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Printed for |, N D
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ADVERTISEME N T.

"i\v,’g R. STEEVENS being of opinion that
LVE (hefe fix dramatic pieces, which have been
occafionally quoted in the notes to the laft edi-
tion of Shakfpeare, are requifite in an entire ftate
to his illuftration ; I have undertaken to publifh
them without departure from the original copies.
Their claim to be preferved is built on their
having fuggefted fuch plans as his fuperior genius
and judgment enabled him to improve.—A bafket
placed by accident over a weed, and covered
with a tile, is recorded by Vitruvias as the origin
of the Corinthian capital.

Thefe Plays are here given in a fize correfpond-
ing with that of the three Volumes of Anticnt
Englifh Dramas re-publithed by the late Mr.
Hawkins, and may be confidered as fupplemental
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il ADVERTISEMENT.

to his work. The plays of K. John and K. Lear
had indeed been feparately re-printed, but were

thought neceflary to complete the prefent col-
lection,

March 22, 1779.

J. NicroLs.
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THE TAMING OF A SHREW. .
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To his worfhipfull Frienos, and Kinsemaxw,
WILLIAM FLEETEWOODE EsquiEr,
REcorpER of LonponN,

Y R, (defirous, to acquite your tryed frendfhips, with fome
token of good will :) of Iate I perufed divers of my un-
perfeét workes, fully minded to beftowe on you, the travell of
fome of my forepafled time. But (refolved to accompanye
thic adventurous Captaine Syr Humfrey Gylbert, in his honorable
voiadge,) I found my leyfure too litiel to corre@ the errors 1n
my fayd workes. So that (inforced) I lefte them difparfed;
among my learned freendes, at theyr leafure, to polifh, if I
faild to returne: fpoyling (by this meanes) my ftuddy of his
neceflarye furnyture.  Amonge other unregarded papers, I
fownde this difcourfe of Prosos and Caffandra: which, for the
rarenefle (and the needeful kunowledge) of the neceffary matter
contained thetein (to make the attions appeare more lively),
I devided the whole Hiftory into two Commedies : for that,
decormm ufed, it would not be convayde ir one. The cffeéts
of both, are good and bad: vertue intermyxt with vice, un-
dwfull defyres (yf it were pofible) queancht with chafte de-
nyals : al needeful actions (I thinke) for publike vewe, For
by the rewarde of the good, the good are encowraged in wel
doinge: and with the Icowrge of the lewde, the lewde are
feared from evill attempts : maintaining this my oppinion with
Platoes auctority. Nawghtinefle, contmes of the corruption of
zatare, and not by readinge or bearinge the Lives of the good or lezode
(for fuch publication is neceflarye), bur goodneffe (fayib be) is beavti=
yed by either aflion, - And to thefe endes : Menander, P[m«tm‘,
and Zerence themfelves many yeares fince intombed (by their
Commedies) in honour, live at this daye. The auncient
Romars, heald their fhowes of fuche prife, that they not onely
allowde the publike exercife of them, but the grave Senators
themfelves countenaunced the Adtors with their prefences
Who from thele trifles wonne morallytye, as the Bee fuckes
honny from weedes. But the advifed devifes of auncient Poets
difcredited, with the tryfels of yonge, unadvifed, and rafhe
Az witted
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| wryters, hath brought this commendable exercife im
miflike. F OT_ a4t this (.h_‘,C-, the Jtolian 3s fo lafcivieusin his
Commedies, that honeft hearers are greeved at his adtions:
the Frenchman and Spaniarde folows the fialians humor : the

1 ] for he prefentes on every common

} fhould pronounce in Pulpets. The
BEnglifman in this lumll‘t'ﬁ, is moft vaine, indifcreete

orde ¢p: he firft groundes his worke, on impoflibilities: then 1
three howers ronnes he throwe the worlde : maryyes, gets chil-
dren, makes children men, men to cenquer kingdomes, murder
montters, and bringeth Gods from Heaven, and fetcheth divels
from Hel. And (that which is worit) their eround is ot fo
unperieét; as their mwkingc indifereete : not waying, fo the
ptopl(. laugh, though they laugh them: (for theyr follyes) to
jcorne: I\f"nw“ tymes (fo make myrthe) they make a clowne
hm“l)mz lon with a Kinge: in theyr orave Counfels, they al=
low the advife of fools: yea t‘noy ufe one

> order of {peach for all
pf-rs(mu : a grofe Jndecorum,

for a (,anwc, wyll yil counterfet
the Nig n.mnl s {weete voice: even fo, affeCted Speeche doth
iifbecome a Clowne. For to worke a2 Commedie kindlv,
grave olde men, fhould inftruét: yonge men, fhould fhowe the
,n‘lpt,r.cc‘hons of youth : Hn‘mpdc {h omd be lafcivious : Boyes
unhuppy: and (ll)wnc fhould be diforderlye : entermingling all
thefe attions, in {uch Lcn e, as the grave matter may 1 Jftru ety
and the nh,mnr delight :  for withot this chaunge, the at-
‘tention, would be Tyl aalthe likinge, lefle.

Bt 1(:4\-\, I this rehearfall, of the ule, and abufe of Com-
medies: leaft Ih:zt, I checke that in others, which I cannot
amend in myfelf, But this [ am afured, what aétions fo ever
pafieth in this i u)n. either mevry, or morneful : graye, or
laftivious : the conclufion fh wes, the mniuﬁon of vice, and
the cherifing of Vertue. f‘l_ y the the end tends to this
good, although the worke (becaufe af evel handlinge) be un-
wnrth) your learned. Cenfure, allowe (I bci:.ech(,}ou) of my

good wyll, unty ]j*:‘z;fu:‘t‘ fcrves me, 10 perfedt,
more worthe. ™o more, bLut that, ‘ﬂmmhtye God be your

protector, and preferve me from dainger, in this voiadge, the
xxix. of July, 1578,

Your Kinfman to ufe,
GEorGeE WHETSTONE.

The

te, and out of

fome labour of

he PRINTER to the READER.

ENTLE Rea er, thl labour of Maifter Whet/lous,

came into my handes, in his fyr{t coppy, whofe lealure
was o lyttlc (being then ceadie to deplit his Country) that he
had no time to worke it anew, nor to geve apt inftructions, to
prynte fo difficult a worke, bey ng full “of variery v, both matter,
{peache, and verfe: for that every fundry Ator, hath in all
thefe a ﬁmc;r_\," orace; fo that, if [ commit an error, W ithou
blaming the Auctor, amend my amifle: and if by chaunce
“ou lic bt of fome {peache that {feemeth darvk, confider of it
with lnclr ‘ment, before thou condemne the worke: for in
many pl'lces he is driven, both to praife, and blame, with one
la.f\th which in readinge wil feeme hard, and in aétion ap-
;m:(‘ plame. Uling this courtely; I lmu[d my: paynes wel
fatisfyed, and Maifter Whet/ton uninjured : and for my owne

part, I wil not faile to procure fuch bonkcs as may paoht thee
with delight,

Thy Frend R.
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H E
WHOLE HISTORYE,

T N the Cytie of Falio (fometimes under the dominion of
| Corvinus King of Hungarie, and Boemia) there was a law, _
that what man fo ever commited Adultery, fhould lofe his head,

and the woman offender, fhould weare fome difguifed apparell,
during her life, to make her infamouflye noted, This fevere
lawe, by the favour of fome mercifull magiftrate, became
little regarded, untill the time of Lord Promos autority : who
convi¢ting a yong Gentleman named Andrugio of 1nconti-
nency, condemned, both him, and his minion, to the execution
of this ftatute. Andrugio had ‘a very vertuous and beawtiful
‘Gentlewoman to his Sifter, named Caflandra: Caffandra to
enlarge her brothers life, fubmitted an humble petition to the
Lord Promos : Promos regarding her good behavours, and
fanta{ying her great beawtie, was much delighted with the
fweete order of her talke: and doying good, that evill might
come thereof: for a time, he repryved her brother : but wicked
man, tourning his liking unto unlawfull luft, he fet downe
the {poile of her honour, raunfome for her Brothers life:
chafte Caffandra, abhorring both him and his fute, by no per-
fuafion would yeald to this raunfome. But in fine, wonne
with the importunitye of hir Brother (pleading for life) upon
thefe condirions, fhe agreede to Promos. Firft that he fhould
pavdon her brother, and after marry her, Promos as feareles
in promifle, as carelefle in performance, with follemne Yowe,
lygued her conditions: but worfe then any Infydel, his will
fatisfyed, he performed neither the one nor the other: for ro
A 4 keepe
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keepe his aulthoritye, unfpotted with favour, and to prevent
Caffandra’s clamors, he commaunded the Gayler fecretly, to
prefent Caffandra with ber brother’s head. The Gayler, with
the outeryes of Andrugio, abhorryng Promos lewdenes, by the
providence of God, provyded thus for his fafety. He pre-
vented Gafandra with a felons head newlie executed, who
(being mangled, knew it not from her brother’s, by the Gaylor,
who was fet at libertie) was fo agreeved at this trecherye, that
at the pointe to kyl her felfe, fhe {pared that ftroke to be avenged
of £romos.  And devifyng a way, fhe concluded, to make her
fortunes knowne unto the kinge, = She (executinge this refolu-
tion) was {o highly favoured of the king, that forthwith he
hafted to do juitice on Promos: whofe judgment was, to marrye
Coffandra, to repaire her crafed honour:- which donne, for his
hainous offence he fheuld lofe his head. This maryage {o-
lempnifed, Caffandra tyed in the greateft bondes of affeGtion to
her hufband, became an earneft futer for his life : the kinge
(tendringe the generall benefit of the common weale, before
her fpecial cafe; dlthough he favoured her much) would not
graunr her fute.  Andrugio (difguifed amonge the company)
forrowing the griefe of his fifter, bewrayde his fafetye, and
‘craved pardon. . The kinge, to renowne the vertues of Cafz
Jaadra, pardoned both him ‘and Promes. The circumftances of
this rarc Hiftorye, in action lyvelye foloweth.

A R R R B
R e B B B G B e e e B B B

T HE
H 8 wqilias Q! 1 Repnadia s
O F

PROMOS axp CASSANDRA.

ACTI Sl SCEN A L

Promos, Mayor, Shirife, Sworde-bearer : One with a bunche of
feyes: Phallax, Promos Man.

7 O U officers which now in Fulia ftaye,
‘? Kuow you our leadge, the King of Hungarie,
Sent me Prozos, to joyne with you in fway,
That {hll we may to Juftice have an eye.
And now to fhow my yule and power at large -
Atentivelie his Letters Pattents heare:
Phallax, reade out my Soveraines chardge.
Phallax.
As you commaunde, I wyl give heedefull eare.
[Phallax readeth the Kinge’s Letters, sobich mufl be fayre
wUritlen in parchment, With fome great counterfeat zeale.
Promos.
Loe, here you fee what is eur foveraignes wyl ;
Loeg, leare his wifh that right, not might beare {waye;
T.og, hieare his care to weede from oocd the yll,
Fo' feourge the wights good lawes thar dilebay. .
uch
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Such zeale he beares unto the Common weale,
(How f{o be bids, the ignorant to fave)

As he commaundes, the lewde do rigor feele
Such is his wifh, fuch is my wyll to have ;
And fuch a Judge, here Promos vowes to be.
No wylfull wrong fharpe punithment fhall myffe ;
The fimple thrall fhal be judgde with mercie,
Each fhall be doombde even as his merite is,
Love fhalt not ftaye, nor hate révenge procure,
e yet fhall coyne corrupt or fofter wrong:

1 doo proteft, whylfte that my charge indure,
For friende nor foe to finge a partial fong.

‘Thus have you heard howe my Commiffion woes »
He abfent, I prefent our Soveraigne {hll ; SR
Ir aunfweres then, each one his dutie fhowes,

To mee, as him, what I commaunde and wi 11,
: Mayor.

Worthy Deputie, at thy chardge we joye,

We doe fubmitte our felves to worke thy healt ;

Receive the fword of Juflice to deftroy

The wicked 1mpes, and to defend the reft.
Shirife.

Our Citty Keves take witht Liftenant heare ;
We deoe committe our fafetie to thy head:

Thy wyfe forefight will keepe us voyde of feare,
Yet wyll we be affiftant (41l at neede,
Pramos.

:‘Smh fivorde and keies unto my ptinces ufe
I oo secerve and gladlie take my chardge,
gchrr:ftens nowe, for to reforme abufe.
We poynt a tyme of councell mote at 1
To srear of which, a whyle we wyll d

y Al ; J{ heale,

To worke your wyll we yeelde a wylling hart.

Love, hase
and gaine, the
canjes of In~

Juftices

ardge ;

t'_;.‘al'[.

[ Exeras.

ACTUS

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA. 1%

ACTUS L SCEN A IIL
Lamia, @ Cuiiizane, entreth [fynging.

The S O N G.

Ala flaunt now vaunt it, brave wenche caft away care
With Layes of Love chaunt it, for no coft fee thou {pare,

Sith nature hath made thee with bewty moft brave,
Sith fortune doth lade thee with what thou wouldit have ;
Ere pleafure doth vade thee, thy {elfe fet to fale,
All wantons will trade thee, and ftowpe to thy ftale.
All a flaunt, ¢ fupra.

Yong Ruflers maintaines thee, defends thee and thine ;

Olde Dortrels retaines thee, thy beuties {fo fhine ;

Though many difdaynes thee, yet none may thee tuch ;

‘Thus envie refraynes thee, thy countinaunce is fuch,
All a flaunt, ¢ jupra.

Shee j_,f:m}m‘_]).

Triumphe fayre Lamia now, thy wanton flag advaunce,

Set foorth thy felf to braveft fhow, boft thou of happy chaunce

Gyrle, accompt thou thy felfe the cheefe of Lady Pleafure’s
traine ;

Thy face is faire, thy forme content, thy fortunes both doth
ftaine.

Even as thou wouldft thy houfe doth ftande, thy farniture is
84y,

Thy weedes are brave, thy face is fine, and who for this doth

aye ?

‘Thou thy felf? no, the ruthing Youthes that bathe in wanton
bliffe

Yea, olde and dooting  fooles fometimes doo helpe to paye
for this.

Free coft betweene them both I have, all this for my behove ;

I am the flerne that gides their thoughts, looke what I like,
they love, .

Few of them fturre that I byd ftaie; if I bid go, they flye 5

If I on foe purfuc revenge, dlarme a hundred crye.

i _ The
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The braveft, T their harts, their handes, their purfes holde at wyl,
Joynde with the credite of the beft, to bowliter mee in yll.
But fee wheras my truftie man doth run ;. what newes brings he?

ACCHE W Sasils S/C E/NUVA I

Rofko (Lamia’s Man) Lamia.

Roffeo.
Good people ; did none of you my miltreffe Lamia fee?
Lamia,
Refto, what newes, that in fuch haft you come blowing ?
Rofko.
Miftrefle, you muft thut up your fhops, and leave your ec-
cupyings
Lamia.
What fo they be, foolith knave, tell me true 2
R(J' NG
Oh yll, for thirtie befydes you.
Lamia.
For me, good fellowe! T pray thee why fo ?
Roflea.
Be patient Miftreffe, and you thall knowe.

Lamia.

Marrie, right nowe at the Seffions I was,
And thirtie muft to Truffum corde go.
Among the which (I weepe fo.fhowe) alas:

Lania.

Why, what’s the matter, man 2

Roflo.

Go too, fay on.

O _/f_, (?.f H -f-‘r?

For loving 100 kindli ie, muft loofe his heade,

And his 1‘“u.t' hart mn'i veere the thamelull weedes

Ordainde for Dames that fall through flefhly deedes.
Lamia.
Is this offence 0 queflion come againe 2
Tell, tell no mere; tys tyme this tale were done s
Seey fee, how fobhe i my triumphe tuines to paine,

Rofto.

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA,

Pn/z‘oe
Miitreffe, you pr -omifed to be quiet,
For Gods fake, for your owre al§ , be {o,

At it ety

Alas, poote Rofto, our dayutic dyet
Our braverie and all we muit 101 oo,

N Af_fjn{).
I am forie.
Lamia, '

Yea, but out alas, forrowe wyll not ferye :
Rofko, thou muft uceacs provide thee elfe where ;
My gaynesale - pait, yea, [ my felfe might ftary e,
Save that I did l)lOVld{, for a deare yeare.

Roflo.

They rewarde fayre (their harveft in the ftacke)
When winter comes that byd their fervaunts packe.
Alas miftrefle, if you turne mee off now,

Better then a Roge none wyll me allowe.
Lamia,
Thou fhalt have a Pafporte.
Roflo.
Yea, but after what forte ?
Lania.
Why, that thou wert my man,
Rofko.
O the judge, fylde fhowes the favour,
To let one theefe bayle another ¢
Tuth, I know, ere lcmo you fo wyll {lyp aws aye,
As you, for your f(,‘fe muit feeke fome teftiniony
Of your good lyfe.
Lamia,

Never feare: hopeftly

Lamzia nowe meanes to lyve even tyll fhe dye.
f\n/.?o.

As jumpe as apes in view of nuttes to daunce,
Kytte will to kinde, of cuftome, or by chaunce :
Well, howe fo you i’t(md(. upon this holy poynt,
For the thing you knowe, you wyll jeopard a joynt.

SN
Admitte I would, my hazarde were in vaine,




] THE HISTORIE OF

Rr) ;'t?.
Perhappes I know to turne the fame to gaine.
Lamia,

Thou comforts mee, good Rofke, tell me howe 2

Rofko.
You wyl be honeft, *twere fyn to hinder you.
Lamia,
Idyd but jeaft, good fweete fervaunt, tell mee.
: Rofko.

Sweete fervaunt now, and late, pack Syr, God bwy ye.

Lamia,
Tufh, to trye thy unwillingnefle, I dyd but jeatt.
Rofko.

And I do but trye how long you would be honeft,

i,
I thought thy talke was too fweete to be true.
Rojko.
Yea, but meant you to byd honeftie a due
Lamia,

No, I dyd folong fince, but inforfte by need,

To byd him welecome home againe, I was decreedes

LR
Verie good; miftreffe, I know your minde, |
And for your eafe this remedie I finde
Prying abroade for playfellowes and fuch,
For you miftrefle, I heard of one Phallaz,
A man efteemde of Promos verie much :
Of whofe nature I was fo bolde to axe,
And I finealt he loved lafe mutton well.
Lamia.
And what of this?
Rofo.
Marry of this, if you the waye can téll
To towle him home, he of you wyll be fayne,
Whofe countenaunce wyll {o excufe your faultesy
As nong, for life, dare of your lyfe complaine.
; ; Lazia,
A good device, God graunt us good fuceelle s
But I praye thee, what trade doth he picfele?
Rofko.
He is a paltrie petyfogger.

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA. ‘72

Lamia.
All the better, fufpition wyll be the leffe.
Well, go thy wayes, and if thou him elpye,
Tell him from me that I a caufe or two
Woulde put to him at leylure wyllinglie.
Lofke, ;
Hir cafe is fo common, that {mall pleading wyl ZLe ferge of
ferve, f:r:;j (afm’-' nok
I go (nay ronne), your commaundement, to ob- "i'f f, ’ s
{erve. the lewde Im

d aTVe,
Lamia,

Aye me alas, lefle Phallgx helpe poore wench undone I am's
My foes nowe in the winde wyll lye to worke my open fhame 3
Now envious eyes will prie abroade offenders to intrap,

OF force nowe Lamia mult be chafte, to fhun a more mithap,

And, wanton girle, how wilt thou fhift for garments fine and
gay ?

¥or dainyty fare, can crufts content? who fhal thy houferent

ay?

And rl]:at delights thee moft of all, thou muft thy daliaunce
leave ;

And can then the force of lawe or death, thy minde of love
bereave 2

In good faith, no: the wight that once hath taft the fruits of
IOVC,

Untill her dying daye will long Sir Chaucer's Jefls to prove,

ACTUS I. SCEN A IV.
Lamia’s Mayde, Lamia,

Mayde.

Forfooth Miftris your thraule ftayes for you at home;
Lamia.

Were you borne in a myll curtole ? you prate fo hye,
Mayde. :

The gentelman that came th'éu{aﬁ day with Captain Pre,

Larrias

What, young Hipolita?
4

Mayes
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Mayde.
Even he.
Lamia.
Leaft he be gone, home hye,
And will that Daliz pop him in the neather roome,
And keepe the falling dooré clofe tyll I come ;
And tell my thraule his fortune wyll not ftaye.
; Mayde.
Wiyll you ought elfe ? [Exit.
; Lania, :
Pratyng vixen, away ! -
Gallants adue, 1 venter muft Hipolito to fee,
Ie is both young and welthy yet, the better fpoyle for mee.
Note.
My haffard for his fake I trowe, fhall make him pray and pay:
He, he fhall pranck me in my plumes, and deck mee brave and
oay. .
Of Curtifie, I praye you yet, if Plallax come this waye,
Repott, to put a cafe with him, heare Lamia long dyd g:rayo
[Ewit

B Rl G Gt BB b BB B PR g B

ACTWS IL SCE N A 1.

Caffandra, a Mayd.

Caffandra.
AYE mee, unhappy wenche, that I muftlive the day
"To fee Andrugio tymeles dye, my brothier and inv fay.
The only meane, God wof, that fhould our houfe advaunce
Whoiin the hopeof his good hap, muft dy through wanton
chance.
O blynde affectes in love, whofe tormentes none can tell,
Yet wantons wyll byde fyve and froft, yea haffard  The force
dcath, nay hell, of Love.
To.tafte thy fowre fivecte frutes; digefted ftyll with care !
Fowle fall thee Lowe, thy lightning joyes hath blafted my
weltare ; !
« Thou fyert afiettion fyrft within my brothers bre{t; -
Thow

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA. 1

fhou mad’ft Polinz graunt him (earft) even what he would re®

‘ queft :

Thou mlad’ﬁ him crave and have a proofe of Fenus meede,

For which foule act he is adjudg’d eare long to lofe his heade,

The lawe is {o fevere in feourging flefhly finne

As marriage to worke after mends doth feldome favor win.

A law firit made of zeale, bur wrefted much amis :

Faults fhould be meafured by defert, but allisone A4 good lazve
1n this ; Yl executed.

The lecher fyerd with luft is punifhed no more

Then he which fel through force of love whofe marriage falves
his fore ;

So that poore T difpayre of my Andrugio’s lyfe, :

©) would my dayes myght end with his, for to appeafe my
firyfel

ACTUS L' SCENA II,

Andrugio /z Prifon. Caffandra,

Caffand:a.

My good fyfter Coffandra?

Caffandra,
Who calleth Caffandra ?
Andrugios

Thy wofull brother Andrugio.

" Caffandra.

Andrugio, o difmall day, what greefes doe mee affayle ?
Condempned wretch to fce thee here faft fettered now in jayle!
How haps thy wits were witched fo that krowing death ‘was

meede
Thou wouldeft commit (to flay us both) this vile lafcivious
deede, ; 2
Andrugio.
O good Caffandra, leave to check, and chide me thraule
therfore,
If late repentaunce wrought me helpe, I would doe fo no more,
But out alas, T wretch, too late doe forrowe my amys
Uhles Lord Promes graunt me grace, in vayne is had ywitt,
B - ‘Wherforg
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Wherfore feete fifter whylft in hope my dampned. lyfe yet

were,
Affaulte his hart in my behalfe with battering tyre of teares.
If thou by fute doeft fave my lyfe, it both our joyes will be,

If not, it may fuffice thou foughtft to fet thy brother free :
Wherfore fpeede to proroge my dayes, to-morrowe elfe I dye.
Caflandra.

I wyll not fayle to pleade and praye to purchafe the mercye,
Farewell awbyle, God graunt me well to fpeede.
_ Andrugio. '
Syfter adew ; tyl thy returne I lyve twene hope and dreede,
Caflandra.
Oh happy tyme ! fee where Lord Promos comes.
Now tongue addrefle thy felfe my mind to wray
And yet leaft hafte worke wafte, I hold it beft
In covert, for fome advauntage, to ftay.

ACTUS II. SCENA IIL

Promos with the Shriefe, and their Officers.

Lromas.

*Tis ftrange to thinke what fwarms of unthrifts live
Within this towne, by rapine, {poyle, and theft,
That were it not that juftice ofte them gresve
The juft mans goods by ruflers theuld be reft.

At this our fyfeare thirtye judode to dye
Whofe falles I fee their fellowes fmally feare,
So that the way is, by feverity s
Such wicked weedes even by the rootes to teare,
Wherefore, Shriefz, execute with {peedy pace
The dampned wights, to cutte of hope of graces
Shrigfe,
It fhal be done.
Caffandra to birfelfe.

O cruell words they make my hart to bleede s
Now, now [ muft this dome feeke to. revoke
Leaft grace come fhort when flarved is the fteede,
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_ She kneeling. [peakes to Promos.
Moft mighty lord, a worthy judge, thy judgement fharpe abate,
Vaile thou thine cares to heate the plaint that wretched I
relate.
Behold the wofull fyfter here of poore Andrugio,
Whom though that lawe awardeth death, yet mercy do him
thow.
Way his yong yeares, the forceiof love which forced his amis,
Way, way that mariage works amends for what committed is.
He hath defilde no nuptiall bed, nor forced rape hath mov'd ;
He fel through love who never ment but wive the wight he
lov'd :
And wantons fure to keepe in awe thefe fatutes firfk were
made,
Or none but luftfull leachers fhould with rygrous law be payds
And yct to adde intent thereto is farre from my pretence ;
I {ue with teares to wyn him gtace that forrows his offence.
Wherefore herein, renowned lorde, juftice with pitee payfe
Which two, in equall ballance waide, to heaven your fame will
raife,
Promass
Caffandra, leave of thy bootleffe fute, by law he hath bene
tride,
Lawe founde his faulte, lawe judgde him death.
Caffandra,
Yet this maye be replide,
‘That law a mifchiefe oft permits to keepe due forme of laws,
That lawe {mall faultes, with greatelt doomes, to keepe men
ftyl in awe.
Yet kings, or fuch as execute regall authoritye,
If mends be made; may over-rule the fotce of lawe with mercie.
Here is no wylful murder wtouglit which axeth blood againe ;
Andrugio’s faulte may valued be, marriage wipes out his ftayne,
Promos. s
Faire dame, I fee the naturall zeale thou beareft to Andrugios
And for thy fake (not his defart) this favour wyll I thowe :
1 wyll repryve him yet a whyle, and on the matter pawie ;
To-morrowe you fhall lycence have afrefh to pleade his caufe,
Shrigfe execute my chardge, but ttaye Andrugio,
Vaull that you in this behalfe more of my pleafure knowe.
B 2. 15'.‘{?!':]:/{',
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Shricfe.
/ ‘forme your wyll
I wyll performe y %‘({ﬁfmdrd. |
O moft worthy magiftrate, myfelfe thy thrall I binde,
Even for this lytle lightning hope which at thy handes [ finde.
Now wyl I go and comfort him which hangs twixt death aqd
life. [ Exite
Promos. )
Happie is the man that injoyes the love of fuch a wife.
I do proteft hir modeft wordes hath wrought in me amaze.
Though fhe be faire, the 15 not deackt with garifh thewes for
aze; )
Hir bcwgtcc lures, hir lookes cut off fond futes with chaft dif-
dain ;
O God I feele a fodaine change that doth my freedome chayne'!
What didit thoufay ? fie Promos, fie! of hir avoide the thought,
And fo I'will ; my other cares will cure what love has wrought,
Come awaye. [ Exeunt,

ACTUS II SCENA IV.

Phallax, Promos Qficer, Gripax and Rapax Promoterss

Phallax.

My trufty friendesabout your bufinefle ftraight,
With fymple fhowes your {ubtile meanings bayte s
Promote all faults ap into my office,

Then turne me lofe the offtnders to fleece.
Gripax.
Tufh, to finde lawe breakers let me alone,
I huve eyes will look into a mylitone.
Phallax.
God a mercy Gripax.
. Rapftx.
And I am fo fubtyll fighted I trowe,
As I the very thoughts of men doo know.
: Gripax.
I fayth, Rapax what thought thy wifc when fhe,
To lye with the preeft by night flole from thee 2
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Rapax.
Marry the knew you and I were at fquare;
And leaft we fell to blowes, the did prepare
To arme my head, to match thy horned browe,
Gripax.
Goc and a knave with thee.
Rapazx.,
I ftay for you.
Phallag.
No harme is done, here is but blow for blow,
Byrds of 4 fether beft flye together :
Then like partners about your market goe :
Marrowes adew: God fend you fayre wether.
i G?‘JP{T}\,‘.
FFare you well; for us take no care,
With us this brode fpeeche fildome breedeth fquare. [ Exeunt.
Lhallax.
Marry Syr, wel fare an office, what fome ever it be, [Phallax
The very countenaunce is great, though flender be the — a/oze.
fee.
I thanke my good Lotd Pronos now, I am an officer made,
In footh more by hap then defart, in fecret be jt fayde. Qffice.
No force for that, each fhyft for one, for Phallax will doo fo;
Well fare a head can take his tyme, noy watch for tyme I trow-
I fmyle to thinke of my fellowes how fome brave it, fome
waight,
And thinke reward there fervice juft, with offred A note for
fhifts wyl bayght ; : waygbters.
When they (poore foules) in troth do falle a myle upon
account,
For flattery and fervent plefing are meanes to make men mount =
I {peak on proofe : Lord Promos I have pleafed many a day,
Yet am I neither iearned, true, nor honeit any way.
What fkyls for that, by wit or wyle, I have an office got,
By force wherof every lycence, warrant, pattent, palport,
Leace, fyne, fee, ¢ cotera, pas and repas, through Phallax
hands : :
Difordred perfons brybe me wel to efcape from juftice hands.
And welthy churles for to promore, I have now fet a worke
Buch h;miny lads as foone will fmell where ftatute breakers
ugk ;

B 3 And
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And if they come within our grype, we meane to ftripe them fa
As (ifthey feape from open fhame) their bagees with us fhall goe,
And truft me this, we officers of this mylde mould are wrought ;
Agree with us and fure your fhame by us fhal not be fought.
But foft a whyle, I fee my Eord ; what makes him lowre o2
1 wyll intrude 1nto his fight, perhaps his greefe to know.

ALCUT S T 8C EN A IV
Phallax. Promos,

Prowmos,

Well mette Phallax, 1 long have wyfht to fhowe
A caufe to thee which none but I yet know.
: Phallax,
Say on my Lord, a happy man weare [
f any way your wifh I could fupply.
' 2 Promos.
Faine would I fpeake, but oh, a chylling feare
(The cafe 1s fuch) makes mee from fpeech forbeare.
Phallax. .
Thefe wordes my lord (whome ever have bene juft)
Now makes, me thinke, that you my truth miffroft.
But ceafe fufpect, my wyll with yours fhall gree,
What fo (or again{t whome) your dealing be.
_ Promos.
Againft a wight of {mall account it is,
And yet I feare, I fhall my purpofe mys.
F L d Pf)ﬂz;f&' e
eare not my Lord, the olde proverbe doth fuy
Faynt harts doth fteale fayre la\‘;_‘fts feld away, o
S L TORINE,
Fayre ladyes ! O, no ladye 15 my love,
And yer fhe {ure as coye as they wyl prove,
P ballas,
I thought as much love did torment you fo.
Bue what 15 {ue that dare faye Promos noe ?
Pronos.
Doe what one can, fyre wyll breake forth I fee,
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My words unwares hath fhowen what greeveth me
My wound is fuch as love muft be pwyﬂleachc,
Wihich cure wyll bring my gravity in ! peeche.
For what may be a folly of more note,
Then for to fee a man gray beard to dote,
' Phallax.
No my lord, Amor omnia Vincity
And Owid fayth, Forma nunien habet. g
And for to prove love’s fervice feemes the wife,
Set Sallamon and Sampfon, before your €yes; _
For wyt, and {trength who wonne the cheefeft prife,
And both lyv’d by the lawes love did devife,
Which proves in love a certaine Godhed Iyes :
And Goddes rule yearely by wifdome from the fkyes,
Whofe wyls (thinke I) are wrought beft by the wilc,
Promos.
Indeede divine I thinke loves working is,
From reafons ufe in that my fenfes fwarve ;
In pleafure paine, in payne I fyndea blyile ;
On woe 1 feede, in fight of foode i frearve :
Thefe ftrange effedts by love are lodg’d in mec,
My thoughts are bound, yet I myfelfe am free.
Phallax.
Well my good Lord, I axe (with pardon fought)
Who fhe may be that hath your thrauldome wroughta
LPromos.
The example is fuch as I fygh to fhowe,
Syfter fhe is to dampned Andrugio.
Phallax.
All the better for you the game doth goe ;
*The Proverbe fayth that kyt wyll unto kinde: -
1€ this be true, this comfort then I fynde—
Caffandra’s flefh is as her brother’s frayle;
"Then wyll fhe ftoupe (in cheefe) when lords affayle.
Promos.
The contrary (through feare) doth worke my payncy
For in her face fuch modefty doth raigne,
As cuttes of loving futes with chafte difdayne.
Phallax.
What love wyll hot neecﬁift)y fhall gayne 3

4
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Her brother’s life will make her glad and fayne.
Promos.
What is 1t belt Andrugio free to fet,
Ere I am fure his fyfter’s love to gette ?
Plhallazx.
My lovyng lord, your fervaunt meanes not {o ;
But if you wyll, elfe where in fecret goe :
To worke your wyll, a thift I hope to thowe.
. Promos.
With rycht good wyll, for fuch my ficknes is,

As I fhall dye if her good will I mys, [ Exeunts

AT CARIURG) L SCENA V.

Zhe Hangman with a greate many ropes abought bis wecke

LAl
The wynd is y : ’s oqi
wynd is yl blowes no man’s gaine, for cold I neede
not Cﬁ'-.'(’., r
Here is nyne and twenty futes of apparrell for my (hare :
And fome, berlady, very good, for {o flandeth the cafe
%s neyther gentelman nor other lord, Promos theweth grace,
TL}}tI marvell much poore {laves, that they are hapged {o foonc :
1€y were wont to diaye a‘day or two, now farce an aite
ngone.
All the better for 8 (
e Fl' the Im._.__};mar:, I pardons dreaded fore,
rsiiave whole clothes are good, I never fear’d the
poore.
};et me fee, I muft be dapper in this my facultie
Learc are new ropes: how are my knots ? I faith fyr, flippery
Pt faft or loofe v.?it’i.m G B Je g ,I {-‘“Lh iy LpRETys
£ e, With.my Giptian, [ ineane to have a caft ;
Lenne to one I read his fortune by the marymas faft,

.‘.’H:jg 5

T

5

Away, whata {tur is this,

todcemen goe to hanging ?
Hangman.

Hatke, God bwy ye: I mutt be gone, the prifiers are a
comming. [ Foxit

ACTUS
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ACTUS 1L oG EsNEAS SV

Sixe prifoners bounde with cords. * 9o Hackiters, oze Woman,
one like @ Giptian, the rgfi poore Roges, a Preacher, wvith
other Officers.

- They fing.

With harte and voyee to thee O Lorde,
At latter gafpe, for grace we crie:
to-our fl ood-God accorde,

Unto our futes, good God accorde
Which thus appeale to thy mercie.

Forfake us not in this diiftretle,

Which unto thee our finnes confefle :

Forfake' us not in this diftrefle,

Which unto thee our finnes confefle.

Firft Hackfier.

Al forts of men beware by us whom prefent death affaults ;

Looke in your confcience what you find, and forow for your
taults.

Example take by our frefh harmes, fee here the fruites of pride :

1, for my part deferved death, long ere my theft was fpide.

O careles youth lead awrie with everie pleafing toy,

Note well my words, they are of woorth, the cauie though my
annoy. \

Shun to be pranckt in peacocks plumes for gaze which only
are ;

Hate, hate the dyce even as the divell ; of wanton Dames
beware. -

‘Thefe, thefe wer they, that fuckt my welth ; what folowed them
1n neede,

Tiwvas intift by lawles men on theevith {poyles to feede.

And nufled once in wicked deedes I feard not te offende,

From bad, to worfe and worit I fell, T would at leyfure mende,

Butoh, prefuming over much {tyll to efcape in hope,

My faultes were tound and I adjudgde to rotter in a rope:

To which I go wich thefe my mates, likewile for breach of
lawes.

For murdey fome; for theeverie fome, and fome for litle caufe.

lSs'J_‘d ‘h{
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Second Hackfler.
Beware deere friends of quarelimg, thirft fpoile of no mane
breath ;
Blood axeth blood; I fheeding blood untimelie catch mv
death. F
A Woman.
'Maide_s and women, fhun pride and floth, the rootes of every
. vice 3
My death ere long wil fhew their ends ; God graunt it make
you wife !
A Scoffing Calchpole.

How now, Giptian? All a mort knave, for want of com-

pany °
Be cruftic man: the Hangman ftraight ‘wil reade fortunes
with thee,
Tbe Preacher.
With this thy feoffing {pea i T i
W 15 thy icotiing ipeach, good friend, offend him not,
His faults are fcorged; thine feape (pgrhaps) that do deferve
his lot,
; A Jpoore Ragﬁ’.
Jefus fave me, I am caft for a purfe with three halfe
A churliflh Officer,
Difpatch, prating knave and be hang’d, that we were
henge,

pence.

Jogging

Fhey leyfurablic depart fynging; the Preacher
iome one or other of the Prifoners (tyll in the

* Tbg' Sing-
Our fecrete thoughts, thou Chrift doft knowe,
Whome the worlde doth hate in thrall s
Yet hope we that thou wilt not foe,
On whome alone we thus do eall.
Yorfake us not in this diftrefle,
Which unto thee cur finnes confeffe 1
Forfake us not, &c. :

e
W nfpcnng
eare

L
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ACTUS Ill, SCENAIL

Promos aloue.

Promos.

D O what T can; no reafon cooles defire =
"The more [ firive my fonde affectes to tame,
‘The hotter (oh) T feele a burning fire
Within my breaft, vaine thoughts to forge and frame,
O f{traying effectes of blinde affefted love,
From wifdomes' pathes which doth aftraye our wittes ;
Which makes us haunt that which our harmes doth moye;
A ficknefle lyke, the fever Etticke fittes,
Which fhakes with colde when we do burne like fire.
Even {o in Love we freefe through chilling feare,
When as our hartes doth frye with hote defire.
What faide I ¢ lyke to Etticke fittes ? nothing neare ;
In fowrefl Love, fome fiveete 1s ever fuckt :
The lover findeth peace in wrangling {trife,
So that if paine were from his pleafure plucke,
There were no heaven like to the Lover’s life.
But why ftande I to pleade their joye or woe,
And reft unfure of hir I wifh to have?
I know not 1t Caffandra love, or noe:
But yer admytte the graudt not what I crave,
If I be nyce to hir brother Iyfe to give:
Hir brother’s life too much wyll make het Might wmas
yeelde — Sers right,
A promife then to let hir brother Iyve, :
Hath force inough to make her flie the fielde.
Thus though fute fayle, neceflitie fhall wyn
Of lordlie rule the conquering power is fuch: *
But (oh fweete fight) fee where fhe enters in :

Both hope and dreade, at once my hatte doth tuch.

ACTUS
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AC T US III. SCEN A II

Caffandra, Promos.

Caffandra fpeakes to berfelfs.

Caffandra.
I fee two :hmITes, fweete feemes a |
For tancies free Aundru: wio’s brealt hath fcope :
But lealt detra&t doth rayfe a new annoye,
¥ nowe will feeke to turne to ha \ppe his hnpe.
See, as 1 witht, Lord Promos is in place ;
Nowe in my 1ut; God graunt I maye ﬁnue grace.
Shee f"ﬂm’i g /pm{u 70 Promas,
Renowned Lorde, wlwlﬂ hre in me doth laft,
In homage bondes 1 binde myfelfe to thee ;
And though I did thy goodneffe latelie ta ftc-:,
Yet once a gaine on knees I mercie feeke
In his behalfe ¢} ha hunér‘( twene death and [ife,
Who fiyil is preait if youthe mendes do leeke,
His lawles love to make his lawfull wile.
Prowos.

wayd thy {ute, :wd vith to do thee

ytle joyes

IFait‘e dame, T wel have
good,

?dt all m vaine, al things conclude to have thy brothet’s b

Flie ftrickaes of the lawe > condempnes an ignorant abufe

Then wylrul tagltes are hardlie helpt or ulm-.m with xn.u{e ;.

And what maye be more wylfull then a maide to violate ?
Coflandra.

hen with her Wyl

lood,

The force was fmal w

ey wretch, the ‘con-
queft gate, i ;

Prom;

Lawe ever at the worit dorh ">n"€:1 evyl intent.

Gz ﬁ"az.r. ety
wordt : W ruf_es them pum.nment'
'We adjudg’d him to dye,
ch the more 1n fhowmu Inm mercie.
think '} low thar yeu do but graunt him grace

And lawe even with the
And fith lh.lt rgorons I
Your glorie will be m1
The world will

£n caule -

Ang
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And where caufe is there mercy fhould abate the force of lawes.
Promos. .
Caflandra, in thy brother’s halfe thou h it Tayde what may be;
And for thy fake it is, 1f I doe Aet Audrugio free.

Share tale to make, thy beauty hath 1111131_'.zed nie with love,
That maugre wit, I turne my thoughts as blynd affections
move. ‘

And quite fubdude by Cxpids might, neede makes me fue for
orace
To thee Caffandra which doeft holde my freedome in a lace.
Yeelde to my will, and then commaund even what thou wilt
of mee;
Thy brother’s life, and all that elfe may with thy liking gree,
Caffandre.
And may it be, a Judge himfelf the felf fame [Cofndra
fault thould ax, ' to berfilfs
For which he domes an others death ? © crime without ex-~
cufe!
Renowned lorde, you ufe this fpeach (I hope) your thrall to
trye,
If otherwife my brother’s life fo deare I will not bye.
Famaos.
Faire dame my outward lookes my inward thoughts bewray,
If you miftiruft, to fearch my harte, would God you had a
kaye !
i C{ﬂ'fmm&’.

If that you love (as fo you faye) the force of love you know,
Which felt, in conicmnu: you fhould my brother favour fhow.
Promos,

In doubtfull warre one prifoner ftill doth fet another free.
Caffandra.,

What fo warre feekes, love unto warre contrary is you fee.
Hate foftreth warre, love cannot hate, then maye it covet torce.
Fromos.

The lover ofte fues to his foe, and findeth no remorfe.
Then if he hap to have a helpe to wyn his frowarde foe,
Too kindle a foole I will him holde that lers fuch vant: age goe.
Caflandya,
Well, to be fhort, my felte w yll dye ere T my honor {m)m $

Youknow my lﬂi“d\., leave off to tempt, your ofters are in vajme,

Lronios,
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Promos.
Bethink yourfelf at price enough I purchafe, {weet, youp
love ;.
Ardrugio’s life fuffis’'d alone your firaungenes to remove ;
The which I graunt, with any wealth that elfe you wyll res
L]L'il!'e H
‘Who buyeth love at fuch a rate, payes well for his defire,
Caffandra.
No, Promos, no ; honor never at value maye be folde ;
Honor farre dearer is then life, which paffeth price of golde
: Pronos.
To buie this Juel at the full, my wife I may thee make,
Caflandra.
For unfure hope, that peerelefs pearle I never will forfuke,
' Promos, \
Thefe futes feemes ftrange at firft, I fee wher — [To hime
modefty beares fway ; JSelfe
I therfore wil fet down my wyll, and for hir anfiver ftaye,
Fayre Caffandra, the jucl of my joye,
Howe {o in fhowe my tale feemes ftraun ge to thee,
The fame well waide, thou need’tt not be fo coye,
Yet for to give thee refpite I agree.
I wyll two daies hope ftyll of thy confent ;
Which if thou graunt (to cleare my clowdes of care)
Cloth’d like a Page (fufpeé for to prevent)
Unto my Court, fome night, {weet wenche, repaire,
Tyl then adue; thou thefe my words in works perform’d fhall
find.
Caffandra,

Farewel my Lord, but in this fute you -bootles waft yout

wind. -
Caffandra! O moft unhappy, fubje& to everie woe,
What tonge can tel, what thougt
gueflle can fhew ! '
Whom to fcurge, heaven and earth do heapes of thral ordain,
Whofe words i wafte, whofec works are loft, whofe wifles
are 1n vaimn. :
That which to others comfort yeelds,
cheer,

It conceive, what pen thy

doth caufe my heavy

I meane, my beaude breedes iny bale, w
deere,

hich many- hold {o
I would
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T would to God that kinde elfe where beftowed had this blafe,
My vertues then had wrought regard, my fhape now gives

the gafe. : ' .
This forme fo Promos fiers with love as wifdom cannot quencht
His hote defire, tyll he luft in Zenus’® {eas hath drencht.

At thefe wordes Gario muft be readie to fpeake.

ACCHE 1980 TIT SCENA I,

Ganio, Andrugio’s doge. Caffandra.

Ganio.
Miftrels Caffandra, my mafter longs to heare of your good -
fpeed.
Caffandra.
Poore Ganio, his death alas, fierce fortune hath decreed.
Ganiv.
His death! God forbid all his hope thould turne to fuch
fuccefle ; k>
For God’s fake, go and comfort him, I forrowe his diftrefle.
Caflandra.
I needes muit go, although with heavy cheere.
Ganio.
Sir, your fyfter Caffandra is here, [ Bxit.

ACTUS WL: 8SCENA IV.

Andrugio o#t of prifor. Caflandra o tbe flage.

Andrugio.

My Caffandra what newes, good fifter fhowe.
Caflandra.

All thinges concl ude thy death, _4?:{!3’?:1:';:'0 3

Prepare thy felfe, to hope it ware in vaine.

Andrugio,

My death ! alas, what ray{ed this rew difdayne ?
Caffandra.

Not Juftice zeale in wicked Lromos fure. _

Andrugio,
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Andrugio.
Sweete, fhew the caufe I muit this doome indures
Caffandra.
1f thou doft live, I muft my honor lofe.
Thy raunfome is, to Promos flefhly wyll
ThatI do yelde : than which I rather chofe
With torments fharpe iny felfe he firit fhould kyll.
"Thus am I bent: thou feeft thy death at hand:
O would my life would fatisfie his yre,
Caffundra then would cancell foone thy band.
Andrugio.
And may it bea judge of his account |
Can fpot his minde with lawles love or luft &
But more, may he doome any fault with death,
When in fuch faute he findes himfelfe unjuit 2
Syiter, that wifc men love, we ofien fee, (
And where love rules, gainit thornes dath reafon fpurne §
But who fo loves, if he rejected be,
His paffing love to peevifh hate will turoe,
Deare fifter then note how my fortune ftunds:
That Promos love, the like is oft in ule;
And fith he crave this kindnefle at your hands,
Think this, 1f you his pleafure do refule,
I, in his rage (poor wyetch) fhall fing Peccavi.
Here are two evyls, the belt harde to digeft ;
~ But whereas things are driven uhto neceflity,
“There are we byd, of both evyls choofe the leaft.
Caflandra,
And of thele evils the lealt, I hold, is death,
To fhun whofe dart we can no meare devife ;
Vet honor lives when death hath done his worlt ;
Thus fame then lyte is of farre more comprife,
Andrugio.
Nay, Caffandra, if thou thy iclfe fubmyt,
To fave my life, to. Lromos fleatbly wyll,
Juftice wyll fay thou deft no eryme commit,
For in forft raultes is no intent of yll.
' Caffandra.
How fo th? intent 1s confltrued in offence,
"The Proverbe faics that tenne good turnes lye-dead,
2
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And one yll deede tenne tymes beyond pretence
By envious tongues, report abrode doth {pread.
Andrugio, 1o my fame fhall vallewed bee;
Difpite will blafe my crime, but not the caufe;
And thus, although 1 fayne would fet thee free,
Poore wench, I feare the gtype of flaunder’s pawes:

' Andrugio.
_ Nay fweete fifter, moie {launder would infame
Your fpotles lIyfe to reave your brother’s breath,
When you have power for to enlarge the f{ame ;
Once in your handes doth Iye my lyfe and death,
Way that I am the felfe fame flefh you are;
Thinke, I once gone; our houfe will goe to wrack :
Knowe, forced faultes for ilaunder neede not care :
Looke you for blame, if T guaile through your lacks
Confider well my great extremitie ;
1f other wife this doome I could revoke,
T would not fpare for any jebardye
To free thee, wench, from this fame heavy yoke:
But ah, I fee elfe no way faves my life,
And yet his hope may further thy confent ;
He fayde, he maye pereafe make thee his wife,
And ¢’ is likelie he cannot be content
With one night’s joye : if love he after feekes ;
And I difchatrg’d, if thou aloofe then be,
Before he lofe thy felfe that fo he leekes,
No dought but he to marryage wyll agree,

Caffandra.
And fhall I fticke to ftoupe to Promos wyll,

Since my brother injoyeth lyfe thereby ?
No, although it doth my credit kyll,
Ere that fhe fhould, my felfe would chufe to dye.
My Andrugio, take comfort in diftrefle,
Caffandra 1s wonne thy raunfome great to paye ;
Such care fhe hath thy thraldome to releace
As fhe confentes her honor for to {lay.
Farewell, I muft my virgins ‘weedes forfake,

And lyke a Page to Promos lewde repayre: [ Exits

Andrugio.
My good fifter, to God I thee betake,
To whome I pray that comforte change thy care.
(®)

ACTUS
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AJCT VNS L EIL b SaCOE AN A L oV

Phallax alose.

Phallax.

T'is more then ftraunge to fee Lord Promos plight;
He fryfkes abought as byrdes were in his breech.
Even now he feemes (through hope) to rafte delight ;
And ftraight (through feare) where he clawes it doth not yteh,
He mufeth now, firayght wayes the man doth fing ;
(A fight, in footh, unfeemely for his age)

He longing lockes when any newes fhal bring,

"To fpeake with him, without there wayres a Page.

O worthy wit {{yt for a Judges head)

Unto a man to chaunge a fhifiles mayde !

Wiyncke not on me; twas his and not my deede ;

His, nay his rule, this Metanorphos made—

But Holla, tongue, no-more of this, 1 pray :

Non bonus ¢ff ludere cum fanitss,

The quicteft and the thryfiieft courle, they fay,

Is not to checke but prayfe great mens amys.

I finde it true ; for foothing Promas waine

None lyke my felfe is lykte in his conceyte:
Whyle tavour laft, then guod, I fith for gaine
(For grace wyll not byte alwayes at my bayte)
And as [ with, at hande, good fortune fee,
Here coms Rapax and Gripax, but what’s this ?
As good as fayre handfel God graunt it bees
The knaves bring a Woman coram nobis,

A €T S I S5 CHE AN AN v

Pllalla}:, Gripa:{, Rnpax, a BC‘dB”, and one with a browne B_yfi
oring in Lamia and Rofko ber man.

Lawmia,
Teare not my clothes my friends, they coft more then you
are aware.

E f{l"'i] »
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Bedell,

Tufh, foon you fhal have a blew gown; for thefe take you

no care,
Rofto.

If the tooke thy offer, poorc knave, thy wife would ftarve

with cold,
G?'ﬁ}/’s’{xv
Well Syr, whipping fhall keepe you warme.
Phallax,
What meanes thefe knaves to {colde ?
Rapax,
Maifter Phallax, we finde you in good time ;
A woman here we have brought afore you ;
One to be chargde with many a wanton crime,
Which tryall will, with proofe inough, finde true
A knave of hirs we have ftayed likewife,
Both to be us’d as you fhall us advife.
Phallax.
What call you hir name ?
Rapag.
Lamia,
Phallax,
Fayre Dame, hereto what do you faye ?
Lamia.
Worfhipfull Sir, my felfe I happy reake
With patience that my aunfwer you will heare,
Thefe naughtie men thefe wordes on mallice fpeake;
And for this caufe yll wyll to me they beare.
I {cornde to keepe, their mindes with money playe;
I meane to keepe my life from open fhame;
Yea, if I liv’d as lewdlie as they faye.
But I that knewe my felfe unworthy blame
Shrunk not to come unto my triall nowe:
My tale is tolde; conceyve as lyketh you,
Phallax.

My friends, what proofe have you againft this dame 2

Speake on fure ground, leaft that you reape the fhame :

The wrong is great, and craves great recompence,

T'o touch her honeft name, without offence.
Gripax.

All Fulio, Syr, doth ryng of her lewd Iyfe.
Cz
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Byll,
Indeede fhe is knowne for an ydle hufwife,
' Rofko.
He lyes, fhe 1s occupied day and night.
Phallay. '
To fiveare againft her, is there any wight 2
Rapax.
No, not prefent ; but if you do detayne her,
There wil be found by oth fome that wyll ftayne her.
Phallax. .
I fee fhe is then on fufpition” ftayde,
Whofe faultes to fearch, upon my charge is layde.
From charge of her I therfore will fet you free ;
My felfe will fearch her faultes, if any be.
A Gods name you may depart.
2 or 3 fpeake. God bwy, Syr.
Gripax,
In fuch fhares as this henceforth I will begin,
For all is his, in his clawes, that commeth in, [ Exeunts
Phallazx,
¥ayre Lamia, fince that we are alone,
I plainely wyll difcourfe to you my minde:
I thinke you not to be fo ¢haft a one
As that your lyfe this favor ought to fynde.
No force, for that, fince that you feot free goe,
Unpunifhed whofe life is judged yll ;
Yet thinke (through love) this grace the Judge dogh fhew,
And love with love ought to be anfwered ftyll,
Lania.
Indecde T graunt (although I could reprove
Their lewde complayntes with goodnefle of my Iyfe)
Your curtefy your detter doth me prove,
In that you tooke (my honeft fame in firyfe)
My aunfwere for difcharge of their report:
For which good turne I at your pleafure reft,
To worke amends, in any honeft fort.
Phallax.
Away with honeity, your anfweare then, in footh,
Fyts me as jumpe as a pudding a Friar’s mouth.

Rofko.

He 1s a craftic childe ; dally, but do not.
Lanias
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Lanmia.
Tufh, I warrant thee, I am not o whot.
Your wordes are too harde, - fir, for me to confler.
rf,-‘u' la; Ve
Then to be fhort, your rare bewtie my hart hath wounded {o

As, (fave your love become my leach) I fure thall die with
WOC.

37

Lamia,
I fee no figne of death in your face to appeare ;
Tis but fome ufuall qualme you have pitifull dames to feare.
Phallax,
Faire Lawmiz, truft me I faine not, betimes beftow fom grace,
Lamia.
Well, T admit it fo; onelie to argue in your cafe,
T'am maried, fo that to fet your love on me, were vaine.
Phallax,
It {ufhfeth me that I may your fecrete friend remaine.
Rofko.
A holie hood makes not a Frier devoute,
He will playe at imall game, or he fitte out.
' Lamia.

Though for pleafure, or to prove me, thefe profers you do
mave,

You are to wife to haffarde life upon my yeelding love.
The man is painde with prefent death, that uleth wanton
pleafure.
Phallay.

To fcape fuch paine, wife men thefe joyes without fufpect
can meafure.

Furthermore, I have ben (my Girle) a Lawier to too long,

If at a pinche I cannot wreff the law from right to wrong.

Lamia.

If lawe you do profeffe, I gladlic crave

In a caufe or two your advife to have.

Phallax,
To refolve you, you fhall commaunde my fkyll,

Wherfore like friendes lets common in good wyll.

Lamia.
You are a merie man, but leave to jeaft,
© morrowe night, 1f you,will be my geaft

3
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At my poore houfe, you fhall my caufes knowe,
For good caufe, which I meane not here to fhowe.
Phallas.
Willinglie, and for that hafte calles me hence
My fute tyll then fhall remaine in fufpence:
Farewell clyent, to morrowe looke for me. [ Brit,
Lamia.
Your good welcome, Sir, your beft cheere will be,
Roffo.
1 tolde you earft the nature of Phallax,
Money or faire women workes him as waxe.
And yet T muft commend your fober cheere,
You told your tale, as if a Saint you were.
Lamia. '
Well (in fecreete be it fayde) how fo I feemd divine,
I feared once a blew gowne would have bene my fhrine.
But nowe that paine 15 flead, and pleafure keepes his holde,
I knowe that Phallax will my fame hence forth upholde:
To entertaine which Geaft I will fome dayntie cheere prepare ;
Yet ere I go, in pleafant fong, I meane to purge my care.

AR SR

ADUE, poore care adue,

Go cloye fome helples wretche ;
My life, to make me rue,

Thy forces do not ftretche.

Thy harbor, 1s the harte,

Whom wrong hath wrapt in woc ;
But wrong doth take my parte

With cloke of right in fhoe.

My faultes 1nquirie fcape,

At them the judges wanke ;
Thofe for my fall that gape,

To fhowe my lewduelit fhrinke,

Then filly care, go packe,
Thou art no geaft for me;

I have, and haye no' lacke,
And lacke 15 fhrowde for thee, [Excunt.
i ACTUS
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ACTUS WL SCENA VI
lCaﬁ‘andra, appﬂ,“cﬂc;? like a Pagz’,.

Caffandra.

Unhappy wretche, I blufh my felfe to fee
Apparelled thus monftrous to my kinde :
But oh, my weedes wyll with my fault agree,
When I have pleafde: lewde. Promos flefhlie minde.
What (hall T do ? go profter what he fought?
Or on more fute fhall I give my confent #
"The beft is fure, fince, this muft needes be wrought,
I o, and fhewe neede makes me to his bent, \
My fluddes of teares, from true intent which floe,
May quenche his luft or ope his mufled, eyen
To fee that I deferve to be his wife, |
Though now conftrainde to be his concubine,

. Butfo or no, I muft the venter give:

No daunger feares the wight pricke foorth by neede: |
And thus lyke one more glad to dye than lyve, 1
1 forewarde fet; God graunt me well ito {peede. [Exit,

R HELHGLERBELEHEESHGE IR

AME SRS TV SeEE N AT Ty
Dalia, Lamia’s Maide going to market.

Dalra,
WITH my miftrefle the worlde is.chaunged well,
She fearde of late of whipping cheere to fmell;
And nowe againe both gallant, frefh and gaye,
Who in Fulio flauntes. it out lyke Lamia ?

* A luckie friende (yea one that beareth {waye)

Is now becoie a proppe of fuch a ftaye
To hir good name, as who is he dare faye
That Lamia doth offende nowe any waye ?

C 4
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“This her good friende wyll be hir Geaft this night ;
And that he maye in his welcome delyght,

To market Iin hafte am fent to buye

The beit cheare that I faften on my eye,

ACRUR TV «SiCIENCA - I

Promos ale.

Promos.

By proofe I finde no reafon coeles defire.
Caffandraes {ute {ufhfed to remove
My lewde requeft ;' but contrarie, the fire
Hir teares inflamd of luft and filthy ' love.
And having thus the conqueft in'my handes
No prayer fervde' to worke reftraint in me,
But needes I would untye the preciots bandes
Of this fayre dames fpotles virginitye.
The {poyle was fweete, and wonie even as I woulde ;
And yet ungainde tyll T bad given my trothe
T'o marie' hit, and that hir brother fhoulde
Be free from death; all which I'bounde with oathe,
It refleth now' (unlefle T wrong her much)
I keepe my vowe: and thall Andragio live ?
Such grace would me with unindifferencie tuch,
To pardon him that dyd commit a rape.
To fet him free, I to Caffandra {ware,
But no man elfe is privieto the fame ;
And rage of Love for thoufande oathes nyll fpare,
More then are kept when gotten is the game.
Well, what T fayde, then Lover like I fayde,
Now reafon fayes, unto thy credite looke;
And having well the circumftaunces wayde,
I finde T muft unfweare the oathe T tooke.
But double wrong I fo fhould do Cayfandra s
No force for that my might commaundeth right ;
Hir privie maime hir open cryes will {taye,
Or if not fo, my frowning will hir fright:
And thus fhall rule conceale my filthy deede.
Nowe foorthwith I wyll to the Gayler fende
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That fecretelie Zndrugio he behead, ,
Whofe head he fhall with thele fame u:rm”d?s commend
 « o Cqffandra, as Promos promift thee,
¢ From prifon log, he fendes thy Brother free.

ACTUS IV, SEC ESNEATITL

Caflandra.

Caffandra, .
Fayne would I wretch conceale the fpoyle of my virginity,
But 0 my gilt doth make me blufh chait virgins here to fee.
I, monfler now, no mayde nor wyfe, have ftoupte to Promos
Indt; y
The caufe was, nether fute nor teares could quench his
wanton thurdt. ’ i
What cloke wyl fcufe my crime? my felfe my confcience
doth accufe: y
And fhall Caflandra now be turned, in common fpeeche, a
{ftewes ? ' o .
Shall fhe, whofe vertues bare the bell be calld a vicious dame 2
O cruell death, nay hell, to her that was conftraynd to fhame.

‘Alas few wyll give foorth I fynd to fave my brothers lyfe,

But fayntly I through Promes othes doo hope to be his wife.
For lovers fearc not how they fweare to wyn a lady fayre,

And having wonne, what they did wifh, for othes nor lady
care::

But to be juft or no, I joy Ardrugio yet {hall lyve ;—
But ah I fee a fight that doth my hart as under ryve.

ACTUS 1IV. Sre EvNCAYTV.

Gayler with a dead mans bead in a charger. Caflandra,

Gayler.
This prefent wil be galle I know to fayre Caffandra,
¥Yet if the knewe as much as I, moft {wete I dare well {'a)é.'
n good tyme fee where fthe doth come to whome my arrand is.
I 200 _yn.n: cEW Gl
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Caffandra.
Alas his hafty pace to me, fhowes fomewhat is amys.
Gayler.
Fayre Caffandra, my Lord Promos commends him unto thee,

To keepe his word, who fayes from prifon he fends thy brother
free. '

Caffandra.
Is my Andrugio done to death ? fye, fye, o faythlestruft !
Gayler.
Be quiet, Lady, law found his fault, then was his judgment
juit.
i Caflandra.
Wel my good friend, thow Promos this, fince law hath don
this deed,

I thank him yet he would vouchfaf on me my brother’s head ;

Loe this is all: now geve me leave to rew his lofle alone.
Ga‘y]f?fi

I wyll perform your will, and with you ceafe your mone.

Caffandra.

Farewell.
Gayler,

I fure had fhowen what I had done, her teares I pittied fo,
Bur that I wayde that women fyld do dye with greefe and wae :
And it behoves me to be fecret, or elfe my necke-verfe cun :
‘Well, now to pack my dead man hence it 1s hye tyme I run,

Caffandra.

Ts he paft fight ? then have I tyme to wayle my woes alone :
Andrugio, let mee kis thy lippes yet ere I fall to mone.

O would that I could waft to teares to wafh this bloody face,

Which fortune farre beyond defart hath followed with difgrace.

O Promos falce and molt unkinde, both [poyld of love and rurh !

O Promos thou doft wound my hait to thinke on thy untrath !

Whofe plyghted fayth is tournd to frawd, and words to works
unjuft!

Why doe I lyve, unhappy wench, fyth treafon quites my truft ?

O death, devorfe me wretch at once from this fame worldly
lyfe!

But why do I not flay myfelfe for to a
Perhaps within this wombe of myue another Promos is ;
Ifo by death fhal be avengd of him in murthring his ;

ppeafe this flryfe ? '

And
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le this deede,
And ere I am affured that I have revengce ee ‘
S}:lall I difpatch my lothed life? that haft wearc more than
=de. o )
S0 Pm??fie?vould triumphe that nowe his tiranny fhould know ;
No. no, this wicked fact of his/{o tlightly fhall not g-:u:ci :
The King is juft and mercyfull, he doth both heare and fee,
See mens defarts, heare their complaynts to judge uéllc{h E‘qmty'
My wofull cafe with fpeede I wyll unto his grace a : 1{;{ €y
And from the firft unto the laft the rn}tl*i I‘W{H c;:n:ecé' s;ﬂb
A you by that fame lawe {halt lole thy ha reth,
?i?hi;tf;ﬁ;:;iz ‘.therof thou didit condemne Audrugio unto
death. .
i < nd's lawes
doine vet, the world will fay I broke Diana’s
S];iu (::lllg’t‘;r that ? no fhame is myne when truth hath' fhewne
my caufe. o A
Iam rei‘ol{‘cd the King fhall knowe of Promos injury; e
Yct ere I go, my brother’s head I wyll ingraved fce. - .

| AT sV SIC ESN AR Ve

Gayler. Andrugio.

Gayler.
Andrugio, as you love our lives, forthwith poft you anays
For Gods fake 0 no lyving friend your fafety yet bewraye ; ;
The proverbe fayth two may keepe counfell if that one be gone.
- Andrugio. :
Aflure thy felf, moft faithful friend, I wyl be knowne to
none. . y
To none a?as I I fee my fcape yeeldes mee but fmall 101?9&' 3
Caffandra and Polina wyll deftroye themfelves with greefe, o
Through thought that I am dead: they dead, to live wh
helpeth me ?
Gayler.
Leave of thefe plaints of final availe, thank God thatyou ate
free . !
For God it :A'fas within my mind thardid your fafety mo;lre,l )
And that fame God no doubt wyl worke for your and their
ek Andrugio.
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Andrygio.
Mo#t faithfull friend, I hope thatGod wyl worke as youdo fay
And therfore to fome place unknowne ITwyl my felfe couv;iye. :
Gayler, farewel: for thy good deede I muft remayne th
debter ; ¥

In meane whyle yet receyve this gyft, tyl

God bwy Syr,

know.

[ fortune fends a better.

ayler.

but kepe your mony, your need you do not

Andy 7gia,

¥ pas not now for fortuns threats, yea though hir force fhe
thow,

And therfore ftyck not to receyve this fmale rewar

Gaylar.
I wyll not fure fuch profters leafe ;

din part.
tys time you doe depatt.
Andrugio. Y ?
T wyl be gone: adue tyl fortune fmile.

: [Exiz,

Since fo thou wilt,

ooy 1 : Gayler,

yr, fare you wel, I wyl not fayle to pr 7 1

Well, I am glad that I hgvc fent gim golzf]:,y Sl
¥or, by my fayth, I lyv'd in perlous feare :

And yet, God wot, to fee hi
g?hen he fhould dye, would
‘rom harming him, if pitty might beare figay.

But fee how God hath {;ro};ghtéfm‘ his {'af‘zzn:f:

£¥ dead man’s head that fuffered th'other da}:

Makes him thought dead, throughout the ci’-tic.

Such a juft, good, and righteous God is he,

Although a whyle he et the wicked rayne

Yet he releeves the wretch in mifery ; i

And in‘his pryde he throwes the tyraunt downe,

1 ufe thefe wordes upon this onely thought

That Promos long his rod can not"eﬂ:npc,

Who hath in thought a wylfull murdey wrought.

Who hath in a& perform’d 2 wicked rape. S

Gods wyll be done, who well Andrugio fpeede;

Once well, I hope to heare of his good lucke ;

For, God, thou knowei} my confeience dyd this deede

And no defire of any worldly muck., it [ Eai

3 ACTUS

S bytter mone
force a man forbeare

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA. i3

A TU-S V. SCENA VI
Daliza from market.

Dalia,

In good fweete footh I feare I fhal be fhent,
It i3 {0 long fince I to market went ;
But truft me, wyld fowle are fuch coftly geare,
Specially woodcocks out of reafon deare,
That this houre I have che market bett,
To drive a bargaine to my moft profyt;
And in the end; T chaunc’d to light on one
Hyt me as pat as a pudding Pope Fone.
Other market mades pay downe for their meate,
But that [ have bought on my {core 1s {et.
Well fare credit when mony runnecth lov:v,
Marry, yet Butchers the which do credit {o,
(As much goed meate as they kyll) may perchaunce
Be glad and fayne at heryng cobs to daunce.
What force I that ? every man fhyft for one;
For if I ftarve, let none my fortune mone.

She faynes to goe out.

ACCET IS BV SCENA VI,

Grimball, Dalia; eyther of them a Bafket.

Grimball.
Softe Dalia; a woorde with you, I praye.
alia.
What, friend Grimbal; welcome as I maye faye.
Grimball, '
Sayft thou me fo? then kyfle me for acquaintaunce.
' Dalia,
I I lyke your manhoode, I may do fo perchaunce,
She faynes to looke in bis bafket.
Grimball.
Bate me an afe, quoth Bowlion: Tufh your minde I know s
Ah Syr, you would, belike, let my cocke fparrowes. goe. e
alig .
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Dalia,
I warrant thee Grimball. [She takes out a white pudding.,
Grimball,

Laye off handes Dalia. _
You powte me, if that you got my pudding awaye.
Dalia, :
Nay geod, fweete, honny Grinmball, this pudding give me.
Grimball. :

Iche were as good geete hir, for the wyll hate, T fee,
Well, my nown good harte roote, I freelie give thee this,
Upon condition that thou give me a Kys.

Dalia.
Nay, but firft wath your lippes with fiveete water you fhall.
; Grimball.

Why ych was ryte now for my pudding, hony {weet Grimbal.
Well Dalia, you will floute fo long, tyll (though I faye)
With kindnefle you wyll caft a proper handfome man away :_
Wherefore, foote Conny, even a litde {purte.

Dalia,

Laye off handes, Sir.

Grimball,

Good do not byte, for ych meane thee no hurte
Come off, Pyggelnie, prefarre me not a jote.

Dalia.
What would the good foole have ?
Grimball,
Why you woot whote.,
Hearke in your eare.
Dalia,

You fhall commaunde, fo Proper a man ye are,
That for your fake 1 wyll not fticke to ware
A blew Caflocke during my lyfe forfoothe -
Mary, for my fake, I woulde be verie lothe
So goodlie a handfome man fhould lofe his head.

Grimball,

Nay, for my head, care not a tinke:% torde,
For 1o God judge me, and at one barc worde,
Yle lofe my death, y€4, and my great browne Cowe,
1 love you fo filthilie, law ye nowe,
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Dalia.
Thou fayeft valiantlie, now fing as well too,
And thou fhalt quicklic knowe what I meane to doo.
' Grimball.
Yes by Gogs foote, to pleafure 113‘.:-;-1 ych (hall
Both fyng, {pring, fight and playe the dewle and all,
Fef e 4%

Q luftilie.

R B S0 NG,

Grimball. )
Come fimack me, come fimack me, I long fora fimouch,
. Dalia. i
Go pack thee, go pack thee, thou filthie fine flouch.
Grimball,
Teard, howe I love thee.
Dalia.
"This cannot move me.
Grimball.
Why pretie Pyfney, my ha;;e, and my honny.
red i 48
Becaufe, goodman Hogs face, you woe without money,
Grimball,
cke money, chi graunt,
e 2 s Dalia.
Then Grimball avaunt.
Grimball,
Cham yong, fiveete hart, and feate; come kyfle me for loves
Dalia.
Crokefhanke, your jowle is to great fuch lyking to move.
' Grimbail.
What meane you by thi; ?
.Daff(h
To leave thee, by Gys.

Grimball,
Firft fmack me, firft finack ; I dye for a finouch.
Dalia.

Go pack thee, go pack thee, thou filthie fine flouch. ‘[ Exit.
7 Grimball,
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Grimball.

_Dalia, arte thou gone? what wolt ferve me foe ?
O God, cham readie to raye myfelfe for woe.
Be valiaunt, Grimball; kyl thy felfe man.
Nay, bum ladie, I will not by Saint Aune.
Ich have hearde my great Granfier faye,
Maide will faye naye, and take it ; and fo fhe maye.
And therfore chyll to Miftrefie Lania. :
With thefe Puddings and cock fparowes by and by;
And in the darke againe ych will hir trye.

el R R e R R R

AT GRS Y SEERESNYAT T,
Phallax aloye.

Phallax.

I marvell much what worketh to my Lord Promos unreft,
He fares as if a thoufand devils were gnawing in his breft.
There is fure fome worme of griefe that doth his confcience

nip,
For fince Andrugio loft his head, he hath hung downe the lippe
And truth to fay, his fault is fuch as well may greve his mynd,
‘The devill himfelfe could not have ufde a pra&tife more unkind.
“T'his is once, I love a woman, for my life, as well as he,
But (fayre dames) with her that loves me, I deale well with,
' truft mee. ]
Well, leave I now my Lord Promos his owne deeds to aunfwere z
Lamza, 1 know, lookes, and double lookes, when I come to
fupper :
Ithought as much : fee, to feeke me heare coms her aple {quiers

AGT US V. SCENA I
Rofko, Phallax.

Rofko.
O that T could find Mafter Phallax, the meate burnes at
the fire. - ' :

And
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And, by your leave, Andragio’s death doth make my miftris
{weate.
Phallax.
How now Rofko ? '
Roffo.
It you Syr? my miftris doth intreate
That with all fpeede your worthip will come away to fupper ;
The meate and all is ready to {et upon the borde, Syr.
o A, Phallaz.
Gramerc_y fot thy paynes ; I was €éven comming to her.
Rofko.
You are the welcomit man alyve ‘to her I know,
Ard truft me at your commatindement remayneth poote Rafto.
Phallaz.
It is honeftly fayd, but now tell mee
What quality haft, chat I may ufe thee.
Roffeo.
I am a Barbour, and when you pleafe, Sy,
Call (and fpare not) for a caft of rofe water.
Phallax.
But heare me, canft thou heale a greene wound well £

Rofka.

Phallax.
Then thy beft were to dwel
In fome ufuall place or ftreete, where through frayes
Thou mayft be fet a worke with wounds alwayes.
Rofko.
I thanke my Miftris I have my hands full,
To trym gentelmen of her acquayntaunce ;
And I truft, Syr, that if your worfhip chaunce
To have neede of my helpe, I fhall earhe your mony
Afore an other.

Yea, greene and ould.

Phallax.
That thou fhalt truly.
But fyrta, where dwels Lamia 2
¢ Rofko.
Even heare Syr, enter I pray.
. Phallax. S
That I wyl fure, if that my way be cleare.

Roffo.
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i R{)ﬁﬂ’. B
Yes Sir, her dootes be open all the yeare. [ Exeunt.

A CT NS WV, SCEN A IIIL

Polina (the mayde that Andrugio bov'd) in a blew gowne,

P 921‘?3 e

Polina curft, what dame alyve hath caufe of griefe lyke thee,

Who, (wonne by love) haft yeeld the fpoyle og thy virginity?

And he for to repayre thy fame, to marry thee that vowde,

Is done to death for firft offence the fecond mends net lowde,

Great thame redounds to thee, o love, in leaving us in thrall ;

Andrugio and Polina bath, in honoryng thee did falle,

Thou fo didft wytch our wits, as we from reafon ftrayed
quight,

Provockt by thee we dyd refufe no vauntage of delight.

Delight ! what did I fay ? nay death, by rafh and fowle abufe,

Alas T fhame to tell thus much, though love doe worke excufe.

So that (fayre dames) from fuch confent, my accydents of
harme

Forewarneth you to keepe aloofe though love your harts do
arme.

Buttah' Poliva, whether runnes thy words into advife,

When others harmes, in forft by love, could never make the
wife.

The caufe is plaine, for that in love no reafon ftands in fteade,

And reafon is the only meane, that others harmes we dreade.

Then, that the world hereafier may to love inferre my yll,

Andrrgios tombe with dayly teares: Poliuz worthip wyll :

And furthermore I vowde whylit life in me doth fofter breth

No one fhall vaunt of conquered love by my Andrugios death.

Thefe fhameful weedes which forft I were, that men my fault
may know,

Whilft that I live fhall fhow I morne for my Andrugio.

I wyll not byde the fharpe alfaultes from fugred words yfent,

I wyll not truit to careles othes which often wyn confent :

I wyll cut off occafions all which hope of myrth may move ;

With cez;;felcs teares yle quench each caufe that kindleth coles
of love:

And
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] 7 aunge her felfe from joy,
And thus tyl death, Polina wyll eftraunge hes . j0
Ar:drzegz'a toj rewarcl,thy love which dyd thy kife deftroy. [ Exit.

ACTUS V. SCENA IV.

_Rotko alone,

Rofko, :

A Syr, in fayth, the cafe is altred quight,
My miftris late that lived in wretched plight
Byds care adue and cvery caufe of woe,

The feare is fled that made her forrow fo.
Mafter Phallax {o underprops: her fame

As none for lyfe dare now her lewdnes blame.
I feare (nay hope) fhe hath bewicht him fo

As haulfe his brybes unto her fhare will goe:
No force for that; who others doth deceyve
Deferves himfelfe lyke meafure to receyve.
Well, leave I Lamia, for herfelfe to pray

Better then I can thewe who knowes the way:.
It ftands me on for my poore felfe to fhyfie,
And I have founde a helpe at a dead Iyfte.
My ould friend Grimball’s purce with pence 1s full,
And if I empty it not, Dalia wull.

The flavering foole, what he can rap- and rend
(He loves her fo) upon the fylth wyll fpend:
But bye your leave, yle barre her of this match,
My net and all is fer, the foole to catch.
Forfooth before his amorous fute he move
He muft be trim’d to make her more to love
And in good footh the world fhal hardly fall
But that he fhal be wafht, pould, fhavd and all.
And fee the luck, the focle is fait I know,

In that with Rowke he deth fo fadly goe.

S CENA V. Grymball, Rowke, Rofko.

/ Grymball. ’
God bores, as fayft, when fomewhat handfome ch’am,
I faith fhe wyll come off for very fhame.
D 2 Rowkes
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Rowke,
Yea without doubt, for I fiweare by Saint Anne
My felfe loves you, you are+fo cleane a young man.
Grinball,
Nay, thou woult fiy fo when my face i fayre wafhe,
Rofto.
Good luck a Gods name, the wodcocke iz matht.
: Rowke,
And who barbes ve Grimbull 2
Grimball,
A dapper knave, one Rafo,
Rofko.
Well letherface ; we fhall have you affe, ere ydu goe.
Rowrke.
I know him not: is he a deaft barber?
Grinthall.
O yea, why he is Miftris Lamia's Powler :
And looke fyrra, yen is the lyttel knave.
How doft Rofko ?

) Rofko.
Whope, my eye fight God fave
What ould Grimball! welcome, fit you downe heare.

Boye.
Boy,
Anon. i
’ Roffo.
Bay leaves in warme water, quick, bring cleane  Buy in the
geare. | Houfs,
Boy, '

Strayght,
Rowvke,

As thou faydft Grimball, this is a feate knave indeede.
Rofko.

How fay’ Syr? oyntments for a feab do you néede ?
RL"LUJ{’fa

Scab ! feurvy Jack ! Ile fet you a worke Syr.
Grimball,

Nay Gogs foote, good nowe, 10 more of this (tur.

; 9 Rowke,
I faith Barber, I wyll pyck your tecth ftraight.
Rofke.
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Roflo.
Nay, to pick my pufe I feare thou doft wayght.
Rowke.
Yea Gogs hart,
Granball,
Nay, Gogs foote.
Rofko.
Nowe come Ruffen.
Grimball,
Leave, if you be men,
Heare ye me now? be friendes, and by my trothe,
Chill fpende a whole quarte of ale on you bothe.
: Rofko.
Well Mafle Grimball, Ilytle thought I wus,
You would a broughta knave to ufe mee thus.
Grimball,
Why, knoweft him naot? why it is luftie Rotwle,
Rofko.
A ftrong theefe, I warrant him by his looke.
; Rowke. :
Go to, no more, Barber, leaft copper you catch.
rimball,
What wilt give thy nofe awaye? beware that match.
For chy fee no copper unleft be there.
Boy.

53

Mafter, here is delicate water and cleane geare,  Boy brings

P R:,yf%ﬂ. qUgrers

Well to quiet my houfe, and for Grimball’s {ake,
1€ it pleafeth you as friendes, we bands will fhake,
Grimball,
I, I, do fo.
Rowke.
And for his fake T agree.
Grimball.

Well then that we may drinke, ftraight wayes wath mee.

Rofeo.
Good Syr, here’s water as fweete as a rofe. .
Now whyles I wath, youreyes harde you muft clofe.
Grimball.

D ;3

“Thus?

RlajZ-‘a.-
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Rofko.
Harder yet,
Grimball,
O, thus.

Rojka.
Yt:‘u :-!'l'clrl‘y f'o.

Howe (yrra, you knowe what you have to doe.

Rowke, cuttes Grimball's purfe.

Rofto.
Winke harde, Grimball, '
Grimball,

Yes, yes, I fhall,

Rowke.
Heare’s the toothpick and all.
Rofko.
Departe then, tyll I call.
Verie well Syr; your face is gayly cleane;
Were your teeth nowe picke, you maye kiffe a queane,
Grimball. '
Sayft thou mee fo? Good nowe difpatch and awaye :
I even fyffill untyl I fmouch Dalia. :
Rofko.
O doo you fo? I am right glad you tell :
I elfe had thought, tad bene your teethe dyd fmell.
Grimtall.
O Lorde, gogs foote, you picke me to the quicke.;-
/fkils
Quiet yourfelfe, your teeth are furred thicke.
: Grimball.
O, oh no more : O God, I fpattel blood.
. Rofto,
I have done: fpyt out; this doth' you much good.
Boye. ) :
B,
Anon, Boy within.
Rt;/;?:a.
Bring the drinke in the porringer,
To gargalis his teeth,

Bgy.
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Boy, '
It is here, Syr. [Ewit.
Rofko. 1, 3
Wath your teeth with this, good maifter Grimball.
Grimball.
I am poyfoned ; ah, it is bytter gall.
Rojko. ]
Eate thefe Comfyts, to fiecten your mouth with all.
Grimball.
Yea mary Syr, thefe are gr}}r 2gred geare.
' ofko.
Their fiweetnefle fraight wyll make you ftinke I feare,
Grimball.
Well nowe, what muft I paye, that chy were gone.
Rofko.
What wyll.
3ot Grimball,
Sayft me fo? O cham undone.
Roffos
we Grimball 2
e Grimball,
O Leard, my purfe:is cutte.
card, my p R
When ? where?
Gﬂ'méﬂff.
N here,
i Rofko.
Boye, let the doore be fhutte :
If it be here we wyll ftraight wayes fee.
Where’s he that came with you ¢
Grimball,

Rofto.
Grimballs

1 can not tell.
What is hee ?

I knowe not.
Rofko.
Where doth he dwell?
G?’i?ﬂéd”l
O Leard, I ken not I.
: D4
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Roflo,
You have done well : i

This knave, v 5 in hi I
s knave, your pence in his pocket ha :
Let’s fecke him out, 1 bt

! ‘ Grimball.
Nay hearke, I muft neades ﬁrf’tf
O Leard, Learde, cham ficke : my belly akes too too
Kafko, ]
_ 'I“hou lookit _yl] : well Yle teﬁ thee what to doo
Since thou art {0 ficke, {traight wayes get thee hol.ne
',}"? finde this Jacke my felfe abtoade wyll rome . i
e rather, for that he playde the Knave with mee
SR Grimball, '
am ficke in deede; and therfore ych thanke thee,
I fee fometi e
netime the blinde man hits a crowes
He maye thanke me that he is plagued foe. i
Grimball.,
Well, well, Dalia, the love ycﬁgbare to thee
Hath made me ficke and picke my purfe from mee
A, is he gone ? a fool i |
»18 he gone ¢ a foole company him :
%1& good footh Sir, this match f}'qd?;?;nm
Al ell T will tI'LquE to find my fellewe Rozvke
o fhare the price that my devife hath tooke.

ACTUS V.. 81GE NIA: Vi,
Caflandra 72 blacke.

Caflandra,

; 1_';I‘h»e hes‘wy c%lardge that Nature byndes me ta

: ave perform’d ; ingrav’d my brother is :

Mwoulde to God (to eafe my ceafeles woo)

- y wretched bones intombed were with his, .
; u};oolinlvamithls booreleffe with I ufe, ’

» poore 1 muit lyve in forrowe joynde with fHan
i;g fhall he lyve that dyd us Iaé]rgabu{}:l?th e

quench, through rule, the coles of juft revenge?

