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merable Errors, advertife, that they are
printed as they are afted; and indu-
Ttrioufly report, that the faid Plays are
printed from Copies made ufe of at the
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Dramatis Perionz.

Ntiochus, & Tyrant of Greece.
‘ Pericles, Prince of Tyre.

Hellicanuys,
E.{canes,

*Symonides, King of Pentapolis.

Cleon, Governor of Thar{us.

Lylimachus, Governor of Metaline.
Cerimon, a4 Lord ef Ephcfus.!

‘Thaliard, Serwvant to Antiochus

Leonine, & Murtherer, Servant to Dionyfa.

}rwa Lords of Tyre.

Gower,
Lords, &c.

Knights tilting in Hononr of Thaifa

Hefperides, Daughter of Antiochus.
Dionyfia, Hife to Cleon.

Thatfa, Danghter to Symonides.

Marina, Daughter to Pericles and Thaifa.
Lychorida, Narfe to Marina.

Philoten, Daughtcr to Cleon.

Diana, # Godde[s appearing to Pericles.

Sailors, Pirates, Fifbermen, and Me[fengers.



PERICLES,
Prince of "Tyre.

ACT L SCENE L

Entr Gower.

O (17 4 Song that old was fung
o From Afhes ancient Gower is cone,
N Affuming Man's Infirmities,

-

s To glad.your Ear, and pleafe your Eyes;

_i_;,,.g_{{: It hath been fung at Feflivals,
TANS A On Ember-Eves, and Holy Days,

And Lords and Ladies in their Lives,

Have read it for Refloratives,

The purchace is to make Men glorious.,

It bonum quo antiquius, eo meilius.

If you, bornin thefe latter times,

When Wit's more ripe, accept my Rhim-s

And that to hear an old Man [ing,

May to your Wifhes Pleafure bring :

I Life would wi/h, and that I might

Wafte it for you fike Taper-linht.

This Antioch, then, Antiochucrhe Grear,

Built up this City for his chiefe? Seat;

Twe faireft in all Syria.

Ttehi yom what mine /uthors fay.

A 3 Tuls




6 Pericles, Prince of Tyre.

This King unto bim tock a Peer,

Wno died, ard lefr a Female Heir,

So buckfome, blithe, and full of Face,
As Heav'n had lent ber all kis Grace.
With woom the Father liking took,
And her to Incef did provoke.

Bad Child, worfe Fatler, ta entice bis own
To evil, fhonld be dove 6y nene

But cufiom, what they did begin,

li‘as with ieng ufe, ccunted no Sin

The Beanty of this fiaful Dame,

ilade ALY Princes tnither fmme,

To feek her 45 a Bed fellow,

In fiarriage pleafures, Play fellow,
Huich to prevent, Le made a Law,

Ts feep her [till, and Men in ane,
Toarwkols askt her for hisWife,

His Ridale tetd not, loff his Lijfe:

So for her mary a Wiaht did die,

As yor gri;n Leoks do tefirly.

What erfues to the judgiment of your Eye,
1} give my canfe, who beft can teflify. [Exit,

Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Follower:s.

Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv’d
The danger of the Task you undertake.

Per. 1have, dnticchus, and with aSoul emboldned
With the glory of her Praife, think Death no hazard,
In this Enterprize,

Ant. Mofick, bring in our Daughter, cloth’d like a
For Embracements, even of Fove himf{e'f; [Bride
At whole conception, ’till Lucina reignéd, _

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her Prefence,
The Senate-Houfe of Planets all did {1,
To knit in her their belt Perfedtions.

Enter Helperides.

Per. See where fhe comes, apparell’d like the Spring,
Graces her Subjeéts, and her Thoughts the King,

Of every Virtue gives R#nown to Men,
Her



Pericles, Prince of Tyre. vd

Her Face the Book of Praifes, where ts read
Nothing but curious Pieafures, as from thence
Sorrow were ever rackt, and tefty Wrath
Could never be her mi.d Companion.
You Gods that made me Man, and {way in love,
That have inflam’d Defire within my Breaft,
To tafte the Fruit of yon celeftial Tree,
Ordiein the adventure, be my helps,
As I am Sonand Servhnt to your Will,
To compals {uch a boundlefs Happinefs.
Ant  Prince Pericles,
Per. T hat would be Son to great Antiochus,
Ant. Brforethee (tands this taiv Hefperides,
With golden Fruir, butdangerous to be touch’d ;
For Death like Dragens here affiight thee hard:
Her Face, like Heav’n, enticerh thee to view
Her countlefs Glory, which Defert muft gain:
And which without Defert, becaufe thine Eye
Prefumes to reach, all the whole heap muft die,
Yon fometimes famous Princes like thy {elf
Drawn by report, adventrous by defire,
Tell thee with {peechlefs Tongues, and Semblance paley
That without covering fave yon Field of Stars,
Here they ftand Martyrs {lain in Cupia’s Wars:
And with dead Checks advife thee to defift,
For going on Death’s Net, whom none refift.
Per. .Antiochus 1 thank thee, who hath taught
My frail Mortality to know itfclf,
And by thofe fearful Objelts to prepare
This Body, like to them, towhat I muft:
For Death remembred, fhould be like a Mirrour,
Who tellsus, Life’s but Breath, to truft in Errors
I’ll make my will then, and asfick Men do,
Who know the World, fee Heav’n, but feeling Woe,
Gripe not at earthly Joys, aserft they did.
So [ bequeath a happy Peace to you
And all good Men, as every Prince thould do,
My Riches to the Earth from whence they came:
But my unfpotted fire of Lovetoyou.  [Zv Hefperidet,
Thus ready for the way of Life or Death,

A 4 X



8 Pericles, Prince of Thyre.

I wait the fharpeft blow, Anrivchus,
Scorning advice. Read the Conclufion then.
Ant. Which read and nor expounded, ’tis decreed
As thefe before, {0 thou thy felt fhalt bleed.
Hefp. Of all faid yet, .may thou prove proiperous,
OFf all {aid yer, I wifh thee happinels. [Ex.Helperides.
Per. Likeabold Champton T afTumethe Lifts,
Nor ask advice of any other Thought,
But Faithtulnels, and Courage.

The Riddle.
I am no Viper, yet I feed
On Mother's flefh which did me breed :
I fonght a Husband, in which Labaur,
1 found that kindnefs in a Father.
kHe's Father, Son, and Hysband mild,
1 Mother, Wife, and yet his Child.
How they may be, and yet in two,
As you will live, refolve it you.

Sharp Phylick is theialt! but O you Powers!
That gives Heav’n countlefs Eyes to view Men’s Aéts,
Why could they not their fights perpetually ?
It this betrue, which makes me pale to read it,
Fair Glafs of Light, Ilov’d you, andcould ttill,
Werenot this glorious Casket ftor’d with Ill :
Bur Imuft tell you, now my Thoughtsrevolt;
For he’s no Man on whom Perfeétions wait,
'That know:ing Sin within, will touch the Gate:
You'reafar Viol, and your Senfe the Strings,
W ho finger’d to make Man his lawful Mufick,
Wou’d draw BHeav’'n down, and all the Gods to hearken,
But being plaid upon before your time,
Hell only danceth at {o harth a Chime:
Good {ooth I care not for you.

Ant, Prince Pericles, touchnot upon thy Life,
For that’s an Arricle within our Law,
As dangerous as the reft: Your time’s expir'd,
Either expound now, or rece:ve your Sentence.
~ Per. Great K'ng,
Fewlove ro hiear the Sigs 1hey love to adt,

"Twou'd



Pericles, ‘Prince of Tyre. 9

Twould braid your felf too near for me torell it:
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do. |

He’s more {ecure to keep it fhut, than fthewn:

For Vice repeated, islhke the wandring Wind,-

Biows Duft in others Eyes, to fpread 1t felf;

And yct the end of all1s Liought thus dear,
The Breath is gone, and the fore Eyes fee clear,

To ftop the Air would hurt them, theblind Mole cafts
Copt Hills toward Heav’n, to tell the Earthisthrong’d °
By Man’s Oppreflion, and the poor Worm doth diefor’c, :
Kings are Earth’s Gods : In vice their Law’s their will, -
And if Fove ftray, whodares fuy. Fove dothilly

It is enough you know it, and’tisfit;

W hat being more known, grows worfe to {mother it,
Ail love the Womb that rthere being bred,

Then give my Tongue like]leave to love my Head.

Ant. Heav’n thar { had it ; he has found the meaning,
But Twill gloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre,
Though by the Tenour of our ik Edich,

Your Expofirion mif-inrerpreting,

We might proceed to cancel off your Days;

Yer hope, {fucceeding from {o fair a Tree,

As your fair fe'f, doth tune us otherwifg: -

Forty Dys longer we doreipite you,

It by which ture. our Secrer be undone,

This Mercy thews, we’ll oy in fuch a Son:

Aund until then, your Entertain fhail be

As doth befitour Honour, and your Worth, [Exiz.v
Manet Pericles folus.

Per. -How Courtefic wou'd {eem to cover Sin, -

Whnen whatis doneis'ike 2 Hypocrite,
The which is good in nothing but'in fight ;
It itle true that I interprec falfe,
Then were it certain you werenot {o bad,
As with foul Incelt to abufe your Soul:
W here now you’rc both a Father and a Son,
By your untimely clafpings with your Child,.
{ Which Pleafure fits an Husband, not a Father))
And thean Eater of her Mother’s flzth,
By the defiling of her-Parent’s Bed,
As And-



10 Pericles, Prince of Tyre.

And both like Serpents are, who though they feed
On {weetelt Flowers, yet they Poyfon breed.
Antiockh farewel, for Wifdom fees, thofe Men
Bluth not in Aétions blacker than the Night,
Will fhew no Courfe to keep them from the Light
One Sin, I know, another doth provoke ;
Murder’s as near to Luft, as Flame to Smoak.
Poifon and Treafon arethe Hands of Sin,
Ay, and the Targets to put off the Shame :
Then lelt my Lite be cropt to keep you elear,
By flight I'll thun the Danger which I fear. fDeeiz.
Enter Antiochus,
Ant. He hath found the meain ng,
For which we mean to have his Head -
He muft notliveto trumper forth my Infamy,
Nor tell the World A#ntiocous doth fin
In fuch aloathed manner.
And therefore inftantly this Prince muft die
And by bisFall my Honour muft keep high.
Who attends us here ?
Enter Thaliard.
Thal. Doth your Highn s call ?
Ant. Thaliard, you are of our Chamber,
And our Mind partakes her private AGions
To your Secrefie; and for your Faithfulnels
We wil advance you, Twaliard.
Behold, there’s Poilon and here’s Gold,
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muft k:ll him.
It fits thee not to ask the Reafon why:
Becaufe we bid 1t : Say, 1sit done?
Thal. My Lord, ’ois done.
Enter a Meffenger.
Aqt. Enough,  Let your Breath cool your felf, telir g
your h fte.
Mef. My Lord, Prince Pericles is f] d.
Ant As thou wile live, fly at er ; and asan Arrow,
fl'ot froma a well expe ier t Archer, hits the Mark his

fye dcralevel at: {fo ds ¢l ou never retwrn, uglefs thou
fay, Prince Pericles 1s d:al.

1hal,



Rericles, Prince of Tyre. 11

Thal. My Lord, if I can get him within my Piftol’s
length, I'll make him fure enough : Sofarewel to your

Highnels. [ Exiz.
Ant. Thaliard adieu, ’till Pericles bedead,
My Heart can lend no fuccour to my Head. [Exit,

Enter Pericles, Hellicanus, with other Lords.
Per. Let none difturb us:

Why fhould this change of Thoughts,
The {ad Companion dull-ey’d Melancholly,
By me {o us’d, 2 Gueftas notan Hour,
In the Day’s glotious walk or peaceful Night,
The Tomb where Grief fhould {leep, can breed me quiet,
Here Pleafure’s court mineEyes and mine Eyes fhun them,
And Danger which I fear’d, is at Antioch,
Whofe Arm feems far too fhort to hit me here.
Yet neither Pleafure’s Artcan joy my Spirits,
Nor yet the other’s diftance comfort me:
Then it is thus, that Paflions of the Mind,
That have their firlt Conception by mif-dread,
Have After-Nourithment and Life by Care ;
And whar was firft by fear, what might be done,
Grows elder now, and caresit be not done,
Acd {o’tis with me. The great Antiockns,
’Gainft whom 1 am too littleto contend,
Stnce he’s o great, can make his Wiil his Adt,
Will think me {peaking, though I {wear to iilence,
Nor bootsit mmeto {ay I henour him,
If he fuipe& I may difhonour him.
And what may make him blufh inbeing known,
He'll ftopthe courfe by which 1t might be known,
With hoftile Forces he'll o'er- {pread the Land,
And with the ftint of War will look fo huge,
Amazement {ha'l drive Courage from the S:ate:
Our Men lte vanquifl’d ere they do refuft,
And {ubjets punifd, thar nd’er thought Offence
Which careof them, not piry of my el
Who once no more but as the Tcps of Trees,
Which fence the Roots they grow by, and defead them,
Make not my Body pine, and Soul to languiih,
Ard punifh that before that he would pumfh.

y rerd.



12 Pericles, Prmnce of Tyre.

1 Lord. Joy and all Comfort in your facred Breaf}.
2 Lord, And keep your Mind 'nll yereturn to us
Peacetul and comfortable,
Hell, Peace, peace, and give experience Tongue:
They do abufe the King thar flatter him,
For flattery is the Bellows Llowsup Sin,
The thing the which is fldtzer’d, but a Spark,
To which thac Spark gives heart and ftronger glowing ;
Whereas Reproat obedient and in order,
¥its Kingsas they are Men, forthey may err:
When Signior Soorbh here doth proclaim Peacey
He flatters you, makes War upon your Lite.
Piince, pardonme, or firike me it you pleafe,
I cannot te much lower than my Knees.
Per. Al leave us eife: but let your Careso’er-leok
YW tat Shipprog, and what Lading’s tn our Haven,
And thenreturnto us @ Hellicanus, thou hat
Mev'd us: what {zeft thou in our Looks?
Hell. AnangryBrow, dread Lord.
Ter. 1f there be fucha Dart in Princes Frowns,
How dui ft thy Tongye move Anger to our Face?
, He:l, Row dare tihe Planets look up unto Heav’n,
From whencethey have their Nourifhment?
FPer. Thou wpow't 1 have Power totake thy Lifefrom .
Hell | have ground the Ax my {clf, (thee.
Do you but ft-1ke the blow.
Per. Rife, prithee rife, fit down, thou art no Flatterer,
I thaok theetorit, and Heav’n forbid
That Kings fhould let their Ears hear their Faults hid,
¥i1r Counftl or, and Servant for a Prince.
Who by thy Widom makes a Prince thy Servant,
W hat would’{t chou have me de?
fell, 'To bear with patence {fuch Griefs,
Asyoa your felf do lay upon your {elf.
Per. Thou fpeak’it like a Phyfician, Hellicanss,
That muiftersa Potionunto me
That thou wouid:ft tremble to reccive thy {eif.
Attend me then; I went 1o £ntioch,.
Where, as thou know’it, (azain{t the Face of Dea'h) -
Idoughtthe Parchafe of a glorious Beauty,
From -



Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 13.

