

¢ Say to him thus, That T defy
His slanders and his infamy,
And as a mortal cnemy
Do publicly proclaim him:
Withal, that if I had mine own,
ITe should not wear the Fairy crown,
But with a vengeance should come down ;
Nor we a king should name him.”

This "Tomaiin could not abide,

To hcar his sovereign vilify’d;

But to the Fuiry court him hied,
I'ull furiously he posted,

With every thing Pigwiggen said ;

ITow title to the crown he laid,

And in what arms he was array’d,
And how himself he boasted.

"Twixt head and fnot, from point to point.
ITe told the arming of cach joint,
In every piece how ncat and quaint ;

I'or Tomalin could do it :
IMow fair he sat, how surc he rid;
As of the courser he bestrid,
How manag’d, and how well he did.

The king, which listen’d to it,

D2
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Quoth he, ¢ Go, Tomalin, with speed,
Provide me arms, provide my steed,
And every thing that I shall necd,
By thee I will be guided :
To strait account call thou thy wit,
See there be wanting not a whit,
In ev’ry thing sec thou mc fit,
Just as my foe's provided.”

Soon flew this news through Fairy-land,
Which gave Queen Mab to understand
The combat that was then in hand
Betwixt those men so mighty :
Which greatly she began to ruc,
Perceiving that all Fairy knew,
The first occasion from her grew,
Of these atfairs so weighty.

Wherefore, attended with her maids,
Through fogs, and mists, and damps, she wades,
To Proserpine, the queen of shadis,
To treat, that it would pleasc her
The cause into her hands to take,
For ancient love and friendship’s sake,
And soon thercof an end to make,
Which of much care would ease her.

A while there let we Mab alone,
And come we to King Oberon,
Who arm’d to meet his foe is gon,
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For proud Pigwiggen crying:
Who sought the Fairy king as fast,
And had so well his journies cast,
That he arrived at the last,

His puissant foe espying.

Stout Tomalin came with the king,
Tom Thumb doth on Pigwiggen bring,
That perfect were in ev'ry thing

To single fizhts belonging :
And therefore they themselves engage,
To sec them exercise their rage,
With fair and comely cquipage,

Not one the other wronging.

So like in arms these champions were,

As they had been a very pair,

So that a man would almost swear
'That cither had been cither :

Their furious steeds began to ncigh,

That they were heard a mighty way :

Their staves upon their rests they lay;
Yet cre they flew togesher,

Their seconds minister an oath,
Which was indifferent to thcm both,
That on their knightly faith and troth,
No magic them supplicd ;
And sought them that they had no charms,
Wlerewith to work each other’s harms,
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But came with simple open arms,
To have their causes tricd.

Together furiously they ran,
That to the ground came horse and man:
The blood out of their helmets span,

So sharp were their encounters:
And though they to the earth were thrown,
Yet quickly they regain’d their own;
Such nimblencss was never shewn,

They were two gallant mounters.

When in a second course again,
They forward came with might and main,
Yet which had better of the twain,

The scconds could not judge yet:
Their shiclds were into pieces cleft,
Their helmets from their heads were reft,
And to defend them nothing left,

These champions would rot budge yet.

Away from them their staves they threw,
Their cruel swords they quickly drew,
And freshly they the fight renew,
They every stroke redoubled :
Which made Proserpina take heed,
And make to them the greater spced,
Yor fear lest they too much should blced,
Which wond'rously her troubled,
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When to th’ infernal Styx she gocs,
She takes the fogs from thence that rose,
And in a bag doth them enclose,
When well she had them blended :
She hies her then to Lethe spring,
A bottle and thereof doth bring,
Wherewith she meant to work the thing
Which only she intended.

Now Proserpine with Mab is gone
Unto the place where Oberon
And proud Pigwiggen, one to onc,
Both to be slain were likely :
And there themselves they closely hide,
Becuuse they would not be espy’d;
For Proscrpine meant to decide
The matter very quickly,

And suddenly unties the poke,
Which out of it sent such a smoke,
As ready was them all to choke,
So gricvous was the pother :
So that the knights cach other dost,
And stood as still as any post,
Tom Thumb nor Tomalin could boast
Themselves of any other.,

But when the mist *gan somewhat cease,
Proserpina commandeth peace,
And that a while they should release
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Each other of their peril :
¢ Which here, (quoth she) I do proclaim
To all, in dreadful Pluto’s name,
That as ye will eschew his blame,

You let me hear the quarrel.

¢ But here yourselves you must engage,
Somewhat to cool your spleenish rage,
Your gricvous thirst and to assuage
That first you drink this liquor;
Which shall your understandings clear,
As plainly shall to you appear,
Those things from me that you shall hear,
Conceiving much the quicker.””

This Lethe water, you must know,
The memory destroyeth so,
‘That of our weal, or of our woe,
It all remembrance bloteed,
Of it nor can you cver think:
Yor they no sooncer took this drink,
But nought into thcir brains could sink,
Of what had them besotted.

King Oberon forgotten had,

That he for jealousy ran mad;

But of his queen was wond'rous glad,
And ask’d how they came thither.

Pigwiggen likewise doth forget,

‘That he queen Mab had ever mct,
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Or that they were so hard bescet,
\When they were found together.

Nor cither of ’em both had thought,

'That ¢’cr they had each other sought,

Much less that they a combat fought,
But such a drcam were loathing.

Tom: Thumb had got a little sup,

And Tomalin scarce kiss'd the cup,

Yet had their brains so sure lockt up,
That they remember’d nothing.

Queen Mab and her light maids the while

Amongst themselves do closely smile,

To see the King caught with this wile,
With one another jesting :

And to the Fairy court they went,

With mickle joy and merriment,

Which thing was done with good intent ;
And thus I left them feasting.

THE QUEST OF CYNTHIA.

WiaT time the groves were clad in green,
The ficlds drest all in flowers,
And that the sleck-hair'd nymphs were seen

To seck them summer bowers,
4 X A A ¥ X »
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Long wand’ring in the wood, said I,
« O whither's Cynthia gone "
When soon the echo doth reply
To my last word, « go on.”

At length upon a lofty fir
It was my chance to find,

Where that dear name most duce to her,
Was carv’d upon the rind.

‘Which whilst with wonder I beheld,
The bees their honey brought,
And up the carved letters fill’d,
As they with gold were wrought.

And near that trce’s more spacious root,
Then looking on the ground,
The shape of her most dainty foot

Imprinted there 1 found.
* * * * * * *

The yiclding sand, where she Lad trod,
Untoucht yet with the wind,
By the fair posture plainly shew’d,
Where I might Cynthia find,
»*

* * * * * *

When chance me to an arbour led,
Whereas I might behold ;
Two blest elysiums in onc sted,

The less the great intold.
- * % * * * *
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The wealthy Spring yet never bore
That sweet, nor dainty flower,

That damask’d not the chequer’d floor
Of Cynthia’s summer bower.

The birch, the myrtle, and the bay,
Like friends did all embrace ;

And their large branches did display,
To canopy the place.

Where she like Venus doth appear
Upon a rosy bed;
As lilies the soft pillows were,

Whereon she laid her head.
& ¥ * * * * ¥

The winds were hush'd, no leaf so small
At all was scen to stir :
Whilst tuning to the waters fall,

The smull birds sang to her.
*  ® X %X * £

¢ Into thesc secret shades (quoth she)
How dar'st thou be so bold
To cnter, consccrate to me,

Or touch this hallowed mould 2"
£ % % 0w * * #

« Bright nymph, again I thus reply,
This cannot me affright :
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I had rather in thy presence dic,
‘Than live out of thy sight.

1 first upon the mountains high
Built altars to thy name,

And grav’d it on the rocks thereby,
To propagate thy fame.”

* * * * * * *

Which when she heard, full pearly flools
I in her eyes might view.

(Quoth she) “ Most welcome to these woods,
Too mean for onc so true.

¢ Ilcere from the hateful world we’ll live,
A den of mere despight :

To idiots only that doth give,
Which be for sole delight.

s * * ¥ * - *

¢ Whosc vilencss us shall never wwe:
ut here our sports shall be,
Such as the golden world first saw,
Most innocent and free.

¢« Of simples in these groves that grow,
We'll learn the perfect skill
'l he nature of cach herb to know,

Which cures, and which can kill.
£ ¥ * * * * *
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<« We'll suck the swects out of the comb,
And make the gods repine,
As they do feast in Jove’s great room,

To see with what we dine.
¥ * * * * ® %

¢ The nimble squirrel noting here,
Her mossy dray that makes;
And laugh to sec the dusty deer

Come bounding o’cr the brakes.
& ¥ * % * * I3

< Sometime we'll angle at the brook,
The freckled trout to take,

With silken worms and bait the hook,
Which him our prey shall make.

e ¥ * ¥ * %

¢ And when the moon doth once appear,
We'll trace the lower grounds,

When fairies in their ringlets there
Do dance their nightly rounds.

<« And have a flock of turtle do.vcs,
A guard on us to keep,

As witness of our honest loves
T'o watch us till we sleep.”

Which spoke, 1 felt such holy fires
To everspread my breast,



46 MICHAEL DRAYTON.

As lent life to my chaste desires,
And gave me endless rest.

By Cynthia thus do I subsist,
On carth heaven's only pride;

Let her be mine, and let who list
Take all the world beside.

DESCRIPTION OF MORNING, BIRDS, AND I NIING
THE DEER.
POLY-OLBION. SONG XIIL.

WiueN Phebus lifts his head out of the winter’s
wave,

No sooner doth the earth her flowery bosom brave,

At such time as the year brings on the pleasant
spring,

But hunts-up to the morn the feath’red sylvans sing :

And in the lower grove, as on the rising knoll,

Upon the highest spray of every mounting pole.

Those quiristers are percht with many a speckled

breast,
Then from her burnisht gate the goodly glitt’ring
east

Gilds every lofty top, which late the humorous night
Bespangled had with pearl, to please the morning’s

sight: .
Un which the mirthful quires, with their clear open
throats,

1"nto the joyful morn so strain their warbline nutes,
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That hills and vallies ring, and cven the echoing air

Seems all compos’d of sounds, about them cvery
where.

The throstcl, with shrill sharps; as purposely he sung

T’ awake the lustless sun; or chiding, that so long

He was in coming forth, that should the thickets
thrill ;

The woosel ncar at hand, that hath a golden bill;

As nature him had marke of purpose, t” let us see

That from all other birds his tunes should different
be:

For, with their vocal sounds, they sing to pleasant
May;

Upon his dulcet pipe the merle doth only play.

When in the lower brake, the nightingale hard by,

In such lamenting strains the joyfu!heurs doth ply,

As though the other birds she to her tunes would
draw

And, but that nature (by her all-constraining law)

Each bird to her own kind this scason doth invite,

They clse, alone to hear that charmer of the night,

(The more to usc their ears) their voices sure would
spare, .

That moduleth her tunes so admirably rare,

As man to set in parts at first had lcarn’d of her.

To philomel the next, the linnet we prefer;

And by that warbling bird, the wood-lark place we
then,

The red-sparrow, the nope, the red-breast, and the
wren,



48 MICHAEL DRAYION.

The yellow-pate ; which though she hurt the blooru-
ing tree,

Yet scarce hath any bird a finer pipe than she.,

And of these chaunting fowls, the goldfinch not be-
hind,

That hath so many sorts descending from her kind,

The tydy for her notes as delicate as they,

The laughing hecco, then the counterfeiting jay,

The softer with the shrill (some hid amona the leaves,

Some in the taller trees, some in the lower greaves)

Thus sing away the morn, until the motinting sun,

Through thick exhaled fogs his golden head hatl

run.
And through the twisted tops of our clese covert
creeps
To kiss the gentle shade, this while that sweetls
sleeps.

And near to these our thicks, the wild and frigin-
ful herds,
Not hearing other noise but thi- of chattering birds,
Fecd fairly on the lawns ; both sors of season’d deer-
Here walk the stately red, the freckled fallow there:
Thebucks und lusty stags amongst the rascalsstrew’d,
As sometime gallant spirits amongst the multitude,
Of all the beasts which we for our venerial name,
The hart among the rest, the hunter’s noblest game:
Of which most princely chasce sith nonc did e’er re-
port,
Or by description touch, t’ express that wondrou~
sport
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(Yet might have well beseem’d th’ ancients nobler
songs)

To our old Arden here, most fitly it belongs:

Yect shall she not invoke the muscs to her aid ;

But thee, Diana bright, a goddess and a maid :

In many a huge-grown wood, and many a shady
grove,

Which oft hast borne thy bow (great huntress, us'd
to rove)

At many a crucl beast, and with thy darts to pierce

The lion, panther, ounce, the bear, and tiger fierce;

And following thy fleet game, chaste mighty forest’s
quccen,

With thy dishevel’d nymphs attir’d in youthful green,

About the Iawns hast scour’d, and wastes both far
and ncar,

Brave huntress ; but no beast shall prove thy quarrics
here ;

Save those the best of chase, the tall and lusty red,

The stag for goodly shape, and stateliness of head,

Is fitt’st to hunt at force. T'or whom, when with his
hounds

The labouring hunter tufts the thick unbarhed
grounds

VWhere harbour'd is the hart; there often from his
feed

The dogs of him do find; or thorough skilful heed,

The huntsman by his slot, or breaking earth, per-
ceives,

Or ent’ring of the thick by pressing of the greaves,

VoL, II. >
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Where he had gone to lodge. Now when the hart
doth hear

The often-bellowing hounds to vent his secret leir,

He rousing rusheth out, and through the brakes
doth drive,

As though up by the roots the bushes he would
rive.

And through the cumb’rous thicks, as feartully he
makes,

He with his branched head the tender saplings
shakes,

That sprinkling their moist pearl do seem for him te
weep ;

When after gocs the ery, with yellings loud and decp.

That all the forest rings, and cvery neighbouring
place :

And there is not a hound but falleth to the chase.

Rechating with his horn, which then the hunte:
checrs,

Whilst still the lusty stag his hizh-palm’d head up-
bears,

His body showing state, with unbent knees upright,

Expressing from zll beasts, his courage in his flight.

But when th’approaching foes still following he per-
ceives,

That he his speed must trust, his usual walk he
leaves :

And o’er the champain flics : which when th’ assem-
bly find,

Lach follows, as his horsc were footed with the wind.,
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But being then imbost, the noble stately deer

When he hath gotten ground (the kennel cast arrcar)

Doth beat the brooks and ponds for sweet refreshing
soil :

That serving not, then proves if he his scent can foil,

And makes amongst the herds, ahd flocks of shag-
wool'd sheep,

Them frighting from the guard of those who had
their keep.

But when as all his shifts his safety still denics,

Put quite out of his walk, the ways and fallows trics.

Whom when the ploughman meets, his team he let-
teth stand

T* assail him with his goad : so with his hook in hand,

The shepherd him pursues, and to his dog doth
hallo:

When, with tempestuous speed, the Hounds and
huntsmen foilow ;

Until the noble deer through toil bercav’d of
strength,

His long and sinewy legs then failing him at length,

The villages attempts, enrag’d, not giving way

To any thing he meets now at his sad decay.

The cruel ravenous hounds and bloody hunters
ncar,

This noblest beast of chase, that vainly doth but
fear,

Some bank or quickset finds: to which his haunch
oppos’d,

I1e turns upon his foes, that soon have him inclos’d.

E2
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The churlish-throated hounds then holding him at
bay,

And as their cruel fangs on his harsh skin they lay,

With his sharp-pointed head he dealeth deadly
wounds,

The hunter, co?ning in to help his wearied hounds,

He desperately assails ; until opprest by force,

He who the mourner is to his own dying corse,

Upon the ruthless carth his precious tears lets fall,

TO HIS COY LOVE.

FROM HI5 ODES,

I PrAY thee, love, love me no more,
Call home the heart you gave me,
1 but in vain that saint adore,
That can, but will not save me :
These poor half kisses kill me quite:
Was ever man thus served ?
Amidst an occan of delight,
For pleasure to be starved.
1
Shew me no meore those snowy breasts,
With azure rivers branched,
Where whilst mine eye with plenty feasts,
Yet is my thirst not stanched.
O Tantalus, thy pains ne’er tell,
By me thou art prevented ;
*Tis nothing to be plagu’d in hell,
But thus in heaven tormented,
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Clip me no more in those dear arms,
Nor thy life’s comfort call me;

O, these are but too powerful charms,
And do but more enthral me.

But see how patient I am grown,
In all this coil about thee;

Come, nice thing, let thy heart alone,
I cannot live without thee.

DALLAD OF DOWSABEL.

Far in the country of Arden,
There won’d a knight, hight Cassamen,
As bold as Isenbras:
Fell was he and eager bent,
In battle and in tournament,
As was the good Sir Topas.
ITe had, as antique stories tell,
A daughter cleped Dowsabel,
A maiden fair and free.
And for she was her father’s heir,
Full well she was ycond the leir
Of mickle courtesy,
The silk well couth she twist and twine,
And make the fine march-pine,
And with the necdle work :
And she couth help the priest to say
His mattins on a noly-day,
And sing a psalm in kirk.
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She wore a frock of frolic green,

Might well become a maiden queen,
Which seemly was to see;

A hood to that so neat and fince,

In colour like the columbine,
Iwrought full featously.

Her features all as fresh above,

As is the grass that grows by Dove,
And lythe as lass of Kent.

Her skin as soft as Lemster wool,

As white as snow, on Peakish IIull,
Or swan that swims in Trent.

This mauiden in a morn betime,

Went forth when May was in the prine,
To get sweet setywall,

The honey-suckle, the harlock,

The lily, and the lady-smock,
To deck her summer hall.

Thus as she wander’d here and there,

And picked off the bloomy brier,
She chanced to espy

A shepherd sitting on a bank,

Like chantidleer he crowned crank,
And pip'd tull merrily,

Iie learn’d his sheep, as he him list,

When he would whistle in his fist,
To feed about him round.

Whilst he full many a carol sang,

Until the fields and meadows rang,
And all the woods did sound.
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In favour this same shepherd swain
Was like the bedlam Tamerlane,
Which held proud kings in awe :
But meck as any lamb might be ;
And innocent of ill as he
Whom his lewd brother slaw.
The shepherd wore a sheep-gray cloak,
Which was of the finest lock,
That could be cut with sheer.
His mittens were of bauzons’ skin,
His cockers were of cordiwin,
His hood of miniveer.
His awl and lingel in a thong,
1Iis tar-box on his broad belt hung,
ITis breech of Cointree blue.
Full crisp and curled were his locks,
His brows as whitc as Albion rocks,
So like a lover true.
And piping still he spent the day,
So merry as the popinjay,
Which liked Dowsabel ;
‘T'hat would she ought, or would she nought,
‘This lad would never from/her thought,
She in love-longing fell.
At length she tucked up her frock,
White as a lily was her smock,
She drew the shepherd nigh :
But then the shepherd pip’d a good,
That all his sheep forsook their food,
To hear this melody.
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Thy sheep, quoth sh¢, cannot be lean,
That bave a jolly shepherd swain,
The which can pipe so well:
Yea but (saith he) their shepherd may,
If piping thus he pine away,
In love of Dowsabel.
Of love, fond boy, take thou no keep,
Quoth she, look well unto thy sheep,
Lest they should hap to stray.
Quoth he, so had I done full well,
Had I not seen fair Dowsabel
Come forth to gather May.
With that she "gan to veil her head,
Her cheeks were like the roses red,
But not a word shc said,
With that the shepherd ’gan to {rown,
He threw his pretty pipes adown,
And ou the ground him laid.
Saith she, I may not stay till night,
And leave my summer hall undight,
And all for love of thee.
My cote, saith he, nor yet my fold,
shall neither sheep nor shepherd hold,
Except thou favour me.
Haith she, yet lever I were dead,
Than I should lose my maidenhcad,
And all for love of men.
Saith he, yet are you too unkind,
If in your hecart you cannot find
To love us now and then.
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And I to thee will be as kind,
As Colin was to Rosalind,
Of courtesy the flower.
Then will I be as true, quoth she,
As ever maiden yet might be
Unto her paramour,
With that she bent her snow-white knee,
Down by the shepherd kneeled she,
And him she sweetly kist.
With that the shepherd whoop’d for joy,
Quoth he, therc’s never sheplierd’s boy
That ever was so blest.

EDWARD FAIRFAX.

Eowarp Farrrax, the truly poetical translator of
‘Tasso, was the sccond son of Sir Thomas Fairfax, of
Denton, in Yorkshire. Ilis family were all soldiers;
but the poet, while his brothers were seeking mili-
tary rcputation abroad, preferrcd the quiet enjoy-
ment of letters at home. He married and settled as
a private gentleman at Fuyston, a place beautifully
situated between the family seat at Denton and the
forest of Knaresborough. Some of his time was
devoted to the management of his brother Lord
Fairfax’s property, and to superintending the edu-
cation of his lordship’s children.  The prosc MSS,
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which he left in the library at Denton sufficiently
attest his litcrary industry. They have never been
published, and as they relate chietly to religious
controversy, are not likely to be so, although his
treatise on witchcraft, recording its supposcd opera-
tion upon his own family, must form a curious relic
of superstition. Of Fairfax it might, therefore, well
be said—

¢ Prevailing poet, whose undoubting mind
¢ Believed the magic wonders which he sung.”

Of his original works in verse, his History of Ed-
ward the black Prince has never been published;
but Mr. \. Chalmers (Biog. Dict. art. I'airfax) is,
I believe, as much mistaken in supposing that his
Eclogucs have never been collectively printed, as in
pronouncing them cntitled to high commendation for
their poetry. A more obscurcly stupid allegory and
fable can hardly be imagined than the fourth eclogue
preserved in Mrs. Cooper’'s Muse’s Library : its
being an imitation of some of the theological pas-
torals of Spenser is no apology for its absurdity.
When a fox is dezcribed as seducing the chastity of
a lamb, and when the cclogue writer tells us that

¢ An hundred times her virgin lip he kiss’d,
¢ As oft her maiden finger gently wrung,”

who could imagine that either poetry, or ccclesias-
ticul history, or sense or meaning of any kind, was
ever meant to be conveyed under sucha conundrum?
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The time of Fairfax’s death has not been dis-
covered ; it is known that he was alive in 1631 ; but
his translation of the Jerusalem was published when
he was a young man, was inscribed to Queen Eliza-
beth, and forms one of the glories of her reign.

FROM FAIRFAX’S TRANSLATION OF TASSO’S JERU-
SALEM DELIVERED, BOOK XVIII.

Rinaldo, after offering his devotions on Mount Olivet, enters on
the adventure of the Enchanted Wood.

It was the time, when ’gainst the breaking day
Rebellious night yet strove, and still repin’d;
For in the east appear’d the morning grey,
And yet some lamps in Jove’s high palace shin’d,
When to Mount Olivet he took his way,
And saw, as round about his eyes he twin’d,
Night's shadows hence, from thence the morning’s
shine ;
This bright, that dark; that carthly, this divine:

Thus to himsclf he thought ; how many bright
And splendent lamps shine in heav’n’s temple high!
Day hath his golden sun, her moon the night,

Her fix'd and wand'ring stars the azure sky;

So framed all by their Creator’s might,

That still they live and shine, and nc’er shall die,
"Till, in a moment, with the last day’s brand
They burn, and with them burn sca, air, and

land.
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Thus as he mused, to the top he went,
And there kneel’d down with reverence and fear ;
His eyes upon heav'n’s eastern face he bent ;
His thoughts above all heav’ns up-lifted ‘were—
The sins and errors, which I now repent,
Of my wnbridled youth, O Father dear,
Remember not, but let thy merey fall,
And purge my faults and my offences all.

Thus praycd he; with purple wings up-flew

In golden weed the morning’s lusty queen,

Begilding, with the radiant beams she threw,

His helm, his harness, and the mountain green :

Ubpon his breast and forchead gently blew

The air, that balm and nardus breath’d unscen ;
And o’er his head, let down from clearest skies,
A cloud of pure and precious dew there flics:

The heav’nly dew was on his garments spread,
"To which compar’d, his clothes pale ashes seem,
And sprinkled so, that all that paleness fled,
And thence of purest white bright rays outstream :
So checred arc the flow’rs, late withered,
With the sweet comfort of the morning beam ;
And so, return’d to youth, a serpent old
Adorns hersclf in new and native gold.

The lovely whiteness of his changed weed
The prince perceived well, and long admir’d;
Toward the forest march’d he on with speed,
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Resolv’d, as such adventures great requir'd :
Thither he came, whence, shrinking back for dread
Of that strange desert’s sight, the first retir’d ;

But not to him fearful or loathsome made

That forest was, but sweet with pleasant shade.

Forward he pass’d, and in the grove before

He heard a sound, that strange, sweet, pleasing was ;

There roll'd a crystal brook with gentle roar,

There sigh'd the winds, as through the leaves they

pass ;

There did the nightingale her wrongs deplore,

Therc sung the swan, and singing dicd, alas !
There lute, harp, cittern, human voice he heard,
And all these sounds one sound right well declar'd.

A drcadful thunder-clap at last he heard,

The aged trees and plants well nigh that rent,

Yet heard the nymphs and sirens afterward,

Birds, winds, and waters, sing with sweet consent ;

Whereat amaz'd, he stay’d, and well prepar'd

Tor his defence, heedful and slow forth-went ;
Nor in his way his passage ouglit withstood,
Except a quict, still, transparent flood :

On the green banks, which that fair stream in-
bound,

Flowers and odours sweetly smil’d and smell’d,

Which reaching out his stretched arms around,

All the large desert in his bosom held,
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And through the grove one channcl passage found ;
This in the wood, in that the forest dwell’d :
Trees clad the streamns, streams green those trees
aye made, !
And so exchang’d their moisture and their shade.

The knight some way sought out the flood to pass,
And, as he sought, a wond’rous bridge appear’d ;
A bridge of gold, an huge and mighty mass,
On arches great of that rich metal rear’d:
When through that golden way he enter’d was,
Down fell the bridge; swelled the stream, and
wear’d
The work away, nor sign left, where it stood,
And of a river calm became a flood.

Tle turn’d, amaz'd to sce it troubled so,
Like sudden brooks, increas’d with molten snow ;
The billows fierce, that tossed to and fro,
The whirlpools suck’d down to their hosoms low ;
But on he went to search for wonders mo,
Through the thick trecs, there high and broad which
grow;
And in that forest huge, and desert wide,
The more he sought, more wonders still he spy'd :

Where’er he stepp’d, it scem’d the joyful ground
Renew'd the verdure of her flow’ry weed ;

A fountain here, a well-spring there he found;
Here bud the roses, there the lilics spread :
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The aged wood o’er and about him round

Flourish’d with blossoms new, new leaves, new seed ;
And on the boughs and branches of those trecn
The bark was soften’d, and renew’d the green:

The manna on each leaf did pearled lie;

The honey stilled from the tender rind :

Again he heard that wond’rous harmony

Of songs, and sweet complaints of lovers kind ;

The human voices sung a treblc high,

To which respond the birds, the streams, the wind ;
But yet unseen those nymphs, those singers

were,

Unseen the lutes, harps, viols, which they bear.,

1le look'd, he listen’d, yet his thoughts deny’d

‘To think that true, which he did hear and sec :

A myrtle in an ample plain he spy’d,

And thither by a beaten path went he ;

The myrtle spread her mighty branches wide,

Higher than pine, or palm, or cypress tree,
And far above all other plants was seen
That forest’s lady, and that deert’s queen.

Upon the tree his eyes Rinaldo bent,

And there a marvel great and strange began ;
An aged oak beside him cleft and rent,

And from his fertile, hollow womb, forth ran,
Clad in rare weeds and strange habiliment,

A nymgh, for age able to go to man;
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An hundred plants beside, ev'n in his sight,
Childed an hundred nymphs, so great, so dight.

Such as on stages play, such as we see

The dryads painted, whom wild satyrs love,

Whose arms half-naked, locks untrussed be,

With buskins laced on their legs above,

And silken robes tuck’d short above their knee,

Such seem’d the sylvan daughters of this grove;
Save, that instead of shafts and bows of trec,
She bore a lute, a harp or cittern she :

And wantonly they cast them in a ring,

And sung and danc’d to move his weaker scnse,

linaldo round about environing,

As does it's centre the circumference ;

The tree they compass’d eke, and >gan to sing,

That woods and streams admir’d their excellcnce—
Welcome, dear Lord, welcome to this sweet grove,
Welcome, our lady's hope, welcome, her love!

Thou com’st to cure our princess, faint and sick
Yor love, for loveé of thee, faint, sick, distress’d ;
Late black, late dreadful was this forest thick,
Fit dwelling for sad folk, with grief oppress’d ;
See, with thy coming how the branches quick
levived are, and in new blossoms dress’d !
This was their song ; and after from it went
Tirst a sweet sound, and then the wyrtle rent
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If antique times admir’d Silenus old,
Who oft appear'd sct on his lazy ass,
How would they wonder, if they had behold
Such sights, as from the myrtle high did pass!
Thence came a lady fair with locks of gold,
That like in shape, in face, and beauty was

To fair Armida; Rinald thinks he spies

Her gestures, smiles, and glances of her cyes:

On him a sad and smiling look she cast,
Which twenty passions strange at once bewrays;
And art thou come, queth she, return’d at last
To her, from whomn but late thou ran’st thy ways ?
Com’st thou to comfort me for sorrows past,
To easc my widow nights, and careful days?
Or comest thou to work me grief and harm ?
Why nilt thou speak, why not thy face disarm ?

Com’st thou a friend or foe? I did not frame

That golden bridge to entertain my foe ;

Nor open’d flow’rs and fountains, as you came,

To welcome him with joy, who brings me woe:

Put off thy helm; rejoice me withi the flame

Of thy bright cyes, whence first my fires did grow ;
Kiss me, embrace me ; if you further venture,
Love keeps the gate, the fort is eath to enter.

Thus as she wo. es, she rolls her rueful eyes

With piteous look, and changeth oft her chear;

An hundred sighs from her false heart up-fly ;

Shc sobs, she mourns, it is great ruth to hear:
VoL, II. . E
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The hardest breast sweet pity mollifies ;

What stony heart resists & woman’s tear?
But yet the knight, wise, wary, not unkind,
Drew forth his sword, and from her carcless twin’d:

Towards the trce he march’d; she thither start,
Beforce him stepp’d, embrac’d the plant, and cry’d—
Ah! never do me such a spiteful part,
To cut my trec, this forest’s joy and pride;
Put up thy sword, else pierce therewith the heart
Of thy forsaken and despis’d Armide;

For through this breast, and through this heart.

unkind,
To this fair trec thy sword shall passage find.

He lift his brand, nor car’d, though oft she pray’d,
And she her form to other shape did change;
Such monsters huge, when men in dreams are Iaid,
Oft in their idle funcics roam and range:
IIer body swell’d, her face obscure was made ;
Vanish’d her garments rich, and vestures strange :
A giantess before him high she stands,
Arm’d, like Briareus, with an hundred hands :

With fifty swords, and fifty targets bright,

Shethreaten’d death, she roar’d, she cry’d and fought ;

LEach other nymph, in armour likewisc dight,

A Cyclops great became ; he fear’d them nought,

But on the myrtle smote with all his might,

Which groan’d, like living souls, to death nigl
brought ;
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The sky seem’d Pluto’s court, the air scem’d hell,
Thercin such monsters roar, such spirits yell :

Lighten’d the heav’n above, the earth below
Roared aloud ; that thunder’d, and this shook:
Bluster'd the tempests strong ; the whirlwinds blow ;
The bitter storm drove hailstones in his look;
But yet his arm grew ncither weak nor slow,
Nor of that fury heed or care he took,
‘Till low to carth the wounded tree down bended;
Then {lcd the spirits all, the charms all ended.

The heav'ns grew clear, the air wax’d calm and
still,

The wood returned to its wonted state,

Of witcherafts free, quite void ol spirits ill,

Of horror {ull, but horror there innate :

IIe further try’d, if ought withstood his will

To cut those treces, as did the charms of late,
And finding nought to stop him, smil'd and said—
O shadows vain ! O fools, of shades afraid !

Trom thence home to the camp-ward turn'd the
knight;
The hernuit ery’d, up-starting from his scat,
Now of the wood the charins have lost their might ;
The sprites are conquer'd, ended s the feat ;
Scc where he comes !—Array’d in glitt’ring white
Appear’d the man, bold, statcly, high and great;
ITis cugle’s silver wings to shine begun
With wond’rous splendour "gainst the golden cu,

. r2
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The camp recciv’d him with a joyful cry,

A cry, the hills and dales about that fill'd ;

Then Godfrey welcom’d him with honours high;

His glory quench’d all spite, all envy kill’d :

To yonder dreadful grove, quoth he, went I,

And from the fearful wood, as me you will’d,
Have driven the sprites away; thither let be
Your people sent, the way is safe and free.

SAMUEL ROWLANDS.

T ue history of this author is quite unknown, except
that he was a prolific pamphletcer in the reigns of
Elizabeth, James I, and Charles I.  Ritson has mus-
tered a numerous catalogue of his works, to which the
compilers of the Censura Literaria have added some
articles. It has been remarked by the latter, that
his muse is generally found in low company, from
which it is inferred that he frequented the haunts of
dissipation, The conclusion is unjust — Fielding was
not a blackguard, though he wrote the adventures
of Jonathan Wild. His descriptions of contem-
porary follics have considerable humour. I think
he has afforded in the following story of Smug the
Smith a hint to Butler for his apologuc of vicarious
justice, in the casc of the brethren who hanged a
¢ poor weaver that was bed-rid,” instead of the
cobbler who had killed an Indian,
¢« Not out of malice, but pure zeal,
¢ Becausc he was an Infidel.”
Hudibras, part ii. canto 2. 1. 420,
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TRAGEDY OF SMUG THE SMITIl.
FROM THE NIGHT RAVEN.,

A smiTH for felony was apprehended,

And being condemn’d for having so oftended,
The townsmen, with a general consent,

Unto the judge with a petition went,

Affirming that no smith did ncar them dwell,
And for his art they could not spare him well ;
For he was good at cdge-tool, lock, and key,
And for a farricr most rare man, quoth they.
The discreet judge unto the clowns replied,
How shall the law be justly satisfied ?

A thief that steals must dic therefore, that’s flat.
O Sir, said they, we have a trick for that:

Two weavers dwelling in our town there are,
And one of them we very well can spare ;

Let %im be hang’d, we very humbly crave—
Nay, hang them both, so we the smith may save.
The judge he smiled at their simple jest,

And said, the smith would serve the hangman best.

THE VICAR.

FROM HIS EPIGRAMS, NO. 37.—IN THE LETTING OF HUMOUR’S
BLOOD, IN THE HEAD VEIN.—FIRST PUBLISHED IN 1600.

Ax honest vicar and a kind consort,

That to the ale-house friendly would resort,
To have a game at tables now and than,

Or drink his pot as soon as any man;
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As fair a gamester, and as free from brawl,

As ever man should nced to play withal;

Because his hostess pledg’d him not carouse,
Rashly, in choler, did forswear her house:

Taking the glass, this was his oath he swore—

¢¢ Now, by this drink, I'll ne’er come hither more.”
But mightily his hostess did repent,

For all her guests to the next ale-house went,
Yollowing the vicar’s steps in cvery thing,

He led the parish even by a string ;

At length his ancient hostess did complain

She was undone, unless he came again ;

Desiring certain friends of hers and his,

To use a policy, which should be this:

Because with coming he should not forswear hin,
To save his oaths they on their backs should bear him,
Of this good course the vicar well did think,

And so they always carried him to drink.

. LIKE MASTER LIKE DLAN,

FROM ;l'"E KENAVE OF SPADES.
‘I'wo serving men, or rather two men-servers,
¥or unto God they were but ill deservers,
Conferr'd together kindly, knave with knave,
What fitting masters for their tarns they have.
** Mine,” quoth the one, ¢ is of a bounteous sprite,
And in the tavern will be drunk all night,
Spending most lavishly he knows not what,
But I have wit to make good usc of that:
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And is for tavern and for bawdy house,

P * * * * *

He hath somc humours very strange and odd,

As every day at church, and not serve God;

With sccret hidden virtues other ways,

As often on his knees, yet never prays.”

Quoth t'other, ¢ How dost prove this obscure

talk 2" —

¢ Why, man, he haunts the church that’s Paul’s, to
walk :

And for his often being on the knee,

*Tis drinking healths, as drunken humours be.”

« It’s passing good, I do protest,” quoth t'other,

¢« I think thy master be my master’s brother;

For surc in qualities they may be kin,

Those very humours he is daily in,

For drinking healths, and being churched so,

They cheek-by-jowl may with cach other go.

Then, pray thee, let us two in love go drink,

And on these matters for our profit think:

To handle such two masters turn us loosc ;

Shear thou the sheep, and I will pluck the goose.”

4

FOOLS AND BABES TELL TRUE.

FROM TME SAME,

Two friends that met would give cach other wine,
And made their entrance at next bush and sign,
Calling for claret, which they did agree,

(The scason hot) should qualified be
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With water and sugar: so the same being brought

By a new boy, in vintner's tricks untaught,

They bad him quickly bring fair water in,

Who look’d as strange as he amaz’d had bin,

« Why dost not stir,” quoth they, ¢ with nimble
tect 2

¢ *Cause, gentlemen,” said he, ¢ it is not meet

To put in too much water in your drink,

For there’s enough alrcady, sure, I think;

Richard the drawer, by my troth I vow,

Put in great store of water even now.”

THE MARRIED SCHOLAR.

A SCHOLAR, newly enter’d marriage life,

Following his study, did offend his wife,

Because when she his company expected,

By bookish business she was still neglected ;

Coming unto his study, ¢ Lord,” quoth she,

¢¢*Can papers cause you love them more than me?

I would 1 were transform'd into a book,

That your affection might upon me look!

But in my wish withal be it dccreed,

I would be such a book you love to read.

Husband (quoth she) which book’s form should I
take 2’

¢« Marry,” said he, “’twere best an almanack:

The reason wherefore I do wish thee so,

Is, every year we have a new, you know.”



JOHN DONNE, D.D.

BORN 1573.—DIED 1631.

Thar life of Donne is more interesting than his
poetry. Ilc was descended from an ancient family ;
his mother was related to Sir Thomas More, and
to Heywood, the cpigrammatist. A prodigy of
youthtul learning, he was entered of Hart Hall,
now Hertford College, at the unprecedented age of
cleven: he studied afterwards with an extraordinary
thirst for general knowledge, and seems to have
consumed a considerable patrimony on his educa-
tion and travels. Ilaving accompanied the Larl of
Essex in his expedition to Cadiz, he purposed to have
sct out on un extensive course of travels, and to have
visited the holy sepulchre at Jerusalem.  hough
compelled to give up his design by the insuperable
dangers and difliculties of the journcy, he did not
come home till his mind had been stored with an ex-
tensive knowledge of foreign languages and manners,
by a residence in the south of Furope. On his re-
turn to FEngland, the Lord Chancellor Ellesmere
made him his sceretary, and toek him to his house,
There he formed a mutual attachment to the niece
of Lady Ellesmere, and without the mcans or pro-
~pect of support, the lovers thought proper to marry.
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The lady’s father, Sir George More, on the declara-
tion of this step, was so transported with rage, that
he insisted on the chancellor’s driving Donne from
his protection, and even got him imprisoned, to-
gether with the witnesses of the marriage. Ile was
soon released from prison, but the chancellor would
not again take him into his scrvice ; and the brutal
father-in-law would not support the unfortunate
pair. In their distress, however, they were sheltered
by Sir Francis Woolcy, a son of Lady Lllesmere
by a former marriage, with whom they resided for
several years, and were treated with a kindness that
mitigated their sense of dependance.

Donne had been bred a catholic, but on mature
reflection had made a conscientious renunciation of
that faith, Onc of his warm friends, Dr. Morton,
afterwards bishop of Durham, wished to have pro-
vided for him, by generously surrendering one of
his benefices : he therefore pressed him to take holy
orders, and to return to him the third dey with his
answer to the proposal. ¢ At hearing of this,” (says
his biographer,) ¢ Mr, Donnc's faint breath and per-
 plexed countenance gave visible testimony of an
 inward conflict. e did not howcver return his
¢ answer till the third day, when, with fervid thanks,
< he declined the offer, telling the bishop that there
¢ were some crrors of his life which, though long
«¢ repented of, and pardoned, as he trusted, by God,
¢ might yet be not forgotten by some men, and which
“ might cast a dishonour on the sacred office.” . We
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are not told what those irrcgularities were, but the
conscience which could dictate such an answer was
not likely to require great offences for a stumbling-
block. ‘This occurred in the poet’s thirty-fourth
year,

After the death of Sir . Wooley, his next pro-
tector was Sir Robert Drury, whom he accompanied
on an embassy to France. Ilis wife, with an attach-
ment as romantic as poet could wish for, had formed
the design of accompanying him as a page, It wason
this occasion, and to dissuade her from the design,
that he addressed to her the verses beginning, ¢ By
our first strange and fatal interview.” Isaac Wal-
ton relates, with great simplicity, how the poct, one
cvening, as he sat alone in his chamber in Paris, saw
the vision of his beloverd wife appear to him with a
dead infant in her arms, a story which wants only
credibility to be interesting. Ie had at last the good
fortune to attract the regard of King James; and,
at his majesty’s instance, as he might now consider
that he had outlived the remembrance of his former
follics, he was persuaded to become a clergyman. In
this capacity he was successively appointed chaplain
to the king, lecturer of Lincoln’s Inn, dean of St.
Dunstan in the west, and dean of St. Paul's, His
death, at a latc age, was occasioned by consump-
tion, Ile was buried in St. Paul’s, where his figure
vct remains in the vault of St. Faith’s, carved from
2 painting for which he sat a few days before his

‘cath, diessed in his winding-sheet.
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SONG.

SweETEST love, I do not go
For weariness of thee,

Nor in hope the world can shew
A fitter love for me.

But since that I

Must die at last, °tis best

Thus to use myself in jest

By feigned death to dic.

Yesternight the sun went hence,
And yet is here to-day;

He hath no desire nor sense,
Nor half so short a way:

Then fear not me,

But believe that I shall make
Hasticr journeys, since I take
More wings and spurs than he.
* * * * *

THE BREAK OF DAY.

StAY, oh sweet! and do not rise :

The light that shines comes from thine eyes;
The day breaks not—it is my heart,
Because that you and I must art.

Stay, or else my joys will die,

And perish in their infancy.
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*Tis true, it's day—what though it be?

O wilt thou therefore rise from me ?

Why should we rise because 'tis light ?

Did we lie down because ’twas night ?

Love, which in spite of darkness brought us hither,
Should, in despite of light, keep us together.

Light hath no tongue, but is all eye;

If it could speak as well as spy,

This were the worst that it could say,

That, being well, I fain would stay,

And that I lov’d my leart and honour so,
That I would not from her that had them go.

Must business thee from hence remove ?

O, that’s the worst disease of love!

The poor, the foul, the false, love can

Admit, but not the busy man.

He which hath business and makes love, doth do
Such wrong as when a marricd man doth woo.

THE DREAM..

Imace of her whom I love more than she
Whose fair impression in my faithful heart
Makes me her medal, and makes her love me
As kings do coins, to-which their stamps impart
The value—go, and take my heart from hence,
Which now is grown too great and good for me.
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Honours oppress weak spirits, and our sense
Strong objects dull; the more, the less we see.
‘When you are gone, and reason gone with you,
Then phantasy is queen, and soul, and all ;

She can present joys meancr than you do,
Convenient, and more proportional,

So if I dream I have you, I have you,

For all our joys are but fantastical,

And so I scape the pain, for pain is true;

And slecp, which locks up sense, doth lock ovt all.
After such a fruition I shall wake,

And, but the waking, nothing shall repent;

And shall to love more thankful sonnets make,
Than if more honour, tears, and pains, were spent,
But, dearest heart, and dearer image, stay;

Alas! truc joys at best are drecams cnough,
Though you stay here you pass too fast away,

For even at first life’s taper is a snuff,

I1ll’d with her love, may 1 be rather grown

Mad with much heart, than ideot witl. none.

ON THE LORD HARRINLIGY, &

TO THE COUNTESS OF BEDFORD.

I'air soul! which wast not only, as all soul- be,
Then when thou wast intused, harmony,

But didst continue so, and now dost bear

A part in God’s great orga, thi< -whole spherc :
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If looking up to God, or down to us,

Thou find that any w~y is pervious

*Twixt heav’n and earth, and that men’s actions do
Come to your knowledge and affections too,

Sce, and with joy, me to that good degree

Of goodness grown, that I can study thee;

And by these meditations refin’d,

Can unapparel and enlarge my mind ;

And so can make, by this soft extacy,

This place a map of heav’'n, myscll of thee.

Thou sce’st me here at midnight now all rest,
Time's dead low-water, when all minds divest
To-morrow’s business, when the lab’rers have
Such rest in bed, that their last churchyard grave,
Subject to change, will scarce be a ty pe of thie,
Now, when the client, whose last hearirg is
To-morrow, sleeps; when the condemued man,

( Who, wlicn he opes his cyes, must shut thom, then,
Again by death!) although sad watch he Leep,
Doth practise dying by a little sleep.

Thou at this midnight scest me, and as soon

As that sun rises, to mc midnight’s noon ;

All the world grows transparent, ‘and 1 sce
Through all, both church and statc, in secing thee.
# = * * * * * *
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OF this author I have been able to obtain no farther
information, than that he belonged to the Inner
Temple, and translated a great number of John
Owen’s Latin epigrams into English, ITis songs,
sonnets, and clegies, bear the date of 1631. Ine
different as the collection is, entirc picces of it are
pilfercd.

FROM SONGS, SONNETS, AND ELEGIES, BY T. PICKE.

THE night, say all, was madc for rest;
And so say I, but not for all;

To themn the darkest nights are hest,
Which give them leave asleep to fall;
But I that scek my rest by light,

Hate sleep, and praise the clearest night.

Bright was the moon, as bright as day,
And Venus glitter’d in the west,
Whose light did lead the ready way,
That led me to my wished rest;

Then each of them cncreas’d their light,
While I enjoy’d her heavenly sight.
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Say, geatle dames, what mov’d your mind
To shine so bright above your wont?
Would Pheebe fair Endymion find,
Would Venus see Adonis hunt ?

No, no, you feared by her sight,

To lose the praise of beauty bright.

At last for shame you shrunk away,

And thought to reave the world of light,
Then shone my dame with brighter ray,
Than that which comes from Pheebus® sight :
None other light but hers I praisc,

Whose nights are clearer than the days.

se———
GEORGE HERBERT.

BORN 1503.—DIED 1032.

“ Hovry George ITerbert,” as he is generally called,
was prebendary of Leighton Bromswold, in Leices-
tershire.  Though Bacon is said to have consulted
him about his writings, his memory*is chiefly indeht-
cd to the affectionate mention of old Isaac Walton.

FROM IlIS POEMS, ENTITLED, THE TEMPLE, OR
SACRED POEMS AND PIOUS EJACULATIONS.
SweErT day, so cool, so calm, so bright,
‘The bridal of the earth and sky,
Nweet dew- shall weep thy fall to-night,
For thou must die.
VOL. I1. G



Y2 JOUN MARSTON.

Sweet rose, whose hue, angry and brave,
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye,
Thy root is ever in its grave,
And thou must dic.
Swecet spring, full of swcet days and roscs,
A box where swects compacted lie;
My music shews you have your closes,

And all must die.
Only a swect and virtuous soul,
Like season’d timber, never gives,

But when the whole world turns to coal,
Then chiefly lives,

JOHNN MARSTON.
DIED 1034,

Turs writer was the antagonist of Jonson in the
drama, and the rival of Bishop Hall in =atire?, though
confessedly inferior to them both in their respective
walks of poctry. While none of his biographers seem
to know any thing about him, Mr. Gifford (in his
Memoirs of Ben Jonson) conccives that Wood has
unconsciously noticed him as a gentleman of Co-
ventry, who married Mary, the daughtcr of the Rev.
W. Wikes, chaplain to King James, and rector of St.

1 He wrotc the Scourge of Villany, three books of satires, 1599.
He was also author of the Metamorphosis of Pigmalion’s Image,
and certain Satires, published 1598, which makes bis date s
satirist nearly coeval with that of Bishop al.
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Martin, in Wiltshire, According to this notice, our
poet died at London, in 163-1, and was buried in the
church belonging to the Temple. These particu-
lars agree with what Jonson said to Drummond re-
specting this dramatic opponent of his, in his con-
versation at Hawthornden, viz. that Marston wrote
his futher-in-law’s preachings, and his father-in-law
Marston’s comedics.  Marston’s comedics are some-
what dull ; and it is not diflicult to conceive a witty
sermon, of those days when puns were scattered from
the pulpit, to have been as lively as an indifferent
comedy. Marston is the Crispinus of Jonson's
Poetaster, where e is treated somewhat less con-
temptuously than his companion Dewmetrius (Dek-
ker) ; an allusion is ¢ven made to the respectability
of his birth. Both he and Dekker were afterwards
reconciled to Jonson ; but Marston’s reconcilement,
though he dedicated his Malecontent to his propi-
tiated cnemy, scems to have been subject to relapses.
It is amusing to find Langbaine descanting on the
chaste purity of Marston as a writer, and the author
of the Biographia Dramatica transcribing the com-
pliment immediately before the enumeration of his
plays, which are stuffed with obscenity. To this
disgraceful characteristic of Marston an allusion is
made in ¢ The Return from Parnassus,” where it is
said,

+¢ Give him plain naked words, stript from their

shirts, -
¢« That might beseem plain-dealing Arctine.”
G2
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FROM SOPHONISBA, A TRAGEDY.
ACT V, SCENE LT

SOPHONISBA, the daughter of Asdrubal, has been wooed by
Syphax and Massini<sa, rival hings of Africa, and both the allies
of Carthage.  She prefers Massinissa; and Syphax, indignant at
her refusal, revolts to the Romaus. Massinissa, on the night of
his marriage, is summoned to the assistance of the Carthaginians,
on the alurm of Scipio’s invasion, The senate of Carthage, not-
withstanding Massinissa’s fidelity, decree that Syphax shall be
tempted back to them by the offer of Sophonisba in marriage.
Sophonisha is on the point of being sacrificed to the enforced
nuptials, when Massinissa, who had been apprised of the treachery
of Carthage, attachs the troops of Syphax, joins the Romans, and
brings Syphax a captive to Scipio’s feet.  Syphax, in his jus-
tification to Scipio, pleads, that his love for Sophonisba alone had
tempted bim to revolt from Rome.  Scipio thercfore orders that
the daughter of Asdrubal, when taken prisoner, shall belong to
the Romans alone.  Lelius and Massinissa march on to Cirta, and
storm the palace of Syphax, where they find Sophonisba.

The cornets sounding a march, MAssINISsA cnters
wilh his beaver up.
Vass, Marcn to the palace!
Sopk. Whate’er man thou art,
Of Lybia thy fair arms speak, give heart
To amuz’d weakness : hear her that for long time
Hath seen no wished light. Sophonisba,
A name for misery much known, ’tis she
Intreats of thy grac'd sword this only boon :
Let me not kneel to Rome; for though no causc
Of mine deserves their hate, though Massinissa
Be ours to heart, yet Roman generals
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Make proud their triumphs with whatever captives.
O 'tis a nation which from soul I fear,
As one well knowing the much grounded hate
They bear to Asdrubal and Carthage blood !
Therefore, with tears that wash thy feet, with hands
Unus’d to beg, I clasp thy manly kncees.
O save me from their tetters and contempt,
Their proud insults, and more than insolence !
Or if it rest not in thy grace of breath
"To grant such freedom, give me long-wish'd death ;
For ’tis not much loath’d life that now we crave—
Only an unsham’d death and silent grave,
We will now deign to bend for.
Muss, Rarity !
By thee and this vight hand thou shait live free!
Sopk. We cannot now be wretched.
Mass. Stay the sword!
Let slaughter cease ! sounds, soft as Leda’s breast,
[Soft music.
Slide through all cars! this night be love's high feast.
Soph. O’erwhelm me not with swects ; let me not
drink
Till my breast burst! O Jove! thy nectar, think—
[She sinks into MASSINISSA’S arms.
Mass, She is o’ercome with joy.
Soplk. Help, help to bear
Some happiness, ye powers! I've joy to spare
Enough to make a god! O Massinissa !
Mass. Yeace:
A silent thinking makes full joys increase.
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Enter Lrrius.

