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TRemeLr

I SHALL not attempt any laboured encomiums on Shakspeare,
or endeavour to set forth his perfictions, at a time when ﬁ,ut:’h

universal agd just applausg is' paid him; and when every tongu~is
Isig with §is boundless famg. He fimself tells us,

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,

To throw a perfume on the violet,

To smooth the ice, or add another hue

Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light

To seck the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,

Is wasteful and ridiculous excess.
And wasteful and ridiculous indeed it w@ld be to szy anyiing i1
his praise, when presenting the }vor1 < with mch a t:ollecnon of
BEAUTIES as perhaps is nowhe to be m¥ with, and, T*?na;, w 7
sgfely affirm, cannot be paralleled, frum the productxons cfany Cher
single author, ancient or wofern. There is scﬁrcely a topxq comymon -
witlr other writers, on which she has not excelled them all; thes»
are many nobly peculiar to himself, where he shies unrivalled, 3nd,
likegthe eagle, properest emblem of his daring genius, soars beybnd
the common reach, and gazes undazzled on the sun. His flights
are sometimes so bold, frigid criticism almost dares to dlsapprove '
them; and those natrow minds which are incapable of elev‘ tag
théir ideas to the sublimity . thelr author’s, are willing to bring
them down to a Jevel with heir owrs Hence many fine passages
have been condemned in Shakspel?e %s rant and fusugﬁ} nftolenble
bot.bast and turgid nongense, v leich, ¥ read with the lé.st g.uw of
tke same imagination th;t warm\)'l the wrier’s bosom, would bx.a




av Beauties of Shakspeare,

F ol

he—

in the rgtes of sublimity,™ 3¢, obtein the commendaiions of &
tLongins. Andg unless, some of ‘the_same spirit that elevated tiie
Pdéet elevate thesveader too, he;’{ ast(agt presume to talk of ti..t and
elegal?ce ; he wil} prove 3 languld readler, an indifferent ;< ge, a.:(;
a far aore indiffer€at i and B .

ites some time sirh 2 I first proposed publishing this col'ection ;
for Shakspeare was ever, of all modern authors, my chief favourite ;
and durmg mgre relaxatlor;s from my more severe and necessary
wudies at college, T never € omitted to read and indulge myself in
the raptifcbus flights of this‘delightful and sweetest child of fancy :
:‘md when my imagination has been heated by the glowing ardoui of
“his srcommon fire, ¥ have w.ever failed to lament that his beauties
sliculd be so obscured, and that he himself should be made a kind
of stage for bungling critics to show thei~ clvmsy activity pon.

"It was my first intention to have considered each play critically
and regularly through all its parts; but as this would have swelled,
the work beyond proper bounds, I was obliged to confine myscif
solely to a collection of his Poetical Beauties: and U doubt not
every reader will find so large a fund for observation, so much
gxcellent and reﬁne(' m: rality, that he will prize the work as it
deserves, aind pay, with . +e, all duec adoration to the manes ot
qhak;p&re

'ongmus" tells us, that the most infallible test of the true sublimc¢
is the irr pression a p'erformmce makes vpon our minds when read
ar recnte(f “I1,” says he, ““a’ persor finds that a performance trans-
ports ‘ot his soul, hor exalts his thoughts ; that it calls not up into
this mind ideas more. enlarged than the mere sounds of the word;

- convey, but on attentive examination its dignity lessens and declines,
he may conclude, that whatever pierces no decper than the ears can
nuver be the true sublime. That, on the contrary, is grand and
lofty,' which the more we consider, the greater ideas we conceive
of it ; ~vhose force we cannot possiuly withstand ; which imme.
diately sit% deep, and makes Such impression on the mind as
canr St e;ﬁ«i‘l'y be worn out ‘or eff ced : in a word, you may pro-

¥ On the Sublime, se *. 7. The tral. 'ation in the text is from the learn 4
{r. Smith., '
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nounte that s&bﬂm’g,' bayyis o jand genuing, ':\which : p'fafyg mses
and takes equally wit] }\l sofip of men. Jr \yh'en perjdhs o
lerent hamours, ages; }!o{éhsion?f and énclipations;”agzree in the
sar?s int ap’probation»‘wf agy 'pr; f,‘rmangé," they this un'l';:')n‘('}j_'
2sent, tlds cgnﬂ)in‘&ion "of so many dui:gxent judgments Ysr&ms 2y
high al‘g ‘indisputibl’c value on that performance which>meets with’
sh ge.h:zral applause.” This fine observation of Longinus !‘s\ most
remarkably verified in Shakspeare';’for all llgMOux’s, ages$, ar in-
clinations join:ly proclaim their approbation and esteem of him
and will, T hope, be found true in most of the passagfas which are
here collected from him : I say most, becqpsc: there are some which
1 am convinced will not<stand this test : the old, the grave, and
the severe, will disapplove, peshape, the more soft and (as they
may cfll thtm) triﬁng’love-tales, 9 elegantly breathed forth, and
so emphatically extolled by the young, the gay, and the passionate ;
while these will esteem as dull and languid the sober saws of
morality, and the home-felt observations of experience. However,
as it waswny business to collect for readers of all tastis and all com-
plexions, let me desire none to disappgte whit hits not with their
own humour, but to turn over the pag?, and they-will’surely find
something acceptable and engaging.” Bu,t‘l haveyet axogher apology
to make, for some passages Mitroduced merely on account of their
peculiarity, which to some, possibly, will appdar neither sublime
nor beautiful, and yet deserve attention, as isdicatig 1ne vast
stretch and sometimes particular turn of the Poet’s imagination.
There are many passages in Shaks'peax_'e ) ::Iosely connecteid with”
the plot and characters, and on which their beauties so wholly
depend, that it would have been aliurd and idle to haye produced
them here K hence‘the reader will find little of the inimitable l':l
staff in this work, and not one line extricted from th:2 Merry
‘Wives of Windsor, one of Shakspeare’s best and most justly admired
comedies : whoever reads that ptl.ag.’will immediatelv se* there was
nothing cither proper or possible for this work, which, s chasit
is, 1 most sincerely and cord %ily recommend to the ¢andour and
‘benevolence of the world ; ag‘! wish every one that perﬁsesif'mé.y
feel tlhy satisfaction 1 have’ frequently fert in composing it, and
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& suchlnsm. '.gns and advanfages ,))14’.’ asit is vell calev
mec.ﬂkl well asle; e*.bestn.v ’ Fot\my“tt paii, better and a7
lv.po“.n. .mgs har, storth, deman¥ my, attentlon, and I “'
-ath no smiil ptisurey tyh: Kieve & S..g.,\apeﬁr

" AR ik was begurf.and finisheu Del’ore T g,ntered upm ie
gac.r»d funcfion in which I am now happil;- employcd Iet e u st

this mvemle perform'mce will prove no objection, since graver and
sorﬂmvery emmeyt mtpbers of the Church have thought it no im-
proper emplqy to comment, explsin, and publish the ‘works of their
own country poets. [

W. DODD.
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A Kaii'a il“\suﬁi ﬂall.)'l'i
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ALL'S WELL THAT ZINDS WELL.
acrel.

Advice.

Be thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed thy father
In manners, as in shape ! thy blood, and virtue,
Corkend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness
Share with thy birth-right ! “ove all, trust afew,
Do wrong to none : «be able for tnine enemy
Rather in power, than use ; aigl keep thy friend -
Under thy own life’s key ; be check’d for silence,
But never tax’d fox speech.

70 ambitious Love.

I am undone ; there is no living, none,
If Bertram be away. It were all one
That I should love a brighi particular star,
And think te wed it ; he is so above me:
In his bright radiance and collateral light
Must I be comforted, not in his sphere.
'The ambition in my low® thus plagues itfef -
'The hind that would be mated by the hon'o
Must die for loye. ’Twas prefty, though a plagu}
To see him every hour ; to sit and draw
His arched brows, his hawlnmor eye, his curls



Jwe s Berd evils sit SO 1t in D,
¢ . ke place, when virtue’s steely bones
f.ocik vt in the ¢old wind.

. medy of Evil, gerorally z{z Qurse/zrf:.

-« v uuedies oft in ourselves do lie,
.+ 1. ascribe to heaven: the fated sky
Gives us free scope ; only doth backward pull
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull.
7 C/za_r"acte;‘ \f a noble Courtier.
In his y,c;uth‘ . .
1t had-the wit, which I can well observe
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest
Till ‘heif own,scorn returr to them unnoted,
Ere they can hide their levity i1 honour.
Soiike a courtier, contempt nor bitterness
‘Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were,
His equal had awaked them ; and his honour,
Glock to itself, knew the true minute when
Exception bid him speak, and at this time,
His tongue obey’d his hand :§ and who below him
He used a- creatures of ~npther place :
And boy/’a his eminent top to their low ranks,

* Jlelena considers her heart as the tabl:t on which his resem-
blance was purtrayed.

+ Peculiarity of feature. 1 Countenance.

§ His .5 put for its.
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not to Birth.

From lowest place when virtuots things procee 1,
The place 1s dignified by tne doer’s deca-
Wiiere great additions * swell, and virtue none,
It is a dropsied honour : good alone
Is good, without*a name ; vileness is so: t+
Ti.c property by what it is should go,
Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ;
In these to nature she’s immediate heir ;
And these breed honour ; that is honour’s scorn,
Which challenges itself as honour’s born,
And is not like the sire : Hoycurs best thrive,.
When rather from our acts we- them derive
Than our foregoers” tue mere, worl’s a Jlave,
"Debauch'd on every ‘omb ; on every grave,
A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb, A
Where dust and damn’d oblivion is th.e totab
Of honour'd bones indeed.

Honour aue to personal Virtue only.

«

Act IIL
Self-accusation of too great Love.
Poor lord ! is't T
That chsse thee frpm thy country, and expose
Those tender limbs of glme to the evers, -
Of the non-sparing war? and is it I
"That drive the& from the sportive court, where thou
* ;I‘ltles.

* Good is good independent of any worldly distinction, and so.is
vilgness vile.

3



hoevr shoots at him, I set him theré: — 1.
V}}ﬁver charges on his fprward breast, :
I &m the caitiff tmat do hold him to it ; v
And, though I kill him nét, I am the cause
His death was so effected : better 'twere
1 met the ravin * lich when he roar’d
With sharp constraint of ,hunger : Lztter ‘twere
That all the miseries, which nature cwes,
Were mine at once: No, come thou home, Rousillon.
Whence honour but of danger wins a scar,
As oft it loses all ; I will be gone :
My being here it is, that holds thee hence :
Shall I stay here to dc’t? no, no, although
The air of paradise did fan the house,
=And angels offieed all I will be gone ;
That pltlful rumour may repori my flight,
To consqlate thine ear.

A Maid’'s FHonopur.

Thée honour of a“maid is her name! and no legacy is
soTich as honesty.

Advice to Yiung Women.

Bewage of them, Diana ; their promises, enticements,
oaths, tokens, and all these engines of lust, and not the
things the: gqunder + mahy a maid hath been seduced
by then‘-x ; ané the misery is, example, that so terrible
shows in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that

* Rivenous .

+ They are not the things for which their names would .nake
them pass.,
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'r“gguade successmi" but. thau#&: ey " limgd with the
twigs that, $Fvaat; A Chem. I hope T 2271 oot to ¢ e
you further ; bu* I fopa your owr g “ice will @ an R
wh=ré‘ yout 172, 2hgugirrthere were n..wﬁd e g

\r own, but‘ - r)_rg_;,qe::éy whj.h is so losts- Lo

Act IV,
Custom of Seducers
Ay, soyou serve us,
Til. we serve you: but when you have our roses,

You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves,
And mock us with our bareness. '

Chastty.
Mine honour's such a ring ;

My chastity’s the jewel of our house,

Bequeath’d down from many ancestors ;

WhiCh were the greatest obloquy i’ the world

In me to lose. o

Life cheqr red.

The web of our life is of a m'agled yarn; good-und
ill together: our virtues would be prcud if our faults
whipped them not ; and our crimes would despair if they
were not cherished by-our virtues.

A cowardly Braggz_zr;.
Yet I am thankful : if my heart were great,

"Twould burst at this : cap.ain I'll be no more !

But I ~ill eat and drink, and sleep as soft

As captain shall : simply the thing I am

Shall make me live. Who knows himself a braggart.

Let him fear this; for itf will come to pass,

That every braggart shall be found an ass.

Rust, sword ! ccol, blushes ! aud, Jarolles, live |
_ Safest in shame ! being fool'd, by foolery tarive !

There’s plece, and means, for every man alive.



14 Blaytie} of \Shalypeare.

"‘Act'V.
Against Delayq
- T q;b *“e justant by t}!e fbm:a@rd}.t;lo ;
‘s.are <Id, and on dyr qulek"st £ s

.'The inaudible and noiseless foot of tinie-
‘Ste'ils ere we can effect them.

Excuse for unreasonable Dislike.

At first
I-struck my choice upon her, ere my heart
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue :
Where the impression ¢f mine ey& infixing,
Cantempt his scornful perspective dic lend .ne,
Which warp’d the line of every other favour ;
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express'd it stolen ;
Extended or contracted all proportions
To a most hideous cbject : thence it came,
That she, whom all4nen praised, and whom myself,
Since I hatve lost, haVe loved, was in mine eye
{The dust that*did ¢%end it.”

AS YOU LIKE IT.

Acr L.
Modesty and Courage in Youth.

I, BESEECH you, punish me not with your hard
though.s ; wherein I confess me much guilty, to denv
so fair and excellent ladies anything. But-let your fair
eyes and“ggutle wishes go w'*h me to my trial : wherein
if I be foiled, there is but one shamed that was never
gracious ; if killed, but-one dead that is willing to be so:
I shall do my fricnds no wrong, for I have none to
lament me; the world no injury, for in it I have nothing;
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1

c/dy in the world 7ﬁll up a r‘]:ue \\thh Tnay be beiter
supplied when I kare made it empyy. ., -
Playfellows.
We sgg; havg glept&ogether,
Rose at . hﬁ_ta,ut learnd, plawyd, eat’togeth
And wheresog er we went, like Juno’s swans,
Still we went coupled and.inseparable.

Beauly.
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.

Rosalind proposing lo wear, Men's clothes. -

Were it not batt'er,

Brcauge that,I ym more th;m common tall,
That I did suit me all points like a man ?
A gallant curtle-axe * upon my thigh,
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart
Liesthere what hidden woman’s fear thege will)
We'll have a swashing + and g, martial outside ;
As many other mannish cowagds have,
That do outface it Wit thefr sembiapces..
—— T
Acr IL
Solitude preferred 0" a Court L¥fe, dnd the>.

Advantages of Adversity.

Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile,
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet
Than that of painted pomip? Are not these WO00d.
More' free ffom peril than the envious court ?,
"Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,

The seasons’ difference ; As the icy fang,

And churlish chiding 6 the winter’s w1r\d
Which when it bites and bloys upon my Dody,
Even till T shrink with cold, I smile and say,

* Cutlass. + Qwaggering.
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This-is ro flattery : thi¢se are coursellors

Thdt feelingly nersuade me whatg am.

Sweat are the uses of adversity ;

Which 1#¢_the toad, ugly’arfl vepomous,

Woped yet a"prccxous jewel in his ne?@ §

And this our llfe, exempt from publrc haunt,

Firds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
S=rmons in stones, and good in everything.

‘Reflections on the wounded Stag.

" Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison ?
Ard yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,—
Being native burghers of this desert city,—
Should, in their own cohfines, with fotked héads *
Have their round haunches gored.

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord,

The mclancholy Jaques grieves at that ;
And, in that king, swears you do more usurp
Than"doth your brot(I er that hath banish’d you.

_ To-day, my Lord of "A:niens, »nd myself,

" “3id steal behind hi‘h, as he lay along
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out
Upcn toe brook that brawls along this wood,
I'o the which place a poor seq: aester'd stag,
That from the Lunter’s aim had ta'en a hurt,
Did come to languish : and, indeed, my lord,
The wretched animal heaved forth such groans,
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat
Almast to bursting ; and the big round tears
Coursed one another down his mnocent nose
In pitecoygcchase ; and thug the airy fool,
Mué¢h maik’d of the melancholy Jaques,
Stood on the extremgst verge of the swift brook,
Alugmenting it with tears.

* Barbed arrows.
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Duke S Buf what said faques }
Did he not mora,izg this spectacle ?

Lwd O, S, ngo zgthousaﬂd.sxmxlgs
F‘rst,ofor &5 wee:pmg il the needle$s strg, ant ;
Roor deer, sty ke, thou mak'st o testament
As worldlings doy.giving thy sum of more
7o that which /mzz’ too muck ;¢ Then, beihg alone,
Left and abandon’d of his vclvct friends ;

' Tis right, quoth he, tis misery doth part *
TheYlux of company : Anon, a careless herd,

Full of the pasture, jumps along Wy him,

And mever stays t@® greet him,: Ay, quoth Jaques,
Szwep om, you fat dnd greasy @tisens ;

*Tis just the fashion : Whercfore do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?

Gratitude in an old Servant.

Dut do not so ; 1 have five hfifidred crgwns,.
The thrifty hire I saved undeg your father,
Which I did store to be my fostyr-nurde,
When service should in my old imbs Ije lame,
And unregarded age in corners thrown ;

Take that : and He that dbth the ravelfs fedd,
Yea, providently caters for the sparrgw,
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ;
All this I give you: Let me be your servant :
Though I look old, yet I anf strong and lusty':
For in fay yodth I never did apply
tTot and rebellious liquors to my blood :
Nor did not with unbashful forchead woo
The means of weakness dnd debility :
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter,
Frosty, but kindlf : let me go with you,
I'll do the service of a younger man
In all your business and necéessities.

c



LE Beanties of Shalisteare.

Dasseription of a Lamr

O, thou dldst then ne'er love §o heqr*lly
If thoy rgieember’st not tite saghtgs,t folly
That.ever love did.make thee run’jngo,
Thou hast not loved : .

O, thou hast not sat as I do now,
AVearying thy hearer in thy mlstrgss praise,
Thou hast.not loved : =
Or if thou hast not broke from company
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me,

Thou hast not loved.

Description of a Fool, and his moralizing on Zinw.

Good morroto, fool, quoth I : No, sir, quoth he,
Cull me not jool, till heaven katk sent me fortune :
And then he drew a dial from his poke;

And looking on it with lack-lustre cye,
Says, very W, xsely IAN ten o'clock :
Thus may we s, qudth.he, ﬁow the world wags ;
- Tis but ai Jo1ty agoince it was nine ;
And after an /gour more "twill be eleven ;
And so from hour to hour, we rip. and ripe,
A»m’ t/zuz Sromk hour to hour we zot and rof,
 And therchy hargs a tale/ When I did hear
The motley fool thus moral on the time,
My lungs began to crow like chanticlecr,
.“That fools should be so deep contemplative ;
Aned 1 did laugh sans intermission,
An hour by his dial—O noble fool !
A worthv fool ! Motley s +he only wear.*
D ke §‘ "What fool is thi§'?
jaq -O Worthy fool ;—One that hath been a
Arf says if ladies be but young and¥fair, [courticr:
They have the glft 0 know it : and in his brain—-

* The fool was ancfently ddes~=d in a pariy-coloured coat.
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Which is as’dry as the remainde] biscuit

"Aft,er a voyage,—he hath strange places cramm’d
With observatmn, thg which he Vents
n mangléd fornts.

.«Z Fool’s Liberty of Speech.

T must have liberty
Withal, as large a charter %s the wind,
To blow ®4*vhom I please : for so foolsthave :
And they that are most galled with my folly
They most must laugh: And why, sir, must they so?
The w/y is plain, as way to parlsh church :
Hg-, that a fopl goth vely w15¢.ly hit,
Doth very foolishly, although he smart,
Not to seem senseless of the bob ; if not,
The wise man’s folly is anatomizcd
Evep by the squand’ring glances of the fool.

Apologv for Scitre.”

Why, who cries oyt on pr.'ie
Than can thercin tax any privage pafty ?
Doth it not flow as hﬁgcly as the sea,
Till that the very very means do ebb?
. What woman in the,city do I name,
When that I say, The city woman Lears
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ?
Who can come in, and say, that I mean her,
When such a one as she, stich is her ncighb:)ur?
Or witat is ht of basest fynction,
That says his bravery * is not on my cost,
(Thmkmg that I m&an himn® %, but therein suit
His folly to the mettle 8 m my speech ?
There then ! How, what then ? ? Let me sed Wherein
My tongue hath’wrong’d him ; *if if do him right,.
Then he hath wrong’d himself ; #f he be free,

* Fwery.
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W hy then, my taxiag like a wild goose tlics,
Unclaim’d of any man.

A Tender~Pdition.
"Bu. whate’er you are,

That in this desert inaccessible,

Under the shide of melancholy boughs,
"Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ;

If ever yot1 have look’d un better days,

If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church :
If e\ er sat at any good man’s feast ;

If ever from your eyelids wiped a ‘ecar,

And know what 'tis to pity and bezpitied ;

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be.

The Seven Agvs.
All the world’s a stage,

And all tlie men and women merely players ;
They- nave their exits and their entrances;

And one fan in his time plays many parts,

‘tiis acts being sevet ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms ;

An1 thén, the whining school-bey, with his satchel,
‘And shlnmg morning face, creeping like snail
_annllmgly to school ; and then, the lover ;
nghmg like furnace, w1th a woful ballad

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then, a soldier ;
Full of strange oaths, anid bearded like the pard,
Jea‘ous in honour, sudden * and quick in quarrdl,
Seckmg the bubble reputation

Even n_the cannon’s rﬂouth And then, the justice ;
InZair ro.md belly, with vood capon lined,

With eyes severe, and beard of fornal cut,

‘I'ull of wise savs and modernt indtances ;

And so he plays his part : The sixth age shifts

* Violent. + Trite, common.
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*into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon !

Wiith spectacles on nose, and pogich on sides’

His youthfyl hose*well saved, a world too wide

Far his shyunk shankg and his big®manly vgjce,
“urhing zvgain;to'xvafd childish treble, pipés

And whistles w fiis sound : Last scene of all;

That ends thi§ strange eventful history,

Is second childishness, am? mere oblivion :

Sans tectksiiens cyes, sans taste, sans everything.

Ingratitude. A Song.

Blow, blow, thou winter svind,
Thou artenot so unkind *
Asgna’s ingratityde ;
Thy tooth is not so keen,
Because thou art not seen,
Although thy breath be rude.
Hewxsh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! unto the grgen holly :
Most friendship is feigning, maist loving mere folly :
Then, heigh, ho, the holly ! -
This life i most jOlly.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
That dost eot bite so nigh
As benefits forgot :
Though thou the waters wagp,
Thy sting is not so shatp-
) As friend remember’dt not.
Heigh, ho! sing, heigh, h§ ! &c.

Act IIL
A Shepleyd’s Philosophy.

I know, the more one sickens, the worse agease he is ;
and that he that ,wants moneyp means, and contepty is
without three good friends :—That *the property of rain

* Unnatural. + Remembering.
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is to wet and fire to bun‘ : That good pasture makes' fat
shee) : and that a great cause of the night is lack of the
sun: That he, that hath learned rte it by nature nor
art, may ~oniplain’of good bzegding, ur comes of ¢ very
dull kindred.

_ Character of an honest and stmple Shepherd.

Sir, I am a trife labourcr: I earn that I eat, get that I
wedl ; owe no man hate, envy no man’s happiness ;
glad of other men’s good, content with my harm ; and
the greatest of my pride is to see my ewes graz., and
my lgnibs suck.

Description of a Loter.

A lcan cheek ; which you have not "a blue ey¢, and
sunken ; which you have not: an unquestionable spirit ;*
which you have not: a beard neglected ; which you
have not ;—Dbut I pardon you for that ; for, simply, your
having?t in beard is a younﬂ'er brothcrs revenue :—Then
your hoaz should be ungartered, your bonnet unbanded,
your sleeve unbuttoned,..your shoe untied, and every-
thihg -about you delmmstrating a careless desolation.
But you are no guch man : you are rather point device §
in your aceoutrements ; as loving yourself, than seeming
the 1over of any other,

Réal Passion dissembled.

Think not I love him, though I ask for him;
"Tis but a peevish§ boy - —yet he talks well ;—
Bt what care I for words ? yet words do well,
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear.
It is a pretty youth :—not very pretty :—
But, sure;ie’s proud ; aude et his pride becomes him.
He'll moke a proper man : the best thing in him
I his Lomplcxlo? ; «ad faster than his tongue

* A spirit averse t> conversation.
+ Estate. I Over exact. § Silly.
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Did make offence, his eye did*heal it up.
He is not tall ; yet for his vears he's tall :

- His-leg is byt so-#3; and yet 'tis well ;

here was 2 pr'e'gi‘v redness in his liﬂ 5

A litile ftper and note lusty red [ence
Than that mixid Tn his Cheek ; ’twas just the differ-
Betwixt the cohstant red and mingled damask.*e- )
"There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d him
In parcela-uel did, would have gone near
To fall in Jove with him : but, for my part,
I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet
I have more cause to hate him than to love him j.
For ‘what had he,to do o cltide at me ?
HC¢ saill, mind cyes were black, and my hair black ;
And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me :
I marvel why I answer'd not again :
But that’s all one ; omittance is no quittance.

Acr 1V.
The Varigtics of Melancholy.

I have ncither the scholar’s meignchdly, which is eiu-
lation ; nor the musician’s, which is fanfastical ; nor the
courtier’s, which is %proud ;, or the sol.dicr’,s!, which is
ambitious ; nor the lawyer’s, which is politic ; nor*¢he
lady’s, which is nice ;* nor the lover'ss which is all these.

Marriage alters the Temper of both Sexces.

Say a day, without the eyer: no, no, Orlando ; men
are Apry whey they woo; December when they wed:
maids are May when they ate maids, but the sky thanges
when they ure wivess I wi]l be more jealoys of thee
than a Barbary cock-pigeowt-over his hen ; mage Elamorous
than a parrot against rain; more new-fangled than an
ape ; more giddy in my desiresethan a monkey : I will
weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain ; and Twill

* Trifling.
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do that when you are dq:posed to be merry ; I will l.tugh
likd a hyen, and that when thou art inclined to sleep
Cupid's Parentaye. .
No, thatvsamé Jwicked baspard ¢f Venus, th.t was
Deg-ot of thought,* concelvcd of sp‘]een, anc born of mad-
ness; that blind rascally boy, that abuses every ohe’s
cyes because hjs own are out, let him be judge how deep
1 am in lovc.
Oliver's. Description of, his Danger w3 Slecping.
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d with age,
And high top bald with dry antiquity,
A& wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair,
Lay sleeping on his back ;*about his neck
A green and gilded snake had wreati*led itsclf,
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach’d
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly
Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself,
And with indented glides did slip away
Intow, bush : under which bush’s shade
A honess, w1th udders-all drawvn dry,
Eay couching, hea® on groupd with cat-like watch,
When that the sleeping man should stir : for ’tis
The= rdgal disposition of that belst
To prey on nothmg that doth.seem as dead.

~\LT V
Love.
Goad shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis to love.
Bt 1s to be all made of sighs and tears-:—
It is to be all made of faith and service :—
It is to be all made of fantasy ¢ '
Aly mad“'of passion, antl 1l made of wishes;
All admatlon, duty, and observance,
/1 humbleness, all atience, and “mpatience,
All purity, all tria}, all observance.
* Melancholy.
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COMEDY OF ERRORS.
Act II.

Mgr’)’s °I’re-emz'm; e,
THERE'’s notljing, situate under Heaven’s eye,
But hath his‘beund, in earth, in sea, in sky;,.
The beasts, the fishes, anal the wingtd fowls,
Are thelr males’ subjects, and at their controls :
Men, more dwmc, the misters of all these,
Lords of the wide world, and wild watery seas,
Enducd with intellectual sense’and souls,
Of more pre-enfinence than fish and fowls,
Are masters to’their females, and their lords :
Then let your will attend on their accords.

Paticnce easier taught than praciised.

Patience, unmoved, no marvel though she pause,
They can be meek that have po other cause.
A wretched soul, bruised w1th adversity,
We bid be quiet wheg we hear it<ry;
But were we burderyd with li.2 wc1ght of pain,
As much, or more, we should -ourseives complain.

Defumation.

I see the jewel, ‘best enamelled,
Will lose his beauty ; and though gold 'bides siilf,
That others touch, yet often touching will
Wear gold : and so no mian, that hath a name,
But:‘alsehood and corruption doth it shame.

s Jealousy. ,

Ay, ay, Antipholus,;look strange and frown ;
Some other mistress hath thy sweet asplects, °
I am not Adriana nor thy wife.
The time was once when thou whurged wouldsivow,
That never words were music {o, thine car,
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That never object pleasing in thine eye,

That never. touch well-welcome to thy hand,

"That never meat sweet savour'd in-shy taste,
Unless T speke, luok’d, touar'd: or qrrvul to thee.

Stander.

For slander lives upon succession ;.
For cver housed, where it once gets possession.

Actr V.

A Woman's fealousy more deadly than Poison.
"The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poison more deadly than-a mad dog’s tooth.
It seems his sleeps were hinder'd by thy railing ;
And thereof comes it that his head is light.
Thou say’st his meat was sauced with thy upbraiding.
Unquiet meals make ill digestions,
Thereof the-raging fire of fever bred ;
And what’s g f(,\/ef bt a fit of madness ?
Thou say’st nis sports were hinder’d by thy brawls ;
Sweet recréation harr, what doth ensue,
But moody and, dull melancholy
(Kingmar. to gnm and comfortless.despair) ;
Aad, at her hecls, a huge infectiqus troop
Of pale distempem’tures and foes to life !

Dscription of a beg excarly Tortune-teller.
A hungry lean-faced villpin,

A grere anatomy, a mountebank, .
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortunc teller :
A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch,
A llvxpg dgad man: this pernicious slave,
Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer ;_
And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse,
And with no face, as ’twere, outfacing me,
Cries out, I was possess’d,
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. e

Old Age.:

Though now theg grained* face of mine be lud
In sap-consuming; winter's drizzled snow,
And all the conduits~of my blood troze up; '
*Vet hath my .night of life 5ome memory,
My wasting lampr some fading glimmer left,
My dull deaf cars a little use to hear :
All these glilewitnesses (I cannot err)
Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus.

LOVES LABOUR'S LOST.
Acr L
Self-Denial.
Brave conquerors ! for so you are,

That war against your own affections,
And the huge army of the world’s dcsxrt

Vanitypof Ileasure..

Why all delights ar® vain ; Dut that most vain,

Which, with pain purchased, doth inlicrit pain.
On .'S‘tur/y.

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun,

That will not be deep scarch’d ‘with saucy looks ;
Small have continual plodders ever won,

Save base authority from other’s books :
These carthly godfathers -of heaven’s lights,

That give a name to every fixed star,
Have no more profit of their shining mghts )

Than those that walk, and wot not what the, arc :
"Too much to know, is to know, naught but tame
And every godfather can give a name.

* Furrowed: lined.,
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“rost.
An envious sneaping* frost,
That bites ihe first-born infants of the spring.
3 <L

A conceited Courticr.

‘A man in all the world’s new fashion nlanted,
Thet hath a mint of phrases in his brain :

One, whom the music of kis own vain tongue
Doth ravish, like enchanting harmongg :

A man of compliments, whom right and wrong
“Have chose as umpire of their mutiny ;

This child of fancy, that Armado hight,t
For interim to our studies,sshall relate,

In high-born words, the worth of many-a knight
From tawny Spain, lost in the world’s debate.

A ct IL
Beauty.
My heautv, t_hdugh but mean,
Nceds not the painted flourish of your praise ;
“TReauty is bouglit by judgment of the eye,
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen’s tongues.

A merry Man.’

“*A merrier man,
Within the limit of becoming mirth,
1 never spent an hour’s talk withal :
His cye begets occasion for his wit ;
For every object that the one doth catch,
The cther turns to a mirth-moving jest ;
Which his fair tongue (concelts gxpositor)
Delivers i ip, such apt and grasious words,
lhat“aged tars play truant at his tales,
And younger hearmgi are quite ravished ;
S6 sweet and voluble is his dlscourse

* Nipping. + Called.
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Act IIIL

Lz.morous De:crzptzou Y Love.

O 1—A nd I, ﬁ rsooth, in love: I that have been
A very beadle to 2 humorous sigh;  ~ [lovz’s whip.
A critic ; nay, 1 night-watch constable ;

A dominecring pedant o’er ‘he boy,

Than whom no mortal so magnificent !

This whlmpied * whining, purblind, wayward boy ;
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid :
Regent of love rhymes, lord of fclded arms,
The, anointed sovereign of sighs and groans,
Licge of all Icitérers and malcontents,

Dread prince of plackets,t king of codpieces,
Sole imperator and great general

Of trotting pirators.;—O my little heart !'—
And I to be a corporal of his field, .
And wear his colours like a turibler’s hoop !
What? I! Ilove! Isue! I seeka wife:
A woman that is like’a’German clodl,

Still a repairing ; everout of frame;

And never going aright, being a watch,

But being watch’d that itinay still go «ight?

Act IV.

Sonuet.

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye
('Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument)
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ?
Vows, for thee broke,, deserve not punishrent.
A woman I forswore ; but, I will prove,
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee :
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love;

%' Hooded, veiled. + “Petticoats.
+ The officers of the spirituad cqurts who serve citations.
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. Thy goace beiag gain'd, cures all disgrace in me ;
Vows are but tredth, and breath g vapour is ;
Then thou, f~ir'Sun, which on mv eafth dost shine,
Exhalest this vapour vow ; in-thec it is :
If Lroken then, it is no fault of mine ;
If by, me broke. 'What fool is not s¢ wise,
To lose an oath to win g paradise ?
. Song.
On a day, (alack the day!)
Love, whosz month is ever May,
Spied a blossom, passmg fair,
Playing in the wanton air: |
Through the velvet leaves the wind,
All unseen, 'gan passage find ;
That the lover, sick to death,
Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath.
Air, quoth Jic .thy checks may blow ;
Air, ‘would I might triumph so!
But, alack, my Hand ‘s sworn,
Ne'er to pluck thee fren thy thomn :
Vow, aiack, for youth unmeet;
Y auth so apt to plick a sweet.
Do not call it sin in me,
That I am forsworn for thec;
Thou for whom even Jove would swear
Juno but an Ethiop were ;
And deny himsclf for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love.

The Pow.cr (‘Jf Lowe.

Bu; love, first learned in a lady’s eyes,
Lives not alone immured in the brain ;
Bué, with the motion of all elements,
Courses as swift as thought in every power;
And gives to every power » double power,
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Abgve their fanctions and their offices.
It adds a precious geeing to the eye :
A Iqver’s eyes Wil gazegan eagle blind ;
A'lover’s ear wilk ]?.eas the lowest sdund,
‘When the suspi¢ious head<of theft is stopp'd ;
Love's feeling i$' more soft and sensible
Than gre the tender horns @f cockled shails ;
Love’s tongue,proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste ,
For valour, is not love a Hercules,
Still*climbing trecs in the Hesperides ?
Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet and musical
As bright Apollo’s'lute, strung with his hair ;
And, wlten love speaks, the voice of all the gods
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony.
Never durst poet touch a pen to write
Until his ink were temper'd with love’s signs :
O, then his lines would ravage savage ears,
And plant in tyrants mild humility. * -

Womap's Lycs.

From woman’s eyes ¢his doctriac I derive :
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ;
They are the books, the args, the academics.
That show, contain, and nourish all the world :
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent.

Acr V.
Jest and Jester.

Your task shall be
With all the fierce* &ndeavour of your wit,

To force the pained impteht to smile.

Biron. To move wild laughter in thes throat of
It cannot be; it is impossible : +[desdle?
Migth cannot move a soul in agory.

* Vehemont,
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«. Ros, cVVhy, thiit’s.the way to choke a‘jibing spirit,
Whose influence is begot of that lnose grace
Which, shellow mghmg hearers givé to fools
A jest’s prosperity lies in the &or
Of hiia that hears it, neve in the tongue
Of him that makes it.

* Song.
Spring.—When daisies pied, and violets blue,
And lady-smocks all silver-white,
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue
Do paint the meadows with delight,
The cuckoo then, on. every tree,
Mocks married men, for thus sings Jic,
Cuckoo ;
Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word of fear,
Unpleasing to a married ear !

When snepherds pipe on oaten straws,
And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks,
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws,
. And maidens bleach their summer smocks,
The cuckoo then, on cvery tree,
Mocks married men, for thus vings he,
Cuckoo;
,Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word of fear,
Unpleasing to a rharried ear.

Winter.—When icicles hang by the wall,

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail,
Aad Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in pail.
When hlood is nlpp’d ard ways be foul,
’Ihcn mghtly sings the starmg owl,

To-who;
“Tu- whxt to-who, a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel* the pot.

¥ Cool.
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When all aloud the wing dot}y blow,

_ And coughing drowns the parso’s saw,
'And birds sit l.)r.o?dixlg in the snow,

And Marign’s nese loeks red and raw,
When roasted crabs¥* hiSs in the bowl,
7Then nightly sings the staring owl,

T8-who ;

Tu-whit, to-who, a merry not)
While greasgr Joan doth keel the pot.

MEASURE FOR MEASURE.
Acr L
Virtue given 1o be exerted.

HEAVEN doth with us as we with torches do;
Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues
Did ngt go forth of us, ’twere all alike
As if we had them not.  Spirits are hot firfely touch'd,
But to fine issues :* nor nature pever 1,end§
The smallest scruple of er excellencg;
But, like a thrifty goddgss, she determines
Hersclf the glory of a creditor,
Both thanks and usd.%
Zhe Consequcice of Liberty indulged.
As surfeit is the father of much fast,
So ¢very scope by the immoderate use
Turns to restraint : our natures do pursue
(Like rts that ravin§ down their proper banc,
Athirsty evil ; and, when we drink, we die.
Eloguence gn& Beauly.
In her youth
There is a pronc || and speechlgss dialect,
* Wild apples. + For high purposes. 1 Intarest.
§ Voraciously devour. S Prompt.
D
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Such as moves men ; beside, she hath prosperoui art
When xhe will play with reason and discourse,
And well she-can persuade.

Pardon the Sanctiot. of Fickedness.

For we bid thlS be done,
Wheh evil deeds have their permiséive pass,
And not the punishment.

A scvere Governor.,
Lord Angelo is precise ;
Stands at a guard * with envy : scarce confesses
That his blood fléws, or that his appetite
1s more to bread than.stone : hence shall we see,
If power change purpose, what our s¢emers'be."

Kesolution.

Our doubts are traitors,
And make us lose the good we oft might win,
By fearing to attempt.

Zhe Praya's of Maidens ¢ffectual.

Go to'lord Angclo,
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue,
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel,
Al *their peticons are as ireely theirs
As they themselves would owe + them.

Acr IL
Al Muon frail.
‘Legt but your honour know,}
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue)
That, i the working of yoyy own affections,
Ha(}ttlmé" rohered§ with place, or place with wishing,
Or that the resolute acting of your blood

* On his defence. + Ilave.
+ Examine. § Suited.
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Cauld have attain’d the effect of your own purpose,

Whether you had not som® tim¥ in ypur life

Err'd in this point which now you ‘censpre him,

And pull’d the law wpon you.

- The Faulls of sthers Ro_Justification of our.owon.
“Tis one thing'$o e tempted, Escalus, ’

Another thing td'falll I not deny,

The jury, passing on the pris@ner’s life,

May, in theasworn twelve, have a thief or two

Guiltier than him they try: what’s open made tc justice,

That justice seizes. What know the laws,

That thieves do pass * on thieves ! Tis very pregnant,t

The jewel that we find, we steop and take it,

Becduse 'we sedit ; but what we do not see,

We tread upon, and never think of it.

You may not so extcnuate his offence,

For { I have had such faults ; but rather tell me,

When'T that censure § him do so offend,

Let mine own judgment pattern 8ut niy death,

And nothing come in partial.

Mercy freauently mietaken.

Mercy is not itself that oft looks so ;

Pardon is still the nurse of.second woe.
Mercy in Governors commended.

No ceremony that to great ones longs,
Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword,
‘The marshal’s truncheon, ner the judge’s robg,
Becom® thent with one half so good a grace
A¢ mercy does.

The Duty of mytugl Forgiveness.

Alas! alas! )
Why, all the soulg that were, were forfeit onte ;
* Pass judgment. T Plain.

1 Because. & Sentence,
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And Hé that might;the vantage best have took,
Found' out the'remedy. How would' you be,
If He, which'is the top of judgr ent, should
But iudge yot: as you arz? -0, tb nk on that ;
And mercy then will breathe witnin your lips,
Like man new made

Justice,
Yet show some pity.
Ang. 1 show it most of all when I shuw justice ;
For then I pity those I do not know,
“"Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall;
*nd do him right, that, answering onc foul wrong,
Lives not to act anotHer.

The Abuse of Authority.

O, it is excellent
To have a giant’s strengh : but it is tyrannous
To use i* like a giant.
Could great men thunder
As Jove himself dots, Jove would ne’er be quict,
1'or evety pelting,* petty officer,
AWould use his heaven fot thunder; nothing but
Merciful Heaven ! [thunder—
THou rathes with thy shurp and sulphurous bolt,
Splitt'st the unwedgeable, and gnarled t+ oak,
Than the soft myrtle ; O, but man, proud man !
Drest in a little brief authority ;
Most ignorant of what ke’s most assured,
His glassy essence,—like an angry apc,
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven,
As mzke the angels weep: who, with our spleens,
WQuld @: themselves laugis mortal.

The Privilege of Authority.
Great men may jest with saints : ’tis wit in them;
* Paltry. + Knotted,
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But in the less, foul profantitiore’.
That'in the captain’s but a choleric word,
Which'in the soldjef'is flat blasphemy.

'-I;'bner! Bribery.

‘Hark, how I'll ane you.”
Ang. How! bibe me !
Isab. Ay, with such gifts,»that heaven shall share
Lucio. Yan had marr'd all else. [with you.
Isap. Not with fond shekels of the tested* gold,

Or stones whose rates are either rich or poor,

As fancy values them ; but with true prayers,

That shall be up ap heaven, and enter there

Lre sunrise ; prayers from preserved+ souls,

From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate

To nothing temporal.

The Power of virtuous Beauty.

Is this her fault, or mine?
The tempter, or the tempted, who sins most ?¢F{a !
Not she ; nor doth she té&mpt: but itis I,
That lying by the viole®in the sun,
Do as the carrion dqes, not as the flower,
Corrupt with virtuous seasom.—Can it ba,
That modesty may more betray our scnse
Than woman’s lightness? Having waste ground
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, [enough,
And pitch our evils there ?, O, fy, fy, fy !
What dest thou? or what art thou, Angelo ?
Dost thou desire her foully, for those things
That make'her good® O, les her brother live
Thicves for their robbery®have authority,
When judges steal themselves. What? do P love her

* Altested, stamped.
t Preserved from the corruption af the world.
1 See 2 Kings, x. 27.
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That € desire to hear her speak agair,
And feast upon‘her eyes ? What is’t I dream on?
O cunnjng erenly, that, to fatch 2 saint,
With saints dost bait thy heok !  Most ‘dangerous
Ts that temptatlon that oth goad us on.
To sin in loving virtue : never cou‘d the strumpet
With all her double vi igour, art, and nature,
Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite. "

Love in a grave, severe Governor.

When I would pray and think, I think and pray
To several subjects ; acaven hath my empty words ;
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue,
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven is in my mouth,

As if T did but only chew his name ;
And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil
Of my conception : the state, whereon I studied,
Is lr]\e a good thmg, being often read,
Grown féar'd and tedious ; ;, yea, my gravity,
-Wherem (let” no man hear me) I take pride,
Could I, with boot,* change for an idle plume,
Whicle the air beats for vain. O place ! O form!
‘How often‘dost thou with thy. case,t thy habit,
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls
To thy false seeming?

Fornication and Murder equalled.

It were as good
Tospardon him that hath from naturc stolen
A man already made, as to repit
T helr sgucy sweetness thaf do coin heaven’s image
In stamps that are forbid : ’tis all as easy
Falsely to take away a life true made
‘As to put mettle in restrained means,

To make a false one.
* Profit. + Outside.
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Lowliness of Mntl,

- Letae be ignorapt, and in nothing good,
But graciously to ¥now I ag no beften

Ang. Thus wisdon svkshes to appéar most bright
Waen it doth tax,itself. '

Temporal far better than eternal Death.

Better it were a brother died at once,
Than that a¥sister, by redeeming him,
Should die for ever.

Women's Frailty.

Nay, women are*frail too. , [selfes;
Isab. \y, ase tife glasses where they view them-
Which are as easy broke as they make forms.
Women !—Help heaven ! men their creation mar
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail ;
For we are soft as our complexions are,
And credulous to false prints.*

Acr IIL
Hope.
The miserable have no other medicine,
But only hope.

Reflections on the Vanity of Life.

Reason thus with life,— ‘
If T do lose thee, I do lose a thing »
That none but fools would keep ; a breath thou agt
(Servile to all the skyey influences,)
That dost’this habit2tion, where thou keep'st,
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death’s faql ;
For him thou labourest by thy flight to shug,
And yet run’st toward him stills: thou art not noble ;
For all the accommodations that_thou bear’st

* Impressions.
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Are nursed by, baseriess ! thou art by no means valiant ;
For thou dost £=ar the soft and tender fork
Of a poor worm thy best of ‘fest is sleep,
And that thou (oft provokeﬁt ¥t  grossly fear’st
Thy death, wlnch 1s no more thqu art not thyself
For thou exist’st on mzmy a tbouq'md grains
That issue.out of dust: happy thou art not ;
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get;
And what thou hast, forget’st: thou art not certain;
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects,*.
After the moon ; if thou art rich, thou art poor;
‘Yor, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows,
Thou bear’st thy heavy riches brt g journey,
And death unloads thee: friend hast thou nonc;;
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire,
The mere effusion of thy proper loins,
Do curse the gout, serpigo,t and the rheum, .
For ending thee no sooner : thou hast nor youth nor
Bute. as it-were, an,after-dinner’s sleep, [age;
Dreammtr on both for al! thy blessed youth
Becomes as aged;-'lnd doth, beg the alms
Of palsied ¢ld, 7 and when thou art old and rich,
Thou' nast'nelther heat, affection, limb, nor beauty,
*I'o make thy riches pleasant. - What’s yet in this
That bears the name of life.  Yet in this life
Lic hid more thousand deaths ; yet death we fear,
That makes these odds all even.
The Terrors of Death most in Apprehen ion.

O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake,
Lest thou a feverous lif: shoul‘ilst entertain,
Ard six0r seven winters inore respect
Than 4 perpetual honour. Darest-thou dic?
‘The gense of death’is most in apprehension ;

* Affects, affections. + Leprous crupticns
1 Old age.
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And thc poor beetle, that we éread upon, ’
In corporal sufferance finds a pahg as great’
As when a gw,nf\ diss.

ReSolutioff frowr @ Sense of, j[wzom:.

Why give yoy me this ghame ?
Think you I can a‘resolution fetch
From flowery tenderness? +If I must*die,
I will encgunter darkness as a bride,
And hug it in mine arms.
The Hypocrisy of Angelo.
There my fathgr’s grave

Did utger forth avoice ! Yes, thou must die :
“Thou art too noble to conserve a life
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,—
Whose scttled visage and deliberate word
Nips youth 1’ the head, and follics doth enmew,*
As falcon doth the fowl,—is yet a devil;
His filth within being cast, he would appear ,
A pond as decp as hel}.

The Terrors of Death.

Death is a fearful thing.

Zsab. And shamdd lifesa hateful.

Clund. Ay, but to die, and we go we know’not
To lic in cold obstruction, and to rot ; [wheres;
This sensible warm motion to bécome
A kneaded clod ; and thg delighted spirit
To bethe i fiery floods, or to reside
dn thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice;

To be ithprison’d #n the yiewless t winds,
And blown with restlefs violence abouts,
The pendent world ; or to be worse than avorst
Of those, that kawless and ingertain thoughts
Imagine howling !—'tis too horrible !

* Shut up. t Invisible.
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The wegriest and mosi loathed worldiy life,
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment
Can lay on naturs, is a paradise”
To what we fear ,of death !
Virtue and Goodréss,
Virtue is bold, and goodness neve: fearful.
A" Bawd.

The evil that thou causest to be done, -
"Uhat is thy means to live : do thou but think
What ’tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back,
From such a filthy vice : say to thyself,—
From their abominable'and beastly touches
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live.

Canst thou believe thy living is a life,
So stinkingly depending? Go, mend, go, mend.

Au IV

Song.
Take, oh tml\e those lips away,
That sé sw egtly were forsw orn ;
And thosg eycs, the break of day
kights that do mislead the morn :
But 'my ‘sisses bring again, ,
Seals of love, but seal'd in vain.
Hide, oh hide, those hills of snow,
Which thy frozen bosom bears,
On whose tops the pinks that grow,
« Are of those that April wears :
But my poor heart first set {ree,
Bcrunq in those icy chains by thec.
' Greatness subject to Censure.
O place and greatress, millions of false eyes
Art stuck upon theg ! volumes of report
Run with these false angl most contrarious quests
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Upon thy domgs' thousand scapes* of wit.
Make thee ttxe father of their idle dream,
And rack thee"is, their,faycies.
Lovnd Slecp.
As fast'lock’d up‘ in sleep, as gmltless labour
When it lies starkly tin the traveller s bones.

Acr V.
Character of an arch Hypocrite.
O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believest
There is another, comfort than this world, ,
That thou neglegct me not, with that opinion "[sible
That I am touch’d with madness: make not impos-
That which but seems unlike : ’tis not impossible,
But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground,
May scem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute,
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo, ‘
In all his dressings, § characts titles, forms,
Be an arch-villain : bglieve it, royal prmce
If he be less, he's nothmg, byt he's more,
Had I more name for badness.

MERCHANT OF VENICE.

Act L

Mirth and ﬂﬁ/anc/zo/y
Now by two-headed Jauus,
Nature hath framed strange fellows in her til‘nCr .
Some that will eyermore peep through theireyes,
And laugh, like parrofs it a bagpiper ;
And other of such vifegar aspect,
That they’ll hot show their teeth in way of smile,
Though Nestor swear the j&st be laughable.

* Sallies. + Stiffly.
1 Habits and chawcters of office.
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TP 01‘1(1'? 0SS,

You have too much respect upen the world :
They losg it thet &o buy if with 'n}u‘;h’ care.

The World's triwe V;l)i;f.

I hold the world but as the werld!, Gratiano ;
A stxge, where every man must play a part.

Cheerfulness.

Let me play the fool :

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ;

And let my liver rather heat with wme,

Thin my heart cool with mortlfym&r groans.

Why should a man, whose blood is wirm within,

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ?

Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice

By lLeing peevish ?

Affected Gravity.
I te¥ theo what, Antonio,—

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ;

“There are a sort of 1en, whosg visages

Do cream and xnantle like a standing pond ;

Andylo 4 wilful stillness * entertain,

Wich purpose to be dress'd in an opinion

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ;

As who should say, 7 am Sir Oracle,

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark !

(), my Antonio, I do know of these,

That thercfore only are reputed wise,

For saying nothing.

Loquacigy.

Gratiaho speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more than
any,man in all Venice : s reasons are as two grains of
wheat hid in two bushqls of chaff ; you shall seek all day

* Obstingte silence.



Mewchant of Venice. 4 5

cre you ﬁnd them and whzn yqu have them, they are
not warth the search
Mediocrity.
l‘or'aught Lsee, :hey dre s sick that surfuit with too
much, as they that Ytaive with nothmg it 15 no mean
hapbiness, therefor\., t0 be seated in the mean ; super-
fluity comes sooner by white hairs, but competency lives
longer.
Skeculation more easy than Practice.
. Iftado were as easy as to know what were good to
do, chapels had been churches, and_poor men’s cottages
princes’ palaces. Its a good divine that follows his own
instructions : I canweasier teach twenty what were good
to be done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine
own teaching. The brain may devise laws for the
blood ; but a hot temper leaps over a cold decree ; such
a hare s madness the youth, to skip o’cr the meshes of
good counsel the cripple.
The Jew's Mafice.
Bass. This is signior Antonio.
Shy. [ Aside.] How like a fawniag publican he locks !
I hate him for he is a Christian -
But more for that, in low gimplicity,
He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.
‘1f I can catch him once upon the hip,
T will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.
He hatgs our sacred nation ; and he rails,
Eyen there where merchants most do congregate,
On me, my bargaing, and my well-won thrift,
Which he calls interest. o Curstd be my mbe,
If I forgive him.
Hypocrisy.
Mark you this, Bassanio,
THe devil can cite Scripture for his purpose.
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An ev1l soul, producmg hply witness,

Ts likera villain with a smiling cheek ;

A goodly apple rotten at the heart ;

O, what,a goadly outside, falsehoga nath !