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA. g7

O no: I wyll nowe hye me to the Kiog,

To whom I wyll recount my wretched {tate ;
Lewde Promos rape, my brother’s death, and all :
And (though with fhame I maye this tale relate)

To proove that force enforced me to fall,

When I have thowne Lorde Promos fowle mifdeedes,
This knife, foorthwith fhall end iny woe and fhame :
My gored harte which at his fecte then bleedes,
To {corge his faultes, the Kyng wyll more inflame.
1n deedes to doo that [ in woordes pretende,

I now advife my journey to the King:

Yet ere I go, as {wans hng at their ende

In folemne fong I meane my knell to ryng.

Caflandraes Song.

Sith fortune thwart doth croffe my joyes with care,
Sith that my blifié is chaungde to bale by fate;
Sith frowarde chaunce my dayes in woe doth weare,

Sith I, alas, mult mone without a mate ;
I wretch have vowde to fing buth daye and night,
O forrowe, flaye all motious of delight!

Come, grieflie griefe, torment this harte of mine,
Come, deepe difpaire, and ftoppe my loathed breath ;
Come, wretched woe, my thought of hope to pine,
Come, cruell care, preferre my fute to death:
Death, ende my wo, which fing both daye and night,
O forrowe, flaye all motions of delight! [Eawit,

Gl ‘h}'l
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ACTUS 1. SCENA 1

Polina in a blexve Gone, fhadowed with a blacke Savcenct, going
to the Temple to praye upor Andrugio’s Tombe.

RO MISE is debt, and I my vowe have palt
Andragio’s tombe to wafh with daylie teares ;
Which facrifice (although God wort, in wafte)
I wyll performe ; my altar is of cares.
Of fuming fighes my offring incence is,
My pittious playntes in fteede of prayers are :
ea, woulde to God, in penaunce of my mys,
I with the reft, my loathed lyfe might {hare!
But oh in vaine I wifh this welcomde ende ;
Death is to flowe to flaye the wretched wight :
And all to foone he doth his forces bende
To wounde their hartes which wallowe in delight.
5
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Yet in:my eare fiyll goes my: paffing bell,

So ofte as I Andrugio’s death doo minde,

So ofte as men with poynted fingers tell

Their friendes my faultes which by my weedes they finde.
But oh the caufe with death which threats me moft,
I wifh to dye, I dye through wretched woe ;

My dying harte defires to yeelde the ghoft,

My traunces ftraunge a prefent death forefhewe.

But as the reede doth bow at every blaft,

To breake the fame when rowgheit ftormes lackes might,
So wretched I with every woe doe walte,

Yet care wants force to kyll my hart outryght.

O gratiovs God, and is my gilt fo great

As you the fame with thoufand deathes muft wreake ?
You will it fo, elfe care I could intreate,

With halfe thefe woes my thryd of lyfe to breake,
But what meanft thou, Poliza moft accurit ?

To mufe why God this pennaunce joynes thee to ?
Whofe correction, although we take at worft,

To our great good he doth the fame beftow.

So that, fyth greefe can not relyve my friend,

Syth feorching fighes my forrowes cannot drye,

Syth care hunfelfe lackes force my lyfe to ende,

Syth {tyll I lyve that every howre doe dye;

Syth mighty God appoyntes my pennaunce fo,

In mornefull fong I wyll my patience fhow.

Polina’s Song.

Amyd my bale, the lightning joy that pyning care doth bring,

With patence cheares my heavy hart, as in my woes I fing.

I know my gilt, 1 feele my fcurge, my eafeis death I fee;

And c?rr: (I fynde) by pecemeale weares my hart to fet me
ree.

O care, my comfortand refuge, fearc not to worke thy wyll;
With patience I thy corfives byde; feede on my life thy fyll:
Thy appetyte with fyghesiand teares I dayly wyl procure,
And wretched T will vaile to death, throw when thou wilt
thy Lure. [Exit Polina.

ACTUS
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AC T AL 5. SCENA I

Enter a Meffenger from the Kings'

I have at length (though weery come in troth)
Obtaynd a fizht of Fulio’s ftately walles :
A king’s metlage can not be dene in floth :
Whome he bids goe, muft runne through myre and dyrt2
And I am fent to Lord Promes in poft
To tell him that ihe King wyll fee him ftrayght ;
But much I feare that Promos ncedes not boik
Of any gayne by his foveraignes receyte.
But Holla tongue, oflavyfh {pceche beware.
Though f{ubjects oft in Princes’ meaning prye
They muft their wordes and not. their myndes declare:
Unto which courfe I wyll my tongue apply,
Lord Promos thall my Prince’s comming know,
My Prince himfelfe the caufe thereof fhall fhow. {Exis.

AC T VNS “Is s . © B NVA ST

Rotko, Lamia’s wax.

: Rofka.
Ift poffible that my miftris Lania

Over the fhooes fhould b’yn love with Phallax ?

Why, by I—(as fhe her felfe doth faye)
ith pure good wyll her harte doth melt lyke waxe :

And this I am fure, every howre they themielves

By their {weete {elves, or by their letters greete :

But the fport is, to fee the loving elves

Byll together when they in fecret meete. L

She lowres, he lauffes, the fyghes throwe pure love;

Nay, nay, fayes he (good pugges) no more of this ;

Well, fayes fhee, amd weepes, my griefe you do  Zheffruupets
, not prove : and croco=

Then ftrayght this forme is cleared with a kys.  diles ‘alyke.

And then a both fides three wordes and a fmouch ;

. Within her eare then whifpereth this flouch,

And
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And by the way he ftumbleth on her lyppes.

Thus eyther ftryves moft loving fignes to thow;
Much good do it them, fyth they are both content :
Once I am fure, how fo the game doth goe.

I have no caufe their lyking to repent.

I fyldome doe between them meflage beare,

But that I have an Item in the hande:

Well, T muft trudge to doe a certain chare,

Which, take I tyme, cocke for my gayne doth ftand.

ACE U S L. SCENA 1V,

Phallax. Dowfon, & Cargenter.

Phallax.

Difpatch Dowfon; up with the frame quickly ;
So {pace your roomes, as the nyne worthyes may
Be o inftauld as beft may pleafe the eye.

Dowfon.

Very good, I fhall.

Phallax.

Nay, foft; Dowfon, ftay :

Let your man, at Saint Auiues crofle, out of hande
Ereckt a ftage, that the Wayghts in fight may ftande.
Dowfon, '
Wyll you ought elfe ?
Phallax.

Soft a whyle: let me fee:

On Jefus gate, the foure vertues, I trow,
Appoynted are to ftand,
Dozufon.

I Syr, they are fo.

Phailay.

Wel then, about your charge : I will forefee
The Confort of Mulick well plalt to be.

Doofon.
I am gone, Syr.

PROMODS AND CASSANDRA, 63

ACTUS L SGENA: V.
The Bedell of #he Taylers, Phallaxs

Bedell.
Heare you, Maifter Phallax ?
The Wardens of the Marchant Taylers axe
Where (with themfelves) they fhall their Pageaunt place?
Phallax.
With what ftrange thowes doo they their Pageaunt grace ¢
Bedell,
They have Hercules of monfters conqueryng,
Huge great Glants in a forcit fighting
With Zyons, Beares, Wolves, Apes, Foxes and Grayes,
Baiards, Brockes, &Cce
Phallax.
O wondrous frayes. 2
Marry Syr, fince they are provided thus .
Out of their wayes, God keepe Maifter Pediculuss
Bedell, .
You are plefaunt Syr, but with fpeede I pray
You aunfwere mee; I was charged not to ftay.
Phallax.
Becaufe I know you have all things currant,
They fhall ftand where they fhal no viewers want:
How fay you to the ende of Ducke Alley ?
Bedell,
"There all the beggers in the towne will be.
Phallax.
O, moft attendaunce is where beggers are s

Farewell, away.

Bedells
T wyll your wyll declatre,
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A CATWIST L S CHENTAY Wi

Phallax. Tavo e apparrelled lyke greene men at the Mayor’s
Jeaft, with clubbes of fyreworke.

Phallaz,

This geare fadgeth now that thefe fellowes peare :
. Friendes where waight you ? ' 3
Firfs.
In Jefus firecte to keepe a paffadge cleare.
That the King and his trayne maye pafle with eafe.
Phallax.
O, very good.
Second,
Ought €lfe, Syr, do you pleafe ?
PZ?&'Z!!“W.
No, no: about your charge.
: Both,
We are gone. [ Exeunt
Ao oo g Dbl 1
% Syr, heare is fhort knowledge, to entertayr ng 3
But O, Q, Qm‘d non pecunia ? }-’CEI a,t a daye;:gg::;ei na ng} REp
The King 1n provifion that thought to take us tard :
As if we had a yeare bene warnd, fhall by his welcome fee
1 have yet one chare to do : but foft here is Roflo i
I muft needes delyver him a mefladge before I gue:

A €S T SCENA VII
Rofko. Phallax.

Roffco.
I fayth T have noble newes for Zamia.
Phallax.
Nay foft, friend Rofto, take myne in youre waye.
: Rofho.
Maydier Phallaz, O Syr I ery you mercy.
i P /.’?ﬂ”d#g.
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Phallax.

Rofko, with fpeede tell thy Mitris from me,
The king ftraight wayes wyll come to the Cytie,
1n whofe great trayne there is a company
Within her houfe with mee fhall mery be.

“Therefore, for my fake, wyll her to forefee

To welcome them; that nothing wanting be
This is all T wyll, for want of leyfure.
Raofko.
T wyl not fayle Syr to fhow your pleafure.

Mary, in fayth, thele newes falles jumpe with the reft;

They fhal be welcome and fare of the beft :

But althongh they well fyll their bodyes thus,

Their purfes will be dryventoa zoz plus.

No force a whyt, each pleafure hath his payne,

Better the purce then body ftarve of twayne.

Well, I wyll trudge my welcome newes to tell, ik
But then abroade; good company to fmell. [ Exits

ACTUS I. SCENA VI

Cotvints the King; Caffandra; jwo Counfellors, and Udiftag
a young nobleman.

_ King.|
Caffandra we draw neare unto the Towne,
So that I wyll that you from us depart,
Tyll further of our pleafure you doe hearc.
Yet reft aflured that wycked Promos,
Shall abyde fuch punifliment, as the world
Shall hould meé juft, and cleare thee of offence.
Caffandra. s
Dread Sovéraigne, as you wyl, Caffandra goeth hence. [Exits
King.
I playnely fee it tendes to gregt- behove
"That Prynces oft doo vayle their eares to heare
The mifer’s playnt : for though they doe appoynt
Such as they thynke will juftice execute,
Authority is fuch a commaunder,
E 2
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As whereas men by office beateth fvay,

If they their rule by confeience meafure not,
The poore man’s right is.overcome by might

1f love, or hate, from juftice leave the judge,
Then money fure inay overrule the cafe, -

Thus one abufe is caufe of many moe,

And therefore none in judges ought to be.

How rulers wrong, fewe tales are tould the King :
The reafon is, their power keepes in awe

Such men as have great caufe for to complayne.
If Cyffazidra her goodes, nay life, prefer'd
Before revenge of Promios treachery,

1 had not knowne his deteftable rape,

The which he forft to faye her brother’s lyfe,
And furthermore, Andrugio’s raunfome payde,

I had not knowne he put him unto death :

For when (good foule) fhe had this treafon tould,
"Through very fhame her honour fo was {poyld,
She drewe her knyfe to wound her {elfe to death ;

Whofe pytious plyght my hart provockt to wrath
At Promos wyles.

So that, to ufe indifferency to both,
Even in the place where all thefe wronges were done,
Myfelfe am come to {yt upon the caufe.
But fee where Promos and the Mayor waight
'T'o welcome mee with great folemnity,
With cheereful fhowe I fhaddowe wyll the hate
1 beare to him for his infolency ;
Perhaps I may learne more of his abufe,
Whereby the more his punifhment may be.
Come my Lords, to the towne hafte we apace,
Al fpeakes Weall are preft to wayght upon your graee,
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A GRS SICEN A LIX

Promos, Maior, three Aldermen iz red gownes, with a Sworde
bearer, awayghtes the Kinge's comming.
Promos Ais ériefe Qration.
LProwmos.

Renowned King, 1o here your faithful fubjects PI‘CE}_ﬂ: to fhow
The loyall duetie which (in ryght) they to your highneffc owe.
Your pr'e{ence cheares all forts of us; yet ten times more we

Jjoye d ; :
You thinke us ftoarde, our warning fhort, for to receyve a
Roye.

Our wyll is fuch as fhall fupplie, I truft, in us all want, :
And where good wyll the welcome geves, provyfion fyld is
{cant. : :

Loe this is all, yea for usall that I in wordes beftowe 5

Your Majeftie our further zcale in ready deedes fhall knowe,

And firft, dreade King, I render you the f{ivoorde of juftice
heare, :

Which as your lieutenant, I truft, uprightlic I dyd beare.

The King delyvers the faworde to qne of his counfell.

King,

Promos, the good report of yoﬁr good government I heare ;
Or at the leaft the good conceyte that towards you I beare,
"To incourage you the more in juftice to perfeaver,

Is the cheefe caufe I dyd addrefle my progrefie heather.
romoss

I thanke your Highneffe.

. The Maior prefentes the King with a fayre Puijfe.

Maior.
Renowned King, our ready wylles to fhowe
In your behalfe our goodes (nay lyves) to {pende,
In all our names I freelie here beftowe
On your Highnes this Puri‘fj:i unto this ende
3
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To poflefle your moft royall majeftie,
In all our wealth therto bounde by duetie.
King.
Your great good wyls, and g;gfts with thankes T take ;
But keepe you fiyll your goodes to do you good.
It is inough and all that I docrave,
If needes compels for your and our fafety,
That you in part your proffers large performe
And for this time, as outward fhowes make proofe,
It is inough (and all that T defire),
That your harts and tongues (alyke) byd me welcome.
All. Lord preferve your Majetty.

Fiwve or fixe, the one halfe men, the other women, neare unto the
Mufick, finging on fome flage eredted from the ground, Duyring
the fit parte. of the fong, the King faineth to talke Jadlie with
Some of bis Counfell, '

The Kings Gentliman Ulber, Forwards my Lords,,
They all go out leyfurablie while the reft of the fong: is made

an 252(;!.

fa il B Rl R Rk R B TR R

A_CTUSII. SICEEIN“A' T,
La_mia the Curtifans

Lam:a.
The match goes harde which rayfeth no man’s gaine ;
The vertue rare, that none to vice maye wreaft:
And fure, the lawe that made me late complaine,
Allureth me many a wanton geaft,
Dames of my trade flintte up their fhoppes for feare,.
Their ftuffe prov’d Contra formam Statuti: '
Then I, which lycentt am to fell fine ware,
Am lyke to be well cuftomed, perdy.
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And nowe tyme ferves, leaft cuftome after fayle,
At hyeft rate my toyes I vallue muft :
Let me alone to fet my toyes to fale, ;.
Yong Ruflers 1, in faith, wyll {ferve of truft. :
Who wayes me not, him wyll L iayne to love s
Who loves me once, is lymed to my heaft 5
My cullers fome, and fome fhall weare my.%gﬁﬂ,
And be my harte whofe pe}{mcnt- l%'kﬁ;:::. eft.
here at hande are cultomers 55 ;
#gife are the friendes of Phallax, my fweete friende.
Now wyll I go, and f{et my watres to fhoweé_
But let them laugh that'wynneth in the endé.

AdE TR SO SCE N A;IL

5 . r - . 4 '0‘
Apio and Bruno, swo Gentlemen Sraungers 5 with Rofk
A’fhfa. 1A
Come on good friende: where dwels Lady Lamia¢
i Rofto.
Even by, Syr. :
i Apio.
Well then, go thy waye. s
Showe. whofent us, and what our meaning. 13,
Leaft the, not knowing us, doo take a;:?}.rs
That thus boldlye we come to vifite hir.
Roffo. :
No bolder then welcome, I warrant you Sit.
Bruug.
Well, thy meflage doo. S |
ey [ B
' 1 Cring [maing in Lamia's
Fowre Women ravelic apparelled,, fitting [inging e (o
wvindove, with svrought fimockes and cawles in 1ciy Dauds,
if they were a working.

The Quyre.
" If pleafure be treafure. %
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Apia.

Harke.
The golden worlde is here, ike golden aorlde
Refufe you, or chufe Jou,

But welcome who dyazves neare; but welcome who drazes neare,

is fiere,

Bruno,
They be the Mufs fure.
Apios
Naye Syrens lure.
Firft fings. Here lyves delyght,

Second. — Here dyes defpight.

Both, Defyre here hath his wyll,

$hird, Here loves reliefe
Fourth. Deftroyeth griefe

Laft rwo,  Which carefull hartes doth kyll,

Bruno, -

Attende them ftyll.

Apio,

That, a3 you wyll.
Ferf?, Here wyfh in wyll doth
Second, Playe here your fyll
Third, Which breedes much
Fourth,  Our Iyves here ftyll w

care deftroye.

» WE are not coye s
yll we purge annoy,
¢ leade in joye.

The Quyre,

IF pleafure be treafure,
‘The golden worlde is here, the golden worldg
15 here;
Refufe you, or chufe you,
But welcome who coms neare ; but welcome
' who coms neare, '

‘

Firft, Wantons drawe neare,
Second,  Tafte of our cheare,

Bothe Our cates are fine and fiveete ;
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Third.  Come, be not coye
Fourth. To worke our joye;
' We fall wyll at your feste,
E?‘L’ﬁ’ﬂ;
A, good kinde wermes,
Jf-'nc
Harke. ‘ ‘
Firft. T.oe here we be, good wyll which moie
Second: We lyve, you fee, for your behove :
Third. Come, we agree to let you prove,
Fourth.  Without a fee, the fruites of love,

The Ruire all.

; jorlde is
If pleafure be treafure, the golden wo
: here, &c.
Bruna.
i > WATT 7€ maye venter.
Tpon this large warrant \\el t {15 R
The doore opes alope ; come et
| ' ._,JPw.
Agreede. g

‘N : er wwith a Paper
* Enter a Sergeaunt bearing & Moace, another Offye /
: =ih :

lyke a Proclamation ; and avith then the Cryers
Officers
Cryere

Officer.
All manner of perfonnes here prefent—
s Cryer. ’
f perfonnes here prefent—.

All manner of p S

[ ¢ of imprifonment:
Be fylent, on payn L
Be fylent, on payne of imprifonment.

Cryer, make a noyfe.

O yes. And fothrife.
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The officer veades the Proclamation.

Corvinus, the hye and mightie King of Hungarie and
Boemia: Unto all his loving fubjedts of Fulio, fendeth
greering;

And therwithall giveth Knowledge of his princelie favour
towards every fort of them. :

Firft, if any perfon, officer, or other, hath wrongedl any of
his true fubjecis by the corruption’ of brybes, atfecting or not
favouring of the perfon, through ufurie, extortion, wrong
imprifonment, or with any other unjuft pradife, His Majeftic
wylles the partie fo grieved to repayre to Syr Ulrico, oné of
his Highneffe privie Counfell ; who (finding his or their in-
juries) is commaunded to certifie them, and their proofe unto
the Kings Majeftic ; where incontinentlie he wylle order the
eontroverfie, to the releafe of the partie grieved, and the
punifhment of the offenders. :

Further, if any of his faithfull fubjectes can charge any
perfon, officer, or other, with any notable or haynous offence,
as Treafon, Murder, Sacriledge, Sedicion, or with any fuch
notorious cryme ; for the fafetie of his Royal Perfon, bene-
fyte and quict of his Realme and fubjectes, on Fridaye nexte,
his moft excellent Majeftie (with'the advife of his honorable
Counfell) wyl in open Court fyt ; to heare and determine all
fuch offences.. Therfore he ftrayghtlie chargeth all and everie
of his fubjettes that knowe any fuch haynous offenders, on
the forenamed daye that be prefent both the offender and his
faulte, Dated at his Royall Court in Fulio, the 6 of Februaiie.

G OD fave the K1 ng.

[ Excunt.

&

Rofko.
Rofko,
See howe we are croft ! we thought the King for pleafure
Came to vifite us : when to his paine
And our plagues, 1 feare he beftowes his leyfure
To heare the wronges of fuch as wyll complayne
4 | of
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Of any man: Bat the fport 1s, to .fee
Us officers, one looke of another ; - ;
I at Lorde Promos, 1_Jor@e'Pramqs at zinhee ;
The Lazviers at the Shricfe and_MzzEf". o
They gafe as much on the ruh?gu awier ;
For to be plaine, the cleareft of a* 5
Peccavi fing, to heare the o il'].(:‘\-nf}l s ca
Againft ufurie, brybrie, :énfgtz‘lftL‘-:;Egg, .
ing;, extercion and boui g. . ;
55231(:'?;”!]5;65 are hearde, fome by li’ti?icll:imanon {taye,
Before the King to be hearde on :“n ?ec ‘
1 yet have fcapte, and hope t0 go cot ‘;:c :
But fo, or no, whylft leyfure fe_rxl«)es ur:::ﬂ;}
To have my auniwers frefh 1f 1 -eﬂc‘ 11’
Of merry mates L have a mecting .au (1’
To whomn, my fences to refrefh, I wend;

L Exi
Who gets apace as meryly may {pend. [ Exi

ACUE TS TS CEN-AT V-

) 1 =L ¢ Cityfrents
Sir Ulrico with divers papers . his hand; two: poore Cityf
' Joliciting complayntese

Ulyico.
thou complaynft; agaynt all equity |
Hi?deao}l’baﬂzzi thy houfe by tl;m extremity ?
Fir/l.
Yea fure, and he hath bound me fo fubty}_(ljy_
As lefle you helpe, lawe yeeldes me no remidye
Ulrico. 2
- v vou? is Phallax mony, payd:
Well, ‘what fay y 4
Save fyve pound, Syr. g
For which your bond s ftayde.
Ss'crmd-'.l .
Nay mary, the fame I would gladly pay,
But n{y bmfdc for the forfeyt he doth:ftay. :
: Ulrico,
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Ulrico,

Summum jus, 1 {ee, is fumma injaria. .
So thefe wronges muft be falved fome other way,
Lirfh. :
Yea, more then this, moft men fay—
Ulrico.
What ?
Firff,
To be playne, he keepes Miftris Lamia,
Ulrico.
Admyt he doe, what helpe have you by this?
Second.
Yes mary, it prooves a double knave he is,
A covetous churle and a lecher too
Ulrico.
Well, well, honeft men, for your witnefle go;
And as on proofe I fynd your injuries,
So Iwyl move the king for remedyes,
Boh,

We thanke your honour.
' Ulrico.

Tys more then ftraunge, to fee with honeft fhow
What fowle deceytes lewde officers can hyde :
In every cafe, their crafte they collour fo,
As ftyll' they have ftryckt lawe upon their fide, )
Thele cunning Theeves with lawe can lordthips fteale,
When for a thecpe the ignoraunt are truft «
Yea, who more rough with {mall offenders deale
Then thefe falfe men to make themfelves feeme juft?
‘The tirant Phallaris was prayfed in this =~ =
When Perillys the brafen torment made,
He founde the wretch ftrayght wayes in fome amys,
And made him firft the fcourge thereof to tafte ;
A juft reward for fuch as doe prefent
An others fault, himfelfe the guiltyeft man :
Well, to our weale, our gratious king is bent -
To tafte thefe theeves to ufe whar meanes he can,
But as at Cheaftes though fkylful players play
Skyllefle vewers may fee what the omyt,
So though our King in fearching judgment may

[Exc:ma‘,

Gefle
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Gefle at their faultes which fecret wronges commit,

for to judge by trueth, and not by arne,
.I&:’f;’fcli% in (.‘%166%6 hi); highnefle doth aultorife
On proofe for to returne who meryts blame,
And as I fynde, fo he hirr.lfec’{fifwiil 1pum{h;
So that to ufe my charge indyfterently, '
h;y ::Ellyents’ wro:{gcs 1 wyll with wytnefle trye.

' i o eqks to binta
As e is going out, Pimos, a young Gentleman, fped i

ACTUS IL SCENA VL

Pipas,

Sir Ulrico, I humbly crave to know
Whllt oood ’fucceﬂé my honelt fute enfues,
. Ulrico.
Mafter Pimos, in breefe the {l'iunefrc{:‘ fhowe,
fear both my order wyll refufe.

},viil etlji(a}:lth?nkes l{e geves more then he {houllg.
And ,'ou for that you have not what you would.
= Pimos. )

It fhall goe hard if that your award miflikes mee.
Ulrico.
Wel, coe with me, and you the fame fhall fee,
V6 Pimos,

Exeunts
I waight on you. [Es

PTTERREE R LTSS L8 L bk Sk

A.CTUS I11. SEEENA L
Phallax.

Phallax. g
led hart with guiltynefle agrev :
Lyl:i\;y:;(ill:}r)he make my eares and cheekes to glow :
God graunt I feape this blacke day unreprey d,
I care not how the game goe to-moIrows
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Well, T wyll fet a face of braffe on it

And with the reft upon the King attend,
Who even anon wyll heare in judgement fyt,
To heaven or hell fome officers to fend.

But foft, a pryze; Gripax and Rapax 1 fec,
A fhare of their venture belonges to mee,

pAC T LS T1T. 0 SUESE N A II.

Gripax, Rapax, Promoters. John Adroynes, a Clowne s
' Phallax.

Fobn.
Nay good honeft Promoters, let mee go.
Gripax.
Tuth Fobn Adroynes, we muft not leave you fo :
What, an ould hobelunch a wanton knave.
You fhal to the King,
Fobn.
Marry Fobn Adroynes, God fave
The King: why he wyll not looke on poore men.
Rapax.
Yes, yes ; and wyll fpye a knave in your face,

_ Fobn.
Wyllhefo? then good you be gone apace.

Gripax.
And why?
Fobn.
Leaft in my face he fpye you too.
Phallax.
Have you feene a dawe bebob two crowes o ?
Rapaz,

Well, come awaye, Syr Patch.

0D

Leave, or by God yle feraich.

They fawle a fightyng.
it

Foba.

What wilt thou 10 ?

Yea, and byte too.
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G?'z:pax.
Helpe Rapax, play the man.
: o,
Nay, do both what you can,
i ¥ Phallax.
If that in bobs theyr bargayne be,
In fayth they fhare alone for mee.
Rapax,
What byteft thou, hobclunch?
Fobu.
Yea, that chull, and punch.
\ Gripax,
O Lorde God, my hart.
Fobne
Knaves, Ile make you fart.
Rapax.
Hould thy hands, Iob
Fobna
Fyrft, take this bob.
: Phallax.
To parte this fraye it is hye time I can tell,
My Promoters elfe of therofte wyll fmell,
Rapax.
O, my neck thou wylt breake,
Fobn.,
Yea Gods ames, cryft thou creake?
Phallax., X
How now, my friends! why whata ftur is this !
Gripax,
Marry.
P }Jﬂ”ﬂ;’f‘l
What ? .
Fohne
Eare they part, yle make them pys.
e P»ﬁaﬁa}’f
Houlde ; no more blowes.
Fobn.
Knaves, this honeft man thanke
That you fcape fo well.

Phallar,
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PJ’S&HG#‘.
Friende be not to cranke ;
1 am an ofhicer, and meane to know
"The caufe why you brauld thus, before T go;
Your bobs fhow that the fame you beft can tells
Rapax.
1 would your worfhip felt the fame as well,
T then am fure this blockhedded flave
For both his faultes double punifhment fhould haves
Phallax,
What faultes ?
Rapax.

Mairy.

Folin
He wyll Iye Iyke a dogge.
Phallax.
How now ycu churle, your tongue would have a clogs
Say on.
Rapax.
To fhowe his firft and chiefelt favghtes
His father’s maide and he, are naught.

Fobn.
Rapay,

WhatI?
15

b
By my Grandfire’s foule, you lIyes
Phallax,
Peace.
Friende, for this faulte thou muft dye.
Fobi,
Dye ? Leard fave us you fqwade knave; yle bush yecy
For reforming a lye thus againit mee.
Phallax. :
Tufh, tufh, it helpeth not it they can prove this.
Gripax.
For fome proofe, I fawe him and the maide kyss
Fobn. ;
Can not foke kys, but they are naught by and by 2

= 2 Phallawi

u
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Phallax,
. ‘This prefumption, friende, wyll touch the throwdlie.
If thou fcape with lyfe, be thou'fure of this,
Thou fhalt be terriblie _wrhippcd;for this kys:
v (1] ds :
Whypt! mary God fhielde ; chy had rather be hangde,
Rapax.
Growte nowle, come to the king,

_‘?nt'm. ’

Phallax.
Well, good fellowes, lets take up this matter.
Gripax.
Nay firft Fohn Adroines fhal be truft in a halter.
Phallax. _
Why, helpes it you to {ee the poore man whypt 2
1 praye you, friendes, for this tyme let him goe.
Fobn.
Stande ftyll, and chull whether they wyllor no.
: Rapax.
Nay, but we charge him in the King’s name, ftaye thee.
Phallax.
~ Hatke, honeft man, I warrant thee fet free,
Greafe them well in their handes, and fpeake them fayre.
0hn.
O Leard God, our tallow potte is not here.
Phallax.
Tufh, clawe them with money.
' Fobn.
Who{o? my nayles are fharpe.
Phallax, .
1 fee, for Clownes Par’s pype is meeter then Apolls’s harpe :
They can no fkyll inmuficke but plaine {ong.
Gripaw.
1 praye lets goe ; we tryfle tyme too long.
Phallax.

Art not well bangde?

Strayght. .
Cockes foule, knave, ftoppe his mouth with moneye
Fobn.
O, I ken yow nowe Syr; chi crie you mercie,
18

Rapars
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Rapax, bt
- Come on, flouch, wylt pleafe you be jogging henee 2
b,

Here is all ; tenne fhyllinges and thyrtene pence..
Phallax.

Harke ye, my friendes.
Gripax.

We muft not let him goe.
Phallax,

Fohnts
Give them the money.
Phallax.

Harke once more.

1t fhall be fo.
Rapazx. ;

Well, although he deferves great punifhment,
For your fake, ér this tyme we are content :
Fobn Adroines farewell ; henceforth be honeft,
And for this faulte wyll pafle it ore in jeatt, [ Eweunto

Fobn.

Then gives our money.

Phallax,

Fohe
Why they dyd but jeaft.
Phallay.
Yea, but they tooke thy money in earncft.
Fobn.

Art gone? now the Dewle choake you all with it :
How chy kifle againe the knaves have taught me wyt;
But by faint Azne, chy do fee burlady,

Men maye do what them woll that have money.
Ich furely had bene whipt, but for my golde,
But chull no more with fmouches be {o bolde.
Yea, and Ich wifh all lovers to be wyfe,
There be learing knaves abroade have cattes eyes.
Why, by Gods bores they can bothe fee and marke,
If a man fteale but a fmouch 1a the darke.
And nowe the worlde s growne to fuch jollie fpye,
Bs if foke doo kyfle the’are nought by and by.

%

Why 2
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Well, ych wyll home, and tell my father Droyne, .
Howe that two theeves robd mee of my coyne. [Exiz,

Enter the King, Promos, Ulrico, Maior, Gonfago, Phallax,

avith tvo other atlendanies

King.
Sir Gonfago, if that we henceforth heare
With will, or wealth, you doe our fubjects wrong,
Looke not agayne this fayour for to fynde ;
We ufe this grace to wyn you to amche s
1f not, our wrath fhall feare you to offendé.

God fpeede you.
TG i  [Gonfago doth reverence and depar petl

King. :

I fee by proofe that true the proverbe s,
Myght maifters right, wealth is fuch a canker;
As woundes the confcience of his maifter,
And devoures the hart of his poore neyghbour :
To cure which fore, juftice his pryde muft pyne; .
Which juftice ought in princes moft to {hine :
And fyth fubjects Iyve by their princes law, :
Whofz lawes in cheefe the rytch fhould keepe 1nawe.
The poore in wronges but {ildome fiot_l_l delyght, .
They have inufte for to defende their right.
It much behoves the maker of thefe lawes
(This mony findes in them fo many flawes)
To fee his lawes obfervd as they are ment,
Or elfe good lawes wyll turne to evyll intents
Well, ere I leave, my pooreft fubjects fhall
Both lyve and lyke, and by the richeft ftawls

; Promoss il ;

Regarded and moft mightie Prince, your clemenc ‘herein

Thofe harts your rule commands through feare; to aithful love
fhall win, !
Ulrico,

Renowned King, I am for to complaine
Of Phallay, Lord Promos fecondary, .
Whofe hainous wronges many poore men doth paine,

8y me, who pray your highnes remedy.

F 2 -K;??{o
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King. -
My Lord Promus, 1t feemes you ryle at large,
When as your clarkes are officers unjuft.
_ Promps,
Dread King, I thinke he can thefe wrong difcharge.
: King,
Doe you but thinke Syr? a fare fpeare to trutt,
A dum death and blynde. judge can do as much.
Well, well, God graunt your owne lyfe byde the tuch.
Syt Ulrico, your complaynt continew,
Ulrico.
Gratious King, his wronges be thefe, in few,
Yirlt, Phallax is a common Barriter,
In office, a lewd extortioner.
The crafty man oft puts thefe wronges in ure
I poore men have that lykes hisfearching eye;
He fhoweth gould the needy foules to ure ;
Which if they take, fo faft he doth them tyes
That by fome bonde o covenauns for fayted
They are in forfk (farre beneath the vallew)
To let him have what his eye coveyted::
And for to prove that this report is true,
I fhowe no more then witnefle prov’d by oth,
Whofe names and handes defends it heare as troth.

n 1

[Ul-'rico delivers the Kf?.»;g & writing With uqmes. e, ity

King.
How now Promos ? how thinke you of your man
Ule both your wyttes to cleare him if you can.
: Promos.
Dread King, my hart to heare his faultes doth bleede,
: 171, . !
How farde it then to fuffer it indecde ?
- It dyde, I trow, or now you fpeake in'jcft.
“Thy mafter’s mute, Phallox, I houlde it belt
That thou fpeake for thyfelfe. -
Phallax,
I humbly crave °

Of your grace, for aunfwere refpyt to have,
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King.
Why ? to devife a cloke to hyde a knave?
Friend, weritas non querit angulos ; .
And if yourfelfe you on your truth repofe,
You may be bould thefe faultes for to deny ¢
Some lyttel care upon their othes to lye,
See if any in your behalfe will {weare.
Phallaz. .
O Lord God, is there no Knyghtes of the pofte heare ?
Well then, of force I muft fing Peccarr,
And crye out rycht to the King for mercy,
O King I am in fauite I muft confeffes
The <wbich I wuyllavith yepentaunce redreffes
King.
Thy confeflion doth meryt fom~ favour,
But repentaunce payes not thy poore neyghbour;
Wherefore, Syr Ulrico, his goods feafe you,
And thofe he wrong'd, reftore you to their due.
: Urico,
Looke, what he gettes, moft thinke he waftes ftraight waye
Upon a leawde harlot named Lamia :
So that his goods wyll fearfe pay every wight,
g
Where naught is left, the kiné muft lofe his rights
Pay as you may, I hould it no offence
If eache pay fomewhat for experience,
But by the way, you rule the citty well
That {uffer, by your nofe, fuch dames to dwell.
And now, Phallax, thy further pennaunce ys,
That forthwith thou do refigne thy office.
Ulrico, to his account lykewife fee.
Ulricas
It fhal be done.
King.
Phallay, further heare mee :
Becaufe thou didft thy faultes at firft confefie
From punifhment thy perfon T releafe.
: Phallax.
I moft humbly do thanke your majefty.
Promos.
Ah! out alas! Cafandra heare I fee.
F 3 Caffandra.
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Caflandra iz @ blewe gowne fhadowed with black.

Caffandra.
O would the teares myght tel my tale, I fhame fo much my
fall, '

Or elfe Lord Promos lewdnes fhowen, would death would ende

my thrall!
Promos,

Welcome my fweete Caffandra.

Caflandra.

Murdrous varlet, away ! : :
Renowned King, I pardon crave for this my bould attempt
In preafing thus fo neare your grace, my forrow to prefent:
And leaft my foe, falfe Promos heare, do interrupt my tale,
Graunt, gratious King, that uncontroul’d I may report my bale,

INg e
How now Promos? how lyke you of this fong ?
Say on fayre dame, I long to heare thy wrong.
Caffandra.

__Then knowe dread Soverayne, that he this doome did geve,
That my brother for wantonnefle fhould lofe his head,

And that the mayde which fin’d fhould ever after lyve

In fome religious houfe, to forrowe her mifdeade.

To fave my brother jug’d to dye, with teares I fought te

move '

Lord Promos hart to fhowe him grace ; buthe with lawles love
Was fyred by and by ; and knowing neceflity

To fave my brother’s lyfe, would make me yeeld to much,

He crav’d this raunfome, to have my virgiuitie ;

Noteares could worke reftraynt, his wicked luft was fuch ;
Two evéisﬁherc were, one muft I chufe, though bad were very

eft, -

To fee my brother put to death, or araunte his lewde requefty
In fyne, {fubdude with naturall Jove, I did agree
. Upon thefe two poyntes, that marry me he fhould,

And that from prifon vyle he fhould my brother free.

All this with monftrous othes he promifed he would.

But oh this perjurd Promos when he had wrought his wyll,
Fyrft caft me of; and after caus'd the Gailer for to kill .M

Y
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My brother, raunfomde with the fpoyle of my good name
So that for companing with fuch a hellifh feende =

I have condemnde myfelf to weare thefe w‘?»l:--des of {h?mc,
Whofe cognifance doth fhewe that [ have (Hlefhly) fin d .
Loe thus, hieand renowned king, Caffandra endes her tal._,,
' And this wicked Promos that hath wrought her endles bale.

: King. ;
1f this be true, fo fowle i deede thall mot unpunifht goe,
How fayft thou Promios to her playnte ? arte giltye ? yea or 1210{:13'1
Why fpeakft thou not 2 a faulty harte thy feilence fure dot
{howe.
Promos. )
My gilty hart commaunds my tongue, O King,
troth,
T doe confefle this tale is true, and I deferve thy wrath,
| o deare
And is it fo? this wicked deede thou fhalt ere ?opgbuy eare.
Cafndra, take comfort in care, be of good cheerc:
Thy forced fault was free from evill intent,
So long, no fhame can blot thee any way :
And though at full I hardly can content thee
Yet as I may, affure thyfelfe I wyl.
Thou wycked man, might it not thee fuffice
By wotfe then force to {poyle her chatftitie,
But heaping finne on finne againt thy oth,
Haft cruelly her brother done to death.
“This over proofe ne can but make me thinke 4
"That many waies thou haft my fubjeétes wrongd 5
For how canft thou with juitice ufe thy fivaie .
When thou thy felfe doft make thy will a lawe<
Thy tyranny made mee this progrefle make
How fo for fport.tyl nowe I colloured it,
Unto this ende, that I might learne at large .
What other wronges by power thou ’na_ft wrought,
And heere I heare: the ritche fupprefle the poore
So that it feemes the beft and thou art friendes
I plafte thee not to be a paxtiall judge.
Thy offyceys are covetous, I finde,
By whole reportes thou over-ruleft futes:
Then who that gives an Item in the hande

Fa

to tell a
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In ryght, and wrong, is fure of good fuccefle.
Well, varlet, well, too flowe I hether came
To {courge thy faultes, and falve the fores thou mad’{t,
On thee vyle wretche this fentehce I pronounce ;
That forthwith thou fhalt marrie Caffundra,
For to repayre hir honour thou dydft wafte ;
The next daye thou fhalt lofe thy hated Iyfe
In penaunce that thou mad’ft hir Brother dye.
Promos,
My faultes were great, O King,

yet graunt me mercie,
That nowe with

bloody fighes lament my finnes too late.

.K’I?Zg.
Hoc facias alteri guod tibi wis feri.

Pittie was no plee, Syr, when you in judgement fate :
Prepare your felfe to dye, in vaine you hope forlyfe.
My Lordes, bring

cale ;
My felfe wyll fee thy honour falv
"T'he fooner to fhorten his dayes.

’d in making thee his wife,
- All the company., * We wayte upon your grace,

As the .K'E?z_g i5 going aut, a poore man Shall kneele in bis waye,
King,
Syt Ulrico, T wyld commiffion fhould be made
To Syr Authony Alberto, and Juftice Diron,
To heare and determine all futes to be had
Betwene Maifter Proffro, and this poore man ; is it doned

Ulrico.
Renowned King it is ready.

J?ng
Repayre to Syr Ulrico for thy commi

flion.
All.- God preferve your Majeftie. '

They all depart jave ihe Clowne,

Clonune., i

Bones of me, aman wete better fpeak to great Lords they
fee, ' :

Then to our proude Juftlers of peace that byn in the cuntry.

He

him with mee: Cafandra come you in like
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ray with the hare :
is rytch, as my dame fayth, goes away wit _
I']?‘;gi:vﬁ ?r.,egré they gave hard m;; matter, and yet cham nere
And at iti};f’t mf'a good fatte Lorde, God in heaven fave his
life, - ) : R
hing, teld the King of Mas Proffrosand my ftryfe.
f)a)}.t}::;r%,r;:cl): t;::)%ght the King could not bide or poore men
| to looke ; '
i g lycation he tooke.
fave his grace, at fyrft dath, my fupply k
ﬁt;ile(;i gaid 1how g,cnt] y he call’d mee poore man, and wild
- d Syr Ulrico
vort, I kenne not-what, to good Syr Utrico.
a?;l-ﬂiycgzﬁp; for't, and hope to be with Mafter Proffros to
b . ; - -
But ere }.-Ellilg%oc, chul my Ballat of good Kin g qu@rx; fing.

Zhe Clownes Jong.

You barrons bolde and luftie lads,_
Prepare to welcome our good King,

Whote comming fo his fubjectes glads

~ As they for joye the belles doo ryng.
"They fryfke and fkippe in everie place,
And happy he can {ee his face, _
Who checks the rytch that wrong by might
And helpes the poore unto his right.

The love that rygour gettes, through feare,
With grace and mercie he doth wyn ;
For which we praye thus everic where
* Good Lorde preferve our King Corvin,
His favour raignes in everie place,

And happy he can fee his face.
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ANG ITAES WV, SCENA I

Grelco, @ good fubflamiall Offycer ; Two Beadelles in blewy Coates
witlh Typeflaves. i

COME 1 e
ME eytring knaves, {peede ab
Fetche mee in all ydle vacabo'lzmdees.a i

Firft,

. Grefio.
Searche Ducke alley, Cocke lane, a
About your charge ; {ets fee howe ;zo:: ‘f:aslf(;‘;ﬁ:: i
_ Second. )
Yes, I have winges in my heeles to flee.
¥ y ' Firft
ho gives two pence a ftraunge Monfler to fee ?

Second, : -

your bufineffe ;

&

Yes, Syr, ycs:

'What montter ?
Firf?.
A horned beaft with winges {Ii)on his heeles
S ; = a
Out, dronken dreule. G
Grefco.
: What! runnes your head on wheeles ?
¢ packing bothe, and that betymes, you were beft
s Firfh. :
e are gone, Syr ; we dyd but fpeake in jeaft,
s [ Lxeunt Beadelless

The King, I fayth, hath fet us all a work
To fearche odde holes where y';;?e&]\]: a(i‘lz?cj:\ Clil'k 5
He fo nypped our Maior for yll rule A
As ever fince he hath bene lyke to w;lule :
And in a rage; the man is nowe fo whotte.
As lewde perfonnes, tagzge and ragge, goes to potte,

But
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But in chiefe he ftormes at fyne miftrifle Lamia,

She diinkes for all; come fhe once in his waye:

And leaft fhe feape, myfelte forfooth he wylles

Worfhipfullie to fetche hir with fortie Bylles.

Well, I muft goe and worke our Maior's heaft,

No force, for once fhe wyll never be honeft. [Exis.

ACTUS 1V. SCENA IL

Andrugio, as gut of the wwooddes, with Bowe and Arrowes, and
a Cony at his gyrdie.

Andrugio.

This favage life were hard to brooke, if hope no comfort
ave;

But I (whofe life from tyrant’s wrath God’s providence did
{ave) ,

Do take in worth this mifery, as penaunce for my mys,

Stil fed with hope to chaunge this ftatc when God’s good
pleafure is.

A hollow cave for houfe and bed, in worth Andrugio takes 5

Such forie foode as fortune fendes, he fyldome nowe forfakes.

I am my felte forfoothe nowe butcher, cooke, cater and all,

Yea often tymes I fall to fleepe with none, or fupper {mall.

Then in my denne I call to minde the lyfe I lyv’de in blifle,

And by the want, I freedome judge the greateft joye that is.

The freeman is in viewe of friendes, to have releafe m need_c,

The exyle, though he have no lacke, yet lyves he ftyll in
dreede

That his my{deedes wyll hardly fcape the punifhment of lawe,

And lyving he were better dead that lyveth in this awe.

Befides this feare which never fayles the banifht man in want,

‘As ofte he is, is fure to finde his fuccors verie fcant.

Then who is he fo mad, that friendes and freedome doth
enjoye,

That wyll adventure breach of lawe, to lyve in this annoye ?

And not annoye to him alone, but to his friendes and kjgl 2
S : reat
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Great be the cares Caffandra and Polina lyveth in,

‘Through thought of me whom long agone beheaded they
{uppofe :

For my offence thus are they fcorgde, yer dare I not dj

My fatetie, for theer helpe: but hatke !}who Comrggth 11{;1;;8

This chaunce feemes ftrange: God eraunt s here
hope, and yet I fearég. graunt good newes; I

John Adroynes, o .Clowne: Andrugio.

Fobn.

If che could finde my mare, che would be tuft
And cham fure the h-oorechup’ is peaking in tﬁisywzié?e i

Chy wyl fecke every corner, but che wyll find her.

He whiftlyng lookes up and downe the fage,

Ty Andrugio,
;sc(}:1 ;)gé;e can hardly mee bewray, and yet fuch dunghyn

Such newes as is in market tounes about th
What feckes thou, good fellow ?

Foba.
My fqawde Mare: doft her know 2

2 Andrugio,
Fobn.

5 Tkhen {cummer me not ; 1n hafte ych goe
weCKe My mare, to fee the fporr at Julio,

Aidrusio,
What fport ? sy
Fobn,

Af;ci}':;gfm
Fohni
Andrugio,
What meanes this affe ? b
1

¢ country whorles,

A lyttel {port,
What?

Nay fkyl not a whit ?

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA. o
Fobn.. .

T’wyll teache the hoorecup wyt.
H’yll hang handfome young men iox the foote finne of love,
Wihen fo his knavery himfelfe a bawdy Jack doth prove.
Andrugio. X
His wordes feemeth fttaunge} ; fomewhat is awrys
0172
Wel, chyll fee his fhouldeg from’s jowle to flye,
Andrugio,
Whofe fhoulders, friend ?
Fobne
1 you dyd know, ¢
As though you dy i,

jolm.

Andrugios
Yes, my moft accurfed foe :
But what of him ?

Whome ¢

Lord Promoss

jﬂlma
Thou kenft.
; Andrugios
N L]
¢ Fobn.
Say{t not, y€sa
. i Andrugio.
Yes. :
Fobus
So. :
Andrugio.
But friend, thou took’ft my wordes amys,
I know. nothing in what ﬂ:f%cmem.r 15,
(i oys
Thou know’{t and thou knoweft not : out horfon foole !
Leave ftealing Cunnyes and get thec to fcoole,
Farewells .
Andrugios
Soft.
Fobn.
O th’ arte no foole, goo'd‘r_ theefe i
Save m)f mony, take my hie, St
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Andrugio.
Tufh, be breefe. ;
Some newes of lewde Lord Promos tell mee
And wyth lyfe and mony, yle fet thee free.
Fobn.
I wylly - Thou knowft the King now at Fakios
Andiugio.
Very wells
Fobr,
Thou canft tell as wel as I.
Let me goe,

Andrugio.
_ Nay yle fee if thou doft I}-'c?
If thou doft, yle whip thee when thou haft done.

: : . Fobn.
Kiflyng and lying, ich fee is all one,
And chave no mony, chul tell true therfore,
Andragios

Difpatch then.
. Fobn.
Then, lying Promoter, this more.
Cafgandra fcuide Promos of honettie,
And killyng Ramfirugio for baudry.
Andrugio.

: Fobn.

The King at Prowios grear pleafure did take 3
:’m’d Cafgandra an honelt woman to make :
The King maunded him her ftrayght to m’ar'- ;
And for killyng her brother, he muft dye. .

Andrugio.

What more?

Is this true?
: . Fobns
Why how fay you? do 1 lye?
ﬁmf;-::zgia'.
Well, fo or noe; for thy newes have this connie,

:}"a}’)?z.

Gods bores, gave it me; to be fvete tis to cheape

%’Jr}llady, yethyll Sunday it will keepe.
ell, now, God bwye, Mas lying P 7
Wees feg ac the 1'porn}:‘ g {58 romoter,.

Mndrugiee
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Andrugia.
I, peradventure.
Jobns _

Since can not finde my mare, on foote chull go:

Yech thinke each daye a nowre to be at Fulio. [Exi.
Andrugios

Straunge are the newes the Clowne hath fhowne to me ;
Not ftraunge a whyt, if they well {canned be,
For God we fee, fiyll throwes the tyraunt downe,
Even in the heyght and pride of his renowne.
Lorde. Promos rule, nay tyranny in deede
For Judges is a mirror worthy heede.
The wretched man, with fhowe of Juftice zeals
Throughly dyd with poore offenders deale.
The wicked man both knewe and judgde abufe,
And none fo much as he, her faultes dyd ufe.
He fellons hang’d, yer by extorcion ftoale ;
He wantons plag'd, himielfe 2 doating foole ¢
He others checkt, for fuing for their right,
And he himfelfe mayntayned wrongs by might.
But {ee the rule of mifchiefe; in his pride
He headlong falles, when leaft he thought to {lide.
Well, by his fall I maye perhaps aryfe:
Andrugio, yet in clyming be thou wyle,
What ? ftyll unknowne fhall T live in this wood ?
Not fo.
Go wraye thefe newes, no doubt, unto my good,
Yet ere T go, I wyll my felfe difguife,
As in the towne, in fpite of linxes eyes,
1 will, unknowne, learne howe the game doth go:
But ere I go, fyth eafed is my woe,
My thankes to God 1 fyrft in fong wyll fhoe.

Andrugio’s Sozg-

T'o thee, O Lorde with harte and voyce I fyng,
Whofe mercie great, from mone to fwecte delight,
From griefe to joye my troubled foule doeft bring s
Yea more, thy wrath hath foylds my foe in ?ght,
Who fought my lyfe (which thou, 0 God, didft fave)
Thy fcorge hath brought untimelie to his grave.h :
ole
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Whofe griefe wyll gawle a thoufand judges moe,
And wyll them fee thenfelves, and fentence juft,
When blacke reproche this thundring thame fhall fhoe,
A judge condemde for murder, thefte and lufte.
This feorge, O God, the lewde in feare wyll bring ;
The juft, for joye, thy praifes lowde wyll fyng.
[ Exit
@ rclco, with three other, with bylles, bringing in Lamia prifoners

: Grefeo.
Come on faire dame, fince faire words works no heede;,
Now fowle meanes fhall in you repentaunce breede.
B Lania.
Maifter Grefio, where you maye helpe, hurt net.
: refco.
And nothing but' chaftment wyll helpe you to amendez
Well, I wyll not hurt you your lewdnes to defende.
Lamia.
My lewdnes, Syr! what is the difference
Betwixt wantons, and hoorders of pence?
Grefeo.
Thou haft winde at wyll, but in thy eyes no water:
Tho’ arte full of grace : how fhe blufheth at the matter !
Lamia.
Howe fample I your wyfe and daughter; Syr?
: : Grefeo.
Axe mee, when whypping hath chaung’d thy nature.
anitits
What whypping? why am I a horfe or a mare ¢
Grefco.
No; but a beaft that meetelie well wyll bare,
Lamia,- :
Indeede (as nowe) perforce I beare this flowt:
But ufe me well, elfe I fayth, dette L out
Looke for quittaunge.
: Byl. i
Binde hir to the peace, Syr, [ Firfi Byl
So maye your worfhip be out of daunger. -
Grefeo.
Bring hir awayc ; I knowe howe to tame hir. :
: - Lamids
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! Lapia. :
Perhaps, Syr, no: the worft is but fhame hir.
' Byl
Come ye drab. [ Second Byl
Lamia. ; }
Howe nowe fcab! handes of my gowne.

LY. - :
Care not for this; yufe have a blew one foone, [‘.?7;[}d Byl
HeHte

Calandra. :

Caffandra. y
Unhappy wench, the more [ fecke for to abandone griefe
The furder off I wretched finde both comfort and reliefe.

My brothier firft, for wanton faultes condempned was to dye.,‘
To fuve whofe life my fute wrought hope of grace, but
haples 1 )

By fuch ré)qu;:ﬁ my honor fpoyld and gayned not his breath,

For which deceite I have putfude Lorde Fromos unto death,

Who is my hufbande nowe become, 1t pleas’d our fu'_fi:rm;;nc fo

For to repayre my crafed fame, but that which Wm‘l:ts mryl WO

This day he muft (oh) leefe his head my brothei’s death to

uite

And th;lrin fortune hath, alas | fhowne me hir greateft {pyte.

Nature wyld mee my brother love ; now dutie ’CD‘JDI_DF‘IUHCIS mee

To preferre before kyn or friend, my hufband’s fafetie.

But O! aye me, by fortune T am made his 'chlefeﬁ foe,

Twas I, alas! even onely I that wroughj; his overthroe. :

What fhall I doo to worke amends for this my haynous deede ?

The tyme 15 thort, my power {iall, his fuccors axeth 'fpee@e;

Aud fhall T fecke to fave his blood that latelic fought his Iyfe :

O yea, I then was fworne his foe, bat now as _fzu:hfull vrife

I muft and wyll preferre his health, God fende me good

{uccefle, '

For now unto the King I wyll my chaunged minde to ex{-)?f"_e._

LaLte
Phallax.

Phallax.
Was ever man fet more freer than 12
Firft went my goodes, then my Ofiyce dyd flye.
G
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But had the King fet me free from flattrie,

The next deave yeare I might have {tarv'd perdie.
But Lorde Premos hath a farre more freer chaunce,
He free from landes, goodes, and office doth daunce ;
And fhall be free from life, ere long, with a launce.
The officers and chiefe men of Fulio - '
Vengedunce lyberall themfelves lvkewife fhoe ;

Poore knaves and queanes that up and downe do goe
Thefe horefen kindé cruftes in houfes beftoe :

Bur yet, poore cheere they have. marry for heate
“They whyp them untyl verie blood they fiveate.

Bue fee their coft beftowde of fyne Lamia ;

To fave hir feete from harde ftones and' colde waye,
Into a carte they dyd the queuné convaye,

Apparelled in colours verie gaye ;

Both hoode and gowne of greene and yellowe faye.
Her garde weare typftaves all in blewe arraye ;

Betore hir a noyfe of Bafons dyd playe :

In this wrivinphe fhe ryd well nye a daye.

Fie, fie! the atie is fo purged nowe,

As they of none but honeft men allowe ;

So that farewell my parte of thriving there

Bur the beft is, flattrers lyve everie where,

Set cocke on hoope 5 Domin: eff terra.

If thou cannot where thou wouldft, Iyve where thou maye.
Yes, yes, Phallax knoweth whether to go;

Nowe God bwy ye all honeft men of Fulio:

As the devilles lykes the company of friers,

So flattrers loves as Iyfe to joyne with lyers.

Ll el bk B il R e e R R

ACTUS V. SCENA L
Andrugio, difguifed in Jore longe blacke cloake,

Andrugio. 3
Thefe two dayes T have bene in court difguis’d,
Where [ have learn'd the {corge that is devis'd

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA,

For Promos faulte ; he my fyfter fpowfed hath

To {alve her fame cracke by his breache ot fayth :
Aund Mertlie he muft lofe his fubtyll _hezld,

For murdring me, whome no man thinkes but dead :
His wyll was good, and therefore, bcf‘.-a_rf:w? mee

If (mov’d with ruthe) I fecke to fet him ivee.

But foftlie ; with fome newes thefe fellowes come:

I wyll flande clofe, and heare both all and fome.

ACIE .St V) SECEESNEA 11

Lonter Ull’iCO, Marfhall.
Ulrico.
May/hall, heare your warrant is; with fp@cdc
The king commaunds that Prozzes you behead.
Marfhall. o
ir, his hi 7 al be forthwith done.
Sir, his highneffe wyll fhal be o i Ml
Ulrico.
The king welnye to pardon him was wonne,
His heavy wyfe fuch {tormes of teares did thowre,
As myght with rueth have moyft a {tony hart;
But Promos guylt dyd foone this grace devoure.
Our gratious king, before hir wretched {mart,
Prefer’d the helth of this our common weale.—
But fee, again to fue for him fhe comes ;
Her rur’hft%ll lookes, her grecfe, doth force me feele.
With hope, I muft her forrowes needes delay,
Tyll Promos be difpatcht out of the way.

A@T U S Vo, 5CENA

Caflandra.

Caffandra.
Syr Ulrico, if that my unknowne greefe

May move good mindes to 1151136 mee to relecfe,
: 2
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Or bytter fyghes of comfert cleane difinayde,
May move a2 man a fhiftleffe dame to ayde,
~ Rue of my teares from true intent which flowe ;
Unto the king with me yet once more goe.
See if his grace my hufband’s lyfe wyll {ave,
If not, with his death fhall my corpsingrave.
Ulrico.
What fhall T doe, her forrowes to decreace ?
Feede her with hope :—fayre dame, this mone furceafe ;
i fee the king to grace is fomewhat bent,
We once agayne thy forrowes wyll prefent:
Come, we wyl wayght for tyme thy fute to thow,
Caflandra.
Good knight, for time do not my fute foreflowe ;
Whyift grafle doth growe, ofte fterves the feely fteede.
TIC0,
Feare not; your lorde {hal not dye with fuch fpeede.
[ Exeunts

Enter Andrugio.

Andrugio,

Lord God, how am I tormented in thought !
My fifter’s woe fuch rueth in me doth grave,
As fayne T would (if ought fave death I caught)
Bewray myfelfe, Lord Promos life to fave..
But Iyte 1s fweete, and naught but death I eye,
If that I fhould my fafety now difclofe;
So that I chufe, of both the evels, he dye:
Time wyll appeafe, no dought, Caffandra’s woes.
And fhall I thus acquite Caffandra’s love 2
To worke her joy, and fhall I feare to dye,
Whylft that fhe lyve no comforte may remove
Care from her harte, if that her hufband dye ?
Then fhall T ftycke to hhfurd lym, nay life,
To falve hir greefe, fince in my ciire it'refts ?
Nay fir{t, I wil be fpoyld with blooddy knife
Before I fayle her plunged 1n difires.
Death 1s but death, and all in fyne'fhall dye :
Thos (being dead) my fume fhall live alway,

Well,

PROMOS AND CASSANDRA, 1ox

Well, to the king Andrugio now wyll hye,
Hap Iyfe, hap death, his fafety to bewray, [Bxit,

ACIT S Vi S CEN AVIV,

The Marfhall 5 ¢hree or fowre with halbards, leading Promos to

EXeCHII0N,

Bylmana

Roome, friends; what meane you thus to gafeon 4 Byl
us? i
A comes behinde makes all the fport, T wus.
’ Promos. :
Farewell, my friendes, take warning by my fall,
Difdaine my life but liften to my ende;

~ Frefh harmes, they fay, the viewers fo apall,

As oft they win the wicked to amend.

T neede not heare my faultes at large refyte,

Untimely death doth witnefle what I was, \

A wicked man whiche made eache wrong feeme Tight ;

Even as I would was wrefted every cafe.

And thus, long tyme Ilyv’d and rul'd by w_)-‘I :

Whereas I lov’d, their faultes I would not fee :

Thofe I did hate, tenne tymes beyond there yli

I did perfue, vyle wretch, with cruelty. :

Yea dayly I from bad to worfe did flyde,

"The reafon was, none durft controule my lyfe ;

But fee the fall of mifcheeve in his pride :

My faultes were knowne, and loe, with bloddy axe i

The headfeman ftrayght my wronges with death wyll quite 3

The which in worth 1 take; acknowledging

The doome was geven on caufe, and not on fpyte;

Wifhing my ende might ferve for a warning

For fuch as rule and make their will a lawe :

If to fuch good my faynting tale might tend,

Wretched 27omos, the fame would longer draw 3

But if that wordes prevayle, my wotnll ende

From my huge faultes, then tenne tymes more wyll warne.
G 3 Forgevenefle
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Forgevenefle now of all the world I crave;
Therwith, that you, in zealous prayer, wyll
Befeeche of God that I the grace may have
At latter galpe, the feare of death to kyll.
WMearfbail,
Forwards, my Lord ; me thinkes you fayntly goe,
: Promos, ; i
O Syr, in my cafe your felfe would be as flowe.

Enter Caflandra, Polina, and one mayde.

Caffandra,
Aye me, alas! my hope is untimely.
Whetherigoes my good Lord ?
Pramos,
Sweete wife, to dye.
Caffandra.
O wretched wench, wheie may I firft complayne,
When heaven and earth agrees upon my payne ?
Propos.
This mone, good wife, for Chriftes fake, forfake ;
I, late refolv’d, through teare of death now quake;
Not fo much for my haynous finnes torepaft
As for the greefe that prefent thou doft taft.
£l Caffandra.,
Nay, T vile wretch, fhould moft agreeved be,
Before thy time, thy death which haftened have:
But (O fweete hufband) my faule forveve nece,
And, for amends, Ile helpe to fyll thy grave.
Prowmos,
Forgeve thee, ah ! nay, for my foule's releefe,
Forget, fweete wyfe, this thy mott suyltles greefe.
Marfball.
My Lord Promos, thefe playntes but move hir mone,
And your more greefe: it is bell you ware gone.
Good Maddame, way by lawe your Lord doth dye,
Wheretore make vercue of neceffity.

5

?
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Delay but workes your forrowes and our blames :
So that now, to the comfort of thefe dames,

And your wifdome, inforced we leave you.

My Lord Promos, byd your wife and friends adew.

) Promos.

Farewell, farewell ; be of good cheare, deare wy fe,
With joy for woe, {hati_ exchange this litec—
Andrugio's death, Polina forgeve mee.

Polina.
I doe, and pray the Lord to releeve yee.
Criﬁ’zﬂ{frﬂ. :

Yet ere we part, fweete hutband, let us k:sp t—

O, at his lyppes why fayleth nor my breath ?
Promos. s

Leave mone, {wete wife; I doedeferve this death,

Farewell, farewells

They all dipart, fiwe Polina, Calfandra, and ber awoman.

Caffandra.

My loving Lorde, farewell. ~
I hope, ere long, my foule with thine fhall dwell.
Palina. P
Now, good Madame, leave of this bootelefle griete,
Caffandra.
O Polina, {forrowe is my reliefe s
Wherfore, fweete wenche, belpe me to rue my Woc;
With me, vyle wretche, thy bytter plaintes beltowe,
To haften lyngring death who wanteth might
I fee, alone to fley the wretched wight.
Polina. X
Nay firft powre foorth your playntes to the powers (‘1!1«'{]15{1 o
When hate doth clowde all worldly grace whofe mereies Aty
do fhine.
Caflandra.
0, fo or no, thy motion doeth well,
Swan lyke in fong to towle my paffing bell.

G 4
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The Song of Caffandra,

Deare dames, divorfe your minds from joy, helpe to bewayle
my wo;

Condole with me whofe heavy fighs the pangs of death do
{hoe:

Rend heairs, fhed teares, pooré wench diftreft, to haft the
means to dye,

Whofe joye, annoy ; relicfe, whofe griefe hath fpoyl'd with
crueltie,

My brother flaine, my hufband, ah! at poynt to lofe ;his
head—

Why lyve I then unhappy wench, my fuckers being dead ?

O time, O ciyme, O caule, O lawes, that judgd them thus
to dye,

I blame you all, my fhame my thrall, you hate that harme-
lefle trye.

This ttagidy they have begun, conclude I wretched muft;
O welcome care, confume the thread thereto my life doth
trudt 2

Sound  bell, my knell; away delaie, and geve mee leave to

d}"C,
Left hope have fcope unto my hart, afrefh for ayde to flye,

Enter Ganio fometime Andrugio’s Boye,

Ganzo.
O fweete newes for Polina and Caffandra.
Aundrugio lyves.
Polina.
What doth poore Gario faye ?
: Ganio, .
Andrugio lyves and Proosis veprivd.
(.T‘.’{{/?EU?(!, rets
Vaine is thy hope, I fawe Andrugio dead.
b Ganio.
Well then, from death he is againe revyv'd,
Even nowe I fawe him 1o the marker {tead,

Polinds.
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Polina.
His wordes are {traunge.
Caffandra.
Too fweete, God wot, for true.
Ganio. :
I praye you, who are thefe here in your view s
: Caffandra,
The King. e
Gantio.
Who more ? ‘
Polina,
0, I fee Andrrgio.
Caffandra.
And I, my Lorde Promos; adue forrowe.

Enter the King, Andrugio, Promos, Ulrico, the Marfhalls

Polina.
My oood Lrdrugio! :
%8 g Andrugios
My fweete Polina !
: Caffandra. .
Lyves Andrugio; welcome fweete brother,
Andrugio.
Caffandra!
. Caffandra.
1. .
Andrugio.
Howe fares my deare fyiter ?n
King.
Andrugio, you fhall have more leyiure
To grecte one another : it is our pleafure
"That you forthwith, your fortunes here declare,
And by what meanes you thus preferved weare.
Andrugio. :
My faulte through love, and judgment for my faulte,
Lorde Promos wronges unto my fifter done; i
My death fuppofde, dread King, wete vaine to tell,

 Caffandra heare thofe dealings all hath fhowne:
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The reft are thefe.
When I fhould dye, the Gayler mov’d to ruth
Buclird to mee what Promos pleafure was ;
Amaz’d wherat, I tolde him.all the trueth,
Y hat betwene Caffandra and him dyd paffe,
He mach agriev’d Lorde Promos guylt to heare
Was verie lot' e, mee (wofull mau) to harme :
At length, juft God, to fet me (wretched) cleare,
Wich this defence his wylling minde dyd arme.
‘Fiwo dayes afore, to death were divers done,
For teverall faultes by them committed ;
So that of them he tooke the head fro
And o Caflandra the fame prefented,
Afhrming it to be lier brother’s head.
Which dune, by night he lent me poit away ;
Noue but fuppoled rhat I indeede was dead,
When as in trueth in unceuth hauntes I laye,
In fine, a Clowne came, peaking through the wood
Whenn I lyvd, your Graces being here,
And Propws death by whom I underftood :
Glad of which newes, howe fo 1 lyv'd in feare,
1 ventured to fee his wretched fall,
To free fulpect, yet fhraun ger lyke arayde,
1 hether came: bult loe the inwarde thrall
Of Caffandra the hate o fore difinayde,
Which I conceyved agayn{tmy brother. Prosos,
That loe I chews’d to yeeld myfelf to death
To fet him free; for otherwyle I knew
His death ere long would fure have {ftopt ber breath,
Loe gratious King, in breefe 1 have here fhowne
Such advenrures as wretched 1 have pait,
Befeeching you with grace to thinke upon
The wight that wayles his follyes at the laft,
Kong.

A ftrange difcourfe as ftrangely come to light;
God’s pleafure is that thou {houldft pardon’d be':
To {alve the fault thou with Polina mad’it,
But marry her, and heare I fet thee fice.

11 one,

Andrugio.
Moft gratious Prince, therero 1 gladly gree,
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-Pafz':m. s
wa! the happve(t newes of all for thec.
- Polina 1appy o

i i i my joye to match
Moft gratious King, with thefe my joye 5

{ Ll >l bz L i—€|
- Vouchfafe to geye my dampned hufbande ly

King.
- Lk =¥ X '- fc
If I doo fo, let him thanke thee, his wite.
]
Caffandra, I have noted thy diftrefie, ;
Thy vertues eke, from fir{t unto _the laft;
And olad I am, without offence it lyes
In mg to cafe thy griefe and ht_?:mucs.
Andrugio fav’d the juel of thy joye, ]
And for thy fake I pardon Promos faulte: b
Yea let them both thy vertues rare cc(;mslncn {:,-‘
i i is delyght doth ende.
In that their woes with this delyght doth
Company.
Cod preferve your Majeftie. :
: Pronos. - .
Caffandra, howe fhall I dl_{cll:-\rge thy due:
(,'a_/;mnfrrz.
I dyd but whata wife fhould do for you.
King,
: € 7 woulde
Well, fince all partes are plc:*aiui 19 fl}e; lde,
Before I parte, yet, Promos, this to t ?;‘,;1 flles
Henceforth, forethinke of thy forepatled faultes,
And meafure grace with Juftice evermore.
Unto the poorc have evermore an eye, o
And let not might out countenaunce their right.
& = Z = ]L
Thy ofticers trult not in every rale, R
In-iheil{: when they are meanes in ftrifes and futcs{.
’ iuit. ver coy ay m corrupt;
Though thou be jutt, yet coyne maye t.hc I
And if by them thou doft imjuttice fho_.i‘crf e
Tys thou fhalt beare the burden of their faultes.
Be loving to good Caffandra thy wite,
And friendlie to thy brother 4”(!?-?'?9,[
Whom 1 commaund as faythiull forto -}?,
To thee, as belecemes the duery of a bmtcn, %
: TR e
And now agayne 1h}r go h‘.‘nmf.,nt TECeVVE ;
Injoye 1t fo as thou in _juftice joye. A8 e
If thou be wyle, thy fall maye make thee ryies

.
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"The loft fheepe founde, for jo
e the fes

Well; here an ende of 3my aév{fe I mai:_'ﬁ i
As I have fayde, be good unto the poore,
And juflice joyne with mercie evermore, . -

e Promos, '

ratious King, T wyll not fayle m

fa thefe preceptes to Tollowe your l};ché-aﬁ.beﬁ?

G. WaETsToNE,
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The PRINTER tothe READ

TH E avriter hereof (loving Readers) having diverfe of this

Pocties Comedies Englifbed, for the wfe and delight of b's pre-
vate friends, who in Llautus ove awords are not able to underffand
then : I hawve prevailed. [o Jar with bint as.to let this one go jor=
ther abroad, for a publike recreation and delight to all thofé, t0aE
affeét the divenfe forts of bookes comptled in thrs kind, avberof (i
a2 i/"mw.".\;"r’agfﬁxz! ) in harmicffe wmirth and g!rﬁ:l‘i’ﬁ‘r_’ﬂi‘ of fine conceil, 1 #re
moft of them come far fhore of this. And alihough I fonnd i
wery loath and wnwiliing to hazard this to the curiows wieaw of ci-
Wious detraftion, (being as bé tels mee) aeither [o exaclly sVritien,
as it may carry any naie of a Tranflition, nor Juch libertie therin
ufed, as that he wounld notorion/ly warie From the Poets oone orders
et fith it is oncly a matter of merimeat, and the lide alleration
theraf, can broede no detriment of importance, I bave over-rt [de
bim [o farre, astolet this be offred to your curtcois acceplaince,
and if you [ball app:’m:dc bis Litle labaur heerving 1 doubt not brs
he will endevour to oratifie yow with fome of the refl better Juboured,
and more curioufly pollifbcd.

Farezvell.

* 1 i - -
Where you finde this marke, the Poets conceit 1s fome-
what altred, by oceafion cither of the time, the country, o e
plhirafe J ’ :
blurdie. _




THE ARGUMEN T.

® T O twinborne fonnes, a Sicill marchant had,
Menechmus one, and Soficles the other

The firft his fatker loft @ litle lad,

The Grandfire namde the latter like bis brother.
This (growne a man) long travell tooke to féeke
His Brother, and to Epidamnum cane,

Where th’other duwelt inricht, and bim [0 Like,

That Citizens there take bim for the fame :

Father, wife, neighbours, each miftaking eithers
Much pleafant errery ere they meete togither.

A pleafant

BEEEREEIPEE SIS I AR SRS
B i G B B AR B B R B

A pl-é-ﬂﬁm andifing concifed
STy o R R T s s o
CALLED |
M E N EC H IFPPU'S,

Taken out of the moft excellent

ploln T RYL U TS

ACT. L. S€ENEL
i wier Peniculus: @ Pm‘zy’f!e.

ENICULUS was given mee for my name when I was
yong, bicaufe like a broome I fwept all cleane away,
Where fo ere 1 become: Namely all the vittels which are
fer before mee. Now in my judgement, men that clap iron
bolts on fuch captives as they would keepe fafe, and tie
thofe fervants in chainés, who they thinke will run away,
they commit an exceeding great folly : my reafou is, thefe
poore wretches enduring one miferie upon an other, never
ceale devifing how by wrenching afunder their gives, or by
fome fubtiltie or other they may efcape fuch curfed bands.
If then ye would keep a man without all fufpition of running
away from ye, the fureft way is to tic him with meate, drinke
and eafe: Let him ever be idle, eate his belly full, and
. H caroufe
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caroufe while his fkin will hold, and he fhall .never, I warrant
ye, flir a foote, Thefe ftrings to tie one by the teeth, paflc
all the bands of iron, fteele, or what metall {o ever, for the
more flack and eafie ye make them, the fafter ftill they tie
the partic which is in them. T fpeake this upon experierce
of my felfe, who am now going for Menechmus, there wil-
lingly to be tied to his good cheare: he is commonly fo ex-
ceeding bountifull and liberall in his fare, as no marveyle
though fuch gueftes as my felfe be drawne to his table, and
tyed there in his difhes. Now becaufe I have lately bene a
ftraunger there, I meane to vifite him at dinner: for my
ftomacke mee-thinkes even thrufls me into the fetters of his
daintie fare. But yonder I fee his doore open, and himfelfe
readic to come foorth,

5 C.E N E II.

Enter Menechmus talking backe to bis wife within,

If ye were not fuch.a brabling foole and mad-braine fcold
as yee are, yee would never thus croffe your hufbande in all
his ations. ’Tis no matter, ler her lerve. me thus once
motre, Ile fend her home to her dad with a vengeance, I can
never go foorth a doores, but fhee afketh mee whither I g0 ¢
what I'do ? what bufines ? what I fetch ? what I carry ¢ * As
though fhe were a Conftable or a Toll-gatherer. I hayve
pamperd her too much: fhe hath fervants about her, wooll,
flax, and all things neceffary to bufic her withall, yet fhe
watcheth and wondreth whither I go. Well fith it is fo, fhe
fhall now have fome caufe, I mean to dine this day abroad
with a fweet friend of mine.

Peniculus.

Yea marry now comes hee to the point that ‘prickes mes
this laft {fpecch gaules mee as much as it would doo his wife;
If he dine not at home, I am dreft.

DMenechnius,
We that have I.oves abroad, and wives at home, are

miferably hampred, yet would every man could tame his:

fhrewe as well as I doo mine, I'have now filcht away a fing
ryding
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tyding cloake of my wives, which I meane to beflow ul:_tolrln
one that I love better. , Nay, if fhe be (o warie and watchtu
over me, I count it an almes deed to deceive her.
Peniculus,
Come, what fhare have I in that fame ?
\ Menechmus.,
Out alas, I am taken,
Pf!f(('zéfﬂf. ]
True, but by your friend.
Menechmuss
What, mine owne Peniculus?
; Peniculus.
Yours (i’faith) bodie and goods if I had any,
Menechnus.
Why thou haft a bodie.
Peniculus.
Yea, but neither goods nor good bodie.
Menechmus. :
Thou couldft never come fitter in all thy life.
Peniculus. o 9
Tufh, I ever do fo to_my friends, I kno‘:v how to ¢
alwaics in the nicke, Where dine ye to-day
Menechmius.
Ile tell thee of a notable pranke.
Peniculus. g s
What did the Cooke marre your meate in the drefling:
would I might fee the reverfion.
: Menechmuse 1 I
Tell me didft thou fee a picture, how Fupiters fjag e {natc
away Ganimede, or how Peuus ftole away Adgnis
Peniculus. s
Often, but what care I for fhadowes, I want fubltance.
Menechmus. = ?
Looke thee here, looke not I like fuch a picture
Peniculus.
O ho, what cloake have ye got here ?
Mencchmus.
Prethee fay I am now a brave fellows
Peniculus

Il we dine? :
But heatke ye, where {}? zw Menehoicss
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_ Menechmaus.
Tufh, fay as I bid thee man,
Penicalus.
Out of doubt ye are a fine man.
.ﬂffﬂ‘iﬂ'i'l)h‘a’ HFe
What ? canft adde nothing of ‘thine owne 2
Peiiiculus.
Ye are a moft pleafant gentleman.
Meneehnius,
On yet,
Peniculus.
Nay not a word more, unlefie’ ye tell mee how
your wife be fallen out.
Meneehmus.
Nay I have a greater fecret then that to impait to yous,
Peniculys, T o

you

Say your minde.
Menechmus.
Come farther this way from my houfe.
" Peniculys.
So, let me heare. _
i L5 Meneehmus.

Nay farther yet.

Peniculus.

I warrant ye man,

. * Menechmus,
Nay yet farther.
Tt o Peniculus.

Tis pittic ye were not made a water-man to row in @
wherry.
: Menechmus.
Why ? :

. Penlcnlus.

Becaufe ye go one way, and looke an other, ftil lealt your
wife fhould follow ye. But what's the matter, Ift not almoft
dinner time ?

Menechmus,
Secft thou this cloake 2

Peniculuse
Not yet. Well what of it 2

" Blenechmise
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; Mezechmuss
This fame I meane to give to Erotiun.
Peniculs.
That'’s well, but what of all this?
- Mencotimusa
There I meane to have a delicious dinner prepard for her
and me. :
Penicnlus.
And me. _
DMesnechmuse
And thee. ¢
Penzeulis. = p
O fweet word. What, fhall 1 knock prefently at her doore !
WMenechnits.
I knocke. Bt ftale too Peniculus, let’s not be too rafh.
Oh fee fliee s in good time comming torth.
Peniculus. ;
Ah, he now lookes againft the dun, how her beames dazel
his eyes,

Enter Erotiuni,

Erotium.
What mine owne Mencchnus, welcome fwezte heart.
Peniculuse

And what am I, welcome too *

} Erotiun, .

You Sir? ye are out of the number of my welcome gusflss

* Peniculus.
I am like a voluntary fouldier, out of paic.
TWenechmiuss -

Erotium, 1 have determined that here fhal be pitcht a ﬁf:ld
this day ; we meane to dnnke for the heavens: And which
of us performes the bravelt fervice at his weopon the Raliag
boll, yourfelfe as captaine fhall paie him his wages accord-
ing to his deferts.

Erotiui,
Agreed.
Popiculus. )
I would we had the weapons, ror my valour pricks me to
the battaile.

H 3 Menechmuse
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Menechmus.,
Shall T tell thee {weete moufe? I never looke upon thee,
but I am quite out of love with my wife.
Erotizm,
Yet yee cannot chufe, but yee muft fill weare fomething
of hers:  what’s this fame ?
Menechmus,

This ? fuch a fpoyle (fweete heart) as I tooke from her to

put on thee,
. Erotium,

Mine owne Mencchmus, well woorthie to be my deare, of all
deareft. Yo :

A J Peniculus. i
_pr fhe thowes her felfe in her likenefle, when fhee findes
him in the giving vaine, fhe drawes clofe to him.
Menechmus.

I thinke Hercules got not the garter from Hypolita {o hardly,
35 I got this from my wife. Take this, and with the fame,
take my heart. ;

Peniculus,

Thus they muft do that are right lovers: efpecially, if they

mean to be beggers with any fpeed.
Menechmus.
I bought this {fame of late for my wife, it ftood mee (I
thinke) 1n fome ten pound.
Penicplus,

There’s tenne pounde beftowed verie thriftily.
Menechmus.,

But knowe yee what I woulde have yee dog?

: Erotium,

It fhall bee done, your dinner fhall be readie,
* Menechmus.

Leta good dinner be made for us three. Harke ye, fome
oylters, a mary-bone pie or two, fome artichockes, and potatg
rootes, let our othex dithes be as you pleafe.

Erotium,

You fhall Sir.

Menechnius.

I have a little bufinefle in this Cittie, by that time dinnef
will be prepared. Farewell till then, fwecte Erotinm;, Come
LPeniculus.

Peniculto
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Peniculus. .
Nay I meane to follow yee: I will fooner leefe my life,
then fight of you till this dinner be done,
Erotiune. ;
Who’s there ? Call me Cylindrns the Cooke hither,

[ Exeunt,

Enter C}".?ndrus.

Oylindrus, take this hand-baiket, and heere, there’s ten fhil-
lings, is there not ?
= Cylindruse

Tis fo miftrefle. :

LErotiunt.

Buy me of all the daintieft meates ye can get, ye know
what T meanc: foas three may dine paffing well, and yet no
more then inough. .

(j!fmd?‘-tc‘.r.

What guefts have ye to day miftreffe ?
Erotium.

Here will be Menechmus and his Parafite, and myfelfe.
Cylindruse

That’s ten perfons in all. _
Erotiunty

How many ?

Cylindrus. ) y

Ten, for I warrant you that Parafitc may ftand for cight at
his vittels.

Erotium. ) 1

Go difpatch as I bid you, and looke ye returnc with all {peed.

o e Cylindrus. . ' >

{ will have all readie with a triggs [ Exeunty
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ACT . SCENE I

Fnter Menechmus Soficles Meffenio Ais Jervant, and fome
: T iR T L

Menechmys.

SURELY Meffenio, 1 thinke Sea-fairers never take fo
comfortable a joy in' a

ny thing as when they have been
long toft and turmoyld in the wide feas, they hap at laft to ken
land. Wi ‘ i : . *
: Me(Fenio,

Ile be fworn, I fhuld not be gladder to fe
of mine owne, then'T have bene at fuch a {
wherfore are we now come to Lpidamnun 2
to fee cverie Towne that we hedre off?

: DMenechnus.,

Till T finde my brother,

trig in all places. -

¢ a whole Country
ight. * But I pray,
muft we needs g0

all Townes are alike to me : I muft

Meflentp.,

Why then let’s even as long as wee live feeke your brother:
fix yeares now have we roamde about thus, 7fria, Hifpanza,
Maflylia, Ilyria, all the upper fea, all high Gyecce, all Haven
Towns in Ztaly.” I think if we had fought a needle all this

time, we muft neéds have found it, had it bene above ground.

It cannot be that he is alive ; and to feek a dead man. thus

among the living, what folly is it ?
Lt Menechmus.
Yea, could I but once find any m:
forme me of his death, I were fati

defift {cekin
it goes,

i that could certainly en-
sfied ; otherwife I can never
g: Litle knoweft thou IMe/Jerio how neare my heart

J'Wrﬁxzfo.
This is walhing of a Blackamore. Faith let’s goe home,
unlefle ye meane we {hould write-a ftorie of our travaile,
} : : ¢ Mencchmuse
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Menechmus. :

Sirra, no more of thefe {fawcie fpeeches, I perceive I muft
teach ye how to ferve me, not to }-ule me.

I ﬁfl—"ﬁmﬂ. ; _

1, fo, now it appeares what it is 0 be a ft‘;‘va}q.h IW”eif{
muft fpeake my confcience. Do ye Leare fir? Fait : my
tell ye one thing, when Tlooke into the leanc cﬁ.atcloh}lc;q;;
purfe, and confider adviledly of your decayng ftocke, I hold it
verie needful to be drawing homeward, left in .lmokln_g Ef?rllr
brolher,'we quite lofe aprt_;z!vels. Ept' lhis_aﬂme ?(’Olll elfe,
this Towne Epidamnumn, is a place of OmmglOLIIS s:{penc?,ﬂex-f
ceeding in all ryor and lafq:mouﬁzeille: and (.;[ 1(ejarc) as uh (;
Ribaulds, Parafitcs, Drunkards, Laﬂtchﬁpol‘ea., g Qn.)'r-ca‘tc-e-i;,
and Sycophants, as it can hold. "Then for }ligllaa;;?,_w f{
here’s “the curranteft ftamp of them in the world. ‘elmu
not thinke here to fcape with as light coft as in other places.
The verie name fhews the nature, no man comes hither fize
danino. Rl

Menechmuss v :

Yee fay very well indeed: give mee my Pu;;"'e into mine

owne keeping, becaufe T will fo be the fafer, fiue danmino.

: N Meffento.

