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Dramatis Perfonz.

4 \Rfino, Dske of lilyria.
Sebafttian, 4 youny Gentlemany Brother 1o
Viola.
Antonio, « Sea-Captain, Friend to Sebaftian.
Valentine,
Curio,
Sir Toby Belch, Uucle to Olivia,
Sir Ancrew Ague-cheek, « foolifly Knigit, pre«
tending to Ohivia.
A Sea-Castain, Friend to Viola,
Fabian, Servant to Olivia,
Malvolio, a fantaftical Steward to Oliviai
Clison, Servart 1o Qlivia,

}Gcm[emm attending on the Duke,

Oliviay, @ Lady of great Beauty and Fortune,
belov'd by the Dike.

Viola, in love with the Dike,
Maria, Olivia’s Woman.

Prieft, Sailorsy Officersy and other Attendants,
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What You will.

#

ACT L SCENE L

SCENE The Palace.

Eunter the Duke, Curio, and Lords,

D U K E,

F Mufick be the Food of Love, play on,

2| Give me excefs of it; that furfeiting

Al The Appetite may ficken, and fo die,
That Strain again, it had a dying Fall:

O, it came o’er my Ear, like the {weet
|  Sound

' —— That breaths upon a Bank of Violets,
Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, no more;

"T'is not {o fsveet now, as it was before.

O Spirit of Love, how quick and frefh art thou!

That, notwithftanding thy Capacity

Receiveth as the Sea, Nought enters there,

Of what validity and pitch {o €’er,

But falls into Abatement, and low Price,
A4 Eyen



8  TwerLrru-Nicur: Or,

Even in 2 Minute; fo full of Shapes is Fancy,
That it alone is high fantaftical.

Cur. Will ycu go hunt, my Lord?

Duke. What, Cario?

Cyur. The Hart,

Duke. Why {0 I do. the nobleft that I have:
O when mine Eyes did {ee Olivia firfs,
Methought fhe purg’d the Air of Pefhilence;
That Inftint was I wro’d into a Hart,
Ard my Deafires like fell and cruel Hounds,
Eer fince purfue me, How now, what News from her?

Ester Valentine.,

¥el. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted,
But from her Hand-maid do return this Anfwer:
The Element it {felf, ’till feven Years hence,
342 not behold her Face at ample View;
Rur like a Cloyftrefs fhe will vailed walk,
And water once a Day her Chambers round
With Fye-cficnding Brine: All this to feafon
A Brozher’s dead Love, which fhe would keep frefh
And laftisg in her {fad Remembrance.

Dukz. O fhe that hath a2 Heart of that fine Frame,
To p2y this Debt of Love but to a Brother,
How wili ¢ 1078, When the rich golden Shaft
Harn kilPd the Flock of all Affetions elfe
"Thar live in her? When Liver. Brain, and Heart,
Thefe {overaipn Thrones, are all {fupply’d, and fillI'd
Her fweet Perfections with one felt-fame King:
Away before me, to fweet Beds of Flowers,
Love Thouehts lye rich, when canopy'd with Bowers,

[ Exennt,

SCENE II. Tle Sirec.

Enser Viola, a Captain and Sailors.

2%, What Country, Friends, is this?
Cap. This is Ulyria, Lady.
¥is, And what fhouid I do in Wyria?
My Brother he is in Efyfinm.
Perchance he is not drown’d; what think yeu, Sailors?
Cap,
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Cap. Tt is perchance that you your felf were fav'd.

¥io. O my poor Brother! And {o perchance may he be.

Cap. True, Madam; and to comfort you with Chaace,
Affure your felf, after our Ship did fplit,

When you, and that poor Number faved with you,
Hung on your driving Boat: 1 faw your Brother,
Moft provident in Peril, bind him{elf,

Courage and Hope both teaching him the Practice,
To a frong Maft that livid upon the Sea,

Where like Orion on the Dolphin’s Back,

I {aw him hold Acquaintance with the Waves,

So long as 1 could ice.

Vio. For faying fo, there’s Gold:

Mine own E{cape unfoldeth to my Hope,
Whereto thy Speech {erves for Authority,
The like of him. Knew’ft thou this Country ?

Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born
Not three Hours Travel from this very Place.

Vio. Who governs here? ‘

Cap. A noble Duke in Nature, as in Name.

Pro, What is his Name? |

Cap. Orfine.

Vio. Orfing! T have heard my Father name him,

He was a Batchellor then.

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late;
For but a Month ago I went from hence,

And then ’twas frefh in Murmur, as you knewp
What great ones do, the lefs will prattle of,
That he did feek the Love of fair Glivia.

Vio, What’s {he?

Cap. A virtuous Maid, the Daughrer of a2 Count;
That dy’d fome twelve Months fince, then lezying hep
In the Prote@ion of his Son, hLer Brother, J
Who fhortly alfo dy’d; for whofe dear Love,

They fay, fhe had abjur’d the Sight
And Company of Ven.

Via. O that I ferv’d that Lady,

And might not be deliver'd to the World,
"Till I had made minec own Occafion mellovy -
What my Eftateis.
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Cap. That were hard to compafs,
Recaufe fhe will admit ne kind of- Suit,
No, not the Duke’s.
Vio. There isa fair Behaviour in thee, Captain ;
‘And tho’ that Nature with a beauteous Wall
Doth oft clofe in Pollution; yet of thee,
I will believe, thou haft 2 Mind that fuits
With this thy fair and outward Charadter,
1 prethee, and I'll pay thee bounteouily,
Concezl me what I am, and be my Aid,
For {ach Difguife as haply.fhall become
The Form of my Intent. Pl {erve this Duke,
Thou fhalt prefeat me as an Eunuch to him,
It may be worth thy Pains; for I can fing,
And fpeak to him in many forts of Mufick,
That will allow me very worth his Service,
What elfe may hap, to Time I will commit,
Only fhape thou thy Silence to my Wit.
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and jour Muce I'll be,
When my Tongue blabs, then let mine Eyes not fee.
Vio, 1 thank thee; lead me on. . [Exeams,

S CENE IIl. Olivias Hoafe,

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria,

Sir To. Whata Plague means my Neice to take the Death
of her Brother thus? I am fure Care’s an Enemy to Life.

Mar. By my Troth, Sir Toby, you muft come in earlier
a-Nights; your Neice, my Lady, takes great Exceptions
to your ill Hours.

Sir Tv. Wiy let her except, befere excepted.

Mar. Ay, but you muft confine your felf within the
modeft Limits of Order. ‘

Sir To. Confine? I'll confine my {elf nofiner than I am;
thefe Clozhesare good enough to drink in, and fo be thefe
Boots too; and they be not, let them hang themfelves in
their own Straps.

Mar. Thatquaffingand drinking will undo you; 1 heard
my Lady taik of it Yefterday, and of a foolifh Knight
that you brought in onc Night here, to be her Wooer?

Sir I,
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SirTo. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek?

Mar. Ay, he.

Sir To. He’s as tall a Man as any’s in Ulyria.

Mar. What'’s that to th’ Purpofe?

Sir To. Why, he has three thoufand Ducats 2 Year.

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a Year in all thefe Ducats:
He’s a very Feol, and a Prodigal.

Sir To. Fie, that you'll fay {o: He plays o’th’ Viol-de
Gambo, and {peaks three or four Languages Word for
Word without Book, and hath all the good Gifts of Na-

ture.
Mar. He hath indeed, almoft natural; for befides that

he’s a Fool, he’s a great Quarreller; and but that he hath

the Gift of a Coward to allay the Guft he bath in Quar-
relling, ’tis thought among the Prudent, he would quick-

ly have the Gift of a Grave.

Sir To. By this Hand they are Scoundrels and Sub-
fira@ors that fay fo of him, Who are they?

Mar. They that add moreover, he’s drunk nightly in
your Company.

Sir To. With drinking Healths to my Neice: Tll drink
to her as long as there is a Paffage in my Throat, and
Drink in Illyria. He’s a Coward and a Coyfiril that will
not drink to my Neice ’till his Brains turn o'th’ Toe like
a Parifh Top. What Wench? Cafliliane vulgo; for here
comes Sir Andrew Ague-face. '

Enter Sir Andrew.,
Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! How now, Sir Toby Belch’,

SirTo. Sweet Sir Andrew.

Sir And, Blels you, fair Shrew.

Mar. And you too, Sir.

$ir To. Accoft, Sir dndrew, accolt.

Sir And. What’s that?

Sir To. My Neice’s Chamber-maid.

Sir And. Good Miftrels Aceoff, 1 defire better Acquains
tance,

Mar. My Name is Mary, Sir.

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Mary deceff,

SirTe. You miftake, Knight: Accoft is, front her,
voard her, wooe her, affail her,

| §r And,
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Sir Aad. By my Troth, I would not undertake her in
this Company. Is that the Meaniog of Accoft?

Mar. Fare you well, Gentlemen.

Sir To. And thou'let her part fo, Sivr Andrew, would
thou might'ft never draw Sword again.

Sir Asd. And you part fo, Miftrefs, I would I might
pever draw Sword 2gain. Fair Lady, do you think you
have Feels in Hand?

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th’Hand,

Sir And. Marry but you fhall have, and here’s my Hand.

Mar. Now, Sir, Thought is free: I pray you bring your
Hand to th’Buttery Bar, and let it drink.

Sir And. Wherefore, {weet Heart? What’s your Meta-
phor?

Mar. 1t’s dry, Sir.

Str And. Why, 1 think {fo: I am not fuch an Afs, but &
¢an keep my Hand dry, But what’s your Jeft?

Mar. A dry Jeft, Sir.

Sir And. Are you full of them?

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my Finger Ends: Marry,
now ! let go your Hand, I am barren, | Exiz Maria.

Sir Ts. O Knight, thou lack’ft a Cup of Canary: When
did 1 ‘ee thee {o put down?

Sir And. Never in your Life, I think, unlefs you{ee Ca-
nary pur down; Methinks, forsetimes I have no more
Wit than a Chriftian, er an ordinary Man has; but I am
a great Eater of Beef, aad 1 believe that do’s harm to
my Wit |

Sir To, No Queltior,

Sir And. And 1 thoughe that, I'd forfwearit. TI'll ride
bome, o Morrow, Sir Toby.

Sir To. Pour-gnoy, my dear Knight?

Sir And What is pour-ausy? Do, or notdo? 1 would 1
had beftowed that time in the Tongues, that I havein Fen-
cing. Dancing, and Bear-baiting: O bad I but follow’d
the Ar:s,

Sir To. Then hadit thou had an excellent Head of Hair.

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my Hair?

Sir To. Paft Queftion, for thow {ceft it will not cool my
Nature, R

Sir Ana.
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Sir And, But it becomes me well enough, does’t not ?

Sir To, Excellent, it hangs like Flax ona Diftaff; and
I hope to fee a Houfewife take thee between her Legs,and
fpin it off.

Sir And. Faith T'll home to Morrow, Sir Tvéy, your Neice
will not be feen, or if fhe be, 1t’s four to one the’ll none of
me: The Duke himfelf here hard by, waoes her.

StrTo. She’ll none o’th’ Duke, fhe’ll not match above her
Degree, neither in Eftate, Years, nor Wit; I have heard
ker fwear,, Tut, there’s Life in’t Man,

Sir And. Tll ftay a Month longer. I am a Fellow o’th’
firangeft Mind i’'th’ World : I delight in Masks and Revels
{fometimes altogether.

" Sir To. Art thou good at thefe Kick-fhaws, Knight ?

Sir And. Asany Man in Hllyrig, what{oever he be, under
the Degree of my Betters, and yet I will not compare
with an old Man.

Sir To. What 1s thy Excellence in a Galliard, Knight 2

Sir And. Faith, 1 can cut a Caper.

Sir To. And 1 can cut the Mutton to’t.

Sir And. And-1 think 1 bave the Back-trick, fimply as
ftrong as any Man in Ilyria.

Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hid? Wherefore have
thefe Gifts a Curtainbefore ’em? Are they liketo take Duft,
like Miftrels Mall's Piture ? Why doft thou not go to
Church in a Galliard, and come home in a Coranto? My
very Walk thould be a Jig! I would not {o much as make
Water but in a Sink-a-pace: What doft thou mean ? Is it
a World to hide Virtues in? 1 did not think, by the Ex-
cellent Conflitution of thy Leg, it was form’d under the
Star of a Galliard.

Sir And. Ay, ’us ftrong, and 1t does indifferent well in 2
fiame-colour’d Stocken. Shall we fet about fome Revels?

Sir To. What fhall we do elfe; were we not born un-
der Taurus?

Sir And, Taurus? That’s Sides and Heart.
Sir To, No, Sir, it 1s Legs and Thighs, Let me fee thee
Caper; Ha, higher: Ha, ha, excellent, [ Exennz,

SCENE
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SCENE IV. Tke Palace.

Enter Valentine, arnd Viola iz Man’s Attire.

val. If the Duke continue thefe Favours towards you,
Cefario, youare like to be much advanc’d; he hathknown
you but three Days, and already you are no Stranger.

Vio. You either fear his Humour, or my Negligence,
that you call in queftion the Continuance of his Love. Is

he inconftant, Sir, in his Favours?

Val. No, believe me.
Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants,

Vio, 1 thank you: Here comes the Duke.
Druke. Who {faw Cefario, hoa?
Vio. On your Attendance, my Lord, here.
Dake. Stand you a while alcof,  Cefarr,
Thou know’ft no lefs, but all: 1 have unclafp’d
To thee the Beok even of my fecret Soul.
Therefore, good Youth, addrefs thy Gate unto her,
Be not deny’d Accels, ftand at her Doors,
And tell them, there thy fixed Foot fhall grow
*Till thou have Audience,
Vie. Sure, my noble Lord,
If fhe be {fo abandon’d to her Sorrow
As it 15 {poke, fhe never will admit me.
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil Bounds,
Rather than make unprofited Return.,
Vie. Say I do {peak with her, my Lord, what then?
Dzuke. O then, unfold the Paflion of my Love, ‘
Surprize her with Difcourfe of my dear Faith;
It fhall become thee well to a&t-my Woes;
She will attend it better in thy Youth,
Than in a Nuncio’s of more grave Afpect,
Fio. 1 think not {fo, my Lord,
Dike. Dear Lad, believe it:
For they fhall yet belie thy happy Years,
That fay thou arta Man: Diana’s Lip
Is not more {mooth, and rubicus; thy {fnall Pipe
Is as the Maiden’s Organ, fhrill and {found, ]

And 2ll is femblative 2 Woman’s Part,

T i
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[ know thy Conftellation is right apt
For this Affair: Some four or five attend him,
All if you will; for I my felf am beft
When leaft in Company. Profper well in this,
And thou fhalt live as freely as thy Lord,
To call his Fortunes thinz,
Vio. Il do my belt
To woo your Lady; yet a barful -Strife,

Who-€’er I woo, my felf would be his Wife. [ Exenns.

S CENE V. Olivis Hupfe,

Enter Maria, and Clowsn.

Mgy, Nay, either tell me where theu haft beea, or 1
will not open my Lips fo wide as a Briftle may enter, ir
way of thy Excufe; my Lady will hang thee for thy
Abfence. |

Clo. Let her hang me; he that 15 well hang’d in this
World needs fear no Colours.

Mar. Make that good.

Clo. He {hall {ee none to fear.

Mar. A good Lenten Anfwer : 1 can tell thee where
that Saying was born, of I fear no Colours,
Clo. Where, good Miftrels Mary?

Mar. In the Wars, and that may yeu be bold to fay in
your Foolery,

Clo. Well, God give them Wifdom that have it; and
thofe that are Fools let them ufe their Talents.

Mar. Yer you will be hang’d for being {o leng abfent,
or be turn’d away; is not that as good as a hanging to
yous

Clo. Many a good Hanging prevents a bad Marriage;
and for_turning away, let Summer bear it out.
Mar. You are refolute then?

Clo. Not {o neicher, but I am refolv’d on two Points.

Mar. That 1t one break the other will hold; or, if
both break, your Gaskings fall.

Clo. Apt in good Faith, very apt: Well, go thy way, if
Sir Teby would leave Drinking, thou wert as witry a Piece
of Eve’s Flefb, as any in Iyria, |

¥

Mar.
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Mar. Peace, you Rogue, no more o’that: Here comes

my Lady; make your Excufe wifely you were beft.
Enter Qlivia and Malvolio.

Cl. Wit, and’t be thy will, put me into good Fooling;
thofe Wits that think they bave thee, do very oft prove
Fools: and I that am fure I lack thee, may pafs forawile
Man. For what fays Quinapalus, Better a witty Fool than

a foolifh Wit. God blefs thee, Lady,

Olr. Take the Fool away.

Cls. Do you not hear, Fellows, take away the Lady.

oOli. Go to, y’area dry Foeel; I'll no more of you; be-
fides you grow difhonelt.

Cls. Two Faults, Madona, that Drink and good Counfel
will amend; for give the dry Fool Drink, then is the Fool
not dry. Bid the difhoneft Man mend himfelf; if he
mend, he is no longer dithonett, if he cannot, let the
Rotcher mend him. Any thing that’s mended is but
patch’d: Virtue that tranfgreffes is but parch’d with Sin,
2nd Sin that amends is but parch'd with Virtue. If that
this fimple Sillogiim will ferve, {o; if it will not, what
Remedy? as there is no true Cuckold but Calamity, fo
Beauty’s a Fiower: The Lady bad take away the Fool,
therefore 1 fay sgzin, take her away.

Oli, Sir, 1 bad them take away you.

cly. Mifprifion in the higheft Degree, Lady, Cucullus
som facit monachum; that’s as much as to fay, I wear not
motley in my Brain: Geod Madma, give me leave 10
prove you a Fool,

Oli, Can you do 1t?
Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona.

oli. Make your Proof,
Cle. I muft catechize you for it, Mzdoma, good my

Moufe of Virtue aniwer.
oli. Well, Sir, for want of other 1dlenefs, I'll bide your

Proof.

¢ Clo. Good Madama, why mourn’ft thou?
"~ 0li. Good Fool, for my Brother’s Death,
Clo. I think his Soul is in Hell, Madona.

Gli, 1 know his Soul is in Heav’n, Fool.
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Clo. The more Fool you, Madena, to mourn for your
Brother’s Soul being in Heav’'n: Take away the Fool, Gen
tlemen.

0/i. Whatthink you of this Fool, Malvolis, doth he not
- mend?

Mal. Yes, and fhall do, ’till the Pangs of Death fhake

him. Infirmity, that decays the Wife, deth ever make
better the Fool,
- Clo. God fend you, Sir, a fpeedy Infirmity, for the bet-
 ter increafing your Folly: Sir Toby will be fworn that I am
- no Fox, but he will not pafs his Word for two Pence that
you are no Fool.

O/i. How fay you to that, Malvolio?

Mal. I marvel your Ladyfhip takes Delight in fuch 2
barren Rafcal; I faw him put down the other Day with
an ordinary Fool that has ne more Brains than a Srone.
Look you now, he’s eut of his Guard already ; unlefs you
laugh and minifter Occafion to him, he is gaggd. [
proteft I take thefe wife Men that crow.{o at thefe fet
kind of Fools, no better than the Fools Zanies.

Oli. O you are fick of Self-love, Malwolio, and tafte
with a diftemper’d Appetite,. To be generous, guiltlefs,
and of free Difpofition, is to take thofe things for Bird-
bolts that you deem Caznoa-Bullets: There is no Slander
1 2n allow’d Fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor.
no railing in a known difcreet Man, though he do no-
thing but reprove.

Cl. Now Mercary indue thee with Learning, for thou
fpeak’lt well of Fools.

Enter Maria.

May. Madam, there is at the Gate a young Gentleman
much defires to fpeak with you,

O/i. From the Count Orfino is it?

Mar. I know not, Madam, ’tis a fair young Man, and
well attended.

Oli, Who of my People hold him in delay?

Mar. Sir Tody, Madam, your Uncle,

Oli. Fetch him off I pray you, he {peaks nothing but
Madman: Fie on him. Go you, Malvolio; if it be a

Stk
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Suit from the Couant, I am fick, or not at home. What
you will to difmifs it. [ Exiz Malvolio.
Now fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and People
diflike 1t.

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for us, Madona, as if thy eldeft
Son fhould be a Fool: whofe Scull Fove cram with Brains,
for here comes one of thy Kin has a moft weak Zia
1773icr,

Enter Sir Toby.

Oli. Bv mine Honour half drunk., What is he at the
Gate, Uacle?

Sir To. A Gentleman. '

Oii. A Gentleman? What Geatleman?

SirTo. *Tis a Gentleman here. A Plague o'thefe pickle
Herring: How now, Sot?

Clo. Good Sir Tody.

Oli. Uncle, Uncle, how have you come fo early by
this Lethargy?

Gasr'r To. Letchery, I defic Letchery: There’s one at the
e,

Oli. Ay marry, what is he?

SirTo. Let him be the Devil and ke will, F care not :
Give me Faith, fay I.  Well, it’s all one. [ Exit,

Oli. What’s a drunken Man like, Fool?

Cle. Like 2 drown’d Man, a Fool, and a Madman: One
Draught above hea: makes him a Fool, the {econd mads
him, and a third drowns him.

O/1. Gp thou arnd {eek the Coroner, and let him fit
o' my Uncle; for he’s in the third Degree of Drink; he’s
drown'd; go lock after him.

Clo. He 1s but mad yet, Madona, and the Fool thalllook
to the Madman. [ Exit Clown,
Enter Malvolio,

Mal, Madam, yond ycung Fellow fwears he will {peak
with you. I told him you were fick, he takes on him to
underftand fo much, and therefore comes to fpeak with
yow. Itold him you were afleep, he feems to have 2
Fore-knowledze of that too, and therefore comes to
{peak with you. What is to be faid to him, Lady? he’s
fortified agamft any Denial, ) |

O!o;l
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Oli. Tell him he fhall not {peak with me.
Mal. Ha'’s been told fo; and he fays he’ll fland at your

" Door like a Sheriff's Poft, and be the Supporter to 3 Bench,

but he’ll fpeak with you.

Oli. What kind o’ Man is he ?

Masl. Why, of Mankind.

Oli. What manner of Man?

Mal, Of very ill Manners ; he'll {peak with you, will you
or no,

Oli. Of what Perfonage and Years is he.

Mal. Not yet old enough for 2 Man, nor young enough
for a Boy; as a Squafh{s before ’tis a Peafcod, or a Cod-
ling when ’tis almoft an Apple: °Tis withhim in ftanding
Water, between Boy and Man. He is very well-favour’d,
and he {peaks very fhrewifhly; one would think his Mo
ther’s Milk were {carce out of him.

Oli. Let hima approach: Call in my Gentlewoman.

Mal, Gentlewoman, my Lady calls, | Exiz,

| Enter Maria,

Oli. Give me my Vail: Come, throw ito'er my Face;
We'll once more hear Orfino’s Embafly.

Exter Viola.

Vio. The honourable Lady of the Houfe, which is fhe?

O/f. Speak to me, I fhall anfwer for her: Your Will?

Vio. Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable Beauty ——
I pray you tell me 1f this be the Lady of the Houfe, for'[
niever faw her. 1 would be loath to caftaway my Speech;
for befides that it is excellently well penn’d, I have taken
great Pains to con it.  Good Beauties, let me {fuftain no
Scorn; Iam very Comptible, even to the leaft finifter
Ulxge.

Oli. Whence came you, Sir?

Vio I can fay little more than [ have ftudied, and that
Queftion’s out of my Part, Good gentle one, give me
modeft Affurance, if you be the Lady of the Houfe, that
I may proceed in my Speech,

O:i. Are you a Comedian ? -

Vio. No, my profound Heart; and yet, by thevery Fangs
of Malice, I fwear, I am not that I play. Are youthe La-
dy of the Houfe?

0ls.
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0. It [ do not ufurp my felf, I am. 1

Vie. Moft certain, if you are fhe, yon do ufurp your
flf; for what is yours to beftow, is not yours to referve;
But this is from my Commiffion. I will on with my
Speech in your Praife, and then fhew you the Heart of
ny Meflage.

Oli. Come to what is important in’t: I forgive you the
Traife. .
‘ PI:'a. Alas, I teok great Pains to fludy it, and ’tis poc-
tical,

Ols. It isthe more like te be feign'd, I pray you keep
it in. I heard you were fawcy at my Gates, and allow’d
your Approach, rather to wonder at you than to hear you.
It you be not mad, begone; if you have Reafon, be brlﬁ'fi
‘tis not the time of the Mooa with me, to make onein
fo skipping a Dialogue,

Mar. Will you hoift Sail, Sir, here lyes your way.

Vio. No, good Swabber, I am to hull here alittlelonger.
Some mollification for your Giant, {weet Lady: Tell me
your Mind, I am a Meflenger.

Oli. Sure you have fome hideous Matter to deliver,
when the Curtefie of it is fo fearful. Speak your Office.

Vio. It alone conceras your Ear. Ibring no Overture of
War, no Taxation of Homage; I hold the Olive in my
Hand: My Words are as full of Peace as Matter.

Oln Yet you began rudely, What are you?

What would you?

Vis. The Rudenefs that hath appear’d in me have 1
learn'd from my Entertainment. What I am, and what
} would, are as fecrer as a Maiden-head; to your Ears,
Divinity; to any others, Prophanation.

O/1. Give vs the Place slene. [Exit Maria.
We will hear this Divinity, Now, Sir, what is your Text ?

Fio, Moit {fwest Lady.

Olt. A comfortable Do&rine, and much may be faid of
it. Where lyes the Text?

Vis. In Orfiz0’s Bofom.

Oli. In his Bofom? In what Chapter of his Bofom?

Fis. To anfiver by the Method, ia the firfk of his Hearts.
oli,
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ol O, I have read it; it is Herefie. Have youno morse
to fay?

vie, Good Madam let me fee your Face.

0/s. Have you any Commiflion from your Lerd to ne-
gociate with my Face? You are now out of your Text ;
but we will draw the Curtain, and fhew you the Piéture,
Look you, Sir, fuch a one I was this prefent: Is’t not
well done? [Unveiling

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all.

Qli. *Tis in grain, Sir, 'twill endure Wind and Wea-
ther.

Vio. *Tis Beauty truly blent, whofe red and white
Nature’s own {weet and cunning Hand laid on:

Lady, you are the cruell’ft She alive,
If you will lead thefe Graces to the Grave,
And leave the World no Copy.

Oli. O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted: I will give
out divers Schedules of my Beauty. It fhall be inventoried,
| and every Particle and Utenfil labell'd to my Will, As,
Item, two Lips indifferent red. Irem, two grey Eyes, with
Lids to them. Items, One Neck, one Chin, and {o forth
' Were you feat hither to praife me?

Vio. I fee you what you are, you are too proud;

But if you were the Devil, you are fair.
'My Lord and Mafter loves you: O {uch Lave
Could be but recompenc’d, tho’ you were crown’d
The Non-parcil of Beauty.
Oli. How does he love me?
' Vie. With Adoracions, fertile Tears, -
With Groans that thunder Love, with Sighs of Fire,

Oli, Your Lord do’s knew my Mind, I cannot love him ;
Yet I fuppofe him Virtuous, know him Noble,

Of great Eftate, of frefh and ftainlefs Youth;
In Voices well divulg’d, free, learn’d, and valiant,
And in Dimenfion, and the Shape of Nature,
A gracious Perfon; but yet I cannot love him;
tle might have took his Anfwer long ago.

Vio, 1f I did love you in my Mafter’s Flame,
With fuch a Suffring, fuch a deadly Life,
In your Denial 1 would find no Senfe:
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I weuld nor underftand 1t.

0li. Why, what would ycu do?

Vio. Make me 2 Willow Cabin at your Gate,
And call upon my Soul within the Houfe ;
Write loyal Cantos of contemned Love,
And fing them loud even in the Dead of Night:
Hollow your Name to the reverberate Hills,
And make the babling Goffip of the Air
Cry out, Oliziz: O you fhould net reft
Between the Elements of Air and Earth,
But you fhould pity me.

It. You might de much:

What is your Parentage?

I'io. Above my tortunes, yet my State is well:
I 2m a Gentleman,

oli. Get you to your Lord; .
I cannot love him: Let him fend no more,
Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again,
To tell me how ke takes it; fare you well:
I thank you for your Pains; fpend this for me.

Vio. I am no Fee’d-poft, Lady; keep your Purfe:
My Mafler, not my {elf. lacks Recompence.
Love make his Heart of Flint, that you fhall love,
Ard let your Fervour like my Mafter’s be,
Plac’d in Contempt: Farewel, fair Cruelty. [ Exit.

Olf. What is your Parentage?
Above my Fortunes, yet my State 1s well:
1 am 2 Gentleman—— I’ll be {worn thou art.
Thy Tongue, thy Face, thy Limbs, Actions, and Spirit,
Do give theefive-fold Blazon —- nottoo faft——{oft, {oft,
Unlefs the Mafter were the Man. How now?
Even {o quickly may ene catch the Plague?
Methinks I feel this Youth’s Perfections,
With 2n invifible and fubtile Stealth
To creep in at mine Eyes, Well, let it be =
What hoa, Malvolie. "

Enter Malvolio.

Mal. Here, Madam, at your Service.

Ols. Run after that fame peevifh Meflenger,
The Duke’s Man; he left this Ring behind him

N - Would
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Would 1, or not: Tell him, I'll none of it.

Defire him not to flatter with his Lord.

Nor hold him up with Hopes; 1 am not for him:

If that the Youth will come this way to Morrow,
: I'll give him Realon for’t by thee, Malvolip.

Mal., Madam, I will. [Exsi.

} 0/i. 1do I know not what, and fear to find ‘
i Mine Eye too great a Flatterer for my Mind:
} Fate, thew thy Force, our felves we do not owe;
|
{
|
1
i
|
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What is decreed muft be; and be this {o. . [Exst.

ACT I SCENE .
S CE NE The Streer.

Enter Antonio and Sebaftian.

Ant.\ X J ILL you ftay no longer? Nor will you net
that I go with you ?

Seo. By your Patience, no: My Stars fhine darkly over -
- me; the Malignarcy of my Fate, might perhaps diftem-
per yours ; therefore I crave of you your leave, that I
-may bear my Evils alone. 1t were a bad recompence for
your Love, to lay any of them on you.

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound.

Seb, No footh, Sir, my determinate Voyage is meer ex-
travagancy: But I perceive in you {o excellent a Touch of
Modefty, that you will not extort frem me what I am
willing to keep in; therefore it charges me in Manners
the rather to exprefs my felf: You muft know of me
then Antorio, my Name is Sebaffian, which I call'd Rodo-
rigo; my Father was that Sebaftian f Meffaline, whom I
know you have heard of. He left behind him, my felf,
and a Sifter, both born in one Hour; if the Heav'ns had
been pleas’d, would we had {o ended : But you, Sir, al-
ter'd that, for fome Hours before you teok me from the
Breach of the Sea, was my Sifter drown’d,

:
i
|
t
i
!

'.'
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Ant. Alas the Day!

Seb, A Lady, Sir, tho' it was faid fhe much refembled
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but the’Icould
not with {uch eftimable Wonder over-far believe that, yet
thus far I will boldly publifh her, fhe bore a Mind that
Envy could not but call fair: She is drown’d already, Sir,
with falt Water, tho’ I{eera to drown her Remembrance
2gain with more, |

«nt. Pardon me, Sir, your bad Entertainment.

Seb. O good dntenio, forgive me your Trouble.

. 1f you will not murther me for my Love, let me
be your Servant.

Seb, If you will not undo what you have done, that ts,
kill him whom you have recover’d, defire it not. Fare ye
well at once, my Bofom is full of Kindnefs, and I am yet.
fo near the Maaners of my Mother, that upon the leaft oc-
cailon more, mire Eyes will tell Tales of me: 1 am bound
to the Duke Orfino’s Court; farewel. [Exit,

Ant. The gentlenefs of 2!l the Gods go with thee.

I have made Enemics in Orfino’s Court,
Elfe wouwd I very fhortly {ce thee there:
But come waiat may, I do adore thee {o,

- That Danger fhall feem Sport, ard I wilf go. [ Exit.
SCENE IL

Enter Viola and Malvolio at feveral Diors.

Mal. Were not you e’en now with the Countefs Olivia ¢

Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace, 1 have fince
arrivid but hither.

Mal, She returns this Ring to you, Sir; you might
have faved me my Pains, to have taken it away your {elf,
She adds moreover, that you fhould put your Lord into g
defperate Aflurance, fhe will none of him. And one thing
more, that you be never fo hardy to come againin his Af-
fatrs, unlefs it be to report your Lord’s taking of this:
Receive 1t fe.

Vio. She took the Ring of me, I'll none of it.

PJJZQ
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 Mal. Come, Sir, you peevifhly threw it to her, and her
Wil is, it fhould be fo rewurn’d: 1f it be worth {tooping
* for, there it lyes in your Eye; if not, be it his that finds
TS Exiz,
vio. 1left no Ring with her; what means this La[dyi*

' Fortune forbid my Outfide have not charm’d her!

- She made good view of me, indeed fo much,

. That fure methought her Eyes had loft her Tongue,

' For fhe did fpeak 1o ftarts diftractedly:

. She loves me fure, the cunning of her Paflion

. Invites me in this churlifh Meflenger.

~ None of my Lord’s Ring? Why, he fent her none.

. 1am the Man—1f it be {o as ’tss,

Poor Lady, the were better love a Dream.

* Difguife, 1 fee thou art a Wickednels,

Wherein the pregnant Enemy does much.

How ecafie is it, for the proper falfe

 In Womens waxen Hearts to fet their Forms!

. Alas, our Frailty is the Caufe, not we,

. For fuch as we are made, if {uch we be,

' How will this fadge? My Mafter Joves her dearly,

. Agd I, poor Montter, fond as much on him;

" And fhe, miftaken, {eems to dote on me:

What will become of this? AsI am a Man,

My State is defperate for my Malter’s Love;

As ] am Woman, now alas the Day,

What thriftlefs Sighs fhall poor Olivia breathe?

O Time, thou muft untangle this, not I,

It is too hard a Knot for me t'unty. [Exit.

SCENE I Olivia’s. Hosfe.

Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Approach Sir Andrew: Not to be a-bed after
Midnig{{lt, is to be up betimes, and Diluculo furgers, thou
know’it.

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: But I know
to be up late, is to be up lare. '
Sir To. A falfe Conclufion: I ha'e it a5 an unfill'd Can?
to be up after Midnight,and togatoBed then, is carly; o
Vou 1L B " that



26 Twerrre-Nicur: O

that to go to Bed after Midnight, is to go to Bed be:imes,
Doezs not our Life confift of the four Elements?

Sir Aid. *Faith fo they {ay, but I think it rather confifts
¢f Eatng and Drinking.

sir To. TRart a Scholar, let us therefore eat and drink.
dizrian 1 {3y, s ftoop of Wine.

Enter Clown,

Sir And. Here comes the Foel, 1’faith.

Cle. Ho ~ now my Hearts? did you never {ee the Di-
Gure of we three?

Zir To. Welcome Afs, now let’s have a Catch.

Sir .ind. By my troth, the Fool has an excelleat Brealt,
1 had ratker than forty Shillings I had fuch a Leg, and {o
fiveer a Breath to fing, 2s the Fool has, Infooth thou waft
in verv gratious fooling laft Night, when thou {pok’tt of
Pigrcgrcitus, of the Vapians paffing the Equinocial of
Llueubresy “teeas very pood 1’faith: I fentthee fix Pence for
.y Lemon, hadft m?

Clo 1 did impeticos thy gratillity; for Malvelis’s Nofe
is no Whip-fleck. My Lady has a white Hand, and the
IMirmidons are no Bottle-Ale Houfes.

sir And. Excellent: Why this is the beft fooling, when
zll is done. Now a Sung.

Sir 7o. Come on, there 1s fix Pence for you. Let’s
hive a Sozg. J

sir £ad. There’s a Teftril of me tco; if one Knight
g ve d -

. Ch. VWould you have a Love-long, or a Song of good
e

SirTo. A Love-ﬁ}ng, a Love—fong,

Sir Aad. Ay, 2y, 1 care not for good Life.

Clown [ings.

O Mifirefs mine, where are you roming ?
O fiay and hear, your true Love’s coming,
That can fsug both bigh and lw,
Trip no further, pretty Sweeting,
Fourneys end i3 Lovers meetiig,
Every wife Man's Son dotia kinow.
' SI.?' Aﬂl{i
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Str And. Excellent good, ’faith.
sirTo. Good, good.

Clo. What is Love, “tis not heveafter,
Prefent Miri hath prefent Laughter :
Hhat's to come, 15 flill unfure.
In delay there lyes no Plenty,
Thsen come kifs me [weet and twenty:
Youtl's a Stuff will not endure.

Sir. And. A mellifluous Voice, as I am a true Knight.

SirTo. A contagious Breath.

Sir And. Very {weet and contagious, 1’faith.

Sir To. To hear by the Nofe, it is Dulcet in Contagion.
But fhall we make the Welkin danceindeed ? Shall we rouze

. the Night-Owl in a Catch, that will draw three Souls out

of one Weaver? Shall we do that?

- &ir And. And you love me, let’s do’t: Iam a Dog at 2

Catch.
Clo. Byr Lady, Sir, and {fome Dogs will catch well.
Sir And, Moft certain: Let our Catchbe, Thon Kaave.
Clo. Hold thy peace, thou Xoave, Knight. 1 thallbe con- |

ftrain’d in’t, to call thee Knave, Knight.

Sir And. ’Tis not the firft time | have confrain’d one to

~call me Knave. Begin, Fool; it'begins, Hold thy peace.

Clo. 1 thall never begin, it I hold my Peace.
Sir And. Good r'faith: Come, begin, [Tisey finza Catch,
Enter Maria,

Mar. What a Catterwailing do you keep lere? If my
Lady haye not call'd up her Steward, Malvslio, and bid
him turn you out of Dwvors, never truft me.

SirTo. My Lady’s a Carayan, we are Politicians, Ma~
volio’s a Peg-a-Ramfey, and Three merry Men be we. Am-
not 1 Confanguinious? Am not I ot her Blood! Tilly val-
ley, Lady! There dwelt a Man in Babylon, Lady, Lady.

- [ Stgie,

Clo. Befrew mie, the Knight’s in admirable Zooiin..

Sir ud, Ay, he does well enough if he be difposd, and
{fo do 1 too: He dues it with a better Grace, bur 1 do ir
more natural.

Sir To, O Twelfth Day of December. [Singing.

B2 rigy
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Afar, For the love 0’God,- peace.
Enter Malvolio.
dal. My Mafters, are you mad? Or what -are you-?
Have you no Wi, Manners, nov Henefty, but to gabbie
Jike Tinkers atthis time of Night? Do ye make an Ale-
houfe of my Lady’s Houle, that ye fqueak out your Co-
-z'ers Ca:ches without -any mitigation or remorfe of
Veice? Is therero refpe& of Place, Perfons, nor Time
.in you?
£ To. Wedid keep time, Sir, in our Catches, Strike up.
Mal. Sir Tofy, I muft be round with you. My Laoy
bade me tel] you, that fhe harbours you 2s her Uncle,
flie’s nothing ally’d to your Diforders. If you can feparaLe
your {elf and your Mifdemeanors, you are'welcomerto the
Houfe: If nor, and it-weuld pleafe you to take leave of
her, fhe is very willing to bid you farewel.
- SirTo. Farewrel, dear Heart, fince 1 muft needs be .gone.
21sr. Nay, good Sir Tosy. |
Cl>. His Eyes do thew lus Days are.almoft done.
Azl Isteven {o?
. SirTo. But 1 will never die,
Cl. Sir Teby, there yau lie.
- Alal. This is much Credit to you.
Sir To. Shall 1 bid him ¢o? [Singing
Clo, I¥naz-and if you do?
Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and /ﬂ:;ra nes 2
Cls. O no, no, no, yors dare-noz.
SirTe. Out o’tune, Sir, ye lie: Art thou any more than
a Sreward ? Doft thou think, becanfe thou.art virtuous, tbcre
fhell be no more Cakes and Ale? |

Cle. Yes, by 8aint-Anse; and Ginger fhall be hﬂt th
Mou:h too.