The Jew's Expo.stqu'non

Signior Antonio, many a tim¢ and oft,
In the Rialto you have rated me
About my monies and‘'my usances :*
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug;
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe ;
“You call me—misbeliever cut-throat dog,
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdme,
And all for use of that‘which is mjne own.
Well then, it now appears you need fny help ;
Go tothen; you come to me, and you say,
Shylock, we would have monices : you say so ;
You thatdid void your rheum upon my beard,
And footeme as you spurn a stranger cur
Over your | thresholl ; monies is your suit,
What Should say to you; should I not say
Hath a dog mduey 1,is it ;)osszble
A cur can lend three t/zozt.raiz(f ducats ? or
Shall I/bend low, and in a bondman’s key,
Wlth 'bated’ breath, and whispering humbleness,
Say this,—
Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last :
You spurn’d me swch a day ; another time
You call d me—dog ; and for these courtesies
LU lend you thus much monies 7

Act II
Gravily bssumed.
Signiér Bassanio, hear me :
If.I do not put on a sober habit,
* Interest.
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Talk with respect, and swear iyt now and then,
Wear prayer-books in my pOth,t look demurely ;
Nay more, while grace is saying, hgod mine eyes
Thus with my ha1 #nd sigh, and say, Ameu, ;
Use all the vbserviince of civility,

JIike one well stedied in a sad ostent®

To please his grandam, never trust me more.

The Jew's Commands to his Daughter.

Lock up\my doors ; and when you hear the drum,
And*the vile squeaking of the wry-neck’d fifc,
Clamber not you up to the casements then,

Nor thrust your hchd into the public street,

To gaze“on Ch:istian fools with varnish’d faces :
But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casements ;
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter

My sober house.

Pos.resszo;z more languid z‘/zzm Expectarion.

O, ten times faster Venus’ pmgong fly . .
To seal love’s bonds new: made, than, they are wont,
To keep obliged faith ynforfeitedi!
Who riscth from a feast :
With that keen appetite that he sits down ?
Where is the horse that doth untread again
His tedious measures with the unbated fire
That he did pace them first ? All things that are,
Arc-with more spirit chastd than enjoy’d.
How like a younker, or a prodigal,
The scarfedt bark puts from her native bay,
Hugg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind !
How like the prodigal dcth she return,
With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails,
Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the,strumpet wind !

[

* Show of staid and serious demeanour.
+ Decorated with flags.
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/’a,'tia’s“Sz;itors.

From the four corners of the garth they come,
To kiss this shrite, this rpoxtal brpaihing saint.
The Hyrcanian- deserts and the ‘v”xs.ty wilds
Of wide Arabia, are as through-farec now,

For princes to come view fair Tortia @

The watery ‘xingdom, 17hose ambitious head
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar

To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come,
As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia.

The Parting of Friends.

1 saw Bassanio and"Antonio part :
Bassanio told him he would make some speed
Of his return ; he answer'd—2o not so,
Slabber * not business for my sake, Bassanio,
But stay the very riping of the time ; _
And, for the Jew's pond, whick ke hatl of me,
Let it not enter in your mind of love ;
Bemerry; a/{af employ your: chicfest thoughts
X0 courtship, and s:ch fair ostents + of love
As shall conveniently become you there :
And efign there, his eye being big with tears,
“T'urning his face, he puts his hand bchind him,
And with affection wondrous sensible,
He wrung Bassanio’s hand, and so they parted.

Honour to be confferred on Merit only.

- For who shall go about
To cozen fortune, and be honourable
Without the stamp of murit! Ltt none presume
To. wear'un undeserved dignity !
0O, that'sstates, degrees, and offices,
Vere not derived cdiruptly ! and that clear honour

* To slabber is' to do a thing carelessly.
+ Shows, tokens.
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Wde purchased by the meilit of th(. wearer !
How,many then should cover, that’ stand bare?

How many be comntanded, that command ?
]-Iow'much low pesy ntrjl would ther be glean'd
¥rom the tfud scea f honour? and how much honour
Riek’d from the -chaff and ruin of the times,

To be new varnish’ d?

Love's Messenger compared to an April Day.
I have noPseen
So likely an ambassador of love :
A day in April never came so swees,
To show how costlyssummer was at hand,
As this foge- Spur;(.r'comes before his lord.

Acrt III.

TV Jew's Revenge.

If it will feed nothing else, it will feed my revenge.
He hath disgraced me, and hindeged me of half a
million; laughed at my losses, mocked-at®mye%ains,
scorned my nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my
fricnds, heated mine enemycs; and what's his reason ?
1 am a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew
hands, organs, dimensions, sengses, affectiorg, pessiofis ?
fed with the same food, hurt with the same weapons,
subject to the same diseases, healed by the same means,
warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer, as
a Christian is ? if you prick us, do we not bleed? if you
tickle us, da we not laugh ? if you poison us, do we ngt
dic? and if you wrong us, shall we not revenge ? #f we
are like you iw the restpwe will resemble you ip that.
If a Jew wrong a Christiag, swhat is his egumiljty ?
revenge: If a Christian wrong a Jew, what shquld® his
sufferance be by Christian example & why, revenge, The
villany you teach me, I will execute: and it shall go

hard but I will better the instruction.
-
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Music.

Let music, sound while he doth make his chcice ;
Then if he loge,he makes a swan-lize end, '
Fading,in music ; that the com p‘fgisonv .

May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream,
And watery death-bed for him+ He may win ;
And what i3 music than? then music is

Even as the flourish when true subjects bow

To a new-crown’d monarch : such it is,*

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day,

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s car,
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes
With no less presence,* but with®mnych more love,
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem

The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy

To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice,

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives,

With bleared visages, come forth to view
The'dssu¢ of the evploit.

v 1]
The Leceit ¢f Ornament or Appearances.

The world is still deceived with ornament.
Is law, what plea so tainted and corrupt,
But, being season’d with a gracioust voice,
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion,
What damned error, but some sober brow
Will bless it, and approve it with a text,
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ?
‘There is no vice so simple, but assumes
Some mark of virtue on his oytward pargs.
How' many cowards, wflose hearts arc all as false
A8 stqir’s- of sand, wear yet upon their chins
The béards of Hergules and frowring Mars ;
Who, inward searcﬁ’d, have livers white as milk ?

* Dignity of man. + Winning favour.
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And these assume but valeur’s gxcrement,

To render thefn redoubted. Look oh beauty;
And' you shall see s purchased by, the weight ;
Whish therem Wo. 1«",5 a miracle in natLPre,
Making thera lxght\,st ¢hit wear most of it :

Se are those C1:1§ned" snaky golden locks,
Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, .
Upon supposed fairness, oftefi known

To be the dowry of a second head,

The skull that bred them in the sepulchre. -
Thus ornament is but the guiledt shore

T'o a most dangerous sea ; the bedlteous scarf
Veiling an Indian 5eauty ; inea word,

The seething trfith which cunning times put on
To entrap the wisest.

Portia’s Picture.

What find I here ? [ Opening the leaden caske
Fair Portia’s counterfeit? § What demi-gotl
Hath come so near creatlon? Move these eves?
Or whether, riding on thg balls of mme,
Seem they in motion ? _Here arg sever td lips,
Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a Lar
Should sunder such sweet friends : here i in hd hagrs
The painter plays thesspider ; and hath Woven
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men,
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : but-her eyes,—
How could he see to do them ? having made one,
Mecthinks, it should have pewer to steal both his,
And ledVe its&lf unfurnish’d.

Successful Loven compaged to a Conqueror.
Like one of two contending in a prize,
That thinks he hath done well in people’s tyes,
Heaxing applause ,and universalgshout,
Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt

* Cuwled. t Treacherous. 1', Likeness, portrait.
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Whether those peals+of praise be his or no ;
So, thrice fair lady, stand I.

His T/Iouqlls o the incrtizulat: f{ﬂ/j): of a Cropvd.

Theré is such confusion in wny’ powers,’
As, after some oration fairly spoke-
By-a belovgd prince, there doth appear
Among the buzzing pleaséd multitude :
Where every something being blent* together,
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy,
Express'd, and not express’d.

Implacable Revesge.

S#y. T'll have my bond : I will nd. hear thee speak;
T'll have my bond : and therefore speak no more.
T'll not be made a soft and dull-eyed fool,
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield
T'o Chrittian intercessors.

The ,Poasting of Youth.

T’ll hold the= any wager,

‘When we are botlt accouterid like young men,
I prove the prettier fellow of the two,

Aud wear my dagger with the braver grace,
‘And speak, betwcen the change of man and boy,
3Vith a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays,
Like a fine bragging youth and tell quaint lies,
How honourable ladies'sought my love,
Wkich I denying, they fell sick and died :
I could not do with all, ;—ther: I'll repert,
And wigh, for all that, thzt I had not kill'd them ;
Arnd tenty of these puny lies I'll tell,
.That men shall swear, I have discontinued school
Above a twelvemonth.

* Blended.
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Apfectation in Words.-
- "0 dear disgretion, how his words are suited !
Thesfool hath 13'131.1'&3& in hés memory
An army of good*y;ords®; and I do know,
A: many fools that stand in better place,
Garnish’d like him, fhat for a tricksy word
Defy the matter.

Acr IV.

The Jew's Reason for Revenge.

You'll ask me, why I ratheg choose to have
A weight of caxioh flesh, than to receive
Three thousand ducats: I'll not answer that :
But, say, it is my humour ;* is it answer’d ?
What if my house be troubled with a rat,
And £ be pleased to give ten thousand dugats
To have it baned ? What, are you answer’'d yet ?
Some men there are love not a gaping't ig ;
Some that are mad, if thty behold ascat; -
And others, when the Bagpipe sifigs ' the nose,
Cannot contain their urine : for affection,}
Mistress of passion, sways st to the mood
Of what it likes or loathes. Now, for your answer :
As there is no firm reason to be render’d,
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ;
Why he, a harmless nccessgry cat;
Why he, a swollen bagpipe ; but of force
Must yield to such inevitable shame,
As to offedd, himself beingeoffended ;
So can I give no reason,dndr 1 will not,
More than a lodged hate, and a certain loathing
I bear Antonio, that I follow tleus
A losing suit against him. Are ypu answer'd ?

* Particular fancy. + Lxying. 1 Prejudice.
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Mercy.
The quahty of mercy is not g*ain’d,;

It droppeth as the gentle' rain fro /m heaven
Upon the place beneath : it i§ twice bless'd ;
It blesseth lnm that gives, and‘him'that takes :
*Tis mightigst in the mwhtlest it becomes
The thronéd monarch better th'm his crown :
His sceptre shows the force of tempora’. power,
The attribute to awe and majesty,
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ;
But mercy is above the scepter'd sway,
Itis enthrontd in the'hearts of kings ;
It is an attribute to God himself;
And earthly power doth then show likest God’s
When mercy seasons justice.

Fortune.

For herein fortene shows herself more kind
Tha' is her custorf. ; it is still her use,
To let the weciched man Jutlive his wealth,
“"To view mth hollow eye, axd wrinkled brow,
An age of poverty.

Act V!
Moonlight.

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank !
Here will we sit, and le: the sounds of music
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and'the nmight,
Become the touches of sweet harmony. |
Sit, J'ess;ca look, how, tl';,e floor of heaven

s‘rhlck anlaid with patmes * of bright gold ;
Theres not the smallest orb, which thou behold’st,
*But fn his motion ltke an angel sings,
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims : |
* A small flat dish, used ili t! e administrution of the Eucharist,
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‘Such harmony.xs in immortal soﬁlb ;
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay
l)oth grossly dlesest’, .we cannot heqr it.

Music.

T am never merry when I hear sweet music.

Lor. The reasén i§, your spirits are attentive :
Tor do but note a wild and wanton herd,
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,
}w.tchmg mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud,
 Which is the hot condition of their blood ;
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound,
Or any air of mumf touch their ears,
You shall percefve them make a mutual stand,
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze,
By the sweet power of music : therefore, the poet
Did fe.ign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods ;
Since naught so stockish, hard and full of rage,
But music for the time doth change his nature.
‘I'he man that hath no music in kimself,
Nor 1s not moved with concord of sweet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, stratigems, and spoils :
‘I'he motions of his spirit are dull as night,
And his affections dark as Erebus:
Let no such man be trusted. .

A Good Deed compared.

How far that little candle throws his beams !

So shings a good deed in a haughty world.
Nothing good out of Season.

The crow doth sinl; as swezetly as the lark,
When neither is attended; tind, I think
The nightingale, if she should sing by day,
When every goose is cackling, #ould be thought
No better a musician than the wrgn.
How many things by season season’d are
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To their right praisc and true perfection !
Pe-tce, hoa ! the moon sleeps with Endymion,
And would not-be awaked !
Moonlight Night.
This night, methinks, is but the daylight sick,
It looks a little paler ; ’tis a day,
Such as thé dayis when the sun is hid.

A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S DREAM.
Actr 1.
A Father's Authority.

To you your father should be as'a pod ;
One that composed your beauties ; yea, and one
I'o whom you are but as a form in wax,
By him imprinted, and within his power
To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

A Recluse Life.

Thet}fore, fair Hermla, question your desires,
“Know of yotir yovth, examine well your blood,
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice,
You Can Lndure the hvery of a nun;
For aye * to be in sh'ldy cloister mew'd,
To live a barren sister all your life,
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.
Thrice blessed they that master so their blood,
T'o undergo such maidea pilgrimage :
TBut carthlier happy is the rose distill’d,
Than that which, withering on, the virgin thorn,
Grows, lives, and dies, 'inrsinglc blessedness.

True Love ever crosscd.

For aught that ever I could read,
Could ever hear by tale or history,
* Ever.
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THe course of true love never did, run smooth :
But, either it was different in blood;
Or else mlsgraﬂ‘ed v respect of yeays:
Or ése it stopd upon the choice of friénds :
Or, if there Were asyrapathy in choice,
War, death; or sickndss did lay siege to it ;
Making it momeritany * as a sound,
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ;
Brief as the: lightning in the collied t night,
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth,
And ere a man hath power to say,—Bchold !
The jaws of darkngss do devour it up :
So quick bright things come to confusion.
Assignation.

I swear to thee, by Cupid’s strongest bow ;
By his best arrow with the golden head ;
By tht simplicity of Venus’ doves ;
By that which knitteth souls, and,prospers loves:
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage ¢ wen,
When the false Trojan uader sail was gecn
By all the vows that evgr men hive broke,
In number more than cver women spoke ;—
In that same place thou hagt appomted me, .
‘To-morrow truly will‘l meet with thee.

The Moon.
When Pheebe doth behold
Her silver visage in the watery glass,
Deckinf with*liquid pearl the bladed grass.

Love.
Things base and vile, Jolding no quantiy,
Love can transpose to form and dignity.
Love looks not with the eyes byt with the mind ;
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind :
* Momentary. + Black.
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' Nor r hth love’s mind of any judgment taste ;
errs, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste ;
And thu‘cfort. iscdlove said to béia chjld,
Because in C]]OLCC he is so oft btguiled.

As waggish boys in game * th(,mz,elves forswear,
So the boy love is perjured eve};ywhere

Puck.

I am that merry wanderer of the night,
I jest to' Oberon, and make him smile,
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,
Neighing in likefiess of a filly foal :
And sometimes lurk ¥ in a gossi}‘%’s bowl,
In very likeness of a roasted crab ;#
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob,
And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale.
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale,
Sometimes for three-foot stool mistaketh me
Then slip I from*ner bum, down topples she,
And'tailor cries, ad falls into a cough ;
.And when tlé whole qulr(g hold their hips, and loffe
And waxen in their mirth, dnd neeze, and swear,
A me;'ner hour was never wasted there.

Z airy Jealousy, "and tle Lects of it.

These are the forgeries of jealousy :
And never, since the middle summer’s spring,
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead,
By paved fountain, or By rushy brook,
Or on the beached margent of the sea
To dance our ringlets tn the whistling wiad,
Byt with thy brawls thourhast disturb’d our sport.
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,
.As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land,

* Sport. + Wild apple.
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Have every pelting * river madc’ so, proud
That: they have overborne their continents st
'The ox hath thu.r-fexe' stretch’d his yoke in vain,
The ploughn’m last his sweat ; and the green corn
Hath rotted ere his youth attam’d a beard ;
The fold stands empty in the drowned field,
And crows are fatted with thesmurrain flock ;
‘The nine men’s morris § is fill'd up with mud ;
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green, .
For lick of tread, are undistinguishable ;
The human mortals want their wintcr here ;
No night is now with hymn or carol bless’d :
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,
Pale in her anger, washes all the air,
That rheumatic diseases do abound :
And thorough this distemperature, we sec
The sdasons alter : hoary-headed frosts
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimsor-rose;
And on old Hyem’s chin, and ic,” crown,
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds
Is, as in mockery, set: <he spring} the summer,
The childing § autumn, angry winter, change
Their wonted liveries ; and the 'mazed world,
By their increase,|| now knows not which is whizh.
Love in Idieness.
Thou remember’st
Since once I sat upon a prcmontory,
And hefird a fnermaid, on a dolphin’s back,
* Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath,
That the rude sea grew c1v11‘ at her song ;
And certain stars shot madly from their spi¥res,
To hear the sea-maid’s music.
* Petty. + Banks which contain thém.
-3 A 2ame played by boys.
§ Autumn producing flowers unseafpnably || Produce.
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. That yery time I saw (but thou couldst not,)
Flying between the cold moon and the earth,
Cupid all anp’du a certain aintihe took
At a fair vestal throndd by the'west ;

And loosed his love-shaft smartdy from his bow,
As it should pierce a hundred, thousand hearts :
But I migh: see young Cupid’s ﬁery shaft
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon ;
And the imperial vot’ress passed on,

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.*

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell :

Tt fell upon a little western flowsr,

Before, milk-white ; now purpletwith love’s wound,
And maidens call it love-in-idleness.

A Fairy Bank.

T know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,
Where @x-lips T and the nodding violet growé
Quite over-canophed with lush  woodbine,

With sweet musk-toses, and with eglantine :
There sleepu vitania, some time of the night,
Lull'd in these ﬂuwers with*dances and delight.

A:’r III.
Fairy Courtesies.

Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ;
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes :
Feed him with apricots and dewberries,§
‘With purple grapes, green figs, and mulbet.ies ;
The honey-bags steal from tlm humble-bees,
And; for night tapers, {ro their waxen thighs,
Auad gt them at the ﬁc’I; glow-worm’s eyes,
To hdve my love to bed, and to arise ;

~ And pluck the wings from paintéd butterflies,

* Exempt fromt love. + The greater cowslip.
1 Vigorous. § Gooscberries.
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To 'fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes:
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.

Feppile Friendship. »

Is all the counsel fhat we two have shared,
The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have gpent,
When we have chjd the hasty~footed time
For parting us,—O, and is all forgot ?

All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence?

We, Hermia, like two artificial * gods,

«Have r¥ith our neelds t created both one ﬂowu
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion,
Both warbling of onre song, both in onc key ;
As if our hands,.pur sides, voices, and minds,
Had been incorporate.  So we grew together,
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted,

But yet a union in partition,

Two lawely berries moulded on onc stem :
So, with two sceming bodies, but ene heart ;
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,
Due but to one, and crowned with on= crest.
And will you rent our arcient lovt asunder,

T'o join with men in scorning your poor fricnd ?
It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly :

Our sex, as well as I, wnay chide you for it,
Though I alone do feel the injury.
Daybreak.

Night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast,
And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger ;

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there,
Troop home to churcii-yards:

Act 1V.
Dew in Flowery.
And that same dew, which sometime on the buds
* Ingenious. + Needles.
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Was wont to swell, like'round and orient peatls;,
Stoot now within the pretty flowret’s eyes,
Like tears, that did their own_ disgrace bewail.

Hunting>

We will, fair queen, up to i mountain’s top,
And mark the musical confusion ,

Of hounds and echo,in conjunction.

Hip. 1 was with Hercules and Cadmus once,
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d tue bear
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear
Such gallant chiding ; * for, besides the groves,
The skies, the fountains, every <egion near
Seem’d all one mutual cry : I ntever heard
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder.

Flounds.

My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind,
So flewid,t so sanded ; and their heads arc hung
With cars that s$eep away the morning dew ;
Crook-kneed, and dew-lapp’d like Thessalian bulls,
Slow in purtiit, hut match’d in mouth like bells,
Fach under each, -A cry thore tunable
Wase«ever holh’d to, nor cheer'd w1th horn.

‘ ACT V.
The Power of Imagination.

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet,
Are of imagination all*compact ;
Owne sees more devils than vast hell can hold
That is the madman : thc loyer, all as frannc,
Sces Ilclen’s beauty 11;\ a brow of Egypt :
The poct’s eye, in a fine phrenzy rolling, [heaven ;
Doth' glance from heaven to earth, from earth to

* Sound. t+ The flews are the large chaps of a hound.
+ Are made of mire imagination.
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- And, as 1magmatlon bodles forth

The forms of- things unknown, the poet’s pen
*Purns them to shapes,, and gives to sury nothing
A lochl habltatlon aild a name.

Ssm[)lz(i{y and Duty.
For never anything*can be amiss,
When simpleness and duty ten:der it.
Hip. 1 loxe not to see wretchedness o erchargcd
And duty in his service perishing.

Modest Duty always acceplable.

Where I have come, great clerks have purposed
To greetume with pYemeditated welcomes ;
Where I have scen them shiver and look pale,
Make periods in the midst of sentences,
Throttle their practised accent in their fears.
And i conclusion, dumbly have broke off,
Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sw eLt
Out of this silence, yet, I pick’d 3 welcome ; H
And in the modesty of fearful duty
I read as much, as from,the rattlilg tongue
Of saucy and audacious eloquence.

Time
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve.
Night.
‘Now the hungry lion roars,
And the wolf behowls the moon ;
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,
All with weary' task foredone.®
Now the wasted brarids-do glow,
Whilst the scritch-owl], scritching loud,
Puts the wreteh, that lics irvwoe,
In remembrance of a shroud.
* Overcomg.
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yow it is the time of mght

That the graves all gaping wide,
Every one lets forth his sprige,

In the church-way paths to glide.

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.
Actr 1.
Peace inspires Love.
Bur now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms
Come thronging ‘soft and delicate desires,
All prompting me how fair young Hero is.
D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently,
And tire the hearer with a book of words :
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ;
And 1 will break with her, and with her father,
And theu shalt have her: was’t not to this end,
That thou begdn‘st to twist so fine a story?
Chnd. How sweetly do, you minister to love,
That khow tove’s grief by "his complexion !
But lest my liking might tod sudden seem,
I wouwld have salved it with a longer treatise.
D. Peao. What necd the b]’ldé(_ much broader than
_The fairest grant is the necessity ; [the flood ?
Look, what will.serve, is fit; ’tis once,* thou lovest :
And I will fit thee with the remedy.
I know we shall have revelling to-night ;
T will assume thy part in some disguiSe,
And tell fair Hero I am Clau(llo ;
And in her bosom I'll unghsp my heart,

——

Acr 1L
Friendship in Love.

Friendship is constant in all other things,
* Pnce for all,
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Save in the office and affa1rs of -Iove s

T hel;efore all hearts in love use their own tongues ;
{et every eye hegnl!ate for itself,

And ‘trust no ,agent ; for beauty is a witch,

Agamst whose charms' faith melteth into Islood.*

Merit'always Modest.

It is the witness still of excellency,
To put a strenge face on his own perfection.

Benedict the Dachelor's Recantation.

This can be no trick: the corfference was sadly
borne. ave the truth ofsthis from Hero. They
seem to pity the lady ; it seems her affections have their
full bent. Love me! why it must be requited. I hear
how I am censured : they say, I will bear myself proudly,
if 1 perceive the love come from her; they say too, that
she will rather die than give any sign of affectipn.—I did
never think to marry :—I must not s®erh proud :—happy
are they that hear their detraction$, and'cah p¥t them
to mending. They say the lady is fitim; ’tie a trugh,
I can bear them witness : 'and virtuous ;—'tis so, I tah-
not reprove it: and wise, but for Ioving me ;—by my
troth, it is no addition to herswit ;—nor ns gfat argy-
ment of her folly, for I will be horribly.in love with her.
—I may chance have some odd quirks and remnants’ot
wit broken on me, because I have railed so long against
marriage :—Dbut doth not the appetite alter? A man
loves the n®eat in his youth, that he cannot endure in lis
age. Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper Bullets
Sf the brain, dwe a man®from she career of his humour ?
No : the world must be peopléd. When I soad I would
die a bachelor, I did not think I should live tdl I"were
married.—Here comes Beatrice. By this day, she’sea
fir lady : I do spy some marks of love in her.

* Passion, %o Swiously carried on.
¥
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Acr IIL
Favourites compared to j?oneysudzlcs.
Bid her steul into the pleacﬁe{i-bo@gr,
Where honeysuckles ripen’d by the sun,
Forbid the sun to enter ;—like f?;.vo‘qrites,
Made proud by princes, that aflvarice their pride
Against that power that bred it.

A scornful and satirical Beauty.
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,
" Misprising * what they look on ; and her wit
Values itself so highly, that to her
All matter else seems weak ; she-tagnot loye,
Nor take no shape nor project of affection,

She is so self-endear’d.

I never yet saw man,

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured,
But she Would spe]l him backward ; if fair-faced,
She’dwswenr the gentleman should be her sister;
If black, why, nature, draving of an antic,
Made a foul Dlot : sif tall, a lance ill-headed ;

If low, an agate very vilely cut:

If épedking, why a vane blown with all wind :

If silent, why a block moved with none.

So turns she every mar the wrong side out ;
And never gives to truth and virtue that

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.

Actr 1V,
Disstpnulation.
Q, wh3s authority and sfow of truth
Can’ cugning sin cover itself withal !
(omes not that bloctl as modest evidence,
To witness simple,virtue? Would you not swear
* Undervaluing.
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All you that see her, that she wtre a maid,
By these exterior shows? But she is none :
She’ knows theheat of a luxurious **bed ;
Her blush is JBuiltiness, not modesty.

A Fatker lgimenting his Daughter's Infamy.
Grieved I, I had but one?

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame ? +
O, one too wuch by thee! Why had I one?
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ?
Why had I not, with charitable hand,
Took up a beggar’s issuc at my gates ;
Who smirched thufu and miréd with infamy,
I might have said, Vo part of it is mine.
This shame derives itself from unknown loins ?
But mine, and mine I loved, and mine I praised,
And mjne that I was proud on; mine so much,
That I myself was to myself not mine, .
Valuing of her ; why, she—O, sheis fallen
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea
Hath drops too few to wash her qJean dgain.

Innocence discovered by the Countenance.

I have mark'd .
A thousand blushing apparitions start,
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ;
And in her eye there hath appeard a fire,
'To burn ghe eryors that thesé princes hold
Agajnst her maiden truth.

Resolutidn.

I know not : if they spefk but truth of her,
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her* honour,
The proudest of thém shall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet so dried this bleod of mine,
* Lascivious. % Disposition o®things. + Sullied.
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Nor, #ze so eat up rhy invention,

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means,
Nor my bad difé reft me so much of {riends,
But they shall find, awaked in, such a kind,
Both strength of limb, and polidy of mind,
Ability in means, and choice of friends,

To quit mé of them throughly.

The Desire of beloved Objects heightened §y their Loss.

Forit so falls out,

That what we have we prize not to the worth,

Whiles* we enjoy it ; but being,lack’d and lost,

Why then we rack + ‘the value ; ®hen we find

The virtue, that possession would not show us

Whiles it was ours :—so will it fare with Claudio

When he shall hear she died upon t his words,

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep

Into his'study of jmagination :

Andeevery lovely grgan of her life

Shall ¢ome apparell’d in npore precious habit,
-“More moving-delisate, and full of life,

Into the eye and .prospect of his soul,

"Phat®hen she lived indeed.

Talking Braggarts.
'But manhood is melted into courtesies,§ valour into
compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and

trim ones too: he is now as valiant as Hercules, that
ouly tells a lie, and swears it.

Act V.
' [
Counsel of no Weight in Misery.
I pray thee, ceage thy counsel,
Which falls into mine ears as profitless
As water in a siéve ; give not me counsel;
* While. 1+ Over’rav.. 1 By. § Ceremony.



Muck Ado About Nothing. 69

.NOr let no comforter delight mine ear,
Byt such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine.
Bring me a father t}yrt so loved his phlld
Whose joy of her is bverwhelm’d like rhine,
And bid him spekk, of phtience ;
Measure hi§ woe the length and breadth of mine,
And let it answer’every strain for strain ;
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such,
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form,

~If such a one will smile, and stroke his beatd ;
Cry—sorrow, wag ! and hem, when he should groan }
Patch grief with prgverbs; make misfortune drunk
With candle-wastess ; bring hitn yet to me,
And I of him will gather patience.
But there is no such man : for, brother, men
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief
Which, they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it,
Their counsel turns to passion, wlnch befort
Would give preceptial medicine to rage,
Fetter strong madness in,a silken thread
Charm ache with air, and agony with Words ;
No, no ; ’tis all men’s office to speak patience
"T'o those that wring under the load of sorrow 3
But no man’s virtue, nor sutficiency,
To be so moral, when he shall endure
The like himself : therefore give me no counsel.
My griefs cry louder than advertisement.

Satire on the Stoic® Philosophers.
I, pray thee, peace : I will be flesh and blood ¢
For there veas never et philpsopher
That could endure the togthrache patiently;
However they have writ the style of gods,
And made a pish gt chance and,sufferance.
Talking Braggarts;
Hold you content : What man ! I know them, yea,
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And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple ;
Sczimgling, out-facing, fashion-mong’ring boys,
That lie, and cag, and flout, degrave and slander, . .
Go anticly, and show outward Hideousness,
And speak off half a dozen dingergus words,
How they might hurt their en(;mies, if they durst, -
Ard this is all. . ‘
Villain to be noted.

Which is the villain? Let me see hif eyes;
That when I note another man like him,
I may avoid him

Daybreatk.

The wolves have prey’d ; and lodk, the gentle day,
Before the wheels of Pheebus, round about
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray.

TAMING OF THE SHREW.
INDUCTION.
Hounds.
THY hounds shall make the‘welkin answer them,
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth.
ﬁaz’ntz’ng.
Dost thou love pictures ? we will fetch thee straight
Adonis painted by a running brook ;
And Cytheria all in sedges hid ;
Which seem to move and wanton with her hreath,
Even as the waving sedges play with wind.

Acr 1.
Woman's Tongue.

Think you, a littk: din can daunt mine ears?
Have I not in my time heard lions roar ?
Have I not heard the sea, puff’d up with winds,
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Rage like an angry boar, chafeg with sweat ?

Have I not heard great ordnance in the field,

And heaven’ s«rtillgry thunder in the skies ?

Havt I not im a pitthed battle heard

Loud ’larums, neighirfg Steeds, and trumpets’ clang?
“nd do you tell me 6f a woman’s tongue ;

That gives not half*so great a blow to the ear.

As will a chestnut in a farmer's fire?

Act III

A mad Wedding.

When the priest
Should 8sk—if Katherine should be his wife,
Ay, by gogs-wouns, quoth he ; and swore so loud,
That, all amazed, the priest let fall the book :
And, as he stoop’d again to take it up,
The thad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a cuff
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest.
Now take them up, quoth he, if any list.
Zra. What said the wench when he,arose again ?
Gre. Trembled and €hook ; fot why, he stamp’d aad
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. [swore,
But after many ceremoniessdone,
He calls for wine : A4 /Acalth, quoth he ; as if
Hc had been abroad carousing to his mates
After a storm : quaff’d off the muscadel, *
And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face !
Having?no osher reason,—
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly,
And seem’d to ask Bim sops as he was drinking.
This done, he took the Bride about the nwek,
And kiss'd her lips with such a clamorous’ smack,
That, at the parting, all the charch did echo. .

. * Tt was a custom for the company present to drink wine imme-
diately after the marriage ceremony.
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« Acr IV.

The Mind alone valuable.
e, . v .
For ‘tis tht: mind that makestthe body rich ;
And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds,
So honour peereth * in the meahest habit.
What! is the jay more preciots than the lark,
Because his feathers 4re more beautiful ?
Or is the adder better than the eel,
Because his painted skin contents the eye?
* 0, no, good Kate : neither art thou the worse
For this poor fufniture and mean array.
Acr V.
The TVife's Duty to her Husband.

Fie, fie! unknit that threatening unkind brow ;
And dart not scornful glances from those eycs.
To wound thy.logd, thy king, thy governor:

It béets thy beauty, as frost bites the meads :
Confoynds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds ;
And in no sense £ meet, og amiable.

A woman moved-is like a fountain troubled,
Muddy, ijl-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ;
"And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty

Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper,
Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that carcs for thee,
And for thy maintenante ; commits his bogdy

To painful labour, both by sca and land ;

To watch the night in gtormsgthe day iw cold,
While thou liest warm at xome, securc and safe ;
Antd craves no other tribute at thy hands,

But love, fair looks: and true obedience ;—

Too little payment for so great a debt.

* Appeareth.
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§>u<.h duty as the subjcct owés the prince,

Even such a woman oweth to her husband ;

And ‘when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour,
And not obedlent to his honest will,

What is she but a ﬁ)ul contending rebel,

And graceless traitor'te her loving lord ?—

I am ashamed that women are so simple _

To offer war where they should kneel for veace!
Or seek for ygle, supremacy, and sway,

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey.
Wl]y are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth,
Unapt to toil and troublc in the wof'ld

But that our soft copdmons * and our hearts
Should wéll agre¢ with our external parts ?

TEMPEST.
Act L.
An usurping Substitute compared to Ity.

THAT now he was
The ivy, which had hid iy princely trunk,
And suck’d my verdure out on’t.

Ariel’s Description of mEnaging the Sidril.

I boarded the king’s ship ; now on the beak,
Now in the waist, the deck, in every- cabin,
I flamed amazement ; sometimes I'd divide,
And burn in many places ; on the top-mast,
The yards, and’ bowsprit would I flame distinctly,
Then meet, and join ; Jove's hghtnm"s the precursors
O’ the dreadful thunder-ch,ps more momentary’
And sight- outrunmng were not : the fire, and cracks
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptdne
Seem’d to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble,

* Gentle tempers.
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Yea, his dread trldent shake R—

——Not a soul’

But felt a feveg of the mad, and play'd

Some ‘tricks“of desperation : all but mariners '
Plunged in the foaming bfine, and quit the vessel,
Then all afire with me : the Ring’s son, Ferdinand,
With hair up-staring (then like reéds, not hair),
Was the first man that leap’d ; cried, e/ is emply,
And all the devils are here.

Prospero reproving Ariel.

Thou dost; &nd think’st
It much to tread the ooze of th.e salt deep ;
To run upon the sharp wind of the north
To do me business in the veins of the earth
When it is baked with frost.

Caliban’s Curses.

Cal' As w1ckg,\d dew as e’er my mother brush’d
With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen,
Drop on yoy,both ! a south-west blow on ye,
And blister you all o'er! [cramps,
Pro. For this; be sure, to- -night thou shalt have
Lide’ytitches that shall pen thy breath up; urchins *
Shall, for that vast of mﬂht that they may work,
All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch’d
As thick as honeycombs, each pinch more stinging
Than bees that made them.
Cal. I must eat my 'dinner.
This island’s mine, by Sycorax my mother,
Which thou takest from me.» When thou camest first
'I.‘hou gfrok’dst me, and enad’st much of me; wouldst
* , give me
Water with berrieg in’t ; and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less,

* Fairics.
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That burn by day and night : ang then I loved thee,
And show’d thee all the qualities o’ the isle,

“Fhe fresh springs, bripe pits, barren vlace, and fertile ;
Cursel be I that did'so —All the charms

Of Sycorax, toads, ‘bgefles, bats, light on you !

Por I am all’the subjects that you have,

Which first was mine own king : and herg you sty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me

The rest of the island.

Clibar’s Exullation after Prospero tells him he sought to
violate the Honour of his {hild.

O he, O ho!—wbuld it had,been done !
Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else
Tlus isle with Calibans.

Music.
Whe.re should this music be? 1 the air, or the
earth? .
It sounds no more : and sure it w&its upon
Some god of the island. Slttm‘" on a bank,
Weeping agam the king my father’s wieek,
This music crept by me*upon the waters ;
Allaying both their fury and my passion,
With its sweet air.
Ariel’s Song.
Full fathom five thy father lies ;
Of his bones are coral made ;
Those are pearls, that vrere his eyes :
Frothill?g of him that doth fade,
But dath suffer a,sea change
Into something rich :;nq strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell :
Hark ! now I hear them,—ding-dong, bélL

A Lover's Speech.
My spirits, as in a dream are-all bound up.
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‘VIy fathers loss, the weakness which I fecl
The ‘wreck of all my friends, or this man’s threats,
To whom I am subdued, are but hght to me,
Might'I but' through my prisorf once ,a day
Behold this maid : all corfiers else o' the earth
Let liberty make use of : 'spat;e' enough

Have I in such a prison.

Acr IL
Description of Ferdinand's Swimming ashore.

I saw him beat the surges under him,
And ride upon their backs ; he.trod the water,
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasteg
The surge most swoln that met him : his bold head
’Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke
To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis how’d,
As stoobing to, reheve him : I not doubt
He came, alive to land.

Slesp.

Do not omit th¢ heavy offer of it :
It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth,
It is ascomforter. o

- A fine Aposiopesis.

They fell together all, as by consent ;
They dropp’d as by a thunder-stroke. What might,
Worthy Sebastian ?—O, what might >~—No more :
Angl yet, methinks, I see it in thy face,
What thou shouldst be: the oncasion spgaks thee ;
My strong imagination §ers a crown [and
Dfopping upon thy head.

Celiban’s Curses.

All the infections that the sun sucks up |
From bogs, fens, ﬂats, on Prosper fall, and make him
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By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me,
And yet I needs must curse. But they’ll nor pmch
anht me with *urchin ‘shows, pitch e j’ the mire,
Nor lead me like a firebrand in the dark

Out of my way, unless 11& bid them ; but

Fbr every trifle are, they set upon me :

Sometime like apes, that moe * and chatter at me,
And after, bite me ; then like hedgehogs, which
Lie tumbling®in my bare-foot way, and mount
&heir pricks at my footfall ; sometime am I

All wound with adders, who, with clpven tongues,
Do hiss me into madness :—Lo! now! lo!

Here comws a spmt of his ; and to torment me,
For bringing wood in slowly ; Tl fall flat -
Perchance he will not mind me.

Satire on English Curiosily.

Were I in England now (as once I was),sand had
But this fish painted, not a holiday fol there  but would
give a piece of silver ; there yould this monster make a
man ; any strange beast there makes,a nfan : wiien thoy
will not give a doit to relitve a lamg: beggar, they will
lay out ten to see a dead Indian.

Calibar’s Promises.

I'll show thee the best springs; I'll pluck thee
berries ; '
Il fish for thee, and get thee wood enough.
A plagueaipon the tyrant that I serve !
VIl bear him no more sticks, but follow thee,
Thou wondrbus man.
I pr'y thee, let me bring th®e swhere crabs gaow ;
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nhts :
Show thee a jay’s nest, and instruect thee how
To snare the nimble marmozet ; I'll bring thee

* Make mouths.



78 Beauntics of 'S/za,éspeare.

To clustermtr ﬁlberds, and sometimes I’ll get thee
Young sea-mells * from the rock

AcT III.'
Ferdinand,

There be some sports are ‘painful ; but their labour
‘Pelight ir them sets, off : some kinds of baseness
Are nobly undergone, and most poor matters
Point to rich ends. This my mean tatk would be
As heavy to me, as ’tis odious ; but
The mistress, which I serve, quickens what’s dead,
And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is
Ten times more gentle than het father’s arabb’d ;
And be’s composed of harshness. I must remove
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up,
Upon a sore injunction. My sweet mistress
Weeps when she sees me work ; and says Such base-
Had n&'er like qxecutor. I forget : [ness
But,these sweet thoughts do cven refresh my labours ;
Most busy-less, when I de it.

Enter Mirandd ; and Pxospero, at a distance.

Mgra. Alas, now ! pray you,
Workenow so hard : I would the lightning had
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin’d to pile !
Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this burns,
“T'will weep for having wearied you. My father
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself;
He's safe for these three hours.

Fer., O most dear mxstress,
Thessun will set, befort I shall discharge
What Ie&nust strive to do. :

Miga. If you'll sit down,
I'll bear your logs ¢he while : pray give me that ;
I'll carry it to thg pile.

* Sea-gulls,
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Fer. No, pmcious creature ;
I had rather crack my sinews, break my back,
Titan you should.such.dishonour undergy,
While 1 sit lazy ‘by. | R

Mira. A : It would become me
As*well as it does’ypu : and I should do it
With much more ease’; for my good will i¢ to it,
And yours against.

Pro. Poor worm ! thou art infected ;
“Phis visitation shows it.
Mira. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble mistress ; 'tis fresh morning with mc
When you are by at fight. I do beseech you,
{Chiefly, that I might set it in your prayers,)

What is your name ?

Mira. Miranda :-——O my father,
I have bioke your hest * to say so !
Fer. Adgpired Miranda !

Indeced the top of admiration ; worth

What's dearest to the worldt!  Iull many a lady
I have eyed with best regzrd ; and tnany a time
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtueg
Have I liked several women ; never any

With so full soul, but some defect in her

Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed, T
And put it to the foil : But you,«O you,

So perfect,.and so peerless, are created

Of every creature’s best.

Mira. _ I do not know
One of my sex: no woman’s face rememberg,
Save, from my glass, my own ; nor have I seé¢n.
More that I may call. men, than ygu, good friend,
And my dear father : how features are abroad,

Command, + Owned.
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I am Sklll less of ~but, by my modesty,
(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish
Any companion in the world but ydu ;
Nor can imagination form a shape,
Besides yourself, to like of : but I prattle
Something too wildly, and my father’s precepts
Therein forget.
Fer. I am, in my condition,
A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king;
(I would, not so !) and would no more endure
This wooden stavery, than I would suffer
The flesh-fly blow my mouth.-#~Hear my soul speak :
—The very instant that I saw you, did
My heart fly to your service ; there resides,
To make me slave to it; and, for vour sake,
Am I this patient log-man.
Mira. Do you love me?
Fer. O heavan, O carth, bear witness to this sound
And crbwn what I profess with kind event,
If T speak,true; if holldwly, invert
What best is boltied me, te mischief! I,
Beyond all limit of what clse * i’ the world,
‘Do leva, prize, honour you.

Mira. . I am a fool,
To weep at what I am glad of.
Pro. Fair encounter

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace
On that which breeds between them!
v Fer. Wherefore weep you 2,
Mira. At mine un\c'orthmess, that darc not oﬂcr
dVhat & desire to give ; ‘and much less take,
What 1 shall die to want.  But this is trifling ;
And all the moreit seeks to hide itself,
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning,

* (Whatsoever,
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And prompt me, plain and holy-innocence !
I am, your wife, if you will marry me !

¥ not, ‘I'll die Your maid ; to be your f:llow .
You may deny me ! but {ll be your servant,
Whether you will: orwnp.

Fer. My mistress, dearest,
And I thus humble ever.
Mira. My husband then?

Fer. Ay, %ith a heart as willing
As bondage e’cr of freedom : here’s my hmd
Mira. And mine, with my heart in’t: and now
Till half an hour hence. [farewell
Ler. A thousand ! thousand !

A Guilty Conscience.
O, it is monstrous ! monstrous !
Methopght, the billows spoke and*told me of it ;
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder,
That deep and dreadful organ-pip€, prohounced
The name of Prosper.

Continence before Marriage.

If thou dost break her virgin knot before
All sanctimonious ceremonies may
With full and holy rite be minmister'd,
No sweet aspersion * shall the heavens let fall
To make.this contract grow ; but barren hate,
bour—eyed disdain, and discord, shall bestrew
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly,
That you shall hate it boths .

A Lowcr's Protestation.
As I hope
For quiet days, fair issue, and long 'ife,
‘ * Sprinklirg.
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Wlth such love as 'fis now ; the murkiest den,
The most opportune place, the strongest suggestion,
Our worser gemus can, shall never peelt
Mine honour into lust; to take away:-
The edge of that day’s cel'ebratlon,
When I shall think, or Phoebus steeds are founder'd,
Or night kept chain’q below.
Passion oo strong for Vows.

Look, thou be true ; do not give dalliance
Too much the rein; the strongest oaths are straw
To the fire i’ the blood ; be more abstemious,

Or else, good night, your vow. :

Vanity o Human Nature.

These our actors,

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and
Are melted into 2ir, into thin air:
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision,
The cloud-capp’¢ towers, the gorgeous palaces,
The®olémn temples, the great globe itself ;
Yea, all which it mhent shall dissolve ;
And, like this insubstantialepageant faded,*
Leave not a rack + behind. We are such stuft
As dreams are made of, and our little life
Is rounded with a sleep.

Drunkards enchanted by Ariel.

I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking ;
So full of valour, that they smote the air
Far breathing in their faces ; beat tife grotind
For kissing of their i'(.et yet always bepding
Towards their pro;ect Then I beat my tabor,

A whu{ﬁ, like unback’d colts, they prick’d their cars,
Advaticed their eyelids, lifted up their noses,
* Vanished. '
+ A body of clouds+#n motion; but it is most probable that the

author wrote frack.
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As they smelt music; so I charm’d the1r ears,
That, calflike, they my lowing follow'd through -
JFooth’d briers, sharp furzes, prickinggoss, and thorns,
Whiclr enter'd their frail shins : at last I left tilem
T the filthy mantled podl beyond your cell,.
There dancing up to tht chins.
Lightness of Fpot.

Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may not

Hear a footfadl.

Act V.
Zzars.

His tears run dowa his beard; like winter’s drops

From eaves * of rceds.
Compassion and Clemency superior to Revenge.

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself,
One of their kind, that relish all as gharply,
Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thca aré?
Though with their high wroiags I am strugk to the quick,
Yet, with my nobler reasgn, ’gainst®my fury,
Do I take part: the rarer action is -
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitgnt,
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend
Not a frown further.

Fairies and Magic.

Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and groves,
And ye, that on,the sands with printless foot
100 chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him
When he corhes back ;*you demi-puppets, that
By moonshine do the green*sour ringlets mae,
Whereof the ewe not bites; and you, whose bastithe
Is to make midnight-mushrooms j that rejoice
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid

* Thatch.
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. (Weak masters though you be) I have bedimm’a

Thé noon-tide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds,
And 'twixt the green sea and the azpred vault -
Set roaring war ; to the dread rattling thunder
Have [ given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak
With his own bolt: the strong-based promontory
Tave I made shake; and by the spurs pluck’d up
The pine and cedar: graves at my command
Have waked their sleepers ; oped and "zt them forth
By my so potent art.
Senses refurning.

The charm dissolves apace,
And as the morning steals upon the night
Mclting the darkness, so their rising senses
Begin tp chase the ignorant fumes that mantle
Their clearer reason.—O my good Gonzalo,
My true preserver, and a loyal sir
'To him thou follpw’st: I will pay thy graces
Home, both in word and deed.—Most cruelly
Didst thou, :\lonzo, use 1ae and my daughter ;
Thy brother was a furthergy in the act :— [blood,
Thou’rt pinch’d for't now, Sebastian.—Flesh and
7ou brother ming, that entertain’d ambition,
Expell'd remorse * and nature ; who, with Sebastian,
(Whose inward pinchies therefore are most strong,)
Would here have kill'd our king : I do forgive thee,
Unnatural though thou art! Their understanding
Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide
Will shortly fill the reasonable shores,
That now lie foul and mudd;. Not one of them,
That ygt looks on me; or would know me.

Ariel’s Song.
Where the bee sucks, there suck 1,
In a cowslip’s bell I lie;
# Pity, or tenderness of heart.
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There I couch when owlis do ery.,
On, the bat’s back I do fly,
After ‘summefy merrily :
.Memly, merrily, shall I liye now,
Under the bl_ossom t]\a; hangs on the bough.

TWELFTH NIGHT.
Act L
Music.
&r music be the food of love, play on,
Give me excess of it : that surfeiting,
The appetite may sieken, and so die,
That straia again ; % had a dying fall
Q, it came o’er my ear like the sweet south,
That breathes upon a bank of violets,
Stealing, and giving odour.
“ Natural Apfection allicd 1o Love.
O, she, that hath a heart of that fne frame,
To pay this debt of love but to a brother,
How will she love, when the rich golden, shafts
Hath kill'd the flock of all affectiols clse
‘That live in her : when liver, brain; and heart,
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, andsfill'd
(Her sweet perfections) with one self king !
Escape from Danger.
[ saw your brother, '
Most provident in peril, bind himself
(Courageand hope both teaching him the practice)
J'o a strong mast that lived upon the sea ;
Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back,
I saw him hold acquaintanée with the wavey
So long as I could see.
A beautiful Bo.
Dear lad, belicve it ;
For they shall yet belie thy bpypy years
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That say, thou art @ man : Diana’s lip
Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe
Is, as, the maiden’s organ, shrill and*sound,
And all is semblative a woman’s part.
Determined, fove.

O/i. Why, what would you?

Fio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate,
And call upon my soul within the house ;
Write loyal cantons * of contemned love,
And sing them loud even in the dead of night ;
Holla your name to the reverbrate + hills,
And make the babbling gossip ‘of the air
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you should not rest,
Between the elements of air and earth,
But you should pxt) me.

Acrt IL
Disguisc.

Disgyise, I sce, thou art a wickedness,
Wherein the pregnant  ¢nemy does much.
How easy s it fqr the proper false §
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms !
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ;
For, such as we are made of, such we be.

True Love.

Come hither, boy ; if ever thou shalt love,
In the sweet pangs of it remember me :
For, such as I am, all true lovers are ;
Unstaid and skittish in all motions ¢lse,
Save in the constant image ef the creagure
That i is beloved.

The | Voman should be youngest in Love.

Téo old, by hegven : let still the woman take

An elder than herself ; so wears she to him,

* (Cantos, verses. + Fchoing.
1 Dextrous, ready fiends _ % Fair deceiver.
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"So sways she level in her husbapd’s heart.
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves,

@ur fancies aremore, giddy and unfism,
More longing,*wavering, sooner lost and won,
Than women’s are.

CharacteX of an Old Song.
Mark it, Cesario ; it is old &nd plain: "
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun,
And the free maids, that weave their thread with bones.*
Do use to chaunt it: it is silly sooth,t
And dallies with the innocence of Pove,
Like the old age.}.
Song.
Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid ;
.. Fly away, fly away, breathy
I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck ait with yew,
O, prepare it ; '
My part of death no one so true
Did share it.

Not a flower, not a tlower sweet,
On my black coffin let there be strown ;
Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown.
A thousand thousands sighs to save,
Lay me, O, where
Sad true lover never find my grave
To wegp there.
ConceakedsLove.

She never told her love,
But let concealment, like a womn 1* the bud,
Feed on her damask cheek : she pined in thought ;
* ].ace-makers. + Simple truth, 1 Times of simplicity.
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And, with a green and yellow melancholy,
She sat like patiencé on a monument,
Smiling at grief,

Act ‘111.
Jester.

‘This fellow’s wise enough to play the fool ;
And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit ;
He must observe their mood on whom ke jests,
The quality of persons and the time ;
And, like the haggard,* check at every feather
‘That comes before his eye. This is a practice,
As full of labour as a’ wise man’d art :
For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit;
But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit.

Unsowshit Love.

Cesario, by the rcses of the spring,
By mmdhood hoypour, truth, and everything,
1 love thee so, that maugre t all th) pride,
Nor wit, nor reason can nfy passion hide.
Do not utort thy teasons from this clause,
For, that 1 woo, thou therefore hast no cause ;
Prat, rather, reason thus, with reason fettor:
Love sought is good, but given unsougit is better.

— e
TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.
Act L

Love commended and censurcd.
YET writers say, as in the sweciest bud
The eating canker dwel's, so eating love
Inhabits in the finest wits of all.
And writers say, as #he most forward bud
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow,
* A hawk not well trained. + In spite of.
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Even so by love the young and tender wit
Is turn’d to folly ; blastmg in the bud,
L’osmg his verdyre even in the prime,
And all the faig effects of future hopes.

Love frowgrd and disscmbling.

Maids, in modesty s\y Mo to that
Which they would have the prefferer construe 4 ye.
Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love,
That, like a testy babe will scratch the nurse ;
And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod !
Advantage of Travelling.
He cannot be a perfect man,
Not being tried and tutor'd in the world ;
Iixperience is by industry achieved,
And perfected by the swift courseof time.
~ Lowve compared to an Apri? day.
O, how this spring of love rescmbdeth .
The uncertain glory of an April day-;
Which now hows all the beauty of thg sun,
And b :d«by a cloud takes M1 away !

————a

Au II
Humorous Description of a Man in Love.