Lel. Massinissa !

Alass. Lelius!

Lel. Thinc ear.

Mass. Stand oft!

Lel. From Scipio thus : by thy late vow of fuith.
And mutual league of endless amity,
As thou respect’st his virtue or Rome’s force,
Deliver Sophonisha to our hand.

Mass. Sophonisha!

Lel. Sophonisba.

Soph. My lord
Looks pale, and frem his half-burst cyes a flame
Of deep disquict breaks! the gods turn false
My sad presage.

Mass. Sophonisba!

Lel. Even she.

Mass. She kill'd not Scipio’s father, nor his uncle,
Great Cncius.

Lel, Carthage did.

Muass. To her what’s Carthage?

Lel. Know ’twas her father, Asdrubal, struck off
His father’s head, Give place to faith and fate,

Mass. ’Tis cross to honour,

Lel. But ’tis just to state.
So speaketh Scipio: do not thou detain
A Roman prisoner due to this great triumph,
As thou shalt answer Rome and him.

Mass. Lelius,
We are now in Rome’s power. Lelius,
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View Massinissa do a loathed act
Most sinking from that state his heart did keep.
Look, Lelius, look, sce Massinissa weep !
Know I have made a vow more dear to me
Than my soul’s endless being,  She shall rest
Free from Rome's bondage!
Lel, But thou dost forget
Thy vow, yet fresh thus breath’d.  When I desist
To be commanded by thy virtue, Scipio,
Or fall from friend of Rome, revenging gods
Afilict me with your tortures!
Mass. Lelius, enough :
Salute the Roman—tell him we will act
What shall amaze him.
Lel. Wilt thou yield her, then ?
Mass. She shall arrive there straight.
Lel, Best fate of men
To thec!
Muss. And, Scipio, have I liv'd, O Heavens !
To be enforcedly perfidious !
Sopk. What unjust grief aflicts my worthy lord?
Mass. Thunk me, ye gods, with much beholding-
ness ; *
For, mark, I do not curse you,
Soph. Tell me, swect,
The cause of thy much anguish.
Mass. I1a! the cause—
Let’s see—wreath back thine arms, bend down thy
neck,
Practisc base prayers, make fit thyself for bondage.
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Soph. Bondage !
Mass. Bondage! Roman bondage!
Soph. No, no'!
Mass. Tlow, then, have 1 vow’d well to Scipio?
Soph. Ilow, then, to Sophonisba?
Mass. Right: which way?
Run mad !—impossible—distraction !
Soph. Dcar lord, thy paticnce: let it “maze all
power,
And list to her in whose sole heart it rests,
To keep thy faith upright.
MMass. Wilt thou be slav’d?
Soph. No, free.
Mass. 1low, then, keep I my faith ?
Soph. My death
Gives help to all!  From Rome so rest we free:
So brought to Scipio, faith is kept in thee.
Enter Pacr with « bowl of wine.
Mauss. Thou dar’st not dic—some wine—thoun
dar’st not dic!
Soph, ¥ + » *
[She takes @ bowl into which MAssiNissA puts porson.|
Bebold ine, Massindssa, like thyself,
A king and soldicr; and, I pray thee, keep
My last command.
Mass. Speak, sweet.
Sopk. Dear! do not weep.
And now with undismay’d resolve behold,
To save you—you—(for honour and just faith
Arc most true gods, which we should much adore)
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With even disdainful vigour I give up

An abhorr’d life ! ¢ Ske drinks) You have been good
to me,

And I do thank thee, Ileaven, O my stars!

I bless your goodness, that, with breast unstain’d,

Faith pure, a virgin wife, tied to my glory,

I die, of female faith the long-liv'd story ;

Secure from bondage and all servile harms,

But more, most happy in my husband’s arms,

FROM ANTONIO AND MELLIDA.
ACT IIL. SCENE I.

Represeuting the aflliction of fallen greatness in Andrugio, Duke
of Genoa, aiter he has been defeated by the Venetians, pro-
seribed by his countrymen, and et with only two attendants
in lis flight.

Enter ANDRUGI10 in armour, Luc1o with a shepherd’s

gown in his hand, and « PAGE,
And. Ts not yon gleam the shuddering morn, that
flakes

With silver tincture the east verge of heaven ?

Luc. 1 think it is, so please your excellence.
Aud, Away! T have no excellence to please.

Prithec observe the custom of the world,

That only flatters greatness, states exalts ;

And please my excellence! Oh, Lucio,

Thou hast been ever held respected, dear,

Even precious to Andrugio’s inmost love,

Good, flatter not. Nay, if’ thou giv’st not faith

That T am wretched ; oh, read that, read that.
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* * * * #* * * *

My thoughts are fix’d in contemplation
Why this huge earth, this monstrous animal,
That eats her children, should not have eyes and
ears.
Philocophy maintains that Naturc’s wisc,
And forms no useless or imperfect thing.
Did nature make the carth, or the earth nature?
Tor carthly dirt makes all things, makes the man
Moulds me up honour; and, like a cunning Dutcii-
man,
Paints me a puppet even with sceming breath,
And gives a sot appearance of a soul.
(io to, go to; thou liest, philosophy;
Nature torms thinys imperfect, useless, vain.
Why made she not the earth with eyes and cars?
"That she might see desert, and hear niens’ plaints :
That when a soul is splitted, sunk with gricf,
[Tc might fall thus upon the breast of carth,
[{fe throus himsi!; on the ground.
And in her car, hallow his misery,
Fxclaiming thus: O, thou all-bearing earth,
Which men do gape for, till thou cramn’st their
mouths,
And choak’st their throats with dust: open thy
breast,
And let me sink into thee, Look who knocks :
Andrugio calls. But, oh! she’s deaf and blind.
A wretch but lean relicf on carth can find.
Luc. Sweet lord, abandon passion, and disarm,
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Since by the fortune of the tumbling sea,
We are roll'd up upon the Venice marsh,
Let’s clip all fortune, lest more low'ring fate——
Aud. More low'ring fate ? Oh, Lucio, choke that
breath.
Now I defy chance. Fortune’s brow hath frown’d,
Even to the utmost wrinkle it can bend :
Her venom’s spit.  Alas, what country rests,
What son, what comfort that she can deprive?
Triumphs not Venice in my overthrow ?
Gapes not my native country for my blood ?
Lies not my son tomb'd in the swelling main ?
And is more low’ring fate? There’s nothing left
Unto Andrugio, but Andrugio:
And that nor mischicf, force, distress, ror hell, can
take,
Fortune my fortunes, not my mind shall shake.
Luc. Spoke like yourselt: but give me leave, my
lord,
To wish your safety. If you arc but scen,
Your arms display you; therefore put them off,
And take
And. Wouldst have me go unarm’d among my
foes ?
Being besieg’d by passion, entering lists,
To combat with despair and mighty griet’;
1y soul beleaguer’d with the crushing strength
Of sharp impaticnce, Al, Lucio, go unarm’d?
Come soul, resume the valour of thy birth ;
\yselt, myeclf, will darc all opposites:
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I’ll muster forces, an unvanquish’d power ;
Cornets of horse shall press th’ ungrateful carth,
This hollow wombed mass shall inly groan,
And murmur to sustain the weight of arms -
Ghastly amazement, with upstarted hair,

Shall hurry on before, and usher us,

Whilst trumpets clamour with a cound of dcath.

Luc. Peace, good my lord, your speech is all too

light.
Alas! survey your fortuncs, look what’s left
Of all your forces, and your utinost hopes,
A weak old man, a page, and your poor sclf.

And. Andrugio lives, and a fair cause of arms;
Why that’s an army all invincible.

e, who hath that, hath a battalion royal,
Armour of proof, huge troops of barbed stecds,
Main squares of pikes, illions of arquebuse.
Oh, a fair cause stands firm, and will abide ;
Legions of angels fight upon her side.

Luc. Then, noble spirit, slide in strange disguisc
Unto some gracious prince, and sojourn there,
Till time and fortune give revenge firm means.

And. No, I'll not trust the honour of a man:
Gold is grown greal, and makes perfidiousness
A common waiter in most princes courts:

He’s in the check-roll: I'll not trust my blood :
I know none breathing but will cog a dye
Yor twenty thousand double pistolets.
How gocs the time?
Luc. 1 saw no sun to-day.
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And. No sun will shine where poor Andrugio
breathes :
My soul grows heavy: boy, let’s have a song;
Well sing yet, faith, even in despite of fate.

FROM TIIE SAME.

ACT 1V,

Andr. CoMmg, Lucio, let’s go cat—what hast thou
got?
Roots, roots? Alas! they’re sceded, new cut up.
O thou hast wronged nature, Lucio;
But boots not much, thou but pursu’st the world,
That cuts off virtue *fore it comes to growth,
Lest it should sced, and so o’errun her son,
Dull, pore-blind error. Give me water, boy ;
There is no poison in’t, I hope: they say
That lurks in massy plate; and yet the carth
Is so infected with a general plague,
That he's most wise that thinks there’s no man fool,
Right prudent that esteems no creature just ;
Great policy the least things to mistrust,
Give me assay. Iow we mock greatness now !
Lucio. A strong conceit is rich, so most men deem;
If not to be, ’tis comfort yct to scem,
Andr. Why, man, I never was a prince till now.
*Tis not the bared pate, the bended knecs,
Gilt tipstaves, Tyrian purple, chairs of statc,
Troops of picd butterflies, that flutter still
In greatness’ summen, that confirm a prince;
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*Tis not th' 11nsa\'ou}y breath of multitudcs,
Shouting and clapping with confused din,

That makes a prince. No, Lucio, he’s a king,
A true right king, that darcs do ought save wrong
Fears nothing mortal but to be unjust ;

Who is not blown up with the flattering puils

Of spungy sycophants; who stands unmov’d,
Despite the justling of opinion;

Who can enjoy himself, maugre the throng,

‘i'hat strive to press his quict out of him;

Who sits upon Jove’s footstool, as I do,
Adoring, not aftecting majesty ;

Whose brow is wreathed with the silver crow::
Of clear content : this, Lucio, is a king,

And of this empire every man’s possess’d

That’s worth his soul.

GEORGE CHAPMAN.

BORN 1557.—~DIED 1634.

Geonce CuapMAN was born at Hitching-hill?, iu
the county of Hertford, and studied at Oxford.
From thence he repaired to London, and became
the friend of Shakspeare, Spenser, Danicl, Mar-
low, and other contemporary men of genius. Ile

t William Brown, the pastoral poet, calls him  the learned
Shepherd of fair Hitching-hill.”
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was patronized by Prince Henry and Carr Earl
of Somerset. The death of the one, and the dis-
grace of the other, must have injured his prospects:
but he is supposed to have had some place at court,
cithier under King James or his consort Anne, He
lived to an advanced age; and, according to Wood,
wus a person of reverend aspect, religious, and tem-
perate. Inigo Jenes, with whom he lived on terms
of intimate friendship, planned and erccted a monu-
ment to his memory over his burial-place, on the
south side of St. Giles’s church in the fields; but it
was unfortunately destroyed with the ancient church.

Chapman seems to have been a favourite of his
own times; and in a subsequent age, his version
of Homer excited the raptures of Waller, and was
diligently consulted by Pope. The latter speaks
of its daring fire, though he owns that it is clouded
by fustian. Webster, his fellow dramatist, praises
his full and heightenced style, a character which he
does not deserve in any favourable sense ; for his
diction is chiefly marked by barbarous ruggedness,
false elevation, and extravagant metaphor. The
drama owes him very little : his Bussy D’Ambois is
a piece of frigid atrocity, and in the Widow's Tears,
where his heroine Cynthia falls in love with a cen-
tinel guarding the corpse of her husband, whom she
was bitterly lamenting, he has dramatised onc of the
most puerile and disgusting legends ever fabricated
for the disparagement of female constancy,
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FROM THE COMEDY OF ALL FOOLS.

Specch of Valerio to Rynaldo, in answer to his bitter invective
against the Sex,

I TeLL thee love is nature’s second sun,
Causing a spring of virtues where he shines.
And as without the sun, the world’s great eye,
All colours, beauties, both of art and nature,
Are giv’n in vain to men; so without love
All beauties bred in women arc in vain,
All virtues born in men lie buried,
For love informs them as the sun doth colours.
And as the sun, reflecting his warm beams
Against the carth, begets all {ruits and flowers,
So love, fair shining in the inward man,
Brings forth in him the honourable fruits
Of valour, wit, virtue, and haughty thoughts,
Brave resolution, and divine discoursc.
O ’tis the paradise! the heaven of carth!
And didst thou know the comfort of two licarts
In onc delicious harmony united,
As to joy one joy, and think both one thought,

Live both one lifc, and there in double life,
* * * * * * * »*

Thou wouldst abhor thy tongue for blasphemy.

PRIDE.
FROM THE SAME
0, the good gods,
How blind is pride! What cagles arc we still
In matters that belong to other men'!
What beetles in our own!-——
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A SON APPEASING HIS FATHER BY SUBMISSION,
AFTER A STOLEN MARRIAGE.

FROM THE SAME.

Persons.— Gostanso, the father; Valerio, the son; Mare. Antonio
and Rynaldo, friends; and Gmti'ana, the bride of Pulerio.

Ryn. CoME on, I say;
Your father with submission will be calm’d ;
Come on; down on your knecs.
Gost. Villain, durst thou
Presume to gull thy father? dost thou not
Tremble to see my bent and cloudy brows
Ready to thunder on thy graccless head,
And with the bolt of my displeasure cut
The thread of all my living from thy life,
For taking thus a beggar to thy wife 2
Val. Father, if that part I have in your blood,
If tears, which so abundantly distil
Out of my inward eyes; and for a need
Can drown these outward (lend me thy handher-
chief),
And being indeed as many drop's of blood,
Issuing from the crcator of my heart,
Be able to beget so much compassion,
Not on my lifc, but on this lovely dame,
Whom I hold dearer
Gost. Out upon thee, villain.
Marc. Ant. Nay, good Gostanzo, think you are a
father.
VoL, 1. H
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Gost. T will not hear a word ; out, out upon thee:
Wed without my advice, my love, my knowledge,
Ay, and a beggar too, a trull, a blowze?

Ryn. You thought not so last day when you

offer’d her
A twelve month’s board for one night’s lodging with
her, ‘

Gost. Go to, no more of that, peace, goud

Rynaldo,
1t is a faule that only ghe and you know.
Ryn. Well, sir, go on, 1 pray.
Gost. Have I, fond wretch,
With utmost care and labour brought thee up,
Ever instructing thee, omitting never
The oflice of a kind and careful father,
'T'o make thee wise and virtuous like thy father *
AAnd hast thou in one act cverted all ?
FProclaim'd thysclf to all the world a fool 2
To wed a beggar ?
Vul. Father, say not so.
Gost. Nay, she's thy own; here, risc fool, take
her to thee,
Live with her still, I know thou count’st thyself
Happy in soul, only in winning her:
Be happy still, here, take her hand, enjoy her.
Would not a son hazard his father’s wrath,
1lis reputation in the world, his birthright,
T'o have but such a mess of broth as this?
Murc. Anf. Be not so violent, I pray you, good
Gostanzo,
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Take truce with passion, licence your sad son,
To speak in his excuse.
Gost, What? what excuse ?
Can any orator in this case excuse him?
What can he say? what can be said of any?
Val. Alas, sir, hear me, all that I can say
In my excuse, is but to shewrlove’s warrant.
Gost. Notable wag.
Vel. 1 know I have committed
A great impiety, not to move you first
Before the dawme, I meant to make my wife.
Consider what I am, yet young, and grecn,
Behold what she is; is there not in her
Ay, in her very eye, a power to conquer
iven age itself and wisdom ? Call to mind,
Swect father, what yourself' being young have
been,
Think what you may be; for I do not think
The world so far spent with you, but you may
Look back on such a beauty, and 1 hope
To sec you young again, aund to live long
With young affections ; wisdom makes a man
Live young for ever: and wherc is this wisdom
If not in you? alas, I know not what
Rest in your wisdom to subdue affections ;
But I protest it wrought with me so strongly,
That I had quite been drowned in seas of tears,
Had I not taken hold in happy time
Of this sweet hand, my heart had becn consum'd
T’ a heap of ashes with the flames of love,
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Had it not sweetly been assuag’d and eool'd

With the moist kisses of these sugar’d lips.

Gost. O puissant wag, what huge large thongs he
ciats
Out of his friend Fortunio's stretching leather.
Murc. Ant, lle knows he does it ut to blind my
eyes,

Gost. O cxcellent! these men will put up any
thing.

I'al. Had I not had her, T had lost my life:

Which life indeed 1 would have lost before

1 liud displeased you, had I not receiv'd it

From such a kind, a wise, and honour’d father
Gost. Notable boy.

I'al. Yet do I here renounce

Love, life and all, rather than one hour longer

Indure to have your love eclipsed from me.
Grat. O, 1 can hold no longer, if thy words

Be us'd in carnest, my Valerio,

Thou wound’st my heart, but I know tis in jest.
Gosé. No, I'll be sworn she has her liripoop too.
Gral. Didst thou not swear to Jove me, spite of

father and all the world?

That nought should sever us but death itself?

Val. 1 did; but if my father

‘Will have his son forsworn, upon his soul

The blood of my black perjury shall lie,

For 1 will seck his favour though I dic.

Gust. No, no, live still my son, thou well shalt
know
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I havc a father’s heart: comic, join your hands,
Still keep thy vows, and live together still,
Till cruel death set foot betwixt you both.
Fal. O speak you this in carnest?
Gost. Ay, by heaven'!
Val. And never to recall it?
Gost, Not till death.,

THOMAS RANDOLPIL

BORN 1005.—DIED 1034.

Tiomas Raxvorrenr was the son of a steward to
Lord Zouch, Ie was a king's scholar at West-
minster, and obtained a fellowship at Cawmbridge.
Ilis wit and learning endeared him to Ben Jonson,
who owned him, like Cartwright, as his adopted son
in the Muses,  Unhappily he followed the taste of
Ben not only at the pen but at the bottle; and he
closed his life in poverty, at the age ol twenty-nine,
a date lamentably premature, when we consider thy
promises of his genius.  His wit and humour are
very conspicuous in the Puritan characters, whom
he supposes the spectators of his scenes in the
Muse’s Looking Glass. Throughout the rest of
that drama (though it is on the whole his hest per-
formance) he unfortunately prescribed to himseit
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too hard and confined a system of dramatic cffect.
Professing simply,
“in single scenes to shew,

How comedy presents each single vice

Ridiculous,”
he introduces the vices and contrasted humours of
human nature in a tissue of unconnected personifica-
tions, and cven refines his representations of abstract
character into conflicts of speculative opinion.

For his skill in this philosophical pagcantry the
poct speaks of being indcbted to Aristotle, and pro-
bably thought of his play what Voltaire said of one
of his own, *“this would please you, if" you were
Greeks.” The female critic’s reply to Voltaire was
very reasonable, ¢ but we are not Greeks,”  Judging
of Randolph however by the plan which he professcd
to follow, his exccution is vigorous : his idcal cha-
racters are at once distinct and various, and compact
with the expression which he purposes to give them.
I1e was author of five other dramatic picces, besides
miscellaneous pocms!,

Ilc died at the house of his friend, W. Stafford,
Esq. of Blatherwyke, in his native county, and was
buried in the adjacent church, where an appropriate
monument was crected to him by Sir Christopher,
afterwards Lord Ilatton,

1. Aristippus, or the Jovial Philosopher.- 2. The Coucceited
Pedlar.—3. The Jealons Lovers, a comedy.—4. Amyntas, or the
Tmpossible Dowry, a pastoral.—5. Ilcy for Honesty, Dowu with
Kuavery, a pastoral.
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INTHODUCTORY SCENE OF THE LOOKING-GLASS.

Enter Mr. Bird, the feather-man, and Mrs. Flowerdew, wife to §
haberdasher of small wares —the one having brought feathers
to the playhouse, the other pins and looking-glasses—two of
the sanctified fiaternity of Blach-friars,

Mrs. Flowerdcw. SEkr, brother, how the wicked
throng and crowd
To works of vanity ! not 4 nook or corner
In all this house of sin, this cave of filthiness,
This den of spiritual thieves, but it is stufl"d,
Stuft"'d, and scuff*d full, as is a cushion,
With tiie lewd reprobate.
Bird. Sister, were there not hefore inns—
Yes, I will say inns, (for my zeal bids me
Say filthy inns), enough to harhour such
As traveil’d to destruction the broad way,
Buttheybuild more and more—more shops of Satar
Mrs. I. Iniquity aboundeth, though pure zeal
Teach, preach, huff, pulf, and snulf at it; yet still,
Still it aboundeth ! ITad we seen a church,
A new built church, erccted north and south,
It had been sometliing worth the wondering at,
Dird, Good works arc done.
Mrs. F, 1 say no works are good;
Good works are merely popish and apocryphal.
Bird. But th’ bad abound, surround, yea, and
confound us.
No marvel now if playhouses increase,
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For they are all grown so obscene of latc,
That one begets another,
Mrs. F. Flat fornication!
1 wonder any body takes delight
To hear them prattle.
Bird. Nay, and I have heard,
That in a—tragedy, I think they call it,
They make no more of killing onc another,
Than you sell pins.
Mys. F. Or you sell feathers, brother;
But are they not hang’d for it?
Bird. Law grows partial,
And finds it but chance-medley : and their comcedies
Will abuse you, or me, or any body;
We cannot put our monics to increase
By lawful usury, nor break in quiet,
Nor put off our false wares, nor keep our wives
Finer than others, but our ghosts must walk
Ubpon their stages.
Mrs. F. Is not this flat conjuring,
To make our ghosts to walk ere we be dead ?
Bird. That’s nothing, Mrs. Flowerdew ! they will
play
The knave, the fool, the devil and all, for money.
Mrs. F. Impiety! O, that men endu’d with reason
Should have ne more grace in them!
DBird. Be there not other
Vocations as thriving, and more honest ?
Bailiffs, promoters, jzilors, and apparators,
Beadles and martials-men, the needful instruments
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Of the republic ; but to make themselves
Such monsters! for they are monsters—th’ are
monsters—
Base, sinful, shameless, ugly, vile, deform’d,
Pernicious monsters!
Mrs. F. I have heard our vicar
Call play-houscs the colleges of transgression,
Wherein the seven deadly sins are studied.
Bird. Why then the city will in time be made
An university of iniquity.
We dwell by Black-Friars college, where I wonder
Ilow that profane nest of pernicious birds
Dare roost themselves there in the midst of us,
So many good and well-disposed persons.
O impudence!
Myrs. I, It was a zealous prayer
I heard a brother make concerning play-houses.
Bird. Tor charity, what is’t ?
Mrs. I, That the Globe!
Whercin (quoth he) reigns a whole world of vice,
Had been consum’d; the Phaenix burnt to ashes;
The Fortune whipt for a blind whore;
I1c wonders how it >scaped demolishing Black-Triars
I’ th’ time of rcformation : lastly, he wish’d
‘The Bull might cross the Thames to the Bear-
garden,
A\nd there be soundly baited.
Bird. A good prayer!
t That the Globe, &c.—The Globe, the Phenix, the Fortune,
the Blackfriars, the Red Bull, and Bear Garden, were names ot
sevagal playhouses then in bei.yg
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AMrs, F, Indeed, it something pricks my conscience,
I come to sell *em pins and looking-glasscs.
Bird. T bave their custom, too, for all their
feathers ;
*Tis fit that we, which are sincere professors,
Should gain by infidels,

SPEECH OF ACOLASTUS THE EPICURE.
MUSES LOOKING-GLASS,

O! ~xow for an cternity of cating!

I would have

My senses feast together ; Nature envied us

In giving single pleasures.  Let me have

My cars, eyes, palate, nose, and touch, at once
Enjoy their happiness,  Lay me in a bed

Made of a summer’s cloud; to my embraces
Give me a Venns hardly yet fifteen,

Fresh, plump, and active—she that Mars enjoy’d
Is grown too stale; and then at the same instant
My touch is pleas'd, I would delight my sight
With pictures of Diana and her nymphs

Naked and bathing, drawn by some Apclles;
By them some of our fairest virgins stand,

That I may sce whether ’tis art or nature
Which heightens most my blood and appetite.
Nor cease I here: give me the seven orbs,

To charm my ears with their eelestial lutes,

To which the angels that do move those spheres
Shall sing some am’rous ditty. Yet not here
Fix I my beunds: the sun himself shall fire
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The pheenix nest to make me a perfume,

While I do eat the bird, and eternally

Quaff oft eternal nectar! These, single, are
But torments ; but together, O together,

Each is a paradise! Having got such objects
To pleasc the senses, give me scnses too

[it to receive those objects ; give me, therefore,
An cagle’s eye, a blood-hound’s curious smell,
A stag's quick hearing; let my feeling be

As subtle as the spider’s, and my taste

Sharp as a squirrel’s—then P'll read the Alcoran,
And what delights that promises in future,

I'll practise in the present,

Colax, the flatterer, between the dismal plilosophier Anaisthetus
and the epiciure Acoluastus, accommodating his opinions to
both.

Acolastus, Tuex let's go drink a while,
Anaisthetus. *Tis too much labour, Happy Tar-

talus,
g . []
‘i'hat never drinks!
£ * * #* * * * *

Colaz, Sir, I commend this temperance. You
arm’d soul
Is able to contemn these petty baits,
These slight temptations, which we title pleasures,
That are indecd but names. Heav’n itself knows
No such like thing. The stars nor eat, nor drink,
Nor lic with one another, and you imitate
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Those glorious bodies ; by which noble abstinence
You gain the name of modcrate, chaste, and sober;
Whilc this effeminate gets the infamous terms
Of glutton, drunkard, and adulterer;
Pleasures that are not man's, as man is man,
But as his nature sympathies with beast.
You shall be the third Cato—this grave look
And rigid eyebrow will become a censor
But I will fit you with an objcct, Sir,
My noble Anaisthctus, that will please you;
It is a looking-glass, whercin at once
You may sce all the dismal groves and caves,
The horrid vaults, dark cells, and barren desarts,
With what in hell itsclf can dismal be!

Anaisth, This is, indeed, a prospect fit for me.

[ L.
Acolus. e cannot sce a stock or stone, but pre-
sently

Ilc wishes to be turn’d to one of thosc.
1 have another humour—~I cannot see
A fat voluptuous sow with full delight
Wallow in dirt, but 1 do wish mysclf
Transform'd into that blessed epicure

Or when I view the hot salacious sparrow,
* % * % % ¥ x %

1 wish mysclf that little bird of love.

Colax. It shews you a man of soft moving clay,
Not made of flint. Nature has been bountiful
T'o provide pleasures, and shall we be niggards
At plentiful boards?  II¢'s a discourteous guest
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That will observe a diet at a feast.

When Nature thought the carth too little

To find us meat, and therefore stored the air

With winged creatures ; not contented yet,

She made the water fruitful to delight us;

Nay, I believe the other element too

Doth nurse some curious dainty for man's food,

If we would use the skill to catch the salamander.

Did she do this to have us eat with temperance 2

Or when she gave so many different odours

Of spices, unguents, and all sorts of flowers,

She cried not, ¢ stop your noses.”” Would sl
give us

Se sweet a choir of wing’d musicians,

To have us deaf’? or when she placed us here—

Here, in a paradise, where such pleasing prospects,

So many ravishing colours, entice the cye,

Was it to have us wink?  When she bestow'd

So powerful faces, such commanding beauties,

On many glorious nymphs, was it to say,

Be chaste and continent? Not to enjoy

All pleasures, and at full, were to make Nature

Ciuilty of that she ne’er was gullty of—

A vanity in her works,

COLAX TO PHILOTIMLA, OR THE PROUD LADY,
Colaz. Mapan Supetbia,

You ’re studying the lady’s library,

The lovking-glass : ’tis well, so great a beauty
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Must have her ornaments; nature adorns

The peacock’s tail with stars; ’tis she arrays
The bird of paradise in all her plumecs,

She decks the ficlds with various flowers; ’tis she
Spangled the heavens with all their glorious lights;
She spotted th’ ermine’s skin, and arm’d the fish
In silver mail: but man she sent forth naked—
Not that he should remain so—but that he,
Endued with reason, should adorn himsell’

With every one of these. The silk-worm is
Only man’s spinster, clse we might suspect

That shc estcem’d the painted butterfly

Above her master-piece; you are the image

Of that bright goddess, therefore wear the jewels
Of all the East—let the Red Sea be ransack’d
"T'o make you glitter!

TILE PRAISE OF WOMAN.,
FROM HIS MISCELLANEOUS POEMS,

1T is a parricide to his mother’s name,

And with an impious hand murthers her fame,
That wrongs the praise of women ; that dares write
Libels on saints, or with foul ink requite

The milk they lent us!  Better sex! command
To your defence my more religious hand,

At sword or pen; yours was the nobler birth,

For you of man were made, man but of carth—
The son of dust ; and though your sin did brecd
His full, again you rais’d him in your sccd.
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Adam, in 's sleep, again full loss sustain’d,

That for onc rib a better half regain’d,

Who, had he not your blest creation seen,

In Paradisc an anchorite had been.

Why in this work did the creation rest,

But that Eternal Providence thought you best
Of all his six days' labour? Beasts should do
Ilomage to man, but man shall wait on you;
You are of comelier sight, of daintier touch,

A tender flesh, and colour bright, and such

As Parians sce in marble; skin more fair,
More glorious head, and far more glorious hair ;
iyes full of grace and quickness ; purer roses
Blush in your cheeks, a milder white composes
Your stately frouts; your breath, more swect than

his,
Breathes spice, and nectar drops at every kiss.
* * * * * * * *

1f, then, in bodics where the souls do dwell,
You better us, do then our souls excel?

No * * % % % & % * %
Boast we of knowledge, you are more than we,
You were the first ventur'd to pluck the tree;
And that more rhetoric in your tongues do lic,
Let him dispute against that dares deny

Your least commands; and not persuaded be
With Samson’s strength and David’s piety,

‘To be your willing captives.

* * * * * * * *
Thus, perfect creatures, if detraction rise
Against your sex, dispute hut with your cyes,
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Your hand, your lip, your brow, there will be sent
So subtle and so strong an argument,

Will teach the stoic his affections too,

And call the cynic from his tub to woo.

1. CORBET.

BORN 1582.—DIED 1635,

Tue anccdotes of this facetious bishop, quoted by
Ilcadley from the Aubrey MSS. would fill several
pages of a jest book. It is more to his honour to
be told, that though entircly hostile in his principles
to the Puritans, he frcquently softencd, with his
humane and characteristic pleasantry, the furious
orders against them which Laud enjoined him to
exceute. On the whole he does credit to the lite-
rary patronage of James, who made him dean of
Christ’s Church, and successively bishop of Oxford
and Norwich.

DR, CORBET’S JOURNEY INTO FRANCE.

I weNT from England into France,
Nor yet to learn to cringe nor dancc,
Nor yet to ride nor fence;

Nor did 1 go like one of those

That do return with half a nosc,
They carried trom hence.,
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But I to Paris rode along,

Much like John Dory in the song,
Upon a holy tide;

I on an ambling nag did get,

(I trust he is not paid for yct),
And spurr'd him on each side.

And to St. Denis fast we came,

To see the sights of Notre Dame,
(The man that shews them snulfiles),
Where who is apt for to belicve,
May sce our lady’s right arm slecve,
And eke her old pantoftles ;

Iler breast, her milk, her very gown
That she did wear in Bethlehem town,
When in the inn she lay ;

Yet all the world knows that’s a fable,
For so good clothes ne’er lay in stable,
Upon a lock of hay.

No carpenter could by his trade

Gain so much coin as to hawe made

A gown of so rich stuff;

Yet they, poor souls, think for their credit,
That they believe old Joseph did it,
*Cause he deserv’d enough,

There is one of the cross’s nails,
Which whoso sces his bonnet vails,
And, if he will, may kncel ;

YVOr. 11, ¥
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Some say ’twas false, “twas never so,
Yet, feeling it, thus much I know,
It is as true as steel.

There is a lanthorn which the Jews,
When Judas led them forth, did use,
It weighs my weight down right;
Rut to believe it, you miust think
The Jews did put a candle in’t,

And then ’twas very light.

There’s one saint there hath lost his nose,
Another’s head, but not his toes,

His clbow and his thumb ;

But when that we had seen the rags,

We went to the inn and took our nags,
And so away did come.

We came to Paris, on the Seinc,

*Tis wond’rous fair, *tis nothing clean,
*T'is Europe’s greatest town ;

IHow strong it is I necd not tell it,
For all the world may casily smell it,
That walk it up and down.

There many strange things are to sce,
The palace and great gallery,

The Place Royal doth excel,

The New Bridge, and the statues there,
At Notrec Dame St. Q. Patcr,

The steeple bears the bell.
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For learning the university,

And for old clothes the Frippery,
The house the queen did build.

St. Innocence, whose earth devours
Dead corps in four and twenty hours,
And there the king was kill’d.

The Bastile and St. Denis street,
The ShafHenist like London Fleet,
The Arsenal no toy;

But if you'll sce the prettiest thing,
Go to the court and see the king,
O ’tis a hopeful boy!

He is, of all his dukes and peers,
Reverenc’d for much wit at ’s ycars,
Nor must you think it much;

For he with little switch doth play,
And make fine dirty pies of clay,

O, never king made such!

A bird that can but kill a fly,

Or prate, doth please his majesty,
’Tis known to every one;

The Duke of Guise gave him a parrot,
And he had twenty cannons for it,
For his new galleon.

O that I e’er might have the hap
To get the bird which in the map

Is call'd the Indian ruck;
12
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I'd give it him, and hope to be
As rich as Guise or Liviné,
Or else I had ill luck.

Birds ronnd about his chamber stand,
And he them fceds with his own hand,
*Fis his humility ;

And if they do want any thing,

"They necd but whistle for their king,
And lic comes presently.

But now, then, for thesc parts he must
Be enstiled Lewis the Just,

Great Ilenry’s lawful heir;

When to his stile to add more words,
They’d better call him king of birds,
Than of the great Navarre.

1Ie hath besides a pretty quirk,
I'aught him by nature, how to work
In iron with much easc ;

Sometimes to the forge he goes,
There he knocks and there he blows,
And makes both locks and keys;

Which puts a doubt in every one,
Whether he be Mars or Vulcan’s son,
Sume few believe his mother;

But let them all say what they will,

I came resolv’d, and so think still,

As much th’ one as th’ other.
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The people too dislike the youth,
Alleging rcasons, for, in truth,
Mothers should honour’d be;

Yet others say, he loves her rather
As wecll as ere she lov’d his father,
And that’s notoriously ——

The qucen, a pretty litile wench,

Was born in Spain, speaks little French,
She's ne’er like to be mother;

For her incestuous house could not
Have children which were not begot
By uncle or by brother.

Now why should Lewis, being so just,
Content himself to take his lust

With his Lucina’s matc,

And sufler his little pretty queen,
From all her race that yet hath been,
So to degenerate,

*Twere charity for to be known

To love other's children as his own,
And why? it is no shame,

Unless that he would greater be
Than was his father Henery,

‘Who men thought did the same.
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Tue dates of this author’s birth and death are both
unknown, though his living reputation, as the literary
associate of Jonson, Fletcher, Massinger, Dekker,
and Rowley, must have been considerable. 1f Oldys
be correct?, he was alive after Nov. 1627. Middle-
ton was appointed chronologer to the city of London
in 1620, and in 1624 was cited before the privy coun-
cil, as author of The Game of Chess.  The verses of
Sir W. Lower, quoted by Oldys, allude to the poet’s
white locks, so that he was probably born as early as
the middle of the 16th century. His tragicomedy,
The Witch, according to Mr, Malone, was written
anterior to Macbeth, and suggested to Shakspeare
the witcheratt scencry in the latter play. The songs
beginning ¢ Come away,” &c. and ¢ Black spirits,”
&c. of which only the two first words are printed in
Macbeth, arc found in the Witch, Independent of
having afforded a hint to Shakspcare, Middleton’s
reputation cannot be rated highly for the picces to
which his name is cxclusively attached. Ilis prin-
cipal efforts were in comedy, where he deals pro-

' MS, notes on Langbaine,
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fusely in grossness and buffoonery. The cheats and
debaucheries of the town are his favourite sources of
comiic intrigue. With a singular effort at the union
of the sublime and familiar, he introduces, in onc of’
his coarse drafts of London vice, an infernal spirit
prompting a country gentleman to the seduction of’
a citizen’s wife.

LEANTIO APPROACHING HIS HOME.
FROM THE TRAGEDY OF WOMEN BEWARE WOMEN.

How ncar I am now to a happiness

That earth exceeds not ; not another like it.
The treasures of the dcep are not so precious
As are the conceal’d comforts of & man

Lock’d up in woman’s love. I scent the air
Of blessings, when I come but near the house.
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth,
The violet bed’s not sweeter! Honest wedlock
Is like a banquetting house built in a garden,
On which the spring’s chaste flowers take delight
To cast their modest odours; whgn base lust,
‘With all her powders, paintings, and best pride,
Is but a fair house built by a ditch side.

* % * % Now for a welcome

Able to draw men’s envies upon man ;

A kiss, now, that will hang upon my lip

Az sweet as morning dew upon a rose,

And full as long.
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LEANTIO’S AGONY FOR THE DESERTION OF IIIS
WIFE.
FROM THE SAME,

Leantio, a man of humble fortune, has married a beautiful wife,
who is bascly seduced by the Duke of Florence. The duke,
with refined cruelty, invites them both to a feast, where he
lavishes his undisguised adwiration on his mistress. The scene
displays the feclings of Leantio, restrained by ceremony and
fear, under the insulting hospitality, at the conclusion of which
he is left alone with Tivia, a lady of the court, whe has fallen
in love with him, and wishes to attach his aflections.

Leantio. (Without noticing Livie.) Hasr thoun
left me then, Brancha, utterly?
O Brancha, now I miss thee! Oh! return,
And save the faith of woman. I ne’er felt
The loss of thee till now : ’tis an affliction
Of greater weight than youth was made to bear;
As if a punishment of after life
‘Were fall’n upon man here.  So new it is
To flesh and bloed ; so strange, so i::supportable;;
A torment ¢’en mistook, as if'a body
Whose death were drowning, must nceds therefore
suffer it
In scalding oil,
Livia. Swect »ir!
Lean. (Without noticing ker.) Aslong as minc eyo
saw thee,
I half enjoycd thee.
Liv, Sir!
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Lean. (Without noticing her.) Canst thou forget
The dear pains my love took? how it has watch’d
Whole nights together, in all weathers, for thee,
Yet stood in heart more merry than the tempest
‘That sung about minc cars, like dangcrous flatterers,
That can set all their mischicfs to sweet tuncs,
And then receiv’d thee from thy father’s window,
Into these arns, at midnight ; when we embrac’d
Ag if we had been statues only made for’t,

'T'o shew art’s life, so silent were our comforts;
And kiss’d as if our lips had grown together.
Lyv. This makes me madder to enjoy him now.
Lean. ( Without noticing her.) Canst thou forget
all this, and better joys
I'hat we met after this, which then new kisses
Took pride to praise?
Liv. 1 shall grow madder yet :—Sir!
Lean, (Without noticing her.) This cannot be but
of some closc bawd’s working :—
Cry mercy, lady! What would you say to me?
My sorrow makes me so unmannerly,
So comfort bless me, I had quite,forgot you.

Liv, Nothing, but ¢’en in pity to that passion
Would give your gricl good counsel.

Lean, Marry, and welcome, lady,

It never could come better.

Liv. Then first, sir,

"T'o make away all your good thoughts at once of her,
Know, most assurcdly, she is a strumpet,
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Lean. Ha! most assuredly? Speak not a thing
So vile so certainly, leave it more doubtful.
Liv. Then I must leave all truth, and spare my
knowledge,
A sin which I too lately found and wept for,
Lean, Found you it ?
Liv. Ay, with wet eycs.
Lezan, Oh, perjurious friendship !
Liv. You miss’d your fortunes when you met with
her, sir.
Young gentlemen, that only love for beauty,
They love not wisely; such a marriage rather
Proves the destruction of affection ;
It brings on want, and want’s the key of whoredom.
I think you’d small means with her?
Lean. O, not any, lady.
Liv. Alas, poor gentleman! what mean’st thou,
sir,
Quite to undo thyself with thine own kind heart ?
Thou art too good and pitiful to wooan:
Marry, sir, thank thy stars for this bless’d fortune,
That rids the summer of thy youth so well
From many beggars, that had lain a sunning
In thy beams only else, till thou hadst wasted
The whole days of thy life in heat and labour.
What would you say now to a creature found
As pitiful to you, and as it were
E’en sent on purpose from the whole sex general,
To requite all that kindness you have shown to’t?
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Lean. What’s that, madam ?
Liv. Nay, a gentlewoman, and one able
To reward good things; ay, and bears a conscience
to't:
Couldst thou love such a one, that (blow all fortunes)
Would ncver see thee want?
Nay morc, maintain thee to thine enemy’s envy,
And shalt not spend a care for't, stir a thought,
Nor break a sleep ? unless love’s music waked thec,
No storm of fortune should : look upon me,
And know that woman.
Lean. Oh, my life’s wealth, Brancha!
Liv. Still with her name ? will nothing wear it
out ?
That deep sigh went but for a strumpet, sir.
Lean. It can go for no other that loves me.
Liv. ¢ Aside) 1l2’s vex’d inmind ; I came too soon
to him :
Where’s my discretion now, my skill, my judgment ?
I’m cunning in all arts but my own, love,
"Tis as unscasonable to tempt him now
So soon, as [for] a widow to be cqurted
Following her husband’s corse; or to make bargain
By the grave side, and take a young man there :
ITer strange departure stands like a hearse yet
Before his eyes; which time will take down shortly.
[Exit.
Lean. Is she my wife till death, yet no more
mine ?
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That’s a hard measure : then what's marriage good
for ?

Methinks by right I should not now be living,

And then 'twere all well. ' What a happingess

Had I been made of had I never seen her;

For nothing makes man’s loss grievous to him,

But knowledge of the worth of what he loses;

I'or what he never had, he never misses :

She’s gone for ever, utterly; there is

As much redemption of a soul from hell,

As a fair woman’s body from his palace.

Why should my love last longer than her truth?

What is there good in woman to be lov’d,

When only that which makes her so has left her ?

1 cannot love her now, but I must like

Iler sin, and my own shame too, and be guilty

Of law’s breach with her, and mine own abusing ;

All which were monstrous ! then my safest course

Yor health of mind and body, is to turn

My heart, and hate her, most extremcly hate her;

I have no other way: those virtuous powers

Which were chag'te witnesses of both our troths,

£'an witness she breaks first!
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SCENE FROM THE ROARING GIRL.
Persons —Mr. and Mrs. Gallipot.

Mrs, Gallipot, the apothecary’s wife, having received aletter from
her friend Laxton that he is in want of moncy, thus bethinks
Lier how to raise it.

ALAs, poor gentleman! troth, I pity him,

How shall I raise this moncy ? thirty pound ?
*Tis 30, sure, a 3 hefore an 0

I know his 3’s too well. My childbed linen,
Shall I pawn that for him ? then, if my mark

Be known, T am undonc; it may be thought
My husband’s bankrupt : which way shall I turn ?
Laxton, betwixt my own fears aud thy wants
I'm like a necdle twixt two adamants,

Enter Mr. GAvLLIPOT, hastily.
P * * * * % * * "
Mr. G. What letter ’s that? T'll see’t.
[Ske tears the leticr.
Mrs.G. Oh! would thou hadst no cyes to see the
downfall
Of me and of thyself—I'm for ever, ever undone!
Mr. G. What ails my Prue? What letter’s that
thou tear’st?
Mrs. G. Would I could tear
My very heart in picces! for my soul
Lies or the rack of shame, that tortures me
Beyoud a woman’s suffering.
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Mr. G. What means this?
Mrs, G. Had you no other vengeance to throw
down,
But even in height of all my joys—-
Myr. G. Dear wo.nan !
Mrs. G. When the full sea of pleasure and delight
Seem’d to flow over me—
Mr.G. As thou desir’st to keep me out of Bedlam
Tell what troubles thee.—Is not thy child at nurse
fall’n
Sick or dead ?
Mprs. G. Oh, no!
Mr. G. Hceavens bless me !—Arc my barns and
houscs,
Yonder at Ieckley Hole, consumed with fire ?—
I can build more, swect Pruc.
Mprs. (. *Tis worse ! 'tis worse!
Mr. Gi. My factor broke? or is the Jonas sunh ?
Mrs. G. Would all we had were swall,wed in the
waves,
Rather than both should be the scorn of slaves!
Mr.G. I'm at my wit’s end.
Mrs. G. O, my dear hushand !
Where once I thought myself a fixed star,
Plac’d only in the heaven of thine arms,
I fear now I shall prove a wanderer.
O Laxton ! Laxton! is it then my fate
To be hy thee o’erthrown ?
Mr. G. Defend me, wisdom,
From falling into phrenzy ! On my knecs,
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Nweet Prue, speak-—what’s that Laxton, who so
hieavily
tusoraly hosom?
Moo ¢, T shall sure run mad !
Mr. G, 1 shall run mad tor company then: speak
to me—
I’'m Gallipot, thy husband. Pruc—why, Prue,
Art sick in conscience fer some villanous deed
Theu wert about to act >—did: * mean to rob me?
Tush, I forgive thece.—Hast thou on my bed
Thrust my soft pillow under another’s head 2—
I'll wink at all faults, Prue—'Las! that's no more
Than what some ncighbours near thee have done
betore.
Sweet honey—Pruc—what’s that Laxton 2

Mrs. (. Oh!

Myr. ;. Out with him.

Mrs, G. OL! he -he’s Forn to be my undocr!
This hand, which thou call’st thiuc, to him was given;
To him was L made sure i’the sight of heaven,

Mpr. (i, 1 never hard this—thunder!

M. G. Yues, yes—belore  °
1 was to thee contracted to him I swore.

Since last I saw bim twelve months three times old

The moon hath drawn through her light silver
bow;

But o’er the seas he went, and it was said—

But rumour lies—that he in France was dead :

But he’s alive—oh, he’s alive '—he sent

That l.'ter te e, which in rage T rent,
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Swearing, with oaths most damnably, to have me,
Or tear me from this bosom.—Oh, heavens save me !
Mr. G. My heart will break—Sham’d and undone
for ever!
Mrs. G. So black a day, poor wretch, went o’er
thee never.
Mr. G. If thou shouldst wrestle with him at the
law,
Thou'rt sure to fall ; no odd slight, no prevention.
I'll tell him th’ art with child.
Mrs. G. Umph.
My, G. Or give out, that one of my men was ta’en
abed with thee.
Mrs. G. Worse and worse still ;
You embrace a mischief to prevent an ill.
Mr. G. I'll buy thee of him—stop his mouth with
gold—
Think'st thou ’twill do?
Mrs. G. Ohme! heav’ns grant it would !
Yet now my senses are set more in tune;
Il¢ writ, as I remember, in his letter
‘That he, in riding up and down, had spent,
“re he could find me, thirty pound.—Send that;
Stand not on thirty with him.
Mr. G. Forty, Prue—say thou the word, ’tis done.
We venture lives for wealth, but must do more
To keep our wives.—Thirty or forty, Pruc?
Mrs. G. Thirty, good sweet !
Of an ill bargain let’s save what we can:
Pll pay it him with tears. He was auan,
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When first I knew him, of a meek spirit ;
All goodness is not yet dried up, I hope.
Mr. G. He shall have thirty pound, let that stop
all ;
Love's swects taste best when we have drunk down
gall,

FATIHERS COMPARING SONS,
BENEFIT OF IMPRISONMENT TO A WILD YOUTH.
FROW TIIE ROARING GIRL.

Persons,—Sir Davy Dapper, Sir Alec. Wengrave, and Sir Adam
Applcton.,

Swr Dav. My son, Jack Dapper, then, shall run
with him,
All in onc pasture.
Sir Alex. Proves your son bad too, sir?
Sir Dav. As villiny can make him: your Sebas-
tian
Dotes but on one drab, mine upon a thousand.
A noisc of fiddlers, tobacco, wine, and a .
A mercer, that will let him take up, more—
Dice, and a water-spaniel with a duck—Oh,
Bring him a bed with these when his purse gingles,
Roaring boys follow at his tail, fencers and ningles,
(Beasts Adam ne’cr gave name to); these horse-
lecches suck
My son, till he being drawn dry, they all live on
smoke.
Nir ez, Tobacco?
vou. I N
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Sir Dav. Right, sir; but I have in my brain
A windmill going that shall grind to dust
The follies of my son, and make him wisc
Or a stark fool.—Pray lend me your advice.
Botkh. That shall you, good Sir Davy.
Sir Dav. Here's the springe
That's set to catch this woodcock—An action,
In a false name, unknown to him, is enter’d
In the Counter to arrcst Jack Dapper.
Both. Ha, ha, ha!
Sir Dev. Think you the Counter cannot break
him?
Sir Alex. Break him? yes, and break his heart
too, if he be there long.
Sér Dav. I'll make him sing a counter-tenor, sure.
Sir Alex. No way to tame him like it : there shall
he lcarn
What moncy is indeed, and how to spend it,
Sir Dav. Ile's bridled there,
Sir Alex. Ay, yet knows not how to mend it,
Bedlam curcs not more madmen in a year
Than one of the Counters does. Men pay more dear
There for their wit than any where. A Counter!
Why ’tis an university —Who not sces ?
As scholars there, so here men take degrees,
And follow the same studies, all alike.
Scholars learn first logic and rhetorick,
So does a prisoner ; with fine honied speech,
At his first coming in, he doth persuade, besecch
He may be lodg’d— * * *
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To lic in a clean chamber, * * *

But when he has no money, then does he try,
By subtle logic and quaint sophistry,

To make the keepers trust him.

Sir Adam. Say they do.

Sir Alex. Then he’s a graduate.

Str Dav. Say they trust him not.

Sir Alex. Then is he held a freshman and a sot,
And never shall commence, but being still barr'd
Be expuls’d from the master’s side to the twopenny

yard,
Or clsc i'the hole-beg plac’d.

Sir Ad. When then, 1 pray, proceeds a prisoncr ?

Sir Alex. When, money being the theme,

He can dispute with his hard creditors’ hearts,
And get out clear, he's then a master of arts.

Sir Davy, send your son to Woodstrect college ;
A gentleman can no where get more knowledge.

Sir Duv, Thesc gallants study hard.

Sir Alex. 'F'rue, to get moncy.

Sir Dav. Lies by the hecls, i*faith! thanke—

thanks—TI ha’ sent
A couple of bears to paw him,

DEVOTION TO LOVE.
FROM THE PLAY OF BLURT MASTER CONSTARLE.
O, narry persecution, I embrace thee

With an unfettcr'd soul ; so swect a thing
X 2
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It is to sigh upon the rack of love,

Where each calamity is groaning witness

Of the poor martyr’s faith. T never heard

Of any true aflection but *twas nipt

With care, that, like the caterpillar, cats

The leaves of the spring’s sweetest book, the rose.
Love, bred on carth, is often nurs’d in hell;

By rote it reads woce cre it learn to spell.