Sir To. Thou'rt Th’ right. Go Str, rub your Chatn
with Crums. A Stoop oi Wine, Mzria.

AIRI Lﬂlﬂrc& MH?}, If YOLI Pri d my Lad}, g F&VUHT 9%
zny thing -more ‘th.n Contempt, you would not give

raeacs for this uncivil Rule; fhe ﬂull Luow of it, by this
Pﬁrd : -[Exa'r
afzr, Go fhake your Eirs. .

Sf?‘ A’fﬂid:
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Sir And, "Twere as good a Deed as to drink whea 2
Man’s 2 Hungry, to challenge him to the Field; and then
to break Promife with him, and make a Fool of him.

Sir To. Do’t, Knight, Il write thee a Challenge: erl’i}
deliver thy Indigration to him by word of Meuth.

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to Nighy; fince
the Youth of the Duke’s was to Day with my Lady. fhe
15 much out of quiet. For Monficur Malvolio. ler me a-
tone with him: If [ do not gull him into 2 nayword,
and make him a common Recreation, do not think I
Emedwit enough to lye ftraight in my Bed: I know I
£an do i,

5ir To, Poflefs us, poffels us, tell us fomething of hin.:

Mar. Marry, Sir, fometiraes he is a kind of a Puritan:

Sir-dad, O, if 1 thought that, I'd beat him like 2 Dog,

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan? thy exquifice Reate:x,
dear Knight.

Sir And. 1 have no exquifite Reafon for’t, but I have
Reafon good enough.

Mar. The Devil a Puriran that he s, or any thing cons
{tantly but.a Time-pleafer,- an affeftion’d Afs, thzt Cons
State without Book, and utters it by great {ivarcths, The
beft perfuaded of himieif: So cram’d; as he thinks, with
Excellencies, that it is his ground of Faith, that al] thag
look on him, love him; and on that Vice in him will my
Revenge find notable Caufe to work.

- Sir To. What wilt thou do?

Mar. 1 will drop in his way {ome obfcure Epiftles of
Love, wherein, by the colour of his Beard, the fhape of his
Leg, the manner. of his Gate, the expreflure of his Eye,
Forehead, and Complexion, he fhall find himfelf moft
feelingly perfonated. 1 can write very like my Lady
your Neice, on a forgotten matter we car hardly make
diftinction ot our Hands,

Sir To. Excellent, I fmell 2 Dewice.

Sir And, 1 have’t in my Nofe too.

Sir To. He fhall think by the Letters that thou wiltdrop
that they come from my Neice, and that fhe is in Love
with him. - | ,
| B3 My
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Mar. My Purpele is indeed a Horle of that Colour.

Sir Ard. And your Horfe now would make himan Afs,

Xiar. Afs, I doubt not.

Sir £nt. O ’rvrill be admirzble.

Xar. Sport royal, | warrant you: 1 know my Phyfick
wiil work him him, 1 will plant you two, and let the
ool make a third, where he fhall find the Letter: Ob-
terve his Cenftrution of it: for this Night to Bed, and
dream on the Event, Fzrewel. [ Exut:

Sir Tr. Geod Neght, Penthi ilea.

sor Arnd. Betore me, fhe’s a geod Wench.

sirTo. She’s a Beagle, true bred, and one that adores
me; what o’that?

Sir And. 1 was ador’d once too.

Sir To. Let’s to Bed, Knight: Thou hadft need fend for
more Mony.

Sir Aad. 1£'1 cannot recover your Meice, I am a foul
wray out.

SirTo. Serd for Mony, Knight ; if thou haft her not
1'ra’end, czll me Cut,

Sir And. 1f 1 do not, never truft me, take it Liow you
will.

Sir To, Come, come, I'll go burn fome Sack, ’tis too late
to go to Bed row: Come, Knight, come, Knight.

[Emmﬂg

SCENE 1IV. The Palace.

Enter D:ke, Viola, Curto, and others.

Duke. Give me fome Muflick ; now good morrowe,
Friends:
Now good Cefario, but that peice of Song,
That oid and antick Song we heard lalt Night;
Methcugh it did reiieve my Paflion much,
More than light Airs, and recolle€ted Terms
Of thele moft brisk and giddy-paced Times.
Come. but one Verle, |
Cur. He is not here, fo pleafe your Lordfhip, that
fho:1d fing it.
Duke. VWho was 1t ?
Cur.
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Cur. Fefte the Jefter, my Lerd, a Fool that the Lady

Clivid's Father took much delight in. He is about the

Houle.
Duke. Seek him out, and play the Tune the while.

[Mnjﬁ:!: ‘

Come hither, Boy; if ever thou fkalt Love,
In the fweet Pangs of it, remember me;
For {uch as I am, all true Lovers are,
Unftaid and skittith in all Motions elfe,
Save in the conftant Image of the Creature
That 1s belov’d. How doft thou like this Tune?
Vio. It guves a very Eccho to the Seat
Where Love is thron’d.
Duke, Thou doft {peak mafterly.
My Life upon’t, young tho’ thou art, thine Eye
Hath ftaid upon fome Favour that it loves:
Hath it not, Boy?
Vio. A little, by your Favour,
Duke. What kind of Woman is’t?
Vio. Of your Complexion.
Duyke. She 1s not worth thee then, What Years i'faith?
ia, Akaut vour Years, my Lord,

il AL e "
F)

Duke. Too old, by Heav'n; Let {tll the Womaa take
An elder than her felf, fo wears fhe to him;
So fways fhe level in her Husband’s Heart.
For, Boy, however we do praife our {elves,
Our Fancies are more giddy aad unfirm,
More longing, wavering, {ooner loft and worn,
Than Womens are.
Vio. 1 think it well, my Lord.

Duke, Then let thy Love be younger than thy {clf] .
Or thy Affection carnot hold the bent:

For Women are as Rofes, whofe fair Flower

Being once difplay’d, doth fall that very hour.
I10. And {o they are: Alas, that they are o,

To die, even when they to Pertetion grow!
Enter Curio asnd Clown,
Druke, O Fellow come, tie Song we had [aft night,
Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain;
The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Su,
B4 And

L o



52 TwerLrra-NicuT: Or

And the free Maids that weave their Thread with Bones,
Do ufe to chant it: it is filly footh,
And daliics with the Innccence of Love,
f.ike the old Age.
Cle. Are you ready, Sir?
uke, 1 pretnee fing. [ Mufick,

> O N G

Comig away, comz avay, Death,

And 1 [ad Cyprefs let me be laid,
=y anay, ﬁj away. Breath,

I a7 flamn by a fair Crael Maid. _
Al Shrowd of white, fluck all with Yew, O prepare it
&iy part of Death o one fo srue did fhare is.

Not & Flow:y, 5ot n Flower fweet,

Q2 my black Coffin let there be flrown:
No: a Friend, nct a Friend greet

My poor Corps, where my Bones [ball be throwns.
A thonfand thoufand Sighs 1o [ave, lay me O where
S&d trie Lover never find iny Grave, 19 weep thetes

Duke, There’s for thy Pains,

Clo. No Pains, Sir. 1 take pleafure in finging, Sir.

Duke. T'll pay thy Pleafure then,

Clo. Tiuly, Sir, and Pleafure wiil be paid one time, or
ot e,

Dzre Give me row leave, to leave thea.

Clo. New the mel:ncheily God protect thee, and the
Taylor make thy Doublet of changeable Taffata, for
thy Mind is a very Opal. I would have Men of fuch
Conftzncy put to Sea, that their Bufinels might be every
thing. and their intent every where, for that’s it that al-
ways mzkes a good Voyage of nothing. Farewel. [Exst,

Duste. Letall the reft give place. Once more, Cefaris,
Get thee to yord fame fovereign Cruelry:

Tell her my Love, more noble than the World,
Prizes not quantity of dirty Lands,
The Parts that Fortune hath beftow’d upon her,
Teil her | hoid as giddily as Fortune:;
| But
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But ‘tis that Miracle, and Queen of Jems
That Nature pranks her in, attralts my Souls

1o, But if the cannot love you, Sir.

Duke. 1t cannot be {o anfwer'd.

Jio. Sooth but you muft.

Say that fome Lady, as perhaps there is,

Hath for your Love as great a pang of Heart

As you have for O/ivia: You cannot love her;
You tell her fo; Muft fhe not then be anfwer'd ?

Duke. There is no Woman’s Sides
Can bide the beating of fo {trong a Pafhon.

As Love doth give my Heart: No Woman’s Heart
So big to hold fo much; they lack retention.
Alas, their Love may be calld Appetite:

No motion of the Liver, but the Paliat,

That {ufers Surfeit, Cloyment, and Revolt;

But mine is all as hungry as the Sea,

And can digeft as much; make ne compare
Between that Love a Woman can bear me,

.And that | owe Ofiv:a.

Fie. Ay but I know —

Dylke. What doft thou know ?

Fio. Too well what love Women to Men may owe:
In faith they are as true of Hearr, as we, |
My Father had a Daughter lov'd a2 Man
As it might be, perhaps, were I 2 Woman,

I fhould your Lordfhip.

Dike, And what’s her Hiftory?

Vio. A blank, my Lord: She never told her Love,
But let Concealment, like 2 Worm 1’th’ Bud,

Feed on her damask Cheek: She pin'd in thought,
And with a green and yellow Melancholy,

She fatz iike Paticnce on 2 Monument,

Smilirg ar Grief. Was not this Love indeed?

We Mea may fay more, {wear more, bur indeel
Our thews arc more than will; for fill we prove
Much in our Vows, but little in our Lovae

Duke, But dy’d thiy Silter of her Love, my Roy?

Vio. 1 am ail the Daughters of my Father's Houf,
ﬁnd all :he Brothers toe -— a3d var 1 know not—ew—

Y oy -
X 3 O
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Sir, fhall 1 to this Lady?
Duke. Ay, that’s the Theam.
To her in hafte; give her this Jewel: Say,
My Love can give no place, bid no denay. [ Exesint,

SCENE V.

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian,

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Faoian.

Fao. Nay, I’ll come; if 1 lofe a fcruple of this Sport,
let me be boil'd ro Death with Melancholly.

Str To. Would’ft thou not be glad to have the niggardly
rzicaily Sheep-biter, come by {fome notable Shame?

Fao. I would exu't, Man; yeu knew he brought meout
of Favour with my Lady, about a Bear-baiting here.

Sir Tp. To anger him we'll have the Bear again, and we
wil: fool him blzck and blue fhall we not, Sir Andrew?

Sir And. And we do not it’s pity of our Lives.

Enter Marn.

Sir To. Here comes the little Vilain: How now, my
Netrle of India?

Mar. Ger ye all three into the Box-tree; Malvolio’s co-
ming down this Walk, he has been yonder r’th’ Sun praéti-
{fing Eebaviour to hisown Shadow this half hour Obferve
him for thelove of Mockery; for I know this Letter will
make a Ccatemplative Ideot of him. Clofe, in the Name
ot Jefting, lye thou there; for here comes the Trout that
muft be caught wizh ticling. [ Exit.

Enter Malvolio.

Afal. ’Tis but Fortune, 2l is Fortune. Maria once told
me fhe did affe@® me, and I have heard her felf come thus
near, that fhould {he fancy, it fhould be one of my Com-
vexion. Beldes, the ufcs me with a more exalted Re-
{pe&. than zry one elfe that follows her. What {hould 1
think on't?

Sir Ts. Here’s an over-wezning Rogue,

Fz6, Oh pezce: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey-
Cock of himi; how he jets urder his advanc’d Plumes.

- Sir And. "5k 1 couid o beat the Rogue,

Sir Ta, Pucce, 1[Gy,

Mal,
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Mal, To be Count Malvel:,

StrTo. Ah Rogue!

Sir And, Piitol him, Piftol him.

Sir To, Peace, peace.

Msl. There is Example for'c: The Lady of the Stracky
married the Yeoman of the Wardrobe.

Str And. Fie on him, Fexedel,

Fab. O peace, now he’s decply in; look how Imagina-
t:on blowws him.

Mal. Having been three Months married to her, fitting
in my State. |

Sir To, O for a Stone-bow te hit him in the Eyc.

Mal, Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd
Velver Gown; having come from a Day-bed, where 1
have I ft Olivia {leeping.

Sir To. Fire and Brimftone!

Fat. O reace, peace.

Mal. And then to have the Humour of State; and afrer
a demure Travel of Regard, telling them | know my -
plzce. as | would they fhould do theirs——To ask tor
my Uncle Toby —

Sir To. Bolis and Shackles!

Ezb. Oh peace, peace, peace; now, now.

Mal. Seven of my People with an obedient Start make
out for himi: I frown the while, and perchance wind up
my Watch, or play with fome rich Jewel. Toéyapproaches,
Courtfies there to me.

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live?

Fab. Tho® our Silence be drawn from us with Cares,
yet peace.

Mal, T extend my Hand to him thus; quenching my
familiar Smile with an zuftere regard of Controul.

Sir To. And dces not Tooy take you a blow o’th’ Lips
then?

Mal. Saying. Uncle Toby, my Fortunes having caft me
en your Neice, give me this Prercgative of Speech —

Sir To. What, what?

Mal. You muil amead your Drunkennefs.

Sir To, Gut, Scab!

Fab. Nzy, patience, or we bredk the Sinews of cur Plot,

| ﬁii.”.
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Mal. Befides. you wafte the Treafure of your Time,
with a feolifh Knight —

Str And. That’s me, 1 warrant you.

Mal Cne Sir dadrew.

Str dnd. 1 knew "twzs 1, for many do call me Fool.

Afal. Vhat Employment have we here ! Taking up 4 Letter,

Fa5, Now is the Woodcock near the Gin.

Sir To, Oh peace! Now the Spirit of Humours intimate
reading aloud to him!

Mal, By my Life this is my Lady’s Hand : Thefe be
her very C's, her U’s, and her T’s, and thus makes fhe her
great Ps, Itis, in Contémpt of queltion, her Hand.

Sir And. Her C’s, her U's, and her T's; why that?

Mal, To the unknown belov’d, tnis, and my gosd Wifhes ;
Her very Phrafes: By your leave, Wax. Soft! and the Im-
poeffure her Lucrece, with which fhe ufes to feal; ’tis my
{.2€v: To whom fhouid this be? !

Fas, This wins him. Liver and all.

ial. Tove kuews I Love, buz who, Lips do not move, no
225 wpofi fuse. No Man muft know—-— What follows ?
The Number’s alrer’d —— No Man muft know
§f this fhonid be chee, Malvelio?

S$:r To. Marry hang thee, Brock!

Mgl I may command where I adore, but Silence, like 4.
Liicrere Kr ff'e,
b bloslles fircke my Heart doth gore, M, O, A. 1. doth
[xay szy Life.
rsz, 7 Faftian Riddle.
Sir 5. Excelent Wench, fay I,
Mal. AL O. 4. I doth fway my Life——Nay, but fir
‘et me {fee —Iet me fce
Fas. What 2 difh of Poifon has fhe drefs’d him?
SirTe. And with what Wing the Stallion checks at it?
ALzl I may command, where I adore. Why fhe may
commaznd me: I ferve her, fhe is my Lady. Why thisis
crident to 2ny formal Capacity. There is no obftruétion in
tnis ——and the ead ——whart fhould that Alphabetical
reation pariend 2 If I could make that refemble fome-
irg in me? Softly~——M. O, 4 I.—
SoZv, O, ay! make upthar, be 1s now at a eold Scent.
Fab.
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Fab. Sowter will cry upon’c for all this, tho’ it be ag
rank 25 a Fox,

Mal. M, —— Malvolio —~M.—~— why that begins my
Name.

Fab. Did not I fay he would work it out, the Cur is
excellent at Faults.
Mal. M.But then there is no confonancy in the Sequel;

that fuffers undér Probation: £ fhould follow, bur O
daes.

Fab. And O fhall end, I hope.

SirTo. Ay, or I'll cadgel him, and make him cry O.
Mal. And then I. comes behind.

Fab. Ay, and you had any Eye behind you, you might

fec more detrattion at your Hecls, than Fortunes before
you.

Mzl M0, A I. ——This Simulation is not as the for-
mer —— And yet to crufh this a little, it would bow to me,
for every one of thele Letters is in my Name. Scoft, here
follows Profe——If this fall into thy band, revolve. In miy
Stars I am above thee, but be not afraid of Greamefs; [sme
are born Great, [ome atchieve Greatnefs, and [vine have Great-
nefs thruft upon them. Thy Fates open their Hands, let thy
Blood and Spivit embrace them 5 and to innre thy [elf to what
thows art like to be, caft thy banible Slough, and sppear freh.
Be oppofite with a Kisfman, furly with Servants: Lt thy
Tongue tang Arguments of State; put thy [elf into the Trick
of Smgularity. She thus advifes thee, thar fgbhs for thee.
Remember who commended thy yellyw Stockings, and wifly'd
10 fee shee ever crofs garter'd. I [ay remember; go to. thou
art made, if thou defiveft to Ge fo: If not, let me [ee thee a
Steward fiill the Fellow of Servants, and not worthy to toucis
Fortune’s Fingers, Farewel. She that would alter Services
with thee. The fortunate and happy Day-light and Cham-
pian difcovers not more: This 1s open. 1 will beproud,
I will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir Teby, 1 will
wath off grefs Acquaintance, 1 will be point devife, the
very Man. Ido now fool my felf, to let Imagination
jade me; for every Reafon excites to this, that my Lady
loves me. Shedid commend my yellow Stockings of late,
fhe did praife my Leg, being crois-garterd, andmn this fhe

WINE
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manifefts her felf to my Love. and with a kind of In-
junction drives me to thefe Habits of her liking. I thank
my Stars, I am happy: I will be ftrange, flout. in yellow
Szockings and crofs-garter'd, even with the {wiftnefs of
putting on. Fove, and my Stars be praifed. Here is yet a
Poftfcript. Thou canft not chufe but know who I am ; if thou
entertaineft my Love, let it appear in thy fmiling. thy -Smiles
become thee well. Therefore in my Prefence fitll (mile, Dear
my Sweet, I prethee. Fove, 1 thank thee; 1 will {mile, I
will do every thing that thou wilt have me. [ Exst,

Fab. 1 will not give my Part of this Sport for a Penfion

of Thoufands to be paid from the Sophy.
SirTe. 1 could marry this Wench for this Device.
Sir «nd. So could 1 too.
Sir To. And ask no other Dowry with her, but fuch a.

fiother Jeﬁ.
Exnter Maria.

Sir And. Nor I neither.

Fab. Here comes my noble Gull-catcher. -

Sir To. Wilt thou fet thy Foot o'my Neck?

Sir And. Or o’inine either?

Sir To. Shall 1 play my Freedom at Tray-trip, and be-
come thy Bond-flave?

Sir And. Tfaith, or I either ?

Sir To. Why thou haft put him ia fuch a Dream, that
when the Image of it leaves him, he muft run mad.

Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him ?

SirTo. Like Agua-vite with a Midwife.

Mar, If you will then fee the Fruits of the Spert, mark
his firft approach before my Lady: He will come to her
in yellow Stockings, and ’tis a Colour {ke abhers ; and
crofs-garter’d, a Fallion fhe detefts: And lie will {miie
upon her, which will new be {o unfuitable 10 her Difpofi-
tion, beirg addifted ro Melancholy, as fie 15, thar it can-
rot but turn him into a notable Contempt: 1f you wil
{ee it, follow me.

Sir To. To the Gates, Tartar, thou molt cxcelient Devil
of Wit

Sir zds Ull mzke one too, [ Excrint,

ACT
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ACTIL. SCENEL
*‘S CE NLE AGardes,

Enter Viola, and Clown,

Vie. Q AVE thee, Friend, and thy Mufick: Doft thou
live by the Tabor? o

Clo. No, Sir, 1 live by ‘the Church.

Vie. Art thou a Churchman?

Cls. No fuch matter, Sir, I do live by the Chuich: For
I do live at iy Houfe, and my Houfe doth ftand by the
Church.

Vio. So thou may’ft fay the King lyes by aBeggar, if a
Beggar dwell near him: Or the Church flands by thy Ta-
bor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church.

Clo. You have faid, Sir: To fee this Age! A Sentence
is but a chev’ril Gleve to a good Wit; how quickly the
wrong fide may be turned outward. o

Vio. Nay, that’s cerrain; they that dilly nicely with
Words, may quickly make them wanton.

Clo. 1 would therefore my Silter had no Name, Sir.

Vio. Why, Man?

Clo. Why, Sir, her Name’s a word, and to dally with
that word, might make my Sifter wanton: Bur indeed,
Words are very Rafcals, fince Bonds d:fgrac’d them.

Vio. Thy Reafon, Man?

Cls, Troth, Sir, I can yield you norne without Words,
and Wcrds are grown fo falle, 1 am loath to prove Rea-
fon with them.

Vio. 1 warrant thou art a merry Fellow, @nd carel for
nothing.

Clo. Not {o, Sir, 1 do care for fomething; bur, in my
Confcience, Sir, 1do not care for you: if that be to cate
for nothing, Sir, I would it would mzke you invifible.

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s Fool?

Clo. No indced, Sir, the Lady Oliwia has no Folly, [he
w.ll keep no Fool, Sir, ’tiil the be-married; and Fools are
as like Husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Husband’s

the
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the bigger: I am indeed not her Fool, but her Corrupter
of Words. | - '

Fio. 1 {faw thee late at the Duke Or/f7o’s.

Clo. T'oolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the
Sun, 1t fhines every where. I would be forry, Sir, but the
Fool fiould be as oft with your Mafler, 2s with my Mi-
ftrefs: 1 think I faw your Wildom there.

0. Nay, and thou pafs upon me, I'll no more with
thee. Hold, there’s Expences for thee.

Cla. Now Fove, in his next Commodity of Hair, {end
thee a Beard. |

Vio. By my troth,I'll tell thee, I am almct fick for one,
though I would nor have it grow on my Chin. Is thy
Lady within ?

Clo. Would not 2 pair of thefe have bred, Sir?

770, Yes, being kept togeiher, and put to ufe.

Clo. I would play Lord Pandarss of Phrygia, Sir, to
bring a Creffida to this Troylus.

710. 1 underftand you, Sir, ’cis well begg’d.

Clo. The matter I hope is not great. Sir; begging, but
a Begaar: Creffida was a Begger. My Lady is within, Sir.
I wili confier to them whence you come; who you are,
and what you would is out of my Welkin, I might fay
F'ement, buat the word 1s over-worn. { Exity

Vie. This Fellow is wife enough to play the Fool,

And to do that well craves a kind of Wit:

He muft obferve their Mood on whom he Jefts,

The Quality of the Perfons, and the Time;

And like the Haggara, check at every Feather

That comes before kis Eve. This is 2 pra&tice

As foll of Labour as a Wile-man’s Art:

For Folly that he wilely fhews, 1s fit;

But wife Mers Folly fall'n, quite taints their Wit,
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew,

SirTe. Save you, Gentleman.

2. And you, Sir.

Sir Ard. Dien vous guard Monfieny.

0. Et vous anf, vofire fervitenr.

&ir «nd. 1 bope, Sir, you are; and I am yours.

Sir Ty,
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$irTo. Will yeu encounter the Houfe, my Neice 1s de-
firous you fhould enter, if your Trade be te her.

vie. I am bound to your Neice, Sir; I mean, fhe is the
Lift of my Veyage.

Sir To. Tafte yeur Legs, Sir, put them to metion,

Vie, My Legs do better underftand me, Sir, than I un-
derftand what you mean by bidding me tafte my Legs.

Sir To. 1 mean to go, Sir, to enter.

Vio. T will anfwer you with Gate and Entrance, out we
are prevented,

Euter Olivia and Maria,
Moft excellent accomplifi’d Lady, the Heav’ns rain O-
dours on you.

.Sl‘;r'..{n.aﬁ That Youth’s a rare Courtier! rain Odours,
well.

Vio. My Matter hath no Voice, Lady, but to your own
moft pregnant and veuchfafed Ear.

Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouchfafed: I'll get em
all three ready.

-Oli, Let the Garden Door be fhut, and leave me to my
hearing, [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria,
Give me your Hand, Sir. |

Vie. My Duty, Madam, and melt humble Service,

Olr. What is your Name?

Vio, Cefario is your Servant’s Name, fair Princefs,

O/i. My Servant, Sir? *Twas never merry World,
Since lowly feigning was call'd Complement:

Y’are Servant to the Duke Orfino, Youth.

Vio. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours:
Your Servant’s Servant is your Servant, Madam.

Oli. For him I think not on him: For his Thouzhts,
Would they were Blanks, rather than fill'd with m .

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your geatle Thoughts
On his behalf,
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you;
1 bade you never {peak again of him.
But would you undertake another Suit,
I had rather hear you to follicit that,
Than Mufick from the Spheres.

Vie. Dear Ladys :
Olfe
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i Give me leave, I befeech you: 1 did fend
After the laft Enchantment you did hear,
A Ring in Chafe of you. So did I abufe
My felf, my Servant, and I fear me, you;
Under your hard Conftruction muft I fit,
To force that on you in a fhameful cunning,

Which you kaew none of yours. What might you think?
Have you not {et mine Honour at the Stake,

And baited it wirh ail th’ unmuzzled Thoughts N
That tyrannous Heart can think? To one of your receiving
Enough is fhewn; a Cyprefs, not a Bofom,
Hides my poor Heart. $o ler us hear you feak,
Fro. 1 pity you.
Ol1. That’s a degree to Love.
Vio. No not a grice: For ’tis a vulgar Proof
That very oft we pity Enemies.
Oli. Why then methinks *iis time to fmile again;
O World, how apt the poor are to be proud?
If one thou'd be a prey, how much better
To fail before the Lion, than the Wolf;  [Cleck firikes
The Clock upbraids me with the wafte of Time,
Be no: afraid, good Youth, T will not have you ;
And yet when Wit and Yeuin is come to hatveft,
Your Wife 1s like to reap a proper Man:
There lyes your way, due Weft-
Vie. Then Weflward hoe:

Grzce and good Difpofition attend your Ladyfhip,
You'll nothing, Mzdam, to my Lord by me?

Ofs. Sray; 1 prethee tell me what thou think’ft of me?
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are.
Ck. If I think fo, I think the fame of you.
Vio. Then think you right: 1 am not what Tsm.
Oli. 1 would you were, as 1 would have you be,
F70. Would it be better, Madam, than I am,
I wifh it might, for now I am your Fool.
Oli. O what a deal of Scorn looks beautiful,
In the Contempt and Anger of his Lip!
A murderous Guilt thews not it {elf more {non,
Than Love that would feem hid: Loye’s Night 15 Noom.

Cefario,
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Cefario, by the Rofes of the Spring,

By Maid-hood, Honeur, Truth, and every thing,

I love thee fo, that maugre 2ll thy Pride,

Nor Wit, nor Reafon. can my Paffion hide.

Do not extort thy Reafons from this Claufe,

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no Caufe:

But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter ;

Love fought, is good ; but given unfought, is better, -
Vio. By Innocence T {wear, and by my Youth,

I have one Heart, one Bofom, and one Truth,

And that no Woman has, nor never none

Shall Miftrefs be of it, fave I alone.

And fo adien, good Madam, never more

Will I my Mafter’s Tears to you deplore,
Oli. Yet come again; for thou perhaps may’ft move

That Heart, which now abhors to like his Love, [ Exennt,

SCENE IL Qlivias Honfe.

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian

Sir And. No faith, I'll net ftay a jot longer.

Sir To. Thy Reafon, dear Venom, give thy Reafon.

Fab. You muft needs yield your Reafon, Sir Aadrew.

Sit And. Marry, 1 faw your Neice do more Favours to
the Duke’s Sérving-man, than ever fhe beltov/’d on ms,
I faw’t v'th’ Orchard.

Sir To. Did the {ee thee the while, old Boy, tell me
that?

Sir Aud. As plain as I fee you now.

Fab. This was a great Argument of Love in her to-
ward you.

Sir And. Slight! will you make an Afs o’me?

Fab. 1 prove it legitimate, Sir, ipon the Oaths of Judg-
ment and Reafon. |

Sir To. And they have been grand Jury-men, fince be-
fore Noah was a Sailor. o |

Fab. She did fhew Favour to the Youth in your Sight,
only to exafptrate jou,to awake your dormouie Valour, to
piit Fire inn your Heart, and Brihftone in your Liver You
fhould thenhave accofted her, and with fome excellent Jells,

fire new
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fire-new from the Mint, you fhould have bang’d the Youtls

into Dumbnefs. This was leek’d for at your Hand, and
this was baulkt. The double gilt of this Opportunity you
let Time wafh off, and you are now fail’d into the North
of my Lady’s Opinion, where you will hang like an liickle
on a Dutchman’s Beard, unlefs ycu do redeem it by {fome
Attempt. either of Valour or Policy.

Sir And. And’t be any way, it muit be with Valour,
for Policy I hate : I had as hief be a Brownift, as a Poli-
tician.

Sir To. Why then build me thy Fortunes upon the Ba{’s
of Valour, Chailenge me the Duke’s Ycuth to fight witi
him, hurt him in eleven Places, my Neice fhall take Note
of it, and affure thy {=If, there is no Leve-breker in the
World can more prevail in #an’s Commendation with
Women, than Report of Valour.

Fzab. There is no way but this, Sir Audrew.

; Sir And. Will either of you bear me a Challenge to
m ?

Sr Ts Go, write it 10 2 martial Hand, be curft and
brief: It is no matter Liow wutty, fu it be eloguent, and
full of Inveation; taunt him with the Licenfe of Ink; if
thou thow'ft him fome thrice, it {hall nor bz amifs; and
as many Lies as will lye in thy Sheet of Paper, aithough
the Sheet were big enough for the Bed cf Ware in Eng-
land, {et ’em down, and go abour it, Let there be Gall
enough in thy Ink, tho’ thoa write it with a Goofe-Pen,
no matter: About it.

Str And. Where fhall 1 find you?

SirTo. We'll call thee at the Crbicalo @ Go.

[EBxii Siv Andrew.

Fzb. This is a dear Manakin to you, Sir Tedy.

Sir To. 1 have been dear to him, Lad, {fome two thou-
fand ftrong or fo.

Fzb, We fhall have a rare Letter from him; but you'll
not deliver’s

Sir To. Never truft me then ; and by all means ftir on the
Youthto an An{wer, I think Oxen and Wain-ropes can-
not hale them together. For Andrew, if he were open’d,
and you find fo much Blood in his Liver as will clog the
Foot of a Flea, I'll eat the reft of th’ Anatomy. Fab.
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Fab. And his Oppofite the Youthbears in his Vifagene
grcat Prefage of Cruelty. |
Enter Maria,

Sir To. Look where the youngeft Wren of mine comes,

Mar. If you defire the "Spleen, and will laugh your
felves into Stitches, follow me; yond gull Malveljo is
turned Heathen, a very Renegado; for there is no Chrifti-
an that means to be fav’d by bélieving rightly, can ever
believe fuch impoflible Paffages of Groflnefs, He’s in
yellow Stockings.

Sir To. And Crofs-garter’d ? ‘
~ Mar. Moft villaneufly; likea Pedant that keeps a Schosl
‘#'th’ Church: 1 have dogg’d him like his Murtherer, He
-does obey every Point of the Letter that 1 dropt to be-
tray him; he does {mile his Face into more Lines than is
in the new Map, with the Augmentation of the Indies;
you have not feen {uch a thingas ’tis; 1can hardly forbear
hurling things 2t 'him. I'know my Lady will trike him;
1f fhe do, he’ll fmile, and take’t for & great Favour,

Sir To. Come, bring "us, bring us where he is. [Exenns:

SCENE HIL ~The Street.

Enter Sebaftian and Anthonio.

Seb.. T would not by my Will have troubled you.

But fince you make your Pleafire of your Pains,

I will no furthér chide’'you. .~ =~ %
Ant. 1 could not ftay behind you; my Defire, =

More fharp than filed Steel, did {par me forth,

And not all T.ove to {ee you, tho’ fo much

As might have drawna one to a longer Voyage.

But Jealoufie, what might befall your Travel,

Being skillefs in thefe Parts; which to a S:ranger,

Unguided and unfriended, often prove

Rough and uchofpitable. My willing Love

The rather by thefe Arguments:of Fear

Set forth in your Purfuit,
Seb. My kind Anthono,

I can no other Anfwer make, but Thanks:

But were my Worth, as is my -Confcience firm, -~ -
You
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You {hould find better Dealing: What’s to de?

Shall we go {ee the Relicks of this Town ?

Ant. To Morrow, Sir, beft firft go lee your Lodging.
Se5. 1 am not weary, and ’us long to Night,

I pray you let us {atishe our Eyes

With the Memorials, and the Things of Fame

That do renown this City.

Ant. Would you'ld pardon me:

I do not without Danger walk thefe Streets,

Once in a Sea-fight *gainft the Duke his Gallies,

I did fome Service, of {uch Note indeed,

That were 1 ta’en here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd:
Seb. Belike you flew great aumber of his People:
Ant. Th’Offence is not of {uch a bloedy Nature,

A'beit the Quality of the Time and Quarrel, '

Might well have given us bloody Argument:

It might have fince been anfwer'd in repaying

What we took from them, which for Traflick’s fake

Mo# of our City did. Ounly my felf flood our,

For which if Ibe lapfed in this Place

I thall pay dear.” =~ -

Seb. Do not then walk too open, '
Anz. It doth not fiz me: Hold, Sir, here’s my Puife.

In the South Suburbs at the Ele;hans

Is beft to lodge: I will befpesk our Diet,

Whiles you beguile the time, -3nd feed your Knowledge

With viewing of the Town, there thall you have me.
Set. Why I your Purfey ™ - ST
Zut, Haply your Eye fhall light upon fome Toy

You have defire t0 purchale; and your Srore

I think, is not for idle Markets, Sir.

Set. I'll be your Parfe-bearer, and leave you

For an Hour. | '

Ast. To th’ Elephant, |
Sev, 1 do remember. | { Exennt,

SCENE 1V. Olivis's Hoafe.

Enter Qlivia and Maria.
Ols. I have {ent after him; hefays he’il come,

How fhall 1 fealt him ? What beftow of him?
| ' ' For
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For Youth is bought more oft, then begg’d, or borrow’d.
I fpeak too loud; where’s Malvolio, he is {ad and civil,

And {uits well for a Servart with my Fortunes.
Where is Malvolio ?

Mpr. He's coming, Madam:

But in very firange manner. e is {ure pofleft, Madam:

Oli. Why, what’s the matter, does he rave?

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but {mile; your La-
dythip were beft to have fome guard about you, if he come,
for fure the Man is tainted in’s Wits.

Oli. Go call him hither.

Enter Malvolio,
1 am as mad as he,

If fad and merry Madnefs equal be.
How now, Malvolio?

Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. [ Smiles fantafiically.

Oli. Smil'ft thou? I {ent for thee upon a fad Occafions

Mzl. Sad Lady, 1 could be fad; |
This does make fome Obftru&ion in the Blood;

This crofs-gartering, but what of that?
If it pleafe the Eye of one, it is with me asthe very true
Sonnet is: Fleafe one, and Pleafe all,
Qli. Why? how do’tt thou Man?
What is the matter with thee?

Mal. Not black in my Mind, tho’ yellow in my Legs:
It did come to his Hands, and Commands fhall be execus
ted. I think we do know that {weet Roman Hand.

Oli. Wilt thou,go to Ded, Malvolio? - |

Mal, To Bed? ay, Swcet Heart; and I'll come to thee.

Oli. God comfort thee; why doft thou {mile {o, and
kifs thy Hand fo oft ?

Mar. How do you Mzalvolio?
Mal. At your Requeft?
Yes, Nightingales an{wer Daws,

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous Boldnefs be-
fore my Lady?

Mal. Be not afraid of Greatnefs; “twas well writ.
Olr. What meaneft thou by that, Malvolis?

Mal, Some are born great ~ee
Qli. Ha?

Mal,
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Aal, Some atchieve Greatnels ———

Oli. What fay’ft thou?
Mal. And fome have Greatnefs thruft upon them —

O/i. Heav’n refore thee.
. Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow Stock-

ngs~—— :
Ols. Thy yellow Stockings?
AMal. And wifh’d to {ee thee crofs-garter'd —-
O/r. Crofs-garterd?
Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou defir'ft to be {0 e

Oli. Am I made?

Mzl 1f not, let me {ee thee a Servant ftill.

©/s, Why this is very Midlummer Madnefs.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, the young Gentleman of the Duke Orf-
no’s is return’d, 1 could hardly eatreat him back; he at-
tends your Ladylhip’s Pleafure,

O/i. I'il come to hima.

Good Maria, let this Fellow be leok’d to. Where’s my
Uncle Toby? let fome of my People have a {pecial care of
bim, I wo.ﬂd not-have him mifcarry for the Half of my
Dowry { Exit,

Mzl. Oh, ho, do you come near me now? No worfe
Man than Sir Tobyto look to me! This cencurs diredtly
with the Letter, fhe {ends him on purpofe that I may ap-
pear flubbornto him; for fheincites me tothatin the Let-
ter. Caft thy humbIeSlough fays fhe; be oppofite with
2 Kinfman, furly with Servants, letthy Tongue tang with
Arguments of State, put thy felf into the Trick of Singu-

larity, and confequently fets down the manner how; asa
fad Fzce,a reverend Carriage,a flow Tongue, in the Habit

of fome Sir of Note, and {oforth. I have lim’d her, but
. it 15 Fove’s doing, and Fovemake me thankful; and when
{he wentaway now, letthis Fellow be look’d to: Fellow!
Not. Malvolio, nor after my Degree, but Fellow. - Why
every thing adherestogether, that no Dram of 2 Scruple, no
Scruple of a Scruple; no Obftacle; noincredulous or unfafe
Circumftance——Whatcan be faid? Nothisg that can be,
can come berween me, and the full Profpett of my Hopes,
Well Fove, not I, is the Deer of this, and he is to-be

thanked. Enter
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Liter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria,
Sir To. Which way is he, in the Name of Sanélity ? Ifall
the Devils in Hell be drawn in little, and Legion himfelf

. pofleft him, yet I’ll {peak to him.

Fab. Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir?
How is’t with you, Man?

Mal. Go off, 1 difcard you; let me enjoy my Privacy:
Gooft,

Mar. Lo, how hollow the Fiend fpeaks withinhim ; did

"~ not 1 tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to have a

Care of him.

Mal, Ah ha, does fhe fo?

sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muft deal gently
with him; let him alone. How do you, Malvelio? How
is't with you? What Man, defic the Devil; confider he’s
an Enemy to Mankind. |

Mal, Do you know what you fay 2

Mar. La you! and you fpeak ill of the Devil, how he
takes it at Heart. Pray God he be not bewitch’d.

Fao. Carry his Water to th’ wife Woman,

Mar, Marry aed it fhall be done to Morrow Morning
if I live. My Lady would not lofe him for more than Vil
fay.

};Wail. How now, Miftrels?

Mar. O Lord, |

Sir To. Prethee hold thy Peace, that is not the way: Do
you not {ee you move him? let me alone with him.

Fab. No way but Gentlenefs, gently, gently; the Fiend
is rough, and will not be roughly us'd.

SirTo.Why how now my Bawcock? How doft thou,Chuck?

Mal. Sir.

Sir To. Ay Biddy, come with me. What Man, ’tis not
for Gravity to play at Cherry-pit with Satan. Hang him
foul Collier.

Mar. Get him to fay his Prayers, good Sir Tody, get
him to pray.

Mal. My Prayers, Minx!