From whence an Iflue I might propagate,

Are Armsto Princes, and bring Joys to Subje&ls.
Her Face was to mine Eye beyond all wonder,

Tae reft (bhark inthine ear)asblack as Inceft,
Which by my knowledge found. the tintul Father
Seem’d not to ftrike, but fmooth: But thou know’ft this,
*Tis time to fear, when Tyrants feem to kifs.
Which fear {o grew in me, I hirher fled,

Under the covering of a careful Night,

Who {eem’d my good ‘proteltor : and being here,
Bethought me what was paft, what might {ucceed;
I knew him tyrannous, and Tyrants fears

Decreafc rot, but grow fafter than the Years:

And fhould he think, asno doubt he doth,

That I fhould open to the liftening Air,

How many worthy Princes Blood were fhed,

To keep his Bed of blacknefs unlaid ope,

To lopthar doubty hetl fill this Land with Arms,
And make pretence of wrong that | have done him,
When all for mine, if I may call offence,

Muit feel Wars blow, who tears not Innocence :
Whichlovetoall, for which thy felf artone,

Who now reproved’ft me for it.

Hell. Alas, Sir. .

Per . DrewSlcep out ofmy Eyes,Bleod fiom myCheeksy
Mofings into my Mind, with a thoufand doubts
How I might ftop their Tempelt ere 1t came,

And Fnding lictle comforttoraiieve them,
Ithaught it Princely Charity togrieve tor them.

Hell. Well, my Lord, fince you have givea meleaveto
Freely wi II ipeik., Aniiochas you feas, { fpeak,
And juttiy too, I think, you fearthe Tyrant,

Who cithcr by publick War or private Treafon,
Willtake away your Life.
Thera fmc Ty Lord, gotravel for 2 whi le,
Till tha. i.'s Rage and Anger be forgor;
@r ’til rnﬂ D.f%tinies do cut the: Thread of his L11e*
Your.Rule direét to any, if to me,
Day ferves pot Ly ht more faithful, than ]'li be
:r. I do not doubt thy Faith,.



14  Dcricles, Prince of Tyre.

But fhould he wrong my Liberties in my abfence ?

Hell. We'll mingle our Bloods togecher in the Earth,
From wheace we had our Being and our Birth.

Per. Tyre, Inow look from thee then, and to Tharfus,
Intend my travei, whereI'll hear from thee ;

And by wheie Letters'll difpofe my {felf:

The care I had and have of Subjets good

On theel lay, whofe Wifdom’s ftrength can bear it.

I'll take thy word for Faith, not ask thine Oath,

Who fhuns not to break one, will {ure crack both:

Butin our Orbs we live fo round and f{ate,

Thart time of both this Truth fha.l ne’er convince,

Thou fhewelt a Subjelt’s fhine, [ atrue Prince. [ Exenns.
Enter Thaliard folns.

Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this isthe Court, here muft
I kill King Pericles, and if I do not, 1 am {ure to be
hang’d at home: It i1s dangerous.

Well, I perceive he wasa wife Fellow, and had good dif-
cretion, that being bid to ask what he would of the King,
defir’'d he might know none of his Secrets. Now do 1 ice
he had fomereafon for it: For 1fa King bid a Man be a Vil-
Jain, he is bound by the Indenture of his Oath te be one.

Hufhe; here comes the Lords of Tyre.

Enter Hellicanus, Efcanes, with other Lords of Tyre,

Hell. You fhill not need, my Fellow-Peers of Tyre,
Further to queftion me of your King’s departure.

His {eal’d Commiflion left 1n truft with me,
Doth {peak {ufficiently, he’s gone to travel,

Thal. How, tne King gone?

Hell. 1f turcher yet you will be {atisfied,
Why (as it were unlicens’d of your loves)

He would cepart? It} give {fome light anto yeu.
Being at Antioch——

Tral., What from Antioch ?

Hell, Royal Aatiockus (on what caufe 1 know not)
Tosok {fome difpleafure at him, atlcaft hejudg’d {o:
Anldoubsing tnat he had erred or finned,

To thew Lis Sorrow, he would corre& himfelf;

So puts himfe'f un"o the Shipman’s toyl,

Wich whom each Minute threatens Life or Death, -
dwnt,
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Thal. Well, 1 perceive I fhall not be hang’d now, al-
though I would; but fince he’s gone, the King’s Seas
muft pleafe : he ’{fcap’d the Land, to perifh at the Sea-:
I'll prefent my felf. Peace to the Lords of Tyre.

Hell. Lord Thaliard from dntiochus is welcome.

Thal. From him I come
With Mcflage unto Princely Pericles;

Bur fince my landing I have underftood,
Your Lord hath betook himflelf to unknown Travels,
My Meflage muft return from whence it came.

Hell. We have no reafon ro defire it,

Commended to our Mafter, not to us;
Yet ere you fhall depart, this we defire,

As Friends to Antioch, we may feaft in Tyre. [Exeuns.
Enter Cleon, the Governor of Tharfus, wizh Dionyfia
and others.

Cle. My Dionyfia, fhall we reft us here,

And by reiating Tales of others Griefs,
Bee if *twill teach us to forget our own ?

Dio. That were to blow at Fire in hope to quench it,

For who digs Hills becaufe they do afpire,
Throws down one Mountain to caft up a higher:
O my diftrefled Lord, even fuch our Griefs are,
Here they’re but telt, and fecen with Milchiet’s Eyes,
But like to Groves, being topt, they higher ride,

Cle. O Dionyfia,

Who wanteth Food, and will not fay he wants 1t ?
Or can conceal his Hunger, tiil he famifh?

Our Tongues and Sorrows do found deep:

Our Woes into the Air, our Eyes to weep,

Till Tongues fetch breath that may procleim
Them louder, that if Heav’n flumber, while
Their Creatures want, they may awake

Their helpers to comfort them.

I'll then difcourfe our Woes felt feveral Years,

And wanting Breath to {prak, help me with Tears.

Dig. I'il do my beft, Sir.

Cle. This Tharfus, o’er which I've the Govern ucnr,
A City, on whom Plenty held fuil hand,

For Riches ftrew’d her {elf even 1n the Streets,
Whofe
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Whofe Towers bore head< {o hic h, th-y kift the Clouds,

And Strangers ne’er boheld, bar wonier'd at;
Whote Men and Dames fo jetted ani dorn’d,
l.tke one another’s Glufs ro trim them by;
There Tables were ftor’d fall, to giad the hght,
And not fo muchtofeed on, as deligu,

All Poverty was {corn’d, and Pitde {fo great,
The Name ot Help grew odious to repeat.

Dio. Oh’tis true,

Cle. But fee what Heav’n can do by this our Change
Thefe Mouths, who but of late, Earch, Sea, and Arr,
Were all too little to content and pleale,

Although they gave their Creatures in abundance ;
As Houfes are defi’d for want of ufe,

They a-e now {tzrv’d for want ot Exercife;
Thole P.lates, who, not yet to favers younger,
Muft have Invenrions to deliyht the Talte,
Would now te ¢lad of Bread, and beg for it;
Thefe Mothers who to nouzle op their Babes,
Thought nought too curious, are ready nowy
To ear thole iittle Darlingswhom they lov'd;
So fharp are Hunger’s Teeth, that Man and Wife-
Draw Lots who firft fhaildie to lengthen Life,
Here ftandsa Lord, and therea Lady weeping,
Here many fink, yet thofe which {ee them tal,
Have fcarce Strength left ro give them Burial.

Is not this true?

Dio. Qur Cheeksand hellow Eyesdo witnef{sit -

Cle. Olet thofe Citiesthat of Pienty’s Cup,
And her Profperities fo largely tafte,

With their luperfinous Riots hear thefe Tears;
The Midery of Tharfus may be theirs.
Enter & Lord:

Lord. Where’s the Lord-Governor?

Cle. Here, fpeak out thy Sorrows, which thou bring't
0 hafte, for Comfort istoo tar for usto expelt,

Lord. We have defcried, upon our Neighbouring
A vortly fal of Ships make hitherward. [Shore, -

Cle. 1 thought as much.

(Oae Sosrow never comes bat brings an Heir, -
4t
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That may {fucceed as his Inheritor:
Auad {oin ours: Some neighbouring Nation,
Taking advantage of our Mifery,
Hath ftuft the hollow Veflels with their Pow'r,
To beat usdown, the which are down already,
And make a Conqueft of unhappy me;
VWhereas no Glory 1s got to overcome.
Lord. That’s the leaft Fear,
For by the femblance of their Flags difplay’d,
They bring us Peace, and come to usas Favourers,
WNot as Foes,
Cle. Thou fpeak’ft like Hymansuntutor’d to repeat,
Who makes the faireft Shew, means mofi Deceit,
But bring they whar they will, and what they can,
What need we fear, the Ground’s thelowelt,
And we are half way there:
Go tell their General we attend him here:
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes,.
And what he craves.
Lord. I go, my Lord.
Cle. Welcome his Peace, if he on Peace confift;.
If Wars, we are unable to refift,
Exter Pericles with Attendants.
Per. Lord-Governor, for {o we hear you are,
L.et not our Ships and aumber of our Men
Be like a Beacon fir'd, to amaze your Eyes,
We've heard your Miferiesas far as Tyre,
And feen the Defolation of your Streets:
Nor come we to add Sorrow to your Tears,.
But to releafe them of their heavy load,
And thefe our Ships, you happily may think
As like the Trojan Horle, was (tuft within,
With bloody ¥eins expelting Overthrow,
Are ftor’d with Corn to make your needy Bread,
And give them Life, whom Hunger ftarv'd half dead,
Omnes. The Gods of Greece protet you,
And we’ll pray for you.
Per. Arife, I pray you arife;
We do not look for Reverence, but for Love,

And harbourage for our {cif; our Ships, and Mean. |
C.2.
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Cle. The which when any (hall not gratify,
Or pay you with Unthankfulnefs in Thought,
Be 1t our Wives, our Children, or our {clves,

Yhe Curfc of Heav'o and Wen {ucceed thetr Evile:
'Till when, the which, 1 hope, fhall ne’er be {ecn,

Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us.

Per. Which welcomewe'll accept. Fealt here a while,

Until our Stars that frown, lend us a Smile.

| Exennt,

ACTI SCENE L

Enter Gowrer.

Gow. ERE have you feena mighty King,
His Child, I wis, to Inceft oring:

A better Prince and benign Lord,

That will prove awful both in Deed and Word,

Be quiet then, as Men (hould be,

Till he bath paft Neceffity:

Ul fhew you thofe in Troubles Reign,

Lofing a Mite, a Mountain gain;

Ihe Good in Converfation,

To whom I give my Benizon,

It i1l at Tharfus, where eachh Man

Thinks allis writ he [poken can:

And to remember what he does,

Build hisStatue to make him glorions :

But Tidings to the contrary,

Are brought t'your Eyes, what need [peak I.

Dumb Show.

Enter at one Door Pericles talking with Cleon, all the
Train with them. Enter at another Door, a Gentle-
man with a Letter to Pericles; Pericles thews the Let-
ter to Cleon, Pericles gives the Meflenger a Reward,

anu knights him.

[Exit Pericles at one Door, and Clcon at anetier.

Good Hellican that flaid at home,
Not to eat Honey like a4 Drone,

From
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From others Labours; for though ke flrive
To killen bad, keep good aliv. :

And to fulfl his Prince’s Defire,

Sav'd one of all that haps in Tyre:

How Thaltard came full bent with Sin,
And had intent to murther him ;

And that in Tharfus was not beft,
Longer for him to make his Reft :

He doing fo, put forth to Seas,

Where when Men oin, there’s feldom Bafe,
For now the Wind begins to blow

Thunder above, and Deeps below,

Make fuch unquiet, that the Ship

Shonld Houfe him (afe, is Whack’d and pplit,
And he, good Prince, haviang all lofi,

By Waves, from Coaft to Coafi is toft:
AU periflien of Man, of Pelf,

Ne ought efcapen’d but himfelf;

*Till Fortune tir'd with doing bad,

Threw him afhore to give him glad:
And here be comes 3 what [hall be next,
Pardon old Gower, thus leng’s the Text.

Enter Pervicles wes.

19

Per. Yet ceafe your Ire, you angry Stars of Heav'my

Wind, Rain, and Thunder; remember earthly Man

Is but a Subftance that muft yield to you:
And I, asfits my Nature, do obey you.
Aljas the Sea hath caft me on the Rocks,

Wafht me from Shore to Shore, and left my Breath

‘Nothing to think on, but enfuing Death;
Let 1t {uffice the greatnefs of your Powers,
To have bereft a Prince of all his Fortunes,

And having thrown him from your watry Grave,
Here to have Death in Peace, is all he'll crave.

Enter three Fifbermen.
1 Fifh. What, topelch?

2 Fifh. Ha, comeand bring away the Nets,

i Fiflh, What patch Breech, 1 fay.
3 Fifh, What {ay you, Mafter?



20 Pericles, Prince of Tyre.

1 Fifh. Look how thou ftirreft now,
Came away, I'll fetch thee with a Wannion.

2 Fifh. Faith, Mafter, Iam thinking of the poor Mea
That were caft away before us, even now.

1 Fifh. Alas poor Soulsit griev’d my Heart to hear
What pititul Cries they made ro usy to help them,
When, well-a-day, we could fcarcely he'p our {felves,

3 Fifh. Nay, faid not I as much,

When I faw the Porpus how he bounc’d and tumbled ?
They {ay, they are half Fifh, balf Fleth;
ARague on them,they ne’er come bur 1look ro be wafht.
Malter,1 marvel how the Fifhes live in the Sea?
1 Fifh. Why, asMen do at Land,
'The great oneseat up littleones:
I can compare our rich Mifers, to nothing f{o fitly
As toa Whale; he plays and tumbles,
Driving the poor Fry before him,
And at laft devours them all at 2 Mouthful.
Such Whales havel heard on a’th’Land,
Who never leave gaping, 'till they {wallow’d
The whole Parifh, Charch, Steeple, Bells and all.
Per. A pretty Moral.
3 Fifh. But, Mafter, if I had been the Sexton,
I would have been that Day in the Belfrey.