* * * * * * * *
When T call back my vows to Violetta,

May I then slip into an dhscure grave,

Whose mould, unpress’d with stony monument,
Dwelling in open air, may drink the tears

Of the inconstant clouds to rot me soon!

* * * * * * * *

Ile that truly loves

Jurns out the day in idle fantasics;

And when the lamb, bleating, doth bid good night
Unto the closing day, then tears begin

To keep quick time unto the owl, who-e voice
Shricks like the bell-man in the lover’s car.
Love's eyce the jewel of sleep, oh, seldom wears!
The carly lark is waken'd from her bed,

Being only by love's pains disquicted ;

But, singing in the morning’s car, she weeps,
Being deep in love, at lover’s broken sleeps:
But say, a golden slumber chance to tie,

With silken strings, the cover of love’s cve,
Then dreams, magician-like, mocking present
Pleasures, whose fading, leaves more discontent.
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INDIGNATION AT THE SALE OF A WIFE’S HONOUR.
FROM THE PH(ENIX.

OF all deeds yet this strikes the deepest wound
Into my apprehension,

Reverend and honourable matrimony,

Mother of lawful sweets, unshamed mornings,

Both pleasant and legitimately fruitful, without thee
All the whole world were soiled bastardy ;

Thou art the only and the greatest form

‘That put’st a difference betwixt our desires

And the disorder’d appetites of beasts,

* * *  But, if chaste 'md honcst,
I'here is another devil that haunts marriage,
(None fondly loves but knows it), jealousy,
That wedlock’s yellow sickness,

"That whispering separation every minute,

And thus the curse takes his effect or progress.
The most of men, in their first sudden furices,
Rail at the narrow bounds of marriage,

And call ’t a prison; then it is most just

That the discase of the prison, jeslousy,

Should thus affect 'em—but, oh! here I'im fixt
T'o make sale of a wife! monstrous and foul!
An act abhorred in nature, cold in soul !

LAW,
FROM THE PHENIX.
I'mou anyel sent amongst us, sober Law,
Made witle meek eyes, persuading action;
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No loud immodest tongue—voic’d like a virgin,
And as chaste from sale,

Save only to be heard, but not to rail—

How has abuse deform’d thee to all eyes!

Yet why so rashly for one villuin’s fault

Do I arraign whole man® Admired Law !
Thy upper parts must needs be wholly pure
And incorruptible—tl’are grave and wisc ;

*Tis but the dross beneath them, and the clouds
That get between thy glory and their praisc,
That make the visible and foul eclipsc;

For those that are ncar to thee arc upright,

As noble in their conscience as their birth;
Know that dammation is in every bribe,

And rarcly put it from them—rate the presenters,
And scourge ’em with five ycars imprisonment
For offering but to tempt ’cm:

This is truc justice, exercis’'d and us’d ;

Woe to the giver, when the bribe’s refus’d.

*Tis not their will to have law worse than war,
Where still the poorest die first,

To send a man without a sheet to his grave,
Or bury him in his papers;

*Tis not their mind it should be, nor to have

A suit hang longer than a man in chains,

Let him be ne’er so fasten’d. .



RICHARD NICCOLS.

BORN 1584,

Tue plan of the Mirror for Magistrates, begun by
Ferrers and Sackville, was followed up by Church-
yard, Phayer, Iliggins, Drayton, and many others.
‘The last contributor of any note was Niccols, in his
Winter Night’s Vision. Niccols was the author of
the Cuckow, and several pocms of temporary popu-
larity, and of a drama, entitled The Twynne’s Tra-
gedy. Tle was a Londoner, and having studied
says Wood) at Oxford, obtained some employment
worthy of his faculties ; hut of what kind we are left
to conjccture,

FROM THE LEGEND OF ROBERT DUKE OF
NORMANDY.

Robert, Duke of Normandy, cldest son of William the Congqueror,
on his return from the crusades was imprisoned by Henry I in
Cardifl' castle.  He thus describes a” walk with his keeper,
previous to his cyes being put out.

As bird in cage debarr’d the use of wings,
Her captiv'd life as nature’s chiefest wrong,
In doleful ditty sadly sits and sings,
And mourns her thralled liberty so long,
Till breath be spent in many a sithful song :
So here captiv'd I many days did spend
In sorrow’s plaint, till death iy days did end,
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Where as a prisoner though I did remain;
Yet did my brother grant this liberty,
To quell the common speech, which did com-
plain
On my distress, and on his tyranny,
That in his parks and forests joining by,
When I did please I to and fro might go,
Which in the end was causc of all my woe.

For on a time, when as Aurora night

Began to scale heavew’s steepy battlement,

And to the world disclose her cheerful light,

As was my wont, | with my keeper went

To put away my sorrow’s discontent:
Thereby to case me of my captive care,
And solace my sad thoughts in th® epen air.

Wand’ring through forest wide, at length we gain

A steep cloud-kissing rock, whose horned crown

With proud imperial look bebolds the main,

Where Severn’s dangerous waves run rolling down,

From th’ Holmes into the seas, by Cardiff town,
Whese quick devouring sands so dangerous been
To these, that wander Amphitrite's green:

As there we stood, the country round we cy'd

To view the workmanship of nature’s hand,
There stood a mountain, from whose wceeping side
A brook breaks forth into the low-lying land,
Here lies a plain, and there a wood doth stand,
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Here pastures, meads, corn-ficlds, a vale do crown.
A castle here shoots up, and there a town,

Here one with angle o'er a silver stream
Vith baneful bait the nibbliag fish doth feed
tal s
There in a plough’d-land with his painful tcam
ploug I ’
The ploughman sweats, in hope for labour’s meed :
8 > I}
* * * * * * * *
Here sits a goatherd on a eraggy rock,
And there in shade a shepherd with his flock,

The sweet delight of such a rare prospect

Might yicld content unto a carclul eye;

Yet down the rock descending in neglect

OFf such delight, the sun now mounting high,

I sought the shade in vale, which low did lic,
Where we repos’d us on a green wood side,
A’front the which a silver stream did glide.

There dwelt sweet Philomel, who never morc

MMay bide the abode of man’s socicty,

Lest that some sterner Tereus than before,

Who cropt the flower of her virginity,

"Gainst her should plot some second villany ;
Whose doleful tunes to mind did cause me call
The woful story of her former fall.

The redbreast, who in bush fast by did stand
As partner of her wocs, his part did ply,
For that the gifts, with which Autumnus’ hand
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Had grac’d the carth, by winter’s wrath should die,

Trom whose cold checks bleak blasts hegan to fly,
Which made me think upon my summer past
And winter’s woes, which all my life should last.

My keeper, with compassion mov’d to sec
How grief’s impulsions in my breast did beat,
Thus silence broke, ¢ Would God (iny Lord), quoth
le,

This pleasant land, which nature’s hand hath set
Before your eyes, might cause you to forget

Your discontent, the object of the eye

Ofttimes gives casc to woes which inward lie.

Behold upon that mountain’s top so steep,
Which scems to pierce the clouds and kiss the sky,
How the grey shepherd drives his flock of shecp
Down to the vale, and how on rocks fast by
The goats frisk to and fro for jollity ;
Give car likewise unto these birds’ sweet songs,
And let them cause you to forget your wrongs.”

To this I made reply: ¢ Fond man,” said I,

« What under heav'n can slack th’ increasing woc,

Which in my grieved heart doth hidden lie?

Of choice delight what object canst thou show,

But from the sight of it fresh grief doth grow ?
What thou didst whilome point at to hehold,
The same the sum of sorrow doth enfold.
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That grey-coat shepherd, whom from far we see,
1 liken unto thee, and those his sheep
Unto my wretched self compar’d may be :
And though that careful pastor will not sleep,
When he from ravenous wolves his flock should keep ;
Yet herc, alas! in thrall thou keepest me,
Until that wolf, my brother, hungry be.

Those shag-hair’d goats upon the craggy hill,
Which thou didst show, scc how they frisk and play,
And every where do run about at will:
Yea, when the lion marks them for his prey,
They over hills and rocks can fly away:

But when that lion fell shall follow me

To shed my blood, O whither shall I flee?

Those sweet-voic’d birds, whose airs thou dost com-
mend,

To which the cchoing woods return reply,
"Though thee they please, yet me they do oftend :
For when I see, how they do mount on high
Waving their out-stretch’d wings at liberty,

Then do I think how bird-like in a cage

My life I lead, and grief can never suage.’,



CHARLES FITZGEFTRAY.

DIED 1636.

Cuarnes Frrzaerrray was rector of the parish of’
St. Dominic, in Cornwall.

TO POSNTERITY.

FROM ENGLAND'S PARNASSUS,

Davceurer of Time, sincere Posterity,

Always new born, yct no man knows thy birth,

The arbitress of purce sincerity,

Yet changeable (like Proteus) on the ca:th,

Sometime in plenty, sometime join'd with dearth ;
Always to come, yet always present here,
Whom all run after, none come after near.

Unpartial judge of all, save present state,
Truth’s idioma of the things are past,
But still pursuing present things with hate,
And more injurious at the first than last,
Preserving others, while thine own do waste -
T'rue treasurer of all antiquity,
Whom all desire, yet never one could sce.
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FROW FITZGEFFRAY'S LIFE OF SIR FRANCIS
DRAKE,

% * * * * * ®
Looxk how th' industrious bee in fragrant May,
When Flora gilds the carth with golden flowers,
Invelop’d in her sweet perfum’d array,

Doth leave his honey-lim’d delicious bowers,
More richly wrought than prince’s stately towers,
Waving his silken wings amid the air,
And to the verdant gardens makes repair.

First falls he on a branch of sugar’d thyme,
I'hen from the marygold he sucks the sweet,
And then the mint, and then the rose doth climb,
Then on the budding rosemary doth light,
111l with sweet treasure having charg’d his feet,
Late in the evening home he turns again,
Thus profit is the guerdon of his pain.

So in the May-tide of his summer age

Valour enmov’d the mind of ventrous Drake

To lay his life with winds and waves in gage,

And bold and hard adventures t* undertake,

Leaving his country for his country’s sake;
Loathing the life that cowardice doth stain,
Preferring death, if dcath wight honour gain.
* * + ¥ * * -

.



BEN JONSON.

BORN 1574.—pI1ED 1637.

Tive Mr. Gilchrist and Mr. Gifford stood forward
in defence of this poet’s memory, it had become an
established article of litcrary faith that his personal
character was a compound of spleen, surliness, and
ingratitude. The proofs of this have been weighed
and found wanting. It is true that he had lofty no-
tions of himself, was proud cven to arrogance in his
dcfiance of censure, and in the warmth of his own
praises of himself was scarcely surpassed by his most
zealous admirers ; but many fine traits of honour and
affection arc likewise observable in the portrait of his
character, and the charges of malice and jealousy,
that have been heaped on his name for an hundred
years, turn out to be without foundation, In the
quarrel with Marston and Dckker his culpability is
by no mecans evident. He did not receive benefits
from Shakspcare; and did not sneer at him in the
passages that have been taken to prove his ingrati-
tude; and instead of envying that great poct, he
gave him his noblest praisc; nor did he trample on
his contemporarics, but liberally commended them .

! The names of Shakspcare, Drayton, Donne, Chapman,
Fletcher, Beaumont, May, and Drowne, which alimost exhaust
the poctical catalogue of the time, arc the separate and distinct
subjects of his praise. His unkinduess to Danicl scems to be the
only exception.
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With regard to Inigo Joncs, with whom he quar-
relled, it appears to have been Jonson’s intention
to have consigned his satires on that eminent
man to oblivion; but their enmity, as his editor
has shcwn, began upon the part of the architect,
who, when the poet was poor and bed-ridden,
meanly resented the fancied affront of Jonson’s
name being put before his own to a masque, which
they had jointly prepared, and used his influence to
do him an injury at court, As to Jonson’s envying
Shakspeare, men, otherwise candid and laborious in
the search of truth, scem to have had the curse of
the Philistines imposcd on their understandings and
charities the moment they approached the subject.
The fame of Shakspeare himsell became an heir-
loom of traditionary calumnies against the memory
of Jonson; the fancied relics of his cnvy were
regarded as so many pious donations at the shrine
of the greater poct, whose admirers thought they
could not dig too deeply for trophies of his glory
among the ruins of his imaginary rival’s reputation,
If such enquirers as leid and Malone went wrong
upon this subject, it is too severe to blame the herd
of litcrary Jabourers for plodding in their footsteps;
but it must cxcite regret as well as wonder that a
man of pre-cminent living genius should have been

one of those
quos de tramite recto

Impia sacrilege flexit contagio turbe,
and should have gravely drawn down Jonson to «
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parallel with Shadwell, for their common traits of
low society, vulgar dialect, and intemperance.  Jon-
son’s low socicty comprehended such men as Sclden,
Camden, and Cccil.  Shadwell (if we may trust to
Rochester’s account of him) was probably rather
proflizate than vulgar; while cither of Jonson’s
vulgarity or indeccency in his recorded conversa-
tions there is not a trace. But they both wore
great coats—Jonson drank canary, and Shadwell
swallowed opium. ¢ T'here is a river in Macedon,
and there s, also, morcover, a river at Mon-
mouth.”

The grandfather of Ben Jonson was originally of
Annandale, in Scotland, from whence he removed
to Carlisle, and was subsequently in the service of
Henry VHI. The poct’s father, who lost his estate
under the persecution of Queen Mary, and was
afterwards a preacher, died a month before Benja-
min’s birth, and his widow married a master-brick-
layer of the name of Fowler,  Benjamin, through
the kindness of a friend, wis educated at West-
minster, and obtained an exhibition to Cambridge
but it proved insuflicient for his support. 1le there-
fore returncd trom the university to his father-in-
law’s housc and humble occupation; but disliking
the latter, as may be well conceived, he repaired as
a volunteer to the army in Flanders, and in the
campaign which he served there distinguished him-
self, though yet a stripling, by killing an enemy in
single combat, in the presence of both armics.
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From thence he came back to England, and betook
himself to the stage for support; at first, probably,
as an actor, though undoubtedly very early as a
writer. At this period he was engaged in a second
single combat, which threatened to terminate more
disastiously than the former, for having been chal-
lenged by some player to fight a ducl with the
sword, he killed his adversary indeed, but was se-
verely wounded in the encounter, and thrown into
prison for murder. There the assiduitics of a ca-
tholic priest made him a convert to popery, and the
miserics of' a gaol were increased to him by the
visitation of spies; sent, no doubt, in consequence
of his change to a faith of which the bare namc was
at that time ncarly synonymous with the suspicion
of treason. Ilc was liberated, however, after a short
imprisonment, without a trial, At the distance of
twelve ycars, he was restored to the bosom of his
mother church.  Soon after his release, he thought
proper to marry, although his circunstances were far
from promising, and he was only in his twentieth
year. In his two and twentieth year he rose to con-
siderable popularity, by the comedy of Every Man
in his Ifumour, which, two years after, became a still
higher favourite with the public, when the scene and
names were shifted from Italy to England, in order
to suit the manners of the picce, which had all along
been native. Itis at this renovated appearance of his
play (1598) that his funcied obligations to Shak-
speare for drawing him out of obscurity, have been
VOL, 1T, L
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dated ; but it is at this time that he is pointed out by
Meres as one of the most distinguished writers of the
age.
The fame of his Every Man out of his Humour
drew Queen Elizabeth to its representation, whose
carly encouragement of his genius is conmemorated
by Lord Falkland. It was a fame, however, which,
according to his own account, had already exposed
him to envy—Marston and Dekker did him this
homage. Iec lashed them in his Cynthia’s Kevels,
and anticipated their revenge in the Poctaster,
Jonson’s superiority in the contest can scarcely be
questioned ; but the Poetaster drew down other
enemies on its author than thosc with whom he was
at war. His satire alluded to the follies of soldiers,
and the faults of lawyers, The former were easily
pacified, but the lawyers adhered to him with their
wonted tenacity; and it became nccessary for the
poet to clear himself before the lord chief justice.
In our own days, the fretfulness of rvienting protes-
sional derision has been deemed unbecoming even
the magnanimity of tailors,

Another proof of the slavish subjection of the
stage in those times is to be found soon after the
accession of King James, when the authors of East-
ward Hoe were committed to prison for some sa-
tirical reflections on the Scotch nation, which that
comedy contained. Only Marston and Chapman,
who had framed the offensive passages, were scized,
but Jonson, who had taken a share in some other
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part of the composition, conceived himself bound in
honour to participate their fate, and voluntarily ac-
companied them to prison. It was on this occasion
that his mother, deccived by the rumour of a bar-
barous punishment being intended for her son, pre-
pared a lusty poison, which she meant to have given
him, and to have drank along with him. This was
maintaining in earnest the consanguinity of heroism
and genius.

The imagined insult to the sovercign being ap-
peased, James’s accession proved, altogether, a for-
tunate epoch in Jonson’s history. A pcaccable reign
gave encouragement to the arts and festivitics of
peace; and in those festivities, not yct degraded to
mere sound and shew, pocetry still maintained the
honours of her primogeniture among the arts. Jon-
son was thercfore congenially employed, and libe-
rally rewardced, in the preparation of those masques
for the court, which filled up the intervals of his
more properly dramatic labours, and which allowed
him room for classical impersonations, and lyrical
trances of fancy, that would not have suited the
business of the ordinary stage. The reception of
his Sejanus, in 1603, was at first unfavourable, but
it was remodelled, and again presented with better
success, and kept possession of the theatre for a
considerable time. Whatever this tragedy may want
in the agitating power of poctry, it has a strength
and dramatic skill that might have secured it, atleast,
from the petulant contempt with which it has been

L2
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too often spoken of. Though collected from the
dead languages, it is not a lifeless mass of antiquity,
but the work of a scvere and strong imagination,
compelling shapes of truth and consistency to rise in
dramatic order from the fragments of Roman clo-
quence and history; and an air not only of lifc but
of grandeur is given to those curiously adjusted
materials.  The arraignment of Caius Silius before
‘Tiberius, is a great and poetical cartoon of Roman
characters; and if Jonson has translated from Taci-
tus, who would not thank him for embodying the
pathos of history in such lines as these, descriptive
of Germanicus :
O that man!

If there were seeds of the old virtue left,
They liv’d in him. * * % *
* * * * * * * *

What his funerals lack’d
In images and pomp, they had supplied
With honourable sorrow. Soldiers’ sadness,
A kind of silent mourning, such as men
Who know no tears, but from their captives, usc
To shew in so great losses.

By his three succeeding plays, Volpone (in 1605),
the Silent Woman (in 1609), and thc Alchymist (in
1610), Jonson’s reputation in the comic drama rose
to a pitch which neither his own nor any other pen
could well be expected to surpass. The tragedy of
Catiline appeared in 1611, prefaced by an address
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to the ordinary reader, as remarkable for the strength
of its style, as for the contempt of popular judgments
which it breathes. Such an appcal from ordinary
to extraordinary readeis ought at least to have been
made .without insolence ; as the difference between
the few and the many, in matters of criticism, lies
more in the power of cxplaining their sources of
pleasure than in enjoying them. Catiline, it is true,
from its classical sources, was chiefly to be judged
of by classical rcaders ; but its author should have
still remembered, that popular fecling is the great
basis of dramatic fame. Jonson lived to alter his
tone to the public, and the lateness of his humility
must have made it more mortifying. The haughty
preface, however, disappeared from later editions of
the play, while its better apology remained in the
high delineation of Cicero’s character, and in pas-
sages of Roman eloquence which it contains ; above
all, in the concluding specch of Petreius. Tt is said,
on Lord Dorsct’s authority, to have been Jonson’s
favouritc production,

In 1613 he made a short trip to the continent,
and, being in Paris, was introduced to the Cardinal
du Perron, who, in compliment to his learning,
shewced him his translation of Virgil. Ben, accori-
ing to Drummond’s anecdotes, told the cardinal that
it was nought : a criticism, by all accounts, as just
as it was brief. ’

Of his two next pieces, Bartholomew Fair (in
1614), and the Devil’s an Ass (in 1016), the former
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was scarcely a decline from the zenith of his comic
excellence, the Jatter certainly was: ifit was meant
to ridicule superstition, it effected its object by a sin-
gular process of introducing a devil upon the stage.
After this he made a long sccession of nine years
from the theatre, during which he composed some
of his finest masques for the court, and some of
those works which wére irrecoverably lost in the fire
that consumed his study. Mecanwhile he rcceived
from his sovereign a pension of 100 marks, which, in
courtesy, has been called making him poct laureat.
The title, till then gratuitously assumed, has been
since appropriated to his successors in the pension,
The poet’s journey to Scotland (1617), awakens
many pleasing recollections, when we conceive him
anticipating his welcome among a people who might
be proud of a share in his ancestry, and setting out,
with manly strength, on a journey of 400 miles, on
foot. We are assured, by one who saw him in Scot-
land, that he was treated with respect and affection
among the nobility and gentry, nor was the romantic
scenery of Scotland lost upon his fancy. I'rom the
poem which he meditated on Lochlomond, it is seen
that he looked on it with a poct’s eyc. DBut, un-
happily, the meager anecdotes of Drummond have
made this event of his life too prominent by the
over-importance which have been attached to them.
Drumnmond, a smooth and sober gentleman, scems
to have disliked Jonson’s indulgence in that con-
viviality which Ben had shared with his Iletcher
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and Shakspeare at the Mermaid. In consequence of
those anecdotes, Jonson’s memory has been damned
for brutality, and Drummond’s for perfidy. Jonson
drank freelyat Hawthornden, and talked big—things
neither incredible nor unpardonable, Drummond’s
perfidy amounted to writing a letter, beginning Sir,
with one very kind sentence in it, to the man whom
he had described unfavourably in a private me-
morandum, which he never meant for publication.
As to Drummond®s decoying Jonson under his roof
with any premeditated design on his reputation,” no
one can seriously believe it.

By the continued kindness of King James, our
poet was some yecars after presented with the re-
versionary grant of thc mastership of the revels, but
from which he derived no advantage, as the incum-
bent, Sir John Astley, survived him. It fell, however,
to the poet’s son, by the permission of Charles 1.
King Jamcs, in the contemplation of his laureat’s
specdy accession to this office, was desirous of con-
ferring on him the rank of knighthood ; but Jonson
was unwilling to accept the distinction, and pre-
vailed on some of his friends about the court to dis-
suade the monarch from his purpose. After the
death of his patron James, necessity brought him
again upon the theatre, and he produced the Staple
of News, a comedy of no ordinary merit. Two evils
were at this time rapidly gaining on him,

** Discase and poverty, fcll pair.”
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He was attacked by the palsy in 1625, and had also
a tendency to dropsy, together with a scorbutic
affection inherent from his youth, which pressed
upon the decaying powers of his constitution, I'rom
the first stroke of the palsy he gradually recovered
so far as to be able to write, in the following year,
the antimasque of Sophicl. For the three suc-
cecding years his biographer suspects that the court
had ceased to call upon him for his customary con-
tributions, a circumstance which must have aggra-
vated his poverty, and his salary, it appears, was
irregularly paid. Meanwhile his infinmitics increased,
ard he was unable to leave his room.  In these cir-
cumstances he produced his New Iun, a comedy
that was driven from the stage with violeat Lostility,
The epilogue to this picce forms a melancholy con-
trast to the tone of his former addresses to the au-
dience. e ¢ whom the morning saw so great and
high',”” was now so humble as to speak of his ¢ faint
and faultering tongue, and of his brain sct round
with pain.”  An allusion to the king and quecen in
the same cpilogue, awoke the slumbering kindness
of Charles, who instantly sent him 1¢0/. and, in com-
pliance with the poet’s rcquest, also converted the
100 marks of his salary into pounds, and added, of his
own accord, a yearly ticrce of canary, Jouson’s fa-
vourite wing. His majesty’s injunctions for the pre-
paration of masques for the court were also renewed
till they were discontinucd at the suggestion of Iniga

! Sejanus.
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Jones, who preferred the assistance of one Aurelian
Townsend to that of Jonson, in the furnishing of
those entertainments, His means of subsistence
were now, perhaps, both precariously supplied and
imprudently expended. The city, from whom he
had always received a yearly allowance 0100 nobles,
by way of sccuring his assistance in their pageants,
withdrew their pension. He was compelled by
poverty to supplicate the Lord Treasurer Weston for
relief, On the rumour of his necessities, assistance
came to him from various quarters, and from none
more liberally than from the Earl of Newcastle. On
thesc and other timely bountices his sickly existence
was propt up to accomplish two more comedies, the
Magnetic Lady, which appeared in 1632, and the
Tale of a Tub, which came out in the following
year. In the last of these, the last, indeed, of his
dramatic carecr, he endeavoured to introduce some
ridicule on Tnigo Jones, through the machinery of
a puppet-shew. Jones had distinguished himself at
the representation of the Magnetic Lady, by his
boisterous derision. The attempt at retaliation was
more natural than dignified, but the court prevented
it, and witnessed the representation of the play at
Whitehall with coldness.  Whatever humour its
manners contain, was such as courticrs were not
likely to understand.

In the spring of 1634 Charles visited Scotland,
and on the road was entertained by the Earl of
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Newcastle with all the luxury and pageantry of loyal
hospitality. To grace the entertainment, Jonson
sent, in grateful obedience to his bencfactor the
Earl, a little interlude, entitled, Love’s Welcome
at Welbeck, and another of.the same kind for the
king and queen’s reccption at Bolsover. In di-
spatching the former of these to his noblc patron, the
poct alludes to his past bountics, which had ¢ fallen,
like the dew of Ileaven, on his nccessities,”

In his unfinished pastoral drama of the Sad
Shepherd, his biographer traces onc bright and
sunny ray that broke through the gloom of his
setting days. Amongst his papers werc found the
plot and opening of a domestic tragedy on the story
of Mortimer Earl of March, together with the
Discoveries and Grammar of the Enghsh Tongue,
works containing, no doubt, the philological and cri~
tical reflections of more vigorous ycars, but which,
it is probable, that he must have continued to write
till he was near his dissolution. 'L hat cvent took
place on the 6th of August, 1637.

SONG OF [ESPERUS,
IN CYNTHIA'S REVELS.,
QuEeLy, and huntress, chaste and fair,
Now the sun is laid to sleep,
Scated in thy silver chair,
State in wonted manner keep:
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Hesperus entreats thy light,
Goddess, excellently bright.

Earth, let not thy envious shade
Dare itself to interpose ;

Cynthia’s shining orb was made
Heav'n to clear, when day did close:
Bless us then with wished sight,

Goddess excellently bright.

Lay thy bow of pearl apart,

And thy crystal shining quiver;

Give unto the flying hart

Space to breathe, how short soever:
Thou that mak’st a day of night,
(yoddess excellently bright.

SONG.

IN THE SILENT WOMAN.

STILL to be neat, still to be drest,

As you were going to a feast;

Still to be powder’d, still perfumed :
Ladys, it is to be presumed,

Though art’s hid causes are not found,
All is not swect, all is not sound.

Give me a look, give me a face,
That makes simplicity a grace:
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Robes loosely flowing, hair as free:

Such sweet neglect more taketh me,
Than all the adulteries of art

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart.

SPEECII OF MAIA.
IN THE PFNATES,
Mai. Tr all the pleasures were distill’d

Of every flower in every ficld,
And all that Hybla’s hives do yicld,
Were into one broad mazer fill'd ;
If, thereto, added all the gums,
And spice that from Panchaia comcs,
The odour that IIydaspes lends,
Or Pheenix proves before she ends;
If all the air my Ilora drew,
Or spirit that Zephyre ever blew;
Were put thercin; and all the dew
That ever rosy morning knew ;
Yet all diffused upon this bower,
To make one swecet detaining hour,
Were much too little for the grace,
And honour, you vouchsafe the place.
But ii" y ou please to come again,
We vow, we will not then, with vain
Aund empty pastimes cntertain
Your so desired, tho® grieved pain
For we will have the wanton fawns,
That frishing skip about the lawns,
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The Panisks, and the Sylvans rude,
Satyrs, and all that multitude,
To dance their wilder rounds about,
And clcave the air, with many a shout,
As they would hunt poor Echo out
Of yonder valley, who doth flout
Their rustic noise. To visit whom
You shall behold whole bevies come
Of gaudy nymphs, whose tender calls
Well-tuned unto the many falls
Of sweet, and several sliding rills,
That strcam from tops of those lcss hills,
Sound like so many silver quills,
When Zephyre them with music fills,
For these, I'avonius here shall blow
New flowers, which you shall see to grow,
Of which cach hand a part shall take,
And, for your heads, fresh garlands make.
Wherewith, whilst they your temples round,
An air of several birds shall sound
An Io Pxan, that shall drown
The acclamations, at your crown.—

All this, and more than I have gift of saying,

May vows, so you will oft come herc a maying.

SONG.
IN THE MASQUE OF BEAUTY.

So Beauty on the waters stood,
When Love had sever’d earth from flood !
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So when he parted air from fire,

He did with concord all inspire !

And then a motion he them taught,

‘That elder than himself was thought.
Which thought was, yet, the child of earth,
For Love is elder than his birth.

SONG OF NIGIIT.

iN THE MASQUE OF THE VISION OF DELIGINY

Break, Phant’sie, from thy cave of cloud,
And spread thy purple wings ;
Now all thy figures arc allow’d,
And various shapes of things ;
Create of airy forms a stream,
It must have blood, and nought of phlegm :
And though it be a waking dreain,

Cho. Yet let it like an odour rise
To all the senses here,
And fall like sleep upon their eyes,
Or music in their ear.

CHORUS.

IN THE SAME,

I~ curious knots and mazes so,
The Spring at first was taught to go:
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And Zephyr, when he came to woo
His Flora, had their motions too:
And thence did Venus learn to lead
The Idalian brawls, and so to tread
As it the wind, not she, did walk;
Nor prest a flower, nor bow'd a stalk.

ON LUCY, COUNTESS OF BEDFORD.

FROM IS EPIGRAMS.

THIs morning, timely wrapt with holy fire,
I thought to form unto my zcalous Muse,
What kind of creature I could most desire,
To honour, scrve, and love ; as pocts use.
I meant to make her fair, and frec, and wisc,
Of greatest blood, and yet more good thaft great
I meant the day-star should not brighter risc,
Nor lend like influence from his lucent scat.
I meant she should be courteous, facile, sweet,
Hating that solcmn vice of greatness, pride ;
I meant each softest virtue there should mcet,
Fit in that softer bosom to reside.
Only a learned, and a manly soul
I purposed her ; that should, with even powers,
The rock, the spindle, and the shears control
Of Destiny, and spin her own free hours.
Such when I meant to feign, and wish’d to sce,
My Musc badc, Bedford write, and that was she!
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EPITAPH ON EL1ZABETH, L. Ii.

Wourp’st thou hear what man can say
In a little? reader, stay.

Underneath this stone doth lie
As much beauty as could die:
Which in life did harbour give
To more virtue than doth live.

If at all she had a fault,
Leave it buried in this vault.
One name was Elizabeth,
The other lct it sleep with death :
Fitter, where it dicd, to tell,
Than that it lived at all. Farewell!

TO CELIA.
FROM THE FOREST.

Kiss me, sweet: thc wary lover
Can your favours keep, and cover,
When the common courting jay
All your bounties will betray.
Kiss again: no creature comes.
Kiss, and score up wealthy sums
On my lips thus hardly sundred,

While you breathe, First give a hundred,

Then a thousand, then another
Hundred, then unto the other
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Add a thousand, and so more :
Till you equal with the store,

All the grass that Rumney yields,
Or the sands in Chelsea fields,

Or the drops in silver Thames,
Or the stars that gild his strcams,
In the silent smnmer-nights,
When youths ply their stolen delights:
That the curious may not know
How to tell ’em as they flow,
And the envious, when they find
What their nunber is, be pined.

SONG.
FROM TUE SAMT.

Forrow a shadow, it still flies you,
Seem to fly it, it will pursue :

No court a mistress, she denies you;
Let her alone, she will court you.

Say are not women truly, then,

Styl'd but the shadows of us men?

At morn and even shades are longest ;
At noon they are or short, or none:
So men at weakest, they are strongest,
But grant us perfect, they're not known,
Say are not women truly, then,
Styl’d but the shadows of us men?
YOu, 11, M

161



162 BEN JONSOM\.

SONG TO CELIA.

FROM THE SAME,

DRINK to me, only with thine eyes,
And I will pledge with mine;

Or leave a kiss but in the cup,
And I’ll not look for wine,

The thirst, that from the soul doth ri-e.
Doth ask a drink divine :

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup,
I would not change for thine.

I sent thec late a rosy wreath,
Not so much honouring thee,

As giving it a hope, that there
Tt could not wither'd be.

But thou thereon didst only breathe,
And sent’st it back to me:

Since when it grows, and smells, T swean,
Not of itself but thee.

FROM THE CELEBRATION OF CITARIS,

OF your trouble, Ben, to ease me,
1 will tell what man would please me.
1 would have him, it' I could,
Noble ; or of greater blood;
Titles, I confess, do take me,
And a woman God did make me :
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French to boot, at least in fashion,
And his manners of that nation.
Young I'd have him too, and fhir,
Yet a man; with crisped hair,
Cast in thousand snares and rings,
For love’s fingers, and his wings :
Chestnut colour, or more slack,
Gold, upon a ground of black.
Venus and Minerva’s eyes,
For he must look wanton-wise.
Eyebrows bent, like Cupid’s bow,
Front, an ample field of snow ;
Even nose, and cheek withal,
Smooth as is the billiard-ball :
Chin as woolly as the peach;
And his lips should kissing tcach,
Till he cherish’d too much beard,
And madc¢ Love or e afeard.
He should have a hand as soft
As the down, and shew it oft;
Skin as smooth as any rush,
And so thin to see a blush
Rising through it, cre it came;
All his blood should be a flame,
Quickly fired, as in beginners
In love’s school, and yet no sinners.
*T'were too long to speak of all:
What we harmony do call,
In a body, should be there.
Wl he should his elothes, too, wear,
M2
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Yet no tailor help to make him;

Drest, you still {or man should take him,
And not think he'd eat a stake,

Or werc set up in a brake.

Valiant he should be as fire,
Shewing danger more than irc.
Bounteous as the clouds to carth.,
And as honest as his birth ;

All his actions to be such,

As to do no thing too much:

Nor o’cr-praise, nor yct condemn,
Nor out-value, nor contemin ;

Nor do wrongs, nor wrongs recceive.
Nor tie knots, nor knots unweave :
And from bascness to be free,

As he durst love truth and me,

Such a man, with cvery part,

I could give my very heart :
But of onc it short he came,
I can rest me where 1 am.

SONG.

O1t do not wanton with those eyes,
Lest T be sick with sceing;

Nor cast them down, but let them rise,
Lcst shame destroy their being.

O be not angry with those fires,
For then their threats will kill mc:
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Nor look too kind on my desires,
For then my hopes will spill me.

© do not stecp them in thy tears,
For so will sorrow slay me;

Nor spread them as distract with fears :
Mine own enough betray me.

A NYMPH’S PASSION,

1 vove, and he loves me again,
Yet dare I not tell who;
Por if the nymphs should know my <wain,
I fear they'd love him too;
Yet if he be not known,
The pleasure is as good as none,
tor that’s a narrow joy is but our own.

Il tell, that if they be not glad,
They yet may envy me;
But then if T grow jealous mad,
And of them piticd be,
It were a plague ’bove scorn :
And yet it cannot be forborn,
t nless my heart would, as my thought, be torn,

He is, if they can find him, fair,
And fresh and fragrant too,
As summer’s sky, or purged air,

And looks as lilies do
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That are this mofning blown ;
Yet, yet I doubt he is not known,
And fear much more, that more of him be shewn.

But he hath eyes so round, and bright,
As make away my doubt,
Where Love may all his torches light,
Though hatc had put them out :
But then, t* increase my fears,
What nymph soc’er his voice but hears,
Will be my rival, though she have but cars.

P’ll tell no more, and yet I love,
And he loves me; yet no
One unbecoming thought doth mbve
From either heart, 1 know ;
But so exempt from blame,
As it would be to each a fame,
If love or fear would let me tell his name.

EPITAPH ON THE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE.

UNDERNEATH this sable herse

Lies the subject of all verse,
Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother;
Death! cre thou hast slain another,
Lcarn’d and fair, and good as she,
Time shall throw a dart at thee.
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'HE PICTURE OF THE BODY.

SITTING, and ready to be drawn,

What make these velvets, silks, and lawn,
Embroidcries, feathers, fringes, lace,
Where every limb takes like a face?

Scnd these suspected helps to aid
Some form defective, or decay’d ;
This beauty, without falsehood fair,
Needs nought to clothe it but the air.

Yet something to the painter’s view,
Were fitly interposed ; so new:

Ie shall, if he can understand,
Work by my fancy, with his hand.

Draw first a cloud, all save her neck,
And, out of that, make day to break ;
T'ill like her face it do appear,

And men may think all light rose there.

Then let the beams of that disperse
The cloud, and shew the universe ;
Rut at such distance, as the eye
May rather yet adore, than spy.
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FROM THE I'OX.

Volpoue, aided by his servant Mosca, cheating the visituuts who
bring him presents, cach in the hope of being his heir.
Volp. Goop morning to the day; and next, my
gold !—
Open the shrine, that T may sec my suaint.
[Mosca withdraws the curtain, and discovers
piles of gold, plate, jewels, &c.
Hail the world’s soul, and mine! more glad than i
The teeming carth to sce the long'd-for sun
Peep through the horns of the celestial Ram,
Am I, to view thy splendour darkening his;
That lying here, amongst my other hoards,
Shew'st like a flame by night, or like the day
Struck out of chaos, when all darkness fled
Unto the centre. O thou son of Sol,
But brighter than thy father, let me kiss,
With adoration, thee, and cvery relic
Of sacred treasure in this blessed room,
Well did wisc poets, by thy glorious name,
Title that age which they would have the best;
Thou being the best of things, aud far transcendingg
All style of joy, in children, parents, friends,
Or any other waking dream on earth:
Thy looks when they to Venus did ascribe,
They should have given her twenty thousand (u-
pids;
Such are thy beauties and our loves ! Dear saint,
Riches, the dumb god, that giv’st all men tongucs,
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T'hat canst do nought, and yet mak’st men do all
things;
The price of souls ; even hell, with thee to boot,
Is made worth heaven.  Thou art virtue, fame,
Honour and all things elsc.  Who can get thee,
He shall be noble, valiant, honest, wise
Mos. And what he willy sir.  Riches are in for-
tune
A greater good than wisdom is in nature.
Volp. Truc, my beloved Mosca,  Yet I glory
More in the cunning purchase of my wealth,
Than in the glad posscssion, since I gain
No common way ; I use no trade, no venture;
I wound no carth with plough-shares, tat no beasts,
T'o feed the $hambles ; have no mills for iron,
Qil, corn, or men, to grind them into powder:
1 blow no subtle glass, expose no ships
To threat’nings of the furrow-faced sca;
I turn no monies in the public bank,
Nor usure private,
Mos. No, sir, nor devour
Soft prodigals.  You shall have some will swallow
A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch
Will piils of butter, and ne’er purge for it :
Tear forth the fathers of poor families
Qut of their beds, and coffin them alive
In some kind clasping prison, where their bones
May be forth-coming, when the flesh is rotten: |
But your sweet nature doth abhor these courses ;
You lothe the widow’s or the orphan’s tears
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Should wash your pavements, or their piteous cries
Ring in your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance.
Volp. Right, Mosca; I do lothe it.
Mos. And besides, sir,
You are not like the thresher that doth stand
With a huge flail, watching a heap of corn,
And, hungry, dares not tastc the smallest grain,
But feeds on mallows, and such bitter herbs;
Nor like the merchant, who hath fill’d his vaults
With Romagnia, and rich Candian wincs,
Yet drinks the lecs of Lombard’s vinegar :
You will lie not in straw, whilst moths and worms
Feed on your sumptuous hangings and soft beds ;
You know the use of riches, and dare give now
From that bright heap, to me, your poor observer,
Or to your dwarf, or your hermaphrodite,
Your cunuch, or what other household trifle
Your pleasure allows maintenance
Folp. Hold thee, Mosca, [Gives him money.
Take of my hand; thou strik’st on truth in all,
And they are envious term thee parasite.
Call forth my dwarf, my eunuch, and my fool,
And let them make me sport. [Exit Mos.] What
should I do,
But cocker up my geunius, and live frec
To all delights my fortune calls me to ?
I have no wife, no parent, child, ally,
To give my substance to; but whom 1 make
Must be my heir; and this makes men observe vic:
This draws new clients daily to my house,
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Women and men of every sex and age,
That bring me presents, send me plate, coin, jewels,
With hope that when I die (which they expect
Each greedy minute) it shall then return
Ten-fold upon them; whilst some, covetous
Above the rest, seck to engross me whole,
And counterwork the one unto the other,
Contend in gifts, as they would seem in love :
All which I sufter, playing with their hopes,
And am content to coin them into profit,
And look upon their kindness, and take more,
And look on that; still bearing them in hand,
Letting the cherry knock against their lips,
And draw it by their mouths, and back again.—
How now!
* * * * A * * %

Mos. Tis signior Voltore, the advocate;
I know him by his knock.

Volp. Tetch me my gown,
My furs, and night-caps; say, my couch is chang-

ing;
And let him entertain himsel{ awhile
Without i’ the gallery. [Exit Mosca.] Now, now
my clients

Begin their visitation! Vulture, kitc,
Raven, and gorcrow, all my birds of prey,
That think me turning carcase, now they come ;
I am not for them yet.—

Re-cnter Mosca, with the gown, &c.

1Tow now ! the news?
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Mos. A picce of plate, sir.

Volp. Of what bigness ?

Mos. Tluge,

Massy, and antique, with your name inscribed,
And arms engraven.

Volp. Good! and not a fox
Stretch’d on the earth, with fine delusive sleights,
Mocking a gaping crow? ha, Mosca!

Mos. Sharp, sir.

Volp. Give me my furs. [Puts on his sick div.

Why dost thou laugh so, man?

Mos. T cannot choose, sir, when T apprehend
What thoughts he has without now, as he walks:
That this might be the last gift he should give;
That this would fetch you; if you died to-day,
And gave him all, what he should be to-morrow .
What large return would come of all his ventures,
How he should worship’d be, and reverenced ;
Ride with his furs, and foot-cloths; waited on
By herds of fools, and clients ; have clear way
Madc for his mule, as letter’d as himself';

Be call’d the great and learned advocate :
And then concludes, there’s nought impos-ible.

Volp. Yes, to be learned, Mosca.

Mos. O, no: rich
Implies it. Ilood an ass with reverend puiple,
So you can hide his two ambitious ears,

And he shall pass for a cathedral doctor.

Volp. My caps, my caps, good Mosca. Fetch

him in.

Mos. Stay, sir; your ointment for your cyes.
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Folp. That's true;
Dispatch, dispatch: I long to have possession
Of my new present.

Mos. That, and thousands more,
I hope to see you lord of.

Volp. Thanks, kind Mosca.

Mos. And that, when I am lost in blended dust,
And hundred such as I am, in succession

Folp. Nay, that were too much, Mosca.

Mos. You shall live,
Still, to delude these harpics.

Folp. Loving Mosca!
*Tis well : my pillow now, and let him enter.

[Lxit Mosca.
Now, my fteign’d cough, my phthisic, and my gout,
My apoplexy, palsy, and catarrhs,
Help, with your forced functions, this my posture,
Wherein, this three year, I have milk'd their hopes.
He comes; I hear him—Uh! [conghing.] uh! uh!
uh! O—

Re-enter Mosca, introducing VOLTORE, with a picce
of Plate.
AMos. You still are what you were, sir. Only you,
Of all the rest, are he commands his love,
And you do wisely to preserve it thus,
With early visitation, and kind notes
Of your good meaning to him, which, I know,
Cannot but come most grateful.  Patron ! sir!
Herce's signior Voltore is come
Folp, [ faintly.] What say you?
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Mos. Sir, signior Voltore is come this morning
To visit you.

Volp. I thank him.

Mos. And hath brought
A piece of antique plate, bought of St. Mark,
With which he here presents you.

Volp. He is welcome,
Pray him to come more often.

Mos. Yes.

Volt. What says he ?

Mos. ITe thanks you, and desires you see him

often.

Volp. Mosca.

Mos. My patron!

Volp. Bring him ncar, where is he ?
I long to fecl his hand.

Mos. The plate is here, sir.

Volt. How fare you, sir?

Volp. 1 thank you, signior Voltore ;
Where is the platc ? minc eyes are bad.

Volt. [putting it into his hands.] I’m sorry,
To sce you still thus weak.

Mos. That he’s not weaker. [Asad .

Volp. You are too munificent,

Volt. No, sir; would to heaven,
I could as well give health to you, as that plate!

Volp. You give, sir, what you can; I thank you.

Your love

Hath taste in this, and shall not be unanswer'd:
I pray you see me often.

Volt. Yes, I shall, sir.
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Volp. Be not far from me.
Mos. Do you observe that, sir?
Volp. Hearken unto me still; it will concern you.
Mos. You arc a happy man, sir; know your
good,
Volp. T cannot now last long
Mos. You are his heir, sir.
Volt. Am 12
Volp. 1 feel me going ; Uh! uh! uh! uh!
I'm sailing to my port, Uh! uh! uh! uh!
And I am glad I am so near my haven.
Mos. Alas, kind gentleman! Well, we must all
go
Volt. But, Mosca:
Mos. Age will conquer.
Volt. ’Pray thee, hear me:
Am I inscribed his heir for certain ?
Mos: Are you!
I do besecch you, sir, you will vouchsafe
To write me in your family. All my hopes
Depend upon your worship: I am lost,
Except the rising sun do shine an me.
Vole. It shall both shine, and warm thee, Mosca.
Mos. Sir,
I am a man, that hath not done your love
All the worst offices : here I wear your keys,
Sec all your coffers and your caskets lock’d,
Keep the poor inventory of your jewels,
Your plate and monies; am your steward, sir,
Husbard your goods here.
Pol:. But am I sole heir?
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Mos. Without a partner, sir ; confirm’d this morn-
ing:
The wax is warm yct, and the ink scarce dry
Upon the parchment.
Voli. 1lappy, happy, me !
By what good chance, sweet Mosca ?
Mos. Your desert, sir;
I know no second causc.
Volt. Thy modesty '
Is not to know it; well, we shall requite it.
Mos. Ile cver liked your course, sir; that first
took him.
I oft have heard him say, how he admired
Mecn of your large profession, that could speak
To cvery cause, and things mere contraries,
Till they were hoarse again, yet all be law ;
That, with most quick agility, could turn,
And return ; make knots, and undo them ;
Give forked counsel ; take provoking gold
On either hand, and put it up: these men,
He knew, would thrive with their humility.
And, for his part, he thought he should be blest
To have his heir of such a suffering spirit,
So wise, so grave, of so perplex’d a tongue,
And loud withal, that would not wag, nor scarce
Lic still, without a fee;; when every word
Your worship but lets fall, is a chequin !—
[Knrocking without.
Who's that? one knocks; I would not have you
seen, sir.
And yet—pretend you came, and went in haste;

>
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I’ll fashion an excuse——and, gentle sir,
When you do come to swim in golden lard,
Up to the arms in honey, that yeur chin
Is born up stiff, with fatness of the flood,
Think on your vassal ; but remember me :
I have not been your worst of clients.
Volt. Mosca!
Ddos. When will you have your inventory brought,
" sir?
Or see a copy of the will ?=——Anon !—
I’ll bring them to you, sir. Away, be gone,
Put business in your face. [Exit VoLTORE,
Volp. [springing up.] Excellent Mosca !
Come hither, let me kiss thee.
Dos. Keep you still, sir.
Here is Corbaccio.
Volp. Set the platc away:
The vulture’s gone, and the old raven’s come !
Mos. Betake you to your silence, and your slecp.
Stand there and multiply, [Putting the plate to the
rest.] Now shall we see
A wretch, who is indeed more impotent
Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop
Over his grave—

Enter CorBACCIO,
Signior Corbaccio!
You’re very welcome, sir.
Corb. How does your patron?
Mos. Troth, as he did, sir; no amends.
VOL. II, N
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Corb. What! mends he?

Mos. No, sir: he’s rather worse.

Corb. That’s well. Where is he?

Mos. Upon his couch, sir, newly fall’n asleep,

Corb. Does he sleep well?

Mos. No wink, sir, all this night,

Nor yesterday ; but slumbers.

Corb. Good! he should take
Some counsel of physicians: I have brought him
An opiate here, from mine own doctor,

Mos, He will not hear of drugs.

Corb. Why? I mysclf.

Stood by while it was made, saw all the ingredients ;
And know, it cannot but most gently work :
My life for his, ’tis but to make him sleep.
Volp. Ay, his last sleep, if he would take it.
[Aside.
Mos. Sir,
He has no faith in physic.

Corb. Say you, say you?

Mos. He has no faith in physic: he does think
Most of your doctors are the greater danger,
And worse discase, to escape. I often have
Heard him protest, that your physician
Should never be his heir.

Corb. Not T his heir?

Mos. Not your physician, sir.

Corb. O, no, no, no,

I do not mean it.
Mos. No, sir, nor their fees



BEN JONSON. ‘179

He cannot brook : he says, they flay a man,
Before they kill him,

Corb. Right, I do conccive you.

Mos. And then they do it by experiment ;
For which the law not only doth absolve them,
But gives them great reward : and he is loth
To hirc his death, so.

Corb. 1t is true, they kill
With as much license as a judge.

Mos. Nay, more ;

For he but kills, sir, where the law condemns,
And these can kill him too.
Corb. Ay, or me;
Or any man. How does his apoplex ?
Is that strong on him still ?

Mos. Most violent.

His speech is broken, and his cyes are set,

His face drawn longer than ’twas wont——
Corb. How! how!

Stronger than he was wont ?

Mos. No, sir: his face
Drawn longer than ’twas wont.

Corb. O, good!

Mos. His mouth
Is ever gaping, and his eyelids hang,

Corb. Good.

Mos. A freczing numbness stiffens all his joints,
And makes the colour of his flesh like lead.

Cord. *Tis good.

Mos. His pulse beats slow, and dull.

N2
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Corb. Good symptoms still.

Mos. And from his brain—

Corb. T conceive you; good.

Mos. Flows a cold sweat, with a continual rheum,
Forth the resolved corners of his eyes.

Corb. Is't possible? Yet I am better, ha!

How does he, witih the swimming of his head ?

Mos. O, sir, *tis past the scotomy; he now
Hath lost his feeling, and hath left to snort:

You hardly can perceive him, that he breathes.

Corb. Exccllent, excellent! sure I shall outlast

him:
This makes me young again, a score of years.

Mos. 1 was a coming for you, sir.

Corb. Has he made his will 2
What has he given me?

Mos. No, sir.

Corb. Nothing! ha?

Mos. He has not made his will, sir.

Corb. Oh, oh, oh!

What then did Voltore, the lawyer, here ?

Mos, He smelt a carcase, sir, when he but heard
My master was about his testament ;
As 1 did urge him to it for your good

Corb. He camc unto him, did he ? I thought so. *

Mos. Yes, and presented him this piece of platc.

Corb, To be his heir?