I{Mar. No 1 warrant yeu, he will not hear of Godli-
[iIC1S.,

Mal. Go hang your felves all: you are idle fhallow

Vou. 1l | C Things,
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Things, [ am not of your Element, you fhall know more
hereatrer, [ Exit,

Sir To. Is’t pofiibie?

Fab. If this were plaid upon a Stage now, I could con-
demn it 2s an improbable Fiction.

Sir To. His very Genius hath taken the Infetion of the

Device, Man.
Afzr. Nay, purfue him now, left the Device take Aur,

and taint.

Fab. Why we fhall make him mad indeed.

.Zar. The Houle will be the quieter.

Sir To. Come,we’ll have him ina dark Room and bound.
My Neece is alreadyin the Belief that he’s mad; we may
carry it thus forour Pleafure and his Penance, till our very
Pafhime tirea cut of Breath, prompt us to have Mercy on
him ; at which time we will bring the Device to the Bav,
and crown thee for a Finder of Madmen; but {lee, but
1ze.

Enter Sir Andrew,

Fab. More Matter for a May Morning.

Sir And. Here’s the Challenge, read it : 1 warrant there’s
Vinegzr and Pepper 10t

Fab. 1s’t {o fawcey?

Sir And. Ay, 15t? 1 warrant him: Do but read.

Sir To. Give me. [ Sir Toby reads,
Yesith, whatfeever thow art, thow art ont & feurvy Fellow,

Fab. Good and valiant.

Sir To. Wonder vot, nor adpre not in thy Mind why I de
ezl thee fo, for I will fhew thee no Reafon for't.

F1b. A good Note. that keeps you from the Blow of
the Law.

Sir To. Thon com’fi t9 the Lady Qlivia, and in mySight (e
575 thee Lindly; but thow lieft in 10y Throat, that is not the
m.atter I coallenge thee for.

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good Seafe-lefs.

Sir To. I wili way-lay thee gomg home, where if it be thy
Charce to kil me——

Fab. Good.

Sir To. Thon kil me lile a Rogue and a Vilain,

Frb. S:il you Keep o’it’ windy Side of the Law: Good.

.

Fel
Lier
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Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upen one of onr
Souls: be may have mercy npon mine, but my Hope is better,
and folook to thy felf. Thy Friend as thou gfefl bim, and thy
[worn Enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek.

Sir To. 1f this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot:
I'll give’t him.

Mar. Youmay havevery fit Occafion for’t: He isnow in
fome Commerce with my Lady, and will by and by depart.

Str To. Go, Siv Andrew, {cout me for him atthe Corner
of the Orchard likea Bum-DBaily; fofoon asever thou feeft
him, draw ; and asthoudraw’ih,{wear horribly ; for it comes
to psoft,thata terrible Oath, with a fwaggering Accent
{harply twang’d off, gives Manhood more Approbation than
ever Proof it felf would have earn’d him. Away.

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for {wezring. [Exit,

Sir To, Now will not I deliver his Letter; for the Be-
haviour of the young Gentleman gives him out to be of
good Capacityand Breeding; his Imployment between his
Lord and my Neice, conlirms no lefs; therefore this Letw
ter being fo excellently ignoraat, will hreed no Terror in
the Youth; he will find that it coms=s from a Clod- pole.
But, Sir, I will deliver his Challengeby Word of Mouth;
{ct upon Ague-cheeka notable Report of Valour, and drive
the Gentleman, as I know his Youth willaptly receive it,
into a moft hideous Opinion of his Rage, Skill, Fury, ard
Impetuofity. This will {o fright tnem both, thar they
will kill one another by the Look, like Cockatrices,

Enter Olivia and Viola.
Fab, Here hecomes with your Neice; give them way,
till he take leave, and prefently after him,

Sir Tp. 1 will meditate the while' upen {ome horrid
Meflage for a Challenge. [ Exerinte

O/i. 1 have faid too much unto a Heart of Stoxe,
And laid mine Honour too unchary en’e.
There’s fomething in me that reproves my Fault;
But fuch a head-ftrong potent Fault it is,
That it but mocks Reproof,

Vio, With-the fame haviour that your Paflien bears,
Goes on my Mafter’s Grief.

Oli. Here, wear this Jewel for me, ’tis my PiGure;

C 2 Retufe
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Refufe it not, it hath no Tongue to vex you:
And I befeceh you came again to Morrow.
Whar fhall you ask of me that I'll deny,

That Honour, fav’d, may upon asking give?
¥jo. Nothing but this, your true Love for my Mafter,
0li. How with mine Honour may I give him thar,

Which 1 have given to you.

Vio. I will acquit you. |

.0li. Well, come again to Morrow: Fare thee well.

A Fiend like thee might bear my Soul to Hell,  [Exit.

Enter Sir Toby and Fabian.

_&ir To. Gentleman, God fave thee,

.¥i0. And you, Sir.

Sir To. That Defence thou haft, betake theeto’t; of what

ature the Wrongs are thou haft done him, I knownot; but
ty Intercepter full of Defpight; bloody as the Hunter, at-
tends thee at the Orchard Erd; difmount thy Tuck, be
yare in thy Preparation, fcr thy Aflailant 1s quick, skilful,
and deadly.

Fio. You miftake, Sir, Izm {ureno Manhath any Quar-
rel to me; my Remenibrance is very free and clear from
any Image of Cfrence dore to any Man.

Sir To. You'li findit otherwiie, I affure you; therefore,
ir you hold your Liieatany Price, betake you to your Guard,
for your Oppofite hath :n him, what Youth, Strength,
Skill, and Wrath can farnifh a Man withal,

7io. 1 pray you, Sir, what 15 he?

Sir To. He is Knight dubb’d with unhatch’d Rapier, and
on Carpet Confideration, but he i1sa Devil in private Brawl;
Souis and Bodies bath he divorc’d three; and his Incenfe-
ment at this Moement is fo implacable, that Satisfa&ion
can be none but by Pangs of Death and Sepulcher: Hob,
niod, 15 his Word ; give't or take's.

Vio. I will return again into the Houfe, and defire fome
Condutt cf the Lzay. 1 am no fighter. I have heard of
jome kind of Men, that put Quarrels purpofely on others
10 tafte ticir Valour: Belixe this 1s 2 Man of that Quirk,

Sir To. Sir, mo : His Ind:gnation drives it {elf out of a
very competent Injury, therefore get you on,and give him
bis Delire, Back you ihail nottothe Houfe, unlefs youunder-

- | take
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take that with me, which withasmuch fafety you nught
anfwer him; therefore on,or ftrip your Sword flark na-
ked; for meddle you mulfl, that’s certain, or forfweir to
wear Iron about you.

Vio. This is as uncivl as ftrange. 1 befeech you do me
this courteous Office,as to know of the Knight-what my
Offence tohimis: It is fomething of my Neglizence, no-
thing of my Purpofe,

Sir To, 1 will do fo. Signior Fabian, ftay you by this
Gentleman ’till my Return. [ Exit Sir Toby.

Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you knew of this marter?

Fab, 1 know the Knight 1s incens’dagainft you, even'to
a mortal Arbitrement,but nothing of the Circumftance more,

Vio. | befeech you what mannerof Man is he?

Fzao, Nothing of that wonderful Promife torcad him by
his Form, as you are like to find him in the Proof or his
Vaiour. Heisindeed, Sir, the moft skiltul, bloody, and fa-
tal Oppofite that youcculd poflibly have found in any part
of Nlyria: Will you walk towards him? 1 will make your
Peace with him, if I can.

Vio. 1 fhall be much bound to you for’t: 1 am one that -
had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight: I care not
who knows fo much of my Mettle, - [ Exennt,

Ester Sir Toby and S Ardrew. -

Sir To. Why Man, he’s a very Devil; 1 have not feen
fuch a Virago: I bad a Pafs with him, Rapier, Scabbard
and all; and he gives me the S:tuck inwith {ucha mortal
Motion, that it is inevitable; and onthe Anf{wer, he pays -
you as furely as your Feet hit the Ground they {tep on.
They fay, he has been Fencer to the Sophy.

Sir And. Pox on’t, I'll not meddle with him, -

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified. -

Fabian can {carce hold him. |

Sir And. Plague on’t, and I thought he had-been vali-
ant,and {o cunning in Fence, I'd have {een him damn’d ere
I’d have challeng’d him. Let him let the matter {lip, sad

I'll give him my Horle, grey Capilet.
- Sir To, Ull make the Motion; itand here, make a good
Shew on’t, this fhall end without the Perdition of Sculs;
marry Ul ride your Horfe as well as ] ride you...
C 3 Enter -

*
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Enter Fabian and Viola.
1 have his Horfe to take up the Quarrel, I have perfuaded
bim the Youth’s a Devil. [Tﬂ Fabian,

Fz6. He is horribly conceited of him; and pants and
looks pale, as if 2 Bear were at his Heels.

Sir Zo. There's no Remedy, Sir, he will fight with you
for’s Oztn fake: Marry he hath better bethought him of his
{llarru atd hefinds thatnowfcarceto be worth talking of;

therefere draw for the Supportance of his Vow, he pros
telts he will not hurt you.

Fi> Tray God defend me; a little thing would make

me tell fhr:m how much 1 lack of a Man.

Fay. Give Ground if you fee him furtous,

Sir To. Come. Sir Andrew, there’s no Remedy; the Gen-
tlemzn will for bis Honour’s {ake haveone bout with you;
be canzot by the Dueilo avoid it; buthe has promis'd me,
zs hie i 2 Gentleman and 2 Soldier, he will net hurt you,
Come on, to. [ They draw.

Sir And. Przy God he keep his Oath.

Enter Antonio.
#70. t do affure you ’uis againft my Will.
Ant. Put up your Swerd; if this young Gentleman
Eave cone ofience, I tzke the Fault on me;
it yeu oifend him, 1 for him defie you. [ Drawing.

S1ir Te. You, Sir? Why, what are you?

Ast. One, SII' that for his Love dares yet do more
Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

Sir 79.Nay, if you bean UndPrtaLer 1am for you.[ Dramws,

Enter Officers.

Fab O geud Str Tuby, bold; here come the Officers.

Sir To. Vil be with you anon.

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your Sword up if you pleafe. *

[Iv Sir Andrew.

Sir And. Marry will I, Sir; and for that I promisd you
T'il be 2s good as my Word. He will bear you eally, and
se1as well,

1 Oj. This is the Man, do thy Office.

2 Oﬁ" Aztonis. 1 arreft thee at the Suit of Duke Orfinoi

«st. You do miftake me, Sir.

1 Of. No, Sir; no Jot; I know your Favour wellTh

0

54



What you will. 2

Tho now you have no Sea-cap on your Head.
Take him away, he knows I know him well.
Ant. 1 muft obey. This comes with feeking you;
But there’s no Remedy. I fhall anfwer ir.
What will you do? Now my Neceflity
Makes me to ask you for my Purfe. It grieves me
Much more; for what I cannot do for you,
Than what befalls my felf: You ftand amaz’d,
But be of Comfort.
2 Off. Come, Sir, away.
Ant. 1 muft intreat of you fome of that Mony.
Vio, What Mogy, Sir?
For the fair Kindnefs you have thew’d me here,
And part being prompted by your prefent Trouble,
Out of my lean and low Ability
Ill lend you fomething ; my having is not much,
I'lt make Divifion of my Prefent with you:
Hold. there’s half my Coffer.
Ant. Will you deny me now?
Is't poffible, that my Deferts to you
Can lack Perfuafion? Do not tempt my Mifery,
Left that ic make me fo unfound a Man,
As to uporaid you-with thofe Kindneflts
That I have done for you.
Vio. 1 know of rone,
Nor know I you by Voice, or any Feature.
I hate Ingratitude more in 2 Man,
Than Lying. Vainnefs, Babling Drunkennefs,
Or any Taint of Vice, whofe firong Corruption
Inhabits our frail Blood.
Ant. Oi Heav’ns themfelyes!
2 Off. Come, Sir, 1 pray you go.
nt. Let me {peakaalittle. This Youth that you fee here,
I fnatcht one Half out of the Jaws of Death,
Reliev’d him with {uch Sanétity of Love,
And to his Image, which methought did promife
Moeft venerable Worth, did I Devotion.
1 Off. What's that to us? the Time goes by; away.
Ant. But oh, how vild an I1dol proves this-Ged!
Thou hafl, Sevaftian, done good Feature thame,

C4 In
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In Nature there’s no Blemifh but the Mind:
None can be cal’d Deform’d but the Unkind,
Virtue 1s Beauty, but the beauteous Evil
Are empty Trunks, oerflourifh’d by the Devil.
: OF. The Man grows mad, away with him:
C .me, come, SrIr.
#nt, Lead me on, | it
>72. Methinks his Words do from fuch Paflion fly,
"Thot he believes himfelf; {o do not I:

P ove rrue imagination, oh prove true,
'Taat I cear Drother, be now ta’en for you.

S To. Come hither, Kaight, come hither, Fabian; et
winiper o'er 2 Couplet or two of moft {age Saws.

Vio. He nzmd Sevzfian; T my Brother know
Yer living 13 my Glefs, even fuch, and {o
in Favour was my Drother, and he weat
Siit] 10 this Fafhisn, Colour, Ornament,
For him | imirase: O3 ir it prove,
Tempefts are kinc, ana {alt Waves frefh inLove. [Eav,

Sir To. A very cihoneft paltry Boy, and morea Ceward
than a Hare; his Difhozelty appears in leiving his Friend
here in Neceflity, and denying him ; and for his Coward-
thip ask Fabizn.

Fab. A Coward, a moft devout Coward, religious in
it.

Sir And. *Slid I'll afrer him again, and beat him.

Sir To. Do, cuff him foundly, but neyer draw thy Sword.

Sir And. And [ do not,

Fab. Come, let’s fee the Event, ‘

Sir To, 1 dare lay any Mony "twiil be nothing yet.

[ Exenns,

ACT
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ACTIV. SCENE L
SCENE the Sireet.

Enter Sebaftian and Clown.

Clo. WILL you make me believe thatTam net fent for
ou?

Seb.” Go- Eo, go-to, thou art a foolifh Fellow,

Let me.be clear of thee.

Clo. Wellheld outi’faith: No, I do not know you, nor
I am not fenttoyou by my Lady, to bid you come fpeak -
with her; nor your Name is not Mafter Cefario, nor this
1s not my Nofe neither ; nothing that is {o, is fe. -

Set. 1 prethee vent thy.Folly fomewhere elfe, thou
kaow’ft not me.

Clo, Vent my Folly! He has heard that Word of fome
great Man, and now applies it to a Fool. Ventmy Folly!
I am afraid this great Lubber the World wili prove a Cock-
ney : I prethee now ungird thy Scrangenefs, and tell me what
I fhall vent to my Lady; fhall I vent to herthat thou a:c
coming ? |

Se6. L prethee foolith Greek depart from me, there’s
Mony for.thee, If you.tarry longer I fhall give worlc
Payment,

Clo. By my Troth thou haft an open Hand ;-thefe w'f
Men that give Fools Mony, get themfelves a good Report
after fourteen Years Purchafe.

" Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, #nd Fabian.

Sir Asd, Now, Sir, have I met you again? There’s
for you. [ Striking Sebaftian.

Seb. Why there’s forthee, and there, and there: Are all
the People mad? [ Beating Sir Anarew.

Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'il throw your Digzer cersthe
Houle,

Cls. This will 1 tell my Lady firait: I would not ba
in {fome of your Coats for two Pence. iz Clows,

Sir Te. Come on, Sir, hald. [ fHoltiisy Sebaftin,

G5 Sir Anéh
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Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'il go another way to work
with him; Ull have an AQion of Battery againtt him, if
there be any Law in Hiyrisz; tho’ 1 firuck him firft —
Yer it’s no matier for that.

Sed. Let go thy Hand,

Sir To. Come, Sir, 1 will not let you ge. Come my
yourg Soldier, put up your Iron; you are well flefh'd:
Come on.

Seo. 1 will be free from thee. Whatwould’ft thounow?
3f theou dar’ft tempt me further, draw thy Sword.

Sir To. What, what? Nay then I mufthavean Ounce or
two of this malapert Blood from you. [They draw and fight.

Enter Olivia. -

O/i Hold, Toéy, on thy Life 1 charge thee hold.

Str To. Madzm.

Oli, Will it be ever thus? Ungracious Wretch,

Fit for the Mountains and the barbarous Caves,

Where Manners ne’er were preach’d: Out of my Sight, -
Be not offended, dear Cefario.

Rudesby be gene. I prethee, gentle Friend,

[ Exennt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew,
Yt thy fair Wildom, not thy Pafilon {way

In this uncivil and unjuft Extent

Agzainit thy Peace. Go with me to my Houfe,
And hzar thou there, how many fruitlefs Pranks
This Ruifan hath botch’d up, that thou thereby
May ft fmile at this: Thou fhale not chufe but go:
Do not deay; befhrew his Soul for me,

iie ftarted cne poor Heart of mine in thee.

Se2. What Relifh is in this? How runs the Stream 2
Cr I am mad, or elfe this is a Dream. |
et Fancy fill my Senfe in Letke fteep,

It it be thus to dream, flill let me fleep.
Qi1. Nay come I prethee, would thowdft be rul’d by me:
Seb. Madam, 1 will. |

Ot O fzy {o, 2ud fo be, I Exennt,

SCENE

L
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SCENE II. Olivia's Honfe.

Enter Maria and Clown.

Mar. Nay, 1 prethee put on this Gown and this Beard,
make him believe thou art Sir Topas the Curate ; do1t quickly.
VIl call Sir Toby the whilit,

Cio. Well, ll put iton. and I willdiffemble my felfin’t 5
and I would I were the firft that ever diffembled i {uch a
Gown, Iam nottallenoughtobecome the Fundtion well,
nor lean enough tobe thought a good Student; but to be
faid an honeft Man, and agood Houfekeeper, goes as fairly
as to fay, a careful Manand a great Scholar. The Compe-
tiers enter. _

Enter Sir Toby.

Sir To. Fove blefs thee, Mr, Parfon.

Clo. Bonos dies, SirToby;forasthe old Hermitof Prague,
that never faw Penand Ink, very wittily faid to a Neice ot
King Gorbodack, that that is, is; {o I being Mr.Parfon, am
Mr. Parfon; for what is that, but that? and 1s, but 152

Str To, To him, Sir Topas.

Clo. VWhat hoa, I fay, Peacein this Prifon.

Sir To. The Knave counterfeits well; a good Knave.
[ Malvolio withia.

Mal. Who calls there? .
Clo. Sir Topasthe Curate, who comes to vilit Malvoliothe

Lunatick.

Mal, Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas go to my Lady.

Clo. Out hyperbolical Fiend, how vexeft thou this Man?
Talkeft thou nothing but of Ladies? |

Siv To. Well faid, Mafter Parfon.

Mal, Sir Topas, never was Man thus wrong’d, good Sir
Topas do not think I am mad; they have laid me here in
hideous Darknefs. |

Clo. Fie, thou dithoneft Sathan; I call theeby the moft
modeft Terms, for I am oneof thofe gentle ones that will
ufe the Devil him{elf with Curtefie: Say’ii thou thar Houle

1s dark?

Mal. As Hell, Sir Topas, |
Cha,
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Cl. Why it hach bay Windows tranfparent as Barica-
does, and the clear Stones towards the South North are as
luitrouszs Ebony ; and yet complaineft thouof Obftruction:

Mzl 1 am not mad, Sir Topas, 1 {ay to you this Houle
15 dark,

Clo. Mad-man, thou erreft; 1 fay there is no Darknefs
but Ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled than the

J7E41Axs in their Fogg.

M1, 1 fay this Houfe is as dark as Ignorance, theugh
Ignorance were as dark as Hell; and I {ay there wasnever
Man thus abus’d ; T am no more mad than you are, make
the tri2l of it in any conftant Queftion.

Cls. What is the Opinion of Pythagoras, concerning
Wild-tow.?

2120, That the Soul of our Grandam might happily in-
Eabit a Bird.

Cle. What think’ft thou of his Opinion?

Mal, 1 think nobly of the Soul, and no way approve his
Opmion.

PC:"a. Fare thee well: Remain thou f}ill in Darknefs; thou
fhaithold th’Opinion of Pythagoras, ere 1will allow of thy
Wits, znd fear to kill 2 Weodcock, left thou difpoflefs the
Houfe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well,

Mal, Sir Topas, Sir Topas.

Sir To. My moft exquifite Sir Topas.

Clo Nay, I am for all Waters.

" Mar. Thou might'ft have done this without thy Beard

and Gown, he {ees thee not.
Sir 7o. To him inthine own Voice, and bring me Word

now thou find’it him : I would we were all rid of this Knave-
ry. If he may beconveriently deliver'd, I would he were,

for I am now fo far in offence with my Neice, that I can-
not purfue withany Safety this Sport to the upfhot. Come

by 2nd by to my Chamber. [ Exit.
. Clo. Eey Robin, folly Robin, zell me how my Lady does.
[ Singtng.

2fal. Fool.
Clo. My Lady is #nkind, perdie,
Afzl. Fool.

Clo. Aas, why is fbe o3
-}fﬁzr
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- Mal. Fool, 1 fay.

Clo. She loves another ——Who calls, ha ¢

Mal. Good Fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at my
Hand, help me to a Candle,and Pen, Ink, and Paper; as §
am a Gentleman, I willlive to'be thankful to thee for’t,

Clo. Mr. Malvolio!

Mal. Ay, good Fool.

. Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five Wits?

Mal. Fool, there was never Man fo notorioufly abus'd ;
Iam as well in my Wits, Fool, as thou art.

Clo. But as well! then thou art mad indeed, if you be
no better in your Wits than a Fool.

Mal. They have here propertied me; keep me in dark-
nefs, fend Minifters to me, Afles, and do all they can to
face me out of my Wits.

Clo. Advife you what youtfay: The Minifter is here,
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy Wits the Heav’ns reftore: Endea-
dour thy felf to {leep, and leave thy vain bibble babble,

Mal. Sir Topas.

Clo, Maintain no Words with him, good Fellow.

Who 1, Sir, not I, Sir.  God buy you, good Sir Topss,
Marry Amen. I will, Sir, I will, Sir.

Mal. Fool, Feol, Faol, 1 {ay.

Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient, What fay you, Sir? I am fhent
for fpeaking to you.

Mal, Good Fool, help me to fome Light, and fome
Paper; I tell thee I am as well in my Wits, as any Man
in llyria.

€lo. Well-a-day that you were, Sir.

Mal, By this Hand 1am: Good Fool, {fome Ink, Paper
and Light;. and convey what I will {ct down to my La-
dy: It {hall advantage thee more, than ever the bearing
of Letter did.

Clo. 1 will help you to’t. But teil me true, are you not
mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit?

Mal. Believe me, 1am not: I tell thee true.

Clo. Nay, Ill ne’er believe a Mad-man "ull I fee his Braias.
I will fetch you Light, and Paper, ana Ink.

Mal, Tool, I'll requite it in the higheft aegrec;

I prethee be gone, |
S Ch,
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Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, [Singing.
I'll be with yoss agam
Tn a trice. like to the old Vice,
Your Need to fuflaim.
Whe with Dagger of Lath, in bis Rage, and hisWratn,
Cries ab ba! to the Devil:

Like 4 mad Lad, pair thy Nails, Dad,
Adies, good Man Drivel., [ Exits

SCENE IIL

Enter Sebaftian.

geb. This is the Air, that is the glorious Sun,
This Pearl fhe gave me, 1 do feel’t and {ee’.
And though ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus,
Vet ’tis not madnefs. Where’s Anthonio then?
I could not find him at the Elephant,
Vet there he was, and there 1 found this Credit,
That he did range the Town to {eek me out.
His Counfel now might do me golden Service;
For tho’ my Soul difputes well with my Senfe,
That this may be fome Error, but no Madnefs,
Ye: doth this Accident and Flood of Fertune,
3o far exceed all Inftance, all Difcourfe,

That I am ready to diftruft mine Eyes,
And wrangle with my Reafon that perfuades me
To any other Truft, but that I am mad,

Or elie the Lady’s mad; yet if ‘twere {o,
She could not fway her Houfe, command her Followers)’

Take, and give back Affzirs, and their difpatch,
With fuch 2 fmooth, difcreet, and ftable Bearing
As I perceive fhe does: There's fomething in't
That is deceivable. But here the Lady comes.
. Enter Olivia and Prigft.
oli. Dlame not this hafte of mine: If you mean well,
Now go with me, and with this holy Man

Juto the Chantry by; there before him,

And underneath that confecrated Roof,
Piight me the full affurance of your Faith,
Tha: my moft jealous and to0 deubtful Soul

May
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May live at Peace. He. fhall conceal 1,
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note,
what time we will our Celebration keep
According to my Birth. What do you fay?
seb. I'll follow this good Man, and go with you,
And having fworn Truth, ever will be true.
Oli. Then lead the way, gcod Father, and Heav’ns {o fhine,

' That they may fairly note this ACt of mine.  [Exesnr,

ACT V. SCENE L

Enter Clown and Fabian,

Fab. O W, as thou lov'lt me, let me fee this Letter,

Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another Re-
quett.

Fab. Any thing.

Clo. Do not defire to {ee this Letter,

Fab. This is to give a2 Dog, and in recompence defire
my Dog again.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords.

Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olsuiz, Friends?

Clo. Ay, Sir, we are fome ot her Trappings.

Dake. 1 know thee well; how doft thou, my goud
Fellow ?

clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my Foes, and the worfe
for my Friends J

Duke. Juft the contrary; the better for thy Friends.

Clp. No, Sir, the worfe.

Duke, How can that be?

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praife me, and make an Afs of
me; now my Foes tell me plainly, 1 am an Afs: So that
by my Foes, Sir, I profit in the Knowledge of my felf,
and by my Friends I am abufed: So that Conclufions 10
be as Kifles, if your four Negatives make your two Af-

firmatives, why then the worle for my Friends, and the

better for my Foes.
Duke, Why this is excellent, _
S Clos
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Cls. By my troth, Sir,.n0; thoit pleafe you to be one

-of my Friends,
Dake. Thou {hall not be the worfe fer me, there’s

Gold.
Cls. But that it would be double-dealing, Sir, I would

you could make it another..

Duke. O you give me ill Counfel.

Clo. Put your Grace in your Pocket, Sir, for this once,
and let your Flefh and Blood obey it.

Dyke. Well, I will be fo much a Sianer to be a double.
dealer: There’s another,

Clo. Primo, Secundo, Tertio, is a good Play, and the old
{aying is, the third pays for all: The triplex, Sir, is a goad
tripping Meafure, or the Bells of St. Besnet, Sir, may put
you in mind, one, two, three.

. Duke. You can fool no more Mony out of me at this
throw; If vou will let your Lady know I am here to
{peak with her, and bring her along with you, it may a.
wake mv Bcunty further.

Clo. Marry, Sir, luilaby to your Bounty “all I come a.
ozin.  Igo, Sir; but 1 would not have you to think, that
my defire of haviag is the Sin of Covetoufnefs; but, as
vou fay, Sir, let your Bounty take a Nap, I will awake it
200 FExit Clown,

Enter Antonio and Officers.
Vio. Here comes the Man, Sir, that did refcue me.
Dske. That Face of his I do remember well;
Ver when I faw it 1aft, it was befmear’d
As black as Valean, in the {moak of War:
A bawbling Veflel was he Captain of,
For fhallow Draught and Bulk unprizable,
With which fuch {cathful Grapple did he make,
With the moft noble Bettom of our Fleet,
That very Eavy, and the Tongue of Lofs
Cry’d Fame and Honour on him., What’s the matter?

1 Offf. Orfino, this is that Antonto
That rook the Phanix and her Franght from Candy,
And this is he that did the Tyger board,

Vhen your young Nephew Tirns loft his Leg:
Here in the Streets, defperate of Shame and State,

— o —— — -

In
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In private Brabble did we apprehend him.

Vio. He did me kindnefs, Sir; drew on my fide,
But in conclufion put ftrange Speech upon me,
I know not what ’ewas, but Diftraction.

Dutke. Notable Pirate, thou falt Water Thief,
What foolith Boldnefs brought thee to their Mercies,
Whom thou in Terms f{o bloody, and fo dear
[1xft made thine Enemies?

Ant. Orfmoe: Noble- Sir,
Pe pleas'd, that T fhake off thefe Names you give me:
Antonio never yet was Thief, or Pirate;
Though I contefs, on Bafe and Ground enough;
Orfing’s Enemy. A Witcheraft drew me hither:
That moft ungratefu] Boy, there by your Side,
I'rom the rude Sea’s enrag’d and foamy Mouth
Did I redeem; a Wrack palt Hope he was:
His Life 1 gave him, and did thereto add
My Love without Retention, or Reftraint;
Al this in Dedication. For his Sake,
Did I expole my felf (pure for his Love)
Into the Danger of this adverfe Town,
Drew to defend him, when he was befer;
Where being apprehended, his falfe Cunning
(Not meaning to partake with me in Danger)
Taught him to face me out of his Acquaintance,
And grew a twenty Years removed thing,
While one would wink; deny’d me mine own Purfey
Which I bad recommended to his ufe,
Not half an Hour before.

Vio. How can this be?

Duke. When came he to this Town ?

Ant. 'To Day, my Lord; and for three Months before, .
No Interim, not a minute’s Vacancy,
Both Day and Night did we keep Company.

Enter Olivia and Attendants.
Duke. Here comes the Countefs; now Heav’n walks on
Rarth;
But for thee, Fellow ; Fellow, thy Words are Madnefs:
Three Months this Youth hath tended upon me;
But more of that anon. Take him afide, ]
- - Qs
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O::. What would my Lord, but that he may not have,
Wherein Oljvia may feem ferviccable ?
Ce/ariz. you do not keep Promife with me.
Fee. iladam.
Duke. Gracious Olivia,
Oli. Whar do you fay, Cefarie? Good my Lord ——
Vie. Ny Lord would fpeak, my Duty hufhes me.
Oii. 1f it e oughs te the old Tune, my Lord,
It 1s as fat and fulfome to mine Ear,
As howling after Mufick.
Duke. St} {o cruel?
Gii. Sl {o conflant, Lord.
Duke. What to Perverfenefs ? vou uacivil Lady,
To whofe ingrate, and unaufpicioes Alears,
My Soul the faithfull't OSerings have breath’d out
That ere Devotion tender'd. What fhall I do?
 Ois. Even wiat it pleafe my Lord, that fhall become
fim.
Dzke, \Why fhould I not, kad T the Heart to do it,
Like to the Egystian Thief, at point of Death
Kill what I love? a favage Jealoufie,
That fometimes favours nobly; but hear me this:
Since you to Non-Regardance caft my Faith,
And thar partly I know the Infirament
That {crews me from my true Place in your Favour:
Live you the Marble-brezfted Tyrant {hill.
But this your Minion, whom I know you love,
And whom, by Heav’n. I fwear, I tender dearly,
Him will I tear out of that cruel Eye,
Where ke fits crowned in his Mafter’s Spight.
Come Boy with me, my Thoughts are ripe in Mifchief:
Fil facrifice the Lamb that I do love,
To fpight a Raven’s Heart within a Dove.
Vio. And I moft jocond, apt, and willingly,
To do you Reft a thoufind Deaths would die.
Oli. Wzere goes Cefarip?
Vio. After him I love,
More than I love thefe Eyes, more than my Life,
More by all mores, than eer I fhall love Wite.
It I do feign, you Witneffes above |
Punith my Life, for tainting of my Love! Oii.
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Oli. Ay me, detefted ! how am 1 beguild?

Vie. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong?

0li, Haft thon forgoet thy felf? Is it fo long ?
Call forth the holy Father.

Duke. Come,away.

Oli. Whither, my Lord? Cefaro, Husband, ftay.

Dyke. Husband ?

0/i. Ay, Husband; can he that deny®

Diske. Her Husband, Sirrah?

Vio. No, my Lord, not 1.

oli. Alas, it is the Dafenefs of thy Fear,

That makes thee ftrangle thy Propriety:
Fear not Cefario, take thy Fortunes up,
Be that thou know'ft thou art, and then thou art
As great as that thou ‘fear'ft.
Enter Priefi.
0 welcome, Father.
Father, J charge thee by thy Reverence
Here to unfold, tho’ lately we intended
To keep in Darknefs, what occafion now
Reveals before ’tis ripe; what thou doft know
Hath newly .paft between this Youth and :me.

Prieff A Contralt of eternal Bond of Love,
Confirm’d by mutual joinder 6f your Hands,
Attefted by the holy clofe of Lips,

Strengthned by enterchangement of your Rings,

And all the Ceremony of this Compact

Seal’d in my Function, by my Tefllimony:

Since when, my Watch hath toid me, toward my Grave
1 have travell’d but two Hours |

Dike. O thou diffembling Cub; what wilt thou be

When Time hath fow’d a grizzel on thy Cafe?
Or will not elfe thy Craft fo quickly grow,
That thine own Trip fhall be thine Overthrow ?
Farewel, and take her, but direét thy Feet,
Where thou and 1, henceforth, may never meet.

Vio. My Lord, I do proteft------

Oli. O do not {wear;

How little Faith, tho’ thou halt too much Fear!

Entes
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Enter Sir Andrew with his Head oroke.

Sir And. For the Love of God a Surgeon, and fend one
prefently to Sir Tody.

Oli. What’s the matter?

Sir And. H'as broke my Head a-crofs, and given Sir Toby
2 bloody Coxcombtoo: For the Love of God your help.
I had rather than forty Pound I were at home.

O!i. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ¢

Sir And. The Count’s Gentleman, one Cefario; we took
him for a Coward, but he’s the very Devil incarnate.

Duke, My Gentleman Cefarto?

Sir And. Od’s lifelings, here heis: You broke my Head
for nothing, and that that I did, I was {et on to do't by
Sir Toby.

Fio. Why do youfpeak to me? I never hurt you:
You drew yeur Sword upon me without Caufe,

But I befpake you fair, 2nd hurt you not,
Enter Sir Toby and Clown.

SirAnd. If 2 bloody Coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt
me: [ think you fet nothing by a bloody Coxcomb. Here
comes Sir Toby halting, you fhall hear more; but if he had
not been in drink, he would have tickled you other-gates
than he did.

Duke. How now, Gentleman? how is’t with you?

Sir To. That’s all one, ha’s hurt me, and there’s an end
on't; Sot, didft fee Dijck Surgeon, Sot?

Clo. O he’s drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; his Eyes
were fet at eight ’th’ Morning.

SirTv. Then he’s a Rogue after a pafly meafures Pavin:
I hate a drunken Rogue.

Oli. Away with him: Who bath made this havock
wirh them?

Sir 4nd. Yll help you, Sir Toby, becaufe we'll be dreft
together,

SirTo, Will youhelpan Afs-head, and a Coxcomb, and &
Knave, a thin fac’d Knave, a2 Gull? [Exe.Clo. To. ¢o And,

O/i, Get him to Bed, and let his Hurt be look’d to.

Enter Sebaftian.

Sez. 1 am {orry, Madam, I have hurt your Uncle :

But had it been the Brother of my Blood,
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I muft have done no lefs with Wit and Safety.
You throw a ftrage Regard upor me, and by that
I do perceive it hath offended you;
Fardon me, fweet one, even for the Vows
We made each other, but {o late 2po.
. Duke. One Face, onc Voice, one Habit, and two Perfons,

A natural Perfpettive, that is, and is not,

Seb. Antonio, O-my dear Antanio !
How have the Hours rack’d and tortur’d me,
Since 1 have loft thee ?

Ant. Sebaftian are you?

Se6. Fear'd thou that, Antonso?

Ant. How have you made Divifion of your feif?
An Apple cleft in two, is not more twin
Than thele two Creatures. Which is Sebaflian?

0/i. Moft Wonderful!

Seo. Do I ftand there? I never had a Brother:
Nor can there be a Deity in my Nature
Of here and every where, 1 had a Sifter,
Whom the blind Waves and Surges have devour'd:
Of Charity, what kin are you to me? [To Viola.
What Countryman? what Name? what Parentage ?

vio. Of Meffaline; Sebaftian was my Father,
Such a Sebaffian was my Brother too:
So went he fuited to his watery Tomb. |
If Spirits can affume both Form and Suit,
You come to fright us.

Seo. A Spirit I am indeed,
But am in that Dimenfion grofly clad,
Which from the Womb I did participate.
Were you 2 Woman, as the reft go even,
I fhould my Tears let fall upon your Cheek,
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Vidla.

Vio. My Father had a Mole upon his Brow.

Seb. And fo had mine.

Vio. And dy'd that day when Viols from her Birth
Had numbred thirteen Years.

Seta O that Record is lively in my Soul,
He finifhed indeed his mortal A&
That day tbat made my Sifter thirtcen Years,

I -fth
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v, 1f nothing letzs to make us happy both,
But this my Mafculine ufurp'd Attire;
Do not Embrace me, ’till each Circumftance
Or Pizce, Time, Fortune, do cohere and jump
That 1 am Fiola; which to confirm,
I’} bring you to a Captain 1n this Town
© Where lye my Maiden Weeds; by whofe gentle help
I was prefervd to ferve this Noble Duke.
Al +he Occurrence of my Fortune fince
.- been between this Lady, and this Lord.
e, So comes it, Lady, you have been miftook : [T Oli.
Tu: Natere to her Bias drew in that.
Vou sould have been contracted to 2 Maid,
Nor are you therein, by my Life, deceiv’d,
Vou are betroth’d both to a Maid and Man.
Deke. Be not amaz’d, right Noble is his Blood :
If this be fo, as yet the Glafs {feems true,
I fhall have fhare in this moft happy Wreck.
Boy, thou haft faid tc me a thoufand Times, [7Zo Viola,
Thou never {hould’ft love Woman like to me.

Vis. And all thofe fayings will I over-{wear,
And all thofe fiwearinas keep as true in Soul,
As doth that orbed Continent the Fire
That fevers Day from Night.

Dutke. Give me thy Hand,

And let me {ee thee in thy Woman’s Weeds.

Vis. The Captain that did bring me firft on Shore,
Hzth my Maids Garmeats: He upon fome Action
Is now in Durance, at Mzlwolio’s Sut,

A Gentlemzn and Follower of my Lady’s.

o). He fhall enlarge him: Fetch Malvolio hithers
And yet alas, new 1 remember me,

Taey fay, poor Gentlemar, he’s much diftraét.
Enter the Clown with a Letter and Fabian.,

A moft exaling Frenzy of mine own

From my Remembrance clearly bzniflid his.

How does he, Sirrzh?

Clo. Truly, Madam, e Lolds Belzennb at the Staves
end as well as 2 Manin his Caie may do : Hashere wrira
Fanter to you, 1 fhould hiave giveu't ycu to day Morning.

- Bue
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* But as amad Man’s Epiftles are no Gofpels, {o it skills not
much when they are deliver’d. |

O/i. Open’t and read it.
Clo. Look then to be well edify’d, when the Fool deli-

vers the Mad-man— By the Lerd, Madams. [ Reads.
O/i, How now, art thou mad?

Clo. No, Madam, 1 do but read Madmefs: And your
Ladyfhip will have it as it ought to be, you muit allow
Vox.

Olf. Prithee read it {'thy right Wits.

Clo. So I do, Madons; but to read his right Wits, is
to read thus: Therefore perpend, my Princels, and give
€ar.

Ols, Read it you, Sirrah, (To Fabian.

Fzb. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me, and
the Warld (hall know it: Though yots bavve put me into Dark-
nefs, and given your drunken Uncle Rule over me, yet have I
benefit of my Senfes as well as your Ladyfbip. I have your
own Letter, that induced me to the femblaxce I pntt on; withs
the which I doubt not, but to do my [elf much Right, or you
mch Shame: Think of me as you pleafe: I leave my Duty 4
little unthought of, and fpeak ont of my Injury.

The madly us'd Malvolie.
O!i. Did he write this?
Cls. Ay, Madam.
Duke. This faveurs not much of Diftraction.

Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian, bring him hither.