Why Sir 2 '
Menechmus, ) :

Becaufe I feare you wil be bufie among the C}zruz:}-ns,bard
fo be cozened of it: then fhould I take great paines in eI:I-
bouring your fhoulders. So to avoid both thefe harms, Iie
keep it my felfe. '
/ DMenechmus,
I pray do fo Sir : all the better.

Enter Cylindrus.

* I have tickling geare he_re yfaith for t11§:{|‘ df"!“ffli:ng;
grieves me to the heart'to think “how. that (_:mnmljpl But
Leniculus muft have his fhare in thefc_ daintie e fi
what ? Is Menechmus come alreadie, bt_ﬂore 1 could .c_om’c C;ﬁ;‘;
the market? Menechmus, how do yg Sip? how hapsitye
.fo foone y el 2 Menechmus.
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- Menechmus,

God a mercy my good friend, doeft thou know mee 2

Cylindras.
Know ye? no not I. Where’s mouldichappes that muft
dine with ye? A murrin on his manners.
Menechmus,
Whom meaneft thau, good fellow 2
Cylindrus,

Why Peniculus worthip, that whorfon lick-trencher, your
parafiticall atiendant. '
j Menechmus.

What Peniculus 2 what attendant ? my attendant? Surely
this fellow is mad,

DMeffenio,

Did I not tell ye what cony-catching villaines you fhould
finde here?

Cylindrus.

BMenechmus, harke ye Sir, ye come too foone backe againe to
dinner, I am but returned from the market,

DMenechmus.

Fellow, here thou fhalt have money of me, goe get the Prieft
to facrifice for thee. I know thou art mad, els thou wouldft
never ufe a ftranger thus.

Cylindrus.

Alas fir, Gyilindrus was wont to be no ftranger to you.
Know ye not Cylindrus?

Merechmus.

Gylindrus, or Coliendrus, or what the divell thou art, I know
not, neither do I carc to know:.

Cylindrus,
1 know you to be Minechnus,
Menechmus.

Thou fhouldft be in thy wits, in that thou nameft me fa

right ; but tell me, where haft thou knowne me?
! Cylindrus.

Where? even here, where ye firft fell in love with my mif-

treflc Erotium,
: Menechmus.
I neither have Tover, neither knowe I who thou art,

Cylindruse
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Cylindrus.
Know ye not who I am? who fills your cup and drefles

>

our meat at our houfe? ‘
7 3 Meffenio. 1
" \What a flave is this ? that I had fomewhat to breake the

Rafcals pate withals

DMenechmus. : Lo
At your houfe, when as I never came in Epidamnam till this

il Cylindrus, .

Ch that’s true. Do ye not dwell in yonder houfes

| Menechmus.

Foule fhame light upon them that dwell there, for my part.
P i Cylindrus, | y

Queftionlefle, he is mad indeede, to curfe himfclfe thus.

Harke ve MMenechmns.
N Menechmus.

What faift thou ?
pap Cylindrus. i L

If I may advife ye, ye fhall beftow this money thlcd u}bt
ofired me, upon a facrifice for your felfc: for out of doubt
you are mad that curfe your felfe.
& Meffenio. S

What a verlet art thou to trouble us thus ¢

Cylindrus. g el

Tufli, he will many times jeit with me thus. Yet when 1

wife is not by, 'tis a ridiculous jeft.
& Menechmuse
Whats that ?
Cylindrus. : .
This I fay. Thinke ye I have brought meate li?llclig o0
three of you ? If not, Ile fetche more for you and y
wenchj and fnatcheruft your Parafite.
\ Menechmus.
What wenches? what Parafites ¢
e ft by all this
Villaine, Ile make thee tcll me what thou meanell by
talke ?
| Cylindrus,
Away Jack Napes, I fay nothing tot
not, I fpeake to hum that I knows

hee, fof I know thee

Mencchimuse
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Menechnus.,

Out, drunken foole, without doubt thou art out of thy wits,

Cylindrus, &

That you fhall fee by the drefling of ycur meat. Go, go,
ye were better to go in and finde formewhat to do there, whiles
ﬁour dinner is making readie. Ilc tell my miftrefle ye be

ere. :
Menechmus,
Is he gone ? Meffénio I thinke uppon thy words alreadie.
CfEFILO,
Tufh marke I pray. . Ile laie fortie pound here dwels fome
Curtizan to whom this fellow belongs.
Mencehnus.
But I wonder how he knowes my name.
Mejfenio,

Oh Tle tell yee. Thefe Courtizans affoone 4s anie ftraunge
fhippe arriveth at the Haven, they fende a boye or a wench to
enquire what they be, what their names be, whence they come,
wherefore they come, &c. If they can by any meanes ftrike
acquaintance with him, or allure him to their houfes, he is
theirowne. We are here in a tickle place maifter; tis beft to
be circumipect,

Menechmus.

I miflike not thy counfaile Me/fnio,

. Meffenio.

I, but follow it then, Solt, here comes fomebodie forth.
Here firs, Marriners, keep this fame amongft you,

Enter Erotium.

, Letthe doore ftand fo.  Away, it fhall not be fhut. Make

hafte within there ho : Maydes looke that all things be readie.

Cover the boord, put fire under the pes fuming pannes : let
all things be very handfome. \Where is hee that Cylindrus
fayd {tood without here? Oh what meane you fweet heart,
that ye come not in ¢ I truft you thinke yourfelfe more wel-
come to this houfe then to your owne, and great reafon why
you fhould do fo. Your dinner and all things aie readie as
you willed. Will ye go fit downe ?

) Menechmuse

I
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Menechsmnus.
Whom doth this woman {peake to ?
Brotivm,
Even to you Sir: to whom elfe fhould I fpeake 2
.ﬂ;ﬂ”?f:";'.-'}."??i AT
Gentlewoman, ye are a {traunger to me, and I marvell at
your {peeches.
Lrotiunm
Yea Sir, but fuch a ftraunger, as I acknowledge ye for my
beft and deareft friend, and well you have deferved it.
Mencchinus.
Surely Me/fenio, this woman is alfo mad or drunke, that
ufeth all this kindnefle to me uppon fo {mall acquaintance.
Meflenio
Tufh, did not T tell ye right? thefe be but leaves that fall
upon you now, in comparifon of the trees that wil tumble
on your necke fhortly. Itold ye, here were filver tong’de
hacfters. But let me talke with her a litle. Gentlewoman,
what acquaintance have you with this man ? where have you
fecne him ?
Erotiunt.
Where he fawe me, here in Epidannum.
Meffeaio. o
In Epidamnum ? who never till chis day fet his foete within
the towne ?
. Erotium. .
Go, go, flowting Jack. Menechmus what need all this?
I pray go in.
=l Menechmuse
She alfo calls me by my name.
Meffenio.

She fmels your purfe.

Menechmus.

Meffenio; come hither: here take my purfe. Ile know
whether fhe aime at me or my purfe, ere I go.

Ervotiynt,
Will ye go in to dinner, Sir?
Menechmus. )

A good motion ; yea, and thanks with all my heart.

Lirotinm,
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Erotium.

Never thanke me for that which you commaunded to be
provided for yourfelfe.

, Mencchmus.,

That I commaunded ?

Erotium,

Yea for you and your Parafite.

Menechmus.

My Parafite ?

Erotium.

Peniculus, who came with you this morning, when you
brought me the cloake which you got from your wife.

Menechmus.
A cloake that I brought you, which I got from my wife ?
Erotium.
Tufh, what needeth all this jefting ? Pray leave off.
Menechmus.

Jeft or earneft, this I tell ye for a truth, I never had wife,
neither have I; nor never was in this place till this inftant;
for only thus farre am I com¢, fince I brake my faft in the
fhip.

LErotiym,

What fhip do ye tell me off ?

* Meffento,

Marry Ile tell ye: an old rotten weather-beaten fhip,
we have failed up and downe in thefe fixe yeares. It
time to be going homewards thinke ye ?

= FErotium,

Come, come, Menechmus, 1 pray leave this fporting and
go in,

Menechmus.

Well Gentlewoman, the truth 1s, you miftake my perfon ;
it is fome other you looke for.

Erotium.

Why, thinke ye I know Y& not to be Mc;zcc'bmm, the folll‘lfi
of Mofchus, and have heard ye fay, ye were borne at Siracu/is
where Agathocks did raigne;; then Pythia, then Lipare, and
now Hiero,

(=]

DMenechmusy

All this is true,

_Mrﬁm'a.
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Meffenia,
Either fhee is a witch, or elfe fhee hath dwelt there and
knew ye there.
Menechmus.
1l¢ go in with her, Meffnio, Tle fce further of this matter.
Me[lenio,
Ye are caft away then.
Menechuius,

Why fo? I warrant thee, T can lofe nothing ; fomething I
fhall gaine, perhaps a good lodging during my abode here.
Ile diffemble with her an other while. Nowe when you
pleafe let us go in. 1 made ftraunge with you, becaufe of
this fellow here, leaft he fhould tell my wife of the cloake
which I gave you.

Erotium.
Will ye ftaie any longer for your Peniculzs, your Parafite ?
g Menechmus. r
Not I, Ile neither ftaie for him, nor have him let come in,
if he do come.
Erotium.
All the better. But Sir, will ye doo one thing for me ?
Menechmus.

What is that?

Frotiuzm. J

'To beare that cloake which you gave me to the Diars, to
have it new trimd and altred.

Menechmus. s

Yea that will be well, fo my wife fhall not know it. Let
mee have it with mee after dinner. I will but {peake a word
or two with this fellowe, then Ile follow ye in. Ho, Mffénio,
come afidle. Goe and provide for thyfelfe and thefe fhip
boyes in fome inne; then looke that atter dinner you come
hither for me,

Meffenios
Ah maifter, will yee be conycatcht thus wilfully 2
BMenechmus,
Peace foolifh knave, feeft thon not what a for fhe is; L
thall coozen her I warrant thee.
Me(lonios
Ay Maifter.
it ' Menechmus.
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: Mencchmas,
Wilt thou be gone? {’m*.. i
* Meffenio
See, fee, (he hath him fafe i -ou' h ' ' '
, fee, i afe inough now. Tl "
:gg‘:z;pec% a kk:mtircth Pyrates hands at fea; and néﬁs 011112 1}:2([{11
ser hat ‘ded Bitm 2 -1 ' s
fcllowes:l ourded him at firft encounter. Comeé away
LRk Rl B R R R R B B R
A €T B
- | . Enter Peniculus,
TWENTIE yeares I thinke and miore, have I plade the

knave, yet never playd I the foolifh knave as I havé done .

this moming. I follow Menechmus, and he goes to the Hall
.whlere Now Ihff Seflions are holden ; there thruftine oulr féh-?cs'
into the preafe of people, when I wds in midft of all the
throng, ke gave me the flip, that I could never more Terere
on him, and I d'iarc fweare, came directly to dinner Th’lr}f
would he that firft devifed thefe Seflions were .han ’:.i al 1( all
that ever came of him, ’tis {uch a hinderance tg r;; ; l":t
have belly bufinefles in hand. If 2 man be not th s tll
call, they amearce him with a vengeance. Men f.;r}‘]e_tatlwlt
nothing elfe to do, that do neither bid anie man ; '1:
th_emﬁ:lves bidden to dinner, fuch fhould come to "13{‘ nc; :
we that have thefe matters to looke too. - If it v're:; ;‘Udf }‘jﬂ?d"
not thus loft my dinnef this day; which I thifike.in 1?‘,' u.]rn
feience he did even purpofely couzen me off, Yet Il']?ne'me
to go fee. If I can but light upon the reverfion, I ma er-
haps get my penny-worthes: But how now 2 s this }‘1/?’;';:133:#5‘
zus comming away from thence ! Dinner done, and all dif~
pacht 2 ‘What execrable luck have I 2 "

Enter Menechmus tle Travailer!

Iielﬁla?:é Iit""j_fmf;f \cé itdﬂzr\ll be done as ye would, i
{1 € 0 gltere an tl’im’d ANEW th'lf - }
i : . & 1t {h: N0
meanés be knowne againe, ; that it fhall by 1

Peniculuse
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.P niculus,

He carries the cloake to the Dyars, dinner done, the wine
drunke up, the Parafite fhut out of doores. Welly lét me live
no longer, but lle revenge this injurious mockerie. But firft
Ile harken awhile what he faith.

Menechmus,

Good goddes, who-ever had- fuch lucke as I? Such cheare,
fuch a dinner; fuch kinde entertainment 2. And for a farewell,
this cloake which I meane fhall go with me.

B Peniculus.

He fpeakes fo {oftly, I cannot heare what he faith. I am
fure he is now fowting at me for the lofle of my dinner.

Menechmus. _

She tcls me how I gave it her, and ftole it from my wife.
When I perceived fhe was in an error, tho I knew not how,
I began to foothe her, and to fay every thing as fhe faid.
Meane while, I far'd well, and that at fre¢ cofte ¥

Peniculus,

Well, I'le go talk with him.

_ Menechmus.

Who is this fame that comes to me ?

Peniculus.

0, well met fickle-braine, falfe and treacherous dealer,
craftie and unjuft promife-breaker. How have I_'dclcrvcd,
you fhould fo give me the flip, come before, and difpatch. the
dinner, deale fo badly with him that hath reverenft ye like

a fonne?
Menechmuse

Good fellow what meanelt thou by t
not on mee, unlefle thou intendit to rece
Peniculus. .
I have received the injury (fure I.am) alreadie.
: Menechnius.
Prethee tell me, what is thy name P
Peniculus.
Well, well mock on Sir, mock on;
name ?

hefe {peeches 5 Raile
ive a Railers hire.

doo ye not know my

Menechmiuse
In troth T never fawe thee in all my life,
know thee.

milch lefle do I

I ' Peniculus,
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Penienlus.
Awake, Meneclmus, awake ; ye overfleepe your felfe.
Menechmus,
I am awake, I know what I fay.
Peniculns,
Know you not Peniculus 2
_ Menechmus.
72 efxz'fz;bz.f, or Pedfmfm, 1 know thiee not,
Peniculus,

Did ye fi'ch a cloake from your wife this mornfrg, and

bring it hither to Erotinm 2
Menechnus.
Neither have. I wife, neither gave Lmy cloake to Zrosiunm,
neither filcht I any from any bodie.
Peniculus.
Will ye denie that which you did in my company #
Menechmus.
Wilt thou fay I have done this in thy company 2
Peniculus.
Will T fay it? yea I will ftand to it.
* Menechmus,
. Away fithie mad drivell away; I will talke no longer
with thee. '
Peniculus,

Not a wotld of men fhall ftaie me, but Ile go tell his wife
of all the whole matter, fith he is at this point with me. I
will make this fame as unbleft a dinner as ever he eate,

' WMenechmaus,

It makes mee wonder, to fee how every one that mectes me
cawilsP thus with me. Wherefore comes foorth the mayd
ROW ?

Enter Ancilla, Ecotium's mayd.

Menechmus, my miftrefle commends her hartily to you, and
feeing you goe that way to the Dyars, fhe alfo defireth you
to take this chaine with you, and put it to mending at the
Goldimythes, fhe would have two or three ounces of gold
moie in it, and the fafhion amended.

DMenechmus,
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Menechmus.
Either this or any thing elfe within my power, tell her, I
am readie to accomplith.
Ancilla.
Do ye know this chaine, Sir ?
Menechuruss
Yea I know it to be gold.
Ancilla, L
This is the fame you once tooke out of your wives cafkets
Menechmiuss

idI?
Thhe/Pis Ancilla,

Have you forgotten ?
' Menechmuss

never did it.
R Acilla.
Give it me againe thens
Menechmuse -
Tarry - ves I remember it: ’tis it I gave your miiires.
e Ancillas
Oh, are you advifed?
Menechnuss i gy
Where are the bracelets that I gave her likewile?
Ancilla.
1 never knew of anie.
Menechmus.
Faith, when I gave this, I gave them too.
Anctlla.
Well Sit, Ile tell her this fhall be done ?

Menechmus.,

1, 1, tell her fo, fhe fhall have the cloake and this both
togither, :

Ancilla. : 1
I pray, Menechmus but a litle jewell for my eare to making
for me: ye know I am alwaies readie to pleafure you.
: Menechmus. L
I will, give me the golde, Ile paie for the workemanfhip.
Apncilla.

: ) aie it ye againe.
Laie out for me; Ile p Iz Yo =s Menechmns,
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_ Menechmus,
Alas T have none now.
Ancilla,
When you have, will ye?
Meneehmus.
Goe bid your miltrefle make no.doubt of thefe.

T will.

I warrant her, Ile make the beit/hand T can of ‘them. Is'the -

gone ! Doo not all the Gods confpire to loade mee with
good lucke? well I fee tis high time to'ger mee out of thefe
coafts, leaft all thefe matters fhould be lewd devifes to. draw
me into fome frare. There fhall my garland lie, becaufe if
they feeke me, they may thinke Iam gone that way. . *1I

wil now goe fee if I can finde my man Meffenio, that I may
tell him how I have fped.

A S AT W

A CIETCIVG

Enter Mulier, the Wife of Menechmus the Citizen
Peniculus.

DMulier.
THINKES he I will be made fuch a fot, andto be Tl

his drudge, while he prowles and purloynes all that I have,
to give his Trulles ?

5 and

Peniculus.

Nay hold your peace, wee’ll catch him in the nicke.
This way he came, in his® garland forfooth, bearing the
cloake to the Dyars. And fee I pray, where the garland-lyes;
this way he is gone. See, fee, where he comes. againe withs
out the cloake, '

' Mulier.

What fhall I now do?

A Penicnlns,:
What 2 that which ye ever do;

bayt him for life.
Dduliers

Surel-y d think it beft fo.

Peniculuis
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Peniculuss -
Stay, wee will ftand afide a little 5+ ye: fhall catch’ himn
unawares.

Enrer Menechmus the Citizen.

Menechmus..

Tt would make a man at his wittes end, to fee how brab-
bling caufes are handled yonder at the Court. 1If a p.r})}orle
man never fo honeflt, haye a matter come to be fean L_l there
is he outfaftc, and overlaide with countenance : if a rich
man never fo vile a wretch, come fo fpeake, there they are
all readie to favour his caufe. What ‘with facing ou(tq_bad
caufes for the oppreflors, and patromZzing fome thi't actions
for the wronged, the Lawyers they pocket up a}l}l t 11 giaxlnc‘:
For mine owne: part, I.come not away €mptic, tI 'ougl 1(:11_11;
bene kept long againft my will : for ts}kmg n 1cllEltt to il
patch a matter this morning for one of my acquaintaunc ,{
was no fooner entered into it, but his ac;verlar:e_s‘laltdﬁ. o
hard unto his charge, and brought fuch matter agmn_il im,
that do what I could, I could not winde my .fclfe out nohv‘w;
1 am fove afrayd Erotium thlinks much un%{mdnes__én -mitﬂ::;
I ftaid fo long; yet fhe will not be angry cenlidering

ift I oave her to day.

e Laaisher e o8 Peniculuse
How thinke ye by that? _
Mulier.
T thinke him a moft vile wretch thus te abufe me.
NMenechrius.

1 will hie me thither.

Mulser. :

Yea go pilferer, goe with fhame inough; no bodie fees your
lewd dealings and vile theeverys

ﬁ-f{‘?fc?c'r‘."flifd.f. :
How now wife, what ail yee? shatis the matter ?
J WMulier.
Afke yee mee whats the matter? Fye uppon thee.
Peniculis. 2 e

Arc ye not in a fit of an ague, your pulfes beate fo lofe’

hunﬂ ! fﬂ_}'- I 2 Menechauiiso
3
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; Menechmus,
Pray wife why are ye fo angry with me?
ulier.
Oh, you know not ?
Peniculus,
He knows, but he would diflemble it,
Menechmus,
What is it 2
Mulier.
My cloake. _
Menechmus,
¥Your cloake !
Mulier,
My cloake, man ; why do ye blufh ?
Peniculus.
- He cannot cloake his’ blufhing, Nay I might not go te
dinner with you, do you remember? To him, I fay.
Menechmus. :
Hold thy peace, Peniculus.
Peaienlys.
Ha, hold my peace ; looke ye he beckons on mee to hold
my peace, 2 ! "
= Menechmus.
I neither becken nor winke on him.
Mulier,
Out, out, what a wretched life is this that I live.
Menechmus., ' -
Why what aile ye, woman ?
Mulier.
Are ye not afhamed to deny fo confidently, that which is
apparant? Tk '
' Merechmus.
I proteit unto before all the Goddes (is not this inough)
that I beckond not on him. ' '
S Peniculus.
Oh Sir, this is another matier: touch him in the former
caufe, f -

Menechmus,
What former caufe ?

P ;m’czzz’:_u
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Peniculus. :

The cloake, man, the cloake: fetch the cloake againe from

the Dyars,
s Meiechemss

What cloake £ ‘

Mulier. :

Nay Ile fay no more, fith ye know nothing of your owne
doings. _
Menechmus. !

Tell me wife, hath any of your fervants abufed you ? Let

me know. [
Muliers

Tufh, tufh.
Menechmus,
I would not have you to be thus difquictted.
Mulser.
Tuih, tufh.
Menechimnus. .
You are fallen out with fome of your friends,
Mulier.

Tuth, tufh,
Menechmuse

Sure I am, I have not otfended you.
Mulzer.

No, you have dealt verie honeftly.
Menechmuse

Indeed wife, I have deferved none of thefe words.
me, are ye not well

Tell

\ Peniculus.
What, fhall he flatter ye now ?
Menechmus, =
I'fpeak not to thee, knave. Good wife, come hither.
Mudzer.
Away, away ; keep your hands off.
Pepivulus. o s
1 1 i q0ai p awa 1]
So, bid me to dinner with you againé, then‘-llpiri '-':::?;r AR
me; when you have done, come forth bravely ’3 g
land, to flout me.. Alas you knew net me even now.
Menechmus. o
Why affe, I neither have yet dined, nor came I there,
sve were there wogether.

fince

Peniculuss

14
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" Peniculus,

Who- ever heard one fo impudent? Did yee not meete me
here even now, and would make me believe I was mad, and
faid ye were a firaunger, and ye knew me not?

Menechmus.

Of a truth, fince we went togither to the Seffions Hall, I

never returned till this vefy inftant, as you two met me.
Peniculys,

Go too, go too, I know ye well inough. Did ye think I
would not cry |

ou quittance with you: yes faith; I have told yout
wife all, : ' |

Menechmuys.
What haft thou told her?

] Peniculus,
I cannot tell: afk her?

Menechmuys.
Tell me, wife

» what hath he told ye of me? - Tell me, I
fay; what was it ? :
: Mulier.

As though you knew not my cloake is ftolne from me ?

Menechmus,
Is your cloake ftolne from ye ?

Mulier,
Do ye afke me?

DMenechmus,
If I knew, I would not afke.
Pentenlys,
O craftie companion! how he would hift: the mater?
Come, come, deny it not : 1 tell ye. - I have bewrayd all,
Menechmuys.
What haft thou bewrayd ?
Mulier,
_ Seeing ye will yield to nothing, be it never fo manifeft,
heare mee, and ye fhall know in fewe words both the caufe of

my griefe, and what he hath told me.

_ I fay my cloake is
{tolne from me,

> Nlenechimus,
My cloake is flolne from me?

Peniculus.
Looke how he cavils: fhe faith it is ftolne from her.

Meyechmuss

MENECHMUS

Mmecbmm‘. v
I have nothing to fay to thee : I faywiic tell me.
Mulier. ‘
I tell ye, my cloake is {tolne out of my houfe,

Menechinus,
Who ftole it P .
Mulier,
‘He knowes beft that carricd it away.
Menechmus.
Who was that? .
Mulier.
Menechmus.
Menechmuse
"Twas very ill done of him. What Menechmus was that ¢
Mulier.
You.

DMenechnus,
1. who will fay fo?
; s Muliere
I will, -
Peniculus.
And I, that you gave it to Erotun.
Menechinuse
1 gave it

You.

Muliers

Peniculus.
You, you, you: fhall we fetch a kennel oif b?aglcsftl:&;tt may
cry nothing but you, you, you. For we are wearie ol 1L
Menechmus.
- Heare me one word, wife. I proteft unto you by a_lll the
Gods, I gave it her not: infqze}l' I lent it her to ufe a while.
wlier.

Faith Sir, I never give nor lend your apparell out of doores.
Methinkes ye might let mee difpofe of mine owne ggrt_nr:nts as
you do of yours. 1 pray then fetch 1t mee home againe.

\ Menechmus.

You thall have it againe without faile.

: Mulier. , ; : ;

"Tis beft for you that I have: otherwife thinke not'to y60
within thefe doores againe. S




238 A PLEASANT COMEDIE CALLED

Peniculus.

Harke ye, what fay ye to me now, for bringing thefe matters

to your knowledge ¢
Milier.

I fay, when thou haft anie thing ftolne from thee, come to

me, and I will helpe thee to feek it. And fo farewell,
Peniculys,

God a mercy for nothing, that can never be, for I have no-
thing in the world worth the ftealing. So now with hufband
wife and all, I am cleane out of favour, « A mifchicfe on
ye all. [ Bz

Menechnus,

My wife thinks fhe is notably reveng’d on me, now fhe
fhuttes me out of dootes, as though [ had not a better place to
be welcome too.  If fhe fhut me out, I know who wil fhut me
in. Now will I entreate Erotium to let me have the cloake
againe to ftop my wives mouth withal ; and then will I provide

a better for her. Ho, who is within there ? Some bodie tell
Lrotium I muft fpeake with her,

Enter Erotium.

Erotiun.

Who calls ?

Menechnus,

Your friend more then his owne.

Erotizm.

. O Menechmus, why ftand ve here ? pray come i
I Meneebinus.
Tarry, I muft fpeake with ye here,

Erotium,

Say your minde.

Menechmus,

Wot ye what? my wife knowes all the matter now, and my
comming is, to requeft you thar I may have againe the cloake
which I brought you, that fo I may. appeafe her: and I pro-
mife you, Ile give ye an other worth two of ir,

Erotinm.

Why I gave it you to carry to your Dyars ; and my chaine

likewife, to have it alrereds '
Menechnius.
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Menechmus.

Gave mee the cloake and your chaine? In tmith I never
fawe ye fince I left it heere with you, and fo went to the
Seflions, from whence I am but now returned.

E TOLLLIT,

Ah then, Sir, I fee you wrought a device to defraude mee

of them both. ~ Did I therefore put yee in truft & Well, well.
Menechmus, s " !

To defraude ye? No: but Ifay, my wife hath intelli-

gence of the matter. _
Erotiun.

Why, Sir, I afked them not; ye brought them ofl'ynun_}w]{:c
free motion. Now ye require them againe, take them, ma t.;:
fops of them, you and your wife together. F_I.‘h‘ff_lktt yic
efteeme them or you either # Goe; come to mee againe when
I {end for you.

Menechmus. .

What fo angry with mee, fweete Erotium? Staie, I pray
ftaie.

* Erotium. . .

Staie? Faith no Sir: thinkeyee Iwill ftaie at your requefts

: Menechmus.

What gone in chafing, and clapt to the doores ? now I ﬁnil
everic way fhut out for a very benchwhiftler: neither fhall
have entertainment heere nor at home. I were beft go trie
fome other friends, and afk eountaile what to do.

HFHEEEEEE LR RR 2R HE R

AL CaTa Ve

Enter Menechmus the Traveller, Mulier.

Menechmus. :
MOST foolifhly was I overfeene . giving m_}-‘rpmfc an
money to Meffenio, whom I can no where find, 11

eare he 13
fallen into fome lewd companice Nline
.elah'au'f o
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_ Ddulier.
I marvaile that my hufband comes notyet; but fee wherehe
is now, and brings my cloake with him.
Menechmus.
I mufe where the knave fhould be.
Mulier.

I will go ring a peale through both his eares for this dif-
honeft behaviour. Oh Sir, ye are welcome home with your
theevery on your fhoulders.  Are ye not afhamed to let all the
world fee and {peake of your lewdnefle ?

Menechmus.

How now ? what lackes this woman?

Melser.

Tmpudent beaft, fland ye to queftion about it? For fhame
hold thy peace.

y Menechmus,
What offence have I done, woman, that I fhould not fpeake
to you ? '
Mulier.
Afkeft thou what offence? O fhameleffe boldnefie !
Menechnius.

Good woman, did ye never heare why the Grecians termed

Hecuba to be a bitch ? '
Mulier.

Never.

Menechmus,

Becaufe the did as you do now; on whom foever {he et
withall, fhe railed, and therfore well deferved that dﬂggﬁd
names

Miclier.
Thefe foule abufes and contumeclies, I can never endur®
' nay rather will I live a widowes life to my dying day.
Menechmus. )

What care I whether thou liveft as a widow, or as a W€
This pafleth, that I meet with none, but thus they vexe me
with ftraunge fpeeches.

Nielier.

What ftraunge fpeeches? 1 fay I will furely live a widow®
life, rather then fufter thy vile dealings.

WM nechmis:
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Menechmus,

Prethee for my part, live a widow till the worldes end, if

thou wilte .
' DMidier.

Even now thou deniedft that thou ftoleft it from me, and now

thou bringeft it home openly in my fight. Art not afhamde ?
Menechmus. 1

Woman, you are greatly to blame to charge me with {teal-
ing of this cloake, which this day an other gave me to carry
to be trimde.

DMulier,

Well, T will firlt complaine to my father. Ho boy, who 1s
within there ¢ Zecio go runne quickly to my father; defire
Nitn of all love to come over quickly to my houfe. Ile tell
him firft of your prankes; 1 hope he will not fee me ‘thus
handled,

Menechmus

What a2 Gods name meaneth this mad woman thus to vexc

me ¢ [
Mulier.

T am mad becaufe I tell ye of your vile actions and lewde
pilfring away my apparell and my jewels, to carry to your
filthie drabbes.

Menechmus.

For whome this woman taketh mee I knowe not. I know

her as much as I know Hercules wivessfather.
Mulier.

Do ye not know me? That's well. Thope ye know my
father: here he comes. Looke do-ye know him ¢
, Menechnius.

As much as I knew Galcas of Zrey. Even him and thee T
know both alike.

DNMulier.
Doeft know neither of us both, me nor my father 2
Menechpises. '
Faith, nor thy grandfather neither.
Mulier.
This is like the reft of your behaviours
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Euter Senex.

Senex.

* Though bearing fo great a burthen as olde age, I cam
make no great hafte, yet as I can, I will goe to my daughter,
who I know hath fome earneft bufinefle with me, that fhee
{fends in fuch hafte, not telling the caufe why I fhould come.
But I durit laie a wager, I can gefle neare the matter : I fup-
pofe it is fome brabble between her hufband and her.. Thefe
yoong women that bring great dowries to their hufbands, are
1o mafterfull and obftinate, that they will have their owne wils
in everie thing, and make men fervants to their weake affec-

tions : and yoong men too, I muft needs fay, be naught nowa

dayes. Well Ile go fee, but yonder mee thinks f{tands my
daughter, and her hufband toc. Oh tiseven as I gefled.
Mulier.
Father, ye are welcome.
Senex.

How now daughter > What ¢ 15 all well ; why is your huf-
band fo fad #” have ye bin chiding ? tell me, which of you is ia
faulc ?

Mulier.,

Firft father know, that 1 have not any way mifbehaved my
felfe ; but the truth 1s, that I can by no meanes endure this
bad man to die for it; and therefore defire you to take mé
home to you againe,

Senex,
What is the matter ?
Mylier.
He makes me a ftale and a laughing ftacke to all the worlds
Seneas
Who doth ?
Mulier.
This good hufband here, to whom jou married me.
Senex.
See, fee; how oft have I warned you of falling out with
your hufband?
DMuliér.
I cannot avoid it, if he doth fo fcwly abufe me.
i SertXs
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Senea,

I alwaies told ye, ye muft beare with him, ye muit let him
alone; ye muft not watch him, nor dog him, nor meddle with
his courfes in any fort.

DMilier,
Hee hauntes naughtie harlottes under my nofe.
k?fﬁf;fe
He is wifer, becaufe hee cannot bee quiet at home,
: Mulier.
There hee feaftes and bancquets, and {pendes and fpoiles.
Senex.

Wold ye have your hufband ferve ye as your drudge? Ye
will not let him make merry, nor entertaine his friendes at
home,

Mulrer.

Father will ye take his part in thefe abufes, and forfake
me !

Senex.

Not fo, daughter; but if I fee caufe, I wil as well tel him of
his dutie.

Mfﬂff})?ﬁ?{.‘.
I would I were gone from this prating father and daughter.
Senex.

Hitherto I fee not but hee keepes ye well, ye want nothing,
apparell, mony, fervants, meate, drinke, all thinges neccflaric.

feare there 1s fault in you.

Mulier.
_But he filcheth away my apparrell and my jewels, to give te
his trulles.
Senca.
If he doth fo, tis verie ill done; if not, you doo ill to fay fo.
Mulzer.

You may believe me father, for there you may fee my cloake
Which now he hath fetcht home againe, and my chaine which
he ftole from me,

Senex.

Now will T goe talke with him to knowe the truth. Tel
me Mencchmus, how is it that I heare fuch diforder in your
life 2 Why are ye fo fad, man? wherein hath your wife of-
fended you ?

DMenecliigss
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Menechmus,

0Old man {what to call ye I know not) by high Fove, and by
all the Gods I fweare unto you, whatfoever this woman here
accufeth mee to have flolne from her, it 1s utterly falfe and uns
wue; and if ever I fet foote within her doores, I wifhe the
greatelt miferie in the worlde to light uppon me,

T, ;

Why fond man;, art thou mad, to deny that thou ever fetft
foote witliin thine owne houfe where thou dwelleft 2

rﬂfﬂé’-’:i)?ﬂﬂﬁa

Do I dwell in that houfe #

Sesiexs
Doeft thou denie it ?
Menechmus.
1 do.
Senex.
Harke yee daughter; are ye remooved out of your houfe ?
Mulier,

Father he ufeth you as he doth me : this life I have with

m, ;
- Senca,

Menechmusy 1 pray leave this fondnefle; ye jeft too per

verily with your friends.
Menechmus.

Good old father, what I pray have you to do with me? o
why fhould this woman thus rouble me, with whom 1 haye 10
dealings in the world ¢

Mulier.

Father, marke I pray how his eies fparkle: they rowle in
his head ; his colour goes and comes : he lookes wildly. See, fec
Mencchnius.

What ? they fay now I am mad: the beft way for me s (@

faine my felfe mad indeed, fo fhall I be vid of them.
Mulier.,
Looke how he ftares about! how he gapes.
N oo

Come away daughter: come from him.

* Menechinmes , )

Bachus, Appollo, Phebus, do yee call mee to come hunt 18

the woods wicth you ? 1 fee, I heare, I come; I flie; but I can-[
/ ] no
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o get out of thefc fields. Here 1san old maftiffe bitch ftands

tking at mee 3 and by her ftandes an old goate that beares
Alfe witnefle againft many a poore man.

Senes
Out upon him Bedlam foole.
. Menechius.
Harke, Appollo commaunds me that I fhoulde rende out hir

eyes with a burning lampe. -

N T
LMLRLTCT s

O father, he threatens to pull out mine eyes.
DMenechnius.

Good Gods, thefe folke fay I am mad, and doubtlefle they
are mad themf{elves.

Senexs

Daughter. )
Mylier.

Hege father: what fhall we do?

' SL‘H;‘A‘. :

What if I fetch my folkes hither, and have him carried in
before he do any harme.

; Menechmus. ,

How now ? they will carry me in if I looke not tomy felfe
I were beft to fkare them better yet. Doeft thou bid me,
Phebys, to teare this dog in peeces with my nayles # If Ilaie
hold on him, I will do thy commandment.

Senexs
Get thee into thy houfe, daughter 5 away quickly.
Menechmus.

She is gone : yea Appollo, I will facrifice this olde beaft unto
thee ; and if thon commandeft mee, I will cut his throate with
that dagger that hangs at his girdle.

Senex.

Come not neare me, Sirra.

Menechimus. S

Yea I will quarter him, and pull all the bores out of his
flefh, and then will I barrell up his bowels.

Senex.
Sure I am fore afiaid he will do fome hurt.
Menechmus.
Many things thou commandeft me, Appollo : wouldit thou

have me harnefle up thefe wilde horfes, and then clime up into
) the
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the chariot, and fo oyer-ride this old ftincking toothleffe Lyon,

So now I am in the chariot, and I have hold on the raines:

here 1s my whip; hait; come ye wilde jades make a hideous
noyfe with your ftamping : hait, I fay: will ye not go?
SeALX
What ¢ doth he threaten me with his horfes ?
Menechmus,
Harke ! now Appolle bids me ride over him that ftands there,
and kill him. How now,? who pulles mee downe from my

chariot by the haires of my head. O fhall I not fulfill Appolises
commandment ?

Senesx,

See, fee, what a fharpe difeafe this 1s, and how well he was
even now. I will fetch a Phyfitan frair, before he grow too
farre into this rage, [ Eait.

-Menechnys.

Are they both gone now? Ile then hie me away to my

fhip : tis ime to be gone from hence. [Eart.

' Enter Senex and Medicus,

Sencx.

My loines ake with fitting, and mine eies with locking
while I ftaie for yonder laizie Phifitian : fee now where the
creeping drawlatch comes.

_ Medicus. ,

What difeafe hath hee, faid you ? Is it a letarge or 2 lunaci6
or melancholie, or dropfie ?

Senex,

Wherfore I pray do I bring you, but that you fhuld tell me

what it is, and cure him of it?
Medzcus.

Fie, make no queftion of that, Ile cure him, I warrant y¢-

Oh here he comes. Staie let us marke what he doth.

Enter Menechmus the Citize.

Menechmus. ) ;
Never in my lifec had I more overthwart fortune in on¢ !f_‘}’;
and all by the villanie of this falfe knave the Parafite, my Ul

3 2 v = 2 4 A e
that workes fuch mifchiefs againft'mee his king, But lczlimvc
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live no longer but Ile be revengde uppon the life of him. His
life? nay, tis'my life, for hee lives by my meate and drinke.
Ile utterly withdraw the flave’s life from bim. And Erotium
fhee plainly fheweth what fhe is; who becaufe I require the
cloake againe to carrie to my wife, faith I gave it her, and
flatly falles out with me. How unfortunate am I?
Seineae
Do ye heare him ?
Medicus.
He complaines of his fortune.
Sencor.
Go to him.
Medicus.

Megechmus, how do ye, man? why keepe you not your
clozke over your arme? It is verie hurtfull to your difeafe.
Keepe ye warme, 1 pray.

i Ll Menechmus.

Why hang thyfelf, what careft thou?

Medicus.
Sir, can: you fmell ani¢ thing ?
/ Menechmus.
I {inell a prating dolt of thee.
Medicus.
Oh, I will have your head througly purged. Pray tell me
Menechmus, what ufe you to drinke 2 white wine, or claret ?
Menechmuse
What the divell careft thou ?
Senex.
Looke, his fit now begins.
Menechmus.

Why doeft not as well afke mee whether I eate bread, or
cheefe, or beefe, or porredge, or birdes that beare feathers, or
filhes that have finnes ?

Senexs

See what idle talke he falleth into.

Medicus.

Tarry; I willafke him farther, Menecbris; tell me, be not

your eyes heavie and dull fometimes ¢
DMenechmus.

What, doeft thinke I am an Owle ¢ _

K 2 Medicus,
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Medicus.
Doo not your guttes gripe ye, and croake in your belly 2
Menechmus,
When I am hunggie they do, elfe not,
Medicus.

He fpeakes not like a2 madman in that, Sleepe ye foundly
all might ? :
Menechmus, '

When I have paid my debts T do. The mifchiefe light on
thee, with all thy frivolous queftions.

Medicns.
Oh now he rageth upon tho'e words : take heed.
. S{’.’fi‘.’—v'.

Oh this'is nothing to the rage he was in even now. He

called his wife bitch, axd 41l to nought.
g Mepcohmus,
Did I?

Senex.

Thou didit, mad fellow, and threatenedit to ryde over me
here with-a chariot and hotfes, and to kill mee, and teare mein
peeces.  This thou didft: T know what I fay,

Blenechms. :

I fay, thou ftoleft Fupifers erowne from his head, and thou
wert whipt through the Towne for it, and that thou haft kild
thy fatlier, and beaten thy mother. * Doo ye thinke that I am
fo mad that I cannot devife as notable lyes of you as you do
of me?

: Sernea.

Maifter Doctor, pray heartily make fpeede to cure him. See
you not how mad he waxeth ?

' Medicos.

Ile tell ye, hee fhall be brought over to my houfe, and there
1 will cure him, |

Senex,
Is that beft?
Medicns.,

What elfe > there T can order him as I lift.

OERCK,

Well, it fhall be fo.
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Medicuss
Oh Sir, I will make you take necfing powder this twentic
dayes.
WMenechnis.
Tle beate vee firft with a baftanado this thirtie dayes.
i Medicus.
Fetch men to carry him to my houle.
Dariea.
How many will ferve the turne ?
' Medicus.
Being no madder than he is now, foure will ferve.
Senox. :
Ile fetch them.  Staie you with him, Maifter Doctor.
" Mdicus.
No by my faith': Ile ‘goe home to make readie all things
needfull. Lt your men bring him hither,
Senew. :
I go. [ Evennt.
Menechms, i
Are they both gone ? Good Gods what meaneth this?
Thefe men fay I am mad, who without doubt are mad them-
felves. I ftirre not, I fight not, I am not ficke. I {peake to
them, I know them. Well, what were I now beft to do? I
would goe home, but my wife {huttes me foorth a doores.
Erotium is farre out with me too. Even here I will r‘cf_n me
till the evening: I hope by that time, they will take pittie on
me.

Enter Meflenio the Travellers fervant
ﬂ'ir_ﬂfwfu.

*The proofe of a good fervant, is to regard his mmﬂ;r;
bufinefle as well in his abfence as in his prefence; and
thinke him a verie foole that is not carefull. as well for his

‘tibbes and fhoulders, as for his belly and throate. When 1

think upon the rewards of a {loggard, I am ever pr_icked with
a careful regard of my batkeand fhoulders; for n trut‘hf I
have no fancie to thefé blowes, as many a onc hath. DMe-
thinks it is no pleafure to a man to be bafted with a ropes end
Wo ar three houres togither. I have provided yonder in the
T‘?Wnc, for all our marriners, and fafely beftowed all 1my

; K 3 malters
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mafters Trunkes and fardels s and am now comming to fee if
he be yet got forth of this daungerous gulfe, where I feare

me heis overplunged. Pray God he be not overwhelmed and
paft helpe ere I come, 3

Enter Senex, with foure Lorarii, Porters,

Senex,
: :
Before Gods and men, T charge and commaund you Sirs, to
exccute with great care that which I appoint you: if yee love
the fafetie of your owne ribbes and fhoulders, then goe take me

up my fonne in lawe, laie all hands upon him: why ftand ye

{til? what do ye doubt? I faie, care not for his threatnings,

nor for anie of his words. 'Take him up, and bring him to

the Phyfitians houfe: I will go thither before. [ B,

iy Menechmuys.

What newes? how now mafters ® what will ye do with
me? why do ye thus befet me? whither carrie ye me? Helpe,
helpe, neighbors, friends, citizens ! ' ' '

) Meffenio,

O Jupiter, what do I fee 2 ‘my maifter abufed by a companic
of varlets, ' 9
Menechmus,

Is there no good man will helpe me?

1 Mefjenio.

Helpe ye maifter? yes the villaines fhall have my life
before they fhall thus wrong ye, Tis more fit T fhould be kild,
then you thus baudled. Pull out that rafeals eye that holds
yeabout the ni.cke there. Ile clout thefe peafants ; out y¢
Togue, let Lo ye varlet. ' i

Menechmus,

I have hold of this villaines eie,

. Meffenia.
Pull it out, and let the place appear in his head. Away ye
cutthroat theeves, ye murtherers. '
Lio. Ompnes.
0, 0, ay; crie pittifullic.
Meflenio.

Away,ﬂgct ye henee, ye mongrels, ye dogs. Will ye be
gone? ‘Thou ralkal behind there, lle give thee fomewhat

morc,

i : aifter ; yo'u had bene
more, take that. It was time tg come Matlier ; ad b
in good cafe, if I had not bene heere nows. I tolde you what
WOald_ come of it.
Manechrius. L e
as the Gods love me, my good friend 1 thank thee:
thgﬁo;rai’c done that for me which I fhall never be able to
equite,
requite oo
Ple tell ye how Sir; give me my freedome.
Wienechmus.
1d T give it thee?
e J ' Meffenio.
Secing you cannot requite my gqod tUrnes -
4 Menechmus.
Thou art deceived, man.
X i Meffenio.
Wherein ?
; Menechmus. ) |
On mine honeftie, T am none of thy maifter; 1 had never
yet anie {ervant would do fo much for me.
Me/fenio.
Why then bid me be free : will you ?
Menechmus.
Yea furelie : be free, for my part.
Meffenio. :
O fiveetly fpoken j thanks my good maifter.
Seras @lias,
M ffenio, we are all glad of your good fortune.
Beffenio. . .
; ifter je ufe me in anie
O maifter. Ile call you mailter ftill. I praie u
fcrvic?':s yé did b_efc?;e. ile dwell with you fill; and when
ye go home, Ile wait upon you.
: Menechmuse
Nay, nay, it fhall not need.
i o ts, and all
Tle oo frait to the Inpe, and deliver up my 4ccounis, anc «
your fuffe.  Your purfe is locktup {afely fealed in the cafket,

as you gave it meg. 1 will goe fetch it to you.
Menechmuzss

Do, fetch it K 4 M (fenioe
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I will, Ml

L Menechnius,
- :::;d jl}l‘eu\eteinr?us_perl}]?xl_. Some deny me to be him that I
= bondm‘an - gutfoi their duol'eq. This fellow faith he s
P ‘ma ]‘nu _o‘ mf{?c begs his fr_eedome: he wall fetch
e DIIII(:. ".Jﬁl], if he bring it, T will receive it,
father in lawe Ia;d rhg%]iigh?: ‘{E;i(?élllti o Sis Wil:ay. e
el 1d- £ tor, {aie 1 am mad : who ever fawe
i?fgﬁiéna-1é§601;j~eenuil}ors" Well though Erotium be never fo
cloakc,oi 1o ;0 againe Ile go fee if by intreatie I can get the
carrie to iy wife, [Exita

Enter Men the T ent
echmus zhe Traveller, and Meflenio.

b Menechmus.
oudent knave, wi '
fent thee away to, dmt thOLE {(:yllhﬂt el
e away ay, and bad t { cr
S ¥, | | thee come for mee affer
cpaes T Meffenzo,
make me ftarke mad : 7
e b"e mad : i_to?ke ye away, and refkued ye
e great bigboand villaines, that arrying y
eyl » that were carrying yeé
e _Nix:; inthis place. Heere they had ye up; you
ied Helpe, helpe. I came runni 1y
*'%1{515'- b{i'lte them - ‘Lll.lnlpg to youi )UU andlw‘
::u““‘; mc_{ e uen away by mawmne force. Then for my good
€z aithtull fervice, ye gave me my freedome: I tolde
Cr e oy 1e my freedome: 1 t0
tanne fome otk ctch your catket: now in the meane time you
anne fome other way to get before lenie |
. m 7OU dehic |
i g ¢, and fo you denic it 3
g i Menechyius.
gave thee thy freedome ?
: Meffenio,
You did. 4
Wi I of 3 Menechrnius.
v-hen 1 oive thee e
en I give thee thy freedome, Ile be a bondman my felfe;
go thy wayes.
p Meffenio
1-‘ = = ~ L/ ...
Whewe, marry T thanke for nothing.

Bttt

MENECHMUS. 13
Enter. Menechmus the Citizenta :

Menechmus.
Forfworne Queanes, fweare till your b
eyes fall out, ye fhall never make me beleev
hence either cloake or chaine.
' Me/fenio.
O heavens, maifter, what do I fee?
Menechmus Lras

carts ake, and your
¢ that I carried

What ?
MefJenio.
Your ghoaft.
Manechnms Tra.
What ghoatt 2 ;
Meffenio.
Your image, as like you as can be poffibles
Menechmus Tra.
‘Surely not much unlike me, as I thinke.
Menechmus Cit,
0 my good friend and helper, well met : thanks for thy late
good helpe.
: Meffinio.
Sir, may I crave to know your name ?
Menechmus Cits
I were too blame if I fhould not tell thee anie thing; my
name is Menechmius. '
: Menechmus Tra.
Nay my friend, that 15 my name.
Menechmus Cits
Lam of 'EJ’?'KTC‘?{./E'I in Sicilia.
Menechmus Tra.
So am ik
Meffenio.
Are you & Syracufan 2
Menechmus Cita
I am,
- Oh . DMeffenio.,
had bg;l .I know ye: this is my maifter : 1 thought hee there
ne my maifter, and was proffering my fervice to him,

l?l'ﬂy bF| d = Soe A i
pardon me Sir, if I faid any thing 1 fhould not.
Meuschimmus
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Menechmus Tra.
Why doating patch, didft thou not come with me this
morning from the fhip 2
Meffenzo. \
My faith he faies true. This is my maifter, you may go
looke ye a man. God fave ye maifter: you Sir, farcwell
This 1s Mencchmus,
Menechmus Ciz,
I fay, that I am Menechmus.
Meffenio,
What a jeft is this? Are you Menechmus @
Menechmus Cit,
Even Menechmus, the fonne of Mofchus,
Mencchmus Tra,
My fathet’s fonne ?
: Menechmus Cit.
Friend, I go about neither to take your father nor your
country from you.
Meffenio, -
O immortal Gods, let it fall out as T hope; and for my life
thefe two are the two Twinnes, all things agree fo jump (o
gether.  I.will fpeake to my maifler.  Menechmus.
Both,
What wilt thou?
Meflenio, .
I call you not both: but which of you came with me from
the fhip ¢
Menechmus Cit.
Not 1,
Menechmus Tra.
I did.
Meffenio,
Then I call you, Come hither.
Menechmus Tra,
What’s the matter ? '
e Mefenio, ot
_ Thisfame is cither fome notable coufening jugler;, or elfe it
18:your brother whom we feeke,. I niever fawe one man {0 like

- e = - : ] < : .
all other: water to water, nor milke to milke, is not liker than
he is to you,

Menechmis
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Menechmus Tra. _ ﬂ _
Indeed I thinke thou faieft true. Finde it that he is my

brother, and I here promife thee thy freedom.

Meffenio. ;
Well, let me about it. Heare ye Sir; you fay your name is
Menechmus.
Menechmus Cite

Ido.l

Me[fento.
So is this man's. You are of Syracufis?
' Menechmus Cita
True. “
Me(fenio.
Soishe. Mofeus was your father ?
Menechmus Cit,
He was.,
: Meffenios
So was he his. What will you fay, if T find that ye are
brethren and twins ?
Menechmus Cite
I would thinke it happie newes.
Meffenio. :
Nay ftaie maifters both: I meane to have the honor of this
exploit, Anfwere mee: your name is Menechmus £
Menechmus (Cit.
Yea,

M{ﬁ?ﬂ-ﬂ.

And yours ?

Menechmus Tra.,
And mine.
Meffenios
You are of Syracufis 2

Menechmus Cits
Iam,

Mf’?ﬂ’fz’?ﬂﬂj %'ﬂa
And T,
Meffenio.
» this goeth right thus farre, What is the fartheft
that you remember there ?

Well

thin g

1 Menechmus.




156 A PLEASANT

How T went with my fat W Zareatunzy to a great mart,
and there in the preafle T was (tolne from him,
Monechmus Tra,
O Fupiter!

M ffenio.
alming is this 2 How old were ye then?
Menechmus Ciy,
About feven yeare old : for even then I fhedde teeth, and
fince that time I ney er heard of anie of my kindred,
ﬂiﬂ:ﬁézzfo.
Had ye never a brother ¢

Peace, what excl

Menechmus Cir,

Yes, as [ remember, I heard'them fay, we were two Twinnes,
Menechmus Tra,

O Fortune !

Me/lenzo.
Tull: can ve nor b g R VTS g A
- Uil can ye not be quict > Were ye both of one name?
Menechmaus Cir,

1nk) they called my brothet, Soficles,
.I"J f -\'r."(.'."_'l.-'. "r’“;"_‘Z.

‘hat need fuither proofe? © brother, brother, let
ace thee!

Sir, if this be

Iy olad ; but how'is it
T s P e ] =
thar :. C ol L...L\,\l I e

S
1 ()| ks o ~ % l.-- - T iy
When it was tolde and our father were both
Seatypo y lachier’s name)

raundfire (in memorie of m
chaungde mine to Menechmus

s

- ,’?ff',:ﬁ'c / s Cor,

“F1s verie like he would do fo indeed,

what was our mothert
Meneehmus Tr

I Tem x18
But let me afke ye

OLE quellion more ; name £

Mereehnins
ther, the - - Tt
= We moelt welcome mar e, that the world

I_.i”}'; and ten thouf el
tavaile apd

> A9k a lon
nermore, having taken fo long

iceke you,

A Biiga s b
alicl (.-uS\. A""““"' L

Il—f{‘ A}?, /0s
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‘ DMeffenio. '

o o0 1 g Ao s ]
See now, how all this matter comes (-bm..f T“lu}s 121:1& 'vihr_lmt
the gentlewoman had ye in to dmur:_l‘, thinking it had berfe he.
J " Mencchinus . Gt hi
1 A o = - s =
True it 1s T willed a dibner to be provided for me 111&,1 Cf‘t 11.-:r
; ; (- T4 = near ~ I.) 4 E m
morning ; and I alfo brought hither clofely, a cloake of my
t‘ E = . Fal
wives, and gave it to this woman. 2
Menechmus Tra.
Is not this the fame, brother ? |
Menechmus Cits
How came you by this ? /
Menechmus Tra. e
i 1 i ; enterteined me
This woman met me; had me in to dmlntir_, ] ienc
i > this cloake, and this cha
moft kindly ; and gave me this Lloa.r?‘e, and t -
Menechmus Cit. : .
Indeed fhe tooke ye for mee: and T bchevg I have bene as
1 = -. — - = o--
fraungely handled by occafion of‘}-om comming
Me LK-‘ #Hils
1 inou augh at all thefe matters
You fhall have time moui__{h. .-m l.n.ghq 1' Bes
hereafter, Do ye remember maifier, what ye promifed m
Menechmnus Cit, e
il 1 v rforme vour promifc
Brother, T will ntreate you to performe your pror
Mefenio: he is worthie of it. ’
Menechmus Lra.
I am content,
Me[fenio,
Io Tryumphe, ‘
Menechmus Tra.
i 141 = s
Brother, will ye now go with me: to g
Menechmus Git. ! : !
{ ' | y 5 :{le ‘e 1n
So foone as T can fell away fuch goods as I poflefle here
Epidampum, T will gowith you.
_'Tlr.ff.-"ﬂ {'[_'r;!';’_"r'-ﬂ J ?} e
Tlmlﬁfs, my good brother :
J,.T- (17 IS {.r.--". ’ ; -l'_
Meffenio, plaie thou the Ciier for me, and make a procia
Mation,
Meffenio.

Afit ofice, Come on. O €S

Whae day fhall your fale be ?

Menechmus
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Menechmus Cit,
This day fennight,
Mfﬁm'a.
All men, women and children in Epidamnum, or elfewhere,
that will repaire to Menechmus houfe this day fennight, fhall
there finde all maner of things to fell ; fervaunts, houfehold
ftuffe, houfe, ground and all; fo they bring readie money.
Will ye fell your wife too Sir ?

Menechmus Ciz,
Yea, but I think no bodie wili bid money for her.

Meffenio.

Thus, Gentlf.rmen, we take our leaves, and if we have
plealde, we require a Plaudise,
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€CALLED

The Taming of a S/zrew._

Enter a Tapfler, beating out of bis doores Slie drunkents

Tapfters
{7 OU whorefon drunken flave, you had beft be gone,
‘A And empty your drunken panch fomewhere elle,
Forin this houfe thou fhalt not reft to night. [Exit Tapflers
- Slie.
: 'ITIHY vally, by crifee Tapfter Ile fefe you anone,
ldls the tother pot, and all’s paid for: looke you,
0 o¢ drinke it of mine owne inftigation, [Orne bene
cere Ile lie awhile: why Tapfter I fay,
H‘”_S a frefh cuthen heere,
¢igh ho, heere’s good warme lying. [He falles aflecpe:

Enter a nobleman and his men from huntinge

N Lord,
k ow that the gloomy fhadow of the night,
Bging tof view Orions drifling lookes,
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Leapes from th’antarticke world unto the tkie,
And dims the welkin with her pitchie breath,.
And darkefome night orefhades the crifta]] Lieavens,
Heere breake we off our hunting for to night.
Couple ujpe the hounds and let us hie us home,
And bid the huntfman fee them meated well,
For they have all deferv’d it well to. daie,
But foft, what fleepie fellow is this Jies heere ?
Or is he dead, fee one what dooeth lacke ?
Serwé;eg'mmf_. -

My Lord, ’tis nothing but a drunken fleepe
His head is too heavie for his bodie,
And he hath drunke fo mugh ghat ke Can go no furder.

Lord,

Fie, how the flavifh villaine ftinkes: of drinke,
Ho, firtha arife.  What fo found afleepe 2
Goe take him up, and beare him to my houfe,
And beare him eafily for feare he wake,
And in my faireft chamber make 3 fire,
And fet a fumptuous banquet on the boord,
And put my richeft garments on his backe,
Then'fet him at the Table i a chaire :
When that is done, againft he fhall awake,
Let heavenly muficke Play about him fill,
Go two of you away, and-beare
And then Ile tell you what I k
But fee in any cafe you wake }
Now take my cloke, and give me one of yours,
All fellowes now, and fee you take me fo :
For we will waite upon this drunken man,
To fee his countenance when he doth awule,
And find himfelfe clothed in fuch attire,
With heavenly muficke founding in his e
Aund fuch a banguet fet before Tjs eyes,
The fellow fure will thinke he is in heaven,
But we will about him when he waldes,
And fee you call him Lord at every word,
And offer thou him his horfe to ride abroad,:
And thou his hawlkes and houndes to hunt the deere,

And I will atke what futes he meanes to weare,

him hence,
ave devilde,

1fes;

; e
1M Not, [Exez.f..-.st tavo qvitl Slie

And

THE TAMING OF A SHREW.

And what o cre he faith, fee you doo not laugh,
But ftill perfuade him that he is a Lord:

Eunter one.

_ Mifenger. ;
And it pleafe yout honout yoiir plaicrs.be come;
Anddoo attend yout honours pleafurehere. .
L(?J'Idn
The fitteft time they could have chofen out,
Bid one or two of them corue hither ftraight,
Now will T fit m ¥ i’elr‘c'auc_ordln_ghe,
For they fhall play to him‘when he awakes.

' ' b ¢ their backs, and & boys
Lnter two of the Plaiers with packs at their backs, and a boy

Now firs, what ftore of plaies have you ?
Sander., i
Mary my lord you may have a Tragicall,
Ot a commoditie, or what you will.
The other. e s alls
A Comedie thou fhouldit fay, founs thow'lt fhame us alls
Lord. .
And whats the name of your Comedie ?
. Sander. ¥ “eiy
- Matrie my lord tis calde The Taming of 4 Shlevi_f.d L
is a good leflon for us my L. for us that-are marie
z : Lord. brod)
The taming of a Shrew, thats excc_‘llcnt {ure,
Go fec that you make you readie ftraight,
or you muft plaie before a lord to night,
4y you ate his men and I your chow, 3
¢e's fomething foolifl, but what {0 ere he fatesy
¢¢ that you be not dafht out of countenance.
And firha, go you make you readie firaight, |
And drefie :your felfe like to fome lovelie ladie;
And when T cal, fee that you come to me,
Ot Twill fay to him thow art his wife,
ally with him and hug him in thine armesg
Ud1f he defire to goc to bed with thee
L a
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Then faine fome fcufe, and fay thou wilt anon.
Be gone I fay, and fee thou dooft it well,
Boy.
Feare not mv Lord, Ile handle him well enough
And make him thinke I love him mightilie, [ Ex. Boy.
Lord,
Now firs, go you and make you ready too,
For you muft play affoone as he doth wake.
Sander.
O brave, firha Tom, we muft play before
A foolith Lord, come lets go make us ready.
Go get a difhclout to make cleane your fhooes,
And Ile {peake for the properties : My Lord, we muft
Have a thoulder of mutton for a propertie,
And a little vinegre to make our Divell rore.
Lord,
Very well firha, fee that they want nothing.
[Exzunt Omtie

Enter two with a table and a banquet on it, and two other, wilh
Slie, aflecpe in a chaire, richlie apparelled and the mufick plarrg:

Ones
So firha, now go ¢all my Lo
And tell him that all things are ready as he willd it.
Another.
Set thou fome wine upon the bootd,
And then Ile go fetch my Lord prefently.

Enter the Lord, and his miene

Lord,
How now, what is all things readie ®

Oﬁf-’o

Yea my Lord.

Iaﬂ?‘(fo
Then found the muficke and Ile wake him ftrait,
And fee you doe as earft gave in charge.

My Lord, my Lord, he {leepes foundly, my Lord.
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Sle.,
Tapfter, gives a little fmalale : Heigh ho
Lord. e
- Heere’s wine, my Lord, thgfpureﬂ of the grape.
i€,
For which Lord ?
Lord,
For your honor, my Lord, _
: Slie.
WhoI,am I a Lord? Jefus! what fine apparell have I got ?
LO."(J. ; t
More richer far your honour hath to weare,
And if it pleafe you I will fetch them ftraight,
17474
Andif yoyr honour pleafe to ride abroad,
1le fetch your luftie fteedes more fwift of pace
Then winged Pegafus in-all his pride,
That ran fo {wiftlie over Perfran plaines.
%?}Za
And if your honour pleafe to hunt the deere,
Cour hounds ftand readie cuppled at the doore,
Who in running will oretske the Row,
And make the long breathde Tygre broken winded.
Slze,

,BY the maffe I thinke I am a Lord indeed,
Thats thy name ?

; Lord.
Simon and if it pleafe your honour.
; : Slie.
Sim, that as much to fay Sisnion or Simon,
P':'t forth thy hand and fill the pot.
tYeme thy hand, Sz ; am I alord indeed ?
I g Lord.
Iy gracious Lord, and your loyely ladie
A8 ume hath mourned for your abfence heere.
2 now with joy behold where fhe dooth come
0 gratulate your honours fafe returne.

Enter the boy in Womans attéres

ot She,
1, 15 this fhe »

L3 Lord.
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Lord,
I my Lord, '
Sle.
Mafle tis a prettie wench, whats her name ?
Boy.

Oh that my lovelie Lord would once vouchfafe
To lovke on me and leave thefe frantike fits,

Or were I now but halfe {5 eloquent,
To paint in words what Ile performe in deedes,
I know your honour then would pittie me.
Slia.

Harke you miftrefle, will you eate a peece of bread?
Come fit downe on my knee, S/ drinke to hir Siz,
Yor fhe and I will go to bed anon.

Lord.

May it pleafe you, your honors plaiers be come

T ofier your honqur 2 plaie.
4 Slie.
A plaie §iz, O braye, be they my plaiers ?

ord,
1 my Lord,
Stie.
Is there not a foole in the plaie ?
Lord.
Yes my Lord,
. Stie,
When will they plaie Sim ?
) Lord. g
Even when it pleafe your honor, they be readic,
Koy,
My Lord, Ile go bid them begin their plaie.
Sf_;{‘.
Doao, but looke that yeu come, againe,
[ warrant o il n eav ou thuse
you my Lord, I will not leave y [ Exit Boys
Stie.
here be the plaiers ? Sim ftand by me;
the plaicrs out-of their coates.

CDT\“& Sz'm, w
And wecle flowt

LEJ '.1?7
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1 {??'.{;‘? .
Ile cal them my lord. ' Ho where are you there ?

[Sound Lrumpets,

167

Enter tao yoong Gentlemen, and a man, and a boy.

Polidor,
Welcome to Zrhens my beloved fiiend,
To Platoes {choole and Ariflotles walks,
Welcome from Ceffus famous for the love
Of good Leander and his Tragedie,
For whome the Hele/pont weepes brinifh teares,
The greateft griefe is I cannot as I would
Give entertainment to my deereft friend.
Aurclius.
Thankes noble Polidor my fecond felfe,
The faithful love which I have found in thee
Hath made me leave my fathers princelie caurt,
The Duke of Ceftus thrife renowned feate,
0 come to Atbens thus to find thee out.
Which, fince T have fo happily attaind,
y fortune now I do account as great
As earft did Clefar when he conquered moft.
P:llt tel me noble friend, where fhal we lodge,
or I am unacquainted in this place.
Polidpr.
My Loxd, if you vouchfafe of {chollers fare,
y houfe, my felfe, and al is yours to ufe,
ouand your men fhall ftaie and lodge with me:
b Aunrelius.
With all my heart, T wil requite thy love,

Enter Simon, Alphonfus, andbis three daughters,

nggeﬁ?}le,‘what dames are thefe fo bright of hew -
e t';ées _drfi( brighter than the lampes of heaven
o 1ove[; 1(;_0 s of pearle and pretious ftone,

W y far then is the morning funne,

N ¢s hir oxiental gates,

hgn firlt the op
L 4 Alfonfuse
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Alfonfus,

Daughters, be gone, and hie you to the church,
And I will hie me downe unto the key
To fee what marchandife is come afhore.

Polidoy.

Why how now my Lord, what, in a dumpe,

To fee thefe damfels pafle away fo foone ?
Aurelius.

Truft me my friend I muft confefs to thee,

I tooke fo much delight in thefe faire dames
As I do with they had not gone fo foone
But if thou canft, refolve me what they be,
And what old man it was that went with them,
For I do long to fee them once againe,

Polidor.

I cannot blame your honor, good my Lorde,
For they are both lovely, wife, fhire, and yeng,
And one of them, the yongeft of the three
I long have lov’d (fjveet friend) and fhe lov’d me,
But never yet we could not find a meanes
How we might compafle our defired Joyes.

Azrelius,
Why, is not her father willing to the match ?
- Polidor,

Yes truft me, but he hath folemnly {worne,

His eldeft daughter firft fhall be efpowfde,
Before he grants his yongeft leave to love :

And therefore he that meanes to get their loves;
Mutft firft provide far her, if he wil fpeed,

And he that hath her fhall be fretted fo,

As good be wedded to the divell himfelfe,

For fuch a fkould as fhe did never live,

And til that fhe be {ped, none elf
Which makes me thinke, that 41l my labors loft,
And who {o ere can get hir firme good will,
A large dowrie he fhall be fure to ‘have,

For hir father is a man of mightic wealth,
And an antient Citizen of the towne,

£ind that was he that went along with them,

e can {peede :

[Ex. Omnes
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~ Aurelius. ;
But he fhall keepe hir {til by my advife,
And yet I needes muft love his fecond daughter
'The ‘image of honor and nobility,
In whofe fweet perfon is comprifde the fumme
Of Natures fkill and heavenly majefty.
Polidor. [
I fike your choife, and glad you chofe not mine,
Then if you like to follow on your love,
We muft devife a meanes to find fome one
That will attempt to wed this devilifh fkould,
Aud I do know the man. Come hither boy,
Go your waies firha to Ferandoes houfe,
Defire him to take the paines to come to me,
Yor I muft fpeake to him immediately.
Boy.
T will fir, and fetch him prefently.
Polidor.
A man I thinke will fit hir humour right,
As blunt in fpeech as fhe is fharpe in tongue,
And he T thinkg will match hir every way,
And yet he is a man of wealth fufficient,
And for his perfon worth as good as fhe:
And if he compaffe hir to be his wife,
Then may we freely vifit both our lovess
Aurelius.
O might I fee the cenfer of my foule
Whofe facred beauty hath inchanted me,
More faire then was the Grecian Helena
For whofe fweet fake {o many princes dide ;
That came with thoufand thips to Zenedos.
But when we come unto hir fathers houfe,
Tel him I am a Merchants fonne of Ceflus,
That comes for trafficke unto Arbens here,
nd here firha, I wil change with you for once,
And now be thou the Duke of Ceffus fonne,
Revel and {pend as if thou wert myfelfe,
For I will court thy love in this difguife.
“aleria.
B My Lord, how if the Duke your father fhould
7 lome meanes come to Abens for to fee
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ow you do profit in thefe publike {chooles,
And find me clothed thus in your attire,
How would he take it then thinke you my Lord 2

Aurelius,
Tufh feare not Paleria, let me alone,
But {t

ftay, here comes fome other company.

Enter Ferando and his man Sander with a Fw conse,

Polidor.
Here comes the man that I did tel you of,
Ferandy.

Good morrow gentleman to al
How now Polidyr,

Ever wooing and ¢

God fend me be

at once.
what man flill in love?
anft thou never fpeed ?
tter lucke when 1 fhal W00,
Sander.
you take my councel,
Ferands,
cunning ?
Sander,
better for you by five marke
how to do it as wel os I,
Polidor,
I would thy maifter once
To trie himfelfe how he coul

I warrant you mafter and
Why firha, are you fo

Who T, twere
And you could tel

were in the vaine,
d woo a wench.
Ferandy,
olng.,
‘ gﬁmﬁ?fu‘.
I faith fir, my mafter’s going to this ZEAre NOW,
ﬂlid:'.l?‘.
? tel me true,
_ FBerandp,
To bonie Kzze; the patientft wench alive )
Tl}e Drvel himfelfe dares fearce venture to woo her,
Cignor Alfonfirs eldeft daughrer,
And he ha:_h promifde me fix thoufand crownes
1 1 her once 1o be my wife, :
and I muft swoo with 1koulding fure,
will hald her tno ‘ttil fhe be wearie,
relfe ile male her yeeld tg grant me love.

Faith I am even now a

Whither in faith Ferand,

And [

Polidory
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Pog’;’n’ar.
How like you this Aurelius, 1 thinke he knew
: efore we fent to him, 5
S '51 i do & meane to ipeake wi th hir s
VALE £ IME:
But tell me’ & - I*"S?‘r.i';'.-'.-fr).
Faith prefently, doyou bue fland :_111a15%,1 .
And I will make hir father brii:.g 1'!111‘ hither
' 1l talke alone.
i and I, and he, wiil tal:
And fhe, ana 1, e
With all my hE.‘ﬂ:'-".‘. com;i _J:;lcé’zr::;llonc-
one and leave hil
LEt - : g Ft‘?'ﬂ?icfﬂ. .
jonior 4. %5 within there £ |
ionior Alfonfo, who's with
Ho Scignior Alfonfs o
Seionior Ferando y’are welcomﬁe hf‘ ctily
You are a itranger fir unto my hou e.i{e R
Hoile fir, looke what I did prom Y
e i€ you et my daughters love.
le S i 1 Tl g ¥ 1L
lie Per{)l me, 1LYy 5 [ o
; ord or two with hiry
n I have talkt a w 3
The“ Whe' ive her hand to me,
Do you ftep in and give he S
And tell hir when the manage .yd e
For I do know fhe &_vouldl bc:‘ 1£:r:)fiwr‘ P;;;-’;b;-mdc
And when our nuptiall _1'1[(.:.“ G
Let me alone to tame hir we }n a}gc ,with -
Now call her forth that I may ipeak

Enter Kate.
ﬂg’]"ﬂf{ﬁ?-

i : 1 me
Ha Kate, come hither wench and lffn{t‘to 5
Ufe this gentleman friendly as thou canit.
Ferando: i
! i aifs
i ; ‘rows. to my lovely
Twenty good morro }{(,-};g. -
You jeaft I am fure, is fhe yours already
Ffrmm’a; d
’i’ = -
I tel thee Kate I know thou lov’{t me'y
Kate. p
The Divel you do, who teld you 10

171

Ferando.
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Ferands,
My mind fweet Kase doth fay I am the man,
Muft wed, and bed, and marrie bonnie Kate,
Kate,
Was ever feene {0 groffe an affe as this ?
Ferandy.,
I, to ftand fo long and never get a kiffe,

ate,
Hands off I fay, and get you from this place ;
Or I will fet my

ten commandements in your face.
Ferandy,
I prithy do Kare, they fay thou art a fhrew.
And I like thee the better, for I would have thee fo.
Kate.
Let go my hand, for feare it reach your eare,
Ferands,
No Kate, this hand is mine, and I thy love.
.(—{(zf.(.'.
the woodcoke wants his taile,
Ferandy.
But yet his bil will ferve, if the other faile,
Alfonfa.
How now Ferandp, what, my daughter ?
' Ferandy,
ry and loves me as hir life,
A’z;e‘z’.
but not to be your wife.
dﬁ;g/&.
and let me give thy hand
hofen for thy love,
fhalt be wed “to him,
Kaie.
ither, what do you mean to do with me,
me thus unto this brainficke man,
At n his mood cares not to murder me?
[She turnes afide and fpeakss
And yet T will confent and marry him,
‘or I me thinkes have liv’de too long a maide,)
And match hin €00, or elfe his manhood’s good,

Yfaith fir no,

Shee’s willing fi
Tis for your fkin then,

Come hither Kate,
To him that I have ¢
And thou to morrow

Why
(o) _g_{i\.re

Th

Alfonfo,
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Alfonfo. : "
res thee well,

] thy hand, Ferando loves thee ¥ .
Ar?il:;il{niitlllywcalt}: and eafe maintaine thy ftate
Here Ferando, take helrl fgr thy ‘:\ec ﬁ;nu g

{hall be our W g -
And Sunday next o ¢
Why fo, did I not tel thee I fhould be the man?
] : :
Father, I leave my lovely Kate mth.'you,da '
*Provide yourfelves againft our mamage{_ Vs
For I muft hie me to my country h;);ee
In hafte, to fee provifion may bcdmi e
To entertaine my Kaze when fhe doth
Agﬁ??{/é. L
Do fo, come Kate, why doft thou 10(:1 ?e’s e
e ,b& el WEddil{lég ea)-'our promife.
Sonne, fare you wel, and fee you 1[312?:‘?“.I i et
Ferando. |
So, al thus far goes well. Ho Sander. i

Enter Sander laughirg.

Sander. ) e
Sander, 1 faith you are a beaft, I crie ‘?10? h:il:t_:llllj’l‘i‘ ﬂu}-;d
m harts,ready to run out of my belly wat -dm::hat Dyou fad
he{xindc the doore al this while, and hear
to hir,
Ferando. i
Why, dooft thou thinke thatdl did not fpeake wel to h
Sander.
S : t
You fpoke like an affe to hir, ile tell .youn‘:flhlila el
.And T had been there to have woo'd blr};:&)l‘e o
Cloke that you have, chud have had hlrf eI
Had gone a foot furder, and you ta%k'-i o
With hir, and I cannot te}jl_{‘youfw 1ate
erando. S
Well firha, and yet thou feei}; I have got hir for a
A.Qﬂ?;f £l e A\ L =
I mary, twas more by hap then any gn;:lmcétrrlng;paw S
Thope fheele make you ong of the hea

fhor tly. Fera mi_’ (8
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Ferands.

Wel firha, leave your jeafting and go to Polidors houfey
The yong gentlemian that was here with me,
And tel him the circumftance of al thou knowit,
Tel him on funday next we muft be married,
And if he afke thee whither I am gone,
Tel him' into the countrey to my houfe,
And upon Sunday ile be here’ aguine, [ £x:t Ferando

© Sander,

I warrant you my mafler, feare not me
For doing of my bufineffe.
Now hang him' that has not a livery cote
To flath it out and fwafh it out amoneft the prowdeft
On them. Why looke you now, ile fearce put up
Plaine Sunder pow atany of their hands, for and any
'Bady have any thing to do with my mafter, ftraight
They come crouching upon me, 1 befeech you good M,
fﬂ:‘.’fff.’)‘ ipeake a good word for me, and then I am fo
Stowt and take 1t upon me, and ftand upon my pantofles
Lo them out of all crie, why I have a life like a giant
?Jow, but that my n}aﬂer hath {uch a peftilent mind
r.If‘u a woman now of late, and I have a prety wench
T'o my hﬁcr, and I had thought to have preferred my
l\-f[;n’rz-r_ to hir, and that would have bin a good
Deale in my way, but that hees Iped already.

Enter Polidors boy.
Boy.

Ll

Fiiend, well met,

Sander,

Souns friend, well met, I hold, my life he fees not my

mafters livery coate,

>3 o ) -
lne friend hop of my thum, know you who we are

Loy,
T;T;:uﬂ we fir it is the ufe where 1 was borne,
ol aiugc men afr‘m. this manger, yet notwithftanding
-t You beangry with me for calling of vou frie
Nl g of you friend,
d 1€ m orrv for i ; :
OF 2 bl 01.'_(:1 {\)F]!} for 1t, hoping the ftile
¢ Wil make you amends for all,
Sanders
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75
Sander.
The flave is fotie for his fault, now we cannot be angry,
Well whats the matter that you would do with us?
Boy,
Marry fir, I heare you pertaine te [eignior Ferande.
Sanders
I and thou beeft not blind thou maiit fee,
Eece fionum, here.
Hoy.
Shall I intreat you to do me a meflzge to your Mafter 2
Sander.
I, it may be, and tell you us from whence you come.
Boy.
Marzie fir I ferve yong Polidor your maifters friend,
Sander,
Do you {erve him, and whats your name ¢
2 (Y
My name firha ? I tel the firha is cald Catapie.
Sander. )
Cake and pie, O my teeth waters to have a peece of thee.
Boys
Why flave, wouldft thou eate me ?
Sander.
Eate thee, who would not eate Cake and pie?
Boy.
Why villaine my name is Catapie, )
But wilt thou tel me where thy maifter 1s.
. Sander.
Nay thou muit firft tel me where thy maifter is,
ot I have good ncwes for him, I can tel thee.
Boy.
Why fee where he comes,

Enter Polidor, Aurelius, and Valeria,

Polidor.
Come fiweet Aurelius my faithfull friend,
» oW wil we go to fee thofe lovely dames,
'vm?er in beauty then the orient pearle,
Whiter than is the Alpine Chriftall mould,
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And far more lovely than the terrene plant,
"That blufhing in the aire turnes to a ftone.
What Sander, what newes with you?
Sander.
Marxy fir my maifter fends you word
That you muft come to his wedding to morrows
Polidor:
What, fhal he be married then ?
Sander.
Faith I, you thinke he ftandes as lorg about it as you dad
Polidor.
Whither is thy maifter gone now ?
Sander.
Mawmy hee’s gone to our houfe in the Countrey
To make al things in a readineffe againft my new
Miftriffe comes thither, but heele come againe to MOTIOWs
Pol:dor.
This is fuddainly difpacht belike :
Wel, firha boy, take Sander in with you,
And have him to the buttery prefentlic.

I will fir: come Szunder, 2 [Exit Sauder and the Boy:
Aurelius,
= i’afng‘a, a}s erlt wee did devife,
ake thou thy lute and go to Alfonfos houfe
And fay that Polidor fentg:hcc thifhéa !
Polidor.
I Valeria, for he {poke to me,
To helpe him to fome cunning Mufitior,
To teach his eldeft daughter on the lute,
And thou Iknow wilt fitte his turne fo well,
t}s thou fhalt get great favour at his hands,
Be gone Faleria, and fay I fent thee to him.
iy Paleria.
I will Sir, and ftay your comming at Alfonfes houfe.
[Exit Valena:
- Jbﬂfi.’f-_??'.
Now fiveet Surelius, by this devife
Shal we have leifure for to court our loves,
- Fos
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For whilft that fhe is learning on the lute

Hir fifters may take time to fteale abrode,

For otherwife fheele keepe them both within,

And make them worke whilit fhe bericiie doth play.
But come, lets go unto Aiforfas hoyle,

And fee how Paleria and Kaze agrecs

1 doubt his muficke fcarce will pleafe his fkaller,
But ftay, heere comes 4427/0-

Enter Alfoni_'oo

Alfonfo.

What M. Polidor! you are wel met,

I thanke you for the man you fent to me,

A good Mufition I thinke-he is;

1 have fet my daughter and him togither,

But is this gentleman a friend of yours ¢
Polidor.

He is, I pray you fir bid him welcome,
He’s a wealthy” Marchants fon of Ceflus.

. Alfonfo.

Yare welcome fir, and if my houfe afforde
You any thing that may .content your Ir_nllnc-_l,
IPl‘a‘y you fir make bokl with mes

Aurelius.

I thanke you fir, and if what:I have got
By marchandife or travel on the feas,

attins, or lawnes, or azure coloured  filke,
Or pretious fiery pointed ftones of Indy

ou fhall command both ghem, myfelfe, and all.

' dlfonfo.

Thanks _gentle fir, Polidor take him in,

And bid him welcome unto my houfe,
Yor thou I thinke muft be my fecond fonne;
Ferando, Polidor dooft thou not know
uft marry Kare, and to morrow: is the day.
Polidor.
Such newes I heard, and I came now to know. °
" i
Polidor tis true, go let me alone,
or I muft fee againft the bri_degr'o_q}nc come,




178 THE TAMING OF A SHREW,.

"That al things be according to his mind,
And {o ile leave you for an houre or two.
Polidor.
Come then Aurelius, come 1n with me,
And weele go fita while and chat with them,
And after bring them forth to take the aire.

Then Slie Jpeakse

Stie,
Simy when will the foole come againe 2
Lord,
Hecle come againe my Lord anon,
Slie.
Gis fome more drinke here, founs where’s
The Taplter, here Sin ¢ate fome of thefe things,

Lord.
So I domy Lord.

Slies
Heere Sim, 1 drinke to thee.

Lord.
My Lord heere comes the Plaiers againe,

Sf.".l’.
O brave, heers two fine gentlewoinen.

Enter Valeria with a Lute, and Kate with hints

Vakria.
The fencelefle trees by mufick have bin mov’d,
And at the found of plefant tuned ftrings,
Have favage beafts hung downe their liftning heads,
As though they had beene caft into a traunce,
Then it may be, that the to whome naught can pleafe,
With Mufickes found, in time may be furprifde.
Come lovely Miitris, will you take your lute,
And play the leffon that I taught you laft ?
; Kate.
It 3s no matter whether I dee, or no,
Fortruft me, I take no great delight in it,
Paleria.
I'\R'ould, fweete Miftris, that it lay in me,
To helpe you to that thing thar’s your delight.

[ :’EA‘I !c

[ jf,t'."."a
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Kate,
_ Inyou with a peflilence, are you fo kind ?
Then make a night-cap of your fiddles caft,
To warme your head, and hide your filthy face,
Faleria.

It that ({weet Miftris) were your harts content,
You fhould commaund a greater thing than that,
Although it were ten times to my difgrace,

Kate,
Yare {0 kind t’were pittie you fhould be hang’d,
And yet me thinkes the foole doth looke afquint.
FValeria.
Why Miftris, doe you mocke me 2
Kate,
No, buit T meane to moove thee.
Falerias

Well, will you play a little ?

' Kates

Yea, give mie the Lute.

FPaleria.
That ftop was falfe, play it againe.
_ Kate.
Then mend it thou, thou filthy affe,
Faleria,
What, doe you bid me kiffe your arfc ?
Kate.
,HGW now jacke fawce ? y’are a jolly mate,
Y'are beft be fill left T crofie your pate,
And make your muficke flie about your eares,
Ile make it and your coxcombe meet. - .
[She offers to firike hime avith the Lutey
Valeria,
Hold Miftris, fowns twill you breake my Lute 2
Kate,

Yea on thy head and if thou fpeake to mes

here, take it up, and fiddle fomewhere clfe,

_ [She throwes it downeq

And fee you come no more into this place,
Let that I clap your fiddle on vour face, [ Exi: Kate.
M 2 Falerias

[ Shee playes




1830 THE TAMING OF A SHREW,
4 c'z'fcrz'a.__ "

Sowns, teach her to play on the Lute?. ~ ~
The divell fhall teach her firft, I am glad thee’s gone
For I was ne're {o fraid in all my life,

But that my Lute fhould flie about mine eares :
My maifter fhall teach her himfelfe for me, .
For Ile keepe me farre enough without her reach,
For he and Polidor fent me before,

To be with her, and teach her on the Lute,
Whiltt they did court the other gentlewomen,
And heere me thinkes they come together.