Mos. 1 do not know, sir,

Corb. True:

I know it too.
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Mos. By your own scale, sir, [Aside.
Corb. Well,
I shall prevent him, yet. See, Mosca, look,
Here, I have brought a bag of bright chequines,
Will quite weigh down his plate.
Mos. [taking the bag.] ¥ea, marry, sir,
This is true physic, this your sacred medicine ;
No talk of opiates, to this great clixir!
Corb. *Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile.
Mos. It shall be minister’d to him, in his bowl.
Corb. Ay, do, do, do.
Mos. Most blessed cordial !
This will recover him.
Corb. Yes, do, do, da.
Mos. I think it were not best, sir.
Corb, What?
Mos. To recover him.
Corb. O, no, no, no; by no mecans,
Mos. Why, sir, this
Will work some strange cffect, if he but fecl it.
Corb. ’Tis true, therefore forbear; I’ll take my
venture :
Give me it again.
Mos. At no hand; pardon me:
You shall not do yourself that wrong, sir. 1
Will so advise you, you shall have it all.
Corb. How?
Mos. All, sir; ’tis your right, your own ; no man
Can claim a part: ’tis yours without a rival,
Decreed by destiny.
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Corb. How, how, good Mosca ?
Mos. Pl tell you, sir. This fit he shall recover.
Corb. 1 do conceive you.
Mos. And, on first advantage
Of his gain’d scnse, will I re-importune him
Unto the making of his testament :
And shew him this. [Pointing to the money.
Corb. Good, good.
Mos. ’Tis better yet,
If you will hear, sir.
Corb. Yes, with all my heart.
Mos. Now, would I counsel you, make home with
speed ;
There, frame a will; whereto you shall inscribe
My master your sole heir.
Corb. And disinherit
My son!
Mos. O, sir, the better: for that colour
Shall make it much more taking,
Corb. O, but colour?
Mos. This will, sir, you shall send it unto me.
Now, when I come to inforce, as 1 will do,
Your cares, your watchings, and your many prayers,
Your more than many gifts, your this day’s present,

And last, produce your will; where, without y

thought,
Or lcast regard, unto your proper issue,
A son so brave, and highly meriting,
The stream of your diverted love hath thrown you
Upon my master, and made him your heir:
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He cannot be so stupid, or stone-dead,
But out of conscience, and mere gratitudem——
Corb. He must pronounce me his?
Mos. ’Tis true.
Corb, This plot
Did I think on before.
* Mos. I do believe it.
Corb. Do you not believe it ?
Mos. Yes, sir.
Corb. Mine own project.
. Mos. Which, when he hath done, sir—-
Cord. Publish’d me his heir?
Mos. And you so certain to survive him——
Corb. Ay.
Mos. Being so lusty a man
Corb. ’Tis true.
Mos. Yes, sir
Corb. 1 thought on that too. Sce, how he should
be
The very organ to express my thoughts!
Mos. You have not only done yourself a good—
Corb. But multiplicd it on my son.
Mos. *Tis right, sir.
Corb. Still, my invention,
Mos. °Las, sir! hcaven knows,
It hath been all my study, all my care,
(I e’en grow gray withal,) how to work things-~——
Corb. I do conceive, sweet Mosca.
Mos. You are he,
For whom I labour, here.
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Corb. Ay, do, do, do:

I'll straight about it. {Going-
Mos. Rook go with you, raven!
Corb. I know thee honest.

Mos. You do lic, sir! [Aside.

Corb, And—

Mos. Your knowledge is no better than your
ears, sir,

Corb. 1 do not doubt, to be a father to thee.
Mos. Nor I to gull my brother of his blessing.
Corb. T may have my youth restored to me, why
not?
Mos. Your worship is a precious ass !
Corb. What say’st thou ?
Mos. I do desire your worship to make haste, sir.
Corb. *Tis done, *tis done; I go. [Exzit.
Volp. [leaping from his couch.] O, I shall burst!
Let out my sides, let out my sides—
Mos. Contain
Your flux of laughter, sir: you know this hope
Is such a bait, it covers any hook.
Volp. O, but thy working, and thy placing it!
I cannot hold; good rascal, let me kiss thee :
I never knew thee in so rare a humour.
Mos. Alas, sir, I but do as I am taught;
Follow your grave instructions; give them words;
Pour oil into their ears, and send them hence.
Volp. °Tis true, ’tis true. What a rare punish-
ment
Is avarice to itself!
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Mos. Ay, with our help, sir.
Folp. So many cares, so many maladies,
So many fears attending on old age,
Yea, death so often call’d on, as no wish
Can be more frequent with them, their limbs faint,
Their senses dull, their seeing, hearing, going,
All dead before them; yea, their very teeth,
Their instruments of eating, failing them :
Yet this is reckon’d life! nay, here was one,
Is now gonc home, that wishes to live longer !
Feels not his gout, nor palsy ; feigns himself
Younger by scores of years, flatters his age
With confident belying it, hopes he may,
With channs, like Ason, have his youth restored :
And with these thoughts so battens, as if fate
Would be as easily cheated on, as he,
And all turns air! [knocking within.] Who’s that
there, now? a third !
Mos. Close, to your couch again; I hear his
voice :
It is Corvino, our spruce merchant,
Volp. [lies down as before.] Dead.
Mos. Another bout, sir, with your eyes. [anoint-
ing them,]—Who's there?



THOMAS CAREVW.

BORN 1580.—DIED 1639.

WhugN Mr. Ellis pronounced that Carew certainly
died in 1634,' he had probably some reasons for
setting aside the date of the poet’s birth assigned
by Lord Clarendon; but as he has not given them,
the authority of a contemporary must be ailowed to
stand. He was of the Carcws of Gloucestershire, a
family descended from the elder stock of that name
in Devonshire, and a younger brother of Sir Matthew
Carew, who was a zealous adherent of the fortunes
of Charles I. He was cducated at Oxford, but was
neither matriculated nor took any degree. After
returning from his travels, hc was reccived with
distinction at the court of Charles I. for Lis elegant
manners and accomplishments, and was appointed
gentleman of the privy chamber, and sewer in ordi-
nary to his majesty. The rest of his days scem to
have passed in affluence and ease, and he died just
in time to save him from witnessing the gay and
gallant court, to which he had contributed more than
the ordinary literature of a courtier, dispersed by
the storm of civil war that was already gathering.

1 Specimens of English Poctry, vol. ii.
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The want of boldness and expansion in Carew’s
thoughts and subjects, excludes him from rivalship
with great poefical names; nor is it difficult, even
within the narrow pale of his works, to discover
some faults of aflcctation, and of still more objection-
able indclicacy. But among the poets who have
walked in the same limited path, he is pre-eminently
beautiful, and deservedly ranks among the earliest
of those who gave a cultivated grace to our lyrical
strains. Ilis slowness in composition was evidently
that sort of care in the poct, which saves trouble to
his reader. His poems have touches of elegance
and refincment, which their trifling subjects could
not have yielded without a delicate and deliberate
exercise of the fancy ; and he unites the point and
polish of later times, with many of the genial and
warm tintsof the cldermuse. Like Waller, heisbyno
means free from conceit ; and one regrets to find him
addressing the Surgeon bleeding Celia, in order to
tell him, that the blood which he draws proceeds not
from the fair one’s arm, but from the lover’s heart.
But of such frigid thoughts he is more sparing
than Waller; and his conceptions, compared to that
poet’s, are like fruits of a richer flavour that have
been cultured with the same assiduity.
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PERSUASIONS TO LOVE.,

THINK not, 'cause men flatt’ring say,
Y are fresh as April, sweet as May,
Bright as is the morning-star,

That you are so;—or though you are,
Be not thercfore proud, and deem

All men unworthy your esteem :
* * * * * * *

* * * * * * *

Starve not yourself, because you may
Thereby makc me pine away;

Nor let brittle beauty make

You your wiser thoughts forsake :

For that lovely face will fail ;
Beauty’s sweet, but beauty’s frail ;
*Tis sooner past, ’tis sooner done,
Than summer’s rain, or winter’s sun:
Most fleeting, when it is most dear;
*Tis gone, while we but say ’tis here.
These curious locks so aptly twin’d,
‘Whose every hair a soul doth bind,
Will change their auburn hue, and grow
‘White, and cold as winter’s snow.
That eye which now is Cupid’s nest
Will prove his grave, and all the rest
Will follow ; in the check, chin, nose,
Nor lily shall be found, nor rose ;
And what will then become of all
Those, whom now you servants call ?
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Like swallows, when your summer’s done
They’'ll fly, and seek some warmer sun.

* * * * * * *
The snake each year fresh skin resumes,
And eagles change their aged plumes;
The faded rose each spring receives

A fresh red tincture on her leaves:

But if your beautics once decay,

You never know a second May.

Oh, then be wise, and whilst your season
Affords you days for sport, do reason ;
Spend not in vain your life’s short hour,
But crop in time your beauty’s tlow’r:
Which will away, and doth togcther
Both bud and fade, both blow and wither.

SONG.
MEDIOCRITY IN LOVE REJECTED.
GivE me more love, or more disdain,
The torrid, or the frozen zone
Dring equal ease unto my pain;
The temperate affords me none;
Either extreme, of love or hate,
Is sweeter than a calm estatc.

Give me a storm; if it be love,
Like Danae in that golden shower,
1 swim in pleasure; if it prove
Disdain, that torrent will devour
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My vulture-hopes; and he’s possess’d
Of heaven that’s but from hell releas’d :
Then crown my joys, or cure my pain;
Give me more love, or more disdain.

TO MY MISTRESS SITTING BY A RIVER'S SIDE.

AN EDDY.

Marx how yon cddy steals away
From the rude strcam into the bay;
There lock’d up safe, she doth divorce
Her waters from the channel’s course,
And scorns the torrent that did bring
Her headlong from her native spring.
Now doth she with her new love p]av,
Whilst he runs murmuring away.
Mark how she courts the banks, whilst they
As amorously their arms display,
T? embracc and clip her silver waves :
See how she strokes their sides, and craves
An entrance there, which they deny;
Whereat she frowns, threatening to fly
Home to her stream, and gins to swim
Backward, but from the channel’s brim
Smiling returns into the creek,
With thousand dimples on her cheek.

Be thou this eddy, and I’ll make
My breast thy shore, where thou shalt take
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Secure repose, and never dream

Of the quite forsaken strcam:

Lect him to the wide ocean haste,
There losc his colour, name, and taste ;
Thou shalt save all, and, safe from him,
Within thesc arms for ever swim.

SONG.

PERSUASIONS TO ENJOY,

Ir the quick spirits in your eye

Now languish, and anon must die;

If ev’ry swceet, and ev’ry grace

Must fly from that forsaken face:
Then, Cclia, let us rcap our jays,
Ere time such goodly fruit destroys.

Or, if that golden fleece must grow

For ever, free from aged snow;

If those bright suns must know no shade,

Nor your fresh beauties ever fade;

Then fear not, Celia, to bestow

What still being gather’d still must grow.
Thus, either Time his sickle brings
In vain, or elsc in vain his wings,

INGRATEFUL BEAUTY THREATENED.

Kv~ow, Celia, since thou art so proud,
“I'was I that gave thee thy renown:
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Thou hadst, in the forgotten crowd

Of common beauties, liv’d unknown,
Had not my verse exhal'd thy name,
And with it impt the wings of Fame.

That killing power is none of thine,
I gave it to thy voice and eyes:
Thy sweets, thy graccs, all are mine:
Thou art my star, shin’st in my skies;
Then dart not from thy borrowcd sphere
Lightning on him that fix’d thee there.

Tempt me with such affrights no more,
Lest what I made I uncreate:
Let fools thy mystic forms adore,
I’ll know thee in thy mortal state.
Wise poets, that wrap truth in tales,
Knew her themsclves through all her veils.,

DISDAIN RETURNED.

HE that loves a rosy cheek,
Or a coral lip admires,
Or from star-like eyes doth scek
Fuel to maintain his fires;
As old Time makes these decay,
So his flames must waste away.

But a smooth and stedfast mind,
Gentle thoughts and calm desircs,
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[Iearts with equal love combin’d,
Kindle never-dying fires.

Where these are not, I despise

Lovely checks, or lips or eyes.

No tears, Celia, now shall win

My resolv’d heart to return;
I have search’d thy soul within,

And find nought but pride and scorn;
I have learn’d thy arts, and now
Can disdain as much as thou,
Some pow'r, in my revenge, convey
‘That love to her I cast away.

GOOD COUNSEL TO A YOUNG MAID.

Wiren you the sun-burnt pilgrim sce,
Fainting with thirst, haste to the springs;
Mark how at first with bended knee
Ie courts the crystal nymphs, and flings
His body to the earth, wherc he
Prostrate adores the flowing deity.
But when his sweaty face is drench’d
In her cool waves, when from her sweet
Bosom his burning thirst is quench’d ;
Then mark how with disdainful feet
He kicks her banks, and from the place
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That thus refresh’d him, moves with sullen pace.

VOL. II. o
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So shalt thou be despis'd, fair maid,
When by the satcd lover tasted ;
What first he did with tears invade,
Shall afterwards with scorn be wasted ;
When all the virgin springs grow dry,
When no strcams shall be left but in thine eye.

SONG.
THE WILLING PRISONER TO 111§ MISTRESS,

LeT fools great Cupid’s yoke disdain,
Loving their own wild freedom better ;
Whilst, proud of my triumphant chain,
I sit and court my beauteous fetter.

Her murdering glances, snaring hairs,

And her bewitching smiles, so please me,
As he brings ruin, that repairs

The sweet afflictions that disease me.

Hide not those panting balls of snow
With envious veils from my beholding ;
Unlock those lips, their pearly row
In a sweet smile of love unfolding.

And let those eyes, whose motion wheels
The restless fate of every lover,
Survey the pains my sick heart feels,
And wounds, themselves have made, discover.
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE.
Shepherd, Nymph, Chorus.

Shepherd.

Tui1s mossy bank they prest. Nym. That aged ouk
Did canopy the happy pair
All night from the damp air.
Clho. Ilere lct us sit, and sing the words they spoke,
Till the day-breaking their embraces broke.

Skep. Sece, love, the blushes of the morn appear :
And now she hangs her pearly store
(Robb’d from the eastern shore)

I' th’ cowslip’s bell and rose’s ear:

Sweet, I must stay no longer here.

Nym. Those streaks of doubtful light usher not
day,
But shew my sun must sct; no morn
Shall shine till thou return:

The yellow plancts, and the grey

Dawn, shall attend thee on thy way.

Shep. If thine eyes gild my paths, they may forbear
Their uscless shine, Nym. My tears will quite
Extinguish their faint light.

Shep. Those drops will make their beams more clear,

Love's flames will shine in every tear.

Cho. They kissed, and wept ; and from their lips and
eyes,
In a mix’d dew of briny swect,

Their joys and sorrows meet ;
02
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But she ciies out, Nym. Shepherd, arise,
The sun betrays us clse to spies.

Skep. The winged hours fly fast whilst we embrace :
But when we want their help to meet,
They move with leaden feet,

Nym. Then let us pinion time, and chace

‘The day for ever from this place.

Shep. Hark! Nym. Ah me,stay! Shep. Forever.
Nym. No, arisc;
We must be gone.  Skep. My nest of spice.
Nym. My soul. Shep. My paradise.
Cho. Ncither could say farewell, but through their
cyes
Grief interrupted specch with tears supplies.

EPITAPH ON THE LADY MARY VILLERS.
THe Lady Mary Villers lies

Under this stone: With weeping eyes
The parents that first gave her breath,
And their sad friends, laid her in earth.
If any of them, reader, were

Known unto thee, shed a tear:

Or if thyself possess a gem,

As dear to thee as this to them;
Though a stranger to this place,
Bewail in their’s thinc own hard casc;
For thou perhaps at thy return
May'st find thy darling in «n urn.
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FEMININE HONOUR.

IN what estcem did the gods hold
Fair innocence and the chaste bed,
When scandal’d virtue might be bold,
Bare-foot upon sharp culters, spread
O’er burning coals, to march ; yet feel
Nor scorching fire nor piercing steel !

Why, when the hard-cdged iron did turn
Soft as a bed of roses blown,
When cruel flames forgot to burn
Their chaste, pure limbs, should man alone
*Gainst female innocence conspire,
Harder than stecel, fiercer than fire ?

Oh hapless sex ! unequal sway
Of partial honour! who may know
Rebels from subjects that obey,
When malice can on vestals throw
Disgrace, and fame fix high repute
On the loosc shamcless prostitute ?

Vain Honour! thou art but disguise,
A cheating voice, a juggling art;

No judge of Virtue, whose purc eyes
Court her own image in the heart,
More pleas’d with her true figure there,

Than her false echo in the ear,

107
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UPON MR, W, MONTAGUE’S RETURN FROM TRAVEL.

Leap the black bull to slaughter, with the boar
And lamb: then purple with their mingled gore
The occan’s curled brow, that so we may

The sca-gods for their careful waftage pay:
Send gratcful incense up in pious smoke

To those mild spirits that cast a curbing yoke
Upon the stubborn winds, that calmly blew

To the wish’d shore our long’d-for Montague:
Then, whilst the aromatic odours burn

In honour of their darling’s safe return,

The Muse's quire shall thus, with voice and hand,
Bless the fair gale that droyve his ship to land.

Swecetly-breathing vernal air,

That with kind warmth dost repair
Winter’s ruins; from whose breast
All the gums and spice of th' cast
Borrow their perfunes ; whose eye
Gilds the morn, and clears the sky;
Whose dishevel’d tresses shed

Pcarls upon the violet bed ;

On whosc brow, with calm smiles dress’d,
The halcyon sits and builds her nest ;
Beauty, youth, and cndless spring,
Dwell upon thy rosy wing;

Thou, it stormy Boreas throws

Down whole forests when he blows,
With a pregnant flow’ry birth

Canst refresh the teeming earth :
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If he nip the early bud,

If he blast what’s fair or good,
It he scatter our choice flowers,
If he shake our hills or bowers,
If his rude breath threaten us;
Thou canst stroke great Eolus,
And from him the grace obtain
To bind him in an iron chain.

SONG.

Ask me no more where Jove bestows,
When June is past, the fading rose;
I'or in your beautics orient deep
These flow’rs, as in their causes, sleep,

Ask me no more, whither do stray
The golden atoms of the day;

For, in pure love, heaven did prepare
Those powders to enrich your hair,

Ask me no more, whither doth haste
The nightingale, when May is past;
For in your sweet dividing throat

She winters, and keeps warm her note.

Ask me no more, where those stars light,
That downwards fall in dead of night;
For in your eycs they sit, and there
Fixed become, as in their sphcre.



200

THOMAS CAREW,

Ask me no more, if east or west,
The pheenix builds her spicy nest;
For unto you at last she flies,
And in your fragrant bosom dies.

THE MINTAKE.
WiueN on fair Celia I did spy
A wounded heart of stonc,
The wound had almost made me cry,
Sure this heart was my own:

But when T saw it was enthron'd
In her celestial breast,

O then! I it no longer own’d,
For mine was nc’er so blest.

Yet if in highest heavens do shine
Each constant martyr’s heart ;

Then she may well give rest to mine,
That for her sake doth smart :

Where, scated in so high a bliss,
Though wounded it shall live:

Death enters not in Paradise ;
The place free life doth give.

Or, if the place less sacred were,
Did but her saving eye

Bathe my kind heart in onc kind tear,
Then should I never die,
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Slight balms may hcal a slighter sore ;
No med’cine less divine

Can ever hope for to restore
A wounded heart like mine.

SIR HENRY WOTTON.

BORN 1568,—DIED 1630.

Str Henry WorTox was born at Broughton Place,
in Kent. Foresceing the fall of the Earl of Essex,
to whom he was sceretary, he left the kingdom, hut
returned upon the accession of James, and was apa
pointed ambassador to the court of Venice, Towards
the close of his life he took deacon’s orders, and was
nominated provost of Eton.

FAREWELL TO THE VANITIES OF TIIE WORLD.

SFareweLL, ye gilded follics! pleasing troubles ;

£ Farewell, ye honour’d rags, ye glorious bubbles ;
LFame’s but a hollow echo, gold pure clay,
Honour the darling but of one short day,
Beauty, th' eye’s idol, but a damask’d skin,
State but a golden prison to live in
And torture free-born minds; embroider'd trains
Merely but pageants for proud swelling veins ;
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And blood, allied to greatness, is alone

Inherited, not purchas’d, nor our own.

Fame, honour, beauty, state, train, blood, and birth,
Are but the fading blossoms ef the earth.

I would be great, but that the sun doth still

Level his rays against the rising hill ;

I would be high, but sce the proudest. oak

Most subject to the rending thunder-stroke ;

1 would be rich, but see men too unkind

Dig in the bowcls of the richest mind ;

1 would be wise, but that I often see

The fox suspected while the ass goes free;

1 would be fair, but sce the fair and proud

Like the bright sun oft setting in a cloud ;

1 would be poor, but know the humble grass

Still trampled on by each unworthy ass;

Rich, hated ; wise, suspected ; scorn’d if poor ;
Great, fear’d ; fair, tempted; high, still envy’d more,
I have wish’d all, but now I wish for neither
Great, high, rich, wise, nor fair—poor I'll be rather.

Would the world now adopt me for her heir,
Would beauty’s queen entitle me ¢ the fair,”
Fame speak me fortune's minion, could I vie
Angels' with India; with a speaking eye
Command bare hcads, bow’d knees, strike justice

dumb
As well as blind and lame, or give a tongue

' Angels—picces of money.
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To stones by cpitaphs; be call’d great master
In the loose rhymes of every poetaster ;

Could I be more than any man that lives,

Great, fiir, rich, wisc, all in superlatives :

Yet 1 more frecly would these gifts resign,
Than ever fortune would have made them mine;
Aud hold one minute of this holy leisure
Beyond the riches of this empty pleasure,

Welcome, pure thoughts! welcome, ye silent groves'
These gucsts, these courts, my soul most dearly loves.,
Now the wing’d people of the sky shall sing

My cheerful anthems to the gladsome spring;

A prayer-book now shall be my looking-glass,

In which T will adore sweet virtue’s face;

Here dwell no hateful looks, no palace cares,

No broken vows dwell here, nor pale-fac’d fears:
Then here I’ll sit, and sigh my hot love’s folly,
And learn to affect a holy melancholy ;

And if Contentiuent be a stranger then,

I'll ne’er look for it but in heav’n again,

YON THE SUDDEN RESTRAINT OF THE EARL OF
SOMERSET ('l‘lll‘i FAVOURITE OF JAMES I.) THEN
FALLING ¥FROM FAVOUR.

DazzLep thus with height of place,
Whilst our hopes our wits beguile,

No man marks the narrow space
"Twixt a prison and a smile.
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Yet since fortune’s favours fade,
You that in her arms do slcep

Learn to swim and not to wade,
For the hearts of kings are decp.

But if greatness be so blind
As to trust in towers of air,

Let it be with goodness lined,
That at lcast the fall be fair.

Then though dark and you shall say,
When friends fail and princes frown
Virtue is the roughest way,
But proves at night a bed of down.

A MEDITATION.
FROM SANSCROFT’S COLLECTION,

[Mr. Malone, from whose handwriting L copy this, avs, * not,
I think, printed.”]

O, ruovu great Power! in whom we move,
By whom we live, to whom we dic,

Behold me through thy beams of love,
Whilst on this couch of tears T lie,

And clcanse my sordid soul within

By thy Christ’s blood, the bath of sin.

No hallowed oils, no gums I nced,
No new-born drams of purging fire;
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One rosy drop from David’s sced

Was worlds of seas to quench thine ire:
O, precious ransom! which once paid,
That Consummatum est was said.

And said by him, that said no more,

But scal'd it withgis sacred breath:
Thou then, that has dispurged our score,
And dying wert the death of death,

Be now, whilst on thy name we call,
Our life, our strength, our joy, our all!

WILLIAM ALEXANDER,
FARL OF STERLING.

BORN 1580.—niED 16.0.

WiLLiax ALEXANDER, of Menstrie, travelled on
the continent as tutor to the Earl of Argyle; and
" afier his return to his native country (Scotland),
4 having in vain solicited a mistress, whom he cele-
brates in his poetry by the name of Aurora, he
marricd the daughter o_f Sir Win. Erskine. [laving
repaired to the court of James the First, he obtained
the notice of the monarch, was appointed gentle-
man usher to Prince Charles, and was knighted by
James,  Both of those sovereigns patronized his
schenie for colonizing Nova Scotia, of which the
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latter made him lord licutenant. Charles the First
created him Earl of Sterling in 1633, and for ten
years he held the office of secretary of state for
Scotland, with the praise of moderation, in times
that were rendered peculiarly trying by the struggles
of Laud against the Scottish presbyterians.

He wrote some very heagy tragedies; but there
is clegance of expression in a few of his shorter
pieces,

SONNETS.
FROM II1S AURORA.

SomE men delight huge buildings to behold,

Some theatres, mountains, floods, and famoussprings,
Some monuments of monarchs, and such things

As in the books of fame have been enroll’d,

Those statcly towns that to the stars were raised ;
Some would their ruins sce (their beauty’s gone),
Of which the world’s three parts cach boasts of one :
Though none of those, I love a sight as rare,

Even her that o’cr my life as queen doth sit ;

Juno in majesty, Pallas in wit,

As Phacbe chaste, than Venus far more fair;

And though her looks even threaten death to me,
Their threat’nings are so sweet I cannot flee.

I cinaxncep, my dear, to come upon a day

Whilst thou wast but arising from thy bed,

And the warm snows, with comely garments cled,
More rich than glorious, and more finc than gay.
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Then, blushing to be scen in such a case,

O how thy curled locks mine eyes did pleasc;
And well become those waves thy beauty’s seas,
Which by thy hairs were fram’d upon thy face ;
Such was Diana once, when being spied

By rash Actmeon, she was much commoved:

Yet, more discrect than th’ angry goddess proved,
Thou knew’st 1 came through crror, not of pride,
And thought the wounds I got by thy sweet sight
Were too great scourges for a fault so light,

AWAKE, my musc, and leave to dream of loves,
Shake off soft fancy’s chains—I must be free;

Il perch no more upon the myrtle tree,

Nor glide through th’ air with beauty’s sacred doves ;
But with Jove’s stately bird Il leave my nest,
And try my sizht against Apollo’s rays.

Then, if that ought my vent'rous course dismays,
Upon th’ olive’s boughs Il light and rest;

P’ll tune my accents to a trumpcet now,

And scek the laurel in another field.

s¢hus I that once (as Beauty’s means did yicld)
'Did divers garments on my thoughts bestow,
Like Icarus, I fear, unwisely bold,

Am purpos’d other’s passions now t’ unfold



NATHAN FIELD.

Narmav Fierp had the honour of being connected
with Massinger in the Fatal Dowry, the play from
which Rowe stole the plot of his Fair Penitent.
The date of his birth and death arc unknown.

SONG.
FROM AMENDS FOR LADIES. 1618.

Risg, lady ! mistress, rise !
The night hath tedious been,
No sleep hath fallen into my eyes,
Nor slumbers made me sin:
Is not she a saint then, say,
Thought of whom keceps sin away »

Risc, madam! rise, and give me light,
Whom darkncss still will cover,

And ignorance, darker than night,
Till thou smile on thy lover:

All want day till thy beauty risec,

For the gray morn breaks from thine cyes.



THOMAS DEKKER.

Ar the close of the sixteenth century we find that
the theatres, conducted by Henslowe and Alleyn,
chiefly depended on Jonson, Heywood, Chettle, and
this poct, for composing or retouching their pieces.
Marston and Dckker had laboured frequently in
conjunction with Jonson, when their well-known
hostility with him commenced. What grounds of
offence Marston and Dekker alleged, cannot now be
told; but Jonson affirms, that after the appearance
t" his comedy, ¢ Every Man in his Ilumour,” they
began to provoke him on every stage with their
< petulant styles,” as if they wished to single him out
for their adversary. When Jonson’s Cynthia’s Revels
appeared, they appropriated the two characters of
Thedon and Anaides to themselves, and were brood-
over their revenge when the Poetaster came

. éh, in which Dekker was recognized as Dcmetrius,
Lither that his wrath made him more willing, or that
he was chosen the champion of the offended host,
for his rapid powers and popularity, he furnished
the Satiromastix; not indeed a despicable reply to
Jonson, but more full of rage than of ridicule. The
little that is known of Dekker’s history, independent
of his qumrel with Jonson, iz unfortunate. Ilis

VoL, 11 r
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talents were prolific, and not contemptible ; but he
was goaded on by want to hasty productions—ac-
quainted with spunging houses, and an inmate of
the King’s Bench prison!. Oldys thinks that he
was alive in 1638.

FORTUNE GIVING FORTUNATUS HIS CHOICE OF
GOODS.

For. Six gifts I spend upon mortality,
Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, and
riches;
Out of my bounty, onc of these is thine,
Choose then which likes thee best,
Fort. Oh, most divine!
Give me but lcave to borrow wonder's eye,

1 He was there at one time for three years, according to Oldys.
No wonder poor Dekker could risc a degree above the level ot
his ordinary genius in describing the blessings of Fortunatuy’s
inexhaustible pursc : he had probably felt but too keenly the force
of what he expresses in the misanthropy of Ampedo,

T'm not enamour’d of this painted idol,
This strumpet world ; for her most beauteous looks
Are poison’d baits, hung upon golden hooks. .
When fools do swim in wealth, her Cynthian beams '
Will wantoniy dance on the silver strcams;
But when this squint-ey’d age sces virtue poor,
And by a litle spark set shivering,
Begging of all, reliev’d at no man’s door,
She <miles on her as the sun shines on fire,
o kull that little heat.
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To look ¢amaz’d) at thy bright majesty,
Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, and
riches?

For. Before thy soul (at this deep lottery)

Draw forth her prize, ordain’d by destiny,

Know that here’s no recanting a first choice :

Choose then discreetly, (for the laws of fate

Being graven in steel, must stand inviolate.)

Lore. Daughters of Jove and the unblemish’d

Night,

Most rightcous Parcw, guide my genius right !

Wisdom, strength, health, beauty, long life, and
riches ?

I'or. Stay, Fortunatus, once more hear me speak;
If thou kiss wisdom’s cheek and make her thine,
She’ll breathe into thy lips divinity,

And thou (like Phwbus) shalt speak oracle;

Thy heaven-inspired soul, on wisdom’s wings,

Shall fly up to the parliament of Jove,

And read the statutes of cternity,

And see what's past, and learn what is to come:

"¢ thou lay claim to strength, armies shall quake
Jsce thee frown ; as kings at mine do lie,

3o shall thy feet trample on empery :

Make health thine object, thou shalt be strong

proof,

*(zainst the deep searching darts of surfeiting ;

Be ever merry, ever revelling:

Wish but for beauty, and within thine cy,s

Two naked Cupids amorously shall swin,
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*And on thy cheeks I'll mix such white and red,

That Jove shall turn away young Ganymede,

And with immortal arms shall circle thee :

Are thy desires long life? thy vital thread

Shall be streteh’d out; thou shalt behold the change

Of monarchies ; and see those children die

Whose great great grandsires now in cradles lie :

1f through gold’s sacred hunger thou dost pinc,

Those gilded wantons which in swarms do run,

To warm their slender bodies in the sun,

Shall stand for number of those golden piles,

Which in rich pride shall swell before thy feet ;

As those are, so shall these be infinite.

Awaken then thy soul’s best faculties,

And gladly kiss this bountcous hand of fate,

Which strives to bless thy name of Fortunate.
Fort, Oh, whither am I rapt beyond myself?

More violent conflicts fight in every thought,

Than his whose fatal choice Troy’s downfall wrought

Shall T contract myself to wisdom's love?

Then I lose riches; and a wise man poor,

Is like a sacred book that’s never read,

To himself he lives, and to all elsc seems dead: -

This age thinks better of a gilded fool, . ,".

Than of a thread-bare saint in wisdom’s school.

I will be strong: then I refuse long life;

And though mine arm should conquer twenty

worlds,
There's a lean fellow beats all conquerors :
The greatest strength expires with loss of breath ;
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The mightiest (in one minute) stoop to death.
Then take long life, or health: should I do so.

I might grow ugly; and that tedious scroll

Of months and ycars, much misery may inroll ;
Therefore I'll beg for beauty ; yct I will not,
The fairest check hath oftentimes a soul
Lep’rous as sin itsclf, than hell more foul,

The wisdom of this world is idiotism;

Strength a weak reed; hcalth sickness® enemy,
(And it at length will have the victory ;)

Beauty is but a painting; and long life

Is a long journcy in December gone,

Tedious and full of tribulation,

Therefore, dread sacred empress, make me rich ;

[Kneels dowa.

My choice is store of gold ; the rich are wise:
He that upon his back rich garments wears,

s wise, though on his head grow Midas’ cars:
Gold is the strength, the sinews of the world ;
The health, the soul, the beauty most divine ;

A mask of gold hides all deformitics ;

Sold is heaven’s physic, life’s restorative ;

. ‘1'1, therefore, make me rich ! not as the wretch
‘That only serves lean banquets to his eye,

Has gold, yct starves; is famish’d in his store ;
No, let me ever spend, be never poor.
For. Thy latest words confine thy destiny ;

Thou shall spend ever, and be never poor :

For proof reccive this purse; with it this virtue;
Still when thou thrust’st thy hand into the same,
Thou shalt draw forth ten pieces of bright gold,
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Current in any realm where then thou breathest -
If thou canst dribble out the sea by drops,
Then shalt thou want; but that can ne’er be done,
Nor this grow empty.
Fort., Thanks, great deity !
For. The virtue ends when thou and thy sons
end.
This path leads thce to Cyprus, get thee hence:
Farewell, vain covetous fool, thou wilt repent,
That for the love of dross thou hast despised
Wisdom's divine cmbrace; she would have borne
thee
On the rich wings of immortality ;
But now go dwell with cares, and quickly die.

FROM TIE HONEST WHORE.

Hipolito’s thoughts on his mistress’s picture, trem which he turns
to look on a scull, that lies before himn on a table.

My Infelice’s face, her brow, her eye,

The dimple on her cheek : and such sweet shill
Tath: from the cunning workman’s pencil flown,
These lips look fresh and lively as her own ;
Sceming to move and speak. ‘Las! now I sce,
The reason why fond women love to buy
Adulterate complexion ; here 'tis read ;

Falsc colours last after the true be dead.

Of all the roses grafted on her cheeks,

Of all the graces dancing in her eyes,

Of all the musick set upon her tongue,

Of 3ll that was past woman'’s excellence
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In her white bosom ; look, a painted board,
Circumscribes all ! Earth can no bliss afford :
Nothing of her, but this! This cannot speak ;

It has no lap for me to rest upon;

No lip worth tasting. Ilere the worms will feed,
Asg in her coffin. Hence then, idle art!

True love’s best pictur'd in a true-love’s heart.
Here art thou drawn, sweet maid, till this be dead!
So that thou liv'st twice, twice art buricd.

‘Thou figure of my friend, lic there,

JOHN WEBSTER.

L.AnGgnaise only inforws us of this writer, that
he was clerk of St. Andrew’s parish, ITolborn, and
estecmed by his contemporaries. Ile wrote his two
comedics, the Thracian Wonder, and the Cure for
a Cuckold, in conjunction with Rowley, Dekker, and
Marston, Four other pieces, entirely his own, are
Vittoria Corombona, the tragedy of Appius, the De-
il’s Law Case, and the Duchess of Malfy. From the
_-Nvertisement prefixed to his Duchess of Malfy, the
‘piece seems not to have been successful in the re-
' presentation. The author says, ¢ that it wanted that
which is the only grace and setting out of a tra-
gedy, a full and understanding auditory.” The au-
ditory, it may be suspected, were not quite so much
struck with the beauty of Webster’s horrors, as Mr.
Lambe scems to have been in writing the notes to his
Specimens of our old Dramatic Poetry, In the same
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preface Webster deprives himselfof the only apology
that could be offered for his absurdities as a drama-
tist, by acknowledging that he wrote slowly, a cir-
cumstance in which he modestly compares himself
to Euripides. In his tragedy of the Duchess of
Malfy, the duchess is married and delivered of se-
veral children in the course of the five acts.

VITTORIA, THE MISTRESS OF BRACHTANO, RELATING
HER DREAM TO HIM.

FROM VITTORIA COROMEBONA, THE VENETIAN COURTEZAN,

Persons —Vittoria Corombona ; Duke of Brachiano ; Corombona, the
mother, and Flummeo, the brother of Vittoria.

Vittoria. To pass away the time, I'll tell your
grace

A dream I had last night.

Brachiano. Most wishedly.

Vit. A foolish idle dream :
Methought T walk’d, about the mid of night,
Into a churchyard, where a goodly yew tree
Spread her large root in ground ; under that yew.
As 1 sat sadly leaning on a grave,
Chequer'd with cross sticks, there came stealing in
Your duchess and my husband ; one of them
A pick-axe bore, th’ other a rusty spade,
And in rough terms they gan to challenge me
About this yew.

Bra. That tree?

Vit. This harmless yew.
They told me my intens was to root up
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That well-grown yew, and plant i'th* stead of it

A wither”d black-thorn, and for that they vow'd

To bury me alive : my husband straight

With pick-axe *gan to dig, and your fell duchess,

With shovel, like a fury, voided out

The earth, and scatter’d bones: Lord, how me-
thought

I trembled, and yct for all this terror

I could not pray.

Fla. No, the devil was in your dream,
Vit. When to my rescuc there arose methought
A whirlwind, which lct fall a massy arm
From that strong plant,
And both were struck dead by that sacred yew,
In that base shallow grave that was their due.
Fla. Excellent devil!
She hath taught him, in a drcam,
To make away his duchess, and her husband.
Bra. Swcetly shall I interpret this your dream.
You arc lodg’d within his arms who shall protect
you
¥rom all the fevers of a jealous husband,
¥rom the poor envy of our phlegmatic duchess;
I’ll seat you above law and above scandal.
Give to your thoughts the invention of delight
And the fruition, nor shall government
Divide me from you longer than a care
To keep you great : you shall to me at once
Be dukedom, health, wife, children, friends, and all,
Cor. Woe to light hearts, they still forerun our
fall.
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FROM TIIE DUCHKESS OF MALFY. .

The Duchess of Malfy having privately married Antouio, her own
steward, is unhumanly persecuted by her brother Ferdinand,
who confines her in a house of mad-men, and in concert with
his creature Bosola murders her and ber attendant Cariola.

Scene.—A Mad-housc.
Persons.—Duchess of Malfy; Cariola, her fuithful attendant ; Fer-

dinand, her cruel brother ; Bosolu, his creuture and instrument of
cruelty ; Madmen, Executioners, Servant.

Duch. Wnart hideous noise is that?
Car. *Tis the wild concert
Of madmen, lady, which your tyrant brother
Hath plac’d about your lodging : this tyranny
I think was never practis’d till this hour.
Duch. Indeed I thank him : nothing but noise and
folly
Can kecp me in my right wits, whereas rcason
And silence make me stark mad,  Sit down ;
Discourse to me some dismal tragedy.
Cari. Oh, ’twill increasc your melancholy.
Duch, Thou art deceived ;
To hear of greater gricf, would lessen minc.
This is a prison?
Cari. Yes, but you shall live
To shake this durance off.
Duch. Thou art afool;
"The robin-red-breast and the nightingale
Never live long in cages.
Cari. Pray dry your eycs.
What think you of, madam ?
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Duch. Of nothing :
When 1 muse thus, I sleep.
Cari. Like a2 madman, with your eyes open.
Duch. Dost thou think we shall know one another
In the other world ?
Cari. Yes; out of question.
Duck. Oh that it were possible we might
But hold some two days conference with the dead ;
From them I should learn somewhat, I am sure
T never shall know here.  I'll tell thee a miracle:
I'am not mad yet, to my cause of sorrow.
The heav’n o’er my head scems made of molten
brass,
The carth of flaming sulphur; yet I am not mad,
I am acquainted with sad misery,
As the tann'd galley-slave is with his oar;
Necessity makes me suffer constantly,
And custom makes it easy. Who do I look like now ?
Cari. Like to your picture in the gallery.
A deal of life in shew, but none in practice ;
Or rather like some reverend monument,
. Whose ruins are even pitied.
» Duch. V ery proper;
And fortune scems only to have her cyc-sight
To behold my tragedy. How now,
What noise is that?
Scrv. I am come to tell you
Your brother hath intended you some sport :
A great physician, when the pope was sick
Of a deep melancholy, presented him
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With several sorts of mad-men, which wild object
(Being full of change and sport) forc'd him to laugh,
And so th’ imposthume broke : the self-same cure
The Duke intends on you.
’ [The Mad-men enter, and whilst they dunce to
suituble music, the Ducnss, perceiving
BosoLa among them, says.
Duch. Is he mad too?
Serv. Pray question him. Dl leave you.
Bos. I am come to make thy tomb.
Duch. 1Ia! my tomb?
Thou speak’st as if I lay upon my death-bed
Gasping for breath. Dost thou perccive me sick ?
Bos. Yes, and the morc dangerously, since thy
sickness is insensible.
Duch. Thou art not mad surc! Dost know me?
Bos. Yes.
Duch. Who am I?
Bos. Thou art a box of worm-seed. * ¥
P Y R * .
Duch. 1 am Duchess of Malfy still.
Bos. That makes thy slecps so broken:
Glories, like glow-worms, afar off shine bright,
But look’d too near, have neither heat nor light.
Duch. Thou art very plain.
Bos. My trade is to flatter the dead, not the
living :
I am a tomb-maker.
Duck. And thou com’st to make my tomb?
Bos. Yes.
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Duch. Let me be a little merry—
Of what stuff wilt thou make it?
Bos. Nay, resolve me first of what fashion ?
Duch. Why, do we grow fantastical in our death-
bed?
Do we aftect fashion in the grave?
Bos. Most ambitiously : princes’ images on their
tombs
Do not lic, as they werc wont, seeming to pray,
Up to heaven; but with their hands under their
cheeks
(s if they died of the tooth-ache) ; they are not
carved
With their cyes fix’d upon the stars: but as
Their minds were wholly bent upon the world,
The sclf-same way they scem to turn their faces.
Duch. Let me know fully, thercfore, the cffect
Of this thy dismal preparation,
This talk, fit for a charnel?
Bos. Now I shall,
Here is a present from your princely brothers,
. [A coffin, cords, and a bell,
"And may it arrive welcome, for it brings
Last benefit, last sorrow.
Duch, Let me sec it:
I have so much obedicnce in my blood,
1 wish it in their veins to do them good.
Bos. This is your last presence chamber.
Curi. O my sweet lady!
Duck. Peace, it affrights not me.
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Bos. I am the common bellman,
That usually is sent to condemn’d persons
The night before they suffer,
Duch. Even now thou said’st
Thou wast a tomb-maker ?
Bos. 'Twas to bring you
By degrees to mortification. Listen:
<« Hark, now every thing is still,
The screech-owl and the whistler shrill.
Call upon our dame aloud,
And bid her quickly don her shroud.
Much you had of land and rent,
Your length in clay’s now competent;
A long war disturbed your mind,
licre your perfect peace is sign’d ;
Of what is’t fools make such vain keeping ?
Sin their conception, their birth weeping -
"Their life, a general mist of error;
Their death, a hideous storm of terror.
Strew your hair with powders sweet,
Don clean linen, bathe your feet;
And (the foul fiend more to check)
A crucifix let bless your neck:
*Tis now full tide "tween night and day,
End your groan and come away.”
Cari. Hence villains, tyrants, murderers! Alas!
What will you do with my lady? call for help.
Duch. To whom, to our next neighbours? they
arc mad folks.
Bos. Remove that noise.
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Duth. Farewel, Cariola;
In my last will I have not much to give—
A many hungry guests have fed upon me—
Thine will be a poor reversion,
Cari. I will die with her,
Duch. 1 pray thec look thou giv'st my little boy
Some syrup for his cold, and let the girl
Say her prayers ere she slecp. Now what you
pleasc.
What death ?
Bos. Strangling : here are your execcutioners,
Duch. I forgive them:
The apoplexy, catarrh, or cough o'th’ lungs,
Would do as much as they do.
Bos. Doth not death fright you?
Duck. Who would be afraid on't,
Knowing to meet such excellent company
In th’ other world?
DBos. Yet, methinks,
The manuner of your death should much afilict you-
This cord should terrify you.
~ Duch. Not a whit:
What would it pleasurc me to have my throat cut
With diamonds ? or to be smothered
With cassia? or to be shot to death with pearls
I know death hath ten thousand several doors
For men to take their exits; and °tis found
They go on such strange geometrical hinges,
You may open them both ways: any way (for
heaven’s sake),
So I were out of your whispering. Tell my brothers
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That I perceive death (now T am well awake)’
Best gift is they can give, or [ can take.
I would fain put off my last woman’s fault:
I'll not be tedious to you.
Ezec. We are ready.
Duch. Dispose my breath how please you; but my
body
Bestow upon my women, will you?
Exec. Yes.
Duck. Pull, and pull strongly; for your able
strength
Must pull down heaven upon me :—
Yet stay, heaven’s gates are not so highly arched
As princes’ palaces; they that enter there
Must go upon their knees, Come, violent death,
Serve for mandragora to make me sleep.
Go tell my brothers, when I am laid out,
They then may feed in quiet.
[They strangle ker,
Bos. Where’s the waiting-woman ?
Fetch her: some other strangle the children.
Look you, there sleeps your mistress,
Cari. Oh, you are damn’d
Perpetually for this. My turn is next,
Is’t not so ordered ?
Bos. Yes; and I am glad
You are so well prepar’d for’t.
Cari. You are deceiv’d, sir,
T am not prepar’d for't; I will not dic;
I will first come to my answer, and know
ITow I have offended,
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Boa.' Come, dispatch her!
You kept her counsel, now you shall keep ours,
Car:. Iwill not die; I must not; I am contracted
To a young gentleman,
Exec. Here's your wedding ring.
Cari. Let mc but speak with the duke: I'll discover
Treason to his person.
Bos. Delays? throttle her!
Ezec. She bites and scratches.
Curi. If you kill me now
I am damn’d ; 1 have not becn at confession
This two ycars.
Bos. When ?
Cari. I am quick with child.
Bos. \Why then
Your credit’s sav’d: bear her in to th' next room.
Let this lie still
Ferd. 1s she dead?
Bos. She is what
Yowll have her. But here begin your pity :
[Shews the children strangled.
Alas, how have these oftended ?
Ferd. 'The death
Of young wolves is never to be pitied.
Bos. Tix your eye here.
Ferd. Constantly.
Bos. Do you not weep?
Other sins only speak, murder shrieks out.
The eleaent of water moistens the earth,
But blood flies upwards, and bedews the heavers.
VvOoL. II. Q
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Ferd. Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle. She
died young.

Bos. I think not so: her infelicity
Scem’d to have years too many.

Ferd. She and I were twins;
And should I dic this instant, I had liv’d
Her time to a minute.

Bos. It secms she was born first.
You have bloodily approv’d the ancient truth,
That kindred commonly do worse agrec
Than rcmote strangers.

Ferd. Let me scc her face again.
Why didst not thou pity her? what an excellent
Honest man might’st thou have been,
If thou hadst born her to sofne sanctuary,
Or, bold in a good cause, opposed thysclf,
With thy advanced sword above thy head,
Between her innocence and my revenge!
I bade thee, when I was distracted of my wits,
Gio kill my dearest friend, and thou hasi don't.
For let me but cxamine well the cause:
What was the meanness of her match to me ?
Only I must confess 1 had a hope,
ITad she continu’d widow, to have gain’d
An infinite mass of treasurc by her dcath;
And that was the main cause. Her marriage!
That drew a strcam of gall quite through my heart.
For thee, (as we observe in tragedies,
‘That a good actor many times is curs’d
For playing a villain’s part,) I hate thee for’t:
And, for my sake, say thou hast done much ill well,
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Bos. Let me quicken your memory, for I perceive
You are falling into ingratitude: I challenge
The reward due to my service.

Ferd. Tl tell thee
What P’ll give thee.

Bos. Do.

Lerd. I'll give thee a pardon
For this murder.

Bos. 1Ia!

Ferd. Yes: and ’tis
The largest bounty I can study to do thee,
By what authority didst thou exccutc
This bloody sentence ?

Bos. By yours.

Ferd. Mine? was I her judge ?
Did any cercmonial form of law
Doom her to not-being? did a complete jury
Decliver her conviction up i'th’ court ?
Where shalt thou find this judgment register’d,
Unless in hell 2 See: like a bloody fool,
Thou hast forfeited thy life, and thou shalt dic

for’t.

Bos. The office of justice is perverted quite,
When one thief hangs another: who shall dare
To reveal this?

Lerd. Oh, Pl tell thee:
The wolf shall find her grave and scrape it up:
Not to devour the corse, but to discover
The horrid murder.

Bos. You, not I, shall quake for't.

02
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Ferd. Leave me!
Bos. I will first receive my pension.
Ferd. You are a villain!
Bos. When your ingratitude
Is judge, I am so.
Ferd. O horror!
That not the fear of Him which binds the devils
Can prescribe man obedience !
Never look upon me more.
Bos. Why, fare thee well:
Your brother and yourself are worthy men;
You have a pair of hearts are hollow graves,
Rotten, and rotting others; and your vengeance,
Like two chain’d bullets, still goes arm in arm.
You may be brothers: for treason, like the plague,
Doth take much in a blood. I stand like one
That long hath ta’cn a sweet and golden dream.
I am angry with mysclf, now that I wake.
Ferd, Get thee into some unknown part o'th’
world,
That I may never see thee.
Bos. Let me know
Wherefore I should be thus neglected ?  Sir,
I serv’d your tyranny, and rather strove
To satisfy yourself than all the world ;
And though I loath’d the evil, yet I lov’d
You that did counsel it, and rather sought
To appear a true servant than an honest man.
Ferd. I’ll go hunt the badger by owl-light:
'Tis a deed of darkness. [Exit.
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Bos. He's much distracted. Off, my painted
honour!

While with vain hopes our faculties we tire,
We seem to sweat in ice, and freeze in fire;
What would I do, were this to do again?
I would not change my peace of conscience
For all the wealth of Europe.  She stirs! here's life!
Return, fair soul, from darkness, and lcad mine
Out of this scnsible hell.  She’s warm; she breathes.
Upon thy pale lips I will melt my heart,
To siore them with fresh colour. 'Who's there ?
Some cordial drink. Alas! I dare not call:
So pity would destroy pity. ler cye opes,
And heaven in it scems to hope, that late was shut,
To take me up to mercy.

Duck. Antonio.

Bos. Yes, madam, he is living :
The dead bodies you saw were but feign’d statues ;
He’s reconcil'd to your brother; the Pope hath

wrought
The atonement.
Duch. Mercy. [She dies.
Bus. Oh, she’s gone again : there the cords of life
broke.

1Oh, sacred innocence ! that sweetly sleeps
On turtles’ feathers, whilst a guilty conscience
Is a black register, wherein is writ

All our good decds, and bad ; a perspective
That shows us hell, that we cannot be suffer’d
To do good when we have a mind to it,

This is manly sorrow:
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These tears, I am very certain, never grew

In my mother’s milk. My estate is sunk

Below the degree of fear : where were

These penitent fountains while she was living ?

Oh, they were frozen up. Iere is a sight

As direful to my soul as is the sword

Unto a wretch hath slain his father. Come, I’ll
bear thee hence,

And cxccute thy last will ; that’s deliver

Thy body to the reverend dispose

Of some good women; that the crucl tyrant

Shall not deny me: then I’ll post to Milan,

Where somewhat I will speedily cnact

Worth ny dejection.

FROM THE SAME.
ACT V. SCENE 111,
Yersons,—-Antonio, Delio, Ticho from the Duchess’ grave.
Delio. Yonn's the cardinal's window. This for-
tification

Grew from the ruins of an ancient abbey ;
And to yond side o’th’ river lics a wall,
Picce of a cloister, which in my opinion
Gives the best ccho that you ever heard ;
So hollow and so dismal, and withal
So plain in the distinction of our words,
That many have supposed it is a spirit
That answers.