Marry, by these special marks: First, you have
learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreath your arms like a
malecontent ; to relish a love-song, like a robin-red-
breast ; to walk alpne, like one that had the pestilence ;
to sigh, like a school-boy that had lost his A, B, C% to
weep, like a young wench®that had buried her grandam ;
to fast, like one that takes diec ;% to watch, like one that
fears robbing ; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hallow-
mass.t  You were wont, when you laughed, to crow likg
a cock ; when you walked, to walk like one of the

* Under a regimen. + Allhallowmas.
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¥ons ; when yau fasted, it was presently after dinner;
when' you looked sadly, it was for want of money : and
now yoy are metumorphosed with a mistress, ‘that, whan
I look on you, I can hardly think you my maste.

An accomplished yowryg Gentleman.

His years but young, but Lis éxperience old ;
His head unmellow’d, but his judgment ripe ;
And, in a word (for far behind his wogth
Come all the praises that I now bestow),

He is complete in feature, and in mind,
With all good grace to grace a_gentleman.

Contempt of Love punished.

I have done penance for contemning love ;
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d me
With bitter fasty ith penitential groans,

With gightly tears, and daily heart-sore siglts,
For, in revengeeof my contempt of love,

Lote hiith-chased sleep from my enthralled eyes,
And snadegthem watchets of mine own heart's sorrow.
'O, gentle Proted, Love's ¢, mighty lord,

Ang hath so hymbled me, as, I confess,

"There it no woe to his correction,

Nor, to his service, no such joy on carth!

Now, no discourse, except it be of love ;

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and slcep,
Upon the very naked name of love.

Love compared to a waxert Imdse.
For now my love ig thaw'el ;
\Vhlch like a waxen ;m.a.gc gamst a fire,
*Bears mo impression of the thing it was.
Love increassd by Attempts lo suppress it.

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love,
Thou wouldst as spop go kindle fire with snow,
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'As seek to quench the fire of love with words.

Lue._1 do not seek to quench your love’s hot fire
But qualify the'fire’s extreme rage,

Lest it should *burn abovg the bounds of reason.

Jul. The more thoy damm’st * it up, the more it
The current, that wit}l\gentle murmur glides, [burns;
Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage ;
But, when his fair course is not hindered,

He makes sweet music with the enamell’'d stones,
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge

He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ;

And so by many wihding nookg he strays,
With wilang sport, %o the wild ocean.

Then let me go, and hinder not my course ;
I'll be as patient as a gentle stream,

And make a pastime of each weayy step,

Tiil th® last step hath brought m&o my love ;
And there I'll rest, as, after much gurmoil,

A blessed soul doth in Elysium.

A faithful and constant Lotey.

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles;
His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ;
His tears pure messengers sent from his heart ;
His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth.

Acr III.
Prsents prevail with Woman.
Win her with gifts, 4f she jespect not words ;
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind,
More than quick words do move a woman’s minel.
A Eover's Banisiment.

And why not death, rather thansliving torment ?
* (Closeste + Trouble.
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-To die, is to he banish'd from myself;
And Silvia is myself: banish’d from her,
Is self from self; a deadly banishment ;
What light is 1ight if Silvia be not seen ?
What joy is joy, if Silvia be no; by ?
Unless it be to think that she :s by,
And feed upon the shadow of perfection.
Except I be by Silvia in the night,
There is no music in the nightingale ; *
Unless 1 look on Silvia in the day,
There is no day for me to look upon.

Beauty petitioning in vain.

Ay, ay ; and she hath offer’d to the doo:n,
(Which unreversed, stands in effectual force),
A sea of melting pear], which some call tears :
Those at her fathar s churlish feet she tender'd ;
With them, upon her knees, her humble self ;
Wringing her hards, whose whiteness so became them
As if buf now they waxed pale for woe ;

.But neither :nded knees, purc hands held up,
Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears,
Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire.

¢ Hope.
Hope is a lover’s staff ; walk hence with that,

And manage it .against despairing thoughts.

Love compared lo a Figure on Ice.
This weak impress of love is as a figure,
Trench'd * in ice ; which with an hour's heat
Dissolves to water, and doth dose his form.
< TAree Things in bdn disliked by Females.
*The best way is to slander Valentine
With falschood, cowardice, and poor descent ;
Three things that women highly hold in hate.
& Cut.
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The Power of Poetry with Femalcs.

. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty

"Y'ou sgcnﬁce your tears, your sighs, your hear’:
-Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears
Moist it again, and fryme some feeling line,
That may dlscover.su\n integrity :—
For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poet’s sinews :
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones,
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans
¢‘orsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands.

Act 1V
The Potoer of Action.

At that time I made her weep a-good, *
For I did play a lamentable part
Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioning
For Theseus’ perjury, and unjust flight:
Which I so lively acted with my tears, _
That my poor mistress, mgved therewithal,
W ept bitterly ; and, “ould I mighj be dead,
If I in thought felt not hér \cry sorrow ! !

A(.T V
A Lover in Solitude.

How use doth breed a habit in a man !

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods,
I better bwook than flourishing peopled towns.
Klere can I sit alone, unseen of any,
'And, to the flightingal®s conmlaining notes,
Tune my distresses, and record t my woes.

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast,
Leave not the mansion so long temantless ;
Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall,

. * In good earnest. t+ Sing.
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And leave no memory of what it was !
Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ;
Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlomn swain!
Love unreturned.
‘What dangerous action stéo it-next to death,
Would I not undergo for onqual_m ‘look ?
O, ’tis the curse in lqve, and still approved,
When women cannot love where they're beloved.
Infidelity in a Friend.
Who should be trusted now, when one’s right hand
Is perjured to the bosom? Proteus,
I am sorry I must never trust thee more,
But count the world a stranger for thy sakKe.
The private wound is deepest.
Repentance.
Who by repet.iance is not satisfied,
Is nor®of heavexz‘ nor earth.
Inconstancy in Man.
O keavep ¢ were man '
‘But constant, he'were perfect : that one error
Fillg him with faults.
————
WINTER'S TALE.
Acr L.
Youthful Innocence.
WE were, fair queen,
T%Wo lads, that thought there was no more behind,
But such a day to-mosrow ad to-day, -
And tasbe boy eternal.
We ydre as twinn’d lambs, that did frisk i’ the sun,
And bleat the one at the other: what we changed,
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not

* Felt. experienced.
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“The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor,dream’d

That any did : had we pursued that life,

And our ‘weak spirits ne’er been higher rear'd |

Jith stronger blood, we should have answer'd Heaven
Boldly Mtguzlly “the'i 1mposmon clear'd

Htreditary ours.*

Fondness of a Father for his Child.

Leon. Are you so fond of your young prmce as we
Do seem to be of ours?

Pol. If at home, sir,
He's all my exercise, my mirth, my atter :
Now my sworn frlena, and thensmine enemy :
My parasife, my soldier, statesman, all :
He makes a July’s day short as December ;
And, with his varying childness, cures in me
Thoughts that would thick my bION.

SJealousy.

Is whispering nothing?
I leaning check to cheek ? ds meeting noses?
Kissing with inside lip? stopping the cafeer
Of laughter with a sigh? (a note infallible
Of breaking honesty) : horsing foot 6n foot ?
Skulking in corners ? wishing clocks more swift ?
Hours, minutes ? noon, midnight? and all eyes blind,
With the pin and web t but theirs, theirs only,
That-would unseen be wicked? is this nothing ?
Why, then. the w orld, and all that’s in't, is nothing ;
The covering sKy is nothing ; Bohemia nothing :
.My wife is nething ; nar notlying have these nothmgs,
If this be nothing.

Regicides detestable.

To do this deed, *
Promotion follows ; if I could fmd gxample

- Setting aside origipal sin. *.Disorders of the eye.
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Of thousands, that-had struck anointed kmﬂs,

And ﬂoumh’d after, I'd not do’t : but smce

Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchmetit, bears not oli€,”
Let villany itself forswear’t. | '

Act I{X _
~ Knoroledge sometimes hurtful.
There may be in the cup
A spider * steep’d, and one may drink ; depart,
And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge
Is not infectede: but if one present
The abhorr'd ingredient to his‘eye, make known
How he hath drank, he cracks his gorge,*his sides,
With violent hefts.+

Floguence o) silent Innocence.

’

The silence «ften of pure innocence

Persu&des, whce speaking fails.
Exposing an Infant.

Come op, poor babe :*
-Some powerful dpirit instrycts the kites and ravens,
To be thy nurses ! Wolves and bears, they say,
‘Castingstheir savagengss aside, have done
Like offices of pity.

Act IIL
Innocence.

Innocence shall make
Tfalse accusation blush, and tyranny
Tremble at patience.

Despair of Pardon.
Bat, O thou tyrant !
Do not repent these things; for they are heavier

# Upiders were esteemed poisonous in our authot’s time.
t Heavings
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Thdn all thy woes can stir: therefore betake thee
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees,

Ten fhrousand ygars together, naked,sfasting,
Uporr a barren, mountain, and still winter

In storm perpetual; could*not move the gods

Lo look that way thd1*wert.

Description of a Ghost appdhring in a Dream.

I have hedrd (but not believed) the spirits of the
dead

May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother
Appear'd to me last®night ; for pe’er was dream
So like asvaking. To me comes a creature,
Sometimes her head on one side, some another ;
I never saw a vessel of like sorrow,
So fill’d, and so becoming ; in ptse white robes,
Like v@ry sanctity, she did approac
My cabin where I lay: thrice bow’d before me ;
And, gasping to begin some specch, her-eyes
Became two spouts : the thry spent, aiqn
Did this break from her ; Good ANMigonus,
Since jfate, against thy better disposition,
Llath made thy person for theghrower-out
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath,—
Places remote enough are in Bohemia,
There wecp, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe
1s connted lost for ever, Perdita,
1 priytheexall’t ; for this ungentle dusiness,
Jut on thee by my lord, thou né'er shalt sce
Thy wife Peulina mor® :—and so, with shrieks,
She melted into air.  Affrighted much,
I did in time collect myself ; and thought
This was so, and no slumber. I¥reams are toys:
Yet for this once, yea superstitiously,

I will be squared by this.
H



08 Beauties of "Shakspeare.

Tte Infant exposed.

*Poor wretch, '
That, for thy ‘nother’s fault, ‘art/thus exposéd
To Xoss, and what may follow !—-Weep I cannot, .
But my-heart bleeds : and rnost accursed am I,
To be by oath enjoin’d to ths. —'—Fa.tewell
The day frowns moje and more ; thou.art like to have
A lullaby too rough.

A Clown's Description of a Whreck.

T would you did but see how it chafes, how it rages,
how it takes up*the shore! but that’s not to the point.
O, the most piteous ary of the pdor souls ! sometimes to*
see 'em, and not to see ’em; now the ship boring the
moon with her main-mast; and anon swallowed with
yest and froth, as you’d thrust a cork into a hogshead.
And then for the lrad service,—to see how the bear tore
out his ghoulder-bone ; how he cried to me for help, and
said his name wad Antigonus, a nobleman.—But to mabe
an effd of the ship: to see how the sea flap-dragoned*
it :—but, firegty how the po'or souls roared, and the sea

*miocked them ; and how therpoor gentleman roared, and
the bear mocked. him, both roaring louder than the sea
. ,or weather.

“Actr 1IV.

A Garland for Old Men.
Reverend sirs,
For you there’s rosemary and rue ; ‘these' keep
Seeming and savour f, all the winter long :
Grace a.nd remembr:mce be to you both
And welcome to our shearing !

WNature and Art.

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient,—
* Swallowed. + kaeness and smell.
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Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth

Of trembling winter,—the fairest flowers o’ the séason
Are out ‘carnatieps, and streak’d gillyflowers,

‘Whiclt some call nature’s bastards ; of that kind,

Our rustic garden’s ‘barfen”; and I care not -

To get slips of them.

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden,
Do you neglect them ?
Per. For* I have heard it said,

There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares
With great creating nature.

Pil. Say, there be ;
Yet naturg is made Better by no mean,
But nature makes that mean : so, o’er that art,
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art
‘That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry
A gentler scion to the wildest stock:
And make concetve a bark of baser kind
By bud of nobler race ; this is anart
Which does mend nature,—s-change it rather; but
The art itself is nature.

A Gariand jfor Middle-agéd Men.

I'll not put
The dibble + in earth to set one slip of them :
No more than, were I painted, I would wish
This- youth should say, ’twere well ; and only there-

fore

Desire to breed by me.—Here’s flowers for you :
-Hot lavenden, mints, savory, garjoram;
‘The marigold that goes to bed with the suny
And with him rises weeping ; these are flowors
Of middle summer, gnd, I think, they are given
‘To men of middle age.

* Because that. t+ A tgol to set plants.

fe
/s
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A Gariand for Young Men.

Cam. 1 should leave grazing, werg I of your flock,
And ‘only live by gazing.
Per. Out,alag !
You’d be so lean that blasts' /f January
Would blow you through/and through—Now, my
fairest friend,
I would I had some flowers o’ the spring, that might
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours :
That wear upon your virgin branches yet
Your maidenhéads growing :—O Proserpina,
For the flowers now, that fright=d, thou lett’st fall
From Dis’s* waggon ! daffodils,
That come before the swallow dares, and take
The winds of March with beauty ; violets dim,
But sweeter thyff the lids of Juno’s eycs.
Or Cstherea’s breath ; pale primroses,
That die lmmo}ncd ere they can behold
Brlght Phécbus in his strength, a malady
Most inciddnt tg maids : bold oxlips, and
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds,
The flower-de-luce being one ! 'O, these I lack,
To mafe you garlands of ; and, my sweet friend,
To strew him o'er and o'er.

A Lover's Commendation.

What you do,

Still betters what is done.  When you speak, sweet,
['d have you do it ever : when you smg,

I'd have you buy and sell s0; so give'alms;
Pray su; and, for the ordering your affairs,
To sing thcm too ; when you do dance, I wish you
A wave o’ the sef, that you meght ever do
Nothing but that - move still, still so, and own

#* Pluto.
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No other function. Each your doing -

So singular in each particular,

Ctowns what yda are-doing in the present deeds,
That all your atts are quegns.

Trie Love,

He says, he loves my daughtgr ;
1 think so too ; for never gazed the moon
Upon the wafer, as he'll stand, and read
A\s 'twere, my daughter’s eyes : and, to be plain,
I think there is not half a kiss to chqose
Who loves another best.

Presents lightly regarded by real Lovers.

Pol. How now, fair shepherd?
Your heart is full of something, thnt does take
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when 1 wag young,
And handed love, as you do, I was®vont
To load my she with knacks : I would have rarSack’'d
The pedlar’s silken treasury, and have peur'd it
"To her acceptance ; you have let Him go,
And nothing marted * with him ; if your lass
Interpretation should abuse, and call this
Your lack of love or bounty ; you were straited
For a reply, at least, if you make a care
Of happy holding her. .

. Old sir, T know
She prizesnot such trifles as these are :
‘The gifts she looks from me, are pack’d and lockd
"Up in my hehrt ; whicft I have given already,
But not deliverd.—O, hear me breathe my dife
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem,
Hath sometime loved ; I take thy hand, this hand,
As soft as dove’s down, and as white as it;

* Bought, traffjcked. & gut to difficulties.
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Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow
That's bolted * by the northern blasts twice, p'er.

Ae Father the best Guest at his Son's Nuptials.
Pol. Methinks, a father
Is, at the nuptials of his son; a guest
That best becomes the table. . Pray you, once more :
Is not your father gfown incapable
Of reasonable affairs ? is he not stupid,
With age, and altering rheums ? can he speak ? hear?
Know man from man? dispute his own estate ? +
Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing,
But what he did being childishe
Flo. No, good sir ;
He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed,
Than most have of his age.
Lol. 4 By my white beard,
You offer him, If this be so, a wrong
Something unfilhl. Reason, my son,
Should ¢hoose himself a wife ; but as good reason,
The father (il whose joy is nothing else
But fair posterity&, should hold some counsel
In sich a business.
Rural Simplicity.
I was not much afeard: for once or twice
I was about to speak ; and tell him plainly,
The self-same sun, that shines upon his court, -.
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but
Leoks on alike. '
Love cemented by Prosperity, byt loosened by A rlwrsitj'.-
¢ Prosperity’s the very bond of love ;
Whose éresh complexion and whose heart together
Afflicfion alters.

, ‘thfe sieve used to separate flour from bran is called a bolting-
cloth.

+ Talk over his affairs,
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Acr V.

“Wonderpprocegding from suddem Joy.

“LHere was speech in their dumbness, language in their
very gesture ; they looked, ,as they had heard of a world
ransomed, or one destroyed A notable passion of won-
der appeared in them ; but the wisgst beholder, that knew
no more but seeing, could not say, if the importance *
were joy or sorrow ; but in the extremity of the one it
inut needs be.

A Statue.

What wgs he that ¥id make it*?>—See, my lord,
Would you not deem it breathed?P—and that thosc veins
Did verily bear blood ?

Fol. Masterly done :

The very life seems warm upon hei-dip.

Lecon. The fixture of her eye has potion ind +

As { we are mock’d with art.

Still, methinks,

There is an air comes from her. What fine chisel
Could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me,
For I will kiss her.

A Widow compared to a Turtle.

I, an old Turtle,
Will wing me to some wither'd bough, and there
My mate, that’s never to be found again,
Lament till I am lost.

* The thing imported.
+ /.. Though her eye be fixed, it seems to have mgtion in §.
1 Asif.



THE BEA]TIES-OF SHAKSPEARE,,

PART IL—HISTORICAL PLAYS,.

CHRONOLOGICALL& ARRANGED.

KING JOHN.
Act L.
“Neww TitlesE

Goobp den * Sir Richard,— God-a-mercy-fellow ;—
And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter :
For new-made hopour doth forget men’s names ;
"Tis too rcspccVét + and too sociable,

For ydur conveysion. Now, your traveller,—
He and his_ tooth-pick at my worship’s mess ;
And when my knightly stomach is sufficed,
Why then ! suckemy teeth and catechize

My picked men of countries ; § My dear sir
{Th§ lganing on ming elbow, I begin),

1 shall bescech you—That is question now ;

And then comes answer like an A B C-book ; ||
O sir, says answer, al your best command ;

At your employment : at your service, sir :—

No, sir, says question, 7, sweet sir, af youss :
Axd so, ere answer knows what question would,
(Saving in dialogue of compl&nent;  «

And talking of the Alps and Apennines,

Tke Pycencan, and the river Po),

It draws towards sppper in conclusion so.

# Good evening. + Respectful.
I Change of cdndition. § My travelled fop.
" €atechism,
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—

But this is worshipful society,

And ﬁts the mounting spirit like myself :
For he Is but a*bastard to the time,
“That doth not $mack of observation.

Acr IL
Description of Ehgland.

That pale,that white-faced shore,
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides,
And coops from other lands her islanders,
Even till that Englagd, hedged in w ‘ith the main,
That watgr-walled Pulwark, stilf secure
And confident from foreign purposes,
Even till that utmost corner of the west
Salute thee for her king.

Description of an Englisk Mrmy.

His marches are expedient * to this town,
His forces strong, his soldjers confident.
With him along is come the mothgr-quctn,
An Ate,t stirring him to blood and strife ;
With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain
With them a bastard of the Ring deceased *
And all the unsettled humours of the'land,—
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries,
With. ladies’ faces, and fierce dragons’ spleens,—
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes,
Bcaring their Birthrights proudly on their backs,
To make a hazard of pew fortunes here.
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits,
Than now the English bottoms have waft Per,
Did never float upon the swellmg tide,
To do offence and ‘scath § in Ch¥istendom.

* Immediate, expeditious. + The goddess of revenge.
1 Mischisf
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‘The interruption of, their churlish drums
Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand.
Courage.
By how much unexpected, by so much
We must awake endeavour fer defence ;
For courage mounteth with qrcasion.

A Boaster.

What cracker is this same, that deafs our ears
With this abundance of superfluous breath ?

Description of Victory by the French.

You men of Angigrs, open wide your gates,
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne,in;
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made
Much work for tears in many an English mother,
Whose sons lie sqatter'd on the bleeding ground :
Many a widow’ f husband grov elling lies, *
Coldly embracing the discolourd earth ;

And victory, with little loss, doth play
Upons the dancing bannefs of the French;
Who are at hand? triumphantly display’d,
To gnter conquerors.

Victogy descaibed by the English.

Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells ;
King John, your king:and England’s, doth approach,
Commander of this hot malicious day !

Their armours, that march'd hence so silver bright,
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmea’s blood ;
‘There stuck no plume in any English crest,

That is removed by a Staff of France ; ;

Our cofours do return in thosec same hands
Thatedid display them when we first march’d forth;
And, like a jolly tfoop of huntsmen, come

Our lusty English, all with purpled hands,

Dyed in the dyingglaughter of their foes.
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A complete Lxdy.,

“If lusty love should. go in quest of beauty,

Where should jie find it fairer than in Blanch®

If zealous* love should ge in search of virtue,

Where shoutd he 'find # purer than in Blanch?

If love ambitious sought a match of birth,

Whose veins bound richer blosd than lady Blanch ?
Pswerful Effects of Self-interest.

« Roundedt in the ear

With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil

That broker, that stll breaks the pate of faith ;

That daily break-v8w ; he that’wins of all,

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids ;—

Who having no external thing to lose

But the word maid,—cheats the poor maid of that :

That snooth-faced gentleman tickjng commodlty, 1

—Commodity, the bias of the wor’]

The world, who of itself is peised § well,

Made to run even upon aven ground ;

Till this advantage, this vile drawjng [)fas,

This sway of motion, this commodity,

Makes it take head from all indifferency,

From all direction, purpose, course, mtent

And this same bias, &c.

ACT IIL
A Woman's Fears.
Thou shalt be punish’d for thus frighting me,

For I am sick, and capable || of fears;
Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fehrs;
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears;
A woman, naturally born to fears ;
And though thou now confess, thou didst but jest

* Pious. + Whispered. 1 Interest.
§ Poised, balanced. M Susceptible.
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With my vex’d spirits, I cannot take a truce,
But they will quake and tremble all this day.
Tokens of Gricf.
What dost thou mean Yy shaking of thy head ?
Why dost thou look so sadly‘on my. son ?
What means that hand uponrthat*breast of thine ?
Why holds thine eye ‘that lamentable rheum,
Like a proud river peering * o’er his bqunds ?
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ?
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale,
But this one word, whether thy tale be true.
A Mother's Fonlness for a beautiful Ghild.
If thou, that bidds’t me be content, wert grim,
Ugly, and sland’rous to thy mother’s womb,
Full of unpleasing.blots, and sightless t stains,
Lame, foolish, qooked, swart, prodigious,f -
Patch’d with fouy moles, and eye-offending marks,
I waquld pot_ care, I then would be content ;
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou
Become thy greatcblrth nor deserve a crown.
But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy!
Yatutg apd fortune joip'd to make thee great :
"Of nature’s gifts thou mayst with lilies boast,
And with the half-blown rose.
Grief.
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ;
For grief is proud and makes his owrer steut.
Cowardice and Ferjury.
O*Lymoges ! O Austria! thou dost shame
That blobdy spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward;
Thou dittle valiant, great in villany !
Thou ever strong dhon the stronger side !
Thou fortune’s champion that dost never fight
® Appearing. % Unsightly, « I Portentous.
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‘But when her humorous ladyship is by,
To teach thee safety ; thou art perjured, too,
And 'sooth’st up.greatness. What a bol art thou,
/A ramping foot; to brag, and stamp, and swear,
Upon my party ! « 'Thou cold-blooded slave,
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ?
Been sworn my soldier? biddipg me depend
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ?
And dost thou now fall over to my foes?
‘Thou wear a lion’s hide ! doff * it for shame,
And hang a calf’s skin on those recreant limbs.
Zhe Hor¥ors of a Qonspiracy.

I had a thing to say,—but let it go
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day,
Attended with the pleasures of the world,
Is all too wanton, and too full ofSggwds,+
To glvc me audience.—If the lnldl)“ht bell,
Did, with his iron tongue and braz€n mouth,
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night :*
If this same were a churchyard where wee stand,
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ;
Or if that surly spirit melancholy, -
Had baked thy blood, and made it heavy, thik ;
(Which, else runs tickling up and down the veins,
Making that idiot laughter, keep men’s eyes,
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment,
A passion hateful to my purposes ;)
Or if tha® thowv couldst see me without eyes,
Hear me without thine ears and make reply
Without a tongue, usi‘ng cotceit ¥ alone,
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ;
Then in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour m¥ thoughts :
But, ah, I will not.

* Do off. 1+ Showy ornamgnts. I Conception.
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Apostrophe to Death.
'O amiable, lovely death !
Thoy odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness |
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night,
Thou hate and terror to prospenty, .
And I will kiss thy detestable _bones;;
And put my eye- -balls in thy vaulty brows :
And ring these fingers with thy household worms !
And stop this gap of breath with fulséme dust,
And be a carrion monster like thyself;
Come, grin on:me ; and I will think thou smil’st,
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery’s love,
O, come to me'!

A Mother’'s Ravings.

I am not mad : this hair I tear,is mine ;
My name is Cgnftance ; I was Geffrey's wife :
Young Arthur\ my son, and he is lost :

I am not mad :—1I would to heaven I were !
Fot then, ’tis like I should forget myself :
O, if'I cofié, what gnef should I forget '—
"Preach some phllOSOphy to make me mad,
Ang thou shalt-be canonized, cardinal ;
For, *velng not mad, But sensible of grief,
My reasonable part produces reason
How I may be deliver'd of these woes,
And teaches me to kill or hang myself:

If I were mad, 1 should forget my son ;
Or madly think a babe of clouts wete he?
I'am not mad ; too well, tog well I feel
The different plague Sf each’ calamity.

A Mother's Gricf for the Loss of her Son.

Father cardina} I have heard you say,
That we shall see, and know our friends in heaven:
If that be true,"I shall see my boy again ;
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For, since the birth of Cain, the first male child,
To.him that did but yesterday suspire,*
"Fhere 'was not guch 3 gracioust creature born.
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud, )
And chase the native beality from his cheek,
And he will look as hollow as a ghost ;
As dim and meagre as%n aguc’s fit ;
And so he'll die; and rlsmg 50 again,
When I shal® meet him in the court of heaven
« shall not know him ; therefore never, never,
Must I behold my pretty Arthur mare.
Pand. You hold $oo heinous a respect of grief.
Const. He talks % me that fever had a son.
K. Pki. You are as fond of grief as of your child.
Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child,
Lies in his bed, walks up and doygn with me ;
Puts or his pretty looks, re peats higwords ;
Remembers 1ae of all Lis gracious r)&rts,
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form ;
Then have I reason to besfond of grief.

Despondency.

There’s nothing in thic world can make me joy ;
Lifeis as tedious as a twice-told tale,
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man..

Strength of Deparfing Diseases.

Bcfore the curing of a strong disease,
Even in the ingtant of repair and health,
_The fit is strongest ; evils, that take leave,
On their departure most of all show evil.

Danger takes hold of any Support.

He that stands upon a slippery place,
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up.
*  Breathe, + Craceful.



112 Beauties of Shakspeare.

Act 1IV.

Arthar's pathetic Spéeghes tg Huberr.

Methinks, nobody shauld be sad but I:
Yet, I remember, when I was in*France,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night,
Only for wantonness. By my christendom,
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep,
I should be merry as the day 1s long.

* * * * 2]
Have you theheart? When your head did but ache
I knit my handkerchief about ‘your brows )
(The best I had, a princess \rrought it me,)
And T did never ask it you again :
And with my hand at midnight*held your head ;
And, like the wa.chful minutes to the hour,
Still gnd anon{g:heer’d up the heavy time; "
Saying, What Muck you ? and, Where lies your gricf?,
Or, What good love may I perform for you?
Many a poer man’s son'would have lain still,
And ne’er have *spoke a loving word to you:
Byt you at your sick service had a prince.
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love,
And call it cunning : do, an if you will.
If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill,
Why, then you must.—Will you put out mine eycs?
These eyes that never did, nor never shall,
So much as frown on you? .
* * * * *

Alas, what need you be so boisterous rough ?
I willuot struggle, I will stand stone-still,
For Heaven’s sake, Hubert, let me not be bound!
Nay, hear me, Kubert! drive-these men away,
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ;
1 will not stir, nog wince, nor speak a word,
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Nor’look upon the iron angrily :,

Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgnve you,
Whattver torment you do put me to.

I5 there no remedy ?

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes.
Arth. O Weaven !—tRat there were but a mote in
A grain, a dust, a gnat,"a wand’ nng hair, [yours,

Any annoyance in that precious sense !
Then, feelinggwhat small things are boisterous there,
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.

Perfection admitls of no Addition.
To gild refined gqld, to paintghe lily,
To throw % perfume on the violet,
To smooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light _
To seck the beauteous eye of hea!e) to garnish *

Is wasttiul and ridiculous excess.
* * * * %
In this, the antique and well-noted face
Of plain old form is much Yisfigured ;
And, like a shifted wind unto a sair,
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about ;
Startles and frig,hts consideration ;
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected,
For putting on so new a fashign’d robe.

_ The Countenance of a Murderer.

This is the man should do the bloody deed ;
The image of a*wicked heinous fault
Rives in his gye ; that close aspect of his
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast.

A struggling Conscience.

The colour of the.king doth come and go,

Between his purpose and his conscience,

* Decorate, -
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Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set :
His passion is so ripe it needs must break.

WNews-bearers.

Old men and beldams,,in the streéts
Do prophesy upon it dangerpusly )
Young Arthur’s death is common, in their mouths
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads,
‘And whisper one another in the ear;
And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer’s wrist ;
Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action,
With wrinkled Brows, with nods, with rolling eyes.’
Isaw a smith stand with his hatpmer thus,
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, «
With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news ;
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand,
Standing on slipptrs (which his nimble haste
Had faJsely thn%t upon contrary feet),
Told of a many“housand warlike French,
Tha# were embattled and rank’d in Kent:
Another leayy unwash’d attificer
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death.

Ttee cvil purposes of Kings too servilely executed.

It is the curse of kings to be attended
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant
To break within the bioody house of life ;
And, on the winking of authority,
To understand a law ; to know the me’mm«
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance, it “frowns
Mm;e upon humour than advised respegt.*

o A Villain’s Look and ready Zeal.
. "Hqw oft the sight of means to do ill deeds
Makes deeds ill dene ! Hadst thou not been by,
A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d,
* Deliherate consideration.
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——— — —

Quoted,* and sign’d, to do a deed of shame,

This murder had not come into my mind.

Hadst YHou butshook thy head, or made a pause,
When'1 spake ‘darkly what I purposed ;

Or turn’d an eye qf-doubt tipon my face,

As bid me tell my tale in express words ;

Deep shame had strutksme dumb, made me break off,
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me.

Hypocrisy.
Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes,
For villany is not without such rheum ;+

And he long traded ¢h it makes it seem
Like river} of remorse} and innocency.

Despair.

If thou didst but consent,
To this-.aost cruel act, do but despat,
And if thou want’st a cord, the sma'fest threall
That ever spider twisted from her womb’
Will serve to strangle thee s a rush will be
A beam to hang thee on ; or woulgst thou drown thy-
Put but a little water in a spoon, [self,
And it shall be as all the ocean,
Enough to stifle such a villain' up.

Act V.

A Man in Ters.

Let me wipe off this honourable dew,
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks ;
A -My heart hath melted at a lady’s tcars,

Being an ordinary inundation ;
But lhib effusion of such manly drops,
This shower, blown up by tempesj of the soul,
Startles mine eyes and makes me more amazed

* Observed. + Moisture. I Pity.
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Than had I scen the vaulty top of heaven
Figured quite o’er with burning meteors.

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away this storm*:
Commend these waters to those baby eyes,
That never saw the giant world enraged ;

Nor met with fortune other than ‘at feasts,
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping.

Drums.

Stnl\e up the drums ; and let the tongue of war

Plead for our interest.
* * * -« *

Do but start
An echo with the clamour of thy drum,
And even at hand a drum is ready braced,
That shall reverbtrate all as loud as thine;
Sound,but anolﬁer, and another shall,
As loud as.thint, rattle the welkin’s* ear,
And& mock-the deep-mouth’d thunder.

4pproack of Death.
It is too late ;. the life of all his blood
{s tbuch’d corrUptlbly ; and his pure brain
(Which some suppose' the soul’s frail dwelling-house)
Doth by the idle comments that it makes,
Foretell the ending of mortality.

Madness occasioned by Poison.

Ah, marry, now my soul hath elbpw-room

It would not out at windows, nor at doors.
There is so hot a sumener in my bosort,
“That afl my bowels crumble up to dust :
I'am 4 scribbled form, drawn with a pen
Upon a parchmenxt ; and against this fire

Do I shrink up.

# Sky.
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"Poison’d,—ill-fare ;—dead, forsaok,. cast off :

And none of you will bid the winter come,

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ;

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course
Fhrough my. burr*d bosom ; nor entreat the north
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips,
And comfort me with cold.

Exland invincible if unanimous.

England never did, nor never shall,
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueros,
But when it first di¢help to wqund itself.
Now these her princes are come home again,
Conue the three corners of the world in arms,
And we shall shock them : Naught shall make us rue,
If England to itself do rest but trwe,

KING RICHARD II.
Act L.

Reputation.
THE purest treasure mortal thmes afford,
Is—spotless reputation ; that away, -
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay.

Cowardice.

That which jn mean men we entitle—patience,
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.

L)
Consolation undcr® Banishment.

All places that the eye of heaven visits,
Are to a wise man ports and hapJ)y havens :
Teach thy necessity to reason thus ;

There is no virtue like necessity.
Think not, the king did banista’hee ;
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But thou the king ;* woe doth the heavier sit,

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne.

Go, sny—1I sent thee forth to purcha"se honour,

And not—the king exiled thee: or suppose,
Devouring pestilence hangs.in out alr, ,

And thou art flying to a fresher clime,

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it

To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou com’st ;
Suppose the singing birds, musicians ;

The grass whereon thou tread’st, the presence* strew'd;
The flowers, far ladies ; and thy steps no more
Than a delightful measure, or 4 dance :

For gnarlingt sorrow hath less power to bite

The man that mocks at it, and sets it light.

Thoughts ineffectual to moderate affliction.

O, who can pold a fire in his hand,
By thmkmg on‘the frosty Caucasus ?
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,
By bare impgination of 2 feast ?
Or wallow naked in December’s snow,
By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat?
‘0, ne !sthe apprehenslon of the good
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse :
Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more,
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore.

Popularity.

, Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, #nd Gicen,
Observed his courtship to the common people :—
How he did seem to (Eve into their hearts,

With bﬁmb]e and familiar courtesy ;
What reverence he did throw away on slaves ;
Wooing poor craftsmen with thé craft of smiles,
And patient underbearing of his fortune,

* Presence-chariilet at court. t+ Growling.
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‘As 'twere, to banish their affects with him.
Off-goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ;

P brace of draymen bid—God speed him well,
And had the tribute of his supple knee,

With—Zanks, my" countrymen, my loving friends ;

—*As were our England in reversion his,

And he our subjects” néxt degree in hope.

Acr IIL
England pathetically described.

This royal throne,of kings, this scepter'd isle,
This earth of majesly, this seat®of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise ;

This fortress, built by nature for herself,
Against infection and the hand of war ;
This happy breed of men, this littlefworld ;
This precious stone set in the silvel}sea,
Which serves it in the office of a wall,
Or as a moat defensive to,a house,
Against the envy of less happier Ignds®*

* * * * *
England bound in with the triumphant sea,
Whose rocky shore beats batk the envious siege
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame,
With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds ;
That England, that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself.

Grief.

Each subbtance of a griefshath twenty shadowys,
Which show like grief itself, but are not sos,
¥or sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears}
Divides one thing entire to many objects ;

Like perspectives,* which rightly gazed upon,
* Certain opticgl glasses.
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Show nothing but confusion ; eyed awry,
Distinguish’d form.
Hope deceitful.

I will dcspalr, and be at enmity

With cozening hope ; he is 4 flatterer, -

A parasite, a keeper back of death,

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life,

Which false hope lingers in extremity.
Prognostics of War.

The bay-treeg in our country are all wither’d,
And meteors fright the fixed Ste.rs of heaven :
The pale-faced moon looks bloddy on theeearth,
And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change ;
Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap.

e ———

Act IIL
Apostrophe to England,

A's a long-parted mother with her child
Plays 'fondlywnh her tears, and smiles in meeting ;
So, weeping, smlrmg, greet I thee, my earth,
And,do thee favour with my royal hands.
Feed ot thy sovereigr’s foe, my gentle earth,
Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense ;
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom,
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way ;
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet,
Which with usurping steps do trample theé.
Yield stinging nettles to mine enimies ; 5,
And when they from tHy bosom pluck a flower,
Guard if, I pray thee, with a lurking adder,
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch
Throw death upon®thy sovereigi’s enemies ;
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords ;
This earth shall haxg, ¢ feeling, and these stones
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* Prove armed soldiers, ere her nativq king
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms.

szrr’z'sizzg ufter a dark Night.

Know'st thou not,
That when the searchmg eye of heaven is h1d
Behind the globe, ahd lights the lower world,
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen,
In murders, end in outrage, bloody here ;
But when, from under this terrestrial ball,
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines,
And darts his light through every gu'lty hole,
Then murders, treasvns, and detested sins,
The cloak of night being pluck’d from off their backs,
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ?

Vanity of Power, and Misery qf Kings.

No matter where ; of comfort no ‘}mn speak :
- Let’s talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs ;

Make dust our paper, and w1th rainy eye$
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earthn
Let’s choose executors, and talk of wills ; ;
And yet not so,—for what can we bequeath,
Save our deposed bodics to thwe ground ?

Our lands, our lives and all are Bolingbroke’s,
And nothing can we call our cavn but death,
And that small model of the barren earth
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones.
For heaven’s sake let us sit upon the ground,
And tell sad stories of the death of kings :—
How some have been deposed, some slain in waz ;
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depo&ed
Some poison’d by their wives ; some sleeping’ kill'd 5
All murder'd :—for within the holow crown
That rounds the mortal temples of aking

Leeps death his court : and thega the antic sits,
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Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ;
Allowmg him a breath, a little scene,

To ronarchizé, be fear'd, and. kill with looks ; ;
Infusing him with self and vain conceit,—

As if this flesh, which walls abott our life,

Were brass impregnable ; and humiourd thus
Comes at the last, and witif a little pin

Bores through his castle wall, and-—farewell king !
Cover.your heads, and mock not flesH and blood
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect,
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty.

For you have but mistook me ull this while :

1 live with bread like you, feel ‘want, taste grief,
Need friends : subjected thus,

How can you say to me—1I am a king?

Act V.
Melancholy Stories.
¥n winter’s tedious nights, sit by the fire

Withegood,gld folks ; antd let them tell thee tales
-Of woeful ages, tong ago betid : *
Ang ere thou bid good night, to quit } their gricf,
“Tell¢hwu the lamentgble fall of me,
And send the hearers weeping to their beds.

Public Entry.

York. Then as [ said, the duke, great Bolingbroke,—
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed,
Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know,—
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course,
While all tongues cridd—God save thée, Bolingbroke!
You wbuld have thought the very windows spake,
So naany greedy looks of young and old
Through casemeats darted their desiring eyes
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls,

# Passed. t Be eyen with them.



King Richard 71. 123

With painted imagery,* had said at once,—
Jesu preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke !
‘Whilst he, from“one side to the other’turning, .
Bare-headed, 1éwer than his proud steed’s neck,
Bespake them thus,—7 #hank you, countrymen :
And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along.
Duch. Alas, poor Richard! where rides he the while?
York. Asi n a theatre, the eyes of men,
After a well-graced actor leaves the stage,
Are idly bentt on him that enters next,
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: ,
Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes
Did scow! on Rlch'lrd no man cried, God save him ;
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home :
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ;
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off —
His fack still combating with tears ‘nd smllus,
The badges of his grief and patlencxj.,
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel'd
The hearts of men, they raust perforce have melted,
And barbarism itself have pitied kim.

Violets.
Who are the violets now,
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring?

‘ A Soliloquy in’ Prison.

I have been studying how I may compare
This prison, where I live, unto the world :
And, for becausethe world is populous,
And here is*not a creature hut myself,

I cannot do it ;—yet I'll hammer it out.
My brain I'll prove the female to my soul,
My soul, the father.: and these two beget
A gencration of still breeding thoughts,

* Tapestry hung from the windows., 4 Carelessly turned.
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And thesc same thoughts people this little world :#'
In humours, like the people of this world,
For po thought 1s contented. . A

* * % »
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves,
That they are not the first of forfune’s slaves,
Nor shall not be the last ; Tike silly beggars,
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame,—
That many have, and others must sit there :
And in this thought they find a kind of ease,
Bearing their oivn misfortune on the back
Of such as have before enduretl the like.
Thus play I, in one person, many peopley
And none contented : sometimes am I king,
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar,
And so I am: then crushing penury
Persuades me § was better when a King :
Then am I king’d again : and, by-and-by,
Thiak that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke,
And straight am nothing!—But, whate’er I am,
Nor I, nor any an, that but man is,
With nothing shall be pleased, till he be eased
Withebeing nothing.

KING HENRY IV.—ParT L.
Acr L
Peace after Civil War.
So shaken as we are, S0 wan with care,
Firfd we a time for fnghted peace to pant,
And breathe short-winded accents of new broils
To e commenced in stronds t+ afar remote.
No more the thirsty Erinnys § of this soil

* His own bédy. + Strands, banks of the sea.
1 *Fhe fury of discord.



First Pant of Henry IV 125

—

‘Shall daub her lips with her own children’s blood :
No more shall trenching war channel her fields,
.Ner bruise her flowrets ‘with the armed hoofs
Qf.hostile paces-: those opposéd eyes,

Whlch —like the meteors of a troubled heaven,
Allof one nature, of ohe substance bred,

Did lately meet in the intestine shock

And furious close of civil butchery,

Shall now, in shutual, well-beseeming ranks,
March all one way ; and be no more opposed
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies :

The edge of war, like,an ill-sheathed knlfe,

No more shall cut his master.

King Henry's Character of Percy, and of /is
Son Prince Henry.
w

Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, ang' mak’st me sin

In envy that my lord Northumberlard

Should be the father of so bless’d a son ; .

A son, who is the theme of honour’s tongue ;

Amongst a grove, the very strzughtest plant;

Who is sweet fortune’s minion, and her pride ;

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him,

See riot and dishonour stain the brow

Of my young Harry. '

Prince Henry's Solilogu y..

I know you all, and will awhile uphold
The unyoked humour of your idleness ;
Yet herein wi'l I imitate the spn,
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds
To smother up his beauty from the world,
That, when he please again to be ,Igimself,
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at,
By breaking through the foul and ugly mists
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Of vapours that did seem to strangle him.

If all the year were playing holidays,

To sport wouid be as tedious as to.work ; -

But when they seldom come, they wish’d-for 'come,
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off,
‘And pay the debt I never promised,

By how much better than my word I am,

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopas ;.*
And, like bright metal on a sullen + ground,
My reformatiop, glittering o’er my fault,

Shall show more goodly, and gttract more eyes,
Than that which hath no foil U set it off,

I'll so offend, to make offence a skill ;
Redeeming time when men think least I will.

HotspzA"’:hDem‘iplion of a finical Iop.

Bu‘t, I rcme}nber, when the fight was done,
Wken I was dry with rage and extreme toil,
Breaghless_and faint, leaning upon my sword,
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d,
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reap’d,
Show'd like a stubble land at harvest-home ;

He was perfumed like a milliner ;

And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held

A pouncet-box,} which ever and anon

He gave his nose, and took’t away again ;—
Who, therewith angry, when it next came there,
Took it in snuff:—and still he smiled, and talk'd ;
Apd, as the soldiers hore dead bodies by,

He ca]l'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly,
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse

Betwixt the wing and his nobility.

With many holiday and lady terms

# Lxpectations. 1 Unfruitful. I A box of perfumes.
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He question’d me ; among the resf demand'd
My prisoners, in your majesty’s behalf.
by then, all smartitg with my wounds, Being cold,
To-be so pester'd with a popm_;ay,
Out of my grief + and my, impatience,
Answer’d, neglectingly, I know not what ;
He should, or he should ot ; for he made me mad
To see him shine so brisk, and smell to sweet,
And talk so liRe a waiting gentlewoman
Of guns, and drums, and wounds (God save the mark !
And telling me the sovereign’st thing,on earth
Was parmaceti, for ans inward bruise ;
And that it was great pity, so it was,
That villanous saltpetre should be digg’d
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,
Which many a good tall} fellow had destroy’d
So cowaidly ; and but for these vile guns,
He would himself have been a soldier.

Dangfr.
I'll read you matter deep and dangeroifs ;
As full of peril and adventurous spirit,

As to o’erwalk a current, roaring loud,
On the unsteadfast footing of a’ spear.

Honour.

By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap
To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced moon ;
Or dive into the bottom of the deep,
Where fathom-line could never touch the ground,
And pluck up drowned honout by the locks ;
So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear
Without corrival,§ all her dignities :
But out upon this half faced fellowship ! ||

* A parrot. + Vexation. T Brave.
§ A rival, || Fgigrddship.
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Act II.
Zady Percy's pathetic Speech to” her Hushand.

O, my good lord, why arg you thus alone ?
For what offence have I, this fortiight, been
*A banish’d woman from m$ Harry’s bed ?
Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that takes from thee
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy goldén sleep ?
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth ;
And start so often when thou sitt’st alone ?
Why hast thou lost, the fresh Aood in thy cheeks ;
And given my treasures, and my rights of thee,
"To thick-eyed musing, and cursed melancholy?
In thy faint slumbers, I by thee have watch’d,
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars :
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding stéed ;
Cry, Courage !—to the field ! And thou hast talk’d
Ofssallies and retires ; of trenches, tents,
Of palisadggs, frontiers, *parapets ;
-Of basalisks, of tannon, culverin ;
Of prisoners’ ransom, and of soldiers slain,
'Andsall the currents® of a heady fight.
Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war,
And thus hath so béstirrd theein thy sleep,
That beadst of sweat have stood upon thy brow,
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream ;
And in thy face strange motions haye appear’d,
Such as we see when men restrain their breath
On some great sudder haste. O what portents arc
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, [these?
And T must know it, else he loves me not.

* Occurrences. + Drops.
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Act IIL
Prodigies ridiculed.
T cannot blame him : at fay nativity
The front of heaven was 'full of fiery shapes,
Of burning cressets™*- and at my birth,
The frame and huge foundation of the earth
Shaked like a coward.
Hot. Why, so it would have done
At the same season, if your mother’s cat had
But kltten’d though ypurself had ne’er been born.
* *
steased nature oftentimes breaks forth
In strange eruptions : oft the teeming earth
Is with a kind of colic pinch’d and,vex’d
By the ipprisoning of unruly wind
Within her womb ; which, for enlargement striving,
Shakes the old beldame earth, and topplest down
Steeples and moss-grown topvers.

On miscrable Riymer$.

Marry, and I'm glad ofiit with all my heart ;
I had rather be a kitten, and cry mew,
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers :
I had rather hear a brazen canstick} turn’d,
Or a dry wheel grate on an axle-tree ;
And that would sct my teeth nothing on edge, .
Nothing so much as mincing poetry ;
"Tis like the forced gait of a shuffling nag.

Pucntuality in Bargains.

T'll give thrice so much land
To any well-deserving friend ;
* Lights set cross-ways upon beacons, ang also upon poles,

which were used in processions, &c.
+ Tumbles. 1 Candlesﬁci
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But in the way of bargain, mark ye me,
T'll cavil on thg ninth part of a hair.

‘A Husband sung to S/ez? by lzz,r Wife,

She bids you
Upon the wanton rushes lay you down,
And rest your gentle head npon "her lap,
And she will sing the song that pleaseth you ;
And on your eyelids crown the god of%leep,
Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness :
'Making such djfference betwixt wake and sleep,
Asis the difference betwixt day and night,
The hour before the heavenly-lmrness’d team
Begins his golden progress in the east.

King Henry's pathetic Address to his Son.

Had I so lasish of my presence been,
So coramon-hackney’d in the eyes of men,
So stale and cheap to vulgar company ;
Optnion that did help mg to the crown,
Had ‘still k¥pt loval to possession :*
And left me in reputeless banishment,
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood.
By being seldom seerf, I could not stir,
But like a comet, I was wonder'd at :
That men would tell «their children, Z%is is /e,
Others would say, Wiere i—whick is Bolingbroke ¢
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven,
And dress’d myself in such humility,
That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts,
Ldud shouts and salutations from their mouths,
Even ifl the presence of the crowned king.
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new;
My presence, lik® a robe pontifical,
Neé'er seen, bt wonder'd at ; and so my state,

* True to him tifa¢ Rad then possession of the crown,
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Seldom, but sumptuous, show’d like a feast ;
And won, by rareness, such solemnity,

‘The skipping kmg, he ambled up and down
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin# wits, _
Soon kindled, and 'soon burn’d ; carded his state ;
Mmgled his royalty with capering fools ;

Had his great name profandd with their scorns,
And gave his gountenance, against his name,
To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push °

Of every beardless vain comparative :+

Grew a companion to the common streets,
EnfeofPd ¢ himself ta’ popularity®:

That bemg daily swallow’d by men’s eyes,

They surfeited with honey , and began

To loathe the taste of sweetness, v;.'hercof a little
More than a little, is by much too much.

So, when he had occasion to be seen,

He was but as the cuckoo is in June,

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes,
As, sick and blunted with community,

Afford no extraordinary gaze,

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty,

When it shines seldom in adndiring eyes :

But rather drowsed and hung their eyelids down,
Slept in his face and render’d such aspect

As cloudy men use to their adversaries :

Being with his presence glutted, gorged and full.

Prince Henry's modest Defence of Himself.

God forgive them, that havt so much sway'd
Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me?
1 will redeem all this on Percy’s head,

And, in the closing of some glorio&s day,
Be bold to tell you that I am your san;

* Brushwood. 4 Rival. + Possessed.
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When I will wear a garment all of blood,

And stain my favours in a bloody mask,
Whigh, wash’d away, shall scour my’ shame with it.
And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights,
That this same child of honur and renown,
This gallant Hotspur, this all-prajséd knight,
And your unthought-of Harty chance to meet :
For every honour sitting on his helm,

Would. they were multitudes ; and on thy head
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come
That I shall make this northern youth exchange
His glorious deeds for my indigpities.

Percy is but my factor, good my lord,

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf ;
And I will call him to so strict account,

That he shall rgnder every glory up,

Yea, qven the slightest worship of his time,

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart.
This, in the name of God, I promise here :
The which, 4f he be pleased I shall perform,

I do beseech you: majesty may salve

The long-grown wounds of my intemperance :
‘If not, the end of life ¢ancels all bands ;*

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths,

Ere break the smallest parcelt of this vow.

Acr IV.
A gallant Warrior.

¥ saw young Harry,—with his beaver on,
'His cuiSses+ on his thighs, gallantly arm’d—
Kisedrom the ground like feather'd Mercury,
And vaulted with*such ease intd his seat,
As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds,
# Bonds. 4+ Part. 1 Armour.
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“To turn and wind a fiery Pegasvs,
And witch* the world'with noble horsemanship.

Hotspur's Inmpatience for the Battle.
Let them come,;
They come iike sacrifices in their trim,
And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war,
All hot and bleeding will we offer them :
The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit,
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire,
To hear this rich reprisal is so mgh
And yet not ours :—come, let me take my horse,
Who is tq bear me,like a thunderbolt,
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales :
Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse,
Meet, and ne’er part, till one drop down a corse.—
O that Glendower were come !

Acr V.
Prince Henry's modest Challewe.

Tell your nephew,

The prince of Wales doth join with-all the world
In praise of Henry Percy: by my hopes,—
This present enterprise set off his head,—
I .do not think a braver gentleman, .
More active-valiant, or more valiant-young,
More daring, or more bold, is now alive,
To grace this latter age with noble deeds.
¥or my part; I may speak it to my shame,
I have a truant been to chivilry;
And so I hear he doth account me too:
Yet this before my father's majesty,—
I am content, that he shall take ¢he odds
Of his great name and estimation ;

* Bewitch, chay.s.
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And will, to save the blood on either side,
Try fortune with him in a single fight.

Falstaff’s Catechism.

Well, ’tis no matter ; Honour pricks me on. Yea, but
how if honour prick me off when I come on? how tken?
Car honour set to a leg? Ng@. ‘Oranarm? No. Or
take away the grief of a wound? No. Honour hath no
skill in surgery then? No. What is hot.our? A word.
What is in that word ? Honour. What is that honoyr?
Air. A trim reckoning —Who hath it? He that died
o Wednesday. Doth he feel it No. Doth he hear
it? No. Is it insensible then! Yea, to the dead.
But will it not live with the living? No. Why? Detrac-
tion will not suffer it :—therefore I'll none of it : honour
is a mere escutcheon,* and so ends my catechism.