My Lord, fo pleafe yon, thefe things further thought on,

To think me as well a Sifter, as a Wife,

One Day fhall crown th’ Alliance on’t, o pleafe you ;

Here at my Houle, and at my proper Coft.

Duke. Madam, I am moft apt t'embrace your Ofter,
Your Malter quits you; and for your Service done him,
So much againft the Metal of your Sex, [To Viola.
So far beneath your foft and tender Breeding,

And fince you call’'d me Mafter, for fo long:

Here is my Hand, you fall from this time be

Your Mafter’s Mittrels.

O/i. A Sifter, you are fhe.

Eutes
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Enter Maivolio.
Duke. Ts this the mad Man?
oli. Ay, my Lord, this fame: How now Malzolio!}
Azl. Madam, you have done me wrong,
Notorious Wrong.
Ols. Have 1, Malvolio? No. _
Mal. Lady, you have; pray you perufe that Letter.
You muft not now deny it is your Hand.
Write from it if you can, in Hand or Phrafe,
Or fay ’tis not your Seal, nor your Invention;
You can {zy none of this. Well, grant it then,
And tell me 1 the modelty of Honour,
Why you have given me fuch clear lights of Favour,
Bad me come {miling, and crofs-garter'd to you,
To put on yellow Stockings, and to frown
Upon Sir Tesy, and the lighter People?
And ating this 1a 2n obedient Hope,
Why bkave you fuffer'd me to be imprifen’d,
Kept in a dark Honfe, vifited by the Prief,
And made the mofl notorious Geck or Gull
That &’er Invention plaid on? Tell me why?
Oli. Alas, Malvolto, this is not my Writing,
Tho’, I confefs. much like the Charalter:
But, out of queition, ’ris Mariz's Hand.
And now I do bethink me, 1t was fhe
Firft told me thou waft mad; then cam’ft in {miling,
And in fuch Forms, which here were preiupposd
Ugon thee in the Letter: Prithee be content,
This Pralice hath moft fhrewdly paft upen thee;
But when we know the Grouads and Authors of it,
Thou fhalt be both the Plantiff and the Judge
Of thine own Caule.
Fab. Good Mzdam, hear me fpeak,
And ler no Quarrel, nor no Brawl to come,
Taint the Condition of this prefent Hour,
Which I have wondred at. In hope it fhall not,
Moft freely I confefs my {elf and Toby
Set this Device againft Malvolio here,
Uron fome flubborn and uncourteous Parts
Ve had conceiv'd againft him. MMariz writ
| o The
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The Letter, at Sir Toby’s great importance,
In recompence whereof he hath Married her.
How with a {portful Malice it was follow’d, .

May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenpe,
If that the Injuries be juftly weigh'd, ’
That have on both fides paft.

Oli. Alas, poor Fool! how have they baffled thee?

Clo, Why fomeareborn Great, fome atchicve Greatnels,
and fome have Greatnels thrown upon them. 1was one,
Siry in this Interlude, one Sir Topas, Sir, but that’s all cne:
By the Lord,Fool, [ am not mad; butde you remember,
Madam, why laugh youat fuch abarren Rafcal? And you
fmile not he’s gagg’d: And thas the Whirl-zigg of Tims
brings in his Revenges.

Mal. Ull be reveng’d on the whole pack of you. [Zxiz

Oli. He hath been moft notorioufly abus’d.

Duke. Purfue him, and entreat him to a Peace:

He hath not told us of the Captain yet;

When that 1s known, and golden Time convents,

A {olemn Combinatien fhall be made

Of our dear Souls.. Mean time, fweet Sifter,

We will not part from hence. Cgfario come,

(For {o you fhall be, while you are a Man;)

But when in other Habits you are feen,

Orfing’s Miftrefs, and his Fancy’s Queen, { Exeqnt,

| lown fings.
When that I was and a little tiny Bey,
With bey, bo, the Wind and the Rain:
o1 foolifiy thing was but a Ty, |
For trne Rain 1t raineth every day.

But when I came to Maw's Efiate,
Iﬁﬁb bfy, ;70, &Cl

"Gainft Knaves and Thieves Men [hut their Gate,
For the Rain, &

But when I came at laff 1o Wive,
With hey, be, &c.,

‘VOLI IIIi D
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By (wageering canuld I never thrive,
For the Ram, &c.

- Bat when I came wnto my Beds,
idarh hey. bo, &c.

Vit Tofs-Fots [l bad drunken Heads,
For toe Ram, &c.

A great while ago the Werld begun,
Hiuth bey, ko, &c.
Dut that's all one, our Play is done,
<nd we'll firive to pleafe yon every Day.
[ Exit,
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Polixenes, King of Bohemia,
Mamillus, Young Prince of Sicilia.
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WINTERs TALE.

ACT L SCENE L
S CE N E 4 Palace.

Eyter Camillo and Archidamus.

ARCHIDAMUS,

<3| F you fhall chance, Camillo, to vifit Bel.e-

\E{l mia, on the like occafion whereon my
Services are now on foot, yeu thall fee,
as 1 have {aid, great difference betivix
our Bohemia, and your Siciliz.

Cam. Fthink, this coming Summer,

, et the King of Sicilia means to pay Bobeiniiv
the Vifitation which he jultly owes him.

Arch. Wherein our Entertainment fhail fhame us:. We
will .be juftified in our Loves; for indeed ——

Cam. Releech you—

Areh. Verily 1{peak it inthe freedomof my knowledge
we cannot with {uch Magnificence —— in fo rare — [
know not what to fay— Wewill give you fleepy Drinks,
that your Senfes (unintelligent of our infufficience) may,
tho’ they cannot praife us, as little accufe us. |

Cam.- You pay a great deal too dear, for what’s given
frecly. | |

D3 - - Areh
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Zreh. Believe me, I fpeak as my Underftanding in-
ftruCts me, and as mine Honefty puts it to utterance.

Cam. Sictlin cannot fhew himielf over-kind to Bobemis
they were rain’d together in their Childhoods; and there
r¢oted betwixt them then fuch an Affe@ion, which cannot
chufe but branch now. Since their more mature Digni-
ties, and Royal Neceflities, made feparation of their So-
c:ietv; taeir Encounters, though not perfonal, have been
rc¥oiiy attornied with enterchange of Gifts, Letters, lov-
irg Emeozfites that they have {eem’d to be together, tho’
a5:ent; Thook hands, as over 2 vaft Sea, and embracd as
;¢ ipere ircm the ends of oppofed Winds. The Heav’ns
continue therr Loves.

Arei, 1 think there 1s not in the World, either Malice
or Matter to alter it.  You have an unfpeakable comfort
of your young Prince Mamillys: it is a2 Gentleman of the
greateflt promife that ever came into my Note.

Cam. 1 very well agree withyou in the hopes of hin:
It 15 a gallant Child, one that, indeed, Phyficks the Subject,
mzkes old Hearts freth: They that went on Crutches
cre hie was born, defire yet their Life to fee him a Man.

Aren. Would they elfe be content to die?

Cami. Yes, if there were no other excufe why they
fhould defire to live,

Aren, 1f the King had no Son, they would defire to
ivz on Crutenes ull be had one, | [ Exennit,

SCENE IL

Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillus, Polixenes, 4nd Camille,

Pol. Nire changes of the watry Star hath been
The Shepherd’s Note, fince we have left our Throne
‘Without a Burthen, Time as long again
Would be fll’d up, my Brother, with our Thanks,
And yet we fhould, for perpetuity,

Go hence in Debt: And therefore, like a Cypher,
Yet ftanding in rich place, I multiply

W izh one we thank you, many thoufands more,
That go before 1.

Lz, Stay your Thanks a while,
| And
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And pay them when you part.

Pol, Sir, that’s to Morrow:

I am queftion’d by my Fears of what may chance,
Or breed upon our abfence, that may blow
No {neaping Winds at home, to make us fay,
This is put forth too truly: Befides, I have ftay'd
To tire your Royalty.

Leo. We are tougher, Brother,
Than you can put us to’t.

Pol. No longer fay,

Leo. One {ev’'n Night longer.

Pol. Very {ooth, to Morrow.

Leo. Wc'll 'part the time between’s then: and in that
I'll no gain-faying.

Pol. Prefs me not, ’befeech you, fo;

There is no Tongue that moves, none, none i’ th’ World.
So {oon as yours, could win me: {o it thould now

Were there Neceffity in your Requeft, altho

"Twere needful I deny’dit. My Affairs

Do even drag me homeward; which to hinder,

Were, in your Love, a Whip to me; my fiay,

To you a Charge and Trouble: To fave both,

Farewel, our Brother.

Leo. Tongue-ty'd, our Queen? {peak you.

Her. 1 had thought, Sir, to have held my peace, uni'l
You bad drawn Oaths from him, not to ftay: You, S,
Charge him teo coldly. Tell him, you are fure
All in Bonemria’s well: This Satisfaction
The by-gone Day proclaim’d; fay this to him,

He’s beat from his beft Ward,

Leo, Well {aid, Hermione.

Her. To tell, he longs to fee his Son, were ftrong;
But let him fay {o then, and let him go;

But let him {wear {o, and he fhall not ftay,
We'll thwack him hence with Diftaffs.
Yet of your Royal Prefence, I'll adventure {To Polixencs.
The borrow of a Week, When at Bobemia
You take my Lord, I'll give him my Commiffion,
To let him there a Month, behind the Geft
Perfix’d for’s parting: Yet, good heed, Leoires,
- D 4 {
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I love thee not a jar o’th’Clock behind
What Lady fhe her Lord. You'll ftay 2
Pel. No, Madam.
Her, Nay, but you wills
Pol. 1 may not verily.,
Her. Verly?
Yecu pur me off with limber Vows; but I, :
Tho’ you would feek r unfphere the Stars with Oaths,
Sheuld yet fay, Sir, no going: Verily
You fhall ot go; a Lady’s verily 15
As potent as 2 Lord’s. Will you go yet?
Force me to keep you as a Prifoner,
Not like a Gueft? So you fhall pay your Fees
When you depart, and fave your Thanks. How fay you?
My Prifoner? or iy Gueft # by your dread verily,
Ore of them you fhall be.
Pol, Your Gueft then, Madam:
To be your Prifoner, fhould import offending;
Which 1s for me lefs eafie to commit,
Thzn you to punifh.
Her. Not your Goaler then,
Bt your kind Hoftels; come, I'll queftion you
Of my Lord’s Tricks and yours, when you were Boys:
Tou were pretty Lordirgs then?
Pel. We were, fzir Queen,
Twwo Lads, that thought there was no more behind,
But {ach a Day to Morrow, as to Day,
Acd t5 te Boy eternal,
Eer. Was not my Lord
Tae verier Wag o’th’two? | :
Pol. Wewereastwinn’d Lambs, that did frisk i’ th’Sun
Aed bleat the one at th’other: What we chang'd,
Was Innccence for Ianocence; we knew not
he Docirine of ill-doing, no nor dream’d
TEat sny did : Had we purfu'd that Life,
Ard our weak Spirits ne’er been higher rear’d
With fironger Bicod, we fhould have anfwer’d Heaven
Boldly, Not Guilty; the Imgofition clear’d,
Hereaitary ours. -
Her, By this we gather n
You
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You have tript fince.

Pol; O my moft facred Lady,
Temptations have fince then been born to’s; for
In thofe unfledg’d Days, was my Wife a Girl;
Your precious {elf had then not crofs'd the Eyes
Of my young Play-fellow.

Her, Grace to boot:
Of this make no Conclufion, left you fay
Your Queen and 1 are Devils. -Yet go on,
Th’Offences we have made you do, we’ll anfwer,
If you firft finn’d with us, and that with us
You did continue Fault; and that you {lipt not
With any but with us;

Leo. 1s he won yer?

Her. He'll ftay, my Lord.

Leo. At my Requeft he would not:
Hermione; my deareft, thou never {pok’it
To better Parpofe..

Her, Never2

Les. Never, but once.

~ Her, What? havel twice faid well? When was’t before ?

I prethee tell me; Cram’s with Praife, and make’s |
As fat as tame things: Onegood Deed, dying tonguelefs,
Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon that.
Our Praifes are our Wages, You may ride’s
With one foft Kifs a thoufand. Furlongs, ere
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th’Goal:
My lalt good Deed was to intrea: his ftay;
What was my firft? It has an elder Sifter,
Or I miftake you: O, would her Name were Grace,
But once before I {i:ake to thpurpofe? when?
Nay, let me have’t; I long..

Leo, Why, that was when +
Thre€ crabbed Months had {fowr’d them{elvesto Death,:
Ere. I could make thee open thy white Hand,

And clepe thy {elf, my Love; then didft thou utter,
I am yours for ever:

Her. *Tis Grace indeed.
Why lo you now; J have {poke to-th’purpofe twice;
The one for ever ean’d a Royal Husband;
- D s Th 9.
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Th other, for fome while a Friend.

Len. Tao hot, too hot—— [ Afides
To mingle Friendfhip far, is mingling Bloods. |
1 have Tremor Cordis on me——my Heart dances,

But not for Joy——unot Joy——This Entertaiment
May a free Face put on; derives a Liberty

From Heartinefs, from Bounty, fertile Bofom,

And well becomes the Agent; 't may, 1 grant;

But to be padling Palms, and pinching Fingers,

As now they are, and making practisd Smiles

As in a Looking-Glafs——and then to Sigh, as “twere
The Mort o’th’ Deer; oh, that is Entertainment |
My Bofom likes not, nor my Brows——— Mamillus,

Art thou my Boy?
Mam. Ay, my good Lord.

Leo, 1 fecks!
Why that’s my Bawcock; what? has’t fmutch'd thy Nofe?

They fay it is a Copy out of mine. Come, Captain,
We muft be neat; not Neat, but cleanly, Captain,
And yet the Steer, the Heifer, and the Calf,
Are all call'd Neat. Still Virginalling

[0bferving Polixenes and Hermiene,

Upon his Palm—— How now, you wantos Calt!
Art thou my Calf?
Mam. Yes, if you will, my Lord. [ have,
Leo. Thou want’ft a rough Pafh, and the Shocts that 1
To be full, like me, Yet they fay we are |
Almoft as like 2s Eggs; Women fay fo,

That will fay any thing; but were they falfe,
As o’er-dy’d Blacks, as Winds, as Waters; falfe

As Dice zre to be wifh'd, by one that fixes

No Bourne ’twixt his and mine; yet were it true,

To fay this Boy were like me. Come, Sir Page,

‘Leok on me with your welking Eye, {weet Villain.
Mot deareft. my Collop—— Can thy Dam? may’t bee
Imapination ! thou doft ftab to th’ Center.

Theu doft make poffible things not be fo held,
Communicat’t with Dreams—how can this be?

With what’s unreal, thou coadtive art,

And follow'ft nothing, Then ’tis very credent,
- T 777 Thoy
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Thou may’ co-join with fomething, and thou doft,
And that beyond commiiffion, and I find 1t,
And that to the Infection of my Brains,
And hardning of my Brows.

Pol. What means Sicilia?

Her, He fomething {eems unfetled.

Pol. How? my Lord?

Leo. Whatcheer? how is it with you, my beft Brother?

Her. You lookasif you held a Brow of much diftraction,
Are you mov'd, my Lord?
- Leo. No, in good earneft,
How fometimes Nature will betray its Folly !
Its Tendernefls! and make it {elf a Paftime
To harder Boloms! Looking on the Lines
Of my Boy’s Face, methoughts 1 did recoil
Twenty three Years, and faw my {elf unbreech’d,
In my green Velvet Coat; my Dagger muzzled,
Left it fhould bite its Mafter, and {o prove,
As Ornaments oft do, too dangerous;
How like, methought, 1 then was to this Kernel,
This Squafh, this Gentleman. Mine honeft Friend,
Will you take Eggs for Mony ?

Mam. No, my Lord, I'll fight.

Leo. Youwill! why happy Man be’sdole. My Brother,
Are you {o fond of your young Prince, as we
Do feem to be of ours?

Pol, If at home, Str,
He’s all my Exercife, my Mirth, my Matter;
Now my {worn Friend, and then mine Enemy;
My Parafite, my Soldier, States-man, all ;
He make’s a Fuly’s day fhort as December,
And with his varying Childnefs, cures ia me
Thoughts, that fhould thick my Blood,

Leo. So ftands this Squire
Offic’d with me: We two will walk, my Lord,
And leave you to your graver fteps, Hermione,
How thou lov't us, thew in our Brother’s welcoma
Let what is dear ir Sizily be cheap: |
Next to thy felf, and my young Rover, he’s
Apparent to my Heart, -

- ey By ===

Her,
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&er. If you would feek us,
We sre yours i'th’ Garden: fhall’s attend you there?
Leo. To your own bents difpofe you; you'll be found;
Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now,
Tho’ you perceive me not how I give Line, .
Go to, go to. [Afide, obferving Her.
How fhe holds up the Nib! the Bill to him! .
And arms her with the boldnefs of 2 Wife  [Exennt Po-
lix. Her. and Attendants. Manent Leo. Mam. and Cam.
To her allowisg Husbind.  Gone already!
Inch thick, Knee deep; o’er Head and Ears a fork'd one,
Go plav, Boy, play—— Thy Mother plays, and 1
Play too; bur fo difgrac’d a Part, whofe Iflue
Will hils me to my Grave: Contempt and Clamour
Willke my Krel. Goplay, Boy. play——Therc have been;
Or I am much deceiv’d, Cuckolds ere now;
And many 2 Man there is, even at this prefent,
Now while I peak this, holds his Wife by th’ Arm,
That little thinks fhe has been {luic’d in’s abfence,
And his Pond fifl’d by his next Neighbour, by
Sir Smile, his Neighbeur: Nay there’s comfort 1n't,
Whiles other Men have Gates, and thofe Gates apen’d,
As mine, againft their Will.  Sheuld all Defpair
That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind
Weuld hang themfelves. Phyfick for’t there’s none:
It is a bawdy Planet, that will firtke
“Where ’us predominant; and ’tis powerful: think 1t.,
From Eaft, Weft, North and South, be it corcludad,
}No Barricado fora Belly. Know't,
It vr:ll let 1n and cut the Enemy,
Wirh Bag ard Baggege: Many a thoufand of’s
Have the Dilcafe, ard feelt not. How now, Boy? ¢
Aam. I am like veu, they fay,
Lea, Why that’s iome comfort.
Vhat ? Camullo there?
Czm. Ay, my good Lord. |
Les. Go play, Mamillus— thou’rt en honeft Man
| [ Exie Mamillus,
Csmillog this great Sir will yet flay longer.
Czm. You had much ado 10 make his 4nchor hold;
When
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When you caft out, it flill came home,

Leo. Didft note it2. . =

Cam. He would not fay at your Petitions, made
His Bufinefs more material. -

Leo. Didft perceive it? - o
They’re here with me already; whifp’ring, rounding:
Sicilia is 2 {o-forth; ’tis far gone,

- When [ fhall guft it laft. How came’t, Camills,
That he did ftay? S +

Cam. At the good Queen’s Entreaty:

Leo. At the Queen’s be’t; Good thould be pertinent ;
But {o it 1s, it is net. Was this taken
By any underftanding Pate: but thine?

For thy Conceit is {oaking, will dravs in

More than the common Blocks ; not noted, is’,
But of the finer Natures? By fome Severals

Of Head.piece extraordinary? Lower Mefles
Perchance are to this Bufinefs purblind # Say.

Cam. Bufinefs, my Lord? I think moft underfland
Bohemin ftays here. longer. -

Leo, Ha? .

Cam. Stays here longer.

Leo. Ay, but why? -

Cam. To {atisfie your Highnefs, and the Entreaties.
Of our moft gracious Miftrefs.

Leo. Satishe ?

Th’ Entreaties of your Miftrefs ? Satisfie? —
Let that {uffice. 1 have-trufted thee, Camills
With all the neareft things to my Heart, as well _
My Chamber-Councels, wherein, Prief} like, thoy ,
Hzft cleans’d my Bofom: I, from thee departed
Thy Penitent reform’d; but we have been
Deceiv'd in thy Integrity, deceiv’d
In that which feems fo. |
Cam. Be it torbid, my Lord.
Les. To bide upon’t; thou art not honeft; or,
It thou inclin’lt that way, theu art a Coward,
Which hoxes Honelty behind, reftraining .
From Courfe rcquir’d ;. or elfe thou muil be counted
A Servant grafied in my fericus Truft, .
N | And



86 The WINTER’s TaLE,

And therein negiigcnt; or elfe a2 Fool,
That {eeft 2 Game plaid home, the rich Stake drawn,

And tak’ & it all for Jeft.

Cam. My gracious Lord, -
I may be negligent, foolifh and fearful ;

In every one of thele, no Man is free,
But that his Negligence, his Folly, Fear,
Amongtf the infinite Doing of the World,
Sometime puts forth in your Affairs, my Lord.
If ever I were wilful negligent,
It was my Folly; if induftrionfly
1 play’d the Fool, it was my Negligence,
Not weighing well the End ; if ever fearfu]
To do a thing, where I the Iflue doubted,
Whereof the Execution did cry out
Againft the Non-performance, “twas a Fear
Which oft infe@s the Wifeft: Thefe, my Lord,
Are fuch allow’d Infirmities, that Honefty
Is never free of, But befeech your Grace
Be plainer with me, let me know my Trefpals
By its own Vifage ; if I then deny 1t,
*Tis none of mine.

Leo. Ha’not you feen, Camillo?
(But that’s paft Doubt; you have, or your Eye-glafs
Is thicker than 2 Cuckold’s Horn) or heard?
(For to a Vifion {o apparent, Rumour
Cannot be mute) or thought (for Cogitation
Refides not 1n that Man, that do’s ot think)
My Wife is flippery? 1f thou wilt, coniefs,
Or elfe be impudently Negative,
To have nor Eyes, nor Ears, nor Thought, then fay
My Wife’s a Hobby-Horle, deferves 2 Name
As rank as any Flax-wench, that puts to
Before her Troth-plight: Say’t and juftify’t.

Cers. 1 would not be a Stander-by, to hear
My Sovereign Miftrefs clouded fo, without
My prefent Vengeance taken; ’threw my Heart,
You never {poke what did become you lefs
Than this, which to reiterate, were Sin
As deep as that, tho’ truee

‘ Leo.
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Les, Is Whilpering nothing 2
Is leaning Cheek to Cheek? Is meeting Nofes?
Kiffing with infide Lip? Stopping the Career
Of Laughter, with a Sigh? A Note infallible
Of breaking Honefty: horfing Foot on Foot?
Skulking in Corners? wifhing Clocks more {wift ?
Hours Minutes? The Noon Midnight? and all Eyes
Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs only,
That would unfeen be wicked? Is this nothing ?
Why then the World, and all that’s in’t, is nothing;
The covering Sky is nothing, Bokemia nothing,

My Wife is nothing, nor nothing bave thefc Nothings,
If this be nothing.

Cam. Good my Lord, be curd
Of this difeas’d Opinion, and betimes,
For ’tis moft dangerous.
Leo. Say it be, ’tis true. )
Csam. No, no, my Lord.
Leo. It is; you lie, you lie:
I {2y thou lieft, Camillo, and I hate thee,
Pronounce thee a grofs Lowt, 2 mirdlefs Slave,
Or elfe a hovering Temporizer, that
Canft with thine Eyes at once fee Good and Evil,
Inclining to them both: Were my Wife’s Liver
Infeted, as her Life, fhe would not live
'The running of one Glafs
Cam. Who do’s infeét her?
Leo, Why he that wears her like her Medal, hanging
About his Neck, Bobemin ; who, if I
Had Servants true about me, that besr Eyes
To {fee alike mine Honour, as their Profits,
"Their own particular Thrifts, they would do that,
Which fhould undo more doing: I, and thou
His Cup-bearer, whom I from meaner Form
Have bench'd, and rear’d to worlhip, who may’ft fee
Plainly, as Heav'n {ees Earth, and Earth fees Heay’n, -
How I am gall'd, thou might’ft be-fpice 2 Cup,
To give mine Enemy a lafting Wink,
Which Draught to me were Cordial,

-y - W s & mmm

Cam,
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Cam. Sir, my Lord, |
T could do this, and that with no rafh Potion,
But with a lingring Dram, that fhould not work,
Malicioufly, like a Poifon: But I caunnot '
Believe this Crack to be in my dread Miftrels,
So foveraignly being honourable.
I have lov'd thee,

Leo. Make that thy Queftion, and go rot:
Do'ft think I am fo muddy, fo unfetled,
To appoint my {elf in this Vexation?
Sully the Purity and Whitenefs of my Sheets,
Which to preferve, is Sleep; which being {potted,
Is Goads, Thorns, Nettles, Tails of Wafps:
Give Scandal to the Blood o’tn’ Prince, my Son,
Who I do think is miae, and love 2s mine,
Without ripe moving to’t? Would I do this?
Could Man fo blench?

Cim. I muft believe you, Sir,
I do, and will feich off Bobemia for't:
Provided, that when he’s remov’d, your Highnefs
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft,
Even for your Son’s fake, and thereby for {ealing
The Injury of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdoms
Known and ally’d to yours.

Leo. Thou doft advife me,
Even {o as I mine own Courfe have fet down:
I’ll give no Blemifh to her Honour, none.

Cam. My Lord, |
Go tiien; and with g Countenance as clear
As Friendfhip wears at Feafts, keep with Bobemia,
And with your Queen: I am his Cup-bearer,
If from me he have wholefome Beveridge,
Account me not your Servant.
Leo. This is ail.
Do't, and thou haft the one half of my Heart;
Do' nat, theu {plir’lt thine own.
Can, il do’t; my Lord.
Leos. I will feem friendly, as thou haftadvis'd me. [Exi.
Cam. O miferable Lady: But for me! - - |
What Cafe itand In? I muft be the Poifoner
- Of

e -
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Of good Polixenes, and my Ground to do't,
Is the Obedience to 2 Mafter, ens,
Whe in Rebellion with himfelf, will have
All that are his, fo too. To this Deed
Promotion follows, If [ could;find Example
Of thoufands that had. ftruck anointed Kings, .
And flourifh’d after, I'd‘'not do’t: But fince .
Nor Brafs, nor Stone, nor Parchment bears not one;
Let Villany it felf forfwear’s, I muft
Forfake the Court; To do’t, or ne, is certain
To me a Break-neck. Hasppy Star, reign now.
Here comes Boveria.
‘ Enter Polixenes.
Pol, This is ftrange! Methinks |
My Favour here begins to warp. Not {peak?
Good. Day, Camillo.
~ Cam. Hail, moft Royal Sir.
Pol. What is the News i’th’ Court?
Cam. None rare, my Lord.
Pol. The King hath on him fuch a Countenance,
As he had loft fome Province, and a Region
Lov’d, as he loves himfelf : Even now I met him
With cuftomary Compliment, when he
Wafting his Eyes to th’ contrary, and falling
A Lip of much Contempt, fpeeds from me, and
So leaves me to confider what is breeding,
That changes thus his Manners.
Cam. 1 dare not know, my Lord.
Pol.How,darenot? do not? Do youknew,and darenot ?
Be intelligent te me, “tis therezbouts:
For to your felf, what you do know, you muft,
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Camills,
Your chang’d Complexions are to me a Mirror,
Which fnews me mine chang’d.too; for 1 muft be
A Party in this Alteration, finding
My felf thus alter’d with it.
Cam. There 1s a Sicknefs |
Which puts fome of us in diftemper ; but
I cannot name the Difeafe, and. it is caught
Of you that yet are well .
Pal,
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Pol, How caught of me?
Make me not fighted like the Bafilisk.
I have look’d on Thoufands, who have fped the better
By my Regard, but kill’d none fo: Camillo,
As you are certainly 2 Gentleman, thereto
Clerk-like expedienc’d, which no lefs Adorns
Our Gentry, than our Parents noble Names,
In whofe Succefs we are gentle: I befeech you,
If yon know ought which do’s benove my Knowledge:
Thereof to be inform’d, imprifon’t not
In ignorant Concealment.
Cam. I may not aniwer.
Pol. A Sicknef caught of me, and yet T weli?
I muft be anfiver’d. Dn#ft thou hear, Camills,
1 conjure thee by all the Parts of Man, |
“hich Honour de’s acknowledge, whereof the leaft
Is not this Suit of mine, that thou declare
What Incidency theu doft guefs of Harm
Is creeping towards me; hew far eff, how near,
Which way to preveated, if to be;
If not, how beft to bear it.
Cam. Sty T will tell you,
Siace I am charg’d in Honour, and by him
That I think honourable; therefore mark my Counfel,
Which muft be ev’n as fwiftly follow’d as
I mean to utter it; or both your felf and me,
Cry loft, and {o good Night.
Fol. Cn, good Camilb.
Cam. | am appointed to murder you,
Pol. By whom, Camillo 2
Cam. By the King.
Pol. For what?
Cam. He thinks, nay with all Confidence he fwears,
As he had feen’t, or been an Inftrument
To vice you to’t, that you have toucht his Queen
Forbiddenly. |
Pol, Ob then, my beft Blood turn
To an intefted Gelly, and my Name
Be yoak'd with his that did betray the beft:
Tum then my frefheft Reputation to  ~
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A Savour, that may ftrike the dulleft Noftril
Where I arrive; and my Approach be fhun’d,
Nay hated too, worfe than the great’t InfeClion
That e’er was heard, or read.

Cam. Swear his Thought over
By each particular Star in Heav'n, and
By all their Infleences; you may as well
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moon;

As or by Oath remove, or Counfel thake
The Fabrick of his Folly, whofe Foundation
Is pil'd upon his Faith, and will continue
The ftanding of his Body.

Pol. How fhould this grow ?

Cam. 1 know not; but I am fure ’tis fafer to
Avotd what’s grown, than queftion how ’tis born,
If therefore you dare truft my Honefly,
That lyes inclofed in this Trunk, which you
Shall bear along impawn’d, away to Night;
Your Followers I will whifper to the Bufinefs,
And will by twoes, and threes, at {everal Polterns,
Clear them o'th’City. For my felf, VIl put
My Fortunes to your Service, which are here
By this Difcovery loft. Be not uacertain,
For by the Honour of my Parents, I
Have utterd Truth; which if you feek to prove,
I dare not fltand by; nor fhall you be fafer
Than one condemned by the King’s own M. uth:
Thereon his Execution {worn.

Pol. I do believe thee:
I faw his Heart in’s Face. Give me thy Hand;
Be Pilot to me, and thy Places fhall
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and
My People did expect my hence departure
Two Days ago. This Jealoufie
Is for a precious Creature ; as fhe’s rare,
Muft it be great; and, as his Perfon’s mighty,
Mutft it be violent; and, as he do’s conceive,
He is dithonour’d by a Man, which ever
Profe{s'd to him, why his Revenges muft
In that be made more bitters  Fear o’cr-fhades me:!

7 7 Good



902 The WinTER'Ss TALE.

Good Expedition te my Friend, and comfort
The gracious Queen, part of his Theam; but nothing
Of ks ill=rane Sufpicion. Ccme, Camills,
I will refpect thee as a Father, if .
Thou bezr’lt my Life off hence. Let us avoids
Cam. It 1s in mine Authority to command
The Keys of 2!l the Pofterns: Pleafe your Highnefs
To take the urgent Hour. Come, Sir, away. [ Exennt,

ACTI SCENEL

Entzr Hermione, Mamillus, and Ladiess

Her.TAKE the Boy to you; he {o troubles me,
“Tis paft enduring.

1 Lady. Come, my gracious Lord,
Shall I be your Play-fellow?

Mam. No, 'l none of you.

I Lady. Why, my {weet Lord? .

Mam, You'll kifs me hard, and fpeak to me, as if
I wese a Baby flill; I love you better.

2 Lady., And why fo, my Lord?

Mam. Not for becaufe

Ycur Brows are blacker; yet black Brows, they fay,
Become {ome Women beft, fo that there be not
Too much Hair there, but in a2 Semicircle,

Or a Hali-Moon made with a Pen.
2 Lady. Who tanght you this? -

Mam. I learn'd it out of Womens Faces: Pray now,
What Colour be your Eye-brows?

I Lady. Blue, my Lord.
3am. Nay, that’s a Mock: I have feen a Lady’s Nofe

That has been blue, but not her Eye-brows.
1 Lady. Hark ye,

The Queen, your Mother, rounds apace: We fhall

Prefent our Services to a fine new Prince

One of thele Days, and then you’ll wanton with us,
If we would have you, |

2 Lad
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2 Lady. She is {pread of late
Into a goodly Bulk, good Time encounter her.
Her. What Wifdom ftirs amongft you? Come, Sir, now
I am for you again. Pray you fit by us,
And tell’s a Tale. |
Mam. Merry, or fad, fhall’t be?
Her. As merry as you will. |
Mam. A fad Tale’s belt for Winter,
® have one of Sprights and Goblias.
Her. Let’s have that, good Sir.
sme on, {it down. Come on, and do your beft,
> fright me with your Sprights: Yourepowerful at ite
Mam. There was a Man—
Her. Nay, corae fit down; then on.
Mam. Dwelc by a Church-yard: I will tell it foftly:
ond Crickets fhall not hear it. - )
Her. Come on then, and give’t me in mine Ear.
Enter Leontes, Antigonus, and Lords.
Leo. Was he met there ? lis Train > ‘Camillo withhim#
Lord. Behind the Tuft of Pines 1 met them ; never
4w 1 Men {cowr fo on their way: I ey’d them
‘ven to their Ships.
Leo. How bleft am I
In my juft Cenfure? In my true Opinion? -
Alack, .for lefler Knowledge, how accurs'd,
In being {o bleft? There may be in the Cup
A Spider fteep’d, and one may drink; depart,
And yet partake no Venom; for his Knowledge
Is not infefted; but if one prefent ‘
Th’abkorr’d Ingredient to his Eye, mzke known
How he hath diunk, he cracks his Gorge, his Sides
With violent Hefts. I have drunk, and feen the Spider.
Camille was his Help in this, his Pander:
There is a Plot agaisft my Life, my Crown;
All’s true that is miftrufted; that falfe Villain, -
Whom I employ’d, was pre-employ’d by him ;
He hath difcover’d my Defign, and 1
Remain a pinch’d Thing; yea, a very Trick
For them to play at will: How came the Pofterns
So ealily open?
' Lord,



94 The WinTERS TALE

Lord. By his grear Autherity,

Which often hath no lefs prevail'd, than fe
On your Command.

Leo. T know’t too well. 1
Give me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurfe him,
Though ke do’s bear {ome Signs of me, yet you
Have too much Blood in him. |

H:r, What 1s this? Sport?

L¢o. Pear the Boy hence, he fhall not come about hegy
Away with him, and let her fport her] felf
With that fhe’s big with, for s Polixeres
Has made thee {fwell thus.

Her. But I'ld fay he had not;
And I'll be fworn you would believe my Saying,
How e’er you lean to th’ Nayward.

Les. You, my Lords,
I.ook on her, mark her well; be but ‘about
To fay fhe is a goodly Lady, and
Tke Juflice of your Hearts will thereto add,
*Tis Pity fhe’s not honeft: Honourable:
Praife her but for this her without-door Form,
Which on my Faith deferves high Speech, and ftraight
The Shrug, thec Hum, or Ha, thelfe Petty-brands
That Calumny doth ufe: Oh I am out,
That Mercy do’s, for Calumny will fear
Virtue it {elf, thefe Shrugs, thefe Hum’s, and Ha’s,
When you have {aid fhe’s goodly, come between
Ere you can fay fhe’s honeft: But be’t known,
From him that has moft Caufe to grieve it fhould be,

She’s an Adultrefs.
Her. Should a Villain fay fo,
The moft replenifh’d Villain in the World,
He were 25 much more Villain: You, my Lord,
Do but miftake.
Leo. You have miftook, my Lady,
Polixenes for Leentes, O thou thing,
Vkich Iil not eall 2 Creature of thy Place,
Left Barbarifm, making me thc Precedent,
Should a like Language ufe to all Degrees,

And manzerly Diftinguifhment leave out, |
Betwixt
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Betwixt the Prince and Beggar. I have faid
She’s an Adultrefs, I have faid with whom:
More; She’s a Traitor, and Camillo is
A Federaty with her, and one that knows
What the fhould thame to know her {elf, _!
But with her moft vild Principal; that fhe’s
A Bed-Swerver, even as bad as thole
That Vulgar give bold’@t Titles; ay, and privy
To this their late Efcape.

Her. No, by my Life,
Privy to none of this: How will this grieve you,
When you fhall come to clearer Knowledge, that
You thus have publifi’d me? Geatle, my Lord,
You fcarce can right me throughly then, to fay
You did m-ftake.

Leo. No, if I miftake
In thofe Foundations which I build upon,
The Center is not big enoungh to bear
A School-boy’s Top, Away with her, to Prifon:
He who fhall {peak for her, is afar off guilty,
But that he {peaks.

Her. There 15 fome ill Planet reigns;
1 muft be patient, ’till the Heav'ns look
With an Afpe¢t more favourable. Good my Lords,
I am not prone to weeping, as our Sex
Commenly are, the want of which vain Dew
Perchance fhall dry your Pities; but I have
That honourable Grief lodg’d here, which burns
Worfe than Tears drown: ’Befeech you all, my Lords,
With Toughts fo qualified as your Charittes
Shall beft inftruct you, meafure me; and fo
‘The King’s Will be perform’d,

Leo. Shall I be heard?

Her, Whois’tthat goes with me? Befeech your Highnels
My Women may be with me, for you fee
My Plight requires it. Do-not weep, good Fools,
There 1s no caufe; when you thall know your Miftrefs
Has deferv’d Prifon, then abound in Tears,

As I come out; this Action I now go on,
Is for my better Grace, Adieu, my Lord,

o
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I never wifh'd to fee you forry; now

I troft 1 (hall. My Women come, you have leave:
Leo. Go. do our bidding; hence.
Lord Befeech your Highnefs calithe Queen again,
Ant. Be certain what yeu do, Sir, left your Juftice

Prove Violence, in the which three great ones fuffer,

Your felf, your Queen, your Son.

Lord. For ber, my Lord, i
I dare my Life lay down, and will do’t, Sir,
Pleale you ¢ accept it, that the Qaeen s dpotlefs
T’th’ Eves of Heav'n, and to you, 1 mean
In this which you accafe her.

Ane. 1t it prove
She’s otherwife, I'll keep my Stables where
I lodge my Wife, T'll go in Couples with her:
Then when I feel, and {ee her, no further truft her;
For every Inch of Woman ia the World, |
Ay, every Dram of Woman’s Flefh 1s falle,

If fhe be.
Leo. Hold your Peaces.

Lord. Good my Lord.
Ant. It is for you we fpeak, not for our felves:
You are ahufed by fome Putter-on,
That will be damn’d for't; would I knew the Villain,
1 would Land-damn him: Be fhe Honour-flaw'd,
I have three Daughters; the Eldeft is Eleven;
The {econd, and the third, nine; and Sons five;
I this prove true, they’ll pay for't. By mine Honour
I'll geld ’em all : Fourteen they fhall not {ee
To bring falfe Generations: They are Co-heurs,
And ¥ had rather glib my felf, than taey
Should not produce fair 1{ue.

Les, Ceafe, no more: | |
You {mell this Bufinefs with a Senfe as cold

As is a dead Man’s Nofe; but 1 do fee’t, ard feel®,
As you feel doing thus; and fee withal
The Inftruments that feel, _
Ant. 1f it be {o,
We need no Grave to bury Honelty,

There’s not a Grain of it, the Face to fweeten
' Of

-—
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Of the whole dungy Earth.

Leo. What? lack I credit?

Lord. 1 had rather youdid lack than I, my Lord,
Upon this Ground; and more it would content me
To have your Honour true, than your Sufpicion;

Be blam'd fer’t how you might.