Antonio. I do love thesc ancient ruins:
We never tread upon them but we set
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Our foot upon some reverend history ;
And, questionless, here in this open court,
Which now lies naked to the injuries
Of stormy weather, some men lie interr’d
Lov'd the church so well, and gave so largely to't,
They thought it should have canopied their bones
Till doomsday. But all things have their end:
Churches and citics, which have diseases like to
men,
Must have like death that we have.
Echo. Like death that we have.
Del. Now the echo hath caught you.
Ant. 1t groan'd, methought, and gave
A very deadly accent.
Echo. Deadly accent.
Dcl. T told you ’twas a pretty one. You may
make it
A huntsman, or a falconer, a musician,
Or a thing of sorrow.
Echo. A thing of sorrow.
Ant, Ay, sure: that suits it best.
Echo. That suits it best.
Ant. *Tis very like my wife’s voice.
Echo. 1, wife’s voice.
Del. Come, let’s walk farther from’t :
1 would not have you, too, to th’ cardinal’s to-night :
Do not.
Echo. Do not.
Del. Wisdom doth not more moderate wasting
sorrow
Than time; take time for’t: be mindful of thy safety.
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Echo. Be mindful of thy safety.
Ant. Necessity compels me:
Make scrutiny throughout the passes
Of your own life; you'll find it impossible
To fiy your fate.
Echo. O, fly your fate.
Del. Hark: the dead stones scem to have pity on
you,
And give you good counsel,

Ant. Echo, I will not talk with thee,
For thou art a dead thing.

Echo. Thou art a dead thing.

Ant. My ducljess is asleep now,

And her little oncs, 1 hope sweetly : Oh, heaven!
Shall I never sce her more?

Echo. Never sce her more,

Ant. 1 mark’d not one repetition of the Echo
But that, and on the sudden a clear light
Presented me a face folded in sorrow,

Del. Your fancy, merely.

Ant. Come, I'll be out of this ague;

For to live thus, is not indeed to live ;

It is a mockery and abuse of life:

I will not henceforth save myself by halves,
Loosc all or nothing.

Del. Your own virtue save you.

Pl fetch your eldest son, and second you:
It may be that the sight of his own blood,
Spread in so swect a figure, may beget.
The more compassion.

However, fare you well !
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Though in our miseries Fortune have a part,
Yet, in our noble suft’rings, she hath none;
Contempt of pain, that we may call our own.

=

JOHN FORD.

I+ is painful to find the name of Ford a barren spot
in our poctical biography, marked by nothing but
a few dates und conjectures, chiefly drawn from his
own dedications. Ile was born of a respectable
family in Devonshire ; was bred to the law, and en-
tered of the Middle Tewmple at the age of seven-
teen. At the age of twenty, he published a poem,
entitled F:une’s Memorial, in honour of the deceased
Earl of Devoushire; and from the dedication of that
piece it appears that he chiefly subsisted upon his
professional labours, making poetry the solace of his
leisure hours.  All his plays were published between
the ycars 1629 and 1039; but before the former
period he bad for some time been known as a dra-
matic writer, his works having been printed a con-
siderable time after their appecarance on the stage ;
and, according to the custom of the age, had been as-
sociated in several works with other composers, Witly
Dekker he joined in dramatizing a story. which re-
flects more disgrace upon the age than all its penius
could rcdeem, namely, the fate of Mother Sawyer,
the witch of Edmonton, an aged woman, who had
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been recently the victim of legal and superstitious
murder—
Nil adeo_fiedum quod non exacta velustas
Ediderit.

The time of his death is unknown. The story of
his dispute with Jonson, upon the success of the
Lover’s Mclancholy, that was forged by Macklin,
and supported by Stccvens, is utterly unworthy of
credit,

FROM THE LOVER’S MELANCHOLY.!
ACT 1V, SCENE IIL

Palador, Prince of Eyprus, having fallen into melancholy from the
disappointment of losing Eroclea, to whom he was attached, a
masque is prepared to divert his thoughts, at the representation
of which he sees a youth, passing by the name of Partheno- -
phill, whose resemblance to his mistress strikes him.

Scene.—A Room at the Palace.
Persons.— Paludor, prince of Cyprus; Aretus, hus tutor ; Sophronos,
uncle to Kroclea; Pelias, a courtier ; Menaphon, son of Sophronvs ;
Amethus, cousin to the prince; Rhctias, servant to Lroclea.

Enter ARETUS and SOPIIRONOS,

Are. Tuge prince is th’roughly mov’d.
Sopk. I never saw him
So much distemper’d.

+ T have declined obtruding on the reader some passages in
Ford’s plays which possess a superior power to the present scene,
because they have been anticipated by Mr. Lambe in his Dramatic
Specimens, and have been made still better hnown to the public
by being quoted in a popular review. Even if this had not been
the case, I should have felt reluctant to give a place to one dread-



JOHN FORD. 235

Avre. What should this young man be,
And whither can he be convey'd ?

Sopk. It is to me
A mystery ; I understand it not.

Are. Nor I.

Enter PALApor and PELIAS.

Pal. Ye have consented all to work upon
The softness of my nature; but take heed:
Tho’ I can sleep in silence, and look on
The mockery ye make of my dull patience
Yet ye shall know, the best of ye, that in me
There is a masculine, a stirring spirit,
Which [once] provoked, shall, like a bearded comet,
Set ye at gaze, and threaten horror.

Pel. Good sir.
Pal. Good sir! ’tis not your active wit or lan-
guage,

Nor your grave politic wisdoms, lords, shall dare
To check-mate and controul my just demands.

Enter MENAPHON.
Where is the youth, your friend # Is he found yet?
Men, Not to be heard of. .
Pal. Fly then to the desart,
Where thou didst first encounter this fantastic,

fully beautiful specimen of his affecting puwers, in the tragedy of
ihe Brother and Sister. Better that poetry should cease, than
have to do with such subjects. The Lover's Melancholy has
much of the grace and sweetness that distinguishes the genius of
Ford.
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This airy apparition: come no more
In sight! Get ye all from me! He that stays
Is not my friend.
Are. *Tis strange.
Are. and Soph. We must obey.
[Ezeunt all but PALADOR.
Pal. Some angry power cheats, with rare delu-
sions,
My credulous sense : the very soul of reason
Is troubled in me.—The physician
Presented a strange mask, the view of it
Puzzled my understanding : but the boy —

Enter RHETIAS.

Rhetias, thou art acquainted with my griefs ;
Parthenophill is lost, and 1 would sec him:
For he is like to something I remember

A great while since, a long, long time ago.

Rhe. I have been diligent, sir, to pry into cvery
corner for discovery, but cannot meet with him.
There is some trick, I am confident.

Pal, There is, there is some practice, slight, or

plot.

Rhe. T have apprehended a fair wench, in an odd
private lodging in the city, as like the youth in face
as can by possibility be discerned.

Pal. How, Rhetias?

Rhe. If it be not Parthenophill in long coats, ’tis
a spirit in his likeness ; answer I can get none from
her: you shall see her.



JOHN FORD. 237

Pual. The young man in disguise, upon my life,
To steal out of the land.
Rhe, I'll send him to you.
[Exit RHETIAS.

Enter EROCLEA 1n woman's attire, and listens.

Pal. Do, do, my Rhetias. As there is by nature,
In every thing created, contrariety :
So likewise is therc unity and league
Between them in their kind ; but man, the abstract
Of all perfection, which the workmanship
Of heaven hath modell’d, in himself contains
Passions of sev’ral qualities; the music
Of man’s fair composition best accords
When ’tis in concert, not in single strains.
My heart has been untun’d these many months,
Wanting her presence, in whose equal love
True harmony consisted ; living here,
We are heav'n’s bounty all, but fortune’s exercise.
Ero. Minutes are numb’red by the fall of sands,
As by an hour-glass ; the span of time
Doth waste us to our graves, and we look on it.
An age of pleasures, revell’d out, comes home
At last, and ends in sorrow : but the life,
Weary of riot, nwnbers every sand,
Wailing in sighs, until the last drop down;
So to conclude calamity in rest.
Pual. What echo yields a voice to my complaints?
Can I be nowhere private?
Ero. Let the substance
As suddenly be hurried from your eyes,
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As the vain sound can pass your ear,
If no impression of a troth vew’d your’s
Retain a constant memory, [Kneels.
Pal. Stand up!
*Tis not the figure, stamp’d upon thy cheeks,
The cozenage of thy beauty, grace, or tongue,
Can draw from me a secret, that hath been
The only jewel of my speechless thoughts.
FEro. I am so worn away with fears and sorrows,
So winter’d with the tempests of affliction,
That the bright sun of your life-quick’ning presence
Hath scarce one beam of force to warm again
That spring of cheerful comfort, which youth once
Apparel’d in fresh looks.
Pal. Cunning impostor !
Untruth hath made thee subtle in thy trade:
If any ncighb’ring greatness hath seduc’d
A free-born resolution, to attempt
Some bolder act of treachery, by cutting
My weary days off; wherefore, (cruel inercy!)
Hast thou assum’d a shape, that would make treason
A piety, guilt pardonable, bloodshed
As holy as the sacrifice of peace?
Ero. The incense of my love-desires are tlam’d
Upon an altar of more constant proof,
Sir, O sir! turn me back into the world,
Command me to forget my name, my birth,
My father’s sadness, and my death alive,
If all remembrance of my faith hath found
A burial, without pity, in your scorn,
Pal. My scorn, disdainful boy, shall soon unweave
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The web thy art hath twisted. Cast thy shape off;
Disrobe the mantle of a feigned sex,

And so I may be gentle: as thou art,

There’s witcheraft in thy language, in thy face,

In thy demeanours, Turn! turn from me, pr'ythee :
For my belief is arm’d else.  Yet, fair subtilty,
Before we part (for part we must), be true;

Tell me thy country.

Ero. Cyprus.

Pal. Ha! thy father?

Ero. Meleander,

Pul. Hast a name?

Ero. A name of misery ;
Th’ unfortunate Eroclea.

Pal. There is danger

In this scducing counterfeit. Great goodness!
Hath honesty and virtue left the time?

Arc we become so impious, that, to tread

The path of impudence, is law and justice?
Thou vizard of a beauty ever sacred,

Give me thy name!

Ero. Whilst I was lost to memory,
Parthenophill did shrowd my shame in change
Of sundry rarc misfortunes: but, since now
I am, before I die, return’d to claim
A convoy to my grave, I must not blush
To let prince Palador, if I offend,

Know, when he dooms me, that he dooms Eroclea.
I am that woful maid.

Pal. Join not too fast

Thy penance with the story of thy suff’rings: —
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So dwelt simplicity with virgin truth;

So martyrdom and holiness are twins,

As innocence and sweetness on thy tongue;
But, let me by degrees collect my senses ;

I may abuse my trust. Tell me, what air

Hast thou perfum’d, since tyranny first ravished
The contract of our hearts.

Ero. Dear sir, in Athens
Have I been buried.
Pal, Buried? Right, as I

In Cyprus.—Come! to trial, if thou bcest
Eroclea; in my bosom I can find thee,
Ero. As I, prince Palador, in minc: this gitt
[She shows him a tablet.
His bounty bless’d me with, the only physic
My solitary cares have hourly took
To keep me from despair.
Pal, We are but fools
To trifle in disputes, or vainly struggle
With that eternal mercy which protects us.
Come home, home to my heart, thou banish'd peace !
My ecstasy of joys would speak in passion,
But that I would not lose that part of man,
Which is reserv’d to entertain content,
Eroclea, I am thine: O, let me seize thee
As my inheritance. Hymen shall now
Set all his torches burning, to give light
Fhroughout this land, new-settled in thy welcome.
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BORN 15—. DIED 16—.
»

Or W, Rowley nothing more is known than that
he was a player by profession, and for scveral years
at the head of the P’rince’s company of comedians.
Though his name is found in one instance affixed to
a piece conjointly with Shakspeare’s, he is generally
classed only in the third rank of our dramatists.
His Musc is evidently a plebeian nymph, and had
not been cducated in the school of the Graces. His
most tolerable production is the ¢ New Wonder, or
a Woman never vext.”” Its drafts of citizen life and
manners have an’air of reality and honest truthe—
the situations and characters are forcible, and the
sentiments carnest and unaffccted.  The author
seems to move in the sphere of life which he imi-
tates, with no false fears about its dignity, and is not
ashamed to exhibit his broken merchant hanging
out the bag for charity amoung the debtors of a
prison-house,

SCENE FROM THE COMEDY OF A NEW WONDER, OR
A WOMAN NEVER VEXNT.

Persons.-—The Widow and Doctor.

Doct. You sent for me, gentlewoman ?
IVid. Sir, I did; and to this end :
VOL, II. R
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1 have some scruples in my conscience ;

Some doubtful problems which I cannot answer

Nor rcconcile ; I’d have you make them plain.
Doct. This is my duty: pray speak your mind.
Wid. And as I speak, 1 must remember heaven,

That gave those blessings which I must relate :

Sir, you now behold a wond’rous woman ;

You only wonder at the epithet ;

1 can approve it good : guess at mine age.
Dact. At the half way ’twixt thirty and forty.
Wid. *Twas not much amiss; yet nearest to the

last.

How think you then, is not this a wonder?

That a woman lives full scven-and-thirty years

Maid to a wife, and wife unto a widow,

Now widow'd, and mine own, yet all this while

From the extremest verge of my remembrance,

Even from my weaning hour unto this minute,

Did never taste what was calamity ?

T know not yet what gricf is, yet have sought

An hundred ways for its acquaintance : with me

Prosperity hath kept so close a watch,

That even thosc things that I have meant a cross,

Have that way turn’d a blessing. Isit not strange?
Doct. Unparallel’d; this gift is singular,

And to you alone belonging : you are the moon,

For there’s but one, all women else ave stars,

Yor there are none of like condition.

Full oft, and many, have I heard complain

Of discontents, thwarts, and adversities,
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But a second to yourself I never knew :
To groan under the superflux of blessings,
To have ever been alien unto sorrow.
No trip of fate ? Sure it is wonderful.
Wid. Ay, sir, "tis wonderful : but is it well ?
For it is now my chief affliction.
I have heard you say, that the child of heaven
Shall suffer many tribulations ;
Nay, kings and princes share them with their sub-
jects:
Then I that know not any chastisement,
How may I know my part of childhood ?
Doct. *Tis a good doubt; but make it not ex-
treme.
*Tis some affliction, that you arc aflicted
For want of affliction ; cherish that:
Yet wrest it not to misconstruction ;
For all your blessings are free gifts from heaven;
Health, wealth, and peace ; nor can they turn to
curses,
But by abuse. Pray let me question you:
You lost a husband, was it no gricf to you?
Wid. 1t was; but very small: no sooner I
Had given it entertainment as a sorrow,
JBut straight it turn’d unto my treble joy :
A comfortable revelation prompts me then,
That husband (whom in life I held so dear)
Had chang’d a frailty to unchanging joys ;
Methought I saw him stellified in heaven,
And singing hallelujahs ‘mongst a quire
n2
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Of white-sainted souls: then again it spake,
And said ; it was a sin for me to grieve
At his best good, that I esteemed best :
And thus this slender shadow of a grief
Vanish’d again.
Doct. All this was happy ; nor can you wrest it
from
A heavenly blessing: do not appoint the rod ;
Leave still the stroke unto the magistrate :
The time is not past, but you may feel enough.
Wid. Onc taste more 1 had, although but little,
Yet I would aggravate to make the most on’t;
Thus ’twas: the other day it was my hap,
In crossing of the Thames,
To drop that wedlock ring from off my finger,
That once conjoin’d me and my dead husband; v
It sunk;; I priz’d it dear; the dearer, 'cause it kept
Still in mine eye the memory of my loss;
Yet I gricv’d the loss ; and did joy withal,
That I had found a grief: and this is all
The sorrow I can boast of,
Doct. This is but small.
Wid. Nay, sure [ am of this opinion,
That had I suffer’d a draught to be made for it,
The bottom would have sent it up again,
1 am so wondrously fortunatc.
Doct. You would not suffer it ?
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STEPHEN, A RECLAIMED GAMESTER, NEWLY MAR-
RIED TO THE OVER-FORTUNATE WIDOW.

Persons.—Stephen, Robert his nephew, and Widow.

Enter STEPIEN with bills and bonds.

Wife. How now, sweethcart? what hast thou
there ?
Steph. 1 find much debts belonging to you,
sweet ;
And my care must be now to fetch them in.
Wife. Ha! ha! prithee do not mistake thyself,
Nor my true purpose; I did not wed to thrall,
Or bind thy large expense, but rather to add
A plenty to that liberty ; I thought by this,
Thou wouldst have stuff’d thy pockets full of gold,
And thrown it at a2 hazard ; made ducks and drakes,
And baited fishes with thy silver flies;
Lost, and fetch’d more : why, this had been my joy!
Perhaps at length thou wouldst have wast’d my
store ;
Why, this had been a blessing too good for me.
Stepk. Content thece, sweet, those days are gone,
'Ay, cven from my memory;
I have forgot that ¢’cr I had such follies,
And T'll not call ’em back: my cares are bent
To keep your state, and give you all content,
Roger, go, call your fellow-servants up to me,
And to my chamber bring all books of debt ;
I will o’erlook, and cast up all accounts,
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That I may know the weight of all my cares,
And once a year give up my stewardship.

Enter RoBERT.

Steph. Oh, nephew, are you come ! the welcom’st
wish
That my heart has ; this is my kinsman, sweet.
Wife. Let him be largely texted in your love,
That all the city may read it fairly :
You cannot remember me, and him forget ;
We were alike to you in poverty.
Steph. I should have begg’d that bounty of your
love,
Though you had scanted me to have given’t him ;
For we arc onc, I an uncle nephew,
He a nephew uncle. But, my sweet self,
My slow request you have anticipated
With proffer’d kindness; and I thank you for it.
But how, kind cousin, does your father use you?
Is your name found again within his books ?
Can he read son there?
Rob. ’Tis now blotted quite :
For by the violent instigation
Of my crucl stepmother, his vows and oaths
Are stamp'd against me, ne’er to acknowledge
mc,
Never to call, or bless me as a child;
But in his brow, his bounty and behaviour
I read it all most plainly.
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Steph. Cousin, grieve not at it; that father lost at

home,

You shall find here ; and with the loss of his inherit-
ance,

You mcet another amply proffer’d you;

Be my adopted son, no more my kinsman:

(To his Wife.) So that this borrowed bounty do not
stray

From your consent.

Wife. Call it not borrowed, sir ; ’tis all your own;
Here ’fore this reverend man I make it known,
Thou art our child as free by adoption,

As deriv'd from us by conception,
Birth, and propinquity ; inheritor
To our full substance.
Rob. You were born to bless us both;
My knee shall practise a son’s duty
Even bencath a son’s; giving you all
The comely dues of parents; yet not
Forgetting my duty to my father:
Where’er I meet him he shall have my knee,
Although his blessing ne’er return to me.
Steph. Come then, my dearest son, I’ll now give
. thee
A taste of my love to thee: be thou my deputy,
The factor and disposer of my business ;
Keep my accounts, and order my affairs ;
They must be all your own: for you, dear sweet,
Be merry, take your pleasure at home, abroad ;
Visit your neighbours ; aught that may seem good
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To your own will; down to the country ride;

For cares and troubles lay them all aside,

And I will take them up; it’s fit that weight

Should now lie all on me : take thou the height

Of quiet and content, let nothing grieve thee ;

I brought thee nothing clse, and that I’ll give thee.

[Exit STEPHEN and ROBERT.

Wife. Will the tide never turn? was ever woman

Thus burden’d with unhappy happiness ?

Did I from riot take him, to waste my goods,

And he strives to augment it? I did mistake him.
Doct. Spoil not a good text with a false comment ;

All thesc are blessings, and from heaven sent ;

It is your husband’s good, he’s now transform’d

To a better shade, the prodigal’s return’d.

Come, come, know joy, make not abundance scant ;

You ’plain of that which thousand women want.

PHILIP MASSINGER.

BORN 1584.—DIED 1640.

Tue father of this dramatic poet was attached to
the family of Henry, the second Earl of Pembroke,
and died in the service of that honourable house.
The name of a servant carried with it no sense of
degradation in those times, when the great lords and
officers of the court numbered inferior nobles among
their followers. On one occasion the poet’s father
was the bearer of letters from the Earl of Pembroke
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to Queen Elizabeth, a circumstance which bas been
justly observed to indicate that he could be no mnean
person, considering the punctilious respect which
Elizabeth exacted from her courtiers,

Massinger was born at Salisbury, or probably at
Wilton, in its neighbourhood, the seat of the Earl
of Pembroke, in whose family he also appears to have
been educated. That nobleman died in the poet’s
sixteenth year, who thus unfortunately lost whatever
chance he ever had of his protecting kindness. His
father continued indced in the service of the suc-
ceeding earl!, who was an accomplished man, a
votary of thc muses, and one of the brightest orna-
ments of the court of Elizabeth and James; but he
withheld his patronage from a man of genius, who
had claims to it, and would have done it honour, for
reasons that have not been distinctly explained in
the scanty and sorrowful history of the poet. Mr.
Gifford, dissatisfied with former reasons alleged for
this neglect, and convinced from the perusal of his
writings that Massinger was a catholic, conjectures
that it may be attributed to his having offended the
earl by having apostatised while at the university to
that obnoxious faith. He was entered as a com-
moner of St. Alban’s Hall, Oxford, in his eighteenth
year, where he continued only four years. Wood
and Davies conclude that he missed a degree, and
was suddenly withdrawn from the university, in con-

! William, the third Earl of Pembroke.
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sequence of Pembroke’s disapprobation of his attach-
ment to poetry and romances, instead of logic and
philosophy. Mr. Gifford prefers the authority of
Langbaine, that he was not supported at all at Ox-
ford by the Earl of Pembroke, but by his own father,
and concludcs that he was withdrawn from it solely
by the calamitous cvent of his dcath. Whatever was
the cause, he left the university abruptly, and com-
ing to London, without friends, or fortune, or pro-
fession, was, as he informs us himself, driven by his
necessities to the stage for support.

From the period of his arrival in London in 1606
till the year 1622, when his Virgin Martyr appeared
in print, it is sufficiently singular that we should have
no notice of Massinger, cxcept in onc melancholy
relic that was discovered by Mr. Malone in Dulwich
ocollege, namely, a letter subscribed by him and two
other dramatic poets!, in which they solicit the ad=-
vance of five pounds from a theatrical manager, to
save them from the horrors of a gaol. The distress-
ful document accidentally discovers the fact of Mas-
singer having assisted Fletcher in one of his dramas,
and thus entitles Sir Aston Cokayne’s assertion to
belief, that he assisted him in more than one,
Though Massinger therefore did not appear in print
during the long period already mentioned, his time
may be supposed to have been partly employed in
those confederate undertakings which were so com-

! Nathan Field and Robert Daborne.
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mon during the early vigour of our stage ; and there
is the strongest presumptive evidence that he was
also engaged in plays of his own composition, which
have been lost to the world among those literary trea-
sures that perished by the neglect of Warburton, the
Somerset herald, and the unconscious sacrilege of
his cook. Of Massinger’s fame for rapidity in com-
position Langbaine has preserved a testimony in the
lines of a contemporary poet: after the date of his
first printed performance those of his subsequent
works come in thick succession, and there can be
little doubt that the period preceding it was equally
prolific.
Of his private life literally nothing can be said to
be known, except that his dedicatiors bespeak in-
cessant distress and dependance, while the recom-
mendatory pocms prefixed to his plays address him
with attributes of virtue, which are seldom lavished
with flattery or fulsehood on thosc who are poor. In
one of his dedications he acknowledges the bounty
of Philip, Earl of Montgomery, the brother to that
Earl of Pembroke who so unaccountably neglected
him; but warm as Massinger’s acknowledgements
are, the assistance appears to have been but transi-
‘tory. On the 17th of March, 1640, having gone to
bed in apparent health the preceding night, he was
found dead in the morning, in his own house, in the
Bank-side. He was buried in the church-yard of
St. Saviour’s, and his fellow comedians attended him
to the grave; but it does not appear from the strict-
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est search that a stone or inscription of any kind
marked the place where his dust was deposited ;
even the memorial of his mortality is given with a
pathetic brevity, which accords but too well with
the obscure and humble circumstances of his life—
¢ March 20, 1639-40, buried Philip Massinger, a
stranger ;> and of all his admirers only Sir Aston
Cokayne dedicated a line to his memory. Even
posterity did him long injustice: Rowe, who had
discovered his merits in the depth of their neglect,
forbore to be his cditor, in the hopes of concealing
his plagiarism from the Fatal Dowry!; and he
seemed on the eve of oblivion, when Dodsley’s re-
print of our old plays brought him faintly into that
light of reputation, which has been made perfectly
distinct by Mr. Gifford's cdition of his works.

FROM THE DUKE OF MILAN, A TRAGEDY.

Sforza, Duke of Milan, in his passionate attachment to his wife
Marcclia, cannot cndure the idea of her surviving him, and
being called out to war, leaves an order to his favourite Fran-
cisco, that in the event of his falling in the contest he should
put the duchess to death. Marcclia’s discovery of this frantic
order brings on the jealousy and deaths that form the ca-
tastrophe of the piece.

MARCELIA TEMPTED BY FRANCISCO.
Fran. Ler them first know themselves, and how
" you are
To be served and honour'd ; which, when they con-
fess,
! In the Fair Penitent.
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You may again receive them to your favour:
And then it will shew nobly.

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

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

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

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

Marc. Whither will this fellow ?
r'l,‘Fran. Pardon, therefore, madam,

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

Mare. You have it in my thanks;

And, on my hand, I am pleased that you shall take
A full possession of it: but, take heed

That you fix here, and feed no hope beyond it ;

If you do, it will prove fatal,

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

Marc. Asa subject;
And *twill become you,

Fran, Farewell circumstance !

Atd since you are not pleased to understand me,
But by a plain and usual form of speech ;

All superstitious reverence laid by,

I'love you as a man, and, as a man,

I would enjoy you, Why do you start, and fly me?
I am no monster, and you but a woman,

A woman made to yield, and by example

Told it is lawful : favours of this nature,

Are, in our age, no miracles in the greatest ;

And, therefore, lady——

Marc. Keep off. O you Powers!
Libidinous beast! and, add to that, unthankfu'!
A crime, which creatures wanting rcason, fly from
Are all the princely bounties, favours, honours, »°
Which, with some prejudice to his own wisdom,
Thy lord and raiser hath conferr’d upon thee,

In three days absence buried ? Hath he made thee,

’



PHILIP MASSINGER, 255

A thing obscure, almost without a name,
The envy of great fortunes ? Have I graced thee,
Beyond thy rank, and entertain’d thee, as
A friend, and not a servant ? and is this,
This impudent attempt to taint mine honour,
The fair return of both our ventured favours!
Fran. Hear my excuse.
Marc. The devil may plead mercy,
And with as much assurance, as thou yield one,
Burns lust so hot in thee ? or is thy pride
Grown up to such a height, that, but a princess,
No woman can content thee; and, add to it,
His wifc and princess, to whom thou art tied
In all the bonds of duty >—Read my life,
And find one act of mine so loosely carried,
That could invite a most self-loving fool,
Set oft with all that fortune could throw on him,
To the least hope to find way to my favour;
And, what's the worst mine cnemies could wish me,
I'll be thy strumpet.
Lran. ’Tis acknowledged, madam,
That your whole course of life hath been a pattern
For chaste and virtuous women. In your beauty,
\J)\_’I“\‘iach 1 first saw, and loved, as a fair crystal,
aaf Wy your heavenly mind, clear and untainted ;
A:-g While the duke did prize you to your value,
. 4ﬁd it have been in man to pay that duty,
-u w¢ell might envy him, but durst not hope
To stop you in your full career of goodness :
But now I find that he’s fall'n from his fortune,
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And, howsoever he would appear doting,
Grown cold in his affection; I presume,
From his most barbarous neglect of you,
To offer my true service. Nor stand I bound,
To look back on the courtesies of him,
That, of all living men, is most unthankful.

Marc. Unheard-of impudence!

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

Marc. Bless me, good angels,
Or I am blasted! Lies so false and wicked, u;7,
And fashion’d to so damnable a purpose, ’
Cannot be spoken by a human tongue.
My husband hate me! give thyself the lie,
False and accurs’d! Thy soul, it thou hast any,
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Can witness, never lady stood so bound
To the unfeign'd affection of her lord,
As I do to my Sforza. 1f thou wouldst work
Upon my weak credulity, tell me, rather,
That the carth moves; the sun and stars stand still ;
The occan keeps nor floods nor ebbs: or that
There’s peace between the lion and the lamb;
Or that the ravenous eagle and the dove
Kecp in one acrie, and bring up their young ;
Or any thing that is averse to naturc:
And [ will sooner credit it, than that
My lord can think of me, but as a jewcl,
He loves more than himsclf, and all the world.
Fran, O innocence abused! simplicity cozen’d !
It were a sin, for which we have no name,
To keep you longer in this wilful error.
Read his affection here ;—[ Gives her a paper.]—and
then observe
How dear he holds you! ’Tis his character,
Which cunning yet could never counterfeit.
Mare. ’Tis his hand, I'm resolv’d of'it. Il try
What the inscription is.
Fran. Pray you, do so.
Y Ingb- (reads.) You know my pleasure, and the
. “of “i Marcelid’s death, whick fuil not to execute,
+ gy will answer the contrary, not with your head
" [ but with the ruin of your whole fumily. And
ocbes writlen with mine own hand, and signed with my
privy signet, shall be your sufficient warrant.
Lopovico Srorza.
YOL. 1l. s L
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I do obey it; every word’s a poniard,
And reaches to my heart. [Ske swoons.
Fran, What have I done!
Madam! for heaven’s sake, madam !—O my fatc!
P’ll bend her body : this is, yet, some pleasure :
P’ll kiss her into a new life. Dear lady !—
She stirs, For the duke’s sake, for Sforza’s sake—
Mare. Sforza’s! stand off; though dead, I will be
his,
And even my ashes shall abhor the touch
Of any other.—0 unkind, and crucl!
Learn, women, lcarn to trust in one another;
There is no faith in man: Sforza is false,
Falsc to Marcelia !
Fran. But I am true,
And live to make you happy. All the pomp,
State, and observance you had, being his,
Compared to what you shall enjoy, when mine,
Shall be no more remember’d.  Losc his memory,
And look with cheerful beams on your new crea~
ture ;
And know, what he hath plotted for your good,
Fate cannot alter. If the emperor
Take not his life, at his return he dies, .
And by my hand; my wife, that is his heir, -
Shall quickly follow :—then we reign alone ;
For with this arm DIl swim through seas of b:-
Or make a bridge, arch’d with the bones of me ,
But I will grasp my aims in you, my dearcst,
Dearest, and best of women!
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Mare. Thou art a villain!
All attributes of archvillains made into one,
Cannot cxpress thee. I prefer the hate
Of Sforza, though it mark me for the grave,
Betore thy base aftection, T am yet
Pure and unspotted in my true love to him:
Nor shall it be corrupted, though he's tainted :
Nor will I part with innocence, hecause
He is found guilty.  For thysell, thou art
A thing, that, equal with the devil himself,
1 do detest and scorn,

F:ran. 'Thou, then, art nothing :
Thy life is in my power, disdainful woman'!
T'Link on’t, and tremble.

Mare. No, though thou wert now
To play thy hangman’s part.—Thou well may’st be
My exccutioner, and art only fit
For such employment; but ne’er hope to have
‘The least grace from me. T will never see thee,
But as the shame of men : so, with my curses
Of horror to thy conscience in this life,
And pains in hell hereafter, 1 spit at thee;
And, making haste to make my peace with heaven,
I;.migt thee as my hangman.
T O we
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PARTING SCENE OF LEOSTHENES, A YOUNG NOBLE-
MAN OF SYRACUSE, AND CLEORA, DAUGHTER TO
THE PRETOR OF THE CITY.

FROM THE BONDMAN,

Leost. We are alone;
But how I should begin, or in what language
Speak the unwilling word of parting from you,
I an yet to learn.
Cleo. And still continue ignorant ;
For 1 must be most cruel to mysclf,
If I should teach you.
Leost. Yet it must be spoken,
Or you will chide my slackness, You have fired me
With the heat of noble action to deserve you; /
And the least spark of honour that took life
From your swcet breath, still fann’d by it and
cherish’d,
Must mount up in a glorious flame, or I
Am much unworthy.
Cleo. May it yet burn here,
And, as a seamark, serve to guide true lovers,
Toss’d on the ocean of luxurious wishes,
Safe from the rocks of lust, into the harbous,
Of pure affection! rising up an example J
Which aftertimes shall witness to our glory,
First took from us beginning.
Leost. *Tis a happiness
My duty to my country, and mine honeur
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Cannot consent to; besides, add to these,

It was your pleasure, fortified by persuasion,

And strength of reason, for the gencral good,

That I should go.

Cleo. Alas! | then was witty

To plead against myself; and mine eye, fix’d

Upon the hill of honour, ne’cr deseended

To look into the vale of certain dangers,

Through which you were to cut your passage to it,

Leost. I'll stay at home, then,
Cleo. No, that must not be;

For so, to serve my own cnds, and to gain

A petty wreath myself, I rob you of

A certain triumph, which must fall upon you,

Or Virtue’s turn’d a handmaid to blind Fortune.

How is my soul divided! to confirm you

In the opinion of the world, most worthy

To be beloved, (with me you’re at the height,

And can advance no further,) I must send you

To court the goddess of stern war, who, if

She see you with my eyes, will ne’er return you,

But grow enamour’d of you.

Leost. Sweet, take comfort !

A;-mgvhat I offer you, you must vouchsafe me,
o n;‘n wretched : All the dangers that
A:-sencounter in the war, are trifles;
‘I";'nemies abroad to be contemn’d ;

‘1w dreadful foes, that have the power to hurt me,

I leave at home with you.

Cleo. With me?
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Leust. Nay, in you,

In every part about you, they arc arm’d
To fight against me,

Cleo. Where ?

Leost. There’s no perfection
That you are mistress of, but musters up
A legion against me, and all sworn
To my destruction,

Clco. This is strange !

Leost. But true, sweet ;

Excess of love can work such miracles !

Upon this ivory forehead arc intrench’d

T'en thousand rivals, and these suns command
Supplies from all the world, on pain to forfeit
Their comfortable beams ; these ruby lips,

A rich exchequer to assure their pay ;

This hand, Sibylla's golden bough to guard them
Through hell, and horror, to the Elysian springs;
Which who’ll not venture for? and, siiould I name
Such as the virtues of your mind inviic,

Their numbers would be infinite.

Cleo. Can you think
I may be tempted?

Leost. You werc never proved, :
For me, I have conversed with you no furth.*
Than would become a brother. I ne’er tuné’.--
Loose notes to your chaste cars; or brough

presents
For my artillery, to batter down
‘The fortress of your honour; nor cndeavour’d



PHILIP MASSINGER. 263

To make your blood run high at solemn feasts
With viands that provoke; the speeding philtres :
1 work'd no bawds to tempt you; never practised
The cunning and corrupting arts they study,
That wander in the wild maze of desire;

Honest simplicity and truth were all

The agents I employ’d; and when I came

To sce you, it was with that reverence

As I beheld the altars of the gods:

And Love, that came along with me, was taught
To leave his arrows and his torch behind,
Quench’d in my fear to give offence.

Cleo. And ’twas
That modesty that took me and preserves me,
Like a fresh rose, in mine own natural sweetness ;
Which, sullied with the touch of impure hands,
Loses both scent and beauty.
Leost. But, Cleora,

When I am absent, as I must go from you,

(Such is the cruclty of my fate,) and leave you,
Unguarded, to the violent assaults

Of loose temptations; when the memory

Of my so many years of love and service
Jo-mige in other objects; when you are courted

M wgeh as keep a catalogue of their conquests,

4 " ?upon credulous virgins; when nor father

Tiere to owe you, brother to advise you,
" Nor your poor servant by, to keep such off,

By lust instructed how to undermine,

And blow your chastity up; when your weak senses,
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At once assaulted, shall conspire against you,
And play the traitors to your soul, your virtue;
How can you stand ? *Faith, though you fall, and I
The judge, betore whom you then stood accused,
I should acquit you.

Cleo. Wil you then confirm
That love and jealousy, though of different natures,
Must of necessity be twins; the younger
Created only to defeat the elder,
And spoil him of his birthright? ’tis not well,
But being to part, I will not chide, I will not;
Nor with one syllable or tear, express
Tlow deeply I am wounded with the arrows
Of your distrust: but when that you shall hear,
At your retnrn, how I have borne myself,
And what an austere penance 1 take on me,
T'o satisty your doubts; when, like a vestal,
1 shew you, to your shame, the fire +tili burning,
Committed to my charge by true affection,
The people joimng with you in the wonder;
When, by the glorious splendour of my sufferings,
The prying eyes of jealousy are struck blind,
The monster too that feeds on fears, ¢’en starved
For want of sceming matter to accuse me;
Lxpect, Leosthenes, a sharp reproof
From my just anger.

Leost. What will you do?

Cleo. Obey me,
Or from this minute you are a stranger to me;
And do’t without reply.  All-secing sun,
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Thou witness of my innocence, thus I close

Mine cyes against thy comfortable light,

"Till the rcturn of this distrustful man!

Now bind them sure;—nay, do't: [He binds hei
eyes.] If, uncompell’d,

1 loose this knot, until the hands that made it

Be pleascd to untie it, may consuming plagues

Full heavy on me! pray you guide me to your lips,

This kiss, when you come back, shall be a virgin

To bid you weleome ; nay, I have not done yet :

I will continue dumb, and, you once gone,

No accent shall come from me.  Now to my chamber,

My tomb, it you miscarry: there I'll spend

My houars in silent mourning, and thus much

Shall be reported of me to my glory,

And you confess it, whether 1 live or dic,

My chastity triumphs o’er your jealousy.

PISANDER DECLARING IS PASSION FOR CLEORA, 1\
THE INSURRECTION OF THE SLAVES OF SYRACUNL.,

TROM THE SAME,

s-hignter PisANDER, speaking, at the door, to the

Nfwy Insurgents.

A" usander. He that advances

T5 00t beyond this, comes upon my sword :

‘You have had your ways, disturb not mine. -
TLimandra. Speak gently,

Her fuars may kill her else.
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Pisan. Now Love inspire me !
Still shall this canopy of envious night
Obscure my suns of comfort? and thosc daintics
Of purest white and red, which I take in at
My greedy cyes, denied my famish’d scnses ?—
The organs of your hearing yet are open ;
And you infringe no vow, though you vouchsale
To give them warrant to convey unto
Your understanding parts, the story of
A tortured and despairing lover, whom
Not fortune but affection marks your slave :—
Shake not, best lady! for belicve't, you are
As far from danger as I am from force:
All violence I shall offer, tends no further
Than to relate my sufferings, which I dare not
Presume to do, till, by some gracious sign,
You shew you are pleased to hear me,

Timand. If you are,
1old forth your right hand.

[Cleora holds forth ker right lund.

Pisan. So, ’tis done; and I
With my glad lips scal humbly on your foot,
My soul’s thanks for the favour: I forbear
To tell you who I am, what wealth, what hone
I made exchange of, to become your servant
And, though I knew worthy Leosthenes
(For surc he must be worthy, for whose love
You have endured so much) to be my rival ;
When rage and jealousy counsell’d me to kill him,
Which then I could have done with much more case,
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Than now, in fear to grieve you, I dare speak it,
Love, seconded with duty, boldly told me
The man I hated, fair Cleora favour’d:
And that was his protection. [Cleora bows.
Timand, See, she bows
Her head in sign of thankfulness.
Pisan. He removed by
The occasion of the war, (my fires increasing
By being closed and stopp’d up,) frantic affection
Prompted me to do something in his absence,
That might deliver you into my power,
Which you see is effected ; and, even now,
When my rebellious passions chide my dulness,
And tell me how much I abuse my fortunes,
Now it is in my power to hear you hence,
(Cleora star!:.
Or take my wishes here, (nay, fear not, madam,
True love’s a servant, brutish lust a tyrant,)
1 dare not touch those viands that ne’er taste well,
But when they’re freely oftfer’d: only thus much,
Be pleascd I may speak in my own dear cause,
And think it worthy your consideration,
(1 bave loved truly, canmot say deserved,
_j-lige duty must not take the name of merit,)
¥ wg I so far prize your content, before
A wlessings that my hope can fashion to e,
‘Tt williegly I entertain despair,
“.znd, for your sake, embrace it: for I know,
"T'his opportunity lost, hy no endeavour
The Lke can be recover’d.  To conclude,
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Forget not that I lose mysclf to save you:
For what can I expect but death and torture,
The war being ended ? and, what is a task
‘Would trouble Hercules to undertake,
I do deny you to myself, to give you,
A pure unspotted present, to my rival.
I have said: If it distaste not, best of virgins,
Reward my temperance with some lawful favour,
Though you contemn my person.
[Cleora kneels, then pulls off her glove, and
offers her hand to Pisander.
Timand. See, she kneels;
And scems to call upon the gods to pay
The debt she owes your virtue : to perform which,
As a sure pledge of friendship, she vouchsafes you
Her fair right hand.
Pisan. 1 am paid for all my sufferings,
Now, when you plcase, pass to your private chamber;
My love and duty, faithful guards, shall keep you
From all disturbance ; and when you are sated
With thinking of Leosthenes, as a fee
Due to my service, spare one sigh for me.

PISANDER [IOLDING A PARLEY WITH THE CHIE!
SYRACUSE, AT THE HEAD OF THE INSURGENT
1
FROM THE SAME.
Pisan. Brierry thus, then,

Since I must speak for all; your tyranny
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Drew us from our obedicnce. Happy those times
When lords were styled fathers of families,

And not imperious masters! when they number’d
Their servants almost equal with their sons,

Or one degree beneath them! when their labours
Were cherish’d and rewarded, and a period

Set to their sufferings; when they did not press
Their duties or their wills beyond the power

And strength of their performance! all things order’d
With such decorum as wise lawmakers,

From each well-govern’d private house derived
The pertect model of a commonwealth,

Humanity then lodged in the hearts of men,

And thankful masters caretully provided

For creatures wanting reason.  ‘The noble horse,
That, in his fiery youth, from his wide nostrils
Neigl'd courage to his rider, and brake through
Groves of opposed pikes, bearing his lord

Safe to triumphant victory; old or wounded,

Was set at liberty, and freed from service.

The Athenian mules, that from the quarry drew
Marble, hew’d for the temples of the gods,

The great work ended, were dismiss’d, and fed
s*lughe public cost; nay, faithful dogs have found
2 wg scpulchres; but man, to man more cruel,
A:roints no end to the sufferings of his slave ;
‘[rce pride stepp’d in and riot, and o’erturn’d
Luis goodly frame of concord, teaching masters
To glory in the abuse of such as arc

Brought under their command; who, grown unuseful,
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Are less estcem’d than beasts.—This you have prac-
tised,

Practisced on us with rigour; this hath forced us

To shake our heavy yokes off; and, if rcdress

Of these just grievances be not granced us,

We'll right ourselves, and by strong hand defend

What we are now possess'd of.

LEGSTHENES'S RETURN TO CLEORA.
FROM THE SAME.

Timandra (the attendant of Cleora). You are wel-
come, sir,

Leost. Thou giv’st it in a heavy tone.

Ltmand. Alas! sir,
We have so long fed on the bread of sorrow,
Drinking the bitter water of afflictions,
Made loathsome too by our continued fears.
Comfort’s a stranger to us.

Leost. Fears! your sufferings :—
I'or which I am so overgone with grief,
1 dare not ask, without compassionate tears,
The villain’s name that robb’d thee of thy hoaour
For being train’d up in chastity’s cold school,
And taught by such a mistress as Cleora, ¢
*T'were impious in me to think Timandra
Yell with her own consent,

Timand. How mean you, fell, sir?
I understand you not.

L.ost, 1 would thon did’st not,
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"Or that I could not read upon thy face, -

In blushing characters, the story of
Libidinous rape: confess it, for you stand not
Accountable for a sin, against whose strength
Your o’ermatch’d innocence could make no resist-

ance;

Under which odds, I know, Cleora fell too,
Heaven's help in vain invoked ; the amazed sun
Hiding his face behind a mask of clouds,

Not daring to look on it! In her sufferings
All sorrow’s comprehended : what Timandra,
Or the city, has endured, her loss consider'd,
Descrves not to be named.

Timand. Pray you, do not bring, sir,
In the chimeras of your jealous fecars,
New monsters to afiright us.

Leost. O, Timandra,

That I had faith enough but to belicve thee!

I should receive it with a joy beyond
Assurance ot Elysian shades hereafter,

Or all the blessings, in this life, a mother
Could wish her children crown’d with ;—but I mu-~t

not

Crindit impossibilities ; yet I strive .

'q‘. “» §d out that whose knowledge is a cursc,
A lgnorance a blessing. Come, discover
Tt kind of look he had that forced thy lady,

. ¢ -y ravisher I will enquire at lcisure,)

‘That when, hercafter, I behold a stranger
But new him in aspéet, [ may conclude,
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Though men and angels should proclaim him honest,
He is a hell-bred willain.
Timand. You are unworthy

To know she is preserved, preserved untainted :

Sorrow, but ill bestow’d, hath only made

A rape upon her comforts in your abscnce.

Come forth, dear madam. [Leads in Cleora.
Leost. Ha! [Kueels.
Timand. Nay, she deserves

The bending of your heart ; that, to content you,

Ias kept a vow, the breach of which a vestal,

Though the infringing it had call’d upon her

A living funeral, must of force have shrunk at,

No danger could compel her to dispense with

Her cruel penance, though hot lust came arm’d

"T'o seize upon her; when one look or accent

Might have redeem’d her.,

Leost. Might! O do not shew me

A beam of comfort, and straight take it from mc.

‘The means by which she was freed ? spuak, O speak

quickly;

Each minute of delay’s an age of torment ;

O speak, Timandra.

Timand, Free her from her oath;

Herself can best deliver it.

Leost, O blest office ! [Unbinds her<,

Never did galley-slave shake off his chains,

Or look’d on his redemption from the oar,

With such true feeling of delight, as now

1 find myself possess’d of.—Now 1 behold
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True light indeed ; for, since these fairest stars,
Cover'd with clouds of your determinate will,
Denied their influence to my optic sense,
The splendour of the sun appcar’d to me
But as some little glimpse of his bright beams
Convey’d into a dungeon, to remember
The dark inhabitants there, how much they wanted.
Open these long-shut lips, and strike mine ears
With music more harmouious than the spheres
Yield in their heavenly motions : and if ever
A true submission for a crime acknowledged,
May find a gracious hearing, teach your tongue,
In the first sweet articulate sounds it utters,
‘Fo sign my wish'd-for pardon,
Cleo. 1 forgive you.
Leost. How greedily T receive this! Stay, best
lady,
And let me by degrees ascend the height
Of human happiness ! all at once deliver’d,
The torrent of my joys will overwhelm me :—
So now a little more ; and pray excuse me,
If, like a wanton epicure, I desire
The pleasant taste these cates of comfort vield
o hu- me,
€ nf w; Dot too soon be swallow’d.  Have you not,
&+, Ar unspotted trath I do conjure you
Tswer truly, suffer’d in your honour,
3 _orce, I mean, for in your will [ free you,
Since I left Syracusa?
Cleo. I restorc
VOL. I/,
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This kiss, so help me goodness! which I borrow’d,
When I last saw you.

Leost. Miracle of virtue!
One pause more, I beseech you; I am like
A man whose vital spirits consumed and wasted
With a long and tedious fever, unto whom
Too much of a strong cordial, at once taken,
Brings death, and not restores him. Yet I cannot
Fix here; but must enquirc the man to whom
I stand indebted for a benefit,
Which to requite at full, though in this hand
1 grasp all sceptres the world’s empire bows to,
Would leave me a poor bankrupt. Name him, lady -
If of a mean estate, I’ll gladly part with
My utmost fortunes to him; but if noble,
In thankful duty study how to serve him;
Or if of higher rank, crect him altars,
And as a god adore him.

Cleo. If that goodness,
And noble temperance, the queen of virtues,
Bridling rebellious passions, to whose sway
Such as have conquer’d nations have lived slaves, .
Did ever wing great minds to fly to heaven,
He, that preserved mine honour, may hope br? ™" -
To fill a seat among the gods, and shake off
Our frail corruption.

Leost. Forward.

Cleo. Or if ever
The Powers above did mask in human shape:
"T'o teach mortality, not by cold precepts
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Forgot as soon as told, but by examples,
To imitate their pureness, and draw ncar
To their celestial natures, I believe
He’s more than man.

Leost. You do describe a wonder.

Cleo. Which will increase, when you shall under-

stand

He was a lover,

Leost. Not yours, lady ?

Cleo. Yes;
Loved me, Leosthenes: nay more, so doated,
(If c’er affections scorning gross desires
May without wrong be styled so,) that he durst no.
With an innmodest syilable or look,
In fear it might take from me, whom he made
The object of his better part, discover
I was the saint he sued to.

Leost. A rare temper!

Cleo. 1 cannot speak it to the worth: al! praise
I can bestow upon it will appear
Envious detraction. Not to rack you further,
Yet make the miracle full, though, of all mnen,
e hated you, Leosthencs, as his rival ;
So-high yet he prized my content, that, knowing
i A were a man I favour'd, he disdain’d not,

A+ st himself, to serve you.

Tost. You conceal still
‘iie owner of these exccllencies.

Cleo. ’Tis Marullo,
My father’s bondnan,
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Leost. Ha, ha, ha!
Cleo. Why do you laugh ?
Leost. To hear the labouring mountain of your
praise
Deliver'd of a mouse.
Cleo. The man deserves not
This scorn, I can assure you.
Leost. Do you call
What was his duty, merit?
Cleo. Yes, and place it
As high in my estcem, as all the honours
Descended from your ancestors, or the glory,
Which yon may call your own, got in this action,
In which, T must confess, you have done nobly:
And I could add, 2= I desired, but that
I fear ’twould make you proud.
Leost. Why, lady, can you
Be won to give allowance, that your slave
Should dare to love you?
Cleo. The immortal gods
Accept the meanest altars, that are raised
By pure devotions ; and sometimes prefer
An ounce of frankincense, honey or milk,
Before whole hecatombs, or Sabzan gums,
Offer’d in ostentation.—Are you sick .
Of your old disease ? I'll fit you. [Asn
Leost. You seem moved. \
Cleo. Zcalous, 1 grant, in the defence of virtue.
Why, good Lcosthenes, though I endured
A penance for your sake, above example :
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1 have not so far sold myselt, I take it,
To be at your devotion, but I may
Cherish desert in others, where I find it.
How would you tyrannize, it you stood possess'd of
‘That which is only yours in expectation,
That now prescribe such hard conditions to me?
Leost. One kiss, and I am silenced.
Cleo. I vouchsaie it; *
Yet, [ must tell you 'tis a favour that
Marullo, when I was his, not wmine own,
Durst not presume to ask: no; when the city
Bow’d humbly to licentious rapes and lust,
And when I was, of men and gods forsaken,
Deliver’d to his powcer, he did not press me
To grace him with one look or syllable,
Or urged the dispensation of an oath
Made for your satisfaction :—the poor wretch
Having related only his own sufterings,
And kiss’d my hand, which I could not deny him,
Defending me from others, never since
Solicited my favours.
Leost. Pray you, end;
The story does not please me.
Cleo. Well, take heed
Of doubts and fears ;—for know, Leosthenes,
A greater injury cannot be offer’d
Io innocent chastity, than unjust suspicion.
1 love Marullo’s fair miad, not his person ;
Let that secure you. And I here command you,
1f T have any power in you, to stand
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Between him and all punishment, and oppose
His temperance to his folly; if you fail——
No more; I will not threaten.