Life demands Action.

q gentlemen, the time of life is short ;
To spend that shortness basely, were too long,
If lif¢' did ritie ugon a dial’s point,
Still ending at the arrival of an hour.

Prince Henry's pathetic Speech on the Deatl of Holspur.

Brave Pecrcy, fare thee well, great heart !
Ill-weaved ambition, how much art thou shrunk !
When that this body did contain a spirit,
A kingdom for it was too small a bound ;
But now, two paces of the vilest earth
Is room enough :—this earth, that bears thee dead,
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. ' e
1f thou ‘wert sensible of courtesy,
T should not make so dear a show of zeal :—
But: let my favourst hide thy mangled face :

* Painted heraldry in funerals.
+ Scarf with yhich he covers Percy’s face.
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And; even in thy behalf, I'll thank myself

For, doing these fair rites of tenderness.

"Adieu; 4nd take thy praise with thee ¢o heaven :
Thy ignominy'sleep with thee in the grave,

But not remembep’d in thy epitaph.

KING HENRY IV.—Part II
INDUCTION.
Rumour.,

1, FrRoM the orient to the drooping west,
Making the wind m post-horse, still unfold
The acts’commenced on this ball of earth :
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride ;
The which in every language I pronounce,
Stuffing the ears of men with false meports.

I speak of peace, while covert enmity,

Under the smile of safety, wounds the worid :
And who but Rumour, who but only I,

Make fearful musters, and prepared dafence ;

Whilst the big year, swoln with sdme other grief, -

Is thought with child by the stern tyrant war,
And no such matter? Rurnsour is a pipe
Blown by surmises, jealousieg, conjectures ;
And of so easy, and so plain a stop,

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads,
The still-discordant wavering multitude,

Can play upon it.

Act'l.
Contention.

Contention, like a horse ,
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose, ’
And bears down all hefore him.
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Lost Messenger.

"After him came spurring hard,
A gentleman almost forespent * with, speed, ,
That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied horsé :*
He ask’d the way to Chester, and of him
I did demand what news from Shrewsbury.
He told me that rebellion had bad luck,
And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold :
With that, he gave his able horse the head,
And, bending forward, struck his armed heels
Against the parting sides of his poor jade
Up to the rowel-head ; and stdfting so
He seem’d in running to devour the way,'
Staying no longer question.

Mesgenger with ill News.

This man’s lgrow, like to a title-leaf,
Foretélls the nature of a tragic volume :
So looks the strand, whereon the imperious flood
Hath left a witness'd usurpation.t+—
Thou tremBiest s and the whiteness in thy cheek
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand.
&ven sych a man, so t;aint, so spiritless,
So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone,
Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night,
And would have told him half his Troy was burn’d—
I see a strange confession in thine eye :
Thou shak’st thy head, and hold'st it fear or sin
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say 50 :
The tongue offends not that reports his death ;
And he doth sin that doth belic the dead ;
Yot he, “which says the dead is not alive.
Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news
Hath but a losing ‘office ; and his tongue

* Fxhausted. + An attestation of its ravage,
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.Sounds ever after as a sullen bell,
Remember'd knolling a departing’ friend.

Greater Grufv destroy the less.

As the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints,
lee strengthless hinges,*buckle under life,
Impatient of his fit, -breaks like a fire
Out of his keeper’s arms ; even so my limbs,
Weaken’d with grief, being now enraged with grief,
Are thrice themselves : hence therefore, thou nice*
A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, [crutch ;
Must glove this hand : and hence thou sickly quoif,t
Thou art a guard tooswanton forsthe head,
Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit.
Now bind my brows with iron ; and approach
The ragged’st hour that time and spite dare bring,
To frown upon the enraged Northumerland !
Let heaven kiss carth ! Now let not nature’s and
Keep the wild flood confined ! let order die!
And let this world no longer be a stage
To feed contention in a lmgermg act;
But let one spirit of the first-born Cam
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart.being set
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, ’
And darkness be the burier of the dead !

The Fickleness of thé Vulgar.

An habitation giddy and unsure
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart.
O thou fond many ' with what loud applause
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke,
Before he was what thou wouldst have him bg!
- Ard being now trimm’d§ in thine own desires;
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him,
That thou provok’st thyself to cast him up.

* Trifling. t+ Cap. T Multitude. § Dressed,



138 Beaunties of Shakspeare.

Act IIL

Apostrophe to Sleep.
Sleep, genlle sleep,

Nature’s soft nurse, hoy have I frighted thee,
That thou no more wilt wgigh ‘my eyelids down,
And steep my senses in forgetfulness ; ?
Why rather, sleep, liest thou'in smoky cribs,
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee,
And hush’d with buzzing night-flies fo thy slumber ;
Than in the perfumed chambers of the great,
Under the capopies'of costly state,
And Iull'd with sounds of swzetest melody ?
O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile,
In loathsome beds ; and leav’st the kingly couch,
A watch-case, or a common ’larum bell ?
Wilt thou up'onothe high and giddy mast
Seal ~up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his krains
In cradle of the rude i imperious surge ;
Amd in the visitation of the winds,
Who takg the ruffian billows by the top,
Curling their m.onstrous heads, and hanging them
With deafening clamours in the slippery clouds,
Thate with the hurly,* death itself awakes ?
Canst thou, O partial sleep ! give thy repose
To the wet sea-boy, in an hour so rude;
And, in the calmest and most stillest night,
With all appliances, and means to boot,
Deny it to a king ?

ACT IV 7
Z%¢ Character of King Henry V. by his Father.

He is gracious, if he be observed ; t
H‘e hath a tear for pity, and a hand
Open as day for melting charity :
* Noise. t+ Has attention shown him.



Second Part of Henry IV. 139

Yet notwithstanding, being incensed he’s flint ;
As humorous as winter, and as sudden
_ WAs.flaws ¢ongealgd in the spring of day.
His terfiper, therefore, ‘must be well observed :
Chxde him for faults, and d¢ it reverently,
When you perceive his blood inclined to mirth ;
But, being moody, give him line and scope ;
Till that his passions, like a whale on ground,
Confound thernselves with working.

On Fortune.

Will fortune never come with both hands full,
But write her fair words still in foulest letters ?
She either gives a stomach, and no food,—
Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast,
And takes away the stomach,—such are the rich,
That have abundance, and enjoy ivnqt.

Reflections on a Crown.
O polish’d perturbation ! golden care ! -
That keep’st the ports* of sjumber open wide
To many a watchful night! sleep with it now !
Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet,
As he, whose brow, with homely biggint bound,
Snores out the watch of night.* O majesty !
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou- dost sit
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day,
That scalds with safety.
Reflections on Gold.

~ How quickly ‘ature falls into revolt
When gold becomes her objegt !
For this the foolish over-careful fathers
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains avith
Their bones with industry, [care,
For this they have engross’d and piled up '

* Gates. + Cap.
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The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold

For this they have been thoughtful to invest

Their sons with arts and martial eyercises*:

When, like the bee, tolling * from £very flower

The virtuous sweets ;

Our thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with heney,
We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees,

Are murder'd for our pains.

Scene between Prince Henry and his Father.

Come hither to me, Harry :—

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone,
P. Hen. 1 never thought to'near you speak again.
K. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that thought:

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee.

Dost thou so hupger for my empty chair,

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours

Befote thy hour be ripe? O foolish youth !

Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm thee.

Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dighity

s held frém falling with so weak a wind,

That it will quickly drop : my day is dim.

Thou hast stolen that which, after some few hours,

Were thine without oﬂ'ence and, at my death,

Thou hast seal’d up- my expectation :f

Thy life did manifest thou lov’dst me not,

And thou wilt have me die assured of it.

Thou hid’st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts ;

Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart,

To stab at half an hopr of my life.

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour ?

Then, get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself ;

And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear,

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead.

* Taking toll. t+ Confirmed my opinion.



Second Part of Héinry IV, 141

Let all the tears that should bedew,my hearse
Be.drops.of balm to sanctify thy head :

Only compound nie with forgotten dust

Giwve that, which gave thee life, unto the worms.
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees :
For now a time is come, to mock at form,

Harry the Fifth is crown’d’} up vanity !

Down, royal state ! all you sage counsellors, hence !
And to the English court assemble now,

Frbm every region, apes of idleness !

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum :
Have you a ruffian, thijt will sweas, drink, dance,
Revel the night ; rob, murder, and commit

The oldest sins, the newest kind of ways ?

Be happy, he will trouble you no more :

England shall double gild his treble’guilt ;
England shall give him office, honour, might :
&or the fifth Harry from curb’d license plucks
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog

Shall flesh his tooth in every’innocent.

O my poor kingdom, sick with civil bHlows !
When that my care could not withhold thy riots,
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ?

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again,

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants !

P. Hen. O, pardon me, my liege ! but for my tears
The moist impediments unto my speech, [ Aneeling.
I had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke,

Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard
The course of it so far. There is your crown,
And he that wears the crown immortally

‘Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more,

Than as your honour, -and as your renown,

Let me no more from this obedience rise,
(Which my most true and inward-duteous spirit
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Teacheth) this prostrate and exterior bending !
Heaven w1tness with me, when I here came in,
Apd found no course of breath within your ,majesty,
How cold it struck my, heart ! If I do feign,
O let e in my present wildness die ;
And never live to show the incredulous world
The noble change that Iave purposed.
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead,
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you were,)
I spake unto the crown, as having sense,
And thus upbraided it : Z7%e care on thee depending
Hath fed upon the body of my*father ;
Therefore, thou, best of gold, art worst of ¥old,
Other, less fine in carat™ is more precious,
Preserving life in medicine potable : +
But thou, mogt fine, most konour'd, most renown’d,
Hast eat thy bearer up.  Thus, my most royal liege,
Accusmg it, I put it on my head ;
Te try with it,—as with an enemy
That had pefore my fact murder’d my father,—
The quarrel of % true inheritor.
But if it did infect my blood with joy,
Or swell my thoughty to any strain of pride ;
If any rebel or vain spirit of mine
Did with the least affection of a welcome
Give entertainment to the might of it,
Let God for ever keep it from my head !
And make me as the poorest vassal is,
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it !

K. Hen. O my soa !
Heaven put it in thy mind to take it hence,
‘That thou mightst win the more thy father’s love,
Pleadmg so wisely in excuse of it.
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed ;

* Weight, 1 To be taken.
g T
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And hear, I think, the very latest counsel

That éver [ shall breathe. Heaven kngws, my son,
By what,by- pathq, and indirect crook’d ways,

I'meét this crown ; and I myself know well

How troublesome it ‘sat upon my head :

To thee it shall descend with better quiet,

Better opinion, better conffrmation ;

For all the soil§ of the achievement goes

With me into the earth. It seem’d in me

But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand ;
And I had many living to upbraid

My gain of it by their ssistances *

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed,
Wounding supposed peace : all these bold fcars,t
Thou seest with peril I have answerd :

For all my reign hath been but as a sctne

Acting that argument ; and now my death

Thanges the mode § for what in me was purchased,§
Falls upon thee in a more fajrer sort ; ' )
So thou the garland wear’st successiyely.

Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than I could do,
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green,
And all thy friends, which thou'must make thy friends,
Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out ;
By whose fell working I was first advanced,

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear,

To be again displaced ; which to avoid,

I cut them off ; #nd had a purpose now

T8 lead out many to the Holy Land;

Lest rest, and lying still, might make them look
Too near into my state. Therefore, my Harry

Be it thy course to busy giddy minds

With foreign quarrels j that action hence borne out,

* Spot, dirt. + Frights. 1 State of things.
§ Purchase, in Shakspeare, frequensl » means sto/en gouds.
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May waste-the memory of the former days.

More would, I, but my lungs are wasted so,

That strength of speech is utterly ‘denied me.

How I came by the crewn, O God, forgive !

And grant it may with thee in true peace live !
P. Hen. My gracious licge,

You won it, wore it, kept'it, gave it me;

Then plain, and right, must my posgession be ;

Which I, with more than with a common pain,

’Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain.

Act V.

Address of the Chief Justice to King Henry V., whom
Jie had imprisoned.

If the deed were ill,
Be you contented, wearing now the gar]and *
Te have a son set your decrees at nought ;
To pluck down justice {from your awful bench ;
To trip the coutse of law, and blunt the sword
That guards the peace and safety of your person:
Nay, more ; to spurp at your most royal image,
And mock your workings in a second body.+
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours !
Be now the father, and propose a son:
Hear your own dignity so much profaned,
See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted,
Behold yourself so by a son disdain’d ;
And then imagine me taking your part,
And ir your power soft silencing your son.

* Crown.
+ Treat with contempt your acts executed by a representative,



King Henry V. 145

KING HENRY V.,
CHORUS.
Tnvocation to the Muse.

O, FOR a muse of fite, that would ascend

The brightest hedven of invention !

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act,

And monarchs to behold the swelling scene !

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, .
dssume the port of Mars, and, at his heels,

Leash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword, and fire,
Crouch for employment.

Act L.
Consideration.

Consideration like an angel came, -
And whipp’d the offending Adam out of him ;»
Leaving his body as a paradise,
To envelop and contain celestial spirits.

Perfections of King Henwy V.

Hear him but reason in divinity,
And, all admiring, with an inward wish
You would desire the king were made a prelate :
Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs,
You would say,—it hath been all-in-all his study :
List * his discourse of war, and you shall hear
A fearful battle fender’d you in music:
Turn him to any cause of policy,
The Gordian %knot of it he will unloose,
‘Familiar as his garter ; that, when he speaks,
The air, a charter’d libertine, is still,
And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears,
To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences.

* Listen to.
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The Commonwealth of Bees.
"So work the honey bees ;

Creatures, that by a rule in natur®steach
The act of order to a peopled kingdom.
They have a king and officers of sorts : ¥
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home :
'Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad ;
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings,
Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds ;
Which pillage they with merry march bring home :
To the tent royal of their emperor :
Who, busied in his majesty, serveys
The singing masons building roofs of gold ;
The civil t citizens kneading up the honey ;
The poor mechanic porters crowding in
Their heavy huréens at his narrow gate;
The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum,
Delxvenng o'er to executors § pale
Tke lazy yawning drone.

Act II.
CHORUS.
Worlike Spirit.

Now all the youth of England are on fire,
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies ;
Now thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought
Reigns solely in the breast of every man ;
They sell the pasture now, to buy the horse ;
Following the mirror of all Christian kings,
With winged heels, as English Mercuiies.

- For new sits Expectation in the air ;

And hides a sword, from hilts unto the point,
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets,
Promised to Harry and his followers.

* Different degrees.m t+ Sober, grave. T Executioners.



King Henry V. 147

Apostrophe to E; ng(and

O England !—model to thy inward ,greatness,
Like little body*ith @ mighty heart,—
What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do,
Were all thy childrén kind and natural !
Bit see thy fault’! , France hath in thee found out
A nest of hollow bosoms; which he * fills
With treacherous crowns.

Fe earances,
O, how hast thou wilM™ealousy infected

The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ?
Why, so didst thou: Seem they‘grave and learned?
Why, so didst thou: Come they of noble family ?
Why, so didst thou: Seem they religious?

Why, so didst thou : or are they spare in diet;
Free from gross passion, or of mirth or anger ;
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood ;
Garnish’d and deck’d in modest complemient ; +
Not working with the eye, without the ear,

And, but in purged )udgment trustjng neither ?
Such, and so finely bolted, 1 didst thou seem :
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot,

To mark the full-fraught man,"and best indued, §
With some suspicion.

Dame Quickly’s Account of Falstaff’s Death.

’A made a finer end, and went away, an it had been
any christom child;| ’a parted even just between
twelve and one, e’en at turning o’ the tide; for after
I saw him fumble with the shees, and play with flcwers,
and smile upon his fingers’ ends, I knew there was but oife
way ; for his nose was as sharp as a pen, and ’a’Rabbled
of green fields. How -now, sir John? quoth I: what,

* j.e. The King of France. + Accomplishment. 1 Sifted.
§ Endow’d. i A child not more than a month old.
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man ! be of good cheer. So ’a cried out—God, Gdd,
God ! three or four times : now I, to comfort him, bid
him, ’, 'a should not think of God ; Ihoped there was no
need to trouble himself with any sich thoughts yet.
So ’a bade me lay more clothes ‘on his feet: I put my
hand into the bed, and felt them, and they were as cold
as any stone.

King Henry's Character by the Constable of France.

You are too much mistaken in this king :
Question your grace the late ambassadors,—
With what great state he heard their embassy,
How well supplied with noblé counsellors,
How modest in exception,* and, withal, *
How terrible in constant resolution,—

And you shall find his vanities forespent +
Were but thetoutside of the Roman Brutus,
Covering discretion with a coat of folly ;

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots
THat shall first spring, and be most delicate.

Act IIL
CHORUS.

Descriptioncof a Fleet setting Sail.
Suppose, that you have seen,

The well-appointed king at Hampton pier
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet
With silken streamers the young Pheebus fanning,
Play with your fancies ; and in them behold,
Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys climbing :
Hear the shrill whistle, which doth order give
To sotinds confused : behold the threaden sails,
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind,
Diraw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea,
Breasting the lofty surge.

* In making objertions. t,Wasted, exhausted,
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Act IV,
CHORUS.

Description of Night in a Camp.

From camp to camp, through the foul - womb of
The hum of either army stilly* sounds, [night,
That the fix'd sentinels almost receive
The secret whispers of each other’s watch :

TFire answers the ; and through their paly flames
Kach battle sees the other’'s umber'd + face :
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs
Piercing the night’s ddll ear; and from the tents,
The armoyrers, accomphshmg the knights,

With busy hammers closing rivets up,

Give dreadful note of preparation.

The country cocks do crow, the clnc];s do toll,
And the third hour of drowsy morning name.
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul,

The confident and over-lusty } French

Do the lowrated English play at dice ;

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited aight

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp

So tediously away. The poor condemned Epglish,
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate- '

The morning’s danger ; and their gesture sad,
Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats,
Presenteth them ,unto the gazing moon

So many horrid ghosts O, now, who will behold
The royal captain of this ruin’g band,

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent,
Let him cry—Praise and glory on his head!

For forth he goes, and visits all his host ;

Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile ;

* Gently, lowly. + Discoloured by the gleam of the fires,
*f Over-saucy!
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And calls them—brothers, friends, and countrymen.
Upon his royal«ace there is ne note,,
How'dread an army hath enrounded jim ;
Nor doth he dedicate one'jot of colour

Unto the weary and all-watched night :

Bat freshly looks, and overbears 4ttaint,

With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty ;
That every wretch, pining and pale befere,
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks :
A largess universal, like the sun,

His liberal eye doth give to every one,
Thawing cold fear.

Enter Bates, Court, and Williams.

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning
which breaks yonder?

Bates. ‘I think it be: but we have no great cause to
desire the approach of day.

Will. We see yonder the beginning of the day, but, I
think, we shall newer see the end of it. Who goes
there ?

£, Hen., A friend.

Will. Under what captain serve you ?

K. Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham.

Will. A good old commander, and a most kind
gentleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our estate?

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that look
to be washed off the next tide.

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king.

& Hen. No; nor it is not meet he should. For
though I speak it to you, I think the king is but a man,
as ¥am ! the violet smells to him as it doth to me ; the
element shows to him as it doth to me; all his senses
have but human conditions:* his ceremonies laid by,

'# Qualities.
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in his nakedness he appears but a man; and though hls
aﬁ‘ectlons.are higher mounted than ours, yet, when they
stoop, thgy stoop, ‘with the like wing : therefore, when
he*sées reason of fears, as,we do, his fears, out of
doubt, be of the sume «elish as ours are: Yet in
reason, ho man shou,ld possess him with any appear-
ance of fear, lest he, by siaowing it, should dishearten
his army.

Bates. He may show what outward courage he will :
buf} I believe, as cold a night as ’tis, he could wish him-
self in the Thames up to the neck ; and so I would he
were, and I by Lim, aj' all adventures, so we were quit
here.

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience of
the king ; I think, he would not wish himself anywhere
‘but where he is.

Bates. Then, I would he were here alone ; so should
he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men’s lives
saved.

K. Hen. 1 dare say, you love him not so ill. to wish
him here alone ; howsoever you speak this, to feel other,
men’s minds. Methinks, I could not die anywhere so
contented, as in the king’s company ; his czuse bemg
just, and his quarrel honourable.

Wiil. That’s more than we kiiow.

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after ; for we
know enough, if we know we are the king’s subjects ;
if his cause be wrong, our obedience to the king wipes
the crime of it out of us.

« Will. But if the cause be not good, the king himself
hath a heavy reckoning to make ; when all ghose legs,
and arms, and heads, chopped oﬂ' in a battle,sshal} join
together at the latter day, and cry all—We died at such
a place; some, swearing ; some, crying for a surgeon H

* The last day, the day of judgment.



152 Beauties, of Shakspeare.

!,ome, upon their wives left poor behind them ; some,
upon the debts, they owe; some, upon their. children
rawly * left. I am afeard there are few, die well, that die
in battle; for how can they chantably dispose of any-
thing, when blood is their argumént? Now, if these
men do not die well, it will be a, black matter for the
kirig that led them to it, whom to disobey were against
all proportion of subjection.

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent about
merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the impu-
tation of his wickedness, by your rule, should be imposed
upon his father that sent him : dy if a servant under his
master’s command, transporting a sum of* moncy, be
assailed by robbers, and die in many irreconciled iniqui-
ties, you may call the business of the master the author of
the servant’s damenafion.—But this is not so : the king is
not bound to answer the particular endings of his soldiers,
the father of his son, nor the master of his servant; fos
they purpose.not their death, when they purpose their
services. Begides, there is“no king, be his cause never
50 spotless, if it cotie to the arbitrement of swords, can
try it out with all unspotted soldiers. Some, peradven-
ture, haveson them the guilt of premeditated and con-
trived murder ; some, of beguiling virgins with the broken
weals of perjury: some, making the wars their bulwark,
that have before gored the gentle bosom of peace with
pillage and robbery. Now, if these men have defeated
the law, and outrun native punishment,} though they can
outstrip men, they have no wings to fly from God : war
is his beadle, war is his vengeance ; so thdt here men are
puaished, for before-breach of the king’s laws, in now the
king’s quarrel ; where they feared the death, they have
horne life away; and where they would be safe, they
perish : then if they die unprovided, no more is the king

#* Suddenly.  t i Panishment in their native country.
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gu]lty of their damnation, than he was_before guilty of :
those impieties for the which they are noy visited. Every
subjett’s duty is tHe king's ; but every subJects sgul is
hisewn. Therefore should every soldier in the wars do
as every sick man in his bed, wash every mote out of his
conscience : and dying so, death is to him advantage;
or not dying, the time was blessedly lost, wherein such
preparation was gained ; and, in him that escapes, it were
not sin to think, that making God so free an offer, he
let loim outlive that day to see his greatness, and to teach
others how they should prepare.

Will. "Tis certain, eygry man that dies ill, the ill is
upon his own*head, the king is not to answer for it.

The Miseries of Royalty.

O hard condition ! twin-born with greatness,
Subjected to the breath of every fool,
sWhose sense no more can feel but his own rmgmg !
What infinite heart’s ease must kings neglect,
That private men enjoy?
And what have kings, that privates Bave not too,
Save ceremony, save general ceremony ?
And what art thou, thou idol caremony ?
What kind of God art thou, that suff’rest more
Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshippers ?
What are thy rents ? what are thy comings in?
O ceremony, show me but thy worth ;
What is the soul of adoration? *
Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form,
Creating awe and fear in other men?
Wherein thou art less happy being fear'd
Than they in fearing.
What drink’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet, .
But poison’d flattery? O, be sick, grgat greatness,

'® ¢ What is the real worth and intrincje value of adoration ! ”



154 Beauties, of Shakspeare.

" And bid thy’ ceremony give thee cure !
Think’st thou,the fiery fever will go out
With titles blown from adulation ?
Will it give place to flexure and low bending ?
Canst thou, when thou commarid’s_t the beggar’s knee,
Command the health of it? Np, thou proud dream,
That play’st so subtly witly a king’s repose ;
I am a king, that find thee; and I know
Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball,
The sword, the mace, the crown-imperial,
The inter-tissued robe of gold and pearl,
The farced * title running ’for4 the king,
The throne he sits on, nor the tide of poinp
That beats upon the high shores of this world,
No, not all these, thrice gorgeous ceremony,
Not all these &id in bed majestical,
Can gleep so soundly as the wretched slave ;
Who, with a body fill'd, and vacant mind,
Géts him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread ;
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell ;
‘But, like a lack8&y, from the rise to set,
Sweats in the eye of Pheebus, and all night
‘Sleepd' in Elysium ; next day, after dawn,
Doth rise, and help Hyperiont to his horse,
And follows so the ever-running year
With profitable labour, to his grave :
And, but for ceremony, such a wretch,
Winding up days with toil, and nights with sleep,
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king.

‘Dé.rcrzﬁ(z'on of the miserable State of the English Army.

Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones,
Ill-favour’dly become the morning field :

* Farced is stuffdd. The tumid puffy titles with which a king’s
name is introduced. + The sun.



King Henry, V. 155

. Their ragged curtains* poorly are det loese,
Aad our gir shakes them passing scornfully.
‘Big Mags seems, Bankrupt in their beggar'd host,
And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps.
Their horsemen sit tike fixed candlesticks,
With torch-staves in their hand, and their poor jades
Lob down their heads, drepping the hides and hips;’
The gum dowy-roping from their pale-dead eyes ;
And in their pale-dull mouths the gimmal ¥ bit
Ides foul with chew'd grass, still and motionless ;
‘And their executors, the knavish crows,
Fly o’er them all, impatient for their hour.

King Henry's Speech before the Battle of Agincourt.

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when this day % named,
And rouse him at the name of Crispian.
He that shall live this day, and see old age,
Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends,
And say—to-morrow is sairt Crispian :
Then will he strip his sleeve and shew hi§ scars,
And say, these wounds I had on Crispin’s day.
Old men forget ; yet all shall he forgot,
But he’ll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day ; then shall our names,
Familiar in their mouths as hotisehold words,—
Harry ‘the king, Bedford and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster,—
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd.

Description of the Dukeyf York's Death.

He smiled me in the face, raught { me hicshand,
And with a feeble gripe, says,—Dear my lord,
Commend my service 1o my sovereign.

So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s neck
* Colours, » t Ring. T Reached.
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He threw his wounded arm, and kiss’d his lips;
And so, espoused to death, with blood he seal’d

A testament of noble-ending love. -

The pretty and sweet manner of it forced

Those waters from me, which I would have stopp 'd ;
But I had not so much of man in me,

And all my mother came into mine eyes,

And gave me up to tears.

Acr V.
The Miseries of War.

Her vine, the megrry cheeret, of the heart,
Unpruned dies : her hedges even pleach'd,
Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair,

Put forth disorder'd twigs: her fallow leas

The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory,

Doth, root upon ; while that the coulter * rusts,
That should deracinate + such savagery :

Tht even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth
The frecklgd cowslip, burnet, and green clover,
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank,
Conceives by idleness : and nothing teems,

But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs,
Losing both beauty and utility ;

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges,
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness.

KING HENRY VI.—ParT L
Act L
Glory.

GLORY is like a circle in the water,
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself,
Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought.
* Ploughshare. 1+ Tn.deracinate is to force up the roots,
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Actr V.
Marriage.
Marrjage is a fhatter of more worth
‘Fhan to be dealt in by attorneyship.*
« * o ¥ *

For what is wedlock,forced, but a hell,
An age of discord and continual strife ?
Whereas the cgntrary bringeth forth bliss,
And is a pattern of celestial peace.

KING HENRY VI—Pagrr IL
Act 1.

A Resolved and Ambitious Woman.

ForrLow I must, I cannot go before,

While Gloster bears this base and Lureble mind.
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, .
[ would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks,
And smooth my way upon their headless necks :
And, being a woman, I will’not be slack |

To play my part in fortune’s pageani:

God's Goodness cver to be remembered.
Let never day nor night unhallow'd pass,
But still remember what the Lord hath done. .
The Duchess of Gloster's Remonstrance to her Husband
when doing Penance.
< For, whilst I think I am thy married wife,
~And thou a prince, protector of this land,
Methinks, I should not thus be led along,
Mail’'d up in shame,} with papers on my back;
And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice

* By the discretional agency of another.
+ Wrapped up in disgrace ; alluding to the sheet of penance,
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To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet * groans.
The ruthless flinf doth cut my tender feet ;

And, when ¥ start, the envious pepple laugh,
Aad bid me be advistd how I tread.

Act IIL

Silen! Reseptment decpest.
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep ;
And in his simple show he harbours*treason.
A Guilty Countenance.
Upon thy eyeballs murderous tyranny
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world.
Description of @ Murdered Perdon.
See how the blood is settled in his face !
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost,t
Of ashy semlrlarice, meagre, pale, and bloodless,
Being all descended to the labouring heart ;
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death,
Aftracts the same for aidance ’gainst the enemy ;
Which with the heart there cools and ne’er returneth
To blush and btautify the cheek again.
But see, his face is black and full of blood ;
His eYeballs further out than when he lived,
Staring full ghastly like a strangled man :
His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretch’d with struggling ;
His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdued.
Look on the sheets, his hair, you sce, is sticking ;
His well-proportion’d beard made rough and rugged,
Like to the summer’sscorn by tempest lodged.
It canrot be, but he was murder'd here;
‘The Ieast of all these signs were probable.

* Deep -fetched.
+ A body become inanimate in the common course of nature,
to which violence has not brought a timeless end.
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A Good Consciency.

« What stronger breastplate than a heart untainted ?
"Thrice s he arpd that hath his quarrel just ;

And he but naked though leck'd up in steel,

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted.

Reniorseless Hatred.

A plague upon them! wherefore should I curse
_ them ?¥
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan,
1 would invent as bittter-searching terms,
As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, -
Deliver'd strongly through my fixed teeth,
With full as many 51gns of deadly hate,
As lean-faced Envy in her loathsome cave :
My tongue should stumble in mine egrnest words :
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ;
My hair be fix'd on end, as one distract :
Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban:
And even now my burden’d heart would break,
Should I not curse them. Poison he their drink !
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste !
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress treej !
Their chiefest prospect, murdering basilisks !
Their softest touch, as smart as lizards® stings :
Their music, frightful as the sérpent’s hiss :
And boding screech-owls make the concert full !
All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell.
* K * * *
Now, by the-ground that I am banish’d from,
Well could I curse away a winter’s night,
Though standing naked on a mountain top,
Where biting cold would never let grass grow.

Parting Lovers.
And banish’d I am, if but from thee.
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Go, speak not to me ; even now be gone.—

0O, go not yet !—even thus two friends condemn’d

Embrace, and kiss, and take, ten thousand leaves,

Loather a hundred times to part than die.

Yet now, farewell ! and farewell life with thee !
Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banish’d;

Once by the king, and threetimes thrice by thee.

"Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence ;

A wilderness is populous enough,

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company :

For where thou art, there is the world itself,

With every several pleasure i in the world ;

And where thou art not, desolation.

Dying with the Person belaved proferable to Parting.

If T depart, from thee, I cannot live :
And in thy sight to die, what were it else,
But‘like a pleasant slumber in thy lap?
Here could I breathe my soul into the air,
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe,
Dymb with mather’s dug between its lips.

The Death-bed Horrors of a Guilty Conscience.

Bring me unto my trial when you will.
Died he not in his bed? where should he die?
Can I make men live, whe’r they will or no ?—
Oh'! torture me no more, I will confess.— -
Alive again? then show me wherghe s ;
I'll give a thousand pounds to look upon him.—
He hath no eyes, the,dust hath blinded them.—
Comlby, down his hair ; look ! look ! it stands upright,
Like-lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul !—
Give me some drink : and bid the apothecary
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him.
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Acr IV.
, Night.
.Thé& gaudy, tlabbing, and remorseful* day
Is crept into the bosom of the sea;
And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades
That drag the tragi¢ melancholy night ;
Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings
Clip dead meff’s graves, and from their misty jaws
Preathe foul contagious darkness in the air.

Kent,

Kent, in the commentaries Calsar writ,
Is term’d the civil’st place of all this isle :
Sweet is the country, because full of riches ;
The people liberal, valiant, active, ;,vez.xlthy.

Lord Say's Apology for himself.

Justice with favour have I always done ;
Prayers and tears have moved me, gifts could never.
When have I aught exacted at your hands,
Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you ?
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks,
Because my book preferr’d me,to the king :
And—seeing ignorance is the curse of God,
Knowledge the wing wherewith'we fly to heaven,—
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits,
You cannot but forbear to murder me.

—O——

KING HENRY VI—Parr IIL
Act L.

The Transports of a Crown.

Do but think,
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown;

* Pitiful.
M
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‘Within whose circuit is Elysium,
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.
A Hungry Lion.
So looks the pent-up lioh o’er the wretch
That trembles under his devourmg paws ;

And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey ;
And so he comes to rend his limbs asunder.

The Duke of York on the gallant Behiviour of his
Sons.

My sons—God knows what hath bechanced them:
But this I know,—They have d¢mean’d themselves
Like men born to renown, by life or death.'

Three times did Richard make a lane to me;

And thrice cried,—Courage, father ! fight it out!
And full as oft tame Edward to my side,

With parple falchion, painted to the hilt

In blood of those that had encounter’d him :
And*when the hardiest warriors did retire,
‘Richatd cried— Charge! and give no foot of ground!
And cried,—A cown, or else a glorious tomb !

A sceptre, or an earthly sepulc/zre !

With this, we are charged again : but, out, alas !
We bodged* again ; as I have seen a swan

With bootless labour swim against the tide,

And spend her strength with over-matching waves.

A Father's Passion on the Murder of a javourite Child.

~ Q, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman’s hide !
Hcw couldst thou drain the life-blood ¢f the child,
To bid ¢he father wipe his eyes withal,
And vét be seen to bear a woman’s face ?
. Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ;

* i.e. We boggled, made bad or bungling work of our attempt
to rally.



Thivd Part of Henry V1. 163

2

Thou stern, obdurate, ﬂmty, rough, remorseless.
* * *. *
That face of hig the hungry cannibal$ [blood :
Would not have touch’d, would not have stair’d with
‘But you are more mhumaﬁ more inexorable,
O, ten times: more,——than tigers of Hyrcania.
See, ruthless queer, a hapless father’s tears :
This cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my sweet boy,
And I with taars do wash the blood away.
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this:
And if thou tell’st the heavy story right,
Upoh my soul the hearers will shed tears;
Yed, even my foes Will shed fast-falling tears,
And say,-—-Alas, it was a piteous deed !

Act II ,
The Duke of York in Baltle.
Methought he bore him* in the thickest troop,
As doth a lion in a herd of neat ; + '
Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs R
Who having pinch’d a few, and mage them cry,
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him.
Morning
See how the morning opes her golden gates,
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun ! 1
How well resembles it the prime of youth,
Trimm’d like a younker prancing to his love !

The Morning's Dawn.

This battle fares like to the morning’s war,
‘When dying clouds contend Wwith growing light ;
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nallg,
Can neither call it perfect day nor night.

* Demeaned himself. + Neat cattle, cows, oxen, &c.

t Aurora takes for a time her farewell of the sun when she
dismisses him to his diurnal course.
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The Blessings of a Shepherd's Life.

O God ! methinks it were a happy life,
To be no better than a homely swain®;

" To sit upon a hill, as I do now,

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point,
Thereby to see the minutes how they run :

How many make the hour full complete,

How many hours bring about the day,

How many days will finish up the year,

How many years a mortal man may live.
When this is known, then to divide the times :
So many hours must,I tend my flock ;

So many hours must I take my rest;

So many hours must I contemplate ;

So many hours must I sport myself ;

So many days mzy ¢wes have been with young ;
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ;
So many years ere I shall shear the fleece :

So minutes,-hours, days, weeks, months, and years,
“Pass’dc over to the end they were created,

- Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.
Ah, what a life were this! how sweet ! how lovely !
Gives nbt the hawthore bush a sweeter shade
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep,
Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy
To kings that fear their subjects’ treachery !
O yes, it doth ; a thousand fold it doth.
And to conclude,——the shepherd’s homely curds,
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle,
His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade,
+All which secure and sweetly he enjoys,
Is far beyond a prince’s delicates,

- His viands sparkling in a golden cup,
His body couched in a curious bed,
When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him.
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Acr IIIL
. No Stability in a Mob.

Look, as 1 blow this fea'ther from my face,
And as the air blows it to me again,
Obeymg with my wind when I do blow,
And yielding to another’when it blows,
Commandedsalways by the greater gust ;

‘Such is the lightness of you common men.

A Simile on Ambitious Thoughts.
Why, then I do Rut dream op sovereignty ;
Like one that stands upon a promontory,
And spies a far-off shore where he would tread,
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye ;
And chides the sea that sunders Aim from thence,
Saying—he'll lade it dry to have his way.

Gloster’s Deformity.

Why, love forswore me in my mother'’s womb :
And, for I should not deal in her s'oft laws,
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe
To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shruly ;
To make an envious mountath on my back,
Where sits deformity to mock my body ;

To shape my legs of an unequal size ;

To disproportion me in every part,

Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp,
That carries no impression like the dam.
And am I then a man to be beloved ?

Gloster's Dissimulation.

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smife,;
And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart ;
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame my face to all occasions.
T'll drown more sdilors than theé mermaid shall ;
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T'll slay more gazers than the basilisk ;

i play the orator as well as Nestor,.
Decéive more slily than Ulysses could,
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy :

I can add colours to the cameleon ;-
Change shapes with Proteug for advantages,
And set the murd’rous Machiavel to school.
Can I do this, and cannot get a crownt

Act IV.
Henry VI on his own Lenity.

I have not stopp’d mine ears o their demands,
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ;
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds,
My mildness hathtallay’d their swelling griefs,
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears :
I have not been desirous of their wealth,
Nonmuch oppress'd them with great subsidies,
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd.

-

Act V.
ying Speeck of; the Eari of Warwick.

Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend or foe,
And tell me who is vigtor, York or Warwick ?
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows,
My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows,
That I must yield my body to the earth,
And by my fall, the conquest to my foe.
Thas yields the cedar to the axe’s edge)
‘Whose trms gave shelter to the princely eagle,
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept,
Whose top branch over-peer’d Jove’s spreading tree,
And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind.
These eyes, that now are dimm’d with death’s black
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, . |[veil,
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To search the secret treasons of’ vthe world :

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'ds with blood,
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres :

For who lived king, but I*could dig his grave?
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow ?
Lo, now my glory’s smear'd in dust and blood !

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had,

Even now fcgsake me ; and of all my lands,

Is nothing left me but my body’s length.

Queen Margaret's Speech before the Battle of Tewksbury.

Lords, knights, apd gentlemgn, what I should say,
My tear? gainsay ;* for every word I speak,
Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes.
Therefore, no more but this :—Henry, your sovereign,
Is prisoner to the foe; his state dswp’d,
His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain,
His statutes cancell'd, and his treasure spent ;
And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil.
You fight in justice: then in God’s narpe, loxds,
Be valiant, and give signal to the fight.

Omens on the Birth of Richard 111

The owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign ;
The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ;
Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down trees.
The raven rook’d t her on the chimney’s top,
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung.
Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain,
And yet brought forth less than a mother’s hope ;
To wit,—an indigest deformed lump,
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree.
Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast born,
To signify thou camest to bite the world.
* Unsay, deny.
+ To rook signifitd to squat daw or lodge on anything.



168 Beauties of Shakspeare.

KING RICHARD IIL
“Act L
The Duke of Gloster on kis pz‘e/nvDeformz'{y.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ;
Our bruiséd arms hung up for nfonuments ;

Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings,
Our dreadful marches to delightful mtasures.*
Grim-visaged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front :
And now, instead of mounting barbed + steeds,
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,—

He capers nimbly ih a lady’s chamber,

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,

Nor made to cpuct an amorous looking-glass ;

I that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ;

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,
Deform'd, dnfinigh’d, sent before my time

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,
And that so lamely and unfashionable,

That dogs bark at me'as I halt by them ;—

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace,

Have no delight to pass away the time ;

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun,

And descant on mine own deformity ;

And therefore,—since I cannot prove a lover,

To entertain these fair Jwell-spoken days,—

I dm determined to prove a villain,

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.

. Gloster’s Love for Lady Anne.
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears,

* Dances., +.Armed.
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"Shamed their aspects with store of childish drops
These eyes which never shed remorseful * tear,—

No't, when my father York and Edward wept,

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made

When black-faced Clifford shook his sword at him :
Nor when thy’ wailike father, like a child,

Told the sad story of T my father’s death;

And twenty txmes made pause, to sob and weep,
That all the standers—by had wet their cheeks, .

Like trees bedash’d with rain; in that sad time

&y manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;

And what these sorros could nqt thence exhale
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping.
1 never sued to friend nor enemy ;

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing words ;
-Bat now thy beauty is proposed my® fee,

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak.

Gloster’s Praises of his own Person after his successful
Address.

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,}
I do mistake my person all this while :
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myselfto be a marvellous proper man.
T’ll be at charges for a looking-glass ;
And entertain a score or two of tailors,
To study fashions to adorn my body :
Since I am crept in favour with myself,
I will maintain it*with some little cost.

Queen Murgaret's Execrations on Gloster.
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul !
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'sf,
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends !
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine,
* Pitiful. + A smallgFrench coin.
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Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils;
Thou elvish-mark’d abortive, rootirg hog ! -
Thou that was seal’d iy thy nativity

The slave of nature, and the son.of hell !
Thou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb !
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins !
Thou rag of honour! thou detested —

High Birth.
I was born so high,

Our aiery* buildeth in the cedar’s top,
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun.

Gloster's Hypocrisy.

But then I sigh, and, with a piece of.Scripture,
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil :
And thus I clothe my naked villany
‘With old odd ends stolen forth of Holy Writ ;
And seem a saint when most I play the devil.

Clarence’s Dream.
‘What was your dream, my lord? I pray you tell me.
Clar. Methought that I had broken from the Tower,
And was embark’d 'to cross to Burgundy ;
And, in my company, my brother Gloster,
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk
Upon the hatches ; thence we look’d toward England,
And cited up a thousand heavy times,
During the wars of York and Latcaster,
That had befallen us. As we paced along
*Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,
. Methought that Gloster stumbled ; and, in falling
Stiuck me, that thought to stay him, overboard,
Into the tumbling billows of the main.
O Lord ! methought what pain it was to drown !

*# A ¢uwk’s or an eagle’s nest.
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What dreadful noise of water in mine .eafs !

What sights of ugly death within mineveyes !
Methotght I saw a thdusand fearful wrecks ;

A thousand men, that fishes’gnaw’d upon ;
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
Inestimable stones, anvalued jewels,

All scatterd in the bottont of the sea.

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and, in those holes
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept’
.{'As ‘twere in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems,

That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep,

And mock/d the dea® bones that’ lay scatterd by.

Brak. Had you such leisure in the timc of death
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep?

Clar. Methought I had ; and of;en did I strive
To yleld the ghost: but stlll the envious flood
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth
To seek the empty, vast, and wand’ring air,

But smother’d it within my panting bulk,*
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea®

Brak. Awaked you not with this sore agony ?

Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen’d aftet life ;
O, then began the tempest to Iy soul ;

I pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood,

With that grim ferryman which poets write of,
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.

The first that there did greet my stranger soul
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick,
Who cried alpud, What scourge for perjury

Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?
And so he vanish’d. Then came wandering®

A shadow like an angel, with bright hair
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek’d out aloud,
Clarence is come,—false, fleeting, perjured Clarence,—

* Body.
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That stabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury ;—
Seize on him, furm, take him to your torments !
With that, methought, a legion of' foul fiends -
nviron'd me, and howled in miné ears
Such hideous cries, that with fhe very noise,
I trembling waked, and, for a season after,
Could not believe but that I was in hell ;
Such terrible impression made my Qream.
Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you !
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.
Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these things,—
That now give evidence agaigst my soul,—
For Edward’s sake ; and see, how he refjuites me!
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee,
But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds,
Yet execute #ay*wrath on me alone ;
O, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children !

Sorrow.
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours,
Makes tht night morning, and the noon-tide night.

The Cares of Greatness.
Pritices have but ¢heir titles for their glories,
An outward honour for an inward toil :
And, for unfelt imagjnations,
They often feel a world of restless cares :
So that, between their titles and low name,
There's nothing differs but the outyard fame.

A Murderer's Account of Conscience. .
Il not meddle with’ it, it is a dangerous thing, it
Takes # man a coward; a man cannot steal, but it
atcuseth him ; a man cannot swear, but it checks him;
a man cannot lie with his neighbour’s wife, but it detects
him. ’Tis a blushing shame-faced spirit, that mutinies
in a man’s bosom ; itefills one full «of obstacles: it made
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‘me once restore a purse of gold that by chance I found ;
it beggars any man that keeps it; it is tuined out of all
towss and c1tres for a, dangerous thing ; and every man,
that me.ans to live well, endeavours to trust to himself,
and live without it.

Act IIL
Dece.’

Ah, that decei should steal such gentle shapes,

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice !
Submission to Heaven our Duty.

In common worldly things, ’tis call’d ungrateful,
With dull urwillingness to repay a debt,
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ;
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven,
E~=,it requires the royal debt it lent you.

The Duchess of York's Lamentation on the Misfortunes

, of leer Family.

Duch. Accursed and unqulet wrangling days'
How many of you have mine eyes beheld !
My husband lost his life to get the crdwn ;
And often up and down my sons were tost,
For me to joy and weep their gam and loss :
And being seated, and domestic broils
Clean overblown, themselves, the conquerors,
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother,
Blood to blood, self ’gainst self :—O, preposterous
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen ;
Or let me die, to look on death no more!

Act III.
The Vanity of Trust in Man.

- O momentary grace of mortal men,
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God !
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks,
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Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ;
Ready, with evety nod, to tumble down
Into the fat«l bowels of the deep._

Corgtemp;atiafz.
When holy and devout. religious men

Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence,
So sweet is zealous contemplation.

Act IV,

Description of the Murder of the two young Princes in
the Tower.

The tyrannous-and bloodyact is done ;
The most arch deed of piteous massacre
That ever yet this land was guilty of.
Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn
To do this piece of ruthless * butchery,
Albeit they were fleshed villains, bloody dogs,
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion,
Wept like two children, in their death’s sad story.
O Jhus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes—
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another
Within their alabaster innocent arms :
Thetr lips were four ved voses on a stalk,
Whick in their summer beauty kissed each other.
A book of prayers ou their pillow lay ;
Which once, quoth Forrest, almost changed my mind ;
But, O, the devil—there the villain stopp’d ;
When Dighton thus told on,— Wi smotherd
The most replenished sweet work of nature,
«That, from the prime creation, ere she framed.—
Henwe both are gone, with conscience and remorse,
"They could not speak ; and so I left them both,
To bear this tidings to the bloody king.

* Merciless.
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Expedition.
Come,-—I have leam’d that fearful cq;nmentmg
W leadep servxtor to dull delay;
Delay leads impotent and snaxl—paced beggary :
Then fiery expedition be ray wing,
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king !

Queen Margarel’s” Exprobration.

I call’d thee tAen vain flourish of my fortune ;
I call'd thee then poor shadow, painted queen :

fie presentation of but what I was,
The flattering index * of a direful pageant,
One heaved,a-high to Be hurl'd down below :
.A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ;
A dream of what thou wast; a garisht flag
T~ be the aim of every dangerous shot,
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ;
A queen in jest,.only to fill the scene.
Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers,
Where be thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy?,
Who sues, and knecls, and says God gave the queen?
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee?
Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thze ?
Decline all this, and see what now thou art.
For happy wife, a most distressed widow;
For joyful mother, one that wail§ the name ;
For one being sued to, one that humbly sues :
For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ;
For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me ;
For one being fear’d of all, noy fearing one;
For one commanding all, obey’d of none.
Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about,
And left thee but a very prey to time ;

. * Indexes were anciently placed at the beginning of books.
t Flaring.
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‘Having no. more but thought of what thou wert,
To torture thee the more, being what thou art.

Character of King Rickard by his Motkor.
Tetchy* and wayward was thy infancy :
Thy school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and furious ;
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous :
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody.

Acr V.
Hope.
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings,
Kings it makes gdds, and mefner creatures Kings.

A fine Evening.
The weary sun hath made a golden set,
And by the Erigat track of his fiery car,
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.

Daybreak.

*'The silent hours steal on,
And flaky darkness breaks within the east.
" Richmond’s Prayer.

O Thou, whose captain I account myself,
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ;
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath,
That they may crush down with a heavy fall
The usurping helmets of our adversaries !
Make us thy ministers of chastisement,
That we may praise thee in thy victory !
To thee I do commend my watchful soul,
Fre I let fall the windows of mine eyes;
Sleepifig, and waking, O, defend me still !

Rickard starting out of his Dream.
Give me another horse,—bind up my wounds,—
* Touchy, fretful.
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Have mercy, ]esu —Soft ;—TI did, but dream.—
Q coward conscience, how dost thou qﬂhct me !
The hght burns blue.—~It is now dead midnight.
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh.
What, do I fear myself? there’s none else by.
Conscience.

Conscience is but a word that cowards use,

Devised at first, to keep the strong in awe.
Richard’'s Address before the Dattle.

. A thousand hearts are great within my bosom :
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ;
Our ancnent word of Rourage, fai? Saint George,
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons !
Upon them ! Victory sits on our helms.

Richard's Behaviour after ain Alarum.
A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse !
Cafe. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a horse.
K. Rick. Slave, I have set my life upon, a cast,
And I will stand the hazard of the die: |
I think there be six Richmonds in the field ;
Five have I slain to-day instead of him:
A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse !

KING HENRY VIIL

Act L
Anger.
To climb steep hills
Requlres slow pace at first : anger is like
A full hot horse, who beiag allow'd his way,
Self-mettle tires him.
Action to be carried on with Resolution.
If I am
Traduced by ignorant tongues, which neither know
N
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My faculties nor person, yet will be
The chroniclesof ‘my doing,—let me say, .
*Tis but the fate of place, and the reugh brake* .
Thit virtue must go through. We must not stint}
Our necessary actions in thg fear
To cope} malicious censurers ; which' ever
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow
That is new trimm'd ; buf benefit no further
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best,
By sick interpreters, once§ weak ones, is
Not ours, or not allow’d ;|| what worst, as oft,
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up
For our best act.” If we shall §tand still _
In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at
We should take root here where we sit, or sit
State statues qply.
New Customs.

New customs,
Though they be never so ridiculous,
Nay,.let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd.

Acr IL
The<Duke of Buckipgham's Prayer for the King.
May he live
Longer than I have time to tell his years !
Ever beloved, and lovmg, may his rule be,
And, when old time shall lead him to his end,
Goodness and he fill up one monument !
Dependants not to be too much trusted by great Men.
«This from a dying than receive as certain :
Where¢you are liberal of your loves and counsels,
“Be sure you be not loose : for those you make friends,
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive

#® Thicket of thorns. + Retard. 1 Encounter.
§ Sometime, || Approved.
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The least rub in your fortunes, fall away
Like water from ye, never found again
But where they mean $0 sink ye.
A4 Good Wife.
A loss of her,
That, like a jewel, has hurng twenty years
About his neck, yet never,lost her lustre :
Of her that IOY.CS him with that excellence
That angels love good men with ; even of her.
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls,
Will bless the king.
The Blessiggs of a Low Station.
"Tis better to be lowly born,
And range with humble livers in content,
Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief,
Jind wear a golden sorrow.
Queerz Katherine's Speeck to her Husband.
Alas, sir,
In what have I offended you ? what cause
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure,
That thus you should proceed to put me off,
And take your good grace from me? Heaven witness,
I have been to you a true and*humble wife,
At all times to your will conformable :
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike,
Yea, subject to your countenance : glad or sorry,
As I saw it inclined. When was the hour
I ever contradicted your desire,
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your friends
Have I not strove to love, although I knew
He were mine enemy? What friend of mine
That had to him derived your anger, did I
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice
He was from thence discharged ? Sir, call to mind
That I have been your wife, in this obedience,
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Upward of twenty years, and have been blest
With many ckildren by you : if in the course
And process of this time, you can feport,
And prove it too, against mine honour aught,
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty,
Against your sacred person, in God’s name,
“I'urn me away ; and let the foul’st contempt
Shut door upon me, and so give me up
To the sharpest kind of justice.

Queen Katherines Speech fo Cardinal Wolsey.

You are meek and humble-mouth’d ;

You sign your plase and calling in full seeming,*
With meekness and humility : but your Heart
Is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride.
You have by for;une and his highness’ favours,
Gone slightly “o’er low steps ; and now are mouneett
Where powers are your retainers : and your words,
Domestics to you, serve your will as't please
Ydurself pronounce their office. I must tell you,
You'tendec more your person’s honour than
Your high proféssion spiritual.