2 Fifh. Why, Man?

3 Fifh. Becaufe he thould have {wallow’d me too:
And when I had been in his Belly,

I would have kept fueh a jangling of the Bells,
That he fhould never have left,
"Till he caft Bells, Steeple, Church and Parifh up again.
But if the good King Symonides were ot my Mind.
Per. Symonides!

3 Fifli. We would purge the Lard of thefe Drones,.
That rob the Bee of her Herney.
Per. How from the finny {ubjedt of the Sea
Theie kifherstell the Irfirmmities of Men,
And from therr watry Empire recol ¢ét,
All that ray Men approve, or Men detect.
Peace be at your Labeur, honeft Fithermen

1 Fifb.
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a Fifb. Honeft, good Fellow, what's that if it bea
Day fits you,
Search out of the Ka'ender, and no body look afterit?
Per. Y’may {ee the Sea hath calt me upon your Coalt.
2 Fifh. What a drunken Knave was the Sca,
To caft thee inour way?

Per. A Man whom™ both the Waters and the Wind,
In that vaft Tennts-Court, hath made the Bal)
For them to play upon, intreats you pity him:
e asksof you,.that never us'd to beg.
1 Fifb. No, F-iend, cannot you beg 2
Here’s them inour Country of Greece,
Get more with Begging, than we cando with Working,
2 Fif. Cantt thou catch any Fithes then ?
Per. 1 never practis’d it

2 Fifb. Nay, thenthou wiltftarve {ure; for here’s no-
thing to be got now-a-days, unlels thou canit fith for’e.

Per. What 1 have been, I have forgotto know ;
But what 1 am, Want teaches me to think on;

A Man throng’d up with Cold, my Veins are chill,
And have no more of Life than may fuffice

To give my Tongue that hear to ask your help:
Which if you fhall refufe, when Iam dead,

For that 1 ama Man, pray fee me buried.

1 Fifh Die, ko-tha,nowGods forbid;Thave aGown here,
come put it on, keep thee warm ; now afore me a hand-
iome Fellow: Come, thou fhalt gohome, and we’ll have
Fleth for all Day, Fifh for fafting Daysand more; or Pud-
dings and Flap-jacks, and thou fhalt be weicome,

Per. | thank you, Sir.

2 Fifp. Harkyou,myFriend,you faid you could not beg,
Per. I did but crave.

2 Fifb. But crave? then I'll turn Craver too,
And {fo I fhall *{fcape whipping.

Per. Why, are all your Beggars whipt then ?

2 Fifb. Ohnot all, my Friend, not all ; for if all your
Beggars were whipt, | would with no better Ofhice, than
to be Beadie. Bur Matfter, I'll go draw the Net.

Per. How wellthis hone(tMiith becomes their labour ?
1 Fifh, Hark you, Sir, do you know where you are?
Per.
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Per. Not well.
1 Fifh. 1 tell you, thisis called Penrapolis,

And our King, the good Symonides.
Per The good King Symonides, do you call him?

1 Fiffr. Ay Sir, and he deferves fo to be call'd,

For his peaceable Reign and goed Government.

Per. He 1sa happy King, fince he gains trom
His Subjeéts, the name of Good, by his Government.
How far is his Court diftant from this Shore?

1 Fifh. Marry, Sir, halfaday’s Journey ; and T'll ted
you, he hatha fair Daughter, and to-morrow is her Birth-
day, and there are Princes andKnights come from all parts
of the World, to Juft and Turney for her Love.

Per. Were my Fortunes equal to my Defires,
Icould wifh to make one there.

& Fifh. Oh Sir, things muft be as they may;and whara
Man cannot get, hemaylawully deal for his Wite’s Soul.
Enter the two Fifher-men drawing up a Net,

2 Fifhr. Help,Magter help,here’s aFith hangs inthe Net,
Lkea poor Man’sRight in the Law, ’cwill hardly come out.
Habots on't,’tis come at laft,and ’tisturn’d to arufty Armor.

Per. An Armor, Friends! I pray youler me {ee it.
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all Crofies,

Thou giv'{t me {fomewhat torepair my lelf;

And though it was mine own, part ot mine Heritage,
Which my dead Father did bequeath to me,

With this ftri¢t Charge, even as he left his Life:
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a Shield

"Twixt me and Death; and pointed to this Brayles
For that it {av’d me; keep 1t in like neceility,

The which the Gods protect thee, Fame may detend thee.
¥t kept where I kept, I {o dearly lov'd it,

*Till the rough Seas, that {paresnot any Man,

Took it in rage, though calm’d hath given’t agan:

I thank thee for’t, my Shipwrack now’s no ill,

Since I have here my Father's Gift in's Will.

1 Fifh. W .t mcan you, Sir?

Per. To begotyou, kiad Friends, this Coat of Worth,
For it was fometime Target to 2 Kimng,

I know it by this Mark; he layd me dearly, And
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And for his fake, I wifh the having of it;
Aad that you'd guide me to your Sovereign’s Court,
Where with it I may appear a Gentleman ;
And if that ever my low Fortune’s better,
I'll pay your Bounties; ’till then reft your Debtror.
1 Fifh. Why, wilt theu tourney for the Lady?
Per. Ill fhew the virtuel have born in Arms.
1 Fifh. Why,takeit,and the Gods give thee good on’t.
2 Fif. Buthark you,myFricnd,’twaswethat made up
¢his Garment thro’ the rouga Seamsof the Waters ; there
are certain Condolements, certain Vails; 1 hope, Sir, if
you thrive, you’ll remember from whence you had them.
Per. Believe ic 1 will ;
By your furtherance I am cloath’d 1n Stecl,
And {pfght of a'l the rapture of the Sea,
'This Jewel holds his building on my Arm;
Unto thy value I will mount my feif
Upon a Courfer, whofe delightful fteps
Shall make the Gazer joy to ice himrread:
Only, my Friend, Iyet am unprovided of a pair of Bafes.
2 Fifh. We'll fure provide, thou fhalt have
My beft Gown to make theea pair;
And T'll bring thee to the Court my {elf.
Per. Then Honour be but a Goal tomy Will,

This Day 11l rife, or elfe 2add il to ill. [ Exennt.
Enter Symonides with Attendants and Thaifa.
King. Arc the Knightsready to begin the Trinmph?

1 Lord. They are, my Liege, and ftay your coming,
To prefent themfelves, )
King. Return them, weare ready; and our Danghter
In Honour of whofe Birth, thefe Triumphsare, [here,
Sits here like Beauty’s Child, whom Nature gat,
For Men to {fee and {ecing wond r at. ,
Thai. It pleafeth you, my royal Father, to exprefs
My Commendations great, whofe Merit’s lefs.
King, It'sfit it {hould be {o; for Princes are
A Model which Heav’n makes of it feif:
As Jewels lofe their Glory, if neglected,
So Princes their Renowns if not refpected.
"T'1s now your Honour, Daughter, to entertain

The
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The Labour of each Knight, in his Device.
Thai. Which to prefecive mine Honour, T'll perform,
[The firfl Knight paffes by.
King. Who is the firft that doth prefer hui {eltf?
Thai. A Knight of Sparta, my renowned Father,
And the Device he bears upon his Shield,
Is ablack Athiop reaching at the Sun,
The word, Lux tua Vita mubi.
King. He loves you well, that holds his Life of you.
(Tre fecond Knight.
Who is the fecond, that prefents himfe:t?
Thai. A Prince of Macedon, my Royal Father,
And the Device he bears upon his Shield,
Is anarm’d Kaight, that's conquer’d by a Lady,
The Motto thus in Spanifh, Pue Por dolcera chi por forza
(The third Knight,
King. And what’s the third?
Thai. The third of Antioch ; and his Device
A Wreath of Chivalry; the word, Mle Pompei provexit
apex, [The fourthKnigne.
King. And what is the Fourth?
Thai. A burning Torch turned upfide dewn,
The word, Qui me alit, me extinguit.
King. Which thews that Beauty hath his Power and
Which can aswellenflame, asit can kill. (Whll,
[The fifth Knight.
Thati. The fifth an Hand environed with Clouds,
Holding out Gold, that’s by the Touch-ftone try’d :
The Motto thus, Sic fpeitanda fides.
[The fixth Knight,
King. And what's the fixth and laft, the which the
Knight himielt with fuch a graceful Courtefie dehiver’d ?
Thai. He feems to be a Stranger, but his Prefent is
A wither’d Branch, that’s only green at top -
The Motto, Inbac fpe vivo.
King. A preuity Moral ;
From the dejected State wherein he is,
He hopes by you his Fortunes yet may flourifh.
1 Lord. He had nced mean better than his outward
Can any way {peak in his juft commend: [Sl%ew
or,
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For, by his rufty Outfide, he appears
To’ave praftis’d mere the Whipitock than the Lance.
2 Lord. He well may be a Stranger, for he comes
"To an honour’d Triumph ftrangely furnifld.
3 Lord. And on fet purpofe let his Armour ruft
Untill this Day, to {fcour it in the Duft.
King. Opinion’s but a Fool, that makes us {can
The outward Habit by the inward Man.
But ftay, the Knights are coming.
We will withdraw into the Gallery. [ Exenrt.
[Great Shouts, and all ery The mean Knight.
Enter the King and Knights from Tilting.
King. Knights, to fay yow’re welcome, were {uperfiuous.
T'o place upon the Volume of your Deads,
Asina Tile Page, your wotth in arms,
Were more than you expet, or morc than’s fit,
Since every Worth in fhew commends it {elf;
Prepare for Mirth, for Mirth comes at a Feaft,
Youa are Princes, and my Guefts.
Th..i. Bug you, my Knight and Gueft,
To whom this wreath of Victory I give,
And Crown you King of this Day’s happinefs.
Per. *Tis more by Fortune, Lady, than by Merit.
King, Call it by what you will, the Day is yours,
And here, 1 hope, is none that eavies it.
In framing an Artift, Art hath thus decreed,
To make fome good, but others to exceed,
And you her labourd Scholar: Come, Queen o’th’ Feaff,
For, Daughter, {fo you are, here take your place :
Martial the reft, as they deferve thy grace.
Kni, hts. We are honcur’d much by good Symm‘fdeﬁ
King, Your Prefence glads our Days, Honour welove,
For who hates Honour, hates the Gods above.
Mar/h. Sir, yonder is your Place.
Per. Some other is more fit.
t Knizht. Contend not, Sir, for we are Gentlemen,
That ncither in our Hearts, nor outward Eyes,
Envy the Great, nor do the low defpife.
Per, You are right courteous Knights,
King. Sit, fit, fit.

B By
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By Fove, 1 wonder, that is King of Thoughts,
Thele Cates refift me, he not thought upon.
Tnag. by Funo, thatis the Queen of Marriage,
All Viands that I eat do feem unfavory,
Wifhing him my Meat; fure he'’s 2 gallant Gentleman.
King. He’s but a Country Gentleman : hasdone no more
Than other Knights havedore, has brokena Staff,
Or {o; let it pafs.
Thai. To mehe feems a Diamond to Glafs.
Per. Yon King’s to me like to my Father’s Pi€ture,
Which tclls me in that Glory once he was,
And Princes {at like Stars about his Throne,
Andhe the Sun, for them to rcverence;
None that beheld him, butlike leffer Lights,
D1d vail their Crowns to his Supremacy ;
Where now his Son, like a Glo-worm in the Night,
The which hath Fire m Darknefs, none in Light ;
Whereby 1 {ce that Time’s the King of Men,
FYor he’s their Parents, and he is their Grave,
And gives them what he will, not what they crave.
King. What are you merry, Knights?
Knights. Who can be other in this Royal Prefence?
King. Here, with a Cup that’s ftirr'd unto the brim,
As you do love, fill to your Miftiefs Lips,
We drink this Health to you.
Knights. We thank your Grace.
King. Yet paufe a while.
Yon Knight doth it too melancholy,
As it the Entertainment in our Court
H.d not a fhew might countervail his Worth.
Note it not you, Thaifa ?
Shai. What is’t to me, my Father?
King. O, attend, my Daughtcr;
Princes, in this, fhould live like Gods above,
Who freely give to every encthat come to honourthem:
# 1ud Piinces not doing {o, are like to Gnats,
W hich miake a found, but kill'd are wondred at:
'Therefore to make his entrance now more {weet;
tere £y wo drink this ftanding Bowl of Wine to him,
Ziai. Alds, my Father it pefits not me, U
nto
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Tnto a flranger Kaight tobe {o bold.
He may my Profter take for an Offence,
8ince Men take Womens Gifts for Impudence.
King. How! do as I bid you, or you'll move me elf~.
Thai. Now, by the Gods, he could nov pleafe m.
better, [ Ajrde.
King. And furthermore tell him,
We defire to know of him,
Of whence he is, his Name and Parentage.
Thai. The King my Father, $ir, ha.h drunk to yau.
Per. 1 thank him.
That. Wifhing it fo much Blood unto your Life.
Per. 1 thank both him and you, and ple dge him freely.
Thai. And further he defires to know of you,
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentaze.
Per. A Gentleman of Tyre, my Name Pericles,
My Education been in Arts and Arms,
Who looking for Adventures in the World,
Was by the rough Seas reft of Ships and Men,
And after Shipwrack, driv’n upon this Shore.
Thai. He thanks your Graces names him{elf Pericles
A Gentleman of Tyre, who only by Misfortune ot the Seas,
Berett of Ships and Men, caft on the Shore.
King. Now by the Gods 1 pity his Misfortune,
Aud will awake him from his Mclancholy,
Come, Gentlcmen, we fit toe long on Trifles,
And wafltethe time, which locks for other Revels.
Ev’n in your Armors, as you are addreft,
Will very well become a Soldier’s Dance:
Iwill not have excufe, with faying that
Loud Mufick is too harfh for Ladies Heads,
Since they love Mea in Arms_, as well as Beds. [Theydaicz,
So, this was well afk’d, ’twas well perform’d,
Come, Sir, here’sa Lady that wants breathing too,
And I have heard; you Knights of Tyre
Are excellent in making Ladies trip,
And that their Meafures are as excellent.
Per, In thofe that practife them, they are, my Lord,
- King. O that’s as much, as you would be deny’d
Of your fair Courtefie, unclaip, unclafp. (They dance.
B2 Thanks
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Thanks Gentlemen, to all; all have done well,
But you the beit. Pages and Lights, to conduét
T hefe Knights unto their {everal Lodgings,
Yours, Sir, we have giv’'n order to be next our own.
Per, I am at your -Grace’s Pleafure.
King. Princes, it istoo late to talk of Love,
And that’s the mark 1 know you level at:
Therefore each one betake him to his Reft,
To Morrow, ill for {peeding do their beft.
Enter Hellicanus and Efcanes.
Hell, No, Efranes, know this of me,
Antiochus from Tnceft liv’d not free:
For which, the moft high Gods not minding
Longer to with-hold the Vengeance that
They had in ftore, due to his heinous
Capital Offence; even in the height and Piide
Of all his Glory, when he was {eated in = _
A Chariot of an ineftimable Value, and his Danghter
With him; a Fire fiom Heav’n came and fhrivel'd
Up thofe Bodies, even to loathing, for they {o fiunk
That all thofe Eyes ador’d them, ere theig fall,
Scorn now their Hand fhould pive them Buiial,
Efca . It was very { znge.
Hell. And yet but Juftice;
For though thisKing werg great,
His Greatnefs was no guard to bar Heav'ns fhaft,
But Sin had his Reward,
Efca, °Tis very frue.
Enter two or three Lords,
1 Lord. See, not a Men in private Conference,
O1 Courfel, hath refpe& with him but he.
2 Lerd. Tt flall no longer grieve without reproof. ..
3 Lord. And curft be he that will not fecond 1t.
1 Lerd. Fellow me then; Lord Hellictn a worc .
Hcll. With me? and weicome, happy Day my Lords.
1 Lord. Know thatour Griefs ave riin to the top,
And n w at length they over How thewr Banks.
Feil, Your Grigfs, for what? wrong net your Prince
you love.
) Lord. Wrong not your felf than, nobie Halcan, -
ut
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But if the Prince do live, let us falute him,
Or know what Ground’s made happy by his Breathy
If in the Woild he live, we’ll feek him out;
1f in the Grave he reft, we’ll find him there,
And be refolv’d, he lives te govern us:
Or dead, gives Caufe to mourn his Funeral,
And leaves us to our free Eletion.
2 Lord. Whote death indeed, the ftrongeft in our cenfure,
And knowing this Kingdom is withouta Head,
Like goodly Buildingsleft without a Roef,
Soon fall to Ruin: Your noble {elf,
That beft knows how to rule, and how to reign,
We thus {fubmit unto our Severeign.
Omn. Live, noble Hellican.
Hell. Try Honours Caufe; forbear your Suffragess
If that you love Prince Perzde.f, forbear :
(Take I your-with, Ileap into the Seas, -
Where’s hourly trouble, for a Minutes eafe,)
A twelve Month longer, let me entreat you
To forbear the abfence of your King -
If in which time expir’d, he net return,
1 thell with aged Patience bear your Yoke.
But if I cannot win you to this Love,
Go {fearch like Wobles, like noble Subjedts,
And in yeur fearch, fpend your adventurous Worth,
Wham if you find, and wi1 unto return,
You {hall like Diamonds fit apout his Crowa.
1 Lord. To Wildom, he’s a Fool that would not yield,
And fince Lord Heliican enjoineth us,
We with our Travels will endeavour.
Fall. Then you love us, we you, and we’ll clafp Hands,
When Peers thus khit, a kingdom ever ftands, [ Exexat.
Enter the King madmg of # Letter at one Door, and the
Knights meet hun.
1 Keight. Good morrow to the good Symonides.
King. Knights, from my Daughter this 1 let you know,
That for this twelve Month, fhe’ll not undertake «
A married Life: Her Reafon to her flf is only known,
Which yet from her by no means can 1 get.
2 Knight. May we not get actefs to her my Lord?
B 3 King.
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King. Faith, by no means: {he hath f{o firictly