FROM THE BONDMAN.
Act V. Sc¥NE [IL—The Court of Justice.
Entcr TiMoLgoN, Arcuinamus, CLEORA, and
* Officers.
Timol. "T'ts wonderous strange! nor can it fall
within
The reach of my belief, a slave should be
The owner of a temperance which this age
Can hardly parallel in frechborn lords,
Or kings proud of their purple.
Archid. *Tis most truc;
And, though at first it did appear a fable,
All circumstances meet to give it credit ;
Which works so on me, that I am compell’d
To be a suitor, not to be denied,
He may have equal hearing.
Cleo. Sir, you graced me
With the title of your mistress ; but my fortunc
Is so far distant from command, that I
Lay by the power you gave me, and plead humbly
For the preserver of my fame and honour,
And pray you, sir, in charity belicve,
That, since I had ability of speech,
My tonguc has been so much inurcd to truth,
1 know not how to lie.
Timol. T'll rather doubt
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The oracles of the gods, than question what

Your innocence delivers ; and, as far

As justice and mine honour can give way,

He shall have favour.  Bring him in unbound:
[Exeunt Qfficers.

And though Leosthencs may challenge from e,

For his late worthy service, credit to

All things he can allege in his own cause,

Marullo, so, I think, you call his name,

Shell find I do reserve one ear for him,

Enter CLeon, Asortus, DirurLus, OrnyMrIA, and
CoRrisca,
To let in mercy. Sit, and take your places;
The right of this fair virgin first determined,
Your bondmen shall be censured.
Cleon. With all rigour,
We do expect.
Coris. Temper’d, I say, with mercy.

Enter at one door, L.eosTHENES and TIMAGORAS ; af
the other, Officers with PisANDER and TIMANDRA.
Tumol. Your hand, Leosthenes: I cannot doubt,
You, that have been victorious in the war,
Should, in a combat fought with words, come off
But with assured triumph.
Leost. My deserts, sir,
If, without arrogance, I may style them such,
Arm me from doubt and fear.
Timot ’Tis nobly spoken.
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Nor be thou daunted (howsoe’er thy fortune
Has mark’d thee out a slave) to speak thy merits:
For virtue, though in rags, may chailenge more
Than vice, set off with all the trim of greatness.
Pisan. 1 had rather fall under so just a judge,
Than be acquitted by a man corrupt
And partial in his censure.
Archid. Note his language ;
It relishes of better breeding than
His prescnt state darcs promise.
Timol. 1 observe it.
Place the fair lady in the midst, that both,
Looking with covetous eyes upon the prize
They are to plead for, may, trom the fair object,
Teach Hermes eloquence.
Leost. Am [ fallen so low @
My birth, my honour, and, what’s dearest to me,
My love, and witness of my love, my service,
So undervalued, that I must contend
With one, where my excess of glory must
Make his o’erthrow a conquest ? Shall my fulness
Supply defects in such a thing, that never
Knew any thing but want and emptiness,
Give him a name, and keep it such, from this
Unequal competition ? If my pride,
Or any bold assurance of my worth,
Has pluck’d this mountain of disgrace upon me,
I am justly punish’d, and submit ; but if
I have been modest, and esteem’'d myself
More injured in the tribute of the praise,
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Which no desert of mine, prized by self-love,
Ever exacted, may this cause and minute
For ever be forgotten. I dwell long
Upon mine anger, and now turn to you,
Ungrateful fair onc; and, since you are such,
“I'is lawful for me to proclaim myself,
And what I have deserved.

Cleo. Neglect and scorn
From me, for this proud vaunt.

Leost. You nourish, lady,
Your own dishonour in this harsh reply,
And almost prove what some hold of your sex ;
You are all made up of passion: for if reason,
Or judgment could find entertainment with you,
Or that you would distinguish of the objects
You look on, in a true glass, not seduced
By the falsc light of your too violent will,
I should not need to plead for that which you
With joy should offer, Is my high birth a blemish
Or does my wealth, which all the vain expense
Of women cannot waste, breed loathing in you,
The honours I can call mine own thoughts, scandal. -
Am I deform’d, or, for my father’s sins,
Mulcted by nature ? If you interpret these
As crimes, 'tis fit I should yicld up myself
Most miserably guilty. But, perhaps,
(Which yet I would not credit,) you have scen
This gallant pitch the bar, or bear a burthen
Would crack the shoulders of a weaker bondman :
Or any other boisterous exercise,
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Assuring a strong back to satisfy
Your loose desires, insatiate as the grave.

Cleo. You are foul-mouth’d.

Archid. 1ll-manner’d too.

Leost. 1 speak
In the way of supposition, and entreat you,
With all the fervour of a constant lover,
That you weuld frce yourself from these aspersions,
Or any imputation black-tongued slander
Could throw on your unspotted virgin whitcness:
To which there is no easier way, than by
Vouchsafing him your favour ; him, to whom
Next to the general, and the gods and fautors,
The country owes her safety.

Tunag. Are you stupid ?
’Slight, leap into his arms, and there ask pardor—
Oh! you expect your slave’s reply : no doubt
We shall have a fine oration: I will teach
My spanicl to howl in sweeter language,
And keep a better method.

Archid. You forget
The dignity of the place.

Diph. Silence!

Tumol. [To Pisander.] Speak boldly,

Pisan. *Tis your authority gives me a tongue,
I should be dumb else; and I am secure,
I cannot clothe my thoughts, and just defence,
In such an abject phrase, but "twill appear
Equal, if not above my low condition.
I need no bombast language, stolen from such
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As make nobility from prodigious terms

The hearers understand not; I bring with me
No wealth to boast of, neither can I number
Uncertain fortune'’s favours with my merits ;

I dare not force affection, or presume

To censure her discretion, that looks on me

As a weak man, and not her fancey’s idol.

How I have loved, and how much I have sufter’d,
And with what plgasure undcergone the burthen
Of my ambitious hopes, (in aiming at

The glad possession of a happiness,

The abstract of all zoodness in mankind

Can at no part deserve,) with my confession

Of mine own wants, is all that can plead for me,
But if that pure desires, not blended with

Foul thoughts, that, like a river, keeps his course,
Retaining stili the clearness of the spring

From whence it took beginning, may be thought
Worthy acceptance ; then I dare rise up,

And tell this gay man to his teeth, I never
Durst doubt her constancy, that, like a rock,
Beats off temptations, as that mocks the fury

Of the proud waves; nor, from my jealous fears,
Question that govdness to which, as an altar

Of all perfection, he that truly loved

Should rather bring a sacrifice of service,

‘Than raze it with the engines of suspicion :

Of which, when he can wash an ZEthiop white,
Lcosthenes may hope to free himself’;

But, till then, never.
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I'imag, Bold, presumptuous villain !
Pisan. 1will go further, and make good upon him,
I’ the pride of all his honours, birth, and fortunes,
He's more unworthy than myself.
Leost. Thou liest.
Timag. Confute him with a whip, and, the doubt
decided,
Punish him with a halter.
Pisan. O the gods!
My ribs, though made of brass, cannot contain
My hecart, swollen big with rage. The lic!—a
whip !—
Let fury then disperse these clouds, in which
1 long have march’d disguised ! [Throws of his dis-
guise.] that, when they know
Whom they have injured, they may faint with
horror
Of my revenge, which, wretched men, cxpect,
As sure as fate, to suffer,
Leost. Ha! Pisander!
Témag. ’Tis the bold Theban!
Asot. There’s no hope for me then :
I thought I should have put in for a share,
And born Cleora from them both; but now
This stranger looks so terrible, that 1 dare not
So much as look on her,
Pisan. Now as myself,
Thy equal at thy best, Leosthenes.
For vou, Timagoras, praise heaven you were horn
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Cleora’s brother, 'tis your safest armour.
But I lose time.—The base lic cast upon me,
I thus return: Thou art a perjured man,
False, and perfidious, and hast made a tender
Of love and service to this lady, when
Thy soul, if thou hast any, can bear witness,
That thou were not thine own : for proof of this,
Look better on this virgin, and consider,
This Persian shape laid by, and she appearing
In a Greekish dress, such as when first you saw her.
1t she resemble not Pisander's sister,
One call'd Statilia?
Leost. *Tis the samce ! my guilt
So chokes my spirits, I cannot deny
My falschood, nor excuse it.
Pisan. This is she,
To whom thou wert contracted : this the lady,
‘That, when thou wert my prisoner, fairly taken
In the Spartan war, that begg’d thy liberty,
And with it gave herself to thee, ungrateful !
Statil. No more, sir, I entreat you: I perceive
"I'rue sorrow in his looks, and a consent
"T'o make me reparation in mine honour ;
And then I am most happy.
Pisan. The wrong done her
Drew me from Thebes, with a full intent to kill
thee:
But this fair object met me in my fury,
And quite disarm’d me.  Being denied to have her,
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By you, my lord Archidamus, and not able
To live far from her; love, the mistress of
All quaint devices, prompted me to treat
With a friend of mine, who, as a pirate, sold me
For a slave to you, my lord, and gave my sister
As a present to Cleora,

Timol. Strange meanders!

Pisan. There how I hare myscll, needs no rela-

tion;

But, if so far descending from the height
Of my then flourishing fortuncs, to the lowest
Condition of a man, to have mcans only
To feed my eye with the sight of what I honoured ;
The dangers too 1 underwent, the sufterings :
The clearness of my interest, may deserve
A noble recompense in your lawful favour:
Now ’tis apparent that Leosthenes
Can claim no interest in you, you may please
"T'o think upon my service.

Cleo. Sir, my want
Of power to satisfy so great a debt,
Makes me accuse my fortunc; but if that,
Out of the bounty of your mind, you think
A free surrender of myself full payment,
T gladly tender it.
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FROM THE GREAT DURE OF FLORENCE..
GIOVANNI, NEPHEW TO THE DUKE OF FLORENCE,
TAKING LEAVE OF LIDLY, 1IE DAUGHTER OF HIs
TUIOR CHAROMONTE.
Persons~ Charomonte ; Contarimoy the duhe’s scorctary; Guvann .

and Lulia,

Char. Tiis acknowledgment

Enter Lavia.

Binds me your debtor ever.—Here comes one
In whose sad looks you easily may read
What her heart suflers, in that she is torced
To take her last leave of you.

Cont. As 1live,
A beauty without parallel !

Lid. Must you go, then,
So suddenly ?

Giov. There’s no evasion, Lidia,
To gain the least delay, though I would buy i
At any rate.  Greatness, with private men
Esteem’d a blessing, is to me a curse ;
And we, whom, for our high births, they conclude
‘The only freemen, are the only slaves.
Happy the golden mean ! had I been born
In a poor sordid cottage, not nurs’d up
With expectation to command a court,
T might, like such of your condition, swectest,
Have ta'en a safe and middle course, and not,
As I am now, against my choice, compell’d
Or to e groveling on the carth, or raised
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So high upon the pinnacles of state,
That I must either keep my height with danger,
Or fall with certain ruin.

Lid. Your own goodness
Will be your faithful guard.

Giov. O, Lidia.

Cont. So passionate!

Giov. For, had I been your equal,
1 might have secn and liked with mine own eyes,
And not, as now, with others; I might still,
And without observation, or envy,
As I have done, continued my delights
With you, that are alone, in my esteem,
The abstract of society : we might walk
In solitary groves, or in choice gardens;
From the variety of curious flowers
Contemplate nature’s workmanship, and wonders :
And then, for change, near to the murmur of
Some bubbling fountain, I might hear you sing,
And, from the well-tuned accents of your tongue,
In my imagination conceive
With what melodious harmony a choir
Of angels sing above their Maker’s praises.
And then with chaste discourse, as we return’d,
Tnp feathers to the broken wings of time :—
And all this I must part from.

Cont. You forget
The haste upon us.

(3iov. One word more,
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And then T come.  And after this, when, with
Continued innocence of leve and serviee,
I had grown ripe for hymeneal joys,
LEwmbracing you, but with a lawiul fame,
L might have been vour husband,

Lid. Sir, I was,
And ever am, vour servant ; but it was,
And ’tis, far from me in a thought to cherish
Such saucy hopes. I T had been the heir
Ot all the globes and seeptres mankind bows to,
At my best you had deserved me: as 1 am,
Howc’er unworthy, in my virgin zeal
I wish you. as a partner of your bed,
A princess equal to you ; such a one
That may make it the study of her lite,
With all the obedience of a wife, to please von
May you have happy issue, and I live
To be their humblest handmaid !

Gioe, 1 am dumb,
And can make no reply.

Coni. Your excellence
Will be benighted.

Grioe. This kiss, bathed in tears
May learn you what I <hould say

AN LTRSS |
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FROM TIIE FATAL DOWRY'.
ACT 11, SCENE I,
Enter PoNTALIER, MALOTIN, and BEAUMONT

Mal. *Tis strange.
Bean. Methinks so.
Poni. In a man but young,
Yet old in judgment; theorick and practick
In all humanity, and, to increase the wonder,
Religious, yet a soldicr; that he should
Yield his free-living youth a captive for
The freedom of his aged father’s corpse,
And rather choose to want life's necessaries,
Liberty, hope of fortune, than it should
In death be kept from Christian ceremony.
Mal. Come, ’tis a golden precedent in a son,
To let strong nature have the better hand,
In such a case, of all affected recason.
What years sit on this Charalois?
Bean. Twenty-cight:
Tor since the clock did strike him seventeen old,
Under his father’s wing this son hath fought,
Served and commanded, and so aptly both,
That sometimes he appear’d his father’s father,
And never less than's son ; the old man’s virtues
So recent in him, as the world may swear,
Nought but a fair tree could such fair fruit bear.

1 Mu. Giftord, in his edition of Massinzer, has tew doubts that
1 was written by Field.
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Pont. But wherefore lets he such a barbarous law,
And men more barbarous to execute it,
Prevail on his soft disposition,
‘That he had rather die alive for debt
Of the old man, in prison, than they <hould
Rob him of sepulture : considering
These monics borrow’d bought the lenders peace,
And all the means they enjoy, nor were dittused
In any impious or licentious path?
Beawr, 'True! for my part, were it my father's

trunk,
The tyrannous ram-heads with their horns should
gore 1t,

Or cast it to their curs, than they less currish,
Lire prey on me so with their lion-law,
Being in my free will, as in his, to shun it,
Lont. Alas! he knows himself in poverty Jout
Yor in thix partial avaricious age
What price bears honour? virtue ? long ago
It was but praised, and freezed; but now-a-days
*Tis colder far, and has nor love nor praise:
The very praise now freczcth too; for nature
Did make the heathen fur more Christian then,
Than knowledge us, less heathenish, Christian
Mal. This morning is the funeral ?
Pont. Certainly,
And from this prison,—twas the son’s request.
That his dear father might interment have,
See, the young son enter’d a lively grave!
Beaw. They come :—obscrve their order,
U2
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Solemn Music. Enier the Funeral DProcession.
The Coffin borne by four, preceded by a Priest.
Captains, Lieutenants, Ensigns, and Soldiers ;
Mourners, Scutchcons, &c. and very good order.
Romoxnt and Crnaravors, followed by the Gaolers
and Officers, witk Creditors, meel it.

Charal. 1low like a silent stream shaded with
night,
And gliding softly with our windy sighs,
Moves the whole frame of this solemnity !
Tears, sighs, and blacks filling the simile;
Whilst 1, the only murmur in this grove
Of death, thus hollowly break forth.  Vouchsafe
[To the Bearers.
To stay awhile.—Rest, rest in peace, dear earth!
Thou that brought’st rest to their unthankful lives,
Whose cruclty denied thee rest in death !
Here stands thy poor exécutor, thy <on,
That makes his life prisoner to bail thy death ;
Who gladlicr puts on this captivity,
Than virgins, long in love, their wedding weeds.
Of all that ever thou hast done good to,
These only have good memorics; for they
Remember best forget not gratitude.
I thank you for this last and friendly love :
[To the Soldiers.
And though this country, like a viperous mother,
Not only hath eat up ungratefully
All means of thee, her son, but last, thysclf.
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Leaving thy heir so bare and indigent,
He cannot raise thee a poor monument,
Such as a flatterer or a usurer hath ;
Thy worth, in every honest breast, builds one,
Making their friendly hearts thy funeral stone,
Pont. Sir,
Charal. Peace! O, peace! this scene is wholly
mine.
What! weep ye, soldiers? blanch not.—Romont
weeps,—
Ha! let me see! my miracle is cased,
The gaolers and the creditors do weep;
Even they that make us weep, do weep themselves,
Be these thy body’s balm! these and thy virtue
Keep thy fame ever odoriferous,
Whilst the great, proud, rich, undeserving man,
Alive stinks in his vices, and, being vanish’d,
The golden calf, that was an idol deck’d
With marble pillars, jet, and porphyry,
Shall quickly, both in bone and name, consume,
Though wrapt in lead, spice, scarcloth, and per-
{fume!
* * * * ¥ * * *
P:iest. On,
Charal. One moment more,
But to bestow a few poor legacies,
All I have left in my dead father’s rights,
And [ have done,  Captain, wear thou these spurs,
That yet ne’er made his horse run from a foc.
Lieutcnant, thou this scarf’; and may it tie
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Thy valour and thy honesty together !

For so it did in him. Ensign, this cuirass,

Your general’s necklace once. You, gentle bearers,

Divide this purse of gold; this other, strew

Among the poor; *tis all I have. Romont.

Wear thou this medal ef himsell- that, like

A hecarty oak, grew’st close to this tall pinc,

Even in the wildest wilderness of war,

Whercon foes broke their swords, and tired them-
selves:

Wounded and hack’d ye were, but never fell'd.

For me, my portion provide in hcaven!

My root is carth’d, and I, a desolate branch,

Left scatter’d in the highway of the world,

Trod under foot, that might have been a column

Mainly supporting our demolish’d house.

This! would 1 wear as my inheritance

And what hope can arise to me from 1t,

When I and it are both here prisoner:s *

' His tather’s sword
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BORN 100S.—DIED 1041.

Suckrine, who gives levity its gayest expression,
was the son of the comptroller of the houschold
to Charles I. Langbaine tells us that he spoke Latin
at five ycars of age; but with what correctness or
fluecncy we are not informed. Ilis versatile mind
certainly acquired many accomplishments, and filled
a short life with many pursuits, for he was a tra-
veller, a soldicr, a lyric and dramatic poct, and a
musician.  After serving a campaign under Gustavus
Adolplus, he returned to England, was favoured by
Charles 1. and wrote some picces, which were ex-
hibited for the amusement of the court with sunip-
tuous splendour.  When the civil wars broke out he
expended 12004, on the equipment of a regiment for
the king, which was distinguished however only by
its finery and cowardice. A brother poct crowned
his disgrace with a ludicrous song. The event is
said to have affected him deeply with shame; but
he did not live long to experience that most incura-
ble of the heart’s discases.  Having learnt that his
servant had robbed him, he drew on his boots in
greal haste ; a rusty nail, that was concealed in onc
of thew, pierced his heel, and produced a mortitica-
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tion, of which he died. Iis poems, his five plays,
together with his letters, speeches, and tracts, have
been collected into one volume.

SONG.

Wiy so pale and wan, fond lover?
Pr’ythee why so pale?

Will, when looking well can’t move her,
Looking 1ll prevail 2
Priythee why so pale?

Why so dull and mute, young sinner?
Pr’ythee why so mute ?

Will, when speahing well can’t win lier,
Saying nothing do’t ?
Pr'ythee why =0 mute?

Quit, quit for shame! this will ner move,
This cannot take her;

11" of hersclf she will not love,
Nothing can make her:—
The devil take her.

A BALLAD UPON A WEDDING

eLL thee, Dick, where I have been,
Wherce I the rarest things have scen:
Oh things without comparc!
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Such sights again cannot be found
In any place on Lnglish ground,
Be it at wake, or fair,

At Charing-Cross, hard by the way
Where we (thou know’st) do sell our hay,
There is a house with stairs -
And there did 1 see coming down
Such tolks as are not in our town,
Vorty at least, in pairs.

Amongst the rest, one pest’lent fine,
(Ilis beard no bigger though than thine)
Walk’d on betore the rost:
Our landlord looks like nothing to him:
The king (God Eless him) *twou'd undo hini,
Shou’d he go =till so drest.
r
At Course-a-park, without all doubt,
I1e should have first been taken out
By all the maids i° th’ town:
Though lusty Roger there had been,
Or little George upon the green,
Or Vincent of the crown.

But wot you what ? the youth was going
T'o make an end of all his wooing ;
The parson for him staid :
Yet by his leave, for all his haste,
He did not so much wish all past
(Perchance) as did the mad.
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The maid—and thereby hangs a tale
For such a maid no Whitson ale
Could ever yet produce:
No grapce that’s kindly ripe could bLe
So round, so plump, so soft as she,
Nor half so full of juice.

Her finger was so small, the ring

Wou’d not stay on which they did bring,
It was too wide a peck:

And to say truth (for out it must)

It look’d like the great collar (just)
About our young colt’s neck.

IHecr feet bencath her petticoat,
Like little mice stole in and out,
As if they fear’d the light:
But oh! she dances such a way!
No sun upon an Easter day
Is half so fine a sight.

He wou’d have kiss'd her once or twice,
But she wou’d not, she was so nice,
She wou’d not do’t in sight;
And then she look’d as who shou’d say
I will do what 1 list to day;
And you shall do't at night.

Ier cheeks so rarc a white was on,
No daisy makes comparison,
(Who sces them is undone)
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TFor streaks of red were mingled there,
Such as are on a Katherine pear,
The side that’s next the sun.,

Her lips were red, and onc was thin,
Compar’d to that was next her chin,
Some bee had stung it newly.
But (Dick) her eyes so guard her face,
I durst no more upon them gaze,
Than on the sun in July.

Her mouth so small, when she docs speak,
Thou’dst swear her teeth her words did break,
‘That they might passage get;
But she so handled still the matter,
‘They came as gecod as ours, or better,
AAnd arc not spent a whit.
If wishing shou’d be any sin,
The parson himsclf had guilty been,
She look’d that day so purely :
And did the youth so oft the feat
At night, as some did in conceit,
It would have spoil’d him, surely.

Passion o’me! how I run on!
There’s that that wou’d be thought upon,
I trow; besides the bride.
The bus’ness of the kitchen’s great,
Faoi it is fit that men should cat ;
Nor was it there deny 'd.
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Just in the nick the cook knock’d thrice,
And all the waiters in a trice
1is summons did obey ;
Each serving-man with dish in hand,
March’d boldly up, like our train’d band,
Presented and away.

When all the mcat was on the table,

What man of knife, or tecth, was able
To stay to be entreated :

And this the very reason was,

Before the parson could say grace,
The company was scated.

Now hats fly off, and youths carouse ;
Hecalths first go round, and then the house,
The bride’s came thick and thick;
And when *twas nam’d another's health,
Perhaps he made it her’s by stealth,
And who could help 1t, Dick ?

O’ th' sudden up they rise and dance ;
Then sit again, and sigh and glance :
Then dance again and kiss.
Thus sev’ral ways the time did pass,
Whilst ev’ry woman wish’d her place,
And ev’ry man wish’d his.

By this time all were stol’n aside
T'o counsel and undress the bride;
But that he must not know :
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But yet 'twas thought hc guest her mind,
And did not mean to stay behind
Above an hour or so.

When in he came (Dick) there she lay

Like new-fal’'n snow melting away,
>T'was time, 1 trow, to part.

Kisses were now the only stay,

Which soon she gave, as who woun’d say,
Good b’ye, with all my heart.

But just as heav'ns wou’d have to cross it,

In came the bridemaids with the posset.
The bridegroom cat in spite :

IFFor had he left the women to’t

It wou’d have cost two hours to do’t,

101

Which were too much that nighi.



SIDNEY GODOLPHIN.

BORN 1610.—DI1ED 1642.

Sioney Goporriy, who is highly praised by Lord
('larendon, was the brother of the treasurer Godol-
phin. He flourished and perished in the civil wars.

I'HE FOLLOWING LINES ARE FOUND IN MS. IN
MR. MALONE’S COLLECTION,

“T1s affection but dissembled,
Or disscmbled liberty,

T'o pretend thy passion changed
With changes of thy mistress’ eye,
Following her inconstancy.

Iopes, which do from favour flourish,
May perhaps as soon expire

A« the cause which did them nourish,
And, disdain’d, they may retire;
But love is another fire.

For if beauty cause thy passion,
If a fair resistless eye

Melt thee with its soft expressio,
Then thy hopes will never dic,
Nor be cured by cruelty.
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*Tis not scorn that can remove thee,
For thou either wilt not sece

Such lov’d beauty not to love thee,
Or will else consent that she
Judge not as she ought of thee.

Thus thou either canst not sever
Ilope trom what appears so fair,

Or, unhappier, thou canst never
Find contentment in despair,
Nor make love a trifling carc.

There are seen but few retiring
Steps in all the paths of love,

Made by such who in aspiring
Meeting scorn their hopes remove ;
Yet ev’n these ne’er change their love.

WILLIAM CARTWRIGHT.

BORN 1611.—DIED 10(43.

Wirtiam CaArRTwrIiGHT was the son of an inu-
keeper at Cirencester, who had been reduced to
that situation by spending a good estate. He was
a king's scholar at Westminster, and took orders at.
Oxford, where he became, says Wood, “a most florid
and seraphic preacher.” Bishop Duppa, his intimatc
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friend, appointed him succentor of the church of
Salisbury in 1642. In the same year he was one of
the council of war, or delegacy, appointed by the
University of Oxford, for providing troops sent by
the king to protect, or as the opposite party alleged,
to overawe the universities. His zeal in this service
occasioned his being imprisoned by the parliamen-
tary forces on their arrival; but he was speedily
rcleased on bail. Early in the year 1643 he was
appointed junior proctor of his university, and also
reader in metaphysics. The latter office we may
well suppose him to have filled with ability, as, ac-
cording to Lloyd’s account, he studied at the rate
of sixteen hours a day : but he survived his appoint-
ment to it for a very short time, being carried off by
a malignant fever, called the camp-disease, which
was then epidemical at Oxford. Cartwright died in
his thirty-second year; but he lived long enough to
carn the distinguishing praise of Ben Jonson, who
used to say of him, ¢ My son, Cartwright, writes
all like a man.”

LOVE’S DARTS.

WHERE is that learned wretch that knows

What are those darts the veil’d god throws

O fet him tell me ere I die

When ’twas he saw or heard them fly ;
Whether the sparrow’s plumcs, or dove’s,
Wing them for various loves ;
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And whether gold, or lead,
Quicken, or dull the head:
1 will anoint and keep them warm,
And make the weapons heal the harm.

Fond that I am to ask! whoe’er
Did yet sce thought? or silence hear?
Safe from the search of human eye
These arrows (as their ways are) fly :
The flights of angels part
Not air with so much art;
And snows on streams, we may
Say, louder fall than they.
So hopeless I must now endure,
And neither know the shaft nor cure.

A sudden fire of blushes shed
To dye white paths with hasty red;
A glance’s lightning swiftly throwo,
Or from a truc or sceming frown ;

A subtle taking smile

From passion, or from guile ;

The spirit, life, and grace

Of motion, limbs, and face ;
These misconceit entitles darts,
And tears the bleedings of our hearts.

But as the feathers in the wing
Unblemish'd are, and no wounds bring,
And harmless twigs no bloodshed know,
Till art doth fit them for the bow ;

VOL, I!. x
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So lights of flowing graces

Sparkling in several places,

Only adorn the parts,

Till that we make them darts;
Themselves are only twigs and quills:
We give them shape, and force for ills.

Beauty’s our grief, but in the ore,
We mint, and stamp, and then adore ;
Like heathen we the image crown,
And indiscrcetly then fall down :

Those graces all were meant

Our joy, not discontent ;

But with untaught des.res

We turn those Eghts to fircs
Thus Nature’s healing herbs we take,
And out of cures do poisons make.

ON TUHE DEATH OF SIR BEY'L “RENVIL! K

Nor to be wrought by malice, gain, or pride,

To a compliance with the thriving side;

Not to take arms for love of change, or spite,

But only to maintain afflicted right ;

Not to dic vainly in pursuit of fame,

Perversely secking aftcr voice and ~ame;

Is to resolve, fight, die, as martyrs do,

And thus did he, soldier and martyr too.

* * * * * * * X
When now th’ incensed legions proudly came

Down like a torrent without bank or dam:
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When undeserv’d success urg’d on their force;
That thunder must come down to stop their course,
Or Grenville must step in; then Grenville stood,
And with himself oppos’d, and check’d the flood.
Conquest or death was all his thought.  So fire
Either o’creomes, or doth itsclf expire :
His courage work’d like flames, cast heat about,
Here, there, on this, on that side, none gave out;
Not any pike in that renowned stand,
But took new foree from his inspiring hand :
Soldier encourag’d soldier, man urg'd man,
And he urg’d all ; o much example can;
[MTurt upon hurt, wound upen vwound did eall,
He was the bute, the mark, the aim of all
ITis soul this winle retir’d from cell to cell,
A last tlew un teorn all, ana then he fell,
But the devoted stand enraged more
From that his fate, ply’d hotter than before,
And proud to Il with him, sworn not to yicld,
Fach sought an honowr’d grave, so gain’d the field.
Thus he heing fall'n, his action fought anew :
And the dead conquer’d, whiles the living slew,
This was not nature’s courage, not that thing

We valour call, which time and rcason iing ;
But a diviner fury, ficrce and high,
Valour transported into ecstacy,
Which angels, looking on us from above,
Use to convey into the souls they love.
You now thai boast the spirit, and its sway,
Shew us Lis second, and we'll give the day :

22
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We know your politic axiom, lurk, or fly;

Ye cannot conquer, *cause you dare not die:

And though you thank God that you lost none
there,

>Cause they were such who liv’d not when they
were;

Yet your great general (who doth rise and fall,

As his successes do, whom you dare call,

As fame unto you doth reports dispense,

Lither 8 ———— or his ¢xcellence)

Howe’er he reigns now by unheard-of laws,

Could wish his fate together with his cause.

And thou (blest soul) whose clear compacted

fame,

As amber bodies keeps, preserves thy name,

Whose life affords what doth content both eyes,

Glory for people, substance for the wise,

Go laden up with spoils, possess that seat

To which the valiant, when they’ve done, retreat :

And when thou scest an happy period sent

T'o these distractions, and the storm quite spent,

Look down and say, 1 have my share in all,

Much good grew from my life, much from my full.

A VALEDICTION.

Bip me not go where neither suns ner show’rs
Do make or cherish flowers ;

Where discontented things in sadness lie,
And nature grieves as I.
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When I am parted from those eyes,

From which my better day doth rise,

Though some propitious power

Should plant me in a bower,

Where amongst happy lovers I might see

How show’rs and sunbeams bring

Oue everlasting spring,

Nor would those fall, nor these shine forth to me;
Nature herself to him is lost,

Who loseth her he honours most.

Then, fairest, to my parting view display

Your graces all in one full day ;

Whose blessed shapes I'll snatch and keep till when
1 do return and view again:

So by this art fancy shall fortune cross,

And lovers live by thinking on their loss.

m—————

GEORGIE, SANDYS,

BORN 1577.—DIED 1643.

Grorce SanDys, to whose translations Pope de-
clared that English poetry owed much of its beauty,
was the youngest son of the Archbishop of York.
After leaving the university, he set out upon an ex-
tensive tour, comprehending Greece, Egypt, and
the Holy Land, which is described in his well known
and well written book of travels, After his return
to England he published a translation of the Meta-



3i0 GERORGE SANDYS,

morphoses of Ovid, and a Paraphrasc of the Psalms
of David. He translated also the Christus Patiens
of Grotius. Tew incidents of his life are recorded.
For the most part of his latter days he lived with
Sir Francis Wenman, of Caswell, near Witney, in
Oxfordshire, a situation near to Burford, the retire-
ment of his intimate friend Lucius Lord Falkland,
who has addressed several poems to him.

PARAPHRASE UPON THE PSALMS OF DAVID.

PSALM LXVIIIL.

Ler God, the God of battle, rise,

And scatter his proud encmies:

O let them flee before his face,

Like smoke which driving tempests chase;

As wax dissolves with scorching fire,

So perish in his burning ive.

But let the just with joy abound ;

In joyful songs his praise resound,

Who, riding on the rolling spheres,

The name ot great Jehovah bears.

Belore his face your joys express,

A father to the fatherless;

He wipes the tears from widow’s eycs,

The single plants in families;

Enlarging those who late were bound,

While rebels starve on thirsty ground.

When he our numerous army led,
And march'd through deserts full of dread,
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Heav'n melted, and carth’s centre shook,
With his majesti¢ presence struck.,

When Israel’s God in clouds came down,
High Sinai bow'd his trembling crown ;
He, in th’ approach of meagre dearth,
With show'rs refresh’d the fainting earth.
Where his own flocks in safety fed,

The needy unto plenty led.

By him we conquer.—Virgins sing

Our victorics, and timbrels ring :

He kings with their vast armics foils,
While women share their wealthy spoils.

When he the kings had overthrown,
Our land like snowy Salmon shone.
God’'s mountain Bashan’s mount transcends,
Though he his many heads extends.
Why boast ye so, yc meaner hills ?
God with his glory Zion fills,

This his beloved residence,

Nor cver will depart from hence.

His chariots twenty thousand were,
Which myriads of angels bear,

He in the midst, as when he crown’d
High Sinai’s sanctified ground.

Lord, thou hast rais’d thyself on high,
And captive led captivity.

* * % *  *  x %
O praisced be the God of Gods,

Who with his daily blessings loads;
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The God of our salvation,

On whom our hopes depend alone ;
The controverse of life and death
Is arbitrated by his breath.

Thus spoke Jchovah : Jacob’s seed

I will from Bashan bring again,

And through the bottom of the main,
That dogs may lap their enemies’ blood,
And they wade through a crimson flood.
We, in thy sanctuary late,

My God, my King, beheld thy statc;
The sacred singers march’d hefore,
‘Who instruments of music bore,

In order follow’d—every maid

Upon her pleasant timbrel play’d.

Ilis praise in your assemblies sing,

You who from Israel’s fountain spring,
Nor little Benjamin alone,

But Judah, from his mountain-throne ;
The far-removed Zebulon,

And Napthali, that borders on

Old Jordan, where his strcam dilates,
Join’d all their powers and potentatcs.
For us his winged soldiers fought ;
Lord, strengthen what thy hand hath wrought !
He that supports a diadem

To thee, divine Jerusalem!

Shall in devotion treasure bring,

To build the temple of his King.
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* * * * * * *
Far off from sun-burnt Meroé,

From falling Nilus, from the sea

Which beats on the Egyptian shore,
Shall princes come, and here adore,

Ye kingdoms through the world renown’d,
Sing to the Lord, his praisc resound ;

He who heaven’s upper heaven bestrides,
And on her aged shoulders rides ;
Whose voice the clouds asunder rends,
In thunder terrible descends.

O praise his strength, whosc majesty

In Israel shines—his power on high!

He from his sanctuary throws

A trembling horror on his foes,

While us his power and strength invest ;
O Israel, praise the ever-blest!

ANONY MOUS.
TIIE OXFORD RIDDLE ON THE PURITANS.

1ROM A SINGLE SHEET PRINTED AT OXFORD IN 1643

Tuere dwells a people on the carth,
That reckons true allegiance treasou,
That makes sad war a holy mirth,

Calls madness zeal, and nonsense reason ;
That finds no frcedom but in slavery,
That makes lies trath, religion knavery,



314 ANONYMOUS.

That rob and cheat with yea and nay :
Riddle me, riddle me, who are they?

They hate the flesh, yet kiss their dames,

That make kings great by curbing crowns,

That quench the fire by kindling flames,

That settle pcace by plund’ring towns,

That govern with implicit votes,

That ’stablish truth by cutting throats,
That kiss their master and betray :
Riddle me, riddle me, who are they?

That make Heaven speak by their commission,
That stop God's pcace and boast his power,
That teach bold blasphemy and sedition,
And pray high treason by the hour,
That damn all saints but such as they are,
That wish all common, except prayer,

That idolize Pym, Brooks, aud Say :

Riddle me, riddle me, who are they ?

That to enrich the commonwealth,
Transport large gold to foreign parts ;
That house’t in Amsterdam by stealth,
Yet lord it here within our gates;
That are staid men, yet only stay
For a light night to run away;
That borrow to lend, and rob to pay:
Riddle me, riddle me, who are they?
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BORN 1502, ~—DIED 1644,

T'rts voluminous saint was bred at Cambridge and
Lincoln’s-inn, and was appointed cup-bearer to
Elizabeth, Electress of Bohcemia, after quitting
whose service he went to Ireland, and was secretary
to Archbishop Usher.  On the breaking out of the
rebellion in that kingdom he was a considerable
sufferer, and was obliged to fly, for safety, to Eng-
land. He had already been pensioned by Charles,
and made chronologer to the city of London; but
in the gencral ruin of the royal cause his property
was confiscated, and his books and manuscripts,
which he valued more, were plundered. This reverse
of fortune is supposcd to have accelerated his death.

The charitable criticism of the present age ha-
done justice to Quarles, in contrasting his merit~
with his acknowledged deformities. That his perfect
specimens of the bathos should have been laughed
at in the age of Pope, is not surprising'. Iis Em-

' Of his absurdity one example may suffice from his Emblems,

Man is a tennis-court, his flesh the wall,

The gamesters God and Satan,— the heart’s the hall;
The higher and the lower hazards are

Too bold presumption and too base despair:

The rackets which our restless balls make tiy,
Adversity and sweet prosperity.
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blems, whimsical as they are, have not the merit of
originality, being imitated from Herman Hugo. A
considerable resemblance to Young may be traced
in the blended strength and extravagance, and ill-
assorted wit and devotion of Quarles. Like Young,
he wrote vigorous prose—witness his Enchiridion.
In the parallel, however, it is due to the purity of
Young to acknowledge, that he never was guilty of
such indecency as that which disgraces the Argalus
and Parthenia of our pious author.

FAITH.

THE proudest pitch of that victorious spirit
Was but to win the world, whereby t' inherit
The airy purchase of a transitory

And glozing title of an age’s glory;

The angels keep the court, and mark the place
Where the ball falls, and chalk out every chase.
The line’s a civil life we often cross,

O’er which the ball, not flying, makes a loss.
Detractors are like standers-by, and bet

With charitable men, our life’s the set.

Lord, in these conflicts, in these fierce assaults,
Laborious Satan makes a world of faults.
Forgive them, Lord, although he uc’er implore
For favour, they’ll be set upon our score.

O take the ball before it come to the ground,
For this base court has many a false rebound ;
Strike, and strike hard, and strike above the line,
Strike where thou please, so as the set be thinc.
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Would'st thou by conquest win more fame than he,
Subdue thyself! thysel(”s a world to thee,
Tarth’s but a ball, that heaven hath quilted o’er
With Wealth and IHonour, banded on the floor
Of fickle Fortune's false and slippery court,
Sent for a toy, to make us children sport,
Man’s satiate spirits with fresh delights supplying,
To still the fondlings of the world from crying ;
And he, whose merit mounts to such a joy,
Gains but the honout of a mighty toy.

But would’st thou conquer, have thy conquest

crown’d
By hands of Sceraphims, triumph’d with the sound
Of heaven's loud trumpet, warbled by the shrill
Celestial choir, recorded with a quill
Pluck’d from the pinion of an angel's wing,
Confirm’d with joy by heaven’s eternal king ;
Conquer thyself, thy rebel thoughts repel,
And chase those false affections that rebel.
Hath heaven despoil’d what his [ull hand hath.given
thee?

Nipp’d thy succeeding blossoms? or bereaven thee,
Of thy dear latest hope, thy bosom friend ?
Doth sad Despair deny these griefs an end?
Despair's a whisp'ring rebel, that within thee,
Bribes all thy ficld, and sets thyself again® thee:
Make keen thy faith, and with thy force let flee,
If thou not conquer him, he’ll conquer thee:
Advance thy shield of Patience to thy head,
And when Grief strikes, 'twill strike the striker dead.
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In adverse fortuncs, be thou strong and stout,
And bravely win thyself, heaven holds not out
His bow for ever bent ; the disposition
Of noblest spirit doth, by opposition,
Exasperate the more: a gloomy night
Whets on the morning to return more bright ;
Brave minds, oppress’d, should in despite of Fate,
Look greatest, like the sun, in lowest state.,
But, ah! shall God thus strive with flesh and blood ?
Receives he glory from, or redps he good
In mortals’ ruin, that he leaves man so
To be o’crwhelm’d by this unequal foe ?

May not a potter, that, from out the ground,
Hath fram’d a vessel, search if it be sound?
Or if, by furbishing, he take more pain
To make it fairer, shall the pot complain ?
Mortal, thou art but clay; then shall not he,
That fram’d thee for his service, season thee?
Man, close thy lips; be thou no undertaker
Of God’s designs: dispute not with thy Maker.

EMBLEM I. BOOK I,
My soul hath desired thee in the night.— ISAIAH xxvi 6

Goop God! what horrid darkness doth surround
My groping soul! how are my senses bound

In utter shades; and muffled from the light,
Lurk in the bosom of eternal night!

The bold-fac’d lamp of heaven can set and rise,
And with his morning glory fill the eyes
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Of gazing mortals; his victorious ray

Can chase the shadows and restore the day:

Night’s bashful empress, tho® she often wane,

As oft repents her darkness, primes again ;

And with her circling horns doth re-embrace

IHer brother’s wealth, and orbs her silver face,

But, ali! my sun, deep swallow’d in his fall,

Is set, and cannot shine, nor rise at all:

My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow light ;

Alas! my darkness is perpetuai night.

Falls have their risings ; wanings have their primes,

And desperate sorrows wait their better times:

Ebbs have their floods; and autumns bhave their
springs ;

All states have changes, hurried with the swings

Of chance and time, still riding to and fro :

Terrestrial bodivs, and celestial too.

How often have T vainly grop’d about,

With Iengthen'd arms, to find a passage out,

That T might catch those beams mine eye desiresr,

And bathe my soul in these celestial fires !

Like as the hagrard, cloister’d in her mew,

T'o scour her downy robes, and to renew

Her broken flags, preparing t’ overlook

The timorous mallard at the sliding brook,

Jets oft from perch to pereh; from stock to ground,

From ground to window, thus surveying round

Her dove-befeathered prison, till at length

Calling her noble birth to mind, and strength
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Whereto her wing was born, her ragged beak
Nips off her jangling jesses, strives to break

Her jingling fetters, and begins to bate

At every glimpse, and darts at every grate:
E’en so my weary soul, that long has been

An inmate in this tenement of sin,

Lock'd up by cloud-brow’d error, which invites
My cloister’d thoughts to feed on black delights,
Now suns her shadows, and begins to dart

Her wing’d desires at thec, that only art

The sun she secks, whose rising beamns can fright
These dusky clouds that make so dark a night:
Shine forth, great glory, shine ; that I may sce,
Both how to loath myself, and honour thee:

But if my weakness force thee to deny

Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine cye!
If I must want those becams I wish, yet grant
That 1 at lcast may wish those beams 1 want.

SONG.

To the tune of—-Cuckolds all a-row.

K~ow then, my brethren, heaven is clear,
And all the clouds are gone;

The righteous now shall flourish, and
Good days are coming on:

Come then, my brethren, and be glad,
And cke rejoice with me ;
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Lawn sleeves and rochets shall go down,
And hey! then up go we!

We'll break the windows which the Whore
Of Babylon hath painted,

And when the popish saints are down,
Then Barrow shall be sainted.

There’s neither cross nor crucifix
Shall stand for men to see;

Rome’s trash and trumperies shall go down,

And hey! then up go we!
* * * * * * *

We’ll down with all the ? Varsities,
Where learning is profest,

Because they practise and maintain
The language of the beast.

We'll drive the doctors out of doors,
And arts, whate’er they be;

We’ll cry both arts and learning down,

And hey! then up go we!
* * * * * * *

If once that Antichristian crew
Be crush’d and overthrown,

We’ll teach the nobles how to crouch,
And keep the gentry down.

Good manners have an ill report,
And turn to pride we see;

We'll therefore cry good manners down,
And hey! then up go we!

VGL. 11, Y
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The name of lord shall be abhorr'd,
For every man's a brother;

No reason why, in church or state,
One man should rule another.

But when the change of government
Shall set our fingers free,

We’ll make the wanton sisters stoop,
And hey! then up go we!

Our cobblers shall translate their souls
From caves obscure and shady;

We’ll make Tom T * * * as good as my lord,
And Joan as good as my lady.

We'll crush and fling the marriage ring
Into the Roman see;

We’ll ask no bands, but €’en clap hands,
And hey! then up go we!

WILLIAM BROWN.

BORN 1500.—DIED 1645.

WiLLiam Brown was the son of a gentleman of
Tavistock, in Devonshire. He was educated at Ox-
ford, and went from thence to the Inner Temple, but
devoted himself chiefly to poetry. In his twenty-
third year he published the first part of his Britan-
nia’s Pastorals, prefaced by poetical eulogies, which
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evince his having been, at that early period of life,
the friend and favourite of Selden and Drayton.
To these testimonies he afterwards added that of
Ben Jonson. In the following year he published the
Shepherd’s Pipe, of which the fourth cclogue is often
said to have been the precursor of Milton’s Lycidas,
A single simile about a rose constitutes all the re-
semblance! In 1616 he published the second part
of his Britannia's Pastorals. His Masque of the
Inner Temple was never printed till Dr. Farmer
transcribed it from a MS. of the Bodleian library,
for Thomas Davies’s edition of Brown's works, more
than 120 ycars after the author’s death.

He seems to have taken his leave of the Muses
about the primc of his life, and returned to Oxford,
in the capacity of tutor to Robert Dormer, Earl of
Caernarvon, who fell in the battle of Newbury, 1643«
After leaving the university with that nobleman, he
found a liberal patron in William, Earl of Pembroke;
whose character, like that of Caernarvon, still lives
among the warmly coloured and minutely touched
portraits of Lord Clarendon. The poet lived in
Lord Pembroke’s family; and, according to Wood,
grew rich in his employment. But the particulars
of his history are very imperfectly known, and his
verses deal too little with the business of life to
throw much light upon his circumstances. His
poetry is not without beauty; but it is the beauty of
merc landscape and allegory, without the manners
and passions that constitute human interest.

Y32
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SONG.
GeNTLE nymphs, be not refusing,
Love's neglect is time’s abusing,
They and beauty are but lent you;
Take the one, and keep the other :
Love keeps fresh what age doth smother,
Beauty gone you will repent you.

*Twill be said, when ye have proved,
Never swains more truly loved :

O, then fly all nice behaviour!
Pity fain would (as her duty)
Be attending still on Beauty,

Let her not be out of favour.

SONG.

SuacLr I tell you whom I love
Hearken then a while to me

And if such a woman move
As I now shall versify ;

Be assur’d, ’tis she, or none

That I love, and love alone.

Nature did her so much right,
As she scorns the help of art.
In as many virtues dight
As e’er yet embrac’d a heart.
So much good so truly try’d,
Somc for less were deify’d.
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Wit she hath, without desire
To make known how much she hath;
And her anger flames no higher
Than may fitly sweeten wrath,
Full of pity as may be,
Though perhaps not so to me.

Reason masters every sense,

And her virtues grace her birth:
Lovely as all excellence,

Modest in her most of mirth :
Likelihood enough to prove
Only worth could kindle love.

Such she is: and if you know
Such a one as I have sung;
Be she brown, or fair, or so,
That she be but somewhile young ;
Be assur’d, ’tis she or none
That I love, and love alone.

POWER OF GENIUS OVER ENVY.

“I'ts not the rancour of a canker’d heart

That can debase the excellence of art,

Nor great in titles makes our worth obey,

Since we have lines far more esteem’d than they.
For there is hidden in a poet’s name

A spell that can command the wings of Fame,
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And maugre all oblivion’s hated birth

Begin their immortality on earth,

When he that ’gainst a muse with hate combines
May raise his tomb in vain to reach our lines.

ADDRESS TO HIS NATIVE SOIL.

Ha1L thou, my native soil! thou blessed plot

Whose equal all the world affordeth not!

Shew me who can? so many crystal rills,

Such sweet cloth’d vallics, or aspiring hills,

Such wood-ground, pastures, quarries, wealthy
mines,

Such rocks in whom the diamond fairly shines:

And if the earth can shew the like again,

Yet will she fail in her sea-ruling men.

Time never can produce men to o’ertake

The fames of Grenville, Davies, Gilbert, Drake,

Or worthy Hawkins, or of thousands more,

That by their pow’r made the Devonian :hore

Mock the proud Tagus; for whose richest spail

The boasting Spaniard left the Indian soil

Bankrupt of storc, knowing it would quit cost

By winning this, though all the rest were lost.

EVENING.
As in an evening when the gentle air
Breathes to the sullen night a soft repair,
I oft have sat on Thames’ sweet bank to hear
My friend with his sweet toych to charm mine car
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When he hath play’d (as well he can) some strain
That likes me, straight I ask the same again,
And he as gladly granting, strikes it o’er
With some sweet relish was forgot before :

I would have been content if he would play,
In that one strain to pass the night away;
But fearing much to do his patience wrong,
Unwillingly have ask’d some other song:

So in this diff’ring key though I could well
A many hours but as few minutes tell,

Yet lest mine own delight might injure you
(Though loth so soon) I take my song ancw.

FROM SONG V. OF BRITANNIA’S PASTORALS.

DETWEEN two rocks (immortal, without mother)
‘That stand as if out-facing one another,

There ran a creck up, intricate and blind,

As if the waters hid them from the wind,

Which never wash’d but at a higher tide

The frizled cotes which do the mountains hide,
‘Where never gale was longer known to stay
Than from the smooth wave it had swept away
The new divorced lcaves, that from each side
Left the thick boughs to dance out with the tide.
At further end the creek, a stately wood

Gave a kind shadow (to the brackish flood)

' This description coincides very strikingly with the scenery
of the Tamer, in Devonshire. Brown, who was a native of t!.at
county, must have studied it from nature.—E.
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Made up of trees, not less ken’d by each skiff

Than that sky-scaling peak of Teneriffe,

Upon whose tops the hernzhew bred her young,

And hoary moss upon their branches hung ;

Whose rugged rinds sufficient were to show,

Without their height, what time they ’gan to
grow.

And if dry eld by wrinkled shin appears,

None could allot them less than Nestor's years.

As under their command the thronged creek

Ran lessened up. llere did the shepherd seek

Where he his little boat might safcly hide,

Till it was fraught with what the world beside

Could not outvalne ; nor give cqual weight

Though in the time when Greece was at her height.

' 2 * % %

Yet that their happy voyage might not be
Without time’s short’ner, heav’n-taught melody
(Miusic that lent feet to the stable woods
And in their currents turn’d the mighty Hoods,
Sorrow’s swect nurse, yct keeping joy alive,

Sad discontent’s most welcome corrosive,

The soul of art, best lov'd when love is by,

The kind inspirer of sweet poesy,

Least thou shouldst wanting be, when swans would
fain

Have sung one song, and never sung again)

The gentle shepherd, hasting to the shere,

Began this lay, and tim’d it with his oar.
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Nevermore let holy Dec
Q’er other rivers brave,
Or boast how (in his jollity)
Kings row’d upon his wave.
But silent be, and ever know

That Neptune for my fare would raw.
X * < * * * S

Swell then, gently swell, ye floads,
As proud of what ye bear,
And nymphs that in low coral wouds
String pearls upon your hair,
Ascend; and tell it ere this day
A fairer prize was seen at sea,

See the salmons leap and bound
To please us as we pass,
Each wcermaid on the rocks around
Lets fall her brittle alass.
As they their beauties did despise,
And lov'd no mirror but your cyes.