King Henry's Character of Quecn Katherine.

That man i’ the world, who shall report he has

A better wife, let him in nought be trusted,
For speaking false in that. Thou art, alone,
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness,
Thy meekness, saint-like, wife-like government,—
Obeying in commanding,—and thy parts
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,)t
The queen of earthly"queens.

Acr IIL
Queen Kutherine on her own Meril.

Have I lived thus long—(let me speak myself,
& Appearance. + Speak out thy merits.
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Since virtue finds no friends)—a wife, a-true one ?

A woman (I dare say, without vam-gl'ary) '
'Nevemyet branded with suspicion ? ,
Hive I with all my fuil affections [him?
Still met the king ?' lovéd him next heaven? obey'd
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him? *

Almost forgot my prayers.to content him ?

And am I thug rewarded? ’Tis not well, lords.

Bring me a constant woman to her husband,

Pne that ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his pleasure,
And to that woman, when she has done most,

Yet will I add an howour,—a great patience.

Q;zeen Katherine compared to a Lily.
Like the lily,
That once was mistress of the field, and flourish’d,
'l hang my head and perish.

Obedience to Princes.

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, '
So much they love it; but, to stubborn spirits,
They swell, and grow as terrible asgstorms.

Outward Effects of Horror.

Some strange commotion
Is in his brain ; he bites his lip, and starts ;
Stops on a sudden, looks upoy the ground,
Then lays his finger on his temples ; straight
Springs out into fast gait ;+ then stops again,
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon he casts
His eye against the moon : in most strange postures
We have seen him set himself.

Firm Allegiance
Though perils did
Abound as thick as thought could make them, and
Appear in forms more horrid, yet my duty,
* Served him with superstitious att wation. t Steps.
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As doth a roc¢k against the chiding flood,
Should the approach of this wild river break,
And stand unshaken yours.

External Eﬁ:{: of Anger.

What sudden anger’s this? how have I reap'd it?
He parted frowning from me, 4s'if ruin
Leap’d from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion
Upon the daring huntsman that has g4ll'd him;
Then makes him nothing.

Falling Grea.ness.

Nay then, farewell !
I have touch’d the highest point of all my'greatness :
And, from that full meridian of my glory,
I haste now to my setting : 1 shall fall
Like a bright ekhalation in the evening,
And no man see me more.

The Vicissitudes of Life.

Se farewell to the little good you bear me.
Farewell, a‘long farewell, to all my greatness.
This is the state of man ; to day he puts forth
The tepder leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms,
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him ;
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost ;
And, when he thinks, ‘good easy man, full surely
His greatness is a-ripening,—nips his root,

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured,
Like little wanton boys that swim oh bladders,
These many summers in a sea of glory ;

Bt far beyond my depth my high-blown pride
At len.o'fh broke under me ; and now has left me
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy

Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me.
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye;

I feel my heart neweopen’d : O, how wretched
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Is that poor man that hangs on pxinces’favours !
"Fhere }s,.betmxt that smile we would .a.spn'e to,
“That sweet aspelt of princes, and their ruin,
More pangs and fears than wars or women have :
And when he falls, he fatls like Lucifer,

Never to hope again,

Cardinal Wolsey's Speech to Cromwell.

Cromwell, I*did not think to shed a tear
In all my miseries ; but thou hast forced me -
Dut of thy honest truth to play the woman.
Let’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell ;
And,—when I am fotgotten, as T shall be,
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me more must be heard of,—say I taught thee ;
Say, Wolsey,—that once trod the yays of glory,
And sounded all the depths and shoa{s of honour,
—Found thee a way, out of his wreck to rise in ;
A sure and safe one, though thy master miss’d it.
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me.
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ;
By that sin fell the angels ; how cah man then,
The image of his Maker, hope to win by’t?
Love thyself last: cherish thdse hearts that hate thee.
Corruption wins not more than honesty.
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not :
Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s,
Thy God’s, anll truth’s; then, if thou fall'st, O

Cromwell,

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ;
And,—Pr’ythee, lead me in ;
There take an inventory of all I have,
To the last penny : ’tis the king’s : my robe,
And my integrity to Heaven, is all
I dare now call mjne own. O Cromwell, Cromwell,
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Had I but served, my God with half the zeal
I served my kjng, he would not in mine age ,
Havc left me naked to mine enemits.

Act IV,

Applause,
Such a noise arose
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff éempest,
As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloaks,
(Doublets, I think,) flew up, and had their faces
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy
I never saw befores

HApproaching Death.
My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth,
Willing to leaye their burden : Reach a chair ;—
So,—now, methmks I feel a little ease.

Cardinal Wolsey's Death.

4.t last, with easy roads,* he came to Leicester,
Lodged in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot,
With all his convent honourably received him :
To whom he gave these words,—O fat/er abbot,
"An olif man, broken wvith the storms of state,

Is come 1o lay his weary bones among ye :

Give him a little earth for charity !

So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness
Pursued him still ; and, three nights after this,
About the hour of eight, (which he,himself
Foretold should be his last,) full of repentance,
Continual meditationsy tears, and sorrows,

He gaye his honours to the world again,

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace.

Wolsey's Vices and Virtues.
So may he rest ; his faults lie gently on him!
* By short stages..
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Yeet thus far, Griffith, give me leavg to speak him,
Apd yet with chanty,——-He was a man

- Of an ynbounded:stomach,* ever ranking
Himself with princes ; one that by suggestion
Tied all the kingdom, simony was fair play :
His’own opinion was his law : i’ the presence t
He would say untruths’; ; and be ever double,
Both in his words and meaning ; he was never,
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful :
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ;
But his performance, as he is now, nothing.
Of his own body he was ill, and gave
The clergyill example. .

Grif. Noble madam,
Men’s evil manners live in brass : their virtues
Wg write in water.

* * * * *

This cardinal,

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly
Was fashion’d to ¥ much honour from his cradle,
He was a scholar, and a ripe and goed one;
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading :
Lofty and sour to them that loyed him not ;

But, to those men that sought him, sweet as summer ;
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, '
(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam,

He was most princely. Ever witness for him

Those twins of lgarning that he raised in you,

Ipswich and Oxford ! one§ of which fell with him,
Unwilling to outlive the good,that did it ;

The other, though unfinish’d, yet so famous,

So excellent in art, and still so rising,

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue.

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him :

* Pride. + OFf tha kine + Formed for. § Ipswich.
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For then, and not till then, he felt himself.
And found the blessedness of being little :
And, to add greater honours. to hié age
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. -

Act V.
Malicious Men.

Men that make
Envy and crooked malice nourishment,
Dare bite the best.

A Churchman.

Love and mezkness, lord,
Become a churchman better than ambition ;
Win straying souls with modesty again,
Cast none away.
Inhumanity.
'Tis a cruelty
Tt load a falling man.

Arcloishop Cranmer's Prophecy.
~ Let me speak, sir,

For heaven now bids me ! and the words I utter
Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth.
This royal infant (Heaven still move about her !)
Though in her cradle, yet now promises
Upon thisland a thousand thousand blessings,
Which time shall bring to ripeness; she shall be
(But few now living can behold that goodness)
A\ pattern to all printes living with her,
And 41 that shall succeed : Sheba was never
*Mare covetous of wisdom and fair virtue
Than this pure soul shall be: all princely graces,
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is,
With all the virtugs that attend, the good,
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Shall still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse her ;
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her ;

- %She shall be loved and féard : her own shall bless her ;
Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn,
And hang their heads with sorrow : good grows with
In her days, every man shall eat in safety, [her;
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing
The merry songs of peace 'to all his neighbours :
God shall be truly known ; and those about her,
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour,
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood.
Nor shall this peace gleep with her but as when
The bird of wonder dies, the malden pheenix,
Her ashes new create another heir,
As great in admiration as herself,
Ss shall she leave her blessedness to-one,
(When Heaven shall call her from this cloud of dark-
Who, from the sacred ashes of her honour, [ness,)
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as sheé was, ,
And so stand fix'd : peace, plenty, love, truth, trror,
That were the servants to this chossn infant,
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him;
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shinz,
His honour and the greatness of his name
Shall be, and make new nations : he shall flourish,
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches
To all the plains about him ;—Our children’s children
Shall see this, and bless Heaven.



THE BEAUTIES OF SHAKSPEARE,

PART IIL.—-TRAGEDIES.

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA.
Act 1.

Love the Nobleness of Life.

LLET Rome in Tiber melt! and the wide arch

Of the ranged empire fall ! Here is my space :
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike

Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life

Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, [Embracint.
Anq such 2 twain can do't, in which I bind

On pain oftpunishment, the world to weet,*

We stand up peerless.

Cleo. Excellent falsehood !
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her?—
T’ll seem the fool I am not; Antony
Will be himself.

Ant. But stirrd by Cleopatra—

Antony's Vices and Virtyes.

I must not think, there are
Eyils enough to darken all his goodness :

His faylts, in him, seem as the spots of heaven,
.More Gery by night’s blackness ; hereditary,
Rather than purchased ;t what he cannot change,
Than what he chooses.

* Know. + Procured by his own fault.
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Ces. You are too indulgent ; let us grant, it is not
A;mss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ;
.%o give a'’kingdom for @ mirth ; to sit
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave;
To reel the streets at'noow, and stand the buffet
With knaves that sinell of sweat ; say, this becomes lum,
(As his composure must be rare indeed,
Whom these things cannot “blemish ,) yet must Antony
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear
Sp great weight in his lightness.* If he fill'd
_His vacancy with his voluptuousness,
Full surfeits, and the gryness of hls bones,
Call on him+ for't : but, to confound i such time
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud
As his own state, and ours,—tis to be chid
As.we rate boys ; who, being matuse ‘n knowledge,
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure,
And so rebel to judgment. * * *
Antony,
Leave thy lascivious wassals.§ When thou oncg
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew’st
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought'st against,
Though daintily brought up, with patience more
Than savages could suffer: thou didst drink
The stale || of horses, and the gilded puddlcq
Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then did deign
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ;
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets,
Fhe barks of trees thou browsedst ; on the Alps
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesh,
Which some did die to look on: and all this
(It wounds thine honour that I speak it now)
* Levity. + Visit him. 1 Consume.
§ Feastings; in the old copy it is vaissailes, i.e. vassals.
| Urine. 9 Stagnant, slimy water.
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Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek
' So much as lank’d not.

Cleopatra’s Solicitude on the AbSence of Antony.

O Charmian, )
Where think’st thou he isnow? Stands he or sits he?
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse?
O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony.
Do bravely, horse ! for wot’st thou wdiom thou mov’st ?
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonet* of men.—He’s speaking now,
Or murmuring, Wheres my serpent of old Nile ?
For so he calls me; now I fe€d myself
With most delicious poison :—think on me,
That am with Pheebus’ amorous pinches black,
And wrinkled deep in time! Broad-fronted Ceesar,
When thou wast here above the ground, I was
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ;
There would he anchor his aspect, and die
With looking on his life.

Acr IL
The Vanity of Human Wishes.
We, ignorant of oyrselves,
Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit,
By losing of our prayers. .
Description of Cleopatra sailing down the Cydnus..
" The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne,
. Burn’d on the water: the poop was beaten gold ;
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that .
The winds were love-sick with them : the oarswere silver; .

* A helmet. .
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‘Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made
The water which they beat to follow faster,
.As amorous of thsir strckes. For her’own person
It beggard all description ; she did lie
In her pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tissue,)
O’er picturing that Venus, where we see
The fancy out-work nature: on each side her
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids,
With diverse coiour'd fans, whose wind did seem
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,
And what they undid, did.*
Agr. O, rare for Antony;
Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides,
So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes,
And made their bends adorning ; at the helm
A seeming mermaid steers : the sillier tackle
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands,
That yarely framet the office. From the barge
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense"
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast
Her people out upon her; and Anteny, °
Enthroned in the market-place, did sit alone,
Whistling in the air ; which, but for vacancy,
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,
And make a gap in nature.

Cleopatra’s infinite Power in pleasing.

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale
Her infinite variety : Other women
Cloy th’ appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry
'Where most she satisfies. For vilest things
Become themselves in her.

* Added to the warmth they were intended to diminish.
t Readily perform,
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Zhe-unsettled Humours of Lovers.

Enter Clespatra, Charmian, Iras, and ‘Alexas.

Cleo. Give me some' music ;, music, moody * fodd
Of us that trade in love.
Attend. «The music, ho!

Enter Mardian.

Cleo. Let it alone : let us to billiards :
Come, Charmian.
Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian.
Cleo. As well awoman with an eunuch play’ d,
As with a woman :—come, you'll play with me, sir !
Mar. As well as I can, madam. [too short,
Cleo. And | when good will is show’d, though it come
The actor may plead pardon. T’ll none now:
Give me mine angle,—we’ll to the river: there
My music playing far off, I will betray
"Tawny-finn’d fishes : my bended hook shall pierce
Theéir slimy jaws ; and as I draw them up,
I'll think them every one an Antony,
And say, Ah, ha! you're caught.
Char. "Twas merry, when
You wager’d on your angling ; when your diver
Did hang a salt-fish-on his hook, which he
With fervency drew up.
Cleo. That time !—O times !
I laugh’d him out of patience ; artd that night
I laugh’d him into patience ; and next morn,
Tire the ninth hour, T drunk him to his bed ;
‘I'hentput my tirest and mantles on him, whilst
I wore his sword Philippan.

* Melancholy. + Head-dress.
4
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Act IIIL. ,
-Ambition Jealous of a too Successful Friend.
O Silius, Silius, )
I have done enough : a lower place, note well,
May make too great an act: for learn this, Silius,
Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire
Too high a fame, when hip we serve’s away.
What Octpvia’s Entrance should have been.
Why have you stolen upon us thus ? you come not
Like Cesar’s sister : the wife of Antony
Should have an army for an usher, and
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach,
Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way,
Should have borne men ; and Expectation fainted,
Longing for what it had not : nay, jthe dust
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven,
Raised by your populace troops : but you are come
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented
The ostent * of our love, which left unshown
Is often left unloved : we should have mst you*
By sea and land ; supplying every stage
With an augmented greeting.
Women.
Women are not, )
In their best fortunes, strong ; but want will perjure
The ne’er-touch’d vestal.
Fortune forms our Judgments.
I see, men’s judgments are
A parcel + of their fortunes ; and things outward
Do draw the inward quality after them,
To suffer all alike.
Loyalty.
Mine honesty and I begin to square. §

* Show, token. + .Are of a piece with them. I Quarrel.
0
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‘The loyalty, well held to fools, does make
Our faith mere folly : yet he that can endure
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord,

Does conquer him that did his master conquer,
And earns a place i’ the story.

Wisdom superior to Fortune.
Wisdom and fortune combating together,
If that the former dare but what it can,
No chance may shake it.

Vicious Persons infatuated by Heaven.
When we in our viciousness grow hard,
(O misery on’t!) th& wise gods seel * our eyes
In our own filth ;"drop our clear judgments ; make us
Adore our errors ; laugh at us while we strut,
To our confusion.-

Fury expels Fear.

Now he'll out-stare the hghtnmg To be furious,
Is ty be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood,
The cove will peck the estridge ; + and I see still,

A diminution in vur captain’s brain
Restores his heart. When valour preys on reason,
it eats che sword it fights with.

Act IV.
A Master taking leave of his Servants.

Tend me to-night ;
May be it is the period of your duty:
Haply,} you shall not see me more ; or if,
A man led shadow : perchan ce to-morrow
You'll serve another master. I look on you
As orie that takes his leave. Mine honest friends,
I turn you not away ; but, like a master

# Close up. + Ostrich. I Perhaps.
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Mamed to your good service, stay till death :
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more,
» And the'gods yigld * you for't !
Early'rising the Way to Eminence.
This morning, liKe the spirit of a youth
That means to be qf note, begins betimes.
Antony to Cleopatra, at.his return with Victory.
O thou day,0’ the world,
Chain mine arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire and all,
sThrough proof of harness + to my heart, and there
Ride on the pants triumphing.
Loathed Life:
O sovereign mistress of true melancholy,
The poisonous damp of night disponge 3 upon me;
That life, a very rebel to my will,
May hang no longer on me.
Antony's Despondency.
O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more :
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here
Do we shake hands.—All come to ¢his ;—the hearts
That spaniell’d me at heels, to whom I gave
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets s '
On blossoming Ceesar ; and this pine is bark’d,
That overtopp’d them all.
Departing Greatness.
The soul and body rive § not more in parting,
Than greatness,going off.
Antony's Reflections on his Faded Glory.
Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragonish ;
A vapour, sometime, like a bear or lion,
A towerd citadel, a pendant rock,

* Reward. + Armour of proof.
1 Discharge, as a sponge when squeezed discharges the moistur
it had imbibed. § Split.
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A forked mountain or blue promontory
With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world
And mock our eyes with air; thow hast seep these.
They are black vesper’s pageants. ° [signs,
Eros. . Ay, my lord.
-Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a
thought, '
The rack * dislimns ; and makes it mdxstmct
As water is in water.
Eros. It does, my lord.
Ant. My good knave, + Eros, now thy captain is
Even such a body : here I am Antony ;
Yet cannot hold thlS visible shape, my knave.
I made these wars for Egypt; and the queen, —
Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine;
Which, whilst it wus mine, had annex’d unto’t
A million more, now lost,—she, Eros, has
Pack'd cards with Casar, and false play’d my glory
Unto an enemy’s triumph.—
«Nay, syeep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us
QOurselves to end.ourselves.
Description of Cleopatra’s supposed Death.
* Death of one person can be paid but once ;
And that she has discharged : what thou wouldst do,
Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake
Was Antony ! most noble Antony !
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break
The name of Antony ; it was divided
Between her heart and lips : she render'd life,
Thyr name so buricd inther.
¢ Cleopatra’s Reflections on the Death of Antony.
¢ It wére for me
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ;
To tell them that this world did equal theirs,
® The fleeting clouds. .t Servant,
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“Till they had stolen our jewel. -All’'s but nought ;
Patience is sottish ; and impatience does
Become a dog that’s mad ; then is it sin,
To rush into the secret house of death,
Ere death dare come td us P—How do you, women ?
What, what? good.cheer ! Why, how now, Charmian ?
My noble girls —Ah, women, women ! look,
Our lamp is spent, it'’s out ; good sirs, take heart :—
We'll bury him ; and then, what's brave, what's noble,
Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion,
And make death proud to take us. Come, away ;
This case of that hage spirit new is cold.
Act V.
Death..
My desolation does begin to make
A better life : ’tis paltry to be Caesar ;
Not being fortune, he’s but fortune’s knave,*
A minister of her will : and it is great
To do that thing that ends all other degds ;
Which shackles accidents, and boMts up change;
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung,
The beggar’s nurse and Czesar’s.
Cleopatra’s Dream, and Description of Antony.
Cleo. T dream’d there was,an emperor Antony ;—
O, such another sleep, that I might see
But such another man.
Dol. If it might please you,—
Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and therein
stuck :
A sun and moon ; which kept their course, 4nd light¢d
The little O, the earth
Dol. Most sovereign creature,—
Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear’d arm

* Servant.
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Crested the world -his voice was propertied
As all the tundd spheres, and that to friends ; .
But when he meant to quail * and slake the ork,
He was as rattling thunder.  For his bounty,
There was no winter in’t ; and autumn ’twas,
That grew the more by reaping : his delights
Were dolphin-like ; they show’d his back above
The element they lived in : in his livery
Walk’d crowns and crownets ; realms and islands were
As plates 1 dropp’d from his pocket.
Firm Resolution.

How poor an instrument v
May do a noble deed! He brings me liberty.
My resolution’s placed, and I have nothing
Of woman in me : now from head to foot
I am marble-constant now the fleeting  moon
No planet is of mine.

o Cleopatra's Speech on applying the Asp.

Gige me my robe, put on my crown ; I have
Immortal lohgingg in me : now no more
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this lip:
Yare, ygre, § good Iras ; quick—Methinks I hear
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself
To praise my noble act: I hear him mock
The luck of Ceesar, which the gods give men
To excuse their aftcr-wrath: Husband, I come :
Now to that name my courage prove my title !
I am fire and air ; my other elements
I give to baser hfe —Sq,—have you done ?
Come, then, and take the last warmth of my lips.
Farewell, kind Charmian ;—Iras, long farewell.
Have ‘I the aspic in my lips ? dost fall ?
If thou and nature can so gently part,
The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch,
® Crush. 1t Silver modey. 1 Inconstdnt. § Make haste.
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Whlch hurts and is desxred Dost thou lie still 2
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the world
It is ot ‘worth leave-taking.
Char. DissolVe, thick cloud, and rain; that I may say,
The gods themselves do,weep !
Cleo. ' This proves me base :
If she first meet the' curled Antony,
He'll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss,
Which is my®heaven to have. Come, thou mortal
wretch,
(70 the asp, whick she applies to ker breast.
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate
Of life at,once untie: poor vendmous fool,
Be angry and dispatch. O, couldst thou speak !
That I might hear thee call great Casar ass
Unpolicied ! *
Char. O eastern star!
Cleo. Peace, peace !
Dost thou not see my baby at my breast
‘That sucks the nurse asleep?
Char. O, break, O, break !
Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle,—
O Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too :—
[Applying another asp to her arm.
What, should I stay— [Zalls on a bed and dics.
Char. In this wide world 3—So, fare thee well.—
Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies
A lass unparallel'd.

CORIOLANTS.
Act 1.
A Mob.
WHhHAT would you have, you curs,
That like nor peace nor war? the one affrights you,

* Unpolitic, to leave me to myself,
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The other makes you proud. He that trusts to yoq,
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares H
Where foxes, geese ; you are no surer, no,

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice,

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is

To make him worthy whose offence subdues him, .
‘And curse that justice did it. "Who deserves greatness,
Deserves your hate : and” your affectxons are

A sick man’s appetite, who desires mlost that

Which would increase his evil. He that depends
Upon your favours swims with fins of lead,

And hews down oaks with rush¢s. Hang ye! Trust ye?:
With every minute you do change a minds;

And call him noble, that was now your hate,

Him vile, that was your garland.

An imaginary Description of Coriolanus warring.
Methinks I hear hither your husband’s drum ;
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair ;
As \.hlldren from a bear, the Volces shunning him:
Methinks I see him stamp thus, and call thus,—
Come on, you cowards, you were got in fear,
Though you were born in Rome. His bloody brow
‘With Mis mail’d hand then wiping, forth he goes;
Like to a harvest-man that’s task’d to mow
Or al, or lose his hire.
Vir. His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter! no blood !
Vol. Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man
Than gilt his trophy. The breasts of Hecuba,
When she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelicr
Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood
At Gregian swords contending.
Doing our Duty merits not Praise.
Pray now, no more : my mother,
Who has a charter # to extol her blood,
* Privilege.
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When she does praise me, grieves me. I have done
As you have done, that’s what I can ;" induced

As yoy hive been, thay’s for my country :

He.that has but’effected his good will,

Hath overta’en mineract.

Aufidius's Hatred to Coriolanus.

Nor sleep, nor sanctuary,
Being naked, sigk ; nor fane, nor Capitol,
The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice,
Bmbarquements all of fury, shall lift up
. Their rotten privilege and custom ’gainst
My hate to Marcius :swhere I find him, were it
At home, upon my brother’s guard,¥ even there,
Against the hospitable canon, would I
Wash my fierce hand in his heart.

Acr II.
Popularity.

All tongues speak of him, and the bleared sigh®s
Are spectacled to see him: your prattling nursd
Into a rapture t lets her baby cry,

While she chats him : the kitchen malkin } pins
Her richest locram § 'bout her reechy|| neck,
Clambering the walls to eye him: stalls, bulks, windows,
Are smother’d up, leads fill'd, and ridges horsed
With variable complexions ; all agreeing

In carnestness to see him : seld 9 shown flamens **
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff

To win a vulgar station : t+ our veiled dames
Commit the war of white and ‘damask, in

Their nicely-gawded 11 cheeks, to the wantoi? spoil
Of Pheebus® burning kisses ; such a pother, _

* My brother posted to protect him. + Fit. I Maid.

§ Best linen. || Soiled with sweat and smoke. T Seldom.
** Priests. ++ Common standing-place. 11 Adorned.
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As if that whatsoever god, who leads him,
Were slily crépt into his human powers,
And gave him graceful postyre.

Cominius's Praise of Coriolanus in the Senate.

I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus
Should not be utter'd feebly:—It is held
That valour is the chieféest virtue, and
Most dignifies the haver : * if it be,’
The man I speak of cannot in the world
Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years,
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought
Beyond the mark'of others : our then dictator,
Whom with all'praise I point at, saw him fight,
When with his Amazonian chin t he drove
The bristled . Eps before him : he bestrid
An o'er-press’d Roman, and, i’ th’ consul’s view
Slew three opposers : Tarquin’s self he met,
And struck him on his knee : in that day’s feats,
When he might act the woman in the scene, §
He provéd begt man i’ the field, and for his meed ||
Was brow bound with the oak. His pupil age
Man, enter’d thus, he waxed like a sea;
And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since,
He lurch’d 9 all swords o’ the garland.  For this last,
Before and in Corioli, let me say,
I cannot speak him home : he stopp’d the flicrs ;
And, by his rare example, made the coward
Turn terror into sport ; as weeds before
A vessel under sail, so men obey'd
‘And fell below his stem : his sword (death’s stamp',
Whete it did mark, it took ; from face to foot
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion **

* Possessor. + Without a beard. I Bearded.

§ Smooth-faced enough to act a woman’s part.
I Reward. T Won. #& Stroke.
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Cotiolanus.

Was timed * with dying cries : alone he enterd
The mostal gate o’ the cxty, which he painted
“With shunless destiny, aidless, came off

And wit a sudden reinforcement struck

Corioli, like a planet ? now all’s his:

When by-and-by the din of war ’gan pierce

His ready sense ; then straight his doubled spirit
Requicken'd what in flesh was fatigate,t

And to the battle came he : where he did

Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if

"Twere a perpetual spoil : and till we call’d
Both field and city ovss, he never. stood

To ease hi§ breast with panting.

Acr IIL

The Mischief of Anarchy.
My soul aches,
To know, when two authorities are up,
Neither supreme, how soon confusion
May enter ‘twixt the gap of both, and takge
The one by the other.

Character of Coriolanus.

His nature is too noble for the world ;
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident,

Or Jove for his power to thtnder. His heart’s his

mouth ;
What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent ;
And being angry, does forget that ever
He heard the name of death.
Honour and Policy.

I have heard you say,
Honour and policy, like unsever’d friends,

I’ the war do grow together : grant that, and tell me,

#* Followed. T Wearied.
!
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In peace, what each of them by th’ other lose,
That they combine not there.

The Method to, gain Popular Favour.

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ;
And thus far having stretch’d it, (here be with them,)
Thy knee bussing the stones, (for in such business
Action is eloquence, and the eyes qf the ignorant
Moze learned than the ears,) waving thy head,
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart,
Now humble, as the ripest mulberry,

That will not hold the handling: or, say to them,
Thou art their soldier, and being bred i broils,
Hast not the soft way, which thou dost confess,
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim,

In asking théir good loves ; but thou wilt frame
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far

As thou hast power and person.

Coriolanus's Abhorrence of Flattery.

Well, I must do'’t :
Away, my disposition, and possess me
Somé harlot’s spirit ! My throat of war be turn'd,
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe
Small as an eunuch;,or the virgin voice
That babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knaves
Tent * in my cheeks ; and school-boy’s tears take up
The glasses of my sight ! A beggar’s tongue
Make motion through my lips ; and my arm’d knees,
‘Who bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like his
That hath received an alms !'—I will not do't;;
Lest'I surcease to honour mine own truth,
And by my body’s action, teach my mind
A most inherent baseness.

#® Dwell.
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Volumnia's Resolution on the Pride of Coriolanus.

At thy choice then:
Tb beg of thee, it & my more dishonour,
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin : let
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear
Thy dangerous stou'tne,ss_ ; for I mock at death
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list,
Thy valiantness yas mine, thou suck’dst it from me ;
But owe * thy pride thyself.

Coriolanus's Detestation of the Vulgar.

You common cry + of curs ! whose breath I hate
As reek § o’ ¢he rotten ?ens, whose loves I prize
As the dead carcases of unburied men
That do corrupt my air, I banish you;

And here remain with your uncertairsty !

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts !
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes,
Fan you into despair ! Have the power still
To banish your defenders ; till, at length,
Your ignorance, (which finds not till jt fee,)
Making not reservation of yourselves,

(Still your own foes,) deliver you, as most
Abated § captives, to some nation

That won you without blows !

Acr 1IV.
Precepts against 1l Fortune.

You were used
To say extremity was the trier.of spirits ;
That common chances common men could begr ;
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike
Show’d mastership in floating : fortune’s blows,
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, craves

* Own, + Pack. 1 Vapour. § Subdued.
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A noble cunning : you were used to load me
With precepts, that would make invincible
The heart that conn’d them.

On Contynon Frz'emz':}ufs.

0, world, thy slippery turns! Friends now fast sworn,
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart,
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise,
Are still together, who twin, as ’twere, in love
Unfseparable, shall, within this hour,

On a dissension of a doit * break out

To bitterest enmity : so fellest foes,

Whose passions, end whose plots have broke their sleep
To take the one the other, by some chance, .
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends,
And interjoin their issues.

Martial Friendship.

Let me twine
Nine arms about that body, where against
Mx grained ash a hundred times hath broke,
And scared the moon with splinters ! Here I clip +
The anvil of my sword ; and do contest
As hotly and as nobly with thy love,
As ever in ambitious strength I did
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first,
I loved the maid I married ; never man
Sigh’d truer breath ; but that I see thee here,
Thou noble thing ! more dances gy rapt heart,
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I tell thee,
We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn,
Or %ose mine arm for't: thou hast beat me out §
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since

* A small coin. t+ Embrace. 1 Amm, § Full
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Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thyself and me ;
We have been down together in my sleep,
Unbucklmg helmsy fisting each other’s throat,
Apd.waked half dead with nothing.

Act V.

The Season of Solicitation.

He was not taken well ; Ne had not dined ;
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then
We pout upon the morning, are unapt
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuff’d
‘These pxpes and these L,conveyances of our blood
With wine and feedmg, we have suppler souls
*Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore I’ll watch him,
Till he be dieted to my request.

Obstinate Resolution.

My wife comes foremost ; then the honour’d mould
Wherein this trunk was framed, and in her hand
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection
All bond and privilege of nature, break !
Let it be virtuous to be obstinate.—
What is that curt’sey worth ? or those doves’ eyes,
Which can make gods forsworn >—1I melt, and*am not
Of stronger earth than others.—My mother bows ;
As if Olympus to a molehill should
In supplication nod : and my young boy
Hath an aspect of intercession, which
Great nature crieg, Deny not.—Let the Volces
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy ; I'll never
Be such a gosling* to obey instinct ; but stand,

s if a man were author of himself,
And knew no other kin.

Relenting Tenderness.
Like a dull actor now,
* A young goose,
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I have forgot my part, and I am out,
Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh,
Forgive my tyranny ; but do not 3ay,
For that, Forgive our Romans.—O, a kiss
Long as my exile, sweet =5 my revenge !
Now, by the jealous queen* of heaven, that kiss’
I carried from thee, dear; and my true lip
Hath virgin’d it e’er since.—You gods, I prate,
And the most noble mother of the world
Leave unsaluted : sink, my knee, 1’ the earth ;
Of thy deep duty more impression show
Than that of common sons. |

Chastity.

The noble sister of Publicola,

The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle,
That’s curded by the frost from purest snow,
And hangs on Dian’s temple ; dear Valeria!

- Coriolanus's Prayer for his Son.
"L he god of soldiers,
With the consent of supreme Jove, inform
Thy thoughts with nobleness ; that thou mayst prove
To shame invulnerable, and stick 1’ the wars
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw,t
And saving those that eye thee !

Volumnia's pathetic Speech to her Son, Coriolanus.

Think with thyself,
How more unfortunate than all living women
Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which should
Make our eyes flow w.th joy, hearts dance with comlqts,
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and sorrow;
Making the mother, wife, and child to see
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing
His country’s bowels out. And to poor we

* Juno. + Gust, storm,
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" Thine enmity’s most capital : thou barr'st us

Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort

‘That all but we enjoy. *
* o * %* *

We must find

An evident calamity, though we had

Our wish, which side’should win : for either thou

Must, as a foreign recreant,”be led

With manacles through our streets, or else

Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin ;

And bear the palm, for having bravely shed

Thy wife and children’s blood.  For myself, son,

I purpose Rot to wait on fortune, %ill

These wars determine : * if I cannot persuade thee,

Rather to show a noble grace to both parts,

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner

March to assault thy country, than to tread

(Trust to't, thou shalt not) on thy mother’s womb,

That brought thee to this world.

Peace after a Sicge.

Ne'er through an arch so hurried the blown tide,
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you,
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalterics, and fifes,

Tabors and cymbals, and the shouting Romans,
Make the sun dance.

GYMBELINE.
Act L

Parting Lovers.

Imo. THou shouldst have made him
As little as a crow, or less, ere left
To after-eye him.

* Conclude.
P
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Pisa. Madam, so I did.
» Iino. Iwould have brokemy eye-strings ; crack’d them
To look upon him ; till the- dlmlnutlon Tout

Of space had pomted him sharp as my needle :
Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from
The smallness of a gnat to air; and then
- Have turn’d mine eye and wept.—But, good Pisanio,
When shall we hear from him? -

Pisa. Be asstred, madam,
With his next 'vantage.*

ZImo. 1 did not take my leave of him, but had
Most pretty things to say: ere I could tell him,
How I would think on him, at certain hours,

Such thoughts, dnd such ; or I could make him swear
The shes of Italy should not betray

Mine interest arxl his honour ; or have charged him,
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight,

To encounter me with orisons,t for then

I am in heaven for him; or ere I could

(lee him that parting leS, which I had set

Betwixt tWo charming words, comes in my father,
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north,
Shakgs all our buds from growing.

The Baseness of Falsehood to a Wife.

Doubting things gp ill often hurts more
Than to be sure they do: for certainties
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing,
The remedy then born ; discover to me
What both you spur and stop.}

Lach. Had I this cheek
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch,
Whose every touch, would force the feeler’s soul
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which

* Opportunity. + Meet me with reciprocal prayer.
* What you seem anxious to utter, and yet withhold.
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Takes pris'ner the. wild motion ¢f mine eye,
Fixing it only here ; should I (damn’d then)
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs
That*mount thg Capitol ; join gripes with hands
Made hard with hourly fals¢hood (falsehood, as
With labour) ; then lie peeping in an eye,

Base and unlustrous, as the smoky light

That’s fed with stinking ta]low ; it were fit,
That all the plagues of hell should at one time
Encounter such revolt.

Act 1L
SCENE. A Bedchamber ; in one’part of it a Trunk.
Imogen reading in her bed ; a Zady attending.

Imo. Mine eyes are weak :—
Fold down the leaf where I have left: to bed:
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ;
And if thou canst awake by four o’ the clock,
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath seized me wholl:x
[Exit Lady.
To your protection, I commend mé, gods !
From fairies, and the tempters of the night,
Guard me, beseech ye !
[Sleeps. Zachimo from the Trunk.
Zack. The crickets sing, and'man’s o’er-labour’d sense
Repairs itself by rest: our Tarquin thus
Did softly press the rushes,* ere he waken'd
The chastity he wounded.—Cytherea,
How bravely thou becom’st thy bed ! fresh lily !
And whiter than the sheets ! that I might touch }
But kiss ; one kiss !—rubies unparagon’d,
How dearly they do’t.—'Tis her breathing thht
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o’ the taper

# It was anciently the custom to strew chambers with rushes.
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Bows toward her, and would underpeep her lids,
-To see the enclostd lights, now canopied
Under these windows, white.and azure, laced
With blue, of heaven’s own tinct.*—But my design?
To note the chamber :—-I will write all down :—
Such and such pictures ; there the .window :—such
The adornment of her bed ; the arrast figures,
Why, such and such :—and the contents o’ the story.—
Ah, but some natural notes about he: body,
Above ten thousand meaner moveables,
Wouid testify to enrich mine inventory.
O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her!
And be her sense but as a mohument,
Thus in a chapel lying !—come off, come off ;—
[Zaking off her bracelet.
As slippery as tha Gordian knot was hard !
*Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly,
As strongly as the conscience does within,
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast
‘ A-mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops
I’ thé bottem of‘ a cowslip : here’s a voucher,
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret
Will force him think I have pick’d the lock, and ta'en
The treasure of her honour. No more.—To what end?
Why should I write this down, that’s riveted,
Screw'd to my memopy? She hath been reading late
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf’s turn’d down,
Where Philomel gave up; I have enough :
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night !-—that dawning
May bare the raven’s éye : I lodge in fear;
Thoughi this a heavenly angel, hell is here.
(Goes into the Trunk. The sccne closes.

# .. The white skin laced with blue veins.
4 Tapestry.
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Gold.

.o Tis gdld
Which buys adfmttance oft it doth ; yea, and makes
Diana’s rangers false themselves, yleld up
Their deer to the stand of the stealer; and ’tis gold
Which makes the trii¢ man kill'd, and saves the thief ;
Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : what
Can it not do,’and undo ?

Imoger’s Rejection of a troublesome Suitor.

Clo. Do you call me fool ?
Imo. A6 Tammad, Tdo:
If you’ll be patient, I'll no more be mad ;
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir,
You put me to forget a lady’s marhers,
By being so verbal : and learn now, for all,
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ;
And am so near the lack of charity 7
(To accuse myself), I hate you ; which I had rather
You felt, than make’t my boast.

A Satire on Women.

Could I find out ,
The woman’s part in me ! for'there’s no motion
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm
It is the woman’s part. Be it lying, note it
The woman’s ; ﬂattermg, hers ; deceiving, hers;
Ambitions, covetings, changg of prides, disdain,
Nice longings, slanders, mutability,
All faults that may be named, nay that hell kpows,
Why hers, in part, or all : but rather all :
For even to vice
They are not constant, but are changing still
One vice, but of a minute old, §or one
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Not half so old as that. T'll write against them,
Detest them, curse them : :—yet, 'tis greater skill
In a true hate, to pray they have their will :
The very devils cannot plague them better.

Acr, 111
Impatience of a Wife to meet her ‘Husband.

O, for a horse with wings —Hear’st thou, Pisanio?
He is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me '
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs
May plod it in a wcek why may not I
Glide thitherin a day ?—Then, true Pisanio,

(Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord ; who long’st,—
0, let me *bate,—but not like me :—yet long’st—,
But in a fainter kind ;—O, not like me;

For mine’s beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick,*
(1,07€’s counsellor should fill the bores of heating,
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is

To this same blessed Milford : and, by the way,

Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as

To inherit such a haven. But, first of all,

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going,
And our return, to excuse :—but first, how get hence:
Why should excuse be born or ere begot ?

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prlythee, speak,

How many score of miles may we well ride

"Twixt hour and hour 2,

Pisa, One score, ’twixt sun and sun,
Madam, ’s enough for you ; and too much too.

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man,
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding wagers,
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands

* Crowd one,wort on another, as'fast as possible.
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That run i the clock’s behalf,—but this is foolery :—
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; sy
*She’llshome to her father : and provide me, presently,
A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit
A franklin’s * housewife.
Pisa. " Madam, you're best consider.
Imo. 1 see before rrie, man, nor here, nor here,
Nor what ensugs ; but have a fog in them,
That I cannot look through. Away, I prythes;
Do as I bid thee : there’s no more to say ;
Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt.

SCENE.  Wiles. A mountainous Country, with a Cave.
»
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such
Whose roof’s as low as ours! Stoop, boys : this gate
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows you
To morning’s holy office : the gates of monarchs
Are arch’d so high, that giants may jet + through:

And keep their impious turbans on, withput
Good-morrow to the sun.—Hail, thbu fair heaven!
We house 1’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly
As prouder livers do. )

Gui. Hail, Heaven !

Aruv. Hail, heaven !

Bel. Now, for our mountain sport : up to yon hill,
Your legs are young ; I'll tread these flats. Consider,
When you above perceive me like a crow,

‘I'hat it is place which lessens, and sets off.

‘And you may then revolve What tales I have told you,
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war :

This service is not service, so being done,

But being so allow’d : to apprehend thus,

Draws us a profit from all things we see :

* A freeholder. + Strut, walk proudly.
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And often, to our comfort, shall we find
The sharded * beetle in a safer hold
Than is the full-wing’d eaglé. O, ihis life
Is nobler, than attendmg for a check ;
Richer, than doing nothmg for‘a babe ;
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk :
‘Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine,
Yet keeps his book uncross’d ; no life to ours.+
Gri. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor un-
fledged, '
Have never wing'd from view o’ the nest, nor know nat
What air’s from home. Haply, this life is best,
If quiet life be best : sweeter to you,
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding
With your stiff age ; but, unto us, it is
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ;
A prison for a debtor, that not dares
To stride a limit. $
Aro. | What should we speak of
When we are old as you? When we shall hear
The rain and wind beat dark December, how
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse
The freezing hours away? We have seen nothing :
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ;
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat :
Our valour is, to chase what flies ; our cage
We make a quire, as doth the prison bird,
And sing our bondage freely.
Bel. How you speak !
Did you but know the \city’s usuries,
And fel¢ them knowingly : the art o’ the court,
As hand to leave as keep ; whose top to climb
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that

#* Scaly-wing'd. t Z.e. Compared with ours.
I To overpass his bound.
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The fear’s as bad as falling : the toil of the war,
A pain that only seems to seek out danger
T’ thesname of fd’me, and honour: which dies i’ the
And hath as oft'a slanderou:{ epitaph, [search;
As record of fair act”; nay, many times,
Doth ill deserve by c}omg well ; what’s worse,
Must curt’sey at the censure ,——O boys, this story
The world may, read in me : my body’s mark’d
With Roman swords : and my report was once s
First with the best of note : Cymbeline loved me ;
And when a soldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off. Than was I as a tree,
Whose botghs did bend with fruit ;, but in one night,
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will,
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves,
And left me bare to weather.
Gui. Uncertain favour !
Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you cft)
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd »
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cympeline,
I was confederate with the Romans« so,
Follow'd my banishment ; and, this twenty years,
This rock and these demesnes have been my orld :
Where I have lived at honest freedom ; paid
More pious debts to heaven, than in all
The fore-end of my time.—But, up to the mountains ;
This is not hunters’ language :—He, that strikes
The venison first, shall be the lord o’ the feast ;
To him the other two shall minister :
And we will fear no poison, which attends
In place of greater state.

The Force of Nature.

How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature !
These boys know little they are sons to the king;
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive,
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. They think they are mine : a.nd though train’d up thus
meanly

I’ the cave, wherein they bow, their’ thoughts do hlt
The roofs of palaces ; arid nature prompts them,
In simple and low things, to prince it, much
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,—
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom
The king his father call’d Guiderius,-—Jove !
Wheti on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story : say,— Z%us mine enemy jfell ;
And thus I set my pot on his wck ; even then
The princely blond flows in his cheek, he'sweats,
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture
That acts my words. The younger brother, (,adwal
(Once Arviragus ) in as like a figure,
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more
His own conceiving.

Slander.

No, ’tis slander,—
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue
Outvgnoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states,
Maids, matrons, nay;' the secrets of the grave
This viperous slander enters.

A Wife's Innocency.

False to his bed! What is it to be false?
‘Fo lie in watch thererand to think on him ?
To wazp 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge naturc,
To Preak it with a fearful dream of him,
And cry myself awake? That’s false to his bed ?

Woman in Man's Apparel.
You must forge{ to be a woman ; change
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Command into obedlence fear, and niceness,
‘ (The handmaids ¢f all women, or, mort truly,

Woman its pretty self), to a waggish courage ;

Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy, and

As quarrellous as the weasel : nay, you must

Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,

Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart !

Alack no remedly !) to the greedy touch

Of common-kissing Titan ;* and forget

Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein

You made great Juno angry.

SceNe.  Before the Cave of Belarius.

Enter /mogen, in Boy’s Clothes.

Amo. I see, a man’s life is a tedidus one :
I have tired myself ; and for two nights together
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick,
But that my resolution helps me,—Milford,
When from the mountain top Pisanio show’d thee,
Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think,
Foundations fly the wretched : such, I mean,
Where they should be relieved. Two beggarg told me
I could not miss my way : Will poor folks lic,
That have afflictions on them: knowing ’tis
A punishment, or trial > Yes'; no wonder, -
When rich ones scarce tell true : to lapse in fulness
Is sorer, than to lie for need : and falsehood
Is worse in kmgs than beggars.—My dear lord !
‘Thou art one o’ the false ongs. Now I think on thee,
My hunger’s gone ; but even before I was
At point to sing for food.—But what is this ?
Here is a path to it : ’tis some savage hold :
I were best not call ; I dare not call ; yet famine,
Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

* The sun.:



220 - Beautigs of Shakspeare.

—

Plenty, and peace, breed cowards ; hardness ever
Of hardiness s mother.
Labour.
Weariness .
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth
Finds the down pillow hard.
Harmlesc Innocence.
Zmo. Good masters, harm me not":
Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : Good
troth, [foun?
I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had
Gold strew’d o’ the floor. Here’s money for my meaf ;
I would have left it on the board, so soon
As I had made n.y meal ; and parted
With prayers for the provider.
Gui. Money, youth ?
Are. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt |
As 'tis no better reckon’ d, but of those
Who worship dn;ty gods

Act I V.
Braggart.
To who? to thee? What art thou? Have not I
An arm as big as thine? a heart as hig?
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not
My dagger in my mouth.
Lool- Hardiness.
Being scarce made up,
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension
Of roring terrors ; for the effect of judgment
Is oft the cause of fear.
In-born Royalty.
O thou goddess,
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Thou divine nature; how thyself thou blazon’st
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle
4\S zephyrs, blowing below the violet,

Not wagging his.sweet head : and yet as rough,
Their royal blood enghafed, as the rudest wind,
That by the top deth take the mountain pine,
And make him stoop*te the vale. 'Tis wonderful,
That an invisible instinct should frame them,

To royalty unlearn’d ; honour untaught :
Civility not seen from other ; valour,

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop
*As if it had been sow’d.

Enter Arviragus bearing Imogen as dead in his arms.

Bel. Look, here he comes
And, brings the dire occasion in his®arms,

Of what we blame him for !

Arv. The bird is dead,
That we have made so much on. I had rather
Have skipp’d from sixteen ycars of age to sixty,
To have turn’d my leaping time intoga criltch,
Than have seen this.

Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily,
My brother wears thee not the one half so well,
As when thou grew’st thyself.

Dl *" 0, melancholy !
Who ever yet could sound thy bottom? find
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare*®
Might easiliest harbour in >—Thou blessed thing !
Jove knows what man thou mightst have made ; butl,
‘Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy !'—
How found you him? ,

. Arv. Stark,t as you see :
Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber,

* A slow-sailing unwieldy vessel. 1 Stift
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Not as death’s deft, being laugh’d at ; his right cheek
Reposing on a cushion.

Glui. Where? ,

Arv. ‘O’ the floor ;
His arms thus leagued : 1 thought, he slept ; and' put
My clouted brogues # frot off my feet, whose rudeness
Answer’d my steps too loud, .
, Gui. Why he but slegps :
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ;
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted,
And worms will not come to thee.

Arv. With fairest flowers,
Whilst summer lasts, and Ilive here, Fidele,
I'll sweeten thy sad grave : thou shalt not lack
The flower, that’s like thy face, pale primrose ; nor *
The azured hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander,
Out-sweeten’d not thy breath ; the ruddock *+ would
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie
Without 2 monument !) bring thee all this :
Yea, and furr’éd moss besides, when flowers are none,
To winter-ground } thy corse.

- * * * * *

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for Cloten
Is quite forgot. Hg was a queen’s son, boys;
And, though he came our enemy, remember,
He was paid § for that : thcugh mean and mighty,
Together, have one dust : yet reverence [rotting
(That angel of the world) doth make distinction
Of place 'tween hightand low. Our foe was princgly ;
And ¢hough you took his life, as being our foe,
*Yet*bury him as a prince.

* Shoes plated with iron. + The redbreast.

1 Probably a corrupt reading for wither round thy corse.
§ Punished.
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Gui. - Pray you, t}etch ‘him hither.
Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax,
~When heither are alive..

Funeral Dirge.

Gui. Fear no more‘the heat o’ the sun,
Nor the furiqus winter’s rages ;

Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home 3rt gone, and ta’en thy wages !

Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney sweepers, come to dust,

Arv. Fear no more the frown o’ the great,
TRou art pasf the tyrant’8 stroke,

Care no more to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed is as the oak:

The sceptre, learning, physicamust

All follow this, and come to dust.

Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flash,

Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder stonc;

Gui. Fear not slander, censure* rash ;

Arv. Thou hast finish’d joy and moan :

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign t to thee, and come to dust.

Gui. No exorciser harm thee !

Arv. Nor no witchcraft ¢harm thee !

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee !

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee !

Both. Quiet consummation have ;
And renowned be thy grave !

Imogen awaking.

Yes, sir, to Milford Haven ;
Which is the way ? i
I thank you.—By yon bush P—Pray, how far thither?

* Judgment. + Seal the same contract.
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’Qds pittikins ! *—can it be six miles yet?
I'have gone all night :—faith, I'll lie down and sleep
But, soft ! no bedfellow :—O gods.and goddesses !

[ Seeing the body.
These flowers are like the,pleasures of the world :
This bloody man, the care on’t. ‘I hope, I dream ;
For, so, I thought I was a cave-kecper,
And cook to honest creftures: but’tis not so;
"Twas but a bolt t+ of nothing, shot 4t nothing,
Which the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Goodfiith,
I tremble still with fear : but if there be
Yet left in heaven‘as small a drop of pity
As a wren’s eye, feard gods, a part of it!
The dream’s here still: even when I wake, it is
Without me, as Within me ; not imagined, felt.

Act V.

A routed Army.

No blage be to you, sir ; for all was lost,
But that the heuvens fought : the king himself
Of his wings destitute, the army broken,
And Yut the backs of Britons seen, all flying
Through a straight lane ; the enemy full-hearted,
Lolling the tongue w1th slaughtermg, having work
More plentiful than tools to do't, struck down
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling
Merely through fear ; that the strajght pass was

damm’d

With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living
To dig with lengthen’d shame.

Death.
I, in mine own woe charm’d,

" % This diminutive adjuration is derived from God’s my pity.
+ An arrow. 1 Blocked up.
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Could not find death where I did hear him groan ;
Nor feel him where he struck : being dp ugly monster,
iTis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds,
Sweet words ! ot hath more ministers than we

That draw his knives+i' the war.

r——Ot———

HAMLET.
Acrt 1.
Prodigies.
In the most high and palmy * stafe of Rome,
A little ere*the mightiest Julius fell,
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets.
* * * * *
As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood,
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star,t
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands,
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse.

Ghosts vanish at the Crowing of a Cock.

Ber. It was about to speak when the cock cregw.
Hor. And then it started, like a guilty thing
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard,
The cock, that is the trumpet of*the morm,
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning,
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air,
The extravagant and erring § spirit hies
Bo his confine: and of the truth herein
This present object made probation.§

The Reverence paid to Christings Time.

It faded on the crowing of the cock.

¥ Victorious. + The moon. I Wandering. § Proof.
Q
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Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated,

This bird of dawning singeth all night long :

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ;
The nights are wholesomes then no planets strike,
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm,

So hallow'd and so gracious i$ the time.

jlﬁ;rm}zg.
But look, the morn, in russet mantle clad,
Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill.

Real Grz'e_f

Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know nct seems.
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother,
Nor customary suits of solemn black,
Nor windy suspiration of forced breath,
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye,
Nor the dejected "haviour of the visage,
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief,
That, can denote me truly ; these, indeed, seem,
For they are actions that a man might play :
But I have that within, which passeth show ;
Thesy, but the trappings and the suits of woc.

Immoderate Grief discommended.
"Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hamlet,

To give these mourning duties to your father:
But, you must know, your father lost a father ;
That father lost his, and the surviver bound
In filial obligation, for some term
To do obsequious sotrow : But to persevere
In obutinate condolement, is a course
Of impious stubbornness ; ’tis unmanly grief ;
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven;
A heart unfortified, 2 mind impatient ;
An understanding simple and unschool’d :
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For what, we know, must be, and is as common,
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, *

Why shotild we, in, our peevish opposition,
Take it to heart ?+Fie ! ’tis a fault to heaven,

A 'fault against the dead, a fault to nature,

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and ‘who still hath cried
From the first corse, till he that died to-day,
This must be so.

Hamlet's Soliloguy on his Mother's Marriage.

O, that this too too solid flesh would melt,

Thaw, and resolve * itself into a dew !