Leo. Why what need we
Commune with you for this? But rather follow

Our forceful Inftigation? Qur Prerogative

Calls not your Counfels, but our natural Goodnefs
Imparts this; which, if you, or ftupified,

Or feeming {o, in skill, cannot, or will not

Relifh a Truth, like us: Inform your {elves,

We need no more of your Advice: The Matter,

The Lofs, the Gain, the ord’ring on’,
Is all properly ours.
Ast. And I with, my Liege,
You had only in your {ilent Judgment try'd it,
Without more Overture.
Leo. How could that be?
Either thou art moft ignorant by Age,
Or thou wert born a Fool. Cawmsille’s Flight
Added to their Familiarity,
(Which was as grofs as ever touch’'d Conjeture,
That lack’d Sight only, nought for Approbation,
But only feeing all other Circumftances
Made up to th’ Deed) doth pufh on this Proceediny;
Yet for a greater Confirmation,
(For in an A& of this Importance, ‘twere
Mot pitious to be wild) 1 have difpatch’d in Poft,
To facred Delphos, to Apolle’s Temple,
Cleomines and Deon, whom yu know
Of ftuffd Sufficiency: Now, from the Oracle
They will bring all, whofe Spiritual Counfel had,
Shall ftop, or {fpur me. Have I done well 2
Lord. Well done, my Lora.
Leo. Tho’ I am fatisfy’d, and need no more
Than what I know; yet fhall the Oracle
Give reft to th’ Minds of others; fuch as_he,

Vour. 11, E Wﬁofg
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\hole 1gnorant Credulity will not
Come up to th’ Truth. So we have thought it good
From our iree Perion, fhe fhould be confin'd,
Leit that the Treachery of the two, fizd hence,
Be lefr her to perform. Come, foliow us,
Ve are to {peak in publick; for this Bufinels
VWil raife us all.
nt. To laushter, 2s | take it
If the good Truth were knowa, [ Exenns.

SCENE IIL

Enter Paulina and & Gentleman.

Paul. The Keeper of the Prifon, call to him: .
[Exit Gent,
Le: him have the Knowledge whom I am. Good Lady,
No Court in Exrope i3 too veod for thee;
What doft thou then in Prifon? Now, good Sir,
You Knew me, 4o you not? |
(Re-enter Gentleman with the Goaler.
Goi. For a worthy Lady, ‘
And one, vwhom much [ honour.
Pai. Pray you then,
Condutt me to the Queen.
Goz. I may nor, Madam,
To the contrary | have exprefs Commadment.
Pau. Here's a-do to lock up Honefty and Honour from
Th' Accefs of genile Vifitors! Is’t lawful pray you
To fec her Women? Any of them? Emiliaé
Goa. So plezle ycu, Madam,
To put a-part thefe your Artendants, 1
Shall bring Emi!iz forth.
Pax. | pray you now call her:
ithdraw yjour felves.
Goz. And, Hadam,
I muft bz prefent at your Conference.
Pax. Well; be it {o; Prethee.
~ Efiter Emilia,
Eere’s {fuch a-do to make ns S:ain a2 Stzin,
as afles colouricg, Derr Gentey, o nan,

H O l:l'!?_
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How fares our gracious Lady?

Emil. As well as one fo great, and {o forlorn
May hold together; on her Frights and Griefs,
Which never render Lady hath born greater,

She is. fomething before her Time, deliverd.

Pan. A Boy?

Emisl. A Daughter and a goadly Dabe,
Lufty and liketo F've: The Quecn receives
Much Comtfort in’c.  Says, My poor Prifoner,
I am 1nnocenr as you.

Pzu. I dare be {fworn: .
The.e dangerous unfiie Lunes 1'zh’ King' belhrew them,
He muit be told on’t, and fMhall; the Othice
Becomes a Woman beft.  T'll raii’c upon me,

If I prove Honey-mouth’d let my Toongue blifter;
And never to my red-look’d Anger be

The Trumpet any more, Pray you Emilia,
Commend my beft Obedience to rhe Queen,

If the dares truft me with her liztle Babe,

I'll thew’t the King, and undcrrake to be

Her Advocate to th’ loud’lt. We do not know
How he may {often at the Sight o’ch’® Child:

The Silence often of pure Innocence

Perfuades, when Speaking fails.

Emil, Moft worthy Madam,

Your Honour and your Goodne's is fo evident,
That your frce Undertaking cannot mifs

A thriving 1flue: There is no Lady living

So meet for this great Errand; pleafe your Lad yihip
To vifit the next Room, T'll pretently

Acquaint the Queen «f your moft ncble Offer,

Who but to Day hammered of this Defign,

But durft not tempt a Minifter of Honour,

Left fhe fhould be deny’ds

Pay. Tell her, Emilia,

I'll ufe that Tongue 1 have; if Wit flow from’,
As Boldrefs from my Bofom, let’t not be doubted
I fhali do goeod.

Emul. Now be you bleft for it:
Yll to the Queen; Pleafe youcome fymething nearer:
Ea Gos?
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Ges. Madam, if’t pleafe the Queen to fend the Babe,
I know not what I {hall incur to pafs it

Having no Warrant.
Pau. You need not fear 1t, Sir;

The Child was Prifoner to the Womb, and is
By Law and Procefs of great Nature, thence
Free'd, and enfranchis’d, not a Party to
The Anger of the King, nor guilty of,
If any be, the Treipafs of the Queen.
Goa. I do believe 1t
Pau. Do not you fear; upon min¢ Honour, |
will fland betwixt you and Danger. [ Exeunt.

SCENE IIL

Enter Leonatus, Antigonus, Lords and otier «Litendants.

Les. Nor Night, nor Day, no reft; itis but Weaknefs
T'o bear the Matter thus; meer Weaknefs, if
The Caufe were not in Being; partoth’ Caufe,
She, th’ Adultrefs; for the Harlot-King
Is quite beyand mine Arm; out of the Blank
And Level of my Brain; Plot-preof; but fhe
I can hook to me: Say that fhe were gone,
Given to the Fire, a Molety of my Reft
Might come to me agam. Who's there?

Enter an Attendant.

Atten. My Lord.
Leo. How do’s the Boy?
Azen. He took good Reft to Night; ’tis hopd
. His Sicknefs is difcharg’d.

Leo. To fee his Noblenefs!
Conceiving the Difhonour of his Mother,
He firaight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply,
Faften’d, and fix'd the Shame on’t in himfelf;
Threw off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleep,
And down-right languif’d. Leave me folely; go,
See how he fares. Fie, fie, no Thought of him,
The very Thought of my Revenges that way

Recoyl upon me; in himfelf too Mighty:
Undl a Time¢ may {erve, for prefent Vengeance

Take
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Take 1t on her. Camillp, and Polsxenes
Laugh at me, make their Paftime at my Sorrow;
They thould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor
Shall fhe, within my Power.

Enter Paulina with a Child.

Lord. You muft not enter.

Pan. Nay rather, good my Lords, be fecond to me:
Fear you his tyrannous Paff:on, more, alas,

Than the Queen’s Life? A gracious innocent Sowl,
More free than he is jealous.

Ant. That’s enough.

Atten. Madam, he hathnot {lept to Night; commanded
None thould come near him.

Pan. Not {fo hot, good Sir,

I come to bring him Sleep. *Tis fuch as you
That creep like Shadows by him, and do figh
At each his needlefs heavings; fuch as you
Nourifh the Caufe of his awaking. I

Do come with words, as medicinal, as true;
Honeft as either, to purge him of that Humour,
That prefles him from Sleep.

Les. What noife there, ho?

Pan. No noife, my Lord, but needful Conference,
About fome Goflips for your Highnefs.

Leo. How?

Away with that audacious Lady. Antigonus,
I charg’d thee thar fhe fhould not come about me,
I knew fhe would. *
Ant. 1told her {o, my Lord,
On your Dufpleafure’s Periland on mine,
She fhould not vifit you.

Leo. What? canfl not rule her?

Pau. From all Difhonefty he can; in this,
Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done,
Commit me, for committing Honour, truft it,

He fhall not rule me.

«nt, La-you now, you hear,

When the will take the Rein, I let her run,
But {he’ll not ftumble,

Fan» Good my Liege, I comgmm

E 3 And
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And I befeech you hear me, who profefs
My feif your loyal Servant. your Phyfician,
¥our meft obedient Counfellor: Yet that dares
Lefs appear {o, in comforting your Evils, -
Than {uch as moft feem yours: I fay, I come
From your good Queen.
Leo. Good Queen ?
Paz. Good Queen, my Lord, good Queen,
I fay good Queen;
And would, by Combat, make her good, were 1
A Man, the worft about you.
Leo. Force her hence.
Pau. Let him that makes but Trifles of his Eyes.
Firft hand me: On mine own accord Pl off,
Bu: firft, I'll do my Errand. The good Queen,
Fer fhe is good, hath brought you forth a Daughter,
Here ’tis; commends it to your Blefling.
[Laying down the Child,
Leo. Out!
A mankind Witch! Hence with her, out o’door:
A moft intelligencing Bawd.
Pan. Not {ﬂ,
T am as ignorant in that as you,
In fo entitiing me; and no lefs honeft
Thar you are mad; which is enough, I'll warrant,
As this World goes, to pafs for honefl.
Leo. Traitors!
Wiil you not pufh hereut? GivehertheBaftard. [T Ant,
Thou Dotard, thou art Woman-tyr'd; unroofted '
By the Dame Parles here. Take up the Baftard,
"Take’t up, 1 {ay, give’t to the Croan.
Pau. For ever
Unvenerzble be thy Hands, if thou
'Tzke’lt up the Princefs, by that forced Bafenefs
Which bhe hss put upon’.
Leo. He dreads his Wife.
Pag. So I would you did: then *twere paft all doubt
You'd call your Children yours.
Ler. A Neft of Traitors!
#nte 1 am none, by this good Light,
S Pau:
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Prw. Nor I nor any
But one that’s here; and that’s himfelf. For he,
The facred Honour of himelf, his Queen’s.
His hopeful Son’s, his Babe’s betrays to Slander,
Whofe Sting is fharperthan the Sword’s; and will not
{Yor as the Cafe now ftands, it is a Curfe
He cannot be compell’'d to’t) once remove
The Root of his Opinion, which is retten,
As ever Oak or Stone was found.
Leo. A Callat
Of boundl:{s Tongue, who-late hath beat her Husband,
And ‘now baits me. This Brat is none of mine,
It 15 the Iflue of Polixenes.

Hence with it, and together with the Dam,
Commit them to the Fire.
" FPan. [t is yours;

And, might we lay th’old Proverb to your Charge,
So like you, ’tis the worfe. Behold, my Lords,
Altho’the Print be little, the whole Matter
And Copy of the Father; Jiye, Nofe, Lip, |
The trick ot’s Frown. his Forehead, nay the Valley,
The pretty Dimples of his Chin, and Cheek, his Smiles,
The very Mold, and frame of Hand, Nail, Finger.
And thou good Goddefs Nature, which haft made it
So like to him that gou it, if theu haft
The ordering of the Mind too, *moneft all Coloars
No Yellow in’t, left fhe {ufpet, as he does,
Her Children not her Husband’s,

Les. A grofs Hag! .
And Lozel, thou art worthy to be hang’d,
Thou wilt not ftay her Tongue.

Ant. Hang all the Husbands

That cannot do that Feat, you'll leave your felf
Hardly one Subjet.

Leo. Once more take her hence.

Pan. A moft unworthy and unnatural Lord
Can do no more. -

Leo. I'll ha’ thee burnt.
Pan, 1 care not;

It is an Heretick that makes the Fire,
E 4 No*
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Not fhe which burns in’t. I'll not call you Tyrant,
But this moft cruel Ufage of your Queen

(Not able to produce more Accufation

Than your own wezk-hing’d Fancy) fometimes favours
Of Tyranny, and will ignoble make you,

Yea, fcandalons to the World.

Les. On your Allegiance,

Out of the Chamber with her. Were I 3 Tyrant,
Where were Ler Life? She durft not call me fo,
If the did know me one. Away with her.

Pax. 1 pray you do not pufh me, I'll be gone.
Look to yeur Babe, my Lord, ’is yours; 7ove {end hes
A beuter guiding Spirit. 'What need thefe Hands?

You that are thus {o tender o’er his Follies,
Will never do bim good, not oze of you,
So, fo: Farewel, we are gone. [ Exits

Leo. Thou, Traitor, haft fet on thy Wife to this,
My Child? away with’. Even thou, that haft
A Heart {o tender o’er 1t, take it hence,

And fee it inftantly confum’d with Fire.

Even thou, and none but thou! Take it up flraight:
Within this hour bring me Word ’tis done,

Atd by good Teftimony. or I'll feize thy Life,

With what thou eife cali’ft thire: 1t thou refule,

And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay fo;

The Baftard-brains with thefe my proper Hands
Shall I dath cu:: Go take it to the Fire,

For thou fett’lt on thy Wife.

Ant. 1did not, Sir: .
The Lords, my noble Fellows, if they pleale,
Can clear me in't.

Lord. We can, my Royal Liege,
He is not guilty of her coming hither.

Leo. You're Liars all,

Lords. *Befeech your Highnefs give us better Credit.
We have always truly {erv'd you, and befeech you
So, to efleem of us: And on our Krees we beg,

{As Recompence of our dear Services
Paft, and to come) that you do change this purpofe,

Which being {o horrible, {o bloody, muft
" Lead



The WiNTER’S TALE, X035

Lead on to fome foul Iffue. We all kneel ——
Leo. I am a Father for each Wind that blows:
Shall I live on, to fee this Baftard kneel,
And call me Father? better burn it now,
Than curfe it then, But be it; let it live:
It thall not neither. You Sir, come you hither; [Ty Aat.
You that have been fo tenderly officious
With Lady Margery, your Midwife there,
To fave this Baftard’s Life; for ’tis a Baftard,
So fure as this Beard’s grey: What will you adventure,
To f{ave this Brat’s Lite? |
Ant. Any thing, my Lord,
That my Ability may undergo,
And Noblenefs impofe: At leaft thus much
I'll pawn the little Blood which I have left,
To fave the Innoceat; any thing pofiible,
Leo. It fhall be poffible; fwear by this Sword
Thou wilt perform my bidding.
Ant. 1 will, my Lord.
- Leo. Mark and perform it; {eeft thou? for the fail
Of any point in’t, fhall not only be
Death to thy {elf, but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wife,
Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee,
As thou art Liege-man to us, that thou carry
This female Baftard hence, and that thou bear it
To fome remote and defart Place, quite out
Of our Dominions; and that there thon leave it,
Without much Mercy, to its own Prote@ion,
And favour of the Climate; as by firange Fortune
It came to us, I do in Juftice charge thee,
On thy Soul’s Peril, and thy Body’s Torture,
That thou commend it firangely to fome place,
Where Chance may nurfe or end it.  Take it up,
Aut. 1 {wear to do this; tho’ a prefent Death
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor Babe,
Some powerful Spirit inftruct the Kites and Ravens
To be thy Nurfes. Wolves and Bears, they fay,
(Cafting their Savagenefs afide) have done
Like Ofhices of Pity, Sir, be profperous
In more than this Deed does require; and Bleffing,
By Againé
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Agaioft this Cruelty, fight en thy fide,
Poor thing condemn’d to Lefs. [ Exit with the Child;
Leos No; ll not rear |

Another’s Ilue.
Ester a Meffenger.

Afef. Pi-afe your Highnefs, Pofts
From thof= you fent to th’Oracle, are come
Aa Hour fince. Cleomines and Dion,
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed,
Hafting to th’ Court.
Lord. So pleale you, Sir, their Speed
Ha:h been beyond Account.

Leo. Twenty three Days
They have been abfent: ’tis good {peed; foretels

The great Apallo fuddenly will have

The Truth of this appear. Prepare you Lords,
Summon a Seffion, that we may Arraign

Our mok difloyal Lady; for as fhe hath

Been publickly accus’d, {o fhalf fhe have

A juft and open Trial. While fhe lives

My Heart will be a Burthen to me. Leave me,

And think ppon my Bidding. [ Exennt,

ACT II. SCENE I

Enzer Cleomines and Dion.

e, 1T Climate’s delicate, the Air moft {weet,
Fertile the e, the Temple much {urpafling

The common Praife it bears.

Dign. 1 fhall report, _
For mofk it caupht me, the Celeftial Habits,

Me:hinks 1 fo fhould term them, and the Reverence
Qf the grave Wearers. O, the Sscrifice;
How ceremonious, folemn, and uneartbly
It was i’th’Offering!
Clep. But of all, the Burft
And the Ear-deafning Voice o’th’Oracle,
&in to Fove’s Thunder, fo furpris’d my Senfe,

That | was nothing, ‘
D12,
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Dis. If th’ Event o’th’ Journey
Prove as fuccefsful to the Queen (O be’t {o)
As it hath been to us, rare, pleafant, {peedy s
The time is worth the ufe on’t.

Cleo. Great Apollo,
Turn allto th’beft! Thefe Proclamations,

So forcing Faults upon Hermione,

I lictle like,
Dio. The violent Carriage of it
Will clear, or end the Bufinefs when the Oracle,

‘Thus by Apello’s great Divine {eal'd up,
Shall the Contents difcover: Something rare
Even then will rufh to Knowledge. Go; freth Horfes,

And gracious be the Iflue, [ Exeunt.

SCENE. IL

Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers, Hermiane as #o her Trial,
with Paulina and Ladies.

Leo. This Seffions, to our great Grief, we pronounc®
Even pufhes ’gainft our Heart. The Party try'd,
The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one
Of us too much belov’d; let us be clear’d
Of being tyrannous, {ince ve fo openly
Proceed in Juftice, which (hall have due Courfz,
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation.

Produce the!Pr:{oner,

Of%. It is his Highnefs Pleafure, that the Queen
Appcar in Perfon here in Court, Silence!

Leo. Read the Indi&tment.

-,

Ofi. Hermione. Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of
Sicilia, thes art here accufed and arraigned of High Treafon,
in committing Adultrywith Polixenes King of Bohemia; and
confpiring with Camillo to take away the Life of our Sove-
vaign Lord the King, thy Royal Husband; the Pretence where-
of being by Circumftances partly laidopen. thou Hermione, con-
1rary tothe Faith and Ailegiance of atrue Sffbje&, didft conn-
fel and aid them, for their better fafery, to fly away by
Night, |

Her.
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Her. Since what I am to fay, muft be but that
Which contradi®s my Accufation, and
The Teftimony on my Part, no other
But what comes from my felf, it fhall {carce boot me
To fay, Not guilty: Mine Integrity
Being counted Falfhood, fhall, as I exprefs it,
Be {o reciev’d. But thus, 1f Powers Divine
Behold our Human Adions, as they do,
I doubt not then, but Innocence (hall make
Falfe Accufations blufh, and Tyranuy
Tremble at Patience.  You, my Lord, beft know,
Who leaft will feem to do fo, my paft Life
Hath been as continent, as chaft, as true,
As | am now unhappy; which 1s more
Than Hiffory can pattern, tho’ devisd,
And play’d to take Spectators. For behold me,
A Fellow of the Royal Bed, which owe
A Moiety of the Throne: A great King’s Daughter,
The Mother to a hopeful Prince, here ftanding
To prate and talk for Life, and Honour, fore
Who pleafe to come and hear. For Life, I prize it
As 1 weigh Grief (which Iwould {pare:) For Honour,
>Tis a derivative from me to mine,
And only that I ftand for. I appeal
“To your own Conicience, Sir, before Polixenes
Czme to your Court, how 1 was in your Grace,
How merited to be fo; fince he came,
With what Encounter fo uncurrent I
Have ftrain’d t’appear thus; if one jot beyond
The bounds of Honour, or in act, or will,
That way enclining, hardned be the Hearts
Of all thar hear me, and my near’it of Kin
Cry fie vpon my Grave..

Les. I neer heard yet
That sny of thofe bolder Vices wanted
Leis Imyudeace to gain-fay what they did,
Than to pe. form it firft.

Her. That is true enough,
Tho’ ’uis a faying, Sir, not due to me,

Leo. Youwill not owniit.

Hef.



The WinTer’s TALE, 109

Ber. More than Miftrefs of;
What comes to me in name of Fault, I muft net
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes,
With whom I am accus’d, 1 doconfels
1 lov’d him, as in Honour he requird;
With fuch a kind ef Love, as might become
A Lady Iike me; with a Love, even fuch,
So and no other, as your {elf commanded:
Which not to have done, 1 think had been in me
Both Difobedience and Ingratitude
To you,and towards your Ftiends ; whofe Love had {poks,
Even fince it could fpeak, from an Infant, freely,
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracy,
I know not how it taftes, tho’ it be difh'd
For me to try how; all I know of it,
Is, that Cﬂmiiiyo was an honeft Man;
And why he left your Court, the Gods themfelves,
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant.

Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know
What you have underta’en to do in’s abfence,

Her. Sir,
You fpeak a Language that I underftand not;
My Life ftands in the level of your Dreams,
Which Pll lay down,

Leo. Your Actions are my Dreams,
You had a Baftard by Polixenes,
And Tbut dream’d it: As you were paft all Shame,
(Thofe of your Fact are {o) {o paft all Truth;
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: For as
Thy Brat hath been caft out, like to it {elf, |
No Father owning it, (which is indeed
More criminal in thee, than it) {o thou
Shalt feel our Juftice, in whole eafieft Paflage
Look for no lefs than Death.

Her. Sir, fpare your Threats;
The Bug which you would fright me with, I feck:
To me can Lite be ne Commodity,
The Crown and Comfort of my Life, your Faveur,
I do give Ioft, for I do feel it gone,

But know not how it went, My fecond Joy,

L= ] - —— - gl —— —— =y gEm —— s =

The
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The Firll-fruits of my Body, from his Prefence
1 am barr’d like one infeGtious. My third Comfort,
Starr’d meft unluckily, is from my Breait
(The innocent Milk in its moft 1onocent Mouthj
Hal’d out to Murder; my {elf on every Poft
Prochim’d a Strumpet; with immode(t-Harred
The Child-bed Privilege deny’d which “longs
To Women of all Fathion: Laltly, hurried
- Here, to this place, i'th’ open Air, before
I have got firength of Limbs. Now, my Liege,
Tell me what Bleffings I have here alive,
That I {h. uld fear to die? Taerefore proceed:
But yet hear this; miftake me not; no Life,
I prize it not a Straw, but for mine Houngur,
v hich I would free: If I fhall be condemn’d
Upon Surmifes. all Proofs {leeping elle.
But what your Jealoufies awake, I tell you
*Tis Rizour, and not Law. Your Honours all,
I do refer me ro the Oracle:
Apollp be my Juage,

Lord. This your Requeft

Enter Dion and Cleomines.

Is aleogether jult; therefore bring forth,
And in Apollo's Name, his Oracle.
Her. The Emperor of Rufis was my Father,
O} that he were alive, and here teholding
His Dauhrer’s Trial; .that he did but fee
The flatnefs of my Mifery; yet with Eyes
Of Pity. not Revenge.
Offzer. You here fhall {-ear upon the Sword of Jufiice,
That you. Cleomiies and D:on, have
Been both at Delthos, and from thence have brought
This feal’d-up Oracle, by the hand deliverd
Of great Apolls’s Prieft; and that fince then,
You have no- dar’d to break the holy Seal,
Nor read the Secrets in'te
Cleo Dio: Al this we {ivear.
Les. Prezk up the Seals, 2nd read.
Offcer Hermiione ds €haff. Peixenes blamelefs. |Camillo
& ire Sudject, Leontes 4 jealows Tyrant, fis inmecens Baoe
trsly
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truly begotien, and the King [hall live withont an Heir, if
that which is loff be not found.

Lords. Now blefled be the great Apolls.

Her. Praifed.

Leo. Haft thou read the Truth?

Offic. Ay, my Lord, even {o as it is here {et down,

Leo. There 1s no Truth at all ’th’ Oracle;
The Seffions fhall proceed; this is meer Falihood,

Enter Servant,

Ser. My Lord the King, the King.

Leo. What is the Bufinefs?

Ser. O Sir, I fhall be hated to Report it.
The Prince your Son, with meer Conceit and Fear
Of the Queen’s {peed, 1s gone.

Leo. How? gone?

Ser. Is dead.

Les. Apollo’s angry, and the Heav’ns them{elvrs
Do firike at my-Injuftice. How now there? [Her. famss,

Pas. This News is mortal to the Queen: Look down
And ice what Death is doing.

Leo, Take her hence; |
Her Heart is but o’er-charg’d; fhe will recover.

[ Exennt Paulina and Ladies with Hermione,

I have too much believ’d mine own Sufpicion:
’Befeech yeu tenderly apply to her
Some Remedies for Life. Apollo, pardon
My great Prophanefs gain{t thine Oracie.
I’ll reconcile me to Polixenes,
New woo my Queen, recal the good Camille,
(Whom I proclaim a Man ot Truth, of Mercy. )
For being tranfported by my Jealoufies
To bloody Thoughts and to Revenge, I chofe
Camillo for the Minifter, to poifon
My Friend Polixenes; which had been done,
But that the good Mind of Camillo 1ardied
My fwift command; tho’ I with Death, and with
Reward did threaten and encourage him,
Not doing it, and being done; he (moft Human,
And fil'd with Honour) to my kingly Gueft
Unclafp'd my Practice, quit his Fortunes here,
- T which
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" Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard
OF all Incertainties, himfelf commended,
No richer than his Honour: How he glifters
Through my dark Ruft! Aud how his Piety
Does my Deeds make the blacker:
Enter Paulina.

Pan. Woe the while:
O cut my Lace, left my Heart, cracking if,
Break too.

Lord. What Fit is this, good Lady?

Pau. What ftudied Torments, Tyrant, hatt for me?
What Wheels? Racks ? Fires? What Flaying? Boiling 2

Burning.

In Leads or Oils? What old or new Torture
Muoft 1 receive? whofe very word deferves
To taft of thy moft worft. Thy Tyraany,
(Together working with thy Jealouties,
Fancies too weak for Boys, too green and idle
For Girls of nine) O think whet they have done,
And then run mad indeed; ftark mad; for all
Thy by-gone Fooleries were but Spices of it,
That thou betray’dft Polixenes, *twas nothing,
That did but fhew thee, of a Fool, inconftant,
And damnzble ingrateful: Nor was’t much,
Thou would't have poifon’d good Camille’s Honour,
To have him kill a King: Poor Trefpaffes,
More monftrous ftanding by: Wherefore I reckon
The cafting forth to Crows thy Baby-daughter,
To be, or none, or little; tho’ a Devil
Vould have {ked Water out of Fire, ere don't:
Nor is’t direétly iaid to thee, the Death
Of the young Prince, whofe honourable Thoughts
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the Heart
Thar could conceive a grofs and foolith Sire,
Blemift’d his gracious Dam : This 1s mot, no,
1Laid to thy Anfwer; bur the lat: O Lords,

When I have faid cry Woe, the Queen, the Queen,
The fveceteft dearelt Creature’s Dead ; and Vengeance for’c

Not dropt down yet. ~
Lerd, The higher Powers forbid,
Lt
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Pau. 1 fay he’s dead: Tl fwear’s. If Word, nor Qath

Prevail not, go and {ee: If you can bring

Tin&ure, or Luftre in her Lip, her Eve,
Heat outwardly, or Breath within, Pl {ferve you

As 1 would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant!
Doft not repent thefe things, for they are heavier
That all thy Woes can flir; therefore betake thee
“To nothing but Defpair. A thoufand Knees,
Ten thoufand Years together, naked, fafting,
Upon a barren Mountain, and {till Winter
in Storm perpetual, could not move the Gods.
To look that way thou wert,

Leo. Go on, go on.
Thou canft not {peak toe much, I have deferv'd
All Tangues to talk their bittereft,

Lord. Say no more;
Howe'er the bulinefs goes, ycu have made fault
1'th’ boldnefs of your Specch.

Pawn. 1 am forry for't,
All Faults I make, when I fhall come to know them,
I do repent: Alas, I have fhew’d too much
The Rafhnefs of 3 Woman; he is.touch’d
To th'noble Heart. What’s gone, and what’s paft help,
Should be paft Grief. Do not receive Affliction
At my Petition, I befeech you; rather
Let me be punifh’d, that have minded you
Of what you fhould forget. Now, good my Liege,
'Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolith Woman.
The Love 1 bore your Queen———lo, Fool again—
T’ll fpeak of her no more, nor of your Children:
I’ll not remember you of my own lLord,
Who is loft too. Take you your Patience to you,
And I'll fay nothing.

Leo. Thou didft {peak but well,
When moft the Truth; which I receive much better
"Than to be pitied of thee, Prithee bring me |
To the dead Bodies of my Queen and Son,
One Grave fhall be for both, Upon them fhall
The Caufes of their Death appear, unto

Qur {hame perpetual; once a Day I'll vific
The
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The Chappel vwhere they lye, and Tears fhed there

Shall be my Recreation. So long as Nature

Will bear up with this Excercife, fo long

I daily vow to ufe it. Come and lead me |
To thefe Sorrows. [ Exetnt.

SCENE IL
A defart Conntry; the Sea at a little diftance.

Enter Antigonus with a Child, and a Marsizer.

<nt. Thou art perieét then, our Ship hath touch’d upon
Tne Defarts of Bobemis.

Alzr. Ay, my Lord, and fear
We have landed in ill time: The Skies look grimly,
And threaten prefent Blufiers. In my Confcience,

The Heav'n: with that we have in hand are angry,
And frown upon’s.

4rz. Their {zcred Wills be done; get thee Aboard;
Look to thy Eark, I'll not be long before .
I call vpon thee.
Mar. lzKe your beft hafte, and go not
Too far i'th’ Land; ’tis like to be loud Weather.
Bef:des. this place is famous for the Creatures
Of Prey, that keep upon't.
<nt. Go thou away.
Ll follow inftantly.
Mar. 1 am glad at Heart :
To be {o rid o’th’ Bufinefs. [ Exit,
Ant, Come, poor Babe;.
I have heard, but not believ'd, the Spirits o’th’ Dead.
May walk again: if fuch thing be, thy Mother
Appeard to me laft-Night; for ne’er was Dream
So like a waking, To me comes a Creature,
Sometimes her Head on one fide, fome another,
I never faw a Vefltl of like Sorrow
So fi'd, and fo becoming; in pure white Robes,
Like very Sandtity, fhe did approach
My Csbin where I lay; thrice bow'd before me,
And, gafping to begin fome Speech, her Eyes
Became
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Became two Spouts; the fury {pent, anon
Did this break from her. Good Antigonss,
Since Fate, againft thy better Difpofinion,
Hath made thy Perfon for the thrower-out
Of my poor Babe, according to thine Qath,
Places Remote enough are in Bokemia,
There weep, and leave it crying; and, for the Babe
Is counted loft for ever and ever, Perdita
I prithee call’t. For this ungentle Bufinefs
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne'er fhalt {ee
Thy Wife Pauling more. And fo, with fhricks,
She melted into Air.  Affrighted much,
I did in time colle¢t my felf, and thought
This was {o, and no {lumber:" Dreams ar¢ Tovs,
Yet for this once, yea {uper(litioufly,
I will be {quar’d by this. 1 do believe
Hermione hath fuffer’d Death, and that
Apollo would. this being indeed the flue
Of King Polixenes, it fhould here be laid,
Either for Life or Death, upon the Earth
Of its right Father, Bloflom, {peed thee well,
[Laying dewn the Child,
There 1ve, and there thy Charadter: There thefe,
Which may. if- Fortune pleafe, both breed thee, Pretty one,
And ftill reft thine. The Storm begins; poer Wretch,
That for thy Mother’s Fault, art thus expos’d
To lofs, and what may follow. Weep 1 cannot,
But my Heart bleeds: And mooft Accurft am |
To be by Oath enjoin’d to this. Farewel.
The Day frowns more and more; thouart like to have
A lullaby too rough: I never faw
The Heav’ns fo dim by Day. A f{avage Clamour!
Well may I getaboard: This is the Chace,
I am gone for ever. [Exit prirfusd by a Bear:
Enter an old Shepherd, . |
Shep. 1 would there were no Age between. ten and.
three and twenty, or that Youth would {leep out thereft:
For there is-nothing, in the between, but-getting Wenches
with Child,; wronging the Asncientry, ftealing, fight-
ing —— Hark you now-—would any but thele Il;oi_l’d
rains
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Brains of nineteen, and two and twenty, Hunt this Weas
ther? They bave fcar'd away two of my beft Sheep,
which T fear the Wolf will fooner find than the Mafter;
1t any where I have them, *tis by the Sea-fide, brovzing
of Ivy. Good luck, and’t be thy will, what have we
here? [Tafing up the Child] Mercy on’s, a Barn! 2 very
pretty Barn! a Boy or a Child, I wonder! a pretty one,
a very pretry one, fure fome fcape: Tho' I am not
Booxifh, yet I can read Waiting-Gentlewoman 1n the
dcape.  This has been fome Stair-work, fome Trunk.
work, {ome behind-door-work: They were warmer tl:lat:
pot th's, thas the poor thing is here.  I'll take it up for
pity, yet I'll tarry till my Son come: He hollow'd but
¢ven now. Whoa, ho-hea,
Enter Clown.

Clo. Hilloa, loa.

St2p. Whar, art fo near? If thou'lt fee a thing to talk
en when thou art dezd and rotten, come hither, What
a1l’it thou, Man?

Clo. T have {een two fuch fights, by Sea and by Land;
but I am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the Sky; be-
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a BodKin’s
point.

Skep. Why, Boy, how is it?

Cio. I would you did but {fee how it chafes, how it
rages, how it rakes up the Shore; but that’s not to the
Point; Oh the moft piteous Cry of the poor Souls, fome-
times to fee *em, and not to fee ’em: Now the Ship boar-
ing the Moon with her Main-maft, and anon fwallow’d
with Yeftand Froth, as you'ld thruft a Cork into a Hogf-
head. And then the Land-fervice, to fee how the Bear
tore out his Shoulder-bone, how he cry’d to me for help,
and faid his Name was Antigmus, a Nobleman. But to
make an end of the Ship, to {ee how the Sea flap-dragon’d
it. But firft, how the poor Souls roar’d, and the Sea
mock'd them. And how the poor Gentleman roar'd, and
the Bear mock’d him, both roaring louder than the Sea,
or Weather,

Srep. Name of Mercy, when was this, Boy?
Cl.
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€lo. Now, now, 1 have not winked fince | faw thefa
fights, the Men are not yet cold under Water, nor the
Bear half dined on the Gentleman; he’s at it now.,

Shep. Would I had been by to have help'd the old Man.

Clo. 1 would you had been by the Ship-fide, to have
help'd ber, there your Charity would have lack’d footing,

Shep. Heavy Matters, heavy Matters; but look thee
here, Boy. Now blefs thy felf; thou meet'ft with things
dying, 1 with things new Born. Here’s a {ight for thee;
Look thee, a Bearing-cloth for a Squire’s Child! Look
thee here; take up, take up, Boy, open't; {o, let’s fee, it
was told me 1 fhould be rich by the Fairies, This is fome
Changling; open’t, what’s within, Boy?

Clo. You’re a mad old Man; If the Sins of your
Youth are torgiven you, you're well to live. Gold, all
Gold.

Sbep. This is Fairy Gold, Boy, and ‘twill prove fo. Up
with it, keep it clofe: Home, home, the next way. We
are lucky, Boy, and to be {o fill requires nothing but Se-
crefie. Let my Sheep go: Come, good Boy, the next
way home.

Clo. Go you the next way with your Findings, I'll go
{ee if the Bear begone from the Gentleman, and how much
he hath caten: They are never Curft, but when they are
hungry: If there be any of him left, Ull bury it

Shep. That’s a good Deed; if thou may’t difcern by
that whichis left of him, what he 15, fetch me te th’ fight
of him.

Clo. Marry will I, and you fhall help to put him i’th’
Ground.

Shep. "Tis a lucky Day, Boy, and we'll do good Deeds
on'ts [ Exennt,

ACT
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ACTIV. SCENE L

Enter Time, The Chorys.

Time. Y That pleafe fome, =y all, both Joy and Terror
Of good and bad, thar make and uafold Error:

Now rake tron me, in tue Name of Time, |

To ufe my Wings. Impute it not 2 Crime

To me, or my {wift Paffage. thar 1 flide

O'er finzeen Years, and leave the growth untry'd

Of that wide gap; fince it is in my Power

To oerhrow Law. and in ore felt-born hour

To plans, and o’er-whelm Cuftorn. Let me pafs

The {me I am, eer anclent’{t Order was,

Or what is now receiv’d. I witnels to

The times that brought them in, {o fhall I do

To the frefeft things now reigning, and make {tale

Tte gliftering of this prefent, as my Tale

Now {eems to it : Your Patience this allowing,

I turn my Glafs, and give my Scene fuch growing

As you bad fiept between. Leonres leaving

Th’ Efle@s of his fond Jealoufies, fo grieving

That he fhuss up himiell; imagine me,

Gentle Spe@ators, that I now may be

In fair Bobemiz, and remember well,

§ mention here a Son o’th’ King’s, which Florizel

1 now name to you, 2ud with ipeed {o pace

To {peak of Perdita, now grown in grace

Equal with wondring. What of her enfues,

I hit not Propheiie. But ler Time’s News

Be known when “tisbrought forch. A Shepherd’s Daughter,

And what to her adheres, which follows after,

Is th’ Argument of Time; of this allow,

1t ever you have {pent'Time worie, ere now:

17 never, yet thet Time himfelf doth fay,

He withes earneftly, you never may, [Exis.

SCENE
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SCENGE IL

Enter Polixenes and Camillo.

Pol, T pray thee good Camillo be no more impnrtunate;
’tis a Sicknefs denying thee any thing, a Death to grant
this.

Cam. It is fifteen Years fince I faw my Country; though
I have, for the moft part, being aired Abroad, 1 defire to
lay my Boues there. Belides, the penitent King, my Ma-
fter, hath {fent for me, to wholu feeling Sorrews I might
be fome allay, or I o’criveen to think fo, which is anc-
ther Spur to my Departure.

Pol. As thou lov'tt me, Camill, wipe not out the reft
of thy Services, by leaving me now; the need I have of
thee, thine own Goodrnefs hath nmade: Better not to have
had thee, than thus to wanr thee. Thou haviug made me
Bufinels, which none, without thee, can fufficiently ma-
nage, muft cither flay to execure them thy {clf, or take
away with thee the very fervices thou hait done; which
it I have not enough confxlered, as too much I cannot,
to be more thankiul to thee thall be my Study, and m
profit therein, the heaping Friendfhips. Of that fasal
Country Sicilja, prithee fpeak no more, whole very na-
micg punifthe. me with the Remembrance of that Peni-
tent, as thou call’ft him, and reconciled King my Bro-
ther, whofe lofs of his moft precious Queen and Chil-
dren, are even now to be atreth lamented.  Say to me,
when {aw’ft thou the Prince Florizel my Son? Kings
are no lefs unhappy, their Iffue not being gracious, than
they are in lolng them, when they have approved their
Virtues.

Cam, Sir, it is three Days fince 1 {faw the Prince; what
his happier Affairs may be, are to me unknown: But ]

have (miflingly) noted, he is of late much retived from
Court, ard is lefs frequent to his Princely Exerciies than
tormerly he hath appear’d. -

Pol. 1 have couiider’d {o much, Cumillo, and with fomg,
care {o far, that I have Ey.s under my Scrvice, which
look upon his Removednefs; from whom I have this

Iﬂ[fl-:
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Tatelligence, that he is {eldom from the Houfe of 2 moft
homely Shepherd; a Man, they fay, that from very no-
thing, and beyond the Imagination of his Neighbours, is
grown into an unipeakable Eftate.

Cam. 1 have heard, Sir, of fucha Man, who hath 2
Daughter of moftrare Note; the Report of her is extend-
ed more, than can be thought to begin from fuch a Cot-

.
tﬂgf’ﬂh That’s likewife part of my Intelligence; but, T
fear, the Angle that plucks our Son thither. Thou fhalt
accompany us to the Place, where we will (nor appear-
ing what we are) have {fome queftion with the Shep-
berd; from whofe Simplicity, I think it not uneafie to
get the Caufe of my Son’s Refort thither. Prithee be my
prefent Partner in this Bufinefs, and lay afide the Thoughts
of Sictlia.