Enter Aurelius, Polidor, .Em.elifa, and Philena,

J2 a&f_’?r.
How now Valeria, where’s your Miftris ?

Valeria.
At the vengeance, I thinke, and no where elfe.
Aurelius.
Why Paleria, will fhe not learne apace?
Faleria.
arn’d too much alreadie,
had T not fpoke her faire,
e learnt for me againe.,
Aurelius.
Well #aleria go to my chamber,
And beare him companie that came to daie Y
From Ceffus, where our aged father dwelles, [ Exz¢ Valerids
 Polidor.
my lovely love,
itht pallace of the Sunne,

Yes berladie, fhe haz le
And that I had felt,
But fhe fhall ne’re b

Come faire Ewmelia,
Brighter than the burn
The eie-fight of the glorious firmament, -
In whofe bright lookes fparkles the radiant fire
Wilie Promethens {lily ftole from Fowe,
Infufing breath, life, motion, foule,

0.everie object ftricken by thine eies,

faite Enelia, T pine for thee, :

And, either mutt enjoy thy love, or die.
Emelia.

you will not die for love,

¢d’fl not to com plaine,

Fie man, I know
Ab Polidor, thou ne

Eternall
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Fternall heaven fooner be di{fo}v"d, d
And all that pierceth Pbebus filver eie,
Before fuch Hap befall to Polidor.
Polidor.

Thankes faire Emelia for thele fweet words 3

But what faith Philena to her friend:
. 5 ~ Philena. i
N buvine marchandife of him.

Why I am buying Pl

Mittis, you fhall not neede to buy of mes
For when I crofs’d the bubbling C{:még;,
And failde along the criftall Fﬁ-{fy}?nr,s
1 fil’'d my coffers of the wealthy mines,
Where I did caufe millions o,ff llabo_urhrig Moores
Toundermine the caverns of the earth,
To fcekfi for ftrange and new found pretious ftones,
And dive into the fea to g:\_t_he; pearle,
As faire as Funo oftred Priams fonne,
And you {hgl take your liberall choice of all.

- Philena. 1

I thanke you fir, and would Philkna might
In any curtefie requite you fo
As l'hg with willing heart could well beftow.

Enter Alfonfo.

- Alforfo
How now daughters, is Férando come ?
Lmela.
Not yet father, I wonder he ftaies fo longs
 Alfonfo. ity
And where’s your fifter that fhe is not here.
SR _Pb.:'fmm.
She is making of her ready, father,
To goe to church, and if that: he were come,
RS Polidor,
I warrant you hee’l not be long awaye.
' Aifonfo. i
Go daughters, get you in, and bid your, fifter
Provide herfelfe againit that we do come,

]

=]
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ired for fhame,
; i t thus attired i
And fee you go to church along with us. s Fie Fer ““_(%hr:lﬁ-;bera and there fute thy felfe
S [Exeunt Philena and Emelia, , Come to my that I did never wearcs
es not away, Of twenty futes Ferando.
Polidor, | : as many futes
. Lidor. 1 have 2 g
His Tailor, it may be, hath bin too {lacke Tuﬂj f‘i{:jgl:;:\dc to fit my humor ‘fo, 7
In his apparell which he meanes to weare : Fan‘:a\ L'!?‘l Athens, and as Tichly Wmsogrn’d
For no queftion but fome fantaftike {utes As any i ‘Maﬂie Robe that late a
He is determined to weare to day, As “{b tle‘]lc legat of the Perfian K“ﬁ%ife i
And richly powdered with pretious ftones, The{i{ils tji'orﬁ them have I made ¢
Spotted with liquide golde, thicke fet with pearle, - And thi _ﬁf;j;m;.
b - . : : e‘
Raieibe g s bi’[’?ls e I prethee Ferando let }rln ccii:_f;ch with us,
o1f0. L : : the
I car’'d not I, what coft hel{;&[beﬁow, ' Before thou gik{}er?:l?e upon thy backe.
¢ = putiome o : .
In golde, or filke, fo he himfelfe were here, ; To putfon Fei mﬁine i
For I had rather lofe a thoufund crownes, - Not for the world, if I might g i
Than that he fhould deceive us heere to day : SMoRIo] fore take me thus, of N0
But foft, I thinke I fee him come, And therefor

I marvel that Fergudo com

Enter Kate.
Enter Ferando bafely attired, and 4 red Cap on bis bead,

- Kate doth come,
: e n‘l} Kale e }fdfﬁ’
Bat foft, fec where n -es my lovely ’
Ferand,. : ir: how fares my srch ?
- ther: Polidow o I muik falute har : . 4] we oo to church ¢
Good morrow father : Polidor nn-el_l1|11§r? What, art thou ready ? fhal }@gpa
You wonder, I know, that I have ftaide fo long, ’ -
Alfonfo,

=9
fely tir'd,
= . y mad, {o ba

: Tot T with one {6 = e
Yea mary fonne, we were almoft perfuaded, T}“D rry fuch a filthy ﬂil‘lf}} g;oom L Wwitss

“hat we fhould fearce have had our Bridegroome heere ; Tﬁalris 1}; feemes fomenmes 1S ?me il

ut fay, why art thou thus bafely attired ? Or elfe he would not thus 1_1;‘«22[{0.

Ferando, : § ' _ 4 reater love in mMe,

Thus richly father you fthould have faide, Tuflh Kate thefe words adg? '%r then before : .
For w my wife and I 4 arried once P thee Tairer ‘ple robe,
Sfr "hgn 2 mﬁc_ nd I are marrie o? > And makes mé thm.kell then Dianas purple

1ec’s fuch a fhrew, if we thould once fall out, Sweet Kate, thou lovelier
Sheele pull my coftly futes over mine eares, |
#nd therefore am T thus atti’d a while -

ie Apenis
Whiter than are the fnowie A >
For many things T tell you's in my head, .
And

- China
LS : on Boreas
iig Tocchul thﬂtbgrc}‘;éfsgolden beake,

: 2 - Father, 1 {weare by
none muft know thereof, byt Az and I : | 2
= O We fhall live like Lambes and Lions fure
'\r

Nor Lambs to Lions n
once the

As Kate to
And there

: X bo‘n}-’ Kﬂfes
e faire and radiant is Iy s

%Il?elzi j;::.111\]:({;’r"}{::rltb.l.ls when he doth im
The ruddie Simies at fdas fcete;how-l be'elad,
And care not thou, fveet Kr;::i oY e ke,

h ‘e garments wroug
“Thou fhalt haye ga Lo
fc}ﬁs’[i—”'o Y

cver were {o tame,
y be within the Lions pawes,

me, if we were married once,
fore, come, Iis to church prefently,
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Enchac’d with pretious: jewels fetcht from far,
By Iralian marchants that with R uffian {temes,
Plowes up huce furrowes in the Terrene Maine,
And better far my lovely Kaze fhal weare :
Then come {weet love, and let us to the church,
For this I fweare fhal be my wedding fute, [Exits
Alfonfo.
Come gentlemen go along with us,

For thus, do what we can, he will be wed. [Exeunt omnes.

Enser Polidors Boy and Sander,

Boy.

Come hither firha, boy.
Sander.
Boy, oh difgrace to my perfon | founes, boy
Of your face, you have many boyes wirh fuch
Pickadenaunts I am fure, founs twould you
Not have a bloudy nofe for this?
y oV,

Come, come, Idid but jeft, where is that
Same peece of pie that I gave thee to keepe ?
: . . Sander, :

The pie? I, you have more mind of your befly
Then to go lee what your maifter dooes,

_ Boy, -
Tufh, tis no matter man, T

rethee give it me,
Iam very hungry [ promife thee,
 Sander.
y and the divel burft
cann it fave a bit after'{'uppé‘rq
alwaies ready to munch it up. :
3

Why you may take it
ou with it, one
But you are

()

Why come man, we fhall have cood cheere

Anon at the bridehonfe, for your ?p'us ters gone to
hurch to be murreg already, and theycg

Such cheere as palleth, :

o Sarﬁé?‘.l ; v
IIbrﬂve, I would 1 had eate _nn.i'ri_'éate this u?c’eke,
or I'have never a corner icfi 1 my belly
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To put a venfon paftie in, T thinke I fhall blur(’t\ myfelfe
W?it[t)l eating, for 1le fo cram me down the tarts
chp: f all crie.

And the marchpanes out o - )
. 1. but how wilt thou do now thy m\a{a}ﬂ:gﬂ: st 0
Ma’ricd, thy miftres 1s lucl} ;1 ?Wi{’ ai‘c‘beatc s
Thee fors ating quickely, {hee’l
Thee forget thy € ng q s ;

| i : for that, for

v {ter alone with her for that, ) :
HLiet $-§k2]?11r tame wel inough ere long I wlm"lau{t S:;ebc
Fef Ee’s fuch a churle waxen now of lat?’ﬁhdt anc
I«'.?ever {o little angry he thums nu{al_ gui («ildy cry,

] r mind firha, the yongelt 18 SGT
%ﬂét?\‘zﬁuh and if T thought thy mafter would
Not have hir, Ide have a fling at 'hlrl g
Mylelfe, ile fee foone wl?et'n?r twill be 2 -

Or no: and it will not, ile fet the matte
Hard for myfelfe T warrant thee.
Boyie- s ;

Souns you flave, wil you bea Rlv:;i}(_*gflt h
My mafler in bis love? Speake b\;t hl S
Another word and ile cut off one ol thy I€5

Sander.
juds hen firha,

Oh cruel judgment, nay t it
My tongue fhal talke no more to youf,_ E?rzl?;t);r
Timber fhal tell the trufty meflage of his At
Even on the very forehead of thecl,fthou a
Villaine, therefore prepare t?gjﬁ, e.

3

Come hither thou imperfectious ﬁ;v%sm
Regard of thy beggery, hold thee, tfoe; o
Two fhillings for thee, ‘to pay thee
Healing of thy left leg'which'I -meanlc .
Furioufly to invade, or to maime at the

Saniders .

O fupernodical foole ! wel, ile takle yout

Two fhillings, but ile bar ftriking at legse
' Boy.
Not I, for ile ftrike any wheres

Sd .’J(ﬂ‘r’ To
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. Sander,
Here take your two thillings againe,
1le fee thee hang'd ere ile fight with thee,
I gat a broken fhin the other day,
“Tis not whole yet, and therefore ile not fight.
Come, come, why fhould we fal out ?
Boy,

Wel firha, your faire words have fomethis ot
Alaied my choler : T am content for this once
To put it up, and be friends with thee,

But foft, fee where they are come al from church,
Belike they be married already,

Enter Ferando and Kate, and Alfonfs axd Polidot azd Emelia,
ard Aurelius, and Phylena.
Lerando.

Father farewel, my Kate and I muft home,
Sirha, go make ready my hotfe prefently,
Alfonfa,

Your horfe! what fon, I hope you do but jeit,
1 am fure you wil not go fo fuddainely.
} Kate.

Let him go or tarry, T am refolv’d to flay,

And not to travel on my wedding day, -
=
Lerando.

Tut Kate 1 tel thee we muft needes
Vilaine, haft thou fadled my horfe ?
Sander,
Which horfe, your curtall ?

go home,

FBerandy.
flave, fiand you prating here?
y gelding for your miftris.
: _ Kage,
Not for me, for I wil not go

Souns you
Saddle the ba

Sandey,

il not let me haye him, you owe ten pence
nd 6 pence for ftuffing my miftris faddle,

Xl 2 Ferandy,
Here villaine, goe pay him ftrait,

The Oftler w

For his meate g

Sander,

I
. Come Kate, our dinner 1
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lsaﬁ({ef -
o a k (o] avendacr :
* i‘ 11 t 1] e "{!\1"
0 ‘t fl AVE, & ..d L"l’ln the” p'[:ﬁ :
v av C’ n g ﬁhﬂ”rﬁf

oule dine with us.
i e at leaft youle a1
\}Vhy ke ; hop T Sanders
lets ftay til dinner be done.
Ferando.
P
i ore yet!
s vilaine, art thou here y¢
e s prOVldf:d at home.
Kate.

for here I mean to dine:

I pray you maiter
[ Exit Sandes,

But not for me,

aqs . > ot
Ile have my wil in this as wel as you,
Though you in madding meoc Worc
Defpite of you ile farry with th

b 1
ood would leave your frinds,

Ferando. 1
“ = t1meE.
1 Kate fo thou fhalt, but ﬂtéﬂm‘{: ?ﬁg 2
Whenas thy fifters here fhall e.e'g-\din:r day,
Then thon and I wil keepe our W ‘jide )
In better fort then now we can P‘IO“’m 2'11
For heere I promife thec before t lioqin‘f’ g
We will ere long returne to them ¢ -‘Z)--‘Wiil away,
Come Kute, {tand not on termes, Ehlt e
This 13 my day, to morrow tho mqndcs.,
And I will doe whatever t,hou1 Comwl‘eaveq
Gentlemen, farewell, wee’l take our 2

: - e ae home. =
Tomillbellatebotore SRTHEE [ Excunt Ferando and Kate,

Polider.
. -1 be gOnC.
#do, fince you will
Farewell Ferarndo, Ll
ad : ledid I never fee.
So mad a coup : Lmelia, e
Thei’re even as wel matcht as T would wifh.
Philena. e
And yet T hardly thinke tl:mt he cfl-nttsfl‘-:;iiih :
For when he haz done, fhe will dowha
i Aurelius. eve
; 2leeves ;
Her manhoode then is good I do belee Polidors
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Polidor.
Aurelius, or elfe T mifle my marke:
Her tongue will walke, if fhe doe holde 1
I am in doubt ere halfe a month be pait,
Hee'l curfe the Prieft that married him fo foone,
And yet it may be fhe will be reclaimde,
For fhe is very patient growne of late,

Afonf
God hold it, that it Inay continue ftill,

X would be loath that they fhould difagree,
But he (I hope) will hold her in a while.”
Polidor.
ates T will ride to him,
1gly they do agree,
-"‘ff?){‘;’?f/";'
t fay you to this ?

1cr hands.

Within thefe two d
And fee how lovis

Now Aurelins wha

What, have you fent to Ceftus as you faid ?
To certifie your father of your love,

For 1 would gladly he would like of it,
And if he be the man you tell to me,

I gheffe he is a Merchant of great wealth :
And I have feene him oft ar 7;

bens here,
And for his fake affure thee thou are welcome,

Polidar,

And fo to me whilft Polidor doth live,

Aurelins,
I find it fo, right worthy gentlemen,
And of that woorth your friendfhip I efteeme,
1 leave cenfure of your feverall thoughts,

But for requirall of your fayours paft
Refts yet behin

I vow fhal be ¢
And for my fa
Ido exf{pect w

de, which when occafion ferves,
emembred to the. full, :
thers comming to, this place,
ithin this weeke at mojt.

4‘,{,’}":}# t:?.
but we foreet
ur marriage dinner now the Bride is gone,

Enou gh Aurelius »

Come, let us fee what there they left behind, . [Ewennt gnintse

Entert
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Fnier Sander avith o or three Serving men

Sander i
] 1 as falt as you 4
Come firs, provide all things as faft as :

» L - L
V e il h {l L\.’I 3 ].[ W IS
i 5 ar fll'l ?..L ‘!\r 1C N

¢ all things ready.
And all, and he fent me before to fec all thing
2

Yo s
s : new mi
Wel hotrie Sznder : firrha how lookes our
S ’ ouy Threw.
is? They fay fhee’s a plaguy fh
tris y Scipders s ASHiE o doft
Yea and that thou halt find, Incanlte‘I_I ;:S::l hqlio with, as it
Efl ﬂ_?l ¢ wel ‘.'-.’h}’ ﬂ‘i}-" malter haz iuell «
not pl{id (=] _1§ h‘,‘ even 1'1]{6 a Iﬂ}ldlnanl
pafﬁ’:th, atid nec s Wil
fay ?
Thy Sander, what doth he
“ h-\f’ S J.’{'f{? 3 € Smm’g,-' ﬂ Ia
4 hen thev fhou
Wiyelle el yoll whats f};}'e puts50n an olde :
i arric ) .- ; t 13-
to church to be mari ol el
i?iiu and a paire of canvafie blLfcl?ibf:md, i
e E hrs 1o cap or % =
Tl dmlid“illﬁ rf)il‘ﬁ lt)h}f felfe with laughing
ke ol }t'}?}l 1= hee’s ee’n as good asa v
SEcn toul el m} x when they fhould goe to dinner,
Foole for me: and then e beume, o
1 muce pefandls (e 1101 2 ‘d theretore vou had beft
And ne’er tarried for dinner, and ti e
inft they come, :
e anper i Egalrflll am fure by this tune.
ard at hand L ¢ !
They be hard - 1
already.
Sowns, fee where they be already

Sl
Eutér Ferando and Kate.

Ferando. -
illaines
‘Now welcome Kuate. “Where’s theLi'c v bl:)lgi‘d 3
o : o s
Heere? what, not fupper yet u-%m:]et;t Al
Nor table {pread, nor nothing GbeforeP 2
Where’s that villaine that I fent bek
d Sanders
Now, adfim, fir. s




190 THE TAMING OF A SHREW,

‘ Ferando.,

COIITLC hither you vﬂ}am_e, Ile cut your nofe,
Y;ou rogue, help‘me off with my bootes : wilt pleafe
You to lay the cloth? Sowns the villaine

Hurts my foote : pull eafily I fay, yet againe ?

2 [ He beates them all,
. [Zhey cover the boord, and fetch in the meate.
Ng el 1 . s
owns, burnt and {fcorch’t, who dreft this meate ?
o Wil
Yorfooth Fobn Cooke,

[He throwes dowune the tabie and meate, and all, and
Z,.wr,- ~ / 1737 2 :
ezies them el

c ) LFervands.

(‘u:o?_ }10_111“\'1;11}1]1165, bnng me fu_ch meate ?
“ut of my fight I fay, and beare it hence :

Come Kate

» wee'll have other meate prov,
. , W srovided
Is there a fire in my chamber fir ? : &

Sander
I forfooth i
¥ M _ [Exeunz Ferando and Kate,
[Manent Serving men, andeate up all the meates
Sor I think Tom,
ownes, L thinke of m : .
: confcience m 75 madde
fince he was married, / y maifter’s a

I laft what a boxe | /%7
1 : vihat a oxe he ave ASr
For pulling off his boows,g aader

- s
Linter Ferando againg,

o
! Dander.
T hurt his foote for the nonce man,

\ Ferands.
Did you fo, you damned villaine ?

:[’luis humour muft
l"q bridle and hold

Vith curbes of h
Nor 6] L1

Ile m

[He leates them all out dyaints
I holde me to 2 while, :

e backe my head-i’frong wife,

S - funger, eafe, and want of {leepe
P€, nor meate thall fhe enjoy to night,
o >

&y as : 5
v her up as men doe meyy theiy Hawkes,
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And make her gently come unto the Lewre,

Were fhe as ftubborne, or as full of ftrength,

As was the Thracian Horfe Alcides tamde,

That king Egeus fed with fielh of men,

Yet would I pull her downe, and 111:4._!{0r l.le:." come, e
As hungry Hawkes doe flic unto their Lewre. [Exits

Enter Aurelius azd Valena.

Aurelins.
Valivia attend, I have a lovely love,

As bright as is the heaven criftalline, ;
As faire as is the milke white way of Fvve,
As chafte as Phale, in her fummer {ports,
As foft and tender as the azure dowlne,
That circles Citherea’s filver Doves. k
Her doe I meane to make my lovely Bride,
And in her bed to breathe the fweete content
That I, thou know’ft, long time have aimed at.
Now Faleria it refts in thee to helpe
To compafle this, that I might game my love,
Which eafily thou maift performe at will,
If that the merchant. which thou told'ft me of,
Will, (as he faide) woe to Alfonfoes houfe,
And fay he is my father, and there withall
Pafle over certaine deedes of land to me,
That I thereby may gaine my hearts defirey
And he is promifed reward of me.

Faleria. ]

Feare not my Lord, Ile fetch him {trait to you,
For hee'l doe any thing that you comn}uund, g
But tell me, my 'Lurd, is Ferando married then

Aurelius.

He is, and Polidor fhortly fhal be wed,

And he meancs to tame his wife ere long.
Valeria.

Hee faies fo.

; Aureliiis, ;

Faith he’s gon unto the taming fchoo:¢.
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Valeria,
The taming fchoole why is there fuch a place?
. Aureliys.
I: and Ferands is the maiflter of the fchoole.
; Valeria.
That’s rare : but what decorzm doth he ufe ?
Auretiuns,

Faith T know not: but by fome odde devife
Or other, but come Zaleria T long to fee the man,
By whom we muft comprife our plotted drift,
That I may tel him what we have to do.

Valeria.

Then come my Lord and T will bring you to him ftraight.

Aurelins,

Agreede then, lets go. [ Eweunts

Zinter Sander and bis mifiris,

Sander.
Come miftris,
Kate.
_prethee ‘helpe me to fome meat,
int that I can {carcely ‘ftand,
Sander,
you know my maifter

arge that you muft eat nothing,
himfelfe giveth you.

'};r(,’.
ds ‘never know it.
Sander,
Why looke you miftris,
of bieffe and muftard now?
I(ah’.
eat, canft thou help me to ‘fome f.
.\‘:E‘!?Iﬂ’f?“.

Sander 1
Iamfo fa

I marty miftris, but
Has given me a ch

But that which he

Why man, thy mafter, nee

You fay true indeed,
- What fay you to a pece

Why I fay tis excellent m

I, T could help you tofome, but that
I doubt the muly

rd 1s too chollerick for you.
But what fay you to'a fheepes head and garlicke ?
Kate.
I care not what it be.

Wh'f any thino. :
: s}’ i _ Sanders
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Sandere 1
1 but the garlicke I doubt will make your It;rea;;td%
= = = | - o
er wil courle me for
Stincke, and then my maft LTy i
You eate it. But what fay you to a I3
o Ip me to fome
That's meat for a king, {weete Sander help m
&
of it. _
Sanders I
Nay berlady then tis too deere for us, we m
Not meddle with the Kings meate,
Kate.
Out villaine, doft t{’r}ouﬂ‘mocke me,
Take that for thy fawhneile,
( £ Sander. . 2
i ingr ith 2 murrin,
Sounes are you fo light hngl;d;::g e
Ile keepe you fafting for it t?:; :
i .
illaine, i o(h- off
I tel thee villaine, ile teare the ﬁtm?m L
Thy face and eate it, and thou pra
Sander. o
| rie °
Here comes my mafter now, heele courie y

[She Geates iy

i daoer point ang
Enter Ferando wwith a peece of meate upor his a8 P
Polidor avith birts

FEerando.
: : ee
See heere Kafe, T have provided mtiatuli(;r:h 3
Here take it: what, 1ft not worth_vﬂt;lfi e f
Go firha, take it away againe, you Il
Thankful for the next you have.
Kaie.
Why I thanke you for it. >
i firha and take it hencg
Nay now tis not worth a pin, go Hha -
I fay.
4 Sander. e
: ey 3
Yes fir ile carrie it hence: Mafter let I

I - : fhe is.
- Have none, for fhe can fight as hungry as ;

Polidor.
I pray you fir let it ftand, for ile eate

. 4 T
Some with her my felfe. Feranda,
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Ferando.
Wel firha, fet it downe againe,
Kate.
Nay nay'I pray you let him take it hence,
And keepe 1t for your owne diet, for ile none,
Ile ne're be beholding to you for your meat,
1 tel thee flatly here unto thy teeth,
Thou fhalt not keepe me nor feed me as thou liff,
For I will home' againe unto my fathérs houfe.
Lerands.
T, when y’are meeke and gentle, but not
Before, I know your ftomacke is not yet come downe.
“I'hereforc no marvel thou canft not cat,
Aud I will go unto your Fathers houfe,
Come Poiidor let us go in againe,
And Kare come in with us, I know ere long,
That thouand T fhall lovingly agree. { Excunt onintss

Luter Aurelius, Valeria and Phylotus the Marchants

Aurelius.
Now Seignior Phylotus, we wil go
Unto Alfonfos houfe, and be fure you {ay
As I did tel you, concerning the man
That dwels at Coffus, whofe fon I faid I was,
¥or you do very much refemble him,
And feare not : you may be bold to fpeake your mind-
Phylotus.
I warrant you fir, take you no care,
Tle ufe my felfe fo cunning in the caufe,
As you fhall foone injoy your harts delight.
Aurelius,
Thanks fweet Phylotus, then ftay you here,
And I will go and fetch him hither ftraic.
Ho, Seignior Alfonfo ; a word with you,

Enter Alfonfo,

Alfonfa.
what Aurelius, what's the matter
and {o like a ftranger at the doore ?

Who’s theye ?
That you 1t

- ﬂ}g ;'E‘f:'f;.‘ »
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Aurelins,
My father fir is newly come to tofvne,
And T have brought him here to fpeake with youy
Concerning thefe matters that I told you of,
And he can certlfie you of the truth.
Alfonfo.
Is thig your father? you are welcome fir.
Phylotus. _
"Thanks Alfonfo, for thats your name I gefle,
T underftand my fon hath fet his mind
And bent his liking to your daughters love,
And for becaufe he is my only fon,
And I would gladly that he {hould_do wells
1 tel you fir, I not miflike his choife,
If you agree to give him your confent, !
He fhall have living to maintaine his {tate,
Three hundred pounds a yeare, I will affure .
To him and to his heyres, and if they do joyre |
And knit themfelves in holy wedlocke band, |
A thoufand maffie ingots of pure gold i
And twife as many bars of filver plate,
{ fieely give him, and in writing firaight
I wil confirme what I have faid in wordss
Alfonfos ~
Truft me, I muft commend your liberal .mmd,
And loving care you beare unto your fon,}
And here I give him freely my confent. oo
As for my daughter, I thinke he knowes her mind,
And I will inlarge her dowry for your fake,
And folemnife with joy your nuptial rites.
But is this gentleman of Ceffus too 2
Aurelius,
He is the Duke of Ceftus thrife renowned fomy
Who for the love his honor beares to me,
Hath thus accompanied mee to this placcs
Alfonfo. _
You were too blame you tolde me not before,
Pardon me my Lord, for if I had knowne
Your honor had bin here in place with me;

I would have don my dut}’}f{“ grour horors Valerids
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Valeria. _

“Thanks good A¥onfo, but 1 did come to fee
When thefe marriage rites fhould be performed,
And if in thefe nuptials you vouchfafe,

To honor thus the prince of Ceffus friend,
In celebration of bis fpoufal rites,
He fhal remaine a lafting friend to you,
What faies Aurelius father ?

Phylotus.

I humbly thanke your honor, good my Lord;
And ere we part, before your honor here,
Shal articles of fuch content be drawne,

As twixt our houfes and pofterities,

Eternally this league of peace fhall laft

Inviolate and pure on either part.
Afonlo.

With al my heart, and if your honor pleafe

To walke along with us unto my houfe,
We wil confirme thefe leagues of lafting love.
Faleria.
Come then Aurelins T wil go with you. [ B, ommely

Enter Ferando azd Kate, and Sander.

Sander.
Matfter, the Haberdather has brought my
Miftris home hir cap here.
Ferando.
Come hither fitha: what have you there?
Haberda/ber.
A velvet cap fir, and it pleaie you.
Ferando.
Who fpoke for it ¢ did(t theu Kaze ?
I{_‘ i

What if I did? come hither firha giveme
The cap, ile fee if it wil fit me. [Sbe Jets it 0¥
Ferando.
O monitrous : why it becomes thee not
Let me fee it Kote : here firtha take it henc®,
This cap is out of fafhion quites

er beate
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Kate.
The fafhion is good inough : belike you
MMeane to make a foole of me.
Ferando.
Why true, he meanes to make 2 foole of theey
"To have thee put on fucha curtald caps
Sirha be gone with it.

Enter the Taylor with a gowhts

Sander.
Here is the Taylor too with my miftris gowne.
Ferando. :
Tet me fee it Taylor: what, with cuts and jags ?
Sounes thou vilaine, thou haft fpoil'd the gowne.
Taylor. 'y
Why fir, T made it as your man gave me dire&tions
You may read the note here.
Ferando.
Come hither firha: Zaylor read the notes
T@!ﬂ:‘.
Item a faire round compafld cape.
Sander,
I thats true.
‘ Taylor.
And a large truncke fleeve,
Sander.
Thats a lie mafter, I faid two truncke {leevess
; Ferandos
Wel fir, go forward.
Y@Zﬂfn
Item a loofe bodied gowne.
Sander,
Maifter if ever I faid loofe bodies gownes
Sew me in a feame, and beat me to deat
With a bottome of browne thred.
: Taylore
I made it as the note bade me.
\ Sander.
I fay the note lies in his throate and thou too,

And thou faift it.
M N 3 ' ';Tai:'a)‘
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Failor.
Nay, nay, ne’r be fo hot firha, for I feare you not,
Sander,

Dooft thou heare Zailor, thou haft braved
Many men: brave not me, :

Th'aft fac’d many men,
; ' Tailor,
Wel fir,

Sander.

Face not me, ile neither be fac’d nor braved
At thy hands I can tell thee.

Kate.

Come, come, I like the fathion of it wel inough,
Heere’s more adoe than needes, Ple have it, I,
your eics,
your will.

And if you doe not like it hide
I thinke I fhall have nothing by

erando.
Go I fay, and take it up for your maifters ufe,
ander.
Sounes villaine, not for thy life, touch it not:
Souns, take up my miftris gowne to his
Maifters ufe !

Ferand.
Well fir, what's your conceit of it ?

Sander,
I have a deeper conceit of it than you
Thinke for, take up my miftris gowne
T'o his maifters ufe, -
Ferando,
come hither, for this time make it :
aine, and Ile content thee for thy paines.
Tt?ffz‘r'.

Tailer,
Hence ag

I thanke you fir, [ Exie Tailery

Ferandy,
Come Kate, wee now will goe fee thy fathers houie
Even in thefe honeft meane abiliments.
Our purfes fhal be rich, our garments plaine,

© fhrowd our bodies from the winter rage,
And thats inough, what thould we care for mcrg
Thy fifters Kare, to morrow muft be wed,
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; e

And I have promifed them thou}ﬂmm;l;:lﬁ be there,
The morning is well up, lets lgzim eeat\hei';

1 ] re we S
It wil be nine aclocke € o

Nine aclocke, why tis already pa.ﬁ 1&;13 (i)

Tn the afternoone by al the clockes in the _
L Ferando.

i afternoone.
i aclocke in the afte
I fay tis two e L
52!
It fhal be nine then .ere you go t(; ytgu;ay ;
Come backe againe, we Wl'lll P1:10: go
Nothing but croffing me ftil

Exeunt ominese
Lle have you fay as I doe ere I goe. L

¢ ilema.
Lnter Dolidor, Emelia, Aurelius, and Phile
Polidor. L
: en

Fﬁirc .E?HC’ZII“} fumml_f:rs })I'Iglht fu{;n%e ]
Biighter of hew than is burning ;:or fits
Where Phabus in his bright zqua i Vs
Creating golde and pretious mmer‘for,c’d
Wb ol Bl e LN A
To leave faire Athens, an: t%mefgx- f Jove

Should thou affay to feale tz: e orlore
Mounting the futtle airy regions,
Or be ihftcht up as erft was Gmgz?t’{fgz e
Love fhould give wings unto my wld follow thee,
And prune my thoughtsdt}}at I wou
_ S Afh as did Jearis. ¢
Ol‘ fsll]. .lnd pE.],lfh as _{fﬂ?‘{‘hﬂ;O

i lia

Sweetly refolved, faire Emelia,
RBut woul)t; Philema fays as mugl t?tlr':::::,?
If T fhould afke a queftion now]? fonne
What if the Duke of Ceffus onely. thers ’houfe,
Which came with me unto your t; m me
Should feeke to get P’é‘;‘?ﬁ"’zm-lovc []’(:tel t(:wne,
And make thee Dutchefle of that = {fls e ‘
Wenldtt thou not then furfnll;e :13 Philemas
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Philema,
Neot for great Neptune, no nor Fove himfelfe,
Will Philema leave Aurelius love,
Could he enftall me Empreffe of the world,
Or make me Queeneand guidreffe of the heaverig
Yet would I not exchange my love for his,
Thy company is poore Phylemaes heaven,
And without thee, heaven were hell to me,
Emelia.
And fhould my love, as earlt did Hercules,
Attempt the burning vaults of hell,
I would with piteous lookes, and pleafing words,
As once did Orphexs with his harmony,
And ravithing found of his mellodious Harpe,
Intreate gtimme Pluto, and of him obtaine
That thou might’ft goe, and fafe returne againe,
Philema, ’
And fhould my love as erft Leander did,
Attempt to fwimme the boyling. Hellifpont
For Heros love : rio Towers of brafle fhould hold,
Bat I would follow thee through thofe raging flouds;
With lockes dil~fhevered, and my breatt all bare,
With bended knees upon Abidaes fhore,
I would with finokie fighs and brinifh teares,
Importune Neprune and the watry gods,
To fend a guard of filver=fcaled Polphins,
With founding Zrizons to be our convoy,
And to tranfport us fafe unto the fhore,
Whilft T would hang about thy lovely necke,
Redoubling kiffe on kiffe upon- thy cheekes,
And with our paftime fill the [welling waves,
Frnelia.
Should Polidsr as Achillis did,
Ovely imploy himfelfe to follow armes,
Like to the warlike Amazonian Queene,
P.{-;.!f)f){'/c"!‘f'a, Heﬁm’_f pﬂ}_'amollr’ :

Who foil’d the bloudy Pirrbus murd’rons Grecke,
Ile thruft my felfe amongft the thickett throngs,
And with my utmoft force affit my love.

Phyleniay
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Phylema. ;

Let Eole ftorme: be mild and quiet thou, ;
Let Néprmze {wel, be Aurelius C:lln_wr.‘ and ph_‘-l{-c 3
I care not, I, betide what may betide,

Let fates and fortune do the worft they can,

I recke them not: they not difcord with me,

Whileft that my Jove and I do “"’?"-i" agree,
Aurelins

Sweet Phylema bewties minerall, _
From whence the fun exhales his glorous {hine,
And clad the heaven in thy refleéted raies,
And now my liefeft love, the ime dralwcs nie,
That Himen mounted in his faffron robe,

Muft with his torches waite upon thy traine,
As Hellens brothers on the horned moane.
Now Fano to thy nuinber fhal I adde,
"The faireft bride that ever marchant had.
Polidor.
Come faire Emclia, the prieft 15 gon,
And at the church your fiuhffr and the l'::ﬂi
Do ftay to fee our marriage rites pe.rforpl d'!. A
And knit in fight of heayen this (rm;dmfz k‘ﬂr_;b 2
That teeth of fretting Time may ne’r untw ift,
Then come faire love and gratulate \imrh me Nl Ty
This daies content and f{weet folemnity. [Exenni Omues.
' Slie.
Simy muft they be married now ?
Lord.
I my Lord.

Enter Ferando and Kate and Sandery
Slie.

Looke Sim, the foole 15 come againe NOW.
Ferands. y
Sirha, go fetch our horfes forth, and bring
Them to the backe gate prefently.
| dendt: Exi¢ Sander
4 < O
Iwill fir I warrant you. [

Ferandos
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Ferando.
Come Kate, the moone fhines cleere to night me thinkes.
Kate.
"The moone ? why hufband you are deceiv’d,
It is the fun.
Ferandy.
Yet againe, come backe againe, it fhal be
‘The moone ere we come at your fathers.
Kate,
Why ile fay as you fay, it is the moone,
Levands,
Jefus, fave the glorious moone.
Kate,
Jetus, fave the glorious moone.
Ferandp,
T am glad Kate your ftomacke is come downe,
I know it well thou knowdt it is the fun,
Bue I did trie to fee if thou wouldit fpeake,
Aud croffe me now as thou haft done before,
And truft me Kare hadft chou not namde the moone,
We had gone backe again as fure as death.

But foft, who's this thats comming here ?

Enter the Duke of Ceftus alone.

Dufe.

Thusal alone from Ceffus am I come,
And left my princely court and noble traine,
To come to Arbens, and in this difguife,
Yo fee what courfe my fon Aurelius takes.
But flay, heres fome it may be travels thither,
Good fir can you diret me the way to Atbens,

_ [Ferando fpeaks to the old mats
Faire lovely maide, yong and affable,
More cleere of hew ‘and far more beautifull
"Then pretious Sardonix or purple rockes,
OFf Anithefts or gliftering Hiafinth,
More amiable far then is the plain,
Where gliftering Cepherus in filver boures,
Gafeth upon the Giant Andyomeds,
Sweet Kate entertaing this lovely woman,

3
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" Duke,
1 thinke the man 1s mad, he cals me a2 woman,
Kate,
Faire lovely lady, bright and Chriffaline,
Bewteous and ftately as the em«trmp’d bird,
As glorious as the morning watht with dew,
Within whofe eies fhe takes her dawning beames,
And golden fommer ﬁeq_:es upon thy cheekes,
Wrapt up thy radiations 1 foe cloud,
Left that thy bewty make this ftately towne
TInhabitable like the burning Zone,
With fiveet refle@ions of thy lovely face.
Duke.
What, is fhe mad too? or is my fhape transformd
"That both of them perfuade me I am awoman,
But they are mad fure, and therefore ile be gone,

And leave their companies for feare of harme, D
And unto Atheas hafte to feek my fon. [ Exit Dukes
Ferando.

Why fo, Kate, this was friendly done of thee,
And kindly too : why thus muft we two live, ;
One minde, one heart, and one content for botl,
This good old man dos thinke that we are mad,
And glad 1s he I am fure, that he 1s gone,
But come fiveet Kare, for we will after hun, .
And now perfuade him to his fhape againc. [ Ex. pmness

Enter Alfonfo and Phylotus and Valeria, Polidor, Emelia,
Aurelius, azd Phylema.

Alforfo.
Come lovely fonnes, your marriage rites performed,
Lets hie us home to fee what chcgrc we have,
1 wonder that Ferando and his w1ft_:
Come not to fee this great folemnity.
Polidor.
No marvel if Ferando be away,
His wife I thinke hath troubled {o his wits,
That he remaines gt home to keepe them warme,
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Yor forward wedlocke as the proverbe fayes,

Hath brought him to his nighteap long ago,
Phylotus,

y-fon and you take heed,

That Ferands {ay not ere long as much of you,

And now Aifonfo, more to fhew my love,

If unto Ceffzs you do fend your fhips,

Myfelfe wil fraught them with 4raliay filkes,

Rich Affricke {pices, Arras co

Mufke, Caffia, fweet fmelling

Pearle, curtol, Chriftal, jet, and wory,

To gratulate the favors of my fon,

And friendly love that you have fhewne to him,

Buat Polidor, let m

untm--poingeS,
Ambergreece,

5 J Valerea.
And for to honor him and his faire bride,

Euater the Duke of Ceflus,
ile yeerely fend you from your fathers court,
Chelts of refing {fugar feverally,

Ten tun of Tunis wine, fucket, fiveet drugs,

To celebrate and folemnize this day, ;

And cultom-free, your marchants fhal commercg

And interchange the profits of your land,

Sending you gold for brafle, filver for lead,

Cafles of filke for packes of wol and cloth,

To bind this friendfhip and confirme this league,
Dule,

fir. that youwould be o franke,

ome the Duke of Ceflus fon,

with my treafure in the towne,

ne that thus dithonereft me.

Valeria,
Sounes it is the Duke, what fhall I do 3

Difthonor thee ¢ why knowft thou twhat thou faift ?

I am glad
Are you bec
And revels
Bafe villa;

! E Jr‘).ﬂﬂr:’-',’-

y H-:.-r_’s no villaine : he will not know me now,
Bt what fay you ? have you forgot me too ?
neach Phybotus,

Why fir, are you acquainted with my fon 2
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Duke. _
With thy fon? no truft me, if he be thine,
I pray you fir, who am L?

Aurelius.
Pardon me father, humbly on my i[;ncirise
1 our grace sare e Ipeake.
I do intreat your grace to l:lz&)’lijt 1€ 1}
Peace villaine, lay hands o_nl them,
And fend them to prifon ftraight.

zog

[Phylotus and Valeria runne awag.

Then Shie Jpeakes

: Slie. )
I fay weele have no fending to prifon.
‘ Lord.

My Lord this is but the p,I‘ﬂy, they’re but in jeft,

v
{244

. 3 ave fending
I tel thee Sim weele have no fending,

3 = £ v:!
To prifon thats flat: why iz, am I not Doz Chrifto ¥ (e

Therefore I fay, they fhal not goe to prifon.
O cte
No more they fhal not my Lord,
They be runne away. o
eif.

Are they run away Siz? thats wel.

. st Syl av againe.
Then gis fome more drinke, and let them play ag

Lord.

O fl i e he
Here my Lord Slie drinkes aud then jais aflecpe.

Duke.

Ah trecherous boy that dur[?k prefume,
To wed thy felfe without thy i':luhers 'Ie:we,
T fweare by faire Cintbeas burning rmt;s )
By ,-M,-_-rap; head; and by feven-mouthec ].- nfl‘ :
Had T but known ere thou hadit t-.fcnh.e_d 1}-“1
Were in thy breft the worh;.fs 1:‘,:morr:'.lfic{a.l ;;ﬂ'
This angry {werde fhould rip thy IW"EC:‘ u FC\:'*:
And hewd thee fialler then the Lz_:‘.';({fs .J'l,k-(-‘ﬂ
Turne hence thy face, ol cruel Jmpmusﬁb_oy.
I did not thinke you would_ prefume, A-‘lek{ﬂiw,uur'c.
To match your daughier with my princely howic,
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And nc’r make mee acquainted with the caufe.
Alforfo.
My Lord, by heavens I fiveare unto your grace
I knew nore other but Fulkria your man,
Had bin the Duke of Ceffus noble {on,
Nor did my daugheer, I dare fivare for her,
Dute,
That damned villaine that hath deluded me;
Whom I did fend for guide unto my fon,
©Oh that my furious force could cleave the carth,
That I might mufter bands of hellifh feends,
To racke his heart and teare his impious foule,
The ceaflefie turning of celeftial orbes,
Kindles not greater flames

in flitting aire,
"Then paflionate

anguifh of my raging brefl,
Aurelius.
Then let my death fiveet father end your griefe,
For I it is that thus have wrought your woes,
Then be reveng’d on me, for here I fweare

That they are innocent of what I did,
Oh had T charge to cut off Hydracs head,

To make the topleffe Alpes a champaine field,

. To kil untamed monfters wich my {word,

To travel daily in the hotteft fun, ;

And watch in winter when the nights be cold.
I would with gladnes undertake them all,

And thinke the paine but pleafure that I felt,
So that my noble father at my return,

Would but forget and pardon my offence,

. Phylena,

Let me intrear your grace upon my knees,

To pardon him and let my death difcharge

The heavy wrath your grace hath vow'd againft hims
Polidor,

And good my Lotd, let us intreat your grace

L0 purge your ftomacke of this Melancoly,

Iaint not your princely mind with griefe my Lord,

But pardon and forgive thefe lovers faults,

Vhat kneeling craye Your gratious favor here.

THE TAMING OF A SHREW. 297

Emelea. :
Great prince of Ceffus, let a womans words
Intreat a pardon in you;‘ Lordlyi :-r::{j:,j} o
incel and us my L.0rd,
Both for your princely fon, &
'Y l Dufe.
: .
Aurelius frand up, I pardon thee,
I fee that vertue wil have enemies. e
And fortune wil be thwarting honor 1t
And you faire virgin too, I am content o
"To accept you for my daughter fince tis don,
And fee you princely ufde in Cyffus courts
Phylema. ’
Thanks cood my Lord, and I no longer live,
ks ¢ 11
Then I obey and honor you in al,
i Alfonfo.
Let me give thanks unto your royall grace,

{ e mee and mine,
Yor this great honor done to gl
And if your grace wil walke into my houlc,

I wil in humbleft maner I can, {ha_‘.vu 1
The eternall fervice I do owe your grace.
Dute,
Thankes good Alfonfo: but‘I came alliane,

And not as did befeeme the Ceffian Duke, ’

1 vithin the towne,
Nor would I have 1t knowne ¥ S

That I was here, and thus, without my
But as I came alone, fo wil I go, .

And leave my fon to folemnife his tea i
And er€’t be long Ile come againe t{} yous
And do him honor as befeemes ihc on
Of mighty 7erebel the Ceftian Du‘;, i
Til when ile leave you, farewel Aurelius.

Aurelius. i
i 1 7 1P
Not yet my Loxd, ile bring you to your Ibip

Slie flecpese
Lord. _
Who's within there ? come hither firs, my Lords
Afleepe againe, go take him eafily up,
And put him in his own apparel againe,

[Exeunt Onnesa
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And lay him in the place where we did find him;
Juit underneath the alehoufe fide bLelow,
But fec you wake him not in any cafe.
Bay.
It fhal be done my Lord, come help to beare him hence

Enter Ferando, Aurelius, and Polidor and. bis Doy, and Valeriy
and Sander,

Ferands,

Come Gentlemen, nowe that fupper’s done,

How fhall we fpend the time til we go to bed #
Anrelivs,

Faith if you wil, in trial of our wives

Who wil come fooneft at their hufbands cais
Polidor.

Then then Ferando he muft needes fit out;
For he may cal I thinke til he be weary,
Before his wife wil come before fhe lift.

Ferands,

Tis wel for you that have fuch gentle wives;
Yer in this trial wil I not fit out, :

It may be Kate wil come as foone as I do {ends
Aurelins,

My wife comes fooneft for a hundred pounds
- Polidoy,

Itake it. Ile lay as much to yours,

That my wife comes as foone as I do fends
Asrelius.

How now Ferands, you dare not lay belikes

: Ferando.

Why true, I ddre not lay indeede :

But how, fo little mony on fo fure 4 thing,

- A hundred pound : why I have laid as much
Upon my Dog, in running at a Deere,

She fhal not come o far for fuch 4 trifle,

But wil you lay five hundred markes with me;
And whofe wite fooneft: comes when he doth caly
And fhewes herfelfe moft loving unto him,

2
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Let him injoy the wager I have laid,
Now what fay you? dare you adventure thus?
Polidor.
1, were it a thoufand pounds I durit prefume
On my wives love : and I wil lay with thee.

Enter Alfonfo.
Alfonfo.

How now fons, what in conference fo har;?,
‘May I without offence, know where about
’ Aurelius. )
Faith father, a waighty caufe about our wives,
Five hundred markes already we have laid,
And he whofe wife doth fhew _mofl love to him,
He muft injoy the wager to himfelfe.
Alfonfo. i
Why then Ferando he i¢ {ure to lofe 1t,
I promife thee fon, thy wife wil hardly come, '
And therefore 1 would not wifh thee lay fo much.
Ferando.
Tufh father, were 1t ten times more
I durft adventure on my lovely Kate,
But if 1 lofe ile pay, and fo fhal you.
Aunrelius.
Upon mine honor, if I lofe Ile paye
Polidor.
And fo wil I upon my faith 1 vow.
Ferando,
Then fit we downe and let us fend for them.
Alfonfo. e
1 promife thee Ferands, I am afraid thou wilt lofe.
Aurelins.
Tle fend for my wife firlt 5 Valeria,
Go bid your miftris come t; me.
“alerias ,
; 4t Valena,
I will my lord. ' LEai
Aurelius,
Now for my hundred pound,
Would any lay ten hundred more with me

I know I fhould obtaine it b)’oht‘-l' love. Terandas
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Ferando. _
I pray God you have not laid too much already.
Aurelius.
Truft me Ferands I am fure you have,
For you I dare prefume have loft it al.

Enter Valeria againe.

Now fitha, what faies your miftris 2
. . Faleria.
She is fomething bufie but fheele come anone,
gt d i Feraudo.
Why fo, did I not tel you this before,
She was bufie and cannot come.

Awrelius.
T pray God your wife fend you fo. good an anfwere,
She may be bufie, vet fhe faies fheele come,
Ferandp.
Wel, wel ; Polidpr, fend you for your wife.
] Polidor,
Agreed, Boy defire your miftris to come hither.

I wil fir, [Exit Boy.

Lerandy.,
I {o, fo, he defires her to come,
Alfonss.
f?aﬁ:fm', I dare prefume for thee.
I thinke thy wife wil not denie to come
.:'\nd [ do marvel much Auwrelis, :
That your wife came not when you fent for her.

Luter the Boy againe.
Pt’)]a’.(!b?'.
Now, wher’ your mifteis ?
Bay,
Il you, that fhee will not come,
y bulineffe, you muft come to hirs
Ferandy,

able prefum ption,

ng ftar, or fuow at Midfummer.
e Earthquakes,

She bade me (e
And you have ap

_0 monftrous intolle;
Worle than 3 blafi
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Earthquakes, or any thing unfeafonable, :
She will not come, but he muft come to hir.
Polidor.
Wel fir, I pray you lets heare what
Anfwere your wife will make.
= Ferando.
Sirha command your miftris to come bk
To me prefently. _ [ Exit Sanders
Aurelius. i
1 thinke my wife for all fhe did not come,
Wil prove more kind; for now I have no feare,
For I am fure Ferandes wife, {he will not come.
Ferando.

The more’s the pitty, then I muit lofe.

Enter Kate and Sander.

But I have won, for fee where Kate doth come.
3 Kate.
Sweete hufband did you fend for me.
; Ferando.
1 did my love, I fent for thee to come, 43
Come hither Kate, what's that upon thy head:
Kate. "
Nothing hufband but my cap I thinke.
Ferando.
Pul it off and tread it un%er thy fee_r,
i 1 1 ee weare it. '
S hav?éﬁe takes off ber cap and treads on it
Polidor.
Oh wonderful metamorphofis.
Aurelius. -
‘This is a wonder almoft paft beleete.
Herandp.
This 15 a token of her true love to me,
And yet Ile try her further you {hflll fee ;
Come hither Kate, where arc thy fifters ¢
Kate.
They be fitting in the bridal chamber. ;
0 2 Ferando,
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Ferandy,
_Fctch them h‘ither,_and if they wil not come,
Bring them perforce and make them come with thee,
: Kate,
I will,

Alfonfo.

I promife thee Ferands, 1 would have fworne,

Thy wife would ne’r have done fo much for thee.

Ferands,
But you fhal fee fhe wil do more ' then this,

For fee where fhe brings her fifters forth by force.

Futer Kate thrufting Phylema aid Emelia defore ber, and makes
them come unto their bufbands cal.

Kate.
See hufband, I have brought them both,
. Ferando,
Tis wel done Kare,
; . Euelia,
'1‘UI hﬁ:;z, 11m] h!\-ej Fqlovmg peece, your worthy
great praife for this attempt.
) . Phylema.
I for making a foole of her felfe and us.
Aurelius,
Befhrew thee Plylema thou haft
]'t.ol‘t me a hundred pound to night,
For 1did lay that thou wouldft ficft have come.
Polidor,
But thou Ewmeliz haft loft me a great deale more.
N : FEomeliz,
,-& ou might have kept it better then
Who bade you lay ? 4
= F’I"_’:-’r"({o«
Now lovely Kate, before their hufbands here,
I_ _prcth?e tel unto thefe hc.:c!-ih'or:g woemen,
What dewty wives do owe unto their Hufbands.
Kate. !
’ Th::_n‘ you that live thus by your pampered wils,
Now lift to me, and marke what I fhal fay,
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Th’ eternal power that with his only breath,
Shall caufe this end, and this beginning frame,
Not in time, nor before time, but with tume confus’d,
For al the courfe of yeares, of ages, monthks,
Of feafons temperate, of dayes and houres,
Are tun’d and {topt by meafure of his hand,
The firft world was, a forme without 2 forme,
A heape confus'd, a mixture al deform’d,
A gulte of gulfes, a body bodilefle,
Where all the elements were orderlefe,
Before the oreat Commander of the world,
The King of kings, the glorious God of heaven,
Who in fix daies did frame his heavenly worke,
And made al things to ftand in perfect courle,
Then to his image he did make a man
Olde Adam, and from his fide afleepe
A rib was taken, of which the Lord did make
The woe of man fo term’d by {fdaz:z then,
Woman, for that by her came finne to us,
And for her finne was Adam doomd to dic.
As Sara to her hufband fo fhould we,
Obey them, love them, keepe and nourifh them,
Ifthey by any meanes do want our helpes,
Laying our hands under their feet to tread,
If that by that we might procure their eafe,
And for a prefident lle firlt l;legf:bn, are
i d anc " 7 huiband s re€ls
And lay my hand undElS ',fj?;{zfu i) o
' Ferando.
Inough fweet, the wager thou haft won,
And they I am fure cannot deny the fame,
Alfonfo.
I Ferapds, the wager thou haft won, 1
And for to {hew thee how I am pleasd in this,
A hundred pounds I freely giye thee more.
Anather dowry for another daughter,
For fhe is not the fame fhe was before.
Ferando. .
Thanks fweet father, gentlemen, good nights
For Kare and I will leaye you for to night,

03
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Tis Kate and 1 am wed, and you are fped :
And fo farewell, for we will to our beds.

[Exeunt Ferando, Kate, and Sanderf

Alfonfo.
Now Aurelius, what fay you to this ?
' - Aurelius,
Beleeve me father, I rejoyce to fee
Ferando and his wife fo lovingly agree.
[ Exeunt Aurelivs, and Philema, and Alfonfo, a7d Valeria,
- Ewelia. &yl \
How now Polidor 2 in a dumpe ? what faift thou man ?
Polidor.
I fay thou arte a fhrew.
Homelia,
That’s better than a fheepe.
Lolidor.
Well, fince tis done, come, lets goe. :
[Exeunt Polidor and Emelia.
[ Zhen enter twvo bearing of Slie in bis owne apparrell againe, and
leawes )_(?J'm fI,Uth:‘.!‘{.’ E%‘fy j’f}mad /_ng, q,q(g ;Z}f';;, Lgoes UL : i/'_'Jf,‘?z enlers

the Tapfier.
‘ Tap/fler.

Now that the darkefome night s overpalft,
And dawning day appeares in eriftall fkie,
Now muft T hafte abroade - but foft, who’s this ?
What Ske, o wondrous! hath he laine heere all night ?
Ile: wake him, T thinke hee’s [tarved by this,
But that his belly was fo ftufft with ale:
What now Sle, awake for fhame,

Slze,
Simy gives fome more wine, what all the Players gone ¢ am

notl a Lord ? '
Tapfler.
come art thou drunken ftill ?
xslfi'-’.’- .
Who's this? Zapfer, O Lord firha, T have had the braveft
dreame to night, that ever thou heardeft in all thy life.
?'rz,{bﬂfr.
vou had beft get you home,

A Lord with a murrin -

Yea mary, bt

For your wite will coyrfe you for dreaming heere to nfghn;-,z
: e
11

THE TAMING OF A SHREW. 215

Slie.
Wil the? T know now how to tame a threw,
I dreamt upon it all this night & -.11.% -
And thou haft. wakt me out of the be L‘ln,« g
That ever I had in my life: but Ile to-my
And tame her too if fhe anger me.
EL’I:-’D/;L';. . h h
s0c e with thee
Nay tarry Slic, for Ilc goc home wit :

1 T eamt to night.
And heare the seft that thou haft dre [tE.ﬂ.‘mmf OHINESs

fe prefently,
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T HE

Troublefome R AIGN I of

AN GRS O HE N

Enter K. John, Queene Elinor Ais Mother, William Marfhall,
Earle of Pembrooke, t4e Earles of Bfiex and of Salifbury.

Rucen Llianor.

ARONS of England, and my noble Jords;
Though God and fortune have bereft from us

Victorious Richard {courge of infidells,

And clad this land in ftole of difmall hew =
Yet give me leave fo joy, and joy you all,
That from this wombe hath {prung a fecond hope,
A king that may in rule and vertue both
Succeede his brother in his emperie.

: K. j[oif?:.

My gratious mother queene, and barons all3
Though farre unworthy of o high a place,

As is the throne of mighty Erglands king:
Yet Fohn your lord, contented uncontent,
Will (as he may) fuftaine the heavy yoke
OFf prefling cares, that hang upon a Crownc.
My lord of Pembrooke and lord Salfbzry,
f\‘dmit the lord Chattilion to out prefences

That we may know what Philip king of Fraunce
.{By his ambaffadors) requires of us.
9. Elinor.
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2. Elinor,

Dare lay my hand that Elnor can gefle
Whereto this weighty embaffade doth tend -
It of my nephew 4rthur and his claime

b

Then {ay, my fonne, I have not miflile my aime,

Enter Chattilion and the 1o Larles,

T obn.

B’Iyﬁlord Chattilion, welcome ; nto England

How fares aur brother Lhilip king of F\,
: Chattilion.

His b]glmci‘fe at my comming waus in health

And willd me to falute your majeitie, :

And fay the meflage he hath given in charge,
Fobn.
are preparde to heare.
e Chatiilion.
i :r ; :)y the grace of God moft chriftian king of France,
ay C AK 1 3 g -3 H ; I
_'gg"jfh' taful mto his gardain and proteétion Arthur . of
rittaine : ir 7 i
;-‘ (r;l; 0111}16 and hC!I€, to. Fefirey thine elder brother, re-
Ené}: ;n. t 1: bﬁhnlte of the faide Arthur, the kingdome of
- -Z?“‘-l?v-‘f. YL’\‘"I-A il 1 3 A ; 1 : | : ;
}.fﬁ, T 1 the log dﬂ_np of Ireland, Poiters, Anjorv, Toraincy
Maine : and I attend thine anfwer,

raunce 2

And f{pare not man, wee

‘70'/.??1'-
A fmall requeft : belike hee makes account,

That Englaud, k- ' '
L igland, Ireland, Poiters, dnjow, Toraine, Maine,
Are nothing for

a king to give at once
:i“wonder what be mc;?ucs %0 leu\-'colri‘;rei;w
;ff_}l Pbhilip, he may keepe his lords at h(;].ﬂe
With greater honour than to fend them thus 4
On.cmm{ﬁg!es that not concerne himfelfe
Or if they did, would yeeld but fimall rerurne.
L Chattilion.
Is this thine anfer ?
i Jobn.
€13, and too good an anfiwer for fo prowd a meflage.
IC/SWHEZEU.&. :
i, 10 my mafters name,
r duke of Brittaines DAME,

Then king of Enrgland
#And in prince .(f?'ﬂ.'ff ’

OF KING JOHN

1 doe defie thee as an enemie,
And with thee to prepare for bloody warres.

9. Elinor
My lord (that ftands upon defiance thus)
Commend me to my nephew, t;‘.il‘ the boy,
That I queene Flanor (his grandmother)
Upon my blefling charge him 1?:Lve_h1s armes
Whereto his head-ftrong mother prickes him fo :
Her pride we know, and know her for a dame
That will not fticke to bring him to hzai end,
7 bring : {elf -ule a realme.
So fhe may bring her felfe to rule 2 L
Next, with him to forfake the king ol Liraznce,
And come to me and to his uncle here,
And he fhall want for nothing at our handse.
Chattilion.
I : ake my leave.
This fhall I do, and thus I take my le2
b,
Pembrooke, convey him fately to t_he fea,
But not in hafte: for as we are advifde,
We meane to be in Frauce as foone as he,
To fortific fuch townes as we poflefle (it Chate
- s L : e et sed .
In 4njow, Toraine, and in Not mandie.

) Vi i alifburv iz the eares
Enter the Shrive andwhifpers the Earle of Sahifburs

el -

Salfbury. %
here is the fhrive of I\fa;-'zi.’}/,'r_m,:ﬁmz-
at of late committed a 1oty nzﬂd
l -echi our hichnefle
befeeching your nig

Pleafe it your majefty,
Shire, with certaine perfons th:
have appeald ‘to your majeftie,
for fpeciall caufe to heare them.

Foba.

Will them come neere, and
Goe Salfbury and make provifion, . (Esit Salf.
We meane with fpeed to pafie the fea o ]*rmsfc.‘ !

Say fhrive, what are thefe men, what have th? done ¢
Or whereto tends the courfeg?r this appeale ¢
I =
Pleafe it your majefty, thefe two brethren unnaturally falling

2 - = ikl .ﬂhneﬂ-ﬂ
at odds about their fathers living, have brokeny it hlppcac%

while wee heare the caufe,
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peace, in feeking to right their owne wrongs without coutfe of
lawe, or order of juftice, and unlawfully affembled themfelves in
mutinous maner, having committed a riot, appealing from triall
in their countty to your highnefs : and here I Zhomas Nidigate
fhrive of Northampton/bire do deliver them over to their triall.
Fobn. .

My lord of E/fex, wil thoffenders to fand forth, and tell the

caufe of their quarrell.

Gentlemen, it s the kings pleafure that you difcover your

griefs, and doubt not but you fhal have juflice.
Philip.

Pleafe it your M. the wrong 1s mine: yet will I abide all
wrongs, before I once open my mouth t'unrip the fhamefull
flander of my parents, the difhonor of my felf, and the bad
dealing of my brother in this princely affemblie.

Robert.

‘Then, by my prince his leave, fhall Robers fpeake,

And tell your majeftie what right I have *
‘To offer wrong, as he accounteth wiong.
My father (not unknowne unto your grace)
Receiv’d his {purres of knighthood in the field;
At kingly Richards hands in P aleftine,
When as the walls of Aeor gave him way
His name fir Rober: Fauconbridge of Mountbery.
What by fucceffion from his anceftors,
And warlike fervice uuder Enslands armes;
His living did amount to at his death
Two thoufand markes revenew every yeare :
And this (my lord) T challenge for my riche,
As lawfull heire to Rojers Fauconbridge.

Philzp,

If firft-borne fonne be heire indubitate

By certaine right of Englands auntient lawe,

How fhould my felfe make any other doubt,

But I am heire to Robers Fz;z.zrmz)}ri;al’ge.
Fobn.

Fond youth, to trouble thefe our princely eares,
Or make a queftion in {o plaine a cdfe:

Speake, is this man thine elder brother borne ? -
Raoberts

OF KING JOHN.

Robert.

Pleafe it your grace with patience for to heare,
I not deny but he mine elder 1s,

Mine elder brother too : yet in fuch fort,
As he can make no title to the land.
Fobn.

A doubtfull tale as ever I did heare,

Thy brother, and thine elder, and no heire;
Explaine this darke ZEnigma.
Robert.

I grant (my lord) he is my mothers fo'nne,
Bafe borne, and bafe begot, no Fanconbridge.
Indeede the world reputes him lawfull heire,
My father in his life did eount him fo,
Ard here my mother ftands to proove him fo:
But T (my lord) can proove, and doe averre
Both to my mothers fhame, and his reproach,
He is no heire, nor yet legitimate. ;
Then (gratious lord) let Fauconbridge enjoy
The living that belongs to mem:.ﬁf‘m’ge.
And let not him poffefle anothers right.

Fobm,
Proove this, the land is thine by Englands lawes
Q. Elinor.
Ungratious youth, to rip thy mothers fhame,

"The wombe from whence thou didt thy being take,

All honeft eares abhorre thy wickednefle,
But gold I fee doth beate downe natures law.
Mother. -

My gratious lord, and you thrice r.evcrqnd dame,
That fee the teares diftilling from min€ €i€s, :
And fealding fighes blowne from a rented heart:
For honour and regard of womanhood,

Let me intreate to be commaunded hence.
Let not thefe eares heere receive the hiffing {found
Of fuch a viper, who with poyfoned words
Doth mafferate the bowells of my foule.
) Fobn. '

Lady, ftand up, be patient for a while : !

Aud fellow, {ay, whofe baftard is thy brother ¢

Rﬁ?ir’:}ﬁ
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Philzp.
Not for my f{elfe, nor for my mother now ;
But for the honowr of fo brave a man,
Whom hee accufeth with adulterie:
Heere I beleech your grace upon my knees,
To count him mad, and fo difmiffe us hence,
Robert,
Nor mad, nor mazde, but well advifed, I
Charge thee before this royall prefence here
To be a baftard to king Richards felfe,
Sonne to your grace, and brother to your majeftie.
Thus bluntly, and
FElianor.
Yong man, thou needft not be afhamed of thy kin,
Nor of thy fire.  But forward with thy proofe.
Robert. .
The proofe fo plaine, the argument fo ftrong,
As that your highueffe and thefe noble lords,
And all (fave thofe that have no eies to fee)
Shall fweare him to be baftard to the king.
Firft, when my father was embafladour
In Germaine unto the Emperour,
The king lay often at my fathers houfe ;
- And all the realme fufpected what befell :
And at my fathers backe returne agen
My mother was delivered, as tig fed,
Sixe weeks before the account my father made.
But more than this: locke but on Philips face,
His features, actions, and his lineaments,
And all this princely prefence fhall confefie,
He is no other but king Richards foune.
Then gratious lord, rett he king Richards fonne,
And let me reft fafe in my fathers right,
That am his rightfull fonue and 01117}-‘ heire.
: Fobn.
Is this thy proofe, and all thou hatt to fay ?
Robert.
I have ro more, nor neede I greater proofes
i Fobn.
Firft, where thou fidit in abfence of thy fire
My brother often lodged in his houfe :
5

OF KING JOHN.

And what of that ? bafe groome to flaunder him,
That honoured his embaflador fo much,
In abfence of the man to cheere the wife ?
This will not hold, proceed uhto the next.
Q. Elinor.
Thou faift fhe teemde fixe weckes before her time,
Why good fir fquire, are you fo cunning growen,
To make account of womens reckonings ?
Spit in your hand and to your other proofes :
Many mifchances happen in fuch affaires,
To make a woman come before her time,
obne
And where thou faift, he looketh like the king,
In aétion, feature and proportion : ;
Therein I hold with thee, for in my life
1 never faw fo lively counterfet
Of Rickard Cordelion, as in him,
Robert.
Then good my lord, be you indiffrent judge; oy
And let me have my living and my right, %
Q. Elinor,
Nay, heare you fir, you runne away too fafts
NOW yOu not, omne fimile non ¢ff idem?
Or have read in. Harke yee good fir,
‘Twas thus I warrant, and no otherwife, - y
shee lay with fir Robert your father, and thougl_lt ‘upon km_g
Richard my fonne, and fo your brother was formed in this
fathion,
; Roberz. )
Madame, you wrong me thus to jeft it out,
I crave my right: king Fobn, as thou art King,
So be thou juift, and let me have my right,
Fobns -
Why (foolifh boy) thy proofes are frivolous,
or-canit thou chalenge any thing thereby.
But thou fhalt fee how I will helpe thy claime:
This 1s my doome, and this my doome fhall ftand
I_rrevucable, as I am king of E?{gr.’amf.
For thou know’ik not, weele afke of them that know,

5

=
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His mother and himfelfe fhall end this ftrife :
And as they fay, {o fhall thy living paffe.
) Robert,
My lord, herein I challenge you of wrong,
To give away my right, and put the doome
Unto themfelves. . Can there be likelihood
That fhee will loofe ?
Or be will give the living from himfelfe ?
Tt may not be my lord. Why fhould it be ?
? j‘ﬂéﬁ.
Lords, keep him back, and let him heare the doom,
E/Jex, firtt atke the motlier thrice who was his fire ?
Lady Marparet, widow of Fauconbridze,
Who was father to thy {onne Philip ?
Mother,
Pleafe it your majefty, fir Ros. Fauconbridge.
Robert.
This is right, afke my fellow there if I be a thiefe,
& Foban.
Bike Philip whofe fonne he is.
L Lo,
Philip, who'was thy, father ?
Philip,
Mas my lord, and that’ 4 queftion :

fome paines with her before, I fhould h
my mother,

and you had not taken
aye defired you t© aike

 Fobn.
Say, who was thy father 3

Philip,
Faith (my lord) to anfivere you, fure hee.is my father that
was neereft my ‘mother when T was begotten, and him I shinke
to be fir Robers Fauconbridge, '

Fobna
Efix, for fathions fake de

mand agen,
And o an end to this contention,

Rr}f)?rt. '
Was ever man thus wrongd as Robers is 2
B,
was thy father?

Lhilip fpeake T £ ¥, who

OF KING JOHN.

_‘}*’obm . ’ A 3
xr I 1rance <
4 1 how now, what art thot 1n a
Joune man ; Elianor.
i o , the mdn ie in a dreame,
Philip awake Phits.
Philippus atavis edite ngiﬁm-_ ; ot
W’ha‘: -;'ﬁjﬁ thou P}Jj,f;)), fprung of auncient ]slﬂgs
o me rapit tempefias? e o
T%ﬂ'fhat wiiic of };onour blowes th15 Fm{: {f_LE_n fil
Or whence proceede thefe fumes of maJS lEs
Me thinkes I heare a hollow eccl?o;?un s
That Philip 15 the fonne unto a King:
The Whiﬁf?ng leaves upon the trcmblmg. trees,
Whittle in confort I am Richards {OPI;F :
The bubling murmur oftj}_t;‘ waters 1all,
Records Philippus Regius filius: ) g S
Birds in their‘?{ight make muficke V'm%l .thelr Wings,
Filling the aire with glorie of my birth : eyt
Birds, bubbles, leaves, and moun_t?mf;; foune:
Ring in mine eares, that I am R““’fff :“
Fond man! ah whither art thou carrie e
How are thy thoughts ywrapt in hono:}"s g ::amf't.
Forgetfull what thou art, an.d ‘,vlltlcncfl:1 ti‘oxhouuhts
Thy fathers land cannot maintaine thele -5;—;‘('{;:? : >
Thefe thoughts are farre tnfitting Faucon éﬁin s
And well they may; for why thls1mour;f{:{ggl
Doth foare too high to ffoupe to Fmacazzl zugqlo.t?
Why how now ? knowelt thou wl}erc t }Ove; e
And knoweft theu who expects thine a::i r:e
Wilt thou upon a franticke m:\ddmfg g e e
Goe loofe thy land, and fay thy fcl “-} a ]
No, keepe thy land, though Richard wer ;;g»;-:ydoc.
What ere thou think{t, fay thoubart Faucoubrdg
e
s thy father was.
Speake man, be fodaine, ;E:}f}’
. 5 o)
Pleafe it your majeftie, fir Robert il
Philip, that%&ammﬁridge cleaves Ipf_th}’ Jawes
It will not out, I cannot for my.'lrlfi‘-
Say I am fonne unto a Fauconbridge.

P2
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Let land and living goe, tis honors fire
That makes me fweare king Riclard was my fire
Bafe to a king addes title of more ﬁatc; ;
'Ij‘han knights begotten, though Icéitimate.
Pleafe it your grace, 1 am king Richards fonne.
3 Roberz,
Robert revive thy heart, let forrow die
His faltring tonguc not fuffers him to lic.
Mboiher.
What head-ftrong furie doth enchant my fonne ?
- bilip, |
Philip cannot repent, for he hath done.
ohn.
Then Philip blame not m:g; thy felfe hatt loft
By wilfulnefle, thy living and thy Jand.
Raér'rtz thou art the heire of Fauconbridye
God give thee Joys greater than thy defert,
9. Elianor,
Why how now Ppi: ,_Ei?e away thine owne ?
Philip
Madame, T am bold o make ﬁa felf your 7
}1}113 ‘Er?:)hrelf'kmfman that your h?émeﬁg hatl;l:ePhC“’
2 h»mdt 11; im'vcrb gin the world anew,
ez]})} [ % & have no lands, honor s my defire ;
222 1ive to fhew himfelfe worthy fo great a fire.
_ Elinor. '
Philip, T think thoy knewft thy oranc inde s
ﬁ:;;lt{ cheere thge boy, I will not ﬁe)e 5::::1?’219; i
Ong as Flizor hath foote of land;

Hencetorth

thou fhalt be taken f;

) : aken for onne
And waite on me an e

! ! d on thine uncle heere
Who fhall give honour to thy noeble m}ud.,
B ] Fobn.
Of;/ﬁ:f.fllx;lfﬁlc do!j.vlne, that thou maitt throughly know
: 1y refolution pleafeth ys
Rife up fir Richary Plantaginet king Richnids fonne.
Philip,

Grant 5 7
heavens that Pl ip orce may fhew himfelfe

Worth -

y the h(_)n = 7 o :

Or bafelt olor our of P'“"-_"(?gb':ﬁ}
Sioni€ of a baftards name,

OF KING JOHN.

obn,

Now gentlemen, we will away to France,

To checke the pride of Arthur and his mates §

Effex, thou fhalt be ruler of my realme,

And toward the maine charges of my warres,

Ile ceaze the lafie abbey Jubbers lands

Into my hands to pay my men of watre.

The pope and popelings fhall not greafe th:cmf'el\-'es

With gold and groates, that are the fouldiers due.

Thus forward lords, let our commaund be done,

And march we forward mightily to France. [ Exeunte
[ Manet Philip and bis Mother.

Philip,

Madame, I befeech you deigne me fo much leafure as the

hearing of a matter I long to impart to yous
DMother. "

What’s the matter Philip 2 I thinke your fuit in fecret, tends
to fome money matter, which you fuppofe burnes in the bot-
tome of my cheft.

Philips

No madam, it is no fuch fuit as to beg or borrow;

But fuch a fuit, as might fome other grant,
I would not now have troubled you withall.
Mother.
A gods name let us heare it.
Philip.

Then madam thus, your ladithip fees well,
How that my fcandall growes by meanes of you,
In that report hath rumord up and downe,

I am a battard, and no Fauconbridge.
This groffe attaint fo tilteth in my thoughts,
Maintaining combart to abridge mine eal€,
That ficld and towne, and company alone,
What fo I doe, or wherefoere I am,
I cannot chafe the flaunder from my thoughts.
If it be teue, refolve me of my firc,
Yor pardon madam, if I thinke amitfe.
Be Philip Philip, and no Fauconbridge,
_1;15 father doubtleflfe was as bl‘ﬂ'-’t; a man.

o i haeton

you on knees, as fomenlr;nesP gelon, Mitrufling
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Miftrufting fielly Merop for his fire,
Straining a little bathfull modeftie,
I beg fome inftance whence I am extraught.
Mother.

Yet more adoc to hafte me to my grave,
And wilt thou too become a mothers crofle ?
Muft I accufe my felfe to clofe with you ?
Slaunder my feife, to quiet your affects ?
Thou moov’(i me Philip with this idle talke,
Which Y remit, in hope this mood will die,

Philip,

Nay lady mother, heare me further yet,
For ftrong conceit drives dutie hence awhile -
Your hufband Lauconbridge was fathier to that fonne,
That carries markes of nature like the fire,
The fonne that blotteth you with wedlockes breach,
And holds my right, as lineall in defcent
Frow him whofe forme was figured in his face.
Can nature fo diffemble in her frame,
To make the one {o like as like may be,
And in the other print no charadter
To challenge any marke of true defcent?
My brothers mind is bafe, and too too dull,
To mount where Philip lodgeth his affects,
And his externall graces that you viewe,
(Though I report 1t) counterpoife not mine :
His conftitution plaine debilitie,
Requires the chaire, and mine the feat of ftecle.
Nay, what is he, or what am I to him ?

hen any one that knoweth how to carpe,
Will fearcely judge ug both one countrey borne,
This madam, this, hath drove me from my felfe:
And here by heavens cternall lampes I {weare,
As curfed Nero with his mother did,
So I with you, if you refolve me not.

Maiher,

quench out thy angers fire,

Let mothers teares
nd urge no {urther what thou doeft require.
Philip.
reatie fway the mother now,
1le not infringe my vow.

Let fonnes int
Or €lfe fhee dies :

OF KING JOHN.

Mother,
Unhappy tafke: muft I recount my ﬂwpame,
Blab my mifdeeds, or by concealing .-\ue.‘
Some power firike me fpecch_-l&iﬁ: for a ume,
Or take from him a while his hearings uic.
Why with I fo, unhappy as Lam?
The fault is mine, and he the faulue fruit,
I blufh, T faint, oh would I might be mute.
.Pr’l)ifzj).
Mother be briefe, I long to know my name.
Mother.
And longing die, to fhroud thy mothers fhame.
Philip.
Come madame come, vou need not be fo loath,
The fhame is fhared equall twixt us both.
It not a flackenefle in me, worthy bIamEE
To be fo old, and cannot write my name.
Good mother refolye me.
 Motbher. ? o
Then Phil;p heare thy fhur ;Il.]l'lt‘f,‘ ahn ;1 121?;: griefe,
- s lofle by purchafle of thy »
%EI;: {222’10;1-1 Shy nam}e,Pancl hufbands ir:ajet v'vrong,
All maimed and ftaind by youths unruly fway.

i S ctraueht.
And when thou know’ft from whence 'hou.art f}httl feag:cs’
Or if thou knew’it what fuites, what threats, wha i

To moove by love, or maffacre by death.

To yeeld with love, or end by loves contempt.
The mightinefle of him that courted mf:ik
Who reﬁnpercd terror with his wanton talke,
That fomething may extenuate the guilts

But let it not advantage me fo much :

Upbraid me rather with the Romane dame,
That fhed her blood to wafh away her fhame.
Why ftand I to expoftulate the enime ;
With pro & <outra, now the deed is done ? .
When to conclude two words may tell the tale,
That Philips father was a princes fonne,

Rich LEnglands rule, worlds onely tevror he, )
For honours loffe left me with child of thee:

P4
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Whofe fonne thou art, then pardon me the rather,
For faire king Richard was thy noble father,
- Philip,
Then Robin Fanconbridye T wilh thee
My fire a king, and T 4 landleffe boy.
Gods lady mother, the world is in my debt,
There’s fomething owing to Plantagine,
I marry fir, let me alone for game,
Tle aét fome wonders now I know my name,
By bleffed Mary Ile not fel] that pride
For Bnglands wealth, and all the word befide,
Sit faft the proudeft of my fathers foes,
Away sood mother, there the comfort goes, [ Exveuns,

1Y,

Eater Phili p the French king, and Lewis, Limoges, Conftances
and ber foune Arthur
.&?ﬂgo_
he title of thy claime,
Albion territories,

Now gin we broach ¢
Voun g Arthur 1n the
ISkaring proud 4

giers with a puiffant fiege 1
Brave Auftria, caule of Cordelzons death,

Is alfo come to aide the

And all our forces Joyne for Arthyrs right.
And, but for caufes of great confequence,
Plcading delay till newes from England come,
Twice thould not 774, hide him in the welt,
To coole the fet-locks of his wearie teame,
Till T had with an unrefifted fhocke
Controld the mannpage of prowd Augiers walls,
Or made a forfet of my fame to chaupce,
Conflance,

i M.fi;_; be that Fobsu in confcience or in feare
0 offer Wiong w

0 oft ! here yan impugne the ill,

Wil fend fuch calme conditions backe to Hrauucsy

As fhall rebate the edge of fearefyll warres ;

it fo, torbearance is 4 deed well dope,
Arthur,

» pofletlion of a crowne jg much,

I have heard reported of,

e in thy warres ;

Ah mother
And Jobu as

OF KING JOHN,

Fot prefent vantage would ad'ventur}e far::m :
The world can witnefle, 1n his broE ,L.l§1“? ©
He tooke upon him rule, and almoft raigne
Then muft it follow as a doubt! a:ll Pmm]:
. his nephew.
hee’l refigne the rule unto his nephe
e : f the world
1 rather thinke the menace o : L
Sounds in his eares, as threats ?L no :3 owe;
And fooner would he {corne fs::rgba' ‘P -
Than loofe the fmalleft title h?.;}ﬂ_]()_} €s;
i 3115, % ifbman.
e{tionlefle he 1s an E{zg ifl
i C]Lmﬁ Lewis, .
Why are the Exgli/b peerelefie in ]compare-
Brave cavaliers as ere that 11}and br e; ; AL
Have livid and di’d, and dar'd, and done oo .
O ‘ 1 3 aule:
Yet never orac’d their countrey foi1 thedcgzid
] T 7 1 and ba
England 1s Englapd, ygeldmg gOIO‘? 2 )
And Jobn of England is as other Jo j.recd
Truft me yong _zﬂ'rﬁ/bmz 1{ r.lul_mlllgethrz(}: L tl:is s
i ench that help
’ 10u the Freneh that h
J o Lymaoges.
; 1 auft -owe
The Engli/bman hath 11'([1? c.minj {Iaﬂf‘ue .
20c es on fo proud a foe.
T e fp’eﬂch poyl tih‘n: now 18 YOne,
Why Aribur here’s his ipa;x, e b o
Who when he liv’d outrov’d his brot :
hafti s that lie {o long to cateh,
But haftie curres that lie o B0 e
Come halting home, and mecte T
But newes come now, here’s the embz

Enter Chattilion,
K. Pblilip,

batiilion 3
nan £00 e, demedmﬁ loolfld ccofzfmzmdé
res? will Febn accor I
What newes ? 51 Ghasilion’ )
il Eob . 2l
Be I not briefe to tell your 111@:-;2‘? ’
3 interrupt my tale: .
He will a_pp_roach 10 10terl upht ug’ e B
For one felfe bottome broug i
3 s ‘ie the chance of Warre,
He on his part will trie the mea
And if his words _inierre nﬂlli‘_e f‘ollo“"“s
Will loofe himfelfe, and all his 2
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Ere yeeld unto the leaft of
The mother quze:
Gaiaft lady Con/?
That doth effeét

Conjuring £-+hur

“your demands.

i fhee taketh on amaine

ance, counting her the caufe

his claime to Albion,

with a grandames care,

To leave his mother; willing him fubmijt

His ftate w0 Fobn, and her protection,

Who (as thee faieh) are ftudious for his good,

More circumftance the feafon intercepts :

This 1s the {umme, which brief I have thowne.
: K, Philsp.

This bitter winde muft nip fome-bodies {pring :
Sodaine and briefe, who fo, ’tis harveft whether. 3
But fay Chatilion, what perfons of account are with him?

Chattilion,
Of Epland, Earle Pembrooke and Salifburie,

The onely noted men: of any name.
Next them, a baftard of the Rings deceaft,

A hardie v.riid-hf;ztd, tough and venturous,

With many other men' of high refolve,

Then is there with them Elnor mother queene,

And Blauch her neece, daughter to the king of Spaine:
_Thefe are the prime birds of this hot adventure,

Lpier John and bi; Jollow

vers, Queene, B:ﬂmmf-’, Earles, &c.

KL Phijp,

Me feemeth Jobn, an over-dari

Effects fome frenfie in thy r

Treading my confines wit
rather looke for fome

Touching

To tha

ng ipirit
afh approach,
h thy armed {roupcs.
bmiffe reply
the claime thy nephew Aty makes
t which thou unjuftly doft ufrpe.

K. Sobn,
an r?iibh:il;;‘f: you all,
¥y title with my tongue.
I hither with intent of wron
: ° or thee, or any right of thine ;
EL.H in defence and purchafe of my right,
. The towne of Angiers: which thou dot begirt

For that Chattilion ¢
¥ 1ift not pleade m
Nor came

{0} rdjce

OF KING JOHN.