'T'y’d her to her Chamber, that ’tis impoflible:

One twelve Moons more fhe’ll wear Diana’s Livery:

This by the Eye of Cynthiz hath the vow’d,

And on her Virgin Honour will not break.

32 Kwight. Loth to bid farewel, we take our Leaves. | Exe.
King. So, they are well difpatch’d.

Now to my Daughter’s Letter; fhe tells me here,

She’ll wed the ftranger Knight, .

Or never gmore to view nor Day nor Light.

s well, “Miftrefs, your Choice agrees with mine,

I like that well; nay, how ab{olute fhe’s in’t,

Not minding whether I diflike or no.

Well, I do commend her choice, and will no longer

Have it be delay’d: Soft, here he comes,

I muft diffemble it.

Enter Pericles.
Per. All Fortune to the good Symonides.
King, To you as much: Sir, I am beholding to you,’

For your {weet Mufick this laft Night :

I do proteft, my Ears were never fed

With {uch delightful pleafing Harmony.

Per. It 1s your Graces Pleafure to commend,
Not my Defert.
King. Sir, you are Mufick’s Mafter.
Per. The worft of all her Scholars, my good Lord.
King. Let me afk you one thing.
What do you think of my Daughter, Sir?
Per. A moft virtuous Princefs.
King. And fhe’s fair too, is fhe not?
Per. Asa fair Day in Summer: wondrous Fair,
King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you,

I fo well, that you muft be her Maficr,

And fhe will be your Scholar; thercfore look to it.
Per. I am unworthy to be her School-mafter.
King. She thinks not fo, peiufe this writing elic.
Per. What’s here a Letter,

That fte loves the Knight of Tjre?

*Tis the King’s Subtilty to have my Life:

Gh {eck not to intrap me, gravious Lord,

A Stranger
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A Stranger and diftrefled Gentleman,
That never aim’d {fo high to love your Daughter,
But bent all Offices to honour -her.
King. Thou haft bewitch’d my Daughter,
And thou art a Villain.
Per. By the Gods I have not;
Never did Thought of mine levy Offence;
Nor never did my Actions yet commence
A Deed might gain her Love, or your Difpleafura,
King, Traltor, thou lieft.
Per, Trattor!
King. Ay, Traytor.
Per. Even in his Throat, unlefs it be-a King,
That calls me Traitor, Ireturn the Lie.
King. Now by the Gods 1 do applaud his Courage,
Per. My Adtions are as noble as my Thoughts,
That never relifi’d of a bafe Defcent:
I came unto the Court for Honour’s Caufe,
And not to be a Rebel to her State:
And he that otherwile accounts of me,
This Sword fhall prove, he’s Honour’s Enemy.
King. No? here comes iny Daughrer, the canwitn. £ .
Enter Thaila.
Per. Thesi as yott are as Virtuous, as-Faid;
Refolye your angry Father, if my Toague
Did e’er {ollicit, or my Hand {ubfcribe
To any Syllable that made love to you?
Thai. Why Sir, if you had, who takes offence
At that would mzke me glad ?
King. Yea, Miftrefs, are you fo peremptory?
I am rI 2d of it with-al my Heart. FAfide.
Il mme you, Ul bring you in fubjeliion. *
Wil you, not having my Counfent,
Beftow your Love and your Affe&ions
Upon a Stranger? who, for ouglit 1 know, ~ T4/4d:.
May be, nor can I think the cqntra.ry,
As great in Blood as I my {elf:
Therefore hear you, Miftrefs, either frame
Your Will to mine; and you, Sir, hear you,

Either be rul’'d by me, or I'll make you———
B 4 M:n
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Man and Wife; ray, come, your Honds
And Lips mult {c.l it too: And being join’d,
I’ll thus your Hopes deftroy, and for further Grief,
God give you Joy; what, are you bo.h pleas’d ?
That. Yes, if you love me, Sir.
Per, Ev’n as my Life, o~ Bload that fofters it.
I7.z. What, 2 ¢ you both agreed?
Amb. Yes, 1f it pleale your Maefty.
King. It pleafcth me {o well, that I will fee you wed,
Ard then with w hat hafte you can, get you to Bed.

L 1ter Gower.,

Now +flecp fizhed Fath the rout,
230 din bt [roars vbcut t'he Houfs,
P4ed. lontor by the o'er-fee Besfl,
OF this maft pormposs Marriage Fonft :
The Cat wirth 2n% of burring Coal, -
Now cosches from tize Moufes hole :
And Crickets 'ng at th® Ovens Mouth,
ire the blithey for their Dronth :

Tyruen bars broizzht the Bride to Bed,
Wire 6, tae Lefs of Maidenherd,
A B1be is motdded, by attent,
And time thatis (o briefly [pent,
With your fine Fancics quaintly each,
Wone's aumb ip foew, Dl plain with Speech.

Enter Pericles and Symonides at one Door with Attendants,
a Meflenger meets them, kneels, and gives Pericles a
Letter, Pericles thews it Symonides, the Lords kneel to
him; Then enter Thaifa with Childy with Lychorida a
Nurfe, the King fhews her the Letter, fhe rejoices:
She and Pericles take leave of her Father,. and depart.

By many o dearn and painful Pearel
Of Pericles, the careful Search,

By the four oppofing Coignes,
Phich the World together foymes.

Is made with all due diligence,

That Horfe and Sail, and bizh Expence,
Gan
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Can fieed the qucfts at Iaff from Tyre,
Fame anfwering the mofl firange Enquire,
To th Court of King Symonides,

Are Letters brought, the Tenour thefe.
Antiochus and his Daughter's dead,
The Men of 'T'yrus, on the Head

Of Hcllicanus would fet on

Twe Crown of Tyre, but he will none:
The Mutiny be there bafles ¥ opprefs,

Says to them, if King Pericles

Comge not home in twice fix Moons,

He, -obedient to their Doows,

Will take the Crown: The Sum of this
Brought Lither to Pentapolis,

Irony fhed the Regions round,

And every one with Claps can found,
Ounr H:ir apparent is & "King :

Who dreamt? who thought of [uch a Thing *
Brief, be muft bence depart to 'T'yre,
His Queen with Child, makes ber defire,
Which who fhall crofs, along to go

Omit we all their Dole and Woe:
Lychorida ber Nurfe fhe takes,

And fo to Sex; then Veffel fhakes

On Neptune’s Billow, half the Flood
Half their Keel cut 5 but Fortune mov’d,
Varies again. the grifly North
Dilgrorges fuch a Teinpeft forth,

Twat as a Duck for Life that dives,

So up and down the poor SEip drives:
The Lady firicks, and well a-near,
Doth fall in srovel with ber fear:

And wihat enfies in this felf Storm,
Shall for it felf, it felf perforin:

I nill rdate, Aifion may

Convenicitly the ».ft convey;

Wiich rioht not? what by me is told,
In your Imigiration koid ; .

This Siage, tre Ship uprs whofe Deck
The Sea-tof} . Pericles appears vo [peak.

B g
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Enter Pericles on Shitboard.

Per. Thou Ged of this great Vaft, rebuke thefe Surges
Which wafh both Heav’n and lel'; and thou that hafk
Upon the Winds Command, bind them in Brafs,
Javing’ cal’d them from the Deep; O {till
Thy deafning dreadful Thunders; daily quench
Thy nimble {ulphmous Flathes: O how, Lychorda,
How does my Queen ? then ftorm venomoufly,

Wilt thou {pit all thyfelf ? the Jeaman’s Whiftle

Is a Whifper in the Ears of Death,

Unheard Lycherida? Luciiz, oh
Divineft Patronefs, and my Wi'e, gentle

To thofe that ¢ry by Nicht, convey thy Deity

board our dancinr Boat, make {fwi‘t the Pangs
Of my Queen’s Tiavels. Now, Lychorida.

Entcr Lychorida.

Lyc. Here is a thing teo young for {uch a Place,
Who if it had conceit, would die, as 1 am like to do;,
Take in your Arms this Piece of your dead Queen.

Per. How? how, Lycherida?

Lyc. Patience, good Sir, do not afiift the Storm,
Here’s all that 1s left ving of our Queen;

A little Daughter, for the {ake of it
Be manly, and take comfort.

Per. O you Gods!

Why do you make us love your goodly Gifts,
And fnatch them ftraight away?

We here below, recal not what we give,

And we therein may ufe Honour with you.

Lyc. Patience, good Sir, even for this Charee,

Per. Now mild may be thy Life,

For 2 more bluttous Birth had never Babe:

Quict and gentle thy Conditions;

For thou art the rudcliet Welcome to this World,

That ever wus Piince’s Child ; happy that follows,

Thou haft as chiding a Nativity,

As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heav’n can make

To harold thre from the Womb

Ev’n at the fu.ft, thy Lofs is more than can

Tny Poitage quit, with all thou canft find here.
Nove-
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Now the good Gods th ow their belt Lves upon it
Enser tro Sarlors.
1 Sail. What Courage, Sir? God fave vou.
Pcr, Courage enocugh, 1 do not fear the Tlaw,
It hath done to me the worft: Yet for the love
Of this poor Infant, this freta new Sca-farer,
I would it would be quiet.
1 Szil. Slack the Bolins there; thou wilt not, wis
thou blow and {plit thy { ir?
2 Sail. But Seca-100om, and the brine and cloudy Bil-
low kifs the Moon, T care not. |
1 Sail. Str, your Queen muft over-board,
The Sea works high, the Wind s lould,
And will not lie *ull the Ship be clear’d of the dead.
Per. That’s your Superflition. [obierv’d,
1 Szil, Pardon us, Sir, with us at Sea it {till hath been.
And we are ftrong in Eaftein, therefore briefly yield her.
Per. As you think mect, for themull ¢’er-beard {traighs,
Moft wretched Queen.
Lyc. Here the lics, Sir. )
Per. A tcrrible Child-bed haft thou had, my Dear,
No Light, no Fire, the uniriendly Elements
Forgot thee utterly, nor have 1 time
To bring thee hallow’d to thy Grave, but ftraight
Muft caft thee {carcely coffin’d, in oar,
Where tor a Monument upen thy Boaes,
The Air remaininz Lamps, the belching Whale,
And humming Water muft o’erwhelm thy Corps
Lymg with fimple Shells: Oh, Lychorids,
B.d Neflor brinz me Sp.ces, Ink and Daper,
My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicandor
Bring me the Sattin Coflin: Lay the Babse
Upon the Pillow; hic thee, vwhiles I {ay
A Piieftly farewel to her: Suddenly, Woman,
2 Sxil. Sir, we have a Cheft beneath the Ilatches,
Caulk’d and bitum’d ready. ,
Per. 1 thank thee: Murinei, fay, what Coalt is thi,?
2 Sail. We are near Thur, us,
Per. Thither, gentle Mariner,
A ter thy Courde tor Tore, whea canfl tho reath .7
| B o 2 S
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.2 Sail. By break of Day, if the Wind ceafe.

Per. O 1nake for Tnarfus,

There will 1 vifit Cleos, for the Babe
Cannot hold out to Tjrus; there Tll leave it
At careful nurfing: Go thy ways, good Maiiner.
I'll bring the Dody prefently. | Exeunt.
Egter Lovd Cerypacn with a Servant.
Cer, Philemon, oh!
Enter Philemon,

Ppil. Doth my Lord call?