Cam. | willingly obey your Command.

Pol, My belt Camillo, we mult Difguife our {elves.

[ Exennt,

SCENE IIL

Enter Autolicus fingng.

When Daffadils begin to peere
With heigh the Doxy over the dale,
Why then comes in the [weet o'th’ Year:
For the red Blood reigns in the Winter’s Pale.

The white Shees bleaching on the Hedge,

With bey the [weet Birds, O how they fing:
Doth fet my pugging Teoth an edge,

For & quart of Ale is a Difh for a King.

The Lark with Tirra lyra chaunts,
Witn bey, with hbey the Thrufh.and the Fay
Are Suimmer Songs for me and my Aunts,
While we lye tumbling in the Hay.

Y have ferved Prince Florizel, and in my Time wore three

Pile, but now [ am out of Service.
But
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But (hall I go mourn for that, my Dear,
The pale Moon [hines by Night :

And when I wander bere and there,
I then do moft go rights

If Tinkers may have leave to live,
And bear the Sow-skin Budger,

Then my Acconnt I well inay give,
And in the Stacks avonch it.

My Traffick is Sheets; when the Kite builds, look to lef-
{er Linen. My Father nam’d me Autolicus, who being,
as I am, litter’d under Mercury, was likewife a Snapper-
up of unconfider’d Trifles; With Die and Drab, I pur-
chas'd Cgparifon, and my Revenue is the filly Cheat. Gal-
lows, and Knock, are too powerful on tie Iigh-wray,
Beating and Hanging are Terrors to me: For the Life t
come, I {leep our the Thought of it. A Prize! A Piize!
Enter Clows,

Clo. Let me {ee, every eleven Weather Tods, every
Tod yields Pound and edd Shilling; Fifteen sundred fhora,
what comes the Wooll to ?

Aut. 1f the Sprindge hold, the Cock’s mine.  [Aiue.

Cls. 1 cannot dot without Compiers, Let me fec,
what-am 1 to buy for our Sheep-fheaiing Fzat? Three
Pcund of Sugar, five Pound of Currants, Rice—— What
will this Sifter of minedo with Rice? But my Father hath
made her Miftrefs of the Feaft, and fhe lays it on, She
hath made me four and twenty Nofe-gays for the Shear-
ers; three-Man-Song-men, all, and very gocd ones, but
they are moft of them Means and Bafes; but one Puritan
among tiiem, and he fings Plalms to Horn-Pipes. [ mutft
have Safiton to colour the Warden-Pies, Mace -~ Dates
-.-none—— that’s out af my Note: Nutmegs, feven; g
Race or two of Ginger, tut that I may beg: Four Puund
of Pruins, and as many of Rafins o'th’ Sun.

Ant. Oh, that ever I wasborn. [ Groveling on the Ground,

Clo. I'tit’ name of me——

Aut. Oh help me, help me: Pluck but off thefe Rags,

Vor. 1il, F o and

—id
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and then Death, Death— ‘

Clo. Alzck, poor Soul, thou haft need of more Rags to
lay on thce rather than have thele off.

Auz. Oh, Sir, the loathfomnefs of them offends me,
more than the ftripes I have receiv'd, which are mighty
onets, and millions.

Clo. Alas, voor-Man! a million of beating may come
20 a gréat macter,

Ant, Tam robb’d, Sir, and beaten; my Mony and Ap-
parel ta’en from me, and thefe deteftable Things putupon
me,

Clo. What, by a Hor{e-man, or a Foot-man?

Azxt. A Feot-man, fweet Sir. 2 Foot-man.

Clo. Indeed, he fhould be a Foot-man, by the Garments
he has left withthee; I1fthisbea Horfe-man’s Coat, it hath
ieen very hot Service: Lend me thy hand, I'il help thee.
Come, lend me thy hand. [ Helping hum ups

Ant. Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh!

Cle. Alzs, poor Soul.

A, O goed Sir, foftly, good Sir: 1 fear, Sir, my
Shoulder-biade is out.

Cls. How now? canft fland?

Aut. Sofily, dear Sir; good Sir, fofily; you ha' done
me a charitable Office.

Clo. Dof: lack zny Mony? [ have a little Mony for
thee.

Ant. No, goed {weet Sir: No, 1 beleech you, Sir; 1
have a Kin{man not paft three quarters ofa Mile hence, unto
whom I was going; I fhall there have Mony, or any thing
1 want: Offer me no Mony, I pray you, that kills my
Heart.

Clp. What manner of Fellow was he that robb’d you?

Axt. A Fellow, Sir, that 1 have known to go about
with Trol-my-Dames: I knew him once a Servant of
the Prince; I carnot tell, good Sir, for which of his
Virtues it was, but he was certainly Whipp’d out -of the
Court,

Clp. HisVices, youwould {zy ; there’s no Virtue whipp’d
out of the Court; taey cheriziit o make it ftay there,
aad ye: it will no more but abide,

- — —

Ait,
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Aut, Vices I would fay, Sir, I know this Manwell, he
hath been fince an Ape-bearer, then a Procefs-ferver, 2
Bailiff; then he compaft a Motion of the Prodigal Son,
and married a Tinker’s Wife, within a Mile where my
Land and Living lyes; and having Hown over many
knavith Profeffions, he fettled only in Rogue ; fome call
him Auiolicus.

Clo. Out upon him, Prig! for my Life Prig; hehaunts
Wakes, Fairs, and Bear-baitings.

Aut, Very true; Sir; he,Sir, he; that’s the Rogue that
put me into his Apparel.
Clo. Not a2 more cowardly Rogue in all Bobemia; if

you had but leok’d big, and fpit at him, he'd have
Tun.

Ant, 1 muft confefs to you, Sir, I am no fighter; Tam

falfe of Heart that way, and that he knew I warrant
him. |

Cls, How do you do now 2

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; [ can ffand,

and walk; [ will even take my leave of you, and pace
fofily towards my Kinfman’. |

Clo. Shall I bring thee on thy way?

Aut. No, good tac’d Sir; no, {weet Sir.

Clo. Then farewel, I muft go to buy Spices for our
Sheep-fhearing. CExit

Aut, Profper you, {weet Sir.  Your Purfe is not hot
enough to purchafe your Spice. I'll be with you at your
Sheep-fhearing too: If I make not this Cheatbring out a-

nother, and the She‘arers prove Sheep, let me be unrel’d,
and my Name put into the Book of Virtue.

S ON G,

Fog on, Fog on, the foot-path way,
And merrily bent the Stile-a.
A merry Heart goes all tte day,

Your fad tives in 4 Mile-a [ Exits

F 2 SCENE
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SCENE IV

Enter Florizel and Perdita.

Flp. Thefe your unufusi Weeds, to each part of you
Doss give a Life: No Shepherdefs but Flora,
Peering in April's Front. This your Sheep-fhearing,
Is a merry meeting of the perty Gods,

And you the Queen on't,
Per. Sir; my gracious Lord,
"To chide at your Extreams, it not hecomes me:
Oh pardon, that ! name them: Your high felf,
‘The gracious mark o’th’ Land, you have obfcur’d
With a Swain’s wearing; and me, poor lowly Maid,
Moft Goddefs-like prank’d up. Bur that our Feafts,
In every Mefs, have Folly; and the Feeders
Digeft it with a Cuftom, I fhouid blufh
'To {ee you fo attir’d; {worn, 1 think,
To thew my {elf a Glals,

Flo. 1 blefs the time
When my good Falcon made her fiight a-crofs
Thy Father’s Ground.

Fer. Now Fove afford you caule;

To me the difierence forges dread, your Greatnefs
Hzih not been us'd to Fear; even now 1 tremble
To think your Father, by fome accident,

Should pass this way, as you did: Oh the Fates,
Hew would he look to {eehis work, {o noble,
Vildiy bound up! What would be fay! Or how
Sheouid I, 1n thefe my borrowed Flaunts, behcld
The fternrels of his Prefence?

F.o. Appreiend
Nothiog but Joliity: the Gods themfelves,
Humbling their Deities to Love, Lave taken
"The Shapes or Beafts upon them. Fupirer
Became a Bull, ard beliow’d; the green Neptupe
A Ram, anc d:eated; and the Fire rob’d God,
Goiden Apolls, a poor humble Swain,
Azt feem now. Their Transformations,
\Vere never for a picce of Beauty rarer,

Nor
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Nor in a way {o chaft: Since my Defires
Run not before mine Honour, nor my Lulls
Burn hotter than my Faiths
Per. O, but dear Sir,
Your Refolution cannot hold, when ’us o
Oppos’d, 2s it muft be, by th’ Power of the King,
One of thefe two muit be Necefluties,
Which then will {peak, that you muft chanmge this purpals;
Or I my Life,
Flo, Thou deareft Perdits,
With thefe forc’d Thoughts I prethee darken not
The Mirth o’th’ Feaft; or I'll be thine, my Farr,
Or not my Father’s. For [ cannot be
Mine own, mor any thing to any, if
I be not thine. To this f am moft conftant,
Tho’ Deftiny fay no. Be merry, gentle,
Strangle {uch Thoughts as thefe, with any thing
That you behold the while, Your Guefts are coming:
Lift up your Countenance, as it were the day
Ot Celebration of that Nuptial, which
We two have fworn- fhall come,
Per. O Lady Fortune,
Stand you aufpicious.
Enter Shepberd, Clown, Mopfa, Dorcas, Servants ; with Pos-
lixenes, and Camillo difgnis'd.
Flo. See, your Guefls approach;
Addrefs your felf to entertain them fprightly,
And let’s be red wizh Mirth.
Shzp. Fie, Daughter; when my old Wife livid, upon
This day fhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cook,
Both Dame and Servant; welcom’d all, {erv’d sli;
Would fing her Song, and dance her turn; now here
At upper end o'th’ Table, now t'th’ middle;
On his Shoulder, and his; her Face o'fire
With Labour; and the things fhe took to.quench it
She would to each one fip. You are retired,
As if you were a feafted one, and not
The Hoftefs of the meeting: Pray you bid -
Thefe.unknown Friends to’s welcome, for it is
A way to make us better Friends, more knowa.

F 3 Come
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Come, quench your Blufhes, and prefent your felf
That which ycu are, Miftrefs o’th’ Feaft. Come on,

And bid us welcome to your Sheep-fhearing, .
As your good Flock fhail profper.
Per. Sirs, welcome. [To Polix and Cam,

it is my Father’s Will, I fhould take on me
The Hoftelsfhip o'th’ Day; you’re welcome, Sirs.
Give me thole Flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs;
Fer you there’s Rofemary, and Rue, thele keep
Seenﬁing and Savour all the Winter long :
Girzce and Remembrance be to you botb,
And welceme to cur Shearing.

Ppl, Shepherdels,
A fair one are you, well you fit our Ages
Vich Flowers of Winter,

Per. Sir, the Year growing ancient,
Nor yet on Summer’s Death, nor on the Birth
Of trembiing Winter, the faireft Flowers o’th’ Seafon
Are our Carnatiors, and ftreak’d Gillyflowers, |
Which fome call Nature’s Baftards; of that kind
Cur ruftick Garden’s barren, and I care not
To get {lips of them.

Po!, Wherefore, gentle Maiden,
Do vou neglet them?

Per. For I have beard it {aid,
There is an Art, which in their pidenefs fhares
\With great creating- Nature.

Pyl. Say there be,
Yet Nature is made better by no Mean,
But Nature makes that Mean; fo over that Art,
Which you fay adds to Nature is an Art
That Nature makes; you fee, fiveer Maid, we marry
A gentler Sien to the wildeft Stock, -
And make conceive a Bark of bafer kind
By Bud oif Nabler Race. This is an Art
Wiich does mend Nature; Change it rather; but
The Art it {elf is Nature.

Per. So it is.

Fol Then make ygur Garden rich in Gillyfowers,
And do not cali them Baftards,

Der,
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Per. Tll not put
The Dible in Earth, to fet one {lip of them:
No more than were 1 Painted, I would wifh
This Youth fhould fay *twere well; and oaly therefore -
Defire to breed by me. Here’s Flowers for you;
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savoury, Marjoram,
The Mary-gold, that goes to Bed with th’Sun,
And with him rifes, weeping: Thefe are Flowers
Of middle Summer, and, 1 think, they are given
To Men of middle Age. Y’are welcome.

Cam. 1 thould leave grazing, were 1 ot your Tlock,
And only live by gazing,

Per. QOut alas;
You'd be {o lean, that blafts of Fannary [ Friends,
Would blow yeu through and through. Now, my farelt
I would I had {fome Flowers o’ th’ Spring, that might
Become your time of Day; and yours, and yours,
That wear upon your Virgin-branches yet
Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proferpia,
For the Flowers now, that, frighted, thou led'lt fall
From Dis’s Wagpgon: Daffadtls,
That come before the Swullow dares, and take
The Winds of March with Deauty; Viciets, dun,
But {weeter than the Lids of %una’s Eyes,
Or Cytherea’s Breath; pale Piiin. rofes,
That die wamarried, ere they can bshold
Bright Phaeon:s in bis Strength, a Malady
Moft incident to Maids; bold Oxlips. and
The Crown-Imperial; Lili:es of all kicds,
The Flower-de-Lis being one. O thefe | iack
To make you Garlands of, and my fweet Friend
To ftrow him o'er and o'er.
~ Fip, What? like a Coarfe?

Per. No, like a Bank, for Love to lie and play on;
Not like a Coarfe; orif, not to be buried,
Dut quick, andin mme Arms, Come, take your Flowe.s,
Methinks [ play as 1 have feen them do
In Whitfon Pattorale: Sure this Robe of mine
Does change my Difpofition.

=4, Fig,
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Fly. What you do, ,
Still betters what is done. When you fpeals, Sweet,
Pl have you do it ever; when you fing,

I'fl have vou buy and fell {o; fo give Alms;

Pray {o; 2nd for the ord’ring your Affairs, =

To fing them t00. When you do Dance, 1 wifh you
A Wave 07th’Sea, that you might ever do

Nzthing cut thar; move fill, fiil] {o,

And ciwn no cther Fun@ion. Each your doing,

Co fingu:iar in cach particular,

Crowns what you zre doing in the prefent Deeds,
Tha: 2li vour Adls are Queens.

P:r. G Dorieizs,

Your Praiies are too large; but that your Youth

‘And the true Blood which peeps forth fairly through ity
Do plainly give you out an unftain’'d Shepherd,

With Witdem, I might fear, my Dorieles,

You weo'd me the falfe way.

Flo. 1 thick you have
As ietie Skell o fear, as I have purpofe
To put you to’t.  But come, our Dance I pray;

Yeur Hand, my Perdita; {o Turtles pair
Tcat never mean to part,

Per. T'il firear for em. |

Pol. This is the prettieft low-born Lafs, that ever
Ran on the green-{ford; nozhing fhe does, or fecms,

But {macks of {omething greater than her felf,
Tco ncble for this place.

Csm. He tells her fomething
That makes her Blood look on’t: Good footh fhe is.

Tne Queen of Curds and Cream,

C's. Come on, firike up.

Dor. Mopfa muft be your Miftrefs; marry Garlick to
mend her kifling with.

Miop. Now in gocd time.

C’. Not a Word, a Word, we ftand upon our Manners;
Come firike up.

Here- & Dance of Shetberds and Shetherd:ffes:

Pel, Pray, gocd Shepherd, whar fair Swaia is this
Woick Dances with your Daughter ?

S}?EP:
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- Shep. They call him Doricles, and he boalts him{elt
To have a worthy Feeding; but I have it

Upon his own Report, and I believe it:

.He looks like footh; he fays he loves my Daughter,
1 think.fo too; for never gaz'd the Moon

Upon the Water, as he'll ftand and read
As’twere-my Daughter’s Eyes: And, to be.plain, -

I think there is not half a Kifs to chufe

Who loves another bett.

Pol, She Dances featly.

Shep. So fhe does any- thing, tho’ I report it
That thould be filent; if young Dorrcles
Do light upon her," the fhall bring him-that
Which he not dreams of.

Enter a Servant,

Ser. © Mafter, if you did buc hear the Pedler at the
Door, you would never Dance again after a Tabor and
Pipe: No, the Bag-pipe c.uid not move you; he fings {c-
veral Tunes fafter than yow’ll tell Mony; he usters them
as he had eaten Ballads, and all Mens Ears grow to his
Tunes, .

Clo, He could never come better; he hall comein;
love a Ballad but even too well, if it be dolefal Mater
meitily fet down; oravery pleafant thingindeed, and fung
lamentably.

Ser. He hath Songs for Min or Woman of all Sizes;
no Milliner can {o fit his Cultomers with Glove;: He has
the prettieft Love-fongs for Maids, fo withour Bawdry,
(which is firange) with fuch delicate burthens of Dildos
and Fapings: Jump herand thump her: and whers fome
{tretch-mouth’d Ralcal would, as it were, mean mifchiet,
and break a foul gap into the matter, he makesths Maid to.
anfwer, Waoop, ds me no harm, geod Man; puts him off]
flights him, with Whoop, do me no barm, good Man,

Pul, This 1s a brave Fellow.

Cls. Bclieve me, thou ralkeft of an admurable conceted
Fellowr, has he any unbraided Wares?

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all-the Colourst’th’ Rainbow ;
Points, more than all the Lawyers in Bubemia ¢ i learnudly
handle, tho’ they cometohimby the Giois: Inkles, Cud-
' F s il
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d.fles, Cambricks, Lawns; why he fings ’em over, asthey
were Gods or Goddefles ; you would thinka Smock werea
She-Angel, he fochantsto the Sleeve-hand, and the work
zcout the Square on’.

Cls. Prithee bring him in, and let hitn approach fing-
ing.

gP.er. Forewarn him that he ufe no fcurrillous Wordsin's
Tunes. |

Clo. You have of thefe Pedlars, that have more inthem,
than you'd think, Sifter. |

Per. Ay, good Brother, or go about to think;

Enter Autolicus finging.

Tazxe as white as driven Snow,
Cipras black as eer was Crow;
Gloves as fweet as Damask Rofes,
Masks for Faces, and for Nofes;
Bugle-Bracelets, Neck-lace Amber,
Perfume for & Lady’s Chamber :
Golden Qwoifs, cnd Stomachers,
For my Lads 19 give tneir Dears:
Pins, and poaking Sticks of Steel,
vinat Maids lack from Head to Heel:
Come buy of mz, come: Come bny, come biy,
Buy Lads, or elfe your Laffescry: Come bry..
Ci2 If 1were notin love with Aop/z, thou fhould’ft take-
no Mony of me; but beingeathrall’d as I am, it will alfo
bs the Bondage of certzin Ribbons and Gloves.
Msp. I was promis’d them againft the Feaft, but they

ceme not ten Jate novr.
Dor- He bath pramis’d you more than that, or there be
ks,

Mop. He hath paid ycu all he promisd you: "May te-
ke has paid you more, which will fhame you to give him
2gain,

Cls, Is there no Manners left among Maids? Will they
wezr their Plackets, where they fhould bear tineir Faces? Is.
there pot Milking-time, when you are going to Bed, or
K:il-hole, to wiiitle of thefe Secrets, but you muft be

o | tittlex.
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tittle-tatling before all our Guefts? *tis well theyare whii-
pring: Clamour your Tongnes, and not a Word more.

Mop. 1 have done: Come, you promis'd me a tawdry
Lace; and a pair of fweet Gloves.

Clo. Have [ not told theehow I wascozen’'dby the way,
and loft 2l my Mony?

Ant. And indeed, Sir thereare Cozeners abroad, there-
fore it behoves Men to be wary.

Clo. Fear net thou, Man, thou fhalt lofe nothing here,

Aut. 1 hope fo, Sir, for I bave about me many Parcels
of Charge,

Clo. What haft here? Ballads?

Mop. Pray now buy fome, I love a Ballad in Print, or 2
Life, for then we are fure they are true.

Aut. Here’soneto a very doleful Tune, how a Ulurer’s
Wite was brought to Bed withtwenty Mony Bagsata Bur-
then, and how fhe long’d to eat Adder’s Heads, and Teads
Carbonado’d. |

Mop. Is it true, think you?

Ant, Very true and but a Month old.

Dor, Blefs me from marrying a Ulurer.

Aut, Here’sthe Midwife’s Name to’t; one Mikrefls Tx/z-
Porter, and five or fix honeft Wives that were prefent,
Why thould I carry Lies abroad?

Mop, Pray you now buy it..

Clo. Come on, lay it by; and let’s firt fee more Ballads;
we'll buy the other things anon.

Aut. Here’s another Ballad of a Fith, that appear’d upon
the Coaft, on Wednefdaythe four{core of April, forty thou-
fand Fadom above Water, and fung this Ballad againft the
hard Hearts of Maids; it was thought {he was 2 Woman,
and was turn’dintoa cold Fifh, for fhe would notexchange
Fleth with one that lov’d her: The Ballad is very pitiful.
and as true.

Dor. Is it true too, think you?

Ant. Five Juftices Hands arit; and Witnefles more than
my Pack will hold.

Clo. Lay it by too: Anotber,

«nt, Thisis a meiry Ballad, buz a very neetty one,

Mop, Let’s have fome merry ones,
- o -'{r»«i:t
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Aut, Why this is a pafling merry one, and goesto the
Tuneof two Maids wooinga Man ; there’s' {carce 2 Maid
Weftward but fhe fings it: "Tis in Requeft, Ican tell you.

Afop. We can both fing ir; if thou'lt bear a part, thou
fhalt hear, tis in three parts.

Dor, We had the tune on’t a Mocth a-go.

Ant. 1 can bear my part, you muft know ’tis my Oc-
curaticn: Have at it with you.

S O N G
Aut, Get you bence, for I muft go,
Where it fits not yots 10 know, .
Dor. Wisther?
Mop. O-whithsr?
Dor. Whither?
Mop. It becomes thy Oath full well,
Thoz to me thy Secrets tell,
Dor. Me too, let me go thither:
Mcp. Or thon goeft to th’ Grange, or Mill,
Dor. If to eiter thos doff ill :
Aut. Nesiber. |
Dor. What neither?
Aut, Neftier,
Dor. Thox baft fworn my Love to de,
Mop. Ttey haft fxorn it more to me:
Trien whizher goeft? Say whither ?

Clo, We'll have this Song out anon by our felves: My
Fa-her and the Gentlemen arein {fad talk, and we’ll not trou-
b'e them : Comebringawaythy Pack after me. Wenches,
Il buy for you both: Pedlar let’s have the firft Choice;
follow me Girls.

L. And you fhall pay well for ’emn,

S0 N G.
Will you by any Tape, or Lace for yonr Cite,
My dainty Duck, my Deer-a?
£y Sitk, any Ihread, avy Toys for your Hoad
Of e newfs, and i’ f0ft Ware-a:
. Comie
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5--1
Cowse to the Pedler, Mony'’s o medler,
That doth utter all Mens Ware-a.

[Ex..Clown, Autolicus, Dorcas, and Mopfa,

Euter a Servant.

Ser. Mafter, there are three Carters, three Shepherds,
three Neat-herds, and three Swine-herds that have made.
themf{elves all Men of Hair, they call themielves Saltiers,
and they have a Dance, which the Wenches fay is a Gally-
maufry of Gambols, becaufe -they are not in’t; But they
themfelves are o’th’ mind, if it. be not too rough for
i"ori*:e, that know little but Bowling, it will pleafe plenti«
fully. -

Shep. Away; we'll none on’t; here has been too much
homely foolery already. 1 know, Sir, we weary you.

Pol, You weary thofe that refrefh us: *Pray let’s fee..
theie four-threes of Herd{men.

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, hath
danc’d -before the King; and not the worft of the three,
but jumps twelve Foot and half by th’Square.

Shep, Leave your prating; fince. thefe good Men are
pleas’d, Jet them come in, but quickly now.

Here 4 Dance of twelve Satyrs.

Pol. O Father, you'll know more of that hereafter.
Is it not too far gore? *Tis-time to part them,
He’s {imple, and tells much. How now, fair Shepherd,
Your Heart is full of fomething, that does take
Your Mind from Feafting. Sooth, when I was young,
And handed Love, as you do, I was wont
To load my She with Knacks: I would have Ranfack’d
The Pedler’s filken Treafury, and have pourd it
To her Acceptance; you have:let him.go,
And nothing marted with him. If your Lafs
Interpretation fhould abufe, and call this
Your lack of Love, or Beunty, you were ftraited
For a Reply at leaft, if yeu mote a Care
Of happy holding her.

o, Old Sir, I know
She prizes not fuch Trifles as thele are;
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The Gifts fhe looks from me, are packt and lockt
Up in my Heart, which I have given already,
But not deiiver’d. O hear me breath my Life
Refore this ancient Sir, who, it. fhould {feem
Hath fometime loy’d. I take thy Hand, this Hand,
As {oft as Dove’s Down,; and as white as ic,
Or Ethiopians Tooth, or the fann’d Snow,
That’s bolted by th’ Northern Bla#, twice o'er.
Pol. What follows this?-
How prettily the young Swain {eems to wath
The Hand, was fair before! I have put you out;
But to your Proteftation: Let me hear
What you profefs.
Flp. Do, and be witnefs to’r.
Pgl. And this my Neighbour to0?”
 Flp. And he, and more
Thea be, and Men; the Earth, and Heav’ns, and all;
That were I crown’d the moft Imperial Monarch
Thereof moft worthy; were I the faireft Youth
That ever made Eye {werve, hac Force and Knowledge
More than was ever Man's, I would not prize them
Without her Love; for her imploy them all,
Commend them, and condemn them to her Service,
Or to their owna Perdition. -
Pol, Fairly offerd.
Cam. This fhews a {ound Affe&ion,
Skep. But my Daughter,
Say you the like to him?
Per. 1 cannot {peak
So well, nothing {o well, no, nor mean be'ter,
By the Patrern of mine own Thoughts, 1 cut ot
Tte Purity of his.
Swep. Take Hands, a Bargain; )
£1d Friends unknsiva, you fhzll bear witnefs to't:
i give my Dzughter to him, and will make
Eer Portion equal his.
Flo. O, that muft be
P'ta’ Virtue of your Daughter; one being dead,
I fhall have more than vou can dream of yet,
Enough then for your Wonder: But come on,
- Contra&t
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Contraét us *fore thefe Witnefles.
Shep. Come, your Hand;
And, Daughter, yours.
Pol. Soft, Swain, a-while; ’befeech you;
Have you a Father?
Flo. 1 have; but what of him?
Pol, Knows he of this?
Flo. He neither does nor fhall.
Pol. Methinks a Father
Is at the Nuptial of his Sen, a Gueft
That beft becomes the Table: *Pray you once more;
Is not your Father grown incapable
Of reafonable Afhirs? Is he net Stupid
With Age, and aluring Rheums? "Can he {fpeak ? Hear¥
Know Man from Man ? Difpute his own Effate?
Lyes he not Bed-rid? and again, does nothing
But what be did, being Childifh?
Flo. No, good Sir;
He bas his Health, and ampler Strength indeed
Than moft have of his Age. . |
Pol. By my white Beard, .
You offer him, if this be fo, a Wrong -
Something unfilial: Reafon my Son
Should chufe-himfelf-a Wife, but as good reafon
The Father (all whofe Joy is nothing elfe
But fair Pofterity) fhould hold {fome Counfel
In {uch a Bufinefs.
Flo. 1 yield all this;
But for {fome other Reafons, my .grave Sir,
Which ’tis not fit you know, 1 not-acquaint
My Father of this Bufinefs. |
Pol. Let him know’t,
Flg. He fhall not.
Pol. Prithee let him.
Flo. No; he muit not.
Shep. Let him, my Son, he fhall no
At knowing of thy Choice,
Flr, Come, come, he muit not:
Mark our Contract. I

t-need £ grieve,

Tgf

w ra
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Pol. Mark your Divorce, young Sir, [ Difcovering bimfelf,
Whom Son I dare not cail: Thou art toobafe
To be acknowledg’d. Thou a Scepter’s Herr,
That thus affe@s a Sheep-hook? Thou old Traytor,

I am {orry that by hanging thee, I can
But fhorten thy Life one Week. And thou frefh Piece

Of excellent Witcheraft, who of torce muft know
The Royal Fool thou coap't with.

Shep. Oh my Heart!
Pol. I'll have thy Beauty fcratch’d with Briars, and made

More-homely than thy State. For thee, fond Boy,
If I may ever know thou doft but figh,
That thou no more fhalt {ee this Knack, as never
I mean thou fhalt, we'll bar thee from Succeflion,
Not hold thee of our Blood, no not our Kin,
Far than Descalien-off: Mark thou my Words;
Follow us to the Court. Thou Churl, for this time,
Tho' full of our Difpleafure, yet we free thee
From the dead blow of it: And You, Enchantment,
Worthy enough 2 Herd{man; yea him too,
Thatr makes himfelf, but for our Honour therein,
Unworthy thee ; if ever. henceforth, thon
Thefe rural Latckes to-his Bntrance open,
Or hope his-Body more, with thy Embraces,
I will devife a Death as cruel for thee,
As thou art tender to 1t. . [ Exit,
Per. Even here undone: '
I was not much afraid; for once cr twice:
I was about to {peak, aad tell him plainly,
The feif-fame Sun that fhizes vpon his Court,
Hides not his Vifage from our Cotrage, but
Locks on zlike, Wilt pleafe you, Sir, be gone? 7o Flo:
I told you what would come of thiss “Beleech you
Of your own State take cere: This Dream of mine
Being now awszke, I'll Queen it no inch farther,
Bur mitk- my Ewes, and weep.
Cam. Why how now, Fatner.
Speak €er theu dyefl.
Shep. 1 carrot fpeak, nor thipk,
Nor dare to know that wiiich [ know. O Sir, [TvFlor,
You
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You have undone a Man of fourfcore three,
That thought to fill his Grave in quiet; yea,
To die upon the Bed my Father dy’d,
To lye clofe by his honeft Bones ; but now
Some Hang-man muft put on my Shroud, and lay me
Where no Prieft thovels in Duft. Oh curfed Wretch!
[ To Perdita,
That knew’ft this was the Prince, and wouldft adventure
To mingle Faith with him. Undone, undone!
If [ might die within this Hour, I have livd ‘
To die when I defire. [Exiz..
Flo, Why look you fo upon me?
I am but forry, not afraid; delay’d,
But nothing alter’d: What T was I am; .
More ftraining on, for plucking back; not foliowing
My Leafh unwillingly.
Cam. Gractous my Lord,
You know your Father’s Temper: At this time
He will allow no Speech, which I do guefs
You do not purpofe to him; and as hardiy
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear;
Then, ’till the Fury of his Highnefs fettle,
Come not before him.
Flo. 1 not purpofe it,
I think, Capullo 2
Cam, Even he, my Lord. ,
Per. How often have I told you ’twould be thus?
How often {iid, my Dignity would laft
But ’'all ’twere known?
Fip. It cannot fail, but by
The Violation of my Faith, and then
Fet Nature crufh the fides o’th’ Earth together,
And mar the Seeds within. Lift up thy Lookst.
From my Succeflion wipe me, Father, 1
Am Heir to my Affection,
Cam. Be advis'd.
Flo. I ams -and by my Fancy, if my Reafon -
Will thereto be obedient, I have Reafon ;
If not, my Senfes, better pleas’d with Madnes,
Do bid it welcome, . -

= ayd . .

Car:
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Czar2. This is defperate, Sir.

Flo. So call it; but it does fulfil my Vow ;
¥ needs muft think it Honefty. Canullo,
Not for Bohemia, nor the Pomp that may
Be thereat gleaned; for all that the Sun {ees, or
Tte clof Farth wombs, or the profound Seas hide
In unknown Fadoms. will I break my Oath -
To this my fair Belov'd: Therefore, 1 pray you,
As you have ever been my Father’s Friend,
When he fhail mifs me, (as in faith 1 mean not
To fee him 2ny more) caft your good Couafels
Upon his Pallon 5 let my felf and Fortune |
Tuz for the time to come. 'This you may know,
And io deliver, I am put to Sea
With ker, whom here I cannot hold on Shore;
And moft opporiune to her need, 1 have;
A Veflel rides faft by, but not prepar’d
For this defign. What courfe I mean to hoid
Shall nothing benefit your Knowledge, nor
Concern me the reporting,

Cam. O my Lord,
I would your Spirit were eaficr for advice,
Or ftronger for your need.

Flo. Heark, Perdita.
I'll hear you by and by.

Cam. He's irremoveable,
Refolv’d for flight: Now twvere I happy, if
His going I could frame to ferve my turs;
Save him from danger, de him Love and Honour,
Purchafe the fight again of dear Scilia,
And that unhappy King, my Mafter, whom
1 {o much thirft to {ee. [ dfide.

Flo. Now, good Camills; |
Y am fo fraught with curious Bufinefs, that
I leave out Ceremony.

Cam. Sir, I think
You have heard of my poar Services, i'th’ love
That I bave born your Father ?

Flo. Very nobly ~
Have you deferv'd: It is my Father’s Mufick

Te
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To {peak your Deeds; not little of his Care
To have them recompenc’d, as thought on.

Cam. Well, my Lord,
If you may pleafe to think I love the King,
And through bim, what’s neareft to him, which is
Your gracious felf, embrace but my DireGion,
If your more ponderous and fetled Projeét
May {uffer Alteration: On mine Honour,
I'll point you where you fhall have fuch recciving
As fhall become your Highnefs, where you may
Enjoy your Miltrefs; from the whom, T fee,
There’s no disjuntion to be made, but by
(As Heav'ns forefend) your Ruin. Marry her,
And with my belt Eadeavours, in your Abfence,
Your difcontented Father Ill firive to qualifie,
And bring to liking.

Flo. How, Canulls, |
May this, almoft a Miracle, be done?
That | may call thee fomething more than Man;
And after that truft to thee?

Cam. Have you thought on
A place whereto you'll go?

Flo. Not any yet:
But as th’unthought-on Accident is guilty
Of what we wildly de, fo we profefs
Our felves to be the Slaves of Chance, and Flies
Of every Wind that blows. |

Cam. Then lift to me:
This follows, if you will not change your Purpofe,
But undergo this Flight; make for Siiliz.
And there prefent your felf, and your fair Princefs,
(For fe 1 fee fhe muft be) fore Leontes;
She fhall be habited, as it becomes
‘The Partner of your Bed, Methinks I {ee
Legntes opening his free Arms, and weeping
His Welcomes forth ; asks thee, the Son, forgivenels,
As ‘twere {'th’ Father’s Perfon ; kifles the Hands
Of your frefh Princels; o’er and o’er divides him,
"Twixt his Unkindnefs, and his Kindnefs: Th'ene
He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow

) Falter
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Fafter than Thought or Time,
Fio. Worthy Camullo.
What colour for my Vifitation fhall 1
Hold up befcre him?
Cam. Sent by the King your Father |
To greet him. and to give him Comforts. Sir,
The rranner of your bearing towards him, with
What you, as from your Father, {hall deler, |
Things known betwixt us three, I'll write you down,
‘Tne which {hall point you forth at every fitting
What yeu munft {ay, that he fhall not perceive,
Bus that you have your Father’s Bofom there,
And {peak ais very Heart.
Fip. I am bound to you:
There is fome Sap n this,
Cam. A courfe more promifing,
Than 2 wild Dedication of your {elves
To uapath’d Waters, undream’d Shores; muoft certain;
To Miferies enough: No hope to kelp you,
But as you fhake off one, to take another:
Nothing {o certain, as your Anchors, who
Do their beft Office, if they car but ftay you,
Wkere you'll be loath to be: Befides, you.know,
Profperity’s the very Bond of Love, |
Who{e irefh Complexion, and whofe Heart together,
Affli¢tion alters.
Per. One of thefe is true:
I think AffliGion may {ubdue the Cheek,
But not take in the Mind.
Cam. Yea, fay you {o?
There fhall not at your Fathei’s Houfe, thefz feven Years,,
Be born another {uch.
Flo. My good Camillo,
She’s as forward of her Breeding, 25-
Ske 1s 1'th’ rear o’our Birth.
Caz. 1 cannot fay, s pity
Ske lzcks Infiru&ions, fer the feems a Miftref;
To moft that teach,
Per. Your Pardon, Sir, for this.
Il biath yeu Thanks,

_—

,f:l’:
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Flo. My prettieft Perditag—
But O, the Thorns we ftand upon. Camills,
Preferver of my Father, now of me;
The Medicine of our Houfe; hew fhall we do?
We are not furnifh’'d like Bokemia’s Sen,
Nor fhall appear ig Sicily ——
Cam. My Lord,
Fear none of this: I think you know my Fortunes
Do all 1ye there: It fhall be {fo my Care
To have you Royally appointed, as if
The Scene you play were mine. For inftance, Sir,
That you may know you fhall not want; one word,

[ They talk afide.
Enter Autolicus.

Aut. Ha, ha, what a Fool Honefty is! and Truft, his
{worn Brother, a very fimple Gentleman! [ have f{old all
my Trampery; not 2 Counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon,
Glafs, Pomander, Browch, Table-book, Ballad, Knife,
Tape, Glove, Shooe-tye, Bracclet, Horn-ring to keep my
Pack from faftning:- They throng who fhould buy firft, as
if my Trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a DBene-
diction to the Buyer; by which means, I faw whofe Purfe
was beit in Pidture; and what I {aw, to my good Ule, I
remember'd. My good Clown (who wants but {fome-
thing to be a reafonable Man) grew fo in Love with the
Wenches Sorig, ‘that he would not ftir his Pettitoes *till
he had both Tune and Words, which {o drew the reft of
the Herd to me, that all their other Senfes ftuck in Ears;
you might have pinch’d a Placket, it was {enfelefs, "twas
nothing to geld a Codpicce of a Purfe; 1 would have
filed Keys off that hung in Chains: No hearing, no feel-
ing, but my Sir’s Song, and admiring the nothing of it.
So that in this time of Lethargy, I pick’d and cut moft
of their Feftiva! Purfes: And had not the old Man come
in with 2 Whoo-bub againft his Daughter, and the King’s
Son, and fcar’d my Chowghes from the Chaff, I had not
left a Purle alive in the whole Army.

Cam. Nay; but my Letters by this means being there;
So foon as you arrive, thall clear that doubt.

— g gt — — ey T —

- Fls,
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Fls. And thofe that you'll procure from King Leontes e
Cam. Shall fatisfie your Father. )
Per. Happy be you:

All that you fpeak, fhews fair.
Cam. Who bave we here?

We'll make an Inftrument of this; omit

Nothing may give us aid.
Aue. If they have over-heard me now: Why Hanging.
Czm. How now, good Fellow,

Why fhak’ft thou fo? Fear not, Man,

Here’s no harm intended to thee.

Aut. T am 2 peor Fellow, Sir.

Cam. Why, be fo ftill: Here’s no Body will fleal that
from thee; yet for the outfide of thy Poverty, we muft
make an Exchange: Therefore difcafethee inftantly, (thou
snuft think there’s a Neceflity in’t) and change Garments
with this Gentleman: Tho’ thePenny.worth, on his fide,
be the wrorit, yer hold thee, there’s fome boot.

Ast. I am a poor Fellow, Sir; I know ye well e-
aough.

Cam. Nzy, pritheedifpach; the Gentleman is half flead
Teady.
 Ant. Are vou in ezrneft, Sir? I {mell the Trick on’t.

Flo. Difpatch, I prizhee.

Aut, Indeed I have hadearneft, but I cannot with Con-
{-ience take it '

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckie.
Fortunate Miftrefs, (let my Prophecy
Come home to ve,) you muft retire yonr felf
Into fome Covert; take your Sweet-heart’s Hat
And pluck it o'er your Brows, muffle your Face,
Difmantle you, and, as you can, diflixen
The Trath of your own feeming, that you may
(For I do fear Ey=s over you) to Ship-board
Get uncelcryd.