T - {:?
In the behalfe of lady Conffance fc.:-.lllz s
/ nor he nor fhe can lay juit clz
e Conftance. 7
1 at | e jult
Yes (falfe intruder) if that J]']ﬂo.lf...i :
And head-ftrong ufurpation hpm—‘ﬂié;-‘ [;rother,
; fonne, heire to thy €l
Aoy e hadow: of difcent,
Without ambiguous fhad e
igne to the [ubltance tho
Is foveraign Bell
aine to this refort,
Mifgoverned goflip, i:téu(r;c-'mes
F ={¢ 1CE ¢ A -
Occafion of thefe undec ! J;hv e
e Ched\i > with that he claimes,
G ath naueght to do :
hy {onne hath naug ¢ e
,;ror proofe whereof, Il can nﬁtlzrg:r dii'cu:[.
; bast > way he urge
That barres the way gt 3¢ :
r " “‘
A will indeed, a crabbed V.-cl)_m‘lns ill,
3 =t b - Civ
Wherein the divell is an Or-mezechn-eﬁb:
Aund prowd dame Elinor fgli: e
Viore wi an {o, on perl :
MTmL e 'th ade Eo hinder Arthurs right.
st s Arthur. A
i be n ’
But fay there was, as fure therCF:gid}
The law intends fuch tenﬂnli:iira}:e imi.)cacht.
ioht difcent can no we
Where right difcent Loiway o
h_b nother makes thee wing
Peace Arthur pc-':ﬂce,'t‘}}_x o
To {oare with penl! attri.} : :.Lﬁ; f’mhers e,
And ouft me yon{;lmg duof e
i -h the hazar ;
I pity much the ha o
itifull you are
Befhrew you elfe how p:lt_nfﬁiilgkz o L ;
are hii ! o
eady to weepe to hear ; g
Iét:rmyw hctidel['uch grandames ﬂnli::(:h g
o {on for pure love.
That minifter a poyfon for p L
But who fo blind, as cannot ie B e
That you forfooth would keepe 5’}51 ;00 2
For feare his mother ﬂm{ul{f‘. EC‘:] dioel
iefe, confulion cz
I there's the griefe, conft

, nces raigne.
That hammers {hiftes to ftop a princc 2

2, Elianor,
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9. Elianor,
Impatient, franticke, common flaunderer,
Immodeft dame, unnurcar’d quarreller,
I tell thee I, not envié to thy fonne,
But juftice makes me fpeake as T have done.
K. Philp.
But here’s no preofe that thews yout fonne a king,
K. Fohn. :
What wants, my fivord thal more at large fet down,
Lezvis,
But that may breake before the truth be known.
Baflard.
Then this may hold till all his right be thowne,
-Z—:J-':'_?." t’?g'{‘.f.
uce, your betters are in places
Baftard.
Not you fir doughtie, with your lyons cafe.
_Bi{"i'f.f{,'/?;.
Ah joy betide his foule, to whom that {poyle belong’d :
Ah Richard, how thy glory here is wrong’d.
' T ymozes.
Me thinks that Richard: pride and Richards fall,
Should be a prefident caf; ght you all.
Bafard,
_ What words are thefe ? how do my finews fhake ?
My fathers foe clad in my fathers fpoyle,
A thoufand furies kindle with revenge,
This heart that cholier keepes a conliftorie,
Searing my inwards with a brand of hate ;
How doth™ 4.2, whifper in mine eares ?
Dg:ivay not £4:p, kill the villaine ftraight,
Difrobe him of the matchlefle monument
Thy fathers. triumph ore the favages, .
Bale heardgroom, coward, peafant, worfe than a threfhing flave,
‘F{Vhat mak’{t thou with the trophie of a king ?
Sham’it thou not coyftrell, loathfome dunghill fwad, -
0 grace thy catkafle with an ornarment
, 20 pretious for a monarkes coverture ?
Scarce ‘can 1 temper
Into the pre

Good words Gr 2

due obedience

fence of my foveraigue,

From

OF KING JOHN.

From afting outrage on this tru.nke_ o.t hnFe :
But arme thee traytor, wronger of renowne,
For by his foule T fweare, my fathers el
Twife will I not review the mornings 11, :
Till T have torne that trophic from tl backe,
And fplit thy heart for ‘.V?:':_ri‘ng it j? long.
Philip hath {fworne, and if it be :;ot done,
Let not the world repute me Richards fonne.
Lymoges. y
Nay {oft fir baftard, hearts are not f'pl}_t ﬁ? foone,
Let them rejoyce that at the end doe win :
And take this leffon at thy foe-mans hand,
Pawne not thy life to get thy fathers {kin.
Blanch. :
Wel may the world fpeake of his knightly valor,
That wins this hide to weare a ladics favour.
Baffard. )
Il may I thrive, and nothing brooke with me,
If fhortly I prefent it not to thee.
X P),’szzp. : &
Lordings forbeare, for time is Ct}l]llnlllgixiﬁ‘,lllillt
That deeds may trie what words can not_r:{f el "
And to the purpofe for th_e caufe you Foil-(‘.jc
Me feemes you fet right in chaunce of warre,
Yeelding no other reafons ftor your claime,
But fo and fo, becaufe it fhall be fo. It ain i
Sowrong fhall bé fubornd by truft of ftrength :
A tyrants praétife to inveft himfelte, o
Where weake refillance giveth wrong m\,ﬂ\
To checke the which, in holy lawiull armes,
L in the right of Aytbur, Geffreys fonne,
Amn come before this city of Angiers,
To barre all other falle fuppoﬁ:d claime,
From whence, or howloere the error 1’1)}'{11:11;5-
And in his quarrell on my princely word,
lie fight it out unto the latett man.
Fobn. ded
Know kine of France, T will not be commandec
By any PO\'-‘[I;I' or prince 1 Cfﬁ)'{ﬂt’?ﬂ?ﬂﬂi‘r’, 2
Lo yeeld an inftance how I hold mine ownc,

Z

AV a
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Mote than to anfwere, that mine owne is mine,

But wilt thou fee me parley with the towne,

And heare them offer me allegeance,

Fealtie and homage, as true liege men ought.
K. Philip.

Summon them, I will not beleeve it till T fee it,
And when I fee 1t, Ile foone change 1t.
[ They fummon the towwne, the citizens appeare upon the walls

K. Fobn.

You men of Angiors, and as I take it my loiall fubjects, I
have fummoned you to the walls: to difpute on my right,
were to thinke you doubtfull therein, which I am pcrfwadecl
you are not. In few words, our brothers fonne, backt with
the king of France, have beleagred your towne upon a falfc
pretended title to the fame: in defence wherof I your lege
lord have brought our power to fence you from the ufurper,
to free your intended fervitude, and utterly to fupplant the
foemen, to my right and your reft. Say then, who kecpe
you the towne for ?

Citizen.

Fobn.,
I was no lefle perfwaded: then in gods name open youf
gates, and let me entet.

For our lawfull king.

Citizen, :
And it pleafe your highnes we comptroll not yout title,
neither will wee rafly admit your entrance: if you be 13“,’“]11
king, with all obedience we keep it to your ule, if not kings
our rafhnes to be impeached for yeelding, without more con-
fiderate triall : weé anfwere not as men lawlefle, but to the
behoofe of him that prooves lawfull.
Fobu
I fhall not come 1n then?
Cirizen,
No my lord, till we know more.
: K. Philp. £
_Then heare me fpeak in the behalfe of Arthur fon ©
Geffrey; elder brother to Fobn, his title manifeft, with out cous
tradiction, to the crowne and kingdom of E?fgff””f! with
Angiers, and divers townes on this fide the fea: wil youac
. knowledge

OF KING JOHN. 248

23
knowledge him your liege lord, who fpeaketh in my word,
to entertaine you with all favors, as befeemeth a king to his
fubjedts, or a friend to his welwillers: or ftand to the peril
of your contempt, when his ttle is proved by the fivord.

Citizen. :

We anfver as before; til you have proved one right, we
acknowledge none right, he that tries himielfe our fover:}igm.*:,
to him wil we remaine firme fubjeéts, and for him, and in his
right we hold our towne, as defirous to know the truth, as
loth to fubfcribe before we know : more than this we cannot
fay, and more than this we dare not do.

K. Philip.

Then Fob# 1 defie thee, in the name and behalfe of Arthur
Plantaginet, thy king and coufin, whofe right ﬂ.fld patrimony
thou detaineft, as I doubt not, ere the day end, in a fet battel
make thee confefle; whereunto, with a zeale to righg, I
challenge thee,

K. Sobn.

HI accept thy challenge, and turne the defiance to thy

tnroat.

Excurfions,  The baffard chafeth Lymoges the Aufirich dulkey
and maketh him leave the lyons flin.

= Baflard.

And art thou gone! misfortune haunt thy fteps,
And chill cold feare affaile thy times of reit.
Morpheus leave here thy filent eban cave,
Befiege his thoughts with difmall fantafies,
And ghaftly objeéts of pale threatning mors.
Affright him every minute with {tearne lookes,
Let (hadow temper terror in his thoughts,
And let the terror make the coward mad,
And in his madnefle let him feare” purfuir,
And fo in frenfie let the peafant die.
Here is the ranfome that allaies his rage,
The firft frechold that Richard left his fonne :
With which I fhall furprize his living foes, s
As Hectors ftatue did the fainiing Greekes. [Exit.

Enter
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Enter the Kings Heranlds with trumpets to the <wals of Angiers $
they fummon the towne,

Eng. Heraulds,

Jobn by the gtace of God king of Enpland, lovd of Ireland,
Anjou, Toraine, &c. demandeth once again of you his fub-
Jects of Angiers, if you wil quietly furrender up the towne
wto hig hands ?

Fr. Herold,

Philip by the grace of God King ‘of France, dematindeth
in the behalfe of Arthur duke of _E‘;-;‘gzm‘m, if you will fur-
render up the towne into his hands, to the ufe of-the faid
Arthur.

Citizens,

Herrolds go tell the two victorious princes, that we the
pof;;lre inhabitants of Angiers, require a patley of their ma=
Je 1E5s

¥ Herolds,
We goe.

Euter the Kings, Queene Elianor, BIancB, Baftard, Lynioges,

Lewis, Caftilean, Pembrooke, Salifbury, * Conftance, and
Arthur Duke of Brittaine,

Fobn,

Herold, what anfiver doe the townfmen fend ?
o P.fsz't'ip.
Will Angiers yeeld to Philp king of Framce ®
E.vg. Heranlds,
The townfmen on the wals 4cCept your grace,
Fyo Herolds,
And crave a parley of your majefty.
Fobn,

You cittizens of Angiers; have your eves
Beheld the flaughter that our .E;:-ﬂﬂ!; bowes
H;wcl made upon the coward fraudfull Erench 2
And have you wifely pondred therewithall
Your gaine in yeelding to the Englifh king?

B Philip.
lef:n‘ lofle in yeelding to the Enoli/b king,
But Fohu, they fa )

i~ . - ..
w rom out their highet towers

OF KING JOHN.

The chevaliers of France and crofle-bow-fhot
Make laves of flaughterd bodies through thine hoaft,
And are refolv’d to yeeld to ?’;;s’:m-s right.
OLIR
Why Philip, though thou bravft it fore the wals, :
Thy confcience knowes th:a:é}imi‘sz hath wonne the field,
Philip.
What ere my confcience knowes, thy army feeies
That Philip had the better of the day.
Baflard.
Philip indeed hath got the lions_, 'caf‘e,
Which here he holds to Lymoges difgrace.
Bafe duke to flie and leave fuch fpoiles behind :
But this thou knewit of force to make me ftay.
It farde with thee as with the mariner,
Spying the hugie whale, whofe monftrous bulke .
Doth beare the waves like mountaines fore the wind,
That throwes out emptie veflels, fo to {tay
His fury, while the fhip doth fayl_c DO
Philip *tis thine : and fore this princely prefence,
Madame, I humbly lay it at your feete,
Being the firft adventure I atchiev'd,
Aund firt exploite your grace did me enjoyne :
Yer many more I long to be enjoyn d.
Blanch.
Philip T take it, and I thee command
To weare the fame as earft thy father did:
Therewith receive this favour at my hands,
Tincourage thee to follow Richards fame.
Arthur.
Ye cittizens of Angiers are ye mute? ;
A thur or jra/})f, fa}' which fhall be your klll'g f
IEZEn, : f
We care not which, if once we knew the right;
ut till we know, we will not yeeld our right.
Baflard. T
Might P)ilip counfell two fo mightic kings,
As are the kings of England and o.f France,
€ would advife your graces to unite
And knit your forces gainft thefe cittizens,
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Pulling their battred wals about their eares.
The owne once wonne, then ftrive about the claime,
For they are’ minded to delude you both.

Cittizen. ,

Kings, princes, lords, and knights affembled here,
The cittizens of Angiers all by me
Entreate your majeftic to heare them {peake :

And as you like the motion they fhall make,
So to account and follow their advice,
Fobn. Phil,
Speake on, we give thee leave.
Cittizen,

‘Then thus : whereas the young and lufty knighe
Incites you on to knit your kingly ftrengths : -
The smotion ecannot chufe byt pleafe the good,

And fuch as love the quiet of the ftate.,,

Buat how my loxds, how fhold your ftrengths be knit ?
Not to opprefle your {ubjects and your friends,

And il the world with brawles and mutinies :

But unto peace your forces {hould be knit

To live in princely league and amitie :

Doe this, the gates of Angiers fhall give way,

And ftand wide open to your hearts content.
To make this peace a lafting bond of love,
Remaines one onely honourable meanes,
Which by your pardon I fhall here difplay.
Lewis the Dofphin and the heire of France,
A man of noted valour through the world,

Is yet unmarried ; let him take to wife

‘T'he beauteous daughter of the King of Spaine,
Neece to K. Fobn, the lovely lady Blanch,
Begotten on his fifter Elianor,

Wich her in marriage will her unkle give
Caltles and towers, as fitteth fuch 4 match.
The Kings thus Joynd in league of perlect love,

They may fo deale with Arthur duke of Britaine,
Who is but :

As he fhall

Thus have I boldly (far the

clivered what (]
I

young, and yet unmeet to raigne,
ftand contented every way:

common good)
1€ sltie gave in charge,

g Fl KING"]JOHN.

And as upon conditions zrottlj a,g;(is, o
So fhall we ftand conten _A’r}fﬁm', <
A proper peace, if fuch a muui;nl 111;":)‘;. ;n}- ki
Thefe kings beare armes for me, dfl;’e T e,
And they fhall fhare my lands to mm.u
D, Elianors

f?’ 1 thy mother.
{SOIHIC ﬂr{J?I fOllO‘\V [his mat_mn, as thou 10\"(‘,& }
3

Make league with Phiizp, yeeld tci anyb:“{ﬁ;g_c'
Lewis fhall have my necce,‘anf ;szf s
Arthur fhall have mall fuc‘-—;{‘ibﬂ. . 4
Brother of Frasce, you heare lhg czgz;;l:e in.
Then tell me, how you mgr:lcg ;i (H
Q. -
Why Fohn, what canit thou g}’t} bﬂxlliﬂr;;‘ﬁ’t :-:eece,
Thou ‘hat no foote of land Egl-l»-fw';.,
Bir lady n:iI‘.izens,l_ll Hlkfl }'%1}‘“;?;} cc,
mfel is the lady 3
%T}:;:g;y fhac heire of Eurgpe for her pheere.
Conflance. il
What kings, why ftand you gazing "51 T
Why how now lords ? accurfed citizen
To fill and tickle their ambitious efal es, e
With hope of gaine, that fprings dro-mr-zion’d
Some difmall planet at thy birth-day raignd,
For now I fee the fall of all thy hopes.
X. szfzp. il
Ladie, and duke of Brittainc, Know )’(’;eo 2
The king of France refpeéts his hono.r 1‘: ’
Than to betray his friends and fﬂ"\_‘t)u‘ct i:onnc
Princefle of Spaine, could you atff:bF my ’
If we upon conditions could agree !
Baftard. o
Slave as I was,.T thought to have mom‘;_ i
Grandame you made me }}alfe a pr0‘1}111 ;3 inou;fh
That lady Blanch fhould bring me wea [11 Ao ?
Aud make me heire of ftore of Engli/b land,

Q.2

2. Elianors
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2. Elianor,
Peace Philig, T will Tooke thee out a 'wife,
We muft with policie compound this firife,
Baflard,
If Lewis get her, well, T fay no more
But let the frolicke Frenchman take no fcorne,
It Pbilip front him with an Eugli/h horne,
ﬂ'/.:’fic
Ladie, what anfiver make you to the K, of France ?
Can you affeét the Dolphin for your lord ?
anch.
I thanke the king that likes of me fo well,
To make me bride unto fo great a prince :
But give me leave my lord to paufe on this,
Leaft beeing too too forward in the caufe,
It may be blemifh to my modeitie,
Q. Elinor.
Sonne Fobn, and worthy Philip K, of France,
onfer a while about the dower,
And I will fchoole my modeft neece {o well,
That fhe fhall yeeld as foone as you have done.
Conflance.
I, theres the wretch that brocheth all this il,
Why flie T not upon the bedlams face,
And with my nayles pull forth her hatefull eyess
: Arthur,
Sweet mother ceafe thefe haftie madding fits :
For my fake, let my grandam have her will.
O would fhe with hLey hands pull forth my hearr,
1 could affoord it to appeafe thefe broyles,
But (mother) let ys wifely winke at all,
Leaft farther harmes enfue our haftie fpecch,
.P/Jf/;}o. :
Brother of England, what dowrie wilt thou give
Unto my fonne in marsiage with thy neece ?
Jobn,
Firft Pbx’!@ knowes her dowrie out of Spaine,
To be fo great as may content a king :
But more to mend and amplifie the fame,
I give in money thire thoufand markes.

For land I leave i; to thine owne demand., Phil,

OF KING JOHN

Philip. ;

Then T demand Polgueffon, %rfzm, Main,

ters and Anjon, thele five provinces, . -
ﬁ”f‘-’;";; jl?ou :js king of England hold{t in France:
Then fhall our peace be foone concluded on.

' Bafard. 3

No leffe then five fuch pmvfm_ces at once:

Foba. |

Mother what thal T do? my brother %o.t thefe lands

With much effufion of our Englifh bI;::u :
wve it all away at once?
And fhall I give .@Ef Ej‘-‘m;-: | I

Fobn give it him, fo fhalt thou live in peace,

& h - - -
And keepe the refidue fans%e?pardle.
0072

Pbhilip, bring foorth thy {orine, h.ere ]ls my necce,
And here in marriage I do give ‘.m]l:. her
From me and my fucceﬂ”mf'zs_l E{zgl:ﬂ{f ings,
Polgucffon, Poiters Anjou, orain, Main,

Angl E{irrie :houfand markes of ﬁl'pcnf? CEIY;W'
ow cittizens, how like you of this match ?
Citizens.
We joy to fee fo fiweete a peace begun.
Leavis,

Lewis with Blanch thall ever live C\:umcnti e
But now king: Fobn, what fay you to .t?;a uke
Father, fpeake as you may in his behalfe.

Philip. ;

K. Jobn, be good unto thy nephew fheie,] e
And give him fomewhat th?t fhall pleafe you

a0

Arthur, althot1gh thou [roubl_eft Elr{gfamz’sr p:ace
Yet here 1 give thee Brittaine torj_thmc owne,
Together with the carledome of Richmont,

And this rich citie of Aygiers withall.
. Elianor, ;

And if thou feeke to pleafe thine uncle Fobn,
Shalt fee my fonne how I will make of thee.

. :70;6::. ]

Now every thing is forted to this end,

“ts in, and there prepare the marriage rites,

Q3
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Which in S. Maries chappell prefently
Shall be performed ere this prefence part. [ Exeunt,
[ Manent Conftance and Arthur.
Arthur,

Madam good cheere, thefe drouping languifhments
Adde no redrefle to falve our awkward haps,

If heavens have concluded thefe events,

To fmall availe is bitter penfivenefle :

Seafons will change, and fo our prefent greefe

May change with them, and all to our releefe.
Conffance.

Ah boy, thy yeares 1 fee are farre too greene
To looke into the bottome of thefe cares.

But I, who fee the poyfe that weigheth downe

Thy weale, my with, and all the willing meanes

Wherewith thy fortune and thy fame fhould mount.

Whar joy, what eafe, what reft can lodge in me,

With whom all hope and hap doe difagree ?
/i’?'fbft?'.

Yet ladies teares, and cares, and folemn fhewes,
Rather then helpes, heape up more worke for woes.

¥ Conflance.

If any power will heare a widowes plaint,
That from a wounded foule 1implores revenge :
Send fell contagion to infect this clime,

This curfed countrey, where the traitors breat
Whofe perjurie (as proud Briareus,)

Beleaguers all the fkie with mif-belecfe.

He promift 4i4hur, and he fivare it t00,

To fence thy right, and check thy fo-mans prides
But now black-fpotted perjure as he is,

He taes a truce with Elzors damned brat,
And marries Lewis to her lovely neece,
Sharing thy fortune, and thy birth-dayes gift
Betweene thefe lovers : ill betide the match.
And as the

And triumph
So heav’ns
Is 2ll the bl

Clunng the

h,

y fhoulder thee from out thine owne,

in a widowes tearefull cares :
crofle them with a thrifilefle courfe,
od yipilt on either part,
cranies 1t
nies of the thirftie earth, Crownt

OF KING JOHN.

owne to a love-game and a bridall 1'}:.-:&?
%L?ﬁ;ﬁf’c thy bi-rtl%—ri ght bid the wedding banes ?
Poore helpelefle boy, hopelefle and h.elp:-:lcil’e 100,
To whom misfortune feemes no '_‘,‘Uzt.lheqat all,

ay, thy ftates thy imminent mifhaps

E?gugdgt,ht t})qry mot’htzrz thoughts with Ieehng ‘cn're.,
Why lookft thou' pale? the colour flies thy face:
I trouble now the fountaine of thy yo_uth,
And make it muddie with my doles difcoutrfe,
Goe in with me, reply not lovlely boy,
We muft obfeure this mone with melodie, B
Lealt worfer wrack enfue our male-content. [ Exeunt.

: 7, ance, Arthur.
et L %l Fr} C’hattillion,
Baftard, Lewis, Lymoges, Conftance, blanch, )
Ee 2 LR oy v
Pembrooke, Salifburie, and Elianor

_7:?1‘5&.

This is the day, the long-defired day_,F-
Wherein the realmes of E::g{{mr! and of France
Stand highly blefled in a lafting peace. }
Thrice l;apgie is the bridegroome and ti‘clie(b%‘ldig
From whofe fweet bridall fuch a concor HP‘ Ings,
To make of mortdll foes immortall friends.

Conftance.

Ungodly peace made by -.;nr{others warre.

P.]J‘--{pl

Unhappie peace, that tycs thee from revenge,
Rouze thee Plantaginet, lit;! not to fee
The butcher of the great Plantaginet. .
Kings, princes, andgye peeres of either realmes,
Pardon my rafhnes, and forgive the zeale
That carries me in furie to a c';:eclfe ol o
Of high defert, of honour, and of armes.

A boone (O kangs) a boone doth Pb:f?l}m%geve

Proftrate upon his knee: whlcl; knee fhall ¢

Unto the fuperficies of the earth, .

Till France l;nd England grant this glorious boonc.
Fobn,

Speake Philip, England grants thee thy requci’c.
. ' Q 4
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- Philzp.

And France confirmes what ere is in hi

' Baflard,

Then duke fit faft, I levell at thy head,
Too bafe a ranfome for my fathers life.
Princes, I crave the combate with the duke
That braves it in difhonour of my fire.

Your words are paft, nor can you now reverfe

The princely promife that revives my foule,
Whereat me thinkes T fee his finewes fhake ;

This is the boone (dread lords) which granted once
Or life or death are pleafunt to my foule ;

Since I fhall live and die in Richards right,

Lymoges.

en ot a king,

S power,

Bafe baftard, mifbegott
To interrupt thefe holy nuptiall rites
With brawles and tumults to a dukes difgrace ;
Let it fuffice, 1 fcorne to joyne in fight,
With one fo farre unequall to my felte,

Baftard.

A fine excufe, kings if you will be kings,
Then keepe your words, and let us combate it.
Fobn,
Philip, we cannot force the duke to fight,
Beeing a fubje& unto neither realme :
But tell me Auflria, if an Englifb duke 3
Should dare thee thus, would(t thoy accept the challenge

Lymoges.
Elfe Tet

the world account the Auftrich duke

eft coward living on the earth,

Fobn.

Then cheere thee PPLilip, Fobn wil keep his word,
Kneele down, in fight of'.sz)’zp king of France,
And all thefe princely lords affembled here,

I gird thee with the fword of Normandie,

And of that land T do inveft thee duke :

So fhalt thou be in living and in land

Nothing inferiour uno Auftria,

Lymaoges.
K. Fobu, I tell thee flatly ‘to thy face,
Thou wrong't mine honour : apd that thou mai’lt fee on
: - - How

The great

OF KING JOHN.

- o
How much I fcorne thy new made duke and thee,
{ > C - : !
1 flatly fay, I will not be t.(:m‘lpeld1 417
And fo farewell fir dukc‘or low;:”c' tL‘ﬁ].s I
i i atch you fc g
lle finde a time to matc )%;.% :
1 . the honours thine.
il t him coe, the
Stay Philip, le g e
1 > his life be mine.
live unlefle his b
satERE 9. Elanor, e
> o
"Thy forwardnes this day hath _}0};(_1 11'13: (ﬁgc.,
And made me thinke my Richard lives 1 :
% K. Philip. A e
Lordings les in, and fpend the wcaj;]i;lgéaicy
In mafkes and triumphs, leting quatt

Enter o Cardinall from Rome.

Cardinall. ’ s
; £ France. I charge thee joyn n<
Stay king of France, o God and men. ‘
With'him that ftands accurft o u{' all of Millaine, and le-
Know Fobn, that I Panduiph cardina hee in the name of
- ) { Rome, demand of thee i
gate from the fea o 3 hv thou do’ft (contrary
our holy father the Pope Lunocent, W 1)/_‘i +ud our holy father
he 1: )o £ our holy mother the church, a '1.1d difanull the
e d(')ﬂ b t};ne quiet of the chm"ch? Klﬁ‘ 1,;th e
itur s inele b ;
e Pope)“ L abiton whom his hlhll 5 e I des
eleCtion of Stephen Langbton, Wi Lis holinefle nan
archbifhop of Canterburic: this 1n his
ma of thee?
und b

§ to de-
| mafter to do

And what haft thou or the P(‘I-"?U;I}Yknow fir prieft, as
3 ' BN 5 I fcorne to be

: me, how I umploy A > I fcorne (0
?Ezio?'rthe chutch and holy Chuitls'l.lli.’,lnr i'Fcll thv matter
fubject to the greateft prelate in the v;ri'lqtt::‘u’ it, that never an
fo from me, and fay, Fobn of Eﬂg&”{'-;’c' 1‘1,':1'1{.', tole, or pol-
Italian prieh of them all, fhal either r?“kin-} fo will I raigne
1 ey £ Enpland; butas I am RS el

lmg peny out of Eag ; i e '
der God, fupreame hez R e

nexe under (Goa, P S e i this, X
“stemporall : and he that contradicts I

hop headleffe. K, Philip.
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. Philip.
What K. Fobn, know you what you fay, thus to blafpheme
againft our holy father the Pope ?

Fobn,
Philip, though thou and all the
futfer themfelves to be abus’d by

1s not of fuch bafe temper.

princes of Chriffendome
a prelates flavery, my mind
If the Pope will bee king of
Lngland, let him win it with the fword, I know no other
title he can alleadge to mine inheritance,
Cardinall,
Fobn, this is thine anfier ?

fohn.
What then? J

Cardinall,
Then I Panduiph of Padua, legate from the apoftolike fea,
doe in the name of Saint Peter and his {ucceflor our holy

pronounce -thee accurfed, difcharging

father Pope Zauocens,

cvery of thy fubjects of all dutie and fealtse that they doe
owe to thee, and pardon and forgivenefle of finne to thofe or
cdrrie arines againft thee, or

them whatfoever, which fhall
murder thee: this I pronounce, and charge all good men to

abhorre thee as an €xcommunicate perfon.

ohn.

So fir, the more the fox
God blefle me and

eurfe and fpare not,

¢ is curs’d’ the better a fares ¢ il
my land, let the pope and his fhavelings

Cardinall.
Ichnrge thee Philip XK. of Fraunce, and all
e kin rinces of Chriftendome, 1o make warre upon
tl:us miicreant : and whereas thou haft made a league with
him, and confirmed it by oath,, T doe in the name of our

forefaid father the Pope, acquit thee of that oath, as unlaw-
tull, beeing made with an hereticke ; howe fai’t thou Philip
do’ft thou obey ?

Furthermore,
the Kings and ]

) Fobn.
Brother of France, what fay you to the cardinall ?
y .{n-‘_'rff'ﬂ:_{r"a
Ifay, 1 am fory for your majeftie, requefting you to fubs
it your felfe to the church of Rome,

Fobns

OF KING JOH N,

Fobn.
And what fay you to our o
What fhould I fay ? I muft obey the pope.

hi God?
Obey the pope, and breake your oath to G0

b o B I
Philzp.
i ths
q e of mine 0a
; ath abfolved m _
e ICgclIC 1:1529 0. or 1 defie thee here.
Then yeeld to £feome, ol h
thee
Why P bilip, I defie tht? p?é!i iﬂnﬂ{flof Fr‘:u«’ft’;
alfe as thou art, and perjur a5
Falfe as a art, e
Unworthy man to be ac R A
Givik thou thy fword 1ito £ B 1kes, and friers
- 7 e 0 3 . s
Pandulph, where 1 of abbots ‘mrmnc na] G s
Hav: {ak’en {fomewhat to Emmtll;lthey T8
: ore but all the}
will I take no m 1 Bhs
%I?‘;ouze the lazie lublz‘ershfr](iﬁ:oﬂ:he S
; 10 nd tnel
And in defpight Ile feh e
Mother come you wit 23

- 15 attempty
. et bn in this at
That will not follow 7o mned foules-

1f 1 {ubmit 2
league, if I do not

235%

Confufion light vpon b da’ that fighteth for your g°°d'

Come lords, fight for your IJ%E;{.’!}".

1t fee
> Pandulph thy {51‘&? fha
Afli“?i:c:}lsﬂlgggﬁt' for Ra:;ﬁ and iw:éﬁ ,rHCS-

%?I)lcs} fo armes, let him not paﬂ_'F ;Jh lead
iLer’s take him captive, and “3 nmout_ ﬁl,me‘
L Kot E;{g.?md it gat‘ieihou fhalt {ee
Ayrthur beftirre thee man, al}l B sitee:
What Philip K. of France will

Blanchs _
; -dding day
Aund will your grace upon your wedding

i 1l drums ?
ide follow dreadfull @

Forake your bride, and [ofow [ i me.
Nay, good my : e )
e. and wee fhall agree.
ﬁf)ﬁip. . ’

Follow my lords, lord Cm"dinnl.l l_ea:rl_ 51]1;‘: ways
Druomsogall ybe muficke to this wedding

Sweet heart content the

[ Eaeunt.
Escurfions.
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Excurfionse  The Baflard peurfues Auflria, and 4y bim,

Baflard,

Thus hath K. Richards fon performd his vowes,
And oftred 4uftria’s blood for his facrifice
Unto his fathers everliving foule,
Brave Cordelion, now My heart doth fay,
I have deferved, though not to pe thine heie,
Yetas I am, thy bafe hegotten fonne,
A name as pleafing to thy Philips heart,
As 10 be cald the duke of Normandie,
Lie there a PIey to every ravihing foy :
And as my father triumpht in thy fpoyles,
And trode thine enhgnes underneath his feet,
So doe I tread upon thy curfed felfe,
And leave thy body to the fowles for food. [EZauz.

Excurfions, Arthur, Conftance, Lewis, having  taken 2,
llﬂnor P;—iﬁwm,. :

Conflance,
Thus hath the god of kings with conquering arme
Difpeartt the foes to true fucceflion,
Proud, and difturber of thy countries peace,
Conflance doth live 1o tame thine infolence,
And on thy head wi]] how avenged be
For all the mifchiefs hatched in thy braine.
2 Elinor,
Con(empruous dame, unreverent dutches thou,
TO_br;we fo great 2 queene as Elaner,
Bafe fcold, haft they forgot, that T was wif
And mother to thyee mightie Epo/i/p kings ?
I charge thee then, and yoy forfooth fir boy;,
To fet yo grandmother a¢ libertie,
And yeeld to Jobr your uncle and your king.
o Confance, _ i
Tis not thy words proud queene fhall carry it,
= Elinoy.
Nor yet thy threates proud dame fhal daunt my mind.
rthur, A
Sweete grandam, ap( good mother, leave thefe braules.
5 Lilianor,

OF KING JOHN.

Elianor. 5
] 1 i 1‘i Iails
1 to triumph in thy
de a time
et Conflance. |
. i 5 o S

My time is now to triumph in L“Y‘Tlﬂt;iumph

d thou fhalt know that Conffance wi :
& Arthur.

" weioh it is queene Elinor.,

Good mother, weigh it 18 q e
Though fhe be captive, Lliji: her hke s
S veetagrmdamﬁ, beare with what myban

: e ‘ be uf ourably.

Your highnefle fhall be ufed hon 3

Enter a Mffenger.

Meffenger. .
Lewis my lord, duke Aythur, and the reft,

< 15 men
L .fog&g 1‘613335 };rieares withall
oi ighe afrefh :
And ginnes the fig ' L
lgfe his life, or fet his mother fre
s Leavis,
is ti about.
Arthur away, 'tis time to looke abo
Elinor, e
Why how now dame, what 1s your courag
) - Conflance. ;
oot
No Elinor my courage gathers ftreng N
- h 7ohn and thee Ay
And hopes to leade both

: hee to the field. : R
i thiltif‘lzgpe, I; ;1;?16 L]*:chiintor is refeued by John, and Arthu
ACUY 1018,

Yound Ficlory.
< foner. DBaxcunt, - Soud
15 taken prifoners

. ke
-ifoner, Baftard, Pembrooke,
i Arthur ?g/f).;f: 3
e JUhn’ Elgi?{?uf;?’m; Il‘iuﬁert de Burgh.

:}"ﬁ'br‘fl

- in right:
Thus right triumphs, and _-‘ﬁb;;br! llﬁl:rpﬁfea: :

Arthur-thou feelt, Fraunce cannot 1050 to this fall.

Thy mothers pride hath broughlt th]‘ folfe

But if at laft nephew thou yeik : o?;m

Into the gardance of thine uncle Foln,

Thou fhalt be ufed as becomes & princes T

ey -
7 S

= =
A

JTas,




2¢4 THE TROUBLESOME RAIGNE

Arthur.
Uncle, my grandame taught her nephew this,
To beare captivitie with patience,
Might hath prevaild, not right, for I am king
Of England, though thou weare the diademe,
92, Elnor.
Sonne Fobz, {oone fhall wee teach him to forget
Thefe prowd prefumptions, and to know himfelfe,
Fobn.
Mother, he never will forget his claime,
I would he livde not-to remember it.,
But leaving this, we will to England now,
And take fome order with our popelings there,
That fwell with pride and fat of lay mens lands.
Philip, I make thee chiefe in this affaire,
Ranfacke the abbeis, cloyfters, priories,
Convert their coine unto my fouldiers ufe :’
And what{oere he be within my land,
That goes to Rowme for juftice and for law,
While he may have his right within the realme,
Let him be judgde a traitor to the {tate,
And fuffer as an enemy to England.
Mother, wee leave you here beyond the feas,
As regent of our provinces in France,
While we to England take a fpeedie courfe,
And thanke our God that gave us vittorie.
Hubert de Burgh take Arthur here to thee,
Be he thy prifoner: Hubert keepe him fafe,
For on s life doth hang thy foveraignes crowne.
But in his death confifts thy {overaienes bliffe :
Then Hubert, as thou fhortly hearft from me,
So ufe the prifoner I have given in charge.
Hubert,
Frolicke yong prince, thogh I your keeper be,
Yet fhall your keeper live at your command.
E Arthur,
As pleafe my God, fo fhall become of me.
2. Elanor.
My fonne, to Exgland, 1 will fee thee fhipt,
And pray to God to fend thee fafe afhore. :
Baffard,

OF KING JOHN.

Baflard.
Now warres are done, I long to be at home,
To dive into the monks and abbots bagges,
To make fome {port among the {mooth fkind nunnes,
And keepe fome revell with the fanzen friers.
ot
To England lords, each looke unto your charge,
And arme your felves againft the Roman pride. [ Evexns,

Enter the King of Yrance, Lewes bis fonne, Cardinall Pandolph
Legate, ard Conftance,

Philip,

What, every man attacht with this mifhap?
Why frowne you fo, why droope ye lords of France 2
Me thinkes it differs from a warrelike minde,
To lowre it for a checke or two of chaunce.
Had Lymoges efcapt the baftards fpight,

A little forrow might have fervde our lofle.
Brave Auftria, heaven joyes to have thee there,
Cardinall,

His foule is fafe and free from purgatorie,
Our holy father hath‘difpenft his finnes,

The blefled faints have heard our orifons,
And all are mediators for his foule,

And in the right of thefe moft holy warres,
His holineffe free pardon doth pronounce

To all that follow you gain{t Zzgli/l heretikes,
Who ftand accurfed in our mother church.

Eauter Conftance alones

- Philip.

To aggravate the meafure of our greefe,
All male-content comes Conflance for her fonne,
Be breefe good madame, for your face imports
A tragicke tale behind thats yet untold.
Her paffions flop the organ of her voyce,
Deepe forrow throbbeth mif-hefalne events,
Out with it ladie, that our a& may end
A full cataftrophe of fad laments.

/ Coiflances
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Confrance.
My tongue is tun’d to florie forth mifhap:
When did I breath to tell a pleafing tale?
Muft Conflance fpeake? ler teares prevent her talke :
Muft I difcourfe ? let Dido figh and fay,
She weepes againe to heare the wracke of Zroy:
Two words will ferve, and then my tale is done :
Elnors proud brat hath rob’d me of my fonne.
Lezvis.
Have patience madame, this is chance of warre:
He may.be ranfom’d, we revenge his wrong.
Conftance,
Be it ne’r fo foone, I fhall not live {o long.
Philip.
Defpaire not yet, come Conflance, go with me,
hefe clouds will fleet, the day will cleare againe. [ Eweunts
Cardinall.
Naw Lewss, thy fortune buds with happy {pring,
Our holy fathers prayers effecteth this.
Arthur 1s fate, let Fobn alone with him,
Thy title next 1s fairft to Englands crowne:
Now ftirre thy father to begin with Fobz,
The Pope fays I, and fo is Albion thine.
Lewis.
Thanks my lord legat for your good conceit,
"Tis beft we follow now the game is faire,
My father wants to worke him your good words.
Cardinall,
A few will {ferve to forward him 1n thig,
Thofe fhall not want: but let’s about it then. [ Excunte

Eunter Philip leading a friar, u’ 'm;g:'f.g him: [hew awbere the Abbots
S'a’i{.‘f lay, ?

IJ;)I-;".'}:?-
Come on you fat Francifean, dallie no longer, but fhew
where the abbots treafure lies, or die.
Frier.
Benedicamus Domini, was ever fuch an injurie?”
Sweet S, Withold of thy lenitic, defend us from extremiticy | g

me

OF KING JOHN

And heare us for S. Charitie, oppreffed with aufteritie.
In riomine doméni, make I my homily,
Gentle gentilitie grieve not the cleargie.
P}.Jz'r’ib.
Gray-gown’d good face, conjure ye,

Nere truft me for a groat
If this waft girdle hang thee not

That girdeth 1n thy coat.

Now bald and barefoot Bungie birds,

When up the gallowes climing,

Say Pbilip he had words enough,
"To put you downe with rimings
Frier. -

O pardon, Q. parce, S. Francis for mercie, .
Shall {hicld thee from night-fpels, and dreaming of divels,
If thou wilt forgive me, and neyer more grieve e,
With fafting and praying, and Haile Marie faying,
From blacke purgatorie, a penance right fory s
Frier Thomas will warme you,
It fhall never harme you.

Philips

Come leave off your rabble,

Sir, hang up this lozell,
' 2 Krier.

For charitie I beg his life,

Saint Francis chifelt frier,
The beft in all our coventiis.

To keepe a vintners fitg,
O ftrangle not the good old mau,

My hofteffe oldeft gueft,

And I will bring you by and by

Unto the priors cheft.

Philip. s : :

I, faifk thou fo, and if thou wilt the frier 1s at liberty,
1f not, as T am honeft man, I hang you both for companys

. Friers

Come hither, this is the cheft, thogh {
That wanteth not a thoufand pound in filver and 10 8
My felf wil warrant ful fo much, I know the abbots tore,

lle pawn my life there is no lefle, to have what €1¢ 15 nlU_;‘)L;.-'?-'Q
- 3 ' ).h‘_ e

fimple to behold,

and 1n gold.
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Ph:lzp.
I take thy word, the overplus unto thy fhate fhal come,
But if there want of full fo much, thy necke fhall pay the
{fumme.
Breake up the coffer, frier.
Frier.
Oh I am undone, faire Alice'the nunne
Hath tooke up her reft in the abbots cheft.
Sancle benedicite, pardon my fimplicitie,
Fie Alice, confeflion will not falve this tranfgreffion.
_ Philip,
What have we here, a holy ninne? fo keepe me God in
health,
A fmooth facde nunne (for aught I know) is al the abbots
wealth,
Is this the nunries chaftitie ?
Bethrew me'but I thinke-
They go as oft to venery as‘niggards to their drinke.
Why paltry frier and pandar too, yee fhameélefle fhaven crowne;
Is this the cheft that held a hoord,
at leaft a thoufand pound?
And is the hoord a holy whore?
well, be the hangman nimble,
Hee’l take the paine to pay you home,
and teach you to diflemble,
Nunne.
O fpare the frier Anrhony,
a better never was
To fing a dirige folemnely,
or reade a morning maffe.
If money be the meanes of this,
I know an ancient nunne,
That hath a hoord thefe feven yeeres,
did never fee the funne; :
And that is yours, and what'is ours,
fo favour now be thowne,
You fhall commaund as commonly,
as if it were your owne. '
Lriero
Your honour excepteds

OF KING JOHN,
Nuane.

1 Thomas, I meane fo.

P,I{H-f:‘-".,
From all fave from friers. ‘

WNuniies
Good fir, do¢ not thinke fo.
P/J:"fipa

_ I thinke and fee fo:
Why how camft thou here ?
Friers
To hide her from lay men,
Nunnes
Tis true fir, for feare.
P#')z'fr;z'z.
For feare of the laitie : a pitiful dred

" When a nunne flies for fuccour to a fat:friers bed.

But now for your ranfome my cloyfter-bred conuey,
To the cheft that you fpoke of where lies fo much mony.
Niunne. '
Faire fir, within this preffe, of plate and mony 15
The valew of a thoufand marks, and other thing by gis.
Let us alone, and take it all, tis yours fir, now you know it.
Philip. .
Come on fir frier, picke the locke, this gere doth cotton
hanfome, :
That covetoufnefle fo cunningly muft pay the lechers ranfome.
What is in the hoord ?
Frier.

Frier Laurence my lord, now holy water helpe us,

~ Some witch or fome divell is fent to delude us:

Haud credo Laurentivs, thar thou fhouldit be pend thus
In the prefle of a nunne we are all undone,
And brought to difcredence if thou be frier Laurence.
Frier.

Amor wincit omnia, {o Cato affirmeth,
And therefore a frier whofe fancie foon burnet
Becaufe he is mortall and made of mould, -
He omits what he ought, and doth more than he fhould.

R 2 P !!f) 3‘5"'.’}5 »




260 THE. TROUBLESOME RAIGNE

Philip.
How goes this geere ? the fiiers cheft filld with a faufen
nunne. :
The nunne again lockes frier up,
to keepe him from the {unne.
Belike the prefle is purgatorie,
or penance palling grievous :
The friers cheft a hell for nunnes:!
how doe thefle dolts deceive us?
Ts this the labour of their lives, to feede and live at eafe?
To revell fo lafcivioufly as often as they pleafe
Ile niend the fault or fault my aime,
if 1 doe miffe amending,
Tis better burne the cloyfters downe,
than leave them for oftending.
But holy you, to you I {peake,
to. you religious divell,
Is thig the prefle that holds the fumme,
to quit you for your evill?
} \T.’.“ HilE,
1 crie peccavi, parce me,
good fir I was beguil'd.
Jf‘t"f.ld,'}'-
ABfolve fir for charitie,
thee would bee reconcil’d.
1")[;!6‘;‘}5.
And fo I fhall, firs bind them fait,
"This is their ablolution,
goe bang them up for hurting them,
Halfte them to execution.
J_T'ﬂr. I.z?.’.'a“c;'f:!‘-
us edax revum,

wiztas waailats, 1 this waning elatis,
LL":L".J‘J'L.‘_ wel neere, to goe (o this geere,
my conleigace a clog, to die like a dog.
£ e elonitne I,-JI 2L we parce
'?" Plownzam, i babeo weniam,
Lo goe and fewch iy, I will difpatch i,

A handred pound ficrling, for my lives fparing,

OF KING JOHN.

Enter Peter a prophet, with people,
Peter.
Hoe, who is here ¢ S. Francis be your {peed,
Come in my flocke, and follow me,
_ your fortunes I will reed.
Come hither boy, goe get thee home,
and clime not over hie,
For from aloft thy fortune ftands, in hazard thou fhalt die.
- Boy. 2
God be with you Peter, I pray you come to our houfe-a
Sunday.
Peter.

My boy fhew me thy hand, blefle thee my boy,

. R e e
For in thy palme I fee a many troubles are ybent to dwel,

But‘thou fhalt fcape them all, and doe full well.
Boy.

I thanke you Peter, theres a cheefe for your labor: my fifter
prayes yee to come home, and tell her how many hufbands (he
fhall have, and fhee’l give you a ribof bacon.

Leter,

My mafters, ftay at the townes end for me. le come to
you all anone: I muft difpatch fome bufines with a frier, and
then lle reade your fortunes.

Pflff:.iﬁ.
How now; a prophet! fir prophet whenece are ye ?
2 Peter.

I am of the world and in the world, but live not as others,
by the world: what I am I know, and what rhuu‘wilt be I
Know. If thou knoweft me now, be anfwered ; if not, en:
quire no more what I am,

; Philzp. :

Sir, I know you will be a diffembling knave, that deluces
the people with blinde prophecies: you are hee 1 look for,
you fhal away with me: bring away all the rable, and yon
iner Laurence, remember’}-'om“'rnuufomﬁ a hundred pound, and
a pardon for your felfe, and the velt ; come on Ly }n‘u}?}i—ﬁ?‘, you
fhall with me, to receive a prophets rewarde. [ freant.

R 3 E.’.ﬂ.‘i['f‘
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Enter Hubert de Burgh with three men,

Hubert.

My mafters, I have fhewed you what warrant I have for
this attempt; I perceive by your heavy countenances, you had
rather be otherwife imployed, and for my owne part, I would
the king had made choice of fome other executioner: only
this is my comfort, that a king commaunds, whofe precepts
neglected or omitted, threatneth torture for the default:
therefore in briefe, leave me, and be ready to attend the ad-
venture: ftay within thar entry, and when you heare me ctie,
God fave the king, ifiue fodainely forth, lay hands on Aribur,

fet him in his chaire, wherein (once faft bound) leave him with
me to finifh the reft.

Afff}m’mm.
We goe, though loath. [ Exeunt,
Hubert.

My lord, will it pleafe your honor to take the benefit of the
faire evening ?

Enter Arthur to Hubert de Burgh.

Arihur,
Gramercie Hubert for thy care of me,
In or to whom reftraint is newly knowne,
The joy of walking is {mall benefit,

Yet will I rake thy offer wirh {fmall thanks,
I would not loofe the pleafure of the eie.
But tell me curteous keeper if thou can,
How long the king will have me tarrie heere.
fi’c!).‘n
I know not prince, but as I cefle, not long.
God fend you freedoie, and God fave the king. |
. (,?bey 1/Jue ﬁf'fb'
o Arthur.
hy how now firs, what may this outrage meane !
(0] helpe me Hubert, gentle keeper help : I
God fend this fodaine mutinous approach
I'end not to reave a wretched guildefs life.

Hubert

OF KING JOHN

Hubert.
So firs, depart, and leave tl;: ;:ft for me.
' rthur.

Then Arthur yeeld, death frowneth in thy f'aFe,
What meaneth this 2 good Hfzée;‘! pleade the cafe.

uperts

Patience yong lord, and liften words of woe,
Harmefull and harfh, hells horrot to be heard:
A difmall tale fit for a furies tongue.

I faint to tell, decpe forrow is the found.
Arthurs
+ = ?

What, muft I die | i

Nlo newes of death, but tidings of more hate,
A wrathfull doome, and moft unluckie fate :
Deaths dith were daintie at fo fell 2 feaft,

Be deafe, heare not, its hell [;tf_}ﬂ the reft.
FLOHY

Alas, thou wrong{t my youth with xv‘lri1'-cls of fes

Tis hell, tis horror, not for on¢ t© heare :
What is it man if it muft needes be done,
A it, and end it, that the paine were gone.

Hubert.

I will not chaunt fuch dolour with my tonguc,
Yet muft I a& the outrage with my hani e
My heart, my head, and all my powers efide,
To aide the office have at onfi;icmd:.

Perufe this letier, lines of trebble wob,
Reade 2111'6S 11~ny charge, and pardon when you know.

' tendreft our
Hubert, thefe are to cc:_mm'd\ll)*td the?o??r II;?HJD that pre-
e ate of ou ’
quict in minde, and the eftat S d, thou put out
fently upon the receipt pf lour(co ST

the eies of Artbur Plantagicts

AF'HDHF'. .
Ah monftrous damned man! his very
elements. )3 -
let:lgl(:us venome dwd_lcth in his l‘leﬂ_l{;,
Effeting meanes to poyfon all the world.

e,

breath infets the

Unreverent
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Unreverent may I be to blame the heavens
Of great injuftice, that the mifcreant
Lives to opprefie the innocents with wrong,
Ah Hubert! makes he thee his inftrument,
To found the trump that caufeth hell triumph?
Heaven weepes, the faints do fhed celeftiall teares,
They feare thy.fall, and cite thee with remorfe,
They knocke thy confcience, moving pitie there,
Willing to fence thee from the rage of hell ;
Hell, Hubert, truft me.all the plagues of hell
Hangs on performance of this damned deed.
This feale, the warrant of the bodies bliffe,
Enfuteth fatan chieftaine of thy foule :-
Subfcribe not Hubers, give not Gods part away.
I {peake not only for eies priviledge,
The chiefe exterior that [ weuld enjoy <
But for thy perill, farre beyond my paine,
Thy fweete {oules loffe, more than my eies vaine lacke:
A caufe internall, and eternall too.
Advife thee Hubers, for the cafe is hard,
To loofe falvation for a kings reward.
Hubert.
My lord, a fubje& dwelling in the land
Is tied to execute the kings commaund.
Arthur.
Yet God commaunds whofe power reacheth further,
That no command fhould ftand in force to mutther.
Hubert.
But that fame eflence hath ordaind a law,
A.death for guilt, to keepe the world in awe.
Artbur,
T pleade, not guilty, treafonlefle and free.
: Hubere,
But that appeale, my lord, concernes not me.
Arthur.
Why thou art he that maift omit the perill.
Flubert.,
L, if my foveraione would omit his quarrell.
P Arthur.
His quarrell is unhallowed falfe and Wronge

He Jerts

OF KING JOHN.

Hubert. ‘
"Then be the blame to whom it doth belong.
.ﬂ,!’!i‘--’ff'- (_‘,l
- e the 0 1€
Why thats to thee if thou 1h 2 '--_‘.f"li»“'-l’:;:c dé
e e vith vile a 1€
Conclude their judgement with 10
f{l{:’-‘f‘f‘fo
Why then no execution can be l‘ecliw f%“fg q
If judges doomes muft be reputed doubtiuil.
Arthur. .
Yes where in forme of law in place and time,
The offender is convicted of the crime.
Flubert. :
My lord, my lord, this long e};pf).f;t_t!l'«lglfgérﬂﬁc 2
2 ‘omile ol redfciic ,;
Heapes up more gricfc, than pr UIm? 3
For this 1 know, and fo refolvde 1 ch l’ (‘cpﬁrd
0 2 . L . ands €c a0
That {ubjeéts lives on kings conm.nf_oeo
I muft not reafon why he is yout uni‘s o
5 i, e, ;s ( .
But do his charge fince he comma
Arthur. 1o foule
Sl be thy loul
Then do thy charge, and a”“’ﬂ%—’ﬁi?ﬂs Jr
With wrongfull perfecution (01’1f-; ies vet -
You rowling eyes, whofe {upel icl 1: )t‘
I doe behold with eies that nature Eli frowne
Send foorth the terror of }"0“"‘ m‘mwjlberém 2
To wreake my wrong upon Lns ".mlmv- ﬂwh.
That rob me of your faire reﬂe{tm’i%h ‘:o” m';.)
Let hell to them (as earth they “"1‘ il
Be darke and direfull guerdon for I{-]L a:-:}-d}‘;h‘:fy
And let the blacke tormeniers Of deepe # &
e =1 e damned enterpr i€,
Upbraide them with this aal It e
Infliting change of tortures on ¢ m;d(;d 4
£ > ‘ilons are ended,
Delay not Hubert, my orilons are & Tl
Begin 1 pray thee, reave me of |1l1j)' 1gl
But o perfornte a tragedic m:lc‘: Tl e
Conclude the period with a mora :1 ,
- ] - A Ater COIME aAWwe
Conflance farewell, tormente! mei ?r?‘-nuy,dm'-
Make my difpatch the tyrants fealtiig S
z Hubert. v dehit
s anee 5 @elLtt 2
I faint, I fears, my cu;;{gCﬂerC 13“111,]“.&;
Fuint did I fay ¢ fear wasiit thal S22t
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My king commaunds, that warrant fets me free:
But God forbids, and he commaundeth kings,
That great commaunder countercheckes my, charge,
He ftayes my hand, he maketh foft my heart.
Goe curfed tooles, your office is exempt,
Cheere thee yong lord, thou fhalt not loofe an eic,
Though I fhould purchafe it with loffe of life.
Ile to the king, and fay his will is done,
And of the langor tell him thou art dead,
Goz in with me, for Huberf was not borne
‘T'o blinde thofe lampes that nature pollifht fo.

: Arthur,

Hubere, 1f ever Arthur be in ftate,
TLooke for amends of this received gift,
1 took my eiefight by the curtefie,
“T'hou lentt them me, I will not be ingrate.
But now procraftination may offend
The iflue that thy kindnefle undertakes :

Depart we, Huberty to prevent the worft, [ Exeunt.

Enter K. John, Effex, Salifbury, Penbrooke.
jﬂt{?ﬂ.

Now warlike followers, refteth aught undone

Thar may unpeach us of fond overfight ?

The French have felt the temper of our {words,
Cold terror keepes pofleffion in:their foules,
Chec!-’.ing their 0\‘(’,‘;'dar]ng arrogance

For buckling with fo great an overmatch,

The arch prowd titled prieft of Zzal,

That calls himfelfe grand viear under God,

Is hufied now with trentall cbfequies,

Maffe and months mind, dirge and I know not what,
To eafe their foules in painetull purgatorie,
That have milcarried in thefe bloody warres.
Teard yeu not, lords, when firil his bolinefle
Had tidings of our fmall account of him,

How with a taung vaunting upon his toes,
i 22 S 3 =) 7 -
He urgde a reafon why the Euzlifh affe
Difduind the blefled ordinance of Reme?
1

OF KING JOHN.

"The tide (reverently might I inferrc) il
Became the kings that earft have borne the load,
The flavifh weight of that controlling prieft :
Who at his pleaiure temperd them like waxe
To cartic armes on danger of his cur{e,_
Banding their {oules with warrants of his hand.
I grieve to thinke how kings 1n ages patt
(S1mply devoted to the fec of Rome)
Have run into a thoufand acts of fhame.
But now for confirmation of our itate,
‘Sith we have proind the more than qecd_rull braunch
That did opprefe the true well-growing ftocke,
Tt refteth we throughout our territones
Be reproclaimed and invefted king.

Pembrooke.

My liege, that were to bufie men with dolubtsj i
Once were you crownd, proclaimd, and with applé
Your citie {treets have ecchoed ‘to the eare,

God fave the king, God fave our foveraigne Fobun,

Pardon my feare, my cenfure doth inferre

Your highnefle not depofde from regall ftate,

Would breed a mutinie in peoples mindes,

What it (hould meane to have you crownd againe.
:jfui:’?z. ,

Pembrooke, performe what ] have bid th‘ele do,
Thou know(t not what induceth me to this.

Eflix goe in, and lordings all be gone
About this talke, I will be crownd anone.

Enter the Baftard.

Philip what newes, how do the abbots‘c.hegs?
Are fries fatter, than the nunnes are fauc: .
What cheere with church-men, had {h‘?:{ gold or no
"Tell me, how hath thy office took effect <
Philsp. )

My lord, I have performd your h;ghnes\;:?_ﬂrgﬁ ;
The cafe-bred abbots, and the bare-foote frers, :
The monks, the priors, and holy clc}dh'c‘.d ntml‘.ea,
Are all in health, and were my lord 13 wealth

N
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Till T had tithde and tolde their holy hoords,
I doubt not when your highnelle fees my prize,
You may preportion all theip former pride.
: Fobn.
Why fo, now {orts it Philip as it fhould :

Thrs finall intrufion into abbey trunkes,
Will make the popelings excommunicate,
Custe, ban, and breathe out damned orifons,
As thicke as haile-ftones fore the fprings approach :
But yet as harmelefle and without etfeét,
As is the eccho-of 2 cannons cracke
Dilchargde againit the battlements of heaven,
Bur what newes elle befell there Philip?
L’rf/fﬁ::‘.r].

within your territorics
t is a prophet new tprung up,
tiot volleis wonders foorth :
To him the commons throng with countrey gifts,
He fets a date unto the beldames death, :
Preferibes "how long the virgins ftate fhall Laft,
Biftinguifheth the moo ving of the heavens,
Gives limits unto holy nuptiall rites,

; Hleth famine, abounderh plentie forth ;

, of fortune, life and death he chats,
: .h fuch afforance, {cruples put dpart,
32 1t he knefv the certaine doomes of he
Qr kept ¢

Strange newes my lord ;
- {2 ~
;\'1 CETES 1’)(.?/ _f.r &

A hofe divina

CF |
Vs
7 : aven,
reguier of all the deftinies.
Foba.
Chou telt me marvels, would thou hadft brought the man,
We might have queftiond bim of things to come.,
Baftard.
e s pie i - P 1 B
Wiy Jord, T tooke a care of had-1 -wift,
Avd brought the prophet wiih

me (o the court,
T ey { -
te ftates my ford bur at the

prelence doore ;

A
Fieafeth vour h‘.ahn;

tie, Lwilll cail him i
_"fm_ Ta

dp aity :

Hie, weell have him hereanone,

el s et TREIS
10t s Hrlkto be performd,

OF KING J O H N, 269

e

T 7 o 4 s T ‘J-
7 A 1L Toi il 2 LTRER LYY G Ca JaVe
Euter the nobles and ¢rowone King John, aud then oy Goo

vhe king.,

s Sobu.

Lordings and friends fupporiess of our {tate,
Admire not at this unaccuiiomed ;n_ur._c‘,‘m e
Nor in your thoughts _‘-:_r_n!: not thl_r-. deede of yourss
Oiice eve this time was I invelted 1{113;:,}_‘

Your fealtie fworne as licgemen toour sate: i

Once fince that time amwbitious J\veedf:s: have {prung

To ftaine the beauty of our garGen piot: [

But heavens in our conduét roo‘tmg'r.hcnrfeﬂ

The falfe intruders, breakers of worlds peace, o

Huve to our joy,-made funne-fhine chale the {lorme.

After the which, to trie your conltancie,

T'hue now I fee is worthy of your Names, »

We cray’d once more your helps for to ;_s'i\'r_ {tus

Into the right that envy {fought to .

Once was I not depofie, your foumer €

Notv twice beene crowned and ;"J"’if!:“"“

Your cheered altion to inftall me {0,

Infers affured witnelle of your lovess

And binds me-over in a kingly care =

‘Lo render love with love, rewards of worti

To ballance downe requitall to the full.. S

But thankes the while, thankes 1:__'-3'3'.1:1:‘:5 to _\‘f-l.”.-;»-a

Afke me and ufe me, tric me and finae mc yours:
s

A boone my lord, at vantage of your worcs
We afke to guerdon all our loyalties.

Pembrootes

We take the time your highnelie bics -{f?‘-hwmr
Pleafe it you grant, you make your profiiic 5005
With lefier lofle than one fuperfiuous hairc :
“That'not remembred talleth rrom your head.

:f.u-'f-‘a’{. Y 1 1
My word is pafl, receive your boone my foTess
What may it be? afke it and it 15 yours.
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Efix.

We crave my lord, to pleafe the commons with
The libertie of lady Conflance fonne :
Whofe durance darkeneth your highnefle right,
As if you kept him prifoner, to the end
Your felfe were doubtfull of the thing you have,
Difmiffe him thence, your highnefle needs not feare,
“Twice by confent you are proclaim’d our king.
P{’;?J!J-"OQ_;,’{'-
This if you grant, were all unto your good :
For fimple. people mufe you keepe him clofe.,
Foba.
Your words have fearchr the center of my: thoghts,
Confirming warrant of your loyalties,
Difmiffe your counfell, {way my flate,
Let Fobn doe nothing, but by your confents.
Why how now Philip, what extafie is this ?
Why cafts thou up thy eyes to heaven fo ?
[Zbere the five moones appeares
B(E/gd?'t/.
- See, fee my lord, ftrange apparitions,
Glancing mine eie to fee the diadem
Plac’d by the bifhops on your highnefle head,
From forth a gloomie cloud, which curtaine-like
Difplaid it felte, I fuddainely efpied
Five moones refleCting, as you fee them now :
Iiven in the moment that the crowne was plac’d
Gan they appeare, holding the courfe you fee.
Fobn.
What might portend thefe apparitions,
Unufuall fignes, forerunners of event,
Prefagers of ftrange terrors to the world :
Beleeve me lords, the objedt feares me much.
Phiiip thou toldit ine of a wizard but of late,
Fetch in the man to defcant of this fhew.
Pembrooke.
The heavens frowne upon the {infull earth,
When with prodigious unaccuftom’d fignes
They fpot their fuperficies with fuch wonder.

OF KING JOHN

Efex.
Before the ruines of Ferufalem, :
Such meteors were the enfignes of his wrath,
"That haf’ned to deftroy the faultiull cowne.

Enter the Baflard with the prophess
‘?’0/.’?:-':.
Baflard.

Is this the man 2

It is my lord.
° Fobun.
Prophet of Pomfret, for ﬁ_) I heare thou art,
That calculat’ft of many things toicome :-'f
Who by a power repleat with heavenly gf} b
Cant blab the countell of thy makers will.
If fame be true, or truth be wrong’d by the?
Decide in cyphering, what thefe hvt’: mﬁo:.le
Portend this'clime, if they prefage at al
Bieath out thy gift, and 1f I live to fee
Thy divination take a true effect,
Ile honour thee above all earthly men.
Peters i
The fkie wherein thefe moones h_:wc refidence,
Prefenteth Rowe the great 111.(:tt'0p0115,
Where fits the Pope 1n all his holy pompe.
Foure of the moones prefent foure provl;fcs,
To wit Spaine, Denmarke, Germaine, an él H?)fj'lﬁ
That beare the yoke of proud comman 111;; fxw. z,
And ftand in feare to tempt the prelates ‘Lur-eft
The fmalleft moone that whirles gbout the relty
Impatient of the place he hulds! \yuh them,
Doth figure forth this ifland Ax&z_wz, 5
Who gins to fcorne the fee and feat of wirr.b':
And fi:,cks to fhunne the ediéts of the pope =
This fhowes the heaven, and this I doe averre
Is figured in the appari{ions.7 ;
012w
Why then it feemes the heavens {mile on us,
Giving applaufe for leaving of the pope,
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But for they chance in our meridian,
Doe they effect no private growing ill
To be inflicted on us in this clime 2
: Peter.

The moones effeét no more than what I faid ;
But on fome vther knowledge that I have
By my prefcience, ere alceniion day
Have brought the funne unto his uivall height,
OF crowne, ettate, and royall dignity,
‘Thou fhalt be cleane difpoyl’d and difpofleft.

o Fobi.

Falfe dreamer, perifh with thy witched newes,

Villaine thou wound{t me with thy fallacies ;
£ 1t be true, die for thy tidings price;

It falfe, for fearing me with vain fuppofe :
Hence with the witch, hels damned fecretarie.
Locke him up fure: for by my faith I fweare,
True or not true, the wizard fhall not live.
Before alcenfion day : who fhould be caufe hereof?
Cut off the caufe, and then the effeét will die.
‘Tat, tut, my mercic ferves to maime my felfe,
"The roote coth live, from whence thefe thornes fpring up,
I and my promife paft for his deliv’rie :
Frowne friends, faile fuith, the divell goe withall,
The brat fhall die, thar terrifies me thus,
Pembrooke and Bfex, 1 recall my graunt,
I will not buy your favours with my: feare :
Nay murmure not, my will is lawe enough,
1 love you well, but it Ilov’d you better,
1 would not buy it with my difcontent.

Eanter Hubert,

Fow now, what newes with lice ?
Ly bey P
. According to your highnefle tirict command,
‘Loung Arthurs eies are blinded wnd extinét.
Fobu. =

Wby fo, then he may feele the crown, but never fee ite
Huletts

OF KING JOHN,

Hubert.
Nor fee nor feele, for of the extream paine,
Within one houre gave he ug{t?c ghoft.
011

What is he dead ?
Huberts

Fobu.
Then with him dies my cares.
Effex.
Now joy betide thy foule,
Pembrooke.
And heavens revenge thy death.
Effex.
What have you done my lord? was ever heard
A deed of more inhumane confequence ?
Your foes will curfe; your friends will erie revenge.

He is my lord.

_Unkindly rage, more rough than northern wind,

To clip the beautie of fo fweete a flower.
What hope in us for'mercie on a fault,
When kinfman dies without impeach of caufe,
As you have done, fo come to cheere you with, o
The guilt fhall never be caft in my tecth. [Exenits
. Fobn. :
And are you gone? the divell be your guide:
Proud rebels as ye are, to brave me f{o:
Saucie, uncivill, checkers of my will. :
Your tongues giveedge unto the fatall km,f'e, !
That fhall have paffage through your traytrous throats.
But hufht, breath not bugs words oo foone abroad,
Left time prevent the iflue of thy reach.
Arthur is dead, I there the corzie growes:
But while he liv’d, the danger was the more ;
His death hath freed me from a thoufand fearcs,
But it hath purchaft me ten times ten thm_:land foes.
Why all is oue, fuch lucke fhall haunt his game,
To whom the divell owes an open fhame:
His life a foe that leveld at my crowne,
His death a frame to pull my building downe.
My thoughts harpt {ill on quét‘t by his end,
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Who living aimed fhrewdly at my roome :
But to prevent that plea, twice was I crown'd,
Twice did my fubjets feare me fealtie,
And in my confcience lov’d me as their licge,
In whole defence they would have pawn’d their lives.
But now they fhun me as a ferpents fting,
A tragyke tyrant, flerne and pitilefle,
And not a title followes after Fobn,
But butcher, blood-fucker, and murtherer.
What planet govern’d my nativitie,
To bode me foveraigne types of §1igh eftate,
So interlac’d with hellifh difcontent,
Wherein fell furie hath no intereft ?
Curft be the crowne, chiefe author of my care,
Nay curft my will, that made the crowne Iny cares
Curft be my birth-day, curft ten times the wombe
“That yeelded me alive intothe world.
Art thou there villaine, furies haunt thee ftill,
For killing him whom all the world laments.
'  Hubert.
Why here’s my lord your highnes hand and feale,
Charging on lives regard to do the deed.
Foba.
Ah dull conceipted pefant, knowit thou not
It was a damned execrable deed ?
Shewft me a feale? oh villaine, both our foules
Have folde their freedome to the thrall of hell
Under the warrant of that curfed feale.
Hence villaine, hang thyfelfe, and fay in hell
That I am comming for a kingdome there.
. Hf{éﬂ’?’f.
My lord, attend the happy tale T tell,
For heavens health fend Sathan packing hence
“That infligates your highneffe to defparre.
If Arthurs death be difmall to be heaid,
Bandie the pewes for rumors of untruth :
He lives my lord, the fweeteft youth alive,
In health, with cie fight, not a haire amiffe.
This heart took viger from this forward hand,
Making it weake to exccute your charge. '

OF KING JOHN.

Fobn.

What, lives he! then fweete hope come home agen,

Chafe hence defpaire, the purveyor for hell.
Hye Hubert tell thefe tidings to my lords

That throb in paffions for yong Zrzburs death:
Hence Hubert, ftay not till thou haft reveald
The withed newes of Zrthurs happy health,

1 goe my felfe, the joyfullft man alive

To ftorie out this new {uppofed crime,

The End of the FirsT PART,

[ Exeunts
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THE SECOND PART
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RAIGNE or KING JOHN.

CONTAINING

‘The Entrance of Lewis the French Kings Sonne:

WITH THE

Poyfoning of King Joun bya Monke.

Enter yong Arthur oz the walls,

QW help good hap to further mine entent,
Croffe not my youth with any mote extremes 3

I venter life to gaine my libertie,

And if I die, worlds troubles have an end.

Feare gins diffwade the ftrength of my refolve,

My holde will faile, and then alas 1 fall,

Aad if T fall, no queftion death is next:

Better defift, and live in prifon ftill.

Prifon faid 12 nay, rather death than fos

S 4 Comfort
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Comfort and cou T

rage come againe 'to me,
Ile venter fure :

tis but a leape for life,

He leapes, and brufing bis bones, after he qvas
Jpeakes thus ;
Hoe, who is nigh ? fome bodie take me up,
Where is my mother ? let me fpeake with her.

Who hurts me thus ? fpeake hoe, where are you gone ?
Ay me poore Arthur, 1 am heere 2lonesEima

Why calld I mother, how did | forget ?

My fall, my fall, hath killd my mothets fonne,
How will fhe. weepe at tidings of my death ?

My death indeed, O God, my bones are burft.
Sweete Fe/u fave my foule, forgive my rafh attempt,

Comfort my mother, fhield her from defpaire,
care my tragycke overthrowe.

When fhee fhall b

My ‘heart controls the office of my tongue,

My vitall powers forfake my brufed trunke,
y fleeting foule,

I die I die, heaven take m :
And lady motheralt good hap to thee, (He diess

Srom bis traunce,

Lnter Pembroke, Salifburie; Effex,

Efex.
My lords of Penbrode and of Salifburie,

We muft be care
To undermine ¢
Elfe thall we ne

full in our policie,

he keepers of this place,

verfind the princes grave,

Pembroge., -

My lord of Fffex, take no care for that,

I warrant you it was not clofely done,

But who is this? lo lords the withered flowre,

Who in his life fhin’g like the mornings blufh,
aft_outadoore, deni’'d his buriall right,

A prey for birds and beafts to gorge upon.
Salifburie,

O damned deed !

my very heart doth bleed,

O ruthful] fpedtacle!
y finewes fhake,

-OF KING JOHN.

B ffex,
Leave childifh teares brave .lor{:l;s of JE"{?’!“”J’
If water-floods muclidv:%Ecﬁhhfi]‘j;)?%:?:;
ies fhould conddit forth a f{e eares.
e el
My heart fhould volley oul : g pla
fle were't to breath as many fig
ﬁ‘;ltn‘?ﬁgol:flzg?pfc the hrighgcf’t fom}u.]ersl f;*-ixtme,
Here refts the helpe, a fervice to du? ghoft.
Let not the tyrant caufer of this t‘)e,
Live to triumph in ruthfull IllFlfT&Cles, o
Give hard and heart, and Er{gf;ﬂ)fﬁeﬂf Dh‘n’mcs:
Tis Gods decree to wreake us of thefe ha
Pembrote, ; i
The beft advice: but who comes pofting here :

Enter Hubert.

Right noble lords, I fpeake unto }'0;1 all,
The king entreats your fooneft fpee =
To vifit him, whe on your prefent wa Lol
Did ban and curfe his birth, himfelfe an y
For executing of his ﬂ-rif}‘ comr.nand.
I faw his pafﬁon, and at httcﬁ t:rncfg
Aflur’d him of his.coufins being fa e,d o
Whom pity would not let me doe to i;a—wﬂc'
He craves your company my lords in {% e
To whom I will conduét young ﬂr:TJzz? raight,
Who is in health under my cuftody.
Ll ve the crime
In health bafe villaive, were’t not 1 }Ieaves
To Gods revenge, to.whom revenge be Or%n’r
Here fhould’ft thou perifh on my rapiers -Ido th friends,
Call't thou this health ? fuch health betide thy
And all that are ofthy condition.
Hubert. ; a
My lords, but heare me fpeake, and kil me 5
If here [ left not this yé{m% E_rm]l:_z;hve,
ang aftie edict of the king,
Miiéfgiiﬁnﬁ cha_rge to put out both his eyes,

p
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That God that gave me living to this houre,
"Thunder revenge upon me in this place:
And as I tendred him with earneft love,
So God love me, and then I fhall be well,
Salifbury.
Hence traytor hence, thy counfel is herein.
' [Ex: Huberts
Some in this place appointed by the king,
Have throwne him from this lodging here above,
And fure the murther hath bin newly done,
For yet the body is not fully eold.
T
How fay you lords, fhal we with fpeed difpatch
Under our bands a packet into France,
“T'o bid the Dolphin enter with his force,
To claime the kingdom for his proper right,
His title maketh lawfull {trength thereto.
Befides, the Pope, on peril of his curfe,
Hath bard us of obedience unto Fobn,
This hatefull murder, Lewss his true defcent,
"The holy charge that we receiv’d from Rome,
Are weightie reafons, if you like my reed,
To make us all perfever in this deed.
Pembroke.
My lord of Effex, well have you advis’d,
I will accord to further you in this.
Salifbury.
And Salifbury will not gainefay the fame:
But aide that courfe as farre forth as he can.
Effex.
Then each of us fend ftraight to his allies,
To win them to this famous enterprife:
And let vs all yelad in palmers weed,
The tenth of April at S, Ednunds Bury
Meet to conferre, and on the altar theré
Sweare fecrecie and aid to this advife.
Meane while, let us convey this body hence,
And give him buriall, as befits his ftate,
Keeping his months mind, and his obfequies
With folemne interceffion for his foule.

- How fay you lordings, are youall agreed 2 Pembrote

OF KING JOHN,

- Pembroke.
The tenth of April at S, Edmunds Burie,
God letting not, 1 will not faile the time.
- . Effex.
Then let us all.convey the body hence. [ Excunt.

Enter K. John, avith two or three, and the prophet.
Fobn,

Difturbed thoughts, foredoomers of mine ill,
Diftracted paflions, fignes of growing harmes,
Strange prophecies of imminent mifhaps,
Confound my wits, and dull my fenfes 1o,
That cvéry objeét thefe mine eies behold,
Seeme inftraments to bring me to my end.
Afcenfion day is come, Fobu feare not then
The prodigies this pratling prophet threats.
Tis come indeed : ah were it fully paft,

‘Then were I carelefle of a thoufand feares.
The diall tels me,.it is twelve at noote.
Were twelye at midnight paft, then might T vaunt,
Falfe feers prophecies of no import. j
Could I as well with this right hand of mine
Remove the funne from our meridian,
Unto the moonefted <cirele -of th’ Antipedes,
As turne this tteele from twelve to twelve agen,
‘Then Fobn, the date of farall proph_fr:ics,
Should with the prophets lile together end.
But multa cadunt inter calicent fupromagre labra.
Peter, unfay thy foolifh doting dreame,
And by the crowne of England here 1 {weare,
To make thee great, and greateft of thy Kin.

Peter. e}

King Fobn, although the e I hat-c__prc{cr‘:b’d
Be but twelve houres remaining yet behind,

Yet doe I know by infpiration,
Ere that fixt time be fully come about,
King Fobr (hall not be king as hereiofore.
:f’;.-zﬂ;;,

Vaine buzzard, what mifchance can chan {oone,

1 To feta king befide his regall {eat ?




284 THE TROUBLESOME RAIGNE

My heart is good, my body paffing firong,
My land in peace, my enemies fubdu’d, -
Onely my barons ftorme at Zrthurs death,
But Arthur lives, T there the challenge growes,
Were he difpatch’d unto his longeft home,
Then were the king fecure of thoufand foes.
Hubert, what newes with thee, where are my lords 2
Hubert,
Hard newes my lord, 4thur'the lovely prince,
Secking to efcape over the caftle walles,
Fell headlong downe, and in the curfed fall
He brake his bones, and there before the gate
~ Your barons found him dead, and breathlefe quite.
Fobn,
Is drthur dead ? then Hubers without more wordes hang
the prophet.
Away with Peter, villain out of my fight,
1 am deafe, be gone, let him not {peake a word,
Now Febn, thy feares are vanifht into {imoake,
Arthur is dead, thou guiltlefle of his death,
Sweet youth, but that I frived for a crowne,
I could have well affoarded to thine age,
Long lile, and happinefie to thy content.

Lnter the Baflard.

Fobn.
Philip what newes with thee ?
Baflard,
_The newes I heard was Perers prayers,
Who witht like fortune to befall us all -
Aod with that word, the rope his lateft friend,
Kept him from falling headlong to the ground.
= {h‘:‘a’)-
There let him hang, and be the ravens food,
While Fohn triumphs in fpite of prophecies.
But whats the tydings from the popelings now?
What fay the monkes and priefts to our procecdings ?
Or where’s the barons that o fuddainely
Did leaye the King upon a falfe furmife 2 Baflords

OF KING JOHN.

Baftard.

The prelates ftorme and thirft for fharp revenge :
But pleafe your majeftie, were that the worft,
Is lircle fkild : a greater danger growes,
Which mutt be weeded out by carefull {peed,
Or all is loft, for all is leveld at.

Fobn. e

More frights and feares! what cre thy tidings be,
T'am prepar’d: then Philip, quickly fay,
Meane they to murder, or imprifon me,

To give my crowne away to Rome or Irance ;

Or will they each of them become a king #

Worfe than I thinke it is, it cannot be.
Baftard.

Not worfe my lord, but every whit as bad.
The nobles have elected Lewis king, .

In right of lady Blanch, your neece, his wife :
His landing is expected every houre,

The nobles, commons, clergie, ail eftates,
Incited chiefly by the cardinall,

Pandulph thar lies here legate for the Pppc,
Thinke long to fee their new eleéted King.
And for undoubted proofe, fee here my liege,
Letters to me from your nobilitie,

o be a partie in this action :

Who under fhew of fained holineflz, :
Appoint their meeting at S, Edmunds Burie.
here to confult, conipire, and conclude

- The overthrowe and downefall of your ftate.

Fobn.

Why fo it muff be : one houre of content,
Match’d with a month of paffionate effects.
Why fhines the funne to favour this confort ?

hy doe the winds not break their brazen gates,
And featter all thefe perjur'd complices, .

ith all their counfels, and their damned drifts ?

ut fee the welkin rolleth: gently on,

ere’s not a lowring cloud to frowne on them:; i

The heaven, the earth, the funne, the moone and ally
Confpire with thofe confederates my decay.
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Then hell for me, 1f any power be there,
Forfake that place, and guide me itep by ftep,
To poyion, ftrangle, murder in their {teps
‘Thefe waytors : oh that name is too good for ‘them,
And death 1s eafic: is there nothing worle,
To wreake me on this proud peace-breaking crew ?
What faift thou Philip? why aflifts thou not ?
_ Baflard,
Thefe curfes (good my lord) fit not the feafon :
Help muit defcend from heaven againtt - this treafon ?
Fobn,
Nay thou wilt prove a traytor with the reft,
Goe get thee to them, fhame come to you all,
Baflard,
I would be loath to leave your highneflc thus,
Yet you command, and I, though griev’d, will goe.
: = Fobu,
Ah Philip, whither go’ft thou? come againe,
Baftard,
My lord, thefe motions are as paffions of a mad man,
Fohn.
A mad man Philip, T am mad indeed,
My heart is maz’d, my fences all foredone.
And Fobn of England now is quite undone.
Was ever king as I oppreft with: cares ?
Dame Elianor my noble mother queene,
My onely hope and comfort in diftrefle,
Is dead, and England excommunicate,
And I 'am interdiéted by the pope,
All churches curft, their doores are fealed up,
And for the pleafure of the Romifb priet,
The fervice of the higheft is neglected,
The mulutude (a‘beaft of many heads)
Doe with confufion to their foveraigne :
The nobles blinded with ambitions fumes,
Affemble powers to beate mine empire downe,
And more than this, eleét a forrein king.
O Eugland, wert thou ever miferable,
King Fobn of Ensland fees thee miferable:

Jolm, ds thy finnes that makes it niferable sl
Jobn, y finnes that makes it miferable, Quicguid

OF KING JOHN.

Quicquid delirunt Reges, pletuntur Achivi.
Philip, as thou haft ever lov’d thy king,
So fhow it now : poit to S. Edmunds {[‘3!{}‘:{;,_
Diflemble with'the nobles, know their drifts,
Confound their divellith plots, and damned devifes.
Though Fobn be faultie, yet let fubjects beare,
He will amend, and right the peoples wrongs.
A mother though fhee were unnagurall,
Is better than the kindeft {tep-dame is :
Let never Englifbman truft forraine rule.
Thep Philip thew thy fealty to thy king,
And mongit the pobles plead thoy for the king,
Baflard.

I goe my lord : fee how he is diftraught,.
This is the curfed priei’: of Ztaly _
Hath heap/d thefe mifchiefes on this haplefle land.
Now Philip, hadft thou Tullies eloquence,

Then might’ft thou hope to plead with good futcefle. [ZExit,

obi.

And art thou gone ? fucceffe may follow thee :
Thus haft thou fhew’d thy kindnefle to thy king.
Sirra, in hafte goe grect the cz}rdinﬂ”s
Pandulph 1 meane, the legat from the Pope.

Say that the king defires to {peake with him.
Now Fohn bethinke thee how thou maift refolve s
And if thou wilt continue Englands king,

Then caft about to keepe thy diadem ;

For life and land, and all is leveld at.

The pope of Rome, tis he that is the caufe,

He curfeth thee, he fets thy fubjects free

From due obedience to their foveraigne :

He animates the nobles in their warres,

He gives away the crowne to Philips fonne,
And pardons all that feeke to murther thee :
And thus blind zeale is ftill predominant.

Then Fobu there is no way o keepe thy crowne,
But finely to diffemble with the pope: i
That hand that g:wc the wound muit give the falve
:I‘o cure the hust, elfe quite incurable.

Lhy finnes are farre tco great to be the man
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T abolith pope, and poperie from thy realme;
But in thy feate, it I may guefle at all,

A king fhall raigne that fhall fupprefle them all.
Peace Fohn, here comes the legate of the pope,
Diffemble thou, and whatfoere thou fat’it,

Yer with thy heart wifh their confufion,

Enter Pandulph,

Pandulph.

Now Fobn, unworthy man to breath on earth,
That do’it oppugne againft thy mother church :
Why am I fent for to thy-curfed felfe ?

Fobn,

Thou man of God, vicegerent for the pope,

The holy vicar of S. Peters church,
Upon my knees, I pardon crave of thee,
And doe fubmit me to the fee of Rome,
And vow for penance of my high offence,
To take on me the holy croffe of Chrift,
And carry armes in holy chriftian warres.
Pandulph. '

No Fobn, thy crowching and diffembling thus
Cannot deceive the legate of the pope,

Say what thou wilt, I will not credite thee:
Thy crowne and kingdome both are tane away,
And thou art curft without redemption.

Fohn.

Accurft indeede to kneele to fuch a drudge,
And get no help with thy fubmiffion, /
Unfheathe thy fword, and {ley the mifprowd prieft
That thus triumphs ore thee a mightic king:
No Fobn, fubmit againe, diflemble yet,

For priefts and women muil be flattered.
Yet holy father thou thy felfe doft know,
No time too late for finners to repent,
Abfolve me then, and Fobz doth fweare to do
The uttermoit what ever thou demaundit.
" Pandulph.

Jobn, now I fee thy hearty penitence;,

Trew and pitty thy diftret cltate,

O F RN G ] ORI,

One way is left to reconcile thy felfe,
And onely one which 1 fhall fhew to thee.
Thou.muft furrender to the fee of Rome
Thy crowne and diadem, then fhall the pope
Defend thee from th’invafion of thy foes.
And where his holineffe hath kindled P?-ay::ca,
And fet thy fubjects hearts at warre with thee, ;
Then fhall he curfe thy foes, and beate them downe,
That feeke the d':ii:ontcmment; of the king.
0L

From bad to worfe, or I muft loofe my realme,
Or give my crowne for penance unto Rozze :
A miferie more piercing than the darts
That breake from burning exhalations powers 5
What, thall I give my crowne with this right han
No: with this hand defend thy crowne and thee.
What newes with thee ?

Enter Meffenger.