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd

‘His canont ’gainst self-slaughter ! O God ! O God!
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitakle

"Seem’ to me all the uses of this world !
Fie on’t! O fie! ’tis an unweeded garden,

Jhat grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in nature
Possess it merely.} That it should come to this !
But two months dead !—nay, not so muchpnot two :
So excellent a king ; that was, to this®
Hyperion § to a satyr: so loving to my mother,
That he might not beteem || the winds of heaven
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth !
Must I remember? why, she wopld hang on him,

As if increase of appetite had grown
By what it fed on : and yet, within a month,—
Let me not think on’t ;—frailty, thy name is woman !—
A little month ; or ere those shoes were old,

With which she follow’d my podr father’s body,

Like Niobe, all tears ;—why she, even she—
O heaven! a beast, that wants discourse of reasop
Would have mourn’d longer,—married with my uncle.

* Dissolve, + Law. 1 Entirely.
§ Apollo. || Suffer.
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My father’s brother ; but no more like my father;
Than I to FHercules: Within a month ;

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteeus tears

Had left the flushing én her galled eyes,

She married :—O most wicked speed, to post
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets !

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good.

The Extent of Human Perfection.

‘He was a man, take him for all in all,
I shall not look upon his like again.

Cautions to Youpg Females.
4 !

For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour,
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood ;
A violet in the youth of primy nature,
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting,
The perfume and suppliance of a minute :

No more.
* * * *

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain,
If with too crtdent * ear you list 1 his songs ;
Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open
To'his unmaster'd} importunity.
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister;
And keep you in the rear of your affection,
Out of the shot and danger of desire.
The chariest § maid is prodigal enough,
If she unmask her beauty to the moon :
Virtue itself ’scapes not calumnious strokes :
 The canker galls tht infants of the spring,
Toaoft before their buttons be disclosed ;
Apd in the morn and liquid dew of youth
Contagious blastments are most imminent.

* Bulieving. + Listen to. 1 Licentious,

§ Most cautious.
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Satire on ungracious Pastors.

I shall the effect of this good lesson keep,
As watchman to'my heart : But, good my brother,
Do not, as some ungraciops pastors do,
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ;
Whilst, like a puff’d and reckless * libertine,
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads,
And recks not his own read.t

Aduvice to a Son going to travel.

Give thy thoughts no tongue,

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act.
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel ;
But do not dull thy palm { with entertainment
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledged comrade. Beware
Of*entrance to a quarrel : but, being in,
Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee.
Give every man thine ear, but few thy vokce :
Take each man’s censure,§ but reserve thy judgment.
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,
But not express'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy:
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ;
And they in France, of the best rank and station,
Are most select and generous,|| chief 9 in that.
Neither a borrower or a lender be:
For loan oft lose3 both itself and friend ;
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. *#
This above all,—To thine ownself be true ;
And it must follow, as the night the day,
Thou canst not then be false to any man.

* Careless. + Regards not his own lessons,

+ Palm of the hand. § Opinion. {| Noble
T Chiefly. ** Economy.
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. Hamlet on the Appearance of his Father’'s Ghost.
Angels and ministers of grace defend us !-—
Be thou a spirit of hea]th, or goblin damn’d,
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from heéll,
Be thy intents wicked or charitable,
Thou com’st in such a questionable * shape,
That I will speak to thee ; I'll call thee, Hamlet,
King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me:
Let'me not burst in ignorance ! but tell,
Why thy canonized bones, hearsed in death,
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre,
Wherein we saw thee quietly Ih-urn’d,
Hath oped his ponderous and marble Jaws,
To cast thee up again! What may this mean,
That thou, dead.corse, again, in complete steel
Revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon,
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature,
So horridly to shake our disposition,t+
‘With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ?
T¥ee Mischiefs it might tempt him fo.
What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord,
Or tQ the dreadful summit of the cliff,
That beetles } o’er his base into the sea?
And there assume some other horrible form,
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason,
And draw you into madness ? think of it :
The very place puts toys § of desperation,
Without more motive, into every Brain,
That looks so many fathoms to the sea,
And hears it roar beneath.
SGENE. A more remote part of the Platform.
Re-enter G/ost and Hamlet.
Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me? speak ; I'll go no
Ghost. Mark me. [further.
Conversable. % Frame. $ ‘Hangs. § Whims.
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Ham. I will, .

» Ghost. . My hour is aimost come,
“'When' I to sulphiirous and tormenting flames
Muist render up myself. )

Ham. ' Alas, poor ghost !

G/wst. Pity me nqt, but lend thy serious hearing
To what I shall unfold. |

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear.

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear.

Ham. What?

Glost. 1 am thy father’s spirit ;

Doom’d for a certainderm to walk the night;

And, for the day, confined to fast i fires,

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature,

Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid
To'tell the secrets of my prison-house,

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word

Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ;
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their sphees;
Thy knotted and combintd locks to pars,

And each particular hair to stand ch end,

Like quills upon the fretful porcupine:

But this eternal blazon * must not be

To ears of flesh and blood :—List, list, O list !

If thou didst ever thy dear father love,—

Ham. O heaven!

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder.

Ham. Murder?

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is;

JBut this most foul, strange, and unnatural.

Ham. Haste me to know it; that I with wingsac
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, [Swft
May sweep to my revenge.

Glost. I find thee apt ;

¢ Display.
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And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
That rots itself in ease on Lethe’s wharf,
Wouldst thou not stir in this. N dw, Hamlet, hear:"
"Tis given out, that, sléeping in mine orchard,*
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark
Is, by a forged process of my eath,
" Rankly abused : but know, thou noble youth,
‘The serpent that did sting thy fathep’s life

Now wears his crown.

Ham. O, my prophetic soul ! my uncle !
Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,
(O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power

So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust

The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen :
O, Hamlet, what a falling-off was there !

From me, whose love was of that dignity,

That it went hand in hand even with the vow

J made to her in marriage ; and to decline
Upaon a wetch, whose natural gifts were poor
To those of mitie !

But virtue, as it never will be moved,

Thouzh lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ;
Se lust, though to a radiant angel link’d,

Will sate ¥ itself in a celestial bed,

And prey on garbage.

But, soft ! methinks I scent the morning air ;
Brief let me be :—Sleeping within mine orchard,
My custom always in the afternoon,

{Jpon my secure hoursthy uncle stole,

With jnice of cursed hebenon ¥ in a vial,

And <n the porches of mine ears did pour
The'leperous distilment ; whose effect

Holds such an enmity with blood of man,

* Garden. + Satiate. 1 Henbane.
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That, swift as qulcksﬂver it courses through
The ngtural gates and alleys of the bady ;
Andwith a sudden vigour, it doth posset
And curd, like eager droppihgs into milk,
"The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine ;
And a most instant tetter * bark'd about,
Most lazar like,+ with vile and loathsome crust,
All my smooth body.
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand,
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch’d ; £
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,
Unhousell'd,§ disapjwinted,|| ungnell’d ; 9
No reckohing made, but sent to my account
With all my imperfections on my head.
Ham. O, horrible ! O, horrible | most horrible !
Ghost. If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ;
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be
A couch for luxury and damned incest.
But howsoever thou pursuest this act,
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul congrive »
Against thy mother ought: leave k®rto Heaven,
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge
To prjck and sting her. Fare thee well at oice !
The glow—worm shows the matin to be near,
And ’gins to pale his uneffectual fire :
Adieu, adicu, adieu! remember me. [Exit.
Ham. O all youhost of heaven! O earth! What else?
And shall I couple hell?—O fie '—Hold, hold, my heart;
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old,
But bear me stiffly up —Remember thee ?
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a,gseat
In this distracted globe.** Remember thee?

* Scab, scurf. F Leprous.

+ Bereft. § Without having received the sacrament.
| Unappointed, unprepared. 9 Without extreme unction.
#* Head.
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Yea, from the table of my memory
I'll wipe awayall trivial fond records,
All saws * of books, all forms, all pressures past,
That youth and observation copied there ;
And thy commandment all+alone shall live
Within the book and volume of my brain,
Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven!
O most pernicious woman !
O villain, villain, smllmg, damned V\llam'
My tablet,f—meet it is, I set it down,
That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain :
At least, I am sure, it may be ¢o in Denmark :

[ Writing,
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ;
1t is, Adieu, adiew! remember me.

Act IL
Ophelia’s Description of Hamlet’'s mad Address to her.

My lord, as I was sewing in my chamber,
Lord ‘Hamlet, —with his doublet all unbraced ;
No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd,
Ungarter'd, and down-gyvedx to his ankle ;
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other;
And with a look so piteous in purport,
As if he had been logsed out of hell,
To speak of horrors,—he comes before me.
Pol. Mad for thy love ?

Oph. My lord, I do not know,
But, truly, I do fear it.
Pol. " What said he?

Op/: He took me by the wrist, and held me hard;
Then goes he to the length of all his arm
And, with his other hand thus o’er his brow,

Sayings, sentences. + Memorandum-book.
1 Hanging down like fetters.
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"He falls to such perusal of my face,
‘As’he would draw it. Long stay'd ke so:
At last,—a little shaking of mine arm,
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,—
He raised a sigh so piteous and profound
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk,*
And end his being : That done, he lets me go;
And, with hi§ head over ‘*his shoulder turn’d,
He seem’d to find his way without his eyes :
For out o’ doors he went without their helps,
And, to the last, bended their light on me.
Old Age.

Beshrew my jealousy !
It seems, it is as proper to our age
To cast beyond ourselves in our,opinions,

s it is common for the younger sort
To lack discretion.

Happiness consists in Opinion.

Why, then, ’tis none to you: for thére is ndthing
either good or bad, but thinking makes»it so} to me it
is a prison.

Reflections on Man.

I have of late (but wherefore I know not) lost all my
mirth, foregone all custom of exercises : and, indeed, it
goes so heavily with my disposition, that this goodly
frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile promontory : this
most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave o’er-
hanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted with
golden fire, why, it appears no other thing to me than a
foul and pestilent congregation of vapours. What a
piece of work is man! How noble in eason! lfow
infinite in.faculties! in form and moving, hqw express
and admirable! in action, how like an angel ! in appre-
hension, how like a god! the beauty of the world ! the

* Body.



236 . Reauties of Shaispeare.

pavagon of animals ! And yet, to me, what is this quint-
essence of dust?, Man delights not me,—no, nor woman
neither ; though, by your smiling, youseem to say so.
Hamlet's Reflections on the Player and himself.
O, what a rogue and peasant slave am 1!

Is it not monstrous, that this player here,

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion,

Could force his soul so to his own corceit,

That, from her working, all his visage wann’d ;

Tears in his eyes, distraction in’s aspect,

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting

With forms to his coaceit? Anfl all for nothing !

For Hecuba !

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,

That he should weap for her? What would he do

Had he the motive and the cue for passion

That I have? He would drown the stage with tears,

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech ;

Make mad the guilty, and appal the free,

‘Confound thz ignorant ; and amaze, indeed,

The very faculties of eyes and ears.

Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak,

Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause,

And can say nothing ; ‘no, not for a king,

Upon whose property, and most dear life,

A damn’d defeat * was made. Am I a coward?

Who calls me villain? breaks my pate across?

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face?

Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i’ the throat,

As deepeas to the lungs? Who does me this?

Ra!

Why, I should take it; for it cannot be,

But I am pigeon-liverd, and lack gall

* Destruction,
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‘To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this,

I should have fatted all the region kites

With this slave’s offal - Bloody, bawdy villain !
Remorseless, treacherous, lccherous, kindless * villain
O, vengeance ! .

Why, what an ass am I'! This is most brave;

That I, the son of & dear father murder'd,

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell,

Must, like a Whore, unpack my heart with words,
And fall a cursing, like a very drab,

A scullion!
Fie upon’t! foh! About my brams ! Humph, I have
That guiity creatures, sxttmg at’a play, [heard

Have by the very cunning of the scene

Been struck so to the soul, that presently

They have proclaim’d their malefictions !

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak
With most miraculous organ. I’ll have these players
Play something like the murder of my father,
Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks ;

T’ll tent him + to the quick ; if he do blench t

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen
May be a devil : and the devil hath power

To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps,
Out of my weakness and my melancholy,

(As he is very potent with sifch spirits,)

Abuses me to damn me. I'll have grounds
More relative than this. The play’s the thing,
Wherein Tl catch the conscience of the king.

Act I1L.
Hypocrisy.
We are oft to blame in this,—
"Tis too much proved,§—that, with devotion’s visagey

* Unnatural. + Search his wounds.
3 Shrink or start. § Too frequent.




238 Beauties of Shakspeare.

And pious action, we do sugar o’er
The devil himself.
King. O, 'tis toQ true ! how smar*.
A lash that speech doth give my conscience !
The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plast’ring art,
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it,
Than is my deed to my most painted word.

Soliloguy on Life and Death.

To e, or not to be, that is the question :—

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind, to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune ;
Or to take arms against a sea of° troubles,
And, by opposing, end them?—To dle,—to sleep,—
No more ;—and, by a sleep, to say we end
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to,—’tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die ;—to sleep ;—
To sleep ! perchance to dream ;—ay, there’s the rub;
For in that-sleep of death what dreams may come,
'When we haye shuffled off this mortal coil,*
Must give us paube ; there’s the respect,t
That makes calamity of so long life :
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, {
The pangs of despised-Jove, the law’s delay,
The insolence of office, and the spurns
That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
When he himself might his quietus § make
With a bare bodkin? || who would fardels 7 bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life ;
But thatithe dread of something after death,—
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn **

#® Stir, bustle. + Consideration. 1+ Rudeness.

§ Acquittance. || The ancient term for a small dagger.
9 Pack, burden ** Boundary, limits.
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No traveller returns,—puzzles the will ;

And makes us rather bear those ills we have,.
Than. fiy to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does makevcowards of us all ;
And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought ;
And enterprises of great pith and moment,
With this regard, their curtents turn awry,
And lose the rfame of action.

Calumny.

Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt
not escape calumny.

A Disordered Min.

O, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown !
The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s Bye, tongue, sword,
The expectancy and rose of the fair state,
The glass of fashion, and the mould * of form,
The observed of all observers! quite, quite down !
And 1, of ladies most deject and wretched,
That suck’d the honey of his musig vows$,
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason,
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and hargh;
That unmatch’d form and feature of blown youth,
Blasted with ecstasy. +

Hamlet's Instructions' to the Players.

Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to
you, trippingly om the tongue; but if you mouth it, as
many of your players do, I had as lief-the town-crier
spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with
your hand, thus; but use all gently: for ip the very
torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) whirlwind of- pas-
sion, you must acquire and beget a temperance, that

* The model by whom all endeavoured to form themselves.

+ Alienation of mind.
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may give it smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul’
to hear 2 robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion
to tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of “the. ground-
lings ; * who, for the most part, are capable of nething
but inexplicable dumb shows and noise ; I would have
such a fellow whipped for o’er-doing Termagant ; it out-
herods Herod.+  Pray you, avéid it.

Play. 1 warrant your hotour.

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own
discretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word, the
word to the action ; with this special observance, that
you o erstep not the modesty of qature ; for anything so
overdone is from the purpose of playmg, whose end,
both at the first, and now, was, and is, to hold, as ’twere,
the mirror up to nature ; to show virtue her own feature,
scorn her own image, and the very age and body of the
time, his form and pressure. § Now this, overdone, or
come tardy off, though it make the unskilful laugh,
cagnot but make the judicious grieve; the censure of
which qne must, in your allowance, § o’erweigh a whole
theatre of others. +O, there be players, that I have seen
play,—and heard others praise, and that highly—not to
speak it profanely, that neither having the accent of
Christians, nor the gait of Christian, Pagan, nor man,
have so strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought some
of nature’s journeymen ‘had made men, and not made
them well, they imitated humanity so abominably.

Play. 1 hope we have reformed thaj indifferently with
us.

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those that play
Your clowns, speak no more than is set down for them:
for Lherc 'De of them that will themselves laugh, to set on

* The meaner people then seem to have sat in the pit.
+ Herod’s character was always violent.
% Impression, resemblance. § Approbation,
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some quantity of barren spectators to laugh too ; though,.
in the mean time, some necessary questiop* of the play
be ¢hen to bé considered : that’s'villanous ; and shows a
mos} pitiful ambitidn in the foolsthat uses it.

On Flattery and ant even-minded Man.

Nay, do not think 3 flatter:
For what advancement may,I hope from thee,
That no revenue hast but thy good spirits
To feed and clothe thee? Why should the pdor be

flatter’d ;
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ;
And crook the pregnaﬁt + hinges of the knee,
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear?
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice,
And could of men distinguish, her olection
Hath seal'd thee for herself ; for thou hast been
As one in suffering all, that suffers nothing ;
'A man that fortune’s buffets and rewards
Hast ta’en with equal thanks: and bless'd dre those
Whose blood and judgment are so well coomingied,
That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger
To sound what stop she please : Give me that man
That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him
In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of heart,
As T do thee.
Midnight.

*Tis now the very witching time of night;
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out
Cgntagion to this world. Now gould I drink hot blopd,
And do such business as the better day
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mother—
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom :

#® Conversation, discourse. + Quick, ready.
®
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Let me cruel, not unnatural :
T will speak daggers to her, but use none.

The King'’s de.rpatrmg Soliloguy, and Hamlet's
Rtyi'ecizon: on him.

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven;
It hath the primal eldest curse upon't,
A brother's murder —Pray can I not,
Though inclination be as sharp as rvill ;
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ;
And, like a man to double business bound,
I stand in pause where I shall first begin,
And both neglect. What if ‘this cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood ?
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens -
To wash it whit= as snow? Whereto serves mercy,
But to confront the visage of offence ?
And what’s in prayer, but this two-fold force,—
To be forestall’d, ere we come to fall,
Or pardOn’d being down? Then I’ll look up ;
My fault ’s past. But, O, what form of prayer
Can serve my turn? Forgive me my foul murder !'—
That cannot be ; since I am still possess’d
Of those effects for which I did the murder,
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.
May one be pardon’d, and retain the offence?
In the corrupted currents of this world,
Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice ;
And oft ’tis seen, the wicked prize itself
Buys out the law. But ’tis not so above :
There is no shuffling there the action lies
In hi. true nature ; and we ourselves compell’d,
‘Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults,
To give in evidence. What then? what rests ?
Try what repentance can : What can it not?
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent?
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Q wretched state !"O bosom, black as death !
O liméd * soul, that, struggling to be ffee,
Art more'engag’d! Help, angels, make assay !
Bow, stubborn knees! and, heart, with strings of steel,
Be soft as sinews of the pew-born babe :
All may be well ! [Retires and kneels.
Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Now mlght I do it pat, now he is praying’,
And now T'll dot and so he goes to heaven.
And so am I revenged? That would be scann’d : +
A villain kills my father: and, for that,
I, his sole} son, do this same villain send
To heaven: .
Why, this is hire and salary,§ not revenge.
He took my father grossly, full of bread
With all his crimés broad blown, as flush as May ;
And how his audit stands who knows, save Heaven?
But, in our circumstance and course of thought,
"Tis heavy with him. And am I then revenged,
To take him in the purging of his soul
When he is fit and season’d for his passage ?
No.
Up, sword, and know thou a more horrid hent ! ||
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ;
Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed ;
At gaming, swearing ; or about’ some act
That has no relish of salvation in’t:
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven ;
And that his soul may be as damn’d and black
As hell, whereto it goes.

Hamlet and his Mother.
Queen. What have I done, that thou darest wag thy
In noise so rude against me ? [tongue

* Caught, as with birdlime. + Should be considered.
1 Only. § Reward. || Seize kim at a more horrid time.
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Ham. * Such an act
That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ;
Calls virtue hypocrite ; takes off the rose
From the fair forehead of an innocent love,
And sets a blister theré ; makes marriage vows
As false as dicers’ oaths: O, such a deed
As from the body of contraction * plucks
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes
A rhapsody of words: heaven’s facé doth glow ;
Yea, this solidity and compound mass,
With tristful + visage, as against the doom,
Is thought-sick at the act. ¢
Queen. Ah me, what act,
That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? }
Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on lhlb,
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.
See, what a grace was seated on this brow :
Hyperion’s § curls; the front of Jove himself;
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ;
A station || like the herald Mercury,
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ;
A combination, and a form, indeed,
Whete every god did seem to set his seal,
To give the world assurance of a man:
This was your husband.—Look you, now, what follows;
Here is your husband like a mildew’d ear,
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ?
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed,
And batten on this moor? Ha ! have you eyes?
You cannot call it loye: for, at your age,
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble,
And, waits upon the judgment : and what judgment

* Marriage contract. + Sorrowful.
1 Index of contents prefixed to a book.
§ Apollo’s. || The act of standing. 9 To grow fat.
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Would step from thls to thlS ? Sense,* sure, you havx.,
Else, could you not have motion : buts sure, that sense
Is apoplex'd : {or madness would not err;
"Nor sense to ecstasy + was he'er so thrall'd,
But it reserved some quintity of choice,
To serve in such a difference. What devil was’t,
That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind ? §
Eyes without fgeling, feelmg without sight,
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans § ally
-Or but a sickly part of one true sense
Could not so mope.||
O shame ! where is thy blush ? , Rebellious hell,
If thou canst mutine in a matron’s bones,
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax,
And melt in her own fire : proclaijn no shame,
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge ;
Since frost itself as actively doth burn,
And reason panders will.
Queen. . O Hamlet, speak no more :*
Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soyl ;
And there I see such black and grdined spots,
As will not leave their tinct.

Enter Ghost.

Ham. Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings,

You heavenly guards !'—What would you, gracious
figure ?

Queen. Alas,*he’s mad !

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide,
That, lapsed in time and passion, let’s go by
The important acting of your dread commaad ?
0, say!

Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation

* Sensation. + Frenzy. 1 Blindman’s-buff.
§ Without, . || Be sostupid. 9 Colour.
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Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.
But, look ! arfiazement on thy mother sits :,
O, step between her and her fighting soul ;
Conceit * in weakest bodies strongest works
Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it with you, lady?
, Queen. Alas, how is't with you ?
That you do bend your eye on vacancy,
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ?
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ;
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm,
Your bedded hair, kke life in ¢kcrements,t
Starts up, and stands on end: O gentle son,
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper
Sprinkle cool patience. 'Whereon do you look ?
Ham. On him! On him! Look you, how pile he
glares !
His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to stones,
Would make them capable.}—Do not ook upon me ;
Lest with tkis piteous action, you convert
My stern effects!§ then what I have to do
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance,|| for blood.
Queen. To whom do you speak this?
Ham. Do you see nothing there ?
Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is I see.
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ?
Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves.
Ham. Why look you there! look, how it steals
away !
My father, in his habit as he lived ?
Look where he goes, even now, out at the portal !
[Exit Gost.

* Imagination.
+ The hair of animals is excrementitious, that is, without life or
sensation,

1 Intelligent. § Actions. || Perhaps.
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‘Queen. This is the very comage of your bram :

This bodiless creation ecstasy *

‘Is very cunning il
Ham. Ecstasy !

My pulse, as yours, dbth temperately keep time,

And makes as healthful music: it is not madness

That I have utter'd : bring me to the test,

And I the matter will re-word ; which madness

Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace,

1 ay not that flattering unction to your soul,

That not your trespass, but my madness speaks :

1t will but skin and fidm the ulcerpus place ;

Whiles rank corruption, mining all yithin,

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ;

Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come ;

Anc do not spread the compost t on the weeds,

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue :

For in the fatness of these pursy times,

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg ;

Yea, curb} and woo, for leave to do him good,
Queen. O Hamlet! thou hast cleft eny heart in twain.
Ham. Then throw away the worser part of it,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night, but go not to my uncle’s bed ;

Assume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monster, custom, who all’sense doth cat,

Of habit’s devil, is angel yet in this ;

That to the use of actions fair and good

He likewise gives a frock, or livery,

That aptly is put on : refrain to- night :

And that shal! lend a kind of easiness

To the next abstinence : the next more easy :.

For use almost can change the stamp of nature,

And either curb the devil, or throw him out

* Frenzy. t Manure. + Bend.
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With wondrous potency. Once more, good night !
And-when you are desirous to be bless'd,
’ll blessing beg of you.—For this same lord,
(Pointing to Polovius.
I do repent : but heavenshath pleased it so,—
To punish me with this, and this with me,
That I must be their scourge and minister.
I will bestow him, and Wwill answer well
Thg death I gave him. So again, good night !
I must be cruel, only to be kind:
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind.—
But one word moye, good lady.
Queen. . What shall I do?
Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do:
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ;
Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouse ;*
And let him for a pair of reechy + kisses,
Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d fingers,
Make you to ravel all this matter out,
That I esgentially am not in madness,
But mad incrat. *Twere good you let him know :
For who, that’s but a queen, fair, sober, wise,
Wouid from a paddock,} from a bat, a gib,§
Such dear concernings hide? who would do so?
No, in despite of sense and secrecy,
Unpeg the basket on the house’s top,
Let the birds fly ; and like the famous ape,
To try conclusions,|| in the basket,creep,
And break your own neck down.
Queen. Be thou assured, if words be made of breath,
And preath of life, I have no life to breathe
What thou hast said to me.
Z{am. 1 must to England ; you know that ?

* A term of endearment, + Steaming with heat.
% Toad, § Cat. . |, Experiments. -
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Queen. ’ Alack !

I had forgot ; ’tis so concluded on. . [fellows,—
Kam. There’s letters seal'd; and my two school-

Whom I will trust, as I wil? adders fang’d,*—

T'hey bear the mandate:; they must sweep my way

And marshal me to knavery : let it work ;

For ’tis the sport to have the engineer

Hoist with his own petard :t and it shall go hard,*

But I will delve one yard below their mines, ,

.And blow them at the moon.

5 Acr IV,

Hamlet's Irresolution.

How all occasions do inform against me,
And spur my dull revenge | whatsis a man
If his chief good, and market $ of his time,
Be but to sleep, and feed ? a beast no more.
Sure, he, that made us with such large discourse,§
Looking before and after, gave us not
That capability and god-like reason
To fust || in us unused. Now, whether it be
Bestial oblivion, or some craven ¥ scruple
Of thinking too precisely on the event,—
A thought which quarterd hath but one part wisdom
And, ever, three parts coward,—I do not know
Why yet I live to say, This thing's to do;
Sith** T have cause, and will, and strength, and means
To do’t. Examples gross as earth, exhort me:
‘Witness, this army, of such mass and charge,
Led by a delicate and tendér prince ;
Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff’d,
Makes mouths at the invisible event ;

* Having their teeth.  + Blown up with his own bomb.

1 Profit. § Power of comprehension.
|| Grow mouldy. 9 Cowardly. *#* Since.
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Exposing what is mortal and unsure,
Torall that forfune, death, and danger dare,
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great,
Is, not to stir without great argument”;
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw,
When honour’s at the stake. How stand I then,
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain’d,
Excitements of my reason’and my blood,
And lgt all sleep ? while, to my shame) I see
The imminent death of twenty thousand men,
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame,
Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause,
Which is not tomb enough, and continent,
To hide the slain ?—Q, from this time forth,
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth !

Sorrows rarely single.

O Gertrude, Gertrude,
When sorrows come, they come not single spies,
But irf battations !
T#he Divinity of Kings.
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ;
There’s such divinity doth hedge a king,

"That treason can but peep to what it would,
Acts little of his will.

Description of Ophelia’s Death.

Queen. There is a willow grows agcaunt the brook,
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ;
Therewith fantastic garkands did she make
Of crowsflowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples,*
‘I'at Jiberal + shepherds give a grosser name,

But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call them :
There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds

* Qrchis morio mas. + Licentious.
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‘ Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ;
When down her weedy trophies and herself, -
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide;
‘And mermaid-like, awhile tey bore her up :

Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ;

As one incapable* of her own distress,

Or like a creature native and indued

Unto that elerjent ; but long it could not be,

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,,

Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay

To muddy death.

Act V.
Hamlet's Reflections on Yorick's Skull.

Grave-digger. A pestilence on bjm for a mad rogue !
he poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This
same skull, Sir, was Yorick’s skull, the king’s jester.

[ Zakes the skull.

Ham. This?

Grave-digger. Elen that. .

Ham. Alas poor Yorick !—I knew him, Horatio ;
a fellow of infinite jest; of most excellent fancy; he
hath borne me on his back a thousand tiries; and
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is ; my gorge
rises at it. Here hung those lips that I have kissed I
know not how oft. Where be your gibes now? your
gambols? your songs? your flashes of merriment, that
were wont to set:the table on a roar? Not one now to
mock your own grinning: quite chap-fallen? Now get
you to my lady’s chamber, and: tell her, let her pajnt an
inch thick, to this favour+ she must come ;, make h-r
laugh at that.

Ophelia’s Interment.
Lay her 1’ the earth;

* Insensible. . + Countenance, complexicn.
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And from her fair and unpolluted flesh,

May violets soring !I—I tell thee, churlish priest,
A minist'ring angel shall my sister be,

When thou liest howling.

Me‘lamlwl_y.

This is mere madness ;
And thus a while the fit will work on him :
Anon, as patient as the female dove,
When that her golden couplets are disclosed,*
His silence will sit drooping.

Providence directs onwr Actions.
And that shou'd teach us,
There’s a divinity that shapes our ends,
Rough-hew them how we will.

A Health.
Give me the cups;
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak,
The trumpet to the cannoneer without,

The cannons to ‘he heavens, the heaven to earth,
Now the king drinks to Hamlet.

JULIUS CASAR.
Act I.

Patriotism.

WHAT is it that you would impart to me ?

If it be ought toward the general good,

Set honeur in one eye, and death i’ the other,
And I'will look on both indifferently.

For, let the gods so speed me, as I love

The name of honour more than I fear death,

* Hatched.
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Contempt of Cassius for Cesar.

I was born free as Camsar ; so were you :
We both have fed as well ; and we can both
Endure the winter’s cold as well as he.
For once, upon a raw and gusty*® day,
The troubled Tiber ¢hafing with her shores,
Ceesar said to me, Dar’'st thou, Cassius, now,
Leap in with nle into this angry flood,
And swim to yonder point? Upon the word,
Accoutred as I was, I plungéd in,
And bade him follow,: so, indeed, he did.
The torret roar'd ; and we did buffet it
With lusty sinews ; throwing it asiae,
And stemming it with hearts of controversy.
Bug ere we could arrive the point proposed,
Ceesar cried, Help me, Cassius, or I sink.
I, as Aneas, our great ancestor,
Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder
The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of Tiber
Did I the tired Casar : And this man
Is now become a god ; and Cassius is
A wretched creature, and must bend his body,
If Ceesar carelessly but nod on him.
He had a fever when he was in Spain,
And, when the fit was on him;, I did mark
How he did shake ; ’tis true, this god did shake:
His coward lips did from their colour fly ;
And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world,
Did lose its lustre : I did hear him groan :
"Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans
Mark him, and write his speeches in their buoks,
Alas ! it cried, Give me some drink, ZTitinius,
As a sick girl.  Ye gods, it doth amaze me,

* Windy.
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A man of such a feeble temper* should
So get the start of the majestic world,
And bear the palm alone. [Skout. * Flourish.
Bru. Another general shout !
I do believe that these applauses are
For some new honours that are heap’d on Cesar.
Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world
Like a Colossus ; and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs, and peep'about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves.
Men at some time are masters of their fates :
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars,
But in ourselves, that we are underlings.
Brutus and Ceesdr: What should be in that Cesar ?
Why should that name be sounded more than yours?
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; |
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ;
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them,
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cesar. [ Shout.

Now i in the names of all the gods at once,

Upon what"meag doth this our Ceesar feed,

That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed :
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods !
When went there by an age, since the great flood,
But it was famed with more than with one man ?
When could they say;.till now, that talk’d of Rome,
That her wide walks encompass’d but one man ?

Casar’s Dislike of Cassius.
"Would he were fatter :—but I fear him not :
Yet if my name were liable to fear,
I do ngt know the man I should avoid
Se soqn as that spare Cassius. He reads much ;
e i$ a great observer, and he looks
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays,
* Temperament, constitution.
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"As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music:
Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort,.
As if.he mock’d. hlmsel'f and scorn’d his spirit,
That could be 'moved to smile at anything.
Such men as he be never at heart’s case,
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves ;
And therefore are they very dangerous.
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,
Than what I fear, for always I am Casar.
Spirit of Liberty.

I know where I will wear this dagger then ;

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius :

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ;

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat :

Nor stony tower, nor-walls of beaten brass,
Nor airless dnngeon, nor strong links of iron,
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ;
But life, being weary of these worldly bars
Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If I know this, know all the world besid'es,
That part of tyranny that I do bear,

1 can shake off at pleasure

ACT I I
Ambition cothed in specions Humility.
But ’tis a common proof,* "
‘That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder,
Whereto the cljmber upward turns his face :
But when he once attains the upmost round,
‘He then unto the ladder turps his back,
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees +
By which he did ascend.
Conspiracy dreadful till executed.
Between the acting of a dreadful thing
* Experience, + Low steps.

(&4}
N4}
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And the first motion, all the interim is
Like a phantasma,* or a hideous dream :
The genius, and the mortal instrum=nts,
Are then in council ; and the state of man,
Like to a little kingdom, suffers-then

The nature of an insurrection.

Brutus's Apo.rtrop/ze 20’ Conspiracy.

‘O conspiracy !
Shameast thou to show thy dangerous brow by night,
When evils are most free ? O then, by day,
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough
To mask thy monstrous visage ?3eek none, conspiracy ;
Hide it in smiles and affability :
For if thou path thy native semblance on,+
Not Erebus § itself were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.

Against Cruelty.
~ Gentle friends,
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ;
Let’s carve 11im as a dish fit for the gods,
Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds,
And lgt our hearts, as subtle masters do,
Stir up their servanrs to an act of rage,
And after seem to chide them.

~Slecp.

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber :
Thou hast no figures,§ nor no fantasies,
Which busy care draws in the brains of men ;
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound.

Portia’s Speech to Brutus.

‘Yoi’have ungently, Brutus,

Stole from my bed : and yesternight, at supper,

* Vision. + Walk in thy true form. 1 Hell,
§ Shapes created by imagination.



Fulius Ceasar. 257

You suddenly arose, and walk’d about,
Musing, and sighing, with your arms across :
And when,I ask’d L you what the matter svas,
You sfared upon, fne with ungentle looks :
I' urged you further : then yol scratch’d your head,
And too impatiently stamp’d ‘with your foot :
Yet I insisted, yet yoy answer'd not;
But with an angry wafture of your hand,
Gave sign for mg to leave you: so I did;
Fearmg to strengthen that impatience,

Véhich seem’d too much enkindled ; and, w1tha1
Hoping it was but an effect of hurnour
Which sometime hath®his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor,sleep ;
And, could it work so much upon your shape,
As it hath much prevail’d on your gondition,*
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.

Calphurnia’s Address to Cesar on the Prodigies scen thg
Night before his Death.

Cal. C=zsar, I never stood on ceremonies,t
Yet now they fright me. There is one within,
Besides the things that we have heard and scen,
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch.
A lioness hath whelped in the,streets ;
And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up their dead :
Fierce flery warriors fight upon the clouds,
In ranks, and sduadrons, and right form of war,
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol :
“T'he noise of battle hurtled 1’ in the air,
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan j
And*ghosts did shriek and squeal § about the $treéts,

* Temper. + Never paid a regard to prodigies or omens.
3 Encountered. § Cry with pain.
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O Cesar ! these things are beyond all use,
And I do fear them.

" Cés. What can be avoided,
Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods? '
Yet Ceesar shall go forth: for these predictions’

Are to the world in genersl, a$ to Csar.
Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets seen :

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of

princes. ' :

Against the Fear of Death.
Cowards die many times before their deaths ;
The valiant never taste of death but once.
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,
1t seems to me most strange that men should fear:
Seeing that death, a necessary end,
Will come when-it will come.
Danger.
Danger knows full well
That Casar is more dangerous than he.
We were two lions litter'd i one day,
And I theelder and more terrible.
Envy.
My heart laments that virtue cannot live
Out of the teeth of emulation.*

wAct III.
Antony's Address to the Corpse of Cesar.
O mighty Caesar ! dost thou lie so low ?
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumiphs, spoils,
Shrunk to this little measure ?—Fare thee well.
 Antony's Speech to the Conspirators.
. I know not, gentlemen, what you intend,
Whe else must be let blood, who else is rank :t
If T myself, there is no hour so fit
#* Envy. + Grown too high for the public safety.
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As.Caxsar’s death hour ; nor no instrument

Of half that worth, as those your swords, made rich’
With the most nohle blood of all this world

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard,

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke,
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,

I shall not find myself’so apt to die:

No place will please me so, no mean of death,

As here by Casal, and by you cut off,

The choice and master-spirits of this age.

Revenge.

Caesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge,
.With Ate by his side, come hot from "hell,
Shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice,
Cry Havoc, * and let slip t the dogs of war.

Brutus's Speeck to the People.

If there be any in this assembly, any dear friend of
Ceesar'’s, to him I say, that Brutus’ love to Casar was no
less than his. If then that friend deriland why Brutus
rose against Ceesar, this is my answer,—Not that. I loved
Ceesar less, but that I loved Rome more. Had you
rather Casar were living, and die all slaves, than that
Cesar were dead, to live all free men? As Casar loved
me, I weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it;
as he was valiant, I honour him ; but, as he was ambitious,
I slew him. There s tears for his love ; joy for his for-
tune ; honour for his valour ; and death for his ambition.
Whosts here so base, that would b& a bondman? If any,
speak ; for him have I offended. Who is here o rude,
‘that would not be a Roman? If any, speak, fdr, him
. *"The signal for giving no quarter.

-+ To let slip a dog at adeer, &c., was the technical phrase of
Shgkspeare’s time.
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have I offended. Who is here so vile, that will net love
his country? If any, speak, for him have I offended.

Antony's, Funeral Oration.

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears !
I come to bury Casar, not to praise him.
- The evil, that men do, lives after them ;
The good is oft interred with their bones ;
Sc let it be with Ceesar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious :
If it were so, it was a grievous fault;
And grievously hath Ceesar answer'd it.
Here, under lgave of Brutus, and the rest,
(For Brutus is an honourable man ;
So they are al}, all honourable men.)
Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral.
He was my friend, faithful and just to me:
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill :
Did this in Casar seem ambitious ?
When that the poor have cried, Casar hath wept :
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff;
Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did see, that on the Lupercal,
I thrice presented him a kingly ~rown,
Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition?
Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ;
AnJ, sure, he is an honourable man.
] speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
But here I am to speak what I do know.
You all did love him once, not without cause ;
What cause withholds you then to mourn for him?2
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\0.judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And men have lost their reason !—Bear with me ; ,
My heart i in the coffin-there with Cesar,
And I must pause till it comes back to me.
* * *® * *
But yesterday the word of Caesar might
Have stood against the: world : now lies he there,
And none so poor to do him reverence.*
O masters ! if I"were disposed to stir
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,
I should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong,
Who, you all know, age honourable men ;
I will not do them wrong ; I rathér choose
“To wrong the dead, to wrong myself;, and you,
Than I will wrong such honourable men.
But here’s a parchment, with the sefll of Caesar,
I found it in his closet, ’tis his will :
Let but the commons hear this testament,
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,)
And they would go and kiss dead Caesar’s wounds,
And dip their napkins t in his sacred blodd ;
Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
And, dying, mention it within their wills,
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy,
Unto their issue.
4 Cit. We'll hear the will : read it, Mark Antony.
Cit. The will, the will ! we will hear Casar’s will.
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not
read it :
It is not meet you know how Casar loved you.
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ;
And, being men, hearing the will of Casar,
It will inflame you, it will make you mad:

* The meanest man is now too high to do reverence to Caesar.
+ Handkerchiefs.
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"Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ;
For, if you should, O, what would come of it !
4 Cit. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony :
You shall read us the w111 Caesar’s will.
Ant. Will you be patient? Will you stay awhile ?
I have o’ershot myself to tell you of it.
T fear I wrong the honourable men,
Whose daggers have stabbed Ceesar: I do fear it.
4 Cit. 'They were traitors : honourable men !
Cit. The will! the testament ! ,
2 Cit. They were villains, murderers; the will!
Read the will !
Ani. You will compel me then to read the will ?
Then make a ring about the corpse of Casar,
And let me show you him that made the will.
Shall I descend ?''and will you give me leave?
Cit. Come down.
2 Cit. Descend. [ He comes down from the Pulpit.
* .' * * * *
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now.
You all do know this mantle : I remember
The first time ever Casar put it on ;
*Twas‘on a summer’s evening in his tent;
That day he overcame the Nervii :—
Look! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through :
See what a rent the envious Casca made :
Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ;
And, as he pluck’d his curstd steel away,
Mark how the blood of Cesar follow’d it ;
As rushing out of doors, to be resolved ;
If Brutys so unkindly knock’d or no ;
For Brutus, as you know, was Ceesar’s angel.
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cesar loved him !
This was the most unkindest cut of all :
For when the noble Cesar saw him stab,
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Ingratitude, more strong than traitor’s arms,
Quite vanquish’d him: then burst his mighty heart,
And, in hissmantle muffling up his face,
Eyen at the base 'of Pompey’s,statua,*
Which all the while ran blood, great Ceesar fell.
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen !
Then I, and you, and ‘all of us, fell down,
Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us.t
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel
The dint § of pity : these are gracious drops.
Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but behold
Our Czsar’s vesture wpunded ? Look you here,
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, by traitors.

1 C#. O piteous spectacle ! ’

* * * * *

2 Cit. We will be revenged: revenge; about,—
seek,—burn,—fire,—kill,—slay !—let nota traitor live.

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. . [youup
They that have done this deed are honourable :
What private griefs § they have, alas,»I know not ;
That made them do it ; they are wise and honourable,
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ;
I am no orator, as Brutusis:
But as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
That love my friend, and that they know full well
That gave me puplic leave to speak of him,
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Action, nor utterance, nor thespower of speech,
To stir men’s blood : I only speak right on ;
I tell,you that which you yourselves do know ;
-Show you sweet Ceesar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb

mouths,

* Statua for statue, is common among the old writers.
4+ Was successful. 1 Impressio § Grievances.
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And bid them speak for me : but were I Brutus.,
And, Brutus ‘Antony, there were an Antony
Would rufflé up your spirits, and put a tgngue

In every wound of Cgsar, that should move

The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.

Act IV.
Ceremony Insincere,
Ever note, Lucilius,
When love begins to sicken and decay,
It useth an enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain #nd simple faith :
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand,
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle :
But when they should endure the bloody spur,
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades,
Sink in the trial.
The Tent Scene between Brutus and Cassius.
Cas. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in
this :
You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella,
For ¢aking bribes here of the Sardians ;
Wherein my letters, praying on his side,
Because I knew the man, were slighted off.
Bru. You wrong’d yourself to write in such a case.
Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet
That every nice * offence should bear his comment.
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yoursclf
Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm ;
To sell and mart your offices for gold
To ulldeservers.
&as. I an itching palm?
You know that you are Brutus that speak this,
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last.

* Trifling.
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Bru. The name of Cassius honours this corruptica,
And chastisement doth therefore hids his head.
Cus. Chastisément §

*Bru. Remember March,'the ides of March remem-
Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake? [ber!
What villain touch’d his body, that did stab,

And not for justice?’ What, shall one of us,
That struck the foremost man of all this world,
But for supporting robbers ; shall we now
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes,
And sell the mighty space of our large honours,
For so much trash s may be gpasped thus ?—
I had rather be a dog, and bay * the moon,
Than such a Roman.
Cas. Brutus, bait not me,
T'll not endure it : you forget yourself,
To hedge me in:+ I am a soldier, I,
Older in practice, abler than yourself
To make conditions.} .
Bru. Go to; youre not. Cassius.
Cas. 1 am.
Bru. 1 say, you are not.
Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget my$elf:
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further.
Bru. Away, slight man !
Cas. 1s’t possible ?
Bru. Hear me, for I will speak.
Must I give way and room to your rash choler?
Shall I be frighted when a madman stares?
Cas. O, ye gods ! ye gods ! must I endure al] this ?

Bru. All this? ay, more : fret, till your proud heart
Ggq, show your slaves how choleric you are,  [lreak ;
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge ?

* Bait, bark at. + Limit my authority.
1 Terms, fit toyconfer the offices at my disposal.
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Must I observe you? Must I stand and crouch
Under your testy humour? By the gods,
You shall digest the venom of your spleen,
Though it do split you : for, from this day forth,
T'll use you for my mirth, yéa, for my laughter,
When you are waspish.

Cas. Is it come to this?

Bru. You say you are a better soldier :
Let itappear so ; make your vaunting true,
And it shall please me well : for mine own part,
I shall be glad to learn of noble men.

Cas. You wrong. me, every* way you wrong me,

I said an elder soldier, not a better [Brutus ;
Did I say better?
Bru. ~If you did, I care not.
Cas. When Cwxsar lived, he durst not thus have
moved me.
Bru. Peace, peace ; you durst not so have tempted
Cas. 1 durst not ? [him.
Brwe. No.,
Cas. What? durst not tempt him?
Bru. For your life you durst not.

Cas. *Do not presume too much upon my love,
I may do that I shall be sorry for.

Bru. You have done, that you should be sorry for.
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats :
For I am arm’d so strong in honesty,
That they pass by me, as the idle wind,
Which I respect not. I did send to you
For.certain sums of gold, which you denied me ;—
For I car raise no money by vile means :
By hea' 'en, I had rather coin my heart,
And drop my blood for drachmas,* than to wring
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash

# Coin.
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By any indirection. I did send

To you for gold to pay my legions, -

Whigh you denied me-: was'that done like Cassms ?

Should I have+answer'd Cajus Cassius so?

When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous,

To lock such rascal counters from his friends,

Be ready, gods, witlt all your thunderbolts,

Dash him to pieces !

Cas. I denied you not.
Bru. You did.
Cas. I did not : he was but a fool

That brought my answer back.—Brutus hath rived *

my heart :

A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities,

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
Bru. 1 do not, till you practise them on me.
Cas. You love me not.

Bru. I do not like your faults.
Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults.
Bru. A flatterer’s would not, though they do appear

As huge as high Olympus.

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius come,

Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,

For Cassius is aweary of the world :

Hated by one he loves ; braved by his brother ;

Check’d like 2 bondman ; ail his faults observed,

Set in a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote,

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep

My spirit from mine eyes —There is my dagger,

And here my naked breast ; within, a heart

Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold ;

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth :

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart :

Strike, as thou didst at Ceesar ; for, I know,

* Split.
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When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst him
Than ever thou lovedst Cassius. [better
Bru. - Sheath your dagger :

Be angry when you will,,it shall have scope ;
Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour.
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb
That carries anger as the flint bears fire ;
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark
And stralght is cold again.
Cas. Hath Cassius lived
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,
When grief and blood ill-tempep’d vexeth him ?
Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temperd too.
Cas. Do you confess so much? Give me your h.and.o
Bru. And my heart too.
Cas. O Brutus !
Bru. What's the matter?
Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me,
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me,
Makes me forgetful ?
Bru. ¢ « Yes, Cassius; and henceforth,
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus,
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you so.
* * * * *
Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs.
Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use,
If you give place to accidental evils.
Bru. No man bears sorrow better ;—Portia is dead.
Cas. Ha! Portia !
Bru. She is dead.
Cas. How ’scaped I killing when I cross’d you so ?—
[ 'msu.nportable and touching loss !—
Upon what sickness ?
Bru. Impatient of my absence ;
And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony
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Have made themselves so strong ;—for with her death
That tidings came.—With this she fell distract,
Ands her attendants absent, swallow’d fire.

-Cas. And died so?

Bru. Even so.

Cas. O ye immortal gods !

Enter Zucius, with wine and tapers.
Bru. Spealks no more of her. Give me a bowl of
wine :—

1In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [Drinks.

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge :
.Fill, Lucius, till thewine o’erswgell the cup ;
I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love. [Drinks.

Opportunity to be seized on all Occasions of Life.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ;
Onmitted, all the voyage of their life
Is bound in shallows and in miseries.
On such a full sea are we now afloat ;
And we must take the current when it Serves,
Or lose our ventures.

The Parting of Brutus and Cassius.

Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, though noble
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome: [Roman,
He bears too great a mind. But this same day
Must end that work the ides of March began;

And whether we shall meet again I know not.
Therefore our everlasting farewell take :—
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius !

If we do meet again, why we shall smile ;

If not, why then this parting was well made.

Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus !
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If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed ;
If not, “tis true, this parting was well made.

Bru. Why ‘then, lead on,.—O, that a :man mgkt
The end of this day’s bysiness ere it'come? [know
But it sufficeth that the day will end,

And then the end is known,

Melancholy, the Parent of Error.
~O hateful error, melancholy’s child !
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men
The thmgs that are not? O error soon ccnceived,,
Thou never comest unto a happy birth,
But kill'st the mother that engender'd thee.

Antony’s Character of Brutus.

This was the noblest Roman of them all :
All the conspiratoys, save only he,
Did that they did in envy of great Cesar ;
He, only, in a general honest thought,
And common good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle ; and the elements
So mix’d in him, that Nature might stand up,
‘And say to all the world, 7%is was a man/

WKING LEAR.

‘Actr L
T GanediL ;Dczlamtm;z of her filial Affection.
- Gon - Sir, I

Do love you more than words can wield the matter,
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ;

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;

No.less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;
As much as child e'er loved, or father found.

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable ;
Beyond all manner of so much I love you.
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Declaration of Regan.

Reg.- I,am made of that self metal s my sister,
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart
‘I find, she names my very deed of love ;
Only she comes too short,—that I profess
Myself an enemy to.all other joys,
Which the most precious square of sense possesses ;
And find, I am alone felicitate
In your dear highness’ love.

Declaration of Cordelia.

Cor. Good, my lord,
You have begot me, bred me, loved me: I
Return those duties back as are right fit,
Obey you, love you, and most horbur you.
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say
They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,
That lord, whose hand must take my-plight, shall

carry

Half my love with him, half my cage and duty !
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters,
To love my father all.

Admiration of the King of France at the Conduct of
Cordelia.:

France. Fairest Cordeclia, thou art most rich, being
poor ;

Most choice, forsaken ; and most loved, despised !
Thee and thy virtues here I geize upon :
Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away. ]
Gods, gods ! 'tis strange that from their cold’sf neglect
My love should kindle to inflamed respect.—
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France.
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Goneril’s Orders about her Father.

Gon. Putwon what weary negligence you please,
You and your fellows ; I'd have it"come to question :
If he dislike it, let hlm to my sister,
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,
Not to be overruled. Idle old man,
That still would manage those authorities,
That he hath given away —Now, by my life,
Old.fools are babes again ; and must be used
With checks, as flatteries,—when they are seen abysed.
Remember what I have said.

Stew. Very well, madam.

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks amorg

you;

What grows of if, no matter ; advise your fellows so :
I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall,
That I may speak :—1I'll write straight to my sister
To hold my very course :—Prepare for dinner.

Filial Ingratitude.

Ingratitude !* thou marble-hearted fiend,
More hideous, when thou show’st thee in a child,
Thar! the sea-monster !

JAct IL
Flattering Sycophanis.

That such a slave as this should wear a sword,
Who wears no honesty. Such smllmg rogues as these,
kae rats, oft bite the, holy cords atwain,
Wthh are too intrinse * t’ unloose: smooth e'very
Dassxon
That in the natures of their lords rebels ;
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ;

* Perplexed.
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Renege,* affirm, and turn their halcyon + beaks
Wijth every gale and vary of their masters,
As knewing naught, like'dogs, but following.
" Plain blunt "Men.

This is some fellow,
Who, having been prajsed for bluntness, doth affect
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb,
Quite from his nature ; he cannot flatter, he:—
An honest mind and plain,—he must speak truth :
Ag they will take it, so; if not, he’s plain.
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness
Harbour more craft, ahd more cogrupter ends,
Than twenty silly $ ducking observants
That stretch their duties nicely.

Bedlam Beggars.
While I may ’scape,

I will preserve myself; and am bethought

To take the basest and most poorest shape-

That every penury, in contempt of man,

Brought near to beast: my face I'll grimeswith filth ;

Blanket my loins ; elf § all my hair in knots;

And with presented nakedness outface

The winds, and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with soaring voices,

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms

Pins, wooden pricks,|| nails, sprigs of rosemary ;

And with this hotrible object, from low farms,

* Disown.

+ Xhe bird called the king-fisher, which, when dried and lung
up by a thread, is supposed to turn his bill to the point frcen whence
the wind plows.

I Simple or rustic.

§ Hair thus knotted was supposed to be the work of elves and
Tairies in the night.

*|| Skewe
I TS, T
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Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,
Sometime with lunatic bans,* sometime with prayers,
Enforce their charity.

The Faults of ‘Infirmity pardonable.

Fiery? the fiery duke ?~Tell the hot duke, that—
No, but not yet : may be he i not well ;
Infirmity doth still neglect all office,
'Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves,
When nature, being oppress’d, commands the mind
To suffer with the body : I’ll forbear ;
And am fallen out with my more headier will,
To take the indisposed and sickly fit
For the sound man.