Per, 1 {ec the Piay fo lyes,
That I muft bear a Part.

Cam. No remedy——
Have you doue there?

¥,
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Flp. Should I now meet my Father,
He would not call me Son.
Cam. Nay, you (hall have no Hat:
Come Lady, come: Farewel, my Friend.
Ant. Adieun, Sir.
Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot?

Pray you a Word.

Cam. What I do next, fhall be to tell the King [ 4jide.

Of this Efcape, and whither they-are bound:

Wherein my Hope is, I fhall {o prevail

To force him after; in whofe Company

I thall review Sicilia; for whofe fight,

I have a Woman’s Longing.

Flp. Fortune {peed us.

Thus we fet on, Camills, to th’Seafide. [Ex. Flo. ¢4 Per.
Cam. The {wifter {peed, the better. [Exit,
Aut. T underftand the Bufinefs, 1 hear it: To have an

open Ear, a quick Eye, and 2 nimble Hand, is neceffary for

a Cut-purie; a good Nole is requifite alfo, to {mell out

work for th’other Senfes. I fee this is the Time that the

unjuft Man doththrive. What an Exchange had thisbeen,
without boot ? What a boot is here, with this exchange ?
$ure the Gods do this Year connive at us, and we may do
any thing extempore. The Prince himfelf is about a piece
of Iniquity, ftealing away from his Father, with his Clog
at his Heels. If I thought it were a piece of honefty to
acquaint the King withal, I would not do’t: I hold it
the more Knavery to conceal it; and therein am ] con-
ftant to my Profeffion.

Enter Clown and Shepherd.

Afide, afide, here’s more matter for a hot Brain; Every

Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Seffion, Hanging, yields a

careful Man work. |
Clp. See, {fee; what a Man you are now? There is no

other way, but to tell the King {he’s a Changling, and

none of your Fleth and Blood,
Shep. Nay, but hear me,
Clo. Nay, but hear m2,
Swep. Go ta then,

Cis.
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Cls. She being none of your Fleth and Blood, your Flefh
and Blood nas not offended the King, 2nd {o your Flefhand
Blocd 1s not 1o be punifl’d-by him. Shew thofe things you
found abour her zhole fecret Things, all but what the has
wizh her; this being done, let the Law go whiftle; I
warrant yeu.

Shep. 1 will tell the King all, every Word, yea, and his
Son’s pranks too; who, I may fay, is no honeft Man nei-
ther to his Father, nor to me, to go.about to make me
the King’s Brother-in-Law.

Clo. Indeed Brother-in-Law was the fartheft off you
could have been to him, and then your Bloud had been
the dearer by I know how much an Ounce.

Aut, Very wilely, Puppies. [ Afide,

Shep. Well; let us to the King; there isthatin this Far-
thel will make him {crarch his Beard.

Aut, 1 know not whatImpediment this Complaint may
be to the flisht of my Mafler.

Cio. *Pray heartily he be at the Palace.

4ut. Tho' 1 am rot naturally honeft, 1 am fo fome-
times by chance: Let me pocket up my Pedlers Excre-
ment. How now, Ruftiques, whither are you bound ?

Shep. To th’ Palace, 2nd it like your Worlhip.

Aut. Your Affairs there? What? with whom ? the Con-
dition of that Farthej? the Piace of your Dwelling? your
Names? vour Age? of what having? breeding, and any
thing that is ficting for te be known, difcover?

Clp. We are but plain Fellows, Sir.

Aut, A Lie; you are rough and hairy; let me have ne
lying; it tecomes none but Tradelmen, and they often
give us, Soldiers, the Lie, but we pay them for st with
fiamped Coin, cot flabbing Steel, therefore they do not
give s tne Lie.

C:o. Your *Worfhip had like to have given us one; if you
.had rot taken your felf with the manner,

Shey. are yeua Courtier, and like you, Sir?

Aut, Waether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier,
Sea{t thos not the Alr of the Court 1n thefe Erfoldin 75 2
Hath not my Gate in it the Meafure of the Court? receives
rot thy Nefe Court-Odcur from me? Refle¢t I not on

| thy
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thy Bafenefs, Court-Contempt? Think’lt thou, for that I
infinuate, or toaze from thee thy Bufinefs, Iam therefore
no Courtier? 1 am Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that will
either pufh-on, or puth back, thy bufinefs there, where-
upon command thee to open thy Affair.

Shep, My Bufinefs, Sir, is to the King.

Ant. What Advocate haft thou to him?

Shep. 1 know not, and’t like you. -

Clo. Advocate’s the Court-word for a Pheazant; fay
you have none. -

Shep. None, Sir; I have no Pheafant Cock, nor Hen.

Ayt, How blefled are we, that are not imple Men!
Yet Nature might have made me as thele are,
Therefore I will net difdain.

Clo. This cannot be but a great Courtier.

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wears them not
hand{omly.

Clo. He feems to be the more Noble in being fantagi-
cal; a great Man, I'll warrant; [ know by the picking
en’s Tecth,

Aut. The Farthel there; what’s I'th Farthe] 2
Wherefore that Box?

Shep. Sir,therelyesfuch Secrets in this Farthel and Box,
which none muft know but the King, and which he {hali
know within this Heur,if I may cometo th’Speech of him.

Aut. Age, thou haft loft thy Labour.

Snep. Why Sir?

Ant. The King is not at the Pelace, he 15 gone aboard
snew Ship to purge Melancholy, and air himlelt; for if
thou be’ft capable of things ferious, thou muft know the
King 15 full of Grief.

Shep. So ’tis faid, Sir, about his Son that ftould hive
married a Shepherd’s Daughter.

Aut, 1f that Shepherd be not in Hand-faft, let him fly;
the Curfes he {hall have, the Tortures he fhall feel, will
break the Back of Man, the Heart of Montfter. -

Clp. Think you fo, Sir?

Aut. Not healone fhall {uffer what Wit can make heavy,
and Vengeance bitter; but thole that are Germain to him,
tho’ remov’d fifty times, fhallall come under the Hangman;
~ Vor, L G which,
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which, the’ it be great Pity, yet it is neceffary. An old
Sheep-whiftling Rogue, a Ram-tender, to offer to have
his Daughter come into Grace? Some fay he fhall be
fion’d ; but that Deathis too foft for him, fay I: Draw
our Throne into a Sheep-Coat? All Deaths are too few,
the fharpefl too eafie.

Clo. Hasthe old Man €’er a Son, Sir; do you hear,
and’t like yon, Sir? |

Ant, He has a Son, who fhall be flay'd alive, then
*nointed over with Heney, fet on the Head of a Walp’s
Neft, then ftand ’till ke be three Quarters and a Dram
dezd; then recoverd again with 4gua-vite, or fome o-
ther hot Infufien; then, raw as he is, (and in the hottelt
Day Prognoftication proclaims) fhall he be fet againt a
Brick-Wall, the Sun looking with a Southward Eye upon
him, where he 1s to behold him, with Flies blown to
Death. But what talk we of thefe Traitorly-Raicals,
whofe Miferies are to be {mil'd at, their Offences teiugfo
capital? Tell me, (for you feem to be honeft plain Men)
what you have to the King; being fomething gently con-
fider’d, I’ll bring you where he is aboard, tender your
Perfons to his Prefence, whifper him in your behalf; and
if it be in Man, befides the King, to eftect your Suits,here
is a Man fhsll do 1.

Clo. He {eems tobe of great Authority; clofe with him,
oive him Gold; and though Authority be a ftubborn Bear,
yet he is oft led by the Nofe with Gold; thew the Infide
of your Purfe to the outfide of his Hand, and no more a-
cc. Remember fton’d and flay'd alive.

Shap. And’t pleafe you, Sir, to undertake the Bufinefs
for us, here is that Gold I have; [I'll make it as much
more, and leave this young Man in Pawn ’till I brire it
yor.

Aut. After 1 have done what I promifed?

Swep. Ay, Sir.

Aut. Well, give me the Moiety. Are youa Party in
this Bufinefs?

Clo. In fome fort, Sir; but tho’ my Cafe be a pitiful
ene. 1 bope 1 fhzll not be flay'd out of it.

Aut. Oh that’s the Cale of the Shepherd’s Son; hang
him, ke’ll be made an Example. |

Clp.
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Cls, Comfort, good Comfort; we muft to the King,
and fhew our firange Sights; he muft know ’tis none of
your Daughter nor my Sifter, we are gone elfe.  Sir, I
will give you as much as this old Man does, when the
Bufinefs is perform’d, and remain, as he fays, your Pawn
till it be brought you.

Aut. 1 will truft you, walk before toward the Sea-(ide,

oo on the right Hand, I will but look upon the Hedge,
and follow you.

Clo. We are blefs'd in this Man, as I may fay, even
blefs’d.

Shep. Let’s before, as he bids us; he was provided to
de us good. [ Exeunt Shep. and Clown,

Ant, 11 had a Mind to be honeft, I fee Fortune would
not fuffer me; fhe drops Booties in my Mouth, Iam
courted now with a double Occafion: Gold, and 3 Means
to do.the Prince my Mafter good; which, who knows
how that may turn back te my Advancement? I willbring
thefe two Moals, thefe blind ones, aboard him; if he think
it fit to Shoar them again, and that the Complaint they
have to the King concerns him nothing, let him call me
Rogue, for being fo far officiaus, for 1 am Proof againft
that Title, and what Shame elfe belongs to’t: To him

will I prefentthem, there may be Matterinit. [Exit,

ACT V. SCENE LI

Euter Leontes, Cleomines, Dion, Paulina, and Servants,

Cleo. C IR, you have done enough, and have perform’d
A Saint-like Sorrow: No Fault could youmake,

Which you have not redeem’d ; indeed pay’d down

More Penitence, than done Trefpals. At the laft

Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil

With them, forgive your {elf, o

* Leo, Whilft I remember

G2 Her
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Her and her Virtues, I cannot forget

My Blemifhes in them, and {o fiill think of
The Wrong I did my {elf; which was {o much,
That Heir-lefs it hath made my Kingdom, and
Deftroy’d the {weet’ft Companion that €’er Man

Bred his Hopes out of, true.

Pau. Too true, my Lord,
1f one by one you wedded all the World, J

Or from the All that are, took fomething good,
To make a perfet Woman; fhe you kill'd,
‘Would be unparallel’d.

Leo. I think fo. Kill'd?
She I kilPd? 1 did {o, bot thou ftril’ft me
Sorely, to fay I did; It is as bitter
Upon thy Tergue, as in my Thought. Now, good now,
Say {o but {eldom.

Cleo. Not at all, good Lady;
You might have {poken a thoufand things, that would
Have done the time more Beaefit, and grac’d
‘Your Kindnels better.

Paz. You are one of thole,
Would have him wed agzin.

Dio. If you weuld not {o,
¥ou pity not the State, nor the Remembrance
Of his moft Soveraign Name; Confider little,
V/hat Dangers, by his Highnels fail of 1ffue,
May drop upon his Kingdom, and devour :
incertain Jookers on. What were more holy,
Than te rejoice the former Queen is well?
YWhat kolier, than for Royalties repair,
For prefent Comfort, and for future Good,
To blefs the Bed of Majefty again
With a fweet Fellow to't?
~ Paw. There is none worthy,
(Refpecting her that’s gone) Befides, the Gods
Wil hace ulfil’d their iecret Purpofes:
For has nor the divine Apollo {aid,
{5t not toe Tenor of his Cracle,
*That Ring Lecntes {hall not nave an Herr,
Till his loft Child be found? Which, that it fhall,’

£



The WiINTERS TALE., 143

- Is all 2s monftrous to our humane Reafon,

- As my Autigonss to break his Grave,

- And come again to me; who, on my Life,

* Did perifh with the Infant. ’Tis your Counci,

- My Lord fhould to the Heav'ns be contrary,

- Oppofe againft their Wills. Care not for Iflue,

" The Crown will find an Heir. Great .Alexandey

Left his to th® Worthieft; fo his Succefior

~ Was like to be the beft.

Leo, Good Paulina,

~ Who haft the Memory of Herimione

I know in Honour: O, that ever 1

- Had {quar'd me to thy Council; then, even now

I might have look’d upon my Queen’s full Eyes,

- Bave taken Treafure from her Lips.

Pau. And left them

* More rich, for what they yielded:

e o T mm ol S n oa o mEm Lmam = — — e~

Leo. Thou fpeak’ft Truth:
No more fuch Wives therefore no Wife; one worfe,
And better us’d, would make her fainted Spirit,
Again poflefs her Cerps, and on this Stage,
(Where we Offenders now appear) Soul-vext,
And begin, why to me?
Pau. Had fhe fuch Power,
She had juft Caufe.
Les. She had, and would incenfe me-
To murther her I married;
Pap. 1 fhould fo:
Were I the Ghoft that wak’d, I'd bid you marie
Her Eye, and tell me for what dull part in’t
You chofe her; then I'd fhriek, that even your Ears
Should rift to hear me, and the Words that follow'd,
Should be, Remember mine,
- Lep. Stars, Stars,
And all Eyes elfe, dead Coals: fear thou no Wife:
I’ll have no Wife, Paulina.
Pagn., Will you fwear
Never to marry, but by my free Leave?
Leo. Never, Paulina, fo be blels’d my Spirit.
Pan. Then, good my Lords, bear Witnefs to his Oazhi
G 3 o Ces”
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Cles. You tempt him over-much.

Pan. Unlefs another.,
As like Hermione as is her Pifture,
Affront his Eye,

Cles. Good Madam, pray have done.

Pay. Yetif my Lordjwill marry; if you will, Sir;
No Remedy, but you will; give me the Office
To chufe you a Queen ; fhe fhall not be {o young
As was your former; but fhe fhall be fuch,
As, walk’d your firft Queen’s Ghoft, it fhovld take Joj
To {ee her in your Arms. . '

Les. My true Pasnling,
We {hali not marry, ’ull thou bidft us,

Pazt, That
Shall be, when your firlt Queen’s again in Breath:
Never 'nll then.

Enter g Servant,

Ser. One that gives out himfelf Prince Florizel,
San of Prlixeses, with his Princefs (fhe
Tre raivelt I have yet beheld) defires Accefs
To yeur hien Prefence.

Leo. Wkat with him? He comes not
Like ro his Father’s Greatnefs; his Approach
So out of Circumftance, and {fudden, tells us,
"Iis nota Viirration fram’d, but forc’d
by need and accident, What Train?

Ser. But few,
And thofe but meas.

Leo. His Princefs, fay you, with him?
. Ser. Yes; the moft peerlefs piece of Earth, I think,
That e’er the Sun fhone bright on.

Pas. Oh Hermione,
As every prefent Time doth boaft it felf -
Above 3 better, gone; fo muft thy Grave
Give way to what’s feen now. Sir, you your {elf
Have {aid, and writ {o; but your writing now
Is colder than that Theam; fhe had not been,
Nor was not to be equall’d; thus your Verfe
Flow'd with her Beaury once, ’tis fhrewdly ebb'd,
To {ay you have feen a better.

Ser.



The WiNTER’s TALE., 15X

Ser. Pardon, Madam;
The one 1 have almoft forgot, (your Pardon)
The other, when fhe has obtain’d your Eye,
Will have your Tongue too. This is a Creature,
Would fhe begin a Sect, might quench the Zeal
Of all Profeflors elfe, make Profelites
Of who fhe but bid follow.

Pay, FHow? not Women ?

Ser. Women will love her, that fhe is 2 Woman

More worth than any Man: Men, that fhe is
The rareft of all Women.

Leo. Go, Cleomines
Your felf (aflifted with your honour’d Friends)

Bring them to our Embracement, Still ’tis ftrange
He thus fhould fteal upon us. [ Exis Cleo.
Pay. Had our Prince
(Jewel of Children) feen this Hour, he had pair'd
Well with this Lord; there was not 2 full Month
Retween their Birthe, |
Les. Prethee no more; ceafe; thou know'ft
He dies to me again, when talk’d of: Sure
Whea I fhall fee this Gentleman, thy Speeches
Wil bring me to confider that, which may
Unfurnifh me of Reafon. They are come.

Enter Florize!, Perdita, Cleomines, and sthers,
vour Mother was moft true to Wedlock, Prince,
For fhe did print your Royal Fathcr of],
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty one,

Your Father’s Image is fo hit in you,

His very Air, that | (hould call you Brother,

As 1 did him, and {peak of fomething wildly
By us perform’d before. Moft dearly welcomg,
And your fair Princefs, Goddefs, oh! alas!
I loft a Couple, that ’twixt Heav'n and Earth
Might thus have ftood, begetting Wonder, as
You, gracious Couple do; and then 1 loft,

(All mine own Folly) the Society,

Amity too of your brave Father, whom

(The’ bearing Mifery) I defire my Life

Once more to look on him.

G 4 Flo.
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Flo. By bis Command
Have I bere touch’d Siciliz, and from him
Gire you all Greetinge, that a King, as Friend,
Can {end bis Brother; and but Infirmity,
Which waits upon worn times, hath fomething feiz’d
His wifh'd Abilicy, he had himfelf
The Lands and Waters "twixt year Throne and his
Mezfur'd, to look upon you, whom he loves,
He bad me fay fo, more than all the Scepters,
And thofe that bear them, living.
L2o. Oh my Brother! |
Good Gentleman, the Wrengs 1 have done thee, fiy
Afrefh within. me; and thefe thy Offices,
So rarely kind, are as Interpreters
Of my bebind-hand Slacknefs, Welcome hither,
As is the Spring to th’Earth, And hath he too
Exros’d this Paragen to th’ fearful Ulfage,
{ At lzaft ungentle) of the dreadful Neprane,
To oreer 2 Mzn, not worth her Pains; much lefs,
Th’ Adiertare of her Perfor?
Fls. Gooa my Lord.
Ske came from Lyoia.
Leo. Where the warlike Smalus,
"That noble honour'd Lord, is fear'd, and lov'd?
Flo. Moft Royal Sir,
From thence; from him, whofe Daughter
His Tears proclaim’d his parting with her; thence
(A profperous South-Wind friendly) we have crofs'd;
To execute the Charge my Father gave me,
For vifiting your Bighnefs; my beft Train
I have from your Sicilian Shores difmifs'd,
‘Who for Bskemia bend, to fignifie
Not only my Succefs in Lybia, Sir,
" But my Arrival, and my Wife’s, in Safety
Here, where we are.
Les. The Blefled Gods
Purge all Infe@ion from our Air, whilft you
Do Climate here; you have 2 holy Father,
A graceful Gentleman, agaiaft whofe Perfon, -
So facred as it is, I have done Sin; T
' For
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For which the Heavens, taking angry Note,
Have left me Iffue-lefs; and your Father’s blefs’d,
As he from Heaven merits 1t, with you,
Worthy his Goodnefs. What might I have been,
Might I a Son and Daughter now have lookd on,
Such goodly things as you?

Enter 4 Lord.:

Lord. Moft noble Sir,

That which I fhall report will bear no Credit,
Were not the Proof {o nigh.. Pleafe you, great Sir, .
Bohemia greets you from-himfelf, by me;

Deiires you'to attach his Son, who has

His Dignity and Duty both caft off,

Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with

A Shepherd’s Daughter.

Leo. Wherc’s Bobemia ! {peak.

Lord.. Here'in your City; 1 now came from him,
I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes
My Marvel, and my Meflage: To your Gourt
Whilft he was haftping, in the Chafe, it {eems,

Of this fair Couple, meets he on the way

The Father of this feeming Lady, and

Her Brother, having both their Country quitted,
With this young Prince.

Flo. Camillo has betray’d me,
Whefe Honour, and whofe Honefty, *till now,
FEndur’d all Weathess.

Lord. Lay’t {o to his Charge;
He's wath che King your Father.

Leo. Who? Camillo?

Lord. Camillo, Sir, I {pake with him, who now-
Has thefe peor Men in Queftion. Never faw 1
Wretches {o quake; they kneel, they kils the Barth |
Forfwear themfelves as often as they fpeak :
Bohemia fops his Ears, and threatens them
With divers Deaths, in Death.

Per. Oh my poor Father, *

The Heav'n fes Spies upon us, will not haye
Our Contraét celebrated. T
Leo, You are marry’d ¢
T g

vy
o
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Flo. We are uot, Sir, nor are we like to be;
The Stars, I fee, will kifs the Valleys firft;
‘The odds for high and low’s alike.

Leo. My Lord,
Is this the Daughter of a King?

Flp. She is,
When once fhe is my Wife.

Leo. That once, I {ee, by your good Father’s Speed,
Will come on very flowly. Iam forry,
Moft forry, you have broken from his Liking;
Where you were ty'd in Duty; and as {forry
Your Choice is not fo rich in Worth as Beauty,
That you might well enjoy her.

Flo. Dear, look up;
Though Fortuse, vifible an Enemy,
Should chafe us, with my Father; Power no Jot
Hath fhe to change our Loves. Befeech you, Sir,
Remember fince you ow’d no more to Time
Than 1 do now; with Thought of fuch Aftections,
Step forth mine Advocate; at your Requeft,
My Father will grant precious Things, as Triffes.

Leo. Would he do fo, 1'd beg your precious Miftrefs,
Which he counts but a Trifle.

Pan. Sir, my Liege,
Your Eye hath too much Youth in’t; not a Month
*Fore your Queen dy'd, fhe was more worth fuch Gazes
"Than what you look on now.

Les, 1 thought of her,
Even in thefe Looks I made, But your Petition
Is yet unanfwer’d; I will to your Father;
Ycur Honour not o’erthrown by your Dxfires,
1 2m Friend to them, and you; upon which Errand
I now go toward him, therefore follow me,

And mark what way I make: Come, good my Lord.
f [EJL'E#??#

SCENE IL

Enter Autolicus, and a Gentleman,

Aut. Belcech you, Sir, were you prefent at this Rela_
tica : 1 Genrt.
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1 Gent. I was by at the opening of the Fardel, heard
the old Shepherd deliver the Manner how he found it;
whercupon, after a little Amazednefs, we were all com-
manded out of the Chamber; only this, me-thought, 1
heard the Shepherd fay, he found the Child.

Aut. 1 would moft gladly know the Iflue of it.

1 Gent. I make a broken Delivery of the Bufinefs; but
the Changes I perceived in the King and Camillo, were ve-
ry Notes of Admiration; they feem’dalmoft, with ftaring
on one another, to tear the Cafes of their Eyes. There
was Speech in their Dumbnefs, Language in their very Ge-
fture; they look’d asif they had heard of a World ranfom’d,
or cne deftroy’d; a notable Pafiion of Wonder appear’d
in them; but the wifeft Beholder, that knew no more
but {feeing, could not fay, if th’ Importance were Joy, or
Sorrow ; but in the Extremity of the one, it muft needs

be.

Enter another Gentleman.
Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knows more
The News, Rogero.

» Genz. Nothing but Bonfires: The Oracle is fulfill’d;
the King’s Daughter is found; {uch a deal of Wonder is
broken out withinthis Hour, that Ballad-makerscannotbe
able to exprefs it.

Enter another Gentleman.
Here comes the Lady Panlina’s Steward, he can deliver
you more. How goes it now, Sir? This News which 1s
call'd true, i5 {o like an old "Tale, that the Verity of it is
in ftrong Sulpicion; has the King found his Heir ?

3 Gent, Molt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by
Circumftance: That which you hear, youlll {wear you
{ee, there is fuch Unity in the Proofs. The Mantle
of Queen Hermione; her Jewel about the Neck of it;
the Letters of Antigonns found with it, which they know
to be his Chara&er; the Majelty of the Creature, in Re-
{emblance of the Mother; the Affe@ion of Noblenefs,
which Nature fhews above her Preeding, and many o-
ther Evidences proclaim her with all Certainty to be
the King’s Daughter, Did you fee the Meeting of thetwo
Kings?
2 Gent,



56 The WINTER’S TALE.

2 Geyt. No. *

3 Gento Then have you loft a Sight which was to be
feen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have be-
held one Joy crown another, fo and in fuch manner, that
it feem’d Sorrow wept to take leave of them. for their
Joy waded in Tears. There was cafting up of Eyes, hol-
ding up of Hinds, with Counterance of fuch Diftraclion,
that they were to be known by Garment, not by Favour.
Our King being ready to leap out of himfelf, for Joy ot
his found Daughter; as if that Joy were now become a
Lofs, cries, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother! then asks
Bohemia Forgivenefs; thenembraces hisSon-in-Law; then
again worries he his Daughter, with clipping her. Now
he thanks the old Skepherd, who ftands by, like a Wea-
ther-beaten Conduit of many Kings Reigns. 1 never
keard of fuch another Encounter, which lames Report
to follow it, and undoes Defcription to do ir.

2 Gent. What pray you, became of Antigonus, that car-
7y d lience the Child?

3 Gent. Like an old Tale fiill, which will have Matters
10 rehearfe, tho’Credit beafleep, and not an Ear open; he
®73s torn to pieces with a Bear; this avouches the Shep-
kerd’sSon, who has not only his Innocence, which feems
much, to julkfie him, bu: a Handkerchief and Rings of
his, that Pazling knows.

1 Gent, What became of his Bark, and his Follow-
€157

3 Gant. Wrackt the fame Inftant of pheir Mafter's
Death, and in the View of the Shepherd; fo that ail the
Inftruments which aided to expofe the Child, were cven
then loft, when iz was found. Bu: oh the noble Combat,
that twixt Jov and Sorrow wras fought in Fauling. She
fzd one Eye declin’d for the Lofs of her Husband, anc-
ther elevated that the Oracle was 213iPd. She lifted the
Princefs from the Ear:h, znd {o locks her in embracing,
as 17 fhe would ria her to her Heart, that {he might no
more be 1 dzager of lofing.

1 Gens. The Dignity of this AG was worth the Au-

ace of Kings and Princes, for by fuch was it adted.

3 Gents
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" '3 Gent. One of the prettieft Touches of all, and that
which angled for mine Eyes, caught the Water, though
not the Fifh, was, when at" the Relation of the Queen’s
Death, with the manner how fhe came to-it, bravely con-
fefs’d, and lamented by the King, hew Attentivenefs
wounded his Daughter, ’till, from one-Sign of Dolour to
another, fhe did, with an 4las, I would fain fay, bleed
Tears; for I am {ure, my Heart wept Blood.. Who was
moft marble there, changed Colour; fome {ivounded, all
forrowed ; if all the World could.have feen’t, the Woe had
been univerfal.

r Gent. Are they returned to the Court >

2 Gent. No. The Princefs hearing of her Mother’s Sta-
tue, which is in the keeping of Pauling, a Piece many
Years in doing: and now newly perform’d by that rare I
talian Mafter, Fulio Romano, who, had he himfelf Eterni-
ty, and could put breath-into his Work, would beguile
Nature of her Cuftom, fo perfectly he is her Ape. He fo
near to Hermione, hath done Hermrone, that they {ay one
would fpeak to her, and fland in hope of Anfwer, Thi-
ther, with all greedinefs of AficClion, are they. gone, and
there they intend to fup.

2 Gent, 1 thought fhe had fome great Matter there in
Hand, for fhe hathrprivately twice or thrice 2 Day, ever
fince the Death of Hermione, vilited that remeved Houfe.
Shall we thither, and with our Company. piece the Rejoy-
cing? :

Ig Gent. Who would be thence, that has the benefit of
accefs? Every wink of an Eye. fome new Grace will be
born: Our abfence makes us unthrifty to eur Knowledge.
Let’s along. [ Exennt,
. Ant, Now, had not I the dafth of my former Life in
me, would Perferment drop on my Head. [ brought
the old Man and his Son aboard the Prince; told him. {
heard them talk of a Farthel, and 1 know not what; but
he at that time, over-fond of the Shepherd’s Daughier
(fo he then took her to be) who began to be much
Sea-fick, and himfelf little better, extremity of Weatner
continuing, this Myflery remained uandilcoverd. But
tis all one to me; for had I been the finder cut of this
T * - T Secret,
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Secret, it would not have relif'd among my other Dif-
eredits -
Enter Shepherd and Clown.

Here come thofe I have done good to againft my Will,

and already appearing in the Blofloms of their Fortune.

Shep. Come Boy, 1 am paft more Children; but thy
Sons and Daughters will be all Gentlemen born,

Clo. You are well met, Sir; you denied to fight with me
this other day, becaufe I was no Gentleman born: See you
thefe Cloaths? fay you {ee them not, and think me flill no
Gentleman born. You were beft {ay thefe Robes are not
Gentlemen born. Give me the Lie; do, and try whether
I am not now a Gentleman born.

Ant, | know you are now, Sir, a Gentleman born.

Clo. Ay, and have been {o any time thefe four Hours.

Shep. And fo have I, Boy..

Clo. So you have; but I was a Gentleman born before
mv Father: for the King’s Son took me by the Hand, and
cald me Brother; and then the two Kings calld my Fa-
ther, Brother; and then the Prince my Brother, and the
Princefs my Sifter called my Father, Father, and {o we
wept; 2nd there was the firft Gentleman-like Tears that
ever e {hed.

Soep. We may live, Son, to thed many more.

Ci. Ay, or eife “twere hard Luck, being 1 {o prepo-
ftercus Eftate as we are.

Azt 1 humbly befeech you, Sir, to pardon me all the
Fzults | have committed to your Worfhip, and to give me
vour goed Report to the Prince, my Mafter.

Skep. 'Prithee Son do; for we muit be gentle, now we

are Gentlemen.
Clo. Thou wilt amend thy Life?

© Aut. Ay, and it like your good Worfhip.
Cl. Give me thy Hand; 1 will {wear to the Prince,

thou art as boneft a true Fellow as any s in Bobemia.
Step. Yeu may fay it, but not {wrear it.
C’s. Not {wear it, cow I am a Gentleman? Les Boors
and Frapkline fay it, Ill {wear 1t.
Shep. How if it be falie, Son?

Cly
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Clo. If it be nc’er fo falle, 2 true Gentleman may
fovear it in the behalf of his Friend: And I'll fwear to the
Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy Hands, and that
thou wilt not be drunk; but I know thou art no tall Fel.
fow of thy Hands and that thou wilt be drunk; but IIl

fwear it, and I would thou wouldft be 2 tall Fellow of
thy Hands. |

Aut. 1 will prove fo, Sir, to my Power,

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall Fellow ; if I do not
wonder how thou dar’ft venture to be drunk, not being a
tall Fellow, truft me not. Hark, the Kings and the Princes,
our Kindred, are going to {ee the Queen’s PiCture. Come
follow us: We'll be thy good Matter. [ Exennt,

SCENE IIL

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, Camillo, Paulina,
Lords and Attendants.

Leo. O grave and good Pasuling, the great Comfort
That I have had of thee!

Pan. What, Sovereign Sir,
I did not well, I meant well; all my Services
You have paid home. Bat that you have vouchfaf'd
With your crown’d Brother, and thefe your contratted
Heirs of your Kingdoms, my poor Heufe to vifit,
It is a Surplus of your Grace, which never
My Life may laft to anfwer.,

Leo. O Pasulina,
We honour you with trouble; but we came
To {ee the Sratue of our Queen. Your Gallery
Have we pafs'd through, not without much content,
In many Singularities; but we faw not ‘

That which my Daughter came to look upon,
The Statue of her Mother.

Pan. As fhe livid Peerlefs,
So her dead likenefs I do well believe
Excels what ever yet you look’d upon,
Or Hand of Man hath done; therefore I keep it
Lovely, apart. But here it is; prepare
To fec the Life as lively mock’d, as ever

Stil)
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Still Sleep mock’d Death; behold, and fay *tis well.

[Paulina draws a Curtain, and difcovers Hermione fland.
ing like a Statne:

I like your Silence, it the more fhews off

Your wonder; but yet {peak, firft you, my Liege,

Comes it not {omething near?
Les. Her natural Pofture.

Chide me, dear Stone, that I may {ay indeed

Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art fhe,

In thy not chiding; for fhe was as tender

As Infancy, and Grace. But yet, Panlima,
Hermione was not {o much wrinkled, nothing-

'So aged as this feems.
Pol. Oh, not by much.
Pau. So much the more our Carvers excellence;

Which lets go by {ome fixteen Years, and makes her

As fhe liv'd now.
Leo. As now fhe might have done,
So much to my good Comfort, as it is
Now piercing to my Soul. Oh, thus fhe fiood;

Evea with fuch Life of Majelty, warm Life,
As now it coldly ftands, when firft I woo’d her.
1 am atham’d; do’s not the Stene rebuke me,
For being more Stone than it? Oh Royal Piece;
There’s Mazick in thy Majefty, which has
My Evils conjur’d to remembrance; and
From thy admiring Daughter took the Spirits,
Standing like Stone with. thee, :

Per. And give me leave, '
And do no- ay ‘us Superftition, that
1 kneel, and thea implore her Bleffing, Lady,
Dyear Queen, that ended when I but began,

Giva me thit Hand of yours to kifs
Pqn. O, Patience;
The Sratue is bur newly fix’d; the Colour’s

4 0BC 524
ot dry.

Cam. &y Lord, your Sorrow was too fore aid on:
Which fivieen Winters cannot blow away, .~

abi s
Sc many Summers dry, {carce any foy,
Did ever o long live; no Serrovy,
| Fut
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But kill'd it felf much fooner:
Pol. Dear, my Brother, |
Let him that was the Caufe of this, have power
To take off fo much Grief frem you, as he
Will piece up in himfelf.
Pan. Indeed, my Lord,
1f 1 had thought the Sight of my poor Image
Would thus have wrought you, for the Stone is mine,
I'd not have fhew’d you it.,
Leo, Do not draw the Curtain.
Pau. No longer fhall you gaze on’t, left your Fancy
May think anon, it moves,
Leo. Let be, let be:
Would 1 were dead, but that methinks already ——
What was he that did make it? See, my Lord,
Would you not deem it breath’d; And that thofe Veins
Did verily bear Blood ? T
Pol, Mafterly done.
The very Life feems warm upon her Lip.
Leo. The fixture of her Eye has motion in’t,
As we were mock’d with Art, |
Pau. Pl draw the Curtain.
My Lord’s almoft {o far tranfported, that
He'll think anon it lives.
Les. Oh fweet Paulina,
Make me to think fo twenty Years together:
No fettled Senfes of the World can match
_ 'The Pleafure of that madnefs. Let’t alone.
Pan. 1 am forry, Sir, I have thus far flirr'd you; buf
I could affli¢t you further. -
Leo. Do Paulina s
For this Afi&ion .has a Tafle as {weet
As any cordial Comfort. Still methinks
There 15 an Air comes from her. What fine Chizzel
Could ever yet cut Breath? Let no Man mock me,
For I will kifs her.
Pau. Good my Lord forbear,
The ruddinefs upon her Lip is wet;
You'll marr it, if you kifs it ; ftain your own
With olly Painting; fall I dravs the Curtaa

—— e o s em

‘

Lea.
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Les. No, not thefe twenty Years.
Fer. So long could 1
Stand by, a2 Looker on.
Pay. Either forbear,
Quit prefently the Chappel, or refolve you
For more amazement; if you can behold it,
T’ll make the Statue move indeed; defcend,
And take you by the Hand: but then you'll think,
Which I prozeft zgainfk, Izm affifted
By wicked Powrers.
Leo. What you can make her do,
I am content to look on; what to {pezk,
T am content to hear; for ’tis as eafie
To make her {pezk. as move.
Pau. 1t 1s requird
You do awake your Faith, then all ftand fill.
On; thofe that think it is unlawful Bufinefs
I am zbout, let them depart.
Lee. Proceed;
No Foot fbzll fiir. |
Pan. Mufick; awake her: Strike, [ Mufick,
>Tis time, deftend; be S:one no more; approach,
Strike all that look upon with Marvel. Come,
I’ll fill your Grave up: fiir, nay come away:
Bequeath to Death your Numbnefs; for fram him

Dear Life redeems you; you perceive fhe ftirs,
[Hermione comes dowi,
Start not, her Aétions fhall be holy, as
You hear my Spellis lawful; do not fhun her,
Uniil you fee her die agzin, for then
You kill her double. Nay, prefent your Hand;
When fhe was young, you woo’'d her; now in Age,
Is fhe become the Suitor.
L:. Oh fhe’s warm, [ Embracing bey,
If this be Magick, let it be an Art
Lawful as Eating.
Pol. She embraces him.
Cam. She hangs about his Neck,
If the pertain to Life, let her {peak too.

Pol,
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Pol. Ay, and make it manifeft where fhe has livid,
Or how ftol'n from the dead?
Pan. That fhe is living,
Were it but told you, fhould be hooted at
Like an old Tale; but it appears fhe lives,
Tho’ yet fhe fpeak not., Mark a little while.
Pleafe you to interpofe, fair Madam, kneel,

- And pray your Mother’s Blefling ; turn good Lady,

-

Our Perdita is found. [Prefenting Perdita, who kneels to Herms
Her. You Gods look down,
And from your facred Viols pour your Graces
Upon my Daughter’s Head; tell me, mine own,
"Where haft thou been preferv’d? Where liv’d ? How found
Thy Father’s Court? For thou thalt hear that I,
Knowing by Pamlina, that the Oracle
Gave hope thou waft in being, have preferv'd
My {elf, to {ee the Iffue.
Pau. There’s Time enough for that;
Lett they defire, upon this pufh, to trouble
Your Juys wich like Relation. Go together
You pre?iﬂus Winners all, your Exultation
Partake to every one; I, an old Turde,
Will wing me to fome wither’d Bough, and there
My Mate, that’s never to be found again, )
Lament ’till I am loft,
Leo. O Peace, Panlina: _
Thou fhould’ft a Flusband take by my Confent,
As 1 by thine a Wife. This is a Match, o
And made between’s by Vows, Thou haft found mine,
But how, is te be queftion’d; for I faw her,
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, faid many
A Prayer upon her Grave. Il not feek far
(For him, I partly know his Mind) to find thee
An honourable Husband. Come, Camillo, |
And take her by the Hand; whofe Worth and Honefty |
Is richly noted ; and here juftified
By us, a pair of Kings. Let’s from this place.
What? Look upon my Brother: Both your Pardons,

That €'er I put between your holy Looks M
Wy
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My ill Sufpicion: This your Son-in-law, *

And Son nnto the King, whom Heav'ns directing,

Is troth-plight to your Daughter. Good Pasling,

Lead us from hence, where we may leifurely

Each one demand, and anfwer to his part

Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, fince firlt

Ve were diffeverd. Haftily lead away. [ Exennt oS,

A
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LIFE s DEATH

King 70 H N.

ACTL SCENEL

Enter King John, Onees Elinor, Pembroke,
Effex, and Salisbury, wizh Chattilion.

L, Kfﬂg J O H N,
le——=ma=x1 O W fay, Chattilion, what would France
A OB E with us?
==l S8 Char. Thus, after greeting {peaksthe
= e King of France

L)

Ao,

In my Behaviour to the Majefly,
The borrow’d Majelty of England
e here.
Eli. A ftrange Beginning; borrow’d Majefty!
K. Fohn. Silence, good Mother, hear the Embaffie,
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf
Of thy deceafed Brother Geffrey’s Son.
Arthir Plantagenet, lays moft lawful Claim

—

|
e
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To this fair Ifland, and the Territories:
'To Ireland, Poythiers, Anjon, Tourame, Mame,
Defiring thee to lay afide the Sword
Which fiways ufurpingly thefe feveral Titles,
Azd put the fame into young Auth#r’s Hand,
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign.
X. Fohm. What follows, if we difallow of this?
Chat. The proud Control of fierce and bloody War,
To inforce thefe Rights fo forcibly with-held.
K. Fobn. Here have we War for War, and Bload for Blood,

Controlment for Controlment; {o anfwer Franee,
Ckat. Then take my King’s Defiance from my Mouth,

The fartheft limit of my Embaflie.
K.Fohr. Beer mine to him, and fo depart in Peace,
Be thou as Lightning in the Eyes of France;
For ere thou canft report, I will be there,
The Thender of my Cannon fhall be heard.
So hence; be thou the Trumpet of our Wrath,
And {fullen Prefage of your own Decay:
An honoursble Conduét let him have,

Fembroke look to't; farewel Chatzilien.
- [Ex, Chat. and Pem,

El;. What now, my Son, have I not ever faid
How that Ambitious Conffance would not ceale
>Till {he had kindled France and all the World,

Upon the Right and Party of her Son?