- : i {t of
Pleafe it your majeftie, there 1s .dcfcned on the coa
Kent an hl.:n{){red {'ay-lje of {hips, which of all men 1sft}iu_)n.1g1r1;
to be the French fleet, under the conduct of the 1?0123:1!:{ :
that it puts the countrey in a mutiny, fo they fend to you
grace for fuccour. & ot
A 0DH 4
How now lord Cardinal, what's your beft adnfgj
Thefe mutinies muft be allaid 1n time, 5
By policy or headftrong rage at ]enﬂ.‘
O obn, thefe troubles tyre thy wearied foule,
And like to Lunain a fad EC]ipie,_ : :
So are thy thoughts and paftions for this DEWEs.
Well may it be, when kings are grieved fo,
The vulgar forc worke princes overthrowe.
Cardinal.
K. Fobn, for not effecting of thy plighted vow,
This ftrange annoyance happens 10 thy land:
But yet be reconcil’d unto the church,
4And nothing fhall be gri‘evo&i‘s to thy {tate,




290 THE TROUBLESOME RAIGNE

obn.
Oh Pandulph, be it as thou haft decreed,
Folkn will not {purne againft thy feund advife,
Come lets away, and with thy helpe I trow,
My realme fhall flourith, and my crowne in peace.

Lnter the nobles, Pembrooke, Effex, Chefler, Bewchampe,
= o o ? ? i
Clare, avith others.

Pembroake.

Now fweet S. Edyund holy faint in heaven,
Whofe fhrine 1s facred, high efteem’d on earth,
Infuze a conftant zeale in all our hearts,

Lo profecute this aét of mickle weight,
Lord Bewchampe fay, what friends have you procur'd.
Bewuchampe. -

The L. Fitz Water, .. Percie, and L. Rofl,
Vow’d meeting here this day the leventh houre.

Under the cloke of holy pilgrimage,

By. that fame houre on warrant of their faith,

Philip Plantaginet, a bird of fwifteft wing,

Lord Eyflace, Fefiy, lord Crefly, and lord Mowvirey,

Appointed meeting at S. Edmunds thrine.
Pembrooke.

Untill theic prefence, Ile conceale my tale,
Sweet complices in holy chriftian a&s,

That venture for the purchafie of renowne,
Thrice welcome to the league of high refolve,
That pawne their bodies for their foules regard.
B ffiz.
Now wanteth but the reft to end this warke,
In pilgrimes habite comes our holy troups
A furlong henee, with {\ift unwoonted pace,
May: be they are the perfons you expect.
Pembrooke,

With {wift unwoonted gate, fee what a thing 15 zeale,
“That fpurs them on with tervence to this fhrine,
Now joy come to them for ‘their true intent :
And in good time, here come the war-men all,

That

OF KING JOHN.

That fweat in body by the minds difeafe :
Hap and harts-eafe brave lordings be your lot.

Enter the Baflard Philip, &c.

Amen my lords, the like betide your lucke,
And all chat travell in a chriftian caufe.
Effix.

Cheerely repli’d brave branch of kingly flocke,
A right Plantagenet fhould reafon fo.
But filence lords, attend our commings caufe :
The fervile yoke that pained us with toyle,
On {trong infhin& hath fram’d this conventicle,
To eafe our necks of fervitudes contempt.
Should I not name the foeman of our reft,
Which of you all {fo barren in congceipt,
As cannot levell at the man I meane ?
But left enigma’s fhadow fhining truth,
Plainely to paint, as truth requires no art.
Theffet of this refort importeth this,
To root and cleane extirpate tyrant Fobn,
Lyrant 1 fay, appealing to the man,
If any here that loves him, and I afke,
What kindfhip, lenitie, or chriftian raigne,
Rules in the man, to barre this foule impeach
Firft I inferre the Cheflers banifhment : '
For reprehending him in moft unchriftian crimes,
Was fpeciall notice of a tyrants will.
But were this all, the divell fhould be fav'd,
But this the lealt of many thoufand faulss,
That circumftance with leifure might difplay.
Our private wrongs, no parcell of my tale
Which now in prefence, but for fome great caufe

ight with to him as to a mortall fee.
But hall I clofe the period with an aét

bhorring in the eares of chriftian men,
His coufins death, that fweet unguiltie child,
Untimely butcherd by the tyrants meanes,
Here are my proofes, as cleere as grayel brooke,
And on the fame 1 fyrther muft mferre,

T 2
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That who upholds a tyrant in his courfe,

Is culpable of all his damned guilt.

To fhew the which, is yet to be defcrib’d.

My lord of Pembrooke, fhewe what is behinde,

Onely I fay, that were there nothing elfe

To moove us, but the popes moft dreadfull curfe,

Whereof we are aflured, if we faile,

It were enough to inftigate us all,

With earneftnefie of fprite, to feeke a meane

To difpofletle Fobz of his regiment.
Pembrooke.

Well hath my lord of Effex told his tale,
Which I averre for moft {ubftantiall trath,
And more to make the matter to our minde,

I fay that Zewss in challenge of his wife,
Hath title of an uncontrouled plea,
To all that longeth to our Exglifb crowne,
Short tale to make, the fea apoftolike,
Hath offerd difpenfation for the fault.
If any be, as truft me none I know,
By planting Zewis in the ufurpers roome :
This is the caufe of all our prefence here,
That on the holy altar we protett,
To aid the right of Zezwis with goods and life,
Who on our knowledge is in armes for England. -
What fay you lords 2

Salifburie.

As Pembrooke faith, affirmeth Salifburie -
Faire Lewis of France that fpoufed lady Blanch,
Hath title of an uncontrouled ftrength
To ._Erzgfamf, and what longeth to the crowne ;
In right whereot, as we are. true inform’d,
The prince is marching hitherward in armes.
Our purpofe, to conclude thar with a word,
Is to inveft him as we may devife,

King of our countrey, in the tyrants {tead :
And fo the warrant on the altar fvorne,
fo the intent for which we hither cames
Baftard.
I cannot couch

My lord of Salifburie,
~#4¥ dpecches with the needfull words of arte,

OF KING JOHN.

As doth befeeme in fuch a waightie worke,

But what my confcience’and my duty will,

1 purpofe to impart. ‘

For Cheflers exile, blame his bufie wit,

That medled where his duty quite forbade :

For any private caufes that you have, y

Me thinke they fhould not mount to fuch a height,

As to depofe a king in their revenge,

For Aythurs death, K. Fohu was innocent,

He defperate was the deathfman to himfelfe, 5

Which you, to make a colour to your crime, injuftly do im-

pute to his defalt,

But wher fel traitorifme hath. refidence, _
‘here wants no words to fet defpight on worke. *

I fay tis fhame, and worthy all reproofe,

To wreft fuch petty wrongs in tearms of right,

Againft a king annointed by the lord.

Why Salfpurie, admit the wrongs are truc,

Yet fubjects may not take in hand revenge,

And rob the heavens of their proper power,

Where fitteth he to whom revenge belongs.

And doth a pope, a prieft, a man of pride,

Give charters for the lives of lawfull kings ?

What can he blefle, or who regards his cm'fc,;

But fuch as give to man, and take from God ¢

I fpeake it in the fight of God above,

There’s not a man that dies in your beleefe,

But fels his foule perpetually to paine.

Aid Lewss, leave God, kill Fobn, pleafe hell,

Make havocke of the welfare of your foules,

For here T leave you in the fight of heaven,

A troope of traytors, food for ht]]}i_h fiends ;

If you defift, then follow me as friends,

If not, then doe your worfl, as hatefull traytorss

For Lewis his right, alaffe tis too too lame,

A fenfleffe claime, if truth be titles friend.

In briefe, if this be caufe of our refort,

Qur pilgrimage ig to the divels fhrine. 1

I came not lords, to troupe as traytors docy

Nor will I counfell in fo bafjr a ;er-‘ Pleale
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Pleafe you returne, we goe againe as friends, '
If not, I to my king, and you where traytors pleafe. [ Bxit,
£rcie,

A hot yong man, and fo my lords proceed,

I let him goe, and better loft than found.
Pembrooke.

What fay you lords, will all the reft proceed,
Will you all with me fweare upon the altar,
That youwil to the death, be aid to Ze. and enemy to Fobn?
Every man lay his hand by mine, in witnes of his harts accord,
Wel thep, every man to armes to meet the King,
Who is alteady before London,

Euter Meffenger.

Pembrooke.
What newes herauld *
. Meflenger.
T - . - - . L1
The right chriftian prince my mafter, Zewis of France, is at
hand, coming to vifit your honours, directed hither by the right

honourable Richard earle of Bigot, ta conferre with your
honours,

PF?HJ’?'&Q&"’;
How neere is his highneffe ?

Jmﬁ;;gfh
Ready to enter your prefence.

Enter Lewis, earle Bigot, wwith bis troupes

' Lezvis,
Faire lotds of England, Lewis falutes you all
As friends, and firme wel-willers of his weale
At whofe requeft, from ple

ntie flowing France,
Croffing the ocean w

: ith a foutherne gale,
He is in perfon come at your commands,
To undertake und gratifie withall,

The fulnefle of your favours profferd him,
Bgi worlds brave men, omitrir'_:g promifes,
Tl time be minifter of moge amends,

I muft acquaine you with our fortunes courfe.
The lm_e;nren..- t'i{;\&"i;zg favours on my head,
Have in their condya fafe with victory,
Brought me along your well manured bounds, With

=

OF KING JOHN.

With fmall repulfe, and little crofle offhnnce.
Your citie Rocheffer, with great :lppll'::u e,

By fome divine inftiné laid armes a:!c!t_f:

And from the hollow holes of ¥bamdfis,

Eccho apace repli’d, Fiwve le Roy. : o
From thence, along the wanton rr.nlv.:-hng glade

o Trovnouant, your faire mewopolls, i
E’;’;t?lﬁcke cainj; Lewis, to fhew his troupes of Hrance,
Waving our enfignes win_h the dal'}ymg wuu}s,
The fearefull object of fell frowning warre ;
Where afier fome aflault, and fimall defence,
Heavens may I fay, and not my warlike troupe,
Temperd their hearts to take a friendly f‘nt-‘: i
Within the compafle of their high built wals,
Giving me title, as it feemd they wifh. g
Thus fertune (lords) acts to your f'm‘w:n(_.hﬂl? Gy
Meanes of content, in lieu of former gricfe:

And may T live but to requite you all; s
Worlds with were mine, in dying noted yours.
Salifbury.

Welcom the balme that clofeth up our wounds,
The foveraigne medcine for our quicke recurc,
The anchor of our 'hope, the onely prop, .
Whereon depends our lives, (JLll'.iklI:]dEl? our wei I<.|,
Without the which, as fheepe without their heivd,
(Except a fhepheard winking at the wnlh:)' \
We ftray, we pine, we run to thoufand harmes.
No marvell then, though with unwonted joy,

We welcome him that beateth woes away.
Tenwis.

Thanks to you all of this religious league,

A holy knot of catholike confent.

I cannot name you lordings, man by min,

But like a ftranger unacquainted yet,

In generall T promife faithfull love:: ‘

Lord f)‘!'gnf brough{ me to f}., ,"‘f,f.";wmr/s fhrine,

Giving me warrant of a chriftian oath,

That this affembly came devoted hiere, !

Yo fweare according as your packets fhow'd,

Homage and loyall fervice rr;irmr felfe, iiond
”m 4. |
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I need not doubt the {uretie of your wils,

Since well 1 know, for many of your fakes,

The townes have yeclded on their own accords =

Yet for a fafhion, not for mifbeleefe,

My eyes muit witnefle, and thele eares muft heare

Your oath upon the holy altar {worne,

And after march, to end our commings caufe,
Saifbury,

That we intend no other than good truth,

All that are prefent of this holy league,

For confirmation of our better truft,

Tn prefence of his highneffe, fweare with me,
The {equel that myfelfe fhall utter here,

I Thomas Planigginet, earle of Salifburie, {weare upon the
altar, and by the holy army of faints, homage and allegeance
to the right chriftian prince Leass of France, as true and right-
full King to England, Cornewall, and Wales, and to their ierri-
tories : 1n the defence whereof, 1 upon the holy altar {weare
all forwardneffe,

. [l the Eng. Lo. fwearg,
As the noble earle hath fworne, fo fiveare we all,

Leavis,
I reft affured on your holy oath,
And on this altar in like fort I fwveare
Love to you all, and princely recompence
To guerdon your good wils unto the full.
And fince T am at this religious fhrine,
My good wel-willers give us leave a while,
To ufe fome orizons our felves apart,
To all the holy company of heaven,
‘That they will fmile upon our purpofes,
And bring them to a fortunate ‘evept.
Saiifbury,
We leave your highnefle to your good intent.

[ Ewennt lords of En g{;mf’ﬂ
Lenwis,

Now vicount Meloun, what remains behind ?
‘Truft me thefe traytors to their foveraigne ftate,
- are ot to be belcevid in any fort,

Meloun,

Indeed my Jord, they that infringe their oths,

And play the rebels gainft their native king,

OF KING JJOHN.

“Will for as little caufe revolt from you,

If ever opportunitie incite them fo: %
For once forfworne, and never after found,
There’s no affiance after per_Ery.‘ _
Taghb) 8 :
Well Meloun, wel, let’s fmooth with them awhile,

Untill we have as much as they c(z;nd qu.
And when their vertue is exhale ' n_e‘,,h e
Tle hano them for the guerdon of their helpe :

“whi Y ufe them as a pretious poyfon,
Meane while wee’'l ule them p )

To undertake the iffue of our hope,

Fr. Lord. :
is policy (my lord) to baife our hookes :
WET;SLEZrIr? fEnif::s, and promife of much weight
But when your highnefle needeth them no‘mé)reéc
Tis good make fure worke w1_th them, le{.’t indee
Theg roove to you as to their naturall king.
i Meléun. T

Truft mee my lord, right well havg you advifde,
Venome for ufe, but never fora fport
Ts to be dallied with, left it infect. A
Were you inftald, as foone I hope y?u ;“‘.

Be free from traitors, and difpatch them
Lewise i
) i fore you all

That fo I meane, I {weare be
On this fame altar, and by heavens powlt_;r,

"Theres not an Exglifh traitor of thel'l'; a SRR
Fohn once difpatcht, and I faire Ezglan :da 43
Shall on his fhoulders beare his head GRe ¥a
But I will crop it for their guilts ;}e_icq : i
Nor fhall their heires injoy ;_he%r wliﬁti]}'leor .

B ifh by their parents foule amifie.
T'illtisp}?;:fe I }wornefand this t}fl}ll] I performe,

{ to the height 1 hope. : ;
%a?edé';i??:m?r hands, and fweare the fame with me
Why fo, now call them in, and {'peazlf? tthf:}z faire,
A fmile of Fraunce will feed an Erzg ifb h';- l;c :
Beare them in hand as friends, for iro t-c y be:
But in the heart like traitors ag they arc.

[Zbe French lords fweares

Lnter
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Eunter the Englith lords.

Mow famous followers, chiefetaines of the world,
Have we follicited with hearty prayer

"The heaven in favour of our high attempt.

Leave we this place, and march we with our power
To rowle the tyrant from Iis chieleft hold :

And when our labours have a profprous end,

Each man fhall reape the fruit of his defert.

And fo refolv’d, brave followers let us hence.

Enter K. John, Baftard, Pandulph,. azd a many priefts wwith

theut.

Pandulph.
Thus Fob#, thou art abfolv’d from all thy finnes,
And freed by order from our fathers curfe.
Receive thy crowne againe, with this provifo,
That thou remaine true liegeman to the pope,
And carry armes in right of holy Rome,
Foln.
I holde the fame as tenant to the pope,
And thanke your holineffe for your kindnefle fhewne.
Philip,
A proper jeft, when kings muft ftoop to friers,
Need hath no law, when friers muft be kings

Enter a Meffenger.

Meffenger.
Pleale it your majeftie, the prince of France,
With all the nobles of your graces land
Are marching hitherward in good aray.
Where ere they fet their foot, all places yeeld s
Thy land 1s theirs, and not a foor holds out
But Dower caftle, which is hard befieg’d.
l):'ﬂ}.’:{;{éb/{h
Feare not king Fohn, thy kingdome is the popes,
And they fhall know his holineffe hath powef,
To beate thein {oone from whence he hath to doe.
- Dirums

OF KING JJOHN. 209

Drums and trumpets.  Enter Lewes, Melun, Salifbury, Eflex,
Pembrooke, and all the nobles from Fraunce and England.

Lezwes,
Pandulph, as gave his holinefle in charge,
So hath the Dolphin muftred up his troupes,
And wonne the greateft part of all this land.
But ill becomes your grace lord QCardinall,
Thus to converfe with 7ohn thatis accurit.
Pandulph.

Lewes of France, viétorious conqueror,
Whofe fivord hath made this iland quake for feare;
Thy forwaiduefle to fight for holy Rowse,

Shall be remunerated to the fall :

But know my lord, K. Fobu is now abfolv’d,
The Pope is pleafde, the land 15 bleft agen,
And thou haft brought each thing to good citedt.
It refteth then that thou withdraw thy powers,
And quietly returne to Fraunce againe :

~ For all is done the pope would wifh thee doe.

Leqves.

But all’s not done that Lewes came (o _dn:
Why Pandulph, hath king Philip fent his fonne
And beene at fuch exceffive charge 1n warres,
To be difmift with words ? king 7obze_ﬂ1:1]1 Know,
England is mine, and he ufurps my right.

Pandulph.

Leaves, 1 charge thee and thy complices
U pon the paine of Pandulpbs holy curfe, .
‘That thou withdraw thy powers to Fraunce againe,
And yeeld up London and the neighhour townes

T hat thou haft tane in England by the fword.

Melun. _
" Lord Cardinall by Lewes princely leave,
It can be nought but ufurpation
In thee, the pope, and all the church of Ramey
Thus to infult on kings of Chrifteadomne,
Now with a word to make them carnie armes,
Then with a word to make them leave their ar mes.
This muft not be: prince Lewes keepe thine owne,

: : GG s e
. Let pope and popelings curfe their bllies fall. i
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. Baflard,
My lord of Melzn, what ttle had the prince
"To Lnglend and the crowne of Albion,
But fuch a tite as the pope confirm’d :
“The prelate now lets fall bis fained claime:
2.ewves 1s but the agent for the pope,
Then muft the Dulphin ceafe, iith he hath ceaft :
But ceafe or no, 1t greatly matters not,
It you my lords and barons of the land
Will leave the French, and cleave unto our king.
For thame yee peeres of England fuffer not.
Your {elves, your honours, and your land to fall:
But with refolved thoughts beate backe the Iench,
And fice the land from yoke of fervitude.
Salifbury.
Lhilip, not {o, lord Lewes 15 our king,
And wee will.follow him unto the death.
: Pandulph.
Then in the name of Zunocent the Pope,
1 curfe the princg and all thar take his part,
And excommunicate the rebell. peeres
As traitors to the king and to the pope.
: Lorves. '
Pandulph, our fwords fhall blefle our felves agen:
Prepare thee Fobn, lords follow me your king. [ Eenints
Fobn. :
Accusfed Folz, the divell owes thee thame,
Refifting Rome, or yeelding to the pope, all’s one.
Fhe divell take the pope, the peeres, and Fraunce:
Hhame be my fhare for yeelding to the prieft.
i Pandulph.
Comfort thy felfe king Foln, the cardnall goes _
Lpon his curfe to make them leave their armes. [Exits
Baflard,
Comfort my lord, and curfc the cardinall,
Berake your {elfe to armes, my troupes are preft
‘To anfwer Lewes with a luftie thocke:
The Engli/b archers have thew quivers full,
“‘I'heir bowes are bent, the pikes are preft to puth:
€ood eheere my lord, king Rivhards fortune hangs
Upon the plunie of warrclike Philips helme.

OF KING JOHN.

Then let them know his brother and his fonne
Are leaders of the Engli/buren at arimes.
1
: Folu.
Philip, 1 know not how to anfwer thee:
But let us hence, to anfwer Lewes pride.

Bicurfionss  Eater Meloun vith Englifh lords.

Dleloun.

O I am {laine, nobles, Salishury, Penbrooke,
My foule is charged, heare me:, for what I fay
Concerns the peeres of England, and their ftate,
Liften, brave lords, a fearcfull mourning tale
To be delivered by a man of death,
Belold thefe fcarres, the dole of bloudie Mars
Are harbingers trom patures common foc,
Citing this muncke to Telles prifon bouie ?
1.ifes charter (lordings) lafteth not an houre:
And fearefull thoughts, forerunners of my end,
Bids me give phyficke to a fickely foule.

O peeres of England, Know you what you do?
There’s but a hairve that funders you from hane,
"The hooke is baited, and the traine is made,
And fimply you runne doating to your deaths.
But left I die, and leave my tale untolde,

With filence flaughtering {0 brave a crew,

This I averre, if Lewwes winne the day,

"There’s not an Engli/bman that lifts b1s hand
Againft king Fobn to plant the heire ot France,
But is already damnd to cruell death.

I heard it vow’d 5 my felfe amengt the reflt
Swore on the altaraide to this edict,
"Two caufes lords, makes me difplay this drift,
The greatett for the freedome of fay foule, 3
"That longs to leave this manfion free trom guilts
The other on a naturall inftinct, .

For that my grandfire was an Eﬂglg/b‘rrfan.
Mifdoubt not lords the truth of my difcourfe,
No frenfic, nor no brainficke idle fi,

But well advifde, and wotting what 1 {ay,
Pronounce I here before the face of heaven,
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That nothing 1s difcovered but a truth.
Tis ime to ilie, fubmit your felves to Fobn,
The fmiles of Fraunce fhade in the frownes of death,
Laft up your {wordsy turne face againtt the French,
Ixpell the yoke that’s framed for your necks.
Backe warremen, backe, imbowell not the cline,
Your feate, your nurfe, your birth dayes breathing place,
That bred you, beares you, brought you up in armes.
Ah! be not fo ingrate to digge your mothers grave,
Prelerve your lambes and beate away the wolfe.
My foule hath faid, contritions penitence
Laies hold on mans redemption for my finne.
Farewell my lords; witnefle my faith when we are met in
heaven,
And for my kindneffe give me grave roome here.
My foule doth fleet, worlds vanities farewell.
Salfbury.
Now joy betide thy {oule well-meaning man,
How now my lords, what cooling carde is this?
A greater griele growes now than earft hath beene,
What counfell give you, fhall we ftay and die?
Ur fhall we home, and koeele unto the king.
/ Pembrooke.
My heart mifgave this fad accurfed newes :
What have we done ? fie lords, what frenfie moved
Our hearts to yeeld unto the pride of Fraunce ?
1t we perfever, we are fure to die:
If we defift, fmall hope againe of life.
Salfbury.
Beare hence the body of this wretched man,
That made us wretched with his dying tale,
And {tand not wayling on our prefent harmes,
As women wont : but feeke eur harmes redrefle..
As for my felfe, I will in hafte be gone :
And kneele for pardon to our foveraign Folze
Pembaooke.
I, there’s the way, lets rather kneele to him,
Than to the Frenc/, that would confound us all, [ Exeunt.

Eunler

OF KING JOHN.

Euter king John carried betweene two lords.

Fobn.
Set downe, fet downe the loade not worth your paine,
For done I am with deadly wounding grief
Sickely and fuccourleffe, hopelefle or any good,
‘T'he world hath wearied me, and I have wearied it:
It loathes I live, T live and louthe my felfe.
Who pitics me ? to whom have I beene kinde ?
But to a few ; a few will pitie me.
Why die I not? death {cornes fo vilde a preys
Why live I nor, life hates fo {ad a prize.
I fue to both to be retaind of either,
But both are deafe, I can be heard of neither.
Nor death nor life, yet life and neare the meere,
Ymixt with death, biding I wot not where.
'Pfu'fz:p.
How fares my lord, that he is carried thus ?
Not all the aukeward fortunes yet befalne,
Made fuch impreflion of lament in me.
Nor ever did my eye attaint my heart
With any object mooving more remorfe,
Than now beholding of a mighty king,
Borne by his lords in fuch diftrefled ftate.
' Fobn. )
 What newes with thee ? if bad, report it ftraight =
If good, be mute, it doth but flatter me.
.Pl’)f.]!;ﬁ-
Such as it is, and heavy though it be,
To glut the world with tragicke elegies,
Once will 1 breathe to aggravate the reft,
Another moane to make the meafure full.
The braveft bow-man had not yet fent forth
'Two arrowes from the quiver at his fide,
But that a ramor went throughout our campe,
That Fobn was fled, the king had leit the field.
At laft the rumor fcal’d thefe eares of mine,
Who rather chofe as facrifice for Mars,
Than ignominous {candall by retire.
I cheer'd the troupes, as did the prince of 770y
His weary followers againit the Mermidons,




504 THE TROUBLESOME RAIGNE

Crying alowd, S.George, the day is ours,
But feare had captivated courage quite,’
And like the lambe before the greedie wolfe,
Se heartlefle fled our war-men from the field.
Short tale to make, my felfe amongft the reft,
Was faine to flie before the eager foe.
By this time night had fhadowed all the earth.
With fable curtaines of the blackeft hue,
And fenc’d us from the furie of the Freach,
As o from the jealous Fruoes eie, -
When in the morning our troupes did gather head,
Paffing the wafhes with our carriages, )
"The impartiall tide deadly and inexorable,.
Came raging in with billowes threatning death,
And fwallowed up the moft of all our men,
My felfe upon a galloway right free, well pac’d,
Out ftript the flouds that followed wave by wave,
I {o efcap’d to tell this tragicke tale.
Fobn. :
Griefe upon griefe, yet none fo great a griefe
To end this life, and thereby rid my griefe.
Was ever any fo infortunate,
The right idea of a curfed man,
As I, poore 1, a triumph for defpight,
My fever growes, what ague fhakes me fo ?
How farre to Szvinflead, tell me, do you know ¢
Prefent unto the abbot word of my repaire. *
My ficknefle rages, to tyrannize upon me,
I cannot live unlefle this fever leave me.
‘ Philip. :
Good cheere my lord, the abbey is at hand,
Bchold my lord, the churchmen come to mect you.

~ Enter the Abbot and certaine Monkes.

Abbot. ' b
All health and happines to our foveraigne lord the kings
: Fobn.
Nor health nor happines hath Fohn at all.
Say abbor, am I welcome to thy houfe?

5 . Abbat.

2

OF KING JOHN,

Abbot.
~ Such welcome as our abbey can afford,
Your majeftie fhall be affured of.
Philips-

The king thou feeft is weake and very faint,

What victuals haft thou to refrefh his grace ?
e Abbot.

Good ftore my lord, of that you need not feare,
For Lintoluc/bire, and thefe our abbey grounds
Were never fatter, nor in better plight.

obr.
Philip, thou never needt to doubt of cates;
Nor king nor lord is feated halfe fo well,
As are the abbeis throughout all the land,
If any plot of ground do pafie another,
The friers faften oo it ftrait ;
Buc let us in to tafte of their repaft,
It goes againft my heart to feed with them,
Or be beholding to fuch abbey groomes. [ Eeunts

Manet the Monke,

- Monke.

Is this the king that never lov'd a frier 2

Ts this the man that doth contemne the pope !

Ts this/the man that tob’d the holy church #

And yet will flic unto a friory?

Is this the king that aymes at'abbeis lands ?

Is this the man whom all the world abliortes;

And yet will flie unto a friorie?

Accurft be Swinffead abbey, abbot, friers, . . :
Monkes, nunnes, and clarks, and‘all that dwells therein,
If wicked Fobn'efcapealive awaye -
Now if that thou wilt looke to merit heaven, <
And be canonized for a holy faint:

To pleafe the world with a deferving worke;

Be thou the man to fet thy countrey free,
And murder him that feekes to- murder thee:

U
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Enter the Abbot.

Abbot,
- Why are not you within to cheere the king ?
He now begins to mend, and will to meate.
5 mﬁi’eo
What if I fay to ftrangle him in his fleepe ?
Abbat,
What, at thy Mumpfimas 2 away,
And feeke fome meanes for to paftime the king.
) Monke.
Ile fet a dudgeon dagger at his heart,
And with a mallet knocke him on the head.
Abbot.
Alas, what meanes this monke to murder me?
Dare lay my life hee’l kill me for my place.
Monke.
Ile poyfon him, and it fhall ne’r be knowne,
And then fhall I be chiefeft of my houfe.
Abbot,
If I were dead indeed he is the next,
But Ile away, for why the monke is mad,
And in his madnefle he will murder me.
, Monke.
My L. I cry your lord{hip mercy, I faw you not.
Abbot.
Alas good Zhomas do not murder me, and thou fhalt have my
place with thoufand thanks. '
Monke,
I murder you ! God fhield from fuch a thought,
Abbot.
If thou wilt needs, yet let me fay my prayers.
nke.
I will not hurt your lordfhip good my lord : but if you pleafe,
I will impart a thing that fhall be beneficiall to us all,
Abbot.
Wilt thou not hurt me holy monke? fay on.
‘ Monke.
You know my lord, the king is in our houfe.

Abbot.
True e

Monke.

OF KING JOHN.

Monke, :
You know likewife the king abhorres a frier.
Abbots
True.
Monke.
And he that loves not a frier is our enemys,
Abbot,
Thou faift true.
Monke.
Then the king is our enemy.
Abbot.
True. :
Monke. _ )
Why then fhould we not kil our enemy, and the king being
our enemy, why then fhould we not kill the K.
Abbot. :
O bleffed monke ! I fee God moves thy minde to free this
land from tyrants flavery. :
But who dayrc venter foryto do this deede ?
Monke.
Who dare ? why I my lord dare do the deed,
Tle free my country and the church from foes,
And merit heaven by killing of a king.
. Abbot.
Thomas kneele downe, and if thou art refolv’d,
I will abfolve thee here from all thy finnes,
For why the deed is meritorious.
Forward, and feare not man, for every month,
Qur friers fhall finge a mafle for Zhomas foule,
Monke.
God and S. Francis profper my attempt, 9
For now my lord I goe about my worke. [ Exennt.

Enter Lewes and bis armze.

Lewes.
Thus vicorie in bloudie lawrell cl:ad,
Followes the fortune of yong Lodowiie,
The Englifbmen as danted at our fight,
Fall as the fowle before the eagles €ics,

Onely two croffes of contrary change
2
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Do nip my heart, and vex me with unreft.
Lord Meluns death, the one part of my foule,
A braver man did never live in Fraunce.
"The other griefe, I that’s a gall indeed,

To thinke that Dover caftle fhould hold out
Gainft all affaults, and reft impregnable.
Yee warrelike race of Francus. Heffors fonne,
Triumph in conqueft of that tyrant Fobx,
The better halfe of England is our owne:
And towards the conqueft of the other part,
We have the face of all the Ezgli/b lords,
What then remainges but overrunne the land ?
Be refolute my warrelike followers,

And if good fortune ferve as fhee begins,
The pooreft pefant of the realme of Frauce
Shal be a mafter ore an Engli/b lord.

Eunter a 'mejé;;ger.-

Lewves,
Fellow, what newes ?
Meffenger. .
- Pleafeth your grace, the earle of Salfbury, Penbrooke, EfJetty
Clare, and _Arundell, with, all the barons. that didi fight. for
thee, are on a fodaine fled with all their powers, to joyne
with Fobu, to drive thee backe againe. ;

Enter another meffenger.

Meflenger.

Lewes my lord, why ftandft thow in a maze.?
Gather thy troupes, hope not of helpe from Fraunce,
For all thy forces being fiftie faile, :
Containing twenty thoufand fouldiers,

With victuall and munition for the warre,
Putting them from 'Cellis in unluckie time,
Did croffe the feas, and on the Goodwin fands,
The men, munition, and the fhips are loft:

Euter another meffengers

: Lezves,
More newes? fay on.
Meffengere

OF KING JOHN.

; : Meffenger.

Fobn (my lord) with all his feattered troups,
Flying the fury of your conquering fword,
As Pharaoh earft within the bloody fea,
So he and his environed with the tide, .
On Lincolne wafhes all were overwhelmed,
The barons fled, our forces calt away.

: Lezues,
Was ever heard fuch unexpetted newes ?
Mefjenger.

Yet Lodowike revive thy dying heart,
King Fohn and all his forces are confumde.
The leffe thou need{t the aid of Engli/b earles,
The lefiz thou needit to grieve thy navies wracke,
And follow times advantage with fuccefle.

Lees.

Brave Erenchmen arm’d with inagnanimitie,
March after Letwes, who will leade you on
To chafe the barons power that wants a head,
For Fobn is drown’d, and I am Englands King.
"Though our munition and our men be loft, p
Philip of Fraunce will fend us frefh fupplies. [Excunt.

Enter two friers laying a cloth.
Fyiter. )
Difpatch, difpatch, the king defires to eate,
Would a might eate hig laft for the love he bears to church men.
Frier. !
I am of thy mind too, and fo it fhould be and we might
be our owne carvers.
marvell why they dine here in the orchard.
Fiyier.
I know not, nor I care not, The king comes,
Fobn.
Come on lord Abbet, fhall we fit tagether ¢
Abbot,
Pleafeth your grace fit downe.
Fobn. :
_Take your places firs, no pomp in penury, all beggers and
friends may come, where neceffitie keepes the houfe, curtehe
15 barr'd the rable, fit downe Philip.
(953 Baflard
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Baflard.

My lord, I am loth to allude fo much to the proverb,
honors change mapers ; a king is.king, though fortune do her
worft, and we as dutifull in defpite of her frowne, as if your
highnes were now in the highelt tipe of dignitie. '

Fobn.

Come, no more adoe, and you tell mee much of dignity,
yowl marre my appetite in a furfet of forrow.

What cheere lord Abbot, me thinks ye frown like an hoft that
knows his gueft hath no money ta pay the reckning ?
- dbbot,

No my liege, if I frowne at all, it is for I feare this cheere

too homely to entertaine fo mighty a gueft as your majeftie.
B@ﬁd?‘d-

I think rather, my lord Abbot, you remember my laft
being here, when I went in progrefle for powches, and the
yancor of his heart breakes out in his countenance, to fhew
he hath not forgot me.

Abbot.

Not fo my lord, you, and the meaneft follower of his ma-

jefty, are heartily welcome to me.
- Monke.

Waflell my liege, and as a poorc monke may fay, welcome
to Swinflead.

Fobn.

Begin monke, and report hereafter thou waft tafter to?
king.

Monte.

As much health to your highuefle as mine owne heart.
Fobun.

I pledge thee kind monke.
Monke.

The mertieft draught that ever was drunke in England.

Am I not too bold with your highnetlc ? :
Fobu.
Not a whit, all friends and fellowes for a time.
Monke.
Tf the inwards of a toad be a compound of any proofe: why
fo it workes. = : '
. Fobn.
Stay Philip, where’s the monke ?
Baﬁm'd’a

OF KING JOHN,

Baflard.
He is dead my lord.
Fobn.
Then drinke not Philip for a world of wealth.
E-’y'i‘ru'd.
What cheere my liege ! your eollor gins to change.
Fobn.

So doth my life: O PA:lip, I am poifon’d.
"The monke, the divell, the poyfon gins to rage,
It will depofe my felfe a king from raigne,

Baflard.

This abbot hath an interett in this act.

At all adventures take thou that from me.
There lie the abbot, abbey, lubber, divell.
March with the monke unto the gates of hell.
How fares my lord?

Fobun.

Philip, fome drinke, oh for the frozen Aipes

To tumble on and coole this inward heate,
That rageth as the fornace feven-fold hote.
To burne the holy tree in Babylon,

Power after power forfake their proper power,
Onely the heart impugnes with faint refift
The fierce invade of him that conquers kings,
Helpe God, O paine! die 7ob7, O plague
Inflicted on thee for thy grievous finnes.
Philip, a chaire, and by and bya grave,
My legges difdaine the carriage of a king.

] Baffard. Y

A good my liege, with patience conquer griefe,
And beare this paine with kin,cjr(}y fortitudes

LNk

Me thinkes I fee a cataloguc of finne,
Wrote by a fiend in marble chara&ters,

The leaft enough to loofe my part in heaven,
Me thinkes the divell whifpers in mine €ares,
And tells me, tis in vaine to hope for gract,
I muft be damn’d for Ar#hursfodaine death,
I fee I fee a thoufand thoufand men

Come to accufe me for my wgng on carth,

4
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And there is none fo mercifull a2 God
That will forgive the number of my finnes,
How have I livid, but by anothers lofle ?
What have I lov’d, but wiacke of others weale ?
Where have I vow’d, and not infring’d mine oath 2
Where have I done a deede deferving well 2
How, what, when, and where, have I beftow’d a day,
That tended not to fome notorious ill ? '
My lhife repleate with rage and tyrannie,
Craves little pittie for {o ftrange a death.
Or, who will fay that Jobz deceafde too foone ?
Who will not fay, he rather livld too long ?
Difhonour did atraint me in mylife,
And fhame attendeth Fobz unto his death.
Why did I fcape the tury ot the French,
And dide not by the temper of their {words 2
Shameleffe my life, and fhamelully it ends,
Scorn’d by my foes, difdained of my friends.
Bz;/?m';z-’.

Forgive the world and all vour earthly foes,

And call on Chrif?, who is your lateft friend.
_ Fobn.

My tangue doth falter: Ph:lip, I tell thee man,
. Since Fobn did yeeld unto the prielt of Rome,
Nor he nor his have profpred on the earth :
Curft are his bleflings, and his curfe is bliffe.
But in the {pirit I crie unto my God,
As did the kingly prophet Dawvid cry,
(Whofg hands, as mine, with murder were attaint)
I am not he fhall build theloxd a houfe,
Or roote thele locufts from the face of eanth:
But if my dying heart deceive me not,
From out thefe loynes fhall {pring a kingly braunch
Whofe armes fhall reach unto the gates of Ko,
And with his feete treades downe the {trumpets pride,
"That fits upon the chaire of Balylon. '
Philip, my heart ftrings breake, the poyflons flame
Hath overcome in me weake natures power,
And in the faith of Fe/u Feln doth die.

OF KING JOHN.

Baflard.
See how he ftrives for life, unhappy lord,
Whofe bowels are divided in themielves.
'This is the frait of poperie, when true kings
Are flaine and fhouldred ont by monkes and friers,

et

et T
Vb g e

Enter a Mefenger.
Mejjenger.

Pleafe it your grace, the barons of the land,
Which all this while bare armes againft the king,
Conducted by the legate of the Pope,

Together with the prince his highnefie fonne,
Do crave to be admitted to the prefence of the king.
Baflard,

Your fonne, my lord, young Henry craves to fee
Your majeftie, and brings with him befide
The barons that revolied from your grace.

O piercing fight, he fumbleth in the mouth,
His fpeech doth faile : lift up your felfe my lord,
And fee the prince to comfort you in death.

Lnter Palldquh ,» yong Henry, the barons with daggers i their
hands.
Prince.
O let me fee my father ere he die: .
O uncle, were you here, and fuffred him
To be thus poyined by a damned monke ?
Ah he is dead, father, {weet father {peake.
Baflard.
His fpeach doth faile, he hafteth to his end.
Pandulph. :
Lords, give me leave to joy the dying king,
With fight of thefe his nobles kneeling here
With daggers in their hands, who offer up
Their lives for ranfome of their foule offences
Then good my lord, if you forgive them all,
Lift up your hand in token you forgive.
Salifpury.
We humbly thanke your royall maieftie,
And vow to fight for England and her King:
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And in the fight of Fobz our foveraigne lord,
In fpite of Lewves and the power of Frawnce,
Who hitherward are marching in all hafte,
We crowne yong feary in his fathers fted,
Henry.
Help, help, he dies; ah father! looke on mee.
Legare,

K. Fobn, farewell : in token of thy faith,
And figne thou dieft the fervant of the lord,
Lift up thy hand, that we may witnefle here,
Thou diedit the fervant of our faviour Chrift.
Now joy betide thy foule: what noife 1s this 2

Enter a Mefenger.

DMeffenger.
Help lords, the Dolpbin maketh hitherward
With enfignes of defiance in the winde,
And all our armie ftandeth at a gaze,
Expelting what their leaders will commaund.
Baflard. '
Let’s arme our felves.in yong K. Henries right,
And beate the power of Fraunce to {ea againe.
Legate.
Philip not fo, but I will to the prince,
And bring him face to face to parley with you.
Baflard.
Lord Salffury, your felfe fhall march with me,
So fhall we bring thefe troubles to an end,
King.
Sweet uncle, if thou love thy foveraigne,
Let not a fione of Swinflead abbey (tand,
But pull the houfe about the friers eares :

For they have kill'd my father and my king. [ Excunts

" A parly founded, Lewes, Pandulph, Salifbury, &'

3 U2 {lridﬁéﬁbl
Lewes of Fraunce, yong inry Fnglands king
Requires to know the reafon of the claime

That

OF KING JOHN.

"That thou canft make to any thing’of his.
King Fobn that did offend, is dead and gone, -
See where his breathleffe trunke in prefence lies,
And he as heire apparant to the crowne
Is now fucceeded in his fathers roome.

Henry.

1 ewves, what law of armes doth leade thee thus,
To keepe pofleflion of my law{ull right?
Anfwere ; in fine, if thou wilt take a peace,
And make furrender of my right againe,

Or trie thy title with the dint of fword :

1 tell thee Dolphin, Henry feares thee not,

For now the barons cleave unto their king,

And what thou haft in England they did get.
Lewes.

Henry of England, now that Fobn is dead,

That was the chiefeft enemie to Fraunce,

I may the rather be inducde to peace.

But Salfbury, and you barons of the realme,

This ftrange revolt agrees not with the oath

That you on Buzy altare lately fware.
Salfbury. ]

Nor did the oath your highneife there did take
Agree with honour of the prince of Fraunce.

Baflard. y

My lord, what anfwer make you to the king ?

Dolpbin.
Faith Philip this I {ay : it bootes not me,
Nor any prince, nor power of Chriftendonre,
To fecke to win this iland Albion,
Unlefle he have a partie in the realme
By treafon for to help him in his warres.
The peeres which were the partic on my fide,
Are fled from me: then bootes not me to fight,
But on conditions, as mine honour wills,
I am contented to depart the realme.
Henry.
On what conditions will your highnes yeeld ?
Lezves. ¢
That thall we thinke upon by more advice.
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Baflard.

Then kings and princes, let thefe broils have end,
And at more leifure talke upon the league.
Meane while to /orfler let us beare the king,
And there interre his bodie,-as befeemes.
But firft, in fight of Lewves heire of Fraunce,
Lords take the crowne, and fet it on his head,
‘That by fucceflion is our lawfull king.

They crowne yong Henry.

Thus Englands peace begins 10 Henrzes raigné,
And bloodie warres are clofed with happie league.
Let England live but true within it felfe,

And all the world can never wrong her flate.
Lees, thou fhale be bravely fhipt to Frazice,

For never Frenchman got of Enrglifh ground

"The twentith part that thou haft conquered.
Dolphin, thy hand ; to Worfler we will march
Lords all, lay hands to beare your foveraigne

With oblequies of honour to his grave:

If Englands peeres and people joyne in one,

Nor pope, not France, nor Spaine can do them wrong.
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HENRY e FIFTH.
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The Honourable Battell of AGIN-COURT.

Euter the young Prince, Ned, and Tom.
Henry the Fifth.

C OME away Ned and Zom.
4 Both.
Here my lord.
I’{i’)ﬂ')f G
Come away my lads,
Tell me firs, how much gold have you got.
Ned,
Faith my lord, I have got five hundred pound.
_ Henry %
But tell me T, how much haft thou got 2
Lom.
Faith my lord, fome foure hundred pound.
Henry s.
Foure hundred pounds, bravely fpoken lads.
ut tell me firs, thinke you not that it was a vaillainous part of
Ing to rob my fathers receyvers ? N
AVEd,
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Ned.
Why, no my lord, it was but a tricke of youth.
Henry 5.
Faith Ned, thou fayeft true.
But tell me firs, where abouts are we ?
.~ Zom.
My lord, we are now about a mile off London.
Henry' g
But firs, I marvell that Sir Fobn Oldcaftle
Comes not away : founds fee where he comes,

Enters Jockey.

How now Fockey, what newes with thee 2
?’Gc‘fhy.
Faith my lord, fuch newes as pafleth,
For the towne of Defors s tifen,
With hue and crie after your man,
Which parted from us the laft night,
And has fet upon, and hath robd a poore cartier.
Henry 5.
Sownes, the villaine that was wont to {pie
Qut our booties. :
' Fockey.

1 my lord, even the very fame.
Henry g.

Now bafe-minded rafcall to rob a poore carriet,
Well it fkils not, ile fave the bafe villaines life :

I, I may: but tell me Fockey, whereabout be the receyverss
Fockey.

Faith my lord, they are hard by,

But the beit is, we are ahorfe backe, and they be a foote,
So we may efcape them.
Henry §.

Well, I the villaines come, let mec alone with them.
But tell me Fockey, how much gots thou from the knaves,
For I am fure I got fomething, for one of the villaines
So belamde me about the fhoulders, :

As 1 fhall feele it this moneth.
Fockey.
Eaith my. lord, I have got a hundred pound,

3 Henryo
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Hemy s.

A hundred pound, now bravely {poken Fockey s
But come firs, lay all your money before me,
Now by heaven here is a brave fhew : _
But as I am true gentleman, I willhave the halfe
Of this fpent to might, but firs, take up your bags.
Here comes the Receyvers, let me alone.

Enters iwo Receyvers,

Oune.
Alas good fellow, what fhall we doe ?

I dare never go home to the court, for I fhall be hangde,

But here is the yong Prince, what fhall we do?
Henry 5
How now you villaines, what are you 2
One Receyver.
Speake you to him.
Otbhers
No I pray, fpeake you to him.
I:Ff'ﬂ{jh
Why how now you rafcals, why {peake you not ?
; Qxe.
Forfooth we be; pray fpeake you to him,
Henry &
Sowns, villaines fpeake, or ile cut off your headss
Other.
Forfooth he can tell the tale better then L.
Oue.
Forfooth we be your fathers Receyvers.
Henry 8o
Are you my fathers Receyvers.
Then 1 hope yee have brought me fome moneys
One.
Money : alaffe fir wee be robd.
Heary 5o
Robd, how many were there of them 2
Que.

Marry fir there were foure of them,

And one of them had Sir Fohz Oldcafiles bay Hobbey,
And your blacke nag.

p:4
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Henry s.
Gogs wounds how like you this Fockey,
Blood you villaines : my father robd of his money abroad,
-And we in our ftables.
But tell me how many were there of them.
One Receyver.
If it pleafe you, there were foure of them,
And there was one about the bignelfe of you :
But I am fure I fo belamde him about the fhoulders,
That he will fecle it this moneth.
Henry .
Gogs wounds you lambde them fairely,
So that they have carryed away your money.
But come firs what fhall we doe with the villaines,
Both Receyvers.
I befeech your grace be good to us.
Ned.
1 pray you my Lord forgive them this once.
Well ftand up and get you gone,
And looke that you {peake not a word of it,
For if there be, fownes ile hang you and all your kin.
[Exit P urfevants
Henry s.
Now firs, how like you this ;
Was not this bravely done:
For now the villaines dare not fpeake a word of it,
I have {o feared them with words.
Now whether fhall we go.
All.
Why my lord, you know our old Hoftefle at Fewer/bam.
Henry 5.
Our Hoftefle at Fewerfbam, bloud what fhall we doe there, we
have a thoufand pound about us.
And we fhall go to a petty Alehoufe.
No, no: you know the old Taverne in Eaftcheape,
There is good wine : befides there is a prety wench
That can talke well, for I delivht as much in their tongues,
As any part about them.
; ‘ Al

We are ready to wayte upon your grace.
Henry
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Henry .
Gogs wounds wait, we will go altogether,
We are all fellowes, I tell you firs, and the King my father
were dead, wee would be all Kings,
Therefore come away.

.N—L".[{e
Gogs wounds, bravely {poken Harry.

Enter John Cobler, Robin Pewterer, Lawrence Coftermongers

Fobn Cobler.
All is well here, all is well Mafters.
' Robin.
How fay you, neighbour Fobn Cobler?
I think it beft that my neighbour
Robin Pewterer went to Pudding-lane end,
And we will watch here at Billinfgate ward.
How fay you neighbour Robin, how like yoy this 2
Rabine
Marry well neighbouts :
I care not much if I go ro Pudding-lane end.
But neighbours, and you heare any adoe about me,
Make hafte : and if I heare any adoe about you, g
1 will come to you. [ Exit Robing
Lawrence,
Neighbor what news heare y(} u of the yong Prince?
Q27
Marry neighbour, I heare gy, he is a toward young Prince,
Forif he meet any by the high way,
He will not let to talke with him, )
1 dare not call him theefe, but fure he is one of thefe taking
fellowes.,
Lavrence.
Indeed neighbour, I heare fay hee is as lively
young Prince as ever was.
Fobn.
I, and I heare fay, if he ufe it long,
His father will cut him off from the erowne :

But neighbour fay nothing of that.

Lawrence.
No, no, neighbour I wariant you.
X 2
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Sobna
~ Neighbour, me thinkes you begin to fleepe,
1f you will, ' we will fit downe,
Fot I thinke it is about midnight.
Lawrence.
Marry content neighbour, let us {leepe.

Enter Dericke rovings

Dericke. 3 : N
Who, who there, who there ? ' [ Exit Derickes

Euter Robin.

Robin.
O neighbours, what meane you to fleepe,
1 And fuch adoe in the {treetes ? "
: Amibo.
How now neighbour, whats the matter 2

Enuter Dericke againe.
: Derichke.
Who there, who there, who there ?
Cobler.
Why, what ayleft thou? here is no hotfes.
& Dericke.
O alas man, I am robd, who there, who there !
Robin,
Hold him neighbour Cobler. -
: Cobler.
Why I fee thou art a plaine clowne,
Deriche.
Am I a clowne, fownes mafters,
Do clownes goe in filke apparrel. i 2
I am fure all we gentlemen clownes 1n Kent feant goe fo well:
Sounes you know clownes very well.
Heare you, are you Mafter Contlable, and you be fpeake:
For I will not take it at his hands.
Fobn.
Faith I am not Mafter Conitable,
But 1 am one of his bad officers, for hie is hot here.

[Dricke:

OF HENRY THE FIFTH 335
t
Dericte.
Is not mafter Conftable here ?
Well it is no matter, Ile have the law at his hands.
Jobmn. '
Nay I pray you do not take the law of us,
Dezicke.
You are one of his beaitly officers,
Fobue
I am one of his bad officers.
: : Dericke,
Why then I charge thee looke to him.
: Cobler.

Nay but heare yee fir, you feeme to be an honeft
Fellow, and we are poore inen, and now tis night,
And we would be loath to have any thing adoo,
Therelore I pray thee put it up.

Dereche.
Firft, thou fayeft true, I am an honeft fellow,
And a proper handfome fellow too,
And you feem to be poore men, therfore I care not greatly,
Nay I am quickly pacified,
But and you chance to {pie the theefe,
I pray you lay hold on him.
Robin.
Yes that we will, I warrant you.
Dericke.

Tis a wonderfull thing to fee how glad the knaye is, now I

have forgiven him. .
Foba.

Neighbours, doe yee looke about you,

How now, who’s there ?

Enter the f,é}eg%,.
gzve.-_'ﬁ. ;
Here is a good fellow, I pray you which is the way to the
olde Taverne in Eaftcheape. '
Dericke.
Whoope hollo, now Gadshill; knoweft thou mee?
Theefe,
I know thee for an affe. :
X 3 Dericks
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Dericke.
And I know thee for a taking fellow.
Upon Gads hill in Kent,
A bots light upon you,
Theefe,
The worfon villaine would be knockt.
: Dericke.
Matfters, villaine, and ye be men ftand to him,
And take his weapon from him, let him not pafle you,
obr. ¢
My friend, what make ym‘?abroad now {
It 15 too late to walke now.
Theefe,
It is not too late for true men to walke.
Lazvrence,
We know thee not to be a true man.
T beefe.
Why what doe you meane to doe with me?
Sounes I am one of the Kings liege people.
eriche.
Heare you fir, are you one of the kings liege people ¢
i Thecte.
I marry am [ fir, what fay you to it?
Dericke,
Mairy fir, I fay you are one of the Kings filching people.
Cobler.
Come, come, lets have him away.
_ Thecfe.
Why what have 7 done.
Robin.
Thou haft robd a poore fellow,
And raken away his goods from him,
Theefén
I pever {aw him before.
I Dericle.
Maifters who comes here ?

Enter the Vintners boye
B?y.
How now good man Cobler 2

OF HENRY THE FIFTH. 327

Cobler.

How now Robin, what makes thou abroade
At this ime of night?

Boy.

Marrie T have bene at the Counter, )

1 can tell fuch newes as never you have hearde the like.
Cobler.
What is that Robin, what is the matter ¢
Boy.

Why this night about two houres agoe, there came the
young Prince, and three or foure more of his com‘p-.nuonis‘,
and called for wine good ftore, and then they fent for ahnoy e
of mufitians, and were very Mmeiry for the fpace of an houre,
then whether their muficke liked them not, or whether they
had drunke too much wine or no, I cannot tell, bat our l.mtg
flew againft the walls, and then they drewe their fwords, and
went into the ftreet and fought, and_fome tooke one part, an
{fome tooke another, but for the ipace of halfe an l;ouf,
there was fuch a bloody fray as, pafleth, and none r:.ouf p?: ¢
them untill fuch time as the Mayor and Sheriffe were ;’.l;_t t{:{:
and then at laft, with much adoo, they tOOka t}ht’:in, }?]ll:& ;?bout
young Prince was carryed to the Counter, anc t “Tt el
one houre after, there came a meflenger from rgc ;.UU;;L criii‘c
hafte, from the King, for my Lorde Mayor and the oh 3
but for what caule I know not.

Cobler.

Here is newes indeed Igoévrr.

' Lauwences - 3

Marry Neighbour, this newes is ftrange ,i.“d‘%dfﬂl thinke 1t
beft Neighbour, to rid our hands of this tellow firll,

Thecte.

What meane you to doo with me ?

Cobler.

. n &=
Wee meane to carry you fo the prifon, and there to I

maine till the feffions day.
Theefe.
"Then I pray you let me go to the
; Cobler. :
Nay, thou muft goe to the countrey l)nfon,
therelore come away. rs

X 4

prifon where my maiiter 1s.

to Newgate,
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Theefe.
T prethee be good to me honeft fellow.
Dericke.
I marry will 1, ile be very charitable to thee,
For I wil never leave thee, til I fee thee on the gallows,

Enter Henry the fourth, with the Earle of Exeter, and the
Lord of Oxford,
Oxford,
And pleafe your majeftie, here is my Lord Mayor, and the
Sheritte ot London, to fpeake with your majeftie,
. K. Henry 4.
Admit them to our prefence,

Enter the L. Mayor, and the Sheriffe,
King.
Now my good Lord Mayor of London,

Tﬂhe caufe of my fending for you ar this time, is to tell you
of a matter which I have learned of my councell: herein [
underftand, that you have committed my fonne to prifon
without our leave and licenfe. What al, hough he be a rude
youth, and likely to give occafio )

n, yet you might have con-
fidered that he is a Prince, and my fonne, and nat to be

halled to prifon by every fubjed.
o - Mayor.
May it pleafe your majeftie to give us leave to tell our tale ?
K, Henry 4.

Or elle God forbid, otherwife you might thinke me an
unequall judge, having more affetion to my {onne, then ta
any rightfull judgement.

Mayor.,

Then I do not doubt but we fhal rather deferve cone
mendations at your majefties hands, then any anger.

K. Hemy 4. .
Go to, fay on.,
Mayor.

Then if it pleafe your majeftie, this night betwixt two and
three of the clock 1n the morning my Lord the yong Prince
with a very difordred company, came to the old Taverne in
Eaficheape, and whether 1t was that their mufick liked them

1_mt,_
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not, ot whether they were overcom with wine, I know not,
‘but,they drue their fwords, and into the ftreete they wer‘!:{t,
and fome took my L. the yong Princes part, ancl._{'m'? tuof e
the other, but betwixt them there was fuch a bloudie fray for
the fpace of halfe an houre, that neyther watchmen, fnzr a;y
other could ftay them, tll my brother the Shenffe o {':m -f:é
and I were fent for, and at the 'laﬂ', with much :1.(10 we ftay 4
them, but it was long firft, which was a great dl(qq;e(tilrig .
all your loving {ubjects thereabouts : and then my good Lot s
we knew not whether your grace had fent them toh trie ':::.
whether we would do juitice, or m-'ht:iher it were qfi eir ‘f)uch
voluntary will or not, we cannot tell : and thercfore f:;e —
a cafe we knew not what to doe; but for our OWne | ﬁtgfar
we fent him to ward, wher he wanteth nothing thz;t 1}smmb]
his grace and your majefties fon. And thlllls;.mol y
befeeching your majefty to thinke of our aniwere.
e deliberated on your
' it have turther deliberated on yo
i‘f‘:tand afide untill we (Tiatt 1
anfwere.
Ah Harry, Harry, now thrice a_ccur{'eld Ha:_:;,vf
That hath gotten a fonne, which with gricte
Will end his fathers dayes. S
y i he eed
O my fonne, a Prince thou art, Ja Prince 11 ’
And to deferve impiifonment, ric: =
And well they have done, and like faithfull fubjeéts:
Difcharge them and let them goe.
L. Ixeter. e
I befeech your grace be good to my Lorde the young
Prince.
Er(‘r,’.!_j? 4+
Nay, nay, tis no martEr, g;fhn;m alone. .
B ehe
e e
Perchance the Mayor and the Sheriffie have beene 100 P
cife in this matter.
Henry 4. (
No, they have done like faithfull fa.lbjcdls,l T
7 felfi ifcharee them, and let them go.
4 will goe my felfe to difcharg 5 T e

Enter
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Enter lord Chiefe Fuftice, Clarke of the Office,. Fayler, John
Cobler, Dericke, and the Tbeefe.

Fudge.
Jayler biing the prifoner to the barre,

Dericke,
Heare you my Lorde, I pray you bring the batre to the

prifoner.
jrrrr{g(.'.
Hold thy hand up at the basye.
Fhectes

Fudoe.
. e,
Clearke of the office, reade his inditement,

Clearke.

Here it is my Lord.

What is thy name 2
. Theete.
My name was knowne before I came heere,
Ang fhall be when I am gone, [ warrant you.
Fudge.
1, I thinke fo, but wee will know it better before thou goe.
Dericke. 5
Sownes and you doe but fend to the next Jaile,
We are {ure to know his name ;
Feor this is not the firft prifon he hath bene in, ile warrant you.
Clearke,
What is thy name 2
Fheefz.
What need you to afke, and have it in writing ?
Clearke.
Es not thy name Cutberz Currer ?
Therfe.
What the divell neede vou atke, and know it fo well;
" Charke.

Why then Cutbert Custer, T wdite thee by the name of
Cuibert Cutser, tor vabbing a poore carrier the 20. day of May
Laft path, in the fourteen yeare of the raigne of our Spveragne
Lord King Herry the fourth, for fetting upon a poore cayricr
wpon Gads hil 1n Kent, and having beaten and wounded the
faid careyer, and aken his goods from him,
Derickes
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= Dericke.

Oh maifters ftay there, nay lets never belie the man, for
he hath not beaten and wounded me alfo, but he hath beaten
and wounded my pecke, and hath taken the great race of
Ginger, that bouncing Befe with the jolly buttocks fhould
have had, that grieves me moit.

Sudge.
Well, what fayeft thou, art thou guilty, or not guyltie
T heefe.
Not gnilty, my Lord.
Fudge.
By whom wilt thou be tride?
Thecfe.

By my Lord the young Prince, or by my felfe, whethes

you wills
Enter the young Prince, wwith Ned arnd Tom.
Henry . ek

Come away my lads, gogs wounds ye villaine, what make
you here ? I muft goe about my bufinefle my felfe, and you
maft ftand loytering here.

Theste.

Why my Lord, they have bound mee, and will not let
me go.

Hemy 5.
Have they bound thee villain, why how now my Lord,
Fudze.
I am glad to fee your Grace in good health.
Henry 5
Why my Lord, thisis my man, :
Tis marvell you knew him not long before this,
I teil you he is a man of his hands.
Thecfe.
I gogs wounds that I am, try me who dare.
udve. .
Your Grace fhall finde fmall “eredite by acknowledging him
to be your man.
Henry 5.
Why my Lord, what hath he done.
udge

Judge. o
Aud it pleafe your majefty, he hath robbed a poore Carricr.
‘_D.-:;f':cﬁ‘ﬁ.
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Dericke,
Heare you fir; marty it was one Dericke,
Gaodman Hoblizgs man of Kent.
Henry 3.
What, waft you button breech ?
Of my word my Lord, he did it but in jeft.
Judge.
Heare you fir, is it your mans quality to rob folkes in jeft ?
_ In faith he fhall be hangde in earneft. :
Hemy. .
Well my Lord, what doe you meane to do with my man ?
35.4({;&‘.
And pleafe your Grace the law muft paffe on him, accotd-
ing to juitice, then he muft be executed,
Dericke.
Heare you fir, I pray you, is it your mans quality to rob
folkes in jeft ¢ In faith he fhall be hangd in jeft.
Henry 5.
Well my Lord once againe, what meane you to doe with

him ?
?Je({gd i

And pleafe your Grace according to-law and juftice he muit

. be hangd.
. H{”r‘.’.’;_'y 5.
Why then belike you meane to hang my man,
Judge,
I am forry that it fals out fo.
Henry s,
Why my Lord, I pray yee who am I?
Judge.

And pleafe your Grace, you are my L. the yong Prince,
our King that fhall be after the dcceafe of our foveraigne
Lord, K. Henry the fourth, whom God grant long to raigne.

Hemry s,
You fay true my Lord:
And you will hang my man.
Judge. y
And like your Grace, I muft needs doe juftice,
e Henmy 5
“Tell me iny Lord, fhall I have my man ?

Why man, you are Lord chiefe Juftice of England.

place, you greatly abufe me, and not me oniy DUt 270 e
tather : whofe lively perfon here in this: place I do }(’p[it ent,
- Tves x| COIT=

And therefore to teach you what prerogauves meanc, L_L!‘;‘er__
mit you to the Fleet, untill wee have fpoken with your Jathets
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j’n:(fge. I

; Henry .
But will you not let him goe ¢

AT By

1 cannot my Lord.

[=]
I am forry that his cafe is {0}l
' Henry' s,
Tufh, cafe me no cafings, fhal-I have my man?
Fudze, |
I cannot, nor I may not my Lord.
Hewry 5.
Nay, and I fhall not fay, and then I am anfwered,
: Fudge.

ot e e R
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No.
Henry s
No, then I will have him.

He giveth bim a boxe on the eare,

e et il
Gogs wounds my Lord, fhal I cut off his head?
Henry 5.
No, I charge you draw not your {ivords,

But get you hence, provide 2 noyfe of Mufitians, =
Away, be gone. [ Exeunt the Thetfes

Fudge. g

Well my Lord, I am content to take it at your hands.
Henry 5.

Nay and you be not, you fhall have more.

_‘}‘yﬂ;g'e’.
Why I pray you my Lord, whoam I

Henry 5.

You, who knowes not you,

Fudge. Y Rt
i tr -f ] i1k me 1n this

Your Grace hath faid truth, therforein ftriking mein
ly but alfe your

Hepry
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Henry g, :
Why then belike you meane to fend mee to the Fleete.
. Fudge,
I indeed, and therefore carry him away. 5 d A
{ Excunt Henry 5. with the Qfficers.
Fudge.
_Jayler carry the prifoner to Newgate againe untill the dext

Sifes.
Fayler.
At your commandement my Lord it fhall bee done.

Enter Dericke arnd John Cobler,

ad Dericke.
Sownds maifters, heres adoo,
When Princes muft go to prifon :
Why Fobn, didft ever fee the like ?
Fobn:
O Dericke, truft me, I never faw the like.
Dericke,

Why Foln thou maift fee what princes be in-choller,
A Judge a boxe on the eare, Ile tell thee Fobn, O Fobn,
I would not have done it for twenty fhillings.

Fobn.

No nor I, there had beene no way but one with us.

We fhodld have been hangde.
Dericke, |

Faith Fohn, Ile tell thee what, thou fhalt bee my
Lord chiefe Juftice, and thou fhalt fit in the chaire,
And ile be the yong Prince, and hit thee a box on the ear
And then thou fhalt fay, to teach you what prerogatives
meane, [ commit you to the Fleete,

Fobn.

Come on, ile be your judge,
Baut thou fhalt not hit me hard.

Dericke,
No, 'no, ,
Fobna

What hath he done ?

- " Dericke,

Marry he hath robd Dericle.

4
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obit.
Why then T cannot let him goe,
Dericke,
I muft needes have my man.
jfﬂl{"gc
You fhall not have him.
Dericke. .
Shall T not have my man, fay no and you dare3
low fay you, fhall I not have: my man=
_‘70)):;.
No marry fhall you not.
. Derickea
Shall T not Fobn @
Fobns

D&’?‘z't‘af’f.
Why then take you that nil more come,

Sownes, fhall I not have himn?
Fobns

Well I am content to take this at your hand,

But I pray you, who am I?
e e Dericke.

Who art thou, fownds, doft not know thy felfe?
73&?‘-

Dericke,
Now away fimple fellow,
Why man, thou art Fobz the Cobler.

01t
No, I ammy Lord chiefe Jultice of England,
Derickes A
Oh Fobn, Mafle thou fayft true, thou art indeed.
Fobau. ;
Why then to teach you what prerogatives mean 1 com-
mit you to the Fleete.

Na Dericke.

No.

Dericte.

Wel, I will go, but yfaith you gray beard knave, Tle cou_r{'c
you- [Exit. And  fraight enters againes
Oh ¥obn, Com,. come out of thy chair, why whata clown

weart thou, to let me hit thee a boxe on the eare; and f}‘;‘:
. i
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thou feelt they will not take mee to the Fleet, I thinke that
thou art one of thefe worenday clownes,
j‘r}/ﬁ?z.
But I marvell what will become of thee ?
Derigke.
Faith, ile be no more a carrier.
‘ Fobn.
What wilt thou then do ¢
ericke.
Ile dwell with thee and be a Cobler.
Fobn.

With me, alaffe, T am not able to keepe thee,

Why thou wilt eate me out of dores.
Dericke.

Oh Fohn, no John, 1 am none of thefe great flouching
fellows that devoure thefe great peeces of beefe and brewes,
alaffe a trifle ferves me, a woodcocke, a chicken, or a ca-
pons leg, or any fuch litile thing ferves me.

Fobi.

A capon, why man I'cannot get a capon once a yearc,
except it be at Chriftmas, at fome other mans houfe, for we
coblers be glad of a difh of rootes. '

Dericke.
Rootes, why are you fo gooil-at rooting ?
Nay Cobler, weele have you ringde.
: _‘}‘r}biz.
 But Dericke though we be {o poore,
Yet will we have in ftorea crab in the fire,
With Nut-browne ale, that is full ftale,
Which will a man quaile, and lay in the myrc.
Deyicke.

A bots on you, and be but for your ale,
 Tle dwell with you, come lets away as faft as we can.
: : [ Ewxeunts

Enter the young Prince with Ned and Toms
: Hery e
Come away firs, Gogs wounds Ned,

Didit thou not fee what a boxe on the care
I tooke my Lord chicte Juftice ¢

2

L
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Ton.
By gogs blood it did me good to fee 1t,
Tt made his teeth jarre in his head.

Enter Sir Fobn Oid-Caffle.

g H::-'rzu.' 5.

How now fir Fobn Old-Cafile ¢
What nesves with you ¢
, '}";éfz O/d- Cr_rﬁ:"ef.

Fam glad to fee your Grace at libertic,

. I was come I, to vifite you in Prifon.

Henry 5. :

To vifite mee, didft thou not know that I am a Princes
fonne ? why tis enough for me to looke into a prifon, thogh
1 come not in my felfe, but heres fuch adoo now a dayes,
beres prifoning, heres hanging, whipping, and the divell and
all = but I tell you firs, when 1 am King,_ wee W]I_I 11‘121\‘6 no
fuch things, but my lads, if the olde Kaing my father were
dead, we would be all Kings.

Fobn Old-Caftle. ; :

He is a good olde man, God take him to his’ mercie the
{ooner,

Henry & : .

But Ned, fo foone as I am King, the firft thing I will doo,
fhal be to put my Lord chiefe Juflice out of office, and thou
fhalt be my L. chiefe Juftice of England.

Ned.

Shall I be Lord chiefe Juitice? el
By gogs wounds ile be the braveit Lord chieic Jultice
That ever was in England.

Hemy §. X

Then Ned, ile turne all thef@ prifons 10to f‘ence-{'c!mol_es,
and I will endue thee with them, with landes to maintaine
them withall, and then I will have about with my Lord Chlff_lfc
Juftice, thou fhalt hang none but pick-puries, and horie-
ftealers, and fuch bafe minded villaines, but that fellow .thﬂé
will ftand by the high-way fide g_oura_glouﬂy, \_'.':th 1}13 {wor
and buckler, and take a purle, that fellowe give hun com-=

mendations ; befide that, fend him to e and T will give -
Y him
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him an annuall penfion out of my Exchequer, to maintaine
him all the dayes of his life. '
Fobn.
Nobly {poken Harry, wee fhall never have a merry wotld
till the old King be dead. :

Ned,
But whether are yee going now ?
Henry &
To the court, for I heare fay, my father lyes verie ficke.
TG?F},
But I doubt he will not die.
Henry 5

Yet will T goe thither, for the breath fhall be no fooner out

of his mouth, but I will clap the crowne on my head.
Fockey. :

Will you goe to the court with that cloake fo full of

needles ¢
Henry ¢.

Cloake, ilat-hoales, needles, and all was of mine owne de-
vifing, and therefore I will weare it.

T onz. .

I pray you (my Lord,) what my bee the meaning thereof ?

Heary 5. .

Why man, tis a figne that I ffand uppon thorues, ull the
crowne be on my head.

Fockey.

Or that every needle might be a pricke to theyr bearts
that repine at your doings.

Henry .

Thou fayft true Fockey, but theres fome will fay, the young
Prince will bee a well-toward young-man, and all this geare,
that I had as leeve they would breake my head with a pot,
as to fay any fuch thing, but wee ftand. prating here to0
long : I muft needes fpeake with my father, therefore come
away.

Lorter.
What a rapping keepe you at the Kings courte gate 2
Henry §.

Heres one that muft fpeake with the King.

Poviers
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« Porter.
The King is very ficke, and none muft fpeake with him.
Henry: 3.
No you rafcall, do you oot know me,
Porter.
You are my Lord the young Prince.
Henry.
Then go and tell my father, that I muft and will fpeake
with him.
; Ned,
Shall I cut off his head.
Henry .
No, no, though I would helpe you in other places: yet I
have nothing to doo here, what you are in my fathers court.
Ned,
I will write him in my tables, for fo foone as I am made
Lord chiefe Juftice, I will put him out of his office.
[The Trumpet founds,
Henry §.
Gogs wounds firs, the King comes,
Lets all ftand afide.

Enter the King avith the Lord of Exeter.
Henry 4. ;

And is it true my Lord, that my fonne is already fent to
the Fleet: now truly that man 1s more fitter to rule the
realme then I, for by no meanes could I rule my fon, and
hee by one word hath caufed him to be ruled. Oh my fonne,
my fonne, no {fooner out of one prifon, but 1nto an oyhcr. . I
had thought one whiles 7 had lived, to have feene this noulic
realm of England flourifh by thee my fon, but now Z fee it
£0¢s to ruine and decay. [He avecpes,

Enters Lord of Oxford.
Ouxford.
And pleafe your grace, here is my Lord your fonne,
Thflt_commeth to fpeake with you,
He fayth he muft and will fpeake with you.
£ Hemy 44
Who my f{onne Harry?
Yo
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O&:fé?'d-
Z and pleafe your majeftie.
Henry 4o
I know wherefore he commeth,
But looke that none come with him,
Oxford. -
A very difordered companie, and fuch as make
Very ill rule in your majefties houfe.
Henry 4.
Well, let him come,
But looke that none come with hima, [ He gocik,
Oufard,
And pleafe your Grace,
My Lord the King fends for yous
Hfﬂl:y 50
Come away firs, lets goe all together.
_ Oxford. =
And pleafe your grace none muft goe with you.
Henry §. ; :
Why, I muft needs have them with me,
Otherwife I can doo my father no countenance,
Therefore come away.
Ouxford.
The King your father commaunds
_There fhould none come.
Henry 5.
Well firs, then be gone,
And provide me three noyfe of mufigians. [ Exewnt Knightss

Enters the Prince with a dagger in his band. -
Heary 4.
Come my fonne, come on a Gods name,
1 know wherefore thy comming is,
Oh my fonne, my fonae, what caufe hath ever bene, -
That thou fhouldft forfake mee, and followe this vilde and
Xeprobate company, which abufeth youth fo manifeftly :
Oh my fonne, thou knoweit that thefe thy doings
Will end thy fathers dayes. [ He wwecpse
1 {o, fo, my fonne, thou feareft not to approach the prefence
of thy ficke father, in that difguifed fort, L tcll thee my {'t.mr}l:::t
tha
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that there is never a needle in thy cloke, but itis a pricke to
my heart, and never an ilat-hole, but it is_a hole to ‘my feule:
and wherefore thou bringe(t that dagger in thy hand I know
not, but by conjecture. [ He aveepess
" “Hemy 5 _
My confcience accufeth me, moft foveraigne Lord, and
welbeloved father, to anfwere firft to the lat poynt, That 13,
whereas you conjecture that this hand and this dagger fhall
be armde againft your life: no, know my beloved father, far
be the thoughts of your fonne, fonne faide I, an unworthy
fonne for fo oood a father : but far be the thoughts of any
fuch pretended mifchiefe: and I moft humbly render it to
your majelties hand, and live my Lord and foveraigne for
ever; and with your dagger arme thow ]1kq vengeance upon
the body of that your fonne, I was about {ay, and dare not,
ah woe is me thercfore, that your wilde flave, us not the
Crowne that I come for, fiweete Father, becanie I am un-
worthy, and thofe wilde and reprobate companions II abandon,
and utterly abolifh their company for ever. 1'ﬂrc.on_fwc(;_t
father, pardon, the leaft thing and moft defire: amfa .‘tlns'ru =
fianly cloake, I here teare Irom ny back, and facrihee xt' ©
the divell, which is mafter of all mifchief: pnrgion m?.-’ .fm:ut
father, pardon me: good my Lord of Exeter, ip:e:tke O}Hmtf;
pardon me, pardon, good'ﬁlthsr: not a word: ah lu?.m Ef)t
fpeake one word : A Harry, 10W thrice unhappy Ha b : :
what (hall I doe : T will go take mee 1nto fome folitary piace,
and there lament my finfull life, and when I have cloEe_,_f
will lay me downe and die. (Lt
Henry 4+
. Call him’againe, call my fonne agaiice
_ Hewry §-
And deth my father call me agdine ? Now, Harzy,
Happy be the time that thy iather calleth thee againte
Henry 4. _
Stand up my fonne, and do not thinke thy fathet
But at the requeft of thee my fonne, I will pardon thee,
And God blefle thee, and make thee his {ervant.
Hemy. §- . .
Thanks ‘good'my Lord, and no dpubt bt this day,
Even this day, I am borne new again€

YNz

I]’t‘.’l‘;_}}
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Henry 4.
Come my fon and Lords, take me by the hands,

[ Exeunt omnes.
Enter Dericke.

) il Dericke,
_ Thouart a flinking whore, and a whotfon ftinking whote,
Doeft think it ile take it at thy hands ?

Euter John Cobler rUnning
Jobn.

Dericke, D. D. Hearefta,
DOD, never while thou liveft ufe that,
Why what will my neighbours fay, and thou go away fo ¢

Dericke,

and ile. have the law on you Fobiss

, Fobn.
Why what hath fhe done ?

Dericke,
Marry marke thou Fohu,
I will prove 1t that I will,
] _ Fobns
What wilt thou prove ?
Dericke,
That fhe cald me in to dinner.
Jobn, marke the tale well Fobn, and when I was fet
She brought me a difh of roots, and a peece of barell butter
therein : and fhe is a very knave,
And thou a drab if thou take her part.
Fobu,
 Hearefta Dericke, is this the matter ?
Nay, and it be no worfe, we will go home again,
And all fhall be amended.
Dericke.
Oh Fobn, hearefta Fobu, 15 all well ?

Fobn.

Dericke.

.'I‘1l'lcn ile go home before, and breake all the glaﬂ'e'-
Windowes.

2 . Lionter

Shees a narrant whore,

I, allis well.
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Enter the King avith bis Lords,

Henry 4 o+

Come my Lords, I fee it boots mee not to take any phy-

fike, for all the Phyfitians in the world cannot cuieﬁ;gﬁ, ng
not one. But good my Lords, remember my laft Wi Iar;

ning | ; for truely my Lords, I do

Teltament concerning my fonne, I g ene B

not thinke but he will prove as valiant and victorious ¢ g,

as ever raigned in England.

Botb,

Let heaven and 3

complifh not thy will to the uttermott.

Henry 4. ey

I oive you moft unfained thankes, goo;i my h?;ss,
Draw the curtaines and depart my chamber a while,

¢ 5 (€ a fleepe. He flecpeth.
And caufe fome muficke to rocke me [ [E,Em,a,:; .

Enter $he Priuces

Heriry §» e fo long from
Ah Harry, thrice unhappy, that bk nﬂ'%(‘f Tc C:.\'h ; doe I
vifiting of thy ficke father, [ will goe, 03y bu mn}ir’m't s
not gge to the chamber of my ﬁ‘fke mh?‘-r"it? iécre is bis
melancholy foule of his bo‘hf:’ his foule ‘1;_1“ ’ Now thrice
body, but his foule Ie, Whtas It NS ?O%R.’{b‘much and
accurfed Harry, that hath offended thy drlelr o father curft
could not I crave pardon for all. Oh my dying *

i = the houre
4il e a what 1n@ a3y ;
wherin I was begotten, but what n the negligence neg-

teares which come too late, may ﬁ!ﬁ":ce_U“ A
lected to fome, I will weepe day and DR (Exit
taine be drie with weeping.

Enter Lord of Exeter and Oxford.

Exeter. ;
, for waking-of the King.
fjﬁ'ﬂ{j’ 4.!

Oxford. .=
How doth your Grace fiele your felfe ?
) %

Come eafily my Lord
Now my Lords.

nd earth be witnefle betweene us, if wee ac- |

e e T T | o e e e
e e e S L e - - = .
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Hmiy 4.
Somewhat better after my fleepe,
But good my Lord take off my crowne,

Remove my chayre a little backe, and fet me right,
44]“?32’9.
And pleafe your grace the crown is taken away.

Hemy 4.
The crowne taken away,

Good my Lord of Oxford, go fee who hath done this deed :
No doubt tis fome wilde traytor that hath done it,

To deprive my fonne, they that would doe it now,

Would fecke to ferape and fcrawle for it after my death.

Enter Lord of Oxford avith the Prince.
_ Oxford.
Here and pleafe your Grace,
Is my Lord the yong Prince with the Crowne,
Henry 4.
Why how now my fonne,
I bad thought the laft time I had you in fchooling,
1 bad given you a leffon for all,
And do you now begin againe ?
Why tell me my fonne,
Doeft thou thinke the time fo long,
That thou wouldeft have it before the
Breath be out of my mouth.
Henry g,
Moft foveraigne Lord, and welbeloved father,

I came into your chamber to comfort the melancholy
Soule of your body, and finding you at that time
Paft all recovery, and dead to my thinking,
God is my witnefle, and what fhould I doo,
But with weeping teares lament the death of you my father,
And after that, feeing the crowne I tooke it
And tell me my father, who might better take it then I,
After your death, burt feeing you live,
I moft humbly render it into your majefties hands,
And the happieft man alive, that my father live ;
And live my Lord and father for ever.
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Henry.

Stand up my fonne, e

Thine anfwere hath founded well in mine eares,
For I muft needs confefle that I was in a very found {leepe,
And altogether unmindfull of thy comming :
But come neare my fonne, - f
And let mee put thee in poffeffion whillt I live,
That none deprive thee of 1t after my death.
Henry s. g

Well may I take it at your majefties hands, 3y
But it fh er head, {o long as my father lives.

But it fhal never touch my head, 10 long [Hc} e .
Henry 4.

God give thee joy my fonne,

God blefle thee, and make thee his {fervant,

And fend thee a profperous raigne. x

Fou C—‘:.od knowes my fonne, how hardly I came by it,

And how hardly I have maintained it
Henry §-

Howfoever you came by it, I know not o oy
And now 1 hazc it from you, and from you I }\f;l}::ﬁp(: it:
And he that feekes to take the crown from my head,

Let him looke that his armour be thicker then min€,
Or 1 will pearce him to the heart,
Where it harder then braffe or bollion.

Henry 4.

Nobly fpoken, and like a King.

Now trzftll)ne m’y Lords, I feare not)but my fonne
Will be as warlike and victorious a Prince,
As ever raigned in E::glm:zé s

His former life fhewes no lefie.

Henry 4+ e

Well my lords I know not whether 1t'be o; cepy
Or drawing neare of drowfie fummet of death,

But I am very much given to fleepe,

"Therefore good my lords and mly ioxlujne,

Draw the curtaines, depart my chamber, s

And caufe fome muficke to rocke me aflecpe, [7[& G
Lnter
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Enter the Thecfe.
Tbecte.
Ah God, I am now much like to a byrd
Which bath efcaped out of the cage,
For o foone as my Lord Chiefe Juftice heard
“T'hat the old King was dead, he was glad to let me go,
For feare of my Lord the young Prince :
But here comes fome of his companions,
I will fee and I can get any thing of them,
For olde acquaintance.
Enter Knights raunging.
Tt’?t’h’o
Gogs wounds the King is dead.
ockeys
Dead, then gogs blood, wee fhall be all kings.
Ned,
Gogs wounds, I fhall be Lord Chiefe Juftice of Englard,
Sz,
Why, how are you broken out of prifon #
}\Tr'(f.
Gogs wounds, how the villaine f{tinkes ?
5}‘:)1‘1{‘6 /s
Why what will become of thee now ?
Fye upen bim, how the rafcall itinkes.
Tbocfe.
Masry I will goeand ferve my maifter againe.
Tovi.
Gogs blood, doeft think that he will have any {uch
Seabd koave as thou art 2 What man he is a king now.
j\:'ﬁ»’.
Hold thee, heres a couple of Angels for thee,
And get thee gone, for the King will not be long
Betore he come this way : X
And hereafier T will tell the King of thee. [ Exir Thecfe:
Fockey.
Oh how it did me good to fee the King
When he was crowned.
Me thought his feate was like the figure of heaven,
And his perfon like unte 2 God,
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Ned.
But who would have thought
"That the King would have chang’de his counténance fo?
:?"’-'LQ“"V.
Did you not fee with what grace
He fent his embaffage into France, to tell the French king
That Harry of England hath fent for the crowne,

~ And Harry of Eﬁgﬁ.ma’ will have 1t.

_ Ton.
But twas but a little to make the people believe,

"That hee was forrie for his fathers death, )
[ The trumpets Sfownds.

Ned.
Gogs wounds, the King comes,
Lets all ftand afide.

Enter the King with the Archbifbop and the Lord of Oxford,
Fockey.

Ned.

How doo you my Lord?

How now Harry ?
I"I'ut my Lord, putaway thefe dumpes,
You are a King, and all the Realme is yours :
What man ? do you not remember the old fayings,
You know I muit be Lord Chiefe Jultice of England,
Truft mee my Lord, me thinks you are very much changed :
And ’ds but with a little forrowing, to make folkes believe
The death of your father grieves you,
And ’tis nothing {o.

' Henpy 5.

I prethee Ned mend thy manners,
And be more modefter in thy tearmes, :
For my unfeined griefe is notto be ruled by thy flattering
And diffembling talke, thou fayeft 1 am changed,
So I am indeed, and fo muft thou be and that quickly,
Or elfe I muft caufe thee to be chaunged,

Fockey.

Gogs wounds how like you this 2

Sownds, tis not fo fiveet as muficke.
[T;Tr‘/!h

I truft we have not otfended your Grace no way.
: Henry

= = T
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Henry 5.