Unkindness. ,
Thy sister's nfaught : O Regan, she hath tied
Sharp-tooth’d unkindness, like a vulture, here.
[Points to his heart.

Offences mistaken.

All's not offence that indiscretion finds,
And dotage terms so.

Rising Passion.

I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad ;
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell :
We'll no more meet,'no more see one another :—
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ;
Or, rather, a disease that’s in my flesh,
Which I must needs call mine: thou art a boil,
A plague-sore, an embossedt carbuncle,
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee;
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it:
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot,
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove.

* Curses. 1 Swelling.
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The Necessaries of Life few.

O, reason not the need ; our basest beggars
Are i the poorest thing superﬁuous »
Allow not nature more than nature needs,
Man’s life is cheap as beast’s.

Lear on the lngratz'tude of his Daughlers.

You see me here, you gods, a poor old man,
As full of griefwas age ; wretched in both !
If it be you that stir these daughters’ hearts
Against their father, fool me not so much
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger !
O, lét not women’s wkapons, water-drops,
Stain my man’s cheeks —No, you unnatural hags,
I will have such revenges on you both,
That all the world shall—I will do,such things,—
What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be
The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep:
No, I'll not weep :—
I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart
Shall break into a hundred thousand flawys,
Or ere I'll weep :—O, fool, I shall o mad !

Wilful Men.

0, sir, to wilful men,
The injuries, that they themselves procure,
Must be their schoolmasters.

Act IIL

Lear's Distress in the Storm.
Kene, Where's the king ?
Gent. Contending with the fretful elemems :
Bids' the wind blow the earth into the sea,
Or swell the curled waters ’bove the main,
That things might change or cease : tears his white hair;
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Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage,
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of :

Strives in hid little world of . man to out-scorn

The to-and-ro conflicting wind and rain.

This night, wherein the cub-drawn* bear would couch,
The lion and the belly-pinch'd wolf

.Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,

And bids what will take all.

Lear’s Exclamations in the Tempest.

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow!
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout
Till you have drengh’d our steeples, drow’nd the cocks ! i
You sulphurous ,;cmd thought-executing 1 fires,
Vaunt couriers § to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,
Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’ the world !
Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once,
That make ingrateful man !
* * * * *
Rumble thy bellyful ! Spit, fire! spout, rain !
Nor rain, wind,rthunder, fire, are my daughters:
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness,
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children,
You owe me no subscription ;§ why then, let fall
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave,
A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man :(—
But yet I call you servile ministers,
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd
Your high-engender’d battles ’gainst a head
So old and white as this. O! O! ’tis foul !
. * * * * *
Kent. Alas, sir, are you here? things that love night

% Whose dugs are drawn dry by its young.
+ Quick as thought. 1 Avant couriers, French.
§ Obedience.
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Fove not such nights as these, the wrathful skies
Gallow* the very wanderers of the dagk,
And make themekeep their caves. Since I was man,
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder,
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never
Remember to have heard : man’s nature cannot carry
The affliction, nor the fear.

Lear. Let the great gods,
That keep this dreadful pother+ o’er our heads,
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch,
That hast within thee undivulged crimes,
Unwhipp’d of justice Hide theg, thou bloody hand ;
Thou perjured, and thou smxlarx man of virtue
That art incestuous. Caitiff, to pieces shake,
That under covert and convenient seemmg,§
Hast practised on man’s life ! Close pent-up guilts,
Rive you concealing continents, and cry
These dreadful summoners grace. [[—I am a man,
More sinn’d against, than sinning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headed !
Gracious, my lord, hard by here isea hovel ;
Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst the tempest.

* * * * *9

ZLear. Thou think’st ’tis much that this contentious
Invades us to the skin: so ’tis to thee; [storm
But where the greater malady is fix’d,
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear:
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sca,
Thow’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When the mind’s
The body’s delicate : the tempest in my mind  [free,
Doth from my senses take all feeling else,
Save what beats there.—Filial ingratitude !
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand,

* Scare or frighten. T Blustering noise. ¥ Counterfeit.
§ Appeagance. || Favour,
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—_—

* For lifting food to’t.—But I will punish home :—
No, I will weep no more.—In such a night,
To shut me out.—Pour on; I will endure : —
In such a night as this !’ O Regan, Goneril !
Your old kind father, whose' frank heast gave all,—
O that way madness lies ; let me shun that;
No more of that—
‘Kent. Good, my lord, enter here.
Lear. Prythee, go in thyself; scek thine own ease ;
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more.—But I'll go in:
In, boy; go first~[70 the Fool] You houseless
poverty,— .
Nay, get thee in.  T'll pray, and then I'll sleep.—
[Fool goes in.
Poor, naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are,
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm,
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides,
Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend you
‘From geasons such as these? O, I have ta’en
Too little care ofthis! Take physic, pomp ;
Expose thyself to fcel what wretches feel ;
That tiou mayst shake the superflux to them,
And show the heavens more just.

* * . * * *

Enter Edgar, disguised as a madman.

Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows.me |—
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind—
Humph ! go to thy coldsbed, and warm thee.

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters?
And art thou come to this?

‘% * * * *

Didst thou give them all ?
* * * % *
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Now all the plagues that in the pendulous air
Hang fated o'er men’s faults, light on thy daughters !
Kt He hath no ddughters, sir.
ZLear. Death, traitor! noshing could have subdued
nature
To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters.—
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers
Should have thus little mergy on their flesh ?
Judicious punishment ! ’twas this flesh begot
Those pelican daughters.

On Man.

Is man no more than this? Consider him well ; thou
Towest the worm no silk, the beast ne hide, the sheep no
wool, the cat no perfume.—Ha! here’s three of us are
sophisticated —Thou art the thingsitself : unaccommo-
dated man is no more but such a poor, bare, forked animal
as thou art.—Off, off, you lendmgs

ACT IV

The Justice of Providence.

That T am wretched,
Makes thee the happier :—Heavens, deal sosstill !
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man,
That slaves your ordinance,* that will not see
Because he doth not feel, feél your power quickly ;
So distribution should undo excess,
And each man have enough.

Patience and Sorrotw.

Patience and sorrow strove
Who should express her goodliest. You mve seen
Suhshine and rain at once ; her smiles and fears
Were like a better day : those happy smiles,

* Ie To make it subject to us instead of acting in obedience
to it,
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That play’d on her ripe lip, seem’d not to know
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence,
As pearls from diamonds dropp’d.—In brief, sorrow.
Would be a rarity most beloved, if all
Could so become it.
Lear’s Distraction described.
Alack, ’tis he ; why, he was met even now
As mad as the vex'd sep; singing algud :
Crown’d with rank fumiter,* and furrow weeds,
With harlocks,t hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers,
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow
In our sustaining corn.
Description of Dover Cliff.
Come on, sir; here’s the place :—stapd still.—
How fearful
And dizzy ’tis to cast one’s eyes so low !
The crows, and choughs,} that wing the midway air,
Show scarce so gross as beetles : halfway down
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; § dreadful trade !
Methjnks he seems no bigger than his head :
The ﬁsherrﬁen, that walk upon the beach,
Appear like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark
Diminssh’d to her cock ;|| her cock, a buoy
Alinost too small for sight: the murmuring surge
That on the unnumber’d idle pebbles chafes,
Cannot be heard so high :—T’ll look no more ;
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight
Topple [ down headlong.
Gloster's Farewell to the World.
Q you mighty gods !
This wogld I do renounce ; and, in your sights,
Shake patiently my great affliction off :

* Fumitory. + Charlocks. 1 Daws.
§ A vegetable gathered for pickling.
| Her cock-boat. 9 Tumble.
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I£ I could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrel with your great opposeless yills,
My sauff, and loathed part of naturep should
Burn itself out. * If Edgar live, O, bless him !

Lear on M¥s Flatterers.

They flatterd me lik¢ a dog; and told me I had
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were
there. To say ay, and 7o, td everything I said —Ay
and no too was no good divinity. When the rain came
to wet me once, and the wind to make me chatter ; when
the thunder would not peace at my bidding: there I
found them, there I smdlt them outr Go to, they are not
nten o’ their words ; they told me I was everything ; ’tis
alie; I am not ague-proof.

On the Abuse of Poider.

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand ;
Why dost thou lash that whore ? strip thine own back ;
Thou hotly Just'st to use her in thatkind - [cozengr.
For which thou whipp’st her. The usurer hangs the
Through tatter'd clothes small vicesodo appear;
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hideall.  Plate sin with gold,
And the strong lance cf justice hurtless breakse: '
Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw doth pierce it.
None does offend, none, I say none: I’ll able ‘em :
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To seal the accuser’s lips. Get thee glass eyes ;
And, like a scuryy politician, seem
To see the thmgs thou dost not.

Cordelia on the Ingratitade of her Sisters.

O my dear father ! Restoration hang
Thy amedicine on my lips ; and let this kiss
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters

Have in thy reverence made !
* * * * *
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Had you not been their father, these white flakes
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face
To be exposed against the warring'winds?
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke
Of quick, cross lightning ?

* * * Cx *

And wast thou fain, po¢r father,

To hovel thee with swine aud rogues forlorn,
In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack !
"Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once
Had not concluded all.

Scene bvtween Lear and Cordelia.
Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares your
majesty P
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out of the grave.
Thou art a soul in bliss: but I am bound
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears
Do scald like molten lead.
Cor. Sir, do you know me ?
Lear. You are a spirit, I know ; when did you die?
Cog. Still, still, far wide !
Prys. He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile.
Lear. Where have I been?—Where am I?—Fair
daylight P—
I am mightily abused.—1I should even die with pity,
To see another thus.—I know not what to say.—
I will not swear these are my hands': let’s see;
I feel this pin prick. Would I were assured
Of my condition.
Cor® O, look upon me, sir,
And hold your hands in benediction o’er me :+-
No, sir, you must not kneel.
Lear. Pray do not mock me:
1 am a very foolish fond old man,
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Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly,
Ifear I.am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks I shoyfd know you, and know this man ;
Yet I am doubtful ; for I anf mainly ignorant
What place this is ; and %l the skill I have
Remembers not thesg garments, nor I know not
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me;
For, as I am aman, I thinkethis lady
To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. And so I am, I am.
Lear. Be your tears wet? Yes, faith, I pray, weep
If you have poison f8r me, I wil] drink it. [not;

I know you do not love me; for ypur sisters
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong :
You have some cause, they have not.

Cor. No cause, no cause.
Lear. Am I in France?
Kent. In your own kingdom, sir.

Lear. Do not abuse me.

Phys. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage,
You see, is cured in him ; and yet®it is danger
To make him even® o’er the time he has lost.
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more,
Till further settling.

Cor. Will't please your highness walk ?

Lear. You must bear with me :
Pray you now, forget and forgive : I am old and foolish.

Act V.
Lear to Cordelia wheh taken Prisoners.

No, no, no, no! Come, let's away to prisen :
Wes two alone will sing like birds i’ the cage:
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down,
And ask of thee forgiveness : so we'll live,

* To r8concile it to his apprehension.
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And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies and hear poor rogues
Talk of court news ; and we’ll talk ‘with them too,—
Who loses, and who wins ; who’s in, who's out ; -
And take upon us the mystery of things,
As if we were God’s spies : and we'll wear out,
in a wall'd prison, packs and ‘sects of great ones,
Fhat ebb and flow by the¢ moon.
Edm. Take them away.
Lear. Upon such sacrlﬁces, my Cordelia,
The gods themselves throw incense.

T/ze Justice of t/tc Gods.

The gods are )ust and of our pleasant vices
Make instruments to scourge us.

Edgar’s Account of his discovering himself to his Father.

List * a brief tale : —
And when ’tis told, O, that my heart would burst !-—
The hloody proclamation to escape,
That follow'd me'so near, (O our lives’ sweetness !
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die,
Ratherrthan die at once!) taught me to shift
Into a madman’s rags ; to assume a semblance
That very dogs disdain’d ; and in this habit
Met I my father with his bleeding rings,
Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide,
Led him, begg’d for him, saved him from despair;
Never (O fault !) reveal’d myself unto him,
Until some half-hour pact, when I was arm’d,
Not surg, though hoping, of this good success,
1 ask’d, his blessing, and from first to last
Yold him my pilgrimage : but his flaw'd heart,
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !)

* Hear.
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"Twixt two extremes of passion, joy, and grief,
Burst smilingly.

Edn. Thig speech of yours hgtil moved me.
And shall perchance, do good ; but speak you on;
You look as you had somethmg more to say.

A, If there be more, more woeful, hold it in;
For I am almost ready.to dissolve,

Hearing of this.

Edg. * This would have seem’d a period
To such as love not sorrow ; but another,

Mo amplify too much, would make much more,
And top extremity.

Whilst I was big in clamour, cante there a man,
Who having seen me in'my worst estate,
Shunn’d my abhorr'd society ; but then, finding
Who ’twas that so endured, with his strong arms
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow'd out

As he’d burst heaven ; threw him on my father;
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him
That ever ear received ; which in recounting,
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life
Began to crack. Twice then the trumpet sounded,
And there I left him tranced.

Lear on the Death of Cordelia.

Howl, howl, howl, howl !—Q. you are men of stones ;
Had I your tongues and cyes, I'd use them so
That heaven’s vault should crack :—O, she’s gone for

ever !—*
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ;

She’s dead as earth.—Lend e a looking-glass ;
If that her breath will mist or stain the stoney
Why, then she lives.

* * * * *

This feather stirs : she lives ! if it be so,
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It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows
That ever I have felt.
Ként. O my good master ! - [Knecling.
Lear. Prythee, away. , ‘
* * " * > *
A plague upon you, murdérers, traitors all !
I might have saved her ; now she’s gone for ever |—
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha!
What is't thou say’st >~+-Her voice was ever soft,
Gentle, and low.
Lear Dying.
And my poor fool * is hang'd! No, no, no life ;
Why should a dog; a horse, a rat have life,
And thou no brtath at all? Thowlt come no more,
Never, never, never, never, never !
———
MACBETH.
Acr 1.
Witckes described.
WHAT aresthese,
So witherd, and so wild in their attire ;
That Jook not like the inhabitants o’ the earth,
And yet are on't?. Live you? or are you aught
That man may question ? You seem to understand me,
By each at once her choppy finger laying
Upon her skinny lips :—You should be women,
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret
That you are so. “
Macbgtl's Temper.

Yet do I fear thy nature ;
It is too full o’ the milk of human kindness,
To ¢atch the nearest way : Thou wouldst be great ;

* Poor fool, in the time of Shakspeare, was an expression of
endearment.
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Art not without ambition ; but without [highly,
The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst
That wouldst thqQu holily : wouldst not play false,
And yet wouldst wrongly win.

Lady Macbeth's Soliloguy on the News of Duncar’s
' Approach.

The raven himself is hoarse
That croaks th= fatal entrante of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spisits
$hat tend on mortal * thoughts, unsex me here,
And’fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full
Of direst cruelty ! mike thick my blood,
Stop up the access and.passage to remorse ;t
That no compunctious visitings of nature
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep pgace between
The effect and it! Come to my woman’s breasts,
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers,
Wherever in your sightless substances
You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick night,
And pall  thee in the dunnest smoke of hell !«
That my keen knife § see not the wound it makes ;
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark,
To cry, Hold, Hold.

Macbetl’s Irresolution.

If it were done, when ’tis done, then ’twere well
It were done quickly: if the-assassination
Could trammel,up the consequence, and catch,
With his surcease, success ; that but this blow
Might be the be-all, and the end-all here,
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,—
We jump the life to come.—But in these casgs
We still have judgment here ; that we but teach

* Murderous. + Pity. i Wrap as in a mantle.
§ Knife anciently meant a sword or dagger.



238 Beauties of Shakspeare.

Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return
To plague the inventor : this even-handed justice
Commuends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust :
First, as I am his kinsman ,and.his subject,
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host,
‘Who should against his murdefer shut the door,
Not bear the knife mysglf. Besides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been

So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against
The deep damnation of his taking-off :

And pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubim, horsed
Upon the sightless couriers * of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,

That tears shall drown the wind.—I have no spur
To prick the sides of my intent, but only
Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself,

And falls on the other.

True Fortitude.

I dare do all that may become a man ;
Who dares do more, is none.

Act II.

The Murdering Scene.

Is this a dagger which I see befor¢ me,
The Landle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. [thee ;—
Art thop not, fatal vision, sensible
To feeling as to sight ? or art thou but
A dagger of the mind ; a false creation,
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ?

% Winds ; sightless is invisible.
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Y-see thee yet, in form as palpable
As this which now I draw.
Thou*marshall’st'me the way that I was going ;
And such an instrument I was to use.
Mine eyes are made ‘the fools o’ the other senses,
Or else worth all the rest: I see thee still;
And on thy blade, and dudgeon,* gouts+ of blood,
Which was not so before.—There’s no such thing :
It is the bloody business, which informs
‘Thus to mine eyes.—Now o’er the one half world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtain’d sleep ! how witchcgaft celebrates
Pale Hecate’s offerings ; and withey’d murder,
Alarum’d by his sentinel the wolf,
Whose howl!’s his watch, thus with Kjis stealthy pace,
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his design
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm_gset earth,
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear
Thy very stones prate of my where-about,
And take the present horror from the timg,
Which now suits with it.—Whiles I threat, he lives :
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

[A4 delt rings.
I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [£xit.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk, hath

made me bold : [Hark —Peace!

What hath quench’d them, hath given me® fire :—
It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellman,

"Which gives the stern’st good night. He is about it :
The doors are open, and the surfeited grooms

* Haft, + Drops.
U
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Do mock their charge with snores; I have drugg'd

tnelr porsets, .
That death and nature do contend‘about them,
Whether they live or die.

Macbh. [ Within.] Who's theré —what, ho !

ZLady M. Alack! I am afraid they have awaked
‘And ’tis not done :—the attempt, and not the deed,
Confounds us.—Hark L =1 laid their daggers ready,
He rould not miss them.—Had he not resembled
My father, as he slept, I had done’t.—My hushand?

Enter Macbeth.

Mach. 1 have done the deed :—didst thou not
hear a noise?
Lady M. 1 heard the owl scream, and the crickets

Did you not speak ? [cry.
Mach. When ?
Lady M. Now.
Macb. As 1 descended ?
Lady M. Ay.

Mach. Wark \—
Who lies i’ the second chamber ?
Lady M. Donalbain.
Mach. This is a sorry sight.
[Zooking on his hands.
Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.
Mach. There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and one
cried murder ! [them;
That they did wake each other ; I stood and heard
But they did say their Jrayers, and address’d them
Again to sleep.
Lady M. There are two lodged together.
Mach. One cried God bless ws, and Awien the
other.
As* they had seen me, with these hangman’s hands,
* Asif,



Macbeth. 291

Listening their fear. I could not say, Amen,
When they did say God bless us.
Lady M. Consider $t not so teeply.
. Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen?
I had most need of blessjng, and Amen
Stuck in my throat.
Lady M. Thede deeds must not be thought
After these ways; so, it will make us mad. 2z
Machb. Methought I heard a voice cry, Slecp o
Macbeth does murder sleep,—the innocent sleep ;
Sleep, that knits up the ravell’d sleave* of care,
The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath.
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,
Chief nourisher in life’s feast ;—
Lady M. What do you mean ?
Mach. Still it cried, Slecp no mord/ to all the house;
Glamis hath murder'd sleep ; and therefore Cawdor
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall slecp 1o more !

Lady M. Who was it that thus cried ? Why, worthy
You do unbend your noble strength, to think [thane,

So brainsickly of things.—Go, get spme water,
And wash this filthy witness from your hand.—
Why did you bring these daggers from the plege ?
They must lie there ; go, carry them ; and smear
The sleepy grooms with blood.

Mach. T’ll go no more ;

I am afraid to think what I have done;
Look on’t again, I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose!
Give me the daggers ; the sleeping and the dead
Are but as pictures : ’tis the eye of childhood
That fears a painted devil. If he do bledd,

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal,

For it must seem their guilt.
[Exit.  Knocking within.

* Slgave is unwrou;,rht silk,
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Macb. Whence is that knocking?’
How .is’t with me, when every noise appals me?
What*hands are here ? Ha! they pluck out rnine eyes !
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood | |
Clean from my hand ? No,; this my hand will rather
The multitudinous seas incarnardine,*

‘Making the green one red.
Re-enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. My hands are of your colour; but Ishame
To wear a heart so white. [K#ock.] Ihear a knocking
At the south entry :—retire we to our chamber ;

A little water clears us of this deed :
How easy is it then! Your constancy
Hath left you unattended—[&nocking.] Hark ! more,
knocking ;
Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us,
And show us to be watchers: be not lost
So poorly in your thoughts.
Mach. To know my deed,—’twere best not know”

myself. [Knock.

Wake Duhcan, with thy knocking! I would thou

couldst ! [Exeunt.
Acr 1IL

Macbeth's guilty Conscience, and Fears of Banguo.
Lady M. How noyw, my lord; why do you keep
alone,
Of sorriestt fancies your companions making ?
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died
With them they think on? Things without remedy
Should be without regard: what’s done, is dones
Mas>. We have scotch’'d the snake, not kill'd it;
She’lk close, and be herself ; whilst our poor malice
Remains in danger of her former tooth.

* To incarnardine is to stain of a flesh-colour.
+ Most melancholy.
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But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worldssuffer,
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sjeep
*In the affliction of these terrible drams,

That shake us nightly : better be with the dead,

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace,

Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstasy.*’ ‘Duncan is in his grave ;

After life’s fitful fever, he aslgeps well;

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison,
alice domestic, foreign levy, nothing,

Can touch him further.

* * * * *
, O, full of scorpions is my mind, dea'r wife !

Thou know'st that Banquo and his Fleance live.
Lady M. But in them nature’s copy s not eterne.t
Macbh. There's comfort yet ; they arc assailable ;

Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown

His cloister'd flight ; ere to black Hecate’s summons

The shard-borne beetle,} with his drowsy hums,

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be donc

A deed of dreadful note.

Lady M. What's to be done?  [chuck,§
Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling || night,

Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day;

And with thy bloody and invidible hand,

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond

Which keeps mg pale —Light thickens, and the crow

Makes wing to the rooky wood :

Good things of day begin to,droop and drowse ;

Whiles night’s black agents to their prey do rouse.

* Aggny.

.+ Ze The copy, the lease, by which they hold their 1dves frdm
nature, has its time of termination limited.

1 The beetle borne in the air by its shards or scaly wings,
§ A teym of endearment. Il Binding.
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Z7%e¢ Banguet Sfc)zt.

Lady M. My royal lord,
You do not give the cheer : the feast is sold
That is not often vouch’d, while 'tis a making,
*Tis given with welcome : tb feed, were best at home ;
From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony ;
Meeting were bare without it.

Macb. Sweet remembrancer |—
Now, good digestion wait on appetite,
And health on both !

Len. May it please your highness sit ?

The Ghost of Banguo rises, and sits in Macbeth's Place.

Mach. Here had we now our ccuntry’s honour roof’d,
Were the graced person of our Banquo present ;
Whom may I rather challenge for unkindness,

Than pity for mischance !

Rosse. His absence. sir,

{Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness
To guace us with your royal company ?

Mach. The table’s full.

Len. Here’s a place reserved, sir.

Mals. Where?

Len. Here, my lord. What is’t that moves

your highness

Mach. Which of you have done this?

Lords. What, my good lord ?

Mach. Thou canst not say I did it; never shake
Thy gory locks at me.

Kosse. Gentlemen, ride : his highness is not well. »

LadycM. Sit, worthy friends :—my lord is often thus,
And hath been from his youth: ’pray you, keepescat :
The fit is momentary : upon a thought *

He will again be well : if much you note him,
* As quick as thought
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You shall offend him, and extend his passion ;*
Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man?,
Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dere look en that

Which might appal the devi].

Lady M. O proper stuff:

This is the very painting of your fear :

This is the air-drawrt dagger, which, you said,

Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws,t and starts,

(Impostors to true fear) would well becpme

A woman’s story at a winter’s fire,

Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself!

Why do you make sych faces? When all’s done,

You look but on a stool. * [say you?
Mach. Prythee, see there! behdld! look ! lo! how

Why, what care I? if thou canst nod, speak too.—

If charnel-houses and our graves rdust send

Those that we bury, back, our monuments

Shall be the maws of kites. [Glost disappears.
Lady M. What ! quite unmann’d in folly ?
Mach. If I stand here, I saw him.
Lady M. Eie, fcr shame :
Mach. Blood hath been shed ere now i’ the olden

Ere human statute purged the gentle weal; [time,

Ay and since too, murders have been perform’d

Too terrible for the ear: the times have been

That, when the brains were dut, the man would die,

And there an end ; but now they rise again,

With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,

And push us from our stools : This is more strange

Than such a murder is.

Lady M. My worthy lord,
Your noble friends do lack you.
Macs. I do forget -+

Do not muse } at me, my most worthy friends ;

* Prolong his suffering.  + Sudden gusts. 1 Wonder.
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I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing

To those that know me. Come, love and health toall ;
Then J'1l sit iqwn.  Give me some wine, fill: full :—

I drink to the general joy of the whale table.

Ghost tises:
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ;
Would he were here! to all, ‘and him, we thirst,
And all to all.*

Lgrds. Our duties, and the pledge.

Mach. Avaunt!and quit my sight! Let the earth hide
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; [thee!
Thou hast no speculation in thuse eyes
Which thou dost glare with !

Lady M. Think of this, good peers,
But as a thing of custom ; ’tis no other;

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.
Mach. What man dare, I dare:
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,
a'he arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger,
Take,any shape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never'tremble ; or, be alive again,
And dare me to the desert with thy sword ;
If trembling I inhibit + thee, protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow !
[Grost disappears.
Unreal mockery, hencé !—Why, so ;—being gone,
I am a man again.—Pray you, sit still.

Lady M. You have displaced thg mirth, broke the
With most admired disorder. [good meeting,

Macb Can such things be,

And ov%rcomei us like a summer’s cloud,
Withoyt our special wonder? You make me strange
Even'to the disposition that I owe,§

* J.e. All good wishes to all. + Forbid.
1 Pass over. § Possess.
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When now I think you can behold such sights,

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,

When 'mine are,blanch’d with fear..
Rosse. What sights, my lord ? [and worse ;
"Lady M. 1 pray you, speak not ; he grows worse

Question enrages him ; at once, good night :—

Stand not upon theaorder of your going,

-But go at once.

Len. Good'night, and better health
Attend his majesty !
Lady M. A kind good night to all !

[Exeunt Lords and Attendants.
Mach. It will have blood : tltey say blood will have,
blood :
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak ;
Augurs and understood relations, have
By maggot-pies,* and choughs, and rooks, brought
The secret’st man of blood. [forth

The Power of Witches.
- T conjure you, by that which yoh profess,
(Howe’er you come to know it) answer me :
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight
Against the churches ; though the yesty + waves
Confound and swallow navigation up :
Though bladed corn be lodged, f and trees blown down;
Though castles topple § on their warders’ heads ;
Though palaces and pyramids do slope
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treasure
Of nature’s germins || tumbl& all together,
Even till destruction sicken, answer me
To what I ask you.

* Magpies. + Frothy.
1 Laid flat by wind or rain. § Tumble.
|| Seeds which have begun to sprout.
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Malcolm's. Character of himself.

Ma!/: But I have none: the kmg~becommg graces,
As jusfice, verlty, temperance, stablcness,
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowlinéss,
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,
I have no relish of them ; but abound
In the division of each several ¢rime,
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell,
Uproar the universal peace, confound
All unity on earth.

Macd. O Scotlapd ! Scotland!

Mal. If such a one be fit to govern, speak :
I am as I have spoken.

Macd. Fit to govern,
No, not to live.—O nation miserable,
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-sceptred,
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again?
Since that the truest issue of thy throne
By hig own interdiction stands accursed,
And does biaspheme his breed ?—Thy royal father
Was a most sainted king ; the queen that bore thee,
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet,
Died every day she lived. Fare thee well !
These evils, thou repeat’st upon thyself]
Have banish’d me froit: Scotland.—Q, my breast,
Thy hope ends here :

Mal. Macduff, this noble passion,
Child of integrity, hath from my soul
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts
To'thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth
By many of these trains hath sought to win me
¢nto his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me*
From over-credulous haste :* but God, above

* Over-hasty credulity.
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Deal between thee and me ! for even now
I put myself to thy direction, and
Unspeak mine own detraction : here abjure
The taints and blames I laid upon myself,
For strangers to my nature. I am yet
Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn :
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own :
At no time broke my faith y would not betray
The devil to his fellow ; and delight
No less in truth than life : my first false speaKing
Was this upon myself. What I am truly,
Is thine, and my pgor country’s, to command.
An oppressed Co.zm.tzy.

Alas, poor country ;
Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot
Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where nothing,
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ;
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rend the air,
Are made, not mark’d ; where violent sorrow seerrs
A modern ecstasy :* the dead man’s knell
Is there scarce ask’d, for who; asd good men’s lives
Expire before the flowers in their caps,
Dying or ere they sicken.

Macduf’s Behaviour on the Murder of his Wife and
Children.
Rosse. Would I could answer
This comfort with the like ! But I have words
That would e howl’d out in the desert air,
Where hearing should not latch + them.
Macd. What concern they ?
The general cause? or is it a fee-grief, §
Due to some single breast?
Rosse. No mind, that’s honest,

* Common distress of mind. + Catch.
1 A, grief that has a single owner.
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But in it shares some woe ; though the main part
Pertains to yoy alone.

Macll. If it be méne,
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever,
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound
That ever yet they heard.

“Macd. Humph ! T guess at it.
Rosse. Your castle is surprised ; your wife and
babes

Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner,
Were, on the quarry* of these mpurder’d deer,
To add the death of you.

Mal. ' Merciful heaven !—
What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows,
Give sorrow words': the grief, that does not speak,
Whispers the o’erfraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd. My children too -

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all
That could be found.

Macd. And I must be from thence !
My wife kill'd too ?

Rosse: I have said.

Mal. Be comforted ;

Let’s make us med’cines of our great revenge,
To cure this deadly grief.
Macd. He has no children.—All my pretty ones ?
Did you say, all >—O, hell-kite I—All ?
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam,
At one fell swoop ?
Ma. Dispute it like a man.
Macd. I shall do so;
But I enust also fcel it as a man:
‘I cannot but remember such things were,

# The game after it is killed.
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That were most precious to me.—Did Heaven look on,
And would not take their part? Sinfu]l Macduff,
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I*am,
Not for their own demerits,.but for mine,
Fell slaughter on their spuls : Heaven rest them now !
Mal. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief
Convert to anger : Blunt not the heart, enrage it.
Macd. O, 1 could play thg woman with mine eyes,
And braggart with my tongue '—But, gentle Heaven,
Cut short all intermission ; ¥ front to front
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself;
Within my sword’s length set him ; if he ’scape,
Heaven forgive him too !
Mal. ' This’tune goes manly.
Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready;
Our lack is nothing but our leave? Macbeth
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you
may ;
The night is long that never finds the day.

Act V.

Gent, Lo you, here she comes! This is her very
guise; and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her:
stand close.

Doct. How came she by that light ?

Gent. Why, itestood by her: she has light by her
continually ; ’tis her command.

Doct. You see, her eyes are open.

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut.

Doyt. What is it she does now? Look, how, she rubs
‘her hands.

Gent. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem

* All pause.
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thus washing her hands : I have known her continue in
this a quarter of an hour.

Lady . Yet here’s a spot. -

Doct. Hark! she speaks: I will' set down what
comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more
strongly.

. Zady M. Out, damned spot ! -out, I say !—One; two ;
why, then, ’tis time to do{.: Hell is murky !*—Fie;
my lord fie! a soldier and afeard? What need we fear
who knows it, when none can call our power to account?
—Yet who would have thought the old man to have fad
so much blood in him ?

Doct. Do you mark' that?

Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; where is she
now? What, will these hands ne’er be clean >—No
more o’ that, my lord, no more o’ that : you mar all with
this starting.

Doct. Go to, go to ; you have known what you should
nqt.

Gent. She has spoke wnat she should not, I am sure
_of that : Heaven kgows what she has known.

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still; all the
perfumeseof Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh!

oh! oh!

Doct. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely
charged. .

Gent. 1 would not have such a heart in my bosom for
the dignity of the whole body.

Doct. Well, well, well,—

Gent. "Pray God it be, sir.

Doyt ’lhls disease is beyond my practice : yet I have
known those which have walked in their sleep, who have
died holily in their beds.

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your night-gown :

* Dark.
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look not so pale :—1I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried;
he,cannot come out of his grave,

Docd. Even so?

ZLady M. To bed, to beds; there’s knocking at the
gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand;
what’s done, cannot b(.i undone : to bed, to bed, to bed.

Despised Ofd Age.
I have lived long enough : my way of life

Is fallen into the sear,* the yellow leaf ;

And that which should accompany old age,

As honour, love, obgdience, troops of friends,

I must not look to have ; but in their stead,

Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not.

Diseases of the Mind Incurable.

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased ;
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ;
Raze out the written troubles of the brain;
And with some sweet oblivious antidoto,
Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff,
Which weighs upon the heart?

Reflections on Life.

To-morrow, and to-morroy, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,
To the last syllable of recorded time;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle
Life’s but a walking shadow ; a poor player,
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
Ang then is heard no more; it is a tale
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.

* Dry.
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OTHELLO.
Act 1.

Lreferment.

"T1s the curse of service ;
Preferment goes by letter, and affection,
Not by the old gradatiqn, where each second
Stood heir to the first.
Jago's Dispraise of Honesty.
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark
Many a duteous ~nd knee-crooking knave,
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage,
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass,
For naught but provender; and when he’s old,
cashier'd :
‘Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are
‘Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty,
I\eep yet their hearts attending on themselves ;
And, throwmg bit shows of service on their lords,
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lined
their coats,
Do themselves homage: these fellows have some soul ;
And such a one do I profess myself.
For, sir,
It is as sure as you are Roderigo,
Were 1 the Moor, I would not be Iago:
In following him, I follow but myself;
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty,
But seeming so, for my peculiar end :
r}*‘or wl*en my outward action doth demonstrate
The native act and figure of my heart
In compliment extern,* ’tis not long after

* Qutward show of civil'ty.
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But I will wear my: heart upon my sleeve
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am.

Love Othello's sole- Motive for Marrying.
For know, Iago,
But that I love the gentle Desdemona,
I would not my unhoused * free condition
Put into circumscription and confine
For the sea’s worth.

Othello's Description to the Senate of his winivng the

Apfections of Desdemona.

Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors,
My very noble and approved godd masters,
That I have ta’en away this old mdn’s daughter
It is most true ; true, I have married her:
The very head and front of my offending
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech,
And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace;
For since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith,
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used
Their dearest action t in the tented fields
And little of this great world can I speak,
More than pertains to feats of broil and battl;;
And therefore little shall I grace my cause
In speaking for myself ; yet, by your gracious patience,
I will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charms,
What conjuration, and what mighty magic,
(For such proceeding I am charged withal,)

I won his daughter with.
* * * * *

Her father loved me ; oft invited me;

Still*question’d me the story of my life,

From year to year; the battles, sieges, fortunes,
* Unsettled. + Best exertion.
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That I have pass'd.
I ran it through, even from my boyish days,
To the very tnpment that he bade me te™
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous, chai
Of moving accidents by flood and field ;
Of hair-breadth 'scapes i’ the imminent d  ly breach;
Of being taken by the insolent, foe,
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence,
And portance * in my Yravel’s history.

* * * * *

These'things to hear,
Would Desdemona seriously ipcline :
But still the house affairs would draw her thence ;
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch,
She’d come again, and with a greedy ear
Devour up my dscourse : which I observing,
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart,
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,
Whereof by parcels + she had something heard,
But not intentively.{ T did consent ;
And often did beguile her of her tears,
When,I did speak of some distressful stroke
That my youth suffer’d. My story being done,
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs :
She swore,—in faith, ’twas strange, 'twas passing
strange ;
"Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful :
She wish’d she had not heard it ; yet she wish’d
That heaven had made cher such a man: she thank'd
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, [nie;
I shoul& but teach him how to tell my story,
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spske.

* My behaviour. + Parts.
+ Intention and attention were once synonymous.
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She loved me for the dangers I had passed;
And I loved her that she did pity them.

Acr II
Perfect Content.
O my soul’s joy !
If after every tempest,come such calms,
May the winds blow till they have waken’d death!
And let the labouring bark flmb hills of seas
Olympus-high, and duck again as low
As hell’s from heaven! If I were now to die,
"Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear,
My soul hath her confent so absolute,
*That not another comfort like to this
" Succeeds in unknown fate.

Act IIL
A Lover's Exclamation.
Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to thee straight.
* * * * *
[Exit Desdemona.
Excellent wretch! Perdition catch-my soul,
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not,
Chaos is come again.
Othello's first Suspicion.
Otkh. What dost thou think -
Zago. Think, my lord ?
Oth. Think, my lord !
By heaven, he echoes me,
As if there were some monstgr in his thought [thing:
"Poo hideous to be shown.—Thou dost mean sbme-
I heard thee say but now, Thou lik’dst not th4t,
Wheh Cassio left my wife. What didst not liRg?
And, when I told thee—he was of my counsel
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst, Zndced !
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And didst contract and purse thy brow together,
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain

Some, horrible conceit.  If thou dost love me,
Show me thy thought.

Zago. My lord, you know I love you.

Oth. I think thou dost;
And,—for I know thou art fu]l of love and honesty,
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv’st them

breath,— :
The.efore these stops of thine fright me the more :
For such things, in a false disloyal knave,
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that’s just,
They are close derotements, working from the heart,
That passion cannot rule.

Reputation.
Good name, it man and woman, dear my lord,
Is the immediate jewel of their souls; [nothing ;

Who steals my purse, steals trash; ’tis something,
"Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands ;
But he that filches from me my good name,
Robs me of thaj which not enriches him,
And makes me poor indeed.
o Otheilo's Jealousy gaining Ground.

This fellow’s of exceeding honesty,
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit,
Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard,*
Though that her jesses + were my dear heart-strings,
I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind,
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black ;
And have not those soft parts of conversation
That chamberers t have : or, for I am declined

* A species of hawk, also a term of reproach applied to a
wanton,

+ Straps of leather by which a hawk is held on the fist.

1+ Men of intrigue.
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Into the vale of years;—yet that’s not much.—
She’s gone ; I am abused ; and my relief
"Must'be—to loath her. O curse of farriage,
That we can call these delicate creatures ours,
And not their appetites !+ I had rather be a toad
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon,

Than keep a corner in'the thing I love

For others’ uses.

Definition of Jealousy.
Trifles, light as air,
Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong
As proofs of Holy Writ.

The Tortures of Jealousy.

Jago. Look, where he comes! [£nter Othello.
Not poppy, not mandragora,*
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world,
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep

Which thou ow'dst t+ yesterday. -
Oth. Ha! ha! false tome?
To me?

Zago. Why, how now, general? no more of that.

Oth. Avaunt! be gone! thou hast set me on the
I swear, ’tis better to be much abused, [rack :—
Than but to know a little.

lago. How now, my lord ?

Oth. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust ?
1 saw it not, theught it not, it harm’d not me :
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ;
{ found not Cassio’s kisses &n her lips:
He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stoleg.
Let-him not know it, and he’s not robb’d at an.

Jago. 1 am sorry to hear this.

Oth. 1 had been happy, if the general camp,
* The mandrake has a soporific quality. + Possessedst.
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Pioneers * and all, had tasted her sweet body,
So I hkad nothing known. O now, for ever,
Farewell the trinquil mind ! fareweil content !
Farewell the plumeéd trcop, and the big wars,
That make ambition virtue! O, farewell !
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump,
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife,
"The royal banner ; and-all quality,
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war !
And O,you mortal engines, whose rude throats
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit,
Farewell ! Othello’s, occupatior.’s gone !

Zago. Is it possjble >—My lord,—

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore ;
Be sure of it; glve me the ocular proof ;

[Zaking him by the throat.

Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul,
Thou hadst better have been born a dog,
Than answer my waked wrath.

lago. Is it come to this ?

Oth. Make me to see it ; or (at the least) so prove it,
That the probation bear no hinge nor loop
To harfg a doubt on ; or, woe upon thy life !

Zago. My noble lord—

Oth. If thou dost slander her and torture me,
Never pray more : abandon all remorse ;+
On horror’s head horrors accumulate :
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed,
For nothing canst thou to damnation add
Greater than that.

lago. | O grace! O heaven defend me !
Are yoy a man ; have you a soul, or sense?—
(God Be wi’ you ; take mine oﬁice —O wretched fool,

# The vilest of the camp. Pionecers were generally dcgraded
coldiers. + .All tenderness, «all pity.
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That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice !—

O monstrous world ! Take note, takeaote, O world,

To be direct and honest, is not safe.—

T thank you for this profit ; "and, from hence,

T'll love no friend, since love breeds such offence.
Otk. Nay, stay :—thou shouldst be honest.
Zago. 1 should be wise ; for honesty’s a fool,

And loses that it works for’,

Oth. , By the world,

5 think my wife be honest, and think she is pot ;

I think that thou art just, and think thou art not :

I'll have some proof. Her namg, that was as fresh

As Dian’s visage, is now begrimedsand black

As mine own face.—If there be cords or knives,

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streaps,

I’ll not endure it.—Would I were satisfied !

Otnello’s Story of the Handkerchicef.

Oth. That handkerchief
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ;
She was a charmer,* and could altost read
"The thoughts of people. She told her, while she kept i,
*Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it,
Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt
After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me;
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive,
To give it her. Idid so: and take heed on't,
Make it a darling like you? precious eye,
To lose or give’t away, were such perditiog,
Assnothing else could match.

Des. Is it possible?

Oth. 'Tis true ; there’s magic in the web of it:

* Yonchantgess.
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A sibyl, that had number'd in the world

‘The sun to ceurse two hundred compasses,

In her prophetic fury sew'd the work :

The worms were hallow'd that did breed the silk;
And it was dyed in mummy, which the skilful
Conserved of maidens’ hearts.

A Lover's Copputation of Time.

What ! keep a week away? seven days and nights?
Eight gcore eight hours ? and lovers’ absent hours .1
More tedious than the dial eight score times?

O weary reckoning |

Acr IV.
Desdemona’s Presentiment of her Death.

Emil. 1 have laid those sheets you bade me on the
bed.
Des. All's one :—Good father! how foolish are our
minds !—
If I do die before thee, prythee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.
FEmil Come, come, you talk.
Des. My mother had a maid call’d—Barbara ;
She was in love ; and he she loved, proved mad,
And did forsake her : she had a song of—willow,
An old thing ’twas, but it express’d htr fortune,
And she died singing it : That song, to-night,
Will not go from my mid ; I have much to do,
But to go hang my head all at one side,
And sing it, like poor Barbara.

Othello's Fondness.

A fine woman ! a fajr woman ! a sweet woman |
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dago. Nay, you must forget that:

Qth. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and, be damned to-
night ; for she shall not live: no, my Reart is turned to
stone: I strike it; and it hurte my hand. O, the world
hath not a sweeter creature ; she might lie by an empe-
ror’s side, and command him tasks.

Iago. Nay, that’s not your way.

Ot%. Hang her, I do but say*what she is :—so deli¢ate
with her needle —an admirable musician! O, she will
sxpg the savageness out of a bear.—Of so high and plen-
teous wit and invention !

Zago. She’s the worse for all this.

Oth. O, a thousand thousand times :—and then, of
so gentle a condition ! *

Zag. Ay, too gentle.

Oth. Nay, that's certain : but yet the pity of it, lago!
—O, Iago, the pity of it, lago!

His confirmed Jealousy.

Oth. Mistress,—

Des. My lord ?

Oth. What would you with her, sir?

Lod. Who, I, my lord ?

Oth. Ay; you did wish that I would make her turn :
Sir, she can tum, and turn, and yet go on,
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep ;
And she’s obedient, as you say,—obedient,—
Very obedients:-—Proceed you in your tears.—
Concerning this, sir,—O well-painted passion !
I am commanded home : Get you away ;
T’ll send for you anon.—Sir, I obey the mandate,
And will return to Venice.—Hence, avaunt |

[Zxit Desdemona.

Cassio shall have my place. And,—sir, to-night,

* Of so sweet a djsposition.
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1 do entreat that we may sup together.
You are welcme, sir, to Cyprus—Goats and monkeys !

His pathetic Upbraiding of Desdemona.

Des. Upon my knees what doth your speech import ?
I understand a fury in your words,
But not the words. |
Oth. Why, what art thou ?
Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true
And loyal wife.
Otk. Come, swear it, damn thyself ;
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double damn’q;
Swear—thou art honest.
Des. Heaven doth truly know it.
Otk. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as hell.
Des. Towhom, my lord? with whom? how am I false?
Oth. O Desdemona! away! away! away!
Des. Alas, the heavy day !—Why do you weep?
‘"Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ?
If, haply, you my father do suspect,
An instrument of this your calling back,
Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him,
Why, I have lost him too.
Oth. Had it pleased Heaven
To try me with affliction ; had he rain’d
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head ;
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lifs ;
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ;
I should have found in some part of my soul
" A drop pf patience : but, alas! to make me
A fixed figure, for the hand of scorn
*T'o point his slow unmoving finger at,—
O! 0!
Yet could I bear that ioo; well, very well :
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But there, where I have garner’d up * my heart ;
Where. either I must live, or bear no Jife;
The fountain frdm the which my cufrent runs,
Ot else dries up to be discarded thence !
Or keep it as a cistérn for foul toads
To knot and gender in !—Turn thy complexion there ;
Patience, thou young'and rose-lipp’d cherubim
Ay, there, look grim as heil”
Des. 1 hope my noble lord esteems me honest.
Oth. O, ay; as summer flies are in the shambles,
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed,
Who art so lovely fair, and smell’st so sweet,
That the sense aches at thee.—'Would thou hadss
ne’er been born !
Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ?
Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book,
Made to write whore upon? What committed !
Committed —O thou public commoner !
I should make very forges of my cheeks,
That would to cinders burn up modesty,
Did I but speak thy deeds.—\hat comimitted !
Heaven stops the'nose at it, and the moon winks ;
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets,
Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth,
And will not hear it. What committed !—
Impudent strumpet !

Des. By heaven, you do me wrong.
Oth. Are not you a strumpet ?
Des. No, as I am a Christian:

If to preserve this vessel for my lord,
From any other foul unlawful touch,
Ber—not to be a strumpet, I am none.

Oth. What, not a whore?

Des. No, as I shall be saved.

# Treasurdd up.
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Oth. 1s it possible ?

Des. O, Heaven forgive us !

Oth. ' I cry you mercy, tnen ;
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice,
That married with Othello. -

Desdemona's Fidelity.

. O good Iago,
What shall I do to win my lord again?
Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of heaven,
I knowrnot how I lost him. Here I kneel:—
If e’er my will did trespass gamst his love,
Either in discourse ¢f thought, or actual deed ;
Or that mine eyes; mine ears, or any sense,
Delighted them in any other form;
Or that I do not yet, and ever did,
And ever will,—though he do shake me off
To beggarly divorcement,—love him dearly,
Comfort forswear me! Unkindness may do much.
And his unkindness may defeat my life,
But never taint my love.

Act V.
Othello's Irresolution to murder Desdemona.

iNE. A Bedchamber : Desdemona in bed, aslecp.
A light burning.

It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,—
L.et me not name it to you, you chaste stars !---
It is the cause.—Yet I'll not shed her blood :
Nor, scar that whiter skin-of hers than snow,
And smqoth as monumental alabaster.

[ Zakes off his cwrd.
Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men.
Put out the light, and then put out the light : ®
# /e "The light of lifes
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If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,

I’ can again thy former light restore,

Should -I repent me : but once put out thine, °

Thou' cunning’st pattern of excelling nature,

T know not where is that Promethean heat,

Thatcan thy light relume? When I have pluck’d thyrose,

I cannot give it vital, growth again,

It needs must wither :—DI’ll smell it on the trce.—
[Kissing her.

O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade

Justice to break her sword —One more, oncsmore.—

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee,

And love thee after.>-One mora, and this the last :

So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep,

But they are cruel tears : this sorrow’s heavenly :

It strikes where it doth love.

His Confusion after the Murder.

Yes ;—’tis Emilia :—Dby and by. She’s dead.
"Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death :
The noise was high.—Ha! no more moving?
Still as the grave. Shall she comein? *Were't good ?
I think she stirs again :—No.—What’s the best?
If she come in, she’ll surely speak to my wife:
My wife! my wife : what wife >—I have no wife :
O, insupportable! O heavy hour!

Methinks it should be now a’huge eclipse
Of sun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe
Should yawn at alteration.

His Love.
Had she been true,
If heaven would make me such another world
Of &ne entire and perfect chrysolite,*
I'd not have sold her for it.

* A precious stone.
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His Remorse,

Behold ! I have a weapon ;
A better never did itself sustain
Upon a soldier’s thigh : ‘I have seen the day,
That, with this little arm, and this good sword,
I have made my way through more 1mped1ments
Than twenty times your stop. ~“But, O vain boast !
Who can control his fafe? ’tis not so now.—
Be npt afraid, though you do see me weapon'd ;
Here iy my journey’s end, here is my butt,
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.
Do you go back dismay’d ? ’tista lost fear ;
Man but a rush against Othello’s breast,
And he retires ;—Where should Othello go?—
Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr’d wench !
Pale as thy smock, when we shall meet at compt,*
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ?
Even like thy chastity.—
O curged, cursud slave '—Whip me, ye devils,
From the possession of this heavenly sight !
Blow me about in winds, roast me in sulphur!
Wash riie in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire !—
O Desdemona ! Desdemona! dead?
Dead? O! O! O!

His Speech before his Death.

Soft you ; a word or two before you go.
I have done the state some service, and they know it ;
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters,
When yeu shall these unlucky deeds relate,
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate,
Ror set down aught in malice : then must you speak

* Account.
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Of one, that loved not wisely, but too well ;
Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought,
Ferplex'd in the extreme ; of one, whdse hand,
Like the base ]udean, threw a pearl away,
Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdued eyes,
Albeit unused to the mel'tmg mood,

Drop tears as fast as.the Arabian trees

Their medicinal gum. Set Jou down this :

And say, besides,—that in Aleppo once,
Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk

Deat a Venetian, and traduced the state,

I took by the throat the circumcised dog,

~ And smote him—thus. [Stabds himself.
——o—
ROMEO AND JULIET.
Act L
Love.

LovVE is a smoke made with the fume of sighs ;
Being purged, a fire sparkling in lover’s ¢yes :

Being vex'd, a sea nourish'd with Idver’s tears :
What is it else? a madness most discreet,

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet.

On Dreams.

O, then, I see, Queen Malr'hath been with you.
She is the fairies’ midwife ; and she comes
In shape no bigger than an agate stone
On the forefinger of an alderman,
Drawn with a team of little,atomies*
Athwart men’s noses as they lie asleep :
Her waggon spokes made of long spinners’ Tegs ;
‘The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ;
The traces of the smallest spider’s web ;

* Atoms,
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The collars, of the moonshmes wat’ry beams

Her whip, of cricket’s bone ; the lash, of film ;
Her vaggonér, a small g'rey-coated' gnat,

Not half so big as a round little worm

Prick’d from the lazy finger of a maid :

Her chariot is an empty ha%el-nut,

Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub,

Time out of mind the fairies’ coach-makers.

And in this state she ganops night by night
Through lovers’ brains, and then they dream of love :
On courtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies straight :
O’er lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on fees :
O’er ladies’ lips, wko straight &n kisses dream ;
Which oft the argry Mab with blisters plagues,
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are.
Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier’s nose,

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit :*

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail,
Tickling a parson’s nose as 'a lies asleep,

Then dreams he of another benefice :

Sometimes she dyiveth o’er a soldier's neck,

And then dreands he of cutting foreign throats,

of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon
Drums in his ear; at which he starts, and wakes ;
And, being thus frigh;ed, swears a prayer or two,
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab,

That plats the manes of horses in the night ;

And bakes the elf-locks + in foul sluttish hairs,
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes.
This is the hag, when thaids lie on their backs,
That peesses them, and learns them first to bear,
Makmg them women of good carriage.

T hxs, this is she—

# A place in court.
4 Z.e. Fairy locks, locks{)f hair clotted gnd tangled in the night.
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Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutlo, peace ;
Thou talk’st of nothing.
- Mer. True, I talk of dreams {

Which are the children of an idle bram,

" Bégot of nothing but vain fintasy;

Which is as thin of substance as the air;

And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes
Even now, the frozen bosom of the north,

And, being angerd, puffs away from thence,
‘T'urning his face to the dew-dropping south.

Description of a Beauty.

O, she doth teach,the torches to burn bright !
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s * ear :

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear !
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows,
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows.