Blow, but gently blow, fair wind,
From the forsaken shore,
And be as to the halcyon kind,
Till we have ferry’d o’er:
So may’st thou still have leave to blow,
And fan the way where she shall go,
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DIED 1045,

Turs was an inferior dramatist in the time of
Charles I. who, besides his plays, wrote a continua-
tion of Knolles's History of the Turks. He seems
to have been secretary or domestic to some noble-
man or prelate, at or ncar Worcester. Ile had
a share in the poctical collection called Fancy’s
Theatre, with Tatham, Richard Brome, and others,

FROM MICROCOSMUS, A MASQUE. 1637.

SONG BY LOVE AND THE VIRTUES TO PHYSANDER
AND BELLANIMA,

WeLconE, welcome, happy pair,

To thesc abodes, where spicy air

Breathes perfumes, and cvery sense

Doth find his object’s excellence ;

Where's no heat, nor cold extreme,

No winter’s ice, no summer’s scorching beam ;

Where’s no sun, yct never night,

Day always springing from eternal light.

Chorus. All mortal sufferings laid aside,

Here in endless bliss abide.



THOM \s AEYWOOD. 331

Love. Welcome to Love, my new-lov’d heir,
Elysium’s thine, ascend my chair:

For following sensuality

I thought to disinhcrit thee;

But being now reform’d in life,

And reunited to thy wife,

Mine only daughter, fate allows

That Love with stars should crown your brows,
Join ye that were his guides to this,

Thus I enthrone you both—now kiss ;
Whilst you in endless measures move,

Led on to cndless joys by Love.

THOMAS HEYWOOD.

Thuomas Heywoon was the most prolific writer in
the most fertile age of our drama. In the midst of
his theatrical labours as an actor and poet, he com-
posed a formiduble list of prose works, and defended
the stage against the puritans, in a work that is full
of learning. One of his projects was to write the lives
of all poets that were ever distinguished, from the
time of Homer downwards. Yet it has happened to
the framer of this gigantic design to have no histo-
rian so kind to his own memory as to record cither
the period of his death, or the spot that covers hir
remains.  His merits entitled him to better remem

hrance. He composed indeed with a carcless ra-
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pidity,and seems to have thought aslittle of Horace’s
precept of « sepe stylum wertas” as of most of the
injunctions in the Art of Poetry. But he possesses
considerable power of interesting the affections, by
placing his plain and familiar characters in affecting
situations, The worst of him is, that his common-
place sentiments and plain incidents fall not only
beneath the ideal beauty of art, but are often more
fatiguing than what we meet with in the ordinary
and unselected circumstances of life.  When he has
hit upon those occasions where the passions should
obviously rise with accumulated expression, he
lingers on through the scene with a dull and level
indifference.  The term artlessness may be appliced
to Heywood in two very opposite scnses, His
pathos is often artless in the better meaning of the
word, becausc its objects are true to life, and their
feelings naturally cxpressed. But he betrays still
more frequently an artlessness, or, we should rather
call it, a want of art, in deficiency of contrivance. His
best performance is, ¢ A Woman killed with Kind-
ness.” In that play the repentance of Mrs. Frank-
ford, who dies of a broken heart, for her infidelity
to a generous hushband, would present a situation
consummately moving, if wé were left to conceive her
death to be produced simply by gricf. But the poet
most anskilfully prepares us for her death, by her
declaring her intention to starve herself; and mars,
by the weakness, sin, and horror of suicide, an ex-
ample of penitence that would otherwise he sublimelv
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and tenderly edifying. The scene of the death of
Mrs. Frankford has been deservedly noticed for ity
pathos by an eminent foreign critic, Mr. Schlegel !,
who also commends the superior force of its inexora-
ble morality to the reconciling conclusion of Kotze-
bue’s drama on a similar subject. The learned
German perhaps draws his inference too rigidly.
Mrs. Irankford's crime was recent, and her repent-
ance and death immediately follow it; but the guilt
of the other tragic penitent, to whom Mr. S, alludes,
is more remote, and less heinous ; and to prescribe
interminable limits, either in real or imaginary life,
to the generosity of individual forgiveness, is to in-
vest morality with terrors, which the frailty of man
and the mercy of heaven do not justify.

SCENE IN THE TRAG+DY A WOMAN KILLED WITH RINDNERs,

GRIEF OF FRANKFORD, AFTER DISCOVERING HIS
WIFE’S INFIDELITY, AND DISMISSING HER.

Enter CRANWEYL, FRANKFORD, and NICHOLAS.

Cran. Wy do you search each room about your
house,
Now that you have dispatch’d your wife away?
ran. O sir, to see that nothing may be left
‘That ever was my wife's: I'lov'd her dearly,

1 Mr. Schlcgel, however, is mistaken in speaking of him as zn-
warior to Shakspeare, evidently confounding him with an older
puet of the nune.
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Aud when I do but think of her unkindness,
My thoughts are all in hell ; to avoid which torment,
I would not have a bodkin or a cuff,
A bracelet, necklace, or rebato wier;
Nor any thing that ever was called her’s,
Left me, by which I might remember her.
Seek round about.

Nic. * * * Master, here’s her lute flung in

corner.

Fran. Her lute? Oh God! upon this instrument
Her fingers have ran quick division,
Swifter than that which now divides our hearts,
These frets have made me plcasant, that have now
Frets of my heart-strings made. O master Cranwel,
Oft hath she made this melancholy wood
(Now mute and dumb for her disastrous chance)
Speak sweetly many a note; sound many a strain
To her own ravishing voice, which being well strung,
What pleasant strange airs have they jointly rung?
Post with it after her ; now nothing’s left;

Of her and her's I am at once bereft.
* * * * * * * *

NicHoLAS overtakes Mrs. FRANK¥ORD with /Aer lute,

Nic. There.

Anne, 1 know the lute; oft have I sung to thee:
We both are out of tune, both out of time.

Nic. My master commends him unto ye; there’s
all he can find that was ever yours: he hath nothing
left that ever you could lay ‘claim to but his own
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heart, and he could not afford you that. All that I
have te deliver you is this; he prays you to forget
him, and so he bids you farewell.

Anne. 1 thank him; he is kind, and ever was,
All you that have true feeling of my grief,
That know my loss, and have relenting hearts,
Gird me about ; and help me, with your tears,
To wash my spotted sins: my lute shall groan;
It cannot weep, but shall lament my moan.

FROM THE SAME.

DEATH OF MRS. FRANKFORD,
Persons.—Mr. Malbu, Mrs. Anne Frankford, Frankford, Sir Charl: s
Mountford, Sir Francis Acton,

Mal. How fare you, Mrs. Frankford ?

Aune. Sick, sick, oh sick: Give me some air.

I pray
Tell me, oh tell me, where's Mr. Frankford ?
Will he not deign to see me ere I die?

Mal. Yes, Mrs, Frankford : divers gentlemen
Your loving neighbours, with that just request
Ilave mov’d and told him of your weak estate :
Who, tho’ with much ado to get belief,

Examining of the general circumstance,
Seeing your sorrow and your penitence,
And hearing therewithal the great desire
You have to see him ere you left the world,
He gave to us his faith to follow us,

And sure he will be here immediately.

Anne. You have half reviv'd me with the pleasing

news:
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Raise me a little higher in my bed.
Blush I not, brother Acton ? Blush I not, sir Charles?
Can you not read my fault writ in my cheek ?
Is not my crime there ? tell me, gentlemen.
Ghar. Alas! good mistress, sickness hath not left
you
Blood in your face enough to make you blush.
Anne. Then sickness, like a friend, my fault would
hide.
Is my husband come ? My soul but tarries
His arrival, then I am fit for hecaven.
Acton. I came to chide you, but my words of
bate
Are turn’d to pity and compassionate grief.
I came to rate you, but my brawls, you see,
Melt into tears, and 1 must weep by thee.
Herc’s Mr. Frankford now.

Enter YRANKFORD.
Fran. Good-morrow, brother; morrow, gentle-
men !
God, that hath laid this cross upon our heads,
Might (had he pleas’d) have made our cause of
mceting
On a more fair and more contented ground :
But he that made us, made us to this woe.
Anne. And is he come? Methinks that voice I
know,
Fran. How do you, woman ?
Anne. Well, Mr. Frankford, well; but shall be
better,
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I hope, within this hour. Will you vouchsafe
(Out of your grace and your humanity),
To take a spotted strumpet by the hand ?
I'ran. This bhand oace held my heart in faster
bonds
Than now ’tis grip"d by me,  Ged pardon them
That made us first break hold!
Anne. Amen, amen.
Out of my zcal to heaven, whither I'm now bound,
I was so impudent to wish you here;
And once more beg your pardon. Oh! goed man,
And father to my children, pardon me,
Pardon, O pardon me! my tault so heinous is,
That if you in this world forgive it not,
ITcaven will not clear it in the world to come.
Vaintness hath so usurp’d upon my knces,
‘'hat knecl T cannot : But on my heart’s knees
My prostrate soul lies thrown down at your feet
To beg your gracious pardon: Pardon, O pardon
me!
Fran. As frecly from the low depth of my soul
As my Redeemcr hath for us given his death,
I pardon thee; I will shed tears for thee ;
Pray with thee; and in mere pity of thy weak cstate,
, Il wish to dic with thee.
All. So do we all.
Acton. O, Mr. Frankford, all the near alliance
I lose by her, shall be supplicd in thee;
You are my brother by the nearest way,
Her kindred hath fall'n off, but yours doth stay.
VoL, 11. 7
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Fran. Even as I hope for pardon at that day,
When the great judge of heaven in scarlet sits,
So be thou pardon’d. Tho’ thy rash offence
Divorc’d our bodics, thy repentant tears
Unite our souls.
Char. Then comfort, mistress Frankford ;
You see your husband hath forgiven your fall ;
"Then rousc your spirits, and cheer your fainting soul.
Sus. How is it with you?
Acton. How d'ye feel yourself ?
Anne. Not of this world.
Fran. 1 sce you are not, and I weep to sce it.
My wife, the mother to my pretty babes;
Both thosc lost names 1 do restore thee back,
And with this kiss I wed thec once again:
Tho’ thou art wounded in thy honour’d name,
And with that grief upon thy death-bed liest,
Honest in heart, upon my soul thou diest.
Anne, Pardon’d on carth, soul, thou in heaven
art frec
Once more ! thy wife dics thus embracing thee.
Acton. Peace with thee, Nan. Brothers and
gentlemen,
(All we that can plead interest in her grief)
Bestow upon her hody funeral tears,
Brother, had you with threats and usage bad
Punish’d her sin, the grief of her offence
Had not with such true sorrow touch’d her heart,
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SONG OF NYMPIS TO DIANA.

FROM THE GOLDEN AGE.

H 1w, beauteous Dian, queen of shades,
That dwells beneath these shadowy glades,
Mistress of all these beantcous maids

That arc by her allowed ;
Virginity we all profess,
Abjure the worldly vain excess,
And will to Dian yicld no less

‘Than we to her have vowed.
The shepherds, satyrs, nymphs, and fawns,
For thee will trip it o’cr the lawns,

Come, to the forest let us go,
And trip it like the barren doe,
The fawns and saty rs will do so,
And frecly thus they may do.
The fairies dance, and satyrs sing,
And on the grass trecad many a ring,
And to their caves their ven'son bring,
And we will do as they do.
The shepherds, satyrs, &c.

Our food is honey from the bees,
And mellow fruits that drop from trees;
In chase we climb the high degrecs
Of cvery stecpy mountain ;
And when the weary day is past
We at the cvening hie us fast,
7 2
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And after this our ficld repast,
We drink the pleasant fountain,
The shepherds, satyrs, &c.

A WITLING SET UP BY A POET'S LEGACY.

FROM THE FAIR MAID OF THE EXCHANGE.

Cripple. Wny, think'st thou that I cannot write a
letter,
Ditty, or sonnet, with judicial phrasc,
As pretty, pleasing, and pathetical,
As any Ovid-imitating dunce
In all the town?

Frank. 1 think thou canst not.

Crip. Yea, I’ll swear I cannot :

Yet. sirrah, 1 could cony-catch the world,
Make myself famous for a sudden wit,
And be admir’d for my dexterity,

Were I dispos’d.

Frank. 1 prithce how ?

Crip. Why thus: there liv’d a poet in this town,
(If we may term our modern writers pocts),
Sharp-witted, bittcr-tongued, his pen of stecl,
His ink was temper’d with the biting juice,
And extracts of the bittcrest wecds that grew:
He never wrote but when the clements
Of fire and water tilted in his brain.

This fellow, ready to give up his ghost
To Luciae’s bosom, did bequeath to me
His library, which was just nothing
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But rolls and scrolls, and bundles of cast wit,
Such as durst never visit Paul’s churchyard :
Amongst them all I happen’d on a quire

Or two of paper fill'd with songs and dittics,
And here and there a hungry epigram:
These I reserve to my own proper usc,
And, paternoster-like, have conn’d them all.
I could now, when I am in company

At alchouse, tavern, or an ordinary,

Upon a theme make an extemporal ditty,
(Or one at least should seem extemporal),
Out of th* abundance of this legacy,

That all would judge it, and report it too,
To be the infant of a sudden wit;

And then were 1 an admirable fellow.

WILLIAM DRUMMOND.

BORN 1585.—DI1ED 1649.

Tus poet was born at ITawthornden, his father’s
estate in Mid-Lothian, took a degree at the uni-
versity of Edinburgh, studied the civil law in France,
! and, returning home, cntered into possession of his
patcrnal estate, and devoted himself to literature,
During his residence at Hawthornden he courted,
and was on the eve of marrying, a lady of the name
of Cunningham. Her sudden death inspired him
with a mdlancholy which he sought to dissipatc by
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travelling, e accordingly visited France, Italy,
and Germany, and, during a stay of cight years on
the continent, conversed with the most polished
socicty, and studied the objects most interesting to
curiosity and taste. e collected at the same time
a number of books and manuscripts, some of which
are still in the library of his native university.

On his sccond return to Scotland he found the
kingdom distracted by political and religious fer-
ment, and on the cve of a civil war, What con-
nection this aspect of public affairs had with his
quitting Hawthornden, his biographers have not in-
formed us, but so it was, that he retired to the seat
of his brother-in-law, Sir John Scott of Scotstarvet,
a man of letters, and probably of political sentiments
congenial with his own. At his abode he wrote his
History of the Five James’s, Kings of Scotland, a
work abounding in false eloquence and slavish prin-
ciples, Having returned at length to settle himself
at his own scat, he married a lady of the name of
Logan, of the housc of Restlerig, in whom he fancied
a resemblance to his former mistress, and repaired
the family mansion of Hawthornden, with an inscrip-
tion importing his hopes of resting there in honour-
able ease. But the times were little suited to pro-
mote his wishes ; and on the civil war breaking out
he involved himself with the covenanters, by writing
in support of the opposite side, for which his ence
mies not only called him to a severe account, but
compelled him to furnish his quota of men and arms
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to support the cause which he detested. ITis estate
lying in different counties, he contributed halves and
quarters of men to the forces that were raised; and
on this occasion he wrote an epigram, bitterly wish-
ing that the imaginary division of his recruits might
be realized on their bodies. IHis grief for the death
of Charles is said to have shortened his days.  Such
storics of political sensibility may be believed on
proper evidence.

The clegance of Drummond’s sonnets, and the
humour of his Scotch and Latin macaronics, have
been at least sufficiently praised - but when Milton
has been described as essentially obliged to him,
the compliment to his genius is stretched too far.
A modern writer, who edited the works of Drum-
mond, has affirmed, that, ¢ perbaps,” it we had had
no Drummond, we should not have scen the finer
delicacies of Milton’s Comus, Lycidas, 1.’Allegro,
and Il Penscroso, ¢ Perhaps” isan excellent leading-
string for weak assertions.  Une or two cpithets of
Drummond may be recognised in Milton, though
not in the minor poems alrcady mentioned. Tt s
difficult to apply any precisc idea to the tautolog,
of « fine delicacics;” but whatever the cditor of
Drummond meant by it, he may be assured that
there is no debt on the part of Milton to the poct of
Hawthornden, which the former could be the least
impoverished by rcturning. Phillips, the nephew of
Milton, edited and extolled Drummond, and pro-
nounced him equal to Tasso himself. It has becn
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inferred from some passages of the Theats um Poeta-
rum, that Milton had dictated several critical opi-
nions in that performance ; and it has been taken for
granted that Phillips’s high opinion of Drummond
was imbibed from the author of Paradisc Losi. But
the parallel between Drummond and Tasso surcly
could not have been drawn by Milton.  Phillips had
a turn for poctry, and in many of his critical opi-
nions in the Zheatrum Poelarum, shewed a taste
that could not be well attributed to his uncle—in
none more than in this exaggerated comparison of
a smooth sonnctteer to a mighty poet. 1t is cqually
improbable that he imbibed this absurdity from Mil-
ton, as that he caught from him his admiration of
Drummond's prose compositions and arbitrary prin-
ciples,

SONNEKTS.
I xxow that all heneath the moon decays,
And what by mortals in this world is brought,
In Time’s great periods shall return to nought,
"That fairest states have fatal nights and days.
I know that all the muse’s heavenly lays,
With toil of sp’rit, which arc so dearly bought,
As idle sounds, of few, or none are sought,
That there is nothing lighter than vain praise.
I know frail beauty like the purple flower,
To which one morn oft birth and death affords,
That love a jarring is of minds accords,
Where sense and will bring under Reason’s power ;
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Know what I list, all this cannot me move,
But that, alas! I both must write and love,

Ay me! and I am now the man whose muse

In happier times was wont to laugh at love,

And those who suffer’d that blind boy abuse

The noble gifts were given them trom above.

What mctamorphose strange is this T prove?

Myself now scarce 1 find myself to be,

And think no fable Circe’s tyranny,

And all the tales are told of changed Jove ;

Virtue hath taught with her philosophy

My mind into a better course to move:

Reason may chide her fill, and oft reprove

Affection’s power, but what is that to me ?
Who ever think, and never think on ought
But that bright cherubim which thralls my

thought.

ITow that vast heaven intitl’d first is roll'd,

If any glancing tow’rs beyond it be,

And pcople living in cternity,

Or cssence pure that doth this all uphold :

‘What motion have those fixed sparks of gold,

The wand’ring carbuncles which shine from high,
By sp'rits, or bodies cross-ways in the sky,

If they be turn’d, and mortal things behold.

How sun posts heaven about, how night’s pale queen
With borrow'd beams looks on this hanging round,
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What cause fairdris hath, and monsters scen
In air’s large fields of light, and scas profound,
Did hold my wand’ring thoughts, when thy sweet
eye
Bade me leave all, and only think on thee.

Ir crost with all mishaps be my poor life,
If one short day I never spent in irth,
If my sp'rit with itself holds lasting strife,
If sorrow’s death is but new sorrow’s birth ;
If this vain world be but a mournful stage,
Where slave-born man plays to the laughing stars,
If youth be toss’d with love, with weakness age ;
If knowledge serves to hold our thoughts in wars,
If time can close the hundred mouths of Fame,
And make what's long since past, like that’s to be ;
If virtue only be an idle name,
If being born 1 was but born to dic:
Why seck I to prolong these lothsome days?
The fairest rose in shortest time decays.

DEeAxr choirister, who {from those shadows sends
Ere that the blushing morn dare show her light,
Such sad lamenting strains, that night attends,
(Become all car) stars stay to hear thy plight,

If one whose grief cven reach of thought transcends.
Who ne’er (not in a drcam) did taste delight,
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May thee importune who like casespretends,
And secms to joy in woe, in woe’s despite.
Tell me (so may thou fortune milder try,
And long, long sing) for what thou thus complains,
Since winter's gone, and sun in dapplcd sky
Enamour’d smiles on woods and flow’ry plains ?
The bird, as if my questions did her move,
With trembling wings sigh’d forth, 1love, I love.

SwreT soul, which in the April of thy ycars,
For to cnrich the heaven mad'st poor this round,
And now with flaming rays of glory crown’d,
Most blest abides above the sphere of spheres;
If heavenly laws, alas! have not thee bound
Trom looking to this globe that all up-hears,
If ruth and pity there above be found,
O deign to lend a look unto these tcars,
Do not disdain (dear ghost) this sacrifice,
And theugh I raise not pillars to thy praisc,
My off’rings take, let this for me suffice,
My heart a living pyramid 1 raizc:
And whilst king’s tombs with laurels flourish
green,
Thine shall with myrtles and these flow'rs be seen.

SPIRITUAL POEMS.

Look, as the flow’r which ling'ringly doth fade,
The morning’s darling late, the summer’s queen,
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Spoil’d of that juice which kept it fresh and green,
As high as it did raise, bows low the head :
Right so the pleasures of my lifc being dead,
Or in their contraries but only scen,
With swifter speed declines than erst it spread,
And (blasted) scarce now shews what it hath been
Therefore as doth the pilgrims, whom the night
Haste darkly to imprison on his way,
Think on thy home (my soul) and think aright.
Of what’s yet left thee of life’s wasting day ;
Thy sun posts westward, passed is thy morn,
And twice it is not given thee to be born.

Tur weary mariner so fast not flies
An howling tempest, harbour to attain,
Nor shepherd bastes (when frays of wolves arise)
So fast to fold, to save his bleating train,
As 1 (wing’d with contempt and just disdain)
Now fly the world, and what it most doth prize,
And sanctuary seck, free to remain
From wounds of abject times, and envy’s eycs.
To me this world did once scem sweet and fair,
While senses light minds perspective kept blind :
Now, like imagin’d landscape in the air,
And weeping rainbows, her best joys 1 find:
Or if ought here is had that praisc should have,
Tt is an obscure life, and silent grave.
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Tue last and greatest herald of heaven’s king,
Girt with rough skins, hies to the desarts wild,
Among that savage brood the woods forth bring,
Which he more harmless found than man, and mild;
His food was locusts, and what there doth spring,
With honey that from virgin hives distill'd,
Parch’d body, hollow eyes, some uncouth thing,
Made him appear, long since from carth exil’d,
There burst he forth; all ye whose hopes rely
On God, with me amidst these desarts mourn,
Repent, repent, and from old crrors turn!

\Who listen’d to his voice, obey’d his cry ?

Only the echoes, which he made relent,

Rung from their flinty caves, repent, repent!

SwEET bird, that sing’st away the carly hours

Of winters pust or coming, void of care,

Well pleased with delights which nrowent are,

Fair scasons, budding sprays, sweet-amelling flow’rs:

"T'o rocks, to springs, to rills, Srom lealy bow'rs,

Thou thy Creator’s goaducss dost declare,

And what dear gifts on tiree he did not spare,

A stain to human sense in sin that low’rs.

What soul can be so sick, which by thy songs

(Attir’d in sweetness) swecetly is not driven

Quite to forget cartly’s tunmoils, spites and wrongs,

Aund lift a reverend eye and thought to heaven?
Sweet, artless songster, thow my mind dost raise
To ai1> of sphercs, yca, and to angels’ lays.
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As when it happ’neth that some lovely town

Unto a barbarous besieger falls,

Who both by sword and flames himself instals,

And (shameless) it in tears and blood doth drown,

Her beauty spoil’d, her citizens made thralls,

His spite yet cannot so her all throw down,

But that some statue, pillar of renown,

Yet lurks unmaim’d within her weeping walls :

So, after all the spoil, disgrace, and wreck,

That time, the world, and death, could bring

combin’d,

Amidst that mass of ruins they did make,

Safe and all scarless yet remains my mind :
From this so high transcendent rapture springs,
That I, all elsc defac’d, not envy kings.



THOMAS MAY.

DIED 10650.

Tronas Mav, whom Dr. Johnson has pronounced
the best Latin poet of England, was the son of Sir
Thomas May, of Mayficld, in Sussex.  During the
carlicr part of his public life he was encouraged at
the court of Charles the First, inscribed several
pocms to his majesty, as well as wrote them at his
injunction, and reccived from Charles the appellation
of « his poct.””  During this connexion with royalty
he wrote his five dramas?, translated the Georgics
and Pharsalia, continued the latter in English as
well as Latin, and by his imitation of Lucan acquired
the reputation of a modern classic in foreign coun-
trics, It were much to be wished, that on siding
with the parliament in the civil wars, he had left a
valedictory testimony of regret for the necessity of
opposing, on public grounds, a monarch who had
been personally kind to him. The change was stig-
matised as ungrateful ; and it was both sordid and
ungrateful, if the account given by his encmices can
be relied on, that it was owing to the king’s rcfusal
of the laurcatship, or of a pension—for the story is
told in different ways.  All that can be suggested in
May's behalf is, that no complimentary dedications

t The Heir, T.; Antigone, T.; Julia Agrippina, T.; Cleo-

patra, T | Old Couple, C.; to which may be added Julius Cesar,
a tragedy, still in manuscript.
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could pledge his principles on a great question of
public justice, and that the motives of an action are
seldom traced with scrupulous truth, where it is the
bias of the narrator to dcgrade the action itself.
Clarendon, thc most respectable of his accusers, is
exactly in this situation. He begins by praising his
epic poetry as among the best in our language, and
inconsistently concludes by pronouncing that May
descrves to be forgotten.

The parliament, from whatever motive he em-
braced their cause, appointed him their secretary and
historiographer. In this capacity he wrote his Bre-
viary, which Warburton pronounces ¢ a just com-
position, according to the rules of history.” It breaks
off, much to the loss of the history of that time, just
at the period of the Self-denying Ordinance, Soon
after this publication he went to bed onc night in
apparent health, having drank freely, and was found
dcad in the morning.  His death was ascribed to his
nightcap being tied too tightly under bi< chin. An-
drew Marvel imputes it to the cheerful bottle. Taken
together, they were no bad reccipt for suffocation.
The vampire revenge of his enemices in digging him
up from his grave, is an cvent too notorious in the
history of the Restoration. They gave him honour-
able company in this sacrilege, namely, that of Blake.

He has ventured in narrative poctry on a similar
difficulty to that Shakspeare encountered in the
historical drama, but it is unneccssary to shew with
how much less success. Even in that department
he has scarcely equalled Daniel or Drayton.
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THE DEATH OF ROSAMOND,

Fair Rosamond within her bower of late
(While these sad storms had shaken IHenry's state,
And he from England last had absent been)
Retir’d herselt’; nor had that star been seen
To shine abroad, or with her lustre grace
The woods or walks adjoining to the place.
About those places, while the times were free,
Oft with a train of her attendants she
Tor pleasure walk’d ; and, like the huntress queen,
With her light nymphs, was by the people scen.
Thither the country lads and swains, that near
To Woodstock dwelt, would come to gaze on her.
Their jolly May-games there would they present,
Their harmless sports and rustic merriment,
1o give this beaateous paragon delight.
Nor that ofliciou~ service would she <light ;
But their rude pastimes gently entertain.
* % X *® * x *
Now came that tutal day, ordain’d to sec
Th’ eclipse of beauty, and for cver be
Accurs’d by woeful lovers,—all alonc
1uto her chamber Rosamond was gone;
- * * * * # * »
while thus she sadly mus'd, a ruthful cry
Had picre’d her tender car, and in the sound
Was nam’d (she thought) unhappy Rosamond.
(The cry was utter'd by her grieved maid,
From whom that clew wus taken, that hetray’d
voL. IL A A
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Her lady’s life), and while she doubting fear’d,
Too soon the fatal certainty appear’d :

For with her train the wrathful queen was there;
Oh! who can tell what cold and killing fear
Through cvery part of Rosamond was struck ?
The rosy tincture her sweet checks forsook,
And, like an ivory statue did she show

Of life and motion reft, Had she been so
Transform'd in dced, how kind the Fates had been,
How pitiful to her! nay, to the queen!

Even she herself did scem to entertain

Some ruth ; but straight revenge return’d again,
And fill'd her furious breast.  Strumpet (quothshe),
I need not speak at all; my sight may be
Enough expression of my wrongs, and what

The consequence must prove of such a hate.
Here, take this poison’d cup’ (for in her hand
A poison’d cup she had), « and do not stand

To parley now : but drink it presently,

Or else by tortures be resolv’d to dic.

Thy doom is set.”> Pale trembling Rosamond
Receives the cup, and kneeling on the ground,
When dull amazement somewhat had forsook
Hcr breast, thus humbly to the queen she spoke:
« T dare not hope you should so far relent,
Great quecen, as to forgive the punishment

That to my foul offence is justly due.

Nor will T vainly plead cxcuse, to show

By what strong arts I was at first betray’d,

Or tell how many subtle snares were laid
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To catch mine honour. These, though ne'er so true,
Can bring no recompence at all to you,
Nor just excuse to my abhorred crime,
Instead of sudden death, I crave but time,
* * * % * * *
¢« No more (replicd the furious queen); have done;
Delay no longer, lest thy choice be gone,
And that a sterner death for thee remain.”
No more did Rosamond entreat in vain;
But, fore’d to hard necessity to yield,
Drank of the fatal potion that she held.
And with it enter’d the grim tyrant Death :
Yet gave such respite, that her dying breath
Might beg forgiveness from the hicavenly throne,
And pardon those that her destruction
Hd doubly wrought. ¢Forgive, oh Lord, (said she,)
Him that di~honour’d, her that murder’d me.
Yet let me speak, for truth’s sake, angry queen :
If you had spar’d my life, I might have been
In time to come th’ example of your glory ;
Not of your shame, as now ; for when the story
Of hapless Rosamond is read, the best
And holiest people, as they will detest
My crime, and call it foul, they will abhor,

.And call unjust the rage of’ Eleanor.

And in this act of yours it will be thought

King Henry’s sorrow, not his love, you sought.”

And now so far the venom’s force assail’d

er vital parts, that life with language fail’d.
AA2
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That well-built palace where the Graces made
Their chief abode, where thousand Cupids play’d
And couch’d their shafts, whose structure did delight
Ev’n nature’s sclf, is now demolish’d quite,
Nc’er to be rais'd again; th’ untimely stroke

Of death that precious cabinet has broke,

That Henry’s pleased heart so long had held.
With sudden mourning now the house is fill'd ;
Nor can the queen’s attendants, though they fear
Her wrath, from wecping at that sight forbear.
By rough north blasts so blooming roses fadc;

So crushed falls the lily’s tender blade.
* * * * * * * *



RICHARD CRASHAW.

DIED 1650.

Turs poet fell into neglect in his own age. Ile
was however one of the first of our old minor poets
that was rescued from oblivion in the following cen-
tury. Pope borrowed from him, but acknowledged
his obligations. Crashaw formed his style on the
most quaint and conceited school of Italian poetry,
that of Marino; and there is a prevalent harshness
and strained expression in his verses ; but there are
also many touches of heauty and solemnity, and the
strength of his thoughts sometimes appears even in
their distortion. It it were not grown into a tedious
and impertinent fashion to discover the sources of
Paradise Lost, one might be tempted to notice some
similarity betwcen the speech of Satan in the Sospetto
di Herode of Marino (which Crashaw has translated)
and Satan’s address to the sun in Milton. The little
that is known of Crashaw’s life exhibits enthusiasm,
but it is not that of a weak or sclfish mind. His
private character was amiable; and we are told by
the earlicst cditor of his ¢ Steps to the Temple,”
that he was skilled in music, drawing, and engraving.
His father, of whose writings an account is given in
the tenth volume of the Censura Literaria, was a
preacher at the Temple church, London. Ilis son,
the poet, was born in London, but at what timc is
uncertain. He was educated at the Charter-house
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through the bounty of twoe friends, Sir Henry Yel-
verton, and Sir Francis Crew. From thence he
removed to Cambridge, where he became a fellow,
and took a degree of master of arts.  There he pub-
lished his Latin poems, in one of which is the cpi-
gram from a scripture passage, ending with the line,
so well known,

¢ Lympha pudica Deum vidit ct erubuit,”
¢« The modest water saw its God, and blush’d :*

and also his pious cflusions, called ¢ Steps to the
Temple.”  The title of the latter work was in allu-
sion to the church at Cambridge, near his residence,
where he alimost constantly spent his time.,  When
the covenant, in 164.4, was offered to the universities,
he preferred ejection and poverty to subscribing it.
Alrcady he had been distinguished as a popular and
powerful preacher.  He soon after embraced the ca-
tholic religion, and repaired to France. In austerity
of devotion he had no great transition to make to
catholicism ; and his abhorence at the religious in-
novations he had witnessed, together with his ad-
miration of the works of the canonized St. Teresa
of Spain, still more casily account for his conversion.
Cowlcy found him at Paris in deplorable poverty,
and recommended him to his exiled queen, Henrictta
Maria. Her majesty gave him lctters of recom-
mendation to Italy, where he became a secretary to
onc of the Roman cardinals, and a canon of the
church of Loretto. Soon after the latter appoint-
ment he died, about the year 1650.
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SOSPETTO 1)’ HERODE.
LIB. 1,
x * * * * % * *

Berow the bottom of the great abyss,

There where one centre reconciles all things ;

The world’s profound heart pants; there placed is

Mischief’s old master, close about him clings

A curl’d knot of embracing snakes, that kiss

His correspondent checks; these loathsome strings
Hold the perverse prince in cternal ties
Fast bound, since first he ftorfeited the skies.

* * * * * * X %

From death’s sad shades, to the life-breathing air,

"This mortal enemy to mankind’s good,

Lifts his malignant eycs, wasted with care,

To become beautiful in human blood.

Where Jordan melts his crystal, to make fair

The fields of Palestine with so pure a flood ;
There docs he fix his eyes, and there detect
New matter to make good his great suspect.

He calls to mind th’ old quarrel, and what spark
Set the contending sons of heaven on fire:
Oft in his decp thought he revolves the dark
Sybils’ divining leaves; he does inquire
Into th’ old prophecies, trembling to mark
How many present prodigics conspire
To crown their past predictions, both he lays
Together, in his pond'rous mind both weighs.
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Hcaven’s golden-winged herald, late he saw
To a poor Galilean virgin sent :
How low the bright youth bow’d, and with what awc
Immortal flowers to her fair hand present,
He saw th’ old Hebrew’s womb neglect the law
Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent

His birth by his devotion, who began

Betimes to be a saint, before a man,

Ile saw rich nectar thaws releasc the rigour

Of tl’ icy north, from frost-bound Atlas’ hands

His adamantinc fetters fall ; green vigour

Gladding the Scythian rocks, and Lybian sands.

Ile saw a vernal smile sweetly disfigure

Winter’s sad face, and through the flow’ry lands
Of fair Engaddi’s honcy-sweating fountains,
With manna, milk, and balm, new broach the

mountains,

11e¢ saw how in that blest day-bearing night,

The heav'n-rebuked shades made haste away ;

How bright a dawn of angels, with new light,

Amaz’d the midnight world, arnd made a day

Of which the morning knew not; mad with spite,

He mark’d how the poor shepherds ran to pay
Their simplc tribute to the babe, whose birth
Was the great business both of heaven and earth.

He saw a threefold sun, with rich increase,
Make proud the ruby portals of the cast,
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He saw the temple sacred to sweet peace,

Adore her prince’s birth, flat on her breast.

He saw the falling idols all confess

A coming deity. Ile saw the nest
Of poisonous and unnatural loves, carth-nurst,
Touch’d with the world’s truc antidote to burst.

He saw Heaven blossom with a new-born light,

On which, as on a glorious stranger, gaz’d

The golden eyes of night, whose beam made bright

The way to Beth'lem, and as boldly blaz'd

(Nor ask’d leave of the sun), by day as night,

By whom (as Heav'n's illustrious handmaid) rais'd
Three kings (or what is more) three wise men

went
Westward, to find the world’s true orient.
* * * * * * * *

That the great angel-blinding light should shrink
His blaze, to shinc in a poor shepherd’s eye.
That the unmeasur’d God so low should sink,
As pris’ner in a few poor rags to lic.
That from his mother’s breast he milk should drink,
Who feeds with nectar Heaven’s fair family,
That a vile manger his low bed should prove,
Who in a throne of stars thunders above.

‘That he whom the sun serves, should faintly peep
Through clouds of infant flesh: that he the old
Eternal Word should be a child and weep :

That he who made the fire should fear the cold :
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That Heaven’s high Mujesty his court should keep
In a clay cottage, by each blast controll’d :
That glory’s sclf should scrve our griefs and fears,
And free cternity submit to ycars.

And further, that the law’s cternal Giver,

Should bleed in his own law’s obedience ;

And to the circumcising knife deliver

Himself, the forfeit of his slave’s offence.

That the unblemish’d Lamb, blessed for ever,

Should take the mark of sin, and pain of sense.
These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt
Entangles his lost thoughts past getting out.

While new thoughts hoil’d in his enraged breast,
His gloomy bosom’s darkest character
Was in his shady forchead seen exprest.
The forchead’s shade in gricl’s expression there,
Is what in sign of joy among the blest,
The face’s lightning, or a swile is here.
Those stings of care that his strong heart opprest,
A desperate, Ohme ! drew from his deep breast.

Ohme! (thus bellow’d he); oh me! what great

Portents before mine eyes their powers advance?

And serve my purer sight, only to beat

Down my proud thought, and leave it in a trance ?

Frown I, and can great Nature keep her seat?

And the gay stars lcad on their golden dance ;
Can his attempts above still prosp’rous be,
Auspicious still, in spite of hell and me?
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He has my Heaven {what would he more) whose
bright

And radiant sceptre this bold hand should bear.
And for the never-fading fields ot light,
My fair inheritance, he confines me here
To this dark house of shades, horror, and night,
To draw a long-liv’d death, where all my cheer

Is the solemnity my sorrow wears,

That mankind’s torment waits upon my tears.

Dark dusky man, he needs would single forth,
To make the partner of his own pure ray:
And should we powers of Heav'n, spirits of worth,
Bow our bright heads before a king of clay?
It shall not be, said I; and clomb the north,
Where never wing of angel yet made way.

What though [ miss’d my blow? yet I struck

high,
And to dare something, is some victory '.

Is he not satisficd 2 means he to wrest

Hell from me too, and sack my territories?

Vile human nature, means he not t’ invest

(O my despite!) with his divinest glorics ?

And rising with rich spoils upon his breast,

With his fair triumphs fill all future storics?
Must the bright arms of heav'n rebuke these eyes?
Mock me, and dazzle my dark mysteries ?

+ Which, if not victory, is yet revenge. MintoN.—E
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Art thou not Lucifer? he to whom the droves
Of stars that gild the morn in charge were giv’'n?
"The nimblest of the lightning-winged loves ?
The fairest, and the first born smile of Heav’n?
Look in what pomp the mistress planet moves,
Rev'rently circled by the lesscr seven;
Such, and so rich, the flames that from thine eyes,
Oppress'd the common people of the skies.

Ah, wretch! what boots thee to cast back thy eyes
Where dawning hope no beam of comfort shews?
While the reflection of thy forepast joys
Renders thee double to thy present woes.
Rather make up to thy new miserics,
And meet the mischicf that upon thee grows.
If hell must mourn, heav’n sure shall sympathisc .
What force cannot effect, fraud shall devise.

And yet whose force fear 1? have 1 so lost

Myself? my strength too with my innoccnce ?

Come, try who dares, heav’n, earth, whate'er dost

boast

A borrow’d being, make thy bold defence.

Come thy Creator too, what though it cost

Me yet a sccond fall? we’d try our strengths.
Heav'ns saw us struggle once, as brave a fight
Earth now shall see, and tremble at the sight.



WILLIAM HABINGTON.

BORN 1605.—D1ED 10654,

Tre mother of this poet, who was daughter to Lord
Morley, is reported to have written the tamous letter
of warning, in consequence of which the gunpowder
plot was discovered. His father, who had been sus-
pected of a share in Babington’s conspiracy, and
who had owed his release to his being godson to
Queen Elizabeth, was a second time imprisoned,
and condemncd to death on the charge of having
concealed some of the agents in the gunpowder
plot; but by Lord Morley’s interest was pardoned,
on condition of confining himself to Worcestershire,
of which county he lived to write a voluminous
history.

The family were catholics ; and his son, the poct,
was sent to St. Omer’s, we are told, with a view to
make him a Jesuit, which he declined,  The same
intention never failed to be ascribed to all English
familics who sent their children to that seminary.
On his return from the continent he lived chicfly
with his father, who was his preceptor.  Of the sub-
sequent coursc of his life nothing more seems to he
on record than his marriage and his literary works.
The latter consisted of effusions entitled Castara, the
poctical name of his mistress; the Queen of Arra-
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gon, a tragedy; a History of Edward IV.; and
Observations upon History.

Habington became a poet from the courtship of
the lady whom he married, Lucy, daughter to Lord
Powis, There is no very ardent sensibility in his
lyrics, but they denote a mind of elegant and chaste
sentiments. He is frec as any of the minor poets of his
age from the impurities which were then considered
as wit. He is indeed rather ostentatiously platonic,
but his love language is far from being so elaborate
as the complimentary gallantry of the preceding age.
A respectable gravity of thought, and succinct
fluency of expression, are observable in the poems
of his later life,

TO CASTARA, INQUIRING WHY 1 LOVED HER.

Wiy doth the stubborn iron prove

So gentle to th’ magnetic stone ?

How know you that the orbs do move ;
With music too? since heard of none ?
And I will answer why 1 love,

"T'is not thy virtues, cach a star

Which in thy soul’s bright sphere do shinc,
Shooting their beauties from afar,

To make each gazer’s heart like thine ;
Our virtues often meteors are.

*Tis not thy face, I cannot spy,
When poets weep some virgin’s death,
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That Cupid wantons in her cye,
Or perfumes vapour from her breath,
And ’mongst the dead thou once must lie.

Nor is’t thy birth. For T was ne’er

So vain as in that to delight:

Which, balance it, no weight doth bear,
Nor yet is object to the sight,

But only fills the vulgar car.

Nor yet thy fortunes: since I know
They, in their motion like the sea,

Ebb from the good, to the impious flow :
And so in flattery betray,

That raising they but overthrow.

And yet these attributes might prove
Fuel enough t’inflame desire ;

But there was something from above,
Shot without reason's guide, this firc.
1 know, yct know not, why I love.

CUPLIO DISSOLVI,

TuEe soul which doth with God unite,

Thosc gaieties how doth she slight
Which o’cr opinion sway !

Like sacred virgin wax, which shines

On altars or on martyrs’ shrines,
How doth she burn away !
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How violent are her throws till she
From envious earth delivered be,
Which doth her flight restrain !
How doth she doat on whips and racks,
On fircs, and the so dreaded axe,
And every murd’ring pain!

How soon she leaves the pride of wealth,
The flatteries of youth and health,

And fame’s more precious breath;
And cvery gaudy circumstance
That doth the pomp of life advance,

At the approach of death!

The cunning of astrologers

Observes each motion of the stars,
Placing all knowledge there:

And lovers in their mistress” eycs

Contract those wonders of the skies,
And seek no higher sphere.

The wand’ring pilot sweats to find

The causes that produce the wind,
Still gazing on the pole.

The politician scorns all art

But what doth pride and power impart,
And swells the ambitious soul.

But he whom heavenly fire doth warm,
And ’gainst these powerful follies arm,
Doth soberly disdain
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All these fond human mysteries
As the decceitful and unwisce
Distempers of our brain.

Ile as a burden bears his clay,
Yet vainly throws it not away
On cvery idle cause :
But with the same untroubled cve
Can or resolve to live or die,
Regardless of th’ applause.

My God! if ’tis thy great decree

That this must the last moment be
Wherein I breathe this air;

My heart obeys, joy'd to retreat

From the false favours of the great,
And treachery of the fair,

When thau shalt please this soul t'enthrone
Above impure corruption ;
What <hould I grieve or fear,
To think this breathless body must
Become a loathsome heap of dust,
And ne’er again appear,

For in the fire when ore is tried,
And by that torment purified,
Do we deplore the loss ?
And when thou shalt my soul refine,
That it thereby may purer shine,
Shall T grieve tor the dross?
vot. 11. BB
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FROM THE QUEEN OF ARRAGON.

SONG.

Nor the pheenix in his death,
Nor those banks where violets grow,
And Arabian winds still blow,
Yield a perfume like her breath.
But O! marriage makes the spell,
And ’tis poison if I smell.

The twin-beauties of the skics,
(When the half-sunk sailors haste
To rend sail, and cut their mast,)
Shine not welcome, as her eyes.
But those bcams, than storms more black.
If they point at me, I wrack.

Then for fear of such a firc,
Which kills worse than the long night
Which benumbs the Muscovite,
{ must from my life retire.
But O no! for if her eye
Warm me not, I freeze, and die.



JOHN HALL.

BORN 1027.—DIED 1056.

Joun HaLL was born at Durham, and cducated at
Cambridge, where he published a volume of verses.
He had been some time at the bar when he died in
hi~ twenty-ninth year.

THE MORNING STAR.

StiLw herald of the morn! whose ray,

Being page and usher to the day,

Doth wourn hehind the sun, hefore him play ;
Who sett’st a golden signal ere

The bark retire, the lark appear,

The early cocks cry comfort, screech-owls fear.

Who wink’st while lovers plight their troth,
Then falls asleep, while they are loth

To part without a more engaging oath;

Steal in a message to the eyes

Of Julia, tell her that she hies

‘Too long,—thy lord, the sun, will quickly rise.

Yet it is midnight still with me,
Nay worse, unless that kinder she
BE 2
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Smile day, and in my zenith seated be;
But if she will obliquely run,

I needs a calenturc must shun,

And, like an Ethiopian, hate my sun.

WILLIAM CHAMBERLAYNM.

DIED 1658,

[ siLievE the only notice of this poet that is to be
found is in Langbiunc, whe informs us that he was
a physician at Shaftesbury, in Dors tshire, in the
rcigns of Charles 1. ana 1. Fe wrow a single tragi-
comedy, Love’s Victory, which was acted after the
Restoration under the new title of < *Vits led vy the
Nose, or the Poet’s Revenge.” s Pharonnida, an
heroic pocm, in five books, which {.angbaine says
has nothing to recommend it, is out of the most
interesting storics that was ever told in verse, and
contzined so much amusing matter as to be made
into a prosc novel in the reign of Charles II. What
Dr. Johnson said unjustly of Milton’s Comus, that it
was like gold hid under a rock, may, unfortunately,
be applied with too much propricty to Pharonnida,
Never perhaps was so much beautiful design in
poetry marred by infelicity of execution: his rug-
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gedness of versification, abrupt transitions, and a
style that is at once slovenly and quaint, perpetually
interrupted in enjoying the splendid figures and
spirited passions of this romantic tablet, and make
us catch them onlv by glimpses. I am well aware
that from a story so closely interwoven a few sclected
pa=sages, while they may be more than suflicient to
execnlity the faults, are not enough to discover the
full worth of Chamberlayn.  His <ketches, already
imperfect, must appear still more so i the shape of
fragments, we must peruse the narrative itself to
appreciace the rich breadth and varicty of'its seenes,
and we st perhaps accustom our vision to the
thick snedium of it uncouth sivle to enjoy the power
and pathos oi' e charactess and ssuations. Under
all thie defiets ef the poene the reader will then in-
deed feel w~ arhnishod hints allect the heart and
dilate the imgmation, From the fate of Chamber-
luyn a youuns poct may loren one iniportant lesson,
that he who neglects the subsidiary graces of taste
hus cvery chance of being neglected by posterity,
and that the pride of genius must not prompt him to
disdain the study of harmony and of style.
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PHARONNIDA, BOOK II. CANTO 1.

Argalia being brought before the Princess Pharonnida on a talsc
accusation of murder, they fall in love with cach other, although
the Priscess is obliged, with a reluctant heart, to condemn lnm

on false evidence.

Hicn mounted on an cbon throne, on which
Th' embellish’d silver shew’d so sadly rich,

As if its varied form strove to delight

Those solemn souls which death-pale fear dud (right,
In Tyrian purple clad, the princess sate,
Between two sterner ministers of fate,
Impartial judges, whose distinguish'd tasks
Their various habit to the view unmasks.

One, in whose looks, as pity strove to draw
Compassion in the tablets of the law,

Some softness dwelt, in a majestic vest

Of state-like red was clothed ; the other, dress'd
In dismal black, whose terrible aspect

Declared his office, serv’d but to detect

Her slow consent, if, when the first torsook

The cause, the law so far as death did look.
Silence proclaim’d, a harsh command calls forth
Th’ undaunted prisoner, whose excelling worth
In this low cbb of fortune did appear

Such as we fancy virtucs that come ncar

The excellence of angels—fear had not

Rifled onc drop of blood, nor rage begot

More colour in his cheeks—his soul in state,
Throned in the medium, constant virtue sat.
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- * L ¥ % %
Yet, though now depress’d
Even in opinion, which oft proves the best
Support to those whose public virtues we
Adore before their private guilt we see,
His noble soul still wings itselt above
Passion’s dark fogs; and like that prosperous dove,
The world’s first pilot, for discovery sent,
When all the floods that bound the firmament
(’erwhelm’d the earth, conscience calm joys to in-
creasc,
Returns, freight with the olive branch of peace.
Thus fortified from all that tyrant fear
O’crawed the guilty with, he doth appear,
% N * + *  Not all
Iis virtues now protect him, he must fall
A guiltless sacritice, to expiate
No other crime but their envenom’d hate.
An ominous silence—such as oft precedes
The fatal scntence—while the accuser reads
His charge, possess’d the pitying court, in which
Presaging calm Pharonnida, too rich
In mercy, heav'n’s supreme prerogative,
To stifle tears, did with her passion strive
So long, that what at first assaulted in
Sorrow’s black armour, had so often been
For pity cherish’d, that at length her cyes
Found there thosc spirits that did sympathize
With those that warm'd her blood, and, unseen, move
That engine of the world, mysterious love.
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* * * * +* * * .

The beauteous princess, whose free soul had been

Yet guarded in her virgin ice, and now

A stranger is to what she doth allow

Such casy cntrance. By those rays that fall

From cither’s eyes, to make reciprocal

Their yielding passions, brave \rgalia felt,

Even in the grasp of death, his functions melt

To flamcs, which on his heart an onsct make

For sadness, such as weary mortals take

Etcernal farewells in. - Yct in this high

Tide of his blood, in a soft calin to die,

His yielding spirits now prepare to meet

Death, cloth’d in thoughts white as his winding-
sheet.

That fatal doom, which unto heav’n affords

The sole appeal, one of the assisting lords

Had now pronounc’d, whose horrid thunder ceuld

Not strike his laurcl’d brow ; that voice, which
would

Have petrified a timorous ~oul, he hear s

With calm attention. No disorder’d fears

Ruftled his fancy, nor domestic war

Raged in his breast ; his every look so far

From vulgar passions, that, unless, amazéd

At beauty’s majesty, he sometime gazed

Wildly on that as emblems of more great

Glories than earth afforded, from the seat

Of resolution his fix’d soul had not

Been stirr’d to passion, which had now begot
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Wonder, not fear, within him.  No harsh frown
Contracts his brow ; nor dud his thoughts pull down
One fainting spirit, wrapt in smother’d groans,

To clog his heart.  From her most eminent thrones
Of sense, the eyes, the lightning of his soul

Flew with such vigour forth, it did control

All weaher passions, and at once include

With Roman valour Christian fortitude,

BOOK 111. CANTO 11,

The father ot Pharonnida, having discovered her attachment to
Argalia, brcaks into vage an thus threatens her.