Cer. Get Fire and Meat for thefe poor Men,
It hath been a turbulent and ftormy Night.

Ser. 1 have becn in many; but {uch a Night as this,
*Till now, I ne’er endur’d.

Ger. Your Mafter will be dead erc you return.
There’s no.hing can be minuftred to Nacure,

That can recover him: Give this to th’ Pothecary,
And tell me how it wotks.
Erter oo Gentlemen,

1 Gent. Geod moiow. .

2 Gent. Gosd morrow to your Lord{hip.

Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ftir {fo early ?

1 Gent. Sir, our Lodging ftanding Biecak upon the Sea,
Shook as ir the Earth did quake .

Thz very Principles did feem to rend and sll to topole,
Fure Swmprifc and Feor made me to leave the Houde.

2 Gent. That 1s the Caufe we trouble you fo early,
T'1s noet our Hufhandry.

Cer. O you {ay wuill.

1 Genr. But I much marvel that your Lordfhip
Having rich Attire about you, thould at thefe early Hours
Shake cff the golden Sluml e of Repefe; s moft ft:ange,
Natare thowd be {u cenve.fint wih Pain,

Being thereto not cempeied.

Cer. 1 ho'd it ever Vir-ue and Cunnine,

Were Lrdow inenws rrreater, than Noliendd and Riches;
Carelefs Heirs may the two latter daken and expend
But Immortality attends the form.r,
Mcking a Man a God :
*Tis known, I ever have fludied Phylick,

Through
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Through which fe ret Art, by tu.ning ¢’er Authority,

I hare together with my Praltice, made familiar
To me and to my Aid, the beft Infufions that dwrell

In Vegetives, in M etals, Stones; and can {peak of the
D:fturbances that Nature works, and of hel Cures;
Which doth give me more Content
In courfe of true Delight
Than to be thirfty after tottering Honour,
Or tie my Pleafure up in filken Bags,
To pleafc the Fool and Death.

2 Gent.-Your Honour hath through Epoefus
Pour’d forth your Charity, and hundreds call them{elves
Your Creatures; who by you have been reftor’d,
And not your Knowledge, your perfunal Pain,
But even your Pwfe ftill cpen, hath built Lord Cerymon
Such ftrong Renown, as never fhall decay:

Enter two oy three with a Chefl,

Ser. So, lift there.

Cer. What’s that?

Ser. 8ir, even now did the Sea tofs up upon our Shore
This Cheft ; ’tis of {fome wrack.

S¢r. Set it down, let us look upon it.

2 Gent. *Tis hke a Coin, Sir.

Cer. What ere it be, ’tis wondrous heavy ;
Wrench-it open ftraight:
It the Sea’s Stomach be o’er-charg’d with Gold,
*Tis a2 good Conftraint of Fortune it belches vupon us.

2 Gent, Tis {o, my Lord.

Cer. How clofe ’tis caulk’d and bottom’d, did the Sca

caft 1t up?
Ser. 1 never faw fo huge a Bdlow, Sir, as teft it upon

Shate,
Cer. Wrench it apen; it {mells moft fiveetly in my Senfe.

2 Gent. A del'cate Odour.
Cer. As ever hit my Noftril; {o, up with it.
Ch you moft potent Gads! what’s here, a Coarfe?

1 Geur. Mofit ftrange.
Cer Shrowded in Clcath of State, balm’d and entr eafufcd

Wih full Bags of Spices, a Paﬂpmt to Apolio,

Peifect me in the Characters.
Here
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Here I give to naderfiard,
If eer this Coffin drive a-land ;
I King Pericics bave loft
This Oueen, worth all ouy mundane Coft :
W0 jzfm: pber, give her Burying,
She was tise D«Vﬂﬂ’orer of & King,
Belides this Tv.a/ure for a Fee,
Tée Gods reqfffre his Cl.arity.
If thou liveft Pericles, thou haft a2 Heait
That even cracks tor wo; this chanc'd to Night.
2 Gent. Doft l'kely, Sir,
Cer. Nay, certainly to Night,

For look how frefh fhe leoks!
They were too rough, that thiew her in the S:a.

M.kea Firewitlin, fetch hither all my Boxesin my Clofet,
Death may ufurp on Nature many Hours,
And yetthz Fire of Life kindleazain theo cr—preﬁ Spirite,
I heard of on ZEzptian that had nine Hours been dead,
Who was by good Appliance rccovered.
Enter one with Naplins and Fire.
Well {aid, well faid, the Fihe and Cloaths,
The rouch and wetul Mufick that we have,
Caufe it to {found I befeech you:
The Vial once more; how thou ftirreft, thou Biock?
The Mufick there; I pray you give her Air;
Genrlemen, this Queen will live,
Nature awakes a2 warm Breath out of her;
She hath not been entranc’d above five Hours,
See how fhe ’gins to blow into Life’s Flower aga'n
1 Gent. The Heav'ns, thro’ you, encicafe our Wonder,
And {ets up your Fame for cver.
Cer. She 1s alive, behold her Eye-lids,
Caf=s to thofe heavenly Jewels which Pericles hath loft,
Bpg;m to part their Fiinges of bright Gold,
The Dizmonds of a mott paifed Water doth appear,
To make the World twice rich; live, and make us vreep
To hear your Fate, f:m Cre..:.ture rare as vou feem to te.
[ She moves.

Thai. O dear D'ana, wheream I? waere’s my I ord*®

Whaeo Waoild 1s this?
2 Gen*

Z
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2 Genz. Is not this ftrange?
1 Genr. Moft rare.
Cer. Hufh, my gentle Neighbours, lend me your Hands,
To the next Chamber bear her, get Linnen;
Now this matter muft be look’d to, for the Relapfe
Is mortal: Come, come, and, Efcuiapins, guide us.
| Exennt, carrying her away.

ACT I SCENE I

Enter Pericles a¢ Tharfus, wich Cleon and Dionyfia.

Per. O ST honour’d Cleon, I muft needs be gone,
My tweve Months are expir’d, and Tyre ftands
In a Peace; you and your Lady take from my Heart
All Thankfulnefs. The Gods make up the reft upon you.
Cle. Your fhakes of Fortune, though they hate vou
Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on us.
Dion. O your {weet Queen !
That the ftriét Fates had pleas’d youw’d brought her hitker,
‘To have bleft mine Eyes with her.
Per. We cannot but obey the Pow’rs above us ;
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea fhe lies in,
Yet the end muft be as ’tis: My gentle Babe, Marina,
¥ hom, for fhe was born at S8ca, I have nam’d fo,
Here, I charge your Charity withsl; leaving her
The Infant of your Care, befeeching you to give her
Piincely training, that fhe may be manner’d as fhe is born.
Cie, Fear not, my Lady, butthink your Grace,
That fed my Counuy with your Corn, for which
The Peoples Prayersdally fallupan you, muft iz your Child
Be thought onj; if negleét fhould cherein make me vile,
The common Body that’s by you reltev’d,
Vould force me to my Dury ; but if to that
My Nature nced a Sypur, the Gods revenze it
Upon me and mine, to the cad of Genaradon,
Per. 1 believe you, youtr Honour and your Gu daefs
Teach me to’t without your Vows, “till fiz be me ried,
Vadum,
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Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour,
All unfifter’d fhall this Heir of mine remain,
Though 1 fhew will in’t; fo I take my leave:
Gocd Madam, make me blefﬁ,d in your Care
In bringing up my Chiid.

Dion. I've one myiclf, who fhall not be more dear
To my refpeét than yours, my Lord.

Per. Madam, my Thanks and Prayers.

Cle. We'll bring your Grace to the Edge of the Shore,
then give you up to the masked Neprune,and the gentleft
Winds of Heaven.

Per. 1 will embrace your offer. Come, deareft Madam:
O, vo Tears, Lycherida, no Tears; look to your little Mi-
ftrefs, on whofe Grace you may depend hercafter:
Come, my Lerd. | Ecennt.

Enter Cerymon and Thaifa.

Cer. Madam, this Letter, and {ome certain Jewels,
Lay with you in vour Coffer.

W hich are at your Command : Know you the Character ?

Trai. It 1s my Lords; that I was fhip’d at Sea,

I well remember, ev’n on my eaning time;
But whether there delivered, by the holy God
I cannot rightly {ay s but fince King Pericles,
My wedded Lord, 1 ne’er {hall {ee again,

A veftal-Livery will 1 take me to,

And never more have Joy.

Cer. Madam, if this you purpofe as ye {peak,
Diana’s Temple 1s not diftant far,

W here you may abide ’till your Date expire;
Morcover if you pleafe, a Neece of mine
Shall there attend you.
Thai. My Recompence 15 thanks that’s all,
Yet my good Will is great, thcuzh the Gift fmall.
I Exennt,
Enter Gower,
Gow. Imag.ne Pericles sriiv’d at Tyre,
Welcon’d and frttled to bis own Dejire;
His woful Qneen we leave at Ephefus,
Unto Diana, there’s a4 Vatarefs,

Nawr
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Now to Maina dend your Mind,

Whom our faft growing Scene muft find
At Thav{us, and by Cleon train’d

In Mrick, Letters, who hath gain'd

Of Edncation all the Grace,

U isich makes hizh both tke Art and Place
Of gen.val Wonder: But alack,

That Menfier Envy oft the Wrack

Of earned Praife, Ma“m:l s Life

Seeks to take Jff by Treafon’s Knife,

And in tiis kind our Cleon bath

One Davghter and a full grown Wench,
Ewven ripe for Marriage fight . Thiis Maid
Hizist Philoten: dnd it is faid

For certamm in our Story, floe

HWould ever with Marina be,

Le't when they weav’d the [ledded Szlk,
Wits Fingers long, [mall, white as Milk,
Or when j}’:ne would with [oarp Neediz wosnd
The Cambrick, which fhe made more [ound
By hburting it, or whep to the Lute

She Suzg, sind made the Niglz Bed mute
Tiat fiill records within ene, oy when

She would with vich and mnﬂ&ﬁt Fen,
Vail to by Milrefs Dion fill,

Tris Philoten contends in [zl

With abfolute Marina: So -

The Dove of Paphos wight with the Crow
Vie Featbers white. Marina gets

All Praifes, which ave paid as Debts ;
And not as given ; this [o darks

In Philoten all grac f:l Marks,

That Cieon's Wife with Eny rare,

A prefent Mur’roy does prepare

For good Marina tbat her Daughter
Mighs fland Peerlefs by this Slaughter.
Thoe fooner her wile Thouglsts to flead,
Lychotida ozr Nurfe is dead,

Ad cufed Dionylia bath

The preguant Infrument of Wrath
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Preft for this blow, the unborn Event

I do commend to your Content,

Only I carried winged Time

Poft, on the lame Feet of my Rhime,

Which never conld 1 fo convey,

Unlefs your Thoughts went on my Way.

Dionyfia doth appear, |
Wirh Leonine a4 Murderer. [ Exit,

Enter Dionyfia, and Leonine.

Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou haft {worn to do it,
T1s but a Blow, which neyer fhall be known.
"Thou canft not do a thing in the World {fo {oon,
To yield thee {fo much Profit; let not Confcience
Which is but cold, enflaming thy love Bofom,
Enflame too nicely ; nor let Pity, which
Even Women have caft off, melt thee,
But be a Soldier to thy Purpofe.

Leon. 1 will do’t, but yet the is a goodly Creature,

Dion. The fitter then the Gods fhould have her.

Here fhe comes weeping for her only Miftrefs Death:
'Thou art refolv’d ?

Leon. I am refolv’d,

Enter Marina with.a Bajfket of Flowers.
Mar. No: I will rob gay Tellus of her Weed,
To firew thy Grave with Flowers: The yellows, blues,
The purple, Violets and Marigolds,
Shall as the Carpet hang upon thy Grave,
While Summer Days do laft. Ay me, poor Maid,
Born t a Tempeft, when my Mother dy’d :
This World to me is like a lafting Storm,
Hunying me from my Friends.
Dion. How now, Marina? why de’ye weep alone?
How chance my Daughter is not with you ?
Do not confume your Dloed with forrowing.
You have a Nurfe of me. Lord! your Favour’s
Chang’d, with this unprofitable Woe:
Come give me your Flowers, ¢’er the Sea mar 1t,
Walk with Leowiae, the Air is quick there,
And it pieices and fharpens the Stomach :
| Conie,
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Come, Leonine, take her by the Arm, walk with her.
Mar. No I pray you,
Ill not bereave you ot your Servant.
Dion. Come, come ;
I love the King your Father, and your felf,
With more than foreign Heart; we every Day
F.xpect him here, when he fiall come and find
Our Paragon, to all Reports thus blafted.
He will repent the Breadth of his great Voyage,
Blame boch my Lord and me, that we have taken.
No care to your beft Courfes. Go I pray you,
Walk and be cheartul once again; referve
That excelient Complexion, which did fteal
The Eyes of Young and Old. Care not for me,
I can go home alone.
Mar. Well, I will go,
But yet 1 have no defire to it.
Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis good for you;
Walk hzlf an Hour, Leonine, at the leaft.
Remember what 1 have faid.
Leon, 1 warrant you, Madam.
Dioz. Tl leave you, my {weet Lady, for a while;
Pray welk foftly, do not heat your Blood:
What, I muft have a Care of you. [Exit.
Mar. My Thanks, fweet Madam. Is the Wind Welteriy
that blows?
Leorn. South-Wett.
Mar. When I was born, the Wind was North,
Leon, Was't {o?
Mar. My Father, as Nurfe faith, did ntver fear,
But cryed good Seaumen, to the Sailors, galling
His Kingly Hands,
Haling the Ropes, and clafping to the Malft,
Endur’d a Sca that almoft barft the Deck.
Leon. When was this ?
Aar. When 1 was born:
Never were Waves nor Wind more violens,
And fiom the Ladder-Tackle, wail es ot
A Cuanvas Ciimber: IIa, { ith one, wilt out!