This might have been prevented, and made whole
Wizh very eafie Arguments of Love,

Which now the Manage of two Kingdoms muft
With fearful bloody 1fiue arbitrate. |

K. Folm. Our firong Poffeffion and our Right for us.

Elr. Your firong Poffeflior much more than your Right,
Or eife it muft go wrong with you and me, |
So much my Con{cience whifpers in your Ear,

Which none but Heav'n, and you and I fhall hear.

Zffex. My Liege, here is the firangeft Controverfie
Come from the Country to be judg’d by you '
That e’er I beard, fhall I produce the Men?

K. Fobm. Let them approaci
Our Abbies and our Pricries fhall pay

+ "This
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This Expedition’s Charge. What Men are you?
Enter Robert Faulconbridge and the Baffard,

Baff, Your faithful Subjedt, I, a Gentleman,
Born in Northamptonfhive, and eldeft Son,
As 1 fuppofe, to Faulconbridge,
A Soldier, by the Honour-giving-hand
Of Cordelion, Kaighted in the Field.

K. Fobn., What art thou?

bert. The Son and Heir to that fame Fanlconbridge.

" K, Fobn, ls that the Elder, and art thou the Heir?
You came not of one Mother, then it {feems?

Baff. Moft certain of one Mother, mighty King,
That is well known, and, as I think, one Father:
But for the certain Knowledge of that Truth,
I put you o’er to Heav'n, and to my Mother;
O¢ that I doubt, as all Mens Children may.

Eli. Qut on thee, rude Man, thou doft thamethy Mother,
And wound her Honour with this diffidence.

Baff. 1, Madam? No, I have no Reafon for it;
That is my Brother’s Plea, and none of mine,
The which if he can prove, a pops me out,
At leaft from fair five hundred pound 3 Year:
Heiv’n guard my Mother’s Honeur, and my Lznd,

K. Fobn, Agoodblunt Fellow: Why being younger Born
Doth he lay claim to thine Inheritance?

Baft. 1 know not why, except to get the Land;
But once he flander’d me with Baftardy :
But whether I be as true begot or no,
That ftill [ lay upon my Mother’s Head,
But that I am as well begot, my Liege,
(Fair fall the Bones that tock the Pains for me)
Compare our Faces, and be judge your {elf.
1t old Sir Robert did beget us both,
And were our Father, and this Son like him:
O old Sir Revert Father, on my Knee
I give Heav’n thanks I was not like to thee,

K. Fohis. Why whata mad-cap hath Heav'nf'ent us here

Elj, He hath a Trick of Cordelion’s Face,
The 2ccent of his Tongur afteeth him :
Do you not read fome T kcas of my Son

Vou, HI. H Ty
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In the largz Compofition of this Man ?

K. Fobn, Mine Eye hath well examined his Parts,
And finds them perfe& Richard : Sirrah, {peak,
What doth move you to claim your Brother’s Land ?

Baft. Becaufe he hath a half-face, like my Father,
With half that Face would he have all my Land,

A half-fic’'d Groat, five hundred Pound a Year?

Reo. My gracious Liege, when that my Father liv'd,
Your Brother did imploy my Father much—

Baft. Well, Sir, by this you cannet get my Land,
Your Tale muft be how he imploy’d my Morher.

Ro5. And once difpatch’d him 1n an Embaflie
To Gerinany, there with the Emperor
To treat oi high Affairs touching that time:

Th’ Advantaze of his Abfence took the King,
And in the mean time {njourn’d at my Father’s;
Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to {peak:
But truth 1s truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores
Between my Father and my Mother lay,

As I have heard my Father {peak himfelf,

When this fame Iufly Gentleman was got.

Ubpon his Death-bed he by Will bequeath’d

His Lands to me, and took it on his Death

That this my Mother’s Son was none of his;

And if he were, he came into the World

Full fourteen Weeks before the Courfe of time:
Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine,
My Fa-her’s Land, as was my Father’s Will.

K. Fobm. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitima'e,
Your Father's Wite d'd after Wedlock bear him:
And if e did play falie, the Faulr was hers,

Which Fault lyes on the Hazarcs of all Husbands
That marry Wives, Tell me, how if my Brother,
V'he, as you fav, toox pains to ge: this Son,

‘Had of yowr Father claim’d this Son for his,

1a {footh. goed Friend, your Father might have kept:
This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the World:
In {ooth hie might; then if he were my Brother’s,
Iy Brether might not claim him; nor your Father,
Being acne ef his, refufe him; this concludes,

My
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My Mother’s Son did get your Father’s Heir,
Your Father’s Heir muft have your Father’s Land.
Rob. Shall then my Father’s Will be of no force
To difpoffefs that Child which is not his?
Baft. Of no more force to difpofiefs me, Sir,
Than was his Will to get me, as I think. |
Eli. Whether had thou rather be a Faxlconoridge,
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land:
Or the reputed Son of Cordelion,
Lord of thy Prelence, and no Land befide?
Baff. Madam, and if my Brother had my Shape,
And 1 had his, Sir Robert’s his, like him,
And if my Legs were two fuch riding Rods,
My Arms fuch Eel-skins fluft, my Face fo thin,
That in mine Ear I durft not ftick a Rofc,
Left Men fhould fay, look where three Farthings goes,
And to his Shape were Heir to all this Land,
Would I might never ftir from off this Place,
! would give it every Foot to have this Face:
I would not be Sir Nobbe in any cafe.
Eli. 1 like thee well; wilt thou forfake thy Fortune,
Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me?
I am 2 Soldier, and nowr bound to France. |
EBafl. Brother, take you my Land, I'll take my Chance;
Your Face hath got five hundred Pound a Year,
Yet fell your Face for five Pence, and ’tis dear.
Madam, I'll follow you unto the Death.
Eli. Nay, 1 would have you go before me thither.
Faft. Our Country manners give our Betters way.
X. Fobn. What is thy Name?
Baft. Philip, my Liege, {fo is my Name begua,
Philsp, gcod old Sir Robers’s Wife’s eldeft Son.
K. Fobn, From henceforth bear his Name
Whole Form thou beareft:
Kneel thou down Philip, but nfe more great,
Arife Sir Richard and Plantagenet
Baf. Brother by th’Mother’s fide, give me your Hand,
My tather gave me Honour, yours gave Land.
Now bleffed be the Hour, by Night or Day,
V/ken 1 was got, Sir Robert was away.
H 2 E.
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- Eli. The very Spirit of Plantagenet:
] am thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo.

Bzfl. Madam, by chance,but not by truth, what tho’;
Something about a little from the right, |
In at the Window, or elfe o’er the Hatch:

\Who dares not flir by Day, muft walk by ‘Night,
And have is have, however Men do catch;

Near or far off, well won is ftill well {hot;

And I am I, howe’er I was begat. -

K. Fotn. Go, Faulconbridge, now hatt thouthy defire,
A Landlefs Knight makes thee a Landed Squire:

Come Madam, and come Richard, we muit {peed
For Francee, for France, for it is more than need.

Baff. Brother, adies, good Fortune come to thee,
For thou waft got i'th’ way of Hounefty. [ Ex. all out Bafl,
A Foot of Honour better than I was, '

But many a many Foot of Land the wor{e.
Well, now can 1 make any 7045 a Lady; ,
Good-den, Sir Richard, Godamercy Fellow, - g
And if his Name be George, I'll call him Peter;
For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names:
*Tis too refpective and too fociable
For your Converfion, now your Traveller,
He and his Tooth-pick, at my Worfhip’s Mefs,
And when my Knightly Stomach is fuffic'd,
V/hy then I {fuck my Teeth, and Catechife
My picked Man of Countrys; My Dear Sir,
Thus leaning 6n mine Elbow I begin,
I fhall befeech youj; that is Queftion now,
And thea comes Anfwer like an Abfey-Beok:
O Sir, fays Anfwer, at your beft Comnmand,
At your Employment, at your Service, Sir:
No, Sir, fays Queftion, I, {fweet Sir, at yours,
And {o €’er Anfiver knows what Queftion would,
Saving in Dialogue of Compliment,
And taking of the Alps and Apennines,
The Pjremiean and the River Po,
It ¢raws towards Supper in concluficn fo,
But this is worfhipful Scclety,
Ara fits the mountjng Spirit iike my feif:

Fo:
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For he is but a Baftard to the time
That doth not {moak of Obfervation,
And {o am I whether I {mack or no;
And not alone in Habit and Device,
Extertor Form, outward Accoutrement;
But from the inward Motion to deliver
Sweet, {weet, {fweet Poifon for the Ages Tooth,
Which though I will not pratife to deceive,
Yet, to avoid deceit, T mean to learn;
For it fhall firew the Footfteps of my Rifing:
Lut who comes in fuch hafte in riding Robes?
What Woman-poft is this? Hath fhe no Husband
T'hat will take Pains to blow a Horn before her?
O me, ’tis my Mother; how now, good Lady?
\What brings you here to Court fo haftily?
Euter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney,
Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother? Where is he?
That holds in chafe mine Honour up and down.
Baft. My Brother Robert, old Sir Robert’s Son,
Colorand the Giant, that fame mighty Man,
Is it Sir Robert’s Son that you {eck {o?
Lady. Sir Robert’s:Son? ay, thou unreverend Boy,
Sir Robert’s Son, why.{corneft thou at Sir Robert ?
He is Sir Robert’s Son! and fo art thou.
Baft. Fames Gurney,-wilt thou give us leave a while?
Gur. Good leave, good Philip,
Baft. Philip, Sparrow, Fames.
There’s Toys abroad,anon Il tell thee more. [ Exit Fames,
Madam, 1 was not old Sir Robert’s Son,
Sir Robert might have eat his Part in me
Upon Good-Friday, and ne’er broke his Faft:
Sir Robert conld do well, marry, to confefs!
Could get me! Sir Robert could not do it;
We know his Handy-work, therefore good Mother
To whem am I beholding for thefe Limbs?
Sir Rebert never holp to make this Leg.
Lady. Haft thou conipir’d with thy Brother too,
That fer thine owa Gain fhould'ft defend mine Honour?
What means this Scorn, theu moft untoward Knave?

H 3 Bafle
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What, I am dub’d, I have it on my Shoulder:
Rut Mother, I am not Sir Rosert’s Son,
I have difclaim’d Sir Rofer? and my Land,
Legitimation, Name, and all 1s gone; |
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father;
Some proper Man, [ hope ; who was it, Mother?
Lady. Haft thou deny’d thy felf a Faulconbridge ?
Baff. As faithfully as T deny the Devil.
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father;
By loag ard vehement Suit I was {educ’d
To make Room for bim in my Husband’s Bed.
Heav’n lay not my Tran{greflion to my charge;
Thou art the Iflue of my dear Oflence,
Which was fo ftrongly urg’d paft my Defence.
Baff. Now, by this Light, were I to get agais,
Madam, I would not wifh a better Father.
Sore Sins do bear their Privilege on Earth,
And {o doth yours; your Fauit was not your Folly;
Needs muft you lay your Heart at his Difpole,
Subje@ed Tribute to commanding Love,
Apainft whofe Fury and unmatched Force,
The awlels Lion could net wage the Fight,
Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard’s Hands,
He that per Force robs Lions of their Hearts,
May eafily win 2 Woman’s; ay, my Mother,
With all my Heart I thank thee for my Father :
Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well
When 1 was got, ' {fend his Soul to Hell,
Come, Lady, I will {hew thee to my Kin,
And they fhall fay, when Richard me begot,
If thou hadit faid him nay, it had been Sin;

Who fays 1t was, be lyes; [ fay, ’twas not,  [Exemnt,

ACT
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ACTIL SCENE L
S CE NE, before the Walls of Angiers,

Enter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, the
Arch-Duke of Auftria, Conftance, and Arthur.

Efore Angiers, well met brave Aufiria.

Arthur, that great Fore-runner of thy Blood
Richard, that robb’d the Lion of his Heart,

And fought the holy Wars in Paleflins,

By this brave Duke came early to his Grave;

And for amends to his Pofterity,

At our Imyortance hither is he come,

To fpread his Coleurs, Boy, in thy behalf;

And to rebuke the Ufurpation

Of thy unnatural Uncle, Englifh Forn.

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither.
Arth, God fhall forgive you Cordelion’s Death

The rather, that you give his Offspring Life,

Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War;

I give you welcome with 2 powerlefs Hand,

But with a Heart full of urftained Love,

Welcome before the Gates ot Augiers, Duke,
Lewis. A noble Boy! who would not do thee right#
Auft. Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kifs,

As Seal to this Indenture of my Love;

That to my home I will no more return,

*Till Angiers, and the Right thou haft in France;

Together with that pale, that white-fac’d Shore,

Whofe Foot {purns back the Ocean’s roaring Tides;

And coops from other Lands her Iflanders,

Even ’till that England, hcdgd in with the Main,

That water-walled Bulwark, fhl] {fecure

And confident from foreign Purpofes,

Even ’till that outmoft Corner of the Wefk

Salute thee for her King; ’till then, fair Boy,

Will I not think of home, but follow Arms,
H 4 Confe
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What, I am dubd, I have it on my Shoulder:

Ru: Motzher, I am not Sir Rosert’s Son,

I have difclaim’d Sir Roberz and my Land,

Legitimation, Name, and all is gone;; |

Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father;

Some proper Man, I hope ; who was it, Mother?
Zady, Haft thou deny’d thy felf a Faulconbridge?
Baff. As faithfully as I deny the Devil.
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father;

By long ard vehement Suit I was {educ'd

To make Room for him in my Husband’s Bed.

Heav’n lay not my Tranfereflion to my charge;

Thou art the I{lue of my dear Offence,

Which was {o ftrongly urpg’d paft my Defence.
Baff. Now, by this Light, were I to get again,

Madam, I would not wifh a better Father.

Some Sins do bear their Privilege on Earth,

And fo doth yours; your Fault was not your Foliy;

Needs muft you lay your Heart at his Difpofe,

Subjected Tribute to commanding Love,

Againft v hofe Fary and unmatched Force,

The awlefs Lion could net wage the Fight,

Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard’s Hands

He that per Force robs Lions of their Hearts,

May eafly win 2 Woman’s; ay, my Mother,

With all my Heart I thank thee for my Father :

Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well

When I was got, I'Hl fend his Soul to Hell.

Come, Lady, I will fhew thee to my Kin,

And they fhall fay, when Richard me begot,

If thou hadit faid him nay, it had been Sin

Who fays 1t was, belyes; 1 fay, ‘twas not,  [Exennt,

ACT
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ACTI SCENE L
S CE NE, before the Walls of Angiers,

Enter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, the
Arch=Duke of Auftria, Conttance, and Arthur.

Lew Y Efore Angiers, well met brave Aufiria.
Arthay, that great Fore-runner of thy Blood

Richard, that robb'd the Lion of his Heart,

And fought the holy Wars in Paleflins,

By this brave Duke came early to his Grave;

And for amends to his Poftenity,

At our Imyortance hither is he come,

To {pread his Colours, Boy, in thy behalfs

And to rebuke the Ufurpation

Of thy unnatural Uncle, Englifh Fonn.

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hithey,
Arth, God thall forgive you Cordelton’s Death

The rather, that you give his Offspring Life,

Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War;

I give you welcome with a powerlels Hand,

But with a Heart full of unftained Love,

Welcome before the Gates ot .dngiers, Duke.
Lewis. A noble Boy! who would not do thee right?
Auft. Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kifs,

As Seal to this Indenture of my Love;

That to my home ! will no more return,

>Till Angiers, and the Right thou haft in France;

Together with that pale, that white-fac’d Share,

Whofe Faot fpurns back the Ocean’s roaring Tides;

And coops from other Lands her Iflanders,

Even till that England, hcdgd in with the Main,

That water-walled Bulwark, f1ll {ecure

And confident from foreign Purpofes,

Even ’till that outmoft Corner of the Weft

Salute thee for her King; ’ull then, fair Boy,

Will 1 not think of home, but follow Arms,
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Conff. O take his Mother’s Thanks, a Widow’s Thanks,
“Till your ftrong Hand fhall help to give him Strength,
To meke a more Requital to your Love.

Luft. Tre Peace of Heav’nis theirs, who lift their Swords
in fuch a juft and charitable War. )

K. Priip. Well then, towork, our Cannon fhall bebent
Againft the Brows of this refifting Town;

Call for our chiefeft Men of Difcipline,
To cull the Plots of beft Advantages,

ve'll lay before this Town our Royal Bones,
V/zce to the Market-Place in Frenchmens Blood,
But we wiil make it fubjeét to this Boy.

Coiff. Stzy for an Anfwer to your Embaffe,
Leit ugadvis'd you ftain your Swords with Blood.
i1y Lord Ceattilizn may from England bring
That Righe in Peace which here we urge in War,
£ud then we fhall repent each Drop of Bleod,
That hot rafh Hafbe fo indirectly fhed.

Euter Chattilion,

K. Philip. A Wornder, Lady? lo! upon thy Wilh
Our dieflenger Chattilion, is arrivid;

Vrhit England {ays, fay briefly, gentle Lord,
Ve coldly paule for thee,  Chattilion fpeak.

Chst. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siege,
And flir them up againft 2 mightier Task.
England, impatient of your juft Demands,

Hath put himfelf in Arms, the adverfe Winds,
Whoe Leifure I have flaid, have given him time
To Land his Legions all as {foon as 1.

His Marches are expedient to this Town,

His Forces ftrong, his Soldiers confident. ,
With him along is come the Mother- Queen;

An 4ie ftirring him to Blood and Strife,

Vith her her Neice, the Lady Blanch of Spain; |
\ith them a Baftard of the King deceas’d,

And 3l th’ unfettled Humoirrs of the Land ;
Rafh, inconfiderate, fiery Voluntaries,

With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens,
Have fold their Fortunes at their native Homes,
Bearing their Birthright proudly on their Backs,
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T'o make a2 Hazard of new Fortunes here:
In brief, a braver Choice of dauntlefs Spirits
Than now the Englifh Bottoms have waft d'er,
Did never float upon the {welling Tide,
To do offence and {cathe in Chriftendom.
The Interruption of their churlith Drums
Cuts off mere Circumftance; they are at hand,
[ Droms beat.
To parly or to fight, therefore prepare.
K. Philip, How much unlook’d for is this Expedition!
Anft. By how much unexpedled, by fo much
We muft awake, endeavour for Defence,
For Courage mounteth with Occafion:
Iet them be welcome then, we are prepar’d.
Enter King of England, Baffard, Elinor, Blanch, Pem-
broke and others.
K. Foln. Peacebe to France, if France in Peace permit
QOur juft and lineal Entrance to our own;
1f not, bleed France; and Peace afcend to Heay'n.
Whilft we, God’s wrathful Agent, do corret
Their proud Contempt that beats his Peace to Heav’n,
K, Philsp. Peace be to England, if that War return
From France to England, there to live in Peace.
Eugland we love, and for that England’s {ake
With burthen of our Armour here we {weat;
This Toil of ours fhould be a Work of thine;
But thou from loving England art {o far,
That thou hatt under-wrought its lawfal King,
Cut off the Sequence of Pofterity, -
Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape
Upon the Maiden-virtue of the Crown.
Look herc upon thy Brother Geffry’s Face,
Thefe Lyes, thele Brows, were moulded cut of his;
This little Abftract doth contain that large
Which dy’d in Geffrey; and the Hand of Time
Shall draw this Brief into as large a Volume.,
That Geffrey was thy elder Brother born,
And this his Son, England was Geffrey’s Right,
And this is Geffrey’s; in the Name of God,
How comes it then that thou art call’d a King,

H g When
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Wken living Blood doth in thefe Temples beat,
Which owe the Crown that thou o’er-matftereft ?
K. Felm. From whom haft thou this great Commifiion
To draw my Anfwer from thy Articles? [ Thoughts
K. Phil From that fupernal Judge that ftirs goood
In zny Breaft of firong Authority,
To look into the Blots and Stains of Right,
That Judge hath made me Guardian to this Boy,
Under whofe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong,
And by whofe Help I mean to chaftife it.
K. Fobn. Alack, thou doft ufurp Authority.
K. Philip. Excufe it, ’tis to beat ufurping down.
Fli. Who is’t that thou doft call Ulurper, France?
Conff. Let me make Anfwer: Thy ufurping Son.
Eli, Out Infolent, thy Baftard fhall be King,
That thou may’ft be a Queen, and check the Workd!
Comff. My Bed was ever to thy Son as true,
As thine was to thy Husband, and this Boy,
Liker in Feature to his Father Geffrey,
Than thou and Fobn, in Marners being as like
As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam.
My Boy a Baftard! By my Soul I think
His Father never was {o true begot;
It cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother.
Eli. There’s 2 good Mether, Boy, that blots thy Father,
Conft. There’s a good Grandam, Boy, N
That weuld blot thee.
Aufs. Peace.
Baff, Hear the Crier,
Axfp, What the Devil art thou ?
Baft. One that will plsy the Devil, Sir, with you,
And 2 may catch your Hide and you alone.
You are the Hare, of whom the Proveib goes,
Whofe Valour plucks dead Lionsby the Beard,
T'll fmoak your Skm-Coat, and I catch you right;
Sirrah, look to’t, r'faith 1 will, faich.
Blanch. O well did he become that Lion’s Robe,
That did difrobe the Lioa of that Robe.
Baf. It lyes as fightly on the Back of him,
As great Alrides’ Shees upon an Afs;
But,
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But, A, I'll take that Burthen from your Back,
Or lay on that fhall make your Shoulders crack,
Anff. What Cracker is this fame that deafs our Ears
With this abundance of ﬁlgel‘ﬂuous Breath? .
King Lewis, determine what we fhall do ftreight.
Lewis. Women and Fools break off your Cenference:;
King Fobn, this is the very Sum of all;
England, and Ireland, Angiers, Touraine, Masn,
In right of Arthur do 1 claim of thee:
Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy Arms?
K. Fohn. My Life as foon. I do defie thee, France.
Arthar of Britain, yield thee to my Hand,
And out of my dear Love I'll give thee more,
Than e’er the Coward-Hand of France can win;
Submit thee, Boy.
Eli. Come to thy Grandam, Child. |
Conff. Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Chlld?.
Give Grandam Kingdom, and it Grandam will
Give it 2 Plum, a Cherry and a Fig,
There’s a good Grandam:
Arth, Good my Mather, Peace,
I would that I were low laid in my Géave,
I am not worth this Coil that’s made for me,
Eli. His Mother fhames him fo, poor Boy he weeps.
Conft. Now fhame upon you where the does or no.
His Grandam’s Wrong, and not his Mother’s Shames,
Draws thofe Heav'n-moving Pearls from his poor Eyes,
Which Heav’n fhall take in nature of a Fee; |
Ay, with thefe fad Chryftal Beads Heav’n fhall be brib’d
To do him Jultice, and Revenge on you.,
El;. Thou monftrous Slanderer of Heav’n and Earth.
Conff, Thou monftrous Injurer of Heav’n and Earth,
Call me not Slanderer; thou and thine ufurp
The Domination, Royalties and Rights
Of this opprefled Boy; this is thy cldeft Sen’s So,
Jnfortunate in nothing but in thee:
Thy Sigs are vifited in this puor Child,
The Cannon of the Law is laid en hint,
Being but the fecond Generation

Removed from thy fin-conceiving Womb,
XK. Fohy.
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X. Fohn. Bedlam have done.
Corft. 1 have but this to {ay,
That he is not only plagued for her Sin,
But God hath made her Sin and her, the Plague
On this removed flue, plagu’d for her,
And with her Plague her Sin; his Injury
Her Injury, the Beadle to her Sin,
All punifh’d in the Perfon of this Child,
And 2l] for her; a Plague upon her.

Eli. Thou unadvifed Scold, I can produce
A Wil that bars the Title of thy Son.

Cenft. Ay, who doubts that? a Will; a wicked Will;
A Woman’s Will; a canker’d Grandam’ Will,

K. Fhdip. Peace Lady, paule, or be more temperate;
st 11l befeems this Prefence to cry Amen
To thefe ill tuned Repetitions.

Some Trumpet fummon hither to the Walls
Trefe Men of Angiers; let us hear them fpeak,
Vihofe Title they admit, Arthar’s or Fobir's.
| [Trumpet founds.
‘iﬂﬁm a Citizen upon the Walls.

Cits. Who 1s 1kthat hath warn’d us to the Walls ?

X. Phulip. *Tis France for England,

K. Foknn. England for it {elf;

You Men of 4ngiers, and my loving Subjects,——

K. Phil. You loving Men of Angiers, Arthur’s Subjels,
Our Trumpet call'd you to this gentle Parle—

K. Fahm. For our Advantage; therefore hear us firft:
Thefe Flags of France, that are advanced here o
Before the Eye and Profpect of your Town,
Have hither march’d to your Endamagement,
The Cannons have their Bowels full of Wrath ;
And ready mounted are they to {pit forth
"Fheir Iron Indignation *gainft your Walls:
All Preparation for a bloody Siege,
And mercilefs Proceeding, by thele French,
Confront your City’s Eyes, your winking Gates;
And but for our Approach, thole {leeping Stones,
That as a Waite do girdle you about, T
By the Comyulien of their QOrdinance
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By this time from their fixed Beds of 'Lime =
Had been difhabited, and wide Havock made
For bloody Power to rufh upon your Peace.
But on the Sight of us your lawful King,
Who painfully with much expedient March,
Have brought a counter-check before your Gates,
To fave unfcratch’d your City’s threatned Cheeks:
Behold the French amaz’d vouchfafe a: Parle;
And now inftead of Bullets wrap'd in Bire,
To make a fhaking Feaver in your Walls, |
They fhoot but calm Words,  folded up 1z Smonk,
To make a faithlefs Error in your Ears;
Whick truft accordingly, kind Citizens,
And let usin. Your King, whofe labour’d Spirits
Fore-weary'd in this Ation of fwift Speed,
Craves Harbourage within your City Walls.

K. Philsp. When I have faid, make Anfwer to us both;
Loe in this right Hand,‘whofe_P{qteﬁiqq
Is moft divinely vow’d upon the Right.
Of him it holds, flands young Plantagener, - . -
‘Son to the elder Brother of this Man, ., '
And King o’er him, and all that he enjoys:
For this down-trodden Equity, we tread -«
In warlike March, thele Greens betore your Town,
Being no further Enemy toyou . -
"Than the conftraint’ of Hofpitable Zeal,
In the relief of this opprefled Child,
Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then . -
To pay that Duty which you truly owe, .
To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince;
And then our Arms, like to a muzzled Bear,
Save in Afpet, hath all Offence feal'd vp:
Our Cannons Malice vainly fhall be fpenc.
Againft th' invulnerable Clouds of Heav'n;
And with a blefled, and un-vext Rerire,
‘With unhack’d Swords, and Helmets all unbrois'd,
We will bear home that Jufty Blood again, |
Which here wé came to {pout againft your Town,
Aud leave your Children, Wives, and you in Peace.

But if you fondly pafs our proffer’d Offer,
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*Tis not the Rounder of your old-fac’d Wails
Can hide you from our Meflengers of War;
Though all thefe Englifh, and their Difcipline,
Were harbour’d in their rude Circumference:
Then tell us, fhall your City call us Lord,
In that behalf which we have challengd 12
Or fhall we give the Signal to our Rage,
And ftalk in Bleod to our Pofle(lion?
Citi. In brief, we are the King of England’s SubjeQs;
For him, and in his Right, we hola this Town.
K. Fobn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me ia.
Citi. That can we not; but he that proves the King,
To him will we prove Loyal; ’till that time
Have we ramm’d up our Gates againt the World.
K. Fobm. Dethniot the Crown of England prove theKing!
And if not that, I bring you Witnefies,
Twice fifteen thoufand Hearts of England’s Breed ——
Baft. Baftards, and elfe.
R.Fobn. To verifie eur Title with their Lives.
K. Philip. As many, and as well born Bloods as thofe--=
Baff. Some Baftards too.
K. Philip. Stand in his Face to contradi& his Claim,
Citi. *Till you compound whofe Right is worthieft,
We for the worthieft hold the Right from both.
K.Fobm. Thea God forgive the Sin of all thofe Souls,
That to their everlafing Refidence, -
Before the Dew of Evening fall, fhall flect
In dseadful Trial of our Kingdom’s King.
K Philip. Amen, Amen. Mount Chevaliers to Arms.
Baft. Saint George that fwindg'd the Dragon,
Ard e’er fince fits on’s Horfeback at mine Hoftefs Door,
Teach us {ome Fence. Sirrah, were I 2t home
At your Den, Sirrah, with your Lionefs,
I would fer an Ox-Head to your Lion’s Hide,
And make a Monfter of yeu. [To Auftria,
. Auft, Peace, no more.

Baft. O tremble; for you hear the Lion roar.

. fetm. Up higher to the Plain, where we'll fet forth,
In beft Appointment, all our Regiments.

Bafi. Speed then to take Advantage of the Ficld.
X, Philip,
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XK. Philsp. It fhall be fo; and at the other Hill
Command therelt to ftand. God and our Right! [Exeyny,
Here, after Excurfions, entey the Herald of France witly
Trumpets to the Gates.

F.Her. You Men of Angiers, open wide your Gates,
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in;

Who by the Hand of France, this Day hath made

Much Work for Tears in many an Esglifh Mother,

Whofe Sons lye {catter’d on the bleeding Ground:

Many a Widow’s Husband groveling lyes,

Coldly embracing the difcolour'd Earth,

And Viétory with little Lofs doth play

Upon the dancing Banners of the French,

Who are at hand triumphantly difplay’d

To enter Conquerors; and to proclaim

Artiour of Bretagne, England’s King, and yours,
Enter Englith Herald with Trumpet.

E.Her. Rejoyce, you Men of Angiers; ring your Bells:
King Fohn, your King, and England's, doth approach,
Commander of this hot malicious Day.

Their Armours, that march’d hence fo Silver bright,
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens Blood.

There fluck no Plume in any Englifh Creft,

That 1s removed by a Staff of France.

Our Colours do return in thofe ime Hands

That did difplay them when we firft march’d forth;
And like 2 jolly Troop of Hunt{men come |
Our lufty Englifh, all with purpled Hands,

Dy’d in the dying Slaughter of their Foes.

Open your Gates, and give the Victors Way.

Citi. Heralds, from off our Towers;we might behold,

From firft to laft, the Onfet and Retire -
Of both your Armies, whofe Equality
By our beflt Eyes cannot be cenfured;
Blood hath bought Blood, and Blows have anfwer’d Blows:
Strength match’d with Strength, and Power confronted
Both are alike, and both alike we like; [ Power.
One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo eyen,

We hold our Town for neither; yet for both,

— = - s = -—

Lnier
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Enter the two Kings with their Powers at feveral Daors.
K. Folm. France, haft thou yet moreBlood to calt away?

Say, fhall the Current of our Right run on;

Whofe Paffage, vext with thy Impediment,

Shall leave his native Channel, and o’er-{well,

with Courfe difturb’d, even thy confining Shores;

Unlefs thou let his Silver Water keep

A peaceful Progrefs to the Ocean.
K. Philip. England,thou haft net fav’d one Drop of Blood

In this hot Trial, more than we of France;

Rather loft more. And by this-Hand 1 fwear,

That fivays the Earth this Climate overlooks,

Before we will lay down our juft-borne Arms,

We'll put thee down, ’gainft whom thefe Arms we bear,

Or add a Royal Number to the dead;

Gracing the Scroul that tells of this. War’s lofs,

with Slaughter coupled to the Name of Kings.

. Baft. Ha! Majefty; how high thy Glory towers,

When the rich Blood of Kings 1s fet on Fire,

Ch now doth Death line his dead Chaps with Steel;

The Swords of Soldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs,

And now he feafls, moufing the Flefh of Men

In undetzrmin'd Differences of Kings.

Why fland thefe Royal Fronts amazed thus?.

Cry Havock, Kings, back to the flained Field

You equzl Potents, fiery kindled Spirits:

Ther ler Confufion of one Part confirm - . |

T5e other’s Peace; ’ull then, Blows. Blsod, and Death.
K. Fobn. Whole Party do the Town{men yet admit? -
K Philip. Speak Ciuzens, for Eagland, who’s your King ?
Citr. The King of England, when we know the King.
K.Philip. Know him 1n us, that here hold up hisRight,
K.Fobm. In us, that are our own great Deputy, B

And bear Pofleflion of our Perfen here,

1.ord of our Prefence, igrers, and of you.
Citi. A greater Power than we denies all this;

And ’all-it be undonbted. we do lock

Cur former Scruple in our firong barr’d Gates:

Kings of our Fear, untill our Fears refolv’d

Be by fome certain King purg’d and depos’d.

Baf.
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Baft. By Heav'n, thefe Scroyles of Angiers flout you Kings,
And ftand fecurely on their Battlements,
Asin a Theatre, whence they gape and polnt
At your induftrious Scenes, and Aés of Death.
You Royal Prefences be rul’d by me;
Do like the Mutines of Ferufalem,
Be Friends a while, and both conjointly bend
Your fharpeft Deeds of Malice on this Town.
By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount
Their battering Cannon charged to the Mouths,
*Till their Soul-fearing Clamours have braul'd down
The flinty Ribs of this contemptuous City.
2'd play inceffanily upon thefe Jades;
Even ’till unfenced Delolation
Leave them as naked as the vulgar Air:
That done, diffever your united Strengths,
And part your mingled Colours once again.
Turn Face to Face, and bloody Point to Point;
Then in 2 Moment Fortune {hall cull forth,
Out of one Side, her happy Minion,
To whom in favour fhe fhall give the Day,
And kifs him with a glorious ViGory.
How like you this wild Counfel. mighty States;
Smacks it not fomething of the Policy?
K.Fobn. Now by the Sky that hangs above our Heads,
I like 1t well.  France, thall we knit cur Powers,
And lay this Angiers even with the Ground,
Then after fight who fhall be King of ir?
Baft. And if thou haft the Mettle of a King,
Being wrong’d as we are by this peevith Town,
Turn thou.the Mouth of thy Artillery, -
As we will ours, againft thefe faucy Walls;
And when that we have dafli’d them to the Ground,
Why then defie each other, and pell-mell
Make work upon our felves for Heav'n or Hell,
K. Philip. Let it be {o; {ay, where will you affaulc?
K. Fobn, We from the Welt will fend Deftruttion
Into this City’s Bofom. - -
Anft. 1 from the North,

K. Phili;
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K.Philip. Our Thunder frem the South,
Shall rain their Drift of Bullets on this Town.
Baff. O prudent Dilcipline! From North to South;
- Auftriz and France thoot in each others Mouth,
I'll ftir them to it; come away, away. ‘_
Citi. Hear us great Kings, vouchfafe a while to fiay,
And 1 fhall thew you Peace, and fair-fac’d Leaguc.
Win you this City without Stroak or Wwourd ;
Refcue thofe breathing Lives to die in Beds,
That here come Sacrifices for the Field ;
Perfevere not, but hear me, mighty Kings.
X.Folm. Speak on; with Favour we are bent to hear.
Citi. That Daughter there cf Spain, the Lady Blanc,
Is near to England, look upon the Years
Of Lewis the Dasphir, and that lovely Maid.
If lufty Love fhould go in queft of Beauty,
Where thould he find it fairer, than in Blanch?
If zealous Love fhould go in fearch of Virtue,
Where fhould he find it purerthan in Blanch?
If Love 2mbitious, fought a Mateh of Birth,
Whofe Veins bound richer Blood than Lady Blanck?
Such 25 fhe is, in Beauty, Virtue, Birth,
Is the young Daxphin every way compleat:
If not complest cf, {ay he is not fhe;
And fhe agzin wants cothing, te name Want;
If Went it be not, that fhe is not he,
He is the half Part of a bleffed Man,
Left to be finifhed by {fuch as fhe;
And fhe 2 fair divided Excellence,
Whefe fuloefs of Perfe@ion lyes in him.
O two {uch Silver Currents, when they join,
Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in:
And two {fuch Shores, to two fuch Streams made one;
Two fuch controliing Bounds fhall you be, Kings,
To thefe two Princes, if yor marry them:
This Union fhall do more than Battery can,
To our fzft clofed Gates: For at this Match,
With fwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce,
The Bquuth of Paflage fhall we fling wide ope,
And give you entrance; but without this Match,
| | o The
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The Sea enraged is not half {o deaf,
Iions more confident, Mountains and Rocks
More free from Motion, no not Death himfelf
In mortal Fury half fo peremptory,
As we to keep this City.
Baft, Here’s a Stay,
That fhakes the rotten Carkafs of old Death
Out of his Rags. Her¢’s a large Mouth indeed, .
That {pits forth Death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Seas,
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions,
As Maids of thirteen do of Puppy-dogs.
What Cannoneer bepot this lufty Blood,
He {peaks plain Cannon fire, and fmoak, and bounce,
He gives the Baftinado with his Tongue:
Our Ears are cudgel’d, not a Word of his
But buffets better than a Fift of France;
Zounds 1 was never fo bethumpt with Words,
Since I fuft calld my Brother’s Father Dad
Els. Son, it to this Conjunétion, make this Match,
Give with our Neice a Dowry large enough;
For by this Knot, thou fhalt {o furely tie
Thy now unfur’d Aflurance to the Crown,
That yon green Boy fhall have no Sun to ripe
The Bloom that promifeth a mighty Fruit:
I fee a yielding in the Looks of France:
Mark how they whifper, urge them while their Souls
Are capable of this Ambition,
Left Zesl now melted by the windy Breath
Of foft Petitions, Pity and Remorfe,
Cool and congeal again to what it was.
Citr. Why an{wer not the Double Majefties,
This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town 2
K. Poilip, Speak England firlt, that hath been forward firfk
To {peak unto this City: What fay you?
K. Fohn. 1t that the Dauphin there, thy Princely Son,
Can in this Book of Beauty read I love;
Her Dowry fhall weigh equal with a Queen,
For dngiers, and fair Touraine, Main, Poyitiers,
And all that we upon this fide the Sea,
Except this City now by us befieg’d, -
in
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Find liable to our Crown and Dignity,

Shail gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich

In Titles, flonours, and Promotions;

And fhe in Beauty, Education, Blood,

Holls Hands with any Priccels of the World. ﬁ_
X.Falip. What{ay’ft thou, Boy ? Look in the Lady’sFacez
Lewis. 1 do, my Lord, znd in her Eye I find

A Wonder, or 2 wondrous Miracle,

The Shadow of my felf form’d in her Eye,

Which Leing but the Shadow of your Son,

Becomes a Sun, and makes your Son a Shadow:

ldo proteft I never lov’d my felf ,

‘Tl now, infixed I beheld my felf,

Drawn in the fiattering Table. of ker Eye.

[Whifpering with Blanchy
Bzf. Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye,

Hang’din the frowning wrinkle of her Brow,

And quarter’d inher Heart, he doth efpie

Himfelt Love’s Traitor; this 1s pity now,

That h2ng'd, and drawn, and quarter’d there fhould be,

In fuch a Love, {o vile a2 Lout as he.

Blanch. My Uncle’s Will in this refpeét is mine,

If he {ee ought in you that makes him like,

That any thing he fees which moves his liking,

I can with eafe tranflate it to my Will:

Or if you will, to fpeak more properly,

I will enforce it ealily to my Love.

Further I will not flatter you my Lord,

That all I {ee in you is worthy Love,

Than this, that nothing do I {ee in you,

Though churlith Thoughts them{elves fould be your Judge,

That I can find, fhould merit any Hate, [Neice ?
K. Fohm. What fay thefe young ones? What fay you, my
Blanch. That f