Ah Tom, your fermer life grievesme,
And makes me to abandon and abolifh your company for ever,
And therefore not upon pain of death to approch my prefence
By ten miles fpace, then if I heare well of you,
It may bee I will dee fomewhat for you,
Otherwife looke for no more favour at my hands,
-"Then at any other mans : and therefore be gone,
We have other matters to talke on. [(Exeuns Knights.,
Now my good Lord A!‘Chbifhop of Canterbury,
What fay you to our embaffage into France 2

Archbifbop.
Your right to the French crowne of France,

Came by your great grandmother Zzabel,
Wife to king Edzvard the third,
And fifter to Charles the French King:
Now if the French King deny it, as likely he will,
Then muft you take your fword in hand,
And conquer the right.
Let the ufurped Frenchman know,
Although your predeceflors have let it paffe, you will not:
For your Countreymen are willing with purfe and men,
To ayde you.
Then my good Lotd, as it hath been alwayes knowiic,
That Scotland hath been in league with France,
By a fort of penfions which yearly come from thence,
1 thinke it therefore beft to conquere: Scotland,
And then I thinke that you may go'more eafily into France:
And this is all that I can fay, my good Lord.

Henry o

I thanke you, my good L. Archoithop of Ganterbury,
What {ay you, my good Lord of Oxford 2
(_—}.‘k“/rn?."ff.
And pleafe your Majellie,
I agree to my ‘Lord Archbyfhop, faving in this,
He that will Scotland winne, muft firlk with France begitine :
According to the old faying.
Therefore my good Lord, 1 thinke it beft firft to invade Franct
For in conquering Scotland, you conquer but one.
And conquere Frauce, and conquere both.
Enter
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Euter Lord of Exceter,

Exeter.
And pleefe your Majefty.
H;.o"'.‘1';_}’ El
Now truft me my Lord,
He was the laft man that we ralked of,
I am glad that he is come to refolve us of our an{were,
Commit him to our prefence.

Enter Duke of Yorke.
Tﬂf'i{'ffl : .
God fave thelife of my foveraigne Lord the King.
Henry- 5.
o s Lad .
Now my good Lord the duke cur:r a;-Z-c‘, i
What newes from our brother the French x1ng £
Yorkes
And pleafe your Majeftic,
I delivered him my em-baﬂ?.ge, y
Whereof I tooke fome deliberation,
But for the anfwere he hath fent )
F e - (e C 21 p oy
My Lord Embaflador of Bzrges, tl_\C D;ul\%.()bflﬂs 45;1;;;1
Monfieur le Cole, with two hundred and fiftie hor! >
To bring the embaflage.
B ur prefence
X, 1 £ - 0 - <
Commit my Lord Archbyfhop of Burges unto ju

Enter HArchbyfbop of Burgese

Henry 5.
Now my Lord Archbyfhop. ol ])’{;r;gei.
We doe learne by our Lord Embalfador,
That you bave our mr—:lffage lt{)k(’iﬁ;
From our brother the Irench King : .
Here my good Lord, according to our “C{CL‘{*E:“ed order,
We give you free libertie and licenfe to {peaxe,
With gqod audience.
Archbyfbops
God fave the mighty king of Zuglanc, G
My Lord and Mafter, the moft Chriftian King, France
Charles the feventh, the great and mighty King ot france
As a moft noble and Chriflian king,

5
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Not minding to fhed innocent bloud, is rather content
To yeeld fomewhat to your unreafonable demaunds,
That if fifty thoufand crownes a yeare with his:daughter
The fayde Lady Katheren, in matriage,
And fome crownes which he may well {pare,
Not hurting of his kingdome,
He is content to yeeld fo far to your unreafonable defire,
Henry s.
Why then belike your Lord and Matter,
Thinkes to puffe me up with fifty thoufand crowns a yere s
No, tell thy Lord and Mafter, - :
"That all the crownes in France fhall not ferve me,
Except the crowne and kingdome it felfe :
And perchance hereafter I will have his daughter,
Arcvﬂr@ﬁap.
And it pleafe your Majeity,
My Lord Prince Dolphin greetes you well,
With this prefent.
[He deliverct)s a Tunne of Tennis balles,
Henry .
What a guilded tunne ¢
1 pray you my Lord of ¥or#e, looke what is in it.
Yorke.
And it pleafe your Grace,
Here is a Carpet, and a Tunne of Tennis balles.
Henry 5.
A tunne of tennis balles ?
1 pray you good my Lord Archbifhop,
What might the meaning thereof be?
Archbyfbep,
And it pleafe you my Lord,
A meffenger you know ought to keepe clofe his meffage,
And fpecially an embaflador.
quy g.
~ But I know that you may declare your meflage
To a king, the law of armes allowes no lefie.
\ Archby/bop.
. My Loyd, hearing of your wildnefle before your
Fathers death, feat you this my good Lord, ;
Meaning
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Meaning that youare move fitter for a Tennis Court
Then a field, and more fitter for a Carpet then the Campe.
Herery
My L. Prince Dolphin is very pleafant with me:
But tell him, that in fteed of balles of leather,
We will toffe him balles of brafle and yron,
Yea, fuch balles, as never svere toft in Hraxce,
The proudeft Tennis Court fhall rue it,
1, and thou Prince of Burges fhall rue it.
Therefore get thee hence, and tell him thy maflage quickly
Leaft I be there before thee: Away prieft, be gone.
Arebbyfhop.
I befeech your Grace, to deliver mee your fafe
Conduét under your broad {feale Emanuel.
Hewry 5.
Prielt of Burges, know,
That the hand and feale of a King, and his word 15 all oxe,
And in itead of my hand and {eale,
I will bring him my hand and fword,
And tell thy Lord and Mafter, that I Harry of Englard faid it
And I Haryy of England, will performe it.
My Lord of #%rke, deliver him aur fafe condudt,
Under our broad feale Emanuel.
[ Bxvenunt _/"rcbfzﬂ?up and the Duke of Yarle.
Now iy Lords, to Armes, to Armes,
For I vow by heaven and eaith, that the proudeft
French man in all France fhall rue the time that ever
Thele tennis balles were fent into England.
My Lovd, I wil that there be provided a great navy of (hips
With all {peed, at South- Hampton.
For theye I meane to thip my men,
For I would be there before him, if it were poffible,
Therefore come; but ftay,
I had almoft forgot the chiefeft thing of all, with chafing
With this French embaffadour.
Call in my Lord Chiefe Juftice of Eugland.

Enter Lord Chife Fuflice of England.

Hxeter.,
Here is the King, my Lord.
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Fuftices
God preferve your Majefty.
Henry §. :
Why how now my Lord, what 1s the matter ¢
Fuftice.
I would it were unknowne to your Majefty.
: Henzy 5.
Why what ayle you ?
4 i Fuftice.
Your Majefty knoweth my gricfe wells
Henry .
Oh my Lord, you remember you fent me to the Fleet, did

you not.
Fuflice.
I truft your Grace hath forgotten that.
Henry g
I truly my Lord, and for revengement,
I have chofen you to be my Protector over my realme,
Untill it fhall pleafe God to give me fpeedy returne
QOut of - France.
. Fuflice.

And if it pleale your Majefty, I am farre unworthy
Of fo high a dignity.

_ Henry .
"Tut my Lord, you are not unworthy,
Becaufe 1 thinke you worthy :
For you that would not fpare me,
I thinke will not fpare another.
Tt mut needs be {o, and therefore come,
Let us be gone, and get our men in a readinefle. [ Exeunts

Enter a Captaine, John Cobler and bis Wife.
Capim}.-'r?.
Come, come, there is no remedy,
Thou muft needs ferve the King.

_‘fofiw.

Good mafter Captaine let me goe,
I am not able to go fo farre. - »
i Wife.

I pray you good mafter Captaine,

o0 ny hufband. .
Bee good to my huifbz Captaine:
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Captaine,
Why I am fure he is not too good to ferve the King

J ﬁ/)?f-
~ Alaffe no : buta great deale too bad,
Therefore I pray you let me ge.
Capraine,
No, no, thou {halt go,
?0-‘5?2-
Oh fir, I have a great many ihooes at home for to cobble:
" Wit
I pray you let him goe home againe.
Captaine,
Tufh I care not, thou fhalt goe.
Hife.
_ Oh wife, and you had been a loving wife to mee,
This had not been, for I have fayd many titnes,
That I would goe away, and now I muit goe

Againtt my will. [ Hee avecpeth,

Eanters Dericke,

; Dericke.
How now ho, Bafillus manus, for an old codpeece,

Mafter Captaine fhall we away :
Sowndes how now Fobn, what a crying,
What make you and my dame there?
I marvell whofe head you will throw the ftooles at,
Now we are gone.
Wife.

Ile tell you, come ye cloghead,
W}lat doe you with my potlid ? heare you,
Will you have it rapt about your pate ?

[She beateth hins with ber potlid,
Dericke.

Oh good dame, [ Here be [bakes bers
And T had my dagger here, I would worie you all to peeces
That I woeuld.

Wifes

Would you fo, Ile trie that.

. Dericke,

Matfter Captaine will yee fuffer her ?
Goe too dame, I will goe backe as farre as I can,

2 But

[She beateth bims
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But and you come againe,

Tle clap the Law on your backe thats flat :

Ile tell you Mafter Captaine what you fhall doe;
Prefle her for a fouldier, I warrant yau,

She wil doe as much good as her hufband and I too,

Euters the T.{:m;flé.

Sownes, who comes yonder ?
Captaine.
How now good fellow, doeft thou wanta Mafter ?
Thecefe.
I tl'uiy ﬁl‘-
 Captaine.

Hold thee then, I prefle thee for a fouldier,
To ferve the King in France.

Dericke.

How now Gads, what doeft, knoweft, thinkeft ?

Thecfe.

1, I knew thee long agoe.

Dericke.

Heare you maifter Captaine? .

Captaine.
What fayft thou ?
, Dericke.
I pray you let me goe home againe.
Captaine.
Why what woldft thou doe at home ?
Dericke.

Marry I have brought two fhirts with me,
And I would carry one of them home againe,
For'I am fure heele fteale it from me,

He is fuch a filching fellow.
Captaine.

T warrant thee hee will not fteale it from thee,
Come lets away.

Dericte.

Come maifter Captaine lets away,
Céme follow me.

Fohn.

Come Wife, lets part lovingly.
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Wife.
Farewell good hufband. '
Dericke.
Fye what a kifling and crying is here ?
Sownes, do ye thinke he will never conie againe?
Why Fobn come away, doeft thinke that we are fo bafe
Minded to die among Frenchmen ?
Sownes, we know not whether they will lay
Us in their Church or no: Come, M. Captaine, lets away.
Captaine.
I cannot ftay no longer, therefore come away.

[ Lxecunt omness

Enter the King, Prince Dolphin, end Lord High Conflable ¢f
France,
King.
. Now my Lord High Conftable,
What fay you to our Embaflage into Zugland ?
Confable.
And it pleafe your Majeftie, I can fay nothing,
Untill my Lords Embaffadors be come home,
But yet me thinkes your grace hath done well,
To get your men in fo good a readinefle,
For feare of the worlt.
King,
I my Lord we have fome in a readinefe,
But if the King of England make againtt us,
We muft have thrice {o many moe..
Dolphin.
Tut my Lord, although the King of Exglard be
oung and wilde headed, yet never thinke hee will be {@
nwife to make battell againft the mightie King of
France, '
_ King.
Oh my fonne, although the King of England be
oung and wilde headed, yet never thinke but he is rulde

y his wife Couricellors.
Eater Archbyfbop of Burges:
Archlyfhop. ded
God fave the life of my foveraigne lord the King,
Z 2 King,
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King.
Now my good Lord Archbifhop of Burges,
What newes from our brother the Englifh King ?
Archbyfbop. !
And pleafe your Majeftie,
He 1s {o far from your expeétation,
That nothing will ferve him but the Crowne
And Kingdome it felfe ; befides, he bad me hafte quickly,
Leaft hee be there before mee, and fo farre as I heare
~ He hath kept promife: for they fay he is already landed
At Kidcocks in Normandie, upon the River of Seze,
And layd his fiege to the Garrifon Towne of Harflew,
King.
You have made great hafte ingthe meane time,
Have you not ?
Daézﬁ.ﬁ;}z.
I pray you my Lord, how did the King of
England take my prefents ?
.A’;l'::/.’a/}y_‘fr’mlb.
Truely my Lord, in very ill part,
For thele your balles of leather,
He will toife you balles of brafle and yron.
Truft me my Lord, I was verie atfraide of him,
Hee is fuch a hautie and high minded Prince,
He 1s as fierce as a Lyon.
Conftable.
Tufh, we will make him as tame as a lambe,
1 warrant you. :
Enters a Meffenger.

Meffenger.
God fave the mightie King of France.
King.
Now Meflenger, what newes ?
_ Meffenger.

And it pleafe your Majeltie
I come from your poore diftrefled Towne of Farfleww,
Which 15 fo befet on every fide,
If your Majeftie doe not fend prefent ayde,
The Towne will be yeelded to the Englifh King,

Kings
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King.
Come my Lords, come, fhall we ftand fill
Till our Countrey be {poyled under our nofes ?
My Lords, let the Norinans, Brabants; Pickardies,
And Danes, be fent for with all {peede :
And you my Lord High Conftable, I make Generall
Over all my whele Armie,
Monfieur le Colle, Mlaifter of the Boas,
Signior Devens, and the reft, at your appointment,
Dolpbin.
I truft your Majeftie will beftow,
Some part of the battell on mee,
I hope not to prefent any otherwife then- well,
King.

357

I tell thee my fonne,
Although I fhould get the victory, and thou lofe thy life,
I fhould thinke my {elfe quite conquered,
And the Englifbmen to have the victorie,
Dolphin.
Why my Lord and Father,
I would have the pettie King of England to know,

That I dare encounter him in any ground of the world.
King.
I know well my fonne,
But at this timeI will have it thus ;

Therefore come away. [ Exennt omness

Enters Henry the fifth, with bis Lordes.
) Henry 5.
Come my Lords of England,
No doubt this good lucke of winning this Towne
Is a figne of an honourable vitterie to come.
But good my Lord, go and {peak to the Captaines
With all fpeed, to number the hoatt of the French men,
And by that meanes we may: the better know
How to appoint the battell,
Yorke.
And it pleafe your Majefty,
There are many of your men ficke and difeafed,
And many of them die for waut of victuals.
Z3 Heiiry
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Henry t.
‘And why did you not tell me of it before ?
If we cannot have it for money, :
We will have it by dint of fword.
The law of armes allow no lefle.
' ' Oxford.
I befeech yur grace, to grant me a boone.
Henry s.
What is that my good Lord ?
Oxford.
That your grace would give me the Evantgard in the battell,
Henry g.
Truft me my Lord of Oxford I cannot :
For I have already given it to my unckle the Duke of Zorke,
Yet I thanke you for your good will. [A Trumpet founds,
How now, what is that? ' ' i :
Yorke.
I thinke it be fome Herald of armes.

Enters o Herald,

Herald.
King of England, my Lord High Conftable,
And others of the Noble men of France,
Sends me to defie thee, as open enemy to God,
Our Countrey, and us, and hereupon,
They prefently bid thee battell.
Fenry go
Herald, tell them, that I defie them,
As open enemies to God, my Countrey, and me,
And as wrongful ufurpers of my right :
And whereas thou faycft they prefently bid me battell,
Tell them that I chinke they know how to pleafe me :
But I pray thee what place hath my Lord Prince Dolphin
Here 1n battell.
Herald,
And it pleafe your Grace,
My Lord and King his father
Will not let him come into the field.
Henry .
Why then he doth me'great injury, ‘
I thought that he and I {huld have plaid at tennis together, .
Therefore
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Thercfore I have brought tennis balles for him,

But other manner of ones then he fent me.

And Herald, tell my Lord Prince Do/hin,

“That I have inured my hands with other kind of weapons
Then tennis balles, ere this tme a day,

And that he fhall finde it, ere it be long,

And fo adue my friend :

And tell my Lord that I am ready when he will. [ Exiz Herald.
Come my Lords, I carc not and I go to our Captaines,

And ile fee the number of the French army my felfe.

Strike up the drumme. [Exeunt omnes,

Enter French Souldiers.

1 Souldier.
Come away Jacke Drummer, come away all,
And me will tell you, what me will doo,
Mec will tro one chance on the dice,
Who fhall have the king of England and his Lords.
2 Souldier.
Come away Jacke Drummer,
Aund tro your chance, and lay downe your Drumimne.

FEnter Drummer,

Diummmer.
Oh the brave apparrell that the Englith mans
Hay broth over, I will tell you what
Me ha done, me ha provided a bundreth trunkes,
And all to put the fine parel of the Englifh mans 1n.
1 Souldier.
What doe you meane by trunkea ¢
2 Souldier.
A fheft man, a hundred fhefts.
1 Shouldier.
Awee, awee, awee, Me will tell you what,
Me ha put five fhildren out of my houfe,
And all too little to put the fine apparrell of the
Englith mans in.
Drummer. )
Oh the brave the brave apparrell that wee fhall have anon,
but come, and you fhall fee what me will tro at the Kings

Drummer and Fife,

Z 4 Ha,
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Ha, me ha no good lucke, tro you.
3 Souldier.

Faith me will tro at the Karle of Nortbumberland
And my Lord a #illowéze, with his great horfe,
Snorting, farting, oh brave horfe,

! 1 Souldier.

Ha, bur Lady you ha reafonable good-lucke,
Now I will tro at the King himfclfe,

Ha, me have no goed lucke.

Enters a Captaine.
Captaine.
How now what make you here,
So farve from the campe?
2 Souldier.
Shal me tell our captain, what we have done heres
.Df'?{?}f??.’er-
Awee, awee. [ Exeunt Drum and one Souldiers
2 Souldier.
I will tell you what we have done,
We have been troing on fhance on the dice,
But none can win the King,
Capm_i:ze.
I thinke fo, why be is left behind for mee
And I have fet three or foure chaire makers a worke,
To make a new difguifed chaire to fet that womanly King of
England in, that all the people may laugh and {coffe ac him,
2 Souldier.
O brave Captaine,
Captaine.
I am glad and yet with a Kind of pitty,
To fee the poore King. '
Who ever faw a more flourithing avmie in Framce in On€
day then hereis. Are not here all the Peeres of France!
Are not here the Normans with their fierie hand Gunnes
and ilaunching Curtleaxes. :
Are not here the Barbarians with their bard horfes, and lanch-
ing fpeares ?
Are not here Pickardes with their Crofbows and piercing Darts ’
The Henves with their cutting Glaves, and fharpe Carbuckles?
Are not here the Lance Knights of Burgundie?

And
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And on the other fide, a fite of poore Englifh feabs 2
Why take an Englifh man out of his warme bed,
And his ftale drinke but one moneth,

And alaffe, what will become of him ?

But give the Frenchman a Reddifh root, ‘
And he will live with it all the days'of his life. [ Exit.
Z S-};‘.-!fﬂ?ffr’?'.

Oh the brave apparrcll that we fhall have of the Englifh mans.
' [ Ewite
Enters the King of England, and bis Lords. '

Henry: 5o
Come my Lords and fellowes of Armes,
What company is there of the French men ?
Ouxford.
And it pleafe your Majefty,
Our Captaines have numbred them,
And fo neare as they can judge,
They are about threelcore thoufand horfemen,
And forty thoufand footmen.
Henry s.
‘They threefcore thoufand,
And we but two thoufand.
They threefcore thonfand footmen,
And we twelve thoufand.
They are a hundred thoufand,
And we forty thoufand, ten to one.
My Lords and loving Countrey men,
Though we be few, and they many, \ z
Feare not, your quarrell is good, and God will defend you:
Plucke up your hearts, for this day we fhall eyther have
A valiant vi&ory, or an honourable death. e
Now my Lords, [ will that my uncle the Duke of Yorke,
Have the avantgard in the battell.
The Earle of Dardy, the Barle of Oford,
The Earle of Kent, the Earle of I\"uf.-‘ixg-bfff‘f‘f,
The Earle of I[z:fzf;’i?g}'rf:z, 1 will have belide the army,
That they may come frefh upon them,
And I my felfe with the Duke of Bedford,
The Duke of Clarence, and the Duke of Gloffer,
Will be in the midit of the bateell,

Furthermore,




362 THE FAMOUS VICTORIES

Furthermore, I will that my Lord of Willowbie,
And the Earl of Northumberland, :
With their troupes of horfemen, be continually running like
wings on both f{ides of the army:
My Lord of Northumberland, on the left wing.
Then I will that every archer provide him a ftake of a tree, and
fharpe it at both ends,
And at the firft encounter of the horfemen,
To pitch their ftakes downe into the ground before them,
‘That they may gore themfelves upon them,
And then to recoyle backe, and thoot wholly altogether.
And fo difcomfite them. -
- Oxford.
And it pleafe your Majelty,
I will take that in charge, if your Grace be therwith.content,
Henry s.
With all my heart, my good Lord of Oxford.
And go and provide quickly.
' Oxford.
I thanke your Highnefle, [Ewits
Henry §e
Well my Lords, our battels are ordayned,
And the French making bonfires, and at their banquets,
But let them looke, for I meane to {etupon them.
/ [The Trumpet foundss

Soft, here comes fome other French meffage.

Enters Herauld,

Heraid,
King of England, my Lord High Conftable,
And other of my Lords, confidering the poor eftate of thee
And thy poore Countrey men,
Sends me to know what thou wilt give for thy ranfome 2
Perhaps thou mayeft agree better cheape now,
Then when thou art conquered.
Henry s,
Why then belike your EHigh Conftable,
Sends to know what I will give for my Ranfome ?
Now truft me Herald, not fo much as a tun of Tenis-balls,
No not fo much as one poore Tennis-ball :
Rather fhall my body lie dead in the Field to feed crowes,
Then
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Then ever England fhall pay one penny ranfome
For my bodie.
Herald,
A Kingly refolution.
Henry 5.
No Herald, tis a Kingly refolution,
And the refolution of a King : _
Here take this for thy paines. [Ewit Herald,
But ftay my Lords, what time is}it?
Al

Prime my Lord.

Henry €.
Then it is good time no doubr,

For all England prayeth for us:
What my Lords, me thinks you looke cheerfully upon me 2
Why then with one voyce, and like true Englifh hearts,
With me throw up your caps. and for Zagland.
Crie S, George, and God and S. George heipe us.

[Strike Drummes.  Exeunt omnes.
] Zhe French-men cry withing S. Dennis, S. Dennisy, Mount,

) ~ Joy, Saiut Dennis.

The Battell.
Enters King of England, and bis Lords,

Henry .
Come my Lords, come, by this time our
Swords are almoft drunke with French bloud,
But my Lordes, which of you can tell me how many of our
Armie be flaine in the Battell ? :
Oxford.
And it pleafe your Majeftie,
There are of the French Armie flaine,
Above ten thoufand, twentie fixe hundred
Whereof are Princes and Nobles bearing Banners :
Bc_ﬁdcs, all the Nobilitie of France are taken prifoners.
Of your Majeftie Arinie, are {laine none but the good
Duke of ¥vr#e, and not above five or fixe and twentic
ommon fouldiours.
Henry s
For the good Duke of Zorke my Unckle,
I am hesrnly forrie, and greatly lament his misfortune,




364 THE FAMOUS VICTORIES

Vet the honourable victorie which the Lord hath given us,
Doth make me mueh rejoyee: - But ftay,

Here comes another French meflage. [ Sound Trampet,

Enuters a Heranld, and kueeleth,

Herald.
God fave the life of the moft mightie Conqueror,
The bonourable King of Enrgland ?
Heary 5.
Now Herald, me thinks the world is changed
With you now : what? I am fure it is a great di{'grﬂce for a
Herald to knecle to the King of England.
What 1s thy meflage ?
'\ Herald,
My Lord and Maifter, the conquered King of Frauce
Sends thee long health, with heartie grecting,
Henry g.
Herald his greetings are welcome,
But I thanke God for my healch :
Well Herald, fay on,
Herald.
He hath {ent me to’defire your Majeftie,
To give him leave to goe into the field to view his poore
Countrey-men, that they may all be honourably buried.
Henry
Why Herald, doth thy Lord and Mafter
Send to me to bury the dead,
Let him bury them a Gods name.
But T pray thee Herald, where is my Lord High Conftable,
And thofe that would have had my ranfome ¢
" Eﬂ'f':’!tf;f.
And it pleafe your Majeftic,
He was flamne in the battell.
Henty s
Why you may fee, you will'make your felyes
Sure before the victory be’wonne : but Herald,
What Caffle is this, {o neere adjoyning to our Campe ?
Herald.
And it pleafe your Majeftie,
Tis calde the Caltle of gincours.
Henty
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Henry s,
Well then my Lords of Euglaud,
For the more honour of our Englifhmen,
I will that this be for ever calde the battell of Agincours.
: JLI:ES."I .a fl‘ I‘I-
And it pleafe your Majefty, .
I have a further meflage to deliver to your Majefty.
Henry .
What is that, Herald? fay on.
HF?‘:IS:.". A
And it pleafe your Majefty, my Lord and Mafter,
Craves to parley with your Majeity.
Henry 5
With a good will, fo fome of my Nobles
View the place for feare of trechery and treafon.
Herald,
Your Grace needs not to doubr that, [ Exit Herald
Henry G '
Well, tell him then T will come.
Now my Lords, I will goe into the field my felfe,
To view my Countrey men, and to have then honourably
buried, for the French King fhall never furpatie me 1n curtelie,
whiles T am Haryy King of England. !
Come on my Lords. [ Exeunt omnes,

Enter John Cobler, azd Rabin Pewterer,
_ Robin.
Now, Fobn Cobir, ' ;
Didft thou fee how the King did behave himfelfe ?
Fob.
But Robin, didft thou fee what a policy
The King had, to fee how the French men were kilde
With the i{takes ol the trees.
Robin.
1 Fobn, there was a brave policie.

Enters an Englith Souldier ronminge
Souldier.
What are you my maflers ?
.:-’Mr.’}.
Why we be Enalithmen.
i 3 7 Sozldrer.
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Sowldier.

Are you Englith men, then change your language,
For all the Kings tents are fet a fire,
And all they that {peake Englith will be kildes

' Foba. :

What fhall we do Robin, faith ile fhift,

For I can fpeake broken French.
' Robin.
Faith {o can I, lets heare how thou canft -{peake ?

Sobn

Robin.
Thats well, come lets be gone.  [Drum and Trumpets found.

Commodevales Monfieur.

Enter Dexicke roming. Afier him a Frenchman, and takes him
prifoner.

Dericke.

O good Mounfer.

French-mar,
Come, come, you willeaco.
: Dericke.
O I will fir, T will,
Frenchman.
Come quickly you pefant.
Dericke.
I will fir, what fhall I give you ?
Frenchinan.
Marry thou fhalt give me,
One, to, tre, foure hundred Crownes,
Dericke.
Nay fir, T will give you more,
I will give you as many crownes as will Iye on your {word,
Freachman,
Wilt thon give me as many crownes
As will lye on my fword ¢
Dericke.
I marrie will I, I but you mult lay downe your
Sword, or elfe they will not lye on your fivord.
[ Here the Erenchman layes dewwone bis Sivordy and the Clowné takes
it up, and burles hine deavnes

D‘L',“.;n’.'.\il'a
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Dericke.
Thou villaine, dareft thou looke up ?
Frenchman.
O good Monfieur comparteve.
Monfiewr, pardon me.
.D fir & -.E.L' ,rET .
O you villaine, now you lye at my mercy,
Doeft thou remember fince thou Jambit me 1n thy fhort el ?
O villaine, now I will ftrike oft thy head.
[Here avbile be turnes bis backe, the Frenchman runnes bis Wayess
Dericke.
What is he gone, mafle I am glad of i,

For if he had ftaid, I was afraid he would have fturd againe

And then I fhould have beene fpilt,
But I will away, to kill more Frenchmen.

Enters King of France, King of England, and attendarnts,

Henry s.
Now my good brothet of France,
My coming into this land was'not to fhed bloud,
But for the right of my Countrey, which it you can deny,
I am content peaceably to leave my {fiege,
And to depart out of your land.
Charles.
What is your demaund,
My loving brother of England ?
Henry .
My Secretary hath it written, read it.
Secretary.
Item, that immediately Henry of England
Be crowned King of France.
Charles.
A very hard fentence,
My good brother of England.
Henry 5.
No more but right, my good brother of Frazce.
Lrench King.
Well, read on.
Secretary.
_Item, that after’the death of the faid Herry,
The Crowne remaine to him and his heyres for ever.
7 ~ Hronch
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French King.

Why then you doe not onely meane to difpoffeffe me, but
alfo my fonne. :
Hfm_‘y g

Why my good brother of France,

You have had it long inough :
And as for Prince’ Dolphin,
Tt 1kils not though he fit bende the faddle :
Thus T have fec it downe, and thus it fhall bes
French King.
You are very peremptory,
My good brother of Ezngland.
H}szy L.
And you as perverfe, my good brother of France,
Charles.
Why then belike all that T have here is youre.
Heury g. g
1 cven as farre as the kingdom of France reaches.
Charles.
I for by this hote beginning,
We fhall {carce bring it to a calme ending.
Heary §e
‘It is as you pleafe, herc is my refolutiom.
Charles.
Well my brother of England,
If you will give me a coppy,
We will meet you againe to morrow. | A
: [ Eait King of France, and oll thiur altenaaniss
Henry s
Wiih a good will my good brother of France,
Secretary deliver him a Copie,
My Lords of England goe before,
And I will follow you. [ Exennt Lords.
Henry §a [ Speakes to bimfelfed
Ah Harry, thrice unhappy Hermy,
Haft thou now conquerd the French King,
And begins a frefh fupply with his daughter,
But with what face canft thou feeke to gaine her love,
Which haft fought to win her fathers Crowne? Tet
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Her fathers Crowne faid I, ‘no it is mine owne ;

I but I love her, and muft crave her,
Nay I love her, aiid will have her.

Enters Lady Katheren “aud ber Ladies,

But here fhee comes : ;
How now fayre Lady Kaileren of France,
What newes? o
Katheren.
And it pleafe your Majetty, :
My father {ent me to know if you will debate any of thefe
Unreafonable demands, which you require,
. Henry 5.
Now truft me Kate, ,
I commend thy fathers wit greatly in this, d
«For none in the world could fooner have made me debate it,
If 1t were poffible : _ 3
But tell me feet Kate, canit thou tell how to loves
Kate.
I cannot hate my good Lord,
Therefore farre unfic were it for me to love,
Henry s.
_ Tufh Kate, but tell me 1in plaine termes,
Canit thou love the King of England ?
I cannot doe as thefe Countries doe,
That fpend halfe their time in wooeing:
Tufh wench, I am none fuchs
But wilt thou: go over to England 2
_ : Kate, ;
I would to God, that I had your Majefty,
As falt in love, as you have my father in warres,
I would not vouchfafe fo much as one looke, :
Untill you had related all thefe unreafonable demaunde.
Henry g.. z
Tufh Kate, I know thou would(t not ufe mee fo hardly s
but tell me, canft thou love the King of England ? 2
7 Kate.

How fhould I love him, that hath dealt fo hardly with myp
father ? A

Aa Henry




0. THE FAMOUS VICTORIES.

: Hepry. 5.
But ile deale as eafily with, thee,
As thy heart can imagine, o tongue require,,
How {ayft thou, what will it be ?
' . Kate, -
1f 1 were of my owne direction,
T could give you anbwere:
But feging I ftand atmy fathers dire€tion,
I muft firft know his will. '
I'_Ezm:y g.
But fhall I have thy gcod will.1n'the mean feafon ¢
: : ' 'Kate. bk 5 el 2
Whereas I can put your Grdce in noaffurance,
1 would be loath to put your: Grace in any defpayre.
Henry s. R A
Now before God, it is a fiveet wench,
& ' " [She goes afide, and fpeakes as Jollozvesh,
' Kate, = R0
I may thinke my felfe the hippieft in the world,
"That is beloved of the mightie king of England.
Henry 5. g S
Well Kate, are you at hoaft with me?
Sweete Kate, tell thy father from me,
That none in the worldcould fooner’have perfiwaded mee (0,
it then thou, and fo tell thy father from me. -
' . Kate B
God keepe your Majefty in‘good health. [Exit Kate,
‘ Henry 5.
Farewell fiveet Kate, in faith it'is a fweet wench,
But if I knew I could not have her fathers good will,
1 would fo rowfe the Towers over his eares,”
That I would make him be glad to bring her me,
Upon his hands ‘and knees.” [ Exit Kingo

Enters Devicke awith bis girdle full of Jhooes.

Desiicle.
How now ? Sownes it did ine good to fee how I did triumph
over the Freénch men. :

Entars
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Enters John Cobler roving, with a packe full of apparreils
15’16?} .
Whoope Dericke, how docit thou?
Dei‘f{.‘d{‘é’,
What Fobn Comedevales, alive yet?
j’ﬂb?‘o
I promife thee Dericke, 1 fcapt hardly,
For I was within halfe a mile when one was kilde.
Dericke.
Were you {o ?
. Fobn,
I trut me, I had like beene flaine.
Dericke.
But once kilde, why it tis nothing,
I was foure or five times flaine.
Fobne

Foure or five times {laine.

‘Why how couldft thou have beene alive now ?

\ i Dericke.
O Fobn, never fay fo, \ :
For I was calde the bloudy fouldier amongft them all.
01’3}30
Why what did(t thou ?
e Derickes
Why, I will tell thee Fobn, :
Every day when I went into the field,
I would take a ftraw, and thruft it into my nofe, :
And make my nofe bleed, and then I would go into the field
And when the Captaine faw me, he would fay,
Peace a bloudy fouldier, and bid me ftand afide,
Whereof I was glad :
But marke the chance Fobn.
I went and ftood behind a tree, but marke then- Fobn,
I thought I had beene fafe, but on a fodaine,
There fteps to me a lufty tall French-man,
Now he drew, and I drew,
Now I lay here, and he lay there. _
Now I fet this leg before, and turned this backeward,
And fkipped quite over a hedge, .
And he faw me no more there that days
And was not this well done John?
Aaz .
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Fobn.
Mafle Dericke, thou haft a witty head.
Dericke.

I Fobn, thou maift fee, it thou hadft taken my counfel.

But what haft thou there ?
- I thinke thou haft bene robbing the French-men.
Fobhn.
I faith Dericke, I have gotten fome reparrell,
To carry home to'my Wife.
Dericke.
And I have got fome fhooes,
For Lle tell thee what I did, when they were dead,
I would go take off all theyr fhooes, '
Fobn.
I, but Dericke, how fhall wee get home ?
Dt’f‘f‘(‘éf. =
Nay, fownds and they take thee,
They will hang thee,
O Jobn, never doe fo, if it be thy Fortune to be hangd,
Be hangd in thy ewne language whatfoever thou docft.
Joba.
Why Dericke the warres 1s done,
We may goe home now.
3 Dericke.
I, but you may not go before you afke the king leave ;
But I know a way to go home, and afke the king no leave.
Fobn,

How 1s that Dericke 2
; Dericle.

Why Fobn, thou knoweft the Duke of Yorkes
Funerall muft be carryed into England, doeft thou not ?
Fobn,

I, that 1 doe,
‘ e Dericke.
Why then thou knowelt weele go with it,
. Fobr, -
1 but Dericke, how fhall wee doe for to meet them ?
% Dericie,
Sewn Is'if I make not fhift to meet them, hang me.
Syria, thou knowelt that in every Towne there will
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Be ringing, and there will be cakes and drinke :
Now I will goe to the Clarke and Sexton,

373

' And keepe a talking, and fay, O this fellow rings well :

And thou fhalt goe and take a piece of cake, then ile ring,
And thou fhalt fay, Oh this'fellow keepes' a good ftint,
And then I wil goe drinke to thee all the way :
But I marvell what my dame wil fay when we come home,
Becaufe we have not a French word to caft at a Dog
By the way i
Fobn.
Why what fhall we doe, Dericke ?
Dericke.
Why Fobn, ile goe before, and call my dame whore,
And thou fhalt come after, and fet fire on the houfe.
We may doe it Fobn, for ile prove it,
Becaufe we be fouldiers. [The Trumpess found.
Fobu,

Dericke helpe me to carry my fhooes and bootes.

Enters King of England, Lord of Oxford, and Exceter, then the
King of France, Prince Dolphin, and the Duke of Burgondy,
and attendants.

. Henry g,
Now my good brother of France,

" 1 hope- by this time you have deliberated of ybur anfwere.

French King.

I my wel beloved brother of Ergland,
We have viewed 1t over with our learned Councell,
But cannot finde that you fhould be crowned
King of France.

Heary 5.

What not King of France, then nothing,
I muft be king : but my loving brother of France,
I can hardly torget the late injuries offered me,
When I came lait to parley,
The French men had better a raked
The bowels out.of their fathers carkafies,
Then to have fiered my Tentes,
And'if I knew thy fonne Prince Dolpbin for one,

‘« I svould fo rowfe him, as he was never fo rowfed.

A q 3 F)'c‘,'m‘s
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French King.

1 dare fweare for my fonnes Innocency in this matter.
But if this pleafe you, that immediately you be :
Proclaimed and crowned Heyre and Regent of Frauce,
Not king, becaufe I my felfe was once crowned king.

Henry 5. s
Heyre and Regent of France, thatis well,
But that is not all that I muft have.
French King.
The reft my Secretary hath in writing,
Secretary.
Ttem, that Henry king of England,
Be crowned Heyre and Regent of France,
During the life of king Charles, and after his death,
The Crowne with all rights, to remaine to King Henzy
Of England, and to his heyres for ever.
' Henry s,
Well, my good brother of France,
There is one thing I muft needs defire.
' " French King.
What is that, my good brother of England ?
Henry s.
"That all your Nobles muft be fworne to be true to me.
French King.
Whereas they have not ftucke with greater matters, I know
they will not fticke with fuch a trifle,
Beginne you my Lord Duke of Burgondie.
 Henry g.
Come, my Lord of Burgondie,
"Take your oath upon my fword.
Burgondie
I Philip Duke of Burgondie,
Sweare to Henry King ot England,
"To be true to him, and to become his league-man,
And that if T Phuip heare of any forraigne power,
Comming to invade the fayde Henry, or his heyres,
"T'hen I the fayde Philip to fend him word,
And ayde him with all the power I can make,
And thereunto I take my oath, [ He kiffeth the fevord.
3 Henry
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H;’?IG’ 5-
Come, Prince Dolphin, you muft fiveare too.
(He kiffeth the fword,
_ Henry .
Well, my brother of France, y
There is one thing more I muft nceds require of you.
French King.
Wherein is it that we may fatisfie your Majeftie > -
Henry 5.
A trifle my good brother of France.
I meane to make your daughter Queenc of England,
If fhe be willing, and you therewith content : .
How fayft thou Kate, canit tI};?u love the King of Exgland ?
ate. y
How thould I love thee, which is my fathers enemic ?
Henry 5.
Tut ffand not upon thefe points,
Tis you muft make us friends : :
1 know Kate, thou art not a little proud, that I love thee,
What wench, the king of Exgland.
French King. )
Daughter let nothing ftand betwixt the king of England
and thee, agree to it.
Kate.
1 had beft whilft be is willing,
Left when I would, he will not,
I reft at your Majefties commaund.
. Henry 5.
‘Welcome fiweet Kate, but my brother of France
What fay you to it ? '
French King.
With all my heart I like it,
But when fhall be your wedding day ?
Henry 5.
The firft Sunday of the next moneth,

Gl [ Sound ?}fw.}bers.
BUMVLCIRE ) [ Excunt omnese
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Buter king Leir and nobles,

{ l VHUS to our griefe the obfequies performd
Of our (too late) deceaft and dearelt queen,

Whofe foule I hope, pofiett of heavenly joyes,
Doth ride in triumph ’mongft the cherubins ;
Let us requeft your grave advice, my lords,
For the difpofing of our princely daughters,
For whom our care is fpecially imployd,
As nature bindeth to advance their ftates,
In royal marriage with fome princely mates :
For wanting now their mothers good advice,

nder whofe government they have received
A perfit patterne of a vertuous life :
Left as it were a fhip without a fterne, .
Or filly fheepe without a paftors care ;
Although our felves doe dearely tender them,

Bb 2




380 THE HISTORY OF KING LEIR

Yet are we ignorant of their affayres :

For fathers beft do know to governe fonnes 3

But daughters fteps the mothers counfel turnes.

A fonne we want for to fucceed our crowne,

And courfe of time hath cancelled the date

Of further iffue froin our withered loines :

One foote already hangeth in the grave,

And age hath made decpe furrowes in my face :

The world of me, I of the world am weary,

And I would faine refigne thefe earthly cares,

And thinke upon the welfare of my foule:

Which by no better meanes may be effected,

"Then by refigning up the crowne from me.

In equal dowry to my daughters three.
Skalliger,

A worthy care, my liege, which well declares,
The zecale you bare unto our guondam queene :
And fince your grace hath licens’d me to {peake,
1 cenfure thus ; your majefty knowing well,
What feveral futers your princely daughters have,
To make them eche a jointer move or lefle,

As is their worth, to them that love profefle,
Lerr.

No more, nor lefle, but even all alike,
My zeale is fixt, all fafhtond in one mould:
Wherefore unpartial fhall my cenfure be,
Both old and young fhall have alike for me.

Nobles.

My gracious lord, I hartily do wih,
That God hath lent you gn heire indubitate,
W hich might have fet upon your royal throne,
When fates fhould loofe the prifon of your life,
By whofe fucceffion all this doubt might ceafe 3
And as by you, by him we might have peace.
But after-wifhes ever come too late,
And nothing can revoke the courfe of fate :
Wherefore, my liege, my cenfure deemes it beit,
To match them with fome of your neighbour kings,
Bordring within the bounds of .A/bion,
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By whofe united friendthip, this our ftate
May be protected ’gainft all forraine hate,

Leir.

Here:in, my lords, your wifhes fort with mine,
And mine (I"hope) do fort with heavenly powers :
For at this inftane two neere neighbouring kings,
Of Cornwall and of Cambria, motion love
To my two daughters, Gonoril and Ragan.

My youngeft daughrer, faire Cordella, vowes

No liking to a monarch, valefle love allowes.

She is follicited by divers peeres;

But none of them her partial fancy heares.

Yet, if my policy may her beguile,

1le match her to fome king within this ile,

And {o eftablifh fuch a perfit peace,

As fortunes force fhall ne’re prevaile to ceafe.
Perillus.

Of us and ours, your gracious care, my lord,
eferves an everlalting memory,

To be inrol’d in chronicles of fame,
By never-dying perpetuity :
Ct to become {o provident a prince,
Lofe not the title of a loving father :
Do not force love, where fancy cannot dwell,
eft ftreames being {topt, above the banks do fwell,
- Letr,
Iam refoly’d, and even now my mind
oth meditate a fudden ftratagem,
O try which of my daughters loves me beft :
hich till I know, I cannot be in reft.
his graunted, when they jointly fhall contend,
‘che to exceed the other in their love :
en at the vantage will I take Cordella,
Yen as fhe doth proteft fhe loves me beft,
€ fay, then, daughter, graunt me one requelt,
O fhew thou lovett me as thy fifters doe,
£eept a hufband, whom my felf will woo.

" 118 faid, fhe cannot well deny my fute,

though (poore foule) her fences will be mute ¢
Bb 3
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Then will I triumph in my policy,
And match her with a king of Brittany.
Skalliger.
1le to them before; and bewray your fecrecy.
Perillus,
Thus fathers think their children to beguile,
And oftentimes themfelves do firft repent,
When heavenly powers do fruftrate their intent. [ Exennt.

Enter Gonorill and Ragan,
Gonorill.

I matvel, Ragan, how you can indure
To fee that proud pert peat, our youngeft fifter,
So flightly to account of us, her elders,

As if we were no better then her felf !

We cannot have a quaint device {o {oone,

Or new made fafhion, of our choice invention 3
~ But if fhe like it, fhe will have the fame,

Or {tudy newer to exceed us both.

Befides, fhe is {o nice and fo demure;

So fober, courteous, modeft, and precife,

That all the court hath work ynough to do,

To talke how fhc exceedeth me and you.
Ragan.

What thould T do ? would it were in my power,
To find a cure for this contagious 1ll = .
Some defperate medicine muft be foone applied,
T'o dimme the glory of her mounting fames
Fls ere’t be long, fheele have both prick and praife,
And we muft be fet by for working dayes.

Doe you not {ee what feveral choice of futers
She daily hath, and of the beft degree ?
Say, amongft all, fhe hap to fancy ong,
And have 2 hufband when as we haye none 2
Why then, by right, to her we muft _g'wc piace,
"Ihough it be ne're {o much to cur difgrace.

' Gonorills

By my virginity, rather then fhe ihall have

A hufhand before me, ol
tle marry onc or other 1n his fhirt:
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And yet I have made halfe a graunt already
Of my good will unto the king of Cornwal.
Ragan, :
Sweare not fo deeply (fifter) here commeth my L. Skalliger.
Something his hafty comming doth import,

Bnter Skalliger.

Skalliger.

Sweet princefles, T am glad I met you heere fo luckily,
Having good newes which doth concerne ycu both,
And craveth {peedy expedition.

Ragan.

For Gods fake tell us what it is, my lord,

I ain with child untill you utter it.
Skalligers

Madam, to fave your longing, this itis:
Your father in great fecrecy to day
Told me, he meanes to marry you out of hand
Unto the noble prince of Cambria;

You, madam, to the king of Cornwalls grace :

Your yonger fifter he would faine beftow

Upon the rich king of Hibernia:

But that he doubts, fhe hardly will confent ;

For hitherto fhe ne’re could fancy him.

If fhe do yeeld, why then, betweene you three,

He will devide his kingdome for your dowrics.

But yet there is a further myftery,

Which, fo you will conceale, T will difclofe,
Gonoriil.

What e’er thou fpeakit to us, kind Skallzger,

Thinke that thou fpeakit it only to thy felfc,

' Skalliger.

He earneftly defireth for to know,
Which of you three do bearc moft love to him,
And on your loves he fo extremely dotes,
As never any did, I thinke, before.
He prefently doth meane to fend for you,
To be refolv’d of this tormenting doubt :
And looke, whofe anfwere pleafeth him the beft,
They fhall have moft ‘unto their marriages.
B b 4
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- Ragan.
O that I had fome pleafing mermaids voice,
For to inchaunt his fencelefle fences with !
Skalliger.
For he fuppofeth that Cordella will
(Striving to go beyond you in her love)
" Promife to do what cver he defires :
Then will he ftraight enjoine her for his fake,
The Hibernian king in marriage for to take.
This 15 the fumme of all I have to fay;
Which being done, I humbly take my leave,
Not doubting but your wifdomes will forefee
What courfe will beft unto your good agree,
Gonorill, -
Thanks, gentle Skalliger, thy kindnes undeferved,
Shall not be unrequited, if we live, f Zxip Skalliger.
Ragan,
Now have we fit occafion offred us,
To be reveng’d upon her unperceiv’ds
Gonorill,
Nay, our revenge we will infli on her
Shall be accounted piety in ug:
I will fo flatter with my doting father,
As he was ne’re fo flattred in, hisilife.
Nay, I will fay, that if it be his pleafure,
To 'match me to a begger, I will yeeld :
For why, I know what ever I do fay,
He meanes to match me with the Cornwall king.
Ragan,
Ile fay the like: for I am well affured,
What e’re I fay to pleafe the old mans mind,
Who dotes, as if he were a child againe,
I fhall injoy the noble Cambrian prince:
Only, to feed his humour, wall fuffice,
To fay, I am content with apy one
Whom heele appoint me ; this will pleafe him mare
Then e’re Appolloes mufike pleafed, Fove.
Gonorill.
I finile to think, in what a wofull plight
Cordella will be, when we anfwere thus :
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E {
For fhe will rather dye, then give conient
To joine in marriage with the 1'-:-rr; king
So will our father think, fhe loveth him not,
Becaufe fhe will not graunt to his defire,
Which we will aggravate 1n {uch bitter L
“That he will foone convert his love to hate:
For he, you know, is alwayes in extremes.
Ragan.

Not all the world could lay a better plot,

I long till it be put in practice.

Exter Leir and Perillus.

Leir.
Perillus, po. fecke my daughters, 2
Will them immediately come and fpeak with me.
Perillus. 5%
I will, my gracious lord. . [Zxite
Ler.. )
Oh, what a combat feeles my panting heart, ;
"Twixt childrens love, and care of cnmi[-noin_ weale !
-e my daughters are unto my ioul,
Il‘gfztr:;edli?:jvcsf but %e, that knowes my thoghts and fecret deeds.
Ah, little do they know the deare regard,
Wherein 1 hold their future {tate to come:
When they fecurely fleepe on beds of downe,
Thefe aged eyes do watch for their behalfe :
While they like wantons fpert in youthful toyes,
This thmBhing heart is pear{t with dire annoyes,
As doth the fun exceed the {malleft ftarre,
So much the fathers love exceeds the childs.
Yet my complaynts are cauflefle : fo; the world
Affords not children more conformable:
And yet, me thinks, my mind prefageth fiil
I kuow not what; and yet I feare lome il

Eater Perillus, awith the three daughters.

Well, here my daughters come: T have found out
A prefent meanes o sid me of this doubr.
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Gonorill,
Our royal lord and father, in all daty,
We come to know the tenour of your will,
Why you fo haftily have fent for us,
Leir.
Deare Gonorill, kind Ragan, {weet Cordella,
Ye florithing branches of a kingly ftocke,
Sprung from a tree that once did flourifh greene,
Whofe blofflomes now are nipt with winters froft,
And pale grym death doth wayt upon my fteps,
And {ummons me unto his next aflizes.
Therefore, deare daughters, as ye tender the fafety
Of him that was the caufe of your firft being,
Refolve a doubt which much molefts my mind,
Which of you three to me would prove moft kind ;
Which loves me moft, and which at my requeft '
Will fooneft yeeld unto their fathers heit.
Gonorill.
I hope, my gracious father makes no doubt
Of any of his daughters love to him:
Yet for my part, to fhew my zeal to you,
Which cannot be in windy words reheartt,
1 prize my love to you at fuch a rate,
1 thinke my life inferiour to my love.
Should you injoine me for to tie a milftone
About my neck, and leape into the fea,
At your commaund I willingly would doe it
Yea, for to doe you good, I would afcend
The highett turret in all Brittany,
And from the top leape headlong to the ground:
Nay, more, fhould you appoint me for to marry
The meaneft vaffaile in the {pacious world,
Withour reply I would accomplifh it:
In briefe, commaund whatever you defire,
And if I faile, no favour I require.
o Lolz.
O, how thy words revive my dying {oule!
. Cordella.
O, how I doe abhorre this flattery !
2
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Leir.
But what fayth Ragan to her father’s will
Ragan, '

0, that my fimple utterance could fufiice,
To tell the true intention of my heart,
Which burnes in zeale of duty to your grace,
And never can be quench’d, but by deﬁr_e
T'o {hew the fame in outward forwardnetle.
Oh, that there were iome other maid_rhar durft
But make a challenge of her love with me;
Ide make her foone confefle fhe never loved
Her father halfe fo well as I doe you.
I then my deeds fhould prove in plainer cafe,
How much my zeale aboundeth to your grace:
But for them all, let this one meane fuffice.
To ratify my love before your eyes :
I have right noble futers to my love,
No worfe then kings, and happely I love one:
Yes, would you have me make my choice ancws
Ide bridle fancy, and be rulde by you.

Leirs

Did never Philomel fing fgﬂ 1;\:&?; ‘a note.
Did never flatterer tell fo filff: a tale.
£it.
Speak now, Cordella, make my joyes at fuil,
And drop downe neftar from thy hony lipse
' Cordella.

duty forth in words,
I hope my deeds fhall make report for me :

I cannot paint my

But looke what love the child doth O“ic the father,
1 u I beare, my gracious lofd,
g 4 gﬂiﬁréﬁ. ;
1 g rer indeed :
Here is an anfivere anfwerlefle mnc 0
Were you my daughter, I {hould fearcely brooke it.
Ragan. .
Doft thou not blafh, proud peacock as thou arky

To make our father fuch a flight reply 2
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Why | : e
y how now, minion, are you o o pr
Doth our deare love make 1'y‘::u ghus ;Z?:mn‘;t? P;QUd s
What, 15 your love become fo {mall to us,. £
As that you fcorne to tell us what it is ? ¢
Do you love us, as every child doth love
Their father ¢ True indeed, as fome,
Who by difobedience fhort their fathers dayes
And fo would you ; fome are fo father-fick,
That they make meanes to rid them from tk,xe world ;
And fo would you: fome are indifferent 5
Whether their aged parents live or die ; :
And fo are you.  But, didtt thou know, proud girl
What care I had to fofter thee to this. S
Ah, thn thou wouldft fay as thy ﬁ&er"s do;
Qur life 15 lefie, then love we owe to you. :
Cordella.
Deare father, do not fo miftake my words
Nor my plaine meaning be miiconftrued ; v
My toung was never ufde to flattery. g
3 b Gonorill.
ou were not beft fay I flatter : if vo
My deeds fhall fhew, I ?‘Iatrer not witl{? yuog?,
I love my father better then thou cantt.
) Cordella.
The praife were great, fpoke from another’s mouth &
But it fhould feeme your neighbours dwell far off. 2
i Ragans _
Nay, here is one, that will confirme as much
As fhe hath faid, both for myfelfe and her.
I fay, thou doft not with my father’s good.
Cordella,
Deare father:
Leir.
P_eace, baftard impe, no iffue of king Leir
I will not heare thee fpeake one tittle more ’
Call not me father, it thou love thy life -
Nor thefe thy fifters once prefume o name:
Looke for no helpe henceforth from me or mine ;
Shift as thou wilr, and truft unto thyfelte : ’
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My kingdome will I equally devide
*Twixt thy two fifters to theirroyal dowre,
And will beftow them worthy their deferts :
This done, becaufe thou fhalr not have the hope
"To have a child’s part in the time to come,
I prefently will difpofietle my felfe, '
And fet up thefe upon my princely throne.
} Gonorill,
1 ever thought that pride would have a fall.
Ragan.
Plaine dealing, fifter: your beauty is {o fheene,

You need no dowry, to make you be a quecne.
[ Exexnt Leir, Gonorill, Ragan,

Cordelia.

Now whither, poore forfaken, fhall'T goe,
When mine owne fifters tryumph in my woe?
But unto him which doth protect the Juft,

In him will poore Cordella put her truft.
Thele hands fhall labour, for to get my {pending;
And fo Ile live unti) my days have ending.

‘ Perillus,

Oh, how I grieve, to fee my lord thus fond,
To dote fo much upon vaine flactering words.
Ab, if be but with good advice had weighed,
The hidden tenure of her humble {peech,

Reafon to rage fhould not have given place,
Nor poore Cordella fuffer fuch difgrace. [ Exite

Eater the Gallian ,éfrzg with Mumford, and three nobles more.

King.

Diffwade me not, my lords, I am refolv’d,
This next faire wind to faile for Brittany,
In fome difguife, to fee if flying fame
Be not ton prodigal in the wonarous prai_rc
Of thefe three nymphes, the daughters ot king Leir.
If prefent view do anfiwere abfeot praile,
And eves allow of what our ears bave heard,
And Fenus ftand aufpicious to my vOwes,
And foftune favour what I take 1n hand;
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I will returne feiz’d of as rich a prize
As Iafon, when he wanne the golden flegce,
Mumford.

Heavens graunt you may : the match were ful of honot,
And well befeeming the young Gallian king,

I would your grace would favour me fo much,

As make me partner of your pilgrimage.

I long to fee the gallant Brizifh dames,

And feed mine eyes upon their rare perfections ¢

For till T know the contrary, Ile fay,

Our dames in Fraunce are far more faire then they.
: King.

Lord Muuford, you have faved me a labour,
In offring that which I did meane to afke :
And I moft willingly accept your company.

Yet firft I will injoine you to obferve
Some few conditions which I fhall propofe.
ﬂfw)g)‘:mf.

So that you do not tye mine eyes for locking
After the amorous glaunces of faire dames :

So that you do not tye my tong from {peaking,

My lips from kifling, when occafion ferves,

My hands from congees, and my knees to bow

To gallant girles ; which were a tafke more hard,

Then fleth and bloud is able to indure :

Commaund what elfe you pleafe, I reft content.
INZ.

To bind thee from a thing thou canft not leave,
Were but a meane to inake thee feeke it more :
And therefore {peake, looke, kifle, falute for me ;
In thefe mylelfe am like to fecond thee.

Now heare thy tatke. I charge thee from the time
That firlt we fet faile for the Briri/h fhore,

To ufe no words of dignity (o me,

B it in the friendlicft manner that thou canft,
Make vuie of me as thy companion :

For we will g difguidde 10 paliners weeds,

That no man fhail miftruft us what we are,

Mumforda
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Munsford.

If that be all, Tle fit your turne I warrant you. I am fome
kin to the Blunts, and, 1 think, the bluntctt of all my kindred ;
therefore if I bee too blunt with you, thanke yourfelfe for
praying me to be fo. =

1ilTa

Thy pleafant company will make the way feeme fhort.

It refteth now, that in my abfence hence,
I do commit the government to you
My trufty lords and faichful counfellers.

' Time cutteth off the reft I have to fay:
The wind blowes faire, and I muft n-eds away.

Nobles.
' Fleavens fend your voyage to as good effect,
As we your land do purpofe to protect. [ Exeunt.

Enter the king of Cornwall and bis man booted and fpurd, a
,- riding wand, and a letier in bis hand.

Cornwall.
But how far diftant are we from the court ?
Serwant.
Some twenty miles, my lord, or thereabouts.
Cornwall,
Tt feemeth to me twenty thoufand miles : _
Yet hope I to be there within this houre. [Zo bimfelfe.
Serawant,
Then are you like to ride alone for me,
I thinke my lord is weary of his life.
Cornavall,
Sweet Ganorill, I long to fee thy face,
Which haft {o kindly gratified my love.

Enter the king of Cambria booted and fpurd, and bis man aith
a wwand and. a letter.

Cambria. -
Get a frefh horfe : for by my foule I {weare,
e [He lookes ot the lettcrs

I am paft patience, longer to forbeare 5
1c
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The wifhed fight of my beloved miftris,
Deate Ragan, ftay and comfort of my life,
s Qi Servant. i
Now what in God’s name doth my lord intend ?

[ Zo himfelfe.

He thinks he ne’er fhall come at’s journey’s end.
1 would he had old Dedalus waxen wings,

"Fhat he might flye, fo I might flay behind:

For ere we get to Troynovant, 1 fee,

He quite will tire himfelfe, his horfe, and me.

Cornwall axd Cambria loke oze upon another, and flart to fet
eche other there.

: Cornwall,
~ Brother of Cambria, we greet you well,
As one whom here we little did expect.
Cambria.
Brother of Cornavall, met in happy time :
T thought as much to have met with the fouldan of Purfia,
As to have met you in this place, my lord.
No doubt, it is about fome great affaires,
"That makes you here {o flenderly accompanied,
Corrwall.
"To fay the truth, my lord, it is no lefle,
And for your part fome hafty wind of chance
Flath blowne you hither thus upon the fudden,
Cambria.
My lord, to break oft further arcumilances,
For at this time I cannot brooke delayes:
Tell you your realon, 1 will tell you mine.
Cornzvalls
In faith content, arnd therefore to be briefe ;
For I am fure iny hafle’s as great aryours :
} am fent for, to come unto King Leir,
W ho by thefe prefent leters promifcth
Fiis eldeft daughter, lovely Gonorill,
"Fo me in mariaue, and for prefent dowry,
“} he moity of halfe his regiments

i
3
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The ladies love I long ago pofledt :
But until now I never had the fathers.
Cambria.

You tell me wonders, yet I will relate :
Strange newes, and henceforth we muft brothers call ;
Witnefle thefe lines : his honourable age,

Being weary of the troubles of his crowne,

His princely daughter Ragar will beftow

On me in mariage, with halfe his feigniories, -

Whom I would gladly have accepted of,

With the third part, her complements are fuch.
Cornwall,

If T have one halfe, and you have the other,

Then betweene us we muft needs have the whole.
Cambria.
" The hole! how meane you that? zlood, I hope,
We fhall have two holes betweene us.
Cornwall,
‘Why, the whole kingdome.
Cantria.
I, that’s very true.
Cornwall.
What then is left for his third daughters dowry,
Lovely Cordella, whom the world admires 2
Cambria,
"Tis very firange, I know not what to thinke,
Unleffe they meane to make a nunne of her.
Cornwall.
"Twere pity fuch rare beauty fhould be hid
Within the compafie of a cloyfters wall :
But howfoe’er, 1f Leir’s words prove true,
It will be good, my lord, for me and you.
Cambria.
Then let us hafte, all danger to prevent,
For feare delayes doe alter his intent. : [ Excunt,

Eunter Gonorill and Regan.

] Genorill,
Sifter, when did you fee Cordella laft,

That pretty piece, that thinks none good ynough

Cec
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To fpeake to her, becaufe (fir-reverence)
She hath a litile beauty extraordinary 2
Ragan.
Since time my father warnd her from his prefence,
I never faw her, that I can remember.
God give her joy of her furpafiing beauty ;
I thinke, her dowry will be fmall ynough.
Gonorill.
I have incenft my father fo againit her,
As he will never be reclaimd againe.
Ragan,
T was not much behind to do the like.
Gonorill, .
Faith, fifter, what moves you to beare her fuch good will 2
Ragan.
In truth, I thinke, the fame that moveth you;
Becaufe fhe doth furpatle us both in beauty.
Gonorill. .
Befhrew your fingers, how right you can gefle:
I tell you true, it cuts me to the heart.
Ragan.
But we will keepe her low enough, I warrant,
And clip her wings for mounting up too hie.
Gonoriil
Who ever hath her, fhall have a rich mariage of her.
Ragan.
She were right fit to make a parfon’s wife :
For they, men fay, do love faire women well,
And many times doe marry them with nothing.
Gonor:ll.

With nothing ! marry God forbid : why,are there any fuch?
Ragan,

I mean, no money.
‘ Gonorill.

I cry you mercy, I miflooke you much ¢
And (he is far too ttacely for the church ;
Shecle lay her hufband’s benefice on her back,
Even in oue gowne, if fhe may have her will,

Ragan. :

In faith, poore foul, T pitty her a litde.

Would e weie lefle taire, or more fortunates
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Well, I thinke long untill I fee my Morgan,
The gallant prince of Caméria, here arnve.
. Gonoriil,

And fo do I, until the Cornwall king
Prefent himfelfe, ro confummate my joyes.
Peace, here commeth my father.

Enter Leir, Perillus; and others,

Lezr,

Ceafe, good my lords, and fue not to rever{e
Our cenfure, swhich is now irrevocable,
We have difpatched Jetters of contract
Unto the kings of Cambria and of Cornwall;
Our hand and feale will juftify no lefle:
Then do not fo difhonour me, my lords,
As to make fhipwrack of our kingly word.
I am as kind as is the pellican,
That kils it felfe, to fave her young ones lives ¢
And yet as jelous as the princely cagle,
That kils her young ones, if they do but dazell
Upon the radiant {plendor of the funne.
Within this two dayes I expett their coming.

Enter kings of Cornwall and Cambria.

Bat in good time, they are arriv’d already.
This hafte of yours, my lords, doth teftity
The fervent love you beare unto my daughters ¥
And think your felves as weleome to king Leir,
As ever Pryams children were to him.
Cornwalls
My gracious lord, and father too, I hope,
Pardon, for that I made no greater hafte ¢
But were my horfe as fiift as was my will,
I long ere this had feene your majelty.
Cambria.
No other fcufe of abfence can I frame,
Then what my brother hath inform’d your grace :
For our undelerved welcome, we do vowe,

Perpetually to reft at your commaund,
Cicla Corntvialls
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Cornwall,
But you, fweet love, illuttrious Gonorill,
The regent, and the foveraigne of my foule,
Is Cornavall welcome to your excellency ?
Gonorill,
As welcome, as Leander was to Hero,
Or brave Aeneas to the Carthage queene
So and more welcome is your grace to me.
Cambria,
O, may my fortune prove no worfe then his,
Since beavens do know, my fancy is as much.
Deare Ragan, fay, if welcome unto thee,
All welcomes elfe will little comfort me.
Ragan.
As gold is welcome to the covetous eye,
As fleepe 15 welcome to the traveller,
As is frefh water to {ea-beaten men,
Or moiftned fhowres unto the parched ground,
Or any thing more welcomer then this,
So and more welcome lovely Morgan 1s.
Leir.
What refteth then, but that we confummate
The celebration of thefe nuptial rites ?
My kingdome I do equally devide.
Princes, draw lots, and take your chaunce as falles.
- [ Then they draw lotse
Thefe I refigne as freely unto you,
As earft by true fucceflion they were mine,
And here 1 do freely difpoffeffe my felfe,
And make you two my true adopted heires *
My felfe will fojorne with my fonne of Cornavall,
And take me to my prayers and my beades.
1 know, my daughter Ragaz will be forry,
Becaufe I do not fpend my dayes with her:
Would I were able to be with both at once;
They are the kindeft girles in Clriftendome.
* Perillus.
1 have bin filent all this while, my lord,
To {ee if any worthier then my felfe,
Would once have fpoke in poore Cordellaes caufe :
4

3
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But love or feare ties filence to their toungs.
Oh, heare me {peake for her, my gracious lord,
Whofe deeds have not deferv’d this ruthlefle doome,
As thus to difinherit her of all. ol
Leir.
Urge this no more, and if - thou love thy life:
I fay, fhe is no daughter, that doth fcorne
To tell her father how fhe loveth him.
Who ever fpeaketh hereof to mee againe,
I will efteeme him for my mortal foe.
Come, let us in, to celebrate with joy,
The happy nuptialls of thefe lovely paires.
: [ Exeunt omnes, manet Perilluse
Perillus.
Ah, who fo blind, as they that will not fee
The neere approch of their owne mifery ?
Poore lady, I extremely pitty her:
And whileft I live, eche drop of my heart blood
Will I ftraine forth, to do her any good. [Exit,

Enter the Gallian ging, and Mumford, difguifed like pilgrims.

Mumford.
My lord, how do you bro;éc this Briztifb aire?
T
My lord, I told you of this fgoli{h humour,
And bound you to the contrary, you know.
Mumford,
Pardon me for once, my lord; I did forget.
- Iﬂg. =
My lord againe ? then let’s have nothing éelfe,
And fo be tane for fpies, and then tis well,
Mumford,
Swounds, T could bite my toung in two for anger 1
For Gods fake name yourfelf fome proper name.
King.
Call me Trefillus: Ile call thee Denapoll.
: Mumford.
Might T be made the monarch of the world,
I could not hit upon thefe names, I fweare.

Cc 3
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' Kz}zg.
Then call me 77/, Il call thee Facke,
Mumford. '
Well, be it fo, for I have well deferv’d to be cal'd Fact
King.
Stand clofe ;. for here a Brirn/h lady commeth ;

FEuter Cordella.
A fairer crcature ne’re mine eyes beheld,
Cordella,

This is a day of joy unto my fifters,
Wherein they borh are mafied vnto kings 3
And 1, by birth, as werthy as themfelves,

Am turnd o the world, to fecke my fortune.

How may 1 blame the fickle queene of chaunce,
That maketh me a patterne of her power?

Ah, poore weake maid, whofe il‘nbtuilit}'

Is far unable tg indure thele bruuts.

Qh, father Leir, how dofl thou wrong thy child,
Who alwayes was obedient to thy will!

But why accufe I fortuce and my father 2

No, no, it is the pleafure of my God :

And I do willingly imbrace the rod,

King.
It is no goddefle ; for (he doﬁ‘; cnmphﬁnc
On fortune, and th' unkindneffe of her father.
Cordella,
Thefle coftly robes ill fitting my eftate,
1 will exchange fur other meaver habit.
Muwmford.
Now 1f I had a kingdome in my hands,
I would exchange it for a milkmaids finock and peticoate,
That fhe and I might (hift our clothes together, '
Cordella,
I will betake me to my threed and needle,
And earne my living with my finpers ends.
Mumford.
O brave! Gad willing, thou fhalt have my cuftome,
By (weet S. Denis, here, L fadly {veare,
For pll the fhires and night-geare that I weare.

CW e Uz
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Cordella.
1 will profeflfe and vow a maidens life.
' Mumford,
Then I proteft thou fhalt ':;.’.r have my cuftom.
Lo,
T can forbeare no longer for to fpeak :
For if I do, I think my heart will breake.
Mumford.

Sblood, #il; 1 Eope you are not in love with my fempfter.

LT
&
I am in fuch a laborinth of love,
As that I know not which way to get oute
Mumford.
You'l ne’re get out, unlefle you firft get in.
17T
(=]
1 prithy Facke, crofle not my paflionse
Mumford.
Prithy Wi, to ber, and "—".",.her patience.
King.
Thou faireft creature, whatfoere thou att,
That ever any mortal eyes beheld,
Vouchfufe to me, who have o'reheard thy woes,
To fhew the caufe ot thefe thy fad laments.
Cordella.
: T
Ah pilgrims, what availes to fhew the v.;au.r:,
When there’s no meanes to find a remedy ?
King.
. 5 . 9
To utter griefe, doth eafe a beart o recharg’d.
- - Cordella.
To touch a fore, doth aggravate the painc.
King.
The filly moufe, by vertue of her teeth,
Relgas’d the princely lion from che net.
; Cordella.
. 5
Kind palmer, which fo much defir’lt to heare
The tragick tale of my unhappy youth :
Know this in briefe, T am the baplefle daughter
Of Leir, fometimes king of Britany.
King.
Why, who debarres his honourable age,
Y, T . - - - ) 2ol i 4
From being ffill the king of Brittany ?
Cca
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) : Cordella.

I\.or}e, but himfelfe hath difpofleft himfelfe
And given all his kingdome to the kings :
Of Cornwall and of Cambria, with my fifters

3 Ki?zg. ;
Hath he given nothing to your lovely felfe 2
s ; Cordella. -
v'd me not, an i 1
Only 'becat_ch 1[ cou’ld uott;}::l]:tifl?gfir%a've- e notag,
And in this day of triumph to my ﬁiiers
Doth fortune triumph in my overthrow.
King.,

Sweet lady, fay there fhould fome a king

As good as either of your fifters hufbands. -

7

To crave your love, would you accept of him 7
Cordella,
T011, doe not mocke with thofe in mifery.
Ir:or-dg not think, though fortune have the pow
To fpoile mine honour, and debafe my ftat i
That fhe hath any interel in my mind: .
For if the greatelt monaich on the earth,

{;hnuld {ue to me in this extremity,
xcept my heart could love, : - 3
Better tht-:::'i any that T 613;?1;3(1 Sl
His great eftate no more ﬂmu!d’ move my mind
Then mountaines move by blalt of cvel'yywind,’
e King.
. flf{r_]k not, {1 et pymph, tis holy palmers soie
To grieved foules frefh torments ro devife: ’
Therefore in witnefle of mv true in:L;:-it .
};'f.ﬂ hc;t:‘wc:n and earnth beare record of n: words
Ibere 15 a young and lufty Gallian ‘uin--—y i
So like to me, as I am to mylelfe £
That earneflly doth crave mii...vc’lh\.- love
And joine with thee in Ejymcns facred Bon:is
r : Cordella. i
The like to thee did ne’re thefe eyes behold ;
OTh live to adde new torments to my grier‘t:- .
Why didit thou thus intrap me unawares ‘
Abh palmer, my citate doth not befit -

A kingly
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A kingly mariage, as the cafe now ftands.

Whilome when as I liv’d in honours height,

A prince perhaps might poftulate my love:

Now mifery, dithonour, and difgrace,

Hath light on me, and quite reverft the cafe.

Thy king will hold thee wife, if thou furceafe

The fute, whereas no dowry will infue.

Then be advifed, palmer, what to do:

Ceafe for thy king, fecke for thy felfe to woo.
ing.

Your birth’s too high for any, but a king.

Cordella.

My mind is low ynough to love a palmer,

Rather then any king upon the earth.
King. :

O, but you never can indure their life,

Which is fo firaight and full of penury.
Cordella.
O yes, I can, and happy if I might:
Tle hold thy palmers ftaffe within my hand,
And thinke it is the feepter of a queene.
Sometime Ile fet thy bonnet on ‘my head,
And thinke I weare a rich imperial crownee
Sometime Ile helpe, thee in thy holy prayers,
And thinke I am with thee in paradife.
Thus Ile mock fortune, as fhe mocketh me,
And never will my lovely choice repent:
For, having thee, I fhall have all content,
King.

Twere fin to hold her longer in fufpence,
Since that my foule hath vow’d fhe fhall be mine.
Ah, deare Cordellz, covdial to my heart,

1 am no palmer, as I feeme to be,

But hither come in this unknowne difguife,
To view th’ admired beauty of thofe eyes.

I am the king of Gallia, gentle maid,
(Although thus flenderly accompanied),
Aud yet thy vaffaile by imperious love,
And fiworne to ferve thee everlaftingly.
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Cordella.
Y;V‘hat ere you be, of hivh or low difcent,
All’s one to me, I do requeft but this ¢
That as I am, you will accept of me,
And I will have you whatfoe're you be :
Yet well I know, you come of royal race,
I fee fuch fparks or honour in your face.
Numford,
Have palmers weeds fuch power to win faire ladres ?
Faith, then I hope the next that falles is mine:
Upon condition I no werfe might fpced,
I would for ever weare a palmers weed.
'I like an honeft and plaine dealing wench,
That {weares (without exceptions) [ will have you.
Thefe foppets, that know not whether to love a man of 1o,
except they fitlt go afke their mothers leave, by this hand, I
hate them ten times worfe then poifon.
King.
What refteth then cur happincfle to procure ?
: ﬂfi'}m:rfr‘)rr{. :
Faith, go to church, to make the matter fure,
King.
Tt fhall be fo, becaufe the world thall fay,
King Leirs three daughters were wedded 1n one day :
The celebration of this happy chaunce, :
We will deferre, until we come to Fraunce.
: Meumiford.
*I like the wooing, that’s not long a doing.
Well, for her fake, I know what I know ;
Ile never marry whileft T live, .
Except I have one cf thele Briiti/h ladies
My humour is alienated from the maids of Fraunce. [ Lxcunt.

Enrer Perllus _ﬁ)f.’t!.

LPeriilus,
The king hath difpofleft bimielfe of all,
Thofe to advaynce, which fearce will give him thanks :
His youngeft dauchrer he hath wrnd away,
And 1o man knowes what is become of her.

AND HIS THREE DAUGHTERS.

He fojourns now in Cormwall with the cldeft,
Who tlattred him, until fhe did obtaine

That at his hands, which now fhe doth poffefle :

And now fhe fees hee hath no more 1o give,

It gricves her heart to fee her father live,

Oh, whom fhould man truil in this wicked age,
When children thus againft their parents rage?
But he, the myrrour of mild patience,

Puts up all wrongs, and never gives reply :

Yet fhames ihe not in moft opprobrious fort,
“To call him foole and doterd to his face,

And fers her parafites of purpofe oft,

In feoffing wile to offer him difgrace.

Oh yron age! O tumes I O monftrous, vilde,
When' parents are contemned of the child !

His penfion fhe hath halfe reftrain’d from him,
And will, ere long, the other halfe, I feare;
For fhe thinks nothing is beftowde in vaine,
But that which doth her father’s life maintaine.
“Traft not alliance; but truft ftrangers rather,
Since daughters prove difloyal ro the father,
Well, I wiil counfel him the beft I can::

Would I were able to redreile his wiong,

Yet what I can, unto my utmoft power,
" He fhall be fure of to the lateit houre,

Eneer Gonorill and Skalliger.

Gonor:ll.

I prithy, Stalliger, tell me what thou thinkfts |

Could any woman of our dignity

Endure fuch quips and peremptory taunts,

As 1 do daily from my doting fatber 2

Doth’t not fuffice that I him keepe of almes,
Who is not able for to keere himfelfe ?

But asif he were our better, he (hould thinke
To check and fnap me up at every word.

1 cannot make me a new fafhioned gowne,
And fet it forth with moye then common coft ;
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But his old doting doltifh withered wit,
Is {ure to give a fenceleffe check for it. Enter king of Cornwall, Leir, Perillus, and zobless

1 cannot make a banquet extraordinary, _ . ey
To grace myfelfe, and fpread my name abroad, ! GOz s
But he, old foole, 1s captious by and by, Father, what -al_le.rh Joulolt oo
And faith, the coft would well {uffice for twice. ! Methinks, you frollike not as you were wont,
Judge then, I pray, what reafon is’, that I ' il Ll
Should ftand alone charg’d with his vaine expence, f The neerer we do grow unto our graves,
And that my fifter Ragan {hould go fiee, 1 The leffe we do delight in wm.ldl_y joyes.
To whom he gave as much, as unto me ? o . . . Cq”ﬂm”' irtl
I prithy, Skalliger, tell me, if thou know, | But if a.man can frame hu_r':fe]]_ffe LRI
By any meanes to rid me of this woe. It is a meane for to prolong his file.
Skalliger. BT :E’ezrf o psaa
Your many favours flill beftowde on me, ?Then welcome forrow, i;r dj o }}’1 Sen <]
Binde me in duty to advife your grace, : i Who doth defire his trouble v ayezsz e
How you may fooneft remedy this ill. | e Cﬁ; e AR A Pa L
The large allowance which he hath from you, ‘ “.Comfmt yourfelie, fat e;, b COTFQS yourf daug ter,
Is that which makes him fo forget himfelfe : 'ho much will grieve, I know, to fee you ad:
Therefore abbridge’it halfe, and you fhall fee, : | :
That having lefle, he will more thankful be : ' Enter Gonorill.
For why, abundance maketh us forget Leir.
The fountaines whence theﬁbtne'ﬁts do {pring. But more doth grieve, I feare, to fee me live.
f:wzm'z!{. : Cornwall,
Well, Skalliger, for th}.r kmc_l advice herein, My Gonor:ll, you come in wifhed time,
I will not be un grateful, 1f~I live : | To put your father from thefe penfive dumps.
-Iahgw:'[e n_:lﬂl:ram{e_d };alfeﬂins‘ p()ri:on :;111‘eady, | In faith, I feare that all things golnot well,
nd I will prefently reltraine the other, - Gonorill.
That having no meanes to relecve himfelfe, | What, do you feare, that I have angred him 2
He may go {eeke eliewhere for betrer helpe. Hath he complained of me unto my lord ?
Skalliger, . le provide him a piece of bread and cheefe;
Go, viperous woman, fhame (o all thy {exe: Forpin a thne heelg practife nothing elfe,
;l;hi hea\ren_‘i-i no dol:bt, will punifh thee for this: ;Thcn carry tales from one unto a.;;-orfi—}ﬁr.
nd me a villaine, that to.curry favour, f Tis all his practife for to kindle ftrife,
Have given the daughter countel ’gain(t the father, ! "Twixt you,Pmy lord, and me your loving wife:
But us the world doth this expericnce give, ' * But I will take an order, if I can,
That he that cannot flaiter, cannot live. [Exit To ceafe th’etfect, where firft the caufe began.
Cornwall.
Sweet, be not angry in a partial caufe,
Enter He ne’er complain’d of thee in all lus’. life.
= ; Father, you muft not weigh @ woman’s words.
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Leir,
Alas, not I: poore foule, fhe breeds yong bones,
And that is it makes her fo turchy fure.
Gonorill,
What, breeds young bones already ! you will make
An honeft woman of me then, belike,
O vild olde wretch ! who ever heard the like,
‘That feeketh thus his owne child to defame ?
Cormwall.
I cannot ftay to heare this difcord found.
Gonorill,
For any one that loves your company,
You may go pack, and feeke fome other plece,
To fowe the feed of difcord and difgrace.
Leir. 5
Thus, fay or do the beft that e’er I can,
*Tis wrefted ftraight into another fence :
This punithment my heavy finnes deferve,
And more then this ten thoufand thoufand times :
Elfe aged Leir them could never find
Cruel to him, to whom he hath bin kind.
Why do I over-live myfelfe, to {ee
T he courfe of nature quite reverft in me ?
Ah, gentle death, if ever any wight
Did wifh thy prefence with a perfit zeale::
Then come, I pray thee, even with all my heart,
And end my forrowes with thy fatal dart.
Perillus.
Ah, do not o difconfolate yourfelfe,
Nor dew your aged cheeks with wafting tears.
Leir,
What man art thou that takeft any pity
Upon the worthlefle ttate of old Lei?
Perillus. -
One, who doth beare as great a fhare of gricfe
As if it were my deareft futi}cr?s cafe.
[L€2)
Ah, good my friend, how illart thou advifde,
For (o confort with miferable men:

[H’g veepets

AND HIS THREE DAUGHTE RS.

Go learne to flatter, where thou mayft in tme
Get favour ’mongft the mighiy, aud fo climes:
For now I am fo poore and full of want,
As that I ne’re can recempence thy love,
Perillus.
What’s got by flattery, doth nat long indureg
And men in favour live not moft fecure.
My confcience tels me, it 1 thould forfake you,
I were the hatefultt excrement on the earth:
Which well do know, in courfe of former time,
How good my lord hath bin to me and mine.
Leir,
Did T ere raife thee higher then the reft
OFf all thy anceftors which were before 2
- Perillus,
T ucre did feeke it ; but by your good grace,
I ftill injoyed my owne with quietnefle.
Lezr.
Did 1 ere give thee living, to increafe
The due revenues which thy father lefe2
Perillus,
I had ynough, my lord, and having thar,
What fhould you need to give me any more 2
Leir.
Oh, did I ever difpoflefle my {elle, I
And give thee halfe my kingdome in good will 2
erillus.
Alas, my lord, there were no reafon, why
You fhould have fuch a thought, to gtve 1t me.
Leir,
Nay, if thou talke of reafon, then be mute ;
For with good reafon 1 can thee confute.
If they, which firft by natures facred law
Do owe to me the tribute of their lives ;
If they to whom [ alwayes have bin kinde,
And bountiful beyond compatifon ;
If they, for whom I have undone my felfe,
And brought my age unto this extreme wanf,
Do now rejeét, contemne, defpife, abhor me,
What reafon moveth thee to forrow for me?

3
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Perillus,

Where reafon failes, let teares confirme my love,
And fpeake how much your paflions do me move.
Ah, good my lord, condemne not all for one:
You have two daughters left, to whom I know
You fhall be welcome, if you pleafe to go.

Leir.

Oh, how thy words adde forrow to my foule,

To thinke of my unkindnefle to Cordella!
Whom caufelefle I did difpoffefle of all.
Upon th’ unkind fuggeftions of her fifters:
And for her fake, I thinke this heavy doome |
Is falne on me, and not without defert:

Yet unto Ragan was I alwayes kinde,
And gave to her the halfe of all I had ¢
It may be, if1 fhould to her repaire,
She would be kinder, and intreat me faire.
Perillus.
No doubt fhe would,- and praétife ere’t be long;
By force of armes for to redg:{Te your wrong.
em.
Well, fince thou doeft advife me for to go,

I am refolv’d to try the worft of wo. [ Excunt:

Enter Ragan folus.

Ragan, _

How may I bleffc the howre of my nativity,
Which bodeth unto me fuch happy f{tarres!
How may I thank kind fortune, that vouchtafes
To all my actions, fuch defir'd event !

I rule the king of Cambria as I pleafe:
The ftates are all obedient to my will ;
And looke what ere I fay, it fhall be {o;
Not any one, that dareth anf{were no.

My eldeft fifter lives in royal ftate,

And wanteth nothing fitting her degree:
Yer hath fhe fuch a cooling card withall,
As that her bony favoureth much of gall.
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My father with her is quarter-mafter fill,

And many times reftraines her of her will :

But if he were with me, and {erv’d me fo,

Ide fend him packing fome where elfe to g0,

Ide entertaine him with fuch flender coft,

That he fhould quickly with to change his hoft. [Ewit.