And with a dropping Induftry they fkip

rrom
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From Stein to S.mn:
The Bea'fweain vwhiftles, and the Mafter calis
And t1clles their Contfufion.
L20w. Come fay your Prayers.
Mar, \What mean you?
Leor. 1f you iequi e a little Space for Piayer,
I grunt it; pray, but be not redious,
For the Geds are quick of Ear,
And I am fwon to do my Work with hafte.
M. Why w'll you kil me?
Lecn. 'To fat'sfy my Lady.
Mar. W hy would fhe have me kil'd now? as I can
Remember by my Troib, I never did hurt her
In all my Lite, I never {pake bad Word,
Nor did ill Turn to any living Creature;
B-lieve me now, I never klu’d a Moufe,
Nor hurt 2 Fly. I tred upon a Worm once
Againft my Will, but T wept for it. How have 1 offended,
Wherein my Death might yield her any Profit,
Or my Life imply her any Danger?
Leon. My Commiffion
Is not to reafon of the Deed, but-do it.
Mar. You will not do’t for all the World, I hope:
You zre well-faveur’d, and your Looks fore-fhew
You have a very gentde Heait. 1 {faw you lavely,
When you caught Hurt in parting two that fousht:
Gacd {ooth, it fhewed well in you, do {o now,
Your Lady {_eks my Life, come you between,
And {ave pcor Me the weaker.
Leon. 1 am {worn, and will difpatch.
Enter Firates,
1 P, Held, Villain.
2 Pirat. A prize! a prize!
3 Pirat. Half part, Mates, half part, Come let’s have
her aboa d {fudden'y. [ Exeunt.
Enrter Leon ne, -
Leon. Theferozuing'Thieves{e vethe great Pirate Valdes,
And they have {vized Morina, let her go,
There’s no Hope fue wil return: T'll {wear {le’s dead,

And thrown into the Sca; But I'll {ee farther,
Perhaps
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Perhaps they will but pleafe themfelves upon her,

Nat carry her aboaid; if the remain,
Whom they have ravifl’d, muft by me be {lain.  [Exi,
Enter Pander, Boult and Bawd.

Pand. Boxnlt.

Bouit. Sir.

Pand. Search the Market narrowly, Metaline is full of
Gallants, we loft too much Money this Mart, by being too
Wenchlef-. .

Bawd. Ve were never {fo much out of Creatures, we
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they
can do, and they with continual Action, are even as good
as retien.

Pand. Therefore let’s have frefh ones what ’er we pay
for them, if there be not 2 Conicience to be us’d in every
Trade, we fhall never p: ofpcr

Bawd. Thou {ay’ft true, ’tis not our bringing up of pdor
Baftarde, as I think, I bmucrht fome eleven.

Bozlt. 1 too elcven, and bmught them down again,
But fhall T fearch the Market?

Bawd. What elfe, Man? The Stuff we have, a frong
Wind will blow it to pieces, they are {o pi-ifully {fodden.

Pand. Thou {ay’lt true, there’s two unwhoifome in
Conicience, the poor Tranf,lvanian is dead that liy with
the litt]: Baggage.

Boxlt. Ay, the quickly polip’d him, the made hitn Rraft
Meat for Worms, but Il go {carch the Market,  [Exit..

Fand, Three or four thoufand Chickens were as pretty
a Proportion to live quietly, and {o give over.

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? Is 1t 2 Shame
to get when we are old?
Pard. Oh cur Credit comes not in like the Commuodi-
ty, nor the Commodity wages not with the Donser:
Therclore, if in our Youths we could pick up {H>mce pretty
Ef ate,’owe e not am'{s to Leep our Door hatch’d; bt des
the fore Terms we ftand upon with the Gods, wiil be
ftiong wich us for giving o’er.
Bawd. Come, other foits offend as well as we.
Pand. Aswell as we, ay, and better too, we offend worle,
neither 1s our Prodeflion any Tiade, it’s no Calling: Dut
are comes Boult, Enter

o
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Enter Boult with Pirates, and Marina.

Boult. Come your Ways, my Mafters, you fay fhe’s a
Virgin ?

Pirat. Q Sir, we doubt it not.

Boult. Maiter, I have gone through for this Piece you
fee, if you like her, {o; if not, I have loft my Eamnetft.

Bawd. Bowlt. has fhe any Qualities?

Boult. She has a good Face, {peaks well, and hath ex-
cellent-gocd Cloaths: There’s no farther neceflity of Qua-
litie cen make her be refufed.

Bawd. What’s her Price, Bowit?

Bosit. 1 cannot be baited one doit of a thoufand Pieces.

Pand. Well, follow me, my Mafters, you fhall have your
Money prefently: Wife, take her in, inftru& her what fhe
has to do, that fhe may not be raw in her Entertainment,

Bawd. Bowlt, take you the Marks of her, the Colour
of her Hair, Complexion, Height, Age, with warrant
of her Virginity, and Cry, He that will give moft fhall
have her firft. Such a Maiden-head were no cheap thing;
if Men were as they have been: Get this done as I com-
mand you.

Bouit. Performance fhall followr. [Exiz.

Mar. Alack, that Leonine, was fo flack, fo {low:

He fhould hawe ftruck, not fpoke; "
‘Or that thefe Pirates, nat enough barbarous,
¥ad o’er-board thrown me, for to feek my Mother,

Bawd. Why weep you, pretty one?

Mar, That I am pretty.

Bawd. Come, the Gods have done their Part in you.

Mar. 1 accufe them not. ‘

Bawd. You are light into my Hands, “where you are
like to live. :

Mar. The more’s my Fault to *fcape his Hands,
Where I was like to die.

Bawd. Ay, and you fhall ive in Pleafure,

Mar. No,

Bawd. Yes indeed fhall you, and tafte Gentlemen of ali
Fafhions. You fhall fare well; you fhall have the Diffe-
sence of alt Complexions: what, d’ye ftop your Ears?

Mar. Axe you a Woman?
| Bawd.,
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Bawd. What would you have me to be, if I be not a
Woman?

Mazar. An honeft Woman, or not a Woman.

Bawd. Marry whip thee, Gofling: I think I fhall have
fomething to dv with you. Come, y’are a young foolifh
Sapling, and muft be bowed as I would have ye.

Mar. The Gods defend me.

Bawd, 1t 1t pleafe the Gods defend you by Men, then
Men muft comtort you, Men muit feed you, Men muit
- ftir you up: Boult’s return’d.

Euter Boult.
Now, Sir, haft thou cry’d her throuch the Market ?

Bordt. 1 have cry’d her almoft ro the number of her
Hairs. I have drawn her Pi&ture wich my Voice.

Bawd. And prithee tell me, how doft thou find the In-
cination of the People, efpecially of the younger {ort?

Boult. Faith they lift'ned to me, as they would have
hearken’d to their Father’s Teftanient. 'There was a Spa-
niard’s Mouth {o watered, that he went to Bed to her
very Deicription.

Baiwd. We {kall have him here to Morrow with his
beft Ruff on.

Boulz. To Night, to Night. But, Mifhiefs, do you know
the French Xuight that cowes ’th’ Hams?

Bawd. Who, Monficur Verollus ?

Boxlt. Ay, he offered to cuta Caper ot the Procirina-
tion, but he made a Groan at 1t, and {wore he weuld {ze
her to Moirow.

zvd, Well, well, as for him, he brought his Difcafe
hither, here he doth but repatr it. I know he will come
11 our Shadow, to {ratter his Crowns in the Sun.

Bozlt. Well, if we had of every Nation a Traveller, we
fhould lodge them with this Sign.

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while, you have For-
tunes coming upon you, maik me, you muft {fecem to do
that fearfully, which you commit willingly 5 defyife Profit,
where you have moft Gain; to weep that you live as you
do, makes Piiy in your Lovers {cldom, but that Pity be-
gets you a good Cpinion, and that Opiaion a mere Profit.

Mar. 1 underftand you not.

Bozlt,
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Boult, O take her home, Miftrefs, take her home, thefe
Bluthes of hers muft be quencht with fome prefentP. cétice.

Bawd. Thou fayeflt tue Phaith, {fo they muft, fo- your
Biide goes to th;lt with {fame, which is her way to go
with warrant,

Bozlt. Faith fome do, 2nd fome do not; but Mifirefs,
if I have bargain’d fo the Joynt.

Bawd. Thou may’{t cut a Mol off the Spit.

Boxnit. I may {o.

Band. Who fbould deny it?

Come young one, I like the manner of your Garmen.swell.
Boilt. Ay by my Faith, they fhall not be ch ~.cd yet.
Bawd. Boxlt, {pend thou thar in the Town repor. what

a Sojourner we have, you’ll lofe no hinz by Cultem. When

Nature tram’d this Piece, fhe meant thee a good Tuin,

therefore {ay what a Paragon fhe is, and thou haft the

Harveft out of thine own Report.

Borlt. 1 warrant you Miftrefs, Thunder fhall not fo a-
wake the Beds of Eels, as my giving out of her Beauty ftirs
up the Lewdly inclined. T'll bring home fome to Night.

Bawd, Come your ways, follow me.

Mar. 1f Fires be hot, Knives fharp, or Waters decp,
Unty’d I fiill my Virgin-knot will keep.

Dinra, aid my purpofe.

Bawd. What have we to do with Diuna? pray you go
witll us. [ Exennt.
Enter Cleon and Dionyla.

Dion. Why are you foolifh, can it be undone?

Cle. O Dieny/a, fuch a piece of Slaughter,

The Sun and Moon ne’er loek’d upon.

Dion 1 think you’ll turn a Child again.

Cle. \Were I chief Lord of all this fpacious Wo:ld,

I’d give 1t to undo the deed. O Lady, much lefs in B]()Od

than Vittue, yer a Princefs to equal any fingle Crown of the

Faith, inthe Jufticeot Coraparc: OV tlain Leonize whom

thou haft peiloned teo 1t hoa had’ft drunk to him, it had

been a Kindnefs beceming well thy Face; what can’ft
thou {ay, when nob.e Pericles thall dumand his Child ?

Dion, That {he is dead. Nurfes are not the Fates to
fofter it, nor ever to preferve; fhe dy’d at Night, I'll fay

{o,
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{fo, who can crofs it, unlefs you play the innocent? and
for an honeft Attribute, cry out, the dy’d by teul play.

Cle. O go to, well, well, ot all the Faulcs beneath the
Heav’ns, the Gods do like this wortt.

Dion. Be one of thole that think the pretty Wrens of
Therfus will fly hence, and open this to Pericles; I do thame
to think of what a noble Strain you are, and of howr
coward a Spirit.

Cle. To {uch proceeding, whoever but his Approbatien
added, though not his whole Confent, he did not fow
from honourable Coui{es.

Dion, Be it {o then, yet nonedath know but you hew
flre came dead, nor none can know, Leonize being gonc.
She did difdain my Child, and ftood between her and her
Fortunes: None would look on her, but caft their Gazes
on Marina’s Face, whillt ours was blurred at, and held a
Mawkin, not worth the time of day. It pierc’d me tho-
row, andthough you call my Ceurfe ungratural, you not
your Child wellloving, yet I find it greets me asan en- .
terprizc of Kindnefs perform’d to your {fole Daughter.

Cle. Heav’ns forgive it.

Dion. And as for Pericles, what thould he fay?

We wept after her Hearle, and yet we mourn:
Her Monumentalmoft finifhed, and her Epitaph,
In glittering golden Charadters, exprets

A general Praife to her, and Care in us,

At who {fe Expence ’tis done.

Cle. Thou art ike the Harpie,

Which to be ray, doft with thy Angel’s Face,
Seize with thine Eagles Talons.

Dios. You are like one, that {uperftitioufly
Doth {wearto th’ Gods, that Winter kills the Flies,

But yet I know, you'll do as 1 advile, [ Exennt.

C ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I

Enter Gower.

HUS Time we wafle, and longeft Leagues make (hort,
Sail Seas in Cockles, have and wifh b for’t,

Making, to take our Imagination,

From Bownrn to Bourn, Region to Region.

By you being pard’ned, we commit no Crime,

To 1fe one Language, in each [everal Cline,
Where ony Scenes feem to live. I do befeech you
To learn of me, who flands in gaps to teﬁcZ you
The Stages of our Story. Pericles

Is now again thwarting the wayward Seas
(Attended on by many a Lord and Knight)
To fee his Danghter, all bisLife’s Delight :
Old Hellicanus goes along, behind

Is left to govern it : You bear in Mind

Old Efcanes, wrorz Hellicanus late
Aduvanc'd in tume to great and bigh Effate.
Well fniling Ships, and bounteous Winds have brought
This King to Tharfus, think this Pilate thonght -

So with his Steerage, f[hall your Thoughts grone

To fetch his Danghter bome, who firfl is gone ;

Like Motes and Shadows fee them move a while,

Your Ears unto your Ejes Il reconcile.

Enter Pericles at one Door with all his Train, Cleon and
Dowyfra at the other: Cleon fhews Pericles the Tomb,
whereat Pericles makes Lamentation, puts on Sackcloth,
and in a mighty Paflion departs.

Gower. See Low Belief may (uffer 6y foul fliow,
This borrow’d Paffion fiands for true old Woe:
And Pericles iz Scrrow all devour'd,
Uath Sighs (hot through, and biegeft Tears o’er-fhower'd,
Leaves Thatfus, and again imbarks, be [wears
Newer to walh bhis Face, nor cut his Hairs,
He put on Sackloth, and to Sea he bears,
A Tempeft nhich his mortnl Veffel tears,

And
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And yet ne rides it out. Now take we our way
To the Epitaph for Marima, writ by Dionyfia.

The faireft, {weeteft, and beft lies here,

Who wither'd in her Spring of Year:

She was of Tyrus the King’s Daughter,

On whom foul Death nath madz: this Slaughter
Marina was fhe call’d, and at her Birth,

That is, being proud, fwa'low’d fome part of th’ Earth-
Theretore the Earth fearing to be overflow’d,

Hath Theris Birth-child on the Heav’ns beltow’d.
Whererore the does and {wears {he’ll never fting,
Make raging Batt’ry upon Shores of Flint.

No Vizor does become black Viliainy,

So well as foft and tender Flattery.

Let Pericles believe his Danghter's dead:

Awd bear his Conrfes to be ordered

By Lady Fortune, while onr ftear muft Play

His Daughter woe and heavy well-a-day,

In her unholy Service: Patience then,

And think yor now are all in Metaline. [ Exit,
Enter two Gentlemen.

1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like?

2 Gent. No, nor never fhail do in {uch a Place g5 this,
{fhe being once gone.

1 Gent. But to have Divinity preacht there, did vou
ever dream of fuck a thing?

2 Gent. No, no; come, I am for no more Bawdy-
houfes, fhall we go hear the Veftals fing ?

1 Gene, Ill do any thing now that is Virtuous, but I
am out of the Road of Rutting for ever. { Excims.
Enter the three Bawds.

Pand. Well, T had rather than twice the werth of hicr,
fhe had ne’er come here.

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her, fhe is able to freeze the God
Priapus,and undo a whole Generation, we mutt either get
her vavifht, or be rid of her; when fhe fhould do for
Clyents her fitment, and do me the kindnefs of our Profc{-
fion,{he has me her Quirks,her Reafens,her Maﬁcr—rcafo;:,
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her Proyers, her Knees, that fhe would make a Puritan
of the Devil, if he fhould cheapen a Kifs of her.