Acr 11.
The Garden Scene.
Enter Romeo.

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound.—
[Juliet appears above, at @ window.
But, soft ! what light through yonder window breaks ;
It is the east, and Juliet is thg sun !—
Arise, fair sun. and kill the envious moon,
Who is already sick and pale with grief,
That thou her*maid art far more fair than she :
Be not her maid,* since she is envious :
Her vestal livery is but sick and green,
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off.-»>-
It i3 my lady; O, it is my love:
O, that she knew she were |—
She speaks, yet she says nothing ; what of that?
® An Ethiopian, a Black. + A vc!ary to the moon, to Diana.
Y
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Her eye discourses, I will answer it.—
I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks :
Two of the faigest stars in all the heaven,
Having' some business, do entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they réturn.
What if her eyes were there, ¢hey in her head ?
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars,
(AS daylight doth a lamp ; her ¢ye in heaven
Would through the airy Yegion stream so bright,
‘That pirds would sing, and think it were not night,
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand !
O, that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek.
Jul. Ah me!
Rom. She speaks : -
O, speak again, bnght angel ! for thou art
As glonous to this mght being o’er my head,
As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wond’ring eyes
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him,
Vhen he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds,
And sails upon the bosom of the air.
Jul. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo'
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name :
Or, if thou wilt not, be but my sworn love,
And I'll no longer be a Capulet.
Rom. Shall T hear more, or shall I speak at this?
[Aside.
Jul. ’Tis but thy name that is my egemy.
* * * * *
What's in a name ! that which we call a rose
By any ogher name would smell as sweet :
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d,
Retairt that dear perfection which he owes,*
Without that title :—Romeo, doff + thy name:

#* Owns, pmscss(s. t «Do off.
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And for thy name, which is no part of thee;
Take all myself.
« Rom., I take thee at thy wovd.:
"Call e but love,’ and T'll be new baptized ;
Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen’d in
So stumblest on my counsel ? [night,
Rom. By a name
I know not how to tell thee'who I am :
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself,
Recause it is an enemy to thee;
Had I it written, I would tear the word.
Jul. My ears have hot yet drupk a hundred words
Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I knpw the sound :
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ?
Lom. Neither, fair saint, if eitherythee displease.
Jul. How camest thou hither, tell me? and where-
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; [fore?
And the place death, considering who thou art,
If any of my kinsmen find thee here.
Rom. With love’s light wings did I o’er-perch these
walls ;
For stony limits cannot hold love out:
And what love can do, that dares love attempi,
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let * to me.
Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
Rom. Alack! there lies more peril in thine eye
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet,
And I am proof.against their enmity.
Jul. 1 would not for the world they saw thee here.
, Rom. I have night’s cloak o hide me from their sjght;
And, but thou love me,t let them find me heye :
My life were better ended by their hate,
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. R
Jul. By whose direction found’st thou out this place?

* Ilinderance. + )nless thou love me.
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Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire*
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes.
I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far
As that vast shore wash’d with the rurthest sea,
I would adventure for such merchandise.

Jul. Thou know’st the mask of night is on my face:
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek,
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.
Fain would I dwell on fcrm, fain, fain deny
What I have spoke : but farewell compliment !
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say, Ay:
And I will take thy word ; yet, if thou swear’st,
Thou mayst prove false ; at lovers’ perjuries,
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo,
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully *
Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won,
I'll frown and be perverse, and say thec nay,
So thou wilt woo ; but else not for the world
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ;
And therefore thou mayst think my *haviour ¥ light.
‘But teust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true
Than those that have more cunning to be strange.t
1 should have been more strange, I must confess,
But that thou overheard’st, ere I was ’ware,
My true love’s passion : therefore pardon mc;
And not impute this yielding to light love,
Which the dark night hath so discover'd.

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear,
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops—

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon,
‘That monthly changes in her circled orb,
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

LKom. What shall I swear by ?

Jul. Do not swear at all :
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self;

® Behaviour$. + Shy.
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Which is the god of my idolatry,
And I'll believe thee.
Rym. If my heart’s dear love—
Jul. Well, do not swear :, althongh I joy in thee,
I have no joy of this contract to-night ;
It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden :
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be
Ere one can say, It lightenjss Sweet, good-night !
This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath,
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet.
Good night, good night! as sweet repose and rest
Come to thy heart, gs that within my breast !
Rom. O, wilt thou leave me $o unsatisfied ?
Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ?
Kom. The exchange of thy loye’s faithful vow for

mine.
Jul. 1 gave thee mine before thou didst request it :
And yet I would it were to give again. [love?

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose,
Jul. But to be frank,* and give it thee agaip.
And yet I wish but for the thing 1 have':
My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee,
The more I have, for both are infinite.
[Nurse calls within.
I hear some noise within ; dear love, adieu !
Anon, good nurse —Sweet Montague, be true.
Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exit.
Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! 1 am afeard,
Being in night, all this is but a dream :
'I'oo flattering sweet to be substantial.

Re-enter Juliet, above.

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night
indeed.
* Free.
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If that thy bent * of love be honourable,
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow,
By oné that I'llprocure to come to thee,
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; .
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay,
And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world.
Nurse. [ Within.] Madam.
Jul. 1 come anon :—but if'thou mean’st not well,
I do beseech thee,—
Nurse. | Within.] Madam.
Jul. By and by, I come :—
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief :
To-morrow will I send

Rom. So thrive my soul.—

Jul. A thousand times good night ! [£xit.

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy
light :— [books :

Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their
But love from love toward school with heavy looks.
[Retiring slorwly.
Re:enter Juliet, above.

Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist |—O, for a falconer’s voice,
To lure this tassel-gentle + back again !
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ;
Else would I tear the cave where echo lies,
And make her airy voice more hoarse than mine
With repetition of my Romeo’s name.
Rom. 1t is my soul that calls upon my name.
How silver-sweet sound lgvers’ tongues by night,
[Like" softest music to attending ears !

Jul. Komeo!
Rom. My sweet !
Jul. At what o’clock to-morrow

Shall I send to thee ?
® Inclination. + The male of the goshawk.
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Rom. -~ At the hour of nine.
Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then :
I have forgot why I did call thee hagk.
_ Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it.
Jul. 1 shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
Rememb’ring how I love thy company.
Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still forge.t,
Forgetting any other homg, but this.
Jul. ’Tis almost morning, I would have thee gone
And yet no further than a wanton’s bird ;
Who lets it hop a little from her hand,
Like a poor prisongr, in his twisted gyves,*
And with a silk thread plucks’it back again,
So loviag-jealous of his liberty.
Rom. 1 would I were thy bird.
Jul. Sweét, so would I :
Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.
Good night, good night ! parting is such sweet sorrow,
That I shall say—good night, till it be morrow.
Love's Heralds.
Love’s heralds should be thoyghts,
Which ten times faster glide than the sun’s beams,
Driving back shadows over low’ring hills :
Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw love,
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.
Violent Delights not lasting.
These violent delights have violent ends,
And in theig triumph die: like fire and powder,
Which, as they kiss, consume.
Lovers light of Foot.
0, so light of foot
Will ne’er wear out the everlasting flint :
A lover may bestride the gossamers ¥
That idle in the wanton summer air,
And yet not fall ; so light r vanity.

® Fetters. T The long white'Tilament which flics in tha air.
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Acr IIL
Picture of a Brawler.
Thou ! why theu wilt quarrel with .a man that hath a
hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou hast.
Thou wilt quarrel with a man for. cracking nuts, having
no other reason but because thou hast hazel eyes. Thou
hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in the street,
btrause he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain asleep
in the sun. Didst thou not fall out with a tailor for
wearing his new doublet before Easter? with another, for
tying his wew shoes with old ribbon? and yet thou wilt
tutor me from quarrelling !
Romeo on his Banishment.
SCENE. Friar Laurences Cell.
Enter Fiiar Laurence and Romeo.
Fri. A gentler judgment vanish’d from his lips,
Not body’s death, but body’s banishment.
Rom. Ha! banishment? be merciful, say death :
For exile hath more terror in his look,
Much'more than death : do not say banishment.
ZFri. Hence from Verona art thou banished :
Be patxent for the world is broad and wide.
Rom. There is no world without Verona walls,
But purgatory, torture, hell itself.
Hence banished, is banish'd from the world,
And world’s exile is death ;—then banishment,
Is death mis-term’d ; calling death banishment,
Thou cutt’st my head off with a golden axe,
And smilest upon the stroke that murders me.
Fri. O deadly sin! O rude unthankfulness !
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince,
Takmg thy part, hath rush’d asxde the law,
And turn’d that black word death to banishment:
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.
Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy, heaven is here,
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‘Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog,
And little mouse, every unworthy thing,
Live here in heaven, and may look op ter,
But Romeo may, not.— More validity *
Mote honourable state, more courtship lives
In carrion flies than Romleo: they may seize
On the white wonder pf dear Juliet’s hand,
And steal immortal blessings from her lips ;
Who, even in pure and vestil modesty,
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ;
Pat Romeo may not ; he is banish’d :
Flies may do this, when I from this must fly ;
They are free men, bit I am banished.
"And say’st thou yet that exile is no# death?
Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground knife,
No sudden mean of death, though fe’er so mean,
But—Dbanished—to kill me ; banished ?
O friar, the damned use that word in hell ;
Howlings attend it: how hast thou the heart,
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,
A sin-absolver, and my friend profess'd,
To mangle me with that word banishment ?
Fri. Thou fond madman, hear me but gpeak a
word.
Rom. O thou wilt speak again of banishment.
Fri. T'll give thee armour ta keep off that word :
Adversity’s sweet milk, philosophy,
To comfort thee, though thou art banished.
Rom. Yet baftished '—Hang up philosophy !
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,
Displant a town, reverse a prince’s doom :
It helps not, it prevails not ; talk no more.
Jré. O then I see that madmen have no ears.
Rom. How should they, when that wise men have
no eyes !

* Worth, vallk .
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Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost not
Wer. thou aseyoung as 1, Juliet thy love, |foel :
An hour but marrieds Tybalt murdered,

Doting like me, and like me banished,

Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou tear thy
hair,

And fall upon the ground, as I do now,

Taking the measure of an unmade grave.

Reluctance of Lovers to part.
SceNE. _Juliet’s Chamber.

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet near day.
It was the nightingale, and not the lark,

‘That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear,
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree :
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn,
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east ;
Night's cendles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tiptoc on the misty mountain-tops :

I muyst be gone and live, or stay and die.
Jul. Yon light, is not daylight, I know it, 1:
It is some meteor that the sun exhales,
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,
And light thee on thy way to Mantua ;
Therefore stay, yet, thou need’st not to be gone.

Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to death ;
I am content, so thou wilt have it so.

I'll say, yon gray is not the morning’s eye,
"Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow ;*
Noy that is not the lark, whose notes do beat
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads :
I have more caret to stay than wxll to go ;-

* Reflection of the mnocon. + Inclination.
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Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so,—
How is’t, my soul? let’s talk, it is not day.

Acr JV.
Juliel's, Resolution.
O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From off the battlenients of yonder tower ;
Or walk in thievish ways ;»0r bid me lurk
Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring bears ;
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house,
O'er-cover'd quite with dead men’s rattling bones,
With reeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls :
Or bid me go into a nﬁw—made'gr.ave,
And hid& me with a dead man in his shroud ;
Things that, to hear them told, haye made me tremble;
And I will do it without fear or doubt,
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love.

Juliet's Soliloguy on drinking the Opiate.
Farewell —God knows when we shall meet again.
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,
‘That almost freezes up the heat of life :
I'll call them back again to comfort me ;—
Nurse !—What should she do here ?
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.—
Come, phial.—
What if this mixture do not work at all ?
Must I of force be married to the county ?—
No, no ;—this shall forbid it :—Ilie thou there.—
[Zaying down a dagger.
What if it be a poison, which the friar
Subtly hath minister’d to have me dead ,
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonoyrd,
Begause he married me before to Romeo ?
I fear it is : and yet methinks it should not,
For he hath still been tried » holy man :
1 will not entertain so bad a thought.—
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How, if when I am laid into the tomb,
I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redéem me ? there’s a fearful point !,
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault,
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in,
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ?
Or, if T live, is it not very like;
““The horrible conceit of death and night,
Together with the terror of the place,—
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle,
Where, for these many hundred years, the bones
Of all my buried ancestors arecpack’d ;
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth,
Lies fest’ring in his shroud ; where, as they say,
At some hours ip the night spirits resort ;—
Alack, alack! is it not like, that I,
So early waking,—what with loathsome smells ;
And shrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth,
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad:*
‘O ! ifI wake, shall I not be distraught,t
Environ’d with all these hideous fears ?
And madly play with my forefathers’ joints ?
And plick the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ?
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s bone,
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ?
0, look ! methinks I see my cousin's ghost
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body
Upon a rapier’s point.—Stay, Tybalty stay !
Romeo, I come! this do I drink to thee.
[ S%e throtws herself on the bed.
Joy changed to Sorrow.
All things that we ordained festival,
¥ The fabulous accounts of the plant called a mandrake give it a
degree of animal life, and when it is torn from the ground it groans,

which is fatal to him that pullr it up.
1 eDistracted.
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Turn from their office to blatk funeral :
Our instruments to melancholy bells ;

Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feass ;
Our solemn hymnis to sullen dirges change;
Our bridal flowers serve for 2 buried corse,
And all things changé them to the contrary.

Act V.
Romeo’s Description and Discodrse with the Apothecary.

Well, Juliet, 1 will lie with thee to-night.
¥et’s see for means :—O, mischief, thou art swift
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men !
I do remember an apothecary,—
And hereabouts he dwells,—whom date I noted
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brow,
Calling of simples ; ¥ meagre were his looks,
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones,
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung,
An alligator stuff’d, and other skins
Of ill-shaped fishes ; and about his shelves
A beggarly account of empty boxes,
Green earthen pots, bladders, and thusty seeds,
Remnants of packthiread, and old cakes of roses,
Were thinly scatter’d, to make up a show.
Noting this penury, to myself I said,—
And if a man did need a poison now,
Whose sale is present death in Mantua,
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him.
0, this same theught did but fore-run my need ;
And this same needy man must sell it me.
As I remember, this should e the house :
Being holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut.—-
Whas, ho ! apothecary !

Enter Apothecary.
Ap. Who calls so loud ?
* Herbs. '
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Rom. Come hither; man.—I see, that thou art poor,
Hold, there is forty.-ducats: let me have
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding geer *
"As witl disperse itself through all the veins,
That the life-weary taker may fall dead ;
And that the trunk may be discharged of breath
As violently as hasty powder fired
Doth hurry from the fatal cannun’s womb.
Ap.. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua’s law
Is death to any he that utters them.
Rom. Artthou so bare, and full of wretchedness,
And fear’st to die? famine is in thy cheeks,
Need and oppression starveth iy thy eyes,
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery ;
The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s law :
"The world affords no law to make thee rich;
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.
Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents.
Rom. 1 pay thy poverty, and not thy will.
Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will,
And drink it off ; and, if you had the strength
Of twenty n.en, it would dispatch you straight.
Rom. There is thy gold, worse poison to men’s souls,
Doing ;nore murders in this loathsome world
Than these poor compounds that thou mayst not sell :
I sell thee poison, thou has sold me none.
Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in flesh.

The Contest of Romeo and Paris.

Par. Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montague ;
Can vengeance be pursugd further than death ?
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee :

Obey, ahd go with me ; for thou must die.
« Roe. T mustindeed ; and therefore came I hither -
‘Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man$

f‘ Stuff,
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" Ply hence, and leave me: think Upon these gone:

Let them affright thee.—I beseech thee, youth,
Heap not another sin upon my head,
By urging me to fury ; O, be gone !
By heaven, I lové thee bettersthan myself ;
For I come hither arn’d against myself ;
Stay not, be gone ;—live, and hereafter say—
A madman’s mercy bade thee run away.

Par. 1 do defy thy conjuratdns,*
And do attach thee as a felon here.

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thge, boy.

[T/’u}’ Jight.
* * x * *
Par. O, 1 am shain! [FuZs]—If thou be merciful,
Open the témb, lay me with Juliet. [Dies.

Ix’om In faith, I will.—Let me pejuse this face :—

Meércutio’s kinsman, noble county Paris:

What said my man, when my betossed soul

Did not attend him as we rode? 1 think

He told me Paris should have married Juliet :

Said he not so? or did I dream it so?

Or, am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet,

To think it was so? » O, give me thy hand,

One writ with me in sour misfortune’s book !
Romeo's last Speech over Julict in the Zomb.
O, my love ! my wifc !

Death that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty :

"Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty’s ensign yet

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks,

Aand death’s pale flag is not 2dvanced there.—

Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet?

0O,.what more favour can I do to thee,

‘Than yvith that hand that cut thy youth in twain,

"T'o sunder his that was thine enemy ?

* | refuse to do as thou conjurest mk to do ; s.e.” to depart.
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Forgive me, cousiﬁ"!-—-Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art thou yet so fair! Shall I believe

That unsubstantial death is amorous ;

And'"that the lean abhorred monsfer keeps

Thee here in datk to be his paramour ?

For fear of that I will still-stay with thee ;

And never from this palace of dim night

Depart again ; here, here will T remain

With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O, here
Wijll I set up my everlasting rest ;

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

From this world-wearied flesh.—Eyes, look your last |
Arms, take your last embrace®. and lips, O you

The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss

A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! "

Come, bitter cqnduct,* come, unsavoury guide !
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on

The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark !

Here’s to my love —[Drinks.] O, true apothecary !
Thy drugs are quick.—Thus with a kiss I die. [Dies.

TIMON OF ATHENS.
Act L
Painting.
THE painting is almost the natural man ;
For since dishonour traffics with man’s nature,

He is but outside : these pencill'd figures arc
Even such as they give out.t

The Pleasute of doing Good.

O, yout gods, think I, what need we have any friends,
if, we should never have need of them? they tverc the
most needless creatures living, should we ne’er have use

¢ Conductor.
t Pictures have no hypoc{isy, they are wnat they profess to be.
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fot them.! and would most resemble sweet instruments
hung up in cases, that keep their sounds to themselves.
Why I haye often wished myself poores, that -I might
come nearer to you: We are born to “do benefits ; and
what better or properer can we calt our own, than the
riches of our friends? -O what a precious comfort ’tis to
have so many, like brothers commanding one another’s
fortunes.

Act II.

A Faithful Steward.

So the gods bless ge.
When all our offices * have beert oppress’d
With riotqus feeders ; when our vaults have wept
With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room
Hath blazed with lights, and bray’d with minstrelsy ;
I have retired me to a wasteful cock,t
And set mine eyes at flow.

Ingratitude.

They answer in a joint and corporate yoice,

That now they are at fall,{ want tréasure, cannot
Do what they would : are sorry—you are honourable.—
But yet they could have wish'd—they know not—but
Something hath been amiss—a noble nature
May catch a wrench—would all were well—'tis pity—
And so, intending § other serious matters,
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions, ||
With certain half-caps | and cold-moving nods,
They froze me into silence.

# The apartments allotted to culinary offices, &c.

+ A pipe with a.turning stopple running to waste. :

$ 74 atanebb.

§ Intending had anciently the same meaning as attendmg

'| Bloken hints, abrupt remarks.

9 A half-cap is a cap slightly moved, not put off.

z
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Acr 11L
The miscrable Shifts of Ingratitude.
Ser. My honcured lord,— (70 Zucius.

Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee
well :—commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord,
my very exquisite friend.

-Ser. May it please your honetr, my lord hath sent—

Luc. Ha! what has he sent? I am so much en-
deared to that lord ; he’s ever sending: how shall I
thank him, thinkest thou? And what has he sent now ?

Ser. Fe has only sent his present occasion now, my
lord, requesting your lordship to supply his instant use
with so many talents.

Luc. 1 know his lordship is but merry with me ;

He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents.

Ser. But in thie meantime he wants less, my loid.

If his occasion were not virtuous,*

I should not urge it half so faithfully.

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius?
Ser. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir.

Luc. Wha! a wicked beast was I, to disfurnish my-
self against such a good time, when I might have shown
myself honourable ! how unluckily it happened, that I
should purchase the day before for a little part, and undo
a great deal of honour ! Servilius, now, before the gods,
I am not able to do't ; the more beast, I say:—I was
sending to use lord Timon myself, these gentlemen can
witness ; but I would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had
done it now. Commend me bountifully to his good lord-
ship ; and I hope his honour will conceive the fairest
of me, because I have no power to bekind: and tell him
this from me, I count it one of my greatest afflictions,
sqy, that I cannot pleasure such an honourable getitleman.
Good Servilius, will you befriend me so far av to use
mine own words to him?

# If he did net want it for a good use.
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Ser. Yes, sir, I shall.
LZuc. 1 will look you out a good turn, Servilius—
[ Exit-Serviliys.
True} as you sald, Timon is shrunk, indeed ;
And he, that’s once denied; will hardly speed [Ext.

Agam.rt Ducelling.

Your words have 2ok such pains, as if they labour’d
To bring manslaughter intg form, set quarrelling
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed,

Is valour misbegot, and came into the world

When sects and factions were but newly born :

He’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer

The worst that man can breath&; and make his wrongs
His outsides ; wear them like his raiment carelessly ;
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart,

To bring it into danger.

Acr IV.
Timon’s Execration of the Athenians.
SCENE.  Without the Walls of Athens.

Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall,
That girdlest in those wolves ! Dive in the ®earth,
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incontinent !
Obedience fail in children! slaves and fools
Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench,
And minister in their steads! to general filths *
Convert o’ thesinstant green virginity !
Do't in your parent’s eyes, bankrupts, hold fast ;
Rather than render back, dut with your knives,
And cut your trusters’ throats ! bound servgnts, steal !
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are,
And pill by law ! maid, to thy master’s bed ;
Thy mistress is o’ the brothel ! son of sixteen,

* Common scwers.
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Pluck the lined crutch from the old limping sire,
With it beat out his brains ! piety and fear,

- Religion to t‘.e gods, peace, justice, truth,
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood,”
Instruction, mantiers, mysteries, and trades,
Degrees, observances, customs, ‘and laws,

Decline to your confounding cpntraries,

And yet confusion live '——Plagues, incident to men,
Your potent and infectious fevers heap

On. Athens, ripe for stroke! thou cold sciatica,
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt
As lamely as. their manners! lust and liberty,t
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth;
That, ’gainst the stream of virtue they may strive,
And drown themselves in riot! itches, blains,
Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop

Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath ;

That their society, as their friendship, may

Be merely poison! Nothing I'll bear from thee
But nakedness, thou detestable town !

A Friend forsaken.

As we do turn our backs
From ‘ur companion thrown into his grave,
So his familiars to his buried fortunes
Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him,
Like empty purses pi¢k'd ; and his poor self,
A dedicated beggar to the air,
With his disease of all-shunn’d poverty,
Walks, like contempt, alone.

On Gold.

Earth, yield me roots! [ Digging.
Whaq seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate *
With thy most operant poison! What is here

# J.e. contrarieties, whose nature is to waste or destroy eacl
other. + For libertinism.
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Gold ? yellow, glitjering, precious gold? No, gods,
I am no idle votarist.* Roots, you clear heavens !
‘Thus much of this will make black whlte foul, fair,;
Wrong, right ; base, noble; old, young, coward, valiant.
Ha, you gods! why this? What this, you gods?
Why this

Will lug your pnests and servants from your sides ; ;
Pluck stout men’s pxllows from below their heads :
This yellow slave

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accursed ;
Make the hoar leprosy adored ; place thieves,

And give them title, knee, and approbation,

With senators on tife bench : this is it

That makes the wappen’'d + widew wed again !

She, whom the spital house, and ulcerous sores
Would cast the gorge at, this emhalms and spices

To the April day again.f Come, damned earth,
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt’st odds
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

‘Do thy right nature.

Timon to Alcibiades.

Go on,—here’s gold,—go on;

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove

Will o’er some high-viced city hang his poison

In the sick air; let not thy sword skip one:

Pity not honour'd age for hfs white beard,

He's an usurer: strike me the counterfeit matron;

It is her habit only that is honest,

Herself’s a bawd : let not the virgin's cheek

Make soft thy trenchant § sword : for those milk-paps,

That through the window-bars bore at men’s €yes, -

Are not within the leaf of pity writ ;

# No insincere or inconstant supplicant. Gold will not’serve
me instead of roots. + Sorrowful.

3 Z.c. Gold restores her to all the sweetness and freshness of
youth, § Cutting,
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Set them down horrible traitors : spare not the babe,
Whose dimpled smilés from fools exhaust their mercy ;
Think it a bastard,* whom the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronounced thy throat shall cut,

And mince it sans remorse : + swear against objects ;
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes;

Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding,

Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy soldiers:
Make, Jarge confusion ; and, thy fury spent,
Confounded be thyself ! Speak not ; be gone.

Timon’s Halred of Mankind.

Aleib. What art thou there ?
Speak.

Zim. A beast,as thou art. The canker gnaw thy heart,
For showing me again, the eyes of man !

Aletb. What is thy name? Is man so hateful to thee,
That art thyself a man?

Zim. 1 am misanthropos, and hate mankind.
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog,
That I might love thee something.

His Reflections on the Earth.

That nature, being sick of man’s unkindness,

Should yet be hungry !—Common mother, thou,
) [Digging.

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast,§
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same wettle,
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff’d,
Engenders the black toad, cnd adder blue,
The gilded newt, and eyeless venom’d worm,||
With all the abhorred births below crisp ¥ heaven,

*_%An allusion to the tale of (Edipus. + Without pity.,
1 7. against objects of charity and compassion.

§ Boundless surface.

|| The serpent called the blind-worm. 9 Bent.
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Whereon Hyperion’s quickénirig fire doth shine;
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate,
From forth thy plenteous bosom one poor roat !
Ensear thy fertilé and conceptious wbmb,

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man !

Go great with tigers, dragons, woives, and bears ;
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face
Hath to the marbled mansion all above

Never presented !—O, rooi,—dear thanks !

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas ;
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts,
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mini,
That from it all con8ideration slips !

His Disconrse with Apdmantus.

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected ;

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung

From change of fortune. Why this spade? this place?

This slave-like habit? and these looks of care?

Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft,

Hug their diseased perfumes,* and have forgot

That ever Timon was. Shame not these wodds

By putting on the, cunning of a carper; ¥

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive

By that which has undone thee ; hinge thy knce,

And let his very breath, whom thou’lt observe,

Blow off thy cap; praise hi» most vicious strain,

And call it excellent : thou wast told thus;

Thou gavest thine ears, like tapsters, that bid welcome,

To knaves and all approachers ; ’tis most just

That thou turn rascal ; hagdst thou wealth.again,

Rascals should have’t. Do not assume thy likeness.
Zim. Weré I like thee, I'd throw away myself.
Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like thyself ;

A ‘thadman so long, now a fool. What, think’st

* [ their diseased perfumed mistresses.
+ Z.e. Shame not these woods by finding fault,
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That the bleak air, thy Boisteroug chamberlain,

Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these moss'd trees
‘That have ouslived the eagle, page thy heels,

And skip when'thou point'st out? Will the cold brook,
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste,

To cure thy o’er-night's surfeit? Call the creatures,—
Whose naked natures live in all the spite

(Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoustd trunks,
To the conflicting elements exposed,

Answyer mere natare,—bid them flatter thee :

O! tho,u shalt find—

* * * * *

Tim. Thou art a slave, whorr;‘ Fortune’s tender arm
With favour never'clasp’d ; but bred a dog
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath,* proceeded
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords
To such as may the passive drugs of it
Freely command, thou wouldst have plunged thyself
In general riot ; melted down thy youth
In different beds of lust ; and never learn'd
The icy pregepts of respect,t but follow'd
The sugar'd game before thee. But myself,
Who had the world as my confectionary ;
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men
At duty, more than I could frame employment :
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare,
For every storm that blows ;—I, to bear this,
That never knew but bettgr, is some burden : ,
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time [men?
“Hath mace thee hard in’t. Why shouldst thou hate
They never flatter'd thee : what hast thou given?
¢ thou wilt curse,—thy father, that poor rag,

* From infancy. .
+ The cold admonitions of cautious prudence.
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" Must be thy subjegct ; who, in spite, put stuff
‘To some she-beggar and compounded thee,
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! bg gone !—
If thou hadst not been born the worst of men,
Thou hadst been a knave 4nd flatterer.

On Gold.
O thou sweet king=killer, and dear divorce
[Looking on the gold.
"Twixt natural son and sire ! thou bright defiler,
- Of Hymen’s purest bed ! thou valiant Mars
‘Thou ever young, fresh, loved, and delicate wooer,
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou vigible god,
That soltler’st close impossibilities,
And makest them kiss ! that speak’st with every tongue
To every purpose : O thou touch * of hearts !
Think, thy slave man rebels: and by thy virtue
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts
May have the world in empire !

Timon to the Thieves.

Why should youwant? Behold, the earth hath roots ; 5
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs :
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips ;
‘The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush
Lays her full mess before you. Want? why want ?
1 Zhief. We capnot live on grass, on berries, water,
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. [fishes ;
Zim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must yeu con,
That you are thieves profess’d ; that you work hot
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft
In limited + professions. Rascal thieves,
Here’s gold : go, suck the subtle blood of the grape
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth,

* For touchstone, t For legal.
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And so ’scape hanging : trust not fhe physxcian :
His antidotes are poison, and he slays
More than yout'rob: take wealth and lives together -
Do villainy, do, since you profess to do't,
Like workmen. I'll example you with thievery :
The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction
Robs the vast sea : the moon’s an arrant thief,
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun :
The sea’s a thief, whose ILQuld surge resolves
The =aoon into salt tears : the earth’s a thief]
That feeds and breeds by a composture * stolen
From general excrement : each thing’s a thief;
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power
Have uncheck’d thkeft. Love not yourselves : away ;
Rob one another. There’s more gold : cut-throats ;
All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go,

Break open shops: nothing can you steal

But thieves do lose it.

On %is honest Steward.

. Forgive my general and exceptless rashness,
You pérpetual sober gods ! I do proclaim
One honest man,—mistake me not,—but one ;
No more, I pray,—and he is a steward.—
How fain would I have hated all mankind,
And thou redeem’st thyself : but all, save thee,
I fell with curses.
Methinks thou art more honest now than wise ;
For, by oppressing and betraying me,
Thou mightst have sooner got another service :
For many so arrive at second masters
Upon their first lord’s neck.

Act V.
Promising and Performance.
Promising is the very air o’ the time; it opens the

* Compost, manure.
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S

eyes of expectation : performance is ever the duller for
his act; and, but in the plainer and simpler kind of
peo'ple the deed of saying * is quite dut of yse. Vo
promise is most courtly and fashionable : performance is
a kind of will or testament, which argues a great sickness
in his judgment that make it.

Wrorng and Insolence.
Now breathless wrong

Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ;
And pursy insolence shall break his wind
With fear and horrid flight.

TITUS ANDRONICUS.
Act I

Mercy.
WiLT thou draw near the nature of the gods?
Draw near them, then, in being merciful :
Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge.

Thanks.

Thanks, to men,

Of noble minds, is honourable meed.

Contrast between the Palace and the Forest.

The emperor’s court is like the house of fame,
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears ;

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull.
Hunting.

The hunt is up, the mogn is bright and grey,
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green :
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay,

‘And wake the emperor, and his lovely bride; |
And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter’s peal,,
That all the court may echo with the noise.

* The doing of what we said we would do.
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Act II
_ Invitation to Love.

The'birds ch2nt melody on every*bush :
The snake lies roll’d in the cheerful sun ;
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,
And make a chequer’d shadow on the ground :
Under their sweet shade, AaroM, let us sit,
‘And—whilst the babblifig. echo mocks the hounds,
Replying shrilly to the well-tuned horns,
As if a double hunt were heard at once—
Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise.

Description pf a melantholy Valley.

A barren, detested vale, you see, it is:

The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and fean,

QO’ercome with moss, and baleful mistletoe.

Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds,

Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven.

And when they show’d me this abhorred pit,

‘They told me, here, at dead time of the night,

A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes,

Ten thousand swélling toads, as many urchins,*

Would make such fearful and confustd cries,

As any'mortal body, hearing it,

Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly.
Descriplion of a Ring.

Upon his bloody finger, he doth wear
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole,
Which, like a taper in some monument,

Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthy cheeks,
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit.
Lavinia at her Lute. *

Fair ‘Philomela, she but lost her tongue,
‘And in a tedious sampler sew’d her mind :
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ;

' * Hedge-hogs.
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A craftier Tereus hast thott met withal,

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off,

That could have better sew'd than Philomel. -

O, had the monster seen those lily Hands

Tremble, like aspen leaves; upon-a lute,

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them,

He would not then have touch’d them for his life ;

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony,

Which that sweet tongue hath made,

He would have dropp’d his knife, and fell asleep,
15As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s * feet.

Act III,

Ipvinia's Loss of her Tongue described.

O, that delightful engine of her thoughts,
That blabb’d them with such pleasing eloquence,
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage,
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear!

Despair.

For now I stand as one upon a rock,
Environ’d with a wilderness of sea ;

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave,
Expecting ever when some envious surge
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him.

Taars.

When I dig name her brothers, then fresh tears
Stood on her cheeks; as doth the honey dew
Upon a gather'd lily almast wither'd.

Cruelty to Insects.

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly.

J#. But how, if that fly had a father and hothdr?
How would he hang his slender gilded wings.

# Orpheus.
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. And buzz lamenting Joiags in the air?
Poor harmless fly ! -
That with his pretty buzzing melody, [kim.
‘Came"here to 'make us merry: and thou hast kill'd

AcT, V.

Revenge.

Lo, by thy side, where Rape and Murder stand ;
Now give some ’surance £hat thou art Revenge ;
Stab_them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ;
And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner,

And whirl along with thee about the globes,
Provide thee proper, palfries, black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away,
And find out murderers in their guilty caves :
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads,
I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long ;
Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east,
Until his very downfall in the sea.

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.
Act 1.

Love in a Brave young Soldier.
Call here my varlet,* I’ll unarm again :
Why should I war without the walls of Troy,
That find such cruel battle here within?
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart,

Let him tp field ; Troilus, alas! hath none.
* * * * *

The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their strength,
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ;
But I am weaker than a woman’s tear, -

Tarher than sleep, fonder t than ignorance ;
* A servant to a knight. + Weaker.
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Less valiant than the virgih if the night,
And skill-less as unpractised infancy.
* * * * *

O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus,—
When I do tell thee, there' my hopes lie drown’d,
Reply not in how many fathoms deep
They lie indrench’d,, I tell thee, I am mad
In Cressid’s love : thou angwer’st, She is fair ;
Pour’st in the open ulcer of my heart
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ;
Handlest in thy discourse, O, that her hand,
In whose comparison all whites are ink,
Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft seizure,
The cygnet's down is harsh, and® spirit of sense
Hard as the palm of ploughmen! This thou tell’st me,
As true thou tell’st me, when I say—1I love her;
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm,
Thou layest in every gash that love hath given me
The knife that made it.

Success not equal to our Hopes.

The ample proposition, that Fope nlakes
In all designs begun on earth below, _
Fails in the promised largeness : checks aad disastets
Grow in the veins of actions highest reard;
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap,
Infect the sound pine, and’divert his grain
Tortive and errnt* from his course of growth.
‘Adversity the Trial of Man.
Why then, you princeg,
Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works ;
And call thém shames, which are, indeedpnaught else
But the protractive trials of great Jove,
To find persistive constancy in men ?
The finegess of which metal is not found
* Twisted and rambling.”
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In fortune’s love : for then, the bold and coward,
The wise and fool, the artist and unread,

The hard and,soft, seem all affined * and kin:
‘But, in the wind and tempest of her frown,
Distinction with a broad-and powerful fan,
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ;

And what hath mass, or matter, by itself

Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled.

On Degree.

THke but degree away, untune that string,
And, hhrk, what discord follows! each thing meets
In meret+ oppugnancy: the berinded waters
Should lift their bosdms higher than the shores,
And make a sop of all this solid globe :
Strength should be lord of imbecility,
And the rude son should strike his father dead :
Force should be right ; or, rather, right and wrong
(Between whose endless jar justice resides)
Should lose their names, and so should justice too.
Then everything includes itself in power,
Power into will, will into appetite ;
And appetite, a universal wolf]
So doukly seconded with will and power,
Must make perforce a universal prey,
And, last, eat up himself.

Achilles described by Ulysses.

The great Achilles,—whom opinion crowns
The sinew and the forehand of our host,—
Having hjs ear full of his airy fame,

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent

Lies mocking our designs : With him, Patroclus,
Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day

Breaks scurril jests ;

And with ridiculous and awkward action

* Joined by affinity. 't Absolute,
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(Which, slanderer,she imitation calls,)
He pageants * us. Sometime, great Agamemnon,
Thy topless,t deputation he puts ony

And, like a strutting player,—whose conceit
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound
"Twixt his stretch’d fmoting and the sraffoldagc, —
Such to-be-pitied and o’er-wnested § sceming
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks,
"Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquared, |)

“Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp’d,

" Would seem hyperbqles. At this fusty stuff,

The large Achilles, on his pressid bed lolling,
From his, deep chest laughs out a'loud applause ;
Cries,— Excellent ! tis Agamemnon just.—

Wow play me Nestor ;—rhem, and stroke thy beard,
As he, being *drest to some oration.

That’s done ;—as near as the extremest ends

Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife :

Vet good Achilles still cries, Excelient /

' Zis Nestor right! Now play him me, Patroclu,
Arming to answer in a night alarm.

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age |,
Must be the scene of mirth, to cough, and spit,
And with a palsied fumbling on his gorget,
Shake in and out the rivet ;—~and, at this sport,
Sir Valour dies ; gries, O/—enough, Patroclus,
Or give me ribs of steel! I shall split all

In pleasure of'my spleen. And in this fashion,
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes,

* Severals and generals of grace exact,
Achievements;, plots, orders, preventions,
Extitements to the field, or speech for truce;

* In moz‘em language, Zakes us off.

+ Supree

+ The galleries of the theatre.

§ Beyond the truth. || Unadapted.
AA
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" Success, or loss, what is, or is nat, serves
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes.

Conduct-in War superior to Action.
The still and mental parts,—

That do contrive how manyhands shall strike,
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure,
Of their observant toil, the enémies’ weight,—
Why, this hath not a finger’s dignity :
They.call this—bed-work, mappery, closet-war:
So that the ram, that batters down the wall,
For the great swing and rudeness of his poise,
They place before his hand that made the engine ;
Or those, that with.the fineness of their souls
By reason guide his execution.

Respect.

I ask, that I might waken reverence,
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush,
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes
The youthful Pheebus.

Act II.

Doubt,
The wound of peace is surety,
Surety secure ; but moglest doubt is call’'d
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches
To the bottom of the worst.

Pleasure and Revenge.
For pleasure and revenye
.

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice
Of any true decision.

Tte Subltilty of Ulysses, and Stupidity of Ajac.
Ajax. 1 do hate a proud man, as' I hate the engen-
dering of toads. :
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Nest. And yet he loves himself ; is’t not strange?
[Asza’e
Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-mbrrow.’
Agam. What's his excyse?
Ulyss. . He doth rely on none ;
But carries on the stream of his dispose,
Without observanee or respect of any,
In will peculiar, and in seX¥-admission.
Agam. Why will he nz)t, upon our fair request,
Untent his person, and share the air with us ¢’
Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s sake
only,
He makes important : possesd’q he is with greatness;;
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride
That quarrels at self-breath : imagined worth
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse,
That, ’twixt his mental and his active parts,
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages,
And batters down himself: What should I say?
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it
Cry—2No recovery.
Agam. Let Ajax go to him.—
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent:
"Tis said, he holds you well ; and will be led,
At your request, a little from himself.
Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so !
We'll consecrateythe steps that Ajax makes
When they go from Achilles. Shall the proud lord,
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam,*
And never suffers matter, of the world
Enter his thoughts,—save such as do revolve
And ruminate himself,—shall he be worshipp’d
Of that we hold an idol more than he?
Nb, this thrice-vorthy and right valiant lord
Must not so sthle his palm, nobly acquired ;

* Fat,
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Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit,
As amply titled as Achilles is,
By going to Achilles :
That were to enlard his fat-already pride ;
And add more coals to Cancer,* when he burns
With entertaining great Hyperion.
This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid;
And say, in thunder—dA.killes, go to him.
Ms{. O, this is well; he rubs the vein of him.

[Aside.
Dio. And how his silence drinks up this applause :
[Aside.
. Ajax. If I go to hiln, with my armed fist, I'll pasht
O’er the face. ' [him "
Agam. O, no, you shall not go. [pride.

Ajax. An he be proud with me, I'll pheezef I's
Let me go to him.
Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow, [quarrel.
«Vest, How he describes
. Himself'! . [Aside.
Ajax. Can he not be sociable ?

Ulyssa The raven
Chides blackness. [A4side.
Ajax. T’ll let his humours blood.
Agam. He'll be physician, that should be the
patient. [4side.

Ajax. An all men were o’ my mmd,——
Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion.
| Aside.

Ajax. He should not bear it so,
He shoula eat swords first : shall pride carry it ?
«NVest "An "twould, you'd carry half. [Asiae.
# The sign in the Zodiac, into which the si'n enters June 21 :

‘“ And Cancer reddens with the solar blaze.”— Z/omson.
+ Strike. t Comb or curry.
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Ulyss. Fe’d have ten shares. [Aside.
Ajax. Iwillknead him, I will make him sypple:
Nest. He’s*not yet thorough warm : force* *him
with prauses
Pour in, pour in ; his ambmon is dry. [Aside.
Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on this dislike.
WNest. O noble general, do not do so.
(70 4 gamenbzon
Dip. You must prepare to fight without Achilles.
Ulyss. Why, ’tis this naming of him does him harm.
Here is a man—But ’tis before his face ;
I will be silent. .
WNest. Wherefore sHopld you so?
He is aot emulous,t as A(.hllles 1s.
Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.
Ajax. A whoreson dog, thixt shall palter} thus

I would he were a Trojan! [with us
Nest, What a vice
Were it in Ajax now——
Ulyss. If he were proud?
Dio. Or covetous of praise ¢
Ulyss. Ay, or surly porne

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected ?
Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of ‘sweet
composure ;
Praise him that got thee, hrer that gave thee suck :
Famed be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature’
Thrice famed, beyond all erudition :
But he that disciplined thy arms to fight,
Let Mars divide eternity,in twain,
And give him half; and, for thy vigour,
Bull-bearing Milo his addition§ yield
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom,
Which, like a Lourn,|| a pale, a shore, confines,
* Seuff, %+ Envious.

T Trifle. § Titles.
|| Stream, rivulet.



358 Beauties of Shakspeare.

Thy spacious and dilated parts. Heére’s Nestor,—
Instructed by the antiquary times :

He must, he is, hé cannot but be wise :—

But pardon, father Nestor, swere your days

As green as Ajax’, and your brain so temper’d,
You should not have the eminence of him.

Buf be as Ajax.

Ajax. Shall I call ,you father?
NVest. Ay, my good son.
Dio. Be ruled by him, lord Ajax..

Ulyss. ‘There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general
To call together all his state of war;

. Fresh kings are come to Troy : to-morrow

We must with all our main of power stand fast :
And here’s a lord,—come knights from east to west,
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best.

Agam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep:
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw deep.

Act IIL

An expecting Lover.

No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door,
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my, Charon,
And give me swift transportance to those fields
Where 1 may wallow in the lily beds
Proposed for the deserver! O, gentle Pandarus,
From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his pamted wings,
And fly witl. me to Cressid !

* * * * *

¥amgiddy ; expectation whirls me,round.
The imaginary relish is so sweet
That it enchants my sense : what will it be,
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When that the watdry palate tastes indeed
Love’s thrice-repurtd nectar ? death, I fear me ;
Swocnmg destruction ; or some joy £00 fine, »
Too subtle-potent, tuned too sharp in sweetness,
For the capacity of my ruder powers :
I fear it much ; and I do fear besides,
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ;
As doth a battle when they charge on heaps
The enemy flying. !

* ¥ * * *

Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom :
My heart beats thicler than a feverous pulse ;
And all my powers do_their bestQwing lose,
Lake vastalage at unawares encount’ring
‘The eye of majesty.

Constancy in Love protested.

Z»o. True swains in love shall, in the world to come,
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes,
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare,*

Want similes, truth tired with iteration,—

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon,
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate,

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,
Yet, after all comparisons of truth,

As truth’s authentic author to be cited,

As true as Troilua shall crown up t the verse,
And sanctify the numbers.

Cres. Prophet may you be !
If 1 be false, or swerve a hair from truth,»
When time is old and hath forgot itself,

When waterdrops have worn the stones of*Troy,
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up,

Anll mighty statgs characterless are grated

To dusty nothi}lg ; yet let memory,

* Comparison. + Concludes
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From false to false, among false raaids in love,
Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said—as false
«As air as water wind, orsandy earth,

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf,

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son ;

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood,

As false as Cressid.

Pridesures Pride.

Pride hath no other glass
To show itself but pride ; for supple knees
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees.

Greatness contemptible when on the Decline.

"Tis certain, gregtness, once fallen out with fortune,
Must fall out with men too : what the declined is,
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others,

And feel in his own fall ; for men, like butterflies,
Show not their mealy wings but to the summer;
And not a man, for being simply man,

Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours
That are without him, as place, riches, favour,
Prizes of accident as oft as merit :

Which, when they fall, as being slippery standers,
The love that lean'd on them as slippery too,

Do one pluck down another, and together

Die in the fall.

Honour must be active to prese~ve its Lustre.

Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his hack,
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion,
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes :
Those scraps are good deeds past; which are devour'd
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon
As done : perseverance, dear my lord,
kecps honour bright : to have dor ¢ is to hang
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty miyil
In, monumental mockery. Take the instant way ;
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For honour travels in a strait so narrow,
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ;
For.emulation hath a thousand sons, '
That one by one pursue: if you give way,
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright,
Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by,
And leave you hindmost ;—
Or, like a gallant horse falLen in first rank,
Lie there for pavement t the abject rear,
O’er-run and trampled on: then what they do it present,
Though less than yours in past, must o’ertcp yours,
For time is like a f§gshionable host,
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ;
And with his arms outstretch’d as he would fly,
Grasps-in the comer: welcome ever smiles,
And farewell goes out sighing. O let not virtue seek
Remuneration for the thing it was;
For beauty, wit,
High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service,
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all
To envious and calumniating time.
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,
That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds,*
Though they are made and moulded of things past ;
And give to dust, that is a little gilt,
More laud than gilt o’er-dusted.
The present eye,praises the present object.
Love shook off by a Soldier.
Sweet, rouse yourself ; and the weak, wanton Cupid
Shall from your neck unlpose his amorous fold,
And like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane,
Be shook to air.
Thersites mimicking Ajax.

Ther. A wor‘]er!
Achil. Whaf?
* New-fashion’d toys.
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.T}ter Ajax goes up and down the field asking for
himself.

Hchil. <Tow so &

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector.;'
and is so prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling,
that he raves in saying nothing.

Atkil. How can that be ?

Zher. Why he stalks up and down like a peacock,
d stride and a stand : ruminates like an hostess, that hath
no anthmetlc but her brain to set down her reckoning :
bites his llp with a politic regard, as who should say—
there were wit in his head, and ’twduld out ; and so there
is., but it lies as coldlyin him as fire in a ﬁint, which will
not show without knocking. The man’s undone for ever;
for if Hector break not his neck i’ the combat, he’ll break
it himself in vain-glory. He knows not me: I saidq,
Good-morrow, Ajax ; and he replies, Zhanks, Agamemnon.
What think you of this man that takes me for the general ?
He is grown a very land-fish, languageless, a monster, a
plagtie of opinion ! a mzp may wear it on both sides, like
a, leather jerkin.’

~Ackil. Thou must be my ambassador to him,
Thersites. ¢

Ther. Who, 1? Why, he’ll answer nobody ; he pro-
fesses not answering ; speaking is for beggars ; he wears
his tongue in his arms. I'will put on his presence ; let
Patroclus make demands to me, you shall see the pageant
of Ajax.

Ackhil. To him, Patroclus: tell him,—I humbly
desire the vallant Ajax to invite the most valorous Hector
to ¢ comé unarmed to my tent; and to procure safe
conduct for, his person of the magnanimous and most
1llustnous,.sxx-or-seven-tlmes honoured captain general of
the Gretian army, Agamemnon. Do fis.

Fatr. Jove bless great Ajax.

Z%aer. Humph !
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Patr. 1 come fromsthe wort‘hy :A_chilles,———

Ther. Ha! '

Patr., Who most, humbly desires you, b invite; Hector
to his tent |—

Ther. Humph'!

Fatr. And to procuré safe conduct from Aga-
memnon.

Ther. Agamemnon ?

FPatr. Ay, my lord.

Ther. Ha ! .

Patr. What say you to’t?

Ther. God be wi’ yeqn with all my heart.

Patr. Your answer, sir. .

Ther. If .to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o’clock
it will go one way or other ; howsoever, he shall pay for
mo ere he has me.

Patr. Your answer, sir.

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart.

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ?

Ther. No, but he’s out o' tune thus. What music
will be in him when Hector has knock’d qut his ‘brains, I
know not; but, I ,am sure, none, unless the fiddler
Apollo get his sinews to make catlings* of.

Ackil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to him straight.

Ther. Let me bear another to his horse; for that's
the more capablet creature.

Achil. My mind i troubled like a fountain stirrd ;
And I myself see not the bottom of it.

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus.

Ther. Would the fountaip of your minc were clear
again, that I might water an ass at it! Ihad rather be,a
tick in a sheep than such a valiant ignorance

3

* Lute-strings made of cat-gut.
4/ Intelligent.
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Act IV. ¢
y lov.ers parting in the Morning.

Z74. O Cressida! but that the busy day,
Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald * crows,
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,
I would not from thee.

Cres. Night hath been too brief.

Z7o0. Beshrew the wifch ! with venomous wights she

stays,
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love,
With wings more momentary swift than thought.

A Lpver's Faréiwell.
Injurious time rfow, with a robber’s haste,

Crams his rich thievery up he knows not hew :
As many farewelld as be stars in heaven,
With distinct breath and consign’d * kisses to them,
He fumbles up into a loose adieu;
And scants us with a single famish’d kiss,
Distasted with the salt of broken § tears.

Zrotlus’s Character of *4e Grecian Youths.

The Grecian youths are full of quality ;§
They’resloving, well-composed, with gifts of nature
And swelling o’er with arts and exercise : [flowing,
How novelty may move, and parts with person,

Alas, a kind of godly jeulousy
(Which, I beseech you, call a virtgious sin,)
Makes me afeard.
A Trumpeter.
Now cruck thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe:
«Blow, vxllam, till thy sphered bias cheek
Out-swell'the colic of puff'd Aquilon:
Cpme,.stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout blood ;
“Thou blow’st for Hector.

* Lewd, noisy. + Sealed. _
1 Interrupted. § Highly accomplished.

<



Trotlus and Cressidae. 365

Diomedes’ Manner of . Walking.

"Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ;
He rises on the toe: that spirit of his’
In aspiration lifts him from the earth.

Description. of Cressida.

There’s language in her eye,-her cheek, her lip,
Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look out
At every joint and motive * of her body.

O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue,
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes,
And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts
To every tickling reader! set them down

For sluttish spoils of opportunity,

And daughters of the game.

Character of Troilus.

The youngest son of Priam, a true knight ;
Not yet mature, yet matchless; firm of word,
Speaking in deeds, and deedless t in his tongue ;
Not soon provoked, nor being provoked, soon calm’d :
His heart and hand both open and botL free ;
For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he shows;
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty,
Nor dignifies an impair § thought with breath :
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ;
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes §
To tender objects s but he, in heat of action,
Is more vindicative than jealous love.

Hector in Battle.

I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft,
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way [thee,
Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I have seen
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed,

* Motion. ¢ + No boaster.
I Unsuitakle to his character.
§ Yields, gives way.
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Despising many forfeits and subsluements,
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword 1’ the air,
Not }Jetting 7:-dlecline on the declined ; *
That I have said unto my standers by,
Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life !
And I have seen thee, pause, and take thy breath,
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm’d thee in,
Like an Olympian wrestling.
Achilles surveying Hector.

Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body,
Shall I destroy him? Whether there, there, or thers ?
That I may give the local wofnd a name H

And make distinel the very breach whereout
Hector’s great spirit flew : answer me, hebvens !

Act V.

Rask Vows.
The gods are deaf to hot and peevish t+ vows ;
.They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice.
Honour more dear than Life.
. Mirle honour keeps the weather of my fate :

Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man
Holds honour far more precious dear § than life.

Pity to be discarded i War.

For the love of all the gods,
Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mothers ;
And when we have our grmours buckled on,
Tht venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords.

* Fallen. t+ Foolish. % Valuable,
<

TUBLIC uw\' |
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