Enter Cornwall, Gonorill, and attendants.
Cornzvall,

Ah, Gonoril/, what dire unhappy chaunce
Hath fequeftred thy father ftom our prefence,
That no report can vet be heard of him ¢

. Some great unkindnefle hath bin offred him,

Hxceeding far the bounds of patience ;

Flfe all the world fhall never me perfwade,

He would forfake us without notice made.
Gonorill,

Alas, my lord, whom deth it touch fo neere,
Or who hath intereft 1n this griefe, but I,
Whom forrow had brought to her longeft home,
But that I know his qualities fo well ?

I know, he is but ftolne upon my fifter
At unawares, to fee her how fhe fares,
And fpend a little time with: her, to note
How all things goe, and how fhe likes her choice :
And when occafion ferves, heele {teale from her,
And unawares returne to us againe.
Therefore, my lord, be frolick, and refolve
To fee my father here againe ere long.
- Cornwall,
I hope fo too; but yet to be more fure,
Ile fend a pofte immediately.to know
Whether he be arrived there or no.
c Gonortll,
But I will intercept the meffenger,
And temper him before he doth depart
With fweet perfwafions, and with found rewards,
That his report fhall ratify my fpeech,
And make my lord ceafe further to inquire,
If he be not gone to my fifters :itourt,
i D
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As fure my mind perfageth that he is, Gonoril.

He happely may, by travelling unknowne wayes, . He that hangs thee, were better hang his father,
Fall ficke, and as a common paflenger, Or that but hurts thee in the leall degree,

Be dead and buried : would God it were fo well ; I tell thee, we make great account of thee,

For then there were no more to do, bur this, Meffenger.

He went away, and none knowes where he is, I am o’er-joy’d, I furfc of fweer words:

But fay he be in Cambria with the king, Kind queene, had I a hundred lives, I would
And there exclaime againft me, as he will: Spend ninety-nine of them for you, for that word.
I know he is as welcome to my fifter, Gonorilly

As water is into a broken fhip. I, but thou wouldit keepe ene life fill,

Well, after him Ile fend fuch thunderclaps And that’s as many as:thou art like to have.

Of flaunder, fcandal, and invented tales, Meflenger.

"That all the blame fhall be remov’d from me, ~ That one life is not too deare for my good queene; chis
And unperceiv’d rebound upon himfelfe. {word, this buckler, this head, this heart, thefe hands, armes,

‘Thus with one naile another Ile expel, legs, tripes, bowels, and all the members elfe whatfoever, are
And make the world judge, that I ufde him well. at your difpofe ; ufe me, truft me, commaund me : if I faile in
auny thing, tie me to a dung cart, and make a fcavengers horfe
Enter ithe meffenger that fhould go fo Cambria, avirh a letter io of me, and whip me fo long as I have any fkin on my back.
his band, Gonorill.
In token of further imployment, take that,
- Gonorill, [ Flings bim a purfe.
My honeft friend, whither away fo faft ? DMiffenger.

Me(fenger,
To Cambria, madam, with letters from the king,
Gonorill,
To whom?
Meffenger.
'Unto your father, if he be there.
Gonorilil,
Let me fee them. [She opens thems
Meffenger.
Madam, I hope your grace will itand "
Betweene me and my neck-veife, if I be
Call'd in queftion, for opening the king’s letters.
Gonorill.
*Twas I that opered them, it was not thou.
Meffenger.
I, but you need not care;; and fo muft I,
A handfome man, be quickly truft up, .
And when 2 man’s hang’d, all the world cannot fave him.

Gonorith

__ A ftrong bond, a firme obligation, good in latw, good in law
if I keepe not the condition; let my necke be the rorteiture of
my negligence.
‘Gonorill,
- I like thee well, thou hatt a good toung.
Meffinger.

And as bad a toung, if it be fet on it, as any oyfterwife at
Billinfgate hath: why, 1 have made many of my neighbours
forfake their houfes with railing upon them, and go dwell elfe
Where; and fo by my meanes houles have bin good cheape
In our parith: my teung being well whetted with choller,
15 more tharpe then a razer of Palerno,

j Gonorill.
O thou art a fit man for my purpofe.
Mfﬁfzgﬂ';

Commend me not, fiveet queene, before you try me.

As my defeits are, fo do think of me. ‘
Ddz Genorill.
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Gonorill,

Well faid, then this is thy trial: inftead of carrying the
king’s letters to my father, carry thou thefe letters to my fifter,
which containe matter quite contrary to the other: there fhall
fhe be given to underftand, that my father hath detracted her,
given out {laundrous {peaches againft her; and that hee hath
moft intollerably abufed me, fet.my lord and me at variance,
and made mutinies amongft the commons.

Thefe things (although it be not {o)
Yet thou muft affirme them to be true,
- With othes and proteftations as will ferve
To drive my fifter out of love with him,
And caufe my will accomplifhed to be.
This do, thou winft my fgvour for ever,
And makeft a hye way of preferment to thee
And all thy friends.
Meflenger.
It fufficeth, conceit it is already done :
I will fo toung-whip him, that I will
Leave him as bare of credit, as a poulter
Leaves a cony, when fhe pulls off his fkin.
Gonorills
Yet there is a further matter.
Meffengers
I thirft to heare it. =
Gonorill,
If my fifter thinketh conyenient, as my letters importeth, to
make him away, haft thou the heatt to effect it 2
Meffenger.
Few words are beft in {o fmall a matter :
Thefe are but trifles. By this booke I will.  [K7ffes the paper.
Genorill. '
About it prefently, I long tilliit: be done,
Meffenger,
I fly, I fly. s [ Exeunts

Enter Cordella Jfoluse.

Cordella.
I have bin over-negligent to day,
In going to the temple of my God,
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To render thanks for all his benefits,

Which he miraculoufly hath beftowed on me,
In raifing me out of my meane eftate,

When as I was devoid of worldly friends,
And placing me in {fuch'a {weet content,

As far exceeds the reach of my deferts.

My kiogly hufband, myrrour of his time,
For zeale, for juftice, kindnefle, and for care
To God, his fubjects, me, and common weale,
By his appointment was ordained for me.

1 cannot with the thing that I do want;

1 cannot want the thing but I may have,
Save only this which I fhall ne’re obtaine,

My father’s love, oh this Ine’re fhall gaine.
I would abftaine from any nutryment,

And pine my body to the very bones:

Bare foote I would on pilgrimage fet forch
Unto the furtheft quarters of the earth,

And all my life-time would I fackcloth weare,
And moutning-wife powre duft upon my head ¢
So he but to forgive me once would pleafe,
That his gray haires might go to heaven in peace.
And yet I know not how I him offended,

Or wherein juftly I have deferved blame.
Oh, fifters! you are much to blame in this,
It was not he, but you that did me wrong.:-
Yet God forgive both him, _and you, and me ;
Even as I doe in perfit chanty. _

I will to church, and pray unto my Saviour,
That ere I die, I may obtaine his favour.

Enter Leir and Perillus faintlys

Pertilus.
Reft on me, my lord, and ﬁziy yourfelfe,
The way feemes tedious to your aged limmes.

eir _

Nay, reft on me, kind friend, and ftay thyfelfe,
Thou art as old as I, but more kind. :
Dd 3 Perillus,
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Perillus.

Ah, good my lord, it ill befits, that T -

Should leane upon the perfon of a king.
Leir.

__Butit fits worfe, that I fhould bring thee forth,
"That had no caufe to come along with me,
Through thefe uncouth paths, and tireful wayes,
And never eafe thy fainting limmes a whit. “
Thou haft left all, ], all to come with me,

And I, for all, have nought to guerdon thee,q
erillus.

Ceafe, good my lord, to aggravate my woes
With thefe kind words, which cuts my heatt in two,
"T'o think your will fhould wa}‘u the power to do.

eirs

Ceafe, good Perillus, for to call me lord,

And think me but the fhaddow of myfelfe,
Perillus, '

That honourable title will I give
Unto my lord; fa long as I do live.

Oh, be of comfort; forI fee the place
Whereas your daughter keeps her refidence.
And loe, in happy time the Cambrian prince
Is here arrivd, to gratify our comming.

Enter the prince of Cambria, Ragan, and nobles: looke upon thek
and whifper together,

Leir.
Were I beft {fpeak, or fit me downe and dye 2
1 am afham’d to tell this heavy tale.
' Perillus,
"Then let me tell it, if you pleafe, my lord :
ITis fhame for them that were the caufe thereof.
Cambria,
What twe old men are thofe that feeme fo fad ?
Me thinks, I fhould remember well their lookes,
Ragan.
No, I miftake not, fure it is my father:
I muft diffemble kindneffe now of force,
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She runneth to hint, and Fnceles dowone, faying s

Father, I bid you welcome, full of gricfe,
To fee your grace ufde thus unworthily,
And ill befitting for your reverend age,
To come on foot a journey fo wndurable.
Oh, what difafter chaunce hath bin the caufe,
To make your cheeks {o hollow, fpare anc’l leane?
He cannot fpeake for weeping : for God’s love, come,
Let us refreth him with fome needful things,
And at more leifure we may better know,
Whence {prings the ground of this unlookt-for wo.
Cambria.
Come, father, ere we any further talkel,k
all r { seary walk.
You fhall refrefl you. after this weary L e
Ragan. !
Comes he to me with finger in the eye,
To tell a tale againft my fifter here? :
Whom I do know, he greatly hath abufde:
And now likea contentious crafty wretchs
He firft begins for to camplaine himfelfe,
When as himfelfe is in the greateft faule ?
He not be partial in my fifter's caufe,
Not yet beleeve his doting vaine reports :
Who for a trifle (fafely) T dare fay,
Upon a fpleene is {tolen thence away :
And here (forfooth) he hopeth to have harbour,
And to be moan'd and made on likea child :
But ere’t be long, his comming he fhall curfe,
And truely fay, he came ﬂEm bad to w:);fe_:
Yet will I make faire weather, rq pracure _
Convenient meanes, and then Ile {trike it fures [Exits

Enter Meffenger foluse

Meffengery
Now happily I am arrived here, :
Before the ?’clntely palace of the Q‘rzmérmrx king:
1f Leir be here fafe-feated, and 1n reft,
To rowfe him from it I will dodmy beft,

4 Enter
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Enter Ragan.

Now bags of gold, your vertue is (no doubt)
To make me in my meflage bold and ftout.
The King of heaven preferve your majety,
And fend your highnefle everlafting raigne,
Ragan.
Thanks, good'my friend ; bur what imports thy meffage ?
M ffenger.
Kind greetings from the Cornaall queene :
The refidue thefe letters will declare, [Sbe opens the letters.
Rﬂgcxiz. :
How fares our royal fifter ?
Me(fenger.
1 did leave her, at my parting, in good health.
[She reads the letter, frownes, and flampse
See how her colour comes and goes againe,
Now red as {fcarlet, now as pale as ath :
See how fhe knits her brow, and bites her lips,
And ftamps, and makes a dumbe fhew of difdaine,
Mixt with revenge, and violent extreames.
Here will be more worke and more crownes for nie,
Rﬂgﬂ?go
Alas, poote foule, and hath he ufde her thus?
And is he now come hither, with intent
To fet divorce betwixt my lord and me ?
Doth he give out, that heidoth heare report,
That I do rule my hufband as Llift, ]
And therefore meanes to alter fo the cafe,
That I fhall know my lord to be my head?
Well, it were beft for him to take good heed,
Or I will make him hop without a head,
For his preflumption, dottard thac he is.
In Coraawall he hath made {uch mutinies,
Firft, fetting of the king againft the queenes
Then ftirring up the commons ’gainit the king s
"hat had he there continuéd any longer, /
He had bin call’d in queftion for his fact,
Sc upon that occafion thence he fled,
And comes thus {lily {tealing unto us ;
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And now already fince his coming hither,

My lord and he are growne in fuch a Jeague,

That I can have no conference with his grace:

1 feare, he doth already intimate

Some forged cavillations ’gamﬂ my i:fate:

? T'is therefore beft to cut him off in time,

Left launderous rumours once abroad difperdt,

It is too late for them to be reverft. _

Friend, as the tennour of thefe letters fhewes,

My fifter puts great confidence in thee.
Meffenger.

She never vet committed truft to me, _

But that (I hope) fhe found me alwayes faithful 3
So will I be to any friend of hers,
"That hath occafion to imploy my helpe.

Ragan,

Haft thou the heart to act a {tratagem,

And give a ftabbe or two, if need require :
Me/fenger.

I have a heart compaét of adamant,

Which never knew what melting pitty meante

I weigh no more the mu_r,dring_ of a man,

Then I refpect the cracking of 4 flea,

When T doe catch her biting on my fkin.

If you will have your hufband or your father,

Or Both of them fent to another world,

Do but commaund me doo’t, it fhall be done.
Ragan,

It is ynough, we make no doubt of thee :
Meet us 1o morrow here, at nine a clock :
Meane while, farewel, and drink that for my fake. *

Meffenger.,

I, this is it will make me do the deed:

Oh, had I every day fuch cuftomers, y
This were the gainefulft trade in C'/Sri/fm:lrfomc.

A purfe of gold giv’n for a paltry ftabbe!

Why, heres a wench that longs to have a ftabbe.
Wel, I could give it her,and ne’re hurt her neither.
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Enter the Gallian king, and Cordella.

King.,

When will thefe clouds of forrow once difperfe,
And fmiling joy triumph upon thy brow ?

When will this fcene of fadnefle have an end, -
And pleafant alts infue, to move delight ?
When will my lovely queene ceafe to lament,
And take fome comfort to her grieved thoughts ?
If of thyfelfe thou daignit to have no care,

Yet pitty me, whem thy griefe makes defpaire.

- Cordella,

O, grieve not you, my lord, you have no caufe;
Let not my paflions move your mind a whit
For I am bound by ‘nature to lament
For his ill will, that life to me firft lent.

It fo the flocke be dryed with difdaine,
Withered and fere the branch muft needs remaine,
. Kir:g.
But thou art now graft in another flock ;
T am the ftock, and thou the lovely branch ;
And from my root continual fap i{all flow,
To make thee flourith with perpetual {pring,
Forget thy father and thy kindred now,
Since they torfake thee like inhumane beaftes ;
Thinke they are dead, fince all their kindnefle dies,
Aud bury them, where black oblivion lics,
Think not thou art the daughter of old Zeir,
Who did unkindly difinherit thee: _
But think thou art the noble Gallian queene,
And wife to him that dearely loveth thee:
Embsace the joyes that prefent with thee dwell,
Let forrow packe and hide herlelte in hell,
Cordella.

Not that I miffe my country or my kinne,
My old acquaintance or my ancient friends,
Doth any whit diftemperate my mind,
Knowing you, which are more deare to me
Then country, kin, and all things els can be.
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¥et pardon me, my gracious lord, in this:
For what can ftop the courfe of nature’s power ¢
As eafy s it for toure-footed beafts,
To ftay themfelves upon the liquid aire,
And mount aloft 1nto the element,
And overitrip the feathered fowles in flight
As eafy is it for the flimy fifh, _
To live and thrive without the hclpc of waters
As eafy is it for the blackamoore,
To walh the tawny colour from his fkin;
Which all oppofe againft the courfe of nature
As I am able to forget my father.

King.

Myrrour of vertue, Phanix of our age!
Too kind a daughter for an L}nk1pd father,
Be of good comfort; for I will difpatch
Ambafladors immediately for Brittaine,

Unto the king of Cornwall’s court, whercas
Your father keepeth now his refidence,
And in the kindeft maner him intreat,
“That, fetting former grievances apart,
He will be pleafde to come and vifit us.
1f no intreaty will fufhice the turne,
1le offer him the halfe of all my crowne:
1F that moves not, weele furnifh out a fleet,
And faile to Cornwall for to vifit him 5
And there you fhall Ec firmely rebcofncﬂdc
ve, as earft you were belorcs
In perfic love, as ¥ oy

Where toung cannot fufficient thanks afford,
The king of heaven rcmunu;r{qn_c my lord,

a’-?.lg. :

Only be blithe, and frolick (tweet) with me::
TThis and much more Iic do to comfort thee.

Enter Mefferger foluss

Mﬁ;{gﬂr. y
It is a world to fee now I am flufh, :
How many friends I purchafe every where!




420 THE HISTORY OF KING LEIR

How many feekes to creepe into my favour,

And kifle their hands, and bend their knees to me!

No more, here comes the queene, now fhall I know her mind,
And hope for to derive more crownes from her.

ZLinter Ragan.

Rﬂgﬂﬂ-

My friend, I fee thou mind’ft thy promife well,

And art before me here, me thinks, to day.
Meffenger.

I am a poore.man, and it like your grace ;

But yet I alwayes love to keepe my word.
Ragm;.

Wel, keepe thy word with me, and thou fhalt fee,

That of a poore man I will make thee rich,
Meffenger.

1 long to heare it, it might have bin difpatcht,

If you had told me of it yefternight.
Ragan.

It i¢ a thing of right ftrange confequence,

And well I cannot utter it in words,
Meffenger.

It is more {trange, that I am not by this

Befide myfelfe, with longing for to heare it.
Were it to meet the devil 1n his denne,
And try a bout with him for a fcratcht face,
Ide undertake it, if you would but bid me.

' Rd an,

Ah, good my friend, that I fhould have thee do
Is fuch a thing, as I do fhame to {peake ;

Yet it muft needs be done. :
Meflenger.

Tle fpeake it for thee, queene : (hall I kill thy father?

I know ’tis that ; and if it be {o, fay.
Ragan.

I. e
Deffenger.
‘Why, that’s ynough.

Ragan.

And yet that is not all,

. Meffinger.
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Meffenger.
What elfe ?
Ragan. 5
Thou muft kill that old man that came with him,
Me/fenger.
Here are two hands, for eche of them is one.
Ragan,
And for eche hand here 1s a recompence.
[Gizes bim twa purfess
Meffenger.
Oh, that I had ten hands by miracle !
I could tearc ten in pieces with my teeth,
So in my mouth yould put a purfe of gold.
But in what manner muft it be effected 2
Ragan.
To morrow morning ere the breake of day,
I by a wyle will fend them to the thicket,
That is about fome two miles from the court,
And promife them to meet them there myfelte,
Becaufe I muft have private conference,
About fome news I have receiv’d from Cormvall,
This is ynough, I know, they will not faile,
And then be ready for to play thy part
Which done, thou mayft right eafily efeape,
And no man once miftruft thee for the fact:
But yet, before thou profecute the aft,
Shew him the letter, which my fifter fent,
There let him read his owne inditement firft,
Aud then proceed to execution : _
But fee thou faint not; for they will {peake faire.
Meflenger.
Could he fpeak words as pleafing as the pipe
OF Mercury, which charm’d the hundred eyes
Of watchful Argos, and inforc’d him fleepe:

Yet here are words {o pleafing to my thoughts, [Zo t&eprfrj_é;
As quite fhall take away the found of his, [Exite
Ragan.

About it then, and when thou haft difpatcht,
Ile find a meanes to fend thee after him, [Exit.

Eutep
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Enter Cornwall and Gonorill,

_ Cornawall.

I wonder that the meffenger doth ftay,
Whom we difpatchit for Cambria {olong fince §
If that his anfwere do not pleafe us well,

And he do fhew good reafon for delay,

Ile teach him how to dally with his king,

And to detaine us in fuch long fufpence.
Gonorill.

My lord, I thinke the reafon may be thiss
My father meanes to come along with him §
And therefore ’tis his pleafure he thall ftay,

For to attend upon him on the way,
Cornall.

It may be fo, and therefore il T know

The truth thereof, I will fufpend my judgements

Enter Serwant,

Serwvant. e,
And't like your grace, there is an ambaffador

Arrived from Gallia, and craves admittance to your majefty.
Cornavall. '
From Gallia? what fhould his meflage
Hicher impore ? is not your father happely
Gone thither ? well, whatfoere it be,
Bid him come in, he fhall have audience,

Enter Ambaffador.

What newes from Gallia ? {peake, ambaflador.
: Ambaffador,

The noble king and queene of Gallia firft f{alutes,
By me, their honourable father, my lord Lezr:
Next, they commend them kindly to your graces,
As thofe whofe wellfare they intirely wifh.,
Letters 1 have to deliver to my lord Ler,
And prefents too, if I might fpeake with him.

Gonorill,

If you might {peak with him? why, do you thinke,

We are afraid that you fhould fpeake with him 2
Ambaffador.
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. Anbaffador.
Pardon me, madam ; for I thinke not fo,
But fay fo only, ‘caufe he is not here.
Cornwall,
Indeed, my friend, upon fome urgent caufe,
He is at this time abfent from the court:
But if a day or two you here repofe,
*Tis very likely you fhall ave him here,
Or elfe have certaine notice where he is.
Gonorill,

Are not we worthy to receive your meflage 2
Apibaffador.

I had in charge to do it t0 himfelfe.
Gonorill,
It mav be then ’twill not be done in hafte.
How doth my fifter brooke the aire of Frauice?
Anbaffador.
Exceeding well, and never ficke onc houre,

Since firft the fet her foot upon the fhore.
Gonorills

[ 7o berfelfe.

1 am the more forry.
Ambaffador,

I hope not fo, madam.
' Gonorill.
Didft thou not fay, that fhe was ever ficke,
Since the firft houre that fhe arrived there £
Ambaffador.
No, madam, I faid quite contrary.
) Gonorill.
Then I miftooke thee.
Cornwalls
Then fhe is merry, if fhe have her health.
Ambaffador.
Oh no, her griefe exceeds, until the time
That fhe be reconcil’d unto her father.
Gonorill.
God continue its
Ambaffador.

What, madam ? s
2 Gonorill,

e T £ —
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Gonorill,
Why, her health,
- - Ambajlador.
Amen to that: but God releafe her griefe,
And fend her father in a better mind,
Then to continue alwayes fo unkind.
Cornwall.
Ile be a mediator in her caufe,
And feeke all meanes to expiat his wrath,
Ambafador.
Madam, I hope your grace will do the like.
'  Gonorill,
Should I be a meane to exafperate his wrath
Againit my fifter, whom I love fo deare ? no, no.
Ambalfador,
To expiate or mittigate his wrath :
For he hath mifconceived without a caufe.-
Gonorill.
O, I, what elfe? :
jﬂz&f{ﬂadﬂ?‘.
"Tis pity it fhould be fo ; would 1t were otherwife.
Gonorill.
It were great pity it fhould be otherwife.
Anmbdffador.
Then how, madam ?
Gonorill.
Then that they fhould be reconcilde againe.
Ambafador.
It fhewes you beare an honourable mind.
Gonorill.
It fhewes thy underftanding to be blind,
And that thou hadft need of an interpreter :
= 11 : [ Speakes to berfelfe.
Well, I will know thy meflage ere’t be long,
And find a meane to crofle it, if [ can.
Cornwall,

Coine in, my friend, and. frolick in our court,
Till certaine notice of my father come. [Eweunt.

6 - Enter
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- Enter Leit and Perillus,

Periflus,
My lord, you are up to day before your houre,
>Tis newes to you to be abroad {o rathe,
‘Lt‘;"?'-
’Tis newes indeed, I am fo extreme heavy, -
That I can fcarcely keepe my eye-lids open.
Perillus,
And {o am I, but I impute the caufe
To rifing fooner then we ufe to do.
Leir.
Hither my daughter meanes to come difguis’d :

Ile fit me downe, and read until fhe come.
[Pulls out a booke, and fits downz,

Perillus.

Sheele not be long, I warrant you, my lord :
But fay, a couple of thefe they call good fellowes
Should ftep out of a hedge, and {et upon us,
We were in good cafe for to anfwere them.

Ler.
*Twere not for us to ftand upon our hands.
Perillus.

I feare, we fcant fhould ftand upon our legs.
But how fhould we do to deffi]d ourfelves ?

€Il

Even pray to God, to blefle us from their hands:
For fervent prayer much ill hap withitands,

Peridlus.

Tle fit and pray with you for company ;
Yet was I ne’re fo heavy in my life. [They fall both afleepe,

Enter the Mfengers or murtherer, with two daggers in bis bands,

Meffenger.

Were it not a mad jeft, if two or three of my profeffion
fhould meet me, and lay me downe in a ditch, and play robbe
thiefe with me, and perforce take my gold away from me,
whileft T a& this ftratagem, and by this meanes the gray beards

fhould efcape ? Faith, when I were at liberty againe, I would
: Ee make
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make no more to do, but go to the next tree, and there hang
myfelfe. . [Sees them, and flarts,
Baut ftay, me thinks, my youthes are here already,
And with pure zeale have prayed themfelves afleepe.
1 thinke, they know to what intent they came,
And are provided for another world.
[He takes their bookes aways
Now could I ftab them bravely, while they fleepe,
And in a maner put them to no paine;
And doing fo, I fhewed them mighty friendfhip
For feare of death is worfe then death itfelfe.
But that my fweet queene will’d me for to fhew
This letter to them, ere I did the deed.
Mafle, they begin to ftirre: Ile ftand afide ;
So fhall I come upon them upawares. [ They wake and rife.
Leir.
I marvel, that my daughter ftays fo long.
Perillys.
I feare, we did miftake the place, my lord.
Leir.
God graunt we do not mifcarry in the place ¢
1 had a fhort nap, but fo full of dread,
As much amazeth me to think thereof.
Perillus.
Feare not, my lord, dreames are but fantafies,
And flight imaginations of the brainc.
Me/ffenger. .
Perfivade him fo, but Ile make him and you
Confefle, that dreames do often prove too truc.
Perillus.
I pray, my lord, what was the effect of it?
I may go neere to gefle what it pretends.
_ Meffenger.
Leave that to me, I will expound the dreame.
Leir.
Me thought, my daughters, Gonorill and Ragan,
Stood both hefore me with fuch grim afpects,
Eche brandithing a faulchion in their hand,
Ready to lop a lymme off where it fell,
And 15 their other hands a naked poinyard,

Wherewith
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Wherewith they ftabb’d me in a hundred places,
And to their thinking left me there for dead :
But then my youngeit daughter, fair Cordella,
Came with a boxe of balfome in her hand,
And powred 1t into my bleeding wounds ;
By whofe good means I was recovred well,
In perfit health, as earft T was before:
And with the feare of this I did awake,
And yet for fcare my feeble joints do quake,
Meffenger.
Tle make you quake for fomething prefently.
Stand, ftand. [ Zhey reele.
Leir.
We do, my friend, although with much adoc.
Meffenger
Deliver, deliver.
Perillus,
Deliver us, good Lord, from fuch as he.
Meffenger.
You fhould have prayed before, while it was time,
And then perhaps, you might have {capt my hands:
But you, like faithiful watch-men, fell afleepe,
The whilft I came and tooke your halberds from you.
[ Shewws their bookes
And now you want your weapons of defence,
How have youany hope to be delivered ¢
This comes, becaufe you have no better ftay,
But fall afleepe, when you fhould watch and pray.
Lerps
My friend, thou feemft to be a proper man.
Meffenger.
"Sblood, how the old flave clawes me by the elbow &
He thinks, belike, to fcape by fcraping thus.
Perillys,
And it may be, are in fome need of money.
Meffenger.
That to be falfe, behold my evidence. [Shevves bois purfess
Leir.
If that I have will do thee any good, :
I give it thee, even with a right good will. [ Tatkes :t.
Ee2 Perillys,
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Perillus, .
Here, take mine too, and with with all my heart,
To do thee pleafure, it were twice as much. ,
[Zakes bis, and weighs them bsth in bis bandse
Meffenger. J
Tle none of them, they are too light for me.
[ Puts then in his pockets
Lezy.
Why then farewell : and if thou have occafion
In any thing, to ufe me to the queene, :
"Tis like ynough that I can pleafure thee. - [Zhey proffer 0 goe-
Meffenger. :
- Do you heare, do you heare, fir?
If I had occafion to ufe you to the queene,
Would you do one thing for me I fhould afke ?
err.
1, any thing that lies within my power.
Hecie i1s my hand upon it, fo farewel.
L Mefenger.
Heare you, fir, heare you ? pray, a word with you.
Me thinks, 4 comely lioneft ancient man
Should not diffemble with one for a vantage.
I know, when I fhall come to try this geare,
You will recant fiom all that you have faid.
- Perillus.
Miftruft not him, but try him when thou wilt :
He is her father, therefore may do much,
{ Meffengors
I know he is, and therefcre meane to try him:
You are his friend too, I muft trj7 you both.

o,

[P:‘g{;‘i’:‘ to goz.

[Prqﬁr to go out.

Prithy do, prithy do.

MMeflenger.

Stay grey-beards then, and prove men of your words :
The queene hath tied me by a folemne othe,
Here in this place'to fee you both difpatche:
Now for the fafesard of iny conitience,
Po me the pleafure forto kil] yourfelves:
So fhall you {ave me labour for to do it,
And prove yourielves rrue old men of your words. _

4 ' And
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And here I vow in fight of all the world,
I ne’re will trouble you whilft I live againe.
Leir.
Affright us not with terro.ir, good my friend,
Nor ftrike fuch feare into our aged hearts.
Play not the cat, which dallicth with the moufe ;
And on a fudden maketh her a prey :
But if thou art marks for the man of death
“To me and to my Damion, tell me plaine,
That we may be prepared for the ftroke,
And make ourfelves fir for the world to come,
Me[fenger
I am the laft of any mortal race,
That ere your eyes are likely to behold,
And hither fent of purpofe’to this place,
To give a final period to your dayes,
Which are fo wicked, and have lived fo long,
That your owne children fecke to fhort your life.
Leir.
Camt thou from France, of purpofe to do this?
Me/Jenger.
From France? zoones, do I looke like a Frenchman ?
Sure I have not mine owne face on; fome body hath chang'd
faces with me, and I know notof it: but I am fure, my apparel
isall Engli/b. Sirrah, what meaneft thou to afke that queition ?
I could fpoile the fafhion of this face for anger. A Freucp
face ! '
Lfi'?'n
Becaufe my daughter, whom I have offended,
And at whole hands I have deferv’d as ill,
As ever any father did of child, :
Is queene of Fraunce, no thanks at all to me,
But unto God, who my injuftice fee.
If it be fo, that fhee doth fecke revenge, ¢
As with good reafon fhe may ju tly do,
1 will moft willingly refigne my life,
A facrifice to mittigate her ire:
I never will intreat thee to forgive,

Becaufe I am unworthy for to live.

Ee3 Therefore
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T}:erefore {pcake foone, and I will foone make {peed;
Whether Cordella will’d thee do this decd ?
Meffenger. :

As T am a perfit gentleman,, thou fpeakft Fierch to me s
I never heard Cordellas’s name before,

Nor-never was in Fraunce in all my life :

I never knew ‘thou hadft a daughter there,
T"U whom thou didft prove fo unkind.a churles
But thy owne toung declares that thou haft bin
A vile old wretch, and full'of heinous fin.

: Leir.

Ab, no, my friend, thou art deceived much :
For her except, whom I confefle I wirongd,”
Through doting frenzy, and o’te=jelous loye,
There lives not any under heavens bright eye,
‘That can convict me of impiety : ;
And therefore fure thou doft miftake the marke :
ForI am in true peacc with all the world.

JMzﬁErgf;‘. :

You are thefitter for the King of heaven :

And therefore, for to r1d thee of fufpence,
Know thou, the queenes of Cambria and Cornwwall,
Thy owne two daughters, Gonorill and Ragan,
Appointed me to maflacre thee here.
‘Why wouldft thou then perfwade me, that thou art
In charity with all the world? but now
When thy owne iffue hold thee in fuch hate,
That they have hired me tabbridge thy fate,
Oh, fy upon fuch vile diffembling breath,
That would deceive, even at the point of death,
Perillus,
Am I awake, or is it but a dreame ?
Mefferser.

Feare nothing, man, thou art but in a dreame,

And thou fhalt never wake until doomefday ;
By then, I hope, thou wilt have flept ynough.
Leir.
Yet, gentle fiiend, graunt one thing cre I die.
Meflenger.
Ile graunt you,any thing, €xcept your lives.
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Leir.
Oh, but affure me by fome certaine token,
That my two daughters hired thee to this deed :
1f 1 were once refolv’d of that, then T
Would wifh no longer life, but crave todie.
© Meffengera _
That to be true, in fight of heaven I fweare.
; Letr. '
Sweare not by heaven, for feare of punifhment
"The heavens are gildlefle of fuch hainous ats.
Meffenger.
I fweare by earth, the motEe_r of us all.
£2Fs
Sweare not by earth: for fhe abhors to beare
Such baftards, as are murtherers of her fonnes.
| Meffenger.
Why then, by hell, and all the devils I fiveare,
Leir, y
Sweare not by hell ; for th::it ﬁi{idz gaénng wide,
To fwallow thee, and if thou do this erE e
Meffenger. y
T would that word were in his belly againe,
Tt hath frighted me even to the very heart ;
This old man is fome ftrong magician : o
His words have turnd my mind from this exp c;;t..
Then neither heaven, earth, nor h(.;ll, be fiﬂme e
But let this paper witnefle for t wm[ggéwﬁ e ]
Shall I relent, ot fhall I profecute ? .=
Shall I refolve, or were I bcft recant
1 will not crack my credit with two queenes,
To whom I have alrcadfy paft my word- ]
Oh, but my conicience for rhfls act do::ltelaines e
3 2, " a 5
I get heaven’s hate, earth’s fcorne, and p o e
I PL’I‘!-HZLL
Oh juft Febova, whofe almighty power

Doth governeall things in lhés é’piciotls world, o
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How canft thou fuffer fuch outrageous a&s
To be committed without juft revenge ?
O viperous generation and accurft,
"To feeke his blood, whofe blood did make them firft!
Leir, :
Ah, my true friend in all extremity,
Let us fubmit us to the will of God ;
Things paft all fence, let us not feeke to know ;
It is God’s will, and therefore muft be fo.
My friend, T am prepared for the ftroke s
Strike when thou wilt, and I forgive thee here,
Even from the very bortome of my heart.
Meffenger,
But I am not prepared for to {trike.
Lezr,

Farewel, Perillus, even the trucft friend,
That ever lived in adverfity ; 3
The lateft kindneffe Ile requeft of thee,

Is that thou go unto my daughter Cordeliz,
And carry her hér father’s hiteif-hlelﬁng-: -
Withal defire her, that fhe will forgive me;
For 1 have wrong’d her without apy caufe.
Now, Lord, receive me, for I come to thee,
And die, I hope, in perfit charity. :
Difpatch, I pray thee, I haye lived too long,

_ Meffenger.

I, but you are unwife, to fend an errand

By him that never meaneth to deliver it :
Why, he mufk go along with you to heaven :
It were not good you fhould go all alone,

Leir,

No doubt, he fhal, when by the courfe of nature,
He muft furrender up his due to death ; ?
Bur that time fhall not come till God permit.

Mifinger.

Nay, prefently, to beare you company.
I have a pafport for him in my pocket,
Already feal’d, and he muft needs ride pofte.

[Sbeavs a bagge of moneys

Leir,
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Leir.

The letter which I read, imports not fo,

It only toucheth me, no word of him.
Meffinger.

1, but the queene commaunds 1t muft be fo,

And 1 am paid for him, as well as you.
Perilius.

I, who have borne you company in life,
Moft willingly will beare 2 fhare in death,
1t fkilleth not for me, my friend, a whit,

Nor for a hundred fuch as thou and L.
Mefengen.

Mary, but it doth, fit, by your leaves your good dayes are
pait = fhcugh it bee no matter tor you, ‘ts a matter for me,
proper men are not fo rfe, _

Perilius.

Oh, but beware, how thou doft lay thy hand
Upon the high anointed of the Lord:

O, be advifed ere thou doit begin : ; :
Difpatch me firaight, but mr:iril; not with him,
(4405

Friend, thy commiflion is to deale with me,
And I am he that hath deferved all -
The plot was laid to take away my lzfe:
And here it is, I do intreat thee take 1t:
Yet for my fake, and as thou art a man,
Spare this my friend, that hither with me came:
1 brought him forth, whereas he had not bin,
Bur for good will to beare me company.
He left his frieods, his country, and his goods,
And came with me in moft extremity.
Oh, if he fhould mifcarry here and die,
Who is the caufe of it, but only 12

Meffenger.
Why that am I, let that ne're trouble thee.
Leir,

O no, tis I, O, had I now to give thee
"The monarchy of all the {pacious world
"T'o fave his life, I would beftow it on thee:
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But 1 have nothing but thele teares and prayers
Am:i the fubmiffion of 2 bended knee. . i K )
O, if all this to mercy move thy mind, i
Spare him, in heaven thou fhalt like mercy find,
3 e gl@j&?zger'. '
am as hard to be moved as ‘anether, and yet me thinks th
ftrength of their perfwafions ftirres me a l?ilz.ﬂ S
, Perillus,
My friend, if feate of the almighty power
Have power to move thee, we bave faid ynough :
But if thy mind be moveable with gold i
We have not prefently to give it thee ;
Yet to thyfelfe thou mayft dogreater.good
To keepeithy hands {hill undefilde from blaod s
For do but well confider with thyfelfe i
When thou haft finifht this.outragcol.ls,a&
What horrour ftill will haunt thee for the deed:
Think this againe, that they which would incenfe
Thee for to be the butcher of their father,
When it is done, for feare it fhould be knowne
Would make a meanes to rid thee from the wo;ld :
Oh, then art thou for ever tied in chaines i
Of everlafting torments to indure,
Even in the hoteft hole of grifly hell,
Such paines, as never mortal toung can tells
[ Lt thunders.  He quakes, and lets fall the dagger next ie
Perillus. 3 ’
Lieir:
O, heavens be thanked, he will fpare my friend.
Now, when thou wilt, come make an end of me,
(4o lets fall the other dagger,
Perillus. A
Oh, happy fight! he meanes to dave my lord.
The king of heaven continue this good mind.
Lerr.
Why ftayft thou to do execution ?
Me/finger-
T am as wilful as you for your life:
1 will not do it, now you do intreat me.
: Perilluse
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Perillus.
Ah, now I fec thou haft fome-fparke of grace.
i%ﬂ'?«gﬁ?‘.
Befhrew you for it, you have put it inme:
The parlofeft old men, that ere I heard.
Well, to be flat, Ile not.mieddie with you:
Here I found you, and here Ile leave you:
If any afke you why the cafefo ftand ?
Say that your toungs were better then your hands.
: [(Bawit Meffenger.
‘ Perillus.
~ Farewel. Ifever we together meety;
It thall go hard, but I will thee regreet.
Courage, my lord, the worit is overpaft ;
Let us give thanks to God, and hie us hence.
: Leir.
Thou art deceived ; for.Lam paft the beft,
And know not whither for to go from hence:
Death had bin better welcome unto me,
Then longer life to adde more mifery.
Perillus. .
Tt were not good to returne from whence we came,
Unto your daughter Ragan back againe.
Now let us go to France, unto Cordella,
Your youngeft daughter, doubtleffe fhe will fuccour you.
Leir. )
Oh, how can I perfwade myfelfe of that,
Since the other two are quite devoy’d of love;
To whom I was {o kind, as that my gifts,
Might make them love me, if *twere nothing elfe ?
Perillus.
No wotldly gifts, but grace from God on hie,
Doth nourifh vertue and true charity.
Remember well what words Cordella {pake,
What time youw afkt her, how the lov’d your grace.
She faid, hér love unto you was as much,
‘As ought a child to beare unto her father.
' ' Leirs

But fhe did find, my love was not to her,

As fhould a father beare unto a child.
W Perilluse |
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Perillus.
That makes not her love to be any leffe,
If fhe do love you as a child fhould do:
You have tried two, try one more for my fake,
1le nere intreat you further trial make.
Remember well the:dieame you had of late,
And thinke what comfort it foretels to us.
Leir. -
Come, trueft friend, that ever man pofleft,
d know thou counfailit all things for the beft :
1f this third daughter play a kinder part,
It comes of God, and not of my defert, [Excunte

Enrer the Gallian Ambaffador folus,

Ambaflador.

There is of late newes come unto the court,
That old lord Leir remaines in Cambria:
Ile hie me thither prefently, to impart
My letters and my meffage unto him,
I never was lefle welcome to a place
In all my life-time, then [ have bin hither,
Eipecially unto the flately queene,
Who would not caft one gracious looke on me,
But {kil with lowring and fufpicious eyes,
Would take exceptions at each word I fpake,
And faine fhe would have undermined me,
To know what my ambaflage did import.
But fhe 15 like to hop without her hope,
And 1n this matter for to want her will,
Though (by report) (heele hav’tin all things elfe.
Well, T will potte away tor Cambria:
- Within thefe few dayes I hope to be there. [ Exit.

Enter the king and gueene of Gallia, and Mumford,

.ﬁ?}.”}.
- =} -
By this, our father unde{tands our mind,
And our kind greetings fent to him of late :

Therefore
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Therefore my mind prefageth ere’t be long,
We fhall receive from Brttayne happy newes.
Cordella.

I feare my fifter will diffwade his mind ;

For fhe to me hath alwayes bin unkind.
Eﬂg-

Feare not, my love, fince that we know the wordt,
The laft meanes helpes, if that we miffe the firft:
If hee’le not come ro Gallia unto us,

Then we will faile to Brittayne unto him.
Mumford.
Well, if I once {ee Brittayne againe,
I have fworne, lle ne’re come home without my wench,
And lle not be forfworne,
1le rather never come home while I live.
Cordella.
Are you fure, Mumford, fhe is a maid ftill 2
: Muymford.

Nay, Ile not fweare fhe is 4 maid, but fhe goes for one:

Tle take her at all adventures, if I can get her.
Cordella.

1, that’s well put in.

Mumnford. .

Well put in ? nay, it was ill _put_in ; for had it
Bin as well put in, as ere I put in, in my dayes,

I would have made her follow me to Fraunce.
Cordella. :
Nay, you’d have bin fo kind, as take her with you,
Or elfe, were 1 as fhe, i
I would have bin fo loving, as Ide ftay behind yeu:
Yet I muft confefle, you are a very proper man,

i)
- Aud able to make a wench do more then fhe would do.

Munsford.
Well, I have a payre of flops for the nonce,
Will hold all your mooks.
King.
Nay, we fee you have a hanfome hofe.
Cordella.

| I, and of the newelt fafhion, Minford,
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Musnfords
More bobs, more : put them in {till,.
They’l ferve inftead of bumbatft, yet put-not in too many, left
the feames crack, and they fly out amongft you againe: you
muft not think to outface me fo eafly in:my miftris quarrel,
who if I fee once againe, ten:teame of horfes fhall not draw
me away, till I have full and whole poffeffion.
King:
1, but one teame and a cart will {ferve the turnes
Cordella.
Not only for him, but alfo. for hisswench.
Mﬁﬁfﬁrd-
Well, you are two to one, lle give you over:
And fince I fee you fo pleafantly difpofed,
Which indeed is but feldome feene, Ile claime
A promife of you, which you fhall not deny me :
For promife is debt, and by this:hand you promifd it me,
"Therefore you owe it me, and you fhall pay it me,
Or lle fue you upon an aé‘dor}gof unkindneffe.
‘f?fg- ; :
Prithy, lord Mumferd, what promife did I make thee ?
Mumford. '
Faith, nothing but this,
That the next faire weather, which is very now,
You would go in progrefie; downe to: the fea fide,
Which is very neere.
King.
Faith, in this motion I will join with thee,
And be a mediator to my-queene.
Prithy, my love; let this match go: forward,
My mind foretels, "twill be a lucky veyage..
Jordella. '
Entreaty needs not, where you may commaund,
So you be pleafde; I am right well contents
Yet, as the fea I much defire to fee;
S0 am I moft unwilling to be feene.
I&?{‘;g.
Weele go difguifed, all unknowne to any.
Cordella.

- Howfoever you make one, Ile make another,
Mumford.
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Mumford.
And I the third : oh, I am over-joyed!
Sec what love is, which getteth with a word,
What all the world- befides could ne’re obtaine
But what difguifes fhall we have, my lord ?
Ké.ﬁ;g,
Faith thus: my queene and I will be difguifde,
Like a plaine country couple, and you fhall be Rogert
Our man, and wait upon us: or if you will,
You fhall go firft, and we will wait on you.
Mumford.
*Twere more then time ; this device is excellent 2
Come let us about it. - . [Exeunts

Enter Cambria and Ragan, with nobles.

Cambria.

What firange mifchance or unexpected hap
Hath thus depriv’d us of our father’s prefence?
Can no man tell us what’s become of him,
With whom we did converfe not two dayes fince?
My lords, let every wherelight horfe be fent,
"T'o fcoure about through all our regiment.
Difpatch a pofte immediately to Cormwall,

To fee if any newes be of him there;

Myfelfe will make a {trict inquiry here,

And all about our cities neere at hand,

"Till certaine newes of his abode be brought.
Ragan.

All forrow is but counterfet to mine,

Whofe lips are almof fealed up with griefe:
Mine is the fubftance, whilft they do but feeme
To weepe the lefle, which teares cannot redeeme.
O, ne’re was heard fo ftrange a mifadventure,

A thing fo far beyond the reach of fence,

Since no man’s reafon in the caufe can enter,
What bath remov’d my father thus from hence ?
O, I do feare fome charme or invocation

Of wicked {pirits, or infernal fiends,

Stird by Cordetla, moves this innovation,

And brings my father timeleffe to his end.
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But might I know, that the detefted witch .
Were certain caufe of this uncertaine ill,
Myfelfe to Fraunce would go 1n fome difguife,
And with thefe nailes feraich out her hateful eyes:
For fince I am deprived of my facher,
I'loath my life, and wifh my death the rather.
Cambria,
The heavers are juft, and hate impiety,
And will (no doubt) reveale fiich hainous crimes s
Cenfure not any, till you know the right :
Let him be judge, that bringeth truth to light.
Ragan.
O, but my griefe, like to a fwelling tide,
Exceeds the bounds of common patience ;
Nor can [ moderate my toung fo much,
To conceale them, whom I hold in fufpeét.
Cambria.
‘This matter fhall be fifted: if ic be fhe,
A thoufand Fraunces fhall not harbour her.

Eanter the Gallian Ambaffador.
AmbafJador.
All b app'lllefre unto the Cambrian ldng.
Cambria,
Welcom, my friend, from whence is thy ambaffage ?
Ambaffador.
1 came from Gallia, unto Cornwall fent,
With letters to your honourable father,
Whom there not finding, as I did expect,
1 was direCted hither to repsire.
: Ragan.
Frenchman, what is thy meflage to my fathier ?
Ambaflador.
My letters, madam, will 1mpore the fame,
Which my commiffion is for to deliver.
Rﬂgﬂﬂ..
In his abfence you may truit us with yourletterss
Ambaffador.
I muft performe my charge in fuch a manner,
As ] have firi®t commaundment from the king.

Ce

Razane

AND HIS THREE DAUGHTERS. 441
; . ‘Ragan. '
i There is good packing twixt your king and you
You need not hither come to afke for him,
You know where he is better then ourfelves
Amba[ador,
Madam, I hope; not far off.
Ragan.
Hath the young murdreffe, your outragious queene,
No meanes to colour her detefted deeds,
In finifhing my guilefle fathers dayes,
{Becaufe he gave her nothing to her dowre)
But by the colour of a fain’d ambaffage,
T'o fend him letters hither to our court ?
Go carry them to them that fent them bither,
And bid them keepe their fcroules unto themfelves :
They cannot blind us with fuch flight excule,
To {mother up fo monttrous vild abufe.
And were it not, it is ’zainft law of armes,
To ofter violence to a meflénger,
We would inflict fuch torments on thylelfe,
As fhould inforce thee to reveale the trath.
_ dmbaffador.
- Madam, your threats no whit apall my mind,
I know my confcience guiltlefle of this act;
My king and queene, I dare be fworne, are free
From any thought of fuch impiety :
And therefore, madam, you bave done them wrong,
And 1ll befeeming with a fifters love;
Who in meere duty tender him as much,
As ever you refpected him for dowre.
The king your hufband will rtor fay as much,
! Cambria.
I will fufpend my judgement for a time,
Till mote appearance give us further light :
Yet to be plaive, your comming dorh inforce
A greac fufpicion to our doubtful mind,
And that you do refemble, to be briefe,
Him that firft robs, and then cries, {top the theefe.
A’mﬁz_?y&rfur.
Pray God fome neete you huvefnut done the like,
B
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Ragan. o, |
Hence, faucy mate, reply no inore to us; [ Ske forikes bims
For law of armes fhall not protect thy toung.
] Ambaffador.
Ne’re was 1 offred fu::%*x difcou};‘tefy;
od and my king, I truft, ere it be long,
%’ili find ai'ncan%, to remedy this wrong. [ Euxi Arbaffadirs
Ragan,
How (hall T live, to fuffer this difgrace,
At every bafe and vulgar peafants hands ?
It ill befitteth my imperial {tate, ,
To Le thus ufde, and no man take my part. [She avecps.
Cambria.
What fhould I do ? infringe the law of armes,
Were to my everlafting obloguy :
But I will take revenge upon his mafter,
Which fent him hither, to delude us thus.
&’ Ragan.
Nay, if you put up this, be fure, ere long,
Now that my father thus is made away _
Sheele come and claime a third part of your crownc,
As due unto her by inheritance.
g Cambria.
But I will prove her title to be nought
But thame, and the reward of parricide ;
And make her an example to the world,
For after-ages to admire her /penance.
This will T'do, as I am Cambriaes king,
Or lofe my life, to profecute revenge.
Come, firft let’s learne what newes is of our father,
And then proceed, as beft occafion fits., [ Exeunt.

Enter Leir, Perillus, and two mariners in Jea-gownes and
Jea-caps,
Perillus.
My honeft friends, we are afham’d to fhew
"The great extremity of our prefent ftate.
In that at this time we are brought fo low,
That we want money for to pay our paffage.
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The trath is fo, we met with fome good fellowes,
Alittle before we came aboord your fhip, '
Which {tripe us quite of all the coine we had,
And lefr us not a penny in our purfes :
Yet wanting mony, we will ufe the meane,
To fee you fanisfied ro the uttermoft.
it Mariner.
Here’s a good gown, ‘twould become me pafling wel,
I fhould be nne 1n it [ Lookes on Perillus.
Second Mariner.
Here’s 4 good cloke, I marvel how I fhould look in it,
iy Leir,
Faith, had we others to fupply their roome,
Though ne’re fo meane, you willingly fhould have them,
Firff Mariner.,
Do you heare, fir ¢ you looke like an honeft man;
Tle not ftand to do you a pleafure : here’s a good ftrong motly
gaberdine, coft me xu1j. good flillings at Billinfrate, give me
your gowne for it, and your cap for mine, and lle forgive
your pafiage,

[ Lookes on Lelr.

- Leers
With al my-heart, and xx. thanks. [ Leir and be changeths
: Second Mariner. -

Do you heare, fir? you fhall have a better match then he,
becaufe you are my friend: here is a good fheep’s rufler {éa-
gowne, will bide more ftreiie, I warrant you, then two of his s
yes, for you feem to be an honeft gentleman, I am content to
change 1t for your cloke; and afke you nothing for your paf=
fage more. [Pulls gff Perillus’s wlokes

Perillus,

My owne I willingly ‘would change with thee,
And think myfelfe indebted to thy kindnefle :

But would my friend might keepe his garment fill.
My friend, Ile give thee this new dublet, if thou wile
Reftore his gowne uiito him back againe.

Firft Marner.

Nay, if I do, would I might nc’re eate powderd beefe and
muftard more, nor drink can of good lLiquor whilft I live.
My friend, you have finall reafon to fecke ta hinder me of my-
Bargaine : but the beft is, a bargaine’s a bargaine,

' R Leir,
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Leir,

Kind friend, it is much better as it is. [Leir o Perillus,

For by this meanes we may efcape unknowne,
Till time and opportunity do fit.
Second Mariner.
Hark, hark, they are laying their heads together,.
"Theile repent them of their bargaine anon,
*Twere beft for us to go while we are well,
Firfl Mariner.

God be with you, fir, for your paffage back againe,

Ile ufe you as unreafonable 2s another.
' Leir.

T know thou wilt; but we hope to bring ready money
With us, when we come back againe. [ Exeunt mariners.
Were ever men in this extremity,

In a ftrange country, and cevoyed of friends,

And not a penny for to helpe ourfelves ?

Kind friend, what think{t thou will become of us ?
Perillys.

Be of good cheere, my lord, 1 have a dublet
Will yeeld us mony ynough to ferve our turnes,
Until we come unto your daughter’s court:

And then, I hope, we fhall find friends ynough.
: Leir.

Ah, kind Perillas, that 1s it I feare,
And makes me faint, or ever I come there.
Can kindnefle fpring out of ingratitude ?
Or love be reapt, where hatred hath bin fowne?
Can henbane joine in league with Methridate 2
Or fugar grow in wormwoods bitter {lalke ?
It cannot be, they are too oppofite :
And fo am I to any kindnefle here.
I have throwne wormwood on the fugred youth,
And like to henbane poifoned ihe fount,
Whence flowed the Methridate of a childs good wil.
1, like an envious thorne, have prickt the heart,
And turnd fweet grapes, to {fowre unrelifhr floes
The caufelefle ire of my refpectlefle brett,
Hath fowrd the {weet milk of dame natures paps:
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My bitter words have gauld her hony thoughts,
And weeds of rancour choke the flower of grace,
Then what remainder is of any hope,
But all our fortunes will go quite atlope ?
Perilins,
Feare not, my lord, the perficgood indeed
Can never be corrupred by the bad :
A new frefh veffel flill retaines the tafte
OFf that which firft is powr'd into the fame:
And therfore, though you name yourfelfe the thorn,
The weed, the gall, the henbane, and the wormewood 3
Yer fheele coutinue in her former ftate,
The hony, milke, grape, fugar, Methridate.
Leir.
Thou pleafing orator unto me in wo,
Ceafc to beguile me with thy hopetul fpeaches :
O joine with me, and thinke of nought buc crofles,
And then weele one lament anothers loles.
Perillus. .
Why, fay the worft, the wordt can be but death,
And death is better then for 1o defpaire :
Then hazzard death, which may convertto life ;
Banith defpaire, which brings a thoufand deathes.
Lierr.
Orecome with thy ftrong arguments, I yecld
To be direted by thee, as thou wilt:
As thou yeeldft comfort to iny crazed thoyghts,
Would I could yeeld the like unto thy body,
Which is full weake, I know, and ill apaid,
For want of frefh meat and due faftenance,
Perilius.
Alack, my lord, my heart doth bleed, ta think
That you fhould be in fuch extremitys
- Leir.
Cotne, let us go, and fee what God will fend ;
When all meanes faile, he is the fureft friend. [Lxeunts

Ffs Enter
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Enter the Gallian king and queene, and Muomwford wi ‘
pa ; lumford with a bafkety
ifsuifed like countrey folke.
Kine
This tedious j ok
. dious jeurne
e {J ney all on foot, {weet love,
ol :P cafing to your tender joints,
ich ne’re were ufed to thefe toilefome walks
L]
. N Cordella.
: never in my life tooke more delight
111;1;}’ journey, then 1 do 1 this :
t did e good, when as we hapt to ligh
Amoneft the merry croe of e
¢t the merry croe of country tolke,
TU fee 'h-' sl ht : } 'y k'-—-l
L what indudiry and paines they tooke
Lo :;1;1 them commendations ’mnngﬁtheir,friends
AD]-' , how ‘fllf:‘.ja“l'(ibCll_ll‘ to beftir themfelves f
Anal 10 their quirksto go beyond the mot'ar'le
T; .fo take on the_m with {uch antike fits i
: at one would think they were befide th;il‘ wits
ome away, Roger, with your bafket. g
Mumiford.
; HS](;{{, dame, here comes a couple of old youthes
needs make myfelfe fat with jefting at the'r,n
°

Enter Leir and Perillus wvery faintly.

: Cordelia.

: Nay, pr1rh’y do not, they do feeme to be
I\]el;n much o regone with griefe and mifery
Led’s ftand afide, and harken what they {'a".

| Ly, o
Ab, my Perillus, now I fece we both
Shall end our dayes in this unfruitful foile
Oh, I do faint for want of fuftenance: e
And thou, | know, in little better ca["e
I\'{o gentle tree affords one tafte of frui‘t
: '110 comfort us, until we meet with men:

No lucky path conduéts our lucklefle fteps
I_‘Jnto a place where any comfort dwels 1
‘b\wcet reflt betide unto our happy fnuie.s ;

« Fog here I fee our bodies muit have enc,i.
Perilluse
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. Perillus.
Ah, my deare lord, how doth my heart lament,
To fee you broughr to this extremity |
O, if you love me, as you do profefie,
O ever thought well of me in my life; [Hefirips up bisarme.
Feed on this fleh, whofc veines are not fo dry,
Bur there 1s vertae left te comfort you.
O, feed on this, if this will do you good,
1le fmile for joy, to ice you fuck my bloud.
Lioir.

I am no Caniball, that I fhould delight
T'o {lake my hungry jawes with bumane fleth ¢
I am no devil, or ten tmes wortfe then fo,

To fuck the bloud of fuch a peerelefle friend.

0, do not think that 1 refpelt my life

So dearely, as I dothy 1yyal love.

Ah, Brittayne, 1 thall pever {ee thee more,

That haft unkiodly banifhed thy king:

And yet not thou doft make me to complaine,

But they which were more neere to me then thoue
Cordella.

What do I heare ? this lamentable voice,
Me thinks, ere now I oftentimes have heard.

Leir,

Ah, Gonorill, was halfe my kingdome’s oift
The caufe that thou didft feeke to have my life
Ab, cruel Ragan, did I give thee all,

And all could not fufhice without my bloud ?

Ah, poore Cordella, did T give thee nought,
Nor never fhall be able for to give ?

0, let me warne all ages that infueth,

How they truft flattery, and reject the trueth.

Well, unkind girles, I here forgive you both,

Yet the juft heavens will hardly do the like;

And onely crave forgivenefic at the end

Of good Cordalla and of thee, my friead

Of God, whofe majefty I have offended,

By my granfgreflion many thoufand wayes *

Of her, deare heart, whom I for no accafion

Turn’d out of all; through ﬂatt;_:rers perfwafion:
Ft4
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Of thee, kind friend, who but for

_ me, I kno
Hadft never, come unto this: place , M

i of wo,
Cordellz. .
Alack, that ever I fhould live to {ee
My noble father in this mifery,
Sweet loy 2al e
iz ove, reveale ) §
s . ; .not what.thoq art as yet,
now the ground of all this ill,
Cordella.
HO, but fome meat, fome meat: do you not fee
ow neere they are to death for want of food ? !
o g Perillus.
2 ord, which didft help thy fervants at their
r now or never fend us helpe with {peed .
Oh comfort, comtort! yonder isa banqué.r
?gd men and women, my lord: be of goo:i cheare 2
Om I {ee comfort comining Very neere e
O my lord, 2 banquet, and men and women !
Leir,
1 _c . . r 7
T;J, iet kind pity mollify their hearts,
at they may helpe us 1n ogr great extreames
' Perillys Sl
God fave you, fii 3£ chi
od { , friends s and if this blefled
C ends; an efle
Affordeth any food or fuftenance ARl
1 ¥ 1 i f
{,:en for his fake that faved us all from death
"ouchfafe to fave us from: the gripe of famine

need,

[She bringeth bim to the table,
Her Cordella. :
ere, father, fit and eat; here fit and drink :
And would it were far better for your fakes | -
[ Perillus takes Leir gy the band to the table,
200 A Perdlys, . ‘
give you thanks anon: my friend doth fai
! 1e th faint
And needeth prefent comfore, ' ['Leir drinkes
o 5 b Mumford. 5 iy
varrant, he ne’re ftayes ro fay a :
] : L ‘ - ace:
O, there’s no fauce to a good ﬁumakg
Lerilius
The bleff f heay j
tbe blefled God of heaven hath thpusht upon us.

Leir,
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Leir,
The thanks be his, and thefe kind courteous folke,
By whofe humanity we are preferved.
[ They eat bungerly; Leir drinkess
Cordella.
And may that draught be unto him, as was
That which old E/n dranke, which did yenue
His withered age, and made him yvung againe.
And may that meat be unto him, as was
That which Elas ate, in {trength whereof
He walked fourty dayes, and never fainted,
Shall I conceale me longer from my father ?
Or fhall I manifeft myielte to him ¢
King,
Forbeare a while, until bisfivength returne,
Tclt being over-joyed with fecing thee,
His poore weake {ences Mhould forfake their office,
And fo our caufe of joy be rurn’d to forrows.
Perilius. .
What chére, my lord ? how do you feele yourfelfe ?
Leir.
Me thinks, T never ate fuch favory meat :
Tt is as pleafant as the blefled manna,
"That rain’d from heaven amongft the ffraclites:
It hath recall’d my fpirits home againe,
And made me frefh, as ear{t I was before,
But how fhall we congratulate their kindneffe ?
Periilus.
Infaith, I know not how fufhiciently ;
But the beft meane that I can think on, is thiss
Tle offer them my dublet in requital ;
For we haye nothing elfe to fpare,
Lezr.
Nay, ftay, Perillus, for they {hall have mine.
' Perillus.
Pardon, my lord, [ fiveare they hall bave mine.
"7 [Penllus proflers bis dublet : they aill not take it.
Leir. :
Ah, who would think fuch kindnes fhould remaine
Among fuch ftrange and unacquainted men : it
. : L
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And that fuch hate fI
a h would barbour in the bref
Of thofe, which have occafion to be bcfek ?zeﬁ
iy Cordella. .
- Afh, good -old father, tell to me thy eriefe
e forrow with thee, if not adde rel:efc &
Leir 3
- Ah, good youn ;
oung daughter, I
For thou art like a daugghter ’I dilgag’wc;t” e
Cordella. ;
Do you'not owe her ftill? what, is fhe dead 7
No, God forbi Ll
; orbid : but all my i :
: : : y intere
?} fhewing my felfe too much mmcz:trtﬂ‘:lgnnc’
Ao dhave I lof¥ the title of a father, '
nd may be call'd a ftranger to h’ef rather
o _ ‘Co?‘dﬂ:‘,{’zz. 3
e 1ﬂes good ﬁllI: for tis alwayes knowne
o ;n may do as him lift with his owne :
ut have you but one daughter then in all ?
Leir, '
Yes, I have more by two, then would I had
e Cordella. ¥
= ), ;)- not fo, but rather fee the end :
Buicc"; that are bad, may have the grace ,tf) mend ;
1ow have they ofended vou fo  much ? :
Licir ;
If from the firft I th °
. ould relate the c:
AI'u-{ould make a heart of adamant to 1‘3?‘2&;'
Dm} thou, poore foule, kind-hearted as tiﬁé}zllzirt
oft weepe zlready, ere I do begin. ’
G:ﬂ'{fc?g
For Gods Iove tell it; and when
. ; and when y /el
Ile tell the reafon why I weepe u-?f(}};seha‘e -
; Lerr. :
" "l;h}_?i;dknow this firft, I am a Brit/aine borne
nd had three daughters by ane loving wife .
Anq t'hough I fay it, of beauty they wer;‘c {i ed.'
Eﬁ)liCIﬂlly the youngeft of the three, i
or her perfections hardly maiche could be;
On thele I doted with a jclous love, e
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And thought to try which of them lovid me beft
By afking them, which would do moft for mef
The firft and fecond flatted me with words,
And vowd they lov’d me better ‘hen their lives
The youngeft faid; fhe loved me as a child
Might do: her anfwere 1 efteen’d moft vild,
And prefcntly in an outragious mood,
I turnd ber from me to go finke or {wim &
And all T had, even to the very clorhes,
1 gave in dowry with the other two:
And fhe that beit deferv’d the greateft fhare,
I gave her nothing, but difgrace and care.
Now mark the fequel: when I had done thus,
I fojournd in my cldeft daughters houfe,
Where for a time 1 was intreated well,
And livid in {tate fufficing my content ¢
But every day her kindnefle did grow cold,
Which 1 with patience put up well ynough,
And feemed not to fee the things I faw:
But at the laft fhe grew fo far incenft
With moody fury, and with cauflefle hate,
That in moft vild and contumelious fermes,
She bade me pack, and harbour fomewhere eife.
“Then was 1 faine for refuge to repaire
Unto my other daughter for reliefe;
Who gave me pleafing and moil courteous words 3
But in her actions hewed her felfe fo fore,
As never any daughter did before :
She prayd me in 4 morning out betime,
To go to a thicket two miles from the court,
Pointing that there fhe would come talke with me
There fhe had fet a fhag haird murdring wretch,
To maffacre my honeft friend and me.
Then judge your felfe, although my tale be briele,
If ever man had greater cavfe of griefe.
King.

Nor never like impiety was doue,

Since the creation of the world begun.
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: Leir.
And now T am conftraind o feeke relicfe
Of her, to whom I have bin fo unkind ;
Whofe cenfure, if it do award me death,
I muft confeffe fhe payes me but my due ;
But if fhe fhew a loving daughters part,
It comes of God and her, not my defert,
Cordella.
No doubt fhe will, I dare be {worne fhe will.
Leir.
How know you that, not knowing what fhe is ?
: Cordella.
Myfelfe a father have a great way hence,
Ufde me asill as ever you did her;
Yet, that his reverend age I once might fee,
Ide creepe along, to meet him on my knee,
Leir,
O, no mens children are unkind but mine.
Cordella.
Condemne not all, becaufe of others crime :
But looke, deare father, looke, behold and fee
Thy loving daughter {peaketh unto thee. [ She knecles,
Leir,
O, ftand thou up, itis my part to kneele,
Aund afke forgivenefle for my former fauls, [ e kneeles,
Cordella,
O, if you wifh I fhould injoy my breath,
Deare father rife, or I receive my death. [ Fe rifeth,
' Leir.
Then I will rife, to fatisfy your mind, ;
But kneele againe, til pardon be refignd. [ He kuecles.
Cordella,
I pardon you: the word befeemes not me:
But I do fay fo, for to eale your knee;
You gave me life, you were the caufe that I
Am what I am, who elfe had never bin.
Y 577
But you gave life to me and to my fiiend,
Whofe dayes had elfe had an untimely end,

Cordella,
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Cordella.
You brought me up, when as I was but young,

- And far unable for to helpe m-{‘.'e'lfc.

.lr:f”'.
I caft thee forth, when as thou waft but young,
And far unable for to helpe thytelfe.
Cordella.
God, world, and nature, fay I do you wrong,
That can indure to fec you kncele fo long.
Kaug.
Let me breake off this loving controverfy,
Which doth rejoice my very foule to fee. '
Good father, rife, fhe 1s your loving daughter, [He rifeth.
And honours you with as refpective duty,
As if vou were the monarch of the world,
’ Cordella. _
But I will never rife from off my knee, [She kneeless
Until I have your bleffing, and your pardon
Of all my faules committed any way,

From my firft birch unto this prefent day.
Leir.

The blefling, which the God of Abrabam gave
Unto the tribe of Fuda, light on thee,
And multiply thy dayes, that thou mayft fee
Thy childrens childrenvpl.'{nper af:;rttlicg‘; L
“hy faults, which are jult none rtha X :
égg [t;t:‘do’n on high, Jand [ forgive below, [ She rifeth.
Cordella. ;
Now is my heart at quier, qnd dcth leape
Within my brelt, for joy of this good hap :
And. now (deare father) welcome to our court,
And welcome (kind Perillus) unto me,
Mirrour of vertue and true honefty.
Leir,
O, he hath bin the kinr;‘.e}‘l friend to me,
1ad 1n adverfity.
That ever man | 1>g,-3;;m, |
My toung doth faile, to fay what heart doth think,
I am fo raviiht with exceeding joy.

e =




45t THE HISTORY OF KING LEIR:

King,
All you have fpoke: now let me fpeak my mind
And in few words much mat*er here conclude : ,[H' kneele
If ere my heart do harbour any joy, ' ot
O!' true content repofe within iy breft
Till I have rooted out this viperous feét
And repoflett my father of his crowne 5
Let me be counted for the perjurdit e
That ever fpake word fince the world bc-‘r’an /e
Munford. S L
Let me pray to, that never 151-;1'y‘d before ;
If ere T refalute the Brizti/h earth L2aumiore, dperles
(As (ere’t be long) I do prefume ’I fhall)
And do returne from thence without my wench
Let me be gelded for my recompence. ¢ Ri
. King, b
T_ﬁf(ime, le}:lt’s to armes for to redrefle this wrong :
il I an : i 1 [ 3
) there, me thinks the time 1@::111::;5 long. [ Exeunts

‘J
Linter Ragan fola.

Ragan.

1 feele a hell of confcience in my breft
Tormenting me with hotrour for my. fach,
And makes me in an agony of doubt y
For feare the world fhould find my c’ieaiin out
The, flave whom I appointed for the a& P
I ne’re fet eye upon the pealant fince: ;
O, could I get him for to make him fure
My fi_oubts would ceafe, and I (hould ;-vf’u-’ii‘:cure
But if the old men, with perfwafive wotds, -
Have fav’d their lives, and made him to l’;:if"lt'
Then are they fled unto the court of fra o
And like a trumpet manifeft my (hane, -
A fhame on thefe white-liverd flaves, fay I
That with faire words fo foone are ;vcrco’mc
O God, that I had bin but made a inan ; )
pr that my ftrength were equal with my will |
Thefe foolifh men aic nothing: but meere pity,
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And melt as butter doth againft the {un.

Why fhould they have pre-emineace over us,
Since we ure creatures of more brave rclolve ?

I fiveare, I am quite out of charity

With all the heartlefle men in Cffa;'f;fz':r?r:!ame.

A poxe upon them, when they are affraid

To give a {tab, or flica palrry wind-pipe,
Which are fo eafy matters to be done.

Well, had I thought the {lave would ferve me fo,

- Myfelfe would have bin executioner: ;

Tis now undone, and it that it be knowne,

lle make as good fhift as I can for one.
He that 1epines at me, how ere it ftands,
*Twere belt for him to keepe him from my hands, © [Exit.

d trumpets: Enter the Gallian #ing, Leir,
Mumford, and the army.
King. .

Thus have we brought our army to the {ea,
Whereas our fhips aie ready to receive us:
The wind ftands faire, and we in foure houres faile,
May eafily arrive on Brittifb thore,
Where unexpeéted we miy them furprife,
And gaine a glorious viCtory with eafe.
Wherefore, my loving countreymen, refolve,
Since truth and juitice fighteth on our fides,
That we fhall march with conqueft where we go.
Myfelf will be as forward as the firft,
And {tep by ftep march with the hardieft wight:
And not-the meaneft fouldier 1n our campe
Shall be in danger, but Ile fecond him.
To you, my lord, we give the whole commaurd
OFf all the arnly, next unto ourfelfe ;
Not doubting of you, but you will extend
Your wonted valour in this needful caie,
Encouraging the reft to do the like,

Sound drums an

By your approved 'm;lgnanimiry.

Mumjard.
My liege, tis necdlefie to fpur a willing horfe,
Thats apt enough to run himielfe to death:

3
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For here I fweare by 'that fweet faints bright eye,
Which are the ftarres, which guide me to good hap,
Either to fee my old lord crownd anew,
Or in his caufe to bid the world adieu.
Leir.

Thanks, good lord Mumford, tis more of your good will,

Then any merit or delert in me.
- Munmford.
And now to'you, my worthy countreymen,
Ye valiant race of Genoueflan Gawles,
Surnamed Red-fhanks, for your chivalry,
Becaufe you fight up to the thanks in bloud ;
Shew yourfelves now to be right Gawles indeed,
And be {o bitter on your enemies,
That they may fay; you are as bitter as gall,
Gall them, brave fhor, with your artitlery :
Gall them, brave halberts, with your tharp point billes;
Each in their pointed place, not one, but all,
Fight for the credit of yourfelves and Gawie.
King. _

Then what fhould more perfwafion néed to thofe,
That: rather wifh to deale, then heare of blowes ¢
Let’s to our fhips, and if that God permit,
In foure houtes faily I hope we fhall be there.

Mumford.

And in five houres more, I make no doubt,

But we fhall bring our wifh’d defires abour. [ Exvenrt.

Euter a Captaine of the Watch, and two Waichmen.
/ )

Captaine.
- My honeft friends, it is your turne to night,
To watch in this place, neere about the beacon,
And vigilanily have regatd,
If any fleet of fhips pafle hitherward :
Which if you do, your office is to fire
The beacon prefently, and raife the towne, [Eais.
F.e{ﬂ Watchman. ; '

I, I, I, feare nothing; we know our charge, I warrant: I
have bin a warchman about this beacon this xxx. yere, and
yet I ne’re fee ic fhir, but food as quietly as might be. i

- Second
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Faith neighbour, and you'l follow my vice, inftead of
watching the beacon, wee’l go to goodman Gennings, and
watch a pot of ale and a rafher of bacon s and if we do not
deink oucfelves drunke, then fo; I warrant, the beacon will
{ee us when we cofie out againg,

Firft Watclhman:
I, but how if fome bddy excufe us to the captaine ?
: Socond Watchman.
'Tis no matter, Ile prove by goed feafon that we watch the
beacon : afie for examiple.
Eirft Watchman.
1 hope you do not call me afle by craft, neighbour.
' Second Watchman.
No, no, but for example: fay here ftands the pot of ale;
thats the beacon. =
Firft Watchmar.

I, I, tis a very good beacon.

Second Watchmai. :

Well, fay here ftands your nofe, thats the fire.

Firft Watchman.

Indeed I muft confelle, tis fomewhat red.

Second Watchinan. :

I fee come marching in a difh, halfc a fcore pieces of falt
bacon. ’

Firfp Watchmai. :

I underftand your meaning, thats as much to fay, halfa

fcore fhips- -
Second Watchman. " .
True, you confter right; prefently, like a faithiful watch-
man, I fire the beacon, and call up the towne:
Firft Watchman.
I, thats as much as to fay, you Iet your nofe to the pot,
and drink up the drink, A
Second Watcoman.

You are in the right ; come, let’s go fire the beacon..
: i Eweunt.

Gg : ' Enter
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Enter the king of Gallia with a flill march, Mumford and
Jfoldiers. :
King.

Now march our enfignes on the Britti/fb earth,

And we are neere approching to the towne :

Then looke about you, valiant countrymen,

And we fhall finith this exploit with eafe.

Th’ inhabitants of this miftruftful place

Are dead afleep, as men that are fecure 2

Here fhall we' fkirmifth but with naked men,

Devoid of fence, new waked from a dreame,

"That know not what our comming doth pretend,

Till they do fecle our meantng on their fkinnes

~Therefore affaile: God and our right for us. [ Excunt.

Alayrm, with men and women halfe naked: Enter two Captaines

Without dublets, with faords.
Firft Captain,
Where are thefe villaines that were fet to watch,
And fire the beacon, if occafion ferv'd,
“That thus have fuffred us to be furprifde,
And never given notice to the towne?
We are betray’d, and quite devoid of hope,
By any meanes to fortify ourfelves.
Second Caplain.
Tis ten to one the peafants are o’recome with drinke and
fleep, and fo neglect their charge.
Firft Captaine.
A whirl-wind carry them quick to a whirl-poole,
That there the flaves may drinke their bellies full.
Second Capiaine.
This tis, to have the beacon fo neere the ale-houfe.

Enter the Watchmen drunke, with each a pot.
Firff Captaine. ‘
Out on ye, villaives, whither run you now ?
Firf Watchman.
To fire the towne, and call up the beacon.
Second Watchman,
No, no, fir, tofire the beacon. [ He drinkes.
e Second.
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Second Caplaine,
What, with a pot of ale; you drunken rogues ?
Firfl Captain.
You'l fire the beacon, when the towne is loft =
Ile teach you how to tend your office better.
- [ Draws to flab them.

Enter Mumford, Captaines run away.
Mumford.
[ He kicks dotune theiy potss
Einff Watchman.
Reele? no, we do not reele:
You may lacke a pot of ale ere you die.
Mumford.
But in meane fpace, I anfwer, you want none.
Wel, theres no dealing with you, y’are tall men, and wel
weapond ;
T would there were no worfe then you in the towne, [ Exit.
Second. Watchman.
A fpeaks like an honeft man, my cholers palt already.
Come, neighbour, let's go.
Firft Watchman.
Nay, firft let’s fee and we can ftand. , [ Exeunt.
[ Alarum, excurfions, - Mumford afier them, and fome bale aaked.

Yeeld, yeeld, yeeld.

Euter the Gallian #ing, Leir, Mumford, Cordella, Perillus, and
fouldiers, aith the chiefe of the towne bounds
King.
Feare not, my friends, you fhall receive no hurt,
If you’l fubfcribe unto your lawful king,
And quite revoke your fealty from Cambria,
And from afpiring Cornwall 100, whofe wives
Have practifde treafon ’gaint their fathers lifes
Wee come in juftice of your wronged king,
And do intend no harme at all to you,
So you fubmit unto your lawful king.
Leir.
Kind countrymen, it grieves me, that perfores,
I am conftrain’d to ufe extremitics.

G— g b Nﬂz)tlt’fn




460 ‘THE HISTORY OF KING LEIR
Nobles.

Long have you here bin lookt for, good my lord,
And wifh’d for by a general confent :

And had we known your highnefe had arrived,
We had not made refiftance to your grace:
And now, my gracious lord, you need not doubt,
Butall the country will yeeld prefently,
Which fince your abfence have bin greatly tax’d,
For to maintaine their overfwelling pride.
Weele prefently fend word to all our friends ;
When they have notice, they will come apace.

2 L,

Thanks, loving fubjects ; and thanks, worthy fon,
Thanks, my kind danghter, thaoks to you, my lord, -
Who willingly adventured have your blood,
(Without defert) to do me fo much good.

Mumford.
Q, fay not fo:
1 have bin much beholding to your grace :
1 mult confefle, I have bin in fome {kirmifhes,
But I was never in the like to this:
For where [ was wont to meet with armed men,
I was now incounired with naked women.
Cordella.

We that are feeble, and want ufe of armes,

Will pray to God, to fheeld you from all harmes.
Leir.

The while your hands do manage ceafilefle toile,
Our hearts fhall pray, the foes may have the toile,

: - Perddlus.

Weele faft and pray, whillt you for usdo fight,
"That vi€tory miay profecute the right. ;

JAIT

ing .
Me thinks, your words do amplify (my friends)

And adde frefh vigor to my w Uling limmes : [Drzam.

But harke, I beare the adverfe drum approdcha
God and our righit, {aint Dears, and faint Genrges
= ; ;

e
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Fnter Cornwall, Cambria, Gonorill, Ragan, and the arriy.

Cornwall.
Prefumptuous king of Gauwles, how dareft thou
Prefume to-enter on our Breitifh {hore ?
And more then that, to take our townes perforce,
And draw our fubjets hearts from their true king ?
Be fure to buy it at as deare a price,
As ere you bought prefumption in your lives.
King.
Ore-dating Cornwall, know, we came in right,
And jufl revengement of the wronged King,
Whofe daughters there, fell vipers as they are,
Have fought to murder and deprive of life:
But God proteéted him from all their fpight,
And we are come in juftice of his right.
Cambria.
Nor he nor thou have any intereft here,
But what you win and purchafe with the fword.
Thy {2 unders to our noble verruous (uUEEnEs,
Weel in the battel thruft them down thy throte,
Excepr for feare of our revenging hands,
Thou flye to fea, as not fecure on lands.
L Mumford.
Welfbman, 1le fo ferrit you ere night for that word,
That you fhall have no imind to crake fo wel this twelvemonth,
i Gonorill,
They lye, that fay, we fought our fathei’s death,
i I Ragan.
*T'is meerely forged for a colour’s fake,
To fer a alofle on your invafion. 4
Me thinks, a0 old man ready for to die,
Should be afham’d to broache fo foule a lie.
Cordella.
Fy, thamelefie fifter, fo devoyed of grace,
To call out father lier to his face.
Gonor:ll.
Peace (puritan) difiembling hypoerite, :
Which art fo good, that thou wilt prove ftark naught:
o Anon,




462 ‘THE HISTORY OF KING LEIR

Anon, when as T have you in my fin jers,

Ile make you with yourfelfc in purgatory,
Periltus.

' Nay, peace thou monfter, fhame unto thy fexe:

Thou fiend in likenefle of a humane creature.

Ragan.
I never heard a fouler {poken man.
Leir,

Out on thee, viper, fcum, filthy parricide,
More odious to my fight then is a roade :
Knoweft thou thefe letters 2 [She fnatches them and teares them.,

R{Zg{!ﬂ-

Think you to outface me with your paltry ferowles ?
You come to drive my hufband from his right,

Under the colour of a forged letter.
Leir.
Who ever heard the like impiety ¢
Perillus.

You are our debtour of more patience -
We were more patient when we ftaid for you,
Within the thicket two long houres-and more,

' Ragan,
What houres? what thicker?
Leorillus.

There, where you fent your fervant with your letters,
Seal’d with your hand, to fend us both to heaven,
“Where, as I thinke, you never meane to come.

Ragan.

Alas, you are growne a child againe with age,

Or elfe your {ences dote for want of {leepe.
Periilus. :
Indeed you made us rife betimes, you know,
Vet had a care we fhould fleepe where you bade us flay,
But never wake more till the latwer day.
Gonorill.
Peace, peace, old fellow, thou art fleepy fhill.
Mmford,
Faith, and if you reafon till to morrow,

o

You get no other anfwere at their hands,
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"Tis pitty two fuch good faces
Should have fo little grace betweene them.
Well, let us fee if their hufbands with their hands
Can do as much as they do with their toungs.
Cambriq.

I, with their fwords they’l make your toung unfay

What they have {aid, or elfe they’l cut them out.
f?{"'.
Too't, gallants, 100ty let’s not ftand brawling thus.
[ Excant both armies.

Sound Alarum : excurfions. Mumford muft chafe Cambria atvay:
then ceafe.  Enter Cornwall.

Cornvall.
The day is loft, our friends do all revolt,
And joine againft us with the adverfe part :
There is no meanes of fafery but by fiighr,
And therefore lle to Corpwall with my queene. [ Exit.

¥

Futer Cambria,

Cambria.

I thinke, there is a devil in the campe hath haunted me to
day: he hath fo' ured me, that in a maner I can fight no
JIIOTE.

: Eater Mumford.

Zounds ! hete he comes, Ile take me to my korfe. [Exit,
[Mumlord followves himto the dore, and returnes.
Mumford. :

Farewel (Welfbman) give thee but thy due,

Thou haft a light and nunble paire of legs :
Thou art more in debe to them then to thy hands :
But if I meet thee once againe to day,

Ile cut them oft, and fet them to a becter heart, [ Exit,

Alavums _(;:zrf_ (‘xc's.f'_';;;_'.-m.f, then found Tfa“ct?di_}’. Fnter Leir,
Perillus, King, Cordella, axd Mumford.
Kb{g.
Thanks be to God, your foes are overcoime,
And you againe poflefled of your right,
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: i Leir,

Firlt to the heavens ; next, thanks to you, my {onne,
By whofe good meanes I repofiefle the fame : :
Which if it pleafe you to accept yourfelf,

With all my heavt I will refigne to you :
For it is yours by right, and none of mine.
Firft, have you raifd, ar your owne charge, a power
OFf valiant fouldiers (this comes all from you) ;
Next have you ventured your owne perfous featke.
And laftly (worthy Gallia never ftaind),
My kingly title I by thee have gaind.

King.

Thank heavens, not me, my zeale to you is fuch,
Commaund my utmodt, 1 will never grutch.

Cordella,

He thar with allddnd love intreats his queene,

Wil not be. to Her father unkind feene.
o 0 Leor

Ab, my Cordella, now I call to mind, -

The modeft anfwere, which [ tooke unkind:
But now 1 {ee, I am no whit beguild,
Thou lovedft me dearly, and as ought a child,
And thou (Perillus) partner once in Woe,
"Thee to requite, the beft I can, Il doe:
Yet all I can, I, were it ne’re o much,
Were not fufficient, thy true love is fuch.
'Thanks (worthy Mumjord) to thee laft of all,
Not greeted laft, “caufe thy defert was {fmall ;
No, thou haft lion-like laid on to day,
Chafing the Cornawall king and Cambrias
Who with my daughters, daughtcrs did I fay ?
To fave their lives, the fugitives did play.

" Come, fonne and daughter, who bid me advaunce,
Repofe with e a while, and then for Fraunce.

[Somzd drumes and trumpersa Exeunts

s o e
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