Bor/t. Faith T muft ravifh her,or fhe’ll disfurnith us of
all cur Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Priefts.

Pasd. Now the Pox upon her Green-ficknefs for me.

Bawd. Faith there’s no way to berid ofit,but by the way
to the Pox. Here comes the Lord Lyfimachns difguis’d.

Boult. We fhould have both Lord and Lown, if the
peevith Baggage would but give way to Cuftomers.

Enter Lylimachus.

Lyf. How now, how a Dozen of Virginities?

Fawvd, Now the Gods blefs your Honour.

Pozlt. 1am glad to fee your Honeur in good Health.

Lo/, You may fo, ’tis the better for you, that your
Re-forters ftand upon {ound Legs, how now? whole-
{ome Impunity have you, that a Man may deal withal,
atid defy the Surgeon?

Bawd., We have one here, Sir, if fhe would
But there never came her like in Mezalins.

L-f. If fhe’d do the Deeds of Darknefs,thou would’ft {ay.

Bawd. Y our Honour knows what ’tis to fay well enough,

Ly. Well, call forth, call forth.

Boult. For Fleth and Blood, Sir, white and red, you
fi-all fee a Rofe, and fhe were 2 Rofe indeed, if (he had
but

L'/. What prithec ?

Boult. O Sir, I can be modett.

L /. That dignifies the Renown ot a2 Bawd, no lefs
than it gives a good Report to a Numberto be chafte.
Enter Marina.

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the Stalk,
Never pluckt yet I can affure you.

Is fhe not a fair Creature ?

Lyf. Faith the would ferve after a long Voyage at Sea.
Well, there’s for you, leave us.

Bawd. 1 belcech your Honour give me leave a Word,
And T'll have done prefently,

Lyf. 1 befeech you do.

Bawd, Firft, I would have you note, this is an ho-
nourable Man

Mar,
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Mar. 1 defire to find him fo, that I may worthily
note him,

Bawd. Next, he’s the Governor of this Country, and
a Man whom I am bound to.

Mar. 1f he govern the Country, you are bound to him
indeed, but how honourable he is in that, 1 know not.

Bawd. Pray you without any more virginal fencing,
will you ufe him kindly ? He will line your Apron with
Gold. | -

Mar, What he will do gracioufly, I will thankfully
receive.

Lyf. Have you done?

Bawd. My Lord, fhe’s not pag’d yet, you muft take
fome Pains to wark her to your manage; come, we will
leave his Honour and her together. [Exiz. Bawd.

Ly/. Now, pretty one, how long have you been at
this Trade? | |

Mar. What ‘Trade, .Sir?

Ly/. Why, I cannot name’t but I fhall offend.

Mar. 1 cannot be offended with my Trade,
picafe you to name it.

Lyf. How long have you been of this Profeffion?

Mar. ¥E’er fince 1 can remermber,

Lyf. Did you go to’t {o young, were you a Gamelter
at five or at feven ?

Mgy, Earlier too, Sir, if now 1 be one.

Lyf. Why the Houle you dwell in, prociaims you to
be a Creature of Sale.

Mar. Do you know this Houfz to be a Place of fuck
Refort, and will come into it? T hear foy you ave of
honourable Parts, and the Governor of this JFlace.

Lyf. Why ? hath your Principal made known unto
you, who I am?

Mar, Who is my Principal ?

Lvf. Why your Herb-woman, fhe that f{ets Seeds and
Roots of Shame and Iniquity. O you have hewrd {ome-
thing of my Power, and {o fand aloof for inote {erious
Woolng; but I proteft to thee, pietty one, my Aatho-
rity fhall nog {ce thee, or clde look friendly wpon thee;
¢ome bring me to {ome private Place, come, come. -

C3 M
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Mar. If you were born to Honour, fhew it now,
It put upon you, make the Judgment good
That thought you wmthy of it.

Lyf. How’s this? how’s this? fome more, be fage----

dar. For me thatam a Maid, though moft ungentle
Fortune hath plac’d me in this Stie,

W here fince I came, Difeafes have been {old
Dearer than Phyfick; O that the Gods
Would fet me free from this unhallow’d Place,
Though they did change me to the meaneft Bird
That flies ’th’ purer Air,
Ly/. I did not think
Thou could’t have fpoke fo well, I ne’er dreany’d thou
couid’ft ;
Had 1 brought hither a corrupted Mind
Thy Speech had alter’d 1t; hold, here’s Gold for thes,
Perfevere in that clear way thou goeft,
And the Gods ftrengthen thee.
Mar. The good Gods preferve you.
Lyf. For my part, Icamewith no 1ll Intent, for to m, -
The very Doors and Windows {avour vilely.
Fare thee well,
Thou art a Piece of Virtue, and I doutt not
But thy training hath been noble;
Ilold, here’s more Gold for thee,
A Curfe upon him, die he like a Thiet

That robs thee of thy Goodnefs; it thou doft hear fioni mc,
it {hall be tor thy good.

Boulz. 1 belcech your Honour, one Piece for me

Ly/. Avant thou damn’d Door-keeper,
Your Houfe, but for this Virgin that doth prop it,
Wouid fink and overwhelm you. Away. [ Exis.

Boult. How’s this? We muft take another Courfe with
youa, if your peevith Chaftity, which is not worth a
Breaktaft in the cheapelt Country under the Coap, (il

undo a whole Houfhold, let me be gelded like a Spanicl:
COMmeE your ways

Mar. Whither would you have me?

Boult, I miuit have your Maidenhead taken off, or the
eommon hangman fhall execute it; come your way, we'il
have no morcGentlemen ditv’'naway * come your ways, I
fay. Lutes
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Enter Bawd.

Bawd. How now, what’s the matter ?

Boslt, Worfe and wor{e, Miftrefs, fhe hath here {poken
holy Words to the Lord Lyfimmachus,

Bawd, O abominable!

Boxit, She makes our Profeflion as it were to &inKk before
the Face of the Gods.

Bawd. Marry hang her up fer ever.

Boult. The Nobleman would have dealt with her like a
Nobleman, and fhe {ent him away as cold as a Snow-ball ;
{aying his Prayers too.

Bawd. Bonlttake her away, ufe her at thy Pleafure, crack
the Glafs of her Virginity, and make the reft malleable.

Boslt. And if fhe were a thornier Piece of Ground than
fhc is, fhe fhall be ploughed.

Mar. Hark, hark, you Gods'

Bawd. Sheconjures, away with her, would the had never
come within myDoors, marry hang you, fhe’sborn to unda
us, will you not go the way ot Women-kind? Marrycome
up my Dith of Chaftity, with Refemary and Bays. [ Exiz,

Boult. Come, Miftrels, come your ways with me.

Mar, Whither would you have me?

Boult. T'o take from you the Jewel you hold fo dear.

Mar. Prithee tell me one thing firdt.

Bonlt., Come now, your one thing?

Mar. What can’ft thou wifh thine Enemy to be?

Bozlt, Why 1 could wifli him to be my Mafter, or ratheg
my Miftrefs.

Mir. Neither of thefe are yet {o bad as thou att;

Since they do better thee in their Command;

Thou hold’{t a place, for which the pained’t Fiend

In Hell would not in Reputation change- [comes
Thou art the damn’d Door-keeper to every Cufherel that
Enquiring for his Tib. To the cholerick Niting of every
Thy Ear is liable, thy Feod is fuch, [Rogue
As hath been belch’d on by inreltious Lungs.

Boxlt. What would you have me do? go to the Wars,
would you, where a Man moy furve feven Years for the
lofs of a Leg, and have not Monegy enough in the end to
buy him a wooden one?

alar,
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Mar. Do any thing but this thou doft,
Empty old Receptacles, or common-thores of Filth ;
Serve by Indenture to the common Hangman,
Any of thefe ways are yet better than this:
For what thou profefleft, a Baboon, could he {peak,
Would own a Name too dear:
Oh, that the Gods would {ufely deliver me from this Place;
Here, here’s Gold for thee, if that thyMafter would gain by
Proclaim that I can Sing, Weave, Sow and DPance, [nie,
With other Virtues, which I’ll keep from boalft,
And I will undertake 2ll thefe to teach. [ lars.
I doubt not but this populous City will yield many Scho-
Boult. But can you teach gll this you {peak of ?
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again,
And proftitute me to the bafeft Groom

That doth frcquent your Houfe.
Borlt. Well, T will fee what I can do for thee: If I ¢an

place thee, I will.
Mpr. But amongft honeft Women.

Boult. Faith my Acquaintance lies little among them ;
but fince my Mafter and Miftrels have bou_:ht you, there’s
no going but by their confent : Therefore I will make them
acquainted with your Purpcle, and I doubt not but I {hall
find them tractable enough. Come, I'll do for thee what

I can, come your ways. [ Exennt.

Enter Gower.
Matrina thus the Brothel *(crpes, and chances
Into an Lonsfi Honfe, our Story [ays:
Ske 'ngs like one immortal, and (e dances

As Goddefs-like to ber adizived La s :
Deep Clerks [he duribs and with bor Needle compofes

Natures own Shape, of Bud Bird, Branch or Berry,
Thar even her Art [fteis the natural Rofes,

Her Inkle, Silk, Twine, with the rutid Clarry,
Ihat Pup’ls lacks [he ncne of noble Race,

Who ponr their Bounty or her, and her Gain

She gives the curfed Bawd. Leave we her place,

«And to her Father turn onr Thonghts azan,
Phaere
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Ihere we left him at Sea, tumbled and toft,
And driv’n before the Wind, be is arviv’d

Here where bis Danghter dwells, and on this Coaft
Suppofe hiim now at Anchor: The City flriv'd
God Neptune’s annual Feafl to keep, from whence
Lyfimachus o#r Tyrian Ship efpies,

His Banners fable, trim’d withrich Expence,
And to hbim in bis Barge with fervour hyes,

In your [uppofing, once more put Your [ight

Our heavy Pericles, think this his Bark.

Where what is done in Aition, more of mighs

Shall be difcover'd, pleafeyon fit and hark. [Exit.

Enter Hellicanus, zohbim two Sailors.

1 Sail. Whereis the Lord Hellicanss ? he can relolve you.
O here he is. Sir, there is a Barge put off from Metaline,
and in it is Lyfsmachas the Governour, who craves tocome
aboard what is your Will?

Hell. That he have his——=call up {oms Gentlemen.

2 Sail. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls.

Enter #wo or shree Gentlemen.

Hell. Gentlemen, there is fomae of worth would come

aboard, I pray ye greet them fairly.

Enter Lylimachus.
1 Sail. Sirthis is the Man that can, in ought you would
refolve you.
Lyf. Hail, reverend Sir, the Gods preferve you'!
EHell, And you to out-live the Agelam, and die as I
would do.
Lyf. You wifh me well ;
Being on Shore, honouring of Neptune’s Triumphs,
Seeing this goodly Veficl ride before us,
1 made to it, to know of whence you are.
Hell. Firft, what is your Piace?
Lyf. 1 am the Governor of this Place you lic before,
Hell, Sir, qur Veflel’s of Tire, in it the King,
A Man, who for this three Months hath not {poken
To any one, ror taken Suftenance,
But to prolong his Grief
Lyf.

W
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Ly/t Upon what ground is his Diftempe 2 ce?

Hell. It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main
Grief {prings from the lofs of a beloved Daugiiter, and a
Wife.

Ly/. May we not {ee him 2

Hell. You may, but bootlefs is your fight, he w’ll not
{peak to any.

Lyf. Let me obtain my Wifh.

Hell, Behold him; this was a godly Perion, ’dll the
Difafter that at one mortal whit drove him to this
: Ly/. Sir King, all hail, the Gods preferve you, 1ail Roy-

Sir.

Hell. Tt is in vain, he will not {peak to you

Lord. Sir, we have a Maid in Mezaline, I duift wager
would win fome woids from him.

Lyf. "Tis well bethought, fhe queftionlef with her
fweet Harmony, and otherchofen Attraétions, wouald alure
and makea Battery through his detended Parts, wh'ch now
are mid-way {topt; fhe isall happy, asthefa eltofal, and
her fellow Matds, now upon the levy fhel erthat buts a-
gainft the Ifland fide.

Hell. Sure all effe@tlefs, yet nothing we’ll omit tha bears
recoveries Name. But fince your Kindnefs vel ~vey retche
thus far, let us befeech you, that for our G 4 we may
have Provifion, wherein we are not deftitu ¢ {or want,
but weary for the Stalenefs.

Lyf. O, Sir a Courtefie, which if we fhould leuny, the
moft jut God for every Graff would {fend 2 C. rpilar,
and fo infli&k our Province; yet oncemorele m. ntreat
to know at large the Caufe of your Kingz’s Sorrow.

Hell. Sir, Sir, I will recount it to you; but fee, I am
prevented.

Enter Marina,
Lyf. O here’s the Lady that I fent for.
Welcome, Fair One: Is’t nota goodly prefent ?

Hell, She’s a gallant Lady.

Lyf. She’s fucha one, that were I well affur’d,
Came of 2 gentle Kind, and noble Stock,

I'd wifh no better Choice, and think me rarely wed.

Fair, and all Goodnefs that confiits in Beauty,
Expett
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Expett even here, where is a kinely Parien,
If that thy profperous and artificial Fate
Can draw him but to anfwe: thee in oucht,
Thy facred Phyfick fnall receive {uch Pay,
As thy Deliies can with.

Mar. Sir, 1 will ufe my uttermoft Skill iu his Reco- .
very, provided that none but I and my Cornpunion Maid
be fuf}r;red to come near h'm.

Lyf. Come, let us leave her, and the Geds m:'.= her
profperous. | Tise Song.

Ly. Mark’d he your Mulick?

Mar. No, nor look’d on us.

Lyf. See, fhe will {fpeak to hipm.

Mar, Hail, Sir, my Lord, lehd Ear.

Per. Hum, ha.

Mar. I am a Maid, my Lord, that ne’er before in-
vited Eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet: She
fpeaks, my Lord, that, may be, hi'h endured 2 Gric
might equal yours, if both were juflly weighed; though
wayward Fortune did malign my S-ate, my Derivation
was from Anceftors who ftood equivalent with mighty
Kings, but time hath rooted out my Parentage, and to
the World and aukward Cafualties bound me in fervi-
tude; I will defift, but there is fomething glows. upon
my Cheek, and whilpers in mine Eav, Go woz? ’till ke

fpeak.

Per. My Fortunes, Parentage, good Parentage to equal
mine : was it not thus! what {ay you?

Mar. 1 faid my Lord, if you did know my Parentage,
you would not do me Vioclence.

Per. 1do think {o, pray vou turn your Eyes upon me,
y’ate like fomething that, what Countrey-woimen hear
of thefe thews?