SiLent with passion, which his cyes inflamed,

The prince awhile heholds her ere he blamed

The trailty of affection; but at length,

Through the quick throng of thoughts, armed with
a strength,

Which crush’d the soft paternal smiles of love,

He thus begine—¢ And must, O must that prove

My greatest curse on which my hopes ordained

To raisc my happiness ? Have I refrain’d

The pleasures of a nuptial bed to joy

Alonc in thee, nor trembled to destroy

My name, so that advancing thine I might

Live to behold my sceptre take its flight

To a more spacious empire? Have I spent

My youth till, grown in debt to age, she hath sent

Discases to arrest me, that impair

My strength and hopes ¢’er to enjoy an heir,
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Which might preserve our name, which only now
Must in our dusty annals live; whilst thou
Transferr’st the glory of our house on one,
Which had not I warmed into life, had gone,
A wretch forgotten of the world, to th’ earth
From whence he sprung?  But tear this monstrous

birth
Of fancy from thy soul, quick as thou’dst fly
Dcescending wrath if visible, or I
Shall blast thee with my anger till thy namc
Rot in my memory; not as the same
That once thou wert bechold thee, but as some
Dire prodigy, which to foreshew should come
All ills which through the progress of my life
Did chance were sent. I lost a queen and wife,
Thy virtuous mother, who for goodness might
Have here supplicd, before she took her flight
To heav’n, my better angel’s place ; have since
Stood storms of strong affliction ; stili a prince
Over my passions until now, but thi-
Hath prov’d me coward. Oh! thou dost amiss
To grieve me thus, fond girl.”—With that he shook
His reverend head ; beholds her with a look
Compos'd of gricf and anger, which she sces
With melting sorrow ; but resolv'd love frees
Her from more yielding pity—

She falls

Prostrate at’s fcet ; to his remembrance calls
Her dying mother’s will, by whose pale dust
She now conjures him not to bc unjust
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Unto that promise, with which her pure soul
Fled satistied trom carth—as to control
Her freedom of alfection.—
She then

Calls to remembrance who reliev’d him when
Distress’d within Alevthius’ walls; the love
His subjects bore Argalia, which might prove
Her choice her happiness; with all, how great
A likelihood, it was but the retreat
Of rovalty to a more safe disguise
Had shew'd him to their state’s deluded eyes
So mean a thing.,  Love's boundless rhetoric
About to dictate more, he, with a quick
And furious haste, forsakes the room, his rage
Thus boiling o’cr—¢ And must my wretched age
Be thus by thee tormented? but take heed,
Correct thy passions, or their cause must bleed,
Until he quench the flame—""

* % * % Ier soul, oppress'd,
Sinks in a pale swoon, catching at the rest
It must not yet enjoy ; swilt help lends light,
Though faint and glimmering, to bebold what night
Of grief o’crshadow’d her.  You that have been
Upon the rack of passion, tortured in
The engines of forbidden love, that have
Shed fruitless tears, spent hopeless «ighs, to crave
A rigid parent’s fair aspect, conceive
What wild distraction seiz’d her. 1 must leave
Her passions’ volume only to be read
Within the breasts of such whose hearts have bled
At the like dangerous wounds.
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BOOK I[1I. CANTO IJI.

TurouGn the dark path of dusty annals we,

Led by his valour’s light, return to sce

Argalia’s story, who hath, since that night

Wherein he took that strange distracted flight

From treacherous Ardenna, perform’d a course

So full of threat’ning dangers, that the force

Of his protecting angel trembled to

Support his fate, which crack’d the slender clew

Of destiny almost to death : his stars,

Doubting their influence when such horrid wars

The gods proclaim’d, withdrew their languish’d
beams

Beneath heaven’s spangled arch ; in pitchy streams

The heavy clouds unlade their wombs, until

The angry winds, fearing the floods should fill

The air, the region where they ruled, did break

Their marble lodgings ; Nature’s self grew weak

With these distemperatures, and seen’d to draw

Tow’rd dissolution—her neglected law

Each element forgot. Th” imprison’d Hlame,

When the clouds’ stock of moisture could not tame

Its violence, in sulph’ry flashes broke

Thorough the glaring air; the swoln clouds spoke

In the loud voice of thunder; the sea raves

And foams with anger, hurls his troubled waves

High as the moon’s dull orb, whose waning light

Withdrew to add more terror to the night.
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ARG ALLA TAKEN PRISONER BY THE TURKS,
. * * * The Turks had ought
Made desperate onslaaghts on the isle, but brought
Nought back but wounds and infamy ; but now,
Wearied with toil, they are resolv'd 1o bow
Their stubborn resolutions with the sttength
Of not-to-be-resisted want: the length
Of the chronical discase extended had
To some few months, since to oppress the sad
But constant islanders, the army lay,
Circling their confines.  Whilst this tedious stay
Fromn battle rusts the soldier’s valour in
His tainted cabin, there had often been,
With all variety of fortune, fought
Brave single combats, whose success had brought
Honour’s unwither'd laurels on the brow
Of vither party ; but the balance, now
Fore'd by the hand of a brave Turk, inclin'd
Wholly to them. 'Thrice had his valour shin’d
In victory's refulgent rays, thrice heard
The shouts of conquest ; thrice on his lance appear’d
The heads ot noble Rhodians, which had struch
A general sorrow mongst the knights,  All loos
Who next the lists should enter; cach desires
The task were his, but honour now requires
A spirit more than vulgar, or she dics
The next attempt, their valour's sacrifice ;
To prop whosc ruins, chosen by the free
Consent of all, Argalia comes to be
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Their happy champion. Truce proclaim’d, until

The combat ends th’ expecting people fill

The spacious battlements ; the Turks forsake

Their tents, of whom the city ladics take

A dreadful view, till a more noble sight

Diverts their looks; cach part behold their knight

With various wishes, whilst in blood and sweat

They toil for victory. The conflict’s heat

Raged in their veins, which honour more enflam’d

Than burning calentures could do ; both blam'd

The feeble influence of their stars, that gave

No speedier conquest ; cach neglects to save

Himself, to seek advantage to offend

His cager foc. * L ¥

* * ® ¥ * But now so long

The Turks’ proud champion had endured the strong

Assaults of the stour Christian, till his strength

Cool’d, on the ground, with his blood—he fell at
length,

Beneath his conquering sword. The barbarous erew

O’ the villains that did at a distance view

Their champion’s fall, all bands of truce forgot,

Running to succour him, begin a hot

And desperate combat with those knights that stand

To aid Argalia, by whose conquering hand

Whole squadrons of them fall, but here he spent

His mighty spirit in vain, their cannons rent

His scatter’d troops.

* * ¥ + 3 4 * ¥



WILLIAM CHAMBERLAYN. 53

Argalia lies in chains, ordain’d to die

A sacrifice unto the cruclty

Of the fierce bashaw, whose lov’d favourite in
The combat late he slew ; yet had not been

In that so much unhappy, had not he,

That honowr’d then his sword with victory,
Hulf-brother to Janusa been, a bright

But cruel lady, whese refined delight,

Ier slave (though husband), Ammurat, durst not
Ruflle with discontent; wherelore, to cool that hot
Contention of her blood, which he foresaw

That heavy news would from her anger draw,

To quench with the brave Christian’s death, he sent
Him living to her, that her anger, spent

In flaming torments, might not settle in

The dregs of discontent.  Staying to win

Some Rhoedian castles, all the prisoners were

Sent with a guard into Sardinia, there

To meet thewr wretched thraldom.  From the rew
Argalia sever’d, soon hopes to be blest

With speedy death, though waited on by all

The hell-instructed torments that could fall
Within invention's reach ; but he's not yet
Arriv’d to his period, his nnmov’d stars sit

Thus in their orbs sccured, It was the use

Of th’ Turkish pride, which triumphs in th> abux
Of suftering Christians, once, before they take
The ornaments of nature ofl, to make

Their pris’ners public to the view, that all

Might mock their miscries : this sight did cal!
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Janusa to her palace window, where,

Whilst she beholds them, love resolv’d to bear

Her ruin on her treacherous cyc-beams, till

Her heart infected grew ; their orbs did fill,

As the most pleasing object, with the sight

Of him whosc sword open’d a way for the flight
Of her lov’d brother’s soul. At the first view
Passion had struck her dumb, but when it grew
Into desire, she speedily did send

To have his name—which known, hate did defend
Iler heart ; besieg’d with love, she sighs, and straight
Commands him to a dungeon : but love's bait
Cannot be so cast up, though to cfface

His image from her soul she strives, The place
For exccution she commands to be

*Gainst the next day prepar’d; but rest and she
Grow cnemics about it : if she steal

A slumber from her thoughts, that doth reveal
Her passions in a dream, sometimes she thought
She saw her brother’s pale grim ghost, that brought
Ilis grisly wounds to shew her, smea ' in blood,
Standing beforc her sight; and by that flood
Those red streams wept, imploring vengeance, then,
Enraged, she cries, < O, lct him die!” DBut when
Her slecp-imprison’d fancy, wand’ring in

The shades of darken’d reason, did begin

To draw Argalia’s image on her soul,

Love's sovercign power did suddenly controul

"The strength of those abortive embryos, sprung
From smother’d anger. The glad birds had sung
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A lullaby to night, the lark was fled,

On dropping wings, up from his dewy bed,

To fan them in the rising sunbeams, cre

Whose carly reign Janusa, that could bear

No longer lockt within her breast so great

An army of rebellious passions, beat

From reason’s conquer'd fortress, did unfold

Her thonghts to Manto, a stout wench, whose bold

Wit, join’d with zcal to serve her, had endear'd

Her to her best affections.  Having clear’d

All doubts with hopeful promises, her maid,

By whose close wiles this plot must e cemvey’d,

To sceret action of her council makes

Two cunuch pandars, by whose help she takes

Argalia from his Leeper’s charge, as to

Sufter more torments than the rest should do,

And lodg’d him in that castle to afllright

And soften his great soul with fear.  The hght,

Which lent its Leams into the dismal place

In which he lay, without presents the face

Of horror ~mear’d in blood : o ~callold bult

To be the sage of murder, blusht with guile

Of Christian blood, by scveral torments let

From th? imprisoning vems.  This objeet set

To startle Lis reanlves if good, and make

His futurce jor s were welcome, covld not shake

The heav'n-built pillars of his soul, that <roed

Steady, though in the slippery pith o blood.

The gloomy mght now sat enthron’d in dead

And silent shadow s, midnight cuitains spread
VOL. II, (S
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The earth in black for what the falling day

Had blush’d in fire, whilst the brave pris’ner lay,
Circled in darkncss, yet in those shades spends
The hours with angels, whosc assistance lends

Strength to the wings of faith.
* * * % S »

He beholds
A glimmering light, whosc near approach unfolds
The lcaves of darkness.  While his wonder grows
Big with amazement, the dim taper shews
False Manto enter’d, who, prepared to be
A bawd unto Ler lustful mistress, came,
Not with persuasive rhetoric to inflame
A heart congeal’d with dcath’s approach,
* * * * * * * *

Most blest of men!

Compose thy wonder, and let only joy
Dwell in thy soul. My coming’s to destroy,
Not nurse thy trembling fears: be but so wise
To follow thy swift fate, and thou mayst rise
Above the reach of danger. In thy arms
Circle that power whose radiant brightness charms
Fierce Ammurat's anger, when his crescents shine
In a full orb of forces; what was thine
Ere made a prisoner, though the doubtful state
Of her best Christian monarch, will abate
Its splendour, when that daughter of the night,
Thy feeble star, shines in a heaven of light.
If life or liberty, then, bear a shape
Worthy thy courting, swear not to escape
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By the attempts of strength, and I will free
The iron bonds of thy captivity.

A solemn oath, by that great power he serv'd,
Took, and believ'd: his hopes no longer starv'd
In expectation.  From that swarthy scat

Of sad despair, his narrow jail, replete

With lazy damps, she leads him to a room

In whose delights joy’s summer scem'd to hloom,
There left him to the brisk society

Of costly baths and Corsic wines, whose high
And sprightly tempers from cool sherbets found
A culm ally; here his harsh thoughts unwound
Themsclves in pleasure, as not fearing fate

So much, but that he dares to recreate

ILis spint, by unwidldy action tired,

With all that lust into no erime had fired.

By mutes, those silent ministers ol sin,

His sullied garments were remov'd, and in
Their place such various habits laid, as pride
Would clothe her favourites with, % % *

* * . * P » < .
Unrufled here by the rash wearer, rests

Fair Persian mantles, rich Sclavonian vests,

\:- % % « * - : -
Though on this swilt varicty of fate

He looks with wonder, yet his brave soul sate
‘Too safe within her guards of rcason, to

Be shook with passion: that there’s something nos.
And strange approaching after such a stor m,

This gentle calm assurcs him, 4 ¢ *
CC2
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* * * * * * * *

His limbs from wounds but late recover’d, now
Refresht with liquid odours, did allow

Their suppled nerves no softer rest, but in

Such robes as wore their ornament within,
Veil’d o’er their beauty. * » * *
* * * * * * *

His guilty conduct now had brought him near
Janusa’s room, the glaring lights appear
Thorough the window’s crystal walls, the strong
Perfumes of balmy incense mixt among

The wand’ring atoms of the air did fly.
¥ ¥ % % The open doors allow

A free access into the room, where come,

Such real forms he saw as would strike dumb
The Alcoran’s tales of Paradise, the fair
And sparkling gems i’ the gilded roof impair
Their taper’s fire, yet both themsclves confess
Weak to those flames Janusa’s eycs possess.

With such a joy as bodies that do long

‘or souls, shall meet them in the doomsday throng,
She that ruled princes, though not passions, sate
Waiting her lover, on a throne whose state
Epitomiz'd the empire’s wealth; her robe,

With costly pride, had robb’d the chequer'd globe
Of its most fair and orient jewels, to

Enhance its valuc; captive princes who

Had lost their crowns, might there those gems have

seen,
* * * * * * ¥* *
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Placed in a scat near her bright throne, to stir
His settled thoughts shic thus begins:  From her
Your sword hath so much injur'd as to shed
Blood so near kin to mine, that it was fed

By the same milky fountains, and within

One womb warm’d into life, is such a sin

I could not pardon, did not love commit

A rape upon my mercey : all the wit

Of man in vain inventions had been lost,

Ere thou redecr’d ; which now, although it cost
The price of all my honours, I will do:

Be but so full of gratitude as to

Repay my care with love.  Why dost thou thus
Sit dumb to my discourse? it lies in us

To raise or ruin thee, and mahe my way
Thorough their bloods that our embraces stay.”
* * % * * X * .

To charm those sullen spirits that within

The dark cells of his conscience might have been
Yet by religion hid—that gift divine,

The soul's composure, music, did refine

The lazy air, whose polish’d harmony,

Whilst dancing in redoubled echocs, by

A wanton song was answer’d, whose each part
Invites the hearing to betray the heart,

Having with all these choice flowers strew’d the way
That leads to lust, to shun the slow decay

Of his approach, her sickly passions haste

To dic in action. ¢ Come,’’ she cries, ‘* we waste
The precious minutes. Now thou knowest for what
Thou'rt sent for hither.”
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Brave Argalia sits,

With virtue cool’d, * L
* * % And must my freedom then
At such a rate be purchas’d ? rather, when
My life expircs in torments, let iny name
Forgotten die, than live in black-mouth’d fame,
A servant to thy lust, Go, tempt thy own
Damn'd infidels to sin, that ne’er had known
The way to virtue : not this cobweb veil
Of beauty, which thou wear’st but as a jail
To a soul pule with guilt, can cover o’cr
Thy mind’s deformity. * * * *
* * * % * * * *
Rent from these gilded pleasares, send me to
A dungeon dark as hell, where shadows do
Reign in cternal silence; let these rich
And costly robes, the gaudy trappings which
Thou mean’st to clothe my sin in, be exchang’d
For sordid rags, When thy ficrce spleen hath

rang’d
Through all invented torments, choose the worst
To punish my denial ; less accurst
I so shall perish, than if by consent
I taught thy guilty thoughts how to augment
Their sin in action, and, by giving case
To thy blood’s fever, took its loath’d disease.
* ¥ * *  Iler look,
Cast like a felon’'s—— *  * % %
Was sad ; with silent grief the room she leaves.
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BOOK 11l. CANTO V.

Ounr noble captive, to tair virtue's throne

In safety past, though through lust’s burning zone,
Finds in his dungcon’s lazy damps a rest

More sweet, though with the heavy weights oppress'd
Of iron bondage. than it they had been

Love’s amorous wreaths.

. * ¥ But she breathes curses in
Her soul’s pale agony. X ¥ *
* * * * And now she steeps

Ier down in tears—a tlood of sorrow weeps,
Of power (if penitent) to expiate

Youth's vigorous sins ; but all her mourning sate
Beneath a darker veil than that which shades
Repentant griet. ¥ 4 Y * *

So far the fair Janusa in this sad

Region of grief had gonc, till sorrow had

That tever turn’d, upon whose flaming wings
At first love only sate, to one which brings
Deatl’s symptoms near the heart.

¥ * ¥ * *  The rose had lost
His ensigns in her checks, and though it cost
Pains near to death, the lily had alone

Set his pale banners up ; no brightucss shone
Within her eye's dim orbs, whose fading light
Being quench’d in death, had sct in endless night,
Had not the wisc endeavours of her maid,

The careful Manto, grief’s pale scouts betray’d,
By sly deceit.
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Although she cures not, yet gives present ease,
By laying opiates to the harsh disease.

A letter, which did for uncivil blame

His first denial, in the stranger's name

Disguis’d, she gives her; which, with eyes that did
O’erflow with joy, read o’er, had soon forbid
Gricf’s sullen progress, whose next stage had been
O’er life’s short road, the grave—death’s quiet inn,
From whose dark terror, by this gleam of light,
Like trembling children by a lamp’s weak light,
Freed from night’s dreadful shadows, she embraced
Slecp, nature’s darkness— *  * ¥ *

* * * * * and upon the wings

Of airy hope, that wanton bird which sings

As goon as fledg’d, advanc’d her to survey

The dawning beauties of a long'd-for day.

-+ * * * * * * *

But ere this pyramid of pleasure to

Its height arrives—with’s presence to undo

The golden structure—dreadful Amunurat,

From his floating mansion lately landed at

The city’s port, impatient love had brought

In an untimely visit. * * * *®

* * * ¥ * * ® *

He enters, and she faints ! in which pale trance
His pity finds her, but to no such chance

Imputes the cause: rather conceives it joy,

Whose rushing torrent made her heart employ

Its nimble scrvants, all her spirits, to

Prevent a deluge, which might clsc undo
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Love’s new made commonwealth. But whilst his
care

Hastens to help, her fortune did declare

Her sorrow’s dark enigma; from her bed

The letter dropt—which, when life’s army fled,

Their frontier garrisons neglected, had

Been left within 't—this seen, declares a sad

Truth to th' amazed Bassa, though 'twere mixt

With subtle falschood. While he stands, betwixt

High rage and grief distracted, doubtful yet

In what new dress to wear revenge, the fit

Forsakes Janusa ; who, not knowing she

Detected stood of lust’s conspiracy

’Gainst honour’s royal charter, from a low

Voice strains a welcome, which did secem to flow

From fickle discontent, such as the weak

Lungs breathe their thoughts in whilst their fibres
break.

To counterfeited slumbers leaving her,

He's gone with silent anger to confer;

With such a farewell as kind husbands leave
Their pregnant wives, preparing to receive

A mother’s tirst of blessings, he forsakes

The room, and into strict enquiry takes

The wretched Manto, who, cre she could call
Excusc to aid, surpris’d, discovers all.
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The captive Argalia is again brought before Janusa, who is un-
conscious that the Bassa had read the letter. Aminurat, in the
mean tie, is conccaled to watch the interview.

Prac’p, by false Manto, in a closet, which,

Silent and sad, had only to enrich

Its roof with light, some few neglected beams

Sent from Janusa’s room, which serve as streams

To watch intelligence ; here he beheld,

Whilst she who with his absence had expell’d

All thoughtful cares, was with her joy swell’d high,

As captives are when call’'d to liberty,

Perfum’d and costly, her fair bed was more

Adorn’d than shrines which costly kings adore ;

Incensc, in smoky curls, climbs to the fair

Roof, whilst choice inusic rarifies the air;

Each clement in more perfection here,

Than in the first creation did appear,

Yet liv'd in harmony : the wing'd fire lent

Perfumes to the air, that to moist cordials pent

In crystal vials, strength; and those impart

Their vigour to that ball of carth, the heart,

The nice eye here epitomiz’d might sec

Rich Persia’s wealth, and old Rome’s luxury.

But now, like Naturc’s new-made favourite,
Who, until all created for delight

Was framed, did ne’er see Paradise, comes in
Deceived Argalia, thinking he had been

Call’d thither to behold a penitent.
*  * % % * x  * *
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¥ * * * ¥ With such a high

Heroic scorn as aged saints that die,

Heaven's fav'rites, leave the trivial world—he slights

That gilded pomp ; no splendent beam invites

Iis serious eye to meet their objects in

An amorous glance, reserved as he had been

Before his grave confessor: he beholds

Beauty’s bright magic, while its art unfolds

Great love’s mysterious riddles, and commands

Captive Janusa to infringe the bands

Of matrimonial modesty. When all

Temptation fails, she leaves her throne to fall,

The scorn of greatness, at lns fect : but prayer,

Like flattery, espires in uscless air,

Too weak to batter that firm confidence

Their torment’s thunder could not shahe. From
hence

Despair, love’s tyrant, had enforced her to

More wild attenmpts, had not her Ammurat, who,

Unscen, beheld all this, prevented, by

His sight, the death of bleeding modesty.

Made swift with rage, the ruffled curtain flies

His angry touch—he enters—fixt his eyes,

From whence some drops of rage distil, on her
Whose heart had lent her face its character.,
Whilst he stood red with flaming anger, she

Looks pale with fear—passion’s disparity

Dwelt in their troubled breasts; his wild eyes stood
Like comets, when attracting storms of blood
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Shook with portentous sad, whilst hers sate

Like the dull earth, when trembling at the fate

Of those ensuing cvils—heavy fixt

Within their orbs. Passions thus strangely mixt,
No various fever ere created in

The phrenzied brain, when sleep’s sweet calm had

been
From her soft throne deposed.
¥* * ¥ * & X * *

So having paus’d, his dreadful voice thus broke
The dismal silence.

Thou curse of my nativity, that more

Affects me than eternal wrath can do—
Spirits condemn’d, some fiends, instruct me to
Heighten revenge to thy desert; but so

I should do more than mortals may, and throw
Thy spotted soul to flames.  Yet I will give
Its passport hence ; for think not to outlive
This hour, this fatal hour, ordain’d to sec
More than an age before of tragedy.

*  ® % ® X % % %

* * * *  Fearing tears should win
The victory of anger, Ammurat draws

His scymitar, which had in blood writ laws
For conquer’d provinces, and with a swift

And cruel rage, ere penitence could lift

Her burthen’d soul in a repentant thought
Tow’rds heaven, sheathes the cold steel in her soft
And snowy breast: with a loud groan she falls
Upon the bloody floor, half breathless, calls
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_For his untimely pity; but perceiving

The flecting spirits, with her blood, werc leaving
Her heart unguarded, she implores that breath
Which yet remain’d, not to bewail her death,

But beg his life that caused it—on her knees,
Struggling to rise. But now calm’d Ammurat frees
Her from disturbing dcath, in his last great work,
And thus declares some virtue in a Turk.

I bave, brave Christian, by perusing thee

In this great art of honour, lcarnt to be,

Too late, thy follower : this ring (with that
Gives him his signet) shall, when question’d at
The castle guards, thy safety be.  And now

I see her blood’s low water doth allow

Me only time to launch my soul’s black bark
Into death’s rubric sca—for to the dark

And silent region, though we here were by
Passion divorced, fortunce shall not deny

Our souls to sail together.  IFrom thy cyes
Remove death’s load, and sce what sacrifice
My love is offering.  With that word, a stroke
Pierces his brea.t, whose spcedy pains invoke
Death’s opiates Lo appease them: he sinks down
By ’s dyiug wife. who, cre the cold flood drown
Life in the deluge of her wounds, once more
Betrays her eyes to the light ; and though they wore
The weight of death upon their lids, did keep
Them so long open, til! the icy sleep

Began to scize on him, and then she cries—

O sec, just heav’n! sce, sec my Ammurat dics,
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To wander with me in the unknown shade

Of immortality—But I have made

The wounds that murther’d Both : his hand that gave
Mine, did but gently let me blood to save

An everlasting fever.  FPardon me,

My dear, my dying lord. Kternity

Shall see my soul white-wash’d in tears ; but oh!

I now feel time’s dear want—they will not flow
Fast as my strecam of blood.  Christian, farewell !
‘Whenc’er thou dost our tragic story tell,

Do not extenuate my crimes, but let

Them in their own black characters be sct,

Near Ammurat’s bright virtues, that, read by

Th’ unpractised lover, which posterity,

Whilst wanton winds play with our dust, shall raise
On beauties: that the good may justice praise

By his example, and the bad by mine

From vice’s throne be scared to virtue’s shrine.

* * * * + * Chis,

She cries, is our last interview—a kiss

Then joins their bloodless lips—each close the eye:
Of the other, whilst the parting spirit flies.



RICHARD LOVELACE.

DIED 1058,

Tus gallant, unfortunate man, who was much dis-
tinguished for the beauty of his person, was the son
of Sir William Lovelace, of Woolwich, in Kent.
After taking a master’s degree at Cambridge, he
was for sume time an officer in the army; but
returned to his native country after the pacifica-
tion of Berwick, and took posscssion of his paternal
estate, worth about 500/, per ammum. About the
same time he was deputed by the county of Kent
to deliver their petition to the louse ol Commons,
for restoring the king to his rights, and scttling the
government. Flis petition gave such offence that he
was committed to the Gate-house prison, and only
released on finding bail to an enormous amount not
to pass beyond the lines of communication, During
his confinement to London his fortune was wasted in
support of the royal cause. In 1640 ne formed a
regiment for the scrvice of the French king, was
colonel of it, and was wounded at Dunkirk. On
this occasion his mistress, Lucasta, a Miss Lucy
Sacheverel, marricd another, hearing that he had
died of his wounds. At the end of two years he
returned to England, 2nd was again imprisoned till
after the death of Charles 1. 1le was then at liberty;
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but, according to Wood, was left in the most desti-
tute circumstances, his estate being gone.  He, who
had been the favourite of courts, is represented as
having lodged in the most obscure recesscs of po-
verty', and died in great misery in a lodging near
Shoe-lane.

SONG.
TO ALTHEA, FROM PRISON.

Wuen Love, with unconfined wings,
Hovers within my gates,

And my divine Althea brings
To whisper at the grates ;

When I lic tangled in her hair,
And fetter’d to her cye,—

The birds, that wanton in the air,
Know no such liberty.

When flowing cups run swiftly round
With no allaying Thames,

Our carcless heads with roscs bound,
Our hearts with loyal flames:

' The compiler of the Biographia Dramztica 1emarks that Wood
must have exaggerated Lovelace’s poverty, for his daughter and
sole heir married the son of Lord Chief Justice Coke, and brought
10 her husband the estates of Ler father at Kine's-down in Kent
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When thirsty grief in wine we steep,
When healths and draughts go free,—
Fiches, that tipple in the deep,
Know no such liberty.

‘When, like commiitted linnets, 1
With shriller throat shall sing

The swecetness, merey, majesty,
And glories o' my king ;

When I shall voice aloud how good
He is, how great should be,—
Enlarged winds, that curl the flood,

Know no such liberty.

Stone walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron bars a cage;

Minds innocent and quict take
That for an hermitage.

If T have freedom in iy love,
And in wmy =oul am frec,—

Angels alone, that soar above,
Enjoy such liberty.

—_—

SONG .

AMARANTIIA, sweet and fair.
Forbear to braid that shining hair;
As my curious hand or cye,
Hovering round thee, let it fly :

Let it fly as unconfin’d
As its ravisher the wind,
VOL, II. D
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Who has left his darling east
To wanton o’er this spicy nest.

Every tress must be confess’d

But neatly tangled at the best,

Like a clew of golden thread

Most exccllently ravelled :

Do not then wind up that light

In ribbands, and o’ercloud the night:
Like the sun in his early ray,

But shake your head and scatter day.

A LOOSE SARABAND.

A me, the little tyrant thief,
As once my heart was playing,

He snatch’d it up, and flew away,
Laughing at all my praying.

Proud of his purchase, he survceys,
And curiously sounds it;

And though he sees it full of wounds,
Cruel still on he wounds it.

And now this heart is all his sport,
Which as a ball he boundeth,

From hand to hand, from breast to lip,
And all its rest confoundeth.

Then as a top he sets it up,
And pitifully whips it ;
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Sometimes he clothes it gay and fine,
Then straight again he strips it.

He cover’d it with talse belicf,
Which gloriously shew'd it;

And for a morning cushionet
On’s mother he bestow'd it.

Each day with her small brazen stings
A thousand times she rac’d it ;

But then at night, bright with her gems,
Once near her breast she plac’d it.

Then warm it "gan to throb and bleed,
She knew that smart and gricved ;
At length this poor condemned heart,
With these rich drugs reprieved.

She wast’d the wound with a fresh tear.
Which my Lucasta dropped ;

And in the sleeve silk of her hair
“Twas hard bound up and wrapped

She probed it with her constancy,
And found no rancor nigh it ;
Only the anger of her eye
TIad wrought some proud tlesh nigh .

Then pressed she hard in every vein,
Which trom her kisses thrilled,
And with the balm heal’d all its pi.in

That from her hand distilled.
DD
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But yet this heart avoids me still,
Will not by me be owned ;

But, fled to its physician’s breast,
There proudly sits enthroned.

ANONYMOUS.

ROM LAWES'S AYRES AND DIALOGUES. 1653

He that loves a rosy check,
Or a coral lip admires,
Or from star-like eyes doth seek
T'uel to maintain his fires;
As old Time makes these decay,
So his flames must waste away.

But a2 smooth and stedfast mind,
Gentle thoughts and calm desires,

HIcarts with equal love combin’d,
Kindle never dying fires :

Where these arc not I despise

Lovely checks, or lips, or eyes.

Celia, now no tears can win
My resolv’d heart to return;
I have search’d thy soul within,
And find nought but pride and scorn :
I have learnt those arts, and now
Can disdain as well as thou.
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FROM SELECT AYRES AND DIALOGUES, BY LAWES.
1659.

I po confess thou'rt smooth and fair,
And I might have gone far to love thee,
Had I not found the slightest prayer
That lip could move had power to move thee ;
But I can let thee now alone,
As worthy to be loved by none,

1 do confess thou'rt sweet, yer find
Thee such an unthrift of thy sweets,
Thy favours are but like the wind,
Which kisseth every thing it meets;
And since thou canst with more than one,
Thou’rt worthy to be loved by none.

The morning-rose, that untouch’d stands
Arm'd with ber briars, how rude she smells;

But pluck’d and strain’d through ruder hands,
Her sweet no longer with her dwells ;

And scent and beauty botir are gone,

And leaves fall from her one by one.

Such fate erc long will thee betide,
When thou hast handled been awhile ;

With scar flow’rs to be thrown aside,
And shall sigh when some shall smile

To see thy love to every onc

Hath brought thee to be loved by none.
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From * Cromwell’s Conspiracy, a tragi-comedy, relating to our
latter Times ; beginning at the death of King Charles the First,
and ending with the happy Restauration of King Charles the
Second. Written by a Person of Quality.” 4to. Lond. 1660.
At p. 11, is the following

SONG.

How happy’s the pris’ner that conquers his fate
With silence, and ne’er ou bad fortunc complains,

But carelessly plays with his keys on the grate,
And makes a sweet concert with them and his

chains !

He drowns care with sack, while his thoughts are

opprest,

And makes his heart float like a cork in his breast.

Then since w’are all slaves who islanders be,
And theworld’s a large prison enclos’d with the sea,
We will drink up the ocean, and set ourselves free,
For man is the world’s epitome.

Let tyrants wear purple, deep dy’d 1 the bload
Of them they have slain, their sceptres to sway :
1t our conscience he elear, and our title be good
‘I'o the rags that hang on us, w’are richerthanthey :
\We’ll drink down at night what we beg or can borrow,
And sleep without plotting for more the next morrow.
Then since w’arc all slaves, &ec.

Come, drawer, and fill us a peck of Canary,
One brimmer shall bid all our senses good night.
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When old Aristotle was frolic and merry,
By the juice of the grape he turn’d Stagyrite ;
Copernicus once in a drunken fit found
By the course of his brains that the world turn’d
round.
Then since w’are all slaves, &e.

"Tis sack makes our faces like comets to shine,

And gives beauty beyond a complexion mask ;
Diogenes fell so in love with his wine,

That when “twas all out he still liv’d in the cask,
And he so lov'd the scent of the wainscotted roon,
That dying he desir’d a tub for his tomb,

Then since w’are all slaves, &c.

UPON AMHITION.
Qccasioned by the accusation of the Earl of Strafford in 1640.
From the Rumyp, a collection of poems and songs relating to the
times from 1659 w 1661, Lond. printed 1662.
How uncertain is the state
Of that greatness we adore ;
When ambitiously we soar,
And havc taken the glorious height,
'Tis but ruin gilded o’cr,
To enslave us to our fate;
Whose false delight is easier got than kept,
Content ne’er on its gaudy pillow slept.

‘Then how fondly do we try,
With such superstitious care,
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To build fabrics in the air;
Or seck safcty in the sky,
Where no stars but metcors are
To portend a ruin nigh:
And having reach’d the object of our aim,
We find it but a pyramid of flame.

LOYALTY CONFINED.
FROM TIIE SAML,
Ascribed to Roger L’Estrange.

BEeAT on, proud billows; Boreas, blow;

Swell, curled waves, high as Jove’s roof';
Your incivility doth show

That innocence is tempest-proof':
Though surly Nercus frown, my thoughts are calm,
Then strike, Affliction, for thy wou:ds are balm,

That which the world misealls a gaol,
A private closet is to me;

Whilst a good conscience is my bail,
And innocence my liberty :

Locks, bars, and solitude together met,

Makes me no prisoner, but an anchoret.

I, whilst I wish’d to be retir’d,
Into this private room was turn’d,
As if their wisdom had conspir’d
The salamander should be burn’d ;
Or like a Sophy, that would drown a fish,
I am constrain’d to suffer what I wish,
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The Cynic hugs his poverty,

The pelican her wilderness;
And ’tis the Indian’s pride to be

Naked on frozen Caucasus:
Contentinent cannot smart, Stoics we see
Make torments easy to their apathy.

* * * * * * *
I'm in this cabinet lock’d up,

Like some high-prized margarite! ;
Or, like some Great Mogul, or Pope,

Am cloister'd up from public sight :
Retirement is a picce of majesty,
And thus, proud Sultan, I'm as great as thee.

Ilere sin for want of food must starve,
Where tempting objects are not scen
And these <tiong walls do only serve
To keep vice out, and keep me in:
Malice of late’s grown charitable sure,
I'm not conmnitted, but I'm kept sceure.

* < ¥ * ¥ * -
ilave you not scen the nightingale,

A pilgrim coop’d into a cage,
How doth she chant her wonted tale

In that her narrow hermitage ?
iv’n there her charming melody doth prove
That all her boughs are trees, her cage a grove.

+ A precious stone.
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My soul is free as th’ ambient air,
Although my baser part’s immur’d,
Whilst loyal thoughts do still repair,
T? accompany my solitude:
And though immur’d, yet I can chirp and sing,
Disgrace to rebels, glory to my king.

What though I cannot sce my king,
Neither in his person or his coin,
Yet contcmplation is a thing,
That renders what I have not mine.
My king from me what adamant can part,
Whom 1 do wear cngraven on my heart ?

I am that bird whom they combine
Thus to deprive of liberty ;

But though they do my corpse confine,
Yet, maugre hate, my soul is free.

Although rebellion do my body bind,

My king can only captivate my nund.

CATHERINE PHILLIPS.

BORN 1631.—DIED 1664.

MRs. CaTuerINE PHILLIPS, Wife of James Phillips,
Esq. of the Priory of Cardigan. Her maiden name
was Fowler. She died of the small pox, in her
thirty-third year. The matchless Orinda, as she
was called, cannot be said to have becn a woman of
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genius; but her verses betoken an interesting and
placid enthusiasm of heart, and a cultivated taste,
that form a beautiful specimen of female character.
She translated two of the tragedies of Corncille, and
left a volume of letters to Sir Charles Cotterell, which
were published a considerable time after her death.
Jeremy Taylor addressed to her his ¢ Mcasures and
Offices of Friendship,” and Cowley, as also Flatman,
his imitator, honoured her memory with poctical
tributes.

THE ENQUIRY,
I¥ we no old historian’s name
Authentic will admir,
But think al! said of friendship’s fame
But poetry or wit ;
Yet what’s rever'd by minds 50 pure
Must be 2 bright idea sure.

But as our immortality

By invward sense we find,
Judging that if it could not be,

It would not be design’d :
So here how could such copies fall,
If there were no original ?

But if truth be in ancient song,
Or story we believe;

If the inspir'd and greater throng
Have scorned to deceive
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There have been hearts whose friendship gave
Them thoughts at once both soft and grave.

Among that consecrated crew
Some more seraphic shade
Lend me a favourable clew,
Now mists my eyes invade,
Why, having fill’d the world with fame,
Left you so little of your flame?

Why is’t so difficult to see
Two bodices and one mind ?
And why are thosc who else agree
So difficultly kind?
Hath nature such fantastic art,
That she can vary every heart ?

Why are the bands of friendship tied
‘With so remiss a knot,
That by the most it is defied,
And by the most forgot?
Why do we step with so light sense
From friendship to indifference ?

If friendship sympathy impart,
Why this ill-shuffed game,

That heart can never mect with heart,
Or flame encounter flame ?

What does this cruelty create ?

Is’t the intrigue of love or fate?
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Had friendship nc’er been known to men,
(The ghost at last confest)

The world had then a stranger been
To all that heav’n possest.

3ut could it all be here acquir’d,

Not heav’n itself would be desir'd.

A FRIEND.

Lovr. nature’s plot, this great creation’s soul,
The being and the harmony of things,
Doth still preserve and propagate the whole,
From whence man’s happiness and safety springs :
The earliest, whitest, blessedst times did draw
From her alone their universal law,

I'riendship’s an abstract of this noble {lame,
*Tis love refin’d and purg'd from all its dross,
The next to angels’ love, if not the same,
As strong in passion is, though not so gross:
It antedates a glad eternity,
Aud is an heaven in cpitome.

] * * ¥ * * * v
Essential honour must be in a friend,

Not such as every breath fans to ard fro;
But born within, is its own judge and end,

And dares not sin though surc that none should

know,

Where friendship’s spoke, honesty’s understood ;
For none can be & friend that is not good.,
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* * * * * * * *
Thick waters shew no images of things;
Friends are each other’s mirrors, and should he
Clearer than crystal or the mountain springs,
And free from clouds, design, or flattery,
For vulgar souls no part of friendship share;
Pocts and friends arc born to what they are.

WILLIAM ITEMINGE.

T'urs writer was the son of John Heminge the
famous player, who was contemporary with Shak.
speare, and whose name is prefixed, together with
that of Condecll, to the folio cdition of the great
poet’s works. He was born in 1602, and reccived
his education at Oxford. This is all that is en-
tioned of him by the compilers of the Biographia
Dramatica,

FROM THE FATAL CONTRACT.
ACT 11. SCENE 1L

Aphelia has been contracted by mutual vows to Clovis, younge:
brother of the young king of France, Clotair, and imagines in
this scene that she is to be brought into the presence of Clovis,
instead of whom she is brought to Clotair by the treachery of
the Eunuch.

Enter APHELIA, and the Eunucu with a wax-taper.

Aph. InTo what labyrinth do you lead me, sir?
What by, perplexed ways? I should much fear,
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Had you not us’d his name, which is to me
A strength 'gainst terror, and himself so good,
Occasion cannot vary, nor the night,
Youth, nor his wild desire; otherwise
A silent sorrow from mine eyes would steal,
And tcll sad stories for me.
Eun. You are too tender of your honour, lady,
Too full of aguish trembling ; the noble prince
Is as December frosty in desire ;
Save what is lawful, he not owns that heat,
Which, were you snow, would thaw a tear from you.
Apk. This is the place appointed : pray heavens
all things
Go well!
Eun, Iwill gocall him; please you rest yourself
Here lics a book will bear you company
Till I return, which will be presently.—
[AruazLiA reads the bovk
Hither I'll scud the king; not that I mean [ 1side.
To give him leave to cool his burning lust,
For Clovis shall prevent him in the fact,
And thus I shall endear myself to both.
Clovis, enraged, perhaps will kill the king,
Or by the king will perish : if both fall,
Or either, both ways make for me.
The queen as rootedly does hate her sons
As I her ladyship.  To sce this fray
She must be brought by me : she’ll steel them or:
To one another’s damage ; for her sake
I’ll say I set on foot this hopeful brawl.
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Thus on all sides the eunuch will play foul,
And as his face is black he'll have his soul.
Aph. (Reading.) How witty sorrow has found out
discourse
Fitting a midnight season: here I sec
One bath'd in virgin’s tcars, whosc purity
Might blanch a black-a-moor, turn nature’s strcam
Back on itself; words pure, and of that strain
Might move the Parca to be pitiful.

Inter CLoTaln.

Clot. Methinks I stand like Tarquin in the night
When he defil’d the chastity of Rome,
Doubtful of what to do; and, like a thicf,
I take each noise to be an officer.

[She still reads on.

She has a ravishing feature, and her mind
Is of a purer temper than her body :
Her virtues more than beauty ravish’! me,
And 1 commit, ev'n with her picty,
A kind of incest with religion,
Though I do know it is a dced of death,
Condemn’d to torments in the other world.
Such tempting swectness dwells in every limb,
That I must venture., % * % %
* * * * * * * *

Aph. Alack, poor maid !
Poor ravish'd Philomel! thy lot.was ill
To meet that violence in a brother, which
Iin a stranger doubt not ; yet methinks
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I am 100 confident, for 1 fecl my heart
Burden’d with somcthing ominous: these men
Are things of subtle nature, and their oaths
Inconstant like themselves.  Clovis may prove un-
kind,
Alack, why not? say he should ofter foul,
The evil counsel of a sceret place,
And night, his friend, might overtempt his will,
I dare not stand the hazard ; guide me, light,
To some mntrodden place, where poor T may
Wear out the night with sighs till it be day,
Clot. T am resolv’d, I will he hold and resolute :
Hail, beautcous damsel!
Aph. al what wan art thou,
That hast thy countenance clouded with thy cloak,
And hid’st thy face from darkness and the night?
If thy intents deserve a mufHer too,
Withdraw, and act them not—What art thou? speak,
And wherefore cam’st thou hither?
C(lol. T came to find one beautiful as thou—
* v ¢ ¥ - I ¢ -
Aph. I understand you not. .
Clot. But you must; yea, and the right way too.
Apk. Help! help! help!
Clot. Pcace! none of your loud music, lady :
If you raise a note, or beat the air with clamour,
You see your death. [ Dreses hes dagger.
Apl. What violence is this, inhuman sir?
Why do vou threaten war, fright my soft peace
With most ungentle steel 2 What have I done
vorl. It EB
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Dangerous, or am like to do? Why do you wrack
me thus?

Mine arms are guilty of no crimes, do not torment
’em ;

Mine heart and they have been heav’d up together

For mankind that was holy ; if in that act

They have not pray’d for you, mend, and be holy.

The fault is none of theirs.

Clot. Come, do not seem more holy than you are,
I know your hcart.

Aph. Let your dagger too, noble sir, strike home,
And sacvifice a soul to chastity,

As pure as is itself, or innocence.
Clot. This is not the way : know you me, beauty ?
[Discovers himself.

Aph. The majesty of France!

Clot. Be not afraid,

Aph. 1 darc not fear; it’s treason te suspect
My king can harbour thoughts that tend to ill :

I know your God-like good, and have but tried
How far weak woman durst be virtuous,

Clot. Cunning simplicity, thou art deceiv’d ;
Thy wit as well as beauty wounds me, and thy tongue
In pleading for thee pleads against thyself':

It is thy virtue moves me, and thy good
Tempts me to acts of evil; wert thou bad,
Or loose in thy desires, I could stand
And only gaze, not surfeit on thy beauty,

But as thou art there’s witchcraft in thy face.
* * * * * * * *
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Aph. You are my king, and may command my life,
My will te sin you cannot ; you may force
Unhallow’d deeds upon me, spot my fame,

And make my body suffer, not my mind.

When you have done this unreligious deed,
Conquer'd a poor weak maid, a trembling maid,
What trophy, or what triumph will it bring
More than a living scorn upon your name ?
The ashes in your urn shall suffer for't,

Virgins will sow their curses on your grave,
Time blot your kingly parentage, and call
Your birth ih question. Do you think

"This deed will lic conceal'd? the faults kings do
Shine like the fiery beacons on a hill,

For all to see; and, sceing, tremble at,

It’s not a single ill which you commit,

What in the subject is a petty fault

Monsters your actions, and s a foul offence :
You give your subjects licence to offend

When you do teach them how.

Clot. I will endure no longer: come along,
Or by the curious spinstry of thy head,

Which nature’s cunningest finger twisted out,
I’ll drag thee to my couch. Tempt not my (ury.

Clovis. Hold !—hold, myheart ; can Lendure this?

* * * * * * *

Monster of men!
Thou king of darkness! down unto thy hell!
1 have a spell will lay thy honesty,

And this abused goodness.
* * * * * 3 *
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Eun, Beat down their swords—what do the princes

mean ?
Ring out the larum-bell—call up the court—
I T * %

ANOTHER SCENE FROM THE SAME.

Persons.—Clovis, Clotair, Strephon, Lamot the physician, Eunuch,
Aphelia,

In the sequel of the story, the guards of the king having fallen
upon Clovis, he is apparcntly Lilled, but is nevertheless seeretly
curcd of his wounds, and assumes a disguise. 1n the mean time
the queen mothier, amious to get rid of Aphclia, causes one
of her own paramours to dress in the armour of Prince Clovis,
andd to demand, in the character of his ghost, that Aphelia shall
he sacrificed upon his hearse,  Clotair pretends to comply with
this sacrifice, and Aphelia is brought out to exccution; but
when all is ready, he takes the sword from the headsman, lays
it at her feet, and declares her his queen,  Clovis attends in
disguise, and the poct makes him behave with rather more
composure than we should expeet from his trying situation ;
but when he sces his mistress accept the hand of his royal
brother, he at last breaks out,

Clovis. WHERE am I?
Awake! for ever rather let me sleep.
Is this a funeral 2 O that I were a hearse,
And not the mock of what is pageanted 1.
Clotair. Amazement quite confounds me—Clovis
alive!
Lamot. Yes, sir, by my art he lives, though his
desire
t A hoarse, 'supposed to contain the corpse of Clovis, forms a
part of the pageant here introduced.
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Was not to have it known ; this chest contains
Nothing but spices sweetly odoriferous.
Clotair. Into my soul I welcome thee, dear
brother ;
This sccond birth of thine brings me more joy
Than had Aphelia brought me forth an heir,
Whom now you must remember as a sister,
Clovis. Oh that in nature there was left an art
Could teach me to forget 1 ever lov'd.
This her great masterpiece ! O, well-built frame,
Why dost thou harbour such unhallow’d guests,
To house within thy bosom perjury?
If that our vows arc vegister™d in heaven,
Why are they broke on carth?  Aphelia,
This was a hasty match, the subtle air
Has not yet cool’d the breath with which thou
swor’st
Thyself into iy soul; and on thy cheeks
The print and pathway of those tears remain,
That woo'd me to believe so; fly me not,
I am no spirit; taste my active pulse,
And you shall find it make such harmony
As youth and health enjoy.
Eun. The queen! she faints,
Clovis. Is thete a God left so propitious
To rid me of my fears ? still Iet her slcep,
For if she wake (O king!) she will appcar
T'oo monstrous a spectre for frail eycs
To see and keep their senses.
Lanot. Are you mad ?
Clovis, Nothingsohappy, Strephon; wouldIwere!
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In time’s first progress I despair the hour
That brings such fortune with it ; I should then
Forget that she was ever pleasing to me;
I should no more remember she would sit
And sing me into dreams of Paradise ;
Never more hang about her ivory neck,
Believing such a one Diana’s was;
Never more doat she breathes Arabia,
Or kiss her coral lips into a palencss.
Lamot. See, she’s return’d, and with majestic
gaze,
In pity rather than contempt, beholds you.
Clovis. Convey me hence, some charitable man,
Lest this same creature, looking like a saint,
Ilurry my soul to hell; she is a fiend
Apparell’d like a woman, sent on earth
For man's destruction,
Clotair. Rulc your disorder’d tongue;
Clovis, what’s past we are content to think
It was our brother spoke, and not our subject.
Clovis. 1 had forgot mysclf, yet woll remember
Yon gorgon has transforin’d me into stone;
And since that time my language has been harsh,
My words too heavy for my tongue, too earthly ;
I was unot born so, trust me, Aphelia;
Before I was possess’d with these black thoughts,
1 could sit by thy side, and rest my head
Upon the rising pillows of thy breast,
Whose natural sweetness would invite mine eyes
To sink in pleasing slumbers, wake, and kiss
The rose-beds that afforded me such bliss ;
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But thou art now a general disease
That eat’st into mny marrow, turn’st my blood,
And mak’st my veins run poison, that each scnse
Groans at the alteration. Am I the Monsicur ?
Does Clovis talk his sorrows, and not act ?
O man bewomaniz'd! Wert thou not mine ?
How comes it thou art his?
Clotair. You have done ill,
And must be taught so; you capitulate
Not with your equal, Clovis, she’s thy queen.
Clocis. Upon my knces 1 do acknowledge her
Queen of my thoughts and my aflections,
O pardon me, if my ill-tutor’d tongue
Has forfeited my head ; if not, beheld
Before the sucred altar of thy feet
1 lic, a willing sacrifice.
Aphelea, Arise:
And hencetorth, Clovis, thus instruct thy soul ;
There lies a depth in fate which carthly cyes
May faintly look into, but cannot fathom :
You had my vow till dcath to be your wife,
You being dead my vows were cancelled,
And I, as thus you sce, bestow’d.
Clovis, Farewell; .
I will no morc offend you: would to God
Those cruel hands, not enough barbarous,
That made these blecding witnesses of love,
Had set an endless period to my life too!
Clotair. Where therc’s no help it’s bootless to
complain;;
Clovis, she’s mine; let not your spirit war
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Or mutiny within you; because I say’t;
Nor let thy tongue from henceforth dare presume
To say she might, or ever should be thine;
What’s past once more I pardon, 'tisour wedding-day.
Clovis. A long farcwell to love : thus do I break
[Breaks the ring.
Your broken pledge of faith; and with this kiss,
The last that cver Clovis must print here,
Unkiss the kiss that seal’d it on thy lips.
Ye powers, ye arc unjust, for her wild breath,
That has the sacred tic of contract broken,
Is still the same Arabia that it was.
[ The king, Clotair, pulls him.
Nay, I have donc: heware of jealousy !
I would not have you neurish jealous thoughts;
Though she has broke her faith to me, to you,
Against her reputation, she’ll be true:
Farcwell my first love lost, I'll choose to have
No wife till death shall wed me to my grave.
Come, Strephon, come and teach me how to die,
That gav’st me life so unadvisedly.

END OF VOL. If.

T. DAVISON, Lombard-street,
Whitefriars, London.