Mar. No, nor of any fhews, yet I was mortaliy brought
forth, and am no other than I appear.

Per. I am great with woe, and fhall deliver weeping :
My deareft Wife was like this Maid, and { ~h a one my
Daughter might have been; My Queen’s {Guave Brows,
her Stature to an Inch, as wand-like ftraicht as8'ver voic’d,
her Eyes as Jewel like, and caft as richly, in prce another

Funo.
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7#no. Who ftarves the Ears, the feeds and makes them
{}upgry, the more fhe gives them Speech; where do you
lve?

Mar. Where I am but a Stranger, from the Deck you
may difcern the Place.

Per. Where were you bred? And how atchiev’d you
thefe Endowments which you make more rich to owe?

Mar. 1t ¥ fhould tell my Hiftory, it would feem like
Lics difdain’d 1n the reporting.

Per. Prithee {peak; Fallenefs cannot come from thee,
for thou lookeft modeft as Juftice, and thou feem’ft a
Pallas for the crowned Truth to dwell in. I will believe
thee, and make my Senfcs credit thy Relation te Points
that feem impoflible, for thou look’ft like one 1 lov’d in-
deed; what were thy Friends? Didft thou not ftay when
I did pufh thee back: Which was when 1 perceiv’d thee
that thou cam’ft from good Delcent,

Mar, So indeed 1 did. ‘

Per. Report thy Parentage; T think thou faidft thou
had{t been tois’d fiom Wrong to Injury, and that thou
thought'ft thy Griers might equ.l mine, it both were o
pened. -

Mar. Some fuch thing 1 faid, and faid no more but
what my Thoughts did warrant me wuas 'tke.;.

Per. Tell thy Story; if thine confideied prose the thou-
fand Part of my Endurance, thou art a Man, and I have
{uffered like a Gul; yct thou doft ook like Patience, ga-
zing on Kings Graves, and {miling Extremity out of ac¢t.
What were thy Friends? how loft thou thy Name, my
moft kind Virgin? recount I do beicech thee, come f{it
by me.

Mar. My Name 1s Marina.

Per. Oh I am mock’d, and thou by {fome incericd God
{ent hither to make the World to langh ut me.

Mar. Patience, gcod Sir, or here 11 ce e,

Per. Nay. I’ll be putient, thou little know’{t how thou
doft ftartle me tc call thy {e'f Marina.

Mar. The Name was givea me by onc that had fome
Power, my Father and a2 King.

X
Per
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Per. How, a King’s Daughter, and call’d Marina?

Mar. You faid you would believe rhe, but not to be
a Trouble of your Peace, I will end here.

Per. But are you Fleth and Blood 2
Have you a working Pulfe, and are no Fairy 2
Motion ? well, {peak on, where were you born?

And wherefore cal’d Marina?

Mar. Call’d Marina, for I was born at Sea.

Per. At Sca? who was thy Mother?

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who
died the Minute I was born, as my good Nurfe Lyrhondﬁz
hath ott delivered weeping.

Per. O ftop there a little, this is the rareft Dream
That ere dull Sleep did mock {ad Fools withal:

This cannot be my Daughter; buried! well, where were
you bred? Il hear you more to the Bottom of your
Story, and never mterrupt you.

Mar. You icorn, baieve me “twere belt 1 did give
Q’er.

Per. I will believe you by the Syllable of what you
fhall deliver, yet give me leave, how came you in thele
Parts? where were you bred ?

Mar. The King, my Father, did in Tnarfus leave me,
>Till cruel Cleon with his wicked Wife,

Did feek to rmourther me: And having woed a Villain
To attempt it, who having drawn to do’t,

A Crew of Pyrates came and refcu’d me,

Brought me to Metaline

But, good Sir, whither will you have me? why do you
weep? It may be you think me an Impoftor, no, gocd
tatth. T am the Daughter to King Pericles, if good King
Pericles be.

Per. Ho, Hellicanus?

Hell. Calls my Lord ?

Per. Thou art 2 grave and noble Counfcllor,

Moft wife in general, tell me, if thou canft, what this
Maid 1s,
Or what is hke te be, that thus hath made me weep?

Hell. T know not, but here’s the Regent, Sir, of Me-
Zaline, {pcaks mobly of ha,

D Lyt
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Lyf. She never would tell her Parentage.

Being demanded that, {re would fit fhll and weep.

Per. Oh Hellicanus, ftrike me, honoured Sir, give me a
gath, put me to prefent Pain, left this great Sea of Joys
rufbing upon me, o'er-bear the Shores of my Mortality,
and drown me with their Sweetnefs: O eome hither.
Thou that beget’t him that did thee beget,

Thou that waft born at Sea, burted at Tharfus,
And tound at Sea again: O Hellicanus,

Down on thy Knees, thank the holy Gods, as loud
As Thunder threatens us; this is Marina.

What was thy Mother’s Name? tell me but that,
For Truth can never be confirm’d enough,

Though Doubts did ever {leep.

Mar. Furft, Sir, I pray what is your Title?

Per. 1 am Pericles of Tyre; but tell me now my
Diown’d Queen’s Name: as in the reft you faid,

Thou haft been God-like perteét, the Heir of Kingdoms,
And another like to Pericles thy Father.

Mar. Is it not more to be your Daughter, than to fuy,
my Mother’s Name is Thaifa? Thaifa was my Mother,
who did end the Minute I began.

Per. Now Bleffing on thee, rife, thou art my Child.
Give me frefh Garments, mine own Hellicanus, fhe 1is
not dead at Tharfus, as the fhould have been by favage
Cleon, fhe fhall tell thee all, when thou fhalt kneel and
juftify in Knowledge, the is thy very Princefs. Who is
this ?

Hell. Sir, ’tis the Governor of Meraline, who hearing
of your Melancholy, did come to {ee you.

Per. I embrace you, give me my Robes;

I am wild in my beholding. Oh Heav’n blefs my Girl.
But hark, what Mulick’s this, Hellicanus ? my Marina,

Tell him o’er Point by Point, for yet he feems to doat,
How fure youare my Daughter ; but where’s this Mufick ?

Hell. My Lotd, T hear none.

Per. None? The Mufick of the Sphere, lift, my Marina.

Lyf. It is not good to crofs him, give him way.

Per. Rareft Sounds, do ye not hear?

Lyf. Mukck, my Lord, 1 hear,

Per.
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Per. Moft heav’nly Mufick, |
It nips me unto liftning, and thick Slumber
Hangs upon my Eyes; let me reft.

Ly. A Pillow for his Head, fo leave him all.

Well my Companion Friends, if this but anfwer to my juft
belicf, I'll well remember you.

ACT- -V, SCENE L

Diana appearing to Pericles aflecp.

Dia, B Y Temple flands in Epbefus, hie thee thicher,
And do upen my Altar Sacrifice.
There, when my Maiden Pricfts are met together,
Before all the People reveals
How thou at Sea didft lofe thy Wife
To mourn thy Croties with thy Dauchters call,
And give them Repetition to the like:
Or perform my Bidding, or thou livelt in woe:
Do’t, and happy by my Silver Bow,
Awake, ond tell thy Dream.
Per. Celeftial Dian, Goddels 4zzentine,
I will obey thee. Hellicanus.
Enter Lylimachus.

Per. My Purpofec was for Thar/us, there to firike
The inhofpitable Cleon, but I am for other Scrvice {irft,
Towards Epbefus turn our blown Sails,

Eftfoons T’ll teli why. Shall we refrefh us, Sir, upon your
Shore, and give you Gold for {uch Provifion as our In-
tents will nced ?

Ly/. Sir, with 2l my Heart, and when you come athgre,
I have another flight.
Per. You fhall pievail, were it to woe my Daughter,
for 1t fecms you have been noble towards her.
Lyf. Sir, lend me your Arm.
Ecr. Come, my Marina, [ Excunt.
D2 Entcr
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Enter Gower.

Now osr Sands ave almeft run,

More a little and then done.

Jhis my lafi boon give me,

For (uchKindnefs muft velieve mae:

Thar you aptly will fuppofe,

What Pageantry, what Feats, what Shows,
IWFhat Minfirelfie, what pretty Din,
The Regent made in Metaiin,

To greet the King ; fo he thriv'd

That be is promis’d to be wiv'd

To fair Marina, out in no wife,

*Till he bad done bis Sacvifice.

As Dian bad ; whereto being bound,

The interim pray you all confound.

in feather’d Briefnefs Sails are fll’d,

And wifbes fall out as they are willd.
At Ephelus the Temple fee

Our King, and all his Company.

That he can hither come fo foon,

Is by your Fancy’s thankful doom. [ Exat.

Euter Penicles, Lyfimachus, Heliicanus, Marina, Thaifa,
Cerymon, and others.

Per, Hail Dian, to perform thy juft Command,
I here contefs my {clt the King of Tjre,
Who frigchted from my Countiy, did wed
At Pentapolis, the fair Thaifa,
At Sea in Child-bed died the, but brought forth
A Maid Child called Marina; who, O Goddefs,
Wears yet thy Silver Livery. She at Tharfus
Was nus ft with Cleon, whom at fourteen Years
He fought to murder, but her better Stars
Bicuzht her to Metaline, *gainft whofe Shore riding,
Her Vortunes brought the Maid aboard to us,
W\ here by her own moft clear Remembrance, fhe
Mzde Lnown her {eif my Daughter.
7/ai. Voice and favour! You are, you are, O Royal
Per.cles, [She faints away.

Per.
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Per. What means the Woman? fle dics! help, Gentle-
men.

Cer. Sir, if you have told Diana’s A'lrar true,
This is your Wife.

Per. Reverend Appearer, na, I threw her oyer-board
with thefe very Arms.

Cer. Upon this Coaft, I warrant you.

Per, *T1is moft certain.

Cer. Look to the Ladv; O fie’s but overjoy’d.
Early in bluftring morn, this Lady w»s thrown upon this
Shore : I open’d the Cofhin, tound thede rich Yewels, re-
cover’d her, and placed her here in Diana’s Temple.

Per. May we {ec them?

Cer, Great Sir, they fhall be brought yvou to my Houfz;
whither I invite you; look, Thaifa is recovered.

Tha:. O let me look ; if he be none of mine,
My Sanétity will to my Senfe bend no licentious Ear,
But curb it {pight of {eeing
O my Lord, aie you not Pericles ?
Like him you {peak, like him you are .
Did you not name a Tempaft, a Birth, and Death?

Per. The Voice of dead Thnifa.

Thai. That Thaifa am I, {uppefed dead and drown'd.

Per. Immortal Dian!

Thai. Now 1 know you better.
When we with Tears parted Pentapolts,
The King my Futher, gave you {fuch a Ring.

Per This, this, no more, you Gods,
Your prefen Kindnefs makes my paft Miferies Sport,
You fhall do well that on the touching of her Lips
I may melt, and no more be {feen;
O come, be buried a fecond time within the{e Arms.
. Mar. My lieart leaps to be gone into my Mother’s Bo-

om.

Per. Look who kneels here, Fleth of thy Fleth, Thaifz,
Thy Burden at the Sea, and call’d Marina,
For {he was yielded there.

That, Bleft, and mine own.

Hell. Hail, Madam, and my Queen
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Thai. 1 know you not.

Per. You have heard me fay when I did fly from Tjse,
I left behind an ancient Subftitute;
Can you remember what I call’d the Man?
I have nam’d him oft.

Tnai. *Twas Hellicanus then.

Per. Still Confirmation,
Embrace him, dear Thaifa, this is he;
Now do 1 long to hear how you were found;
How yotlibly preferved; and who to thank,
Befides the Gods, for this gre.t Miracle.

Thai. Lord Cerymon, my Lord, this Man, through whom
The Gods have flicwn their Power, that can {rom firft
To laft refulve you

Per. Reverend Sir,

The Gods can have no mortal Ofhicer
Morve like a God than you,
Will you deliver how this dead Queen re-lives?

Cer. 1 will, my Lord; befeech you firft go with me
Unto my Houle, where fhall be thewn you all
Was found with her,

How fhe came plac’d here in the Temple,
No necdful thing omitted.
Per. Pure Dian! blefs thee for thy Vifion,
1 w'll offer Night Oblations to thee.
Thaifa this Prince, the fair betroth d of your Daughter,
Shall marry at Pentapolis.
And now this Ornament that makes me look difmal,
Wikl T clip to torm,
And what this fourteen Years no Razor touch’d,
To grace thy Marriage Day, 11l beautifie.

Thai. Lord Cer mo: hath Letters of good Credit,
Sir, my Fathe ’s dcad.

Per. Heav’ns make a S ar of him; yet here, my Qu-en,
We'll celebrate their Nuptid's, a1 d our {clves
Will in that Kingdom {pend om folowing Duays;

Our So1 and Daugh er ficll in Tyrus reign
Lord C rimon, we do ow lenging flay,
To kea e reit vatold, Siry «ad sthew.y, [Ev. ommes.

Enter
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Enter Gower.

In Antiochus and his Dausbter, you bave heard
Of monfirons Lu, the due and 1nfl Reward :
In Yericles, his Dueen gnd Danghter, feen,
Altbongh affail’d with Fortune fierce and keen,
Vireste proferv’d from fell Deflrnition’s bla,
Led on by Meav'n, and crown’d with Foy at lafl.
In Hellicanus may s0n well defery,
A Figure of Truib, of Faith, of Loyalty :
In revercnd Cerymon there well appear.
Lhe worth that learned Charity aye wears.
For wicked Cleon and his IVife, when Fame
Had [pread their curfed Deed, and hoxonr’d Name
Of Pericles, t0 rage the City turn,
That bim and bis, they in lzis Palace burn.
The Gods for Murder fegmed [o content,
To puni'h all, although not done, but meant.
So on vour Patiences ever more artending,
N w Foy wais on yon, here our Play Latk ending.




ADVERTISEMENT,.

Hereas, R. W alker,with his Accomplices
have printed and publifh’d feveral of
Shakefpear’s Plays; and to {creen their Innu-
merable Errors, advertife, That they are
Printed as they are Acted, and induftriouf-
ly report, that the faid Plays are printed
trom Copies made ufe of at the Theatres; 1
therefore declare, in Jultice to the Proprie-
tors, whole Right is bafely invaded, as well
as in Defence of my felf, That no Perfon
cver had, directly or indirectly tfrom me, any
{uch Copy or Copies; neither wou’d I be ac-
ceflary on any Account in impofing on the
Publick fuch Ulfelefs, Pirated, and Maim’d
Editions, as are publifh’d by the faid
R. Walker,

W. CHETWOOD, Prompter to His
Majefty’s Company of Comedians at

the Theatre-Royal in Dyury-Lane